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A Panel of Mystery Fans, Authors and the Editor

IFE in the country is usually serene

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

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

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

Healthy—Except for Murder!

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

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

ab!

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

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

Two more topnotch novels, “1 Found Him
Dead” by Gale Gallagher and “Murder at
London’s Gate” by John Creasey round out
our trio of books to be featured in the next
issue. And remember, that all three books
will be expertly abridged for faster and
more entertaining reading.

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

Mysterious Terror

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

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

“For months now I’ve been dreaming
about him,” she said. “The yellow taxi
creeps up the road toward me, slowly, and
I know it’s going to catch up with me.” She
shivered and added. “But it isn't a dream
any more. It’s real. 1’ve seen the yellow taxi
here in Kenmore!”

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



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

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

The doctor shrugged, finally gave her a
prescription and saw her to the door. She
had ridden up on horseback. She climbed
into the saddle quickly and rode away down
the lane. And then, as Dr. Westlake
watched, he saw an automobile drive past
the entrance to his driveway. The car was
a yellow taxi 1

A Turmoil of Violence

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

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

“Norma. You idiot! Not so fast!"

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

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

There you are. fans! We defy you to re-
sist this absorbing novel. It will hold your
interest to the very last page. So look for
“The Yellow Taxi” in the next issue of
TRIt'LS DETECTIVE.

t Found Him Dead" by Gale Gallagher,
the second of our three torfheoming novels,
is a tale of intrigue and terror and cruel
Shewing revuhing around the comely

(Continue./ on itape 156)
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obligation. .Simply moil the coupon
below today. Newspaper .Institute” of
America. One Park Avenue, New York,
(Founded 1925 )

Newspaper Institute ©f America

One Park Are., New York 16, N. Y,,

Send me, without cost pf obligation, yottr

e W ! , Itihg Aptitudu Tent and further information
H about Writing for profit as promised in Thrilling

Group, September.

Mr. 1

xits. P S
nsti

Address.........ccoooieeees e - o emaede.
L) ciipet livi*» If yxott (ue rt>;ibli? tie. [, *riti'e G.i. ftIVI of R ;:'m
<Alt CoiiiolviV'y.;j /mGy T >ou > il

Copyright 1949, sNpWfpuppr fftstiteto of America.



'motor cruiser "elena” reported -
IN DISTRESS OFF CATFISH SHOALS.N)

JACKLEm ANOIOUMCK/EL £EK-SEASEES,
AE£E£ ON THE SECOND DAY OFA FOVSH
NONDOWN THE COAST/N Tf/ST#NEWLY*
F(/ECMSED SECOWHAND BOAT.mMSNe=

MY ENGINE'S OCAO! ARE YOU

WE'RE Blowing
v THE RESCUE CRAFT/ s ONTO THE TNTEE’;LEYOOERMDSES)
k shoats Ja THE ENGINE'LL |

k START WOW/i

rYOU GOT USOUT m CATFISH SHOALS ‘come aboard when M i'll start supper  SAY THIS BLADE'SF its a thim]
OF A NASTY FIX. yCAVE BEEN BAD NEWS WE ANCHOR. WE'RE DAD, WHILE YOU. A PIP, NEVER GOT/GILLETTE <
| WAS ABSOLUTELy/FOR MANY A VESSEL; LINVITED FOR CHOW JffXMEN CLEAN UPMI  RID OF WHISKERS ) =«* AND

V. HELPLESS / oo Ml FASTER OR EASIER APLENTY KEEN

rWE PLAN TO Fix~» THAT'S A WASTE OF TALENT, TAKE IT FROM ME, MEN, YOU GET
UP OUR TUB AND MY CONSTRUCTION FIRM d ' SWELL-LOOKING. COMFORTABLE SHAMES
gw . KNEEOS MEN LIRE YOU”B /WITH THIN GILLETTES.THEY'RE THE KEENEST 1
4 ELAOES IN THE LOW-PRICE FIEtO. ALSO they
TIES CERTAINLY FIT your Gillette RAZOR ACCURATELY
HANDSOME & AND PROTECT YOU FROM THE IRRITATION.

CAUSED BY MISFIT BLADES.
ASK FOR THEM IN THE
CONVENIENT NEW

TEN-BLADE

PACKAGE.
», I

NWICSMMKMEHASCTNUTNENT K- 15t MRS



When wealthy stamp dealer Adrian is killed,
nobody is sorry- but his death is a signal
for new violence that bears a grim postmark!

by

PENTECOST

A A A Al)

|
IN RED

an Inspector Luke Bradley novel

HE main office of Lawrence Storm,

Inc., of &4/~ Nassau Street, was a
long, narrow room with_two windows at
the far end. If the building boasted a
window cleaner, he had neglected Mr.
Storm's office for a long time. Across
the front end stretched a wide counter,
glass-covered, while beyond the counter

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

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



Larry Storm Joins

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

“Hil” said Mr. Storm. )

“Hi, teacher!” said Ellen Dixon.

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

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

“Gee, yes, Mr. Storm,” said Mickey
Hogan. “Bones has got some ‘specially
rare items for me.”
| kI see,” said Mr. Storm. “Let’s have a
ook.”

Mickey picked up one of the stamps,
almost reverently. “This is one of the
Trans-Mississippi issue,” he said, eager-
ly. “But it’s a rare one, Mr. Storm. It’s
So rare it isn’t even listed in Scott’s cat-
alo‘giue.” ]
1 see,” said Mr. Storm. “And what
is so rare about it, Mickey?”

“Well, this was part of a regular,
perforated issue,” said Mickey. “But
there must have been a slip-up some-
where, because this stamp has no per-
forations at all.”

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

TtyTICKEY  looked
1V1 “Well, sir, it’s listed at forty
cents in Scott’s—| mean the regular onée.
But Bones is goin’ to let me have the
special one for only a buck. | guess I'm
mighty lucky.” ]

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

uncomfortable.

Lake Bradley on

a Trail of

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

“And how!” said Mr. Storm.

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

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

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

Mr. Storm lifted a hinged section of
the counter and let himself into the
main office. “l don’t understand you,
Ellen,” he said. “You sit here and allow
Bones to gyp a customer. Sixty cents
is just as much to Mickey as six thou-
|s_<|am|d ,might be to someone like Jasper

ale.

Ellen Dixon looked up. “Of course |
knew what was gomgh on,” she said.
“But | was recalling that Mickey sold
Bones a Leica camera the other day at
the amazing bargain price of three dol-
lars. Only it didn't have any lens. |
thought . Mickey had something com-
ing t0 him.”

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

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

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



Murder

want to _see her, whoever she is. I've
got to finish pricing that Hoffenstein
collection. Dont | gay you to keep peo-
ple out of my hair?” )

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

INSPECTOR LUKE BRADLEY

“How right you are, my sweet,” said
Larry. ]
Heé handed his hat and coat to Bones,
walked across to the door of his private
office and went in. )

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

“l wonder,” said Lucia Warren. She
was tall and dark, and_her voice was
low and throaty, attractive. But it was
definitely hostile. “Father often said you
were one of the few honest brokers in
the stamp business. But quite recently,
Mr. Storm, I've had reason to wonder
if Father was right.”

Larr%/ sat down at his desk. “Maybe
you’d better tell me just what it’s all
{abc%ut,” he said, ‘before | start to pro-
est.”

Involving a Fortune

11

In Missing Stamps!

“Did you know that my father's col-
lection was put up at auction last
week?” Miss Warren asked.

“I knew,” Larry admitted. “Unfor-
tunately | couldnt be on hand. I was at
a convention of the Philatelic Society in
New Orleans.”

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

onds.”

ARRY shrugged. “A lot of people

_have that 1dea, Miss Warren. 1I’'m
afraid it’s usually a mistaken one.
Stamps are primarily a hobby. The sal-
vage value on a collection is rarely any-
thing like its cost to the collector.”

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

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

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

“Who auctioned the collection for
you?” demanded Larry.

“Max Adrian.” o

Larry groaned. “Adrian is a crook!”

“That,”™ said Lucia, “is what he says
about you. He says you passed off a lot
of w-orthless items on my father.”

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

“Ye-S.” ) ]

“Ttns office must have surprised you

then.

“It did,” admitted Lucia. “Father
said your business was worth at least
half a million dollars.”

“The customers dont pay for over-
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head here,” said Larry. “Adrian run3
what we call a bucket shop. It’s a trap
for suckers.” He leaned forward. “I
think | can explain just how you’ve been
rooked. Your father’s executors turned
over the collection to Adrian some time
before the auction so that prospective
buyers could examine it, didn’t they?”
‘They did.”

_ “Your father’s executors know noth-
ing abog,t stamps. Right?”

“All they had was a list of what the
collection contained—a list which said,

for example: ‘One U. S. Number One-
Five-Seven-d, double impression Jack-
son.” Right?”

“Right.”

Larry smiled. “Now watch closely. |
have nothing ué) mY sleeve. One uncan-
celled Jackson double impression in per-
fect condition is worth two thousand
dollars, maybe more. But a cancelled
Jackson double impression in good
shape is only worth about six hundred
dollars. If it wa3 slightly damaged, it
might bring about four hundred and
fifty dollars, which is what you got for
it. In other words, Adrian removed a
fine, uncancelled specimen from the col-
lection, replaced it with a slightly
frayed cancelled item, got the auction
commission for the substituted stam
and probably still has the two-thousand-
dollar one which he will sell in time to
some one at full value.” o

“But that’s downright swindlingI"
Lucia exclaimed,

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

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

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

“Why? Has he done something to

ou?”

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

stamp broker. He was interested only in
rareS a?nd expensive items.”
[ O.”

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

“Brokers have numerous methods of
dealing with clients,” said_Larry. “When
a client has a good credit standing we
often send him stamps for_inspection
without anY money changing hands.
The client looks them over, and if he
decides to buy, pays for them. If he
doe?n’t want them, he sends them back.”

[ See_”

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

‘Disappeared!”

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

“But _what has that to do with
Adrian?”

“I’ve never been able to ?et any evi-
dence,” said Larry, “but [I've always
thought that Adrian was Oscar Rivero.
Nowr; go home, Miss Warren, and get
your father’s catalogue. Meanwhile 1’lI
dig up my own records. Come back here
about six and we’ll go over them and
see just how badQ{ you’ve been taken.
Then I’Il buy you dinner. Fair enough?”

“Fair enough,” she agreed, and just
then Ellen Dixon’s clear voice came
through the interoffice communicator

“Mr. Julius! Duck!”

Larry took Lucia’s arm, turned her

uickly around, and literally pushed her
through a curtained doorway info a
small pitch-black room, where he Iscpt
hia violet-ray lamp and other equipment
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for the examination of stamps.

“Please, if you love me, be quiet till
this old screwball leaves!” he whispered,
and Lucia, finding herself in complete
darkness, with Larry’s arm around her
shoulder, was too amazed to reply.

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

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

Surprisingly Mr. Julius answered that
question himself, although the metal
ear trumpet still remained in his pock-
et. "You know very well what | want,
Ellen Dixon! | want to know if Storm
is here. Because if he is, 1 won’t set
foot in the plaee!” )

_Bones crossed the office and raised the
hinged section of the counter. “Come in,
Mr. Julius. Larry isnt here!”

“What?” Mr. Julius demanded. He
wrenched the ear trumpet from his
Eocket and pointed the horn end at

ones. “For heaven’s sake, speak up,
my, boy!” : :
~ "l say it’s all right, Mr. Julius. Larry
isn’t lure!”

“Dont shout!” commanded Mr.
Julius.  “I’ll see for myself” He
stamped across the room, flung open
the_office door, and peered around sus-

|C|ouslgl. Then he turned to Ellen.
‘Well, do | have to stand here all day?”

“What can | do for you, Mr. Julius?”
Ellen asked camly.

MR. JULIUS banged his umbrella on
the floor. “What can you do for
me? You still sell stamps, don’t you?
Think | came to buy a musical inStru-
ment?” .

“Sit down here at ray desk,” said
Ellen, soothingly, “and tell me what
ou want to see.” She held a chair for

im and he sat down, placmﬁ hat, um-
brella, and ear trumpet on the desk in
front; of him.

“Thing | can’t understand,” he
growled, “is how a well mannered
young woman like you can work for a
crook” like Storm.”” Ilis old eyes nar-
rowed. “Not in love with him, are you?”

“I'lease tell me what you want to
see?” repeated Ellen, ignoring his ques-

tion.
“She asks me what 1 want to see!

lkMwy paid the drfrer and helped Len out of the eah,
{Chap. Ilj
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Have | ever been interested in anything
except South American issues?” Then
as Ellen went over to the safe and took
out a large, heavy volume, he continued
“Now none of your cripples! None o
your repaired items! No stolen goods!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’ll be here," she told him.

H.N THE big, upholstered armchair
next to the desk in Max Adrian’s im-
ossibly modernistic office, sprawled the
igure of Lon Nicholas. His head was
turned to one side, revealmg an ugly
bruise near his temple and a little
trickle of blood oozing from one corner
of his_mouth.

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

Storm was cold with™ anger. “What

hap}I)_ened?”_ he demanded.

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

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

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

“Get it!” Larry said, so sharpla/ that
Louderbach jumped. Larry turned back
to Lon and spoke gentI?/.

“What happened, fella?” he asked.

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

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

“He was going to use it, all _I’IEh'[,"
%&_lld the fat man, “I was too quick for

im.

“Why, Lon?” Larry asked, gently.

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

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

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

“Havedy_ou sent for the police?” Larry
ask?\(lj Adrian,

[ 0 ”

“Why not?"

The fat man shrugged. )

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

Adrian’s. huge paunch shook, “So
ou’re tossing that in my lap too. eh?
ow | laughed when she came crylng
to me. The noble Larry Storm had “sol
her father on a bunch of junk! Well, I’'m
not taking the rap. If 'you can prove
I'm Osear Rivero, you can take over
where Houdini left off! Now, get your
blubbering friend out of here.’

“Okay. Max,” said Larry .softie
“You’ve asked for it. I'm turning on
the heat and I’ll keep it on till you’]"
out of town, or up the river.”

The office door opened and two men
walked in. The first man. tall and brood
shouldered, had bright red, close-
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cropped hair. “ name is Bradley,”
he said. “Inspector, Homicide Division.
Some one phoned us there was trouble
Adrian addressed his clerk. “Louder-
bach, did you call the police?” he de-
handed. ]
“No, Mr. Adrian.” . )
_ The fat man turned to his reception-
ist standing in the doorway. “You?”
“I h-heard him threaten you, Mr.
Adrian! | thought it best.” .
“You’re. not supposed to think,”
Adrian said. “You're supposed to run
a switchboard. Get out!” He faced Brad-
ley. “There’s been a mistake, Inspector.
Sorry you had the trouble.”

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

“Your friend badly hurt?” he asked.

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

“Looks like a false alarm, Rube,”
Bradley said to his companion. “Wait
for me down in the car.” The man
I(%;_runted and went out, but Bradley
imself made no move to leave. Larry
saw that he was looking at the glass
paperweight which no one had picked
up from the rug. )

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

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

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

Bradley nodded slowly. He turned to
Larry. “Can | help you downstairs with
your_ friend?”

“Thanks,” said Larry.

On the main Hoor Bradley’s assistant
was waiting. He called a taxi, and when
it drew up at the curb the inspector

helped Larry get Lon settled on the
back seat. )

Then Larry turned to him.

“You’ve been very decent, Bradley.
Thanks.” ]

Bradley smiled. “l hate to have you
go_daway thinking 1I'm a nit-wit,” he
said.

"WhK should | think that,
tor?” Larry said and laughed.

“Because | didnt do anything about
that revolver you were at some pains
to shP into your coat pocket. Obviously
it belonged to your friend. You better
keep him out of trouble.”

“I will,” Larry assured him.

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

“Be seeing you,” Larry said.

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

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

“The first thing you do, my lad,” said

Inspec-

Larry, cheerfully, “is to get under a
steaming hot shower. I’ll dig up some-
thing for you to eat while you’re at it.
After that, bed and rest. 1"ve sent for

Bones, lie’ll stay here with you, see that
you’re not_ disturbed.”

Lon smiled. “lI—I guess you’re the
doctor,” he said. .

He stayed in the bath a long time,
so long that the coffee was_done when
the shower stopped run_nln?. Larry
brought the cofree pot in from the
kitchen and placed it on the tray. lie
reached for his cigarette case and
matches, and his right hand closed
over the revolver which he had removed
from Adrian’s office. He took it out and
examined it. The chambers wore all
loaded. He removed the bullets and
dropped them back in his pocket. Then
he walked over to his desk, opened a
drawer, and shoved the gun inside. He
did not see Lon in the doorway, staring
at the desk drawer. . ..
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BON E6 arrived just as Lon had
) finished eating, Larry _beckoned
him into the foyer and explained what
had happened. “l don’t want him to
leave the apartment,” he concluded.
“Give him anything he wants—a drink,
ugarettes, food. But keep him here!”

‘Okay, boss. You can count on me.”

“I know it,” Larry said. He went
back into the living room. “I’'m goin
to the office, Lon. Bones will be here i
you need anything. | may not be back
till late, because I'm having dinner with
the Warren girl. But when | see you I’ll
have something figured out.”

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

When Larry entered his office Ellen
Dixon _came across the room to greet
P_lm. To her also he outlined the situa-
ion.

“How {'_olly,” said Ellen. “And you're
uite satisfied to leave a homicidal
brur))k to the care of a fifteen-year-old
O lII

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

“What a comfort,” Ellen said. “Mean-
while our business goes on as usual.
There’s a customer in_your office.”

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

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

“Never heard of him."

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

Larry _shru%ged._“l suppose I'd bet-
ter see him,” he said. “But if he stays
more than fifteen minutes, rescue me,”
. Mr. Paul Gregory was not an impres-
sive-looking person. His eyes were pale
and watery, and a little brown mous-
tache undeér his nose was meant to dis-

tract attention _from a small, weak
mouth and a chin that rapidly receded
away to nowhere. His face as Larry en-

tered the private office was damp with
perspiration.

“Hello,” Larry said, “What can |
do for you?" he asked. L

Mr. Gregory seemed to be wringin
out the handkerchief between his thic
fingers. “l came to see you, Mr, Storm,
because | am in great trouble," he said.
“l have the care of Mr. Hale’s collection
and of course | handle a great many of

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

“l see,” said Larry. “And why have
you come to me ?” ]

“Because you have the reputation of
being an honest broker, Mr. Storm. |
have often urged Mr. Hale to transact
a part of his business with you." His
voice became confidential. “And if you

can help me now, | can_promise that
some of his business will come your
way!”

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

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

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

Grel%ory swallowed hard. “A perfect
U. S. Number twenty-two, the green St.
Louis Bear." )

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

This seemed to throw Mr. Gregory in-
to a state of terror. “But | must have it
guickly! On Friday night Mr. Hale
has a famous European collector com-
ing to see him. He’ll show his collection.
He’ll discover that the green Bear is
missing. And then—then—" Mr. Greg-
ory pulled a large roll of bills from his

ocket, and began peeling them off in a
ind of frenzy. “Pay any price you have
t0,” he urged. “Go as "high as thirty-
five hundred, even four thousand if you
must. But get it!”

LARRY looked at Gregory specula-
tively for a moment. “I’ll do what
I can for you, Gregory, but you know as
well as | do that the chance of finding
a perfect specimen is no cinch, Still—"

“And you wont let this get back to
Mr. Hale?" Gregory interrupted anx-
jously. “My life is literally in your
hands, Mr. Storm."
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“You can count on me,” said Larry.

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

“Any luck?” she asked. )

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

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

“Thanks, Spence. I’ll do something

for you sometime.” Larry hung up,
lanced at his watch which'said a quar-
er to five, and turned to his secretary.
_ “Look, Ellen, would you mind wait-
ing for Miss Warren?” he said. “I'm go-
mgi over to the Collectors’ Club.”

t was a %uarter to six when Larry
entered the Smoke Room in the Collec-
tors’ Club and strode over to the bar.

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

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

“Is he around the club now?”

“He’s in the washroom.”

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

“Hello, Storm, how’s tricks?” Then
from beyond the swinging doors that
led into the second section of the wash
room came the unmistakable sounds
of some one being ill. “Howard Stev-
ens,” said Luckman, as if that ex-
plained everything.

“I was looking for him,” said Larry.

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

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

“Drunk?” inquired Larry. o

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

“What's upset him?” Larry asked.

Luckman smiled, a tlght-lgoped smile.
“Mr. Stevens,” he said, ar Iy, “has
just taken one of the world’s finest
rooklngs. He went broke recently and
decided to sell his collection.”

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

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

“So what?”

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

or their face value!”

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

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

“It's funny,” Larry said, “but that’s
the third time today |’ve heard a talw
about Adrian.”

Luckman’s = teeth clamped tightly
over the end of his cigar. “Adrian’s
riding for a fa!l,” he said,

“Has he done something to you?”

Luckman  looked at Larry. “If h*
had,” he said, “I’d know exactly how to
deal with him”
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Evidently Luckman wasn’t going to
talk. Larry glanced toward the swing-
ing doors, from behind which still came
sounds of agony.

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

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

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

“Lon’s gone, Larrv!” Ellen said.

“What!” ]

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

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

"Gong, too,” she said. “Now, listen
Larry. The minute | found out what had
happened, | called Adrian and warned
him. Then | sent Bones downtown to
wait around outside Adrian’s office
building—Adrian’s working late. If Lon
turns up, Bones will catch him. It was
the only thing I could think of to do.
You'd better come back here and wait
for Bones to report. As for your Miss
Warren, when she finds no one at the
ﬁfﬁce” she’ll probably telephone you

ere.

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

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

“But I’m dining with Lucia Warren!”

“There’s enough for her,” said Ellen.
“1 ordered some chops at your butcher’s.
Ours are cooking now.” =

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

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

~ “Bones called just before you came
in,” said Ellen. “Lon hasn’t showed u

at Adrian’s. You better sit tight till
Bones picks him up.” o

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

Ellen slipped back to the kitchen, and
returned present!}/ with the platter of
chops. She lighted the candles and they
sat _down. _

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

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

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

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

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

“Lam{]! Please listen! Can you come
down right away. I’ll wait for you here.”
Her voice shook. “Max Adrian has been
murdered!”

w i

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

1 thought _?/ou’d never come,” she
cried, unsteadily.

“Made it as quiekly as 1 could,” he
said. “Now. take it easy, darling. We
canT talk in here. There’s a bar just op-
posite.” He tucked her arm through his
and led her across the street to Conley’s
Tap Room. They sat down at a little
Bootk(lj in the Corner and Larry ordered

randy.

“Oh, Lariy. it was awful!” Lucia be-

an. “1walked into his office and—there

e was, lying on the floor, a little round
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hole in his forehead.”

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

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

"Drink,” Larry said. Lucia lifted the
g]ass to her lips. She swallowed with
lifficulty, as if her throat muscles were
tightly contracted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Have on your gloves?” he asked.

She shook her head. “Then—then |

thought the police ought to be notified.
| walked around behind Adrian’s desk
to the phone. | started to dial the opera-
tor, and then Ié;ot_ frightened all over
again, Larry, and | just ran. When | got
out on the street | went into that cigar
store and phoned you.”

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

“No, | didnt call them,” Lucia said.
She reached out a_hand to him. “I sup-
pose my fingerprints are on that gun
and on the telephone. It might be hard
to explain.” ]

“Rather hard,” said Larry. .

“You see, Adrian’s people—the girl
and that clerk of his—know | was there
gesterday and that | quarreled with

im about Father’s stamps. It might
look—suspicious.”

“Where's that catalogue you brought
downtown?” Larry cut in. *

d “II<_I must have left it on Adrian’s
esk.”

TANDING up, Larry dropped a dol-

) lar bill on the table. “Let’s go,” he
said. “We’ve got to get rid of those fin-
gerprints of yours and recover that cat-
alogue before the police take over. Now
listen, Lucia. I’m going down there, and
%et rid of the evidence against you.

ou’re_é:;om% to walk up to the Brook-
lyn Bridge Subway station and take a
train uptown. When you get home, have
a good stiff drink and then try to get
some rest. And if the police question
you—

“Larry!”

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

“l s-see.” .

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

He parted with her outside Conley’s
and walked south on Nassau Street to
the buildin% in which Adrian had hF
offices. At the third floor he went alon
the corridor to the door, opened it, an
stenged in. . ]

“Reach for the ceiling, and fast!” said
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aharsh voice, In back of him.

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

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

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

“Not me,” said Larry.

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

“Not exactly,” said Larry.

“Care to have a look at him?”

“Why not?” said Larry.

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

Adrian's_body lay on the rug in the
private office, H'USt as Lucia had de-
scribed it, the [little eyes staring up at

the ceiling. Larry’s eyes straYe to the
ﬂ?Sk' Neither gun nor catalogue was
ere.

“Picture of a man stricken with grief
as_he views the body of a dear friend,"
said Bradley $oftl){1, then turned to three
other men” in the room. “Through,
boys?” A photographer and the finger-

rint man nodded. “Okay, then, Doc.
ou can take little Maxie down to the
chopping block and go to work on him.
Let’s get him out of here so we can
have alittle elboow room.”
_ Presently two white-coated men came
in, lifted Adrian’s body onto a stretch-
er, and carried it out. The fingerprint
man, the photographer, and the doctor
followed them. Bradley, watchln%; them
0, said casually to Larry: “By the by,

r. Storm, have we you to thank for
calling us to this little tea party?”
_“You mean you don’t know who no-
tified you about the murder?” said
Lar8/.
“Qur informant wax terribly shy. He

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

“Maybe it was the murderer him-
self,” Larry kept his voice quite steady.,
‘r;TIhe fingerprints on the gun should
e .H

‘R/Vhat gun?” Bradley asked.

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

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

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

THE police inspector's mannei was
@ casual as he asked his next ques-
tion. “Did you have an appointment
with Adrian tonight?” ]

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

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

“A rat,” said Larr%/. “A first-class
unvarnished rat. He cheated his clients
out of thousands of dollars each year.
Maybe somebody caught him at it."

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

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

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

“Take a look at this,” said Bradley,
pomtmg; to a heavily Ioaded_ke% ring.
One of the keys was Inserted in the loc
of the inner door. A gold chain dangled
from the ring. ) )

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

“Robbery, of course.”

“But there’s nothin%| hut books in
there,” said Bradley. He swung open
the safe door



22 CANCELLED IN RED

“Books containing thousands of dol-
lars” worth of stamps,” said Larry. His
eyes narrowed. "And there are some
missing!”

"How do you know?” Bradley asked.

"I've seen the inside of this safe
before.” )

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

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

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

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

Larry’s voice was unnaturally taut.
"That’s what they call a broker’ code,
Inspector. We usually have a code—
some ten-letter word with all the let-
ters different. The letters represent the
nine digits and the zero. We sometimes

encil In the amount we have to get
or a stamp to make a profit. Thus, when
we’re talking to a customer we know
just how much we have to ask by look-
ing on the back.”

‘I see,” said Bradley, vaguely. “What
was Adrian’s code word?” ]

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

Bradley’s eyebrows went up. "You
dont expect me to turn loose a perfect-
ly good suspect, do you, Mr. Storm?”

“Am | a suspecj[, Inspector?”

“Mercy, yes!” said Bradley, as Rube’s
\f/_oice came to them from the outer of-
ice.

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

AT the sight of Rube’s prisoner Lar-
ry groaned audibly.
“Know the lady, Storm?” Bradley
asked. )
"Sure, | know her!” Larry said, an-
%r_lly. | “She’s my secretary, Ellen
ixon!”

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

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

_"When was_he killed?” Ellen asked,
sitting down in one of the chairs near
Adrian’s desk.. ) ]

"Medical evidence is so vague,” said
Bradley. ) .

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

ere.”

The inspector sighed. “Maybe you’re
telllncl) the truth,” he said,” “in” part.
And Idid wantto ding (o Mr. Storm as
my suspect for a while, Oh, well—" He
began to make another aimless tour of
the room. Presently he stepped through
the door into the outer_office, .

“You would walk right into this,”

Larry said, in a sharp whisper.

“You, too,” Ellen said. She glanced
toward the door. “Larry, about
Bones—”

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

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

“It’s an ltalian liqueur called Fiore di
A lpasaid Larry.

“Any good?” Bradley asked.

“Too sweet for my taste,” said Lar-

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

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

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

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

‘So it was you!” he said. )

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

had not been an “amicable relation-

ship.” Only that afternoon Mr. Storm
had threatened Mr. Adrian after accus-
ing Mr. Adrian of dishonesty in the
auctioning of a collection belonging to
a certain Miss Warren. The truth of the
matter was that Mr. Storm himself had
cheated Miss Warren and was endeav-
oring to place the blame on Mr. Adrian.
Then there was that matter of Mr.
Storm’s friend, Mr. Nicholas.
“How do you like Mr. Nicholas as a
potential murderer?” Bradley invited,
“I doubt whether he would” have had
the courage to return so soon,” said
Louderbach. *“He’s an incompetent
hysteric. Besides, he must have known
r. Adrian would be prepared for him.”
“And Miss Warren. Did she think Mr.
Adrian had cheated her?” ] ]
“I regret to say that she did,” said
Louderbach.

—I—HE_ inspector produced a small
printed leaflet from his pocket.
“Ever see this?” he asked,

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

“l see a lot of figures penciled in,”
said Bradley. “l suppose those are the

rices the Stamps brought at the sale.
as this, by any chance, Mr. Adrian’s
property?" ) ]

Louderbach shook his head vigorous-

y_“That’s Miss Warren’s copy,” he
said. “l saw it when she came here yes-
terday. She must have left it, and Mr.
Adrian_and Mr.. Storm were probably
quarreling over it.” )
“l never saw that catalogue before in
my life,” said Larry.
[Turn page]
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Bradley sighed. “I was afraid you’d
say that,” he muttered. He turned to
Louderbach. “Mr. Adrian had other
uarrels besides the one with Mr. Storm,
idn’t he?” )

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

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

“| shouldn’t care to say.”

"How about Howard Stevens?” Lar-
ry cut in. )

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

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

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

Louderbach squirmed more than ever.
“You really cant blame Mr. Adrian
for that. Any dealer would have done
the same thing.” ) )

“Tell the iInspector about it,” said
Larry.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Larry stared, an expression of am&ae-
ment on his face. “Will some one let
me in on this?” Bradley asked.

“Hale is probably the biggest col-

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

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

Nobody spoke for a minute. Then
Bradley closed his eyes. “I’'ve got a
headache,” he said, surprisingly. “I’'m
going to take a couple of aspirin and
sleep on this. Go home, all of you, but
dont try leaving town. Il want to see
you in the morning.”

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

“Bones can take care of himself.”

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

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

“Larry! You mean you have proof?”

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

“Then it must have been bin. Larry.
And Bones! Do you think he’d—do you
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think he'd hurt Bones?” .

Larry shook his head. “I don’t think
Lon would hurt Bones, but if Bones has
something on him, Lon might hang onto
the kid till he had gotten clean away.
You'd better go back to the apartment
and wait there. Bones might communi-
cate ! Meanwhile, 1°ve got to see Lucia.”

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

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

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

im.

“Everything is terrible!” he said.
“The cops were there when | arrived!
They’ve got your fingerprints aN right,
but Lucia, there wasnt any gun.” Brief-
ly he told her what had happened at

drian’s office. o

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

“Sooner or later,” said Larry, “and
¥|ou’ve got to have a pat story for him.

e knows about your first visit to
Adrian from Louderbach, but for-
tunately Louderbach assumed you left
the catalogue there at that time. Your
story has to be that you did, and that
you haven’t seen Adrian since.”

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

“Ill get it,” Larry said. It was In-

spector Bradley.
“How did you know | was here?" Lar-
ry demanded. . )
Bradley grinned. “The plain truth is.

Storm, 1" followed you. | thought if |
hung onto your coat tails, 1 might get
taken interesting places.” He bowed to
Lucia. “I am Inspector Bradley, Miss
Warren,” he explained. “This "doesn’t
look like the kind of a room where a
man ought to_smoke a pipe, but I’d be
a lot happier if you wouldn’t object.”

“Please do,” Lucia said.

Bradley filled bis pipe, strolled over
lo the fireplace, struck a match on one
of the inside bricks, and held it to the
bowl *“1 wish this visit weren’t profes-
sional.” be sighed “A charming room.

a fire, a well-seasoned pipe . . ]
L “You’re forgetting a good book,” said
arry.

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

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

“I see,” Bradley murmured.

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

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

“l didn't think you had,” Bradley
said, sadly, and just then the telephone
rang.

_L%cia answered it. “For you,” she
said to Larry. )

Larry looked stiff and uncomfort-
al|3_||e"as he spoke into the mouthpiece.
[ e O_"

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

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

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

[ es.”

“Bradley?"

“Yes.” .

“Has he arrested Lucia?”

“Dont be a fool!”

“About Lon. | got some black coffee
dowm him. He swears he hasn’t been
anywhere near Adrian, and he swears
he hasn’t seen anything of Bones since
he locked him in"the bathroom. Some-
thing’s happened to Bones, Larry Will
you please come home soon?”
~ “Yes, of course," said Larry. “Be see-
ing you.” ]

e hung up the receiver, Bradley

sighed. “1 don’t suppose either one of
you would like to break down and talk?”
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“l told you all 1 knew down at Adri-
an’s,” snapped Larry. “Miss Warren
doesnt know anything at all about it.”

"l was afraid of that,” sighed Brad-
ley, and went over to the chair where
hé’d left his coat. “I’m on my way to see
Paul Gregory,” he said. “1’d appreciate
it if you’d come along, Storm. You
might "help me think up some bright
questions to ask him about stamps.”

Jasper Hales house was on Fifth
Avenue near 9Srd Street. “l want to
see Mr. Gregory,” said Bradley.
“I'm afraid that’s quite impossible,
sir,” replied the butler. “Mr. Gregory
has retired for the night.”

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

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

Bradley and Storm walked into a
great entrance hall.

"If you’lll wait here a_moment, gen-
tlemen, I’ll rouse Mr. Gregory,” said
the butler. He had just started for the
stairway when a door on the far side of
the hall opened. A tall, gaunt figure of
a man aPpeared. o o

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

radleé ea/ed him mildly, “I’'m In-
ra

spector ley of the Homicide Di-
vision,” he said. “This is Mr. Lawrence
Storm.”

"Homicide!” Hale exploded and

turned on Larry. “Storm! I know you,”
he said. “Steered clear of you for years.
Is this some_ trick?” ]

"1t’s no trick,” Bradleg said. “A man
named Max Adrian has been murdered.
Your Mr. Gregory had an appointment
with him just a short time before he
was shot. I want to ask him about it.”

Hale said scornfully, “Adrian! Greg-
ory! That’s idiotic! ‘Gregory wouldn

ut his foot inside that crook’s office.”
e turned as the butler, lollowed by
Paul Gregory, returned. “Gregory!™
Jasper Hale said, his voice harsh. “This
S Eollce_ inspector. He is under the
mistaken impression that you had an
appointment with Adrian tonight. And
Adrian’s been murdered. Kindly put
them straight about it.” His pale eyes
narrowed. “What the devil have you
done to your head?”

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

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

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

“The bottle with the tree in it,” said
the inspector absently. “Sorry, 1 was
just thinking out loud.” He looked up.
‘Mr. Hale,” he said, “l have a feeling
this interview cant be completed as

uickly as | had hoped. Do you suppose
there is some place we might sit down?

“ 3/ study,” he snorted and led the
V\(a}r/1 own the hall. Hale sat down in a
highbacked wooden armchair. He waved
at other chairs. o
~ “Well, get on with it!” he said impa-
tiently. ] o

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

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

“Perhaps | can explain that, Mr.
Hale,” Larry said. “Under the circum-
stances, Gregog/, there doesnt seem—"

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

“Indeed!” exclaimed Jasper Hale.
“Were all your private dealings with
brokers who werent on my personal
list, Gregory?”

Grc_aé;ory nodded. “It seemed better,”
he said.

“About tonight,” Bradley prompted
the secretary. “Did you go to
Adrian?”

“YeS_" )

“At what time?”

Jasper
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“I got there early," Gregory said. "At
about a quarter to seven. Adrian was
not engaged, so | saw him right away.
I wanted him to get a certain stamp for
me, He said he would. Then 1—" He
floundered. )

"Now we’re coming to the bottle,”
said Bradle% "Well?”

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

here he was!”

"Dead?” Bradley asked. ) ]

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

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

“When | got d-down to the street,”

Gregory said, “l called a cab. In the
cab 1 1-looked at my watch. It was just
twenty-five minutes past seven."
_ Bradley nodded. “But before you got
into the cab you went into the drug store
on the corner, didn’t you? You tele-
phoned to police headquarters.”

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

ASPEIt HALE snorted, “The whole
extraordinary business serves you

right, Gregory. It’s what you get for
dealing with 'a man like Adrian. You
know T wouldn’t touch a thing that had

passed through his hands.”
“But you have done just that!” Larr
said sharplg. “You bought a Newfound-
land Number Ten from Adrian and
paid a cock-eyed price for it! How
about it! How about that, Mr. Hale?”
_ “1never bought a stamp from Adrian
in my life. It’s true | bought a Number
Ten.” but I—” He stopped abruptly,
“Gregory?

Gregory seemed to shrivel in his

clothes. “Mr. Hale d-didnt know tha
stamp came from Adrian, gentlemen,’
he said. “I—I had been commissioned
by Mr. Hale to_get it. Then one day
when | was seeing Adrian on my own
business, | mentioned the Newfoundland
Number Ten. He had one, so—so 1
bought it. |1 d-dn’t tell Mr. Hale when
it came from because | knew he would
n’t be p-pleased.” ]

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

Hale smiled, an acid smile. “l give
%/ou_ credit, at least, for asking an in-
elligent question, though it’s none of
your business. However, | think you’ll
understand. A collector friend of ‘mine
has a stamp | want badly, one of the
Eighteen Sixty-One of Good Hope Tri-
glnglij(lar—the Number Eleven, wood

ock.”

“Who’s your friend?” Bradley asked.

“My dear Inspector,” said Hale,
dryly, “you dont_think 1°d give out his
name, and have Storm and every other
dealer in town camping on his trail!
The point is, this ‘gentleman has a
stamp | want. | knew he wanted that
Newfoundland Number Ten. If | could
get one quickly he might be willing to
make a trade. Money was no object.
That was why | paid a sucker price for
the Newfoundland.”

“And have you made the tradeV
Lar_rry asked. ] ) ]

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

The inspector watched the smoke
curl up from the bowl of his pipe. Then
he got up. “Well, that seems to be that.”
he said. *“And very interesting, t0o.” He
looked down at "Gregory. “Of course
you’ll keep yourself available, Mr.
Gregory. | wouldn’t like to have to ar-
rest you as a material witness. Don’t
decide on any trips.” )

. “_It—|e’ll be here,” Hale said, “I’ll see
o it.”

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

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

Bradley shrugged. “It fits the facts.
Didnt you?”

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

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

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

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

He told her now, in detail.

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

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

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

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

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

‘If the murderer was still there when
Miss Warren arrived,” said Ellen, “he
must have been poring over those
stamps for a good half hour. A coo!
customer, Larry.”

you left here this afternoon?

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

“And Bones?” Ellen asked.

“Maybe he caught Lon at it. Or may-
be he saw Lon coming out of the build-
E]g. Drunk or not, 1I'm going to talk to

on.

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

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

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

Ellen came into the room with a cup
of coffee. Between them they forced
Lon to drink. “Where did you go when

Larry
demanded.
“Agywhere—everywhere. How do |
know 7°

_“Listen, half-baked!” Larr|y shook
him. “Adrian’s been murdered!

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

“He had your stamps, Lon,” Larry
said, steadily. “I saw them.”

Lon stopped laughing. “My stamps!”
he whispered almost soberly. “He had
them?”

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

“No! No, Larry!” ) )

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

ON raised his hands to his face.
“l don’t know, Larry, | left here
—went somewhere for a drink.”
“You went to Adrian’s,” Larry said,
harshly. “You slugged one of his cus-
tomers with a liquor I»ttle and then
you went in and shot him. Where’s the
?ufrgo){ou took out of my desk when you
eft’
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“Gun ?,, - - - -

“Lon, this is serious! Didn’t you go
to Adrian’s when you 'eft here?"

“Please, please! "I can’t remember!”

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

“I don’t know, Larry, I left him here."

“You killed Adrian,” Larry persisted,
“and Bones caught you at it. What did
ou do to Bones, Lon? If you've hurt

im, I’ll break your neck!

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

Larry gave him a little push back
onto the pillow. “Go to sleeip,” he said,
dully, then turned and walked out of
the room. “Maybe Lon is innocent,” he
said to Ellen. “But I still cant believe
he’d hurt Bones.” )

“Then Bones’s absence is even more
serious than if Lon had done something
with him™ Ellen said. “You’re goin
to tell the police about Bones, o
course?” .

“Listen, Ellen, if Bones caught the
murderer red-handed and the mur-
derer killed him, it isn’t going to help
Bones to notify the police, and it might
Put Lon or Lucia Into a spot where
hey’d be railroaded fo a crime the
didn’t commit. If the murderer didn
kill Bones, but is just holding him, the
minute we send out a general alarm
the killer may get cold feet and finish
him off.” ) )

“Larry, | can’t bear it!” Ellen cried.

“Take it easy,” said Larry. “There’s
a third p055|b|||ty. Bones " may have
seen the murderer, but not beén seen
himself. The murderer may have
started to make a getaway, and Bones
may have followed. "We may hear from
him any time.” .

“If T could only believe that!” Ellen
cried. ) ]

“Well do a little sleuthing on our
own in the morning,” Larry said.
“There’s Mickey Hogan, Bones’s pal.
He knows that Nassau Street neigh-
borhood like a book. He may be able
to get on Rones’s trail somehow.” lie
reached out and took her hand in his.
“Ellen, 1 want to find Bones just as
badly as you do. But I'm sure this is
the Tight “line to take.”

Ellen drew a deep breath, and lh--n
withdrew her hand from his. “All rigid,
Teacher, maybe it makes sense,” she
said. “Now you’d better go to bed.”

When Larry Storm arrived at 64t/|
Nassau Streef the next morning, Ellen
and Boness customer, Mickey Hogan,
were already there. “l haven’t told him
anythlng yet,” said Ellen.

‘Come In here, Mickey, and sit down
by my desk,” Larry invited. “You ; ml
Bones are pretty thick, aren’t you?"
_ Mickey snorted. “That doublc-cros. -
in’ chiseler.”

“Bones is_in trouble.” )

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

tomer.”

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

Mickey stared at her, his mouth open.

“Mickey,” Larry said gravely: “I'm
gomg to tell you some things that |
on’t want passed on to any one, partic-
ularly the police. You've read iIn the
morning papers, | take it, that a stamp
dealer named Max Adrian was mur
dered last night. Well, a friend of mine

didnt like this man. He was drunk yes-
terday, he .was carrying a gun, and he
was threatening to kill” Adrian. | sen!

Bones to stay with him, to_make sure
he didn’t get into trouble. This friend
of mine gave Bones the slip. Bones
talked to Ellen on the phone last night
about Six-thirty, and since then w>
haven’t seen or heard from him.”

ICKEY’S hands tightened upon
the arms of his chair.
“You, mean this friend of yours done
somethin’ to Bones?” the boy asked,

“I'm pretty sure he didnt,” said
Larry. “But Bones was hanging around
Adrian’s office, Mickey, and | think he

must have seen the murderer go in and
come out.”

“Then you think—"
“I think the murderer may hawrf
done scl)gnethlng to keep Bones from

talking!’

“But, Mr. Storm, what can 1 do?”

“You know this part of town inside
out,” Larry told the boy. “What | want
you to do is ask questions—kids who
might know Bones, shopkeepers, boot-
blacks. Find out if any one saw him
after six-thirty, what he was doing,
whore he was going.”
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Mickey jumped to hie feet. “You
bet, Mr. Storm. The minute | find out
anythin’ I’ll let you know.” He darted
out of Larry’s office and ran through
the outer room. They heard the hinged
section of the counter slam against the
wall and then a querulous voice.

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

Ellen raised her eyes to heaven. “Mr.
Julius!” ) )

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

“Well, | see they haven't arrested
you yet!”
Larry looked at Ellen. “The man can

read,” he said. .

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

“Mr. Julius,” said Larr%/, wearily,
"things are a little too tough for me to
think_ up any bright comebacks this
morning.” ] ]

“Humph!” said Mr. Julius. He sat
down in the chair o%oosne Larry. "Tell
me about it,” he said.. .

“There isn’t anything to_ tell,” said
Larry. “Somebody shot Adrian. | don't
know who did it and neither do the
olice. | suppose somebody will burn
or it sooner or later.” .

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

"About every collector in New York,”
said Larry. ] ]

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

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

And he did. When he finished Mr.
Julius delivered himself of an extra
large snort.

Commendable—very commendable,
your attitude. Storm. Greater love hath
no man than that he give the life of his
office-toy for a friend!”

“Then you think—
“l think we’ve got to find Bones!”
snapped Mr. Julius. *“Action, that’s

what we want!” ]

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

"Nonsense! When you find Bones,
you’ll have the murderer!”

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

“Great Scott, when | wasMyour age |
could think!”” shouted r. Julius.
“Some one interested in stamps Kkilled
Adrian. | can think of forty people off-
hand besides the ones you’ve mentioned.
Eliminate some because they have no
spunk. Investigate the rest—find Bones
before we get through.”

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

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

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

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

“Come In, Bradley,” Larry said. “Mr.
Julius, this is Inspector Bradley, who’s
in charge of the Adrian case.”

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

“Inspector Bradley, in charge at tto
Adrian case!” Larry bellowed.
~ “Humph!” said Mr. Julius. “Spend-
ing the taxpayers’ money to hang a
man for doinga public service! Police!
Phooey!” Mr. Julius drew himself to
his full height and stalked past Brad-
ley to the door. As usual, he slammed it
fiercely as he went out. )

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

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

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

“l want him to stop
robbers,” said Bradley,
“and to useful.”

laying cops and
plaintively,
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~ “The slogan of Lawrence Storm, Inc.
is ‘Service,” Inspector,” said Larry.
“Our inexhaustible knowledge of stamps
is at your disposal.”

“I suppose that’s all 1 can hope for,”
muttered Bradley. “Well, here goes. I
had your friend Mr. Louderbach down-
town early this morning. He’s made a
hasty examination of those stock books
of Adrian’s and he’s prettty certain
nothing important is missing. However,
he said they had no inventory of their
less valuable stamps, that there was no
way of telling whether any of the cheap-
er items had been stolen or not. Isn’t
that a pretty sloppy way of doing busi-
ness?” )

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

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

Larry hesitated a moment, then
slipped’ down off the desk where he’d
been 5|tt|nﬁ. “Why not?” he said.

The Collectors’” Club was already
crowded with stamp fanciers when
I"arry and Bradle%/ arrived. Larry,
looking around, spofted Ezra Luckman,
his hawklike profile bent over a glass
case. Larry took Bradley’s arm and
guided >m across the room. As they
approa  k Luckman looked up.

e cl .Kled, “If it isn’t Mr, Storm!

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

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

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

TEVENS moistened his lips  “I—I

) dont feel very well,” he said. “If
—if you’ll excuse me, I'll join you the
moment | can.” He moved away in the
direction of the washroom.

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

"There isn’t much to tell beyond what
ou’ve already read in the  papers,"
radley said. “The police always have
a nasty job in a case like this. We_have
to go palnstakl_n%ly through the list of
people who might'have had a mative,
no matter how remote,- and eliminate
them.”

“And I'm a suspect?”
eyes narrowed. )

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

uckman nodded. “Yes, | did,” he

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

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

Luckman’s

“Quite right, Inspector ” Luckman
laughed. “But there was omy one satis-
factory way to hurt Max. Through his

poekothook. I’ll admit | was planning
a little revenge but my idea was_that
sometime 1’d sucker him into buying a
cripple for a fancy price.”
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“Then you didn’t kill him?”

“No, Inspector, | didn’t.”

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

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

“l suppose you have an alibi, too, Mr.
Luckman?” said Bradley.

“Yes, | have,” said Luckman,
promptly. “l went to an early movie at
the Radio City Music Hall, came back

here to the Club at about ten minutes
ast ten, had a snack, and then went
ome.”

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

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

Bradley left the other two for a mo-
ment. When he came back to the table,
he sai(?*:

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

They went out of the Club and onto
the street. Bradley hailed a taxi. “That
was my hmva;luable assistant, Rube

Snyder,” he said.
“Something turned up?” Larré asked.
“Mercy, es,” muttered radley.

“He’s at Adrian’s office. He says he’s
solved the case!”

JKLuBE SNYDER was sitting in an
armchair in the waiting room when
Larry and the inspector arrived.

“Come this way,” he said and to their
surprise led them along the corridor
outside to the door of the adjoining
office. “It was rented about a week ago
bY_a bird named Smith.” Rube ex-
ﬁamed. “Smith! Right away, when |

eard that, | smelled a rat.”

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

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

e is!”
"Mercy!” murmured the inspector.

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

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

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

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

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

“If you don’t want me any more this
morning, Bradley, 1’d like to get back to
w'ork. There’s a lot to be done.”

“Sure,” said Bradley. )

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

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

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

‘Gee, Mr. Storm, would you mind if
| telephoned you tonl%\i)lt at your house
before | go to bed?” Mickey asked.

“Sure. kid. Call up—only I may not
be there.”
Mickey shuffled out of the office.

Ellen looked at Larry. “Where do you
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plan to be?” she asked with a faint
smile. o
“All right, baby, keep riding that
horse if you want to,” he said. “l am
going to see Lucia. Bradley’s probably
talked to her by now. I want to know
how she came out. | want to know how
| stand with Bradley if he kncws now
Whé/ | went to Adrian’s last night.”

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

“So what ?”

LAINLY Ellen was restraining her

impatience only with difficulty.

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

“Her story makes perfect sense,”
Larry said, Teebly. )

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

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

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

“And | suppose she knocked Bones
over the head and concealed him in her
handbag,” Larry was growling when
the phone interrupted. Be picket) it up.
“Hello”

“I've found him,” Said A harsh,
era t“d voice.

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

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

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

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

“Can he be moved?” Ellen asked.

“If you can carry him.” ]

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

“You fool,” said Mr. Julius. “Didn't
you see the card on the door? This
apartment is inhabited by one Ezra
Luckman! 1 got in through bribery
and corruption.” ]

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

“Well, [nspector, we’ve got your
murderer for you,” he said.

“Oh, so you’ve got him!” Bradley’s
voice sounded strangely cold and un
friendly. “You’d better ‘come down and
tell me_about _it.” .

“I will,” said Larry. “Be there in
about three-quarters of an hour.” He
turned awa?{ from_the phone. “The in-
spector's a little miffed because we beat
him to the draw,” he said.

“Humph!” said Mr. Julius. “I'm
going.  Want my suPper!” He was
chuc Imq1 as he left. “Thought a
house-to-house canvas was a joke, eh?”

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

“Now don’t be sore, Bradley,” Larry
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maid, cheerfully. ”1 don’t want any
credit for this. As a matter of fact, |
dont deserve any. It was that old
geezer you met at” my office this morn-
ing who cracked the case.”

‘Really!” Bradley’s eyes were frosty.
mTell me about it

"Well, | have to confess now that |
was holding back a thing or two,”
Larry said. "You see, Nicholas was
at my place until about five yesterday;
then he got away, took his gun. He was
drunk and swearing vengeance. | was
cure he hadn't killed Adrian, but hed
have made a perfect fall guy for you
cops.”

AN EXPRESSION of gloom came

over the inspector’s face. He

ebook his head. ) ] )

"The stupid, stupid police,” said
Bradley.

"W_a¥t, Bradley, there’s more.” Larry
explained about the disappearance of
Bones, and where he had finally been
found. “It was old Julius,” he con-
cluded, “who decided the thing to do
was to check on everybody who had it
in for Adrian. The main Object was to
find the boy, and of course, inciden-
tally, the murderer.” )

'Sure,djust incidentally,” said Brad-
ley. "And you found the kid at Luck-
man’s apartment?

“ngh .H .

“So”Luckman is the murderer?”

“Q.E.D.,” said Larry, expansively.

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

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

Lar_rly._ ] .
“This,” said Bradley, “is the morgue!
Come on.” . o

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

radley’s voice heat in on his

Btunned consciousness.

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

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

* * * * *

They were back in Bradley’s office.

“B-but, Bradley,” Larw stammered.
“How did it happen? Where did you
find him?”

“Near the reservoir in Central Park,”
Bradley snapped. “One of the Park
Patrol “stumbled over him. He’d been
dead a couple of hours when thei

icked him up. That was at four o’cloc
his afternoon.” o

“You’re positive it wasnt suicide?”

“Of eourse I’'m positive. No gun any-
where, no powder marks around the
wound. He was_shot from some distance
away. And with the same gun that
killed Adrian.” ] )

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

“1I’'m %omg to do the finding out from
now on!” Bradley said. He walked over
to _his desk and sat down. “And Im
gomg to begin with you, Storm. You’ve

een holding out long enough.”

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

“How do you know?” o

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

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

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

“So it was the girl!” Bradley said.
“Have | got to drag everything out of
you, Storm? You went there to cover
up for Lucia Warren, You were gom?
to get rid of her fingerprints. Well,
Yve got em, | know she was there.”

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

<) get that part from her person-
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ally,” Bradley interrupted, “She’s on
her way down here now. What | want
is your story! You came to Adrian’s
office to destroy evidence. She told you
ti;]e[)e was a gun on the desk, didn’t
S e.”

IT WAS goin

himself to
that. )

“Yes,” Larry admitted. “She went
to see Adrian, and found him dead. The
?un was on_his desk. She picked it up.

wasn’t gpln% to take the gun, Inspec-
tor. | was just going to wipe her prints
off it, and the phone and desk.”

“Mercy, but you’re noble,” Bradle
said. “You take a header for a good-
looking dame and you’re willing to risk

omr%:; to the chair yourself to cover up
or her.”

_Larry shook his head doggedly. “She
didn’t kill him, Inspector. Can’t you

et it into your head that she was the
ast _person” in the case who wanted
Adrian dead? And what are you try-
ing to say—that she kidnaped Bones
and put him in Luckmaxi’s apartment,
and then walked out into the Park and
shot Luckman?” ]

“Maybe she and Luckman were in
cahootS,” said Bradley. "Maybe they
had a falling out over the division of
the spoils.” ~ )

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

“1 didn’t say it,” I_3ra_d|e¥| contra-
dicted. "ljouderbach said it. How do |
know if he’s telling the truth? In a
cock-eyed business where you don’t
take inventory of your stock, how can
any one tell what’s gone?” )

A uniformed policeman stuck his

to be difficult to justify
radley. Larry could see

head in the office door.

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

“Show her in,” said Bradley. "We’ll
see how these two stories jell T’

When Lucia saw Larry, getting u
from the chair beside the iInspector’s
desk, she drew a sharp breath. “Larry,
I’\_/edgotten you into trouble!” Lucia
cried.

Larry took her hands in his for a
moment. .

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

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

Lucia took the chair which Larry
had vacated.

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

Bradley's eyebrows went up. “That
surprises me!” Well, 1 want the whole
story—from you, Miss Warren.

"What Mr. Storm told you at my
apartment the other night is true, In-
spector,” Lucia said, in a low voice. “I
had every reason in the world to want
Adrian alive. He had cheated me out
of a large sum of mone)é. Mr. Storm
was helping me to get it back.”

“Go on,” said Bradley. )

“Last night | had an_appointment
with _Mr. Storm at his office—that was
at six. Somehow we missed connec-
tions. I—well, | was pretty angry about

[Turn page]
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what Adrian had done to me, and |
decided to face him with it, so I called
his office for an appointment. He told
me some one was coming to see him at
seven, but that he’d be free at seven-
thirty. 1 had dinner at a little restau-
rant and at seven-thirty | went up to
his office. When | got there I—I found
him dead.” She paused, her lower lip
caught between her teeth. “On the cor-
ner of his desk | saw a gun, and fool-
ishly | picked it up.”

BradIeX leaned forward. “What sort
of a gun?” )

“It was a pistol, or a revolver, or
whatever you call them. | dont know
what kind.” )

“Do you own a gun yourself, Miss
Warren?”
~ “No,” Lucia said. “I’ve never had one
in my life.”

_Bradley shrugged. “Go ahead. You
picked up the gun—~ ]

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

“Big-hearted Larry,” said Bradley.

“He came,” Lucia continued, “and”he
agreed to go up and wipe my finger-

rints off the gun and the télephone.

ut he got there too late, Inspector.
Since he didn’t actuall¥]_ do anything
wrong, you cant arrest him, can you?”

RADLEY ignored her question.
“You didn’t see any one else in
the Noffice or in the building?”

[ 0.”

“Did _you notice a bottle on the re-
ceptlomst’s_ desk, a liqueur bottle?”

‘No, | didnt.”

“You mean it wasn’t there?”

“l don’t know, Inspector. | didn’t
see it.”

“How do you account for the fact
that there wasn’t any gun there when
I arrived?” ) )

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

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

Tm"afraid it does. Inspector.”

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

IN RED

there. Did %/ou know Ezra Luckman I*

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

“What were you doing this aft r-
noon ?”

“l havent been out of my apart-

ment today till your man came for
me,” she told him. “The elevator oper-
ator and the doorman should be able
to vouch for me.” )
_ “Sure,” said Bradley. His anger and
irritation were apparently mounting.
“All the same, I’'m going to ask you to
wait here, Miss Warren, until the men
who are searching your appartment
report to me and | have your alibi
checked.”

"Il wait,” Lucia said.

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

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

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

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

“They’re almost certain, Inspector.
The ballistics man hasnt tested it, but
the caliber checks and two shots have
been recently fired from it It’s on the
way down Here now.”

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

Lucia was twisting her gloves into a
tight knot. “lI—I can't explain it!” she
w ||s_|oered. ) )

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

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

IviK . JULIUS lived on Eighth Street.
As Larry and Lucia rode uptown,
Larry told her about. Bones's disap-
gearance and his subsequent recovery
y Mr. Julius. He told her about Luck
man and Stevens, and Gregory, and
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Slick Williams, and the other people
who had become involved in the case.
_ They got out of the taxi at Mr. Jul-
ius’ house and went into the foyer.
Larry rang the fourth floor bell, then
lowered his ear to the speaking tube.

Presently Mr. Julius’ voice came
through.

“Well, who is it?”

“Storm! Got to see you.” ]

The front door catch began to click
furiously. It continued clicking long

after Larry and Lucia had climbed to
the second floor and rounded the turn
toward the third. By the time they
reached the top they were breathless.
Mr. Julius stood in the open door.

Larry panted: “This is Miss Warren,
Mr. Julius.” ) ]
“Heard of you,” said Mr. Julius,
crisply. “Well, great Scott, Storm, show
the lady in.” ) ]
_ Larry and Lucia preceded Mr. Julius
into the apartment. Once inside the
door they both stopped, staring around
them with awed expressions. Mr. Jul-
ius’ sitting room was something to be-
hold. There were no bookcases, but
hundreds of books had been stacked
around the walls in teetering piles.
Newspapers from weeks back were
scattered on the floor. But the most
rominent object in the room was a
uge glass aquarium standing on a
table behind a couch. There were so
many fish in it that collision seemed
inevitable.

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

“It’s charming!” Lucia managed.

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

kldws.” ) .
“We’re only stopping for a minute,”
Larry started to protest.. .

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

“Believe in having the best,” said
Mr. Julius. “Well, 1 suppose you want
details?” ) ]

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

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

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

“That’s right,” said Larry. )

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

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

Mr. Julius stood for a moment,

frowning. He picked up a biscuit from
the table and crumpled it into the aqua-
rium. There was frantic excitement in
the fish world.
“My story is simple enough,” he
said. *Visited a dozen people—Stevens,
Gregory, that clerk of Adrian’s among
’em. Finally got to Luckman’s house.
He was ouf. | roused the landlady and
by a combination of bullying and brib-
ing fmall?/ ot in. The boy was there.
That’s all there is.”

“What time was that?” Larry asked.

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

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

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

“I suppose you can put all the facts
togéether and supply the answer?” Larry
said.

TWINKLE came into Mr. Julius’
eyes. “Not quite. But I can use
my brain. This is a stamp murder.
hat was taken from Adrian’s office?”
“Nothing,” Larry said.
“How dyou know?”

“Louderbach says so.”
“Rubbish!” said Mr. Julius. “Moral

certainty Adrian robbed Miss Warren
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here. A hundred and fifty thousand
dollars’ worth, you said. Where are
they? Substantial haul, isnt it? Would
Louderbach know about em. Of course
not. Adrian wouldn’t let his clerk know
he had a fortune in stolen stamps. Why
don't you go over Adrian’s stuff, Storm
—hunt for ’em? If they’re gone, well,
the murderer must have taken ’em.
They'll come on the market sooner or
later. Then you’ve got him!"

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

"Had to keep ’em somewhere," said
Mr. Julius. “Office, home, safety-de-

osit box! Bradley can get you access
o all of 'em.”

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

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

“Mr. Julius!" Lucia exclaimed.

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

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

Larry looked at him, puzzled. ]

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

* * * * *

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

“Very considerate,
Larry said.

our Bradley,”

Lucia removed her hat and coat. She
knelt before the fire to light it. Then*
she sat down on the chintz-covered sofa
beside Larry. o
_ For a while_they sat looking into the
fire. Then Lucia spoke abruptly. “I wish
you wouldn’t waste time going over
Adrian’s stock.” She reached out and
covered his hand with hers. “l can't
see that it will do any good. I've ac-
cepted the fact that 'l cant salvage
anything now that Adrian is dead. Id
feel terribly guilty if you were to put
in all that time on rny account.”

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

‘I know,” Lucia said. “But it’s Brad-
ley’s job, Larry. | wish you’d give it
u ”

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

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

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

Lucia looked down at her left hand,
which was clenched in her lap, “I—
I couldnt bear it,” she said.

IS SHOULDER touched hers.

“Darling,” he said, “I'm afraid
ou’re going to be kissed. It has been,
0, these many years since a woman's
heart beat with" concern for me.”

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

“I’m sorry to keep breaking in on

our club meetings, she said, “but

radley’s here. | think it would be a
very good idea if you came home. He
seems to want to talk to you.”

Bradley sat on the edge of Bones’a
bed, Ellen stood at the foot looking
down at the white-faced bO)é who was
trying hard to smile. “Gee. Ellen. | let
Larry down,” he kept saying. “I did-
n’t me°an to. honest!’
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"You did fine,” Bradley said, gently.

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

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

Bones twisted his head back and
forth on the pillow. “That’s the trou-
ble,” he said, miserably. “I dont know
what happened. Except somebody hit

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

Bones gave Ellen_a questioning look.
She nodded, reassuringly. “You can tell
Inspector Bradley everything,” she said.
‘(;H_e already knows what you were

oing.”

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

Bradley’s eyes contracted slightly.
“r\]NeI;, that’s fine,” he said, “Who were
they?”

“Well, sir, there were i
people goin’ in and out of the building
all the time. Naturally | didn’t know
them all, Mr. Bradley. But about a
quarter of seven | did see Mr. Gregory
%'o in. Mr, Hale’s secretary, you know.

e st%yed quite a while.” )
“Did you see Miss Warren go in,
Bones?” "Ellen asked, quietly. )

“Yeah, | did, Ellen. 1 didnt know if
| ought to tell that. I—I thought may-
be Larry. ...” )
~ “At what time did you see her go
in?” Bradley asked. |

“Well, sif, | guess it must of been
nearly half-past seven when Mr. Greg-
ory came out and went into the corner
drug store. It was right then that Miss
Warren showed uF and went into the
building.” Bones touched the back of
his head gingerly. “I begun to get the
gtters when_shé came out, Inspector.

he acted kind of crazy. She almost
ran up the street and then | saw her go
into a cigar store. Mr. Gregory had
acted ['mint too. He walked like he was
dizza/ or tight, and he kept puttin’ his
han ulp to the back of his head. 1—I
guess

uite a few

must of been wacky to think
it. Mr. Bradley, but | began wonderin’
if maybe Lon had got up there without

my seein’ him. So | decided to go and
see for myself.”
| “You had plenty of nerve,” said Brad-
ey.
Bones smiled. “But | never got there,
Mr. Bradley. | started up the stairs. |
uess | was kind of scared. | remem-
er 1 was whistlin’, kind of to keep my
nerve uch. Then something hit me over
the head and I—I woke up here.”

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

“There was no one else | knew, sir.”

“Do you know Mr. Ezra Luckman?”
" ;‘Gee, I dont, Mr. Bradley. Who is

e.ﬂ

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

“I’d be glad to come, Mr. Bradley,”
Bones said. He looked at Ellen. “I’ll'go
to sleep, Ellen, if you’ll wake me up
when Larry comes. 1 want to explain.”
~ “You can talk to Larry in the morn-
ing,” Ellen said. “He understands all
about it, Bones.”

“And he's not sore?”

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

SHE smoothed out Bones’ tangled red
J hair, switched off the light, and
joined the inspector, who had
treated to the I|vin%_room. .

_Bradley stood stu mg} the bowl of his
pipe with tobacco. “That kid’s pretty
crazy about Storm,” he said. .

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

“You, too,” murmured the inspector.
“Does he know you’re in love with him?
Or hasnt ho time for anything as triv-
ial as that?” he added.

“Aren’t Iyou dom% some pretty fancy
guessing, Inspector?”

“No,” said Bradle%/_, )

Ellen looked at him and grinned.
“Dont tell me you’re getting ready to
give me fatherly advice, Inspector? My
Job is being Larry’s secretary and 1
make myself as indispensable as possible
to him In his business.” .

“But you wish his business didnt

re-
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involve the Warren girl,” Bradley said.

“Larry isnt ready to settle’ down
yet,” said Ellen. “When he is, and
there’s any competition from the War-
ren girl or anyone else, little Ellen may
start throwing her weight around.”

Bradley chuckled. “1’d like to be on
hand when it happens.”

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

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

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

“I would,” said Ellen. “Try doing
something for yourself." She walked out
of the room ana left the two men alone.”

“Now what is that all about?” Larry
asked, )

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

*What for?” )

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

Larry took out his handkerchief and
ru_bdbed at his lips. “Confound it!” he
said.

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

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

“First of all,” Bradley
placed Lon Nicholas under
the murder of Max Adrian.”

“Oh, hang it all, Bradley. |1 had a
higher opinion of you than that. Why,
ané half-wit—" )

radle%/ interrupted. *1 didnt say |
thought he was guilty. As a matter of
fact, 1 don’t. I checked his alibi for to-
day prett%/ carefully and I'm sure he
never left your apartment. Therefore
he couldn’t”have killed Luckman. And
Luckman and Adrian were killed by the
same gun.” ]

“Then why arrest him?”

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

“| see.”But it’s pretty tough on Lon.
Well, now that you’ve got everybody

said, “I’ve
arrest for
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properly lulled, what next?”

“I wish | knew,” said Bradley, un-

happily.

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

Bradley smiled. “It’s a good idea. As
a matter of fact, the reason | came here
tonight was to ask you if youd act as
expert for the police department.
You’d be paid well, of course.’ )

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

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

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

Bradley nodded.

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

“How about the Warren dame's
stamps?” ] ] ]
“We can put in a claim for them, if

we find them.” said Larry. “Frankly, 1'd
like the job.” ]
“Then it’s yours,” said Bradley.

E VI1l

LLEN, Larry and a somewhat wob-
b#{ Bones arrived at the Nassau Street
office the next morning a few minutes
past nine. In the dark corridor outside
the office they found someone already
waiting for them. It was Mr. Paul
Gregory.
“I have to see you, Mr, Storm, at
once,” he said, ]
Larry unlocked the office door. “I
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havent got very much time, Gregory,”
he said, “but come inside.” He turned
to EUen. "There’s a violet-ray lamp at
Adrian’s; we wont need to take ours.
Just my glass, tongs, and the books.” He
joined ‘Gregory in the inner office. “I'm
afraid | haven’t anything to report on
the green Bear,” Larry told him.
“I—I was afraid of that,” Gregory

said. "I don’t know what I’ll do if 1
haven’tdgot it by tomorrow. Mr. Hale
is a_hard man.

h: e—he’ll ?robably have
me jailed. But | want to thank you for
not saying anything about it in front of
him the other night.”

Larry eyed him curiously. "I don’t
know why | kept still,” he said. “Per-
haps it was because | thought sooner or
IateL you might come to me with the
truth.”
_ Gregory %roaned. “You’re going to
find it out for yourself,” he said, “if
this is so.” He took a folded newspaper
from his pocket.

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

NICHOLAS ARRESTED IN STAMP MURDER
HAD THREATENED FIRST VICTIM
NO ALIBI

Stamp Expert to Examine Victim’s
Collections

Following the arrest last night of Lon
Nicholas for the murder of Max Adrian,
Nassau Street stamp broker, the police an-
nounced that they had engaged Mr. Lawrence
Storm, of 64|) Nassau Street, to make an
expert examination of the collections of Adri-
an and Kzra Luckman, the two stamp enthusi-
asts who were murdered within less than
twenty-four hours of each other with the same
weapon. It is believed that conclusive evidence
against the killer may he obtained by an ex-
amination of the victim’s stamps—

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

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

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

“It’s not as had as it sounds,” said
Gregory, miserably. “1 mean, my mo-
tives were not- - not- - It’s an old story,
Mr. Storm. The market. | needed mon-
ey, bought stocks on margin, and—and
my stacks went down. | needed margin

if 1 wasn’t to be wiped out.”

“So you stole a stamp.”

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

“Blackmail?” said Larry.

“Oh, it’s been awful, Mr. Storm!
Adrian would insist on my getting him
a_certain stamp. Most of ‘the time he’d
give me one of inferior qualw with
which to replace it. Unless Mr. Hale ex-
amined things closely he wouldnt no-
tice. But finally Adrian didnt bother
with replacements. He began asking for
stamps | knew Mr. Hale would miss.
The green Bear was the last one!”

[ e 7

“Then fate played me an ironic trick,
Mr. Storm. My investments prospered.
I—I made a lot of money. But Adrian
wouldnt sell the stolen stamps back.
He wanted to keep me in a spot. But my
back’s to the wall now, Mr. Storm. 1
knew’ you’d find some of those stamps
that they’d be listed in your report an
Mr. Hale would find out.”

Larrv shrugged. “l don’t see what |
can do.”

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

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

“I ' wont forget this, Storm!” he said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Rube hunched his shoulders and took
& step toward Louderbach. “Scram
he said. It sounded like the roar of an
angry bull. Mr. Louderbach scurried
fronI13 theh room. X leavi

“By the way, why are you leaving

Rube here?” Larry asked. )
~ “Not taking any chances,” said the
inspector. “l dont” want you disturbed.
It’s just possible someone may not like
this “idea.” )
~ “You expect someone to break in here
in broad daylight and take a pot shot
at me?” Larry Iaug%(hed. ]
_“Luckman “‘was Killed in broad day-
light,” pointed out Bradley. “Well, I've
had Louderbach open the safes, the desk
drawers, the closets—every place any-
thing could be kept in here. All the stock
books and loose stamps have been piled
on the desk near the door of the Inspec-
tion Room. Incidentally, we’ve also been
through Adrian’s apartment and I've
had his safety-deposit box opened.
There were no stamps in _either place.
But Adrian had a lot of ready cash
salted away. Looks as though he was set
to Iear\]ve town in a hurry if the going got
tough.”

“Trust Max to_leave no loop holes.”
Larry told him. “This may take several
days, unless we're lucky.’

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

came in from hia post in the outer office.

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

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

“l can't leave you,” Rube said, “Or-
ders.” )

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was about seven o’clock when Rube
reatlgpeared, “Ain’t you ever goin’ to
eat:

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

“No liquor,” said Ellen. “Not while
you’re working. Your fingers will get
clumsy. Rare hamburgers this time,
Rube, and plenty of hot, black coffee.
You can get plastered when you've fin-
ished, Larry—if you ever finish.”

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

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

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

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

Larry sprang out of hia chair. Ellen
stared at him, open-mouthed. She had
never seen him move so fast. Two
strides took him to the door of the In-
spection Room, where he flicked off the
light switch, p!unlgm% them into_dark-
n%ss. Then, quickly, he was at Ellen’s
side.

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

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

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

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

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

e started toward the dark doorway,
crawling at first on his hands and knees.
When he got outside the vague aura of
light surrounding the desk he got to
his feet, moving cautiously. He reached
the door to the waiting room. His grop-
ing fingers encountered a key. lie hesi-
tated a moment, ami then turned the
key n0|S|Iy in the lock.

“Rube,” he shouted. “Hurry!”

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

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

“Larry! He’s behind you!”

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

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

RUNNING_feet crossed the waiting
room. Fingers fumbled with the
door an instant. Larry blundered into
the Inspection Room.

“Ellen!” ]

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

“Ellen! Ellen, darling!”

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

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

“1guess | didn’t keep still,” she said,
unsteadily. ]

They heard the outer door being un-
locked” and opened. Ellen clung to
LarEy. . .
“Come and get it!” said Rube's cheery

voice.

“In here, salp!” Larry called.

Rube was loaded down with paper
bags and containers which he was bal-
ancing precariously. At the sight of Lar-
ry kneeling on the rug with Ellen In hw
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arms, he stared dumbly.
“Did Kou pass somebody on
stairs?" Larry demanded.
“Why—why, a guy did pass me,"
Rube said. )
“Did you get a good look at him?"
Larry’s voice was eager.
“Well, no,” said Rube. “What’s hap-
pened, Mr. Storm? Who was it?”
“That, you brass-bound moron, was
the murderer!” Larry said. “He tried to
do a job on us and he’s wounded Ellen.”
Sandwiches, coffee, and pickles cas-
caded onto Adrian's Turkish rug. In one
lumbering movement Rube made for
the hall door. )
“Waiit!” Larry shouted at him, “He’s
blocks away by now. Go downstairs and
get a taxi. Then come back up here and
elp me with Ellen.”
“I gotta report to the inspector,” Rube

the

said.
“You’ll get a taxi and you’ll come
back u‘p here on the run,” Larry said,
savage K “or so help me, you’ll think
yolu’ve een put through a meat grind-
ert”

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

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

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

ing.

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

Half an hour later, at Larry’ apart-
ment, Dr. Donlin announced  that El
leti's wound was not serious.

“Can you stay here about an hour,

Don,” Larry asked. “l dont want Ellen
left alone, and there's one guy I’ve got to
check on right away. If he hasnt got
an alibi for tonight, there’s going to be
a third murder!”

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

IX

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

“They’re in” Mr. Hale’s study,” said
Halliday, “but I'm afraid—” He was
talking to Larry’s back, as Larry pushed
past him and flung open the door of Jas-
ﬁer Hale's study. Hale was sitting at

is desk with Gregory beside him, evi-
dentIK taking notes on a shorthand pad.
At the sight of Larry, Jarper Hale
stood uP. )

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

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

asper Hale, tall and gaunt, _stepR/e]d
forward. “You’re not of the police, Mr.
Storm. If you have something to ask
G_relgory, bé good enough to do it in a
civilized fashion.”

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

“Why?” asked Hale.
_ “Take time to examine your collec-
tion some day, Mr. Hale,” Larry said.
“I've got a hunch_you’ll be looking for
a new secretary. This miserable worm
has been stealing from you. He knew |
was going to find it out and he was des-
perate. Tonight some one tried to shoot
me. | just want to make certain it wasnt
Gregory.”

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

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

“You can check for yourself, Mr.
Hale,” Larry said. “I’ve seen three or
four stamps today that Pm sure belong



HUGH PENTECOST

to you. But I've waited long enough.
Are you going to talk, Gregory, or do
| drag you out of here?” )

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

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

“No,” said Hale. “But I’'m positive
he hasn’t been out.” He turned to the
butler, who still stood at the door. “Did
Mr. Gregory leave the house after he
came in at six o’clock?”

“No, sir,” said Halliday, promptly.

“How do you know?” Larry shot at
him. “Were 'you guarding the doors?”

“No, sir,” said Halliday. “But you
can’t open the front door without a bell
ringing in the kitchen. And the back
door is right by the kitchen. | can as-
sure you Mr. Gregory hasnt been in or
out that way.”

“The only other entrance,” said Jas-
per Hale, “is here.” He pointed to a
door at the far end of the stud?/, which
Larry had assumed led to a lavatory.
“He didnt use that, because | haven’t
been out of this room for several hours.”

_Larry drew a deep breath. “l apolo-

ize for creating so much disturbance,”
te_ said to Hale. “But | had to make cer-
ain.”

“l quite understand,” said Jasper
Hale, coldly. “And may | say, that if,
upon investigation, | discover you’re
right about Gregory, | may be able to
show my gratitude in some tangible
fashion. . .".”

—I—HE blank he had drawn at Jasper
Hale’s had not changed Larry’s
combative mood. When he walked into
his own_living room a while later, he
found Donlin” and Inspector Bradley
sitting by the lire. ]

“l1 might have known I'd find you
here, Bradley,” he snorted. i

Donlin stood up. “Well, 1'll be getting
along now.” He dropped a hand on Lar-
ry’s shoulder. “You don’t have to wor-
ry about Miss Dixon, Larry. If you can
Keep her in bed tomorrow, ‘which | very
much doubt, it would be better. Send
her to see me Saturday.”

“She’ll stay in bed!” said Larry. He
went out to the foyer to help Donlin

with his coat and hat. When the doctor
had gone he rejoined Bradley.

“l owe you an apology,” said Brad-
ley. “Rube gave me your message. You
were right. The key to the outside door
was missing. The murderer must have
taken it when he left so hurriedly on

Tuesday night. Find anything at Adri-
an’s before the fireworks?”. )

“Nothing too illuminating,” said
Larry. “I found one or two more of

Lon’s stamps and some I’'m sure be-
longed to Hale. Incidentally I've just
come from Hale’s. It wasnt Gregory
who visited us tonight.”

“How about the stamps from the
Warren collection?”

“Not a smell of one.”

“Isn’t that odd?”

“It’s very odd,” said Larry.

Bradley looked at him meditatively.
“But we’re on the right track, don’t you
think? Definitely, the murderer didn’t
want you messing around with Adrian’s
stock.” i

“I wonder,” said Larry. “He gave me
plenty of time, Bradley—all day, to be
ﬁremse. If 1 had found anything, 1°d
ave telephoned you at once. He must
\r}s\ﬁef)ﬂguessed that, but he waited.

“1"ve been thinkin
said Bradley. “You know, Storm, the
announcement in the papers_said you
were going over both Adrian’s and
Luckman’s stamps. Do you suppose
it’s Luckman’s collection he’s worried
about?” )

Larry stared at the inspector. Then
he laughed, mirthlessly, “If that’s the
case, he’ll have been to Luckman’s and
destroyed whatever it is he doesn’t want
us to find.”

“No,” said Bradley, “he won*t. Be-
cause | sealed up the apartment after
Luckman was killed and 1’ve had a man
there to see no one went in.”

“Then | think you’ve hit it,” Larry
said, a touch of excitement in his voice.
I'm too tired or I’d go over there to-
night.” ) )

‘It can wait,” said Bradley. “We've
got our fingers on all our suspects. None
of them is going to leave town.”

Larry laughed. “Our suspects! Who
are they? Lon’s cleared. Gregory seems
to be cleared. Luckman is definitely
cleared. | refuse to believe Lucia War-
ren is a murderess. Who, my good fel-
low, are our suspects?”

about that, too,”
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“Had you realized,” Bradle
“that we’ve never considered
derbach very seriously?”

_“Is there a shred of evidence against
him ?”

“Not a shred,” said Bradley, cheerful-
Ig/. “Of course, we haven’t any real evi-

ence against any one, excepting the
people who are cleared.” He tap%ed
out his pipe against an andiron. *But
things have happened today that |
haven’t had a chance to_tell you about.
We picked up Slick Williams!”

“The safe-breaker who rented the
next office?”

Bradley nodded. “We wangled a con-
fession of his intentions out of him.
He worked in the evenings, cutting
through the wall. Naturally, he had to
wait till every one had gone home from
Adrian’s office, Tuesday night he was
waiting, impatiently. Péople were com-
ing and going all evening, he said. Alon
about seven-thirty he heard a shot fire
in there. That got his wind up. He wait-
ed a minute or two and then started
out of his place. Just as he stepped into
the hall somebody—a man—ran out
of Adrian’s office with blood streaming
down the side of his face.”

“Gregory?”

—I—HE inspector made a vague gesture
with one_hand and nodded.

_“l guess so,” said Bradley. “Well, Wil-
liams waited for a bit, and then start-
ed out again. This time he almost ran
head on into Lucia Warren going into
Adrian’s. He couldn see from his office
door very well, so instead of going back
in there he ducked into the men’s wash-
room at the end of the hall. There was
someone in the washroom, a man who
was being violently sick at his stom-

asked,
r. Lou-

ach!” “Howard Stevens!”

“In _person,” said Bradley. “l had
him picked up this afternoon. He says
he went to

_Adrian’s Tuesday evenin?.
He was %omg to plead with Adrian to
let him have a fair price for his col-
lection. He walked in, and there was
Gregory lying on the floor, with blood
all over the place. Mr. Stevens ducked
into the washroom because he can't
stand the sight of blood.”

“The whole town was there that
night!” Larry exclaimed.

‘Looks like it,” said Bradley, and
azed into the fire for a long time. Final-
y he looked up. “Don't hit me if | ask

you a simple question, will you, Storm ?”
“Whats”

“Have you ever thought of your
friend Mr. Julius as a possibility?”

“Mr. Juliusr

“He can’t account for his time,
Storm. At least | dont think he can.
And there’re a couple of other points.
The murderer must be a man with some
decent impulses. If he werent, he’d have
wiped out that kid of yours. Mr. Julius
is fond of the boy, isnt he?”

“But, Bradley—"

“You can’t get away from the fact
that Mr. Julius found Bones,” Bradley
said. “You thought his idea of a house-
to-house canvass was crazy. And, it ivas
crazy, Storm! Yet it worked. Mr. Julius
found him without much difficulty at
all. I'm only saying that it’s possible
we’d better look™ into Mr. Julius.”

“But, Bradley, you’ve got nothing
to connect him with either Adrian or
Luckman?” )
~ “We have stamps. They tie every one
into this case, as Mr. Julius himself
said. Mr. Julius is an eccentric. If
somebody harmed him, it would be quite
in character for him to take justice into
his own hands. And he wouldnt stand
for blackmail—not that old bird!”

Larry nodded slowly. *“No, he
wouldn’t.” )

“And he wouldnt hurt the boy,"” said
Bradley. “Yes he had to have him
Lo_un'd. Bradley shrugged. “So, he found

im!”

Larry stood staring into the fire.
Bradley got up from his chair.

“This 1sn’t a nice case, Storm,” he
said, giently. “If you want to back out
now, 1 wont hold it against you. It
might not be pleasant if what you find
at Luckman’s should elinch the case
against some one you’re fond of.”

Larry didn’t look up for a minute, but
when he did the flame of anger was re-
kindled in his eyes. ]

“Whoever it is nearly did for Ellen
tonight,” he said. “He was out to get me.
I’'m sticking.” .

Bradley smiled. “lI had an idea you
would Storm. But | thought I’d dive
you the chance. What time will you be
ready to go to Luckman’s tomorrow?”
_Larry’s lips tightened. “l’ve got on-
little persona! job to do,” he said. “I'd
like to put off going to Luckman’s till
around noon.”

“Okay,” said Bradley. “That per-
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sonal job hasn’t angthing to do with
Miss Warren, has it?”

~ "It has,” said Larry, grimly. “I’'m %'o-
ing to call on a Mr. George Walpole. He
was Colonel Warren’s lawyer and execu-
tor of the estate. | think 1 know where
Lucia fits into_this picture, and if I'm
right— Well, it’s going to be an inter-
esting morning.”

J 8 uRLY Rube Snyder was waiting
in the foyer of the apartment building
when_Larry got downstairs next morn-
ing. There was a bulge on the right side,
whieh was obviously made by a service
revolver. ]
Larry looked at him and laughed. “No
slips today, eh, Waldemar?” o
ube growled something unintelligi-
ble. They walked out onto the street,
side by Side, Rube casting a searching
look in both directions as th{e/%// ﬁOt into
a taxi, which took them to a Wall Street
office building. Rube would not wait in
the cab. He had orders this time. So
they went up to the offices of Mr. George
Walpole together. The switchboard op-
erator announced Mr. Storm, and a mo-
ment later Larry was told that Mr.

Walpole would see him. .
his is as far as you go, sweetheart,

Larry said. “Mr. Walpole is harmless.”
“I"got orders,” said Rube, stubborn-

ly.

y“You wait here,” said Larry. "You
can shoot anybody who tries to inter-
rupt us if you're so anxious to use that
blunderbuss.” He went into Mr. Wal-
pole’s private room.

After about half an hour Larry came
out- He didnt seem to see Rube. 1116
muscles alon%_the line of his jaw were
bulging and his eyes had an an?rP/ glit-
ter. Rube got up hastily and followed

him,

They picked up a cab and Larry gave
an address.
_ “That’s the Warren dame’s dump,
isnt it?” Rube said. .

Larry’s Up tightened. “Quite right,
Waldemar.” ] ]

“Mv real name is Arthur,” said Rube,
ho efuIIE/. . .

ut Larry was silent. He did not

speak once on the trip uptown. His eyes
stared out the window, eold ami unsee-

ing.
qn the foyer of Lucia’s apartment

house Larry had himself announced.
“This is where we part company again,”
he said to Rube.

~ “l ought to come up,” said Rube. "The
inspector will be sore.”

“Wait here!” Larry said, so sharply
that Rube took an’involuntary step
backwards. o

Lucia was waiting in the doorway
for him. He walked past her into the
apartment without greeting. ]

“What’s ?one wrong, Larry?” Lucia
asked. She followed him into the living
room.

"Nothing,” Larry’s eyes were bleak.
“l haven't been able to forget my last
visit here.”

“Nor 1,” said Lucia. “Sit down, Lar-
ry—here on the couch.”

He sat down. "You were so sweet,
Lucia. You were so concerned about me
and the dangers | might be running
into. Oh, there were risks, all right. As
a matter of fact, somebody tried to mur-
der me.”

"Larry T’

_ “From Your point of view,” he con-
tinued, coldly, “his failure was a bad
break.”

"Larry, what are you talking about?”

“It’s going to be painful to go through
this, he said. “Perhaps we can avoid it
if youll just hand them over.”

Hand what over, Larr%/?”

“The stamps you stole from your fa-
ther’s collection.” )

“Are you out of your mind?”

Larry sighed. “I see you insist on
i)layl_ng out the string,” he said. “Well,
ve just come from seeing George Wal-
pole. I’m working for him now—for
your want those
stamps. . .

“1'don’t think I’ll listen to any more
of this,” said Lucia,. . .

“You’ll listen and like it,” said Larry.
"Adrian never stole any stamps from
you. It’s probably the one rotten thing
in the world he didn’t do! You stole
those stamps out of your father’s col-
lection and replaced them with inferior
items. And when Mr. Walpole became
susrncgous of the salvage value of the
collection, you had to put the blame on
some one, It was a toss-up between
Adrian ami me. You came to see both
of us and decided that Adrian's reputa-
tion made him the best bet. His death
was a break for you, until you found
out that I was going to go over his

fgther’s estate. |
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stock. You didn’t want that because you
knew that I wasn't going to find them
because you had them here. And so
you became sweetly worried about my
personal safety.”

ERE was a bitter sneer on the
(t:]irl’g lips now.

“Stop it!” Lucia cried. .

“You got another break," said Larry.
"When Bradley’s men_searched this

lace they werent looking for stamps.

hey were looking for a gun. It’s going
to be different this morning, my pet.
I’m going to give you about thirty sec-
onds to turn those stamps over to me,
and if you dont, I'm going to do the
searching.”

~She walked over to the table and
picked up the phone. “There’s a man
annoying me,” she said, calmly. “Please
aend some one up to get him out of
ere.”

Larry brushed past her and picked
up the phone himself. “There’s a city
detective in the lobby. Put him on.” His
eyes were on Lucia as he waited.
“Rube? Come upstairs to Fourteen-B
and stand outside the door. If any one
tries to come in, keep ’em out. | don’t
want to be disturbed.” He replaced the
phone on the hook with a bang.

_ "1 suppose you’ve figured out a mo-
tive to back up this Idiotic charge?”
Lucia said. . .

“You supplied the motive at the very
beginning,” said Larry. “Mr. Walpole
filled out the details for me this morn-
ing. Money! Your father always sup-
ﬁorte_d you lavishly. You thought when

e died you were going to be able to
continue "on the same scale, and you
ran up enormous bills accordingly. You
were sunk, Lucia, when you found out
that instead of inheriting from the es-
tate in cash, you were only to have the
income from~it. You had to raise the
money to pay those bills or be up to
/our ears In debt for the rest of your
ife. So you hit on a bright scheme.”

“You're olmte mad,” Lucia_said.

“Mr. Walpole knew nothing about
stamps,” Larry went on, “but you did,
my precious Lucia, from your™ father.
You knew how to buy. You acquired a
flock of inferior replacements for your
father’s collection. And Mr. Walpole
never had a suspicion until after the
auction. Meanwhile, -you have those val-
uable stamps ready to dispose of when

in red

things quiet down a bit. It's a swindle
that would have done credit to Adrian
himself.”

Larry stood up. “Well, do you hand
them over or do | look for them?”

“I haven’t any stamps,” Lucia said,
unsteadily. ]

He walked over to Lucia’s desk,
ulled out the drawers, and dumped
heir contents. He pawed everything
over, but he did not find what he was
looking for. He went into Lucia’s bed-
room. pulled out the bureau drawers.
Suddenly he came up with a jewel case.
He picked out the top tray. Rings and
necklaces clattered to the floor. He
emptied the bottom half. He heard
Lucia give a little gasp and his lips
tightened. His fingers explored. At last
somethln% gave. An envelope lay in
the false bottom of the leather case. He
took it out, throwing the case into a
corner of the room. He ripped open the
envelope and glanced at its contents.

“Are they all here?” he demanded.

Lucia was sagging against the door-
way. She was beaten, )

“They’re all there,” she said, dully.

Xl
W HEN Larry arrived at Luck-
man’s apartment twenty minutes later,
Bradley was not there. However, the
detective watching the apartment ad-
mitted him and he settled down to work.
There were several cardboard letter
files filled with stamﬁs but inspection
showed Larry that these were mostly
inferior specimens, though all were
salable. Luckman’s possession of these
dubious items was, however, explained
when Larry took a large, morocco-
bound album from the drawer of Luck-
man’s desk. This was the works, the
real collection. Like so many enthusi-
asts Luckman had had this album spe-
cially prepared. There was a space in it
for every known Newfoundland issue,
and here were mint-conditioned items,
unblemished in every respect. liarr
realized that all the Sstamps in the let-
ter files were duplicates of the perfect
specimens which Luckman had labori-
ously acquired. ]
There 'was only one empty space in
the book. Under tne square was printed:
“No. 10, 1860, one shilling, orange, on
Pill paper.” This was the stamp wh_lch
Adrian had sold to Paul Gregory with-
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out giving Luckman the chance to bid.
Larry sat staring at the vacant space
for a long time. There was a little torn
piece of a stamp hinge attached to the
square, and his fingers fiddled with it.
He looked at the detective who sat
stolidly in the corner of the room,
thumbing through a magazine.
“Perfection is a rare thing,” Larry
said. “This is perfection, but for one
missing stamp. You ought to look at
it, officer, because you may never see
an¥th|ndg like it again.”
he detective got up and came across
the room. He glanced over Larry’s
shoulder, scratching his head. “How
gi]uys can spend the dough theg do on
them things is beyond me,” he said.

“Have you got anywhere, Mr. Storm?”
Larry 5|g? ed. “That’s the difficulty,
my friend. 1’m hanged if | can see any-

t_hlnﬁ that_helps us. So 1’'m going through
it all again.’ )

It was about six when Larry gave
up. He called police headquarters, but
Bradley was not there and no one
seemed to know where he could be
reached. So leaving Luckman’s apart-
ment, he picked up Rube in the hall-
way downstairs, and went home. Bones
greeted him at the front door. The
oy’s face looked white and drawn.
Larry patted him on the back.

“Stil a little rocky, fella?”

Bones turned away quickly. “It isn’t
that, Larry.” His voice shook, as if he
were close to tears.

“Ellen!” Larry said sharply. *“Is
something wrong with her, Bones?”

“No, no, Larry, she’s all right. She’s
in the living room.”

Ellen was stretched on the couch, a
Larrz| went

e saw

feelin

quilt drawn up over her.
to her, knelt beside the couch.
that she had been crying. _

‘:)Darllng, what on earth is the mat-
er?”

She put her cheek against the lapel
of his coat. “Oh, Larky, | can’t believe
it. He was so—so real, so human!”

“Ellen, what are you talking about?”

“Haven’t you been in touch with
Bradley ?”

“No, 1 haven’t seen him all day.”

Ellen turned her eyes away. “It’s Mr.
Julius, Larry. Why didnt you tell me
that Bradley suspécted him? It would
have lorepared me.

“Tell me what’s happened!”

“It’s all in the afternoon papers,”

Ellen said. “Bradley put a man to watch
Mr. Julius. This morning Mr. Julius
went out. He went into a restaurant
for a late breakfast. During breakfast
he went into the washroom. He didn
come out. The detective finally went in
after him. Mr. Julius had gone, escaped
through a window at the back. Brad-
IeK says it’s as good as a confession.
;WI'_ eyve got a general alarm out for

im.

“So he ducked out on them? Now
why would he do that? Bradley had no
real evidence against him.” )

"But you, Larry. He was afraid of
what you’d find today. Was there some-
thing to incriminate Mr. Julius at Luck-
man’s?” )

“That’s the strange part of it, Ellen.
There wasnt anything to convict any
one. I—I think "we must have gone
wrong on our reasoning. Luckman had
a beautiful collection, perfect except
for that Missing Number Ten, but as
far as a clue to the killer goes, there
was--" He stopped short, staring.

“Larry, what is it? Was there some-
thing after all?”

E STRODE over to the sideboard
and poured himself a drink. “I’ve
got to think,” he said. “There was
something and | didnt see it at the
time.” .
“Mr. Julius?”
“Not Mr. Julius. | admit | wouldn’t

put murder past him, if he thought he
was right. But he’d take his medicine
if he were trapped, and not go around

e drained

takinP pot shots at people.” |
his glass. “If I'm right, it’s weird!”

He walked up and down the room,
puffing at his cigarette. Suddenly the
phone rang. He picked it up.

“Hello?” Yes, this is Storm, . . ,
What’s that? ... | see. And who are
you? ... Very well, I’ll come at once.”

He put down the phone. “It seems,”
he said slowly, “that some one’s broken
into our office downtown. They want
me to come and see whether anything
of value’s been taken.”

“Who called you, Ellen
asked. ) )

_ A faint smile flickered on Larry’s
lips. “The night watchman.” )

“But, Larry, there isn't any night
watchman in "the building!"
~“I know,” said Larry, softly. “There
isnt any night watchman.”

Larry ?”
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He walked slowly toward the door.
“Larry!" Ellen cried; “Dont be a fool!
It’s a trap."

“Traps aren’t dangerous when you
know, about them ahead of time," he
said. “Besides | think | know who it is,
and | can handle him. Take it easy. I'll
be back—soon.”

In the elevator, he spoke to the oper-
ator.. “Take me all the way down to the
basement,” he said. “I dont want that
flatfoot in the lobby to know I’'m going

out.”
A short time later Larr%/_ stopped his
taxi about a block from his office and

paid off the driver. He stood for a min-
ute, looking ur) and down Nassau Street.
Then he walked slowly toward
The entryway was dark. George, the
elevator man, had gone home. Larry
began the long climb up the winding
stairs, six flights of them. When he
reached the seventh floor he paused.
There was not a sound in the building.
Slowly Larry walked along the cor-
ridor that led to his office. There was
no light tburning behind the plate-glass
door. He tried the knob. The door was
unlocked, and he opened it. The office
was pitch-dark. Larry’s fmgers c_reﬁt
along the wall till they touched the light
switch. He waited, straining to hear
some sound. Then It came to him—the
faint creaking of shoe leather. Larry's

muscles tensed. .

“Dont shoot, Mr. Hale,” he said.
“I’m going_to turn on the lights.”

The switch clicked. Jasper Hale,
gaunt, gray, was standing with his baek
against Ellen’s desk. In his right hand
he held an automatic. ]

Larry moistened his lips. “This has
to end, Mr. Hale,” he said. “You can’t
cover murder with murder forever.”

“Why did you come_if you knew?”
Hale asked. ™ His wvoice "was tight,
strained. ) )

“Because the game is up,” said Larry,

quietlh/. “l thought 1 could persuade
you that further killing is useless.”
“Youre a fool,” said Hale. “Do you

suppose | got you here just to talk?”

“No,” Larry said, slowly, “you hoped
to get rid of me before | told some one
about that stamp hinge in Luckman’s
collection.” i

“Yes,” Hale said. “That was my only
mistake.” ] )

“Missing me at Adrian’s office was
another,” said Larry.

jarring blow on the side of his

“That,”
—now!”
_ From outside came the wail of a
fire engine screaming its way along
Nassau Street. There was nothing in
Hale’s eyes to suggest that he could
be swayed. Only ten yards separated
Larry from the automatic.

“Drop it, Hale!” )
_Larry’s_heart jammed hard against
his ribS. The voice came from behind
him—Bradley’s voice.

For one Instant Hale’s pale eyes
turned away from Larry, and in that
instant Larry moved. He charged at
the gaunt figure of the millionaire,
head down, in a flying tackle. The whole
room seemed to explode in his face.
There was a fire from Hale’s und a
ead—

J Hale, “can be remedied

and darkness.

LARRY opened his eyes. He was sit-
- ting in the leather chair in his own
ﬁ_rlvate office. Ellen was kneeling beside

im.”

“Feel better, Storm?” The voice was
Bradley’s. )

“l guess so,” Larry said. He saw
Bones. He saw Mr. Julius, peering over
Bones’s shoulder.

“When you put on that charge of
the Light Brigade | thought your goose
was cooked,” “said Bradlex/.v )

Larry looked at Ellen. “What's going
on? How did you get here?”

“| called the inspector when you left
the apartment,” she said. “I couldn't
reach him. So | called out the fire de-
partment.” She laughed. “The inspec-
tor was here all the time. Had the build-
ing surrounded.”

“The fire department!"

“I couldn’t think of anything else,”
Ellen said. ) )

“Smart girl,” said Mr. Julius. “She
couldnt know that Bradley was play-
ing games. | was a decoy. Let the mur-
derer think he suspeCted me, then
watch.” ]

“Oh, please shut up,” said Larry,
wearily. His eyes turned to Bradley.
“How the devil did you get here?”

Bradley shrugged. I went to see Mr.
Julius to” question him about his alib>
for the time of the murder. Then we
got talking about the case. The mur-

erer had made it quite clear that he
was afraid of you, Storm—wanted to
get you out of the way. It occurred to
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me that if he thought our attention
was directed somewhere else, he might
make a move. Mr. Julius agreed to
help. We gave out the news that he
was wanted, had given us the slip.
Actually he spent the day in my apart-
ment.” )

“But how did you get on to Hale?”
asked Larry.

“He was the one person we hadn't
checked thoroughly. Hale was a long
shot, but | played him. | trailed him
personally all day. While he was wait-
ing for you to come down here after
that telephone call, | had time to throw
a cordon around the building. I could
have arrested him for breaking and
entering, but | wanted to make a mur-
der charge stick. There was no evidence
against him until he tried to get you.”

“But there is evidence against him,”
Larry said. “Where is he?’ ]

Bradley moved toward the office
door. “Mac, bring the prisoner in here.”

A plain-clothes man came in from
the outer office leading Jasper Hale by
the arm. Hale’s right hand was swathed
in bandages. ) ) )

Hale dropped into the swivel chair
by Larry’s desk. “I underestimated you,
Inspector,” he said. “I didn’t dream you
were on my trail.”

“l wasn’t till today. If you are pre-
pared to make a statement, Hale, I
wish you’d explain what all that talk
about "hinges was you had with Storm
before | broke in.’ )

“That’s simple enough,” said Larry,
“and it’s the evidence that’ll hang him.
When | went over Luckman’s collection
| found it complete except for the New-
foundland Number Ten which Adrian
had sold to Hale. But in the empty
square marked for it was stuck a frag-

ment of stamp hinge. Now Luckman
would never haveO,out any other stamp
in that square, and only the day before
he’d told me he didn’t have a Number
Ten. There was only one conclusion to
draw from that. Since I°d talked to him
he’d acquired one and mounted it.”

“But what does that prove?” Brad-
ley asked.

““You had figured that Luckman was
killed for attempting to blackmail the
murderer,” Larry said. “But Luckman
didnt want money. He wanted that
Number Ten, and apparently he’d got-
ten it! So it had to be Hale! He gave
Luckman the Number Ten, and Luck-
man mounted it in his book. The next
day Hale met him in the Park and killed
him. He took Bones and the gun to
Luckman’ apartment. He couldn’t af-
ford to leave that stamp in Luckman’s
album; but he ripped it out carelessly,

leaving a piece of the hinge.” He looked
at Hale. “Isn’t that substantially cor-
rect?”

Hale nodded. “It wasn’t till 1

ot
home that | saw I’d left part of gne
hinge behind. | knew if you saw it.
Storm, the game was up.” )

“So you tried to knock me off in
Adrian’s office.”

“PreuselE/,” said Hale. “You seem to
have been the cause of all my trouble
Storm. It was on your account that i
was forced to murder Adrian!”

“My account?" ]

“You frightened Adrian half to
death, you and your friend Nicholas,”
said Hale. “He was preparing to skip
town. | couldnt have that.”

“You couldn’t have it?” Larry was
genuinely puzzled.

“Don't tell me you havent tumbled
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to the truth, Storm? Adrian and | were
in the racket together. | was the brains;
he was the front. A retired oil man—
that’s what 1I'm supposed to be! My
original fortune did come from oil. But
I’ve made another one since in stamps.
Hundreds of thousands of dollars, all
in stamps.” )

“Then your frequent trips to Europe
were on stamp business?” Bradley was
making notes. )

“Naturally,” said Hale. “lI’ve sold
thousands of dollars’ worth of stolen
items to European and Far Eastern
collectors. It was I, Mr. Storm, who
thought of ‘Oscar Rivero.” Your friend
Lon Nicholas was only one of many
brokers all over the world who fell for
Mr. Rivero. And what a laugh we had
when that poor fool G_regorz began
stealing from me. He didnt know he
was selling back to me through Adrian.”

“So that’s why you didnt kill him
that night at Adrian’s?” said Larry.
“You planned to use him later?”

VIDENTLY this was correct for

the veteran stamp broker nodded.
~“Your mind is beginning to func-
tion!” snapped Hale.” “I had to Kill
Adrian. | couldn’t risk having him_run
out. And | had to get him that night,
because he was [plannlng to leave the
next day.” He cleared his throat. “So
| went to his office. When | arrived |
found Gregory alrea%y there. 1 went
into the Inspectl_on oom and  found
that bottle standing on the cabinet in
the corner. | picked it up and went back
into the waiting room. | was standing
behind the door when Gregory came
out, and | slugged him.”

“Why didn’t you just hide till he was
gone?” asked Larry. .

“I didnt want him getting home too
soon. | used the side door in my study
to go in and out. The servants wouldnt
know. But_if Gregor¥ found me miss-
ing—no alibi. | had to delay him.”

‘I (];et it,” said Larry.

Hale moistened hiS_lips. “Then |
walked into Adrian’s office and shot him.
| took his keys and opened the safe.
There was something there | had to
have. Not stamps, Mr. Storm, not
stamps! Adrian and | had a written
agreement of partnership. |1 had to
have his copy. | had just found it when
that Warren girl turned _u% That was
a tight spot. 1 had foolishly left my

gun on the desk. If she’d discovered
me, she might have had the upper
hand. But she didn’t. She ran. Then |
had to leave in a _hurry, because | was
certain she’d notify the police.”

“And then,” said Larry, “you met
Bones.” )

_“Yes, the boy!” Hale laughed. “I hit
him with the butt of my gun and car-
ried him out the back way to my car. |
thought the boy, held as a hostage,
could be useful to me.” _

“It might amuse you,” said Larry,
dryly, “to know that we put that down
to a streak of kindliness in the mur-
derer I”

“What about
asked.

Hale’s face clouded. “I had the great-
est shock of my life when | got out to
my car. Luckman was sitting in the
front seat, calmly waiting. It seemed
he’d been trailing me for drﬁs, hopin
to get something on me. He wante
that Number Ten. | had to give in. He
came back to the house with me, helped
me carry the boy in through my private
entrance. | gave him the stamp and

romised to meet him in the Park

ednesday with money. Mr. Luckman
had gotten very bold—too bold for his
own ood.’l’ q

“You playe
Bradley. Py )

“Why not? I’ve been playing danger-
ous games all m){< life. The next day I
went to the Park. The boy, drugged,
was on the floor of my car, covered by
a robe. I met Luckman and gave him
a stomachful of lead. | took his keys,
went to his apartment, left the boy and
the gun, and tore out the Number Ten.
The rest you know. When the police en-
?aged Storm to examine his collection

had to prevent it.” He shruglged. “Un-
fortunately | fell into your little trap.
I thought’you really suspected Julius.”

A plainclothes man appeared in the
door.” “The wagon’s here, Inspector.”

“Take him away,” said Bradley.

Ellen spoke in a practical Vvoice.
“You’re going home now, Larry.
You’re going to bed and stay there.
For once you’ll do as you’re told.”

Larry looked at Bradley. “You got
me into this—you and your murder,”
he wailed. “Good-by, freedom! Good-
by—Lawrence Storm!”
| “I|\{!ercy,” said Bradley,
oss!

Luckman?” Bradley

it very coolly,” said

“what a



A strange true story of garments and graves
that led a brutal killer to the guillotine!

by WELL BARKER

the WARDROBE of
lIAlada/me Q¥EMfwMa/uE

IJtAHLY in the Nineteenth Century, in “the Great and Little Dangers.” But
M the two white houses near Mont- the thieves and murderers were finally
luel, France, were known as “the Great brought to justice, and the country soon

became one much favored by hunters.

unci Little Dangers.” Those names were
singularly aptf Many a traveler riding The OUIP/ shots to echo through the woods
throughh the densely-wooded area around and fields were the ones wdiich bagged
those houses had been set upon, robbed game

»nd often killed by the gangs who lived On February 8, 185*. however, the
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Montluel area again became the scene
of violent death!

A party of hunters from Lyons, twelve
miles distant, was pushing its way
through a thicket. The man in the lead
suddenly halted. At his feet was the body
of a yoan %IH She had been killed by
six horrible head and face wounds. And
her nude bod%/ was mutilated. Nearby,
the horrified hunters found a handker-
chief,. a_black lace cap and a pair of
shoes. These they immediately turned
over to the police.

_The gendarmerie learned that these
pitiful wardrobe accessories were those
of Marie Boday, a servant girl from
Lyons, In that city, the police located
the woman with whom she had boarded.
Marie’s landlady said that her pretty
young boarder had been offered a good
Job in the country, and that in order
to get it, she had had to leave at once.
This she had done, and in so doing,
sealed her death warrant. The tragedy
revived aU the old superstitions that the
Montluel area was an evil place.

Police Are Apcrthethic

The police, however, were strangely
apathetic about tracking down Marie’s
murderer. Apparently, they decided that
Marie was no better than she should
have been, and had been done in by her
paramour. When there was no further
violence in the sinister Montluel woods,
nothing further was done to catch the
murderer of the servant girl.

It wasn’t until over six years later,
at midnight on May 26, 1861, that the
vicinity of “the Great and Little Dan-
gers” received its second shock, one that
was a tocsin which sounded a warning
to the sluggish police that there was a
murderer_in the neighborhood..

That night, hysterical rapping on a
farmer’s door roused a peasant and his
family. The sleepy man opened the door,
to find a half-erased young woman
standing before him. Her face and neck
were scratched, her clothes were torn,
and she was shoeless. The farmer, the
first one to show some sense in the area,
immediately took the strange girl to the
brigade of gendarmerie at Moutluel, She
identified herself as Marie Piehon, a
servant girl from Lyons, and in a voice
hoarse from fright, told the following

story.
I\Xarie was eroding the I-a Guillotiere

bridge at Lyons on the way to look for

work. She had reached the far side of

the bridge when a man stopped and
uestioned her as to the location of the
ervants Office.

“Why,” she said, “lI’m going there
myself, and will show you the way.”

The stranger, who had an odd-looking
upper lip, had the appearance of a coun-
tryman. He asked her if she was looking
for work. Marie admitted that she was,
and the man then offered her a position.
He explained that he was a gardener on
a big estate near Montleul, and that his
mistress had sent him to Lyons for a
house-servant. Such were the induce-
ments that he then offered that Marie
agreed to go with him at once.

They went to Marie’s lodgings to get
her trunk, after which they proceeded
to the station, where they got a_train
for Montluel, arriving at that sinister
spot after dark. The gardener explained
to Marie that since it was_quite a walk
to the chateau by the main road, they
would take a short-cut through the
woods. Then, without another word, he
swur# her trunk up on his shoulder, and
set off. There was nothing for her to do,
but follow.

Marie and the gardener had only gone
a short distance when he stopped, say-
ing:

_ “Your trunk’s too heavy. I'll hide it
in the bushes, and come back for it to-
morrow with a wagon.”

Onee the trunk was hidden, Marie’s
companion began to act queerly. First,
he tried to uproot a small tree. Next he
stoolped down, and began to pick up some
small stones. llis odd actions in the dark
woods alarmed her. She asked him what
he was looking for. He shrugged, saying
nothing, but soon repeated his search for
stones. Again she asked him what he
was trying to do. He said:

“Looking for plants for my garden.”

Girl Becomes Alarmed

At his answer, Marie experienced real
fright. No one but a madman, she felt,
would tr¥ and find plants at night. She
decided that as soon as she could she
would make a break. That opportunity
came as they reached the summit of a
small hill. At the bottom was a good
road—a road, she decided, breaking into
a ran, that might lead to possible safe-

ty.
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But the trusting little servant girl
from Lyons never took more than a few
steps! )

Muscled arms grabbed her, A running
noose was partially dropped over her
head. With that horrid cord caught on
her little bonnet, Marie started to fight,
and fought with the stren%th that comes
from the will to live. She pushed the
man’s arms up, and away. The noose
pulled off her little hat, and she’s was
unexpectedly free. And then she ran—
ran as if the very devil was after her
—as_in truth he was—until she reached
the farmer, who took her to the police.

Marie’s st(_)r?/ did what the finding of
the Boday girl’s body hadn*. It roused
the authorities. They began a local in-
quiry, questioning all inhabitants in the
surrounding country. The interrogation
brought to light the fact that a house
in the small town of Dumollard was oc-
cupied by Eeople most peculiar, whose
name was the same as that of the town
in which they lived.

“Neighbors said that the man worked
nights, and had been heard to give his
rough-looking wife the password of
“Hardi” when he knocked at the door.
And when it was learned that Dumollard
had an odd scar_on his upper lip, the
ﬁollce were deflnlteIK interested. Marie

ad told them that her assailant had a
peculiar-looking upper lip.

The town magistrates went at once
to the Dumollard home. They queried
him regarding his movements on the
night of May 28th. Since his _answers
were evasive, he was taken to Trevoux,
and immediately identified by Marie
Pichon as the man who had brought her
from Lyons. )

While Dumollard was in Trevoux, the
local police searched the house under
the menacing eyes of Madame Dumoul-
lard, a silent woman of mannish appear-
ance. They found clothes of all descrip-
tions and “sizes, some bearing traces of
blood, others recently washed, but also
showing bloodstains.
~ When Marianne Dumollard was ques-
tioned she admitted that one of the
bloodstained garments belonged to a girl
buried in the nearby Montmain woods.
She went on to explain that her husband
had helped two men bury this girl. The
ﬁolice didn’t question her further. They

ad Dumollard brought hack from Tre-
voux, and with his wife, took him into
the woods. Once there, they asked him

to point out the grave of the girl he
helped to bury.

Find Girl's Skeleton

Dumollard was uncertain about its
location, pointing out first one spot, then
another. ~ Finally, someone noted a
roughed up spot in the terrain. They
started digging, and soon uncovered a
woman’s skeleton.

The sight of it unnerved Dumollard’s
wife. She said that there were other
graves in the woods. So again they
searched. This time the body that they
discovered was in a state of complete
preservation, due to the character of the
earth. That was startling enough! But
what was really horrible was that it
looked as if the woman had been buried
alive. She was clutching a clod of earth
in one hand._ -

The searching party, horrified, turned
to look at Dumollard. He stood, glancing
off over the countryside, apparently un-
moved. They noticed, however, " that
when he did shift his gaze, he never
looked at the dead girl’s face. The police
felt that they had their man, and told
him it was_useless to deny that he was
the girl’s killer.

Dumallard took a deep breath, and
then told the wildest story ever con-
cocted by a murderer.

Dumollard, whose father had met
death by being drawn and quartered for
his part in a plot against the life of the
Emperor of Austria, said that he was
only the tool of two men who exerted
an influence over him. They had, he went
on, ordered him to abduct young women
for them, offering forty francs for every
one he got, and a bonus of a hundred
thousand francs if he worked for them
for_twenty years.

The first girl that Dumollard abducted
for them was in December. 1858. He
claimed that he turned her over to his
two sinister employers at Neyron. where
he waited for them to return after they
left him with the girl. Upon their re-
turn, several hours later, they gave him
a blood-stained gown and chemise, say-

ing.
g‘You will not see her again!
Dumollard washed the clothes, and
upon returning home gave them to his
wife. These two garments Were the start
of Madame Dumollard’s horrible ward-
robe, which, when brought into court,
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numbered the following articles: Six
dozen handkerchiefs; five dozen pairs of
stockings; twenty-seven scarves, forty
caps, a dozen corsets, nine gowns, and
quantities of other wearing aPpareI.
During his gruesome recital, in which
Dumollard constantly repeated that he
was in the employ of these two men, sub-
sequent murders tallied up as follows:

1. Three unknown women, murdered,
thrown into the Rhone River.

. Murder of Marie Boday, the girl whose body
was found by the hunting party.

. Murder of an unknown girl, whose skeleton
was found in the Montmain Woods.

. Murder of the buried-alive woman, who was
later identified as Marie Bussod.

. Attempted robbery and assassination of ten
other young women.

This probably doesn’t half cover the
list of Dumollard’s victims. His wife,
hinted at others, and among the clothes,
were those which would have fit half-
grown children. )

Of course no one believed Dumollard’s
weird story, that he was the victim of
the two evil men with hypnotic powers.
His trial started on the 29th of January,
1862, at Assizes of the Ain. Marianne
Dumollard was also put on trial.

and

g A o~ N

Spruces Up For Trial

Dumollard, seated a short distance
from his wife, looked like a fairly pros-
erous farmer. His hair and beard were
uxuriant and black; his eyes blue and
yrominent. And the lump on his upper
ip, which had really trapped him, was
quite noticeable. He was extremeIF/ calm
and self-possessed, even complainin
that there was a draft which bothere
him.

After a window had been closed, the
trial proceeded in an orderly manner,
and lasted four days. )

When_questioned about his attack on
Marie Pichon—whose account he agreed
with—Dumollard said his attempt to
Btrangle her was to scare her so that
she would run away before he delivered
her to his two employers!

His outra%eous, bold and_impudent
statement left the court gasping, and it
adjourned for a few minutes. Durmg
the interval of adjournment, Dumollar

took out a huge bread and cheese sand-
wich from his pocket. He ate it with aﬁ-
parent zest. And while eating, he caught
sight of Marie Pichon. The people in the
court were dumbfounded to hear him
cry out:

“Ah, unhaﬂpy one! But for me you
would not be here now! Come and thank
Ime for rescuing you from those vil-
ains.”

Dumollard was still stickin% to his
story that he was under the hypnotic
influence of his two malign employers.

It did him no good, however!

The fifty-third™ witness, Josephette
Bussod, sister of the murdered Marie,
positively identified Dumollard as the
man whom her sister had gone away
with. At the end of the trial, Madame
Dumollard was sentenced to twenty
years at hard labor, and Dumollard was
sentenced to be guﬂlotlned at Montluel.

The guillotine was ready for Dumol-
lard at Montluel when he was brought
back to the country in which he had com-
mitted so many murders. On March 7th,
1863, he got out at the Town Hall, and
went into the council chamber, where
he warmed himself in front of the fire.
One of the magistrates, who was pres-
ent, asked him if he would like to say
anything. ]

Dumollard answered, “I am innocent.
It is unluck¥, but I am sacrificed for the
crimes of others.” He added shortly, “If
others have buried bodies in my vine-
yard, I am not responsible for that!”

Then, in a few minutes, Dumollard
was prepared for his execution. Once
again, those in the council chamber tried
to get him to admit his guilt. He re-
mained silent, still playing the role of
a victim of circumstances. His question-
ers gave up and Dumollard was marched
to his fate, a more merciful death than
he had given those poor servant girls
from Lyons. o

Dumollard’s body was buried in the
Montluel cemetery, not far from where
“the Little and "Great Dangers” still
ghleam whitely in_the sunshine. But now
the countryside is sale from both those
early murders, and the one whose Kill-
ings made Madame Dumollard’s macabre
wardrobe possible.

Coming in Hie Next Issue: THE YELLOW TAXI, a gripping Dr. Westlo’te mystery
novel by JONATHAN STAGGE— pint other novels, stories and! features!



BEW ARE the Fat Fox

HKI) blur where the sun was prom-
/ ised " glowed over the Beechwood
junction as Max Baylor stepped off the
train. A long-bodied man with pole-thin
legs and a face with bitter lines, he
watched the farmers sweating between
milk trucks and silvery tank ears and
wondered if Kurt Stringer would really
show up. . i
The 'long stiffening ride to Vermont

Baylor

Returns from Prison—with Money on

By WILLIAM R. HONEST

was supposed. to be crowned by Kurt's
appearance with the money. Three years
in prison had sharpened an old envy but
failed to rid Max of an underlying fear
and distrust of him. He had always
I(sought of Kurt as a sly, fat fox, always
had resented his superior i>gse. Max had
undertaken this journey not merely to
recover his money but with the obses-
sion of proving t0 himself that he was

His Mindl
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not Kurt’s fool. But his ego demanded
something more than Kurt’s life.
~ A dust-gray Dodge convertible swung
into the junction and a stout figure,
moving with slow, summery discomfort,
%ot out. Max tensed as he recognized
urt’s wide, slightly hunched shoulders.
He saw the shadowy smile on Kurt’s lips,
but did not smile back. The two men
shook hands coldly.

Kurt said, “Get’in, Max.”

“Where are you taking me ?”

“It’s a little surprise. You'll see.”

Max thought: “You better have my
dough; that’s all the surprise | want.”

Kurt drove the car back onto the high-
way. Max, still tensed, remembered how
he had dreamed of getting his hands on
him when it looked like Kurt had aban-
doned him after the trial. If Kurt had
not unexpectedly visited Max in prison a
short time before release, Max had felt
ready to risk a Ion%er sentence, b%/ stooi-
ing. 1t would have been worth it to have
so many cops hunting the fat fox.

Now, as_the car gained speed, Max
had a wild impulse to stop, to 3et out be-
fore it was too late. 1t was suddenly and
frighteningly plausible that Kurt in-
tended to cut the one living link connect-
ing him with the robberK that sent Max
to jail. Max glanced at the speedometer.
It registered fifty-five. The road was
empty before thém, night lamps still
burning, ble_ndm?_va(t:;uel / with the gray-
ish, spreading Tight. His eyes movéd
from the hairy hands on the wheel to
Kurt’s fleshy face where a smile wa-
vered on thick lips. ) .

Kurt said without turning: “You did-
n’t expect me to be waiting. Isn’t that
the truth ?”

AX stuck a finger under his collar.
M His neck was wet. He heard the
hoarse voice continuing: “I’ve done bet-
ter than just sit on your dough.”

“How dyou mean?” .

“Look, Max. There it is.” ]

The car slowed beside a roadside shop
with a faded SIgN. beechwood auto
repairs, Adjoining was a vast *unkyard
filled with astounding piles of wheels,
tires, rain-corroded bodies, fenders and
motors. Kurt grinned and got out. “It’s
all yours, Max,” he said. ] ]

Max looked Inside the shop, his panic
banked by curiosity about the welding
instruments, gas tanks, anvils, hammers
and the rest.

Kurt came in yawning. “There’s a
house in the back, nothing fancy.”

“The dough?” Max said.

Kurt knelt at a pile of battered fend-
ers. Max was watching cautiously as his
friend groaned and straightened with a
tool box. “It’s here,” said Kurt opening
the lid. “Small denominations, nothing
to worry about.” S

“How much ?” Max asked with rising
excitement,

“Thirty-four thousand. This place
took six grand.”

~Max felt the stacks of currency with
his hfllngers. "You took me serious, all
right!”

g'When I saw you in prison, didn’t you
say you’d like some quiet business for
awhile ?” ]

“Till I got used to the outside.”

“Well, you said you learned auto-re-
Pa_ll‘ln in_prison, that’s why | picked
his place.”

Max dosed the money-crammed tool-
box. “Let’s have a look at that house.”

Kurt followed, breathing wheezily as
they walked up the wooden porch stairs
in front. They were met by a wall of heat
and dust-piled interior, unappealing even
to eyes accustomed to prison.

“How am | supposed to pay for this
hole?” questioned Max. "People don’t
poglout of jail and buy property.”

~_"I’ll send you a receipt every month as
if you’re paying it out.”
ax looked at him. “What’re your
plans?”
Kurt shrugged, “Oh, guess I'll be
pushing along.” ]
“No rush,” Max said, and managed to

keep it cool.
“As long as you make me welcome,”
said Kurt wryly, “I’ll take that down-

stairs bedroom.
stairs.”

Max left him to investigate the floor
above. There was another bedroom fac-
ing front. He thought Kurt ought to
have had the place fumigated and
cleaned, then he wondered why Kurt
should have become so kind in the first
?Iace? He opened the tool box again and
elt full of power as he stared at the
money, He wasn’t giomg to leave it in
this fire-trap. He looked around and
found some old wrapping paper in the
closet and made a package of the box.
When he came downstairs he found Kurt
had fallen asleep on his bed. Max, hesi-
tating at the doorway, had an uneasy

I don’t like walking
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moment—then, frowning, he went out-
side where it was cooler and surveyed
his new premises. ]

_ He invested a couple of hours in clear-
ing and cleaning the shop. A station-
wagon stopped and a man dragged in
some oxygen and hydrogen tanks. As
Max signed for them, he asked in a
neighborly way, “Just took over, eh?”
He borrowed a cigarette and told Max
all about Beechwood.

When he left, Max woke up Kurt who

rouchily surrendered his car keys and
ell asleép again. Kurt drove the Dodge
into town. As the man had said, it was a
big center, with several sizable factories,
the quarries and a paper mill. Max
stopped at the bank. )

It was housed in a wooden mansion,
but as he’d hoped, there was a basement
vault. He rented a safety box and after
extracting one thousand dollars, left the
tool box. The rural informality of the
Ib'?nk reminded him forcibly of his past
ife.

He had once been night watchman in
a bank. A medium town like this. Kurt
Stringer had rigged a story for him. It
went something like this: “Your honor
—I’m just a bank watchman and | did
my besSt. This gang broke in somehow,
shoved a gun into my ribs and forced me
to disconnect the alarm system. They
left me tied up the way | was found.”

Kurt had assured Max that any jury
would swallow that with one chew if he

layed his part properly as an idiot, a
rightened idiot. After the robbery, how-

ever, the jury recommended punishment
in view of the obvious delinquency of
duty. The cops had never been able to
trace either the money or the “gang.”
Kurt had promised Max that his share
would be waiting. Yes—thought Max
bitterly—it waited: | went to the work-
house for three years while that fat fox
was free!

ATER Max drove back from Beeeh-

— wotxl with the ear loaded with sup-
plies. Kurt was just getting up. He came
Into the Kitchen, his clothes hanging like
month-old pajamas. )

“I ordered some gas tanks,” Kurt said
between yawns.

“They came."

Max “watched the greedy way Kurt
ate. lie hoped Kurt wouldn't decide to
take off before he could find some way to
pay off for that workhouse hitch.” He

wanted to_tell him, “You're not as smart
as you think. I'm going to hand you a
thousand nights on a prison cot like |
hﬁdi only I’'m going to dish it out in one
shot.

That night. Max went upstairs, felt
the dead sagging springs of the old bed,
and his dream of a better ﬁlace to sleep
than a prison cot, faded. The house was
so dilapidated that the faintest breeze
found something loose to rattle. The
heat didnt help. He got up restively, lit
a cigarette and looked out the window
into darkness. It was sometime after
midnight when he imagined he heard
the front door creaking.

He raced downstairs in time to see the
Dodge moving out into the highway. “So
he’s 'gone!” Max lit another cigarette
and paced around. He took off his pa-
amas and dressed. The little porch out
ront promised to be cooler. He sat down,
convinced there was no understanding
a_mind like Kurt’s. There were a dozen
cigarette butts lying around the legs of
the chair by the time he was aroused by
tires scraping over the rock-strewn
driveway. )

Max withdrew into the house. Kurt
stumbled in, failed to notice Max in the
darkness and went into his_ room. Max
followed and pulled the light string.
Kurt’s eyes showed puffy and hagggard
in the glare. “What’re you up for9” he
drawled peevishly.

“Where’ve you been?”

Kurt dropped heavily on the bed. “Go
way, lemme sleep.”

“You pulled some job!”

Kurt peeped contemptuously through
half-closed eyes. “You’re screwy with
the heat. Go to bed.” o

Max felt all wound up inside. He went
out to the Dodge, pulled open the door
and got in. There was nothing, to see out
of the ordinary inside. He slid out and
went around to the tail-light. The trunk-
compartment was locked. He went into
the shop for some tools, then set them
down, afraid of awakening Kurt. He
stood by the house door smo mgl:l and lis-
tening “for Kurt’s snoring. Then he
stepped on_the ugarette. The ceiling
light was still on and Kurt snored. Max’s
fingers touched lightly down the rum-
pled trouser leg, located the keys in the
pocket. He couldn't see how to get them
without disturbing Kurt. He tiptoed to
the bathroom and got a razor blade.

Max was angry with himself because
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fear stiffened his fingers as he slit Kurt’s
trousers where the keys were outlined.
He felt the sweat beading his forehead
as he extricated the ke%s and gently
Bull_ed the light-string. Kurt’s snoring
ehind _him was reassuring.

He fitted the key into the trunk-lock
back of the Dodge and raised the lid.
There was a small leather valise. The lid
almost slammed down. He lowered it and
rushed into the shop. The valise con-
tained one hundred and twenty thousand
dollars. ] ]

Max felt the heat pressing his
temples. To reap a great gain without
involvement—that had been Kurt’s code.
Max was playing no more sap parts: he
would simply disappear with the money.

The idea dazzled for an instant, then
he thought of all the cops being briefed
on Max Baylor—details in full from
prison records. Kurt would throw suspi-
cion his way, that was certain; especial-
ly if the job were traced to Kurt. He had
waited long. Now he was sure that this
was the moment for the Kill!l In time he
could go anywhere with a free con-
science.

He picked up a hammer and turned.

_ Kurt was standing at the doorway, a
listless expression on_his fleshy face,
snub-nosed automatic in his_palm.

“The valise, Max, if you please.”

Max dropped it, kicked it across the
floor. It landed about two feet from
Kurt, who bowed warily to pick it up.

“Max, is that a hammer in your
hand?” . .

Max dropped it. The noise was sharp
in the night silence. ) )

Kurt scowled. “You’re a skinny, jeal-
ous punk, Max. You just got out of
trouble. Why can’t you keep your nose
clean?”

“Was it the Beechwood Bank?” asked
Max, his voice dry and low.

KURT‘S lips didn’t seem to move. He
looked tired, his eyes straining
alertly. The lips whispered: “A job just
like ours.”

“You mean you bamboozled another
watchman!” .

“I'm strlctl?/ honest with my part-
ners.” Kurt laughed wearily. “Didn’t
1turn over your dough to the penny ?”
He started toward Max. ]

“How’d you ever get around this
sucker?” Max was smiling, but felt
sweat crawling down his back.

Kurt came nearer. "Oh,” he said with
cynical pleasantness, “the watchman
has a very sick daughter. It took time,
of course.” ) )

“With all those quarries and factories
you picked a good bank, all right.” Max
wa%_watchlng Kurt’s eyes, not the auto-
matic.

Kurt stopped. “My car keys, please.”
The valise was in his_left hand, the
other, with the automatic, stretched for
the keys. Max swallowed and held out
the keys. Kurt had to turn open his palm
to receive them. Max, all taut, threw
himself against Kurt’s middle, curled
against him, holding the pistol hand
away. He twisted It V|olentI%/, heard
Kurt’s groan and the sound of the auto-
matic hitting the board floor. He threw
Kurt down and snatched the weapon.

Kurt just sat. “You stupid fool,” he
said clinging to the valise. “If | had
wanted to shoot you, | could have done
it right away.”

“Why didn’t you?”

Kurt’s expression was doleful.
“You'’ve been in stir so long you can’
trust your own shadow. | didnt have to
V\{?.rl]t all these years with your dough,
either.

“You’re breaking my heart.” Max put
out a hand and motioned for the valise.

Kurt shook his head. “lve been
square with you, Max. I’ll split it with

ou.”

Max thought a second about a work-
house dream in which he outwitted the
fox: the dream of a thousand brooding
nights. He squeezed the trigger. Every
piece of tin and iron in the shop seemed
to scream an echo. )

Max pulled away the valise and
slipped the automatic into it. He bunked
it ‘'under the porch steps. He went on
into Kurt’s room and removed every
trace of occupancy. He went back to the
shop and stared at the body. In the still-
ness now his mind seemed to race.

He picked up a lantern, a shovel and
a chisel. Under a thin slice of moon the
%unkyard was a graveyard of chassis,
enders, motors and doors. He tripped
over an old tire and cursed. He lit the
lantern with a safety match and began
to clear away a pile of the metal debris.
Then he broke ground with the chisel.
The soil was hard, full of rock. He won-
dered how Vermont farmers ever
planted anything. Nervous energy en-
abled him to shovel deeply.
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He returned for Kurt’s body, dragged

It to the fresh hole and dumped it in. He
ot the license plate off Kurt’s car and
threw that in, too. Then he shoveled
back the earth, stamped it down and dis-
tributed the extra earth around the
yard. He pushed back a pile of rusting
metal to cover it. The hard job was next.
He figured the time to be about three.
That gave him another two hours be-
fore sun-up. He hoped it could be done
as he thought. He was going to dis-
mantle Kurt’s Dodge, hide its parts with
the hundreds of automobile parts_litter-
ing the yard. He had thought first of
burning the body in_the car, make it
look like an accident. Then he was struck
by this way to make Kurt and his con-
vertible cease to exist. He felt even Kurt
would have admired the idea. That
watchman would be sure Kurt had
tricked him. He’d wait and wait to hear
from Kurt, and then he’d spill every-
thing. And Max would have all that

doEPh, )

e put the tools into the Dodge and
drove it into the yard. His eyes watched
the east. Piece by piece he stripped down
the car as much as he could. He flung the
parts amongst uncountable masses of
unk. Drenched with sweat he saw the
-ast finally flood red-and-orange. He
finished up and went into the "house.
Sleep came quickly.

HE horn honking out front was in-

sistent. Max unpasted his eyelids.
He got off the bed and sneaked a look
through the window. He saw the rear
end of a car beyond the shop. He
straightened his clothes and went down-
stairs counseling himself to be cool.

“You run this she-bang?” A tall,

aunt-faced man slipped out of an old

tiick. He wore cocoa tan pants of moun-
tain cloth, but a regular jacket.

I?m Max Baylor. What can | do for

Ou .”

“You could iron these pants, maybe.”
The man rapped the dented fender with
a freckled knuckle. “How long would
that take?” ] ) )

Max felt like discouraging business
hut he was afraid to. “Not too long.”

“I'll wait.”

Dismantling Kurt’s car had sapped
Max’s stamina. Hie job seemed to
stretch out. Max felt discomfited, Why
hadn’t this skinflint asked the price
#rst>Sweat dripped down over his fin-

ers as he hammered. The no’se filled
nis ears so he didn’t hear the cars com-
ing.

Several men stepped out and talked to
Max’s customer. The ?aunt-faceq man
came back and looked for something in
his car. He strapped on a holster. He
pulled the revolver calmly as he said:

“Max Baylor, you’re under arrest."

The shock and the tiredness of his
body made Max shiver. “I—I dont get
it?”” he said trying to control himself.

“I’'m Orville Emerson.” He took out a
Isherllff’s badge and pinned it back on his
apel.

Max was thin kin% feverishly;
“They’ve got to pin that Beechwood job
on somebody — they’ve picked ouf a
stranger in town.” .

“l had a look around while you were
sleeping, Mr. Baylor,” said the sheriff.
“You're the only one around. While |
kept you busy, these men have been get-
ting a line on you.” . )

Max forced a smile as if both knew it
was a bluff.

Emerson went on: “The Beechwood
Bank was robbed during the night. The
job was done with the use of hydrogen
and oxygen torch. We found discarded
tanks on the road outside town. You're
an ex-convict, Mr. Baylor. You did time
for exactly the same sort of job, and
being a former bank watchman yourself,
| suppose you knew all about alarm sys-
tems. You signed for those same tanks
only yesterday. Is that enough?” )

Max put a finger under his collar; it
felt wet. )

The sheriff continued: “The watch-
man’s wife tells me he’s been very un-
easy and worried the past few days. He
almost didn’t é;o in to work last ‘night
Il\_/ll(aybe you had him in on this—it looks
ike it.”

Max demanded: “You ask that watch-
man then?” But a crackle of laughter
cut him off. ]

“We can’t ask him,” snapped th>
sheriff, “because that’s why you mur-
dered him! Anyway, we were warn -1
about you. Mr. Kurt Stringer, a bush mss
agent ‘of some sort, bought, this here
Erope_rt?]/. He came in and told us that

e might be selling it to a guy ge;mg
out of prison. Thngiht we ought, to keep
I

an eye on you awhile. Too durn bad we
didn’t check on you sooner.”
Max felt a_ choking senggtlon

(Conrhi/ied ov



HUNCH
PAYOFF

by COWARD S. SULLIVAN

IN detective fiction of the gas-light
era, the master-sleuth often solved
his cases by ] -
spiration that led him straight to the
heart of the mystery. )
The modern” hard-boiled school dis-
counts this sort of thing, insisting that
detective-work, to be “realistic,” must
proceed in a more earth-bound way,
must be nine-tenths perspiration.
The latest findings of psychologists,

Can intuition solve a crime? Here
are two true cases that say—yes!

pure hunches—flashes of in-however, indicate that the old-fashioned

reliance on hunches and intuitions may
nI(IJt have been so far off the beam, after
all.

_Since the original discoveries of Dr.
Sigmund Freud revolutionized mental
science, researchers have learned more
and more about the unconscious work-
ings of the human mind. It appears that
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we fill do a lot of observing and thinking
and calculating of which we are totally
unconscious, and which far exceeds our
conscious activities.

In this Iiﬁht, such things as hunches,
intuitions, flashes of inspiration, are re-
moved from the realm of the mysterious
or supernatural, and explained simply
on the basis of our unconscious mind
working over a mass of material and
bringing the result—not the process—
suddenly to consciousness. o

Such deep, non-verbal mental activity
is usually more accurate than conscious
thinking, since the unconscious, which
is the store-house of memory, naturally
doesnt forget things.

Whether or not we are aware of the
psychological explanation, nearly all of
us habitually make use of hunches and
intuitions, perhaps more than we real-
ize.

Hunches Often Are Right

A doctor, for instance, may take one
look at a patient whom he has never
seen before, and diagnose his trouble
accurate!jy, without bein” able to_explain
how’ he does it. From his experience of
hundreds of similar cases, he has learned
unconsciously to note subtle little indi-
cations in the patient’s attitude and
manner; his unconscious mind clicks
like an adding-machine and shoots the
result to the surface. ] )
_Most experienced detectives will read-
ily agree with modern psychology's vin-
dication of the old-fashioned hunch.

Despite the hard-boiled fictional
school to the contrary, nearly any old-
time Pollceman can tell you of a num-
ber of cases he has cracked by pure and
apparently baseless intuition, without
an¥ conscious reasoning process at all.
_ There are two prime examples of this,
in the flies of the San Francisco Police
Department. .

In 1880, a wealthy old man, Nicholas
Skorrclt, disappeared from his_home in
San Francisco. His friends received tele-

rams informing them he had sold all

is_property to a young attorney,
Wright I/eltoy, and was going back East
for_good.. ] ]

Suspicious circumstances led to an in-
vestl?a}tlon, and Skerrett’s corpse was
funi'll in a vacant house which he owned.
He had been strangled to death. His
pockets had been rifled.

SULLIVAN SS

LeRoy was arrested as the obvious
suspect. He denied any part in the mur-
der. He said he had heard two ex-con-
victs, acquaintances of his, dlscussmg a
ﬁlot to kidnap and rob Skerrett, but

adn’t taken them seriously.

Police found that the ex-convicts had
vanished from their usual haunts. They
concentrated on the search for them,
and were on the point of releasing Le-
Roy, in the absence of evidence against

him.

Detective Robert Hogan, however,
was convinced of LeRoy’s guilt, and per-
suaded Captain Isaiah Lees to hold him
as long as possible, while he continued
his investigation.

A routine search of LeRoy’s rooms
had _disclosed nothing incriminating.
~ Going over LeRoy’s belongings at the
k’;llll, Hogan noted a large ring of keys.

ethodically, he took them along and
tried them in all the doors of LeRoy’s
rooms and offices, and on his trunks and
other locks, until all were accounted for
except one, a shiny new brass _ke)&. Le-
Roy said he didn’t recognize this key—
that it must be for some unimportant
thing, which he had forgotten,

This little loose-end Stuck in the back
of Hogans mind. He tried the key in
the doors of other rooms near LeRoy’s
—not knowing exactly what he was
looking for—without any luck.

One night, Hogan was walking down
Market Street with Captain Lees, The
captain suddenly remembered that he
had to see someone at the Grand Hotel,
and asked Hogan to wait outside for a

few minutes. o ) .

Hogan, who disliked inactivity,
stamped impatiently up and down, toy-
ing with LeRoy’s key-ring in his pocket.

As he walked back and forth, his eyes
kept commE_back to the dark, somehow
sinister-looking doorway of a cheap
lodging house up the street. )

lie walked rﬁ)as_t the door several times,
peered in at the ill-lighted, rickety stair-
wa_?[ through, the dusty glass. )

hen, on impulse, he tried the shiny

key in the door. The door opened.

Detectives Search Room

When Captain Lees relumed, they en-
tered the rooming house. The sullen pro-
prietor showed them to a room he had
rented _some weeks before to_a young
man fitting LeRoy’s description, who
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had paid a month in advance.

The room was LeRoy’s. Under the
mattress, they found Nicholas Sker-
rett’s wallet, watch, and jewelry. Piled
in the closet were a dozen cans of chlo-
ride of lime, which LeRoy had apparent-
ly planned to use to dispose of Skerrett’s
body, if it had not been discovered pre-
maturely. ] ]

In a notebook in the room, which
cIearIY was LeRoy’s murder headquar-
ters, they found the current addresses
of the two ex-convicts they were seek-
ing.
g,lb\rrested, the two men said the at-
torney had tried to gﬁt them to help him
in the murder, but they had refused.

Wright LeRoy was swiftly convicted
and hanged.

Asked how he had come to try the
key in the door of that particular lodg-
inghouse, out of all the doors in the big
city, Detective Hogan shrugged.

‘I don’t know,” he said. “It just
looked sort of suspicious to me!”

On a spring mornln%m 1923, Inspec-
tor Fred Bohr of the Hotel Detail
dropped into the Manx Hotel on Powell
Street, on his usual routine round of
the big hotels. )
~ While he was idly scanning the reg-
ister, he hapPened to glance up and
notice two well-dressed young men who
were standing at the cigar-counter, jok-
ing with the clerk. They fairly o0zed
prosperity. Their clothes were new, of
the latest cut, and one of them sported
a big diamond pin in his bright red neck-
tie. After staring at them for a moment,
he casually asked the desk-clerk who
they were. )

_ “Why, let’s see—one of them is reg-
istered as Richard Riley, from New
York, and the other is George Conley,
from Denver. Conley’s wife is with
them. They look like nice fellows. What’s
wrong?” ] ] ]

“Oh, nothing. | was just wondering
who they were.”

“They’re okay,” the clerk assured
him. “Quiet people, plenty of money.
Been here a couPIe of days. Double suite,
twenty-five dollars a day. That’s their
big Packard, standing right aaross the
street there.” ]

His routine business completed, Bohr
left the hotel and strolled idly down the
street. He stopped at the corner,
frowned, crossed to the other side and
walked back. As he passed the big
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Packard touring-car, he casually noted
its license number. He stopped at the
nearest telephone booth, called the State
Motor Vehicle Division, and learned
that the Packard was registered to M.
Rile%/, Hotel St. Francis.

There was nothing suspicious about
this. M. Riley was probably a relative
of Richard Riley, and the New Yorker
had borrowed the car. But Bohr was a
tenacious and methodical man, and since
he had started checking on the two
strangers, he intended to finish the job.

He walked up the street to the St
Francis, still more annoyed than any-
thing else, at the bee in his bonnet that
had moved him to take on this extra
and apparently futile chore.

Strangers In Town

But his attention sharpened when he
found that no one named M. Riley was
registered or known at the St. Francis,
nor had been for a year past.

He headed back to the Manx. The
Packard was no longer parked there,
and the clerk said the three guests had
gone out. _

_Bohr shru%%ed and started again on
his rounds. Three blocks away, parked
in front of a restaurant, he spotted the
Packard. A newsboy told him the oc-
cupants, two men and a woman, had
gone into the restaurant.

_Bohr waited by the car, and when the
trio came back he accosted them, showed
them his badge, and informed them
politely that they were parked overtime.

“We’re strangers in town,” Conley ex-
plained. "My wife and | are from Den-
ver, and Dick here is from New York.
Sorry. It won’t happen again. Have a
cigar, officer?” _ _

ohr declined the cigar. He explained
that it was his duty to give them a ticket
but that, being strangers, they could
avoid a fine if they would come with him
to the Traffic Bureau and pick up a little
booklet of rules. They readily agreed,
and all piled into the Packard, Conley,
the one with the red tie, taking the
wheel. ) )

“Your car?” the inspector asked idly.

“No,” Conley told him. “it belongs
to a friend of mine.”

At the Hall of Justice Bohr, who had
been covertly sizing up the trio, led them
to the Bureau of [nspectors. )

“Say, this doesnt look like the Traffic
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Bureau!" Conley protested,

“That’s right,” it isn't,” Bohr assented
pleasantly. “You see, there are a few
cLu_estlons | want to ask you. For one
thing, how is it that the car you’re driv-
ing Is registered to M. Riley of the Hotel
St, Francis, when they don.’t know any-
bocci?/ by that name there?”

onley turned suddenly defiant,

“Ask” him,” he snarled, jerking his
head at Rl|e¥, ] )

I dont know anything about it”
Riley declared. “There are a lot of people
named Riley." ) .

Questions as to their occupations and
their business in San Francisco brought
similar unsatisfactory answers. Mrs.
Conley broke down in tears. Riley and
Conley were clearly on the defensive,
and frightened. )

Leaving Riley and Mrs. Conley in
custody of other detectives, Bohr™ and
two other officers drove George Conley
back to the Manx, where they got his
key from the startled clerk and went
up to the suite with him.

Four suitcases, locked and strapped,
stood in a corner. Bohr asked Conley
to open them..

“I' can’t. Riley has the keys.”

Bohr QUICk|%/ opened one of the cases
with a skeleton key. Unstrapped, it
sprang open, and out tumbled roll upon
roll of—postage stamps!

There were about two thousand dol-
lars worth of stamps, in sheets and rolls,
in the single suitcase. )

“Nothing wrong with carrying stamps
around, is there?” Conley" wanted to
know. “We’re planning to start a vend-
ing-machine company.” ]

As Bohr bent over the second suit-
case, the telephone rang. It was a man

asking for Conley. One of the officers
stalled him, while Bohr ran to another
phone and traced the call. It came from
a public booth nearby. Bohr ran to the
booth and found a frightened young man
still at the phone.

The youth clutched a briefcase, in
which were more stamps.

“I got them from Conley,” he ex-
plained. “I met him_in a saloon, and he
asked me to help him sell them.”

Altogether, Bohr and his men col-
lected some $5,000 in brand-new stamps.

Riley and Conley refused to talk. But
postal “inspectors (1U|ckly identified the
sheets and rolls as _loot from the $28,000
rbe{e/\r)/ of the main post office at Olym-
pia, Washington, two weeks previously.

~Two men f|tt|n% the descriptions of
Riley and Conley had entered the office
late "at night, tied 'UP the watchman
blasted their way into the vault and
strong-box, and escaped with $28,000 in
stamps. As they fled, they cut the tele-
phone wires leading out of Olympia.

Inspectors traced the movements of
the pair in Washington, found that they
had shipped two trunks from Tacoma
to San Francisco. Bohr located the
trunks and found the rest of the $28,000
loot, together with an assortment of
burglar “tools.

_Riley and Conley were taken to Olym-
pia fof trial. Mrs.” Conley, who had had
no part in the robbery, was released.

Convicted, they were sentenced to
thirty-year terms in Leavenworth.

Pressed by his brother officers as to
what had made him suspicious of Riley
and Conley, Inspector Bohr opined:

“I didn’t like the color of that fellow's
n_echktle. It was—well—it didn’t look just
right.”

BEWARE THE FAT FOX

(Concluded from page 61)

that's why Kurt seemed so kind, that's
why he hadn’t pulled the trlgger on Max
when he had the chance—because he
bad Max measured to take the rap for
this job! Kurt had become even foxier,
he had killed the watchman to cover his
trail. He had wanted no more live part-
ners.

Max began to back away, but some of
the men had strolled around the car and
were standing behind him lift broke out
heatedly:

“This is crazy! Kurt Stringer—" but
the words died in his throat, lie was
oing to demand that if they found
curt, he’d expose him, force him to clear
him. But Kurt was under the earth be-
neath the {unk. Anything that brought
attention to Kurt’s” disappearance was
equally fatal. ] ]

Max couldn’t stop the shaking of his
bony logs. He sank to his knees and beat
the ground. “The fat fox!” he cried.
“The fat fox!”



A South African town is turned
into a hotbed of terror when a
corpse walks backward to dooml

N the morning whieh was to wit-

ness the beginning of those sinis-
ter events that pulled the pleasant South
African town of Marathon down into
the nightmare world where the Straw
Men walked, Peter Blake and his fi-
ancee, Ann Dixon, a pretty girl with
dark chestnut hair, were strolling in

Macabre Crime Novel

the deserted main street. “Deserted”
was literally correct; for this was Sun-
day, and the next day was one of Mara-
thon’s four public holidays, a fact which
was to have a vital bearing on the mur-
ders. Now only a few ears rested dustily
in the centre parking clustered outside
the only two buildings where work was
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being done—the poet office and the
police station.

“I’ve got to run in to see Miriam,
said Ann. “Coming?”

Peter Blake shook his head. “Not for
me,” he said decidedly. ""So far we’ve
called on five of your female friends,
and I've consumed seven cups of tea.

Any more tannin would be disastrous
for my system.” He glanced at his
watch. “Does Maxwell Johnson drink
tea?” he asked anxiously.

Ann laughed. “I should imagine beer
would be more in his line. You’re going
to see his old inumbo-jumbo this morn-
ing?”
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“Not mumbo-jumbo, darling,” Peter
corrected her gently. “He is a distin-
guished anthropologist. He asked me
especially to come over before the
?ang arrived after lunch—us, and your
ather, and the Hattinghs. I’ve to see
the collection; but he’s reserving the
other thiggummy for the gang—the
Evil House.” They stopped before a
brightly painted door leading to a tiny
flat over a row of shops. “Look here,
while you're exchanging tea and scan-
dal with Miriam, I’ll pop in and see

Quayle.” ]

Ann nodded. “All right.
locked up, I’ll bail you out. Ba/

She opened the bright door and
tripped up the microscopic staircase
thus revealed. Peter crossed the white
glaring bar of dusty road to where the
post office and police station stood.

Inspector Jeremy Quayle, the top

oliceman in Marathon, [ooked like a
onsured monk. He was very tall, with
a Ionc};, thin, ascetic face and was bald
save for a gray fringe round the ears.

“Hullo, copper!” said Peter heartily
as he entered, then halted in embar-
rassment, until he recognized two of

uayle's other visitors. The third he

id not for the_moment notice.

Johnny Hattingh, a fair young man,
with the physical build of a rugby
player, flipped a large hand at Peter.

“What-ho, my son! Have you been
robbed, too?” .

“Robbed?” said Peter curiously.

“Stop your nonsense, Johnny,” said
Patricia Hattmgh to her step-son
briskly. “Hullo, Peter. Look, Inspector,
we’re in a hurry, and if you’ll give me
my letters”—it seemed to Peter that
she stumbled over the word—"and
Simon’s money, we’ll be frightfully
grateful.”

UAYLE looked doubtful. “There’ll
have to be a case; and there’s the
question of exhibits—of course, if
and Mr. Hattingh want the money—”
“Oh, bother the money!” cried Pa-
tricia. “That’s Simon’s. But the letters
are mine. Have you read them?” she
demanded fiercely.
The policeman looked aghast. "Of
course not; that is, when [ saw that
they were—er—"

If you get

yomy wife’s!” And

“l bet he never got past the first
‘Darling,”” Johnny Hattingh said.
“And, hang it all, you ought to be able
to write love letters to your own hus-
band !’ )

“What | cant understand,” said
Quayle irritably, “is why Mr. Hattingh
didn’t come personally.”

It was Patricia’s turn to laugh. “You
mean,” she said, “didn’t he value them
enough to bother? Still, you’d have
thought the money would have brought
him, wouldn’t you?” Her voice was Dbit-
ter. “Well, it seems it didn't. He sent
Johnny and me to collect them. So hand
them over.”

Quayle jerked open a drawer and
brought out a fat white envelope and a
small' packet of letters. “Here’s the
money, Mrs. Hattingh.” He handed over
the envelope. “And the letters. You’'ll
give me a receipt?” ) o

“Write one, Johnny,” said Patricia,
and thrust the envelope into her pocket.
The letters she balanced in her hand for
a moment. “l don't for the life of me
know why I ever wrote them,” she said.

Johnny blotted the recelﬁt “Okay,
Pat. Let’s go. 'By, Peter. Thanks, In-
spector.”

He hustled her out, and Inspector
Quayle mopped his high brow.

“What the devil—" Peter began.

“A native got in and swiped some of
Hattingh’s cash and the lady’ letters,
written to him before their marriage.
He kept them locked up with the cash.
And that,” said Quayle bitterly, “is
about the only tribute he seems to have
paid her. Locked up! Yes, and so is
she. | rang up the house as soon as I'd
recovered the stuff. It seems he hadn’t
even known he’d been robbed.

“ ‘Send it back, whatever it is," says
he, in that aloof voice of his, 'and TI'll
tell you if it’s mine.’

“I tried to explain that it was some-
thing of his wife's. ‘Oh!” said Hattmgt;h,

you could feel the
temperature drop. ‘In that case. I’ll
send her round. She can collect it her-
self. It’s of no value to me!””

The third person in the room tomv
Peter was aware of his presence for the
first time. He was small, plump and
brown, with brown eyes behind larg®
spectacles.



Jeremy Quayle Through a Maze of Black Magicl

“l may be excused?” His voice was
soft and sing-song, in the manner of the
educated Bantu. “If the bush is beaten,
the hare will emerge.”

“Go along, Xosa. That was %retty
smart work.” Quayle turned to Peter.
“Mafuti Xosa,” he said. “He’s a good
native detective. He picked up the scent

of this unreported robbery in the lo-
cation, and was back with the thief and

Inspector Quayle

the swa

vag in a couple of hours. It seems
the thie

climbed a pillar to the veran-
dah, and was so proud of his feat that
he couldn’t resist telling all his_pals.”

Peter nodded. He was not thinkin
of Mafuti Xosa, but of the blue-eye
olden-haired Patricia Hattingh and
er husband. He did not like Simon
Hattingh, though he had met the man
only once, and wondered why Patricia,
who was years e/ounger, had ever mar-
ried him.” It always struck one as a
sordid, queer business when a woman
married a man who had sons as old as
herself. But then it was hinted that
the girl’s poverty had had something
to do with it. Simon was very rich.

“A nice girl,” said Quayle.

Peter grinned. “Better not tell Ann
that. She doesn’t like her.” Then the
thought of Ann reminded him of his
recent ordeal at the hands of the tea-

69

drinking females.
earnestly, “do %ou b,y
sess some cold beer?

From the outside, in the dusty, de-
serted street, they heard the silence
shattered by the roar of Johnny’s
sports car’s exhaust. It died away ab-
ruptly. Quayle poured the beer “in a
cool silence.

The case of the Straw Men had begun.

* * * * %

“Quayle,” he said
any chance pos-

Peter Blake had not visited Maxwell
Johnson’s low, pleasantly sprawling
white cottage until that Sunday morn-
ing because he had not been long in
Marathon. He was on his annual vaca-
tion from his work as a mining engineer
on the Rand. But he had met Johnson
at the Dixons—Ann’s father, Sir Henry
Dixon, was a retired Commissioner
from British West Africa—where he
was staying, and Johnson had dis-
covered that he was rather interested

in anthropology.
IT WAS nearly noon, when Blake ar-
rived, and Johnson appeared on the
white stoep, blinking against the strong
sun, almost before Peter had clicked the
latch of the gate. He came bustlin
down the path, fastening the robe o
his dressing gown. Behind the anthro-
R/clalogl_st came the little Bantu detective,
afuti Xosa.

Johnson half turned to him, and it
seemed to Peter that he paused im-
perceptibly. “Thanks, Xosa,” he said.
‘Thanks “for coming. Good-by.” He
turned to Peter as the little Bantu
bowed, went out through the gate.
“Morning, Blake,” said Johnson. His
voice was deep-toned. *“Look here, 1’'m
glad you’re earI%_! we’ll have time for
a real chin-wag. Though it’s an _ungodly
hour for exhibiting horrors. But 1've

romised to take the others to the Evil
House later on, and you might as well
|r|nb|b(|e”the atmosphere. Eh? Well, come
along!

Peter laughed. Johnson, a broad,
burly man, stumped up the path at a
curious shuffling gait. He had on carpet
slippers. He turned, and lifted a sar-
donic eyebrow. ]

“Yes, In the sunlight, you can laugh.
Just a few dried heads, sticks and
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stones. But you should have seen them
as | first saw them, in ju ju houses in
the tall grass, with the trees blotting
out the sun, and the air still and thun-
dery—as it will be shortly here, today,
if this heat lasts!”

For no reason that he could name,
Peter shivered a little in the heat. They
went through a high cool hall, and a
comfortable living room, to tall double
doors where Johnson thrust a key into
the lock. )

With a wave of his hand he ushered
Peter in. ] ]

There were tall windows in one wall,
but green blinds were drawn down over
them. The big room swam in a green
haze. It had the hush, the expectancy
almost, that always seem to cling to the
Egyptian Room in a museum. But it
contained nothing so civilized as mum-
mies and sarcophagi. There were spears
and arrows and blow-pipes for poisoned
darts in fan-shapes round the walls,
and_above them, a sort of frieze of
devil masks ran all round the room.
Glass cases held the centre of the floor,
and Peter almost averted his eyes from
one of them, for it contained human
heads, dried and wrinkled. In another
was a sort of %rass gown, long enou_%h
to cover a six-foot man, and alongside
it in the case was a spear. ]

At the far end of the room, facm%
the double doors, was a squat blac
chair, like a rudely hewn throne,
flanked by grinning wooden faces; and
on either side of the doors, and in each
corner of the room, were poles, carved
and twisted to a hundred grimacing
gargoyles. They were standing- before
one of the totem poles when Peter’s
eyes were drawn to the devil mask
frieze round the room.

He noticed abstracted!
mask was missing. . ]

Johnson laid a big hand lovingly on
the dully gleaming polished -wood.

“No other people in Africa can carve
these thing's like the Mechwana,” he
said. “They’re master craftsmen. Peo-
ple call them savages. Pah! They are
different from us; but they have their
own complicated code, and some of it’s

uite sensible, Now that drum over
there”—he pointed to the tom-tom with
its black skin stretched tight—"was
made of human flesh. But whose? Why,
I’ll tell you. One of the worst Arab slav-
ers who ever set foot in Africa.” He

that one

sounded almost defiant. “Only the guilty
suffei’ed, my friend, from the ven-
geance of the Straw Men.”

“The Straw Men?” Peter repeated,
puzzled.

“The witchdoctors. No Mechwana
might look on their faces and live, so
they wore this”—he strode across ami
tapped the glass case that contained
the cloak of woven grass—*“and also”—
he paused—*“a mask. And in addition to
that, they gave a sign of their coming.
It might be two crossed sticks outside a
hut, or a snake's sloughed skin, or
cowrie shells tied on a string. When the
sign appeared, everyone got out quick
—except the victim. He stayed.”

“You mean,” said Peter, “he just
sat there and waited for something to
come ?” ] )

“He just waited,” said Johnson.

“And what happened when they—the
Straw Men—did come?”

“Who knows?” said Johnson slowly,
and Peter shuddered.

“Did you manage to get a mask as
well?” he asked hurriedly. ]

“l got a mask and an execution ax,”
said Johnson, and added with a curious
precision, “l can show you the ax.”

E shuffled past the glass case, and

Peter followed. Hanging on the
wall, between two fans of poisoned
darts, was a formidable two-headed ax,
with a long wooden shaft bound with
tough plaited grass. )

e anthropologist looked up at it
and said: “I wonder if he’ll call and
collect that next time.”

“I b%g your pardon?” said Peter, then
realized that the man had not been
addressing him.

Johnson turned. “You . think I'm
scared that the Lord High Mumbo
Jumbo will come across Africa_one of
these days ami get me for lifting the
sacred relics,” he said. “You’re wrong.
I give you my word that this room does
not contain a single item that the Mech-
wana_didn’t hand over to me of their
own free will. Sorry to disappoint any
romantic notions you may have been
conceiving, Blake. But there is no dia-
mond -from- the-forehead-of-the- sacred-
idol about this little lot. Your friend,
Sir Henry Dixon, who was Commis-
sioner of Mechwanaland at the time,
wouldnt have stood for it; and | would-
n't have stooped to it. No, that’s not



"The figure wore a long straw cloak and the executioner's e»" (Chap. VI)

what I'm afraid of.” His brown eyes
leamed under their shag%y brows.” “I
ave the Sacred Thrones, freely given.
Or perhaps | should say paid “for. No
Mechwana would touch me.”

Peter was looking straight at the
empty space on the wall. “Someone stole
one of the masks?” he asked.

Johnson nodded. “Yes. That’s why |
was talking to that fellow, Xosa. He’s
a detective.”

“Which mask?” asked Peter.

Johnson suddenly grinned. “You
know,” he said slowly, “you’re pretty
bright! Yes, it was the ‘'mask of the
Straw Man, the mask of the execu-
tioner. That’s why | said | wondered
if they’d come back for the ax. But, of
course, that’s all nonsense. I'm perfectly
safe. At least”—he paused—*I believe |
am safe. If | live to Tuesday morning.”

IS® ETER BLAKE did not tell Ann or
Sir Henry of Johnson’s odd words. But
they still' rang in his mind when the
Dixon car drew up before the cottage
barely tw'o hours later. The anthro-
ologist was on the stoep, talking to
nspector C%_uayle. . .

~The Hattinghs arrived directly be-
hind Peter and the Dixons. Now Pa-
tricia Hattingh came up to the path
flanked by her two tall step-sons. Simon
Hattingh parked the car with an old-
womanish care and followed his family
up the path. He greeted the others

Iimplx. . .
“Thanks,” he said to Quayie. "Re-
covering that stuff that was stolen, you
know.” His voiee sounded tired and
querulous.
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Johnson's thick eyebrows lifted. “I
‘:,ay’!) Don't tell me you’ve been robbed,
00?”

“Too?” Hattingh repeated.

“Fellow pinched one of my devil
masks,” said Johnson. “l was rather
hoping Quayle would have news of it,
but he hasnt, so far. What did you
lose?” ) )

“Nothing of value,” said_Hattingh.
He did not look at his wife. “Some
money; a few knick-knacks. And they
have all been returned.”

“Regular crime wave,” grumbled
Quayle, “and the worst of it is I’ll have
to leave Van Niekerk to attend to it.
I've got to go to Pretoria to attend a
brass hats’ chinwag,” he explained.
“Leaving on Tuesday.”

Johnson glanced at his watch. “How
about a swim?” he suggested. “Before
I show you over my Chamber of Hor-
rors?” ]

Eric Hattingh, the elder son, tall and
thin with red-rimmed eyes, had wan-
dered restlessly from the stoep into the
house. Now he re-appeared with a book
in his hand. It was “Customs of the
Mechwana,” bg Maxwell Johnson.

“Swimming?” he said. “No. | think
not.” He extended the book to Johnson.
“May | read this?”

“Flattered,” chuckled
pologist. ) ) )

Eric sank limply into a chair and
opened the book. )
I think | shall stay here, too,” said
Simon_Hattingh. He did not look at
hia wife. Father and son were still seat-
ed together, in silence, when the others
returned. .

Sir Henry shook the water from his
lean brown torso like a spaniel. “Don’t
bother to change,” said Johnson. “It’s
onIJy a step.” )

ohnson led the way around the side
of the house. The corner chimney of the
big cottage was silhouetted ‘sharply
against the vivid, cloudless sky. It was
very hot and still, and dragon-flies
darted across the flower-beds. =

A native busy in the corner did not
raise his head. He was naked save for
a loin cloth and two bands of red ma-
terial, one round his right ankle and
one round his right wrist. This was
Chwana, Johnson’s servant.

Johnny Hattingh said; “You haven’t
explained this ‘Evil House’ of youra
yet. Mr. Johnson.”

the anthro-

_ The anthropologist smiled. “Sort of
ju ju house, old boy. Of course, the one
you’re going to see isn’t an original
one. Chwana and | built it ourselves.
But it’s a faithful replica; and it’s got
all the original trappings.”

“What did they use it for?” asked
Johnny languidly. . )

“For executions,” Johnson said brief-
ly, and led the way into the thickness
of a little wood. )

In the centre was the Evil House. It
was, at first sight, a disappointing-
looking structure. The roof was flat
thatch, and the clay walls were rough.
There appeared to be no windows, ex-
cept four narrow slits in the wall di-
rectly under the thatching. In the
8entre of the wall was a square wooden

oor.

“Well, Sir Henry?” Johnson was

rinning. “Is it anything like the real

ing?”

Sir Henr)é’s lean brown face was
slightly troubled. “Never saw one,” he
reﬁ_lle . “You know they wouldn't let a
white man near ’em. | don’t know yet
hglw you managed it.” He spoke point-
edly.

“Mechwanaland,” said Peter, because
he felt that someone had to say some-
thing, “must be one of the least known
territories in Africa.” o

“God-forsaken hole,” said Sir Henry
frankly. “And yet it had its fascination.
Their  witchdoctors had a powerful
reputation. They were supposed to be
able to do all sorts of things. Die and
come to life again. Walk right through
stone walls. It some of the things I
saw myself were just conjuring tricks,
they were exceptionally good con-
jurors.”

“Did you,” asked .Johnny, “ever have
any trouble?” ) )

“Harrum%h!” Sir Henry blew his
nose. “Trouble? Nothing to speak of.
Look here, if you want to ktiow any-
thln% about the Mechwana, ask John-
son here. He’s an authority. | was only
the Commissioner. | say, Johnson,” he
went on, “what was the name of that
fellow you had with you up there? Fun-
ny names, always makes me think of a
policeman ?" .

“Judson Holmes?” said Johnson, and
chuckled. .

“What happened to him?” ]

“Nothing,” said the anthropologist.
“He’s still alive—and kicking, 1 should
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imagine. In fact—" He Btopped, “Well,
come on.”

HEN they stood beside the Evil
House they found it was about ten
feet high. The door was a massive one
of teak, sunk deep in thick clay walls.
Johnson pushed, and the door swung
open with a harsh grating sound. There
was a great bar fixed to its inner side
that could swing down and lock them in.
Inside stout poles supporting the roof
ran down the center, at intervals of
about six feet. At the far end, facing
them, was a sort of throne, a twin to the
one Peter had seen in the house, and
this too was flanked by carved grinnin
faces, while in front of the chair, blac
stones_had been arranged in a rough
semi-circle. Round the walls at regular
intervals there were crude iron brack-
ets, and in each bracket had been
thrust a tall torch ready for lighting.

Johnson cleared his ‘throat, prepara-
tory to lecturing but he was interrupted
as Simon Hattingh made a harsh sound,
like tearmgdoaper.

“Confound you, Johnson!” he snarled,
as fear blazed in his eyes. “Confound
ou!” He turned and ‘clawed at the
eavy door. They heard his feet rap
across the hard earth outside.

“Oh, Lord!” muttered Sir Henry, “I
was afraid of this.” And Johnson ex-
claimed : “I didn’t think—he knew what
he was going to see.” o
_“Don’t you think,” said Patricia Hat-
tingh, “that we ought to be gettin
back?” She took Johnson’s arm, an
they wound their way in silence through
the wood. But Patricia and Johnson
went ahead, and the others heard her
clear voice floating back to them.

When they reached the cottage, there
was no sign of Simon Hattingh. Eric
was talking nervously to a stranger as
they approached. “Oh, mother!” he
called. “Johnny! Dad said he had to
hurry back. Hé’s left the car.”

Maxwell Johnson strode up to the
stranger. He was a small, thin man,
with thin black hair and small gimlet
eyes. He was wearing a blue serge suit,
which was badly faded. A cigarette
that clung damply to his lips had a
crooked inch of ‘ash.

“Hullo, Maxwell!” The man’s voice
was husky, as with too mang_u arettes
and too many drinks. “ ’Lo, Sir Henry!”
He flipped a hand and grinned.

“Judson Holmes,” said Johnson, and
performed introductions. He did not
seem surprised to see the man.

The others went to change. Present-
Iy Ann came out on the stoep, frowning.
“I've mislaid my watch,” she said. “I
took it off, and  left it with my other
things, when we went to bathe.’

They searched. Moved by a sudden
thought, Peter put his hand in his blaz-
er pocket.

“It looks,” he murmured to Quayle,
who had been staring at the stranger,
“that your thief has been at work
again.

" thayle swung around. “Eh? Whatf*

a .H

“My watch_has gone, too,” said Peter.
“And my cigarette-lighter. Also the
cigarette-case and a handful of silver
| shoved in here.”

The search was suddenly renewed
with a new object. When it was con-
cluded they looked at each other with
blank faces. Si# Henry had lost a pipe
with a gold band round the stem, and
a little silver box for matches. Ann’s
bracelet had gone with her watch.

Maxwell Johnson had lost nothing
but when he put his hand in his pocket
he drew out a curious object which had
not been there before, a_ string with
four cowrie shells tied to it.

Peter Blake suddenly recalled that
this was a traditional sign of the com-
ing of the Straw Men.

Though night brought no relief from
the heat, a storm was obviously brew-
ing. Over the dark sea blue lightning
flashed faintly as Ann Dixon and Peter
Blake walked slowly up the road.
Johnny Hattingh had asked them to
call on him after dinner.

The Hattingh home was a double-
story mansion standing in_rather dank
and” neglected grounds. To the right
there was a large garage for two cars;
broad stone steps led up to the front
door. Two pillars s_tépﬁorted a veran-
dah that ran the width of the house’s
front. The upper story was given over
to the two brothers. Simon and his wife
occupied the lower floor.

The front door was open. As the
came into the hall Patricia Hatting
emerged from a door on the right.
Simon Hattingh came out from a room
o« the other side of the hall.
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_“Ready, my dear?" he asked; but
his voice was cold.

Patricia nodded. “Yes.”

Hattingh glanced up at a grandfather
clock, ticking heavily on the st'ircase
landing. ) )

“Is that the right time?”

Patricia nodded. “Yes. It’s right by
my watch, and I’ve {ust set that the
wireless. We’d better hurry. Susan
hates to be kept waiting.”

IMON nodded, and husband and wife

turned to the doorway. When she
saw the two standing there, Patricia’s
perfect lips parted in a smile.

“Hullo!” she said brightly. “I say,
I'm sorry we've got to run out. Simon’s
taking me into town to see Susan Ep-
worth. Johnny dashed out for ciga-
rettes a little” while ago, but he said
he’d be back in a brace of shakes. Will
you go upstairs and make yourselves
comfortable? You know the way.”

They went out and Ann and Peter
went up the stairs, Peter noting that
the clock hands stood at 8:20. As they
reached the top of the stairs Eric Hat-
tingh appeared, buttoning himself into
a coat, though the night was sticky. He
started as he saw them but said noth-
mgi, and went on down the stairs.

n Johnny's quarters, all the lights
were ablaze. Johnny’s mark was on the
rooms. Rowing sculls were crossed in
a corner, and In another, golf clubs jos-
tled tennis racquets. There was also
an empty walnut cabinet while above the
mantle-shelf was a photograph of a
Springbok team. The room was like a
Freath of fresh air in this stuffy mauso-
eum.

Ann and Peter sat together on a sofa
to wait for their host. Presently they
heard Johnny’s cheerful whistling in
the hall. Like a tactful man, he whistled
rather louder than was necessary, and
even made a pretense of barging into
the clock on the stairs with a great clat-
ter, before he appeared in the doorway,
grinning and dusting his hands.

“Why the blazes cant we have some
more lights in this house?” he roared.
“Nearly J)itched that clock over the
stairs and broke my neck at the same
time. Well, my hearties! How about a
spot of the old and bold?” )

Johnny went to a sideboard and jug-
gled with glasses and bottles. At the
same time he jerked a thumb at the

empty cabinet. “Got my old trophies un-
der lock and key now,” he confided. “Not
taking any chances with this sneak thief
who seems to be around.”

He crossed the room, bearing glasses.

“Snuffle it up, souls,” he said. “Get
the taste of the Chamber of Horrors
out of your mouths. For the next lap
of this thrilling serial is now due to com-
mence. | bet there’ll be a pair of bloody
hands, sawed off at the wrists, waiting
for us in the next installment.”

Johnny gave it as his opinion that
the cowrie shells found in John-
son’s pocket had a simple explanation:
they had been put t*ere by Johnson
himself. When Peter revealed that cow-
rie shells (according to Johnson) were
the mark of the coming of the Straw
Men, Johnny nodded energetically.

“That’s what | mean. The old boy was
working up the atmosphere. He wanted
to scare my old man.”

“Wanted to scare your father?” re-
peated Peter.

Johnny nodded. “Of course you don*
know the story." He settled himself
comfortably. “You see, when Johnson
was uP_ there in Mechwanaland, on a
scientitic trip with_that fellow Judson
Holmes as his assistant, and your fa-
ther’—he grinned at Ann—"“was the
Commissioner, my old man rolled up
with a crowd of the lads from Johan-
nesburg. They were on a spree, having
ust made a financial killing of some

ind, and of course they ran smack into
trouble. Apparently one of them—and
| have heard my father named as
the culprit—got funny with one of the
Mechwana women and, aa luck would
have it, she turned out to be one of the
wives of a head guy in the Society of
Straw Men. The boys got out, with
spears and what not whizzing past
their ears. But my old man wasn't so
Iuclx. He was nabbed..

“As to what transpired thereafter, a
veil has been drawn by all parties con-
cerned. But it seems that if Johnson
hadn’t been in the vicinity, measuring
these chaps’ skulls or whatever it is he
does, my old man would have been head-
ed for the cooking pot. But by some
means Johnson had got a powerful grip
on the Mechwana* and he persuaded
them to let my oid man go. By that time
he was tied up like a turkey in their
{u u house—one like the one we were in
oday—and that, you see, is why he
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thought it such bad taste on Johnson’s
part to lead him to the double of the
old shack today.”

Peter said: “It’s a coincidence, isn’t
it, that Sir Henry, Johnson and your
father should land together in this spot,
after all these years?”

Johnny nodded. “Yes, | suppose it’s a
bit rummy,” he admitted, and went on
talking quickly. But Peter was scarcely
listening. What Johnny had just told
them explained many things but it did
not explain everything. He could not
believe that Maxwell Johnson had de-
liberately planted these cowrie shells in
his own pocket, simply to mystify them.
Johnson was not that sort. He won-
dered too what Johnson had meant
about being safe by Tuesday.

Suddenly the telephone rang shrilly.

Johnny answered it. He listened, and
they saw him start. Over his shoulder
he said to Ann, in a surprised voice:
“It’s your father.” They saw his finger
tighten over the ‘phone. “Okay, Sir
Henry,” he said. “We'll be right over.
Eh? Yes, she’s here, with Peter. What?
Yes, of course. But it may not be easy.
She has a will of her own!”

He banged down the instrument, and
turned to face them. Excitement burned
in his blue eyes.

“Your father’s over at Johnson’s,”
he told Ann. “Something’s up. He wants
Peter and me over there right away.
Johnson has vanished.

“Vanished?” echoed Peter.

“Yes. The native servant—Chwana
—saw him leave. He says he went out
of the house, walking backwards!”l

IS they reached Johnny’s car the
rain began. It came suddenly and in a
solid sheet. Lightning flashed.

A few minutes later they found John-
son’s cottage alive with lights. A short
figure darted out from the shelter of the
stoep and came blundering through the
rain toward them. They looked into the
troubled e%es of Sir Henry Dixon.

“Into the house,” he said briefly.

They followed him inside. The place
was stuffy with the smell of burning
incense, Sir Henry glanced briefly at

Ann.

“Told them not to bring you,” he said.
“Never mind, you’re here now.” To the
men he said flatly: “Johnson’s not in

75
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the house. I’ve searched it. I’'ve phoned
for_the police. Look here.”

They had been standing in the hall.
Now he flung open the door of the liv-
ing room. Someone had ransacked it.
Even the chair-covers had been ripped
up. Books out of the bookcase strewed
the floor.

Peter marched through to the col-
lection room. The door was unlocked.
He went in, and his eyes went straight
to the wall. He breathed a sigh of relief
as he saw that the executioner’s ax was
still hanging there, where he had last
seen it. Then he cried out. The glass
case which had contained the grass robe
was smashed open and empty! And he
remembered grimly that in addition to
the vestment thing, there had been a
spear there. He noticed, too, that there
was no longer a blank oval on the wall
between the devil masks; the frieze
was complete. .

The others were crowded in the door-
way, watching him. “Look here,” said
Peter. “Where’s Johnson’s servant,
Chwana?” ) ]

“In the kitchen,” said Sir Henry.
“He’s unconscious. | got the tail end of
thet story out of him before he passed
out.”

“Attacked?” )

“No. Drugged. He’d been smokm?
dagga — you know, that hemp stuff.
Xosa’s attending him.”

“What’s he doing here?” Peter asked.

Sir Henry shrugged. “He arrived
shortly after 1 did. I've ’phoned for
Quayle. . . . Ah, there’s the Inspector
now.”

It was. A car door slammed, and
Quayle appeared through the curtain
of rain, s aking the water from his hat.
“What’s up?” he said.

Sir Henry told him briefly what he
had told thé others. )

Quayle was frowning. “What did you
get out of the native servant?” =

“He’d been smoking dagga,” said Sir
Henry gloomily. “You know what that
means. | asked hirn where his master
was. He looked up at me, rolling his
eyes, and there was froth on his mouth.

e said the 'white chief’ was dead. He
knew Johnson was dead because he’d
seen him walking backwards out of the
house.” ]

“Backwards!” said Quayle

“Backwards,” said Sir Henry grimly,
“t questioned him further, but gdldn’t

get much more out of him. He was pass-
Ing out rapidly. But he did say he could
tell by Johnson’s face, when he saw him
walking, that he was already dead. He
went out of the door and iifto the gar-
den and vanished into _the darkness. It
wasn’t raining then. But there was a
flicker of lightning, and Chwana saw
Johnson’s face. The mouth was hanging
open.

There was a long silence. “What did
Chwana do next?” asked Johnny.

Sir Henry shrugged. “He says he
knew Johnson was dead ‘in another
place,” whatever that means. So appar-
ently he started burning that incense
stuff as a sort of lament.”

“Which way was Johnson supposed
to be going, when he walked back-
wards? asked_guayle._ )

_Sir Henry fiddled with an unlighted
pipe. “Ah! That’s just it. Chwana says
Johnson—or_his corpse—was walking
toward the Evil House.” )

uayle produced a torch_ from his
ocket. “Then that,” he said grimly,

‘is_ where we’re g0|n1g.”

_ They went out and followed the path
into the wood. The trees closed round
them. It had stoned raining as sud-
denly as it had begun. In the ray of

uayle’s flashlight the dripping leaves
glistened oilily. ) ]

The little "Bantu detective, Mafuti
Xosa, appeared_ from nowhere, his
white hat sopping wet, and padded
along softly at their rear.

d “I ho’s there?” Quayle called sud-
enly.

A figure was blundering alon?1 toward
them. It was Simon Hattingh. There was
a patch of mud on his trousers, and a
branch had caught and ripped the sleeve
of his coat. The veins in his red face
were congested and his bulging eyes
stared wildly at them. He clawed at the

oliceman’s” coat and his voice was a

arsh rasp. “Where is she?” he de-
manded. ]

They stared at him. ]

“Where is she?” shouted Hattingh,
and shook the policeman’s arm. “Blast
him! What has he done with my wife?”

O UAYLE gently disengaged llat-
tingh’s hand from his arm. “Yoir
wife, Sir? Is she here? We haven’t seen
her. We’re looking for Mr. Johnson,
He’s disappeared.”
Hattingh fairly v+ -ev-.1. “You mean
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he’s packed up and gone away?”

“No, sir,” said Quayle. "His servant
tells a queer story about his having
gone to the ju ju house.”

"So!” Hattingh looked relieved. Then
he laughed malignantly. "The ju ju
house! The love nest, you mean! Gome
on! I’ll ?o with you.” Hattingh, laugh-
ing softly to himself, hurried ahead,
and when they came abruptly out of the
whispering trees, he pointed. “There
you are! You’ll find them there!”

The Evil House was a black shad-
ow; but it was not solidly black.
Through the slit windows under the
black thatching, fitful light gleamed.
Someone had lit the torches.

"Stand where you are!” said Quayle
sharply.

He cast his electric torch in a wide
arc on the ground. The clearing was now
a smooth expanse of liquid mud. Quayle
examined it closely and seemed to find
it interesting. ) )

But Hattingh was impatient. He
made a fretful move forward. “John-
son, you swine!” he shrieked. “We’ve
got you. You and that woman!” He
calg?d her an unprintable word. “Come
out!”

There was no sound. Johnny Hattingh
yelled. “Johnson! Are you there?” There
was still no sound.

“All right,” said Quayle. “Come on.”

They went gingerly across the stretch
of mud. They were 0n|¥ a few feet from
the ju ju house when from inside there
came a scraping, crawling sound. Then
me(rje was the scrape of wood and a dull

ud.

Peter remembered. “The bar!” he
said. “Someone’s putting down the bar.”

With an oath, Quayle hurled himself
against the door. It was ungleldmg.
Then Johnny Hattingh tapped Peter on
the arm. . .

“Hoist,” he said, and pointed to the
window slits under the thatch. Peter
bent down and took the strain of John-
ny’s weight. Johnny clawed his way
up the yellow wall until he could grip
the edge of the narrow window. With an
athlete’s ease he drew himself up until
he could look in. ] ]

“Johnson’s in there,” he said. *Lying
on the floor. 1 can see him plainly in
the light of the torches. There’s blood
coming from under him. But I’ll stake
my d}/ing oath there’s no one else in
therel”

No one moved as Johnny climbed
down. Quayle frowned. “And you say
there was no_one else in there except
Johnson?” His voice was tinged with
incredulity. )

“No one,” said Johnny. “I could see
the whole of the inside.” He started.
“Wait a_minute! Someone might have
been hiding behind that chair.

They remembered the heavy black
chair,” with the animal feet. " Quayle
snapped his fingers. In an instant Fafu-
ti Xosa was_by his side. The inspector
said something to him in a low tone.
Xosa nodded, and went padding out of
sight, round the corner of the ju ju
house. He had produced another flash-
light, thouf?h the moonlight was strong,
and was flashing it on the ground In
front of him.

“Look!” Quayle spoke strongly.
“There’s no way In—so far as we know
—except by this door. We’ve got to break
it in but we’ll never do it without help.”

Sir Henr}r/1 coughed. “I—"

“No.” Johnny looked back the way
they had come, at the dark wall of the
treés at the edge of the clearing. He
seemed to be calculating. “I’ll go. I'm
armed, you see.” Surprlsmgll_)(], he pulled
a gun from his pocket. “There might
be someone in that wood.” ]

“Right.” Quayle jerked his head in
the direction” of the house. “Rln% up
the station. Van Niekerk is on duty.
Ask him to come out here and brin
two native constables with him, an
some sort of battering ram. And the
doctor,” he added.

Johnny nodded. “Can | borrow your
torch ?”

The policeman gave it to him. John-
ny looked at them thoughtfully, balanc-
ing the electric torch in one hand and
the C\]/L\J/n in the other. He nodded slight-
ly. “Well, bung-ho.”

It was the “oddest remark they had
heard that night.

JOHNNY went across the clearing,
bis shoes squelching in _the mud.
He followed their tracks, which ran in
a straggling line to the trees. They
watched Jo nn¥ disappear and in_ the
minutes that Tollowed they strained
their ears instinctively for some cry
out of the wood. But none came.
“Excuse me,” said %uayle Polltely.
“Er, keep watching the door, will you?”
He went swiftly along the wall of the
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squat house and disappeared round the
corner, in the direction that Xosa had
taken.

Peter felt that he had to talk. “Look
here, sir!” he said, addressing Sir Hen-
ry. “If there is someone in there, he’s
Keeping very quiet.” )

Sir Henry considered. “Might try to
rush us as we go in? Probably armed.
When the police come, Ann, youd bet-
ter_clear out.” )

The girl said nothing.

. “They’ve been carrying on for a long
time.” Simon Hattingh’s voice broke
in upon them harshly. “I've never been
able to get proof. But I did, tonight.”

~ Unobserved, the clouds had thickened
in the sky and now they flowed across
the moon. They were plunged into
abrupt darkness. It should have gone
cold, but it seemed suddenly warmer.
Once again Peter imagined he could de-
;[ject that musty smell coming under the
oor.

They started violently at a shuffling
sound. . )

“Only me,” said Quayle. “l wish
Van Niekerk would hur—Ah! Some-
one's coming.” )

There were lights in the trees, and
voices. Five men came out of the woods
in single file, with Johnny in the lead.
Two of them were carrying a long
heavy pole, and the third Swung a bag.

uayle put his hands round his mout
and called: “Keep in the tracks! Fol-
low the tracks, men.”

Obediently the newcomers came across
the mud, adding to the line of foot-
prints. Quayle gave his directions to the
two men with the pole. “All together,”
he said. .

The door cracked under the third
blow. “Again!” cried Quayle, heaving
with the rest, including Peter. The door
gave way with a rumbling tearin
noise, the ram nosing its wBy throug
a footwide gap. “Steady!” Quayle fum-
bled in the gap. He was levering the
bar up out of its niche. “Now!”

The door swung open slowly. guayle
had borrowed Johnny’s gun ‘and now
he held it ready. The% peered into the
Evil House. At the back of the hut,
facing them, the torches winked on the
crude carved throne and the semi-cir-
cle of black stones. But nothing moved,

Johnson lay at the foot of the pole
nearest the door. He was lying on his
face, and his arms were stretched out

in front of him, embracing the pole.
The man with the bag dropped on one
knee beside the anthropologist, and lev-
ered him over onto his back. They
caught a glimpse of the front of a white
linen jacket, now stained with blood.

*This man is still alive,” said the doc-
tor, and raised Johnson’s head.

Johnson stared at them over the doc-
tor’s shoulder, his neck resting against
the pole. His hands trailed in the dust
of the earthen floor and suddenly the
fingers scrabbled horribly. Johnson’s
mouth worked and then his head
dropped and rolled limply.

“Dead?” said guayle. o

The doctor nodded, and laid him gen-
tly back.

The four policemen now’ fanned out
into a line and then, with the two native
constables hugging the walls, and
%uayle and Van Niekerk in the center,
they walked slowly through the hut.
Quayle lifted a foot and sent the high,
carved chair askew’ with a hard Kkick.
His gun was lifted, but nothln% stirred.
Behind the chair was only the blank

wall.

Quayle’s face was grim. He looked
u? at the roof, and at his direction one
of the natives went up the pole like a
uniformed ape. He reached the thatch-
ing, poked, grunted, and slid to earth.

‘What the devil,” the doctor asked,
“are_you looking for?”

“The murderer,” said Quayle.

The doctor stared. “He must have
got out some other way.”

Quayle pounced. “Then it couldn’t be
suicide?”

“What did he do it with?” asked the
doctor.

The inspector looked at Johnson’s
bloody coat. "I see what you mean,” he
muttered. “There doesnt seem to be
any weapon.” He accented the “seem.”

“But look here, doctor—what if he had
a small knife?
The doctor laughed. “What you

should be looking for,” he replied, “is
a sword or a spear. No ‘small knife’
did that.”

HILE the others waited outside,

peering in, with bemused minds,
Quayle and Van Niekerk searched the
ju ju house, but with no result. The two
natives went for a stretcher and when
they returned the doctor superintended
the body’s removal. The others foL
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lowed. Once again (i)uayle warned them
to keeﬂ in the same line of tracks. While
the* other policemen went back through
the wood to the house, he and Xosa
stayed behind. Peter looked back and
saw them prowling in the mud, flashing
their torches.

The big white cottage still had all the
lights blazing. ) )

A thin figure, smoking a cigar, leaned
out toward them. It was Judson Holmes.

“Where_the devil’s Johnson?” he be-
gan in a high, irritable voice. The smoke
caught his throat, and_ he coughed.

“What’s going on? That native’s
propped up in the kitchen, dead to the
world, after a dagga jag.”

Then he saw the figure on the stretch-
er, and his face was a mask of fury.
“Who--" he said, and choked. “Mur-
dered. I’ll tear—" He saw Simon Hat-
tingh, and his screwed-up eyes fired on
Hattingh’s face. “You hated him.” His
voice was flat and quiet. “He was a bet-
ter man than you, and you knew it. So
you went on hating him quietly, inside,
?II thtelse years. But I’ll see that you hang
or it!”

Simon Hattingh swayed. “Go away,”
he said, and put u'p a weary hand. “lt’s
insane. The whole thing is insane.”
There was fear in his eyes. "I came here
looking for my wife,” he went on. “I
—1I understood | should find her here.
But she doesn’t seem to be. There must
be some mistake.” ]

Van Niekerk caught him by the arm
as he swayed again. “Into the house,
sir. | think you need a spot of brandy.
In fact, I think we all do. You!” He
turned sharply on Holmes. “Inspector
Quayle will want to see you.”

“You don’t say!” said Judson Holmes,
and led the way into the smashed-up
living room. Van Niekerk stared at the
ripped furniture and the tumbled books.
So did Holmes. “Someone been having
a treasure hunt?” asked Holmes, but no
one answered him. ) )

(?ua le came in, with Xosa at his
heels. He started when he saw Holmes,
then turned to Van Niekerk.

“The — gentleman — was here when
we got back,” said the sergeant.

“Ah!” said Quayle. He drew Van
Niekerk aside, and muttered something
to him. The sergeant nodded, though he
looked doubtful. )

The doctor came in. “I’'ve rung for
the ambulance,” he said to Quayle. “I'll

submit a report tomorrow. I’ll work all
night on it, probably,” he added lugu-
briously.

Quayle took a turn up and down the
room, 'in silence. Van Niekerk and the
two native constables had gone out.
They heard the ambulance wail up, and
the "doctor’s voice giving instructions.
Xosa sat in a corner, unobtrusively. At
a glance from Quayle, he produced a
notebook. )

_ “I’'m sorry,” said Quayle, “l know
it’s late.” The clock on the wall said
half-past eleven. “But I’ll have to ask a
few questions.” . )

~ He seemed to find difficulty in phras-
ing what was in his mind, and spoke
slowl\lj?/. )

“Most of you saw the_ things | saw
tonight. You must realize that they
add up to an impossibility. Mr. Johnson
was in that hut, and he was dying. Some-
one inside bolted the door. Perhaps Mr.
Johnson did it himself, and then killed
himself; only we found no trace of the
weapon, and the doctor says it was
something big, like a sword, or a spear.

_“If anyone else was in that hut, how
did he get out? There’s no other exit
but the door, and from the moment it
was barred we never left it.

“But here’s the clinching thing! It
began to rain tonight at about half-past
nine, and came down in torrents, until
a little after ten. That clearing where
the hut is was turned to liquid mud. I
searched that ground and there’s not a
footprint on it but the ones we made our-
selves. If the murderer did get out of
the hut, while we were standing there—
how did he get across the mud without
leaving any marks?”

ACUAYLE paced the carpet. “Mr.
Johnson had been threatened.”

“Threatened?” Sir Henry looked up.

Quayle nodded. “Yes. But he would-
nt say much. This mor_nln_? when |
called 'on him, it was by invitation. He
said he wanted to consult me as a
friend, not as a policeman, on a hypo-
thetical case. He said, ‘Suppose a per-
son—call him A—knew something about
another person, called B. Suppose A told
B that he would use his knowledge, but
that he would %\llve B time to escape the
%o%segggnces. hat would B be likely
0 do?
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“What did you say?” Sir
seemed thoroughly interested.

“I told him | thou?ht it likely that B
would try to get hold of the evidence,
o1 Whatever it was, against him, before
the time expired. To which he said: ‘Ah,
but suppose that evidence is where B
can’t possibly lay hands on it? And sup-
ose that evidence is bound to come to
ight when the time-limit has expired,
even if B_should try to find a way out
of his difficulties "by liquidating A?
Would A be safe then? And would B
take the grace allowed him, and get
out’?”

Something was whirring in Peter
Blake’s mind, like a clock about to
strike. He said excitedly: “Tuesda¥!”

Quayle looked at him, “Tuesday?”

Peter gave them the gist of John-
son’s odd conversation that morning.
“And he finished up,” said Peter, “by
muttering something about if he was
still alive on Tuesday, he would be all
right. So don’t you see that Tuesday is
the time-limit?” That’s when the evi-
dence is bound to come out, if Johnson
is right about it having been put in a
place where B couldnt get at it. I sup-
ose he told B it was well hidden, but
3—the murderer, of course—didn’t be-
lieve him. He came up here to search”—
he indicated the dishevelled room—*"and
perhaps Johnson caught him at it. Or
Eerhaps he found the evidence, and then
illed Johnson anywa%/; for even if he
?atltlj( the evidence, Johnson could still
a .H
_Quayle was rubbing his chin. “It
fits. But the doctor_said Johnson was
killed by a spear. That native—" He
spoke ra |d||)(/ to Xosa, who folded up
his notebook and went out. Quayle
turned to Sir Henry. “If you wouldn’t
mind, Sir Henry, telling me now just
the facts as you know them? | mean
what you found when you got here, and
so on?”

Sir Henry frowned. “I’'m afraid |
can’t be much help. Tonight, after Ann
and Peter had gone round to see John-
ny, Johnson rang up and asked me if
| could come round to see him. | said
Right-o, and went over. | walked, be-
cause | felt like a bit of fresh air, and
?_ot here at about nine. | walked in. The
irst thing that hit me was that smell
of incense—you remember?”

He glanced at. Ami and Peter and
Johnny for coofirmation. then contin-

Henry

ued. “1 bawled out, but no one answered.
Then | pushed on in here. The place
was_as you see it now. Of course' |
realized at once that something was
wrong. | barged on into Johnson’s col-
lection. At the far end, kneeling down
and moaning before that carved chair
arrangement, was the native servant,
Ghwana. He’d lit that incense stuff
in a brass bowl and the room was full
of it. | could see he was full of dagga,
so | yanked him into the kitchen and
threw a pail of water over him. But all
| got out of him was that muck about
Johnson walking out of the house back-
wards with his mouth hanging open."”

UDSON HOLMES made a sudden
- strané;led noise. Beads of perspira-
tion stood out on his narrow forehead.

“Say that again!” he demanded thick-
ly. “Johnson was what?”

Sir Henry laughed harshly. “I've
said, over and over again, that the
thing’s crazy but Quayle here makes
me 80 on repeating it.’

“Crazy! | wish it were!” Holmes was
shuddering.

“Stop!” Quayle roared the word.
“This 1S a murder investigation, and
it’s my job to name the flesh and blood
murderer, and land him on a tangible
gallows. After that, he can deal
in the things of the other world, if
he likes. But'l will not—you understand
—have this case intruded upon by Ham-
let’s father’s ghost. Pah, even if the dead
man seems to have spent his last day
on earth throwing out hints that no one
could understand!" )

Holmes had recovered his compo-
sure. “Sorry, Inspector,” he apologized.
“But when ‘Sir Henry came out with it
in that matter-of-fact tone—You see, |
know just what it means.”

“You do?” Quayle’s eyes sparkled.
“Perhaps we can explain that conun-
drum away.” ]

But Holmes shook his head. “No, In-
spector. | said | know what it means,
but | can’t explaln it. 1 think,” he went
on, “that you'd better hear what John-
son’s servant, Ghwana, has to say. Then,
if he says what I think he’ll say, | might
amplify it for you. But if I told you
what was in my mind, before you’ve
heard him, you might book me for the
looney bin.” i

Mafuti Xosa had unobtrusively en-
tered the room He shook his head sadly
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at Quayle. “This fool is still drugged. We
must wait.”

uayle exclaimed angrily. )

e stopped as Simon Hattingh
cleared his throat. “Inspector Quayle,”
Hatt_m?h said. “You are going round
in circles. You say you are investigat-
ing the death of Mr. Johnson. But your

rincipal witness cannot be questioned.

e all saw”—he shuddered, and it was
not acting—“what happened in that—
that house. | hope you will catch the
murderer though Johnson was no
friend of mine. But | put it to you that
meanwhile another task awaits your
consideration. What has happened to
my wife?” ]

Quayle glanced at the clock, which
showed fifteen minutes after midnight.
“Your wife?” He smiled. "I should
imagine she’s now in bed.” )

“I' doubt it,” said Hattingh grimly.
“However, if 1 might ring the house?
Eric will be there, at any rate, and he
ma_lly have some news.” ]

here was an instrument on a little
table beside the window. At Quayle’s
nod, Hattingh went to it. He dialed the
number an theY heard the faint tring-
tring of the bell at the other end. The

ringéng stoaped_. .
“Eric?” Hattingh cleared his throat.
“Eric. Something has—happened. Is

your—is Patricia there?”

They could hear Eric’s_high nervous
voice over the wire. Patricia Hattingh
had not returned home.

“Ask him to come over
prompted Quayle. ] ]

Hattingh nodded. “Eric,” he said

uickly. “I cant explain over the phone.
(bn speakin

here,”

- g from Johnson’s cottage.
oiild you come over here right away?”
He listened; then turned his head. *He
has no car.” ]
Johnny half rose. “I’ll get him.”
“No.” Quayle waved him back. “I’ll
have a car sent. Tell him to wait.”
Then, when Hattingh had conveyed the
instruction and the telephone was laid
down, the policeman had set his long
aw. “You’ve told me, Mr. Hattingh,
e said, “and quite rightly, that if your
wife is missing, it’s my duty to do
something about it. But you haven’t
given me anything to go on, have you?
Would you mind telling me just what
you were doing when we arrived, and
\évhyoyou expected to find your wife
ere?”

Hattingh sat down and passed a hand
through his hair. They could see the
torn sleeve where he had ripped it on
the branch, and there was mud on his
trousers. )

“My wife and Johnson were having
an affair,” he said simply. “I had sus-
pected it for some time but | could
never get proof. Tonight, though—”"

“Yes,” said Quayle, “that’s what we
want to know about.” )

“She asked me to drive her into town
to see Miss Epworth, a friend of hers.
| was to pick her up again in an hour.
| pretended that | had some business
to attend to in town myself, and that
the arrangement would suit me very
well. | say ‘pretended,” because | sus-
pected that she had no intention of
calling on Miss Epworth. | believed she
meant to spend that hour here, with
Johnson. ]

“We left the house together at fifteen
or twenty minutes past eight. Miss
Dixon and Mr. Blake will confirm
that.” He nodded slightly in their di-
rection. “The drive into town took only
a few_minutes. | dropped my wife at
Miss Epworth’s flat, and went on. But
I returned in a few minutes. My wife
was not there, though she was expected.
| waited. Miss Epworth can confirm
that. In a little while | made an excuse,
to leave, and | came straight out here.

“This morning,” said Hattingh, and
a muscle trembled at the corner of his
mouth, “Johnson had—taunted me, and
it had given me an idea. | believed that
hut was their place of assignation. So
instead of coming straight to the cot-
tage, | stopped my car some distance
away and cut through the wood.”

Quayle’s brown _eyes were alight.
“You went to_the ju Au house?”

Simon Hattingh 'nodded heavily. “My
suspicions were confirmed. There were
lights in the place. It was as you your-
self saw it. later.”

“You went in?”

Hattingh shook his head. “No. | had
found out what | wauled to find out.
There they were—or at least, so |
thought. And I—1 had an idea.”

“We met you tramping through the
wood,” Quayle reminded him. “Where
were you going?”

“1 was_comlng\ here, to the cottage,”
said Hattingh. A tinge of malevolence
was creeping into his voice. “As | say.
I had an idea. Some men,” pursued Hat-
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tingh, in a sort of ghastly judicial tone,
“might have plunged into that hut,
shouting threats and resorted to blows
with their fists. Or they might have
turned away, to seek a weapon—a gun
or a knife.”

“Ah!” Quayle drew a long breath.
“You came to the cottage to get a—a
weapon?”

W HEN Hattingh answered, his
voice was contemptuous. “No,
sir. | said, that was what some men
might have done. It is not my way, and
these are not the weapons [ choose to
fight with. 1 had remembered that
Johnson possessed a rather fine camera
which, he boasted, could take perfect
Elctures even by the glow of a fire. |
new where the camera was kept. It
was my intention to take it back with
me to 'the hut and secure pictures of
the—the lovers—without their knowl-

edge.”

%uayle blinked at him. “What for?”

“Dont you understand?” Hattingh
was still contemptuous. “That would
have been my revenge. No brawling;
nothing—ungentlemanly. But—perfect
evidence for a divorce. | should have
divorced her. Johnson wasn’t a rich
man, Y_|ou know; not nearly as rich as
| am. He couldn’t have kept Patricia in
the style |1 do. And _luxury was the
breath of life to my wife. It would have
been the worst punishment | could in-
flict, to deprive her of it.”

Quayle drew a long breath, “So that
was your idea of the gentlemanly thing!
You didn’t take any pictures by any
chance?” ]

Hattingh shook his head. “I know
what you are thinking, Inspector. If my
wife was in there with Johnson, then
perhaﬁs she— No, it’s impossible. You
saw the wound. No woman could have
inflicted it.”

Quayle said: “No. That’s not what |
was thinking. When you spoke about

our wife just now, you used the past
ense. You said she was fond of luxu-
ries. Why?”

Hattingh laughed, an ugly sound. “So
I am the suspect now. No, Inspector.
| have told you what form my revenge
is liable to take. | said ‘was’ for a very
good reason, however. I am positive
that she came here. Johnson is dead,
and my wife has disappeared. | very
much Tear,” said Hattingh carefully,

“that Patricia’s—generous nature—has
involved her in the loss of more than
wealth. That’s why | ask you to set
about and look for her without delay.”
He looked up at Quayle. “It may sound
queer to you, but I loved that—that
woman!”

The?/ shifted and turned uncom-
fortab ?:' Quayle rubbed his high pale
brow. He turned to the others.

“1Id like brief statements from the
rest of you, if you please. Johnny, what
can you tell us?” i )

Johnny had been watching his father.
With an effort, he jerked on a smile.

“Not much, Inspector, I'm afraid.
But this much 1’'m sure of.” He stabbed
a finger at Simon Hattingh. “If she did
have any affairs, it wasn't with John-
son. Good grief! The man was old-
mlddle-a%ed, anyway—and she’d m;
one mistake in that direction. Sue
wasn’t likely to make another.”

“She married me for my money!”
said Simon Hattingh viciously. )

Johnny’s voice cracked like a whip.
“You meéan you bought her with your
money! You chased her around until
she gave in, because her mother nagged
her day and night to make a marvel-
ous match.” He laughed. “But Simon
Hattingh always got what_he had set
his mind on. 1t got you into trouble
once before and it’s doing to get you
into. some more!” ]

Simon Hattingh rose, trembling.
“Johnny, I’ve stood enough from you.

You can get out tomorrow.”
“Sit  down!” Quayle barked the
words. “And you, Johnny—shut up!

You can settle your personal differ*
ences later. Right now we’re invest®
gating a murder and trying to find out
what’s happened to Mrs. Hattingh.”

Simon attm%h sat down. Johnny,
whose fists had been clenched, relaxed.

“S_orr?/, Inspector. You were asking
me if [ could tell anything ,..” He
passed a hand through his fair hair.
‘Well. 1 left the house at about eight
oclock. Ann and Peter were coming
over to see me, so | buzzed into town
for cigarettes. | got back at about half-
ﬁ)_ast eight. Ann and Peter were there.

hen Sir Henry rang up. You know
the rest.”

There was a knock on the front door.
The clock pointed to quarter to ouc.
Quayle said: “That’ll be Eric.”

He went out into the hall, and pre»-
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ently Eric Hattingh came into the
room, followed by Quayle. Eric was
wearing the dark raincoat which he
had donned earlier in the evening, and
under his arm he was carrying John-
son’s book. ]

"Now, sir!” said Quayle, “you’ll have
grasped that something has happened—
something serious.” )

"Mr. Johnson has been killed?”

The inspector snapped his eyes. "Did
Van Niekerk tell you?”

"Van Nie— Oh, the policeman you
sent for me?” Eric_smiled. “No. He
was officially dumb. But it wasn’t hard
to guess. As a matter of fact, | had been
ex&ectmg something of the sort.

e tapped the book he was carrying
under his arm, "l spent the afternoon
reading this, and found it very inter-
esting. Of course, Mr. Johnson himself
must have known what was going to
happen ever since this morning, so
there was no need for me to warn him.
But | did think he would have taken
some precautions.” He shrugged. "I
hope it wasn’t too painful a death?” he
concluded. o

Eric Hattingh looked qmzzmaléy at

the inspector, and Feter Blake suddenly
got the impression that he was thor-
oughly enjoying himself. )
_ "I gather from your expressions that
it was a puzzling one, anyway,” Eric
continued, and suddenly thrust the book
he was carrying into Quayle’s hands.
“Whatever it is that’s worrying you
—a blow struck by an unseen hand, or
dead men walking, or a murderer es-
caping from a locked house with
watchers at the exits—you’ll find all
the answers here in the book that
Johnson wrote himself.”

JLNSPECTOR QUAYLE threw the
book down on the table with consid-
erable violence.

"No!” he shouted. “I don’t want your
fancy explanations yet. We’re going to
have this walking backward story and
this passing through walls business
cleared up right now.” He turned to
Xosa. “Bring that fellow Chwana in,”
he ordered.

Xosa went, softly from the room, and
relumed almost” immediately with
Johnson’s native servant. The Mech-
wana hev tilted and rolled drunkenly,

as Xosa piloted him into the room.
"The effect of the dagga is passing
off,” Xosa told them. “Now he will talk,
I think, but he speaks only his own
tongue. | know something “of it, but
too little for a cross-examination. Per-

haE's—? .

He looked inquiringly at Colonel
Dixon and then at Judson Holmes. Sur-
prisingly Quayle picked on Holmes.

_ “Mr. Holmes. | suppose you talk the
lingo, since you were up’ there with
Johnson?”

Judson Holmes nodded and leaned
forward in his chair. He spoke for a
long time, and Chwana listened, watch-
ing him sullenly. Then he, too, broke
into speech, talking rapidly and gestur-
mE in high excitement, while Holmes
asked an occasional question. Judson
Horl]mes turned to the others with a
sigh.

I guess you won’t get much out of
him, Inspector. He says his master gave
him the ‘afternoon and evening off, and
he went to the native location back of
town. When he came back, instead of

oing straight to his own hut at the
ack of the house, he went to the house
to see if Johnson wanted anything. The
lace was all lit up, and the doors to
ohnson’s collecting, room were open.
He thought_ Johnson was inside and
called out. There was no answer and
he summoned up his courage—he’d
never been in there—and peeped in.

“He saw at once that something was
wrong. One of the glass cases was
smashed. He rushed in here, and saw
the mess.” Holmes indicated the strewn
books and ripped furniture. “Then he
heard a noise in the hall and he went

out.

“The hall at that time was in dark-
ness. He heard a sort of scuttlin
sound. He could see the open door an
the garden, dimly, outside. Then a
shape passed through the door. He
called out again, but no one answered

him.
~ "He went toward the door, and
just as he got there, there was a flicker
of lightning. In the flash he saw John-
son. He had on a sort of straw cloak,
and he was walking backwards. Ili«
mouth was hanging open. He disap-
eared in the direction of the ju ju
OuSse.

“Chwana didn’t wait to see. any more,
because according to him Johnson was
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plainly dead. | rather gather that he
didnt regard this— apparition — as
Johnson at all, but only his spirit. He
reckoned that Johnson was dead ‘in
another place.”” ) .

The chief,” said Eric dreamily. “Of
course. The white chief.”
_ "I can see you’ve been taking in some
interestin reading,” said Judson
Holmes. “1 can explain the odd i-emark,
Inspector. When a Mechwana chief dies
—and of course to Chwana, his master
was a chief—his spirit always appears
to his followers even if he died a thou-
sand miles away. It appears in the
village, after sundown, and it is always
seen walking backwards.” He hesitated.
“The spirit is supposed tp be going to
the ju ju house. It walks backwards be-
cause it’s infra dig, even for a chief, to
enter so that he faces the holy spirits.
So Chwana didn’t do anything after
that. Believing Johnson to be dead, he
simply went back into the house, put
on a few more lights, worked himself
into a religious frenzy—he took the
dagga then—and started a bit of pro-
pitiation of the spirits in the collection
room, before the sacred chair.”

O UAYLE had been tryin
~J press his impatience. *
did he see Johnson?” ]

Holmes shook his head wearily.
“Chwana can’t read the time.”

“One moment, please.” Xosa padded
softly to the wall. Then he laid one
forefinger along the hour hand of the
clock, and the forefinger of the other
hand along the minute hand. For a
moment Chwana looked at him va-
cantly. Then carefully he elevated one
forefinger, and put the other at an
angle to it

to sup-
hat time

Ten past eight!” exclaimed Quayle.
“Good work, Xosa! Welll There’s fact
at last! A fact!” he repeated, and

glared at the others, as though they
would contradict him. )

“Solid ground at last?” asked Eric
softly. “You think so?” His tone was

piqzing- : : :

he” policeman whirled on him. “I
shall have to ask you to make a state-
ment,” he said, “and | don’t want to
know what rubbish you picked out of
Mr. Johnson's book. What | want, sir,
are straight facts; and the facts | want
from you are merely an account of
your movements this evening.”

RIC flicked a look at the clock. “Of

course you’re being very foolish,
Inspector, but if you won’t listen, you
won’t listen. Very well, I left the house
at about eight-thirty—as | think Miss
Dixon and Mr. Blake will testify; I met
them as | was leaving. | had an appoint-
ment with the minister, Mr. McLean,
to play chess, and as my father and
step-mother had taken the car, | walked.
| got there at”—he paused slightly—
“at eight forty-five.”
. Quayle pounced. “You're sure of the
time?’
_ Eric frowned. “Yes, | am sure of the
time,” he said sharply. “Near enough,
anyhow, though | never carry a watch.
But as a matter of fact McLean won’t
support the statement, so I’d better tell
you what happened. )

“When | arrived, he apologized for
not being ready for me, but said that |
was rather early. Our apﬁomtr_nent was
for quarter to nine, and he said that it
was only half past eight. We argued a
bit about it, mildly, as people do over
a trivial point. His clock said eight-
thirty, and he maintained it was right
by wireless. | said our clock was set by
wireless, too; and we agreed to turn on
the wireless later and see which one of
us was right. But we started our game,
and in the end we forgot.” ]

Quayle shrugged. “l dont see that it
matters. If you left the house at eight-
thirty.—and Miss Dixon and Mr. Blake
support your time—McLean must have
been wrong. In any case, Chwana saw
Johnson at ten past eight, and he must
have been alive, because he wasn’t dead
when we found him ourselves. The im-

ortant thing is, when did you leave
cLean, and what did you do after?”

“That’s the funny thing,” said Eric
thoughtfully. “We "can’t dismiss the
time puzzle, Inspector. You see, | got
home at about eleven and out of curi-
osity, | tuned in the wireless to check
thehttlme. Our clock was then dead
right.”

“Then McLean was wrong.”

"l said our clock was right then. But,
you see, | rang up McLean, in a jokin
way, to tell him. ‘About that clock o

ours,” | began, but he cut me_ short.

e said he'd just tuned in the wireless,
and his clock was right to a hair.”

“Yes, sir,” said Quayle quietly. “This
needs going into. You couldn't both
have been right.”
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~Johnny, who had been sittin% back
in his chair, quietly smoking, banged
his fist into his palm. )

“WOW!” he exclaimed. “Got it!”
Then he put out a hand as though to
push the inspector off. “l know what
you’re going to say,” he told Quayle
rapidly. “You’re going to declare that
someone pushed our clock forward, and
then the clock was later put back. Well,
I 3@3 tell you who put the clock back.

I .”

Qjayle glared."You didn’t say a word
of this before,” he declared sternly.

“l know,” said Johnny humbly. “But
how was | to know it might be impor-
tant? 1°d forgotten all about it. . . . Well,
as | told you, | popped into town for
some cigarettes. | hurried home, be-
cause | knew Ann and Peter would
{)robab]y be waiting for me. | ran up
the stairs in semi-darkness, and bumped
into the clock. Remember?” He half
turned to Ann and Peter. "Anyway,
while | was standing there, cursing the
thing, | saw that it was a quarter of
an hour fast. | have a wrist-watch, you
know.” He exhibited it. “Without think-
ing, | put it right.”

'Was the clock fast when you went
out?” asked the inspector.

“That’s just it,” said Johnny glumly.
“I’ll_ stake my oath that it wasnt.”

“Then who,” demanded Quayle,
"changed the clock after youd gone?”

They found themselves trying not to
look at Simon Hattingh. But he knew
what was in their minds. “No, Inspec-
tor,” he said, “l did not change the
clock. Which leaves you with only one
alternative.” ] ]

Qlﬁyle nodded. “Yes,” he said grim-
ly. "Mrs. Hattingh. And that clears up
another little mystery.”

They looked at him, perplexed,

“Don’t you remember?” said Quayle.
“This—yesterday morning. The things
that were stolen. They included
watches.” He went on rapidly, "For
some reason of her own, Mrs. Hattingh
had planned to steal fifteen minutes of
time, and after Johnny left the house,
and before Miss Dixon and Mr. Blake
arrived—she knew they were coming—
she put the dock forward. Her husband
was driving her into town. She said
die had an appointment with a friend,
Miss Epworth; and in fact she did have
an appointment. But thanks to_the
changed clock, when Mr Hattingh

dropped her she still had fiteen minutes
to go somewhere else before arriving at
Miss Epworth’s fiat, dead on time. The
question is, where did she é]o?” )

Simon Hattingh shrugged. “Isnt it
obvious?” ]

Quayle shook his head. “You mean
here, to Johnson? No. The flats where
Miss Epworth lives are a good bit from
here, and remember, Mrs. Hattingh had
to walk. You had the ear. No, I think
she was planning to go somewhere
closer at hand.”

AT THIS point Peter Blake turned
and saw his fiancee’s face. Ann
was staring aghast at her father. Peter
knew where these flats were, too, and
he saw what was in Ann’s mind. Onl
that was impossible. Patricia Hatting
and Sir Henry Dixon!

uayle pursued his line of thought.

“Wherever she went, the plan mis-
carried. She never turned up at Miss
Epworth’s at all. Why? Where did she
go? And where is she now?”

For some time they had all been
aware of sounds outside the room. Once
a _|Iﬁht had flashed past the windows
briefly as the policemen outside, Fa-
tiently searched the grounds. Now the
noises suddenly grew louder. A voice at
the door said, “Inspector %uayle!" and
Van Niekerk put his head round the
corner of the door. His normally ruddy
face was pale.

“Could 1 see you?” he asked.

Quayle swung up and went out of
the room. He was gone for a long_time.

When he came back he was obviousl
controlling _ himself with an effort.
Simon Hattingh rose to his feet. “My
wife—" he began, . )

“She was Igm in the wood,” said
Quayle. “She had been strangled.”.

“Ah!” Simon Hattingh drew in a
long breath. “That explains everything.
She came here, of course, just as | sus-
ected. And she was strangled—by
ohnson. Perhaps she had got tired of
him; perhaps she knew | suspected and
decided to cut her risks. He lost his
temper. He caught hold of her, and he
was very strong. Before he knew it,
jK'rhaps,” she was dead. Then he went
out there”—he gestured, indicating the
u ju house—"and killed himself.”

imon Haltingh suddenly covered his
face with his hands. “God have mercy
on their souls!”
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After a second of wary silence,
Quayle said: “It might be. But it doesn’t
explain everything. We made—other
discoveries.” He jJerked his_head to-
wards the collection room. “Things out
of that room were beside the body. That
straw cloak that you described.” He
nodded towards Peter. “It was muddy
and it was soaked with blood. And the
spear. It had been used.”

He glanced suddenly at the clock,
which showed the time as quarter to
three. Suddenly he became businesslike.
“I think you’d better all go home now.
But | shall want to see you tomorrow.
You especially, Mr. Holmes.”

“Sure!” said Judson Holmes. “I’ll be
at your office, first thing.” He got up
slowly, his eyes on the table, Peter
followed his gaze and saw the book that
Eric had brought, Johnson’s own book
on the customs of the Mechwana.

(%uayle saw it, too, and swept it up.
“I’ll take this,"” he announced. “Now
one last thing. | don’t know if you pro-
pose to go to sleep for what’s left of
this night. But if any of you do—Ilock

our door! Mr. Blake, could | see you
owust a minute longer?”

hen they were alone, Quayle drew
Peter into the collection room. *“Mr.
Blake,” said Quayle urgently. “Apart
from the case”—he indicated the rilled
glass oblong—*“and the mask that has
been returned—is anything altered in
ibis room since last you saw it yester-
da?_[> morning?”
_Peter looked round. “No. | dont no-
tice an¥th|ng.” ) )

Quayle nodded grimly. “I didnt sup-
pose you would. You werent familiar
with the contents of the room anyway.
It was Xosa who noticed it. And it’s
the reason why | warned them to lock
their doors.” ]

He pointed to a fan-shaped display of
blow-pipes and poisoned darts on"the
vall. Part of the ribs of the fan was
rBasing. A pipe was gone, and three of
the long, needle-pointed darts. ]

“The murderer is still hunting,” said

Q"ayle.

"MONDAY, which was to witness
the culminating horror, was another
day of intense heat. The sun was al-
ready high when Peter Blake walked
down the road into the town and, pass-

ing the broad entrance of the post office,
turned into the police station.

Quayle and Van Niekerk were alone.
“Good morning,” said guayle. He looked
pensive, and very tired.

“Morning,” sajd Peter, and came
straight to the point. “Inspector, d’you
remember yesterday, when | barged
in here, Mrs. Hattingh was asking you
to return some letters to her?” .

Quayle nodded. “The letters she said
she’d ‘written to her husbhand before
their marriage. You think that perhaps
there was more in those letters than
met the eye, that they may have been
written to another man—Johnson, say?
But that’s impossible, because they
were stolen from Simon Hattingh.”

“Hold on,” interrupted Peter. *Could-
n’t it be that Hattingh had got hold of
them, and that’s whﬁ/_ he was so certain
that Johnson and his wife had been
deceiving him?”

“But Hattingh wasn’t even interested
enou?h to bother to get them back,”
retorted Quayle. _

“He might not be too keen to displa
a violent interest in them,” Peter point-
ed out. “Their theft was unfortunate
but presuming he had already rea
them, he knew what he wanted to
know, and that would give him a first-
class motive for murdering both John-
son and his wife.” ] ]

“So, having made up_his mind to
murder them, he is quite content to
leave the proof of his motive kicking
around? And in any case, we can’t even

rove that Johnson was murdered. And

attingh is out for another reason. He
was standing outside that place with
us, last night, when we heard the bar go
down.” Quayle scowled. “If it weren’t
for the impossibility of that ju ju house
and what we ourselves heard happen
there, I'd say Simon Hattingh was
right; Johnson killed Patricia Hattingh
and then killed himself. But he was
killed with that spear we found in_the
wood, the doctor says. So, if he killed
himself, how did the spear get to where
we found it? Certainly no one smuggled
it out of that hut.”
~ He paused, and a half startled, half
incredulous look came into his face.
“And yet—if someone did, it would ex-
plain a big part of the puzzle.” He
thumped a big fist on a book on the
table. It was Johnson’s “Customs of the
Meehwana.”
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There was a cough in the doorway,
and Judson Holmes stood looking at
them, “You wanted to see me, Inspec-
tor. Here | am.” )

"Yes. Mr. Holmes, come in. What
brought you to Marathon?”

It was not the question Holmes had
evidently been expecting. But he set-
tled himself in a chair and answered
promptly. “Johnson did. He wrote to
me a few days ago. He said he needed
my advice. He didn’t go into details, but
he gave me roughly the same idea as
he gave you.” Holmes nodded at the
inspector. “That A and B stuff, and
what would B do. | gathered he wanted
me to be on hand in case B did do
something.”

O UAYLE nodded thoughtfully and
massaged his chin.

“He indicated that he was threatened
by someone? You realized that he him-
self was A?"

Holmes nodded. “Yes.”

“And _vvh?/ do you think he sent for
you particularly?”

Judson Holmes’ eyes narrowed to
bright slits. )

“One reason certainly was that he
knew he could count on me.” He said
this with the utmost simplicity. “The
other might be—because | knew B.”

“Ah!” Quayle leaned back. The an-
swer seemed to please him. “Now/, Mr.
Holmes, | want you to tell me exactly
what transpired “in Mechwanaland be-
tween you, Johnson, Simon Hattingh
and Sir Henry Dixon.” ]

The thin man sat back in his chair.
He surveyed them with a glint of
amusement. “All right, this is the story.
Johnson and | went into Mechwanaland
on a scientific expedition. Johnson took
me along because I'm a pretty useful
hunter, and because | know the native
languages. Sir Henry Dixon was then
commissioner. We got his permission
and went up-river into the heart of
Mechwana country. Johnson planned to
stay there three to six months.” Judson
Holmes spoke crisply now. “But we
stayed longer. After a while Johnson
was burrowing into the heart of native
life, getting deeper than any white man
had ever got. He decided to become a
member of their secret society—the
Straw Men.” .

_There was no doubt about his au-
dience’s attitude now, and it was

keener than ever as he proceeded.

“I think | said once before that John-

son paid for his knowledge of the
Mechwana. There were certain rites to
go through. You ever noticed that John-
son suffered badly with foot trouble?
He always wore carpet slippers, and he
shuffled around. That was because for
six weeks he went completely native.
He had to sleep out in the open, un-
covered; march through the jungle;
and there was a cutting ceremony.’
_ Peter Blake recalled Johnson, stand-
ing in the collection room surrounded
by his trophies, and sa%mg with a wry
rimace: “Everything bought and paid
or.”

Judson Holmes continued: “He was
away from camp for about two months.
It was about the end of that period that
| got word of Simon Hattingh’s party
being in the territory. They'd slipped
in under the Commissioner’s nose and
they were out for what they termed
fun.” He grimaced. “Then one sundown,
one_of them burst into my camp. He
advised me to get out, quick. He said
they’d caught ~Hattingh monkeyin
about with one of their women, "an
they were out for blood. He was beau-
tifully vague about what had happened
to Hattingh, but he and the rest of his
ﬁ)_arty certainly weren’t waiting to see.

hey were beating it.

“Then 1 begﬁm to wo_rr% about John-
son. The Mechwana might blame him
for what had happened, and | didn’t
know where he was. He’d gone off to
be inaugurated in the society. Hed
told me to stay put until he réturned.
I was just about to break camp and set
off to look for_him when he turned up,
thin and Ilmglng. His feet— Anyway,
he was pretty pleased with himself.
He’d passed the tests, and he hadn't
heard of the trouble. When | told him
he just stood there and cursed softly.
Then he said he’d better get what was
left of Hattingh out of their hands.

“I tried to keep him back, but when
| saw that was of no use, | followed
him to the edge of a clearing, and lay
there, sweating and praying. It was, as
you’ve probably guessed, the twin to
the clearing at the back of Johnson’s
cottage. There was the Evil House;
everything. But the clearing was filled
with” natives. They were doing a_sort
of dance, and in the centre was Simon
Hattingh!



88 THE STRAW MEN MURDERS

"Suddenly the tom-toms stopped
beating. | can’t describe the silence that
followed. All these natives just sort of
melted away, leaving Hattingh lying
there in front of the ju ju house. He
wasn’t even bound. But he made no
attempt to get up. )

'“Then something approached him,
like a shadow. It seemed to me to be
about seven feet high, and it wore a
sort of long straw cloak, and carried
the executioner’s ax. )

“It said something to Hattingh, and
he got up. He walked into the ju ju
house; and he walked backwards! He
kept his face towards the thing in the
straw cloak, and the Straw Cloak fol-
lowed him. They went into the ju ju
house like that. The door of the house
opened stealthily as Hattingh neared it,
and_in they went.

_ "Then I saw Johnson. He’d been lurk-
ing on the edge of the clearing. Now he
ﬁot up and walked across to the ju ju
ouse and went in. He was there some
time. When he came out, Hattingh was
following him. | could see Hattingh’s
shoulders shaking. He was crying. They
had blindfolded him. I never saw the
guy in the straw cloak again.

‘Johnson led Hattingh my way.
When he got to me—I don’t know how
he_knew where | was lying—he said
quickly: ‘Take him back to” camp. I’ll
follow.” Then he went back into that
ju ju house.

“Later, at the camp, Johnson told
Hattingh to collect his belongings and
get out of the territory after his rot-
ten pals. Hattingh said quietly: “You
saved my life, didn’t you? I’ll never for-
ﬂlve you for that, as long as I live.” Then
e went away. | never saw him again
until yesterday.”

C%uaalle was g_!_ancmg_over the notes
he had made. “Then Sir Henry Dixon
doesn’t come into your story at all?”

“Not a peek of him. It was strictly a
Johnson-llattingh affair. But Johnson
and Sir Henry were good friends.
That’s all 1 know.”

UAYLE looked worried. “This
O story you’ve told me, Holmes;

ou were right, the

“Even supposing
ow about Mrs. Hat-

motive’s fantastic.
tlngh 7

“Don’t forget Hattingh thought his
wife and Johnson were having an af-
fair,” said Holmes promptly. "My bet
is, he killed ’em both. Johnson had evi-
dence against him and was holding it
over his head to prevent a fresh attack.
Find that evidence, and you’ll hang the
murderer.”

“But how did he do
Quayle.

Holmes smiled, "How about this?
Hattingh drove his wife into town last
night. He suspected she was fooling him
and was going to meet Johnson. Sup-
pose he followed her out there, and
then got both of them?” )

“Swell,” said Quayle sarcastically.
“Let’s reconstruct the crime. Hattingh
strangled Mrs. Hattingh. Johnson, who
was much more powerfully built than
Hattingh, stood by and watched. Maybe
he was mesmerized. Perhaps the mur-
derer had picked up a few tricks from
this confounded book.” He tapped the
anthropologist’s work. “Still ‘mesmer-
ized, Johnson was persuaded to dress
himself in that straw cloak and walk
out of the house backwards. Followed
ﬂ/ Hattingh, he went into the Evil

ouse and_stabbed himself with the
spear Hattingh had provided. He let
the blood soak into the straw cloak, and
then gave it and the spear back to Hat-
tmgh. Hattingh took them, went back,
and put them in the wood beside Mrs.
Hattingh. Then he wandered about un-
til we arrived. And, just to make it dif-
ficult for the police, Johnson left off
dying until we got there, when he barred
the door in our faces.” )

Quayle was trying to be ferociously
funny,” but what he”said sent an eerie
sensation crawling down Peter Blake’s

spine.
|O“Then, after he’d killed Johnson, and
before we arrived, the murderer went
back to the house and pinched a blow-
pipe and some poisoned darts off the
wall in the collection room for his next

it?” roared

Judson Holmes lurched forward in

what does*it amount to? Just that JohRis chair. “He what?”

son saved Hattingh’s life, years ago.
It gives no motive for murder.”1 )

Hattingh thought it did,” said
Holmes viciously. “He was that sort of
skunk.”

uayle nodded curtly. “You might as
well know. That’s why | advised every-
body last night to keep their doors
locked.” ) )
Holmes was mopping his narrow fore-
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head, "That means there’s going to be
another killing. And if my guess about
the murderer is right, I’m next on the
list! Good-by, everybody!”

"Sit down!” snapped Quayle. "There
aren’t going to be any more murders!”

Peter ventured a suggestion,

"Just to get it clear in our heads,
Inspector, how about making a sort of
time chart of the events of last night?”

Quayle stared. "You mean, like in
these blasted detective stories? Well,
we might do something of the sort, in
more or less narrative form.” He bent
over his notebook, and his pencil flew.

When he had finished, he straightened
u
oes,” he said, and
ad written. “John-
son starts the ball rolling by throwing
out hints about a threat against him,
and evidence in his possession that will
come to light by Tuesday without fail.
He tells Blake, he tells me, and he writes
to Judson Holmes. Meanwhile some-
body pinches one of his devil masks.

“He conducts a party to the Euvil
House and Hattingh throws a fit—we
know the explanation of that now,
anyway. When the party gets back to
thé house, they discover that somebody
has been doing a bit of petty larceny.
Among the objects missing are watches.
We now know the reason for that, or
think we do. Mrs. Hattingh swiped the
lot, as a blind, though she was only
after the watches. She’s preparing for
her time alibi. She’d have plenty of op-
portunity to do it, with everyone dress-
ing and undressm(_:i for bathing.

‘But someone else has seized the
same opportunity and slipped a string
of Cowrie shells into_Johnson’s pocket.
That night Johnson rings up Sir Henry
Dixon and invites him over. Mr. Blake
and-Miss Dixon go over to the Hattingh
house. Johnny has gone off to town to
get cigarettes and Eric_is just Ieavm%;.

imon  Hattingh and his wife drive to
town. Completing her alibi, Mrs. Hat-
tingh had doctored the clock, which is
now fifteen minutes fast. )

"Johnny comes home, notices the
clock is wrong, and puts it right. Mean-
while, Mrs. Hattingh never turned up
at Miss Epworth’s flat. Sir Henry Dix-
on arrives at Johnson’s cottage and gets
Chwana’s story about Johnson walking
out of the house backwards. The time
was ten past eight. At eight fifteen John-

p"'Here’s how it
read out what he

ny was on his way to the tobacconist’s
— | checked his_story —and went
straight home, which doesnt give him
much time to kill Mrs. Hattingh and
dump her body in Johnson’s wood. Eric
was still in the house, and Simon and
Mrs, Hattingh, had just left, although
the clock showed eight-twenty.”

O UAYLE took a deep breath. “Here’s
_ where we all of us come into it:

Sir Henry telephones Johnny and
also telephones me. When we all ‘arrive

we go out to the ju ju house, and some-
body bars the door in our faces. When
we break it open, Johnson is dying and

there is no one else there. The mud
shows no footprints but our own.

"We return to the cottage and find
the place ransacked. Someone has put
the stolen devil mask back on the wall,
but the straw cloak is gone, a spear
has been taken, and also a blow-pipe
and some poisoned darts. Later, we
find Mrs. Hattingh dead in the wood,
and beside her the straw cloak, now
soaked in blood, and the spear that
killed Johnson. The only persons with-
out alibis are Sir Henr ixon, Simon
Hattingh and Judson Holmes.”

“l was in ray hotel room at eight-
ten,” observed Holmes mildly. "But |
agree that’s no alibi. It’s a bllg place, and
| could have been in and out half a dozen
times and no one the wiser.” )

"Chwana hasn’t an alibi either,” said

uayle, “but I don’t believe he did it.

le ‘was devoted to Johnson, and he
didn’t know Mrs. Hattingh at all. Now
here are some questions:

“Why was the devil mask stolen and
then replaced? Who was Mrs. Hattingh
planning to meet? Who put the cowrie
shells in Johnson’s tpocket? And what
is the explanation of Johnson ‘walkin
backwards’ dressed in a straw cloak an
how did the murderer get out of the
Evil House without leaving any foot-

prints?. . . .
“Which brings us,” said Quayle grim-

ly, “to this.” He picked up Johnson’s

book. “Oh, yes,” he smiled. “I read it

through last night. Parts of it are quite
suggestive. There’s even a Il[1)0|nter to
the "murderer's identity, although the
book was written years ago. Here, let
me read you a passage or two.”

Quayle thumbed the pages of the fat,
eminently respectable looking tome.

"This ‘chapter ” he said, ™is headed
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‘Beliefs  of the Mechwana.” Johnson
says: ‘The Mechwana are ruled by the
Society of Straw Men. The Straw Men
are credited with amazing powers—
powers extending over life and death.
They are the law-makers, and they are
also the judges. The chiefs are, as a
rule, merely their puppets. The_chief
executioner of the Mechwana i3, by
tradition, always a Straw Man.

“ “The higher grades of the Straw
Men are called Ayaka. An Ayaka man
is believed to be repository of sensa-
tional powers, including that of invisi-
bility or transparency. He may at will
pa3S a staff or spear through his own
body, leaving no mark or wound, and
he can fade through the walls of huts
or buildings, as though either his body
or the wall were nothing but vapor.

“ “Whatever one may say to such
claims, the witch doctors are_capable of
amazing feats, some of which I have
personally witnessed, and could detect
no trick. 'IfheK handle hot irons, and
plunge their hands into boiling caul-
drons. They can by some fluid they con-
coct and force into the body, galvanize
a dead man with the movements of
seeming life’.”

Judson Holmes shrugged. *“Balder-
dash!” he declared. “And you know it,
Inspector. But you said the book pro-
y{,g,gd a clue to the murderer. Where is
i

(%uayle laid the book down. “Don’t
rush me, Mr. Holmes,” he said curtly.
“All I’'m saying now is that if—if—
you were prepared to believe this stuff,
It would explain a lot. It would explain
the murderer who wasn’t there, and
it would explain Johnson walking back-
wards. Another bit | haven’t read to you
explains the significance of the cowrie
shells—the warning to the victim that
the executioner has picked him out for
death and will be coming for him. If
you believe it, this book explains a lot.
On the other hand, that may be precise-
ly the impression that the ‘murderer is
trying to create.” o )
"Ah!” Holmes sank back in his chair.
He seemed relieved. “That’s better, In-
spector. You mean, thi3 book was acces-
sible to anyone. They might have read
it and staged a murder closely follow-
ing these Tlines, knowing that ‘the book
would fall into the hands of the police?
And by jove, it didn’t exactly fail into
the police’s hands, either, did it? It

was thrust there—by Eric Hatttingh.”
_ Quayle nodded. “I hadnt much op-
tion except to read it, after what he said.
And he knew all about Johnson’s death
before anyone had told him. . ..”

Holmes agreed. “That young fellow
certainly knew too much. But what
a_bogt this clue to the murderer’s iden-
tity?”

XAh, yes,” Quayle was urbane. “I’ll
read it to you.’

E picked up the green book and

found his place. “ “The Straw Men
were strictly bound by oath not to re-
veal any of the secrets of their craft.
To learn even a few of them | had to
become one of their number myself. It
is true that I was only an imumu or
lower grade man, but even so, I am
bound by the oath and must respect it.
I can at this time disclose none of the
secrets which | have learned. At this
date and distance, | am bound by con-
siderations of honor rather than by any
compulsion exercised by the Mechwana,
yet my readers will pardon me if | am
not unmindful of the fact that the oath
stipulates that anyone revealing the se-
crets of the Straw Men should be slain,
and that the executioner should be his
nearest friend”.” )

Judson Holmes was on his feet.
“You’ve got a nerve!” he snarled. “Are
you accusing me of murdering John-
son ?’ ] ]

“I'm not accusm? anyone,” said
Quayle. “You yourself have suggested
that the murderer might have intended
us to read this book and draw certain
conclusions. It’s true, isn’t it, that you
were Johnson’s nearest friend?”

“I was,” he admitted. “But we hadn’t
seen each other for some time. |I’ve just
come back from a long Rhodesian frip.
And while he was down here Johnson
made a few friends—Sir Henry Dixon,
for instance.” )

“Sodyou think it was Sir Henry?”

1 don’t think anything. Sir” Henry
Dixon may have a dozen corpses in his
cellar, for all I know, though | dont
believe it. But that’s the sort of wild
conclusion you’ll jump to, if you take
that seriously. I tell you, Johnson wrote
that book as a scientific treatise, and
nothing else.” ) )

“An Ye_t,” said Quayle dreamily, “it
does explain so many things. But what
did Johnson mean when he said he had
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certain evidence aﬂainst the nmr—"
He broke off. The door had opened,

and Johnny Hattingh appeared on the

threshold. His face was red, as though

he had been running. Quayle looked

gtpa?rply at Johnnv. “What’s the trou-
e Ll

“My father has disappeared,” said
Johnny simply. “And Eric seems to have
vanished, too.”

“What do you mean, vanished?” said
Quayle. “If they’ve gone out of town,
I distinctly told them not to.”

“You know that’s not what I mean.”
Johnny dropped into a chair. “It was
this way. We met this morning at break-
fast. As you can imagine, we weren't
in the mood for conversation. After
breakfast | went up to my own room, |
hadn’t been there long when | heard the
car start up—the big car. | didn’t think
anything of it for a minute. Then sud-
denly | wondered where the old man
could be off to. | ran downstairs, but the
car had gone. And when | went to look
for Eric, he’d gone too.”

Quayle said slowly: “There doesn’t
seem to be anything very alarming
about that.” ) .

Johnny hesitated. “I went into Eric’s
room,” he blurted out at last. “As I
say, he was gone. But this was lying on
his table.” )

He put on Quayle’s desk a string to
which cowrie shells had been tied. ~

They all stared at the grotesque lit-
tle symbol of death. All through their
conference, the silence from the emgty
street outside had been unbroken. But
now the quiet was shattered.

From close at hand a woman
screamed in_sheer terror; and Peter
Blake recognized his fiancee's voice.

" UST at ter_Mhirty, Ann Dixon
started to walk into town. Ever since
a certain suspicion had seized on her
imagination the night before she had
been aching to have an interview with
her father. That interview was now over
and Ann felt ashamed of herself.

He answered frankness with frank-
ness. “Ann,” he said seriously, “I could
see that question in your mind last
night, when Quayle objected that Pa-
tricia Hattm? couldn’t have gone to
Johnson’s cottage, because it was too
far. Had the vampire by some ghastly

chance got her claws into me? Well,
Ann, she hadn’t, | don’t want to speak
ill of the dead, so I’'m not going to go
into whether she tried any games with
me But | can give you my word that
she didnt come here last night, and
that | never saw her again after that
afternoon at Johnson’s.”

ShortI%/ afterwards, Sir Henry had
left the house; and searching, Ann had
discovered that Peter was nowhere
about. She felt frustrated, because she
had wanted to talk things over with
him. She stayed in the house for a while,
listlessly. But finally, making up her ir-
resolute mind, she pulled on a hat and
went as briskly as the heat allowed
down the road ‘into the town. She had
a shrewd idea where she would find
Peter. ]

The town, when she reached it, was
sunbaked and empty. She passed closed
and shuttered shops. A petrol pump out-
side a garage looked like some lost sym-
bol of ‘a Twentieth Century Pompeii.
Snouts of cars glittered in the show
window while in a furniture shop a
sleeping kitten was curled on a fat
divan. One shop only showed signs of
life, Behind the window of the under-
taking establishment a faint light
glowed and _a shadow moved against

lack draperies. )

It was at this point that Ann began
to feel uneasy. The street was too
empty, and the click of her heels on
the pavement was too loud. Half con-
sciously she began calculating the dis-
tance to the police station, her destina-
tion, and her footsteps quickened. She
did not want to look back over her shoul-
der, at the undertaker’s.

“This is absurd,” said Ann to her-
self, and then she nearly cried out.

About fifty yards ahead of her, beside
the bulk of the post office, a figure had
appeared out of a lane. It turned with
a slow and mechanical precision, until
it was facing in the same direction as
she was, with its back turned to her;
and it began to stump along slowly in
front of her.

Before it turned, she had caught a
gllmpse of the red face; and the lon
lack raincoat and the hat that seeme
too big for the head told her that it was

Eric Hattingh.

From the first moment of his appear-
ance she was afraid. He must have
heard her footsteps echoing loudly in
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the empty street, but he did not turn
his head. Also, there was something
odd about the way he walked.

“He should be walking backwards,”
thought Ann, and felt mounting hys-
teria grip her throat. She cried out to
break the spell. )

“Mr. Hattingh! Eric!” )

He must have heard her; but still
he stumped steadllh/_ on. She pulled her-
self together. “This won’t do!” she
thought. “l am not sharing this street
with a walking corpse. He just hasn’t
heard me.” She made up her mind to
catch up with him, but before she could
quicken her steps the figure turned
sharply to the right, mounted the shal-
low steps to the post office noiselessly
and with stiff mechanical strides, dis-
appeared into the building.

Ann broke into a run. It took her
about thirty seconds to reach the post
office. When she reached the broad en-
trance she realized that, like every-
thing else in Marathon, the building
was closed for the day.

The post office had a broad entrance

hall, and there were no other doors.
This hall was always open. In the cen-
ter of the back wall was a clock, and
underneath the clock were two tele-
phone booths, with, in between them,
a stamp machine. On either side of the
hall were glass double doors. The doors
to the right opened into the public part
of the building, the doors to the left to
a corridor which led to the parcel de-
partment, and then to a warren of
rooms where the sorting and other du-
ties were performed.
_ The entrance hall was a marble emp-
tiness. Eric Hattingh had vanished.
She tried the doors at one end, and they
were fast. The doors beyond which the
?mpty corridor stretched were equally
irm.

Mechanically, her eyes went to_the
clock; the hands pointed to eleven. Then
her eyes came down, and she looked at
the telephone booths. One was empty;
Eric Hattingh was in the other. He had
his back to her, and he instrument was
tightly clenched in one hand. He did not
seem to be speaking, and he stood very
stiff and straight. His head was bent
at a curiously awkward angle.

But now she could see something else,
and fear welled up in her again. With
the greatest effort, she crossed the mar-
ble floor, laid a hand on the knob of

the booth door, and pulled. As the door
opened, Eric Hattingh tilted back, fall-
ing with a dull thud on the marble floor.
Something was sticking out of the side
of his neck.

Ann screamed.

* * * ' * *

R. RANDALL, Marathon’s under-
taker, sat in Quayle’s office. “Gave
me quite a turn, | can tefl you,” he said,
“I was sitting in my office, going over
some overdue accounts, when my tele-
phone rang. | picked it up, and 1 said,
Hullo. Randall here. Who is speaking?'
“And the voice said: ‘I want you to
bring me a coffin.” Well, 1've had that
sort of joke played on me before. So
| said, speaking sharp, “You do, do you?
An_otlr),mlght I ask who’ to be buried
in it?

“‘l am,” he says. ‘I’'ve just died. |
want a coffin.’

“ ‘Right-0,” | said, turning sarcastic,
to show him he couldnt scare me.
‘What’s your name?’

“ ‘Eric Hattingh,” he said.

“Then there was a sort of gluggin
noise, like somebody choking. 1 yelle
to ask what was wron%, but 1 got no an-
swer. And so | thought it over and de-
cided I’d better bring the matter to

you.”

“I want you to think carefully, Mr.
Randall,” said Inspector Quayle. “What
time was this?” And the little under-
taker broke into a crow of pleased
laughter.

“Why, Inspector, | anticipated you’d
ask that question; and I'll bet you think
I’'m going to mumble ‘Let-me-see.” But
I'm not For before the phone went I
had just been looking at my watch,
thinking it was time for a CUE of tea.
It was {ust before eleven o’clock!”

But that interview took place later.

When the men heard Ann scream,
the first one out of the door was Van
Niekerk. The others followed at his
heels, across the lane to the post office.

In a moment, Ann was in Peter’s
arms, trembling like a leaf. He mur-
mured incoherent words into her ear
but out of the corner of his eye he saw
the whole scene. Erie Hattingh lay on
his back, on the marble floor. The dart
stuck out at an ugI%/ angle from his
neck. Quayle knelt beside him, while
Van Niekerk ﬂushed his way into the
telephone booth.
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“We’ll have to wait for the doctor,”
said Quayle grimly. "But | should say
he’s been dead for some time.”

Peter felt the girl jerk taut in _his
arms. "No!” she cried. “He was alive!
He must have been! You see, | followed
him in here, only a moment ago. He—
he was walking ‘queerly.”

They stared at her through a long
moment, and Ann put her hands before
her face. “Now, now!” said Quayle.
"Ghosts dont walk at eleven In the
morning. No.” He was rubbing his chin.
'Tve a notion how this might have been
managed.”

He strode to the double glass doors
leading into the public part of the post
office, seized the handles, and shook
them. The door did not budge. Quayle
turned and crossed to the doors at the
other side. He peered into the dim cor-
ridor, and shook the doors. They did not
open. Then he raised a fist and beat on
the glass. "Hoy!” he roared.

They heard” an agitated shuffle of
footsteps, one half of the doors clicked
open and a man appeared. He was a
little bald man, in a pair of disreuptable
flannels. He peered up at them through
thick spectacles. He was very short-
sighted, and he seemed to see” nothing
amiss. in any case, Quayle was standing
screening the body. o

"Here!” began "the little man indig-
nantly. Then he peered again, and rec-
ognized the inspector.

“Quayle wasted no words. “Urquhart,
did anybody come through here in the
last few minutes?” )

The bald man gaped. "Oh, it’s you,
Inspector. You mean through this_door?
No. We keep it locked on the inside.
Resides, it’s a holiday. Why?” )

"Never mind why,” Quayle told him.
"Where were you 7" ]

"Upstairs. 1’'m sorting out the mail
for tomorrow.”

"Then someone could have come
through, without you knowin|g?”

He “shook his head. "l tell” you, the
door was locked. You saw_for your-
self. It only opens on the inside.”

"How long have you teen here'?"

"I've just come in.”

"Did yo i get in this way T )

"No. The back way. That’s uperi. But
what—Uh! Quayle” had indavcrtently
move d and the little man’s eyes, magni-
fledEby the thick spectacles, were fixed
en Eric.

“Ever seen him before?” demanded
Quayle.

—I—HE bald man peered, gulped, and
nodded. “That’s Mr. Eric Hatthigh.
He sometimes inquired for letters. How
did he—?" He pointed, but said no
more. ) )

Johnny moved to the inspector’s side.
He was excited. “Inspector, Ive got an
idea.” He turned to the bald man. “Did
you say you were sorting mail?” he
demanded. _
Urguhart nodded. “That’s right,” he
said. “You’re Mr. Hattingh, too, aren't
you?” He was suddenly consumed with
curiosity. “That’s funny. | could have
sworn saw your father, round the
back, not ten minutes ago. He was walk-
ing up the street as | came in.” The
little man’s weak eyes widened. “Hey!
You don’t mean that whoever did that
may be in here, with me?”

“If he was, he’s got away by now,”
said Quayle wearily. “What’s your idea,
Johnny?” )

“Come on!” said Johnny. “lI may b«
completely dippy, but it’s worth a try.
Let’s search the building.”

They left Van Nieker
doctor-

Inspector Quayle led the way along
the corridor. The bald man kept in the
rear, alternately giving nervous direc-
tions and peering over his shoulder.
Halfway along the corridor, before they
came to the parcels department, a door
stood half open. At the bald man’s in-
struction, the)ﬁ_went through it, and up
a stairway. The sorters™ department
was a large bare room, with big win-
dows through which they could see the
main street below them, hot dust
and empty. The room ran the whole
length of the building, and at the other
end the windows looked down on the
street that ran parallel with the main
street. It was equally deserted.

Quayle turned to Johnny. *“Nobod
here,” he said. “What do we do next”
Go down again?” )

Johnny shook his head, lie spoke to
the bald” man. “You wore sorting mail,
How far had you got?”

Urquhart considered. “How far had
| got?” he repeated, “l don't do them
a_Ighaipetlcally, but by districts. 1’d got
rid of—"

"Never mind.” Johnny's Voice was
eager “l™ook,” he pursued, "if any-

to await th«
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thing was missing out of the lot you’ve
done,)— When did you do them, by the
way?"

~“1 did_most of ’em early this morn-
ing,” said the little man promptly.
“Then | went out for a breather. | can
take my own time, so long as | get the
job done.” )

“So you hadnt tackled many since
you got back? If anything had been
taken since you went out, would you
know ?"

Urquhart looked alarmed.
mean he was up here )

“He might have been,” said Johnny.
“That’s what we want to find out.” He
turned back to the inspector. “Look
here, Quayle. Don’t think 1'm dippy. But
you remember what Johnson said about
the evidence he’d planted somewhere,
so that it would be bound to come to
light on Tuesday? Well, suppose he had
mailed it to somebody? And remember,
there was no mail today, because it’s
a holiday. So the murderer would get
a full two days' grace, and Johnson said
he had set a time-limit.” .

Quayle was galvanized into action.

Under his direction, the bewildered
Urquhart sorted out all the mail ad-
dressed to Sir Henry Dixon, Eric, John-
ny, Quayle and Johnson himself—for
Johnny, “still hot on the scent, pointed
out that the anthropologist might have
em_Poned_that ruse.
_ They divided it up and went through
it rapidly. Johnny took his own lot and
Eric’s. In_ a moment he had tossed the
slim bundle marked “Hattingh” down
disgustedly. “Nothing here.”

8uayle threw his bundle down. “Just
ordinary letters.”

“There’s nothing in Johnson’s lot,”
said Peter.

They stared at each other. Quayle
paced the floor, and while he was doing
so another figure slipped unobtrusive-
ly into the big room.

It was Mafuti Xosa. “Sergeant Van
Niekerk asked me to report, sir. The
doctor is here.” He glanced uncertainly
at glohnny. “Death is sleep,” he said
gently.

“Stay here, Xosa,” Quayle told the
Bantu.” “None of this mail is to be
moved. It's just possible that Johnson

nt a letter to someone else.” He
mopped, and then said awkwardly: “Oh!
vPere wasnt anything for your fa-
ther, Johnny?”

113 Dlyou

Johnny shook his head slowly.

“Ah, “well!” said Quayle " briskly.
“Didn’t think there would be. Of course
we’ll check up on that idea of yours,
Johnny, but it begins to look as though
Johnson put that evidence elsewhere.”

AT nine o’clock that night, Peter
answered the telephone. Quayle
spoke low. “Blake? 1 need help. If
Johnny Hattingh means what he says,
we’re ‘going to trap the murderer to-
night. He may be out of his mind but
I'm %omg to take a chance on it. Can
ou ?e at the station within half an
our?”

Peter hesitated. Then he said, “All
right.” He knew in outline what had
happened since that morning’s tragedy.
He knew that Eric had died of a poi-
soned dart, one of the darts from John-
son’s collection. The doctor did not
think the blowg_lpe had been used. He
also knew that Simon Hattingh was still
missing.

They were waiting for him outside
the police station. Quayle came forward
eagerly. “Good man!” he said. “This
is Johnny’ idea. He says he’s going to
explain, but not right now. And he says
we’re each to have one of these.” He
thrust an automatic into Peter’s hand.

Johnny’s voice was grim and tense.
“I’'m no tr¥|ng_ to be mysterious,” he
said. “But 1 think we’re” going to get
the murderer. That idea of mine this
morning was wrong; Quayle had the
whole of the mail searched: nothing.
Which leaves only one alternative. |
know where Johnson’s evidence is hid-
den but I think the murderer knows
t00.” He turned to the inspector. “We’ll
take your car.” )

“We're in your hands, Johnny,” said
Quayle. ) )

Johnny drove, and it was soon evi-
dent where they were going. “Look
here,” Quayle protested. “We searched
Johnson’s cottage thoroughly, and we
found nothing.”

“You did what | asked you? You had
the guards removed?”

Quayle nodded, “The place is empty. |
even had Chwana, the native servant,
cleared off to the location.”

At a point where they could see John-
son’s cottage, Johnny ran the car soft-
ly into the side of the road, and switched
off the engine. He leaned back in the
driver’s seat and groped for cigarettes.
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When he found them he handed the
case round, lit his own, and inhaled
deeply.

“Ever since last night,” he said, “im-
R/tlnssmle things have been happening.

en have walked backwards; devil
masks have vanished; a corpse has
walked in broad daylight down the
main street. In addition, we’ve been be-
deviled by quotations from a book on
African wizardry that really seemed to
contain an explanation of the whole
series of mysteries. ) )

"As Judson Holmes pointed out, if
you once decided that you could believe
in the supernatural ~powers of the
Straw Men, then you could explain
the whole thing. But at the same time,
we’ve also had the feeling, that in some
way we were being hoodwinked and
tricked by a master mummer. .

“If we believe that, then only certain
conclusions are possible. First, some
of the witnesses have been lying, and
some at least of these bizarre events
never happened at all. For instance, suE-
pose_Ann never really saw Eric wall
Ing into the post office in that horrid
fashion she’s described, but instead saw
something very different, though none
the less horrible to her?”

Peter felt his muscles tighten. The
same thought had occurred to him.

“We know,” continued Johnny inex-
orably, “that Sir Henry Dixon was not
in his house for a_ large part of the
morning. He says himself that he went
out shortly before Ann, He adds that
he just went for a walk, and that he
met no one. But suEpose he really went
into town, by another route than Ann,
and much faster? And suppose it was he
Ann saw, going up into the post office
just before she found Eric dead inside.

“That’s what 1 mean when | say that
perhaps some of the odd happenings
can be explained away by supposin
that in fact they never occurred at all.
Unfortunately for that theory, we our-
selves witnessed the oddest one of all.
We stood outside the Evil House, and
heard the door being barred in our
faces. We ourselves broke it down, and
found no one. Therefore it’s reasonable
to conclude that the other things really
happened also. None of the witnesses
was lying, and we’ve got to look for an-
other” explanation.”

_Peter let his breath out in a long quiet
sigh of relief.

“I've been puzzling this thing over
and around,” continued Johnny. “And,
remember, I’'m the one who’s most af-
fected. Of the three victims, one was
my step-mother and one was my broth-
er. So perhaps I’ve had a bigger incen-
tive than any of you, even than Quayle,
'([jo get to the truth and unmask the mur-

erer.

"Well, | think I've done it. | cant
explain all the puzzle but | can explain
most of it. I can_explain all the ‘super-
natural’ happenings. | can even ex-

lain that telephone call to the under-
aker, and | think | know why Johnson
was seen walking backwards.”

Johnny took a final puff of his cig-
arette. "But | don’t know' yet what the
motive was, and | hope 1’m wrong about
the identity of the Kkiller. And now,”
he said quietly, “while we’re waiting
for the murderer, I’ll tell you my
theory.”

VIl

JATORM clouds moved glutinously
across the skg. Johnny drew a lon
breath. “Well, here goes,” he said. “We’
got it worked out that it was Patricia
who pinched the watches yesterday
morning. We also figured that she did
it so that she could meet someone with-
out my father knowing of it. I think
all that is quite right, even though I
still dont believe she was having an
affair with Johnson. But | do think
Johnson was the person she intended to
meet. Not so that he could make love
to her but, prompted by something she
had previously found out, so that she
could warn him. The finding of the
cowrie shells merely hardened her re-
solve. She hadn’t put them there, but
perhaps she knew who had.”

It was all adding up. “Simon,” re-
sumed Johnny, “insisted from the first
that Patricia had gone to see Johnson.
But the objection has been raised that
Simon dropped her too far away from
Johnson’s cottage for her to have walked
there, seen Johnson, and got back, all in
fifteen minutes. Well, that’s simple
enough, isnt _it? Johnson had a car.
And if Patricia had phoned him, saY-
ing that she had to see him, he could
have motored into town, and picked
her up.

“I éloon’t think Patrieia meant to come
| think the idea
into town,

to the cottage at all.
was for Johnson to run
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where she could have a secret talk with
him, and still keep her date with Susan
Epworth. Only it didn’t turn out that
way. You see, the murderer met her in-
stead. She was Kkilled, strangled, in the
town.” )

“But,” said Quayle. “That means—”

“Let me go on,” said Johnny. “With
Patricia’s dead body in his car, the mur-
derer drove straight out to Johnson’s.
Before he went ‘into the cottage, he
dumped Patricia’s body in the bushes,
where it was found later. Then he went
in to see Johnson. He had previously
stolen the devil mask that was missing
from the collection room.”

“Why?” said Quayle.

“Remember the cowrie shells,” said
Johnny. “The devil mask was an earlier
gambit in the same game. It was part
of a plan to get Johnson thoroughly
frightened. It belonged to the same—

hase—of the murderer’s mental state.

ut now he had taken a further step
al_ong the road he was treading. He had
killed, and he meant to kill again.”

Johnny paused. “I’m getting ahead of
my story. The murderer went into the
cottage and told Johnson that he had
taken the devil mask—as a joke. Re-
turning the devil mask got him into the
collection room and got Johnson there
too. Then when Johnson was putting
the mask back on the wall, the Killer
struck again. He smashed the glass
case, and snatched out the spear that
lay there, and thrust the spear into
Johnson.” )

“Hold on!" said Quayle suddenly.
“Why that spear? The room, heaven
knows, was full of other weapons, much
readier to hand,”

“He wanted the cloak in the glass
case,” said Johnn?/. “He needed the
straw cloak as well as the spear. Oh,
the killer had it all thought out! He
meant to take Johnson to the Euvil
House; there was no poetry or gurpose
in his revenge if the body wasn't found
there. And he didn’t want blood in the
house, or on himself. That spear caused
a huge wound. )

“As Johnson fell, he caught him. And
he pulled that long straw cloak over
Johnson’s body. If any blood got on the
floor, he wiped it up qmcklc}/, before it
could stain. Then he carried his victim
out. But before he left the collection
room he took the poisoned darts; for
his work was not finished yet.

“He picked up Johnson, and because
Johnson had been stabbed in the chest,
and he didn’t want blood on his own
clothes, ho .carried Johnson on his back,
and facing away from him. He had
scarcely started when Chwana came in.
That must have given him a turn! But
he would not abandon his purpose. He
staggered on into the darkened hall,
and out into the drive; and Johnson’s
feet dragged on the ground as the mur-
derer walked.

“And that is what Chwana saw. In
one flash of Ii%htning he saw Johnson,
dressed in that straw cloak, and seem-
ing to walk backwards. But he didn’t
see the murderer!”

UAYLE drew a Ionﬂ breath. “It
fits! But stop! The hardest bit is

still to come, Johnny, if you can explain

what happened at the Evil House, when
we arrived there, you can have my job.”

Johnny grinned. “Surely that’s sim-
ple enough._ The murderer got Johnson
to the Evil House, because Chwana
didn’t even attempt to follow him. He
put Johnson on the floor—thinking he
was dead. But before he went he
strlpdped off the straw cloak, now all
bloody, and with that and the spear he
went bac_k the way he came. He left
them beside Patricia’s body and finally
he went away. .

“But Johnson wasn’t dead. Nine-
tenths of him was dead but there was
a spark of life that refused to go out.
When we arrived, that dull spark of life
was still in his brain—and he heard us.
! “lf\nd he heard his murderer coming

ack.

“Johnson could have had no idea of
the passage of time. He didn’t know
how long the killer had been gone. Per-
haps he thought it was only a few min-
utes. And now he heard the murderer
coming back, to finish him off.”

"How?” asked Quayle abruptly.

Johnny explained. " “Don’t you re-
member "that one of us shouted John-
son’s name across the clearing; shouted
curses at him. Johnson recognized the
murderer’s voice. He summoned up the
last of his strenﬁth, dragged his dying
body across the floor, and put down the
bar. That was the scraping, shuffling
sound we heard. And then, too late, he
heard our voices, knew that help was
at hand. But the murderer was there
too! In a last paroxysm, he tried to pull
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himself up by the pole, but he hadnt
stren%th enough left to call out. And
then he collapsed, finally, this time; ex-
cept that, when the police surgeon
raised his head, he looked at the mur-
derer he didnt have the strength to
name, before he died.”

Johnny stopped; and Peter knew that
he and éuayle were thinking the same
thing. They looked at Johnny with com-
passion. o

"The murderer wasn’t finished.”
Johnny’s tone was flat and dispassion-
ate, "He had taken the poisoned darts.
I don’t know who his next victim was
meant to be. But whether _he had al-
ready chosen Eric or not, Eric crossed
his path, and was struck down.

"On the night of the murders, we all
heard about the evidence which John-
son said he had prepared against a cer-
tain person. The murderer had to get
hold of that evidence, only he hadnt
the faintest notion of where it was. He
had already searched the cottage for it
in vain, after killing Johnson. Now he
had to get it, because Johnson had
boasted that it would come to light by
Tuesday at the latest.

"The” murderer had only a day to
work in. He knew it hadnt been ‘sent
to the police—but who had it? Where
was it? And then he remembered. Mon-
daK—today_—was a public holiday.
What was “it that would stay hidden
Sunday and Monday, but come to light
without fail Tuesday? A letter, of
course, posted on Saturday night.”

"But we searched,” protested Quayle.
"We didn’t find anything.”

"The murderer had found it first,”
said Johnny. He knew where it would
be, and that only one man would be on
duty at the post office; and if the worst
came to the waorst, he had the poisoned
darts. And Eric got exactly the same
notion. He went to the post office—and
met the murderer.

_"The killer got in the back way; and
cither before or shortly afterwards,
Eric went in too. So ‘the murderer
ftruck again. | think lie meant to repeat
his former technique, and take the body
away in _his car. Then he glanced out
«| the window and saw something that
gave him his most brilliant and his
»f.aziest idea. He saw Ann Dixon com
iny along a deserted street.

__"He stripped off Eric’s coat and hat,
iiinl put {Ivm on. Then he carried the

body to the front hall. He opened the
door which locked from the inside, went
into the hall, rang up Randall the un-
dertaker, and ‘asked for a coffin,’ as
Randall has described.

"Then he went back the way he had
come, out of the back of the building,
and around into the main street. He
appeared some yards in front of Ann,
and, taking caré not to give her more
than a glimpse of his face, turned and
walked ahead of her in that mechanical,
wooden way she has described to us. He
marched up the steps into the post
office, knowing that he had established
in the mind of yet another witness that
the Devil was abroad in Marathon.

"He whipped off the coat and hat, put
them on Eric, and jammed the body in
the telephone booth, putting the receiver
in Eric’s hand. When the door was
closed, Eric was held upright. He went
once again through the door, which he
had left open, but this time he shut it.
And he went out the back way, just
missing Urquhart, and escaped.”

“I believe you’ve got it,” said %\uag/le
slowly. "Except the motive. And—
Johnny, how could you bring yourself
to tell 'us all this? The man who shouted
at the Evil House, and the man whom
Urguhart saw at the post office, was—"

hey heard the footsteps in the road-
way, light and sharp, and coming to-
wards them )

"There %/ou are!” Ann was breathing
hard, as though she had been running.
“Peter—Johnny—Inspector Quayle? 1
thought | should find you here.”

"Ann!” Peter opened the door of the
car. “llow did you know we were here?”

“I guessed it,” said Ann simply. “And
when | saw my father sneaking out of
the house, and coming this way, | was
sure.

“Sir Henry!” snapped Quayle. “He
came here? \3/_/Vhere igphe n%wa/”
~ “Look!” said Johnny, “the murderer
is loose again!”

In the bulk of the dead man’s cottage,
they saw a light spring ug._A shadow
?_as:sed across_the drawn blinds of the
iving room. They were looking at the
murderer.

W %

ITIL a quick movement, Quayle
had drawn a gun from his pocket
"Lome on,” he said.

They stepped off the road on to the
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grass and began to approach the cot-
tage obliquely through the trees. Nearer
and nearer they crept, apprehensive of
every twig that cracked underfoot. But
the shadow had gone and the cottage
continued to show no more sign of lite
than that single lighted window. Peter
found himself wondering where Sir
Henry Dixon was. Ann had said he had
come here. He remembered, too, that
they had not seen Judson Holmes since
the afternoon. )

They were nearing the end of cover
now. Presently they would have to
cross the last bare stretch of lawn that
separated them from the front door.

“We’ll cross together,” whispered

uayle. “It’s safer.” He hesitated and
glanced at Peter and the girl. “Better
if you two stay here. Johnny and I will

“No,” said Ann quickly. “1’m coming,
too. I must. I—I want to see."

Then they were running across the
lawn, heads down, scurrying like rab-
bits. They reached the front door in a
bunch, cowered in the shadow of the
porch, and listened. Nothing stirred.

What was the murderer doing?

Quayle put his hand on the knob of
the door. He told them by signs that
they were to wait, then threw open the
door and ducked inside. They saw the
door swing back, and he was gone, in-
side the hall and crouching against the
side wall. )

The hall itself was in darkness, but
the door of the living room was ajar.
They could not see inside, but all knew
that the room had an unseen occupant.
Somewhere out of their line of vision
the murderer was waiting.

And then the man in the room came
out. He walked slowly and stiffly, with
the appearance of a  clockwork™ figure
and his eyes were fixed on a paper he
held in his right hand. ]

Quayle straightened himself from his
crouching position. He began to cross
the hall. ) ]

“Good evening, Mr. Hattingh,” he
said, “Er—what have you got there?”

“This!” Simon Hattingh showed no
curiosity about their presence. “This
‘sons.-nse. Inspector, is the most thun-
derous, libelous rubbish | have ever
read. The man must have been out of
his mind!” ]

As he waved the paper, his other
hand was slipping casually towards his

Eocket, as though to produce a hand-
erchief or cigarettes.

“Look out, Quayle!” Johnny shouted.
“Don’t let him fool you!”

SIMON HATTINGH jerked back as
though he had been physicall
shoved. A gleam from the room light fell
like a bar across his eyes, which mir-
rored a writhing volcano of mad rage
and sudden insane comprehension. He
screamed, a high, thin, horrible sound,;
and there was froth bubbling at the
corner of his mouth. Beads of perspi-
ration shone on Quayle’s high forehead
as he took one step nearer.

“Mr. Hattingh, 1—”

But Simon was beyond the reach of
reason. The brain had cracked. He
snarled at Quayle like a dog. His hand
jerked out of his pocket. In those few
tense seconds, Quayle had allowed the
madman to come too near. A vicious
blow crumpled the policeman as if he
had been a rag doll. Then Simon was
looming over him. snarling, and in his
hand was a gun. His finger grew white
as it pressed on the trigger.
~Quayle jerked his head aside and
simultaneously he fired from his pocket.
Simon Ilattlnﬁh’s band gripping his
gun sa?ged. The whole arm sank down
until it was at his_aide. The gun clat-
tered to the floor. Simon Hattingh lifted
his other_arm and pressed a band to
his side. Before he fell, dead, theP/ saw
hlsdeyes again and they were no longer
ma

They seemed merely surprised.

The paper he had been holding had
fluttered across the hail. Quayle scram-
bled to his feet, snatched it up and
quickly scanned it.

“This clinches matters, Johnny. You
were right. This is Maxwell Johnson's
message, and he says—” ] )

But Johnny was kneeling beside his
father. His voice was a snarl. “Never
mind what Johnson says!”

He brushed an unsteady hand across
a wet face. Quayle put an arm about
the young man’s shoulder. )

“Okay, Johnny,” he said quietly. “I
know the wav you feel. But better this
way than—”

He left the sentence unfinished but
they all knew what he had been going
to ‘say. If .Simon Hattingh had not
hanged, he would have ended his miser-
able days in a criminal lunatic asylum
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HEY did what had to be done.
Quayle rang for the ambulance,
and summoned Van Niekerk. Johnny
laid a handkerchief across the staring
eyes of his father. Then Sir Henry
ixon came in, accompanied by Mafufi
Xosa, the Bantu detective.
Sir Henry took in the scene at a
lance. “Heard the shot,” he said
riefly. “Oh, yes, | was lurkin’ around.
Thought something might happen here.
Ann, you do get Into the thick of it,
dont you?”

Xosa_J)added softly across to Quayle,
and said something to him. Quayle ap-
peared perplexed.

The Bantu looked round the hall, then
down at the body of Simon Hattingh,
and round at all their faces. He nodded,
almost imperceptibly.

“It is finished,” he said.

They had gone into Maxwell John-
son’s living-room; all except Mafuti
Xosa, who had slipped away again, pre-
sumably on some errand for Quayle.
“From” now on,” the Inspector said,
“we shall be intensely busy. | wont be
able to leave for Pretoria tomorrow,
after all.”

Suddenly Peter Blake laughed. “Sor-
ry,” he said lamely, “but I've just re-
membered something that has been
troubling me. It was about Tuesday,
and Johnson saying he would be safe
by then, and someone saying they were
going away on that day. | couldnt re-
call who, or why. So it was Quayle, with
his police conference in Pretoria.”

Quayle chuckled. “You mean you sus-
pected me? Well, I’ve been mixed up in
a few murder cases, and in a varlety
of roles, but never before as a suspect!”

“Sorry,” Peter mumbled. o

“Nothing to be sorry about,” said Sir
Henry Dixon briskly, “l imagine we
have “all been suspecting each other at
one time or another stage of this affair.
For example, | have a strong notion
that a certain young woman was dis-
mally wondering about her father
while, for a time, | myself strongly
suspected Johnny here. . .

“| say!” said Johnny.

Sir Henry smiled. ™Yes, | thought
Johnny’s alihi was much too good. It
struck me as_the sort of thing you only
come across in hooks, and when you do.
you know the murderer. |1 was con-
vinced that Johnny had cunningly con-
trived to be in two places at once, SO

that when he was talking to Levinson,
the tobacconist, he was at the same time
stabbing Johnson. Though | confess the
question of motive baffled me.” )

“We all get these notions,” said
Quayle. *“You'd be surprised at the
games I've been putting on the mur-

erer.”

Quayle was still fingering the paper
that %d fluttered frgm é’lmonIO at-
tingh’s dying grasp, while on his knee
was a long buff envelope. Across it was
typed in capitals: FOR THE poLICE. They
had found it on the table, torn open.

“Maxwell Johnson’s message,” said
Quayle reflectively.

“But_how could it have been here?"
asked Peter, puzzled. “l thought we
had decided that Johnson had posted
the evidence against Hattingh, so that
it would come to light on Tuesday—
tomorrov—morring? And that ‘the
murderer had got hold of it this after-
noon, when he met and killed Eric be-
cause Eric had guessed where the paper
was?”

“Quite right," nodded Quayle, “and
that is what happened. But—I'm in-
debted to Johnny for this—Maxwell
Johnson was too smart a man to leave
his fate resting on one message. He
actually wrote two; so that if the mur-
derer did succeed in putting him out of
the way, and also destroying one mes-
sage, the other would be there to trip
him up. The murderer guessed that
Johnson might have done something
like that; he had searched the cottage
that first time, but hurriedly, and he
couldnt I>e sure. Johnny guessed that
his fears wouldn let him rest until he
had undertaken another, more thorough
search. And he was right.” ]
_Johnny nodded. “That’s how I figured
it. If I had done those killings 1 would-
n’t rest until 1 had searched Johnson’s
house again.”

Quayle looked down at the paper. He
appeared pensive. ]

‘This was dynamite,” he said slowly,
“and the murderer knew it. That's why
he killed Johnson in the first place.
Johnson told me that the evidence he
had against the pm-son who was threat-
ening him was not. of a ‘criminal na-
ture:' hut it was far worse than that
for the murderer It was a picture of
the murderer’s mind.” _The)é were lean-
ing forward now, waiting breathlessly.
“I'm going to read it out to you,”
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Quayle went on. “That is if Johnny
will permit. It's not pretty.”
Johnny shrugged. “Oh, go ahead. 1°d

like to know, for one, if Johnson had
reached the conclusion | think he had
about my father.”

“Yes. Very well, then.”

INSPECTOR QUAYLE cleared his
throat and commenced:

"'If and when the police, to whom
this is addressed, ever read it, I, Max-
well Johnson, will be dead. And if |
am killed, | fear that others may follow,
for once he has started, the murderer
will not be content with one_victim.
It is to protect those other possible vic-
tims that I now write what | know
about Simon Hattingh.

““The man is mad. | think it began
In Mechwanaland, after an experience
which Judson Holmes, whom | have
summoned here, will relate to the police
if they ask him. That experience turned
Hattingh’s brain. It has been slowly
rottlnﬁ ever since, and the sight of me
here has, | fear, hastened Hattingh’s
mental decay. | know that his mad
mind has conceived the fantastic notion
that 1 am his wife’s lover! | know, too,
from other symptoms that Hattingh’s
malady is now entering a definitely
dangerous phase. ) )

“'The theft of the devil mask is no
coincidence. He is brooding on the busi-
ness in Mechwanaland. | saved his life
so_| must die! And I should not be sur-

rised if | am to be “executed” in the

echwana manner; the precise death
from which | saved him. He has taken
the mask. Will he come back for the
executioner’s ax? If he does, | shall
know what to expect. He might even
Elve me the_official warning. 1 shall

now what it means if | am_shortly
presented with a string of cowrie shells.

“ ‘Perhaps if | take Hattingh to the
replica of the Evil House which Chwana
and | have built. It will stampede him
into showing_his hand.

" ‘Meanwhile | am taking the pre-
caution of letting him know by a few
pointed hints what | suspect about his
mental condition. | intend to let him
hnow that | am postin(I;J to Sir Henry
Dixon this week-end a letter similar to
this, so that at least two of us will e
on our guard against_him. | shall, how-
ever, point out to him that the letter
will not reach its destination until
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Tuesday morning, and that if he re-
turns my devil mask, and gives me
suitable guarantees in writingg1 against
an early demise, 1shall recall the letter.

“'On second thought, | think Id
better not tell him how I intend to con-
vey this information, or to whom. He
is a cunning devil, and might use the
time-limit to forestall me. No; | shall
merely tell him that | have written
something and that it is bound to come
to light by Tuesday at the latest. That
may frighten him into returning the
devil mask, and giving me the guar-
antee | want. Once he had committed
himself in_writing, he would not dare
to take action against me. For both our
sakes, | hope he does what | shall ask.
If he does not, the letter reaches Sir
Henry. In that case, this statement will
never reach the hands of the police. If
it is ever read, it will mean that my
plan failed, and that Hattingh was able
to carry out his purpose. But at least
Justice will claim him.””

Quayle laid down the paper;
Johnny sighed.

"Yes,” he said. “l thought it would
he something like that. 1°d suspected the
same thing—about my father’s mental
condition. 1 never suspected he was as
bad as he was; or 1'd have taken action
myself.” . .

“After the first murders,” said Quayle
slowly, "you must have known.”

_“He was mﬁ father,” said Johnny
5|mplél. “You know, we didn’t get on
so badly. He—he had a soft spot for me.
And in spite of the shabby way he
treated her, he really was mad about
Patricia. | thought at one time that
marriage ml%ht change him. So when
the murders happened, at first | didn’t
know what to believe. But afterwards,
when Eric was Kkilled, it was simply
forced on my attention. He and Eric
left the house about the same time.”

There was a long silence. They were
thinking about Simon Hattingh, enig-
matic, old-womanish, watching his wife,
watching Maxwell Johnson, the man
who had once saved his life and whom
he hated most; and of Hattinﬁh,_ax
ﬁ_art of a carefully planned act, shaking

is fist at the Evil House and shriekin
curses at the dying man, who, he well
knew, lay inside.

and

They thought of the things they had
not seen hut could imagine with to*
dreadful clarify. Hattingh driving hi*
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wife into town on the Sunday night,
and suddenly strangling her to death,
because she suspected him and threat-
ened to thwart his schemes. Hattingh
driving over to the cottage -with his
wife’s dead body beside him, and hand-
ing over the devil mask to Johnson,
agreeing to the anthropologist’s de-
mand for a statement that would act
as Johnson’ insurance policy, and
then suddenly snatching the spear from
the case and striking his companion
down. Hattingh staggering out to the
Evil House with the body of his second
victim. Hattingh confronted by his son,
and frenzied||_%/ making?1 his third Kkill.
And finally Hattingh here in the cot-
tage, caught with Johnson’s incrimi-
nating statement in his hand.

Sir Henry Dixon shuddered. *“It
doesn’t bear thinking about,” he said.
“But it has ended the best way, better
than if he had lived.”

Inspector Jeremy Quayle was
hunched up in his chair, a grotesquely
thin and, somehow, melancholy figure.
The brown eyes were brooding, and
when he spoke, his voice contained a
dreadful fatigue.

“No,” he said moodily. “No. The case
of the Straw Men isn’t all over yet.
Not quite. 1’ve sent for Judson Holmes.
Van Niekerk’s bringing him. When he
comes, I'll tell you the real truth.”

X

A 1IE flat of Mr. and Mrs. Peter
Blake was on the seventeenth floor of
one of those modern blocks that domi-
nate the heart of Johannesburg. The
evening was warm and they sat on
their balcony enj_oym(r:; the view. Their
visitor placed his glass carefully on
the balcony’s edge, sighed. “Ah!" he
said. “You’ve got a nice place here.”

“Stop hedg?qmg, Quayle,” said Peter.
“When you haven't been commenting
on the Jogs_ of early married life, you've
been babbling inanely about the virtues
of our view. You know very well that
isnt what we want you to talk about.
We want to know how you did it!”

Quayle massaged his ‘long chin with
a thin"while hand. “Ah, but-'1 promised
myself that this would be a holiday,”
he protested. “I want to forget crime,
especially that crime. 1’ve been mixed
up in a few queer businesses, but that
was the worst.”
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_Ann shuddered. “Yes. It was hor-
rible. I still find it difficult to believe—*
She left the sentence unfinished.

“He might have got away with it,”
said Peter. “I can’t understand yet how
he didnt. He was diabolically clever.”

Quayle shook his head. “It was we
who were dull. Like all criminals, he
made mistakes, and his mistakes were

laring. But in_a way, it wasn’t his
ault. He was fighting against time—
killing against the clock, you might
almost say. And from the first his plans
went wrong. He had to alter his plans
continually to fit circumstances that
changed beyond his control.”

Peter nodded. “I think | know what
you mean,” he said. “I’ve got a sort of
misty picture of what must have really
happened, but there are big gaps. 1
think it would be better for our peace
of mind, Quayle, if you filled them in.
Then the ghost of the Straw Men will
be really laid at last.” )

Quayle brooded. He was back in that
room in Johnson’s cottage, weeks ago,
and the murderer was still brazening
it out. ...

Johnny had been the first to break
the silence. He thrust his head forward,
and they could see a vein begin to beat
in_his Torehead. When he ‘spoke, his
voice was on a curious high note that
made the rest glance at him in sharp
wonder.

“You mean—I’ve been wrong? That
my father wasnt guilty—?”

“Look here, Quayle!” Sir Henr
Dixon, too, seemed ~bewildered. “We
caught Simon Hattingh here—at least
you did—red-handed. And now he’s
dead. Why all this mystification ?"

Quayle "did not answer Sir Henry’s
guestion. He went off at a tangent.
“How did it happen that you were
hanging about the cottage just when
the Tireworks started?” )

Sir Henry shrugged. “I had a notion
you fellows were up to something. |
called at the station, but you were gone,
Quayle. It occurred to me that you
might have come down here to search
for_something. | followed.”

Quayle nodded, but before any of
the others could put a question, Judson
Holmes came into the room. He ad-
dressed Quayle with a certain defiance.
“Yon wanted to see me?”

“Yes, Mr. Holmes.” The inspector’s
voice was quiet as he held out the en-
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yeIQPe with Johnson’s typed statement
in it.

Holmes took it and began to read
without a word.

Quayle tapped monotonously on the
arm rest of his chair. The tension
steadily mounted. It was a relief when
wind suddenly sighed over the cottage,
and they heard the trees bend and creak
in the gust. A moment later the rain
came, beating fiercely at the window.
There was a distant” rumble, followed
immediatel?/ by a nearer crash, and
lightning flashed over the sea.

But their nerves were still unsteady
enough for them all to jump when
someone knocked at the door, Mafuti
Xosa came in, and under his arm he
carried a heavy box which he put on the
table in front of the inspector. He re-
tired to a corner, but did not leave the
room. )

They eyed the box curiously. It was
about three feet long and a foot high
but its plain exterior gave no clue as to
what its contents might be

Judson Holmes lowered the type-
written sheet. Quayle leaned forward:

“Well?”

Holmes’ manner was curiously hesi-
tant. “What’s the game, Inspector?” he
countered.

“l asked you what you thought of
that statemeént,” said Quayle sharply.

UDSON HOLMES continued to look

doubtful. “I’d say it was a Prett%/
probable account,” he replied at last.
‘I could believe every word of it—ex-
cept for one thing.” )

“Indeed,” said Quayle politely. “And
what’s that?” L

Holmes licked his thin lips. “l cant
prove this, mind—but Maxwell Johnson
never wrote that.” )

“What makes you think not?”

“It’s difficult to put into w'ords. But
ou’ve reminded me once or twice that

‘was Johnson’s closest friend. | knew

him better than an% other person. And
there are things about that statement
—well, he never wrote it, that’s all. It’s
too—too flamboyant.” ]

Peter Blake thought with a sudden
excitement that this was true. He had
not known Johnson well but he had
been deeply struck, nevertheless, by the
man’s complete absence of concentra-
tion on self. It was a trait he had no-
ticed in scientific men, and he had ad-
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mired it pa_rticularlg in Johnson. The
anthropologist had been fundamentally
a simple man. But Quayle did not seem
to be over-impressed with Judson

Holmes’ notion; on the other hand, he
did not appear to be disappointed. He
remained non-committal, and in a flash
Peter realized that all this time Quayle
had been watching someone else. . . .

“Xosa,” said Quayle suddenly. “Give
Mr. Hattingh his property.” )

The little Bantu- hurried from his cor-
ner, bent over the box on the table,
and lifted the lid. He seemed to be un-
conscious of the eyes fixed on him.
With his back turned to the others, he
was taking objects out of the box, and
placing them on the table. The light
winked on a row of silver cups. They
were obviously sporting trophies.

"Yours?” said Buayle to Johnny.

Johnny nodded, dazedly. His réddish
face had turned a little pale. ]

"Let me have your gun for a minute,
will you, Johnny?” said Quayle con-
versationally. “l"want to check up on
something.’

_As though in a dream, Johnny put
his hand to his pocket, but it hovered
there, irresolutely while he stared at
the policeman.

“I’'m waiting,” Quayle said gently.

Johnnﬁl backed away.

“I’'m, hanged if | will!” he snarled.
“This is a trap! You’re trying to frame
me. A fine fathead I'd ook if 1 gave
ou my gun, just like that. And then
et you arrest me!” The silence was
deadly. “Stop staring at me, you all!”

He was backing away, towards the
windows. And now his hand had gone
into his pocket, and come out with the

un but he was not holding it out for
%uayle to take. It was pointed at

ualgle’s breast.

“Don’t move, anybody, or I’ll shoot
to kill* I couldn’t miss at this range.”

‘He was backing steadily towards the
windows. Quayle let him ‘get to within
a yard of them, before he spoke. )

“Look behind you, Johnny,” he said
quietly. ]

__Johnny sneered. “A fine fool 1'd be
if 1 did!” be replied, “That’s an old
ﬁ?gt’ JQuayle. You can’t catch me with

at.

But they were all looking towards the
windows, behind Johnny and what he
saw in their eyes dissolved his com-
placency. He risked a quick glance over
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his shoulder, and the hand holding the
un drooped. Van Niekerk stood outside
the open window and the gun in his
hand ‘was very steady.

Quayle spoke again, in the same even
tone. “I wouldn’t do it, JohnnP/. Van
Niekerk is a dead shot, and I'll lay a
bet that he would get you before you
had time to pull the trigger.”

And then Johnny laughed. “What the
devil!” he said. “You cant prove any-
thing, Quayle! Where’s your evidence?
Answer me that!”

Quayle crossed the floor and took the

gun duietly from Johnny Hattingh’s
tremb mg hand. “Why, Johnny,” " he
said mildly,

“I think YOU destroyed the
chief evidence yourself, didn’t you?”

“Strictly between ourselves,” Johnny
said. “I did. But you’ll have to prove it,
old boy!” )

Qhu_ayle looked down idly at the gun.
“I think we’ll manage, Johnny,” he said
quietly. “1 think there's still enough
evidence left to hang you on."

Johnn%/’s bravado collapsed like a
house of cards, and he began to sob.
He was still crying like a child when
they took him from the room.

* * * * %

On the balcony high above Johannes-
bur?, Quayle spoke at last.

“It began with the theft of the let-
ters,” he said. “You remember the let-
ters and the _mone%/ that were stolen
from the Hattingh house? You thought
they might be a clue, Peter, and you
were right. We_ know now that they
were not Patricia’s letters to her hus-
band, written before their marriage;
they were her letters to Johnny Hat-
tingh. They were lovers before” Simon
ever met Patricia. But, of course, Simon
never knew that. )

“Johnny kept the letters; and it must
have been a fearful blow when a petty
thief broke into the Hattingh house,
and stole the letters, along with certain
other things. If the letters were re-
covered by Simon, Johnny artd Patricia
were sunk. Simon would” have divorced
Pattr|C|a and he’d have kicked Johnny
out.

“The letters were stolen from John-
ny’s room. Mafuti Xosa caught the
thief, who couldn’t refrain from boast-
ing how he’d climbed to the verandah
and entered the house that way. But
only Johnny and Eric occupied the up-
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er _half of the house; Simon and Pa-
ricia occupied the lower half! There-
fore the letters were not stolen from
Simon.

“I was thrown off the scent by Simon
acknowled%mg the return of the stolen
roperty. But, of course, Johnny and
atricia, when they got the letters from
me, never returned them to Simon,
They took some money and small valu-
ables from Simon’s room beforehand,
and ‘returned’ that to _him, as though
coming from me. And it worked. | had
never mentioned letters to Simon, | told
him over the 'phone that it was ‘some-
thing of his wife’s;” and he replied,
‘Il 'send her round; she can collect
it herself.” He played right into their
hands!

“The thief Xosa caught returned the
letters, and some money; but he was
never asked about the silver cups which
he had also taken, and which were the
main part of his booty! Of course,
Johnny couldn’t mention those without
revealing that the thief had been in
his room, not Simon’s. It was only later,
when Xosa, on my instructions, recon-
noitred the Hattingh house again, that
he discovered the empty cabinet in
Johnny’s room, and got an inkling of
the_truth, which further cross-exami-
nation of the thief confirmed.”
_“But look here!” said Peter impa-
tiently. “Granted all that—and it was
amazingly good work on %our part—
you haven’t yet explained the murders.
On your showmg,
were safe, They™d
Simon suspected n
connection.”

Quayle sighed. “They thought they
were safe. But Maxwell Johnson found
out. and he misconstrued everything.
He thought Patricia and Johnny were
still lovers. He knew the Hattinghs
were a bad lot. He had very little time
for Johnny, and not much for Patricia.
It was impossible for them to argue
with him. And he had another reason
for the action he decided to take.

“Simon was mad; we know that now.
He’d never forgiven Johnson for that
business in Meehwanaland. It was
Simon who stole the devil mask, with
some weird idea of putting Johnson
through some sort of hell. Johnson fig-
ured his life wouldnt be safe—unless
he could divert the madman's attention
elsewhere! He waa decent enough to

Johnny and Patricia
%l\(en each other up.
othing. Tcant see the
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give Johnny time to clear out but he
wrote a letter to Simon telling him
about Johnny and Patricia. Remember,
Johnson insisted his 'evidence' was 'not
of a criminal nature.’

“Unfortunately for himself, he told
Johnny what he meant to do. He also
told him a few home truths about his
mad father, which Johnny later in-
corporated in that faked message that
Johnson was supposed to have written.
Johnny, despite all his surface charm,
was bad all the way through. He didn’t
mean to give UP his chances of gettin
the Hattingh fortune. So, confronte
with Johnson’s ultimatum—which was
timed to end on the Tuesday, when
Simon would get Johnson’s ~letter—
Johnny made up his mind to kill John-
son and get hold of the letter.

“He got Patricia to steal the watches,
thus preparing his alibi. Patricia
thought he was merely makl_nﬁ Ealans
for a last, secret _interview with John-
run, to plead with him. Incidentally,
she slipped up badly. She didn’t bother
to take Johnny’s watch; you remember
he never lost his and was always re-
ferring to it? The cowrie shells must
have been planted by Simon, following
u]p his idea of scaring Johnson as part
ct his elaborate revenge. ]

“Johnny changed the clock, and, with
Patricia primed to guarantee it was cor-
rect by the wireless,” had sufficient
time to run over to Johnson’s cottage,
pretend to be returning the devil mask
—which he’d taken from Simon with-
out Simon’s knowledge—kill Johnson
with the spear, wrap the body in the
straw cloak, hastily search the house
for any other evidence Johnson might
have concealed, and carry the body to
tbc Evil House, by which he hoped to
delay discovery of the murder.

“Then he went straight back to town
—and met Patricia. We’ll never know
what was said betwen them. But at an
rate he saw he couldn’t trust her. He
was panic-stricken, and strangled her
in his car. He put her body in the rum-
ble seat, drove on to Levinson’s, the
tobacconist, to establish his alibi. Then
he returned home and met you two,”

NN gasped. “You don’t mean that,
when we drove out with him in

his car later, Patricia’s body was—"
“It was still in the rumble seat,” said
(Quayle grimly. “Well, you know what

THE STRAW MEN MURDERS

haﬁpened at the cottage. But finding
Johnson still alive must have given him
a shock. He had to go on desperatel
improvising, and presently he saw wit
relief that the apparent ‘black magic’
of an ‘invisible murderer’ escaping
from the Evil House made his position
all the safer. ]

“He realized that if he now smashed
the false time schedule, it wouldn't in-
terfere with his own alibi—for he had
undoubtedly spoken to_ Levinson—and
it would (Jout the police in his favor. He
pretended to ‘help’ us by revealing
part, but only a part, of the machinery
of his own crime! )

“But he said too much. He set his
brother’s mind working, and Eric, with-
out in the least suspecting the identity
of the murderer, grasped the motive—
the mysterious evidence against some

erson at which Johnson had hinted.

oreover, he grasped the significance
of the time-limit being Tuesday, and
w<|afnt to the post office to collect it him-
self.

“Johnny was on the same trail, and
they met. Johnny saw_he was trapped.
Whatever happened, Eric would insist
on seeing the letter. And he would
realize that Johnny was a double mur-
derer! There was, by Johnny’s lights,
only one thing to do. He’d taken the
poisoned darts because they might come
in useful, if he were cornered. Now he
used them. He had to act quickly, and
there he was, with Eric’s body at his
feet. Then he saw Ann coming, and
got the idea of faking more ‘blac mag-
ic.” He had just time to repeat the walk-
ing cor%se_ act, and dodge out the back
of the building, before he joined us in
the police station.

“When he went with us to the post
office, after Ann screamed, he blandly
led us to the sorting office, and re
moved the letter he wanted right un
der our noses! It was he who went
through the Hattingh mail, remember,
and he knew Johnson’s handwriting.

“He’d got the letter, but to do so he’d
committed three murders. And | made
it clear to him that the police werent
being taken in by the ‘black magic’ stuff
and that we’d never rest until the mur-
derer was caught.

“And then Johnny had an interview
with his father, and it became clear to
him that Johnson had been right and
that his father was mad. Johnny *>r
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that if he could direct suspicion to his
father, Simon would be no worse off;
his fate was bound to be a padded cell
in any case. And the case would be
closed, for a lunatic couldn’t defend him-
selftlor convince the police he was inno-
cent!

“Johnny got his father to the cot-
tage. I don’t think he envisaged the
end; but he faked that message from
Johnson, and then led us to_the cottage
and_ told us a yarn which pointed
straight at Simon as the murderer.
When we burst in, Simon went berserk.
He was out to kill, and—well, you know
what happened. ) ]

“Up until then, | believed Simon was
the murderer. But bits of Johnny’s
story worried me. For example, Johnn
said Maxwell Johnson locked himself
in the Evil House when he heard his
murderer shoutinﬂ. But Simon wasn't
the only one who shouted. Somebody else
had shouted, too. | was trying to re-
member who it was—and then, after Si-
mon’s death, we read Johnson’s ‘mes-
sage.” As Judson Holmes said, it didnt
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read like Johnson. But, more impor-
tant, it didn’t fit in with what Johnson
himself had told us. | puzzled over the
discrepancy. And then suddenly I knew
the ‘message’ was — must be — a fake.”

“How?” demanded Peter. ]

“The police had been in possession
of the cottage for over twelve hours!
Knowing the murderer had searched
for somethln%, do you think we hadn’t
searched, too? We turned the place _uﬁ-
side down. The guards were only with-
drawn afterwards, at Johnny’ sugges-
tion. And then | remembered who the
other person was who had shouted out-
side the Evil HouseﬁJohnn%/!

“Xosa supplied the finishing touch, by
bringing the silver cups, which he’d got
back from the native thief. Everything
fell into place, then.” )

%uayle shook his shoulders, as if
to throw off a weight. He rose, and ex-
tended a hand.

“And now, if you’ll pardon me, | must
go. You know the whole truth; and the
ghosts are laid. The Straw Men murder
case is closed.”
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A CASE FOR McCOY

By
DONALD

BAYNE
HOBART

A private eye
enters a mad

murder mixupl

cCOY is the name, Jerry McCoy.
] | had some experience in the ring
in the middleweight class, but now I’'m
a private detective. In fact from the
number of clients who don’t beat a path
to my door, | sometimes suspect it is
not only private but secret and confi-
dential. ]
Which was why that when Emmitt
Greer walked into my office | welcomed
him with open arms and a hopeful leer.
| had never seen the man before but I
had a feeling he could be a cash cus-
tomer. ) )
“Mr. McCoy,” he said. “I am Emmitt
Greer, of Blodgett, Blaston, Wakefield
and Greer.” He bowed, apparently to the
gentlemen mentioned. “Attorneys.”
“The rent and the phone bill are paid,”
I said. “Which is it—the electric com-
pany or the finance comJJan_]\f?”
reer looked shocked. There was
something about him that reminded me
of a prosperous middle-aged mouse with
a mustache instead of whiskers. He
seated himself in a chair across from
my desk. It was a fairly warm day in
early spring, but he was wearing gloves
and an overcoat. He took off the gloves
and arranged them neatly on top of the
derby he balanced on his knee. )
“This is a personal matter,” he said.
“l would like to engage your services

| mw "the handle of the knife

as a private investigator. You were
highly recommended to me.”

_ "By whom?” | asked with unbecom-
ing eagerness. )

‘I had a hunch,” said Greer. “l saw
your name on the_door as | vms walk-
ing along the corridor, and decided you
were just the man who might be able
to do 'something about poor Arabelle,

“People who inspire my hunches are
alwk?/s highly recommended to me.”

“Have you a belfry?” | asked.

“You mean so we could keep the bats
in it?” said Emmitt Greer calmly. “No,
we haven’t, but we do live in an old
house in Rye that | call the haunted
mansion. In merry jest, of course.”

“Who do you mean by we?” )

“Why, Miss Arabelle Holden; she is
m%/ aunt, and |_often worry about it.
Then there is Doctor Deerwater, and
the supernumerary.” )

“Such as?” | asked. I wasn’t going
to let him catch me on that last one.

“The servants, Deerwater's office
nurse.” Greer took out a wallet. “As
| said before, Mr. McCoy, | would like
to engage ?/our services, and I’ll pay
you ten dollars a day for the job.”

“Twenty dollars a day,” | sald.

“Fifteen.” Greer placed a five and a
ten-dollar bill on the desk. The mouse
obviously had a mind of his own. "And
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a bonus of five hundred dollars if you
prevent me from being murdered by
precisely nine-twenty-six a.m. tomor-
row.”

“Wait a minute,” | said. “This mur-
der angle make the fees more sliding.
Who is going to murder you and why?”

EMMITT GREER stood up. He put
— on his derby. “My dear man,” he
said. “If | knew the answers to those

uestions | wouldn't bother to hire a

etective.” He picked up a pencil and
started writing on a desk pad | had
there. “This is the address,” he went
on. "I’ll expect you out on the two-
twenty-five.” He handed me the pad.
“Frankly 1 think we need that belfry,
Mr. McCoy.” And with that he left.

A job was a job so | took the Stam-
ford "local out to Rye that afternoon.
Showing his faith in human_nature or
hunches—I never knew which—Greer
met the train. | found it a relief to find
out he was still alive. He was driving
a flashy roadster, and the derby, over-
coat and gloves had been replaced by
sport clothes. ) )

“Hello, Jerry,” he said, rushing up
to me on the platform and shaking my
hand. “So glad you could come out for
a little visit.”

“I’m too, too happy about the whole
thing,” | said as he led me to the road-
ster by the arm. “What’s the gimmick?”

“You’re an old friend of mine,” Greer
said. “Naturally I didn’t tell them at the
house that | was having a detective come
out here. That would give the whole
thing away.”

He climbed in behind the wheel. As
| started to sit next to him, | noticed
a piece of paper sticking up between
the back of the seat and the cushion.
| drew it out, and automatically read
the dwords typewritten on the paper. It
read:

You’'ll die sooner—now that you hired a
detective.l

. I ' handed the paper to Greer. He read
it and then frowned.

"This was written on the portable
typewriter | keep in my room,” he said.
“I' can tell by the way the letter %’ is
crooked.”

f reached out and pulled the key out
of the ignition lock just as he was about
to start the roadster.

“We’re not going anywhere until you

joke, and
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tell me what this is all about,” | said

firmly. “Whé/” does somebody want to
murder you?
“l don’t know,” Greer said. “l told

you that before, A week ago | got a
typewritten note just like this one. It
said, “You have seven days to live.” At
first | thought it was some sort of crude
idn’t pay much attention to
it. The seven days were up yesterday,
and when | found ground glass in my
breakfast yesterday | became alarmed.”

"Ground glass, eh,” | said. “You sus-
pect anyone?”

“Yes, Doctor Deerwater and Ara-
belle,” said Greer. “Though | can’t see
the motive, when Arabelle is the rich
member of the family. She owns the
house, and has quite a bit of money in
the bank. But if you ask me, that
woman is crazy.” )
~ “All right, I'll ask you,” | said. "Why
is she crazy?” i

“She’s in love with Doctor Deer-
water,” said Greer. “And they are both
in their fifties. Ridiculous!”

I handed him the ignition key and he
started the motor. As we drove away
from the station | was thinking bu3|l?/.
At first | had thought this case would
be a bore, but now it looked like it might
be interesting. ]

In about fifteen minutes we reached
the house. It was a big place near the
Sound. The rambling white house had
been built at least thirty years ago. As
we got out of the car and came up on
the porch that ran along the front of
the house, | saw a sign hanging in a
window to the right of the front door.
It read, J. M. Deerwater, m.d.

“Arabelle rents part of the lower
floor to the doctor for his office,” Greer
said as he caught my glance at the sign.
“That woman is always thinking of
ways to make money.”

e went into the house. |1 gave my
bag to a butler and then Greer took me
into the living room to meet the rest
of the household. Arabelle Holden
proved to be a bright-faced, dark-haired
woman, smartly dressed and gracious.
If she was fifty, she didn’t look it. Doc-
tor Deerwater was rather thin, with
brown hair and mustache, and a brisk
professional air. | liked him.

| also met a blonde woman who ap-
peared in her late forties and who kef)t
giving Greer looks that apparently
meant, a great deal. She was Nan Regan,
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the doctor’s office nurse.

"I’'m so glad that Emmitt invited a
friend out here,” Arabelle said. "Since
he lost his position—I mean since he
retired—he has a hard time finding
something to do.”

REER looked at the nurse, and I

got the idea that she was more
%han willing to take care of his spare
ime.

Doctor Deerwater glanced at his
wrist-watch. "It’s nearly three-thirty,”
he said. "If you’ll pardon me, I'll go
to my room and freshen up a bit before
my afternoon office-hours.” He smiled
%t me. “Nice to have you with us, Mc-

Oy_”

He left the room. Miss Arabelle looked
at the nurse. “Dont you have to get
the office ready for the doctor, Miss
Regan?” she said.

“Oh, yes,” said Miss Regan, and she
gave Miss Arabelle what could only be
tailed a dirty look. “That’s right.””

"l must put the roadster away,” said
Greer following the nurse out” of the
room. "Be back in a few minutes.”

"You’re a detective, of course, Mr. Mc-
Coy,” said Miss Arabelle when | was
alone with her. “There’s no use deny-
ing it. Emmitt has no friends in town
that he could or would bring out here
for a visit. Especially someone whose
name he_has never mentioned -before.”
_ "He hired me to keep him from be-
ing murdered,” | said.

'Murdered!” exclaimed Arabelle, and
then she smiled. "Who would want to
kill him, except on general principles?
He tried to take his father’s place as a
member of that law firm and failed; he
is always broke. Any woman can make
a fool "of him, just as Doctor Deer-
water’s nurse is doing now.” .

"May | ask you a personal question?”
1 demanded as | realized that Arabelle
was about the most attractive woman
| had ever met, and then ae she nodded.
"How old are you?” )

"Thirty-eight,” she said and her smile
was lovely. “You see I'm ten years
younger than Emmitt, even though I
am his aunt. His father—my brother
he was—and | were horn nearly twenty
years apart.” ]

“I’'m forty and a )>achelor,” | said, as
though that was suddenly important.
*Greer told me that you ami Doctor
Deerwater—”
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"Are good friends,” she said, her
blrlown eyes fixed on my face. “That’s
a .H

I must have been a little dazed by
her nearness, for | mumbled somethin
about unpacking my bag and hurrie
out of the room. | spotted my hat lying
on a table in the hall and put it on as
I went upstairs.

I had forgotten to ask anyone where
my room was located, so | went alon
the second floor hall looking for a gues
room that had my bag in it. | peered
in through an open door and then halted
and stood staring.

A figure was sprawled face down on
the floor and | could see the handle of a
knife sticking out of the man’s back.

I went closer and saw it was Doctor
Deerwater. He was in his trousers and
shirtsleeves and apparently had been
about to change his clothes when he
lig;;}(lzldbeen stabbed in the back and

illed.

“This_doesn’t make sense,” | thought.
“After it all has been planned so care-
fully, killing the doctor now messes up
the “whole thing.”

Acting on a hunch | went to the
door. There was a key in the lock and
| took it out, and then closed and locked
the door of the room from the outside.
| wanted to be sure the police would
find the corpse just as it was, when |
sent for them later.

I hurried_ downstairs. Arabelle was
still in the living room, and | wondered
if she had remained there hoping that
I might come back. There was no way
of telling without asking her directly,
and | wouldn’t do that. But it was a
nice thought anyway.

“Doctor Deerwater has been mur-
dered,” | told her. “I just found his
god upstairs. He was ‘stabbed in the

aC ”

It was a shock to her and she turned
pale, but she didnt scream or faint,
and she recovered quickly. ]

Jerry McCoy, | told myself, here is a
woman! ) ]

“You know this house,” I said. “Is
there any way of overhearing a eonvei
sation in the doctor’s office without be
ing seen?”

“There’s a closet in the old front par-
lor,” she said. “The rear wall of this is
very thin—just plaster board. | had it
walled off to make the doctor's recep-
tion room Come on.”
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WE went into the old parlor and
V into the closet. By putting my ear
against the wall | could hear voices com-
ing from the other side of the panel.

_“You fool!” came Greer’s voice. “Why
did you do it—why did you Kill Deer-
water?” )

“Because | thought it was what you

wanted,” said Nan Regan tearfully.
“You have been talking and talking
about the mon_eP/ you would inherit from
your aunt’s will after she was dead, and
you were afraid that she might marry
the doctor and change that will.”
_“1 planned to get rid of them all
right,” said Greer. “But | wasn’t going
to be so crude about it. | hired the de-
tective—”"

“What detective?” interrupted Nan
Regan.

“Why, McCoy, the man | brought here
today.’

| 'saw that Arabelle had her ear
pressed to the wall listening just as |

was domg. ]

“You Dbrought the detective here?”
said Nan. “Why do that?”

_“Because | wanted him to be con-
vinced that Arabelle and the doctor
planned to murder me,” Greer said.
‘And now_you’ve spoiled everything.
You little fool! 1 could kill you!’

For a moment there was silence and
then | heard a sound like a key rasping
in a lock. “Why—why are you locking
that door?” Nan demanded 1n a fright-
ened voice. “Why are you looking at
me like that, Emmitt? Oh, no, no!”

I’m pretty husky and | motioned
Arabelle to move back. When | hit that
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f.l)_anel with my shoulder something gave.
he section of beaver board loosened,
and crashed to the floor,

Greer had been strangling Nan, chok-
ing her to death, and he did not release
his grip on her throat even at the noise.
| slammed a fist against the side of his
head and that broke his EI‘I on the
nurse. As he staggered back, | hit him
again. His knees gave way beneath him
and he dropped to the floor. )

“You got him, Jerry," Arabelle said,
and the wa_K she voiced my name made
it sound like something she had just
discovered and liked a Tot “But I still
don’t understand how he planned to get
rid of me.”

“After | had been around and heard
how you put ground glass in his oatmeal
and other crazy things, it was obvious
he planned to make it look like you did,”
| said. “Such as supposedly writing him
threatening notes that he actually wrote
on his own typewriter; | was supposed
to think you were quite balmy. Then
he was going to kill the doctor and make
it look like you did it in a fit of insanity.”

“But I'm not crazy,” said Arabelle
looking at me wistfully. “Am I, Jerry?”

“No,” | said. “No, Arabelle, merely
glamorous, glorious and wonderful.”

‘We didnt notice Nan Regan as she
slipped _quietly into the doctor's private
office. The closed door muffled the sound
of the shot. Perhaps it is better that way,
I thought, poor little fool.

Arabelle was beside me as | phoned
for the police. She still is—and when
I say the Mrs. is the McCoy—she sure

just that!
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A strange shot in the night, the death

of a writer and an odd suicide message

are the keys to a catastrophic threat!

THE right front tire blew suddenly
and | fought the wheel all across
the road and we hit the center curb-
ing with a great bouncing smash. Joan
said calmly: _

“Nice going, Bo%d. You going to try
to fix it? We must be nearly there.”

“We are there.” | pointed. “Cross
Court's right behind those big elms.
We’ll just bump on over to it: the tire's
shot anyway."

| started the stalled motor, wrenched
the Ford around, and turned off the
Shore Road into a maple-lined side

street. Something snarled angrily
through the sky above our heads, going

away fast.
“Like, b{g/ hornets, aren't they?”
Joan said. We rolled up to a curb and
stopped. As the motor died, the noises
in the sky multiplied in our ears. Cir-
cling planes were tracing complex arcs
of flight. i .
“They do sound like hornets,” | said.
“One quick kiss? We’re there.”
Cross Court was an enormous build-
ing. It_filled a whole block, and the
blocks in Bay Ridge are big blocks. It

by DANA CHAMBERS



Nile Boyd Fights to Catch Up with Unseen Foes

bad gardens, a fountain, a swimming
pooi, bowling alleys, a gymnasium, res-
taurants, physicians, dentists, tailors,
automatic elevators.

After locking the car, we went down
broad low stone steps and through an
iron %atewa¥. The ftlagged walk which
circled the fountain narrowed sharply
just before the main doorway was
reached, and a wooden arm swinging
from the side of a little porter’s Iodgle
barred our way. But while we were still
three steps away from the arm, a thin
light flashed from somewhere and the
arm swung back. “That’s ingenious,”
Joan said, passm% through ahead of
me. “Same like in Penn Station.”

_ “Effete,” | said. “l don’t know what
{_s going to happen to Western civiliza-
ion.”

Instantly | wished | hadn’t said _it.
Because at that moment, in the spring
of Nineteen-Forty-Two, what was go-
ing to happen to Western civilization
seemed very doubtful indeed.

We faced a brilliantly uniformed
doorman in a dim be-palmed foyer. "Mr.
Kerr,” | said. “He’ expecting us.”
_“Thank you, sir.” Metallic striden-
cies issued” from a wall loudspeaker;
then the doorman came back and said:
“This way, sir,” and | ushered Joan into
a red-and-gold lacquered cage and
pressed the button marked “6.” Double
doors slammed shut and we rose slow-
ly upward to the sixth floor and got
out.

Bill Kerr, standing grinnin% in the
hall outside his apartment, looked very
dashing. ) )

“You didn’t mention black tie, you
heel,*” | said, prodding the pearl inhis
shirt front, “so we have on _ong/_ our sim-

le working clothes. This is Bill, Joan:

illiam, mitt my affianced bride.”

_"Dont_be absurd—-brides should be
kissed,” Bill said, and did so. “Come in,
come in,” he went on expansively. “The
Dutchman is muddling with martinis
and they will probably be terrible.”

E threw a door wide and waited
for us to pass in. Through a part-

ly opened inner door came the closing
chords of Debussy’s L’Isle, played soft-
B,/" Joan slipped out of her jacket, which
ill hung carefully in a clothes closet. |

slung my worn polo coat across the
nearest chair. Bill said:

“You know Helen Watkins? And
Philip Merkley ? Ona asked them up for
a cocktail and they’re threatening to
stay for dinner.” He threw the inner
door open and we followed Joan in._

Ona at the piano stood up and smiled.
Half Dutch, half German, she had been
one of the leading actresses of the Ber-
lin stage; but with Hitler’s rise she had
left Germany in disgust in 1935 and came
to America in 1939. In the four years
between, she had married a refugee
Austrian artist, and taken up photogra-
phy with the same passion which had
distinguished her in the theater. At
this she had become very good. Her
husband was in Florida now and a di-
P]/orce was imminent. Bill was mad about

er.

“Hel-lo, Nile,” she said, and | pre-
sented Joan. “This is Helen Watkins,"
said Ona, turning toward the divan,
"and this—Philip~ Merk-lee.”

I had heard of both of them, of
course: Merkley the playwright and
Helen Watkins the book reviewer. They
were supposed to be living together
somewhere in the wilds of Brooklyn. 1
cant say | felt drawn to either of them,
Merkley was obviously playing Noel
Coward with a dash of Michael Arlen;
the blond bombshell of the booksy folk
was busy acting—God knew who.” Sally
Rand, maybe.

Ona said hospitably, “You two had
better stay for a bite with us, Helen,
There is elglan hare, very good. | cook
him myself.’

"l wish we could,” Helen Watkins'
languid voice regretted, “but Phil has
some ghastly meeting in town tonight
and | havent done my Sunday stuff
yet.” She added to me, in"a fulsome tone:
‘I’ve been wondering when we’d catch
up with each other, Mr. Boyd. I've
wanted for a long time to tell you how
swell | think your stuff is. ESpecially
the last month or so: the series on na-
tional complacency.” She gave me a
warm, soft hand "and let her fingers
curl slightly against my wrist. "W~
really must dash, Phil.”

“Yoicks — instantly!” Merkley gave
me a cordial smile, He had shiny teeth
and a thin straight line of dark rnu*
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Noel Cow-
Noel
doing

tache. He wasn’t just playing N
ard, | realized: he was playin
Coward pIaX'mg d’Artagnan. An
a good job. He turned to Ona. ]

‘Tomorrow,” he informed her, "is
Saturday. What about a cocktail with
us around lunch-time? And stay for
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lunch.” His dark eyes came back to me.

“Love to have you two join us,” he haz-

arded. ) )

.| glanced at Joan but Bill’s voice cut

in. “Don’t think | can make it, Phil"

(h)e said. “Not that that needs to stop
na.

_‘('jOh,”BiII-ee!” Ona chided him. “You
said—

Bill-ee was lighting a cigarette as she
spoke. | remember the exact sequence:
the match being scratched as she said
his name, the tiny yellow flame flaring
as she began her réproach. )

Then, as if the flame had been a sig-
nal, came a splintering crash of glass,
deafening in the quiet room. )

We all stared. The jagged hole in the
middle window just behind Bill was elo-
3uer_1t. Star-shaped, with long cracks ra-

iating out from it like spider’s legs. |
glanced up at the ceiling. The bullet had

uried itself there.

“Down! Drop down, all of you!” a
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voice said sharply. The voice was my
own.

Joan and Helen Watkins subsided
gracefully on the divan; Ona was
standing one second and flat on the floor
the next. Bill and Philip Merldey both
let their legs go limp and sat down
promptly on the carpet and | let my-
self down heavily beside Joan and
squeezed her hand.

“You have much of that around here,
Bill?” | said.

“Much of what?”

“Brats with air-guns.” )

“\f/)\,/,hat makes you think it was an air-
gunrs . .

| pointed to a slanting scratch in the
ceiling, punctuated at its inner end b¥ a
small round hole. “Too big a hole for
BB shot and we didnt hear a sound.
High-power air-gun, for my money.
Someone standing in the street, per-
haps. Kitchen’s got a window looking
thatYway, hasn’t 1t?”

[ es bl

| went fast into the kitchen, switched
off the light, and peered out of the win-
dow. Now it was quite dark. Two street-
lamps showed an empty sidewalk across
the road. | could just distinguish the
outlines of Joan’s parked Ford. A faint
sound behind me was Bill. He said in
my ear: “See anything?”

“Ona’s going to have a fit. She’s
been scared stiff all day—I’ll tell you
later. What do we do now?”

ISTOOD up. "We become very big and
brave,” | whispered. “Because from
that roadway you couldn’t hit anything
but the ceiling anyhow. Also one of us
had better go down and whale the tar
out of any little hellion we find lurk-
ing in the bushes. Preferably me, be-
cause | dont live here.” | switched the
light on again. . ] o
e were, | think, %mte convincin
about it to the girls: the brat angle,
mean. Bill and I_arﬁued over who should
go down and finally Bill took the ele-
vator with the departing Watkins-
Merkley menage. As the door closed be-
hind the three departures Joan said:
“Ona—you don’t mind if | call you
Ona? Nile always calls you that—you
must let me help you with that hare.
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And if no one minds, you might pour
me a Martini, Nile. And pour Ona one
too.”

It was beautifully done: the dismissal
of the bullet episode as though it had
never happened, the further moment or
two of gracedglven Ona to pull herself
together. And she needed it. For_ if
ever | saw terror writ in large capital
letters on a human face, it was inscribed

on the Dutch girl’s. ]
‘We sipped Martinis in silence until
Bill came back. He had an evening paper

under his arm. “No one around,” he an-
nounced. “l met the superintendent and
he’ll have the pane fixed tomorrow.
Might be that Jergens kid, Ona.” He
bent and put his arms around her. “And
how are you, Miss Hagen?” he asked,
"You look a little pale. Perhaps | had
better make us all just a touch, just a
sus(glcmn of—” o

na shook her head decisively. “No.
You will have no appetite left for my
hare. Joan, if you will help me.”

“Of course.” )

The gilrls went into the kitchen. There
was a long pause. Then Bill said sud-
denly, low and fast, “There’s no use
my starting to tell you now. Ona will
be back here any moment. But man, am
I glad you’re here tonight!”
~ *You must come up and see us some-
time, t00.” )

“I'm serious, Nile. The strangest
thing—I don’t know whether to believe
it myself ¥et or not. But | viay have
got a line for you that you want.”

"What?” ) )

"Could be,” he said. “Know anything
about photography?” =

Ona at the kitchen door said with ade-

uate ga_uet?]/: “1 think he is done now.

ill-ee, is the sharpener on the table?”
Joan’s face behind her was grave but
when she saw my eyes on her, she
smiled. ) )

We sat down to dinner. By tacit con-
sent no one referred to the evening pa-
per, which was lying on the divan with
a Iar%;_e black headline too clearly visi-
ble. The headline said: ANZAC corps
annihilated. | asked Ona how the
Florida divorce situation was shaping
up. She said that Paul would get his
divorce in two more weeks.

| said: "Now, you see? The last time
| saw you, you were weeping because
you said it would never come through.

SHADOWS

Now will you believe me when | tell
you that everything comes out in the
wash ?”

“The Dutchman is feeling better by
the minute,” Bill said. He turned to
me. “She had a nightmare in the middle
of the night last night after a scare she
had yesterday. A large, tough man came
by, aEparentlg an investigator from
some Federal bureau. He seems to have
been very nasty indeed.”

“What for?” Joan asked. )

“You see, Joan, the Dutchman is,
technically speaking, an enemy alien.
Her father is German. So she has to
mind her step.”

“MY—I cameral!” Ona broke in, wrath-
ful. “He says | must give up my cam-
era! And you, you—"

She did not finish. The radio in the
corner beside Bill’s typewriter stand
had begun to mutter to itself. News
coming on. Bill had stretched out a long
arm and turned the dial to give it more
volume. “—Bluebirds over the white
cliffs of Dover,” a rich contralto_prom-
|sed|, “Tomorrow. Just you wait and
seel”

Ona looked puzzled. “Now why do
they change the words?” she asked
laintively.” “That is a stupid ending.

he right words are ‘Tomorrow—when
the world is free’.”

Joan said: “Fascist influence of the
national broadcasting companies, doubt-
less,” and everyone laughed.

It was quiet _now overhead. The
planes had gone. The wind blowing cool
and fresh through the shattered pane
bore to us suddenly three long sad
blasts, then a fourth. It was like steel
fingers tightening on my spine. Couldn’t
I have an hour, ten minutes even, with-
out having to think about ships? Bill
refilled my glass.

Even the Lower Bay was jammed
with ships these last weeks: tankers,
freighters, converted liners. You could
see a cluster of them one evening, and
next morning at daybreak they would
all be gone. Another convoy headed out
from Ambrose. And out in the cold

reen waters between Montauk and the
anks, something which we could not
explain was lurking. Something which
learned, with terrifying accuracy, the
departure hour and the route of vessel
after vessel.

A new type of submarine? With new
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super-sensitive instruments? No one
knew. The mournful siren died. Sud-
denly behind me | heard a curious soft
whisper: the kind of dry rustle that a
snake might make as it slithered over
the floor.

A HAPPENED to be sitting in the
chair nearest the door when a little fold-
ed white scrap of paper slid in to us. |
made the door In two jumps and
wrenched at the knob.

_ But the safet¥ catch was on and my
fingers had to fumble with that for a
moment. By the time | had turned it and
swung the door inward, seconds had
passed. | stood in the open doorway
glaring up and down the hall and it
was quite, quite empty. )

1 went to the elevator. A light burn-
ing_behind a small round glass showed
a tiny needle indicator moving gradu-
ally from right to left. Someone was in
the elevator and the elevator was de-
scending, and | was six floors up.

I went back to the apartment. |
picked up the folded white paper and
ave it to Bill, who looked at it and
anded it back to me, open. It held just
four words in a crude penciled scrawl:

Mr. Tennant is waiting.

“Is that right?” | said, putting the
gaper down where Ona and Joan could
oth see it. "Are we going to let Mr.
Tennant continue to wait? And why
doesnt your doorman or your switch-
board-operator use the telephone?”

"Our telephone is broken, for some
reason,” Bill informed me. “And there’s
a house rule aﬁalnst bellowing messages
up through the loudspeaker from the
front hall—except to announce guests.”
.n"é,nd Mr. Tennant? Where’s he wait-
ing~
‘He is waiting,” Bill said, "in Papa
Joe’s bistro. He goes in there some-
times of an_evening and drinks up all
his money. Then he telephones us and
we come up and buy him another drink.
Very amusing fellow, Hank Tennant.”

Ona sighed. "Oh, | sup-pose we had
better go,” she said. “I do not much care
for this Tennant, but Bill-ee thinks he
is won-derful.”

Five minutes later | opened the outer
door and Bill switched out the apart-

The loathsome man had ctimbod over tha last par
—and that was the moment that | shot him |Chap.
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ment lights. The main boulevard where
Papa Joe’s was situated, was only a
block away, though, as | have men-
tioned, the blocks thereabouts are Iong
blocks. “We’ll take the side entrance,”
Bill murmured, and we rounded a cor-
ner to a door labeled FAMILY entrance
and came directly into Papa Joe’s back
room.

It was quite a small room, with a
tessellated tloor and half a dozen round
tables. It had a telephone booth in one
corner, and a second door leading di-
rectly into the main restaurant bar,
whence came brassy strains from a
mammoth jukebox. A huge gray Shep-
herd lay %uietly in front of the tele-
phone boaoth.

Bill said: “There’s Hank’s dog, so
Hank can’t be far away. Where shall
we sit, darling?”

“Anywhere. Here,” Ona said, and led
the way to one of the little tables.

A dark-faced Italian with a napkin
on his arm appeared. Bill looked round
the table inquiringly. "Little Scotch?”

Three nods were practically simulta-
neous with a sonorous "Hi, children,”
from the door.

“And the same for Mr. Tennant.”

The man who joined us was some-
where between thirty-five and forty-
five. He had a narrow, humorous, bitter
face, and looked ruthless. The eyes were
a pale gray and ver%/ cold. .

Bill said; “Hank here will never tell
you, so | will. He is the St. Christopher
of the Burma Road. Just back from
China, where he had been dropping
bombs on Japs like mad, till they shot
his_crate from under him.”

Tennant grinned. "You talk too
much,” he said, and turned to me. “l’ve
seen you somewhere,” he began. “Of
course. Your picture at the top of your
column.” He put out a hand. “Glad to
meet you,” he said. “I’ve only been back
about a month, but | think I’ve read>
every line you’ve written since then.”

"IT I can find a rhumba, Joan,” Bill
said, “will you dance with me?”

A minute later the jukebox was mak-
ing stentorian statements about the
Argentine, and Joan was drifting in
Bill’s arms. | said politely, “Ona, would
ou care to dance?” and when she shook

er head, | said to Tennant:

“How were things when you left
China?”

SHADOWS

“Confused,” he said, with a twisted
grin. “After Rangoon—well, you fly
yourself?” ) )

_“Wish | could. Did a little observa-
(tjlo_r(lj work in 'thirty-seven, around Ma-
rid.”

“Really? | was around those parts
then. Eddie Turner’s outfit.”

I looked at him with increased re-
spect; that had been one of the best

hen, as the music died, Joan and Bill
came back to the table.

“How about_é:]ivin me a dance, Miss
Adams?” | said to Joan. )

“If You happen to have a nickel—
with pleasure,” she replied.

The jukebox was just inside the bar
proper.” | punched button number eigh-
teen, which was “Begin the Beguine,”
and a moment later took Joan In my
arms.

ALF a minute later Ona screamed.

Joan and | stopped in our tracks.
Above the song's last crescendo, the
reat dog was snarling. Voices from
the bar were startled, clamorous, be-
hind wus. . o

The Dutch girl was sitting_exactly
where she’d been, and Hank™ Tennant
had one hand clamped firmly over her
mouth. Her eyes were dilated so wide
I could see the whites all round the iris.

“Something frighten Ona?” 1 said
gently. “Or is she ill?”

Tennant took his hand away, gave
me a somber half-smile. *“She—pointed
at the window just now,” he said. “Then
she screamed.” He turned to Ona.
“W?h”at was it, darling? What did you
see?

Joan and I,_now standi_n(]; beside the
table, waited. The Dutch girl shuddered,
put both hands suddenly against her
eyeballs, and pressed hard. Then she
tog[)k her fingers away quickly and
sat up.

“That was stupid,” she said, her
voice surprisingly clear and firm. “I
saw a face at the window there. A ter-
rible face. Then it—went away.” She
settled back in the chair. “Nile, take a
look outside, will you?”

The long bare side street was all but
empty, and the three pedestrians visible
were approachin? rather than fleeing.
“Spurlos versenkt,” I said to Ona, when
I went back inside, and was conscious
of a faint jerk of Hank Tennant’s head
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toward me. “Where’s young Bill?” |
added.

“Must be in the men’s room,” Ten-
nant said.

The stuffy little washroom was emp-
ty. 1 came out, back into the crowded,

noisy bar. The dark-faced waiter
scurrying past stopped at my hand on
his elbow. “Where did Mr. Kerr go?”

I demanded.

“Meester Kair?”

“Yes, He must have gone out through
the bar here. You see him?”

He shook his head. “Wait. | find out.”
He darted to the end_ of the bar, beck-
oned to a fat gray-haired man in shirt-
sleeves, and said something to him. The
waiter returned. "l ask Papa Joe,” he
said. “But he has not seen Mr. Kerr ﬁo

e

out. But erhaﬁs he goes out all t
same. Perhaps he goes to buy evening
paper.”

e smiled reassuringly, darted away.
| had a sudden thought. On the way to
Papa Joe’s | had told Bill about our
blow-out. Perhaps he had dgone to the
garage | had seen next door, to ar-
range about the tire. | might just
glance in at the garage. .

I did. A tall, thin Negro in a rubber
apron was sloshing down a %ray Cadil-
lac with a hose. He shook his head when
I spoke and jerked a thumb toward the
office. A nasty-lopkmg?1 piece of goods
sat inside the office; he had the little
red pig eyes and the jaw of a gorilla.
“You know Mr. Kerr, from Cross
Court?” | said abruptly.

“Naw.”

“You fix tires?”

“Yeah.” )

"My car’s down outside Cross Court.
Ford sedan. The front tire blew. Can
%/ou shoot someone down there to put
he spare on for me?” )

He considered this. "Sure,” he said
at last. “Cost you two dollars. In ad-
vance.”

“Get it fixed in ten minutes and 1
meet your man there,” | directed, and
threw a couple of singles on the desk. |
would reserve the pleasure of telling
him how | liked his manners until the
tire was fixed, | thought. “This friend
of mine, Bill Kerr,” | said chattily. "He
told me to see you about the tire. |
thought he might have come in here
himself. Tall fellow?”

“Naw. | ain’t seen him.”
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I gave him the tire-lock key, and
went back to Papa Joe’s as fast as |
could. Ona and Joan were sitting nerv-
ously at the table with their coats on,
poised evidently, for flight.

“Where’s Tennant?” | asked.

"He’s gone to look for Bill now,” Joan
said. “And poor Ona is frantic.”
_“No!” said Ona firmly. “Bill-ee is all
right. He may be at home now. | think
we had better go and see.” She stood
up. | paid the check and the three of us
walked back toward the baK. )

Again the laughter of the fountain,
again the flash from the selenium cell,
again the back-swinging arm. Inside
the little porter’s lodge a uniformed
sentry stood smartly at attention.

“Hello, John,” Ona said. “Did you
see Mr. Kerr come in just now?”

He shook his head. "No, Mrs. Kerr.
But | only came on a couple of minutes
ago. The other fellow had a toothache.”

“All right, John. Thanks.” Ona sped
on ahead of us into the foyer. A door
beyond the elevator bank opened and a
white-haired attendant stepped through.
“Did you see Mr. Kerr, Rudolph?” Ona
asked.

"Not since you all went out, Mrs.
Kerr.” He touched his cap respectfully.

THINK Ona would have fallen ex-

ept for my arm suddenly curved
around her. We stepped into the ele-
vator, Joan at Ona’s other side. The
doors slammed and we slid upward. |
said, “You suppose he might have
dropped off to see Merkley? Don’t they
live in this building?”

Ona clapped her hands. "But of
course, Nile! We can 190 there.”

"We can go home first,” | said firm-
[}/. “And I'll see Merkley right away.”

he cage stopped, the doors_ slammed
back, and | was very surprised. For
Hank Tennant was pacing toward us
down the hall.

“You have any luck?” he asked.

Ona’s face was ghastly. “You did not
bring him home?”

“Couldn’t find him,” Tennant turned
to me. “He’s pretty tight, whether you
caught it or not. I thought he might
have rolled on home, but the door’s
locked and | can’t get any answer.”

“You live here in Cross Court too,
Tennant?” | asked,

“Yes. Other end of the building*”
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| said: “We were éust debating
whether he might have dropped off at
Merkley’s place.” )

Tennant looked doubtful. “I think
he’s just up the line somewhere, tiltin
a couple more quick ones. He’s a har
man to handle when he gets started."”

“| know,” | agreed. “Tell you, Ona.
I'll just drop down and make sure that
the tire’s on straight, and then we can
make the rounds In the car. Of course,
he might have come in while they were
changing the guard at the porter’s
lodge. Hadn't we better look and see?"

he Dutch girl fumbled for her key.
“Let me, Ona,” said Tennant and sld
the little flat Yale key into the lock.
~The door swung back. Bill was in-
side, all right. He lay sprawled in the
middle of the Persian carpet, with a
scorched hole in the side of his head,
and a black .45 automatic in his limp
right hand.

ith one hand clamped over Ona’s
mouth | shut off her scream, and pro-
ﬁelled her into the foyer. Tennant’s
nand at Joan’s elbow was already urg-
ing her inside too. | hooked a foot
around the door and it slammed shut
with a bqngk. .

“Hold it here, Tennant,” | said, and
he nodded. “Perhaps someone is still
lurking here!” )

But there was no one in the bath-
room or_bedroom. Tennant in the foyer
said quietly; “No one in here, Boyd,
either.” )

| said to Joan: “You and Ona go in
the bedroom. Tennant and | can han-
dle_this.” ) ]

Ona choked. “A doctor—quick, Nile,”
and | took her gently by the arm, “He
doesn’t need a doctor, Ona. Joan,
please?” The Dutch girl moved as
(hough walking in her sleep, but she
moved, The bedroom door closed be-
hind the two. ) ) )

I knelt on one side of my friend. Bill’s
forehead and hand were almost as
warm as in_life. “He left—he left while
1 was dancing with Joan,” | said, rais-
ing my head to stare at Tennant’s burn-
ing eyes. “Say half an hour ago—close
to twelve-thirty.”

“Be about right,” Tennant agreed,
glancing at his wrist,

“He can’t have been dead more than
ten or fifteen minutes, then.”

I touched the fingers once more, but
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not the gun, which Fd never seen be-
fore. Tennant pointed to the scorched
black ring around the hole. “Held right
against the skull,” he muttered.

The room, 1 thought, was exactly as
we had left it. No! My eyes fell on Bill's
Portable typewriter, next to the radio.
t was uncovered, and it hadn’t been
when we left. And in the carriage a
sheet of white paper stood up stiffly. |
said; “Tennant, just tap and see if the

irls are all right, will you?” Then as

is head vanished round the door jamb
| took three steps to the machine. My
own name stared back at me: Dear Nile
.... | slipped the sheet out of the car-
riage and buried it in my jacket pocket
as Tennant returned.

“Everything under control, | guess.
Now what?” )

“Now I’ll get the Law," | said. “Er,
this telephone’s broken. Will P/ou kee
an eye on Ona? I'll take Joan along wit
me.'

He nodded. “I’ll keep an eye on her,”
he said. “You make it fast—if you
think the Law is indicated.”

A moment later | ushered Joan out
Sliding down in the cage | saw her
eyes full of questions. “Telephone first,”
I"said, “but not from this house. The
main thing was to get you away. |
don’t know how far to trust Tennant.
Hehc could even be the murderer him-
self.

“Murderer?” she said, incredulous.
“But Bill had the gun in his hand!”

. “Darling, it smells. Badly. Explana-
tion later.

The tall thin Negro from the garage
straightened as we came up to the Ford,
‘Iheq,h she is, boss,” he said, “All
okay.

TIPPED him and he shuffled off. |

unlocked the car and we got in. |

made a U-turn and turned right on the
main boulevard and coasted down a
couple of blocks to where a SI%I’I said
PADDY DOYLE'S TAVERN and 1 Stopped
the car and we got out and went in
Spotting a telelo one booth, | pulled
Joan into the telephone booth after me
and squeezed the door shut It was
twenty-nine minutes past one,

Joan said, smilin% “Now what? Not
a frontal attack, | hope?" )

“Not quite yet" The operator’s voice
answered niy nickel and | told her lire
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unlisted Manhattan number | wanted.
| waited until an indifferent voice said

in r@/ ear:

" ea‘hf)” )

I said: “Nile Boyd, John. Where’s

the Colonel?” ) )
_ "Harya, Major?” said the voice, the
indifference flowing suddenly clean out
of it._Colonel’s in Washln?ton_rl ht
now. Till eight or nine or ten in the
morning.

“You’ll do. Write this down.” | gave
him Bill Kerr’s name and address. “Got
it? He’s the fellow’s been doing this
writing for me.”

“Yeah. | know.”

“Well, he isn’t going to do any more.
He’s dead on the carpet at that address.
Dirtv work at the crossroads, though
they've tried to make it look like sui-
cide.” 1 gave a brief account of the
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evening. “l want you to see that some of
the boys get over there right away, and
oud better notify the local Law too,
adn’t you? This is the first report on
the thing, made as soon as | could get
to a phone. Can do?”

“Yeah.” ]

"Get omgi], Johnny, will you? And I'll
keep in touch.”

1 hung up, looked down at Joan’s
wide eyes, and grinned. “I don’t sup-
pose,” 'she said as we emerged from
the booth, “that a lady should ask who

ou were talking to, but I'm asking.
ou sounded very official, in a funny
way.”

‘yThat,” | said, “l have decided to
tell you all about. But not here. The big
guestion to be settled at the moment is:
Where do you spend the rest of the
night?”
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. “I could go home. But I’'m not going
0.
_“That’s fine. Your mother will have
sixty-nine fits, though.”

“Do her good,” said Joan calmly.
“Besides, she knows I'm with you. Dar-
ImP, where shall we go?”

thought for a moment. “It cant be
far,” | said, “because at four o’clock,
or four-thirty at the latest, I have an
important appointment. How about the
Seaview, over near Columbia Heights?
I can get the subway from there into
Manhattan.” ] ]
~Which is how it was decided. The
night clerk at at the Seaview seemed
pleased to see me. | said, “Frank, Miss
Adams is driving down the Island with
me in the morning. Can you give her a
high, quiet room with some sort of view?
And see that her car is taken care of?
It’s just outside.” )

Frank said that he certainly could.
I said, “l have to go to New York after
a bit; but perhaps 1’d better register
too. So that I’ll have a base to start
from in the morning. I’ll come up and
smoke a cigarette with you now, Joan,
before | start. If | may?”

The bellboy threw open the door of
1042. When he had gone, taking Joan’s
car keys with him, | double-latched the
door. Joan said: “Nile, do you really
have to leave me?”

“I really do, beloved. As I shall now
proceed to explain.” )

“Then wait,” she said, “till a lady
tl:an powder her nose. She wont be
ong.”

hile | waited | wasnt idle. I was
repeating, over and over, Bill’s last
words as set down on the typewriter.
This is what was on the paper:

Never a single instant, sweetheart

Promise your comrade, enchantress, never to
entertain regrets.

I never thought how indescribably sweet,
honey—or unutterably shameless—elusive _

Apparently he had made three tries
at a farewell note to Ona, and discarded
them all, for he had typed an impatient
row of x’s through each of them. Then
he had left five or six line-spaces
blank, and written, down toward the
center of the sheet, these words:

Dear Nile:

Sorry. You’ll have to tell Ona good-by for me.
I hale to do this, hut believe me—it’s the best
way. For yourself, keep punching—as | know

ou will.
y BILL

SHADOWS

~ That was all of the message and yet
it was not all. Hidden in those brief
casual lines there was, | felt in my
bones, something which I, and | only,
was supposed to understand.

m

~ ONCERNING my acquaintance-
ship with Joan, | hadn’t known her so
very long, perhaps seven or eight
months. | had met her, over cocktails,
in the late summer of 1941, and since
then, we had been together as much as
I, at least, could contrive. But it never
seemed within a million miles of being
enough.- For what with her Motor Me-
chanics course and her USO work and
her other admirers—Well! She was
busy. And | was busier, especially after
I got going again _for the Colonel.

he story behind that arrangement
can be summarized very briefly. | was
a columnist for the New York Evenin
Telegraph until the early spring o
1941. Then suddenly, as the result of a
series | did on America’s place in the
war, | wasnt just a columnist any
longer. | was doing a hectic and grue-
some job of work for Washington, with
the Colonel as my boss. That job ended,
with Washington and the Colonel both
pleased, and I returned to my ordinary
routine. Then on Sunday afternoon, De-
cember 7, the news flashed from Pearl
Harbor . .. .
| left for Washington the next morn-
ing. The Colonel was pretty busy. He
said I'd hear from him, but it wasnt
until February that he said he could
use me. | was to be one of a new super-
secret group of G-2-B agents, working
directly under the Colonel. And my im-
mediate assignment was the problem
?f stopping the new and ghastly convoy-
0SSes . . .

Naturally, | wasn't going to be able
to continue with my column. Yet since
| was to operate incognito, as it were,
the column ougiht obviously to continue.
So it was that | looked up Bill Kerr and
met Ona. | took Bill aside (on my sec-
ond visit) and spoke bluntly. Would he
“ghost” for me for a month — two
months — perhaps more? )

“Certainly not,” he had said. “First
place, I'm very busy right now on a

lay for Ona; second place, | wouldnt
tnOVI{II'IhQ)W' What the devil are you up
0, Nile?
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I made him give me his word o/ hon-
or never to tell; then | told him. He hesi-
tated, and then said all right, he’d try.
So, even though | might be workin
twenty-five hours a _day on a suspecte
information leak in Florida, my columns
appeared regularly under a New York
dateline. And swell columns they were.

| told Joan most of this, omitting the
exact nature of my assignment, between
two-fifteen and_two-forty-five on that
Saturday morning. “So “that’s how it
stands. 1 have no business whatever to
be telling égu this, darllr](r;. But it hap-
Pens that Bill’s death while you were In
he party pulls you smack into the mess
with me. | am ‘morally certain that he
was Killed because he knew too much,
just as I'm certain that his note is a
clue to what it was he’d found out.”

“And Ona?” Joan asked. “Does she
know what Bill was doing for you?”

| said, honestly: “That bothers me,
of course. | can’t tell. No one is sup-
posed to know but Bill, the Colonel, the
owner and editor of the Telegraph, and
myself. No one!” ]

“But the man you talked to tonight.
He must have known.” ]

"l dont count him because he is the
Colonel’s boc(ijyguard. Name of Steel.
x\_/hlch reminds me that I said I'd call

im.”

“Wait just a moment. You haven't
told me yet exactly what this hush-hush
job of yours is.” ]

“Nor shall 1. How do you like that?”
| picked up the telephone and gave the
operator the number | had given earlier
in Paddy Doyle’s. Steel’s voice said
brusquely: “Yes?”
~ “Boyd, Johnny. Any word? I’'m talk-
ing through a hotel switchboard.”

‘Yeah,” he said eagerly. “Had ft call
about ten minutes "ago. Everything
under control.” )

“Fine. I’m on my way into town now.
Il try and see you before four. Okay?”

“Right,” said”Steel nonchalantly, and
hung up. | did the same. | said to Joan.
“Darlln?, please wipe that wounded-
gazelle Took off your beautiful pan. Do
von think | want to leave you?”

“Do _you think,” she said, “1 want
you to? And who, by the way, is it you
are going to desert me for? Some big
bouncmlg blonde like Helen Watkins?

I couldn’t help laughing. "If you only
knew 1 said, “what the person 1 am
going to meet will look like, you'd

121

laugh too. She is a male, to begin with.
I’'ve never seen the lad in the flesh;
only a photograph, but that was a
honey. Middle-aged, and quite tooth-
less. There will be a three-day stubble
of beard, | imagine, and an overcoat
buttoned with a safety-pin at the neck
to conceal the absence of a shirt. There
are probably old newspapers wrapfped
round the middle, and cardboard stuffed
in the broken toes of his unspeakable
shoes.”

“l don’t believe a word of it,” she
said. “Shut up, and kiss me.”

Which | did.

* * * * *

It was twenty minutes to four when
| reached the Colonel’s suite at the
Biltmore, which was right next door
to my subsequent destination. Steel’s
red truculent face was grinning at me
as | shook his hand. ) )

"l can’t stop, John,” | said. “I’'m in a
hurry to get over to the station. You
know about that ? All right, then. Shoot
with your news on Brooklyn.”

“Ed Lonergan, from our downtown
office, called at three, an’ | told him
\é\ihat 3{0”u said. The local Law is han-

ing it.

“Did you tell Lonergan anythin
about mey?” | asked. d ) y ’

Steel looked shocked. “I just said 1°’d
heard you were a newspaperman, and
I thought maybe | could help get hold
of you. Thmg to do on that is, wait for
the Colonel.’ )

“All right. Except this.” | handed
him Bill’s message. “It’s double-talk,
John, sure as you’re born. Figure on it
while 1’'m gone, will you?” )

He said in a_low voice: “Which one
of ’em you meeting in the station? Some
ﬁ’ these G-two boys are new in the East

ere.

~“You know this one. You showed me
his picture. The ouc you call Jake.”

At twenty-five past four (I could see
the clock through my lashes) | was ly-
ing on a bench in the waiting room of
Grand Central, my eyes apparently
closed. A large Lieutenant-Commander
sat down momentarily near my head
and lit a pipe. But he had hardly got it
going when he seemed to remember
something, and he got up and stalked

away.
_T%’ree and a half minutes later a
frightful looking object sat down where
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the Lieutenant-Commander had been. It
wore a dirty greenish cap, its overcoat
was something that any self-respecting
garbage-wagon horse "would sniff at
even In a blizzard; and its face was ob-
scured by reddish pig bristles which
covered everything but a thin beaked
nose and two very |dght eyes. The neck
of a bottle protruded from one of its
pockets. ) ] ]

A whisky-bass voice said, “Mister,
you got a spare butt?” | didn’t move.

Stirring artistically, 1 sat up_ and
stared around, “Cigarette? Sure. Right
here.” | fumbled in my jacket poeket,
julled out a flattened pack of Chester-
ields. | held it out to him in my right
hand, with my forefinger and "second
finger spread out across the top to form
a V. Without hesitating, he Fut his
thumb and third finger down through
the V and pulled a cigarette out. But he
pulled it out in a curious manner, be-
cause as he did so, he spread his own
forefinger and second finger to form
a V of his own. .

“Want a light?” | said. )

“Yeah,” he said, and stuck the cig-
arette in his mouth. “Oh dear.” A white-
haired man on the far side of me stirred

restlessly in his sleep, “Wanna Ii’l
drink?” the toothless man demanded.
“l—no, thanks.” .
“You gimme cigarette, | give you

Ii'l drink. Wha’ saz, pal?”

“You can’t drink here, you know,” |
aaid, “Cops'll run you in.’

He stood teetering, solemnly. “°S
right,” he said. “Washroom: ash an-
sher!”

“Yes," | agreed, “you could prob-
ably down a depth-charge there. Here,
I'll 'show you where it is.”

In the washroom a somnolent Negro
was sweeping around the cabinets, the
doors of which he had propped open.
Otherwise the room was empty. The
Negro's brush strokes went further and
further awaBy. ]
~ “You’re Boyd,” stated my companion
in quite a new voice: clipped, self-as-
sured. ] o

“Yes,” | said, “and this is a great
pleasure, Jake,”

He grinned. “Take the envelope out
yourself. In the coat pocket next to you,”

1 put my hand iIn, felt below the
%]reasy lass of the pint bottle slanting
ere. Paper crackled. | pulled it out,

slid it into my own breast pocket. “That

SHADOWS

oes to the Colonel direct, of course,”
e said sharply. ]

“Of course. Within five minutes.
When and where do | see you again,
sir? I'm_assigned to you as of four-
thirty this morning.” o

“Know the Navy Yard district in
Brooklyn? Forty-eight-B Sands Street
is a bistro run by a Greek, Meet me
there around noon. I think I’'m on the
trail of something fairly good.” Some-
thing was tapping on ‘the stairs. My
companion said loudly: “ S very good
of you, mister. I’ll do the same for you
some time.” . )

‘The white-haired ancient who had
lain beside me on the bench was tapping
with a cane, feeling his way down the
stairs, He wore dark glasses now over
his bony cheeks, glasses which hid his
eyes completely. ‘Yet somehow | felt
quite certain that, whatever else he
was, he was not blind.

ACK at the Colonel’s suite in the

Biltmore, | said to Steel, pulling
out the envelope, “Well, he got there.
Quito a lad, isn’t he?” ]

“He’s all right, they say,” Steel said,
unimpressed. ‘I s’pose this stuff is in
code.” His thick flragers were extracting
three or four smu qed sheets of chea
ruled paper. “Yeah!” he affirmed bit-
terly. *Now | got to decode all this be-
foré the Colonel gets here.”

“Terrible,” | said. “My heart bleeds
for you, you bum. | am to meet Jake
again at noon at Forty-eight-B Sands
Street, Brooklyn. That's all I know.” |
sat down hea\/lI?/ on the bed, feeling at
long last a little weary. And in that
moment, one of the telephones rang.

That Is another of the instants which
I shall remember till | die, o

Steel answered. “Yeah? Who is it?”
Then an expression of intense surprise
seemed to distend his whole face, and
lie held out the receiver, “Lady. Can't
hardly understand her. Says she wants
to speak to you " He covered the mouth-
piece with his hand. “You give anyone
this number?" )

A sudden thought too frightful to bear
exploded in my brain, I snatched at the
receiver. “Hello. This is Boyd.”

_The sound that my ears heard was
like nothing human, and yet it was
Joan's voice, midway between a moan
and_a whisper, “’ile!” it said, * ’del”
“This is Nila, darling,” I felt sud-
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denly Icy cold, "What’s wrong?”

"Nile: be very careful. I’'m at—”"

Then came a sharp sound like a hand
smacked hard against flesh, and a soft
anguished wail. A different voice, a
man’s voice, said. "Y’hear your girl-
friend, pally? She didnt sound so
good, hey?” ] )
| stabbed my finger frantically at the
instrument as'my eyes met Steel’s; my
lips formed the one word "Trace!” He
nodded and sprang into the next room
as | said: "Where is she and what do
you want?” ]

The thin laugh seemed to bring all
the blood in my body to my head in a
rush. "Right now she’s on the floor,”
the voice said. "She don’t like havin’
her arm twisted—hey!" This last to
some companion, then the voice went
on: "We just thought you might like to
hear from her. We got her, see? So
you better play ball with us from here
In 7

"You leave one scratch on that girl,”
| said, "and you’ll wish you’d never been
born. If you want anything out of me
you let me talk to her again first.”

"Why, we’d love to, _Pall ;7 said the
voice mockingly, "only it’ll have to wait
awhile because she’s fainted. You

wouldnt be thinkin’ of havin’ this call
traced, would you? You just hold every-
thing for five minutes and you’ll hear
from us again.”

The line went dead.

_ Steel’s round face in the doorway was
like a stone mask.. )

"No go,” he said heavily. "Call was
too short. Th((ejy got a friend of yours?”

| swallowed, and nodded. "John, if
you ever did your stuff, do it now. I
can’t think.” ] ]

Steel grunted. "All right. Give.”

“l left her at the Seaview,” | said.
"Room Ten-Forty-Two. Just after |
called you first. "The second call was
from that room.” ]

"llow’d she know this number?”

"She heard me give it, both times |
called.  They made her talk into the
hone just now. She was—in great pain.

hen the man’ wvoice said he didn't
want to be traced, he’d call here again
in five minutes.”
~ "Yeah,” said Steel. "If they’re push-
ing_her around, it’ll be in some joint of
their own. Now they’ll go out and ring
up_from some pay-station.”

The telephone rang again. | answered,

123

"Now look,” said the same voice. "We
don’t wanna wreck the girl; what
%ood’ll that do ms? Except Dopey Benn
iere; he gets a kinda kick outa stuff
like that.”

“Go on.” Steel’s ear pressed close to
mine against the receiver. ) )

"What we want,” said the voice, “is
a Ii’l talk with you. All by your own
sweet self. Is this your "own apart-
ment?” ] ] ]

My heart jumped. They still didn't
know, then, where | was; only the un-
listed number. "Yes, it is,” | said. "It’s
between Fifth and Sixth on Fifty-sixth
Street. But you wouldnt want to come
here, | imagine, not if you want any
privacy.” . )

“Now we’re gettin’ places,” said the
voice apﬁrovmgly. “Okay. You come
1ght back over to Brooklyn, and get out
tp}eﬂsubway at Rindge Boulevard. Got
at”
"Rindge Boulevard. Right.”
“You walk down the Boulevard three
blocks, toward the Edison plant, till you
come to a gin-mill. It says FRANK’S on
a sign. Got 1t?”

"Go on.” ] ]

_"That’s all,” said the voice. “You stop
right outside. You’ll get your direc-
tions before you’ve waited very long.”

"Oh, You mean you want me'to come
over right now?” =

"Be there at_ six-fifteen, pally. And
don’t be late. Or it’ll be just too bad
about the little girl.”

ri
0
th

CLICK went the line again. Steel said
rquietly: "You cant do it, Major.
Plain suicide.”

“Suicide?” | repeated dully, and he
went on:

_"Like shootin’ ducks in a barrel. A
nice old-fashioned set-’em-up-on-the-
spot, Chicago style. ‘Hold still a minute,
mister, while | mow you down.””

“They dont want to talk to me,
then ?”

“This _is the brushoff for you, for
keeps. They prob’ly figured your
friend Kerr was on to something, so
they rubbed him out. Then they figured
he ‘might have told you something, so
they’re goin’ to rub you out. As soon as
they can catch up ‘with you, that is.
They must have lost your trail. Grab-
bing the girl was a way to pick it up

again.
gI thought that over. "How the devil
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did they know we were at the Seaview,
though?”

“How about the back seat of the car?”

Light dawned. “I—yes, quite possible,
John. Someone curled up under the
robes there. Only I remember | locked
the car.” ) ) o

“Might have picked it out while it was
standing outside when you called me
first. Was it locked then?”

“No. They’d have a case-hardened
nerve, though.” ) )

“So the guy jumps in the back while
you’re inside calling me,” Steel sug-
gested, "an’ pulls a robe over him. You
ride him to the hotel. Did you put the
car away yourself?”

“No. | left it outside. The hotel
people put it away.” )

“Easy, then. For him. He just steps
out while you two go inside.”

“Why didn’t he catch me when | left?
Oh.” I"thought back. “l went out b
the side entrance, aiming at the Boroug
Hall subway. That’s why they missed
me then.”

“Sure. Then they imitate your voice,
or whatever, and "get the girl on the
ﬁhone and some way or other they get

er away.”

“Yes,” | said, excited, “and finally
she calls tfie number she’s heard me
glve twice, hoping I'm here, and | am

ere. Only I don’t think she said what

they wanted her to say, because | think
she’ started to warn me—and they
slapped her down.”

“But they still want you,” Steel said
solemnly, “more than ever now. So they
call you again. Suicide!"

My wristwatch read 5:32. “John,” |
said, “l’ve got to go, and you know it.
Maybe you’re right, maybe you’re
\I/vron%,_ but either I go where he said or

o dippy.”

teel%ﬁ)anced at a little gold traveling-
clock and reached for the telephone.
“Wait a minute,” he said. “Hello? This
is Steel, sis. Have the doorman or some-
bodz ?_et the Colonel’s Caddy out of the
hack line and in front of the door in
four minutes, will you? Okay.”

He hung up and | said; )

“You’re not going to drive me over, if
that’s what’s on_your mind. You heard
w_r%ﬁt the heel said about anyone coming
Wi

"Quiet!” he threw back at me. “I
gotta think.”

SHADOWS

WE CAME out through the Bilt-
more’s Forty-third Street entrance at a
uarter to six, and climbed into the
olonel’s Cadiilac. Steel had already
called the downtown Federal office be-
fore we’d left the room and issued some
cryptic instructions.
~ “Here’s what we'll do,” he said tick-
ing off the items on his fingers. “You
get out a block this side of the subway
stop. You cross the road and duck into
the westbound entrance and pay your
nickel and cross over and come up out
the eastbound exit. That’s just in case
anyone is waiting there to check, which
| "doubt. Then you walk down to
Frank’s, like he said. Then comes the
hard part. Standing there waiting. Be-
cause they’ll come by, and they’ll try to
mow you down. Think you can take it?”

“| can take it.”

“Keep your eyes open. That’s about
all I can tell you. If you should see me
anywhere around, don’t recognize me.
Got a gun?”

“No. Stupid of me.”

“It don’t matter,” said Steel.

We shot out over the Williamsburg
Bridge, Steel had taken a curious weap-
on_ from his coat pocket. It looked some-
thing like a Colt Woodsman, only this
was a thirty-eight. Steel slipped the
last cartridge back and there was a low
click as he gave a short satisfied su%h.
| stared. The gun had vanished, yet I
hadn’t seen it go.

The car veered sidewise, stopped.
"Nice goin’, Jack,” Steel commended
the driver, and to me: “Cross the
street, here, and walk a block to the
westbound entrance, like | said. Okay,
Major?”

“Be seeing you,” | said. ]

Rindge Boulevard is a wide, straight
thorou%hfare. The Edison plant chim-
neys thrust slim fingers skyward on
thé horizon directly ahead. merglr_l%;
finally from the eastbound subway exit,
as instructed, | went toward the chim-
neys, not running, but not moving
slowly, either . .. One block . . . two
blocks . . . The smudged blaek-and-tan
sign that said frank’s bar was hang-
ing across the third cross street, per-
haPs thirty feet away.

slowed my pace and looked casually
over my left shoulder. Not an eastbound
car in Sight. | stepped off the near curb
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and walked with firm steps to the far
curb and regained the sidewalk exactly
in front of Frank’s sign. | reached in
my pocket for a cigarette. While my
cupped hands holding the flame ob-
scured my face for a moment, | let my
eyes rove left and right.

Frank’s place was a_corner saloon.
The cross street, which intersected
with the boulevard where | was stand-
ing, ran up over a weed-grown hill and
disappeared. Beyond Frank's place was
a used-car lot, and beyond the car lot
were a couple of ?rocery stores and then
another cross street. "There were no
traffic lights at either of the intersec-
tions visible to me. The boulevard traf-
fic whizzed past endlessly, without
stopping..

| straightened my shoulders and
threw away the match. Steel? | could
see no _sign of him. Suddenly | saw
something else. A large black sedan was
cruising at an easy thirty toward me,
hugging the curb. | wondered, in the
second before | turned back to face the
street again, who lived over Frank’s
saloon? The ramshackle frame buildin
had two stories, and a couple of shut-
tered windows like blind eyes broke the
expanse of gray clapboards directly
above my head. )

The black sedan was thirty feet away,
twenty feet . ... ]

I stePped toward the dubious shelter
of a telegraph pole; | had one glimpse
of a swarthy face bent forward over the
steering wheel; then, incredibly, the
tar Wasc’oast and half way to the next
block and nothing had happened.

Well, they almost got me. “Keep your
eyes open,” Steel had said.

Fifty feet behind the black sedan a
squat ‘gray Cadillac came rolling. I\/lﬁ
eyes turning back from the sedan too
in the gray car at almost the moment
when it drew abreast, and in one in-
stant | realized three things: that | had
seen this car before, that its rear right
window was open, and that the snout of
a T_omm¥-Pu_n was thrusting out at me.

liegs folding under me dropped me
behind the barrier of a metal trash can
at my side as a sheet of flame obscured
the gray car’s shape. The trash can’s
iron sides seemed to explode as the stac-
cato pounding of machine-gun bullets
slammed it up against m¥ fare. A giant
hand snatched my hat from my head
and something hit my left foot like a

125
sledge hammer. At the same moment

there came, from right above me,
another sound, twice repeated:

Bang!

Bang!

SPRAWLED on m%/ side on the pave-
ment | heard a high shrill scream.
The gray car leaped forward crazily
and from the next intersection a huge
ten-ton truck lumbered out deliberately
into the Cadillac’s_path. There was a
shattering smash. The gray car reared
up like a stricken tank and flopped over
on its side. A blur of motion resolved
itself into a door pried part-way open;
then a small dark figure wormed itself
out and took three swift wavering steps,
bending over as it dodged. _

Bang! said the gun again from be-
tween the closed shutters above my
head, and the figure fell forward on
its face. ]

“Papa Joe’s!” | found myself saying.
I didnt mean Papa Joe’s, not really; 1
meant the garage next to it. That was
where 1’d seen that squat gray Cadillac
before. | pulled my feet under me and
heaved myself upright. Steel’s voice be-
hind me said: “Nick you? No? Boy, you
were born lucky!” )

He was standing with both hands
lunged in his coat pockets. | said, re-
rieving my hat which had a scorched
double hole in it, “That was the best
shooting | ever will see.”

A policeman came running past us
blowm]g a whistle. Two men had jumpe
down from the seat of the truck and
were bending over the small dark figure
at the curb. ] )

Steel said: “We get right in here,”
Pmpyng behind him, “and we go away
ast.

| turned, surprised. The Colonel’s car
had drifted up to the curb and the

door was swingéng wide for us. We got
in, and headed back the way we’d come.

I said, “Where will they know where
to take us?”
Steel said: "You don't think that

truck just, happened to be there, do

you? There’s a couple more guys with
Expert Marksman’ medals inside it

right now. Hotel Seaview,” he told our

driver and we picked up speed..
“flow'd you get in and upstairs?”
“Easy,” 'he said. “There was a back

ﬂoor. First skeleton key 1 tried opened
er up.”
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“l very near let 'em get me. | was
watching the black sedan.”

“So | noticed." The tone was dry.

“She made a nice smack when she hit,
the Caddy, didnt she?”

“Wonderful. So that was what you
were phoning about at the Biltmore?
Ordering out the truck. Who was in the
gray car, besides the one who got out?”
~ “Just him and a guy with the chopper
in the back. I hope 1 didnt hurt ‘em
too bad. We want to make ’em talk.”

“We’ve got to make them talk.”

“Now, now!” Steel said quietly.
“Wwe'll %o_ to Borough Hall police sta-
tion, which is where theyre taking
them, but we better hit the hotel first.”

The hotel was a washout. Frank said
that Miss Adams had had a telephone
call about four o’clock—a man’s voice
had asked to speak to the zoung lady
who had checked in from a Ford sedan
a little earlier. Miss Adams had come
downstairs and asked whether there
was a taxi stand nearby. Frank had
dispatched the night porter to get her
a taxi, and she had driven off a couﬁPIe
minutes later. Was anything wrong?

“Perish the thought,” | said. Then
speaklnqh low, | told him that m
fiancee had evidently been kidnapped,
and that |1 was putting Federal men on
her trail. | added that it was vital that
he forget he had ever heard of me, or
of her. Then | turned to Steel and said:
“Johnny, we’d better take a look at her
rﬁom. Maybe she left some sort of word
there.”

But Joan had left no word. In the
car again, we slewed round two suc-
cessive left turns to the Borough Hall
police station. )

“Hi, Eddy,” Steel said to the desk

sergeant. “Where you got the bright
boys from Rindge Boulevard?”
‘Well, well, if it isn’t Johnny Steel

in i>erson!” They shook hands.” I was
introduced. “Right through the back
and down one flight, Johnny,” the ser-
geant directed. “And I'll tell 'em you’re
coming.” He picked up the inter-office
phone as we followed his pointing

fin_lger. .
_ Three or four chairs and a table stood
in one corner of the downstairs room,
and in the middle of the floor, on
stretchers, lay two men.

A white-coated interne was with
them, watching them intently. He said,
as we came through the door, “This fel-
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low here is conscious now. He’s sham-
ming. Look at his eyelids,”

He pointed a toe at the larger of the
two men, whose large, yellowish face
had a faintly Eurasian cast,

“How about the other lug?” said a
ha_ttchet-faced detective in a worn blue
suit.

The ambulance doctor said: “Dunno,
yet. | just gave him a depth charge that
would wake up an elephant. Wait a
couple more minutes.”

LITTLE man dressed with almost
painful neatness said, “Hi, John-
ny. We beat you to it.”

~“We hadda stop off,” said Steel, nod-
ding toward me, just as the smaller of
the 'men on the stretchers stirred one
leg and groaned. Suddenly his eyes
opened, wide and staring, like the eyes
of a terrified rat. | wondered which™ of

the two men would crack first. ]
“All right." said a tremendous voice,
“Now let’s hear you two make some
sense.” A huge police lieutenant moved

two paces nearer the Eurasian. “Or
would you rather have a crack in the
puss?”

The pitted yellow face did not move,
but the eyes opened slowly. “Say!” ex-
claimed another voice from among_the
blue uniforms, “If that ain’t Chinky
Ellis I’ll eat him. Used to handle a gun
for that Detroit mob.

“Your name Ellis?” the lieutenant

snarled.
The saffron maak nodded.
“Well, now,"” said the lieutenant,

“ain’t that nice? My name is Heffer-
nan of Homicide, and maybe you’ve
heard of me, too.” He turned to the
ratlike man. “What’s yours?” he de-
manded, then the ambulance surgeon
whispered that the jaw was broken. The
lieutenant snorted, whirled back to
Yellow Face. He said: “All right, then,
you do the talking. What’s his name?*’

“Tony Savoit.” . .

“Whose Caddy was it a/ou were in?
You got just three seconds.” ]
~ The Eurasian closed his eyes, wait-
ing. | said, because | couldnt wait,
“Lieutenant: | saw that car about half-
past twelve this morning in a garage
a couple of doors below a gin-mill called
Papa Joe’s. Over near Cross Court ™

‘Thatd be Maione’s place,” the
hawk-faced detective muttered. “Shall
| shoot over there. Loot?"
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“And bring him in,” Heffernan
agreed. The hawk-faced man went
quickly out the door.

John Steel said: “Lieutenant: name
of Steel.” Heffernan glared at him. Steel
flipped his lapel back and Heffernan
glanced at the little button underneath
and said grudgingly: “Well?”

"Lemme have a word with you,”
said Steel. The two of them stood in
the corner of the room talking in voices
too low to be overheard. Then | heard
Heffernan say: “I gﬁat it, I getit” And
the_R/ both carne back. )

here was a new tension in the air,
as Heffernan again bent over the Eura-
sian. “Listen, you rat. | havent got all
day. Maybe you don’t want to get well,
huh?” For such simple words, they had
a quite terrible sound. Then Heffernan
straightened suddenly and addressed
the others like a surgeon in an operat-
mH theater. "Now remember, al Wu
fellas, the punk did this himself. We
found him that way in his cell.”

The bltﬁ; yellow face was suddenly as
wet as though it had been dipped in
water. The greasy voice said. “Wh-
what do you want to know, Lieutenant?
The Caddy was Vic Malone’s. It was
this way. We . . .”

+ * * * *

That was at half-past seven. At half-
past eight, Steel and I got out of the
Colonel’s car at the corner of Forty-
third and Madison and headed for the
Biltmore elevators. ) )

He and his colleague, Ellis had said,
were employed by the garage owner
known as Victor Maione to do occasional
driving and odd jobs for him. He had
been summoned by Maione at around
four o’clock that morning, and told to
dig up Tony Savoit and report for duty
at five-thirty. He had done so. The two
had then béen instructed by Maione to
take the gray Cadillac and drive slow-
jy down the Boulevard past Frank’s
lace, timing themselves to arrive_at
ifteen to twenty minutes past six. The
description of me which they had been

iven was accurate and they had been
old that on no account mustthey |n{_ure
me. The idea, Ellis had added "hastily,
was simply to give me a good scare.

After the receipt of two bullets from
Mr Steel in bis right shoulder, Mr. El-
lis had. as we knew, voiced a loud, bit-
ter outcry, Savoit had tried to make a
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?_etaway but, as we knew, had been
irst blocked bK a truck, and subsequent-
ly shot through both legs, to say nothing
of breaking his own jaw. Further, de-
ponent could not carry us. It remains
to add only that the hawk-faced detec-
tive had got to the garage just a little
too late. Mr. Maione seemed to have
been suddenly called away.

Steel and 1 got out of the elevator and
walked fast down the long hall to the
Colonel’s suite. Steel said to the man
guarding the door: “Any phone calls?”

“Yeah, about fifteen” minutes ago.
Some gi_uy wanted to speak to Mr. Boyd.
| said like | was told to—that Mr. Boyd
was out but he might be back later,
would the%/ leave any message. But the
gu¥just ung up.”

hrough the door | heard a tele-
Phone ringing. Steel and | piled into
he room. . . .
_“Let me, Major,” he said quietly, and
picked up the receiver. “Yes?”

HE voice at the other end wasn’t

what | expected: it was clear,
staccato, “Yes, sir!” Steel answered,
and_ pulled his heels together as he
straightened mechanically. “You cornin’
over here, sir?” The 'voice snapped
words | couldn't catch and Steel said
“Yes, sir,” again and hung up. "The
Colonel’s at La Guardia now,” he said.
"He’ll be here in twenty minutes.”

They were an endless twenty min-
utes. 1 was in the bathroom, putting
iodine on my lips, when the Colonel ar-
rived. “He’s in a jam: he’s inside there
now,” | heard Steel say, and | came
out through the bathroom doorway to-
ward the tall figure. )

_"Hello, Nile,” he said, forcing a cor-
dial note. “Glad to see you.”

He tossed a heavy brief case on one of
the beds and sat down on the other.

| said: “I've ?lven Johnny a busy
morning, and not been too good com-

any. You've never met my fiancee,
oan Adams: the immediate trouble is
—they’ve got her!”

The sudden immobility of the long
spare figure was more striking than any
gesture could have been, “Details?”

I gave them to him as fast as | could.
He interrupted only once, at the point
where | was telling about our arrival
at the Seaview and my subsequent de-
parture.

He said sharply: "You got there a
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little after two; aPparentI you didn’t
leave till three or later. What the devil
were you doing in the meantime? Just
what did you tell her?”

t “Not very much. Nothing that mat-
ers.”

“No fencing,” he snapped. “Does she
knO\IN you’re on this job or doesn’t she?”

[ . es.”

The ~ Colonel said coldly, just one
word. “Why?” )

“Well, she was dra?ged into the Kerr
mess through no fault of her own, and
it seemed to me only fair and just that
she should have some idea of what it
was all about.”

“l disagree with you,” the Colonel

said. “Go on.” o
I went on. When | finished he
snapped: “Where’s Kerr’s letter?”
“Here,” | said. He ran through it

once hurriedly, then started to read it
again. “Has "Steel seen this?” he de-
manded. )

“Yes, sir, Colonel,” said Steel. )

“And neither of you make anything
of it?” His eyes went back to the page
in his hand. *If this is true—" he said
in the same flat voice. “If this is
true ..  Then suddenly there was death
—murder—in his blazing blue eyes.

“Get out!” he snapped at_me. )

| stood motionless, staring at him
stupidly.

“You heard me. Get outl You're
through. | can’t use you any more.”

"All right. If you want t0 put it that
way. | did not give any details. She only
knew | was doing a job of work for our
Intelligence.”

“Which is what we moved heaven and
earth to prevent anyone knowing.
Which_is one reason w [¥ your friend
Kerr is dead. Which makes you much
more_of a liability than an_asSet. Good-
by, Boyd.” He added, seriously, “And
thanks very much!” )

| don’t remember the trip down the
hall, I don’t remember ringing for the
elevator. The next thing | recall is be-
mg in the lobby and staring at the round
red face that was barring my way.

“Listen, Major,” Steel was Ssaying.
“Gimme just a minute, now.”

“You got wings?” | said. “How’d
you get here?” . .

He grinned. “Hadda give the service
car the old emergency dang-dang. In
about five more minutes, the Colonel is
gonna be feelin’ a little bad about the
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way you bounced off. I know him. He is
a softy at heart. An’he happens to like
you.”

“So | gathered.”

“Ma#or, listen. You dont know the
half of it. I been through the mill. |
know the Colonel. Where you goin*
now?”

| said, “How do | know? You got any
sug%estlons 7
) kay, here’s a thought. | never told
it to you because | missed you. I'm gon-
na go right back an’ tell' the Colonel
it's too bad, | tried to catch up with you
to say good-by but | missed you. But if
I was you 1’d keep on seeing Jake."

“Jake?” o
_ “Sure. You may not be officially work-
in” for the Colonel right now, but there’s
no law to keep you from droppin’ round
to that place you were gonna meet Jake.
Shoot the works to him. Tell him we’re
gonna have to have this phone number
changed. Tell him as soon as the new
number comes in, we’ll let Charley Mu-
land know. Then if he says so, you or
he or both of you call the new num-
ber an' I'll be right here an' I’ll let you
knoy)v” how things are cornin'. Got a
gun?

“At home.” ]

“This is better’n nothin’.” He pro-
duced a blue-steel automatic from bis
side pocket, slid it into mine.

1 said, much moved, “Hope | can make
this up to you some day, John. You
know what [ think I’ll do between now
and noon? | think | will go and see
this fellow Tennant.”

.That was at a little after half-past
nine.

JEXACTLY half-past ten | pressed
the button outside Tennant’s doorway.
The hallman had sent up my name, and
the door opened instantly. Tennant
stood there with the big gray Shepherd
at his heels. He was wearing a stained
camel’s-hair dressing gown.

“Hi, Boyd,” he said briefly. “I over-
slept a bit. Come in. Coffee?”

“Thanks,” | said, and he closed the
door behind me as the dog sniffed at
my heels.

It was a one-room apartment,
sparsely furnished. The Murphy bed
had been up-ended into the wall but it
had ewdent%/ been done hastily, because
an edge of the sheet was profruding. A
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leather saddle chair near the window
was flanked by a smoking stand on one
side and a kind of combination desk
and bookcase on the other. The whole
place, apart from this, was barren,
austere, monastic. But it had a most
magnificent view. The casement win-
dow was wide open and | could look
down across a couple of hundred yards
of bare brown lawn to the gray-green
waves which lapped just beyond the
Shore Road. We were almost at the
narrowest point of the Narrows, where
the usual tangle of ships was anchored.

| said: “You get your money’s worth
of scenery, all right. How’d you make
out with the Law?”

“Sit down,” he said. He was rum-
m_aglnE_ behind a door which ewden'_[lh/
hid a kitchenette, for he emerged wit
cu]gfs and saucers and began to pour
coffee for me from a Silex which sat
beside the armchair.

“Thanks,” | said. “l—er—was held
up last night, or I'd have been back
earlier. Any sta_rtlln% developments?”

He poured himseltf coffee and sank
back into the saddle chair. “No,” he
said. “At least, none that they told nie
about.”

“What happened?”

“Oh, | suppose it was just the usual.
They talked to Ona and me separately,
andtook yards of photographs. Ona was
quite wonderful. T thought she’d crack,
but she didn’t. And the fellow who ques-
tioned me was all right. Very little |
could tell him. Though as | said to him,
it’s obvious that 1, myself—theoretical-
H lspeaklng—could be the murderer.

a 7

The laugh g)rated on nie. | said quiet-
ly: "Are you?”
He didn’t care for that. “Just what,”
he said, “prompts that question?”
“You,” '| said, somewhat disingenu-
ously. “You just mentioned that it was

a physical possibility.”
He considered ‘me carefully, then
grinned. “Bosh! | rose to thaf one in

reat shape, didn’t 1? Well, I am not
he murderer. And | would certainly
like to get my hands on him.”

“Has Ona any ideas on who it was?”

The powerful shoulders shrugged.
“Dunno. If she has, | didnt hear “em.
| asked her if I could telephone for her
—some relative, some woman friend,
who’d stay with her, hut she said no.
She’d rather be alone. But apparently
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the Law didn’t like that idea. | gather
they fixed her up in one of the vacant
apartments here_ in the building.”

“What time did the Law get through
with you?”

“Around half-past three,” he said.
“That’s why I’'m a little behind-hand
this morning.” o

“Any telephone calls? Or visitors?”

The hard gray eyes focused sharply
on me. “None. Why?”

“Curious,” 1 sai musmr};li/. "In a
round-about way, I met a fellow who
said he’d phoned you early this morn-
ing. Fellow named Vic Maione.”

ly eyes were watching for even an
eyelid flicker, but there was none. “Vic
}/yho,’.f” he said. “Whoever he is, he’s a
iar.

"| guess he is, at that,” | said thought-
full¥. “Tennant, you were at the table
while | was dancing with Miss Adams.
What did Bill say, if anything, when
he left?” ]

“Didn’t say anything. You know how
he was: always drifting hither and yon
as the spirit 'moved him. Spirits would
be more accurate.” )

"Yes,” | admitted. “Might have want-
ed another quick one at the bar, with-
out Ona’s eye on him. Which still doesn*
explain why he came back here—or how
he got in without their seeing him at
the front gate. Look: you mind if I
ask you a couple more “personal ques-
tions?” ) )

“Shoot,” he said. “Anything at all.”
| “V))/ell. You were in  China. How
ong?”

“Out there altogether three years.”

“Then you must have gone out right
after you got back from Spain? Right
after Eddie Turner’s outfit was dis-
banded ?”

“YeS_” )

"I knew quite a number of those
boys,” | said musingly. “Remember Red

Miller?” (If he does, he’s good,
thought, because | had just invented
Mr. Miller.)

“Miller? 'Nope. Never heard of him.”
“Stub Jopling?”

-NNANT’S voice grew soft, affec-

tionate. “The lop-eared son! He and

| and—was Sam Hunt around when you
were in those parts?”

“Yes,” | said. “He was around—for

awhile.” Through  the open window

came a far, high vibration: the hornets
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iti the sky were beginning thei_r_dail?/
drone. This man is, at least provisional-
ly, all right, | thought. “That is very
good coffee,” | said. “There wouldnt
e another cup of it handy?"

“Certainly would.” He stood UF'
poured more for me. “Maybe | could
speed things up a bit,” he said. “You

on’t want to twiddle your thumbs while

the Law goes ponderously into who shot
Bill—assuming he didnt do it himself.
You could use a spot of action, and it
has occurred to you that maybe at this
point two heads would be better than
one. But you don’t know me from a
hole in the ground; you can't even be
sure that | didn’t do Bill in myself, so
naturally you are hesitating. But | hon-
estly don’t know whether | could be
much helﬁ, Boyd, in any event. My con-
tacts with Bill'and Ona have been very
sketchy.” ] ]

“Really?” | said, surprised. “lI gath-
ered_otherwise.” )

“Tell you how it started,” he said.
“I met Bill Kerr at one of the bistros
along the Avenue there, late one night,
and we got talking about one thing and
another; you know_ how it goes. Case
of liking "at first sight. Then we dis-
covered we both lived at Cross Court.
He and Ona have both been very sweet
to me. But | dont suppose Fve actually
seen either of them more than a cou-
ple dozen times in my life.”

I said slowly: “I haven’t seen Ona
as much as that myself, but Bill went
to school with me.” | still haven’t told

ou the worst feature of the case,
rom my point of view. Joan Adams has
been kidnaped.” ]

Tennant’s hand _holding a half-full
coffee cup stopped in midair. “Say that
again?” he said,

“Kidnaped.” .

The dog and the buzzer made simul-
taneous sound. “A moment.” Tennant
said, strode across the room, and
opened the door Ona was standing
there. Wgy as_| live!” Tennant ex-
claimed. “Come in, come in!"

| stood up. “Hello, Ona,” 1said.

Her cheeks were streaked and swol-
len and her eyes were ghastly The
bobbed light-brown hair ciff in a
straight bang across her forehead made
her look more than ever like a tear
stained frightened child, B

“Hel-lo, Nile,” she said in a iifeless
voice, then as though she had remem-
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bered something, she walked directly
up to me and grasped my coat lapels.
“Nile,"” she said, “You will help me?
You were one of Bill-ee’s best friends.”

“Of course," | said. “Of course.”

And at that moment the telephone on
tktl]e_“stand beside the big chair rang
shrilly.

Ter)ynant looked at the instrument in
surprise. “Who the devil can that be?’
he muttered, and plucked the receiver
from its cradle. “Yes? ... Yes, itis. ..,
Oh! Yes, he’s right here.” He turned
to me. “For you, Boyd. Your newspaper
office calling."”

IT was my turn to feel stupefied, “This
is Boyd. Who wants me?” .

“Steel of the Telegraph, Major,” said
a familiar voice. “How’s tricks?”
~ | might have guessed. “Why—er—
fine, Davidson,” I said. “Fine. What’s
on x{our mind?”

“You got people around, hey? | gol-
ta do the talkin’?”

“That’s right.” | stepped toward the
window as far as the cord would
stretch. ]

“We had another call,” he said,
“about ten minutes after you left. Same
fella. 1 put the Colonel on. Boy, you’d
have sworn it was you talkin’.” Colonel
said he’d gone over fo Frank’s an’ wait
ed an' waited an’ nothin’ happened
Then the fella says, well, we better come
by and get you at your place on Fifty
sixth Street, because that girl of yours
is sure raisin' Cain. So the Colonel says
okay at eleven o’clock." )

“That’s an _impossible deadline, Da
vidson. | cant possibly make it.”

“Keep your pants on. We got the
whole street blocked off, with men at
each end, and one of them trucks wait
in”. Ma%be they’ll come by, maybe they
wont, but if they do, boy, we’ll sure
hang on to ’em.” Another thing: the
Borough Hall boys dug up the driver
of your girl’s taxi. He says he took her
to the corner of Forty-eighth and Pros-
pect, and when she got out he saw her
dro sr?m?ethmg in a letter box.”

[ at.”

“Yeah. Might be a note to you. So
we bad a fella go down to your house,
but they ain’t nobody home.”

“Yes there is, The boy has orders not
to answer the bell when I'm away. PM
call him pretty soon, Davidson, and let
you know ”
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I HUNG up, saying: “That was my
managing editor. There seems to be
some mix-up at the office. 1’d left word
that they could probably get me here.”
| turned to the Dutch girl. “Ona,” |
said, “I was just telling Tennant when
you came in that Joan has been Kkid-
naped. I've got to hurry, so | won't ﬁo
into details now. Point is, cant the
three of us put our heads together and
make soyne sense out of last night? First
came the air-gun—then there was the
face you saw at the window. Then_ Bill
disappears, and we find him—killed.
And then Joan is enticed away from
the hotel where | left her, by a fake
phone call. Now you must have some
iIdea, Ona. The air-gun _terrified you.
Why? Were you expecting something
likethat?” o

My eyes were not missing a muscle
quiver_ in her face. “Ex-pecting, Nile?”
she said. “Of course | was not ex-pect-
ing. Nile, will you tell me something?”

‘Of course,”
~ “Before dinner, when Joan and | are
in the kitchen, I come out t( say the
hare, he is ready. Bill-ee is saymP some-
thing to you. | do not hear exactly what
it was, but | do hear one word: ‘pho-
tography.” Will you tell me, please, what
it 1s he 1s saymg?” ]

“Oh course, Ona. He was saying he
felt like a heel for not having found out
about your camera because he knew
how you felt about photography.” The

ale eyes searched deeply behind mine.
ould she tell that I was lying, | won-
dered? | went on hurriedly, saying:
“One thing that puzzles me is how_he
ever got back to your apartment with-
out being seen.” .

“Oh,” said Ona. “That | can explain.
You who have known Bill-ee for so lon
will know how very childish he is abou
money. Well, the bill-collectors they
are dll the time waiting for him, so
last week Bill-ee says | will no longer
come in the main entrance, | will find
another way. So he %oes through a serv-
ice entrance, and he rides up in the
dumb-waiter!”

“It seems,” | said, “a kind of elab-
orate system, unless he did it chiefly for
his own amusement.”

“Wait!” she said, “That was just the
one time, but it makes Bill-ee think, He
talks to the .superintendent, an<l the
superintendent gives Bill-ee a kev to a
side door He can come in there, and
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walk up the stairs, and he is home!
And no one has seen him! So that is
what he must have done last night,”

“Yes, of course,” | said, (A dumb-
waiter, | was thinking; that is how a
murderer could have escaped.?]

“Ona,” Tennant said, “tell him about
the face you saw at the window.”

The Dutch girl shuddered. “It was no
face. It was just an eye. That is why |
screamed, ile. Just one eye, there
against tnp pane, glaring at me. One—

blgl_—_eye. . . .
his sounded simply SI||¥. “Did it go
away when you screamed?” | asked.

She nodded, then put one hand on
mine UICk|¥. “But | do not think, Nile,
that that had anything to do with
Bill-ee. Because Bill-ee—he kill him-
self. I know it! He has talked of it
often—often. One night, after he had
gone to sleep, | even went to his closet
and | unloaded his gun. | was afraid he
would really use it before morning.”

| had to admit to myself that 1 had
heard Bill play that suicide record off
and on for years. | stood up quickly.
“You could be right, Ona,” | said. “On
the other hand, you could be wrong.
Listen, | have got to go and get this
newspaper mix-up straightened out.
But can’t we meet again, the three of
us, a bit later in the day? Say half-past
three, right here?”
~ Ona said:_ “Nile, thei were very anx-
ious last night to talk with you and
Joan. Shall T tell them you have been
here?”

“Tell ’'em they can reach Mr. Boyd at
the Telegraph offices almost any time,”
I said ambiguously, and took my leave.

MoHN STEELYWoice on the wire
at 11:30 said: “No soap, Ma{or. These
uys are maybe a little bit smarter

an | thought. What does Tennant
have to say? )

I said, “I'm to meet him and Mrs.
Kerr at three-thirty. | can tell you
more after that. By the way, did you
call my house?”

“No,” he confessed. “Haven’t had a
minute. There’s something very big on,
Major. Tell you when | see )(ou,"

“All right,” 1 said, “I1l call the
house right now. Then I’ll phone you
from Sands Street.” )

I fished for another nickel and got
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my home on what used to be Murray
Hill. 1 could hear the bell ring and ring:
no answer. Next | dialed the Telegraph
and a moment later heard Davidson’s
voice. The real Davidson, at my office.

"Dave,” 1 said, “this is Nile Boyd,
and it’s frightfully important. Have |
got any' mail? And find out for me just
when my column for today reached you.”

He was one of the two on the paper
who knew the whole story; he said,
“Sure, just hang on.” Presently he
spoke again. "Today’s stuff was handed
in at ten-forty-five last night by your
messenger. Jimmy says she waS some
messenger, says he didn’t think you had
it in you. Anything else?”

“Yes. Let me speak to Jimmy, will
You—and | needn’t hold you up longer.”

heard him yelling “Jim-mee!” Then
when Jimmy’s voice piped: “Hello, Mr.
Boyd?” | said: “Jim. Listen: %/ou sa
a lady brought in my stuff last night®
What did she look like?”

“Oh, boy!” said Jimmy. "She was a
blonde, with one of those crowded
sweaters *

“She didn't leave a name?” (Why
the devil would Bill give my column to
Helen Watkins?) “Oh, well, | think I
5<_noy)v who it was. What about my mail,
Im.”

“It’s right_here. You got twenty-two
letters, Mr. Boyd.”

“Any with "a Brooklyn postmark,
stamped around six this morning?”
B“%rooklyn, Brooklyn . . . No, Mr.

O ."

?,thanked him and hung up. There
was one more chance: Joan’s mother.
| called her number now. “Hello, Mary,”
| greeted the soft-voiced little Negress
who was Mrs. Adams’ maid. “This is
Mr. Boyd. Could I disturb Mrs. A.?”

“Oh, Mist’ Boyd,” came with a rush.
“She in ve’y bad way. Miss Joan—Muiss
Joan aint been home.” )

“Who’s that? Let me take it, Mary,”
said a deeP, masculine voice. It added,
as it got itself behind the transmitter:
“This is George Barrett, Mrs. Adams’

Iaw¥er_.”_ . .
“This_is Nile Boyd,” | said. “I called
up to find out whether—or—Joan is
home yet.” Bettor break it gradually,
I thought.

“What?” he sounded shocked. “Yrn
dont know where she is?”

| said quickly: “Listen, Barrett, I'm
more than a little worried myself—"
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_ “Her mother,” said George Barrett,
interrupting me again, “is in hysterics.
As | understand it, Joan was to have
dinner with you last night. She did not
come home.  Now will you tell me,
please, where she is?”

The tone irritated me more than the
words. “See here,” | said. “I don’t know
where Joan is. I'm tr?/mg to find out. 1
think you’d better tell her mother that
Joan decided to spend the night with
some friends, in | rookl_ﬁn, and that it
was so late she didnt like to telephone
her mother about it. But 1 think she’s
been kidnaped. And for your private
information, | may say that the United
States Government, in the shape of the
F.B.l., is moving heaven and earth to
find her. | thought Joan might have
written a note, sent some word.”

“There has been no word. How soon
can | see you, Mr. Boyd ?”

“I dont know,” I said honestly. "I’ll
call the Adams number again after
lunch. Will you be there?”

“I certainly shall be—”" the rich
voice gathered way. and | hunﬂ up. Id
never met Mr. Barrett, but he had been

ointed out to me once, and | had dis-
iked him on sight. Furthermore, as a
loudly vocal isolationist, he stood for
eyerythln% | distrusted In 1942. In ad-
dition, |1 had an idea he was becoming
much too interested in Joan.

* * * * *

The main feature of Sands Street,
Brooklyn, is saloons. | came through
the swinging doors of 48-B at exactly
four minutes past twelve. What | saw
was not at all what | expected.

The size and elaborateness of the
ﬁlace was what surprised me first: 1

ad expected some frowsy cellai. But
still more surprising was its aggressive
cleanliness. The brass spittoons along
the bar glittered like gold; two lug
windows glvmﬂ on the street were crys-
tal clear and the floor had been freshl
scrubbed. The Greeks are an admirable
people, but this was Teutonic in its
spoth ssne.ss. | wonder (I thought)
whether the real owner would be, not a
Greek, but a character named, ,say, Bans
Tausendteufol or something similar?

The bartender said affably: “Good
morning, sir. What can | do for you?”

“You could whip up a whisky sour,
maybe,” | told him. “Mind if | sit
down?”
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“Anywhere you like, sir. It’s a little
quiet now.”

“Yes. Thanks.” | carried the drink
over to a wall table and sat facing the
door. A tiny child pushed the swinging
doors back timidly and piped: “Paper,
mister?” | bought a Telegraph. 1 slid
the second_section atop the first with
fingers which werent quite steady.

Yes. It was there. Bill’s last meSsage
to the world, delivered by Helen Wat-
kins at 10:45 on Friday night, and

resumably entrusted to her, there-
ore, when Bill had gone down in
the elevator with her and Merkley after
the airgun episode. Letter From An
Absent Friend said the squat black
B/pe on the grayish paper, by Nile

01\5d. | began to read. ]

_dhe first paragraph was brief. It
said:

By a curiously roundabout route, | have just
recelved a letter from an old school friend which
| want to print here today. He was killed in ac-
tion yesterday.

Now what’s up? | wondered. The
letter began:

Dear Nile:

You won't get this until after 1’ve gone, be-
cause that’s the way I’ve arranged things. And
if this seems a faintly melodramatic way to say
good-by, it’s simply a proof that I'm in tune
with the times. Like so many of my colleagues
in what Miss Stein called ‘the lost generation’
| have been exceedingly dissatisfied with my
life, with its softness, unsatisfying sensualism,
its schisophrenic tendencies.

(It twis suicide, | thought: it must
have been . . . But in that case the
phrase “killed in action” would be
meaningless.)

If you want my honest opinion, it is that the
sooner most of my generation get wiped off the
already-too-encumbered earth, the better for
mankind. So I'm not leaving (word of honor,
Nile) with any special regrets. In the words of
Sidney Carton, “It is a far, far better thing |
do than | have ever done.” . )

But | do want to tell you this: Standin
where | stand, 1 think oné becomes endowe
with a special clarity of vision—even though it
endures for a moment only. And | am sure I’'m
rlgiht when | say that, on the vast sunset-
colored_plain which | seem to see behind me,
the plain on which all humanity is working out
its destiny, the only structures which will en-
dure are those which were built with the help
of two verg powerful Magics—the Magic called
Faith. And the Magic called Love.

So I'm glad to go—if ray going can help,
even indirectly, to speed the new day which is
coming. Take care of yourself, boy. It’s been
fun knowing you.

BILL
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That was all. .

| was still staring at the signature
when | became conscious of others in
the room. Three middle-aged business
men had sat down in the window cor-
ner ahead of me and were having some
clam broth after a round of straight
ryes. The new arrivals were the first
tricklings of what swelled to a stream:
by half-past twelve the bl? room was
echoing to several score Toud voices.
But no sign of Jake. )

Suddenly one of the quiet clam-broth
eaters pushed his chair back and
headed toward me. “Joe!” he said,
beaming fondly down at me.

rimmed spectacles, the polished
black square-toed shoes—ai
espectablllt%/: quintessence

he eyes were

T HE pin-striped dark suit, the gold-

Bourgeois Re
of Brooklynism. But
Jake’s.

“Why, you’ve got so fat, you old ras-
cal!” I said, beaming back. “I hardly
knew you. Sit down, boy. What’ll you
have?” ) )

Jake said, nodding at his two com-
panions by the window, “We’re shoving
off in a couple of minutes. But I’ll have
a beer with you.” | gave an order to
the waiter who went away, then Jake
murmured: “I’m up-to-dafe, as of ten
minutes ago. | talked with Johnny and
his boss, on the phone.”

“Any trace, on Flfty-5|xth Street?”

He shook his head. “Sorry, no.”

I cursed Dbitterly. “There’s our
vaunted Intelligence” for you! Girl is
snatched right out from under our
nose3 and what is the best the old man
in the Biltmore can do? Tell me I'm
out!” | stop?ed, because the waiter
came back with the beer. When he had
or?e again | had regained my self-con-
rol.

Then, round the edge of the glass
raised courteously toward me, Jake’s
voice "You—Dblasted—fool!” ]

“That,” | said, “I grant you. Readily.
| didn’t mean to throw off on you, Jake.
But if you’d heard her on the phone
this morning—and then to be told |
was off the case entirely.”

He gave me a curious look. “You’re
to take orders from me, beginning
right now.”

“You mean I’'m on the staff again?”

"Never mind_trying to define your
position,” he said, with something ap-

murmured
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preaching a grin. “Details can be
thrashed out later.” The grin vanished,
the whole face hardened as he added:
“John told me he’d given you a hint.”

“Of something special stirring? Yes.
But that’s all he gave me.”

Jake leaned forward. “Then 1’d better
talk with.you some more. But not here.
Settle up, will you, and let’s get out.”
He raised his voice for who might hear
him, “Yes. I’'m doing pretty well at in-
surance now, Joe. Drop up for a minute
and see the place.”

The aged waiter accepted a dollar
with pleasure. Jake led the way across
the street at an angle and fitted a key
into a door which bore a sign: Henry
Marshall— Insurance. We Went into
a large, square, bare room which had a
pine desk, three chairs, a typewriter
and telephone, a cheaF1 filing cabinet,
and another door at the back. Also a
window_which flanked the street door.
“My office,” said Jake. “Makes a handK
Blac_e to change, even if | don’t do muc

usiness.” .

"Obviously,” 1 “What’s in
back?”

“Bedroom, clothes closet, and a back
entrance. Sit down. The dump gcross
the street is German-owned. This whole
section is crawling with German
agents. Now hang on to your chair, kid.
Invasion is on the way!” .

He paused, waiting for me to assim-
ilate. “When?” | said. ]

“That’s what we’ve got to find out.
But it’s real, all right. First will be a
series of crippling explosions in key in-
dustrial cities, then an airborne armada
of suicide troops. | grant you, that the
men who come against us, the fliers and
the parachutists both, will be suicide
troops. But think of what they can do
before they die! Think of a few hundred
determined men on Long Island, say!”

“Linked up, | suppose you’re goin
%o ?dd, with the local fifth-column ef-

ort.”

He made an abrupt Gallic gesture
with hands and shoulders. “You see?”
he said, then continued. “l won’t give
you the details because they dont mat-
ter. But this is right from the feedbox.
Trouble is, it’s so directly from the
feedbox”—by which | know he meant
Berlin—“that we’ve got no corrobora-
tion on this side yet. We’ve got to get
some leads here, get at least a hint of
the timetable, the route. That’s why

said.

SHADOWS

you’re to take orders from me. This
supersedes everything else. The convoy
business, well, that may be tied in
somehow, but as of this moment, | want
you to concentrate on other things.”

_ The telephone rang. Jake answered,
listened, hung up, and turned to me a
face carefully swept of all expression.

“That was Steel,” he said. “The
Colonel’s been attacked on his way back
to the hotel. He’s unconscious; he’s not
exgected to live and Steel says that—
What_are you staring at?”

_Alittle dark man who had halted out-
side to 3Iance in through the dusty win-
dow had pulled his arm suddenly out of
his jacket pocket, and had drawn it
back in an immemorial gesture. What
he held in his hand was round and

dark.

"Duck!” 1 yelled, and my legs shot
me sidewise in a low flat dive straight
through the bedroom door at the same
instant that a violent crash of glass
seemed to swallow my voice. And then
the noise of the shattered pane was it-
self swallowed in one vast tidal wave
of sound. , , . o *

A special edition of the Brooklyn
Eagle was on the streets forty minutes
later. It said:

~ The bomb coméJIeter demolished the prem-
ises at 53 Sands Street, through the window of
mwhich it was hurled. An as yet unidentified man
who, passersby allege, actually threw the mis-
sile, was taken to Brooklyn City Hospital with
both legs blown off. From remains discovered
in the wreckage, it is feared that Mr. Henr
Marshall, whose insurance office felt the full
force of the explosion, also lost his life—

All of which was quite true. It was
also true that, miraculously, |1 myself
escaped _|njur¥. Some time’ later, at a
gas _station, was on the telephone,
talking to the Biltmore. ]

First came Steel’s voice. Then mine
answered. “This is Boyd, Johnny. Fel-
low just threw a bomb through Jake’s
officé window. Jake’ dead. I’'mall right.
I ducked in time.”

“Go on,” Steel said. ]

“Jake had just got through telling me
about the Colonel—your phone call—
when it happened. They probably think
I’m dead too, if anyone knew | was
there. What hit the Colonel? And
John: did he tell anyone what he made
of that cipher message?” )

“l dunno. Major. He was on the wire
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to Washington before he left to go up
to Fifty-sixth. He started back from
there, | understand, and a ear got out
‘of control and mashed him against a
wall. It was a plant, all right. | told
you those boys are really smart,”

S_teel-tl#oﬂed _fingers "at my heart
again. “ e didn’t tell anyone, Johnny,
we may be right back where we started.
You done anything about calling my
home?” ) )

“Yeah. Tried twice. No answer.
Things are blowin’ up pretty fast here
right now. You better come straight
In ”

“l know. Jake told me. just before
the bomb. 1’ll be with you in no time at
all, but I’ll stop at home first and maybe
I’Il just look in on Mrs. Adams. Won’t
take a minute. Okay?”

“l guess so. What else you know
about the bomb?” )

“Nothing. All I saw was a little dark
man who pulled something out of his
pocket and threw it. Mills bomb, I'd
say, or a home-made imitation of one.”

"Funny,” said Steel reflectively. “I
don’t think he meant it for Jake. |
think he meant it for you.”"VW

VIl

A iT ten minutes to two, 1 paid olf
a taxi at Park and Thirty-sixth, and
walked a few hundred yards to my own
door. | slid my key into the keyhole, let
myself in, closed the door quietly.

he cool, dark mahoganies "of my
front hall glimmered at me. On the
table was the morning’s mail, evidently,
neatly arranged by the boy, Epictetus.
| scooped it up, riffled through the let-

ters.

Nothing! Nothing that mattered.
“Epic-tce-tus!” | called. But only echo
answered. | went into the living” room,
sat down on the divan and began to
think furiously. , . .

In the beginning there was Jake—no.
Jake came [later. In the beginning there
was no noise except a windowpane
smashing and then a hole in the ceiling.
Therefore an air-gun. But why the shot
at all? I can see, 1 thought, no possible

urpose except a ivuming, either to

ill, or to Otis, or lo troth. Seems a cum-
bersome method but there it is, pro-
visionally : Warning,

Next we have Ona’s scream at Papa
Joe’s, Hoi there was no one in the street

1S5

when | looked. Her story of an eye was,
in my opinion, a lie. She screamed be-
cause of something else, because of
something that Tennant was telling
her, fperhaps. I reconsidered Tennant.
He of all people, would have been a per-
fect natural Tor getting Joan out of the
Seaview. “Hello, hello there. This is
Hank Tennant. I’ve just had a message
from Nile—it’s terribly important. Get
a taxi and drive to thus-and-such and
let the taxi go and we’ll both meet you.
Right?” That sort of thing. Joan would
have fallen for that (I thought), hook,
line, and sinker.

At this point | went upstairs and_be-
gan taking off my clothes. Back to Ten-
nant: take, for example, the matter of
timing., Ona screamed in the bistro at
around 12:30. Bill was |2/In dead in
front of our eyes about 12:50. We met
Tennant in the hall outside the Kerrs'
apartment at, say, 12:45. It took Bill
at least five minutes to type that note,
and certainly six or seven minutes to
walk gor even run) down to Cross
Court from Papa Joe’s. Assuming that
he left Papa Joe’s just before 12:30, he
couldn’t_possibly have finished the let-
ter until 12:42Z. We met Tennant at
12:45 and he said he’d already banged
at the door and been v_valkm% up_and
down the hall. Well, obwous_lY he times
overlap: either Tennant killed Bill or
he heard the shot. | could see no other

wae/. C
got under the shower. )

But why should he sit at his type-
writer writing a “suicide” noté. |
could think of only one reason: because,
by acquiescing in the murderer's de-
mand (a demand backed up by the Kil-
ler's gun_already at Bill’s head). Bill
would™ gain a chance to tell me some-
thing of such immense importance that
he judged his own life as nothln%. And
this conclusion was supported by the
Sidney Carton reference in his last
newspaper column. Bill had died for his
country as truly as any mud-smeared
infantryman hurling._his_body at the
attacking foe. And if this were true,
Bill must have seen death coming. Be-
cause he obviously must have had the
column written "before Joan and |
?]t_epped out of the elevator to dine with

im.

1 toweled briskly, put on a clean
shirt. My mind began to race fast. Kerr
learns something, 1 thought, something
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to do (probably) with photography.
The enemy suspect he has learned it. A
warning Is issued. Either he does not
complg or it is already too late: some-
how, by someone, he is enticed back to
his own apartment. There he is propo-
sitioned for one last time, and he turns
the proposition down and is killed. But
it dawns on the enemy that Kerr has
had a chance to comunicate his sus-
picions to Boyd. But they miss Boyd
when he leaves the Seaview, so they
snatch Joan and, learning from her of
a number where Boyd might be found,
they arrange the Tommy-gun act from
the_ Cadillac.

This fails. So they pull a fake ap-
pointment on 56th Street; but they net
the Colonel instead. After that—the
bomb. Was it meant for me, not Jake?
It could have been. But in that case
they probably think I am now dead.

I" finished knotting my tie and
glanced down at the contents of my
coat, which | had piled on the dresser
top.

QI'here wasn’t much: my wallet, three
or four old letters, the little automatic
which Steel had lent me, an envelope on
which 1°d scribbled from memory Bill’s
farewell note. It was a long narrow en-
velope, and | had set the words down
one under the other in one long column.
Thus what now met my eye was the
following:

Never

a

single
instant
sweetheart
(That was the first crossed out fragment.)
promise
your
tomrade
enchantress
never

to )
entertain
regrets

(That had been the second try.)

HEN | suddenly saw what the

Colonel had seen instantly: the
oldest, simplest cipher of them all. The
X> which had Dblotted out the first
lines meant that those wore the lines
where the real message was hidden.
Then one word under another ... |l
threw the first letters of each word into
sharp prominence. My eye skimming
down the vertical line spelled out the
message:
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N-a-s-i s-p-y c-e-n-t-e-r

Well, the third letter should obviously
be “Z,” but the phonetic spoiling wa4
just as clear. Nazi Spy Center. 1 went
on down the column:

never

thought

how

indescribably

sweet

honey

or

unutterably

shameless

elusive

I-n t-h-i-s h-o0-u-s-e

Nazi Spy Center In This House!
Cross Court? Then why hadn’t Bill told
me?

Because he’d just found it out—and
he did start to tell me, when Ona inter-
rupted. Yet he had suspected something
before last night, or he wouldnt have
written that column. ]

| stood up and looked out the window.
A man was leaning against a tree. He
was smoking a cigarette and starin
fixedly past my house, toward Par
Avenue, which meant that he could see
ever ﬂlck_er of motion at any of my
windows without moving morethan his
eyeballs. He hadn’t been there when |
came_in; of that | was certain. | didn't

like it.

Well, | thought, watcher or_no
watcher, the first thing is to let Steel
know the message. | backed away from
the window and thought | heard a
board creak in the hall. I whirled_to
face the open bedroom door and nothing
happened. ]

_ My telephone stands on a little bed
side table. | took three steps toward it,
hand outstretched. . But the hand
stopped in mid-air. Like a severed black
tendon, the telephone cord, jerked
loose from its connection, Ia]y curling
lose on the carpet beside my foot

Well, there was no doubt 'now. At the
very moment when | had learned the
secret for which Bill had died, the se-
cret which might, give me a clue to Joan
herself, 1 was cut off, and a prisoner in
my own house!

| strode swift_l)( hack to the window.
The man was still there, and staring up
the street. His presence meant onIP/ one
thing, | reflected. | had been followed
every step of the way. No: it might
mean merely that someone had been
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keeping an eye on my house from a
convenient vantage point, and had dis-
atched this current watcher as soon as
was ﬁ)otted entering my front door.
~ Could this vantage Jg)omt have been
inside this house itself? Could the hid-
den observer have reported my arrival
by the very telephone which he subse-
quently cut? Was he inside here still,

waiting for me?

My eyes returning to the bedroom
doorway narrowed at the thought.
Every moment counted, and it would be
asinine to waste ten minutes in an
elaborate gumshoe act in an empty
house when | ought to be making my
?etaway. Yet it would be equally bad if

let undue haste spoil everything. But
when you have to act fast under ex-
treme tension, you find it hard to make
the simplest decision. | thought: Give
up, Boyd, that conscious effort to make
decisions. Keep your eyes open, your in-
tellect alert, but let your subconscious
take charge.

First | tiptoed toward the bedroom
door, with Steel’s little gun in my hand.
I paused, just inside the jamb. There
was no sound of breathing in the hall
outside. I put my head care ull¥, around
the jamb and the hall was quite empty.

y own clothes closet was six feet
away. | got a good grip on the handle
and wrenched the door open.

The closet was empty.

Empty, | mean, except for the two
things "I wanted from it: another
jacket and a fresh pair of crepe-soled
shoes. Balancing first on one foot, then
on the other, 1 got my shoes changed in
a matter of seconds. [ stood up straight,
settling my toes firmly. Then | slipped
on the the odd jacKet and pocketed
what remained on'the bureau top. Hat:
where was_my hat?

I found it was on my head.

Now what? Three alternatives pre-
sented themselves.

One: walk straight to the front door
and out into the street. Take a chance
on being blasted down. No. That was
too risky now that | was the sole re-
mammlg hope of safety for Joan and
most likely, the sole” remaining de-
cipherer of the secret Bill had died to
pass on. . o )

Two: Sit down, and staY sitting until
1 had formulated a complete plan. No.
Obviously intolerable, the waiting—
apart from the pressure of time.
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Three: Try the roof, and hope that,
as yet, they hadn’t got it covered.

O N THE whole, this seemed the best
idea

The roof of my house is, like that of
all the houses in that block, flat. To-
gether the roofs form a fine sky line
grpmenade, as it were, broken by low

rick parapets. You get to the roof by
one of those ladders which descend on
pulleys when you pull a cord. The lad-
der is on the third floor, in a cluttered
storeroom. )

Thirty seconds after nodding a “Yes”
to myself at the roof idea. | was tug-
ging "gently at the cord. The ladder
swung down slowly, without the faint-
est sound. | let its lower ends touch the
floor gently. )

It was a well-made little ladder, of
seasoned hardwood. None of the runﬁs
squeaked. If anyone were waiting on the
roof, there would be no forewarnmlg of
my coming. The leaded-glass skylight
directly above my head was a lovely
opalescent blue and | P'Ut my fingers
against the glass and tilted 1t up by
fractions of an inch until I could see a
dazzling band of daylight. | repeated
Eheh{)rocess on all four sides of the sky-
ight.

So far as | could tell my eyrie was
empty. | gave the skylight a_good hard
shove, my knees straightening at the
same instant propelled me up the last
ladder-step, and | stood on the roof.

| replaced the skylight and began to
run. Running soun Iesslg in my crepe
soles, | leaped the low Dbrick parapets
one after another. But soon | would
have to stop or go hurtling on down
into Madison Avenue. ]

I don’t know why, in stopping, |
should have gerked suddenly sideways.
Something atavistic, | suppose. Yet it
saved my life. For just as | jerked, a
steel hornet went zzzzzzmg ﬁast me and
as | dodged back a second hornet sang
past on my other side. | dodged again,
quickly, behind one of the slim clusters
of chimney pipes and looked back. The
skylight which | had just replaced was
tilted up a very little,

Someone was shooting at me from_be-
neath it, shooting at me with a high-
power air-gun, for | had heard no
sound but the bullets’ sound! Another
bullet went clang against the pipe by
my shoulder and | fell flat on my face.
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The row of low parapets hid me mo-
mentarily. The marksman might think
he’d hit me. ) )

Near the top of this particular para-
pet was a narrow slit. | lifted my head
slowly, and | got my eye to the slit,
what | saw then was quite horrible. My
skylight was lifting slowly. Then out of
the openl_nﬁ scrambled "a long, thin
figure which semed to be covered with
mangy hair. It was like a man-sized
rat. .. .

It was indeed a man-sized rat. It was
the man in the ragged fur coat, the
blind man, who had lain on the far
side of me at Grand Central, who had
come tapping down the washroom
3tait(|rs with his cane just after | had left
ake.

He came toward me now across the
rooftops, his gait a somehow obscene
scurry, lifting his lean legs high as_he
came to each parapet. He still carried
his cane but he was not tagpmg with it
now: he carried it under his arm as a
_stportsman carries a gun. And suddenly
it came to me that it was a gun. It was
the gun with which he had just fired at
me; and also (very g_robab_y) the gun
which had shattered Bill’s window-pane.

Now the loathsome figure had climbed
over the last parapet. That was the
moment when | shot him. He staggered,
fell, and was still. Trick? It could be,
some part of my brain warned me. So
| shot him again, this time aiming for
the belly. ) .

The bullet stirred the body a little as
though someone had touched it lightly
with a toe.

That was all. )

| stood up. | kept my gun in my hand
and went toward my enemy until |
stood five feet away from him. He
didn’t stir but | couldn’t take chances
so | shot him again, twice, between the
eyes. . -

Then | picked up the cane and laid it
beside my own gun, and bent to my
loathsome task.

Five minutes later the front door of
my house opened. A tall, thin-looking,
fur-coated figure with white hair, blac

lasses, and a cane came out and down
the steps. The watcher under the tree
turned his head ever so slightly; then,
apparently satisfied, turned it back
again. The figure went tap-tapping
down the street toward Madison.

I know, because the figure was myself.

SHADOWS
VI

SUCH was the situation at exactly
half-past-two. At three o’clock | stood
on two narrow planks which led across
a kind of moat of dun-colored water
and banged my fist hard against an im-
mense metal-sheeted door. Nothing hap-
E{e_ned, so | banged again. The East
iver almost at my feet was a rippling
blue-green carpet.” The door slid open.
The man silhouetted against the gloom
inside looked a little like Popeye. He
said in a rich Scandinavian accent:

“Ay tank you ban Fire Department.
Vat you vant?” )

“Looking for Mr. Muland,” | said.
“Is_he here?” ]

The old man stepped back. “Come in,”
he said. “Ay see.”

He threw open another door at the
back of the ent_rP/way and led me into
an enormous sail loft. My guide raised
his voice in a foghorn bellow: “Shar-
leeee!” he yelled, and a blond, dun-
gareed %lant of about fo_rtx, at the far
end of the loft stood upright, and came
toward us. )

Charley Muland, sailmaker: now
where, | wondered, would he fit in this
gallery ? o

“I’m Muland,” he said in a power-
ful,7pleasant voice. “What can | do you
or?”

“My name’s Boyd,” | said. “Steel
sent me. You got some place where we
can talk?”

“Sure, sure. Come in the office.” We
passed Popeye and turned off the dark
entrance Into a dim little front room.
“l got a guy comes in once a week to
do the paper work,” Muland said.
“Other times, not a soul sticks his snoot
in here. So you can shoot with what-
ever is on your mind.” He sat down at
the desk, and pointed to a chair.

"Well,” 1 said, tossing into a corner
the ratty fur overcoat which | had
been carrying over my arm and balanc-
ing my stick across my knees as | sat
down, "if you need any credentials from
me, call up Johnny. If you don’t, let me
use that phone anyway. We can go on
from there.” ]

An arm like an oak branch whipped
the instrument toward me. | dialed the
Biltmore number, heard Steel’s voice.

“John,” | said, “l am now sitting in
the office of your friend Mr. Muland,
and | have a devil of a lot to tell you.
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First, though, tell him I'm okay, will
XOU?” I handed the instrument back to
Muland. What | really wanted was
pteel’s assurance that the dperson op-
pﬁsn_e hr[[1e was realy Muland, and was
all right.

H|g you old thus-and-such,” boomed
Mr. Muland. “Who is this fella you
send down to see me on my busy after-
noon?” He was grinning.

Steel said something erisp_and force-
ful, because Muland’ grin disappeared.
“Yeah, yeah,” he said. “Why, sure.
[Z'o%i? he is.” He gave me the phone

“John?” | said. ]

“Yes. You kin say anything you want,
but say it fast.”

| told him briefly what had hap-
pened at my home. “The big thing," |
soneluded, ™is, I've got the message.
The one the Colonel figured out.”

“WHAT?” )

“That’s right. You got a copy of it
there?" L )

“Sure. Got the original right here.
3hoot, Major.” . )

| said: "Just take the first letter in
‘ach word of the crossed out lines, the
irst few lines.” )

“Yeah ... ” His voice was abstracted
low. There was a silence. Then | heard
lim say in a tone of awe: “This had bet-
ter go to a G-Two-B this minute. I'll
ret a messenger right up.”

“Why don't you phone it?’
_ He said sourly, “The way things are
ireakin’ today, | dunno whether even
rl\]X own wire is tapped. An’ Colonel

argate is due right now to take over.
Maybe | Dbetter hold this decoding of
rours till he gets_here.”

For the first time since I'd known
dm, Steel was Indecisive. “You do what-
wer you think best, Johnn¥,” | said,
‘only "get that message in the works.
Thing now is | cant sit here botherin
Muland all da){. I'm going to hie myse
>ver to BrooKlyn again to see my dear
ild pal Tennant, | told him, see, that
'd be_ there around three-thirty. I'll
te a little late but not too late. And
naybe 1can learn something that will
ieJp.”

I' became aware, as | talked, of
Charles Muland’s eyes fixed on me with
it expression to which | couldn't give

name They were brilliant eyes, a
night  andmavian blue. *“Okay,”
Heel said “Only I’d suggest you talk
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to Muland a couple of minutes before
you go. He’s a very good man, and
might have some ideas,”

1 certainly will,” | said, “And the
minute I’ve got anything to report. I'll
call in again,” | hung_up and turned to
Gharies Muland, “Thanks,” | said,
“Coug{le of things I'd like to put up to
you. You ever happen to hear of me? |
dont want to bother you repeating stuff
you know already? )

He shook his™ head instantly. “So
many new guys in this. Like to step out
for a drink? 1 kind of gathered you’re
on gour way now, anyhow?”

[ ure.”

H E bellowed something through the
loft door. A moment later 1 was
crossing the narrow plank bridge with
him behind me. ]

It was a tiny hole-in-the-wall of a
bar, a block and a half from the loft.
Its patrons were all apparently sea-
fa”n% men, and & lone buck private
looked badly out of place. )

“Couple of double snorts, Joe,” said
Mr. Muland to the barman, “and bring
’em in the back, will you?” We sat in
salt-aired semi-darkness in a little back
room.

“You knew Jake, of course?' | said.

“Sure.”

“He’s dead. This afternoon."”

“Yeah?” He seemed not surprised.
“You been workm%wnh him?”

“Not directly. I've been working on
the whole convoy situation. With the
Colonel. You on the same end?”

“Yeah. Sort of. The sail
handy cover.”

“Sorry we haven’t met before.”

"Same_here.”

We raised our glasses to each other,
and drank. “What | personally have
been concentrating cn;,» | said, ™is the
way this new submarine pack or what-
ever the devil it is that’s out there,
seems to get word. Because there can’t
be such a lot of people who know when
a convoy's scheduled to start.”

“Oh, "youd be surprised,” Charles
Muland said heavily. “Its just like
anything else: fella” in a confidential
job gets to find out something nobody
else knows, it makes him feel inipor
taut. Then he begins to blow about what

loft’'s a

be knows to other people his wife, a
barkeep, his sweetie.” lie suddenly
leaned across the table. “Heard what
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happened this morning?”
lC‘)l‘zlo.”

"The worse yet. Fifty miles off Mon-

tauk, so help me! They got the whole
gonvoy! And two destroyers. . . Around
awn.”

| said: “Well, it can’t be just acci-
dent, can it, Muland? There can’t be
enough submarines in the German navy
to keep that kind of watch. They must
knov&/ we’re coming. They must have got
word.”

“Hey, pipe down,” Charles Muland
said, "You tellin’ me about pig boats?
After the time | put in on 'em?”

“Sorry.” ) ) )

"Not that yZain’t right about their
knowin',” he said. “Their big subs have
a ten-thousand-mile cruising radius
and subs can stay out from home base
maybe 5|xt[)(/ to ninety days. It takes ’em
three weeks to cross the ocean, and
three weeks back. That gives ’em say
four weeks average for actual hunting.
But at any given moment, there’s only
one-third "of ’em doing the hunting:
cne-third is_cornin’ west to relieve, and
the other third on its way home. So they
ain’t strung out in one continuous line:
they get word, all right, like you said.
But even that dont explain Stuff like
ill is morning. Fifty miles off Montauk!”

We were both Silent. ]

_ "They wouldnt have got away with
it eithér,” Muland added, "if it had
leen even half an hour later. There was
going to be a blimp escort and planes to
pick the outfit up at daybreak an’ carry
on with ’em. Nice timing, all right.”

A hundred men struggling in icy
waters at dawn! Other thousands
doomed to death because planes, tanks,
guns were strewing the ocean floor!

| felt a terrible wrath. But somehow
my mind ke?t straying back to Joan.

| decided 1 had better go, but it came
to me that Ferhap_s I ought to acquaint
Charles Muland with my problem of the
moment, and see what he had to offer.
I made it a brief story.

_"S0,” | concluded, “they’ve got my

irl, and now I’'m taking a trip over to
this hang-out.”

IIWhylii

"l told the—the wife of this friend
of mine who got killed that 1’d be back
around three-thirty. She may have some
more_dope. Theré’ this guy Tennant
hanging around, and the two visitors
I’'ve just mentioned, a fellow named

COURT OF SHADOWS

Merkley and his gal—Iive right there
in the building.” -
_Charles Muland appeared to roujj
himself. "What building is it?” .
"You must have heard of it,” | said.
“It’s the pride of Bay Ridge, | under-
stand. A place called” Cross Court.”
The huge frame jerked like a tree hit
by lightning. I leaned toward him in
puzzled inquiry. Then | saw that he
was staring fixedly over my shoulder.
Charles Muland seemed to reach a de-
cision, and_he said: “Fella | gotta sec
ust came_in. Mind if I ask him over?
e’s in this racket t0o.”

“Hey, Gus!”

1TURNED my head slowly and a
plump, well-dressed little man with
gold spectacles glanced round fronr
where he was giving an order to the
barman. It was one of the clam-broth
eaters who had been sitting with Jake
at 48-B Sands Street a couple of hours
before.

The little. man came over. Muland
séal,gl, “This is Nile Boyd, Gus. G-Two-

“I know,” said Gus. “l know.” He
turned to me. “How come you’re alive,
fella? It ml(gjhty near blew the windows
out of the Greek’s.”

I shrugged. “Did they get the guy
who threw it?”

__“They got the guy. He’s prob’ly dead
ij now.”

“ﬁny idea who he was?”

[ 0.”

“l—er—saw Jake was gone before
1 got going mP(seIf. I’ve been having a
kind of busy fime since.”

“I’ll say,” agreed Mr. Muland. "Well,
we’re all busg. What say we have one
quick one, and blow?” )

“You fellows carry on,” | said. “I’ll
%et started, thanks just the same. But

harley why did you—just now, just
before 'you saw Gus—why did you give
that jump?”

| hesitated, Muland
smiled.

“Because | didn’t know that was the
place you were talking about. What
was in this message that you figured
out, lhis message you spoke of to
Steel ?”

The (one was carefully casual. But
though 1 had Steel’s spécific okay on
Muland, J had no such assurance about

deliberately.
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Gus. | thought I’d better skip the re-
sults of my deciphering.

“Oh,” | said, “just a couple of what

I'might be hot tipS. Tell you about ’em
when | get a minute.” )

‘Til be at the loft till maybe six. How
about you callin® me there, say around
five? I’ll keep in touch with Johnny in
the meantime. How’s that?”

“Five is right,” | said, stan_dm% up.
“I’ll leave that coat in your office, then.
Okay? Pick it up maybe later in the day.
Good-by, Gus. Glad 1 met you.’

* * * * *

A different porter was in the ornate
lobby of Cross Court when | _arrived
just after four o’clock. “Mr. Tennant,

please,” 1 said crisply, swinging my
cane.
“Who shall | say, sir?” he asked.
“Mr. Boyd.”

He gave me a stiff little bow. Old
German army non-com, for my money,
| thought. Then a crackle at the wall
telephone, and he said: “Mr. Tennant
says will you come right up, sir.”

A moment later the elevator rose
ge_ntlg. The cage stopped and the_ doors
slid back. Hank Tennant, standing in
the hallway, said, cordially if carelessly,
“We’d almost given you up. Ona’s feel-
ing much better. Come on in.”

Ona was in the big saddle chair by
the window. “Nile!” she said, and held
out both hands. But before | could take
them her smile broke suddenly and she
Qld her face in them. | patted her shoul-
er.

“Easy,
be late, I’ve
noon.”

“Bet you haven't had any lunch,”
said Tennant behind me. “How about a
sherry flip? Only take a moment?”

“I'd welcome one,” | said.

He shoved a chair toward me, went
to the Kkitchenette, and returned pres-
ently with a little silver tray and three

easy,” | said. “I’'m_ sorry to
ad a fairly active after-

glasses. “One sherry flip,” he an-
nounced, “as advertiSed.” Ona and |
each took a glass. “Skoal!” said Ten-

nant, raising the third, and we all
sipped. It was fine. )
put my glass down and said: “Ex-
actly what the doctor ordered. What’s
new with you two?” ) )
“That man was here again,” said
Tennant. “Fellow named Lonergan.
We’d told him all we knew. He asked
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us to stick around till further orders.”

“Nile: any word of Joan?” Ona asked.

“Not a_trace. Which is one reason
why 1’d like to use your phone, Ten-
nant: | want to get in"touch with Merk-
ley and Miss Watkins.”

i h\{\fl)hy’) Think they can throw any
ight?

“l don’t know. Bill evidently gave
Miss Watkins an important message
to deliver, so she might be able to
throw some light. Do either of you hap-
pen to know their number?”

“It’s in the book,” Ona said.

| retrieved the Brooklyn phone book
from the lower shelf of the stand and
| riffled its pages. Yes: Merkley, P.:
Cross Court. ... | dialed, and presently
a suave baritone “Hello” came to my
ear.

| said, “This is Nile Boyd. Could you
spare a couple of minutes fo$ me right
away 7”7 ] ]
~ “Certainly. I’'m doing nothing more
important than finishing a late lunch
with Miss Watkins.”

“Thanks. I’ll be right over.” | hung
up and turned back to the others.
"They’re both on deck. Any chance of
checkmg}m with you again 1n, say, half
an hour?” . .

“We’ll stay right here,” said Tennant.
"You’d better finish the sherry f|||p."

"Right,” | did so. Tennant followed
me out to the elevator, “You really will
be back, Boyd ?” he said. “I want to talk
with you.” )

“IIl be back,” I promised.

* * * * *

The elevator descended to the ground
floor. I pushed the tip of my new cane
smartly against the outer door and it
swunlg baCk. | sauntered out into the
marbled lobby slowly. The frock-coat-
ed functionary hastened toward me.

“Can | get you a taxi, sir?” he in-
quired, and this was extremely puz-
zling. For he seemed more than mere-
ly concerned over the possibility that
I might require a taxi: he was poised
on the balls of his feet ready to leap at
my_command.

Then it came to me suddenl?/ why. |
rapped sharply with the ferrule of my
cane on the marble floor. | said: “I
should like to have a taxi here at exact-
ly”—1I consulted my wristwatch, holding
my cane in my right hand—“exactly
five minutes to five. And where will 1
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find Philip Merkley’s apartment?”

A?am | rapped with the stick. He
nearly tripped over his fat legs in an
effort to lead the way to _the door and
to point out the directions for me.
"Straight across the court, sir, the en-
trance o;lt)(posne this.”

“Thank you,” | said severely, and
continued my stroll. ]

It was a handsome stick, of what
looked like stout ash as far as the han-
dle. I had examined it and its mech-
anism carefully in the taxicab which
had brought me to Cross Court; | had
even taken it apart. It held sixteen bul-
lets .177 callbre—deadI%/, if they hit
you in the right spot. The whole thing
was a beautiful piece of mechanism, but
?A %he moment | was not thinking of

at.

For it had just dawned on me that, in
addition to bem(I:] a highly effective
sweapon, it was also my passport. The
silver band below the "head was deco-
rated with a ring of finely etched swas-
tikas, and | had no doubt that most of
the important confreres of the fur-
coated a%ent carried precisely similar
canes. That was why the porter had
been so deferential: anyone carting a
cane like mine around was ipso facto
an important secret agent, and to be
treated with all the respect due such.

Sunlight was dazzling in the outer
court. | crossed to the other wing which,
as the doorman had said, had a lobby
exactly like the one 1°d just left. A sim-
ilarly “uniformed functionary advanced
to meet me and | saw distinctly how he
drew himself up the instant his eyes
fell on the cane. | said, before he could
speak, "Mr. Merkley; he’s expecting
me. That would be apartment num-
ber?”

"Six-C, sir.”

| entered the elevator and pressed the
button marked “6.” Twentg-odd _min-
utes, and my taxi would be waiting.
Then, with luck, I would be out of Cross
Court, away to call Charles Muland
back. The car stopped. | stepped out.

Sixth floor: that was the top floor.
The immense flat roof with its pen-
nants and its flagpoles was just over my
head Should I give that at least a cur-
sory inspection before proceeding to
the Merkkys? While | hesitated, a low
dick sounded beside me and through
the glass portholes 1 saw the elevator
begin to descend.

SHADOWS

| couldn’t move. Why? I didn’t know.

Something, some unseen director, was
ordering this scene played in a differ-
ent manner.... All right, I thought sud-
denly. Perhaps the roof is indicated.
Perhaps there is even a fire escape an-
glmct; down past the Merkley apart-
ment. ) o

Another click and a low whirring be-
low announced that the elevator was
climbing the shaft again. | sprinted to
the very end of the hall and a steel door
there said ROOF in small gilt letters.
I wrenched it open and went through. It
swung_ shut after me and | turned and
held it open just a crack, through
which | could look back down the hall,
and the noise of the elevator stopped
and | heard the doors clash back.

| leaned lightly on my cane, to steady
myself, and peered through the crack.
| Saw coming out of the elevator George
Barrett, impeccably arrayed with a gray
Homburg and a red carnation. | saw
George Barrett walk fast directly to-
ward me, then pause outside 6-C and
press the bell.

He stood there waiting, one hand
touching his cravat mechanically. In the
other hand he carried a pair of lemon-
yellow gloves and an exact duplicate of
my silver-banded cane!

IX

G ENTLY | pushed open the roof
door at the' head of the steel stairs. A
man was sitting easily on a glass sky-
light near the roof edge within ten
feet of me. _

“How do?” he said. “Your name
\_/)[/g,gldn’t by any chance be Boyd, would
it?

“|—why—ah—yes. That’s right.”

"Mine’s Lonergan. Steel told me about

ou.

Y "Steel told me about yem,” | said. “I
started to look up this fellow Merk-
ley,” I went on, “and while | was on my
way up here, fellow | know, name of
George Barrett, steﬁ)ed out of the ele-
vator and rang Merkley’s bell. You hear

about the young woman who’s miss-
ing? Miss Adams?”
‘Yes. Surely.”

"Barrett is her mother’s lawyer. Ever
see one of these?” | displayed my cane.
Then when Lonergan nodded, | pointed
to the swastikas. "I took it from an
agent who pretended to be a blind
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man: long fur-collared coat, white wig,
black glasses. Know him?”

“Not by name,” said Lonergan. “He’s

pretty ‘important number, though, |
_dueve. Same like—er—Jake on" our

side.”

_“He isn’t any more,” | said. “I shot
him on a roof in Thirty-sixth_ Street
a couple of hours ago. Took this cane
from him . . . Well, George Barrett’s
tgot a cane just like this. T just spot-
ed it over his arm.”

“Dear, dear,” said Lonergan.

“I just left Tennant’s place. Miss Ha-
en is there with him. | said 1°d be back
y five. Also | told Charles Muland I'd

call him around five. Meantime | made a
date to see Merkley. Am | clear?”

“Perfectly.”

“Well . .. Would | be away out of
order, Lonergan, if | asked to see your
credentials?” | flipped out my wallet,
showed him mine. He did the same by
me, and | continued: "Kerr left a note
to me, in his typewriter. It had a_cipher
message in it.” | told him what it said.
“I phoned Steel from Muland’s place
around an hour ago,” | continued, “and
passed the word to him. He was go-
Ing to get it over to G-Two-B H.Q.
right away. You suppose they’d have the
place surrounded by now? Or would
they wait till dark?”

“More apt to wait _till just before
dawn,” Lonergan said thoughtfully.
“You know, | wondered— But this s
swell, Boyd!” Suddenly he began chew-
ing on his lower lip. "See here: if this
Barrettt is with Merkley—hadn’t we
better hurry? I’ll come with you.”

. “That,” [ said, “would be a very fine
idea. Let’s go.” ]

| went fast down the steel stairs ahead
of him, pressed the button outside 6-C.
Quite without realizing it, | brought my
cane around under my arm so that it
was held there firmly,” with the ferrule
{)omtlng forward. The net result was
hat Philip Merkley, opening the door,
found the moral and physical equiva-
lent of a gun barrel pointing straight
at his heart.

Except for Charles Muland, | have
never seen a man jump so in surprised
alarm. 1 said calmly, “Hello. Am | late?”

“N-not at all,” stammered Merkley.
“Come in,” ] .

1 lowered the cane. “Mind if Mr.
lonergan comes in with me? Says he

knows you.”
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Merkley’s face was something to see;
he was not d'Artagnan now. “Won't
say I’'m glad to see you again," he told
Lonergan. “But come in.” We went_into
a little foyer and Merkley said, indi-
cating a closed door beyond him: “Hel-
en’s got a visitor—an old school chum.
I hate to disturb them. So why don’t
the three of us drop down to the cock-
tail lounge?”

George Barrett as an old school
chum made me want to guffaw. | said:
“Of course, only | wonder if I might
use your telephone? I'm trying to make
a call before a friend of mine gets
away from her phone.”

| ‘'was courteous but urgent. It gave
me one of the few pure pleasures | had
had that day to see the Famc in Merk-
ley’s eyes. Evidently, at all costs, George
Barrett was not to be discovered there
“The phone downstairs is more con-
venient,” Merkley began.

| said, in a somewhat different tone,
"Merkley: this is important. Can | or
can't | use your phone—now?”

He decided to hope for the Dbest.
“Why, yes, certainly,” he said, and
opened the door behind him. “Helen,
may we—?" Then loudly: “Oh, the girls
are in the bedroom. Come on in, fel-
lows.” ) )

We went in. The telephone stood osi
the window sill. I crossed over to it and
asked the operator for Mrs. Adams’
number on Murray Hill. Mrs, Adams’
own voice said: “Yes?”

“Hello,” | said, “This is Nile Boyd
Has your beautiful daughter turned up

yet? No? Well, when she does come in.

will you tell her | called? And Mrs
Adams—have %/ou any idea where Mr,
George Barrett went when he left you?
Where | could reach him now?”

This in a loud clear_voice which, 1
thought, could not possibly help carry-
ing beyond the closed bedroom door. At

least 1 hoped it couldnt. Lonergan,
meanwhile, was gesturing at Merkley,
first decisively, then, of all things,

threateninglﬁl. He was stabbing his fin-
er now at the bedroom door, and Merk-
ey was hesﬂatm;;. )

“No idea at all? Well in that case per-

haps—”

OW Merkley, evidently routed, fell
back and Lonergan threw open

the door without knocking. Merkley
looked at me imploringly. It came to me
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sudden(ljy that my possession of the sil-
verbanded cane must have set Merk-

ley’s mind at rest as regards myself;
it"would be Lonergan about whom he
was worrying.

“_—perha?_s_l'd just better keep on
trying,” | finished. “Thank you, Mrs.
Adams,” and | hung up. Lonergan was
standlngNnow just inside the bedroom
door. “Wouldnt have disturbed you,
Miss Watkins, except that I’'m in such
a terrific rush,” he was saying. My eyes
flicked back to Merkley’s face. It was
the face of a madman. 'He was looking
at Lonergan’s back. One hand was
creeping toward his hip.

“I wouldn’t do that, Merkley,” 1 said.

His head snapped round. He was,
quite literally, mad with rage and prob-
ably fear. | took a step toward him and
swept my cane around in a swift semi-
circle, bringing it down as hard _as |
could on the slender white wrist. There
was a sharp crack as bones splintered
and a loud, high, involuntary shriek.

“You asked for it, Merkley,” | said
bet;/Iveen my teeth. "Get over by that
wall.”

He glared at me, but obeyed. Loner-
gan said: “l think you and your old
school chum had both better come out in
the other room, Miss Watkins.” He
backed toward me step by careful step.
As he drew abreast of me, he said, more
loudly, “You heard me!” and | saw the
color-drained face of Helen Watkins in
the doorway but she wasn’t what | was
waiting to see.

“That’s fine,” said Lonergan encour-
agim ly. “Now you, please—drop that or
Il drill you!” ) )

| heard, in the ensuing silence, the
very faint sound which a light object
might make if it were tossed on a car-
eted floor. “Okay, step out here, now,”

onergan said. .

_George Barrett stepped out—minus
his silver-banded cane.

Lonergan said: "You are George
Barrett?” )

“l—yes. My name is Barrett.” He
missed the_nonchalance he was strivin
for. “Afraid | havent the pleasure o
meeting you.” ]

“Lonergan. I’'m working on the Kerr
case, and the disappearance of Miss
Joan Adams.” He bent suddenly re-
proving eyes on me. “You are Mr.—er
—Boyd, I believe? Did you strike Mr.
Merkley here just now?”

SHADOWS

"Yes,” | said, wondering where this
play-acting was gettlng{ us. “lI had an
Idea he was going to pull a gun.”

Lonergan’s eyes narrowed.
you armed, Mr. Merkley?” he asked?
f“_Y?es,” said Merkley defiantly. “What
of it?”

“May | see the ?un,_if you please?”

Merkley said: “It’s in my jacket pock-
tlet.thl_ cl?nt reach it. My arm is broken,

ink.”
) Lonezgan_inserted a delicately prob-
ing han

, withdrew a nasty little black
gat. “You have a permit, | assume?”

"Matter of fact, | have. Only it isn’t
here. It’s in New York.”

“Ah,” said Lonergan solemnly. “You
won’t mind if | keep this for the mo-
ment, then? Thank you.” )

The gat vanished in his own side

ocket. "Merkley said blusteringly, as

onergan stepped back, “See here: you
may be in charge of the Kerr case, but
you can get out of my apartment. |
mlgth,t, ask you whether you have a war-
rant.

“Oh, yes,” murmured Lonergan. “A
very special warrant. A Presidential
warrant. Very hard to get, very cor-
rectly issued. . . . Would you care to see
it? Of course not; you don’t want to
bother with that. | wanted to talk with
you and Miss Watkins again about last
night’s unpleasantness, but | gather
Mr.—er—Boyd wants to see you, too.”
_His voice trailed awa¥ on a delicate
rising inflection : he was letting me have
the next move. | said: “I did, but |
wanted to see Mr. Barrett still more. |
am wondering whether. Mr. Barrett
knows that he is, at this moment, in
considerable personal danger. 1 am won-
dering, Lonergan, whether it wouldn’t
be a good thing for you to take Mr. Bar-
rett into_some sort_ of—er—protective
custody. Just for tonight, of course. And
Miss Watkins and Mr. Merkley. | doubt
if they at al' realize the way things real-
ly are here. Don’t you agree?”

ONERGAN appeared to be think-
ing hard. At length he said: “I

do believe you’re right, Mr. Boyd. |
think that would be an excellent idea.”
He took three steps to the open case-
ment window. His left hand whipped
a white handkerchief from his breast
ocket and his arm extended through
he window let the handkerchief stream
briefly in the breeze. “Mr. Boyd, we can
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dispense with you for the moment, if

you want to carry on,” he added, “I

/g]athere"d you were in something of a
urry?

I met his_eyes squarely, "Then I’ll
dash,” I said.” "I’ll voice my regrets
later, Merkley. Sorry to be so precipi-
tate, Miss Watkins.”” | opened the door.
Three men bg men, all in uniform,
stood outside. Cops. _

"Come in, boys,” Lonergan said. “And
pass Mr. Boyd out. He’s in something of
a rush.”

They stood aside. | walked past them
swinging my silver-banded cane. . . .

It was ten minutes after five. A large
green taxi was drawn up at the stone
steps beyond the fountain, exactly as
ordered. The driver glanced hopefully
tit me, but it seemed best to pass him uP.
| strolled on, up the street to a little
corner cigar store where | dialed for
Steel. )

"It’s Boyd, John,” | said. "What’s

new?”
“Major,” he snapped back, “call Mul-
and right away, will you? | just talked
wﬂﬂ him. Call’him quick. We’re all tied
up here.

“Right.” | hun(c:; up, fished for anoth-
er nickel, dialed haries Muland’s num-
ber. | said, "Nile Boyd, Charley. Little
late. Sorry. What's up?”

“How soon _can you get over here?”

"Twenty minutes, maybe.”

"I’ll be waiting. Only make it fast!”
Another taxi whirled me out, a few
minutes later, toward the Brooklyn
Bridge. | sat back a little at that point
and closed my eyes. . . . The next |
knew, the taxi had stopped, and the
driver was holding the door open. "Is
this the {)Iace you want, mister?” he
said doubtfully. 'l glanced out and across
the dull water of the moat | saw the
huge dungareed figure of Charles Mu-
land ap#[)ear in the open doorway of the
sail loft. | paid the driver and can-
tered across the plank bridge with my
silver-banded cane under my arm.

"You look kind of flustered,” said
Charles Muland, grinning. “Come on
in.

| did. Behind us the big steel-sheeted
door began to slide down silently. "Lit-
tIe_dIonger drive than | expected,” |
said.

“Go on in the office,” said Charles
Muland, and suddenly I didn*t like his
tone, which was somehow not a sugges-
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tion but a command.

“In, | said,” the big man repeated,
and now his voice was hard, contemptu-
ous. | stood preuse(ljy where | was, with
the cane tucked under my left arm, and
mdy right hand in my jacket pocket lift-
ed the snout of Steel’s little gun till it
?Ilgngd itself with Muland’s big belly.

said:

“Pull yourself together, Muland. Il

o in wheén | get blamed good and ready.
! nd in the meantime, | don’t like your
one.”

For such a big man, he was very fast.
| saw the huge foot coming, and my
finger tightened on the trigger in my
pocket but the foot got there first. An
excruciating pain flashed up. my right
arm, the gun went spang angrily, but al-
ready the kick had tipped the barrel up
so that the bullet went zip over Charles
Muland’s head. ] )

Simultaneously with the echoing me-
tallic clamor of the shot, the giant was
upon me. | hit the floor, and the world
exploded into star-streaked darkness.

X

ANET , amazingly | wasnt out. Then
something metalli¢ hit me on the side of
my head and | drifted into %ray vague-
ness. | was conscious only that” my feet
were being lifted, that something was
being wrapped around my ankles: a
rope. | felt my body lifted at the shoul-
ders and feet, and myself being trans-
ported effortlesslﬁ through the air.

“One! Two! Three!” My body began
to swing back and forth like a hammock,
and | Iit with a thump which sounded
like kicking a bass drum and felt like
landing on a rock pile, only the rock
ile yielded slightly. Then™ came ob-
ivion.

The next | knew my bed or what-
ever | was lying on, ‘was tilting up,
down, up, down, up, in a regular
rhythm. 1 must be lying in a boat; a
boat rockl_nE gently” ac anchor. And
then, as quic Igas the click of a camera-
shutter, nderstoodl was in a boat
beside Charles Muland’s sail loft. I was
tied up hand and foot, and Charles
Muland must be an .Iris' spy. . ..

| could hardly believe it. And yet—
snap out of this, doPe, | told myself.
“What are you going to do?”

A brief struggle with my arms and
with my feet” convinced ‘me that |
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wasn’t going to do much of anything
about it Not unless—wait. Could I sit
up? | tried, and to my surprise | found
| could. o )

My new position extended the view,
but contributed little otherwise. The
boat into the cockpit of which | had
been flung was, | saw now, a sleek ci-
gar-shaped express cruiser with a low,
streamlined center cabin, the entrance
to which, éust beyond my toes, was
closed. A Browning machine-gun was
mounted forward, also a big search-
light. The boat was moored with her
knifelike prow pointing outward from
her present narrow slip, poised for in-
stant flight. The door of the boathouse
was just a couple of feet beyond her
prow.

A low clear voice from nowhere said:
“Boyd! Can you hear me?”

The quivering of my body stopped.
At risk of screwing my head off, |
brought every nook and corner of the
dim structure into my line of vision.
The boathouse was empty.

My heart began to_pound violently. |
saldb”m a stage whisper, “Where “are
you

“Here, beside you. Look down!” J
bent to m¥ left, which was the side of
the boat tarthest away from the en-
trance door, and glanced over the gun-
wale. | don’t think that ever, in my
life, have | been more surprised!

Hank Tennant’s dark hawk face
floating flush with the surface of the
scummy water stared up at me. | said
in amazement, “What the devil are you
doing there?”

"Gun!” he whispered. “You still got
one? S )

I hunched myself sidewise until |
could rub the pocket against the boat’s
gunwale. “Gone,” | whispered.

The head shook itself impatiently as
one of the ripples washed over it.
"Here,” he muttered, and held out a
small shining knife. 1 shook my head.
“Cant reach it.” | said. “My arms—
tied behind me.” .

“Oh. Well, 1 can cut you loose right
now,” he said, speaking fast. “Then
v;e can both swim for it. Only if that
e oor behind you opens while I’'m doing
it, we re both done for. Or | can leave
ou here and duck out again and go get
elp.. But in the meantime, they may do
ou in.”

4 | started to say, “Beat it fast, and
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carry on after Joan,” when something
stopped me: the thought, perhaps, that
after all I still couldn’t be sure of Ten-
nant. It was a good thing | did hesi-
tate. For the door behind me creaked 1
open, and a voice said from the landing
stage:

“Well, well, if it ain’t the lug in per-
son ! Only he’s about twelve’ hours late.”

I knew that sneering voice; it had
conjured UP nameless horrors at the
other end of a telephone wire early that
morning. And now for the first time |
saw its owner, and he was a fine team-
mate of the Messrs. Chinky Ellis and
Vic Maione. His was the face of some
satellite of a vicious Renaissance prince-
ling, inhuman in its cruelty. Gangster,
1942 model, streamlined.

_ Tennant’s face had meanwhile van-
ished. | said, “What might your name
be?”

“What’s that todyou, pal ?” The long
thin lips stretched like twin rubber
bands into a quite horrible smile. Then
suddenly he cleared his throat and spat
expertly at me. The spittal struck me
on the cheekbone and began to drip
down toward my jaw. o

I could only sit still. But inside | was
swept by such fiery excitement as |
had never known. For, at sight of him,
a wild idea had hit me cerebrally as
hard as Charles Muland had hit me
physically; Joan was here! Here on this
cruiser, on the other side of the cabin
doors! ] ]

Then as if he were psychic, the crea-
ture above me said: “Well, it’s gettin’
dark. You won’t have to wait much
longer, lug.” He came a little nearer and
crouched. “Yes, sir, she’s quite a glrl.”
He stood up suddenly. “Or was,” he
added, and flipped his cigarette butt to-
ward my face.

T HE butt burned into my forehead
~and at the same moment | felt the
cruiser roll sli ht_I?/ to port. My eyes
flicking involuntarily in the same direc-
tion showed me no trace of Tennant, but
| thought | knew what had happened:
he had that instant hoisted himself
aboard. Just forward of the cabin,
where the cabin itself would hide him.

The Animal grinned wickedly, then
bent forward to grasp the edge of the
cabin as he stepped aboard. In that mo-
ment a long streak of silver light
licked through the air toward him. Then
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1 saw the haft of Tennant’s shinin
knife protruding like a giant-size sil-
ver collar button from my visitor’s
throat.

The long, thin torso was falling di-
rectly toward me. | met it in midair
with- my right shoulder, gave a shove
and a heave. Then the thin carcass re-
versed its motion and slipped down, be-
tween the cruiser and the planking, into
the dark rippling water. To Tennant’s
eyes peering cautiously round the cor-
ner of the cabin | whispered: “That
was a honey—and I've knocked him
overboard.”

_“Fine,” came a murmur and the eyes
dl_saRPeared* The boat heeled again,
slightly: Tennant was back in" the
water.

When he clambered back aboard the
boat again, one hand triumphantly held
the shiny knife. | presented my bound
arms to Tennant, felt the see-saw pres-
sure of the cutting blade, and the ropes
fell away. . )

“Tennant,”.l said excitedly, “I could
be wrong, but | have an idea that Joan
Adams is lying inside this cabin. Know
anything about marine motors? | don't.
But if we could slide that front door
up and get this motor started, we could
shoot out of here like a bat out of a

coop.
] E)A thought,” Tennant admitted. “A
fine thought. Wait. Sit still.”

The head went sliding through the
water, toward the door. I saw the metal
curtain between us and freedom shake
slightly, then Tennant’s head came
pushing otterlike toward me again.
~ “We could do it,” he reported, breath-
ing excitedly. “There’s a cord, a wire
cord, over pulleys. No lock: the cord's
just fastened to a cleat. Wonder if that
entl:]me hatchway’s locked?”

I crawled to the square hatchway cov-
ering the engines. It moved. “Okay,” |
whispered, and in another moment Ten-
nant, sIHoplng eel-like up beside me, had
vanished down the cockpit and let the
hatchway down over him.

Tennant’s voice said: “She’s _all set
to go, and | can let her rip. But she
starts and steers from the cabin, which
is locked with a stout padlock.”

“Hold it, right where you are,” |
said and stepped stitlly to the plankm?,
moved on tiptoe and as fast as | could
toward the metal door. | had just no-
ticed a large iron staple screwed to the

147

door shove the knob, matched by a
similar staple on the door-jamb. Takin

the rope which had bound my legs

laced it back and forth between the sta-
Ples. Tennant’s head protruding from
he after cockpit nodded approval. “I’ll
hoist the front door,” I said, “and we’ll

ge}\/lgomg. - .
My left hand, unwinding the thin
wire cord wound around the cleat at the
other end of the boathouse, was shaking.
I unwrapped the last hitch and pulled
gently. Somehow | couldn’t believe that
anything would happen, yet silently,
easily, on well-greased rollers, the great
metal curtain rose into the air.
_ On the way back I loosed the moor-
ings, jumped” aboard the drifting boat.
Tennant was waiting beside the cabin.
Together, we hurled our joint wellght
forward against the door. Wood sH)_m-
tered, but the lock held. “Again!” Ten-
nant panted, “One ... two ... three!”

We hurled ourselves forward again.
Another splintering crash ended with a
loud r:},opmg sound as the door collapsed
inward, and almost mstantlg | saw Ten-
nant crouched at the Dbrass-spoked
wheel. His fingers stabbed here and
there among_the buttons, the throttle,
switches, while his feet were fumblin
for the starter pedal, and a momen
later | could hear the lovely purring
sound of powerful motors.

“Give it to her!” | cried, and Ten-
nant_nodded. We shot forward with an
echom% roar, out of the gloom and into

the golden twilight like a long gray
streak of a torpedo.
Bang! My eyes turned backward

across _the wash of foam showed me the
huge figure of Charles Muland in a win-
ﬂowdof the sail loft, with a rifle in his
and.

“Bang!” repeated the steel threat.
“Bang! Ban%!” .

Our haste had kept my eyes straight
ahead as we burst into tﬁe cabin. Now,
with the Manhattan Bridge droppin
fast astern, and a tugboat dead ahea
hooting a brusque inquiry as to our in-
tentions, | jerked the roll of dark-gray
blankets back from one bunk. It was
empty, | lurched toward the opposite
bunk™ and, m?/ fingers outstretched to-
ward a similar blanket huddle there,
paused at a hail from alongside. |
thrust my head out through the shat-
tered doors and a police boat throbbing
along on a course exactly parallel to
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ours slid a little nearer us and the cop
at its rail bellowed:

“What’s the hurry, Greenwich?”

I swallowed twice before | could
speak; then | called: “Listen: we’re

. S. Intelligence. | want to talk to you.”

The square, weather-beaten ~face
looked surprised. “Well, go on an’ talk,”
it said. “I thought you was Cap
F{%ese. What’s he doin’? Takin’ a day
0 .H

A stubbY finger pointed at the life
preserver lashed to our starboard rail
and | felt a desire to laugh when | saw
the black lettering on the white canvas.
We were, it seemed, part of the Green-
wich Harbor Patrol!

The wake of the tugboat caught us at
that instant and slung me down onto
the second bunk. With horror I real-
{zeq that the second bunk was empty,
00!

Joan wasn’t there, wasn’t aboard at
all. And Tennant and I, between us, had
just shut forever the mouth of the man
who could have told us where she was!

T XI
-1.JATER that day, as we stood in the
Barge office, Steel’s face was ghastly
pale. Colonel Margate said: “We’re
about set, | think.” He turned to a police
stenographer. “You got all that down—
that Mr. Boyd’s been telling? Yes? Then
make a transcript as soon as possible.”
He turned to me. “You’re sure you feel
up to this, Boyd?” ]
Margate had reached the Barge Office
within fifteen minutes of receiving a
telephone call from Tennant, which was
travelinP. ] ) )
“Oh, I’'m fine,” | said, “Fine! | wasn’t
going to miss this last chapter if | had
to crash Cross Court on a stretcher.
“How’s the Colonel, Johnny?” | said.
“He’s gone,” said Steel in a flat voice,
and | understood now the ghastliness
of his face. | turned back to Margate.
“What about Tennant?” | asked.
“He’d better wait here,” Margate said
quickly. “He's still being interviewed
upstairs. Let’s get going.”
_ Motorcycles waiting outside sputtered
into roarln%f}_lfe as we came through
the Barge Office doorway, and two of
them took up a position as advance
guard. The raid, | gathered, had been
set for nine Ereuse y. W« swung out
over the Brooklyn Bridge.

SHADOWS

| sat in the Colonel’s Cadillac_on one
side of Margate. Steel was on his other
side. Steel said suddenly: “Oh. Forgot
to tell you, Major. We sent some of the
boys down to pick up the stiff you left
on your roof, an’ they give the house a
good goin’ over, an’ you know who was
in the cellar?”

“My colored boy?” ]
_“Right. He was in the coal bin, all
tied up with a busted skull. But the
think at Bellevue that he’ll pull throug
all right.” He paused, then said: “What
about Muland, Major? | only heard the
main outlines,”

| said between my teeth, “He’s un-
conscious. Tried to make a getaway in
another boat. Seems his boat didn’t
stop, so the s_erg?\(/alant in the police boat
let ’em have it. Muland stopped several
bullets. Which would be dandy with
me, except 1’d just helped Tennant dis-
pose of the guy you and | talked to on
the phone this morning. And with him
gone, Muland’s the only one in the
world | can think of who might have
told us quickly where Miss Adams is.”

Steel nodded somberly. Margate
said: “l imagine that Mr. George Bar-
rett will crack before Ion%. He doesn’t
seem to me the type to hold out for-
ever.”

| said: “Trouble is, do you think a
man like George Barrett would neces-
sarily even know what the small fry
have been up to? | doubt if he even
dreamed at first that Joan’s absence
had any connection with this mess.
After 11 talked with him on the phone,
though, he may have put two and two
together, so he comes puffing over to
Cross Court. But he may not have the
vaguest idea where she actually is.”

Possibly not,” Margate deeided. “To

et back for a moment, Boyd: as | un-
erstand it, P/our present view is that
Kerr was Killed by the air-gun?”

“Exactly. And “for my money, the
Mind man did it. | think that the fake
blind man, assuming he was the par-
ticular agent involved, must have picked
up Bill in the washroom at Papa Joe’s,
and said ‘Look, we must talk undis-
turbed. Let us dgo to your apartment.’
Bill agrees, and Bill lets himself and
his companion into Cross Court by the
side door to which Bill has been given
a key. Bill may have disclosed how
much he knew, thinking that the blind
man was one of our agents, and the
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blind man thinks: This fellow has got
to go, and at once.

“So once inside Bill’s apartment, the
blind man, suddenlé_ emerging in his
true colors, orders Bill—with the gun-
cane at his head, doubtless—to write a
farewell note. And Bill does. But first,
Bill writes out the cipher-message, be-
cause now he is certain that newly
aroused suspicions are justified. And
the blind man pulls the trigger. He
yanks out the forty-five which Bill car-
ries, sticks it in Bill’s right hand, and
escapes via the dumb waiter, just be-
fore we open the door and walk in.”

Margate nodded. “You’re pretty close
to_hitting it on the nose, I’'m sure,” he
said. “Because the autopsy on Kerr’s
body showed that the hole in his head
was much too small for the forty-five
which presumably killed him, and the
bullet’s exit hole was also too small. In-
qdentallg, they haven’t been able to
find the bullet.’ ]
~ “If it was an air-gun bullet,” Steel
interjected, “it might have spent itself

iercing the skull. Your blind man could

ave picked it off the floor.”

“That’s what 1 suggested,” said Mar-
gate tranquilly.

OR a while we were all silent. Then
[~ | said: “There was something | be-
lieve | didnt mention to your stenog-
rapher just now: Bill’s remark to me,
around dinner time, in connection with
the discovery he said he’d tell me about.
He said: ‘Know anything about photog-
raphy?’ but Miss Hagen came into the
room just then and we never got back
to the subject. I am by no means satis-
fied with explanations concerning that.”

“All right, Boyd,” said Margate. “You
?_ta lunsatlsfled. But man, am 1 satis-
Ie -H

“With what?”

“With those records you found on the
second cruiser when Muland was cap-
tured. Man, oh man!” ]

It was a couple of minutes before
nine when we reached Cross Court.
Margate, leaping from the car, stopped
a military policeman and said brusque-
ly: “Where’s Major Maeka.v?” )

“He’s straight ahead, Colonel,” said
the M.P. “You can sec him in the door-
way there. They're just about to move,
| understand, sir.'

Margate nodded, stepped forward.
Steel’s voice in my ear said: “You
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s’pose these guys are coverin’ a get-
away by water?”

w water?” ]

“Yeah. | dunno what made me think
of it. Maybe it was the police chasin’
that second boat.”

Suddenly 1 got it. )

The second cruiser, the one which had

held the records: it could have been
kept moored deep in the sub-basement
of Cross Court itself. It could have
been loaded, finally, frantically, with
the records, could have emerged
through an underground watervyaK,
emerged beyond the Shore Road, right
into the Narrows, and then it could
have streaked across to Muland’s sail
loft to pick up Muland himself.
_Arid if so, still another craft—the
final last minute escape ship for the
big shots—might be moored under our
feet right now!

“Come on!” | said, and the next in-
stant we were crossing the final narrow
strip of lawn, and the sea wall of cut
stone was directly ahead. 1 slowed,
waiting for Steel t0 come pounding up.

“l got an electric torch, he panted,
and produced it. We stood on the very
edge of the sea wall and directly be-
neath us a great semicircular tunnel

mouth yawned in the wall, a. tunnel
whose floor was the waters of the bay.
We lay flat on our stomachs and Steel

flashed the torch briefly into the tunnel
mouth. The narrow black band of water
extended straight back under the
broad lawn toward Cross Court, from
which now came a hum of voices, aud-
ible even where we lay. Then, sil-
houetted against the distant lights, |
saw several small black figures movin
toward us. A machine-gun crew,
guessed. And at the same instant | be-
came aware of something else: the faint
but powerful purring of marine motors
turning over slowly. My fingers bit into
Steel’s thick arm.

“Johnny!” | whispered. “Hear that?
That’s another speedboat coming out!
We’re just in time.”

Together we_Peered back through the
tunnel mouth. The approaching figures
were still more than a hundred yards
away. | said: "They’ll never make it
Let’s jump her, Johnny, as she comes

ut.

We gathered ourselves together on
the brink of the cut-stone wall. I flexed
my toes In their crepe-soled coverings:
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| didnt want to slip at the takeoff and
land sprawling. Then-something sharp
and shining slid fast out from under us
as we crouched there. It was the cruis-
er's knifelike prow!

I have only a vague memory of the
leap |tself,TJust an impression of a dark
huddle of figures crouched in the cock-
pit behind the cabin, figures which
without warning seemed to be flying
straight up at me. | struck a shoulder
hard with my feet and its owner
smashed to thé cockpit floor with my
bOdP/ atop of him and | knew that 1
could account for this one, at least. |
got him by both ears and pounded his
skull with all my strength on the cleats
and a resounding crash beside me told
me that Steel had landed too.

“Stop her!” roared Steel in a bull’s
voice, and someone close to him whim-
pered. The motors throbbed one instant
more and died. “Keep your hands up,”
| heard Steel mutter, and then he
raised his voice again. “You in the
cabin: come out one by one, with your
hands up!” . ) )

| felt his _flashlight being thrust into
my hand. “Train it on ’em, Major,” he
saild. The bright beam of the torch
showed three "more figures clustered
ust inside the cabin door. The nearest
|%ure came out, hands high. Atall, thin,
white-haired man with, of all things,
a monocle in his carved-stone face.

“Stand beside the door,” | heard Steel
say, but | heard him as though from
miles away because a sudden mad
thought had struck me: Could she be
here ? . )
| plunged past the third emerging
figure into the tiny cabin. And a voice
that | would recognize anywhere, any
time, said weakly: “How are you, dar-
ling? | hope you are still all in one

iece.
P “Why, hello, Miss America” | said.
“Mr. G. Barrett has been ever so wor-
ried about you.”

X1l

Y impatience was difficult to en-
dure as | stood bareheaded outside my
own front door in the bright gold of
that April Sunday noon. | said to my-
self: “Blast him, | wish he’d hurry.

| was referring to H. Tennant, who
had telephoned and asked if he might
drop by at twelve sharp. Then suddenly

COURT OF SHADOWS

two figures rounded the corner of Park
and came toward me and | stared at
them in incredulous amazement tinged
with righteous wrath. One was Miss J.
Adams, the other was Mr. Tennant in
gerson swinging — yes! — a silver
anded cane.

“Certainly luck for me,” Tennant
said enthusiastically, as I went forward
to meet them, “to run into Miss Adams
just round the corner.”

“On my way home from church”
Joan informed ‘me, “and | thought, I
will totter round and see how Mr. Boyd
is making the grade.” ]

_ “Come in, both of you,” | said. “Come
in and we will glance over the Sunday
paFer together.”™ o
ushered them into the living_room
and the front page of the Sunday Times
on the window seat where 1’d left it
caught Joan’s eye instantly. She uttered
a cry and darted toward it, and Ten-
nant and | stood behind her, looking
over her shoulder as she read:
157 Suspects Trapped in Raid
On Alleged Nazi Brooklyn Spy
Center
The first bank was: ]
Most Important Seizure Since Out-
break of War ]
Says Local Intelligence Chief
The story itself began: o

Federal Bureau of Investigation
agents, operating in_close conjunction
with secret units of both Army and
Navy Intelligence, last night, at 9
o’clock, swooped down on the mammoth
new apartment building known as Cross
Court in Bay Ridge, Brooklyn, and
took into custody 15/ persons suspected
of being members of a Nazi spy ring..

The contraband material seized in-
cluded thousands of rounds of ammuni-
tion and an undisclosed number of rifles,
shotguns, machine-guns and other arms.
But “the importance of even these
items was dwarfed, the local FBI of-
fice revealed, by the discovery of a
short-wave dlathermy machine” in the
office. of one of the "physicians in the
building. It could be readily convertible
for the transmission of telegraphic sig-
nals and was equipped with a “booster”
device capable of sending messages not
only to submarines hundreds of miles
at sea, but actually as far as Berlin. In
the room with this aﬁparatu_s was an in-
door aerial which had evidently been
rigged by an expert.
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_ Finally, while no detailed informa-
tion as to their contents has yet been
released, it is understood that a com-
lete set of records was recovered.
hese, it was authoritatively stated,
contain_not only complete plans for an
impending invasion, but the names and
actual photographs of members of the
alleged ring, including persons whose
identity, when revealed, will (in the
words of the local FBI officer in charge
of the raid) “rock the country.”

There was quite a lot more, but
much, natural_lly, that was missing. |
left Joan and Tennant to finish the tale
while I went out to the kitchen to find
whether Epictetus had left me any gin.
He had, and vermouth too.

| put things together on a tray and
came back through the dining room into
the living room in time to hear Tennant
say:

“It was absolutely the finest double
feat of arms | ever heard tell of, Miss
Adams. The records alone are beyond
ﬁ_rlce_. Then, with that injured hand of

is, it was grand for him to jump the
other boat and get you too!” ~

“Oh, come, come,” | said, setting the
tray down. “You must learn to curb
thiS distressing tendency to hyperbole,
Tennant.” Then | sat down on the divan
beside the youn% woman and said:
“We’ll _probably be hours comparing
notes. But there are a couple of things
I’d like to know at once. One is your
story, my pet, of what happened after

ou left "the Seaview—no, before that,
eginning with whoever phoned you.”
oan nodded. “The telephone busi-
ness was good,” she said. “After you
left, Nile, 1 scribbled you a note, and
| was just debating whéther it was even
worth”while to get undressed when the
phone rang. It sounded exactly like
your voice. You—he, | mean—said
would | hire a taxi at once and meet
you at this Prospect Street corner
you’d come by in a Cadillac. | said o
course. | took the note with me.

"It was around t\_/vent%_ past four
when | left the Seaview. The Cadillac

icked me up—I remember because |
ooked at my watch under a street
lamp just before | mailed the letter —at
twenty to five. The car door opened and
| stepped in and someone grabbed me
and slapped a cloth which was drenched
in {:hloroform over my face and | passed
ou ,u
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ER reference to the note made me
| very curious. | couldn’t resist ask-
ing a question. )

‘Why mail the note?” | interrupted.
“And where did you address it, baby?”

“To your home, here, of course. |
thought it would be a pleasant surprise
for you in the morning.” The faint pink
in her cheeks was lovely. “When | came
to,” she went on, "I was in this big hall,
like a Bund Hall in the movies, all swas-
tika banners and stuff. There was a
telephone right in front of me. My
mouth was taped but my hands were
free, so | tore some of the tape loose. |
remembered the number you’d called
twice that night and | thought you
might just possibly be there. So'l called
it

“That was clever of them,” | mut-
tered. "Go on.”

“l was just going to try to tell you
about the mess, because of course |
knew then that you hadn’t phoned me
at all, when someone grabbed me from
behind and choked me off. He looked
awful.” . .

“l know what he looked like,” | said
somberly. "You ought to see what he
looks like now, incidentally. And then?”

"Then he let go suddenly and another
man said, "Sit right still, toots. We want
to ask you some questions.” So | sat still,
and two more men came in; 7 think they
were German army officers. One of them
had a monocle. They wanted to know all
about you: how well I knew you, how
well you knew the Kerrs—oh, millions
of questions. | answered them all quite
honestly, because | didn’t know any-
thing at all incriminating anyway. EX-
cept—except when they came to your

job. Then after awhile one of these two

officers said: “Would %/ou care for some
coffee, Miss Adams?’ and | said it
would be heaven sent, and the next
thing | knew a fat, chunky, red-faced
man was bringing a pot of coffee and |
drank a cup of it fast and it tasted a
little queer and | went out like a light.”

Tennant and | nodded solemnly.
"Must have figured she was telling the
truth, at that,” Tennant suggested. |
said: “The truth as far as she knew it,
yes. But of course, after that question-
ing and the abduction and all, she’d
have to be eliminated. They were bound
for a waiting sub, no doubt of that,
when we jumped the boat last night:
Joan would have been slid overboard
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with
point.”
“There isn’t much more to tell,” she
said as | turned back to her. “When

I came to, | was on the express cruiser
that was moored away underground
there. You know the rest.”

“Messrs. Boyd and Steel arrive,” Ten-
nant supplied. And I said: “And neither
of ’em would have been in the neighbor-
hood, Joan, if it hadn’t been for H. Ten-
nant’s little throwing-knife. Remind
me to tell you about that sometime. And
by the way, Tennant,” | said, “is that,
by any chance, my cane?"

““It is indeed,” said Tennant, grin-
ning. “After you and Steel had shoved
off for Cross Court from the Barge Of-
fice last night, the harbor patrol boys
let me _go round to the sail loft with
them. To help dig up our victim and to
reproduce the crime.”

“Your victim!” |1 said generously.
“All 1 did was push him overboard. Go
on.”

appropriate weights at that

ENNANT gave a nod of aﬁpreci-
ation and then continued his ex-
planation. ] )

“Well, we dug him up, all right. And
when we discovered the cane in Mul-
and’s office, 1 thought of you, and
brought it along. With full permission
of the authorities.” He bent suddenl
and picked it up. His outstretched left
hand presented it to me, crook first.

“Thanks, Tennant,” | said. “l should
think you could come out now, Johnny:
what say?” |

The Curtains at the far end of the
room rustled and the thick, bulging,
blue-serge-suited figure of Mr. Steel ap-

eared from behind them. To Tennant

said: “l know you won’t hold this
against me. Johnny got here half an
hour ago, and | thought, just on the
wild impossible chance, that 1°d do
some checkm%;1 uﬂ )

“You thoug} t that Tennant is a deep-
dyed serpent?” ]

“No, no . . . well—yes, if you want to
be exact. Though | assure you | knew
better.” ] )

_The faint dusky red which had tinged
his dark face began to fade. “Ah, skip
it,” he said. “I don’t blame you a bit. 1
have something else for you, too: a let-
ter.”

“Yes. It was hidden in the lining of

COURT OF SHADOWS

that old fur coat, the one you left at
the sail loft. They said | could bring it
to you.”

I said, happily, “Why, that must be
gour letter, Joan: Furcoat swiped it
efore | potted him.” )

“I hope | didnt forget it,” Tennant
said, and_his right hand moved swiftly
toward his breast pocket and Steel said

“NO/H

The hand stoEped in mid-air.

“Put ’em both out in front of you,
Tennant,” said Steel, and the sunlight
from the front window glinted on hand-
cuffs which had apparently sprouted
suddenly between Steel’s thick fingers.

Tennant didnt move. But his dark
eyes were suddenly brighter than the
sun glint on the metal. He was stand-
ing as | had seen him stand in Bill’s
a?art_ment: poised lightly on the balls
of his feet, supple and swift as any
fencer.

Fencer? Deadlier than _an% fencer, it
came to me suddenly: his blade could
lick across space like a tongue of flame.
So | shot him. With my own pet .32 re-
volver. In my left hand.

The little ‘gun went crack! and a
round black hole appeared in the chalk-
stripe flannel coat just where_the lapel
cleared the collar bone. | saw Tennant’s
long body jerk and his head swing
round toward me and there was a flurry,
of movement as Steel stegped between
us and then Steel stepped back and Ten-
nant was standing there and swaying a
little and the glittering handcuffs were
round both his wrists.

| didn’t look at Joan, not even when
more men came out of my Kitchen:
quiet and competent men who let Ten-
nant away to a dark car which had slid
up unobtrusively in front of my door.

“Well, Johnny,” | said. “That about
cleans up our particular end, Johnny,
doesn’t it?”

I could feel Joan’s eyes on _my face
now, wide with questions. Then she

said: . ]

“Nile: if you don’t explain | shall -
scream.” . )

“Why,” 1 said gently, “it seems that
my original doubts about Mr. Tennant
were soundly based, that’s all.”

“But how can that be?” she asked.

“For _awhile, after he’d killed the
animal in the boathouse, | decided that
H.T. must be a hundred per cent okay.



even though 1 couldn’t quite under-
stand two things. One was how he hap-
pened to trail me to the boathouse. The
other was how he got across the moat
and into the water and under the front
door all unobserved. | never did get a
chance to ask him those little details,
because of the confusion of the chase
after that second cruiser and because
the boys at the Baage Office questioned
us separately. And then Steel came,
and he and | were off to Brooklyn.”
“But what made you change your
mind? About Tennant, | mean.”
| “I__Otlearning that he wasn’t Tennant,”
said.

“What? How?”

I smiled. “As |’ve said, the two little
oints 1've  mentioned happened to
other me. So while the supposed H.T.

was being interviewed upstairs in the
Barge ice, a bunch of the boys were
getting a fine set of his fingerprints off
the boat. The prints went to Wagh_in?-
ton last night, and they were definitely
not the prints of the Hank Tennant who
flew with Eddy Turner in Spain. And
so a number of things became clear;
and, though she hasn’t cracked vyet, |
am afraid that little Ona is headed
straight for trouble.

“For my money, Ona has been in
Axis pay ever since she hit this coun-
try. | think that it will be found that
the supposed Tennant is one of the
spies who have been landed here, along
Long Island and elsewhere, in rubber
boats. And I think that Bill found this
out, the part about Ona, | mean, and it
nearly broke his heart. Perhaps he
wasn’t sure, hence the final column,
which—in case his suspicions proved
wrong—could be glossed over in subse-
quent columns.”

PLAINLY Joan was puzzled. There
was a wrinkle of perplexity upon
her brow.

“But why did Tennant save your life,
then, Nile?”

“Very simple. Principle of ‘the show
must go on.” The actors vanish, the
play continues. You see, GHQ—which
Is Cross Court—must have known by
noon today, that it was in a tight spot.
Kerr’s death has focused full official
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attention on the place, which is bad.
Furthermore something verK strange
has happened to two agents who were to
remove Kerr’s friend Boyd, because
Boyd is still around. Tennant is now ap-
parently well established as a returned
A.V.G. hero; he has won Kerr’s confi-
dence to such an extent that Kerr
babbled to him his painful doubts of
Ona. He assists (no doubt) in Kerr’s re-
moval (though 1 still think the blind
man shot Bill. Tennant was probably
just the decoy duck). Anyway, GH

must have reasoned, let us improve an

consolidate Tennant’s position. Let us
have him make a grand sweeping ges-
ture which will put him in solid with
the Law: let us have him apparently
save Boyd’s life. You see?”

“Then,” she said slowly, “even if
Cross Court was put out of business,
agents like Tennant would still be in a
position to carry on.” She frowned.
‘Nile: what did the paper mean by re-
ferring to people whose identity would
‘rock the country?’ Have you any no-
tion who?”

| shook my head. The records might
tell me tomorrow. “The point is that
they are known. The fellow with the
monocle who questioned you—you know
who he is? He is Freiherr Ernst von
Heitmann, head of Nazi espionage for
the eastern United States. | have no
doubt that he directed the planning
and building of Cross Court—and one
of the ingenious devices which was dis-
covered last night is that swinging arm
beyond the fountain: the one that
swings back as you approach.”

“What happens then?” said Joan.

“There is a trick camera in the por-
ter’s lodge. When that light flashes, it
takes a snap of whoever Is entering_or
leaving. That, | think, was what Bill
had found out somehow. That was what
he was referring to when he asked me
if I knew anything about photography.”

“That booster for the diathermy,
though, is what gets me,” Steel said.
“That was good stuff, Major. Y’see,”
he added, “what pinching that means
is, these convoy losses IS gonna be
stopped. Muland would relay the dope
he picked up along the waterfront,
about when an outfit was gonna shove
off, to Cross Court, an’ the boys there
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would telegraph it out to the subs.
Slmplel

“An’ there was more than that:
sometimes the ship’s own captain
wouldn’t know his route till maybe ten,
fifteen minutes before leavin’. Well,
there’d be an Axis man on that boat,
an’ as they slid past Cross Court,
through the Narrows, at night, he’d
shoot a quick blinker 5|gnal t rough a
orthole. Rooms like this here Tennant
ad would be right in line of VISIOn The
signal would be picked up, an’ relayed
to the subs out beyond Montauk
That’ all over now, believe me.”

“And the invasion business, John?”
| asked. “You think that’s out, too0?”

Steel stood up, sighed heavily. “Y’
ne_\éer know in this racket, Major,” he
sai
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THE READERS' JURY

(Continued from Page 7)

daughter of a New York cop and owner_ of
the "Acme Investigating Agency—special-
ists in collections and skip tracing—whose
troubles began from the moment a fright-
ened woman handed her two thousand dol-
lars and said: “Prove that Bette Alexander
is not my child!”

This is an unusual novel in many ways,
including the fact that the author is her
own main character!

Gale Gallagher’s visitor was none other
than Dawn Ferris, famous radio actress.
She was nervous in her talk and fear
loomed large in her eyes. By deft question-
ing Gale obtained the stor;, of her predica-
ment. Pretty Bette Alexander, daughter of
a wealthy family, had been kidnaped and
she dreaded that Bette was actually her
own child.

As strange as this fact sounded, it made
sense after Gale drew out Dawn Ferris’
history.

The actress had been married to a vaude-
ville hoofer named Eddie Wells. Wells
wasn’t much good and had a habit of skip-
ping out of town without paying bills.

An Adopted Child

They’d done a double act until their bab
was on the way. Then Eddie disappeared.
In des?eration Dawn went to a Dr. Wurber
who placed babies with wealthy families.
She made a deal with him.

He took care of her, delivered the baby—
which she never saw—and placed it out for
adoption.

Dawn never saw Eddie again though she
heard from his occasionally. Always he
asked for money. Then a week ago he had
written to her saying he was back in New
York and wanted to see her about their
child.

Dawn did not know what Eddie wanted
but, oddly enough, he had failed to contact
her. Then had come the kidnaping of Bette
Alexander and Dawn’s noticing that the
girl bore a certain resemblance to Eddie.
And when the papers carried Bette’s birth
date and Dawn realized it was the same day
and year as her own child she wondered if
Bette really was her daughter.

She was willing to pay two thousand dol-
lars to be assured that Bette was not her
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daughter—that it was not her daughter
who was in danger of her life from kidnap-
ers.

Gale, who would have hunted elephants
for two thousand dollars, plunged into the
investigation at once. Her first move was
to contact Dr. Wurber at his home. When
she got there the place was in darkness.
But a watchman, thinking she had a special
appointment; let her in. ]

nside Gale spent her time going through
the doctor’s files trying to find a record of
Dawn Ferris (her real name was Ethel
Wells?1 having been one of his patients. She
was having ho success when the doctor
walked in on her. Though he held a gun in
his fist he did not apepar to be angry. In
fact, almost his first words to Gale told her
that he thought she was an associate of
Eddie Wells!

She took her cue from that and pretend-
ed she was Gora, Eddie’s friend, about
whom Eddie and Dr Wurber had evidently
had some conversation. Then, Bulling a tre-
mendous bluff, Gale told Wurber that Ed-
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lem. These wonder books prepared by eleven
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RAISE HAMSTERS

The new wonder animals from Syria.
Often called Toy Bears. Delightful pets.
Everyone wants them. Laboratories need
thousands. Clean, odorless. Raise any-
where. A profitable and interesting hobby

or business. We furnish breeders and instruc-
tions. Writ®© today for free book.

GULF HAMSTEBY, 1537 BASIL ST., MOBILE. ALA.
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An amazing Air-Cushion

Invention allows body

freedom at work or play.
Light,neat,cool,sanitary. »

Durable, chea?. Day and night
Naturesupportweakened muscles,,
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Proof of Results. All correspondence confidential.

Brooks Company. 183-D State St., Marshall, Mich.

RHEUMATISM

ARTHRITIS-NEURITIS-SCIATICA

.11 you suffer the agonizing pains

Jof these diseases when the usual

remedies have failed, learn about
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surgical treatment method. This marvelous
treatment is completely explained (n the Ball
Clinic’s FREE Book. Write today. No obligation.

BALL CLINIC Dept. 504 Excelsior Springs, Mo.
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incomes from doctors, hospitals,sanatorium a,clubsor
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spare time. Prepareforfuture security by train-
kingathomeandqualifyingforDiplom a.Anatomy
fCharts and 32-page Illustrated Book FREE |
The College of Swedish Maecage

Dept. 9631, 41 E. Pearson, Chicago 11

FEET HURT?

iDr. Barren's NEW FOOT CUSHIONS give blessed relief
| when you walk or stand. Take painful pressure off
ICALLOUSES. CORNS, SORE HEELS. ACHING ARCHES,
3CUSHION and relieve soles of your feet — help support
f WEAK ARCHES, absorb foot shocks. Light, spongy, ven-
' Mated—Ilike walking on pillowl Wear In any shoes. Dr.
Barron says: 'Relieves tired, aching feet front HEEL
TO TOES." SEND NO MONEY 1 Pay postman *1.08 for
PAIR plus postage (or send 11.08, wo pay postage.)
i STATE SHOE SIZE AND IF MAN OR WOMAN. 30-DAY
I TRIAL GUARANTEE. Money back if no blessed reliefl
| FREE— Dr. Barron™ "FOOT HEALTH ADVICE" sent
fwith order, to help keep feet healthy. Beware of Imita-
tions IGet GENUINE Dr. Barron's Foot Cushions only from:
ORTHO, Inc., Dept. 210-K, 2700 Broadway, N.Y. 25, N. Y.
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die had accidentally shot himself with a
gun and needed medical attention.

Dr. Wurber took the bait. He led her out-
side, called a cab and they sped uptown. To
Gale it was an opportunity to learn where
Eddie Wells was staying and what he was
up to—though she had no idea what she
¥V0]El|d say when she met Eddie Wells face
o face.

Accusing Eyes

She told herself she might be riding into
a trap. And she couldnt help remembering
the gun Dr. Wurber was carrying. How-
ever, she for%ot all about the gun when
they reached Eddie Wells’ room and found
him lying on a rumpled, unmade bed.

There was no mistaking him. He looked

just like the picture Dawn Ferris had

shown her. And there was no mistaking the
black hole in his forehead. Gale turned to
Dr. Wurber and found him staring at her.
Accusation—ghastly clear-burned in his
pale eyes.

Gale had never been in a tougher spot in
her life. But you’ll have to read “I Found
Him Dead” in our next issue to learn how
she wormed out of it and how she smashed
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POPULAR DETECTIVE
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the odd mixture of romance, deceit and
mur(Ijer that surrounded this astounding
case!

An Inspector West Novel

“Murder at London’s Gate” by John
Creasey, whose mystery novels have sold
more than four million copies in all editions,
is another stirring Inspector West story.
Inspector West is new to TRIPLE DETEC-
TIVE readers, but we wager that youll
like him as he leads Scotland Yard in a hard
fight against wealthy Paul Raeburn, lon
suspected of being the hidden power behin
numerous illegal rackets and a host of
brutal crimes.

When a man named Halliwell was found
dead in the middle of a road shortly after
Raeburn's Rolls-Royce had gone by, Rae-
burn was picked up. And Scotland Yard
slapped a charge of manslaughter on him
when blood was found on the car and clear
evidence found on the victim that he had
been run over.

Inspector West, seeing a suspicious bruise
behind Halliwell’s ear, had ideas of hooking
Raeburn with a murder charge. In fact,
when he learned that Halliwell had just fin-
ished serving a three-year term in prison
for black market operations, he began to
see that there might be a possible tie-in be-
tween the two men.

But West reckoned without the surpris-
ing evidence of lovely Rosa Franklin—evi-
dence that forced the police to dismiss the
charge of manslaughter against Raeburn.
However, West didnt give up. He was sure
that Halliwell had been murdered and that
Raeburn was responsible. He kept on the
case and Raeburn, learning of West’s per-
sistence, fought back. The resulting battle
provides a_continuous round of excitement
and smashing violence.

So watch for the next issue of TRIPLE
DETECTIVE if you want to spend some

(meenjoyable hours reading the best in mys-
tery fiction. Of course, in addition to the
three lead novels there will be the usual

[Turn page]
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are missing 90 per cent of your poMibilitiea. Thoae
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in the world. Red, White and Blue. Evcrybodj
wants one. Easily put on auto, motorcycle Air-
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from Outrageous Prtoes. Perfect Satis-
faction Guaranteed! No Biskl

MAKE BIG MONEY QUICK with

Send for Free Sample at once. Show it
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to friends and others. Let them use It Free and watch their amaze-
ment over this now system of Self Testing. Here is a great new oppor-
tunity in a tremendous new field of unlimited possibilities. Spare or
full time. No experience or capital needed. Act quickl

RUPTURED?

Get Relief This Proven Way

Why try to worry along with trusses that gouge your
flesh—press heavily on hips and spine—enlarge opening
fail to hold rupture? You need the Cluthe. No leg-strape
or cutting belts. Automatic adjustable pad holds at real
opening—follows every body movement with instant In-
creased support In case of strain. Cannot slip whether at
work or play. Light. Waterproof. Can be worn in bath.
Fend for amazing FREE book, “Advice To Ruptured,” and
details of liberal truthful 60-day trial offer. Also endorse-
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fine assortment of short stories and fea-
tures.

JURY JOTTINGS

BALLOTS from our far-flung Readers’
Jury have been pouring in steadily
and we are happy to note that our Summer
round-up of cases proved so popular. Take
Juror Clyde Keller of Racine, Wisconsin:

Dear Editor: Your trio of authors—Freder-
ick C. Davis, Lester Dent and Richard Burke
—in the Summer issue of TRIPLE DETEC-
TIVE did a fine job on their novels and as a
perfectly contented juror | want to thank you
for bringing the cases to my attention!

~ Well, Clyde, allow us to thank you for tak-
ing the trouble to mail in your ballot. Juror
Sam Jones of Syracuse, New York, seems

to share your sentiments about TRIPLE
DETECTIVE. Here’s what Sam Jones
says:

Dear Editor: “Detour to Oblivion” by Fred-
erick C. Davis which was the lead novel in
the Summer issue of your magazine was an
excellent story and, incidentally, served to in-
troduce me to Cy Hatch. Cy Hatch was an
interesting sleuth and | also found myself
liking Cy’s wife and Danny Delevan. The three
of them make a good team. The rest of your
issue was fine, too. | thought your true crime
stories were particularly excellent.

Thank you, Sam, for your comments. We
always try to provide a varied assortment
of novels, short stories and features so
that all our jurors will find entertainment
in the magazine.

We’ll see you here in the next session
of TRIPLE DETECTIVE court. Mean-
while, send all your ballots to The Editor,
TRIPLE DETECTIVE, Best Publications,
Inc., 10 East 40th Street, New York 16,
N. Y. Thanks to everybody!

—THE EDITOR.

Follow the Exciting
Exploits of Don Fowler,
Ace of the F.B.l., in
Every Issue of—

G-MEN
DETECTIVE

NOW ON SALE
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The Pitfalls of
Forgery
By SIMPSON M. RITTER

TVvj'O matter how clever a forger is he cannot
A7 imitate another’s hand perfectly. Forming
letters similarly is only one part of copying
another’s writing, the easiest part, according
to the experts. People hold pens and pencils at
slightly different angles and not consistently,
varying with letters and combinations of let-
ters. The same is true of the pressure they
exert.

About a decade ago in Wisconsin a woman
died leaving behind a combination will and
note addressed to her husband. At first the
police were satisfied that the suicide was gen-
uine. Shortly later, after observing the hus-
band’s behavior, they felt less sure.

Confronted by the authorities, he claimed
that he had mislaid or lost the original note but
still had the pad on which the death message
had been penciled and on which the impression
of his wife’s writing was visible down to the
fifth sheet.

A handwriting expert found this most star-
tling and decided to conduct a series of experi-
ments after obtaining specimens of the hand-
writing of both the dead woman and the sur-
viving husband. By mounting a pencil in a fun-
nel into which he poured lead shot and leading
the funnel, attached to an ingenious arrange-
ment of wheels and strings, across a sheet of
writing paper, the expert obtained a duplicate
of the dead woman’s writing pressure. The
funnel contained three ounces of shot.

He then repeated the experiment to achieve
the pressure normally exerted by the husband

in writing. Fifty-one ounces of shot were
necessary.
The woman’s three ounce handwriting

brought pressure to bear only very faintly on
the sheet immediately below the one on which
she was writing. Like most women she had a
very light hand. The husband’ hand showed
through to the fifth sheet like the supposed
suicide note, indicating not only that the note
had been written by a heavy-handed man but
by one unaccustomed to writing and who there-
fore exerted a heavier pressure than persons
who used pen and pencil commonly.

The husband was tried and convicted by the
state of Wisconsin.
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INTIMATE FACTS

about

WORLD-FAMOUS
CELEBRITIES

H ERE is a book you must read! The
inimitable Dale Carnegie, whose
great best-seller, "How to Win Friends
and Influence People,” sold three and
a half million copies to set a new rec-
ord for non-fiction, presents thirty-
eight biographical gems about
world-famous men and women in
‘Tittle Known Facts About Well-
Known People.”

Mr. Carnegie recognizes no
boundaries of time or place as he
eingles out unusual, startling and
sometimes incredible episodes in
the careers of such celebrated
characters as Cleopatra, Alexan-
dre Dumas, P. T. Barnum, Ein-
stein, Mozart, John Law, Edgar Allan Poe, Carrie
Nation, Bob Ripley, Zane Gray, F. W. Wool-
worth and a host of others!

Select"Little Known Facts About Well-Known
People"—or any other Popular Library reprint
of best-selling detective and western novels and
outstanding non-fiction—and get $2 worth of ex-
citing reading, or more, for only 25c. Entertain
yourself for hours—for a fraction of the cost of
the original editions. Page for page, word for
word, theyre the same books that were originally
published to sell for $2.00 or more.

NEW POPULAR LIBRARY HITS
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Rrience of j
; tornado
an ARKANSAS

1 "Near midnight, we heard it! A sighing whisper ... a whining
gust of wind ... a shrieking blast! The full fury of the tornado Just as an active
struck! My wife screamed! My child whimpered. 1 grabbed my

flashlight. Suddenly... the whole house churned ... spun in air. cat... takes a

cat nap
...and
I bounces'*?*~* back
with hew pep... so
. "Eveready"
flashlight
batteries, re-
cover power * between
uses and bounce back
for extra life!

n 3 "With .the help
of our flashlight,
- *Y m 4 we reached shelter. |
thank those flash light
batteries for saving
three lives that night. ~ ...ifiieol explana-
Now | know why tion : due to the electro-
Hveready’ batteries chomiccilregeneration of thedcpolarixer.
are The Batteries
With 'Nine Lives’1°

THE FLASHLIGHT %/N I N E
BATTERY WITH
“"Eveready,” "Nine Lives" and the Cat Symbol are trade-marks of

NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC.
30 East 42nd'Street, New York 17, N, Y.
Vnil of Union Carbide and Carbon Corporation

Write us about your true experiences with "Eveready" batteries. Address Dept. C« =



