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‘ARREN BIGELOW, the Finger Print Detective, was
making his usual review in the morning newspapers.
He had just finished reading the press reportsof the daring
robbery of the offices of the T— O —Company when the tele-
gix;ne on his desk rang. Central Office was calling, asking
im to come immediately to the scene of the robbery.
Although he drove his high powered roadster rapidly and
arrived shortly at his destination, he had plenty of time to
consider the main features of the case as reportea by the press.
The job had undoubtedly been done by skilled cracksmen
and robbers of uncommon nerve. Sixty-five hundred dollars
in currency—the company pay-roll—were gone. Not a single,
apparent clew had been found by the police.

Finger Print Expert Solves Mystery

On his arrival, Bigelow was greeted by Nick Austin, Chief
of Detectives, who had gone over the ground thoroughly.

“Hello, Warren. Here’s a2 job that has us stumped. I
hope you can unravel it for us.”

By this time, the district officers and the operatives from
Central Offices had almost given up the investigation. After
hours of fruitless efforts, their
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00 REWARD

Jor TWO HOURS WORK

Moran was subsequently caught and convicted on Bigelow's
testimony and finger-print proof. Most of the money was recov-
ered. In the meantime the T—O—Company had offered a $500.00
reward, whichwasgiven to Bigelow; his pay for two hour’s work

Learn at Home in Spare Time

Could you imagine more fascinating work than this? Often life and

dea:h c{hepend uprg: decisions of finger print evidence—and big rewards
o the

- '{hourianga of trained n;nen are now needed iln thi; mﬂeldu'm

print work of governments, corporations, police departmen

agencies and individuals has created a new gomfeuion.

Experts Highly Paid

Many experts regularly earn from $3,000 to $10,000 a year in this fascinat-
hgm{-.Andnowy‘:ucaneaﬁlyleamtﬁe.ecretsoﬁhenewScimoeinyour

e%are time—at home. Any man with common school education and average
ility can surprisingly short time.,
Course in Secret Service

a become a Finger Print Detectiveina
For a limited time we are making
Print

WITH COURSE: —
Professional Finger Print Outfit and
special offer of a Professional - eo.-.

work was at a standstill. They
were completely baffled.

With lively interest and a
feeling of relief they stepped
back to await the result of the
Finger Print Detective’s find-
ings. They were plainly awed

W. Va,, landed the big $10,

$10,000 Reward Won
by U. of A. S. Student

Have you heard the thrilling story of how Garfield Rose of Hunti
.00 reward? Rose blU.ofA.S.m

Big Pittsburg Robbery. Bold day-light hold-up. Police
it X s Tants clnintis. W

in Service

i free to all who enroll

o Dihee muicity for fully Mustrated
free book on Fi i i

expired—mail the coupon now. You

may never see this annoucement
again! You assume no obligation—

s A with his U. of A. S. trai
at his quiet, assured manner. i i

for this thrilling story. Free on request.

Baffled. Rose
ins big reward. Write

h Exeo i
you.av:of:::‘yth gain and

The adroit old Chief himself : : .
was manifestly impressed at the quick, sure way in which
Bigelow made his investigation.

Thief Leaves Indisputable Evidence
of His ldentity

Almost immediately Bigelow turned his attention to a heavy
table which had been tipped up on its side. Examination of
the glossy mahogany showed an excellent set of finger prints.
The thief might just as well have left his calling card.

To make a long story short his prints were photographed and
taken to Central Office, where they were matched with those of
“Big Joe” Moran, a safe blower well known to the police.

University of Applied Science
Dept. 14-36 1920 Sunnyside Ave., Chicago, Il

University of Applied Science, Dept. 14-36 1920 Sunnyside Ave., Chicage, Il
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of the younger generation

often hold a wrong view

of feminine hygiene

n
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THE young married woman en-
ters in many cases a new world,
an entirely new circle. The old
background gradually fades away.
In its place come new interests,
new friends and new confidences.

Between woman and woman there
is 2 bond which no man can un-
derstand. There is a helpfulness, a
community of spirit, concerning
the most delicate matters. Hygiene
matters which bear heavily upon
the health and happiness of every
woman.

The pity of it is that so much of
this confidential information is in-
accurate. Because wrong or mis-
leading information is often more
damaging than no information at
all. Many a woman has suffered
because some friend does not have
the simple womanly frankness to
tell her the truth as it is known
today.

No need to continue

running these risks

Women of refinement have long
understood the necessity for femi-
nine hygiene. Physiciansand nurses
have endorsed the practice. It is a
recognized regimen of health. The
thing that has caused many women
to hesitate is the danger lying in
the use of poisonous antiseptics
such as bichloride of mercury and
carbolic acid preparations.

To all these women it can now be
said, ““There is no need to con-
tinue running these risks. There
is no need to use these poisonous
compounds.” There is
now available a product
which puts an end to the
skull-and-crossbones in
the family medicine chest.
Its name is Zonite, that re-

markable form of antiseptic dis-
covered during the World War and
now made available in bottled
form in practically every drugstore
in the United States, no matter
how small your town may be.

Zonite is absolutely non-poisonous,
absolutely safe to use.

Compare the strength of Zonite
with carbolic acid

Here are a few facts about Zonite.
It will not injure nor harden the
most delicate membranes. Its use
will not result in areas of scar-
tissue. It carries no danger of ac-
cidental poisoning. And yet, in
effectiveness and strength, Zonite
is just as remarkable as it
is in itssafety. Asamatter
of fact, Zonite is far more
powerful than any dilution
of carbolic acid that can be
safely used on the body.

This free booklet gives
all the facts frankly

There is not space here to go into
this subject more deeply, but our
Women's Bureau has developed a
compact booklet which contains
full information on this important
subject. It is a booklet for one
woman to give to another—for a
mother to hand to her daughter.
It is really a duty to read it, for it
brings this whole matter down to
plain terms in a refined, modern,
scientific way. Send for a booklet
by today’s mail. Zonite Products
Company, 250 Park Avenue, New
York, N. Y.

ZONITE PRODUCTS COMPANY
250 Park Avenue, New York, N. Y.
Please send me free copy of the Zonite
booklet or booklets checked below :

Feminine Hygiene
Use of Antiseptics in the Home
(Please print name)
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Cover Design painted by Jean Oldham, from a Macfadden Studio Photograph.

Don’t Miss the Next Issue!
In it you will find:

THE INSIDE STORY OF THE WHOSE SON SHALL DIE NEXT?

CATHERINE GING MURDER H?ve] >)Y',ou’rle\_’er heardl of ba “murdlc_r
The facts about one of the most sensa- SCHOONS MBE DL, ROy e R
tional murder cases of the Middle West. tions among our youth, hardly con-

ceivable.
THE GREAT CAVANAUGH SWINDLE

Mark Mellen, well known to our read-
ers, gives a vivid account of how Wayne
Cavanaugh was swindled out of an enor-
mous fortune in Florida, by con men.

Every line has a thrill.

INTO THE NIGHT AMBUSH

Swift, throbbing drama of a fight to
the death with a band of Canadian bor-
der rum runners.

THE UNWRITTEN EVIDENCE THE WHITE FACE AT THE WINDOW
Unvarnished account of a famous case How a young detective ran to earth a
in Massachusetts, where a woman was gang of the most vicious opium smug-
buried alive. Here the facts are given glers that ever infested New York's
' to the public for the first time. Chinatown.

These are but a few of the gripping, thrilling detective stories appearing in the
October issue. Order your copy now! On the news-stands September 15th.

R e = T = e == =) o ==
T
= I > = e = = = i = e = R = = = S 2

PUBLISHED MONTHLY BY NEW METROPOLITAN FICTION, INC., 18410 JAMAICA AVE., JAMAICA, N. Y.
Editorial and General Offices: 1926 Broadway, New York, N. Y.
Edwin E. Zoty, President M. A. Wood, Secretary
Copyright, 1927, in the United States, Canadc and Great Britain, by New M i Fiction, Inc., 1926 Broadway, New York City
7 Entered as second-class maiter March 20th, 1924, at the Post Office at Jamaica, New York, under the actof March 3rd, 1879. Additional entry at NewYork,N.Y .
l' Price 25¢ per Copy. Subscription price $2.50 per year in the United States and posseuions :éao Canada, Cuba, Mexico and Panama. ~All other countries

00 per year. Allrights
Chicago Office: lt';SN Michlzan Ave., C H. Shattuck, Mgr i pel..oyx::lou A(en& Atlas Publuhln;&Dhtrlbutlng Co., Ltd., 18 Bride Lane, London, E. C.

Boas

ipls and dr are d at the owners’ risk, although every eflort will be made to return lllou jtmnd unavaslable
The pictures used in this magasine to illustrate the stories are of actual people, but are mot intended to be a likeness of, mor to depict
the individuals named in such stories. unless sucn pictures are specifically labeled

2 Printed 1n the U. S. A. by the Edward Langer Printing Company, Jamaica, New York City



True Detective

Mysteries

Amazingly Easv Wav

1o

etinto ELECTRICITY

. Don’t spend your life waiting for $5 raises in a dull, hopeless job. Now
« « . and forever . . . say good-bye to 25 and 35 dollars a week. Let
me show you how to qualify for jobs leading to salaries of $50, $60
and up, a week, in Electricity—NOT by correspondence, but by an
amazing way to teach that makes you an electrical expert in 90 days!
Getting into Electricity is far easier than you imagine!

Learn Without Lessons i»9Qnxs

ACK of experience—age,

or education barsno one.

I don’t careif you don’t
know an armature from an
air brake— 1 don’t expect
vou to! I don’t care if you're
16 years old or 48—it makes
no difference! Don’t let lack
of money stop you. Most of
the men at goyne have no
more money than you have.
That's why I have worked
out my astonishing offers.

Railroad Fare
Allowed

I will allow your railroad
fare to Chicago, and if you
should need part-time work
I'll assist you to it. Then, in
12 brief weeks, in the great
roaring shops of Coyne, I
train you as you never
dreamed you could be trained
« » » On the greatest outlay of
electrical apparatus ever as-
sembled. , . costing hundreds
of thousands of dollars . ..

real dynamos, engines, power plants,
transmitting
stations . . . everything from door-
bells to farm power and lighting . . .
full-sized . . . in {ull operation every

autos, switchboards,

day!

No Books—No Printed Z,C..

Lessons

No dull books, no baffling charbs

COYN

500-524 S. Paulina St., Chicago

Prepare For Jobs
Like These

Here are a fow of hundreds
of positions open to Coyre=
trained men. Our free em-
E‘m" ent burean gives y-u
fetime employment service.

Armature Expert
$100 & Week
Substation Opcrat or
Week

35 a
Auto Flt-ctrlclan ﬂ l') a We~k
Inventor = nlimited
Maintenance I:nﬂnncr
) & Week
Service Station Owncr
$200 a Week
Radio Expert = $100 & Week

Now In Our
New Home

'm. is our new, fi 1,
ern_home Wherein is
n:ulledlhouundlold I-
m wonh o! lha ne}-jut

ec~
lellh ulpmtﬂtof!ll

f “7 now bave lhc -
argest muunt of

‘e devoted to

usive teachin

world.

convenience has ar-

ranged to make you happy
con(unud during your

¥
floor @ 4P+ ‘
m !- i ! ™
e ectrlcf\y in lho ! »
Every comfort and Lo |

. all real actual work ...
bulldmg real batteries . . .
winding real armatures,
operatingrealmotors,dyna-
mos and generators, w1ring
houses, ete., ete. That’s a
glimpse of how we make
you a master electrician in
90 days, teaching you far
morethantheaverage
ordinary electrician ever
knows and fitting dyou to
step into jobs leading to
big pay immediately after
graduation. Here, in this
world-famous Parent school
—and nowhere else in the
world—can you get such
training!

Jobs, Pay, Future

Don’t worry about a job,
Coyne training settles the
job question for life. De=
mand for Coyne men often

H. C. LEWIS, President, Dept. 67-62

1
ELECTRICAL SCHOOL |

1

|

|

Established 1899

details of Rallroad Fare t

exceeds the supply. Our employment
bureau gives you lifetime service. Two
weeks after graduation, Clyde F. Hart got
a position as electrician with the Great
Western Railroad at over $100 a week.
That’s not unusual. We can point to many
of Coyne men making up to $600 a month.
$60 a week is only the beginning of your
opportunity. You can go into radio, bat-
tery or automotive electrical business for
yourself and make up to $15,000 a year.

Get the Facts

Coyne is your one great chance to get into elec-
tricity. Every obstacle is removed. This school is 28
years old—Coyne training is tested—proven beyond
all doubt—endorsed by many large electrical con-

cerns. You can find out everything absolutel{ free.
Slmply mail the coupon and let me send you the big,
free Coyne book of 150 photographs . . . facts . . .
jobs . . . salaries . . . opportunities. Tells you how
many onm expenses whlle training and how we assist
our graduates in the field. This does not obligate you.
So act at once. Just mail coupon.

Geft this
FREE

Mr. H. C. Lewis, Pres.
COYNE ILICTRICAI. SCHOOL, Dept.67-62
1 500-524 S. Paulina St., Chicago, I11.

Dear Mr. Lewis:

Without obligation send me (yonr big free catalog and all

“hicago, Free hmploy ment

rvice, Radio and Automoth e Courses, and how I can

“"earn while learning.” I understand I will not. be bothered
y any salesman,
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Background
of mellow two-tone taupe.

This jaspe, or water-silk effect has large,
colorful figure in all of four corners. Stun.

ning wide banded border with richly colored figures.

A great big, beautiful, room size
9 foot by 12 foot Genuine Congoleum Art
Rug, and two companion rugs to match.
All three Rugs for TEN DOLLARS
AND EIGHTY CENTS.

You might almost say — All
three for ONE DOLLAR! One dollar
down — one dollar a month. Simply
pin a dollar bill to the coupon—about
a year to pay afterwards, easily and
conveniently, Beauty, utility, home
comfort; housekeeping satisfaction that
no housekeeper should miss, for the odd
dollar now and then she will never miss,

Guaranteed Genuine Gold Seal Congo-
leum Art Rugs! All three Art Rugs bear the
famous Congoleum Axt Rug Gold Seal —the
famous Cold Seal that can’t be placed on “sec-
onds,” or damaged goods, or imitations.

There is only one Congoleum. There is
only one Gold Seal Congoleum Art Rug quality,
The Gold Seal means complete satisfac-
tion or money back. No ifs, ands or buts about
THAT. The Gold Seal on Congoleum is an
unqualified Bond of satisfaction.
Congoleum is the only guaranteed floor
covering. Congoleum is the floor covering that
h d the h 1 ing habits of a nation,

Not just one rug, but three! Three,Genuine Gold Seal
Congoleum Art Rugs! The prettiest and most artistic Congoleum
Rug pattern ever produced. A brand new pattern, never before
shown—a pattern of exquisite style, perfect taste, lovely colorings.

1191 West 35th Street, Chicago

Here it is offered to'you, in all its love-
liness, in all its brand newness of pattern, in
all its practical utility — for little mc;e than a
ten dollor billl

Millions of homes are justly proud of
their Congoleum floors. Hcretofore the{lhave
paid a great deal more to obtain them. Homes
that own Congoleum floors no longer know the
back - breaking, heart-breaking drudgery of
scrubbing floors.

$122Down —-$122 aMonth
Thrifty Credit.

All this for ten dollars and eighty
cents, spread over a year’s time. Ten dol-
lars and eighty cents on approval — ON A
YEAR'S CREDIT.

Shop around and make comparisons. Go

wherever Congoleum is sold—and Congoleum is
sold everywhere.

Bear in mind that our price includes two
beautiful companion Rugs— Genuine Gold Seal
Art Rugs. Our price is a CREDIT price—you
pay little by little. Our price includes a thirty-
day free trial offer that enables you to see your
purchase before you buy. There would be few
disappointments in purchasing anything if you
had this same kind of an offer on eve ing.

Simply pin a dollar bill to the coupon,
write your name and address, and mail it at once.

No orders filled
in cities of
100,000 popula-
tion or more.

Extra Congoleum Rug

Clip the coupon
below. Write your
name andaddressplainly.
Pinadollarbill to it—mail
at once. We will ship im-
mediately—all three rugs
on approval in one com-
plete neat Yacka e. No
trouble to lay. If satis.
actory, just send a
dollar a month.

g2

It shows thousands of bargains.
It brings credit without asking. Every-
thing from cellar to garret always sent on
free trial for a month.

Beds — Bedding— Carpets — Rugs—
Dishes—Cooking Utensils— Curtains
— Furniture — Lamps. Also Diamonds,
Watches, Jewelry.
and ends for the home.
on a postcard is enough.

PINADOLLARTOC
BELOW

All sorts of odds
Your request

Spiegel, May, Stern Co.
1191 W, 35th Street, Chicago

I enclose $1 for ® ft. x 12 ft. Congoleum
rug and two extra companion Congoleum rugs each
18 inches x 36 inches—Offer No. C2521 —all on
30 days’ free trial. If I return them, you are to refund
my dollar, also all transportation costs. Otherwise 1 will
pay $1.00 monthly, until special price of $10.80 is paid.

Name

Streetor R. F. D,
or Boz No.

Post Office
Shipping Point

8t8l8eccccscccaees

A FREE COPY
ALOG, PUT A CROSS (X) IN THIS SQUARE

IF YOU WISH OF OUR BIG CAT- ‘
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'LOOK WHAT I'VE
DONE FOR
THESE TWO MEN

$75 A WEEK!

**Dear Mr. Cooke:
1 was working in
a store for $18 a
week when Istart-
ed your Course.
ThenIbegandoing
Electrical Work in
my spare time.
Now I average as
much as §75 a
week."”

J. Wollaston

104 Robin Street

Dunkirk, N. Y.

s

$65 A DAY!

**Dear Chief:
If it hadn’t been
for your wonder-
ful Course I would
not now bemaking
as high as $65 a
day. It makes me

proud to have your
i)|plomn And be-
lieve me I am a
booster for your
course,”’
Jacob Lentz

1223 1st Avenue
Hillsboro, Orecon
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ET a real job — be able to afford the

better things of life — learn to make
$70 to $200 every week instead of a mere
$25 to $35—jump into Electricity and join
my thousands of “boys” who are now
earning $3,500 to $10,000 a year! You can
do it — it’s easy — I'll show you how in so
short a time you’ll be amazed!

ElectricalMenIn Big Demand

Even ordinary electricians—the common *‘screw
driver” kind are making big money. But the
Trained Man — the man who can plan and boss
and supervise the work of others — is needed
everywhere today at $300 to $900 a month! And
thousands of ‘‘Cooke’” Trained Men are getting
this big money right along! Don’t YOU be satis-~
fied with anything less!

Learn At Home

You don’t need a College education nor a High
School diploma to learn Electricity from me.
And you don’t have to quit your job nor even lose
a single hour's pay! With my famous “Work
Sheet’” and “Job Ticket” Method I
train you at home. And I train you

L. L. COOKE

right! You get not only theory but

LECTRICITY
“BlG PAY FIELD

¥ 5 B e
yesya/ay

WU ?//
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Earn While You Learn

Not only do I give you an Electrical Training
that’s thorough and complete — the training that
Electrical Experts recommend and Electrical
Companies select for their employees — but I
show you, right from the start, how to make
spare time money doing little electrical jobs that
more than pay for the entire Course! Later
comes the Big Job and thé Big Pay — an income
large enough to make you independent the rest
of your life!

Get Started — Mail Coupon

You want big money — you want to get into
work where rgen are in constant demand. Then
act! Get my Big Pay-Raising Book. It’s free.
R(ud the whole wonderful story. See why the

Cooke Trained Man is The Big Pay Man”’ every-
where and always! Seethe Six Big Working Out-
fits of Instruments and Apparatus I give you at
no extra cost. See the hundreds of Pictures, the
Proofs, the Big-Pay Letters of other successful
“Cooke” Trained Men. See how easily you too can
jump into the Big Pay field of Electricity through
“Cooke’” Training. Get this great book. There is
no obligation, so send for it today. Clip, sign and
mail the coupon right NOW!

L. L. COOKE, Chief Instruction Engineer

L. L. COOKE SCHOOL

i-ee of’
EXTRA COST

6BIG
OUTFITS

practice! 1 give you Six Big Working
Outfits without extra charge so you
learn by doing! That meansyou learn
Electricity right — learn it so you
can quickly become a Big-Pay Man
in this Big-Pay field!

—theman who has
trained and helped
thousands of men.

OF ELECTRICITY

Dept. 66
2150 Lawrence Avenue, Chicago, I11.

L. L. COOKE, Chief Instruction Engineer,
Dept. 66, 2150 Lawrence Avenue, Chicago, lilinois

You may send me, entirely Free and fully prepaid, your
book, “Secrets of Success in Electricity,” together with facts
about your Home Study Course in Electricity.

Name __ IR

Address

City. — State

Residents of Canada send coupon to R. A, Farrow, Special Representative, 7 Medb
Lane, East, Windsor, Ontario, Canada. 4 : 5
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Draftsinenare a fine bunch
of fellows, and you’ll like
them and the good-natured
atmosphere of a Drafting
room. The hours are short,
the work is fascinating, the
surroundings are pleasant.
Best of all, they pay man-
size salaries in Drafting. |

— to prove you can learn
at home in spare time!

We have perfected a new,simplified way
to teach Drafting—the first real im-
provement in Drafting home-instruc-
tionin historK. We invite you to see
a few of these new Job-lessons,
absolutely without cost or obli-
gation. Send forthem, test your
own ability to learn. Find out
ow we get away from the
“copying” methods used in
the past—the ingenious
new method which
makes REAL Drafts-
en, instead of
\tracers.”

\;‘Draiting made
easy for you:

The new “JOB-METHOD’
starts you off doing actual drafting-
room jobs from the very beginning. One-step-at-a-
time directions, pictures which you can understand
almost without reading the lessons, make your
progress rapid and the%earning EASY. And that
is why the Draftsmen we train can qualify for
ﬁmd' well-paid jobs when they master this simpli-
ed instruction.

O. C. MILLER, Director, Extension Work

Institution
stands back of this guarantee

to train you for a specific position and
then see that you are placed in it. The
tuition cost and monthly payments are
within reach of every ambitious man.
Mail coupon on next page for amazing
no-risk offer.

Proieuio}!lal Draztlng Outfit
¢ Fine imported instruments like
GIVEN! these help you learn Drafting
quickly and easily. It's no trick to do clean,

LA
accurate work with this professional outfit.
Instruments, board, T ;guare.triangle:,pnper and sup-

-
nexicant
lies given to every student without extra cost.

i Dept. D-6264, Drexel Avenue and 58th Street, Chicago
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Drattsmen WANTED

$60 to s125 a Week!

70,000 fine, well-paid jobs advertised in the Fast twelve months.

Get ready to fill one. Get out of the rut.

lan your future in

Drafting, and you’ll make something of yourself. Remember, you are in com-
petition with MILLIONS of better-educated men these days, men with high-
school and college diplomas, and the only way you have a fighting chance of
success is thru SPECIALIZED TRAINING. Even if you have only common
schooling, even if you don’t know a T square from a triangle, we’ll guarantee
to make you a real Draftsman, right in your own home, or we’ll refund every
cent of your money! Surprise offer if you answer this ad immediately! Just

mail the coupon.

Win Success thru
Drafting!

The ability to read blue-prints
and draw plans is the entering

wedge to success in all building,
manufacturing and engineering lines.
And no man can gain promotion or rise to the
top in many great industries unless he has
this important training. Draftsmen are close
to the BIG MEN and first in line for advance-
ment to executive positions.

Read these Letters:

City of Chicago
Department of Buildings

Gentlemen: The same day I received my
diploma I got word that I was one of the two
candidates who had successfully passed the
examination for Deputy Commissioner of
Buildings of the City of Chicago, a position
paying $3600 per year.

There were eight applicants examined
besides myself, all men well known to the
architectural and engineering profession.
Seven of these failed to obtain a passing grade
of 70 %.. My grade was 84.69. Inasmuch as |
failed to passthis same examination three years
before, my present success is mainly due to the
knowledge gained through your School.

Yours very truly, 2
ROBERT KNIGHT

Got His Draftsman's Job

] wanted to let you know how I came out in

tting that job at the Brownell Co., Dayton, Ohio.
was to start and have a trial at Drawing, and I am

still in the Drawing room. The engineer seems to
like the work I make, and also the other draftsmen.
I thank the School very much for placing me in at
this place, because your letter of recommendation
helped me a whole lot to get the {())b."
BERNARD WEBER,
730 St. Nicholas Ave., Dayton, O,

Liberty High School, Bethichem, Pa.

Dear Sirs:—This is to thank the American School
for all that {qu have done for me since 1 signed up
for the Drafting and Design Course.

In the eight years since then, 1 have gradually
climbed from the position of tracer to that of Headof
the Department of Machine Drawing and Design in
our magnificent new $2,000,000High School here, at

-

Free Job Service!

The AmericanSchoolnow offerstoboth
students and graduates without cost,
the service of an efficient employment
department,which keepsin closetouch
with employers of Draftsmen all over
America by letter, and thru over a hun-
dred field representatives. We have
placed hundreds of men in well-paid
Drafting jobs. And we invite you to
learn Drafting with the distinct under-
standing that if we cannot place you
in a good job after you finish, we will
refund every cent of your money.

5 Big-Pay Brm%

The big money in Drafting goes to men
who specialize in Machine Design, or Electrical
Drafting, or Architectural Drafting, or Struc-
tural, or Automotive, It is not enough merely
to know general Drafting practice. You must
know how to calculate and de:ii_::n and plan
original work. You need many gineering
subjects to fill the kind of a Drafting position
that pays $60 to $125 a week. The American
School .now i A, ‘M"rl- d traini

in its Drafting course.

Get in touch with me

Qulcx' Get 3 Drafting lessons free!
® and surprise training and
»  employment offer. Coupon

brings them, Mail it RIGHT

AWAY!

many times the salary whieb
received at that time.

The officials of the Pennsyl-
vaniaState Department,and Dr.
Wm., C. Ash of the University of Pennsylvania, aM
claim that our course in Drafting and Design is the
best now being taught in this state, Every drafting
graduate that we have turned out has proved sue-
cessful, and one is now Chief Draftsman in a local
steel concern, i J. S. LEAR

Yours sincerely,

.... Has Charge of Large Jobs

“Even beforelhad finished my course, | was put incharge
of large construction jobs in different cities. 1 have been
doing that ever since, and the jobs are getting larger all the
time. | owe my success to the American Sch ecause of
the knowledﬂ- I lbir‘&ml(bcﬂ?lﬂlcl and calculations.'”

ELMER L. B, 1306 Swith St., Peoria, 1N,

chool

: Ameffcam !
H =

Mysteries

Mechanical Draftsmen
WANTED!

No machine can be built un-
til the Draftsman first builds
it on paper. My training

reparena,\:ou for this work.

housands of manufacturers
are in need of expert Me-
chanical Draftsmen. Pre-
pare to fill one of these fine
jobs.

4 )

l

Architectural Draftsmen

WANTED!

Never before has the world
seen anything like the build-
ing boom of today. This has
created a tremendous de-
mand for Draftsmen who un-
derstandarchitecture,design
and building construction.
You can prepare for one of
thesefine jobsunderpositive
gu t ail the coup

Electrical Draftsmen
WANTED!

The great Electrical Industry
offers rich rewards to Engi-

neering Draftsmen who un-
derstand the principles of
Electricity as well as general
Drafting practice. [ give you
that training at home in your
spare time.

h——

Fadf g <
rear e

Automotive Draftsmen
WANTED!

Every great Auto factory em-
ploys Draftsmen who spe-
cialize in automative work—
men who de:igﬁ.bodies. plan
engines, etc. is is a splen-
did specialty which you can
learn at home, in spare time
by our methods. Salaries of
$60t0 $125 a week and more
offered to expert Automotive
Draftsmen.

Structural Draftsmen
WANTED!

You can earn an enormous
salary and always be sure of
ajob if you specialize in steel
and reinforced concrete de-
sign. They’re building Huge
structures and public works
like mad these /days, and
there’s always a place open
for men who know howto cal-
culate and plan originalwork.

D-6264, Drexel Ave & 58th St., Chicago, IIL -
Send Surprise Job and Raise offer, 3 Free Draft.
d lete inf ion about the

hool

opportunities for me in antinz.

.'~ Age_——.. - Occupation -.._ o R A
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V1 IJEWEL~ExtraThin

TUDEBAKE

The Insured Walich
Sent for only

00

doun

You Save 30% to 50%!

MN amazing offer! Just $1.00 down
brings you the famous 21 Jewel Studebaker Watch
direct from tgactory. Balance in easy monthly payments. You save
fully 30% to 50%. Lowest prices ever named for equal quality. Send
coupon below for catalog of Advance Watch Styles and full particulars-

This amazing offer enables you to pay for your watch
while wearing it. Your credit is good. Studebaker Watches are

equipped with 21 Jewels, genuine rubies and sapphires. 8 Adjust-
ments—for heat, cold, isochronism and five positions. The Studebaker Watch
Company is directed by the famous Studebaker Family—known throughout the
world for three-quarters of a century of fair dealing, 100,000 satisfied customers.
We ship anywhere in the United States and Canada. We give you an Insurance
Policy gee insuring your Studebaker Watch for your lifetime. Ladies’ Bracelet
Watches, Men's Strap Watches,” Diamonds and Jewelry also sold direct to you
at lowest prices and on easy monthly payments. Open a charge account with us.

Send Coupon for Catalog and Full Particulars!

The coupon below will bring you a copy of our beautiful, new six-color catalog
showing 80 magnificent, new Art Beauty Cases and Dials. Latest designs in yellow gold,
= & green gold and white gold effects. Exquisite thin models. 12 size and 16 size. This book tells
i you how to judge a Watch. Shows you how you can buy a 21 jewel Studebaker Insured
a"f#‘_ f ‘Watch direct from the maker—save big money and pay t):)r it in easy monthly payments.

X
@\% ‘ SPECIAL OFFER! Watch Chain FREE!
-l % - For a limited time we are offering a magnificent Watch Chain free. To all who
mal AN write immediately we will include particulars of this astounding special offer. This offer
Coupon

is limited. Send the coupon at once before it expires.

STUDEBAKER WATCH COMPANY

Dept.V-700°\,

Stu d b k \ | Directed by the Studebaker family—three-quarters of a Century of fair dealing
W eh?: sl - ¥ WATCHES . DIAMONDS . JEWELRY
atchCompany D V.700 South Bend :
Sain gy A epartment V.700 Sout end, Indiana
Pl 2 Canadian Address, Windsor, Ontario
ease send me your free
D catalog of Advance Watch N e A T IR RS, S G, G [ A A\ T ML TR RSN\t /et N o/ WY KRG ALY NSWE, W T
stylesand details of your$1 down offer, \
Plessesend me free Catalogof vay Read What a Few of Our 100,000 Customers Say:
Jewelry and Diamonds, ALBERT J. REICHERT, HENRYTUCKER,Washington, CAPT. WILLIAM J. TAYLOR, Ander.
\ JBosler, Wyoming, writes: D.C.,writes:"Received my'Presi- son, Indiana, writes: *'I took my Stude-
Nams! 3, petimitan ol \ MyStudebakerWatchsure dent” Model Studebaker Watch, baker Watch to a local watchmaker. He
""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""""" isafine timekeeper.Iwould 1 set it with Western Union and said it should retail at not less than
\ not take $100.00 for it. No it has not lost ten seconds in $100.00. The watch cost me only a frac-
Sealet o0 BRI i ssonosiosscisitugnonsvonsed et VORI T e S Rahnd \ other watch compares = nearlythree months. Itisthebest tion of that. The jeweler could hardly
with Studebaker.”” timekeeper I ever owned.” believe it when I told him that.”

T LT, Y A, D SR VST AN VI AR Sy e e AK m. OO £ O e
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Piecesin Al1=J o Down

Genuine Cut Glass

Extra special offer tothose who hurry their
order for the combination outfit shown here:
—1 pieces GENUINE CUT GLASS: Pitcher
of 2-qt. capacity and 6 tumblers of 9-oz. ca-
pacity. Each piece is pure, sparklingly clear,
thin and dainty; hand cut decorations con-
sisting of large floral design withappropriate
foliage. A useful and
handsome set. Only a
limited number—so act

A sensational offer
—only $1.00 with
coupon below
bringsthis150-piece
outfit (the 7-piece
2 3 Genuine Cut Glass
set is FREE if you send at once) to your home on free trial.
Examine the value, the quality, the beauty of each piece.
Compare our easy payment prices with local cash prices.
After 30 days’ trial and use, if you’re not delighted with
the bargain, send it back at our expense and we’ll refund
your dollar plus all transportation charges you paid. No
obligation—not one penny of risk to you!

$ 70 If you decide to keep the

— M th outfit, start paying only
E a on $2.70amonthuntilyou’ve
paid our rock-bottom grice—onl $29.95 for the entire outfit
with the 7-piece Cut Glass Set FREE. 150 pieces in all—
only $29.95—and ayearto %ay!
Where else canyoufind a bai-
gain like that and such easy
terms? Send coupon Now!

Complete Outfit Consists of
the Following:

110 Piece Ivory Ware

Dinner Set Complete service
for 12 people. Popular Ivo
l‘\iVare now the vogue in ric

-1 colo r(i
Straus & Schram, Dept. 4276 Chicago, Illinois y 5 ' 2™254

Enclosed find §1. Ship special advertised 150 piece Combination N Leaf Deco-
?ulﬁt,'(’{-pilx}cf enuir;e c(t)xt tluf sqh FREE). sl)lim to ha}\‘/le 30 l(}nys; N rationsasil-
ree trial. eep the Outfit, I will pay you $2.70 monthly. no 2
satisfied, I am to return the Outfit with the 7-piece cut glass set = lustrated. Newest Gloria Shape'
within 30 days and you are to refund my money and any freight

7 Piece Pure Linen Table Set

Set consists of:—12 dinner plates, 9 A large tablecloth, 54 x 70 ins. and

or express charges I paid. B jn.; 12 breakfast plates, 73 in.;12  §napkins, 14 x 14 in. made of Pure
150 Piece Combination Outfit, No. G9841A, $29.95. n coupe soups, 7 in.; 12 fruit saucers, Linen, bleached to an t.n|tgact,lve
7-piece Genuine Cut Glass Set FREE u 5% in.; 12 oatmeal dishes, 6{ in.; 12 silver gray. Has beautifu relcmn
u cups; 12 saucers; 12 bread and butter self Qattern‘. Launders perfectly.
Name B plates, 6in.; 1 oval vegetable dish, 9 ~ 26PieceSilverSet, Asilversery-
| in.; 1 round vegetable dish, 8% in.; 1 ice that will give you years of satis=
Street, R. F. D B  sugar bowl and cover (2 pieces); 1 faction. A pleasing pattern and ’
or Boz Noweowo.. . platter, 11 in.; 1 platter 18} in.; 1 cov= popular polished finish. Each piece ,_'RE 7 pieces Genuine
ered vegetable dish (2 pieces) ; 1 gravy heavily silver plated on nickel silver Cut Glass (as de-
Shippi u boat; 1 gravy boat stand; 1 bowl, 1 base. Set consists of 6 knives, 6 scribed above) if you send
P '.P:’”W ] rint; 1 cream pitcher; 1 pickle dish; forks, 6 dessert spoons, 6 teaspoons, coupon at once. Shipping
RERY S . butter dish, 734 in. sugar shell, 1 butter knife. wgt. of outfit, about 125 1bs.
Post . = Order by No. G9841A. $1.00 with coupon; $2.70 monthly, Price $29.95.
----- u °
Married Nationality i r hr Dept. Chl
or Single. or Color.. " , 4276 ’ @
1 you want ONLY our free of home mark X here [




10 True Detective Mysteries

Sisters 1n Scandal

The Tale of Two Women Who Loved One Man
and a Man Who Loved Two Women

who have wrestled with fate—who have played their roles on the stage of
life where the world is audience and conscience is prompter—is as natural
as life itself.

’ I \HE lure of real stories of human lives—stories told by men and women

Rooted deeply in the hearts of its nearly two-and-one-half-million readers,
True Story, the magazine which outstandingly reflects life—its complexities, its
shadows, its highlights—draws its stories directly from among the people who
themselves read it. The tales they tell—stories from the byways of life as well
as the highways—stronger than the most adroit fiction—come straight from the
hearts and experiences of these men and women who have lived them or who
intimately know the characters whom they describe.

Such a tale is “Sisters in Scandal” in the September issue—the tale of
Margery and Helen Bradford and Foster Dale—two women who loved one man
and a man who loved two women. It is the tragedy and glory of all life distilled
into a handful of pages. The disappointments, the heartaches, the glorious
successes of life are crowded into this chronicle of human frailty, struggle and
strength in a way that will hold you spellbound. Only one who has actually
lived such a crisis could adequately describe it. No master of fiction could so
truly and deeply fathom the human emotions, could so accurately and convinc-
ingly set down the workings of destiny and its effect among this circle of humans
as Margery Bradford, direct
from the reality of her own
experience, has set it down
for you.

“Sisters in Scandal” will

stir your emotions as they have seldom if ever been stirred.
bring a lump to your throat and a tug at your heart strings.

It will
It is a

living, breathing, human drama of souls whirled wildly between the
wheels of primitive desires and the conventions of modern society. It
is a story that you will probably never forget.

And “Sisters in Scandal” is but one of the sixteen revealing stories
from life, each of which in its own manner discloses life as completely
and amazingly, in the September issue of True Story. You will love it.

Partial Contents of the September Issue

Stranger Than Fiction
Home Problems Forum
$24,000.00 for True Stories
Laughs from Life

Mirror of Beauty

The Age of Love

Money Bags

The Girl Who Wanted Happiness
But I Was Married
Jealousy’s Trap

The Gay Spenders

Understanding Men
The Unpardonable Sin
Daring tke Devil

My Wild Ride

Sisters in Scandal

Are All Men Fickle?
Is Love Always Selfish?
Pride of the Hills
Youth Was My Rival
Quicksands of Bliss
True Story Clubs

If No News-stand Is
Convenient, Use This Coupon

The Love Pirate

—————— e

MACFADDEN PUBLICATIONS, Inc.
1926 Broadway, New York, Dept. T. D.-97

Gentlemen: I
I am enclosing $1.00 for which please enter my I < 2 ’5
name to receive TRUE STORY Magazine for the
next five months beginning with the current issue % CENTS
S5y

NAMB. cossssseossssssssssssssssossvscssenssss ‘e I

- o

Prize Silhouette Contest

Story

Now on Sale at all News-stands!
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rcducc:s Wdist and hips
~two lo four inches in TEN DAys

ASHIONABLE women everywhere are praising to the skies the
marvelous new Perfolastic Girdle that reduces fleshy hips and
waist almost as if by magic and quickly gives you the slim, youthful

figure you desire.

Perfolastic is entirely different from any other reducing girdle

you have ever seer
more slenderizing.

ght, cooler, more comfortable,

Cool---Comfortable---Slenderizing

Don’t confuse Perfolastic with the old
style, heavy rubber garments that were
so uncomfortable. Perfolasticis a feath-
erweight, ventilated girdle that weighs
just nine and a half ounces (garters
included), and is full of tiny holes to
let the skin breathe and the pores
function as they should. It is so cool,
so comfortable that you hardly know
you have it on.

Perfolastic does not bind or constrict
the figure in any way. Bend, twist,
turn, exercise as vigorously as you
choose, you will find that Perfolastic
“gives” with every movement of your
body. Made of finest quality pure
plantation rubber, it combines wonder-
ful elasticity with extraordinary strength.
Perfolastic is a product of the famous
Goodrich Rubber Co. and is guaranteed
by us not to rip, tear or stretch out of
shape.

How Perfolastic Reduces

Long experience has shown that the
safest, surest way to reduce is through
massage, which breaks up the fat cells
so that they can be absorbed and carried
off by the circulation.

Perfolastic reduces thrcugh massage
—automatic massage. It fits with glove-
like smoothness, closely encircling waist,
hips and thighs. The instant you

ter still, with every breath vou draw,
with every step you take, Perfolastic
exerts a continuous, gentle massage that
takes off flesh.

In an amazingty short time bulky hips
and waist become slim and shapely—
your figure regains the slender, straight
lines of youth—you look and feel years
younger. Many women have found, to
their astonishment and delight, waist
and hips reduced two to four inches
in TEN DAYS.

No Dieting—No Exercises

Think of what this means! No more
wearisome dieting, no more tiresome
exercises, no more bitter self-denial in
a vain attempt to get thin. For with
Perfolastic you can now regain a slen-
der, youthful figure without the slightest
discomfort.

Free Booklet and Sample

No matter how much overweight vou are, no
matter what other methods of reducing you
have tried, no matter what other girdles you
have worn—give Perfolastic a trial. Write
today for interesting FREE BOOK telling
more about this remarkable girdle and pictur-
ing the many delightful Perfolastic models,
also sample of Perfolastic and full details about
the special 5-day trial offer and Money Back
Guarantee. No obligation. Don’t delay. Mail
coupon below. NOW. Address Per{olasuc, Inc.,
Dept. 69, 79 Madison Ave., New York ¥,

put it on you look slimmer, for l—PERFOLASTlC Inc.

it gently straightens out fleshy
curves, gives you length of line, |

PERFOLASTIC, Inc. LY

DEPT. 69, 79 MADISON AVE. 1 Address
NEW YORK CITY I
' City: ..

Without obligation on my part please send me FREE BOOK
I describing and illustrating the new Perfolastic Reducing Girdle,
h(_'lps you Stand erect. And, bet- also sample of Perfolastic and special 5-day Trial Offer.

I Dept. 69, 79 Madison Ave. ., New York, N. Y. I
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W.S.DEWING

President

Satisfied
Customers

Factory Prices

Five Year Guarantee
of Quality
650,000 satisfied customers—
one out of every 35 families
in the United States. And
Heating Stoves think of this: they are increas-

32495 ing at the tremendous rate of more

YP  than 50,000 new customers a year.

Could anything more clearly prove Kalamazoo quality!

Could anything more convincingly or conclusively prove

that Kalamazoo is saving customers %3 to }2 by selling
direct from factory to user.

Get Your Copy of this New FREE Book
Your FREE Book is ready. Reduced prices are in effect! A
new 5-year quality guarantee is in force!
Porcelain Enamel Ranges
See the Beautiful Porcelain Enamel Ranges in beautiful delft
blue and pearl gray—the very latest and most popular of all
ranges. As easy to clean as a china dish. Look for the Mahog-
any Porcelain Enamel Heating Stoves—the most popular of all
heating stoves. Read about the new Hot Blast,improved fire box

—more heat from less fuel, a clean fire without smoke or soot. See
the latest improvements in warm air furnaces—pipe and pipeless.

200 Styles and Sizes
: No matter what you are interested in—gas stoves, coal and
~ )\ wood ranges, combination gas and coal ranges, oil stoves,

/’_w* heating stoves or furnaces (pipe or one-register type)—you will find
- S here exactly what you want. Mail coupon today.
Combination Quality First—Values Unexcelled
Gi;: & Coal When you buy from Kalamazoo you buy direct from
$ -°¥sy  manufacturer. There is nothing between you and our
71up factory—but the railroad tracks. We are not a mail order
house that collects a variety of merchandise from scores of
factories to sell by mail—we are specialized manufacturers, making Kala-
mazoo stoves, ranges and furnaces complete in our own highly modernized
factory and shipping direct to you, thus eliminating any other manufac-

turer or middleman of any kind.
30 Days FREE Trial
e, Kalamazoo gives you 30 days FREE trial in your own
homec, 360 days approval test on anything you purchase.
I 24-Hour Service—~Safe Delivery Guaranteed
|| See how close Kalamazoo is to you—24 hours ship-

ping service saves you time. Kalamazoo goods are carefully
packed to arrive safely. Safe delivery absolutely guaranteed.

Cash or Easy Terms

This FREE book quotes you easy terms—many as
low as $3 down, $3 monthly. Nowhere in the world can you
get such value, such service as Kalamazoo now offers.

Free Furnace Plans
This new FREE book tells you how you makea
double saving on Kalamazoo furnaces. First, it
saves you ¥3 to %2 on the price of the furnace. Secondly,
you save the cost of installation by following Kalama-
zoo FREE plans and FREE service. Thousands of Kala-
mazoo owners have put up their furnaces themselves.
Check and Mail Coupon Today!

KALAMAZOO STOVE CO., Mérs.
- 2151 Roch Ave. Kal y Mich,
Pipe or

N “A Kalamazoo

Ranges

455

Furnaces

Trade Mar - 9
9592 ez Direct toYou
Coal and Mail this Coupon Today for Free Book
Wood -
foden [ g SuEre gy so o o o e
R:.Mu [:I Kalamazoo Stove Co., Mfrs.
T 2151 Rochester Ave., Kal Mich.
nation D Dear Sirs: Please send me immediately without obliga-
Ranges tion, your FREE catalog of stoves, ranges and furnaces.
Fur- D
naces N
v eSS S L SO e ==
Stoves: [ 5
5‘“:":': [ Address oo oo ..
‘g:-us a > SO W —— State

THIS MONTH’S
CONTRIBUTORS

DAN B. HOSMER, General Super-
intendent of the IF. N. Burns Detec-
tive Agencies, with offices at Wichita,
Kansas, has been in police and de-
tective work for more than sixteen
years.

In 1922 he resigned as Inspector
of Police at Wichita to open a detec-
tive agency of his own, and in 1924
consolidated with the F. N. Burns
Detective Agency, becoming -their
General Superintendent.

Since that time, this agency has
been constantly expanding. The
volume of work is such that it has
been a problem to obtain operatives
of the high standard required. In
order to cope with this situation Mr.
Hosmer has established an educa-
tional department and requires each
employee to pass a series of examina-
tions before he can become classed as
an operative of the agency, and carry
credentials as such.

This has proven to be very suc-
cessful, and it is found that when an
assignment is issued, it is more
efficiently handled, and the reports
and

are more complete compre-
hensive.

The Murder at Pinehurst, Mr.
Hosmer writes us, was one of his

toughest cases.
issue.)

CY CALDWELL, we gather, is a
man of varied accomplishments. We
can get very little out of him, for he
refuses to talk about himself, but he
did admit to us that “Doctor Watson,
Jr.,” and “Sherlock Holmes,” who
wrestle so successfully with the diffi-
(Continued on page 14)

(See page 28, this
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MONEY-MAKING

OPPORTUNITIES

Absolutely different. *MOTORTEX" SALESMAN SELLING TO MEN:| FREE: SEND FOR
;l;}ﬂece suit. Good for dress or work Well Makeumnoney! We have side line for you that will|Write today! Learn hgrl: gvtﬁ?:ooﬁon%ﬁ.
lored. Fine, all-wool, extm hea warm, B sell alonf with any line you may now|in your own home, for Electrical-Mechan-
showerproof material. 1 hold n.s shape. [l Here are opportunis and fcal AUTO EXPERT'S Job, paying up

g;e e;ler:r (ealg’xrc:s Slbugg?nwod t s3n e tiestomakemoremoney to $150 A WEEK. Big opportunities

make more money for
you, prmlded you are now selling to
men. Get f:

.00. A at once. Address, Sales-|in Auto_ Business. Common Schooll 11
Your “commission $3.00 and $4.00. ¢ :';‘én:ﬁ"dﬁ:}:? B:l:ﬂ manager, 850 West Adams, Dept. 143,|you need. Start for Raise in Pay. D%u‘e-
b theﬂ ghforthe C Time Money, oOr your own usiness.
tter things of life. Earn $80 weekly taking orders for |LXperience not necessary. hmploi'mem.
Here responsible, na« charming Kashion Frocks for women and |Service — Consultation Service, 4 Repair
tionally known, square children. Factory prices. Advance com-|2nd Testing Outfits, Free of EK"‘B COO!-
deal firms seek the sere missions. No_experience necessary. Fashion|Get my ka A“W Facts,” Free!l Write:
[ Vites cEiimbitions Frocks, Inc., Dept. G-100, Cincinnati, Ohio: s‘de“j“g e D o - Dept. 603, 1916 Sunny-
$75.00 & week GUARANTEED to = people. They offer dig- Sell direct from maker to wearer, guar-

ducers! Every man buys Fashion Wear Sm nified positions (full or :;elﬁd” boys suits, onv;mmg:g l%%:‘em"ya’f;' tal‘IZ:-!:nngg“ sh:(;"nc. ml;'."eu?e'm‘fnu\‘\ntﬁ
l‘i“l’l e:rmgltnru“ l{{tle é?;dl;‘lﬁnk&b &:unt. Fashion spare time) which pay rite Em, sample outfit. Craige-Wilson |¥0U show them to your friends and_take
e L L bandsome incomes and 10 W averly Place, Dept. 4, New York. 51‘1511' gl?e?em I wblul n:‘bghsexlld you FREE
asid Gltributing SATIDIES 0 castorern WL fead o wondettl fo- B o mvom tallored shites. "SRR | tyles and 05 Sctusi Cleather samplen
\uck for territory and particulars. American pitese : “ Bd" " ’l‘i'}“bg"y quick at factory [T pay “my ‘agents $8.00  daily. . Writs
cts Co., 9463 Monmouth, Cineinnati, O. No experience re mmel:‘y“,&?e i I‘;‘;“c Novo-Tex, | quick. 'rauor-\xnde Shoe srutem, 932

RN $87-5110 WEEKLY SELLING quired. Ambitionisthe gt 8 rightwood, Dept. A., Chicago,
CHRIST\!AS CARDS. Full or spare time. g:‘lénnac:m‘ng}ﬁ; Oh},.};“;lm? vﬂ'm&:%"" representing the| “Great neckwear line now free! Features

$10 sample book FREE. Weekly payment.

%S shipment | finest  quality neckwear at rnctor{ prices.
Experience unnecessary. Our co-operation in- rl

of genuine Tallored-To—\lcaaure Clothing (,onect big commissions daily. te for

carefully. Then write

sures success. _John Hertel Co., 320 Washing- for complete informae Within 10 days after recelpt of order. Com-|FREE tie offer and FREE outfit. Nawco
. plete !our-prlce line. Liberal commissions. | Nee ar, 9-
ton, Chicago, T1. tionabout the ones that Opportunity of becoming District Manager in | ~cckwear. Desk 9-ZA, Covington, Ky.

FREE! To honest men over 18: new attract youmost. Please your- territo Write Max Schwab, P. O.|  Send 25 Cents for a §1.00 Pocket G

patented cigarette lighter. Show your friends ori = 0: Lighter and learn how to make $1

and make $90 weekly. Send 25¢ to cover donot write unlessyou Defn. 400, mmﬁ:{f‘ Sf.‘.‘;"" Talloring. Co. | 45 ¥ asy: | Sells on slght Par!lrulnrs FREE.

malling costs and mention name_ of this mean business. EWintioss waaiisd i 16 seconds withbit 53D1l§ Nkan cturing Co.; 799C Broadway,
sne. K. 2. lite, D"“" 2-G, 15 West- Sponge or brush. A fast $1.05 seller. |~

maga
minster Road, Brooklyn

! 1 1.2 TAILORING SALESMEN make real
T $20 daily casy selling amazing rain-proof To the Public: These firms Si“’mﬂ‘.’&‘n orlx)nconl;:;m l‘)::‘léon s(;\r:ap”e“ :she‘x" money selling Davis virgin wool, made-to-
tpl. il;lie—t -measure. l‘-‘ inest fabrics and @l offer you merchandise values, D(-m S\ll 33 East 10th St., New York. meaaur‘e“e;ulun L({r'lbr;ﬂ{)di perfect-fitting,
styles. g advance profits. ) a convenient service that you BIG_MONEY_HANDING OUT guaran leaut ul fabrics. New mer-

o nd Mﬁ C?DR?!" Clnt"!l.r‘:r)ul:l:r ga | cannot duplicate elsewhere. MYS’l IC ‘ZIPPO"” Red Hot 50c HOUS“'IOIC bonuses, cuhppnzes Write nosv?]esi’. HLI‘)b:{?al
urers, Seller! Quick | Tajloring Co., Station 30, Cineinnati, Ohio,

HIGH-SALARIED POSITIONS walt- S0 . T ﬁuge ash
ing for you In _automobile, tractor and S8 Qul lppo" $100 WEEKLY RE! PRLSENTH\G LARGE
airplane work. I'll train you in ﬂgm To Manufacturers: For adver- Company, Fort Wayne, Ind. SHIRT company—direct to wearer—wonder-

gho weeks u can earn $45.00 8 tisingrat d ful opportunity for financial independence.
87 . { grates, address Publishers The greatest book on money making|Big commissions—easy to take orders—we

Classified Service, g East 46t gtunts that has ever been published will be [start you with 5 salee.compelling outfit free

St.. New York. malled to you Il you will send u.s 15¢ In cash |\write at once. Supre
. preme Shirt Co., Desk ML,
. . or 5"‘"“ l here ‘“I ‘l’lo"" SPA l{)i'lo_dl\ﬂ 276 Fifth Ave., New York.

are included in tiis big

,Peclal offer, ‘The oppon.unlty of a me !
don't miss it by delay. J. H.8 1
Address, 4

The
E.

worka

M \1 KI ifth New Selling plan makes $375.00 to
y.)? Y MDA \G 0.8 Avenue, New $850.00 a month for producing tailoring sales-
men. Two prices—$23.75 and $34.50—won-

LcSweeny, POLMET POLISHING CLOTH.—Cleans | derfyl workmansmp and 130 be beautiful patterns

Z300—6. ] ? all metals, gets enthusiastic attention, sells fast
Z300— 1815 E. 24th St., “levelal at 25¢; sample free. F. C. Gale Co., 99 Edin- g:u- wifl‘x be’r'?.’?“bonﬁé’“‘"i'i’éﬁ?ﬁm doeotana
Ohlo. Please mention this magazine. boro St., Boston, Mass. and selling uipment FREE. State age
Ladies, Here's Easy Extra Money. U. S. Gov't wants men. $1 ,900—$2, 700 l cnce. e“uahe territory desired and all

at start. _Railway Postal Clerk y information.  We do-the rest.
comlr;g. )Lct. our expert rormc;ll;s Govgmmﬁm “ rlgm&Compam 2228 Wabansia, Chicago, Il
| examiner) prepare you for ti and other| ™ Xgents: Amazing new 3-in-1 lingerie
T %reebo?get. Dept. 269, P fon for women maklng aenut‘lonu
{ 00 ochester, hit. $15.00 daily easy. Spare or full time,

Linenwhite Laundry Bluing Paddles Big |Free Outfit.  French Fashlon Company,
gllﬂml:o;mcm\w.lebnz:an fairs, ﬁarnl\uls D North Franklin, Chicago, I1L

b @ for sample and money making Make $100 weekly selling better-qualit
osition. A.Ada Products, Buffalo, New York. |a1i-wool made-to-measure suits and overcoats,

Girls—Women—Physical Charm is a Hlxhen commissions. Extra bonus for pro-
real asset today. A Beautiful Bust lends attrac-|duce Large swatch samples free. W. Z.
%%n 1 BoToglctB&t D”l& r:‘éecurl'edno“:r To Glbson Inec., 157 W. Harrison, Chicago.

'velop The Sealed postage.| —Agents: Brand new patented idea makes
Olive Co., Dept. 9. Clarinda, Towa. $75.00 weekly. I-asy u‘l er. Hull mllllon sales

WANT $500 SOON? SELL BEAUTIFUL [single year. Free sample outfit.

resses, Coats, Scarfs, Sweaters. Amazing|TRUE FIT OPTICAL CO\IPA\Y 1445 W,
low prlccs. We dellver. No experience | Jackson Blvd., Department MF1, Cmcazo

Every Woman loves to make (Lxlnt{l trocfcs
and necessities for her home. Show her how
and sell her the materials. Steady income, |
big repeat business. Sample outfit_and in-
structions m-e. ‘Write_ today. Natlonal

ress .. Dept. 711, 8 Beach Street,
New York (‘ny Mcmkm this magazine,

$12 DAILY PAID IN ADVANCE BY BIG
Chicago firm. Easy, dignified work; part o
full time; experience unnecessary. Fr-ml(lyn
ProducuCorpomtlon 1038 Van Buren, Chicago,

BIGPAYEVERY DAY! Complete nunr.
anteed line direct to wearer. Dress Shirts,
Work Shirts, Flannels, Overalls, Pants, Leather
Coats, Sweaters, Playsuits. $10-§25 daily! Ex-
perience unnecessary. Big Outfit FRE
rod Co., Dept. 58, 4922-28 Lincoln Ave.

Afents $240 month. Bonus besides, mplete outfiy free! Write
Sell finest line silk hosiery you ever saw. Auto mmhcy Knlm fu.. 2003 South Cali- Hosn:(RYMgg,%‘;lI‘yl%hg}y:ﬁngolg‘l:(l)sryﬁﬁ
furnished. Credit given. " Write for samples. fornia Avenue, Chicago. __________ _|for full time. Everyone a Get. your
Wilknit Hoslery Co., Dept. 235, Greenfield, O, DISTRICT SALESMAN — All _wool, |own at factory prices I&sllgc(l‘ioalery Co.,

Union Made suits, overcoats, $23.50. Liberai|317 4th Ave., New York,

* advance commission, bonus.” Write for large Beco:
- ~ me Our District Mﬂnlger. Make
¥REE outfit. l‘ 'Hnney. Box 00, Chicago. | peq) Money organizing your territory for the
Sal Money-Making | wonderful “Health” Cooker. Every Woman a
Sensation. CombuuTn fountain” pen and|good prospect. Write now for details, Health
check rotcctor No_ competition.  Pro- (,ook(-r Co., Dept. 1, Massilon, Ohio,

AGENTS MAKE $3.00 HOUR TAI\ING
orders for 40 fascinati "Handy Things"
for Kltchen. Sell on sight! Wri w General
Prod. , Dept. SM1, Newark, N. J.

“omen $30 to $100 weekly. Amazing
new Idea. makes milady beautiful. No e‘pen-

eeded. Free plan. Write Healthform; patents. Wholesale sample n
Dopt. 7M. 1115 Broadway, New York. and selling outnt, $3.75. Write Security ben ity foo Forees Franger, Rattway bail Sierr
LADIES: TO EMBROIDER, ETC., AT Corp., 906 Jackson, Chicago. __________ |3000] Kent, and other Gove, Positions, $130-
home wanted immediately. Bonafide propo= GO INTO THE CRISPETTE BUSI- s 50 month, home or elsewh ere. write Mr.
llluon. Liberal pay gusmneee NoO canvasse NESS. Everybody likes them. You can Dept. 137, 8t. Louis, N

Particulars free. Viking Products Co.;
DeDt 50, Leipsic, omo.
Euilly‘ earn from $30.00 to $75.00 weekly,
Exqu ite, smart, exclusive Peggy O'Nell popu-
ced dresses are irresistible. Designed for
women who appreciate style and quality at low
jces. Free sample outfit starts you without
vestment. Write today. Give experience
and reference. Peggy O'Nell Dressmakers,
Inc., Dept. 9-C, 112 West 38th St., New York.

make & lot of money. Gordon, New Jersey,
reports $4,000 profits in two months. We m:g“,xgosx.}.'ye“{‘“s"hv‘;”{b% NEW

ou. Write for facts. Long-E wi ul
787 Yalgh St Springneid. Onis,__~"= Nothiug like (hem 1 Americn: B maro:
. 500 Men Wanted to earn $90 Weekly. free. \lanuzer 44 North Ada, Chicago, IIL
W?ndc;rgbsnew uat: x{:’elns suits. “ sty
values up. zaldl averages ourly.
We _train va No experience or capital]l A PAYING PROPOSITION OPEN to
needed. me Comer Mifg. Co., Dept.|representative of character. Takeordmshou.
TsS-2, Dayton, O! hosiery,direct to wearer. Good income. Per-

manent. Write now. Tmnm Shoe M{g. Co.,
New lines lult out, Eve hing in (GO B o, M &

hoslery. underwear and Rayon lingerie for
Sistible | Catalog c::xld g'amples ; read

o iy o ady.| ™ Fifteen Dollars a_Day. Sell HARRI-
New special big money plans. 0BUS, | SON'S ™ **New York Style" sults and over-
aervl&t; u.vcmrds‘i rapid promotion. No ca Itu coats. ‘Tallored of 100% virgin woolens.

ce  territories
t}“ o 781 Priced $19.75 to $34.75. Highest com-

SCARY women buy new “LOOKOUT"”
Invention on sight. See who i3 outside door
without caller knowing it. A $1.50 aeller
that pays 85¢ proml Sells to homes, pri
clubs, hardware stores. Sell 20 a da x and
earn $17. _Send 81 .00 _for sample an

Free Kit. New Invention ‘ac-
Island

tories, . TM Governor Flace, Long | reply to World's Star missiof id daily. Experience unneces-
City, New York ] !;‘l".u“_(_"'y_-"&______ aty o yileable Gohmive CRetony .
Free! 'nu-ee issues HOW TO SELL : WOMEN: $§$2.15 AN HOUR FOR FULL |open., Send for exrenahe ul«\s portfolio

Keeps you posted on fast selli spare time, distributing famous Royce|with many selllng eatures. t's _free to

household goods Flavoring Extracts, Tol Ict men who mean business. De Luxe HARRI-
emunes ete. —225Preparnuons ~0\: raincoat line included if you write
lltﬁrsgum . Write Abner Royce Harrison Bros., Inc., Dcpt. 856, 133
ed 1879, Dept. 966, Cleveland, omo \V(-at 21st St., New York,

. Men—Women, $1.80 an_hour—No less.| Men, Get Forest R:nncr Job $125-5200
3 . co. established 30 years. Start-|month and home furnished; hunt, fish, trap
3 nnlz new medallion dept. Amazing, new|on side; permanent, no strikes or 'shute

sales plan. First 22 agents average $1.80|downs, vacations on full pay. For de-
n hour steady. O&y 1 _agent wanted in|taills, write Norton, 270 McMann Bldg..
Iocallry. A\;gur OWN PHOTO FREE _as|Denver, Colo.

magazine.
money making propositions. Thousands o
%p(?on\mmm Send name and address uow
SELL, Department No. 1, Mt. Morris, IIL
HOSIERY FREE and $12 daily. Sell
muonuuy known Pure Silk hosiery.  Amaz
Free sample outfit mailed. PURL
%lLsrg HoﬂLRY CO., 208 W. Monroe, Dept.
Why not ull us your spare time? $2.00

an hour, $19.70 dall full e. -

troguce " 12 months’ Guaranteed  Hosiery , sample.  Art Medallion Co., -Chicago, Ill.,|™$40.00 Suits for $23.50 1 All_one
—47 styles, 39 colors, for men. women, chii- ampbell at Jaxon Ave rice. Union made of finest quality Virgin
dren, including latest *Silk the Top" S LADIES: bz-l’ll-‘.CE ROSE AND GOLD|Wool. You don't have to know any-
Ladies' Hose. No capital ot ence f Dinner Set FR. Furniture, Rugs, Silver-|thing about selling clothing. We guar-
needed. We furnish samples. Silk hose 3 ware, GIVEN. Fumlsh whole house by few |antee your success if you are honest and
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acochee o R 92! . or e Perry |C. ETT, ms, ept.

Aaare “may Co. 89, Cin G. Mason Co., Dept. 996, Cincinnati, Ohio. |Chicago, Illinois.
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WAISTLINE FAT

Can Be Quickly Reduced

—without drugs, diets or exercises

NSTEAD of wasting your time—instead of

risking your health by weakening diets, ex-

hausting exercises and pill-taking, in an effort
to get rid of bulging waistline fat—try the popular
Weil Reducing Belt for 10 days—at our expense.

Made of scientifically treated rubber, it causes
a gentle, unnoticed massage action as it comes
in contact with flabby flesh., So that with every
move you make unwanted fat is being moulded
away—and kept away for good—and at a fraction
of the price charged by expert masseurs.

Look Thinner Instantly

Take your waist measurement before and after
this Free 10-Day Trial. Note the difference in
inches. Feel the improvement in your general
condition. According to the terms of our abso-
lute guarantee, you must be thoroughly satisfied
with thc rcbulw secured—or you pay nothing.

Coupon Brings Free Details

Write us at once and you will receive our Special
10-Day Trial offer—a detailed description of this
most successiul reducing method, the principles of
which are highly endorsed by lcadlng physicians
and professional athletes everywhere, For the
sake of your health and appearance take advantage
of this offer at once. Send no money. Write now.
The Weil Company, 1029 Hill Street, New Haven,
Conn,

—— — — — — St i S St St W

THE WEIL COMPANY,
1029 Hill Street, New Haven, Conn.

Gentlemen: Please send me complete description
of the Weil Scientific Reducing Belt and also your
Special 10-Day Trial Offer.

NAME . ccvassosssssednsnssasosss seesscss ine
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LB U g e MR B e SEabe. . cvnehumes ue s

h 5 oc AWEEK
No References, No Delay,
Nothing lo Sum Just say
**Send that Pin.

Blazing,” bloe-white, fu
karat, cluster scarf pin. Genuine Soli
14 karat white gold, mounted with nine
dnuhnw d--mnnd reproductions. Looks

like $500.00, Gorgeous gift. Vclrr( ;,m
box and anti-theft clutch free. Send No
Money Pay postman only $2.76 and post-
d delivery and 50c weekly after

tht (‘10 5 in alb.

twreg) NATIONAL JEWELRY CO.
GVEN  Dept.J-79, 24 East 21st St., New York

Are You Thin and Weak?

Bernarr Macfadden’s book, “Gaining Weight,”
is based on common sense plus a profound knowl-
edge of the human body. His carefully outlined in-
structions are devised to fit every varying circum-
stance and condition of the mdnldu:i Send for
this book today. Price 50c. postpaid, if you send
cash in advance or we will send the book to you
C. 0. D. plus postage.

MACFADDEN PUBLICATIONS, Inc, Dapl. TD-9
Mactadden Bldg. 1926 Brondvuy New York

BE A DETECTIVE

Make Secret Investigations

Travel or work at home. Great demand everywhere.
Experience unuecessary, Send for our free particulars.
No obligations. Write,

American Delective System, 2190 Broadway, New York

Earn $25 Weekly vt

TIME
Writing for newspapers, magazines., Experience
unnecessary. Details and copyright book FREE.

PRESS SYNDICATE, 1263, St. Louis, Mo,

Travel For “UNCLE SAM”

RAILWAY POSTAL CLERKS S R 2 e S

FRANKLIN INSTITUTE
$1900 to $2700 a Year /R hlthpt.lv:!ﬂ,l lRocl:n;:or.N Y.
usl 0 en
Bty Slse UL sebe Jo ot amtsly frep of huewwe, () 5,200 dgapriotion
ép illustrated book, < How to (.rt-lJ! S (‘mvar:trlnlenlb Job's
ist of « Government Jobs now ol nable
Men - Women 18 or OVER ‘\* i Yo _’mn:’.'{né::’l'::um -« ($1900-52700)
« . « Post ce - - ($1700.
Short Nours--l’lusv-nl Work "\‘ B '.cny Mail Carrier . - 1:1700-! 2100)
ancemen « « « « «Clerk at thlnnon. D. c. . . ($11 1860
Long Vannon With Pay 7 . . . . Prohibition Agent - - - ($1800
ot Oes Onc' DO IT_TODAY. 4 N )
Ac -
J Lt AL 4 s Nome,.icseon
Y ARy e L e s O TSI 5 o el 4 .
/ Use this Coupon before you mislay It. WRITE OR PRINT PLAINLY.

THIS MONTH’S
CONTRIBUTORS

(Continued from page 12)

culties confronting them, as related
in The Mystery of the Vanished Car,
appearing on page 36, this issue, are
real, sure-enough boys. We suspect
that one of them is Mr. Caldwell,
himself, some few years back.

Cy Caldwell was born in Nova
Scotia in 1892, started flying at the
age of 23, joined the Royal Flying
Corps in the following year (1916),
serving in France for ten months
with the 102nd Night Bombinz
Squadron, then instructed in flying
until 1919.

Then he joined the Canadian Air
Board, did forest patrols for two
years; tested airplanes for the
Glenn I.. Martin Company for three
years, and thereafter sold airplanes
on the road as flying traveling sales-
man until last year. He is now a
feature writer on the staff of the
Aero Digest, and lives in New York
City.

The following is Mr. Caldwell's
own account of himself: “Married
seven years and still happy; no chil-
dren, no dogs” no radio—and no
money.”

PAT KINSELLA, of the New York
Police Force, is credited with having
put more women crooks behind the
bars of the penitentiary at Auburn
than any other detective at Head-
quarters. He has specialized on
female delinquents, and it was his
reputation in this field that led to his
being assigned to the case of “Night-
Life Polly” described on page 24 of
this issue

Ordinarily, Kinsella does not work
on murder cases. He does not wish
to be known as a vindictive sleuth.
Despite his formidable record of
convictions, he claims to have per-
suaded a still larger number of mis-

guided girls to abandon a life of
crime.
LOWELL HOWARD MORROW,

whose stirring account of the theft
of $100,000 l)v the young mail clerk,
3ill Clark, which leads this issue,
under the title “Easy Money,” was
born in Napoleon, Ohio. He does
not tell us when, but he was left an
orphan at six and from the age of
twelve had to shift for himself.

His varied career that followed
started with lumberjacking at
twenty, then he tried the life of
hobo for a time, later became a
sailor before the mast on Atlantic
coasting schooners, and finally, news-
paper correspondent and special-
article writer.
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YEAR TO PAY

New, brand new .. . this 3-piece Velour
Bed Davenport Suite of costly design below
regular factory cost! An astounding offer!
And with it we give you, at no extra charge,
this stunning floor lamp of very latest style.

| -~ N30 Days FREE Trial (i

e

' Fine
= | Floor
45 } Lamp

With
| Order

Gorgeous
{ lampstands
# 63 in, high.
3. Pedestal
& finished in
dullantique
gold and
M gold stippling
B (hammered
EM effect) with
A ebony black
#% bands. The 6
panel oval
shadeis lus-
trous shirred
blue georg-
ette over rose
sateen. Regu-
lar $15 value.
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Never has the good, old-fashioned American dollar bought so
much in fine furniture. This suite alone would cost you $90 any-
where else, and theonlyreason we can offer you this suite actually
below factory cost is because we took over the entire output of
a manufacturer inurgent need of cash. Our good fortune is your

ood fortune. You know theincreasing pos)lﬁarity of velour liv-
ing room furniture—everyone demands velour suites nowadays.
This one is not only an exquisitely beautiful suite for the living
room, but a full-size comfortable double bed is embodied in the

davenport, which is concealed and out of way when not in use.
A living room and bedroom suite combined. Just like having
another room—a spare bed room for unexpected guests.
You can actually own this suite and the lamp, have them
right in your own home, in use, in no time—just send $1 with
order today. And better still: you can have them on 80 days
FREE trial. You are sole judge of the value. If you do not be-
lieve this the greatest bargain ever, return suite and lamp and
we will refund your $1 and transportation charges both ways.

BUILT TO LAST FOR YEARS

SendforBig FREEBook

Construction of this suite throughout is
especially sturdy. Strongly made, attrac-
tive frames are of selected and seasoned
hardwood, finely finished in rich brown
mahogany. Covering is an excellent grade
of figured velour in a beautiful blue and
taupe pattern that will harmonize with
any furnishings. Suite is upholstered
throughout with an abundance of finest,
sanitary materials, overlaid with pure cot-
ton batts. Strong, helical coil springs, in
the seat of each piece, prevent sagging
and add to the comfort. Davenport has 18
springs in seat while rocker and arm chair
have 9 each. All in all, this suite is built
to last many years.

The davenport opens with a single easy
motion into a restful, full-size bed for two
people. You do notsleepon the upholstery,
the bed compartment has its own link fab-
ric spring. During the day bedding is out
of sight—concealed in davenport interior.

Size of bed section 72 inches by 48 inches
open. Widthof davenport overall 54 inches.
Rocker and arm chair 28 inches wide over-
all, height of backs from seat 20 inches.
Just the right proportions to insure com-
plete comfort and restfulness.

Take a Year to Pay

Mail the coupon with $1 today. We will gend
this 3-piece Velour Bed Davenport Suite and
give you this artistic lamp. Use everything for
30 days as if it were your own. Then if you are
not convinced of their worth, return these arti-
cles. We will refund your first payment and
transportation charges both ways. You risk
nothing,

Order No. BA 4215, 3-Piece Brown

Mahogany Suite, Blue and Taupe .

Velour covering, and Gift Lamp, Sale

Priceonly $59.95.Terms $1 withorder
84.75 monthiy. » 7

. jPruldent’ 1

Home Furnishers to
stz > Spearé Co«

PITTSBURGH, PA.
Dept. M 801

Thisbookisfilled fromcovertocover
with household treasures—bargains all
of them=—sold on easy payments—sent
on30 days’ FREE trial—every purchase
backed by a gold bond guarantee, There
are wonderful bargains in furniture,
rugs, curtains, stoves and everything
for the home. Sent toyou without obli-
gation to buy. Mail coupon today.

Nkl bbb E bRl R L -

§ SPEAR & CO., Dept. M 801, Pittsburgh, Pa.

B Send me at once the Velour Bed-Davenport Suite and the Gift Floor Lamp without

extra chargs, as described above. Enclosed is $1 first payment. Tt is waderts
: that. it at tho end of’ 30 day”srla, T'am matiaied, 17willsend vou 84, T3 et
ler No. 213.  Sale Prico $59.95.

Title remains with you until paid in full.

IR F.D. }

:Pnst Office_ . - it~ ---State. . et et fyes
if your shipping point is_different from your post office fill in line below

L)
g Send shipment 80 ool

' FREE If you want the FREE Catalog only, Send no money, put
H CATALOG :'t‘\.x.m.nm:ﬂo your mame and address plainly on D
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You can buy all materials for a complete home
directfrom themanufacturer andsavefour pro-
fits on the lumber, millwork, hardware, labor.

o All lumber cut-to-fit, high-
Pﬂce lnc'“des est grade interior wood-
work, siding, flooring, windows, doors, glass, paints, hardware, nails,
lath, rooﬁnf. fComplete instructions and drawings are also furnished.

0

Safe arriva complete materials is guaranteed. We pay the freight
to destination on all Houses, Summer Cottages and Garages.

SAVE 18% wist:==30% o5t

The lumber that’s wasted costs just as much as the lumber that’s used,
and the best way to cut your cost is to save the usual waste. The Aladdin
System prepares all the lumber in our mills ready to be nailed in place.

Cost of lumber is reduced 18 per cent, cost of labor is reduced 30 per
cent. Quantity production of standard designs allows us to quote the very low prices

. wedo, and still maintain the High Quality materials Aladdin Homes are noted for.

Aladdin’s 21 Years®’ Success Aladdin Certified Lumber
is proof that you can do as thou- Aladdin homes are all built of
sands of other home builders do beautiful, clear siding, clear flooring,
every year—save from $200.00 to clear interior woodwork, and sound,
$800.00 by building an Aladdin strong framing. You get the finest
Home. The savings, after building qualityof materials obtainable. They
a small home, will add more to your are permanent, year "round houses,

6 ROOM |

= AIADDIN

All Materials~ Readi~cut |||}

" 5618 .

WE PAY THE FREIGHT

happiness than the luxuries of a
big home. Aladdin has made
it possible for the family of moder-
ate means to own a warm, strong
home at a very low cost. Thereisan
Aladdin near you wherever you live,
Goandseeone. SAVE money, timeandan-

noyance by ordering all materials from one
reliable manufacturer. The FREE catalog
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TRUE DETECTIVE MYSTERIES

SEPTEMBER A MACFADDEN PUBLICATION

: What Chance? |
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By George William Wilder

‘f BUSINESS man, when contemplating the establishment of his trade, i
A carefully weighs the chances for and against the accomplishment of his ‘,)
ol i
Zl object. i\
o e
|‘E The man who is lured by the “easy money’’ that beckons the would-be law- :
7 breaker, may wisely follow his example. Almost every month science reveals i

A some new method in the process of combating crime. ;}
f[ “The sequel that followed the accidental leaving of a grimy pair of overalls |§
Al at the scene of a train hold-up in the Siskiyou Mountains of Oregon, on October A

11th, 1923, vividly illustrates what the criminal of to-day is up against in his

Z efforts to “get away with it.” IS
f Spots on the overalls, thought at first to be grease, were found to be gum i}
fi from fir-trees, and from this it was ascertained where the owner of the overalls ‘;
lzl had been employed. Their size and cut determined his probable size and build. }
‘:, Deposits of pitch under the left-hand flap, while the right-hand flap was clean, |:
7k showed he was left-handed. Microscopic examination of two human hairs, N
i taken from a button, disclosefl his approximate age. Several grains of rock salt i;
; in one of the pockets betrayed his rendezvous—a cattleman’s cabin not far from K
;. the scene of the crime. i(
;;3 It took a long time to find the owner of this particular pair of overalls— ’;|
‘; over three and one-half years of constant, world-wide. search. But he was ;1
1;] found, and he and his two brothers, who aided him in the train hold-up in which ;
el four men were brutally killed, were each sentenced in the early part of June of e
If this year, to life imprisonment in the State penitentiary at Salem, Oregon.

So ended the famous D’Autremont brothers case.

The man to-day who deliberately turns to crime, might as well leave his
name and address with the police authorities before he begins, for the long arm
of the law will reach out—and will eventually get him.

What chance has he?
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T“/I N l’%l‘(’ N l) I :/ -yet they cannot wear

the same shades of POWDE Panda POUCKE

By Mme. JEANNETTE DE CORDET - Famous Beauty Specialist

Two sisters—so exquisitely fashioned it seems a miracle they
could be so exactly alike! Yet—their coloring is not the same.
These sophisticated sisters are conscious of their twinship in fea-
tures—but more conscious of their individual coloring. They do
not wear the same shade of powder, nor the same tone of rouge.
... The tone of your skin—rather than the color of your hair and eyes
—determines your type. Do not disguise your type with a too light
powder, nor an odd tone of rouge, but skilfully aid Nature by
accenting your natural coloring, and thus give empbasis to your
type....With Pompeian you can use just the right shade of powder
and the correct tone of rouge for yoxr skin.

PONIPE IAN FPrAULIY POWDER

and B OONM

OMPEIAN Beauty Powder and

Pompeian Bloom both come in
five perfect shades for the various
types of women. The Powder ad-
heres perfectly, remaining in a vel-
vety finish for hours. The Bloom,
a rouge of absolute purity, comes
in tones that blend perfectly with
Pompeian Powder.

POWDER and BLOOM each 60¢
Ask for the BLOOM m‘ the NEW purse size

i s S N e g

Mad : 'l'he .IVI P H ' '
Dept. 402 1, 595 Fifth Ave., New York

I enclose 10c (coin or stamps) for which please
send me your new 20-page booklet, *‘ Your Type
ofgemty,“ showing 24 different types of women
illustrated in color. Also your Sampler of the 5
shades of Pompeian Beauty Powder in glass vials.




“EASY
MONEY”

““One hundred thousand
dollars, Bill! Think of
it, man!’

“It was the tempter in
Bill Clark’s ear. He

listened, and when the
time came——"

By
BILL CLARK

as told to
LOWELL HOWARD MORROW

antly, searchingly—the light of hope in his large,
round eyes. Only for a moment I met his eager
gaze, then I looked away over the hazy hills to where
the mellow blue of the sky merged with their summits. His
proposition staggered, appalled, yet fascinated me, and set
my nerves a-tingle. He was right: money ruled the world
—and I needed money badly. But I was not sure of myself.

“Come, old man—it's easy.”

His drawling words shifted my stare back to his earnest
face, and I took note of the smile of confidence that was
wrinkling the corners of his thin-lipped mouth, and the ex-
pression on his face gave me courage. 1 began to believe
in his plan. Something akin to our old boyhood trust re-
turned, for in those days he was a leader. Slim had a
reputation of being slow, but he certainly was slow in no
way save in speech. He was always sure of himself.

“: SLIM" ASHLEY was looking at me again—expect-

Yes, it was a dangerous scheme.
would do it for
need never know

But I
elen’s sake—and she

“The tempter who seduced Eve in the Garden of Eden had
nothing on you, Slim,” I said, and laughed, though there
was a tremor to my mirth.

“Get a grip on yourself, Bill, and put this thing over,” he
advised confidently. “Put your scruples aside and pick up
the coin. Think of it, man, all you got to do is pick it up!
You just remarked that you have always been Monest and
have been kicked for your pains.”

“Yes,” I acknowledged, “that is true.
no money.”

“Money talks, Bill. And all the world is listening.”

I believed him. I had health, the love of a good girl, a
good job and hosts of friends. But I lacked what I con-
sidered of more value than all—money and its power.

“You are right, Slim,” I said, “but I 14

“You mneed the stuff, Bill,” he interposed hurriedly.
“There is Helen, you know.”

It has brought me

19
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I gave him a startled look, then once more looked away.
A hot flash swept my body and my ears burned. The sudden
mention of Helen Martin caused his scheme to lose much
of its ugly aspect. I had it in my power to make her com-
fortable and happy. All I had to do was reach out, pluck
our air castles, and put them on solid ground. Shm was
right—it was easy.  Yes, it was a dangerous scheme. But I
would do it for Helen’s sake—and she need never know. I
owed it to her. Our love had been ardent, but unwise, and
it was vastly important that we marry before a certain day.

But—I lacked the means on which to marry so proud a
girl. I knew she was looking forward to riches and social

prominence. She often had mentioned such things. I wanted
her to have everything-her heart could wish—automobiles,
But my

servants, a fine home and leisure to enjoy life.
salary as express mes-
senger would not per-
mit a fraction of these
things. My rise in the
service had been rapid,
so that at
twenty-six I
was one of the
most trusted
messengers on

.v:'\

My assistant
stirred in his
sleep

the road. However, I felt that
the company had been niggardly
with my salary, and I had saved
but little of it.

Slowly my eyes roamed the
countryside, lingered a moment
on our roadster over there near
the highway, and returned to
the little hill on whose top we
sat. It was a place of solitude;
there was not a soul in sight,
and I realized that Slim had
chosen the spot well: It was
much safer here to discuss a
dangerous scheme than within city walls which sometimes
have ears.

“You do your part and I'll do mine,” he broke in abruptly.
“As I have said, it's the safest thing in the world. There
has been no exchange of notes; it is certain no one has
overheard our confab, and we work alone. One hundred
thousand dollars, Bill! Think of it, man!”

/ .y

I was thinking of it—thinking mighty seriously. As Slim
spoke I was trying to screw up my courage and stifle my
conscience.

“You know all the big fellows are getting theirs—when-
ever they get a chance—and who can blame them? Money
is the only thing that counts any more in this world.”

His words and manner were seductive. I wanted to honor
them despite the misgivings that crowded in the back of my
mind. But the soft, alluring voice of Spring was in the air.
The buds were bursting, and the notes of mating song-birds
came trilling through the trees. Glorious Nature! All
lacked to enjoy it fully was—money. Still I hesitated.
I thought—and thought.

Without answering, I finally rose and looked at my watch.

“My train leaves at nine-thirty,” I remarked casually.
“We've got only an hour to get back to town.”

“Well?” drawled Slim as he rose and faced
me, his eyes burning into my soul—“what do
you say ?”

“It will be in my hands Wednesday night,” 1
said absently, as if speaking to myself. “It

might be arranged—
I'm sure it might be
arranged.”

“Then it's a go—
is it?” His voice
betrayed an eager
joy.

For answer I gazed
hard at him and
reached out my
hand. He wrung it
silently, then we
turned and went

_down the hill to the
auto, and neither
spoke until the mo-
tor was started and
I had swung the
machine back into
the road.

“I thought you
would do it,” Slim
said  quietly, then
lapsed into silence.
Neither was disposed
to talk, and aflame
with a new thrill, I
bent low over the
wheel, gave the mo-
tor the gas and
watched the road. I
seemed to be run-
ning away from
something that was
constantly over-
taking me, passing
me, waiting for me

at the top of the hill and mock-

ing my efforts with a ghastly
smile. Always considered a fast
driver, I never before had
driven my car at such reckless speed. Sub-

consciously I realized that I had made a

mistake.

Still, I had made the leap into this new
world with my eyes open—the world of money—whose god
was the only god that answered man’s prayer. Besides, I did
not dream of failure. There could be no failure, for had
not Slim provided for every contingency? His plan was
flawless, so I thought, and I could hardly curb my nnpatnence
to lay my hands on the fortune he had shown me.

Arrived in the city, we parted very cordially—as always.
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I put my machine in the garage, then went to the depot and
got aboard the express car. I looked about the car with a
sigh of satisfaction. In a speculative mood, I noted its desks
and compartments, its arrays of parcels and bundles. For
vears it had been the scene of my labor—now it should
become the birthplace of my fortune.

LIM ASHLEY had but recently returned from several

years’ absence in the West. It was rumored that while
there he had dealings which, if not criminal, were not
exactly honest. For these rumors I cared nothing—now.
My only concern was the success of our little adventure in
finance.

At last Wednesday night arrived. It still lacked an hour
of train time when the special messenger came into the car
and handed me the precious package. Once a month for
years he had done this, for every month $100,000 in cur-
rency, consigned to a large St. Louis bank, was entrusted to
my company. I was not a little proud of the trust imposed
in me personally, of my record, and the place I held in the
hearts of my employers. So, when I signed the receipt and
handed it to the bank messenger I fancy my hands trembled
a little and my eyes
fell beneath his" honest
gaze.

Without stopping to chat a minute, as was my usual
custom, I took the package over to the safe, unlocked it and
thrust it into a drawer by the side of another one exactly

like it. Even the seals and the stamping were identical.
I closed the safe and turned away with a grim, exulting
smile over my handiwork—thrilling with the thought that
soon I would be a rich man.

As T nervously walked the floor of the car I kept glancing
at my watch, whose hands seemed to crawl, so anxious was
[ for the train to pull out. But all things have an end. At
last I heard the air-brakes release, and the train began to
move. It was warm in the car, so I shoved the door open
a space and stood looking at the lights blinking past as we
rattled over the yard switches out onto the main line. The
stars were out overhead, but in the southwest, toward which
we were heading, was a great bank of lightning-riven clouds.

" E’RE heading into a storm,” I observed to myself as

I closed the door and turned to my work. “Well, it
doesn’t matter—though I hope it will be over before we
reach the gully.” It was at the gully where I knew Slim
would be waiting.

It was a run of several hours to the gully, but I kept
wishing we were already there, and the train seemed to go at
a snail’s pace. I could barely conceal my nervousness. from
my assistant, but he did
not seem to mnotice it, .
and after completing

—just as I

took the pack-

age from the
safe!

his work, sat dozing in his chair. Every little
while I would slide the door open and gaze
out at the night, impatiently watching for the
signal when I knew it was still many miles
away.

We made but few stops between Chicago and
St. Louis and at last we pulled out on the last lap of the
trip. Once more I slid the door open, remarking to my
assistant that it was close in the car, which was true.



22

“You don’t look well to-night, old man,” he said, rousing
up. “What's the mattér ?”

I made no reply as I poked my head out. A few big drops
of rain splashed in my face and the wind swept by en fitful
gusts, leading the march of the black cloud mass across
whose face the lightning played luridly. I closed the door
and glanced at my helper. He sat leaning on the desk, his
head on his arms, and I knew that he would soon be asleep.
I sighed contentedly.

EVERYTHING was favoring me. I had not long to

wait. Trembling with eagerness, I tiptoed to the door
and opened it far enough to shove my head out. The wind
howled above the roar of the train, and the rain drove furi-
ously into my face as I twisted my head and stared down
the track until my eyes ached. Would we never come to the
gully? Then suddenly a flash of lightning revealed its black
mouth but a mile ahead.

I opened the safe and took up one of the twin packages—
the one containing the $100,000, I was sure of that! My
assistant stirred in his sleep just as I took the package
from the safe, and for an instant my heart was in_
my throat, but he settled down again. My hands trembled
as I shoved it beneath my shirt, and with a furtive
glance at my sleeping companion, I went back to the door.

True Detective Mysteries

a sudden shock of shame and weakness. This act was so
at variance. with the life I had always known. But in a
minute I had reasoned away my conscience. I opened the
safe door and stared grimly at the bogus package. I knew
1 would have some explaining to do, but I felt equal to the
task.

I was cool and confident when we finally arrived in St.
Louis. I had a lay-over there of twelve hours before the
return trip. So, after delivering my express matter and
making out my report, I hired a swift car, crossed the river
to Illinois and drove madly toward the gully, where I was to
meet Slim and divide the money.

HE rain had ceased and the moon was riding high in a

clear sky, so I made good time. I secreted the car in
a clump of bushes well back from the road and hurried
across lots through the woods to the gully. I scratched and
bruised my hands on the brambles, but I did not mind—so
eager was I to get my hands on the money. I had some
difficulty locating the spot, for Slim had allowed the fire to
die down to a few coals, but at last I saw him sitting on a
rock, his head bent forward in his hands, his gaze fixed on
the flickering embers. I wondered at his abstraction as I
bounded forward. And then he jerked up his head and
looked at me gloweringly.

“IR*VERYTHING was favoring me. I had not long to wait. Trem-

bling with eagerness, I tiptoed to the door and opened it far
enough to shove my head out. The wind howled above the roar of
the train, and the rain drove furiously into my face as I twisted my
head and stared down the track until my eyes ached. Would we

never come to the gully ?
“Then suddenly a flash——"

Now that I had actually stolen the money and taken the
first step toward riches, my remaining scruples vanished in
a bunch. I opened the door and stood there waiting, un-
mindful of the driving rain that swished past me into the
car. I was reckless. I now felt superior to all conse-
quences. I was conscious of an inner exhilaration I had
never experienced before. I even chuckled at the idea of a
conscience which had troubled me before. 1 was bidding
poverty good-by. I was opening the door of happiness to
Helen—the sweetest girl in the world.

I STRAINED my eyes into the gloom until they burned
from the lash of the storm. Suddenly there was a slight
sound at the desk. I turned in alarm. My assistant was
again stirring uneasily in his sleep. For several minutes I
watched him fearfully as the train sped on. I cursed him
under my breath. Must he awaken now and spoil it all?
But he soon grew quiet. I turned back to the door and’
took the precious package in my hand. Just in time!
Ahead so close that as we rushed toward it, it seemed to
leap up at me, was the blazing camp-fire agreed upon. In
an instant it was blinking and sizzling in the rain right
before me. I hurled the package and saw it fall within the
circle of the fire’s light. I was wondering where Slim was,
when the broad brim of his felt hat rose up out of the
shadows, and in a moment he ran forward and picked up
the package.
I closed the door and dropped into a chair, overcome by

“What's the big idea of changing the plan?” he growled,
rising and staring at me with narrowing eyes.

“What—what do you mean?” I stammered, aghast at his
manner.

“Why didn't you throw it off? Where is it? Got it
with you?” :

For a minute I stared agape, unable to comprehend hi
questions.

“Come, Bill, produce the goods.
it over with.”

“I want to know what the devil you mean,” I said testily.

His eyes narrowed to mere slits as his face grew dark in
the flare of the fire. He came up close and gazed at me
with burning eyes.

“Look here, Bill,” he finally rasped—“don’t you try to
double-cross me! Play fair or I'll squeal.”

“Squeal !I” T echoed in blank astonishment.

“I reckon you came out here to tell me you didn’t get the
stuff. You want it all and——"

Let’s divvy up and have

DON’'T know what you are driving at, old man,” I
cut in sharply. “You seem to think I am trying to gyp
you out of your share, when you have it all. I threw it off
and I saw you pick it up. So come across.”

Once more he leered in my face insultingly.

“Damn you, Bill!” he said in a burst of anger, “this
won't do. You got to play fair!”
“You talk in riddles, Slim. I stole the stuff—and now—
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now ” 1 paused as a startling thought seared my brain
—"“now I want my share!”

»

“Bill, you know you lie. You want to keep it all and

“Don’t call me a liar!” 1 shot back, now in a blinding
rage. And then in a surge of fear and chagrin I saw the
truth—the man before me was acting a part! I remembered
how good an actor he was back in the old school days
whenever we staged our amateur shows. He had concealed
the meney and now was stoutly insinuating that he had
never received it. He would keep it all and laugh at my
helplessness. Oh, what a fool I had
been! I had no thought of stealing the
money until he suggested it—and
now

“Damn you!” I barked, beside my-
self with fear and rage. “Produce
that money or I'll choke the life out of
you!” I grabbed him fiercely by the
shoulders. At that he sprang back with
a snarl and made a motion to draw his
gun. Then I leaped
upon him. He
clenched and tried
to throw me off,
but I hung on des-
perately, and being >
pretty evenly S

matched, we g
surged back and =
forth in a deadly
embrace. Twice
Slim reached for
his gun, but each
time I caught his
hand. Once we
went down to-

gether, only to
struggle to our
feet without either
gaining an advan-

My soul quailed
under Helen's

stern gaze.
tage. “Go!” she said
We stumbled —“and may

God forgive

through the fire, you. T canniot

scattering the coals
about the ground;
swung in and out
among the shadows and
fell against trees. Both of
us were gasping for
breath and I felt myself
weakening. When my heels
caught on a root, Slim
forced me back and I
came down on the back of
my head. It was a crunch-
ing blow. A blackness
enveloped me—and I
knew no more.

]'I‘ was high noon when

I came to my senses.
My head throbbed hor-
ribly as I sat up and
stared stupidly about.
Then as my roving eyes
noted the dead camp-fire
and the evidences of the struggle, bitter -memory drifted
back. Presently I staggered to my feet and felt the back of
my head. It was clotted with blood from contact with a
sharp stone. "I looked about. Slim was nowhere in sight.
With a groan I slumped down on a log, the whole awful
truth crushing my soul. He was a false friend. I had

stolen to fill the pockets of another man.
consequences alone. I was ruined.

Hour after hour I sat huddled on that log, all the pangs
of remorse and hopelessness gnawing at my heart, all the
barbed shafts of a wounded conscience searing my brain.
Several trains rumbled past, but I paid no heed to them.
Lost in the depths of my misery, I longed to die, then,
coward that T was, I shrank back from death. I would flee
from my crime. But thoughts of Helen and her hapless
state made me resolve to stay and face the ordeal for her
sake. After all, I reasoned, they could prove nothing.

I went to a creek and bathed the wound in my head, then
back to my car. Once on the highway
I was again tempted to flee, but I

I must face the

overcame it and reso-
lutely turned the car
toward St. Louis.

By the time I reached the city I had coddled myself into
the notion that, aside from Slim Ashley’'s treachery, things
were not so dark after all. There (Continued on page 70)



“NIGHT-LIFE POLLY”

Three persons had
possible motives in
the brutal murder
of Polly Benton,
beautiful artist’s
model. The clues
Detective Kinsella
finally obtained,
led to the amaz-
ing discovery
that—

By Detective PAT KINSELLA
As told to W. ADOLPHE ROBERTS

one July morning, not so long ago, was enough to

startle me out of my usual matter-of-fact attitude

toward the daily grist of crimes.
been murdered.

Now, that name—or, rather, the real name it stands for—
had lately been given a tremendous notoriety by the news-
papers. Her death consequently called for head-lines in
the largest black-faced type. It would cause a public sen-
sation, and we detectives, after all, are part of the public.
We may become a bit hard-boiled on the subject of ordi-
nary murders, but when the victim is well known, we're
just as capable of feeling excited as the next person.

In my case, there was a special thrill. I knew Polly
Benton, because I had once had her under supervision in
the line of my duty. She was known as “Night-Life Polly”
in half the cabarets in New York.

A year earlier, she had been an artist's model, and one
of a dozen girls whom the eccentric millionaire, Gilbert
Sigerson, had selected to train for a career in the movies.
He had pretended, at any rate, that the movies were the

24

THE news that greeted me when I reported for duty

Polly Benton had

inspiration of his queerly conducted philanthropy. He had
started a school supposed to be open to all worthy appli-
cants, but of the thousands who tried to get in, he had picked
only young working girls, under eighteen years of age,
pretty and unprotected. Half of them had neither father
nor mother living, and the remaining six lived with mothers
who were widowed or divorced.

There had been classes in pantomime, dancing, and other
exercises at the school. But it is certain that the aged
millionaire, who was past sixty-five, had spent a good deal
of the time in giving “studio” teas at which he was the
only man present, and in petting those of the girls who
were willing to be petted.

LD SIGERSON had paid particular attentipn to Helen
Costigan and Polly Benton. These two, apparently, had
been anxious to please him; had, in fact, been rivals for his
senile affection and the gifts of jewelry and candy that went
along with it.
Scandal had started to buzz when a Mrs. Smith, mother
of one of the students, had complained to the Police Depart-
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ment that Sigerson had been persistent in his attempts to
fondle her daughter, Georgina, though the latter had re-
pulsed him. I was assigned to investigate the matter, and
I met Polly Benton and Helen Costigan at that time. Polly
was a beautiful child of seventeen, with bronze-red hair and
blue eyes, well developed physically and worldly wise be-
yond her vears. I did not obtain any evidence of criminal
practices, but I did succeed in frightening Sigerson and he
closed the school.

The newspapers got wind of it. Some of them kidded
the old Lothario about his “tea parties,” while the more
conservative editors wrote solemnly in condemnation of
the police for not having ferreted him out hefore. The
thing would have blown over, however, if Sigerson had
not suddenly married Polly—with her mother’s consent, of
course. Thereupon, suits for breach of promise had been
brought in behalf of both Helen Costigan
and another girl named Gertrude Heinholz.
The lid was off. The yellow press proceeded
to rake over every imagina-
ble detail of Sigerson’s life,
-his movie school, his fond-
ness for young girls, his mar-
riage. The out-
cry resembled
in some respects

the recent
Browning af-
fair.

And the wave
of sensational-
ism had just
about reached
its crest when
I learned that
Polly had been
killed.

A few minutes
after I arrived
at Headquarters
that morning, I
was summoned
to the office of
the Chief of the Homicide
Bureau.

“YOU'RE assigned to

the Benton case, Kin-
sella,” the Chief told me
curtly. “Go right along
with Detectives Guilfoyle
and Baker, of the regular
squad. Work closely with
them, and re-
port every day
to me.”

I knew, with-
out asking, that
T had been put
on this job—al-
though I was
not a member
of the Homicide Squad—
because of the work I had
done in probing the irregu-
larities of the movie school
and more especially because
I had been in contact with
Polly. On our way up-town
to the Sigerson home in the
West Seventies, Guilfoyle
gave me first details con-
cerning the murder.

Old Sigerson
had paid par-
ticular atten-
tion to Helen
Costigan and
Polly Benton

“The jane was stabbed with some kind of a dagger,” he
said callously, speaking out of one corner of his mouth,
above the roaring of the train. “A scream was heard about
four o'clock in the morning. A maid-servant got to her
first. She was too far gone to talk. Then her husband
came. They slept in separate bedrooms. No arrests as
yet, but it looks bad for Sigerson.”

LISTENED to this typical sleuth’s report without com-

ment. I preferred to form my own judgments, on the
scene of the crime. i

Sigerson lived in a modernized, brownstone private house
on the north side of the street, near Columbus Avenue.
Guilfoyle, Baker, and I were admitted by a uniformed police-
man who was standing guard in the hallway. He directed
us to the second floor front, where a dreadful exhibit of
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sudden death awaited us silently. An examining medical
officer had been there and gone, but care had been taken
not to disarrange the evidence.

POLLY BENTON'’S body lay face downward on the floor,
some three feet away from the bed. A deep wound which
had bled copiously, was visible below the left shoulder. It
could only have been inflicted from behind, by means of a
powerful downward stab. An open window leading to a roof
garden suggested that the murderer had entered the room that
way, and that the girl had leaped from her bed in terror. The
scream had almost certainly been uttered prior to the fatal
blow. The latter had pierced her lungs and reached the
heart cavity, and must at once have cut her breath short.

The girl’s rage
had attracted the
attention of those
near — and they
later remembered
her threat

I scrutinized the edges of the wound and was struck by
the fact that it had been caused by a three-cornered instru-
ment, one side of which had been grooved. This strange
weapon had been withdrawn and was not in the room. If
it could be found, it would obviously be the most important
clue to the identity of the murderer.

A search we three detectives made for finger-prints and
footprints proved entirely fruitless. However, we located
and ticketed as being of possible significance the following
objects:

(1) A paper napkin, stained with coffee and crumpled
loosely into a ball, found on the carpet between Polly’s
corpse and the dressing-table.

(2) A cigarette butt, found on the arm of a chair, which
it had scorched.

(3) A long yellow hair, found clinging to one of the
lace curtains at the open window.

We then passed to the roof garden, where we observed
that the gravel had recently been disturbed, though no defi-
nite tracks had been left. This roof garden ran the width
of the house. A fire-escape connected it with the back yard.
But the window of the bathroom opened on to it, on the
same level as the two windows of Polly’s
room. - Whether the murderer had been a resi-
dent of the house, or had climbed to the roof
by means of the fire-escape, he could have
approached Polly most read-
ily by way of the bathroom—
and with the least danger of
being seen.

We returned indoors, and

proceeded to question
the material wit-
nesses. Gilbert Siger-
-son, two maid-ser-
vants, and the cook,
a woman, had been
detained in the front
parlor. The million-
aire looked haggard,
almost fear-
stricken. 1
uttered the
customary
warning
against their
saying any-
thing that
might tend to
incriminate
them. The
women sobbed,
but Sigerson

was eager to

talk.

“ Y wife
and 1

spent the eve-
ning at home,”
he stated. “We
played cards
until about
eleven o'clock,
at which hour
she went to
bed. 1 joined
her in her
bedroom a lit-
tle later, and
we chatted
until after
twelve. I then
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went to my own room, fell asleep very quickly, and knew
nothing about the awful tragedy that occurred until Polly’s
maid, Mary Powell, woke me up at a quarter past four and
told me about it.” i

“H'm! Did you smoke cigarettes while you were having
your last chat with your wife?” I asked.

“I suppose I did. I am always smoking cigarettes.”

“And did either or both of you take coffee?” I went on,
thinking of the stained paper napkin I had found.

“Coffee! Why, no! We drank no coffee last night,”
he answered, plainly uncomfortable, and much mysti-
fied.

“Did you have coffee served in Mrs. Sigerson’s bedroom
at other times?”

“In the mornings—yes, occasionally.
fast there together yesterday morning.”

We took break-

“But earlier in the evening—before you retired to your
room, or afterwards—did any sounds of a peculiar nature
reach you from the second floor ?”

“I don’t know what you mean,” she replied.

“y 2 : ry g

I'm talking straight English, all the same. 1 ask you
whether you heard anything you'd have thought worth re-
peating as gossip—to the cook, we'll say?”

“ ELL, Mr. and Mrs. Sigerson were having one of
their quarrels, from ten o'clock on,” the girl said
slowly. “I couldn’'t make out the words, but they were
bawling each other out.”
Sigerson clenched his fists and started to say something,
then thought better of it.
I dropped the quiz, in which, to (Continued on page 92)

“All rightt Where is your bedroom
located ?” “I l;‘alﬁ: you and I'm going
“ . to kill you, so help me
ﬂoo}—t” is a front room on the second Godl” said the Costigan

girl

“Next to your wife'’s, that is to say. Do
you mean to tell us that you, who were
nearest to her, did not hear her scream,
did not know she was being mur-
dered, until a maid brought the
news to you?”

“Yes! O God—it’s horrible to
hear it put that way, but
it’s the truth. I am a very
sound sleeper.”

“Now, Mr. Sigerson, do
you care to tell us whether
you were on good terms
with your wife, especially
whether you had any hard
words with her yesterday?”

He squirmed miserably.
“I—I prefer not to answer
such questions before con-
sulting my lawyer,” he
stammered.

UILFOYLE then called

forward the maid, Mary
Powell. I noted that her
hair was yellow, which ac-
counted plausibly for the
hair I had discovered on
the curtain. She re-
peated her story of
the scream in the
night, and of having
run down-stairs
from her room on
the top floor to find
her mistress bleed-
ing to death.

“Can you prove
that the attack on
Mrs. Sigerson was
made before you
started down-
stairs ?” 1 asked.

The other two
servants promptly
set the point at rest.
They, also, had been awak-
ened by the scream, they said.
They had discussed it with
Mary Powell on the landing,
before she had left to see what was wrong with her
mistress.

“Very good,” I commented, addressing the Powell girl.




The Murder

at PINEHURST

“I saw a figure
in dim outline,
with upraised
hand—there came
a terrific crash—
and I knew no
more

By DAN B. HOSMER
Superintendent of the
F. N. BURNS
Detective Agency of
Wichita, Kansas

HE telephone rang. “Yes,
this is the detective agency,
Hosmer speaking,” I said

mechanically, placing the re-
ceiver to my ear, expecting the
call to be an operative reporting.

“Carson speaking for Mr. John
Baintree, sir. Mr. Baintree has
been injured—is probably dying,
and he wishes to confer with you
personally at Pinehurst, on a mat-
ter of great importance. Could
you come at once, sir?”

“Please say that I will be there
as quickly as possible,” I replied,
and I hung up the receiver on
Carson’s “Thank you, sir,” and
began locking my desk.

“What's doing?” queried Crane, swinging his feet from
the window-sill to the floor with a thud. Crane was barely
twenty-one, the baby of the force, but he was a clever little
operative and always in demand because of his winning
personality and ability to make friends readily.

“John Baintree is dying,” I said, and at my words I saw
Crane’s jaw drop slightly. “He has sent for me. Ask
one of the boys to come in and take the office. [ want
you with me.”
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In less than five minutes we were in my car speeding
toward Pinchurst.

“So old John Baintree is about to cash in,” said Crane
thoughtfully as we turned onto an arterial highway and
picked up speed.

“So it would seem from what his man said,” I replied,
adding speculatively, “I wonder what service a very medi-
ocre detective like me could render a dying millionaire.”



“Hard to tell,” Crane replied. “I guess
millionaires have their troubles same as
the less fortunate. I hear the old man is
something of a nut and keeps his place
locked up like a jail. What do you know about him, any-
way ?”

“What everybody else knows—nothing for sure. He pur-
chased Pinehurst from a South American planter many
vears ago and has lived there ever since, alone, except for
one or two trusted servants. He avoids all contact with
the outside world and lives in strict seclusion. The heavy
gates are always kept locked, and no one is permitted to
enter the grounds unless summoned by Baintree himself,

An impenetrable
mystery shrouds
old Baintree’s
house of death.
Who is the sinister

figure who lurks
in the background?

or his butler. The old butler is in command,
transacts the general- run of business, and
guards the place against intrusion. It is
rumored that Baintree hasn’t left the grounds
in more than twenty years. Why? Nobody
knows.”

“Well, 'm darned glad it fell to my lot to
accompany you,” Crane answered. “I’ve been
hearing vague stories about this strange old
bird ever since I came to these parts, and I've al-
ways had a burning curiosity to see inside that
dump.” By “dump,” meaning Pinehurst.

Silently we wound our way around the pine-cov-
ered hills until at last, rounding a sharp curve, we
came rather suddenly into full view of Pinehurst.
The estate was on the main-traveled highway, some
thirty minutes from the city, and three miles from a
small town named Waverly, and was situated far
enough back from the road to insure privacy. A
high, natural stone fence, covered with clinging
vines, completely surrounded the place. A winding
graveled drive led from the stone entrance to the
house, a large castlelike structure of gray stone,
which stood out prominently against a background
of tall, blue-green pines.

We drew up in front of the tall, stone entrance,
barred by heavy, iron gates. Before I could honk my horn,
or Crane could alight and ring the bell for admittance, a
man, obviously a gardener, stepped from behind one of the
wide supporting pillars and touched his cap. As if assured
by our appearance that we were the parties he was expect-
ing, he allowed the heavy gates to swing open and admit us.

As we alighted from the car and climbed the broad, stone
steps which led to the main entrance, I experienced a
peculiar reaction. The house, which at a distance had ap-
peared beautiful almost beyond description, at close range
seemed cold, forbidding, prisonlike, with its heavily barred
windows and drawn shades.

I rang the bell. With a promptness seemed
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almost automatic, the door opened nnd a rather tall, digni-
fied man, from all appearances a butler, admitted us.

“I will show you to Mr. Baintree’s room at once, sir,” he
said briefly, passing all formalities.

As we followed the gray, erect figure up the winding
stairs, our shoes making a tap, tap, tap on the marble steps,
the place seemed strangely deserted and ghostly in its death-
like silence. The old man ushered us down the broad hall-
way to the north wing of the house, where he stopped be-
fore a closed door, and, after knocking lightly, opened it and
stood aside for us to enter.

I stepped across the threshold. In the dim light T noticed
that the room was large and expensively furnished. An
antique four-poster bed stood between two windows, and
lying upon it, a doctor bending over him, an assistant and
nurse in close attendance, was John Baintree, his head
swathed in bandages.

As we entered the room, the elder of the two physicians
stepped back from the bedside and turned to us.

“Mr. Baintree has been injured,” he said, in curt, pro-
fessional tones; “please be as brief as possible in your inter-
view. Should he show signs of fatigue, call me at once.
I shall be in the parlor on this floor,” and without another
word he turned on his heel and left the room, followed by
the younger doctor and the nurse.

The old butler placed chairs for us near the bedside, and
at a signal from his master, noiselessly withdrew from the
room.

“My sister, Mrs. Hess, and her daughter Ethel, and my
nephews, Frank Baintree and George Giller, are with me.
They have been here about ten days, having come at my
request to be present on June tenth, when a trust fund es-
tablished by my father thirty-five years ago expires, and a
distribution of the principal is to be made in accordance
with a provision of the will.

“I have few servants. Jan Carson is my butler, or, rather,
butler-secretary. Carson’s daughter, Mona, assists Kitty
Haney, tlie housekeeper. Mrs. Cronk is the cook. One of
her sons, Robert, acts as gardener, while Willie, an un-
fortunate, assists her in the kitchen.. That constitutes a
list of the persons in the house at this time.”

“Y/ OUR servants,” I said—"“they have all been with you
for some time?” .

“Yes, for many years.”

“You consider them trustworthy ?”

“Yes, absolutely.”-

“Now, please describe the manner of the attack, Mr.
Baintree.”

After a short rest period, the old man resumed his story:
“Mona Carson, my butler’s daughter, is a harpist of con-
siderable ability, and after dinner it is her custom to play
a few selections for me, Last evening she played as usual.
My sister, Julia, was suffering from a nervous headache
and did not sit with us, and my nephew, George Giller, ex-
cused himself early, pleading an important letter to write.

1

at a single bound.

DREW my gun, and giving the door a kick, I landed in the room

“I had been a detective for many years . . . yet I have never
experienced anything like the shock and horror that swept over me

at the sight which met my eyes.

Upon the bed—"

“Last night I was struck down in my study when I sur-
prised an intruder in the act of rifling my safe,”” John Bain-
tree began in a low, distinct voice. ‘““This morning, when
I had recovered sufficiently to investigate, I discovered that
not only had an attempt been made to break into the cabinet
which holds the private safe in which I keep my papers, but
that my jewel safe had also been broken into and my jewel
collection stolen. The value of these jewels I cannot even
estimate. The collection was started by my father many
years ago and was priceless.”

As the old man paused, I interposed hastily: “It will
save considerable time if you will tell me, please, what oc-
curred prior to the attack, who all were in the house at the
time, and everything else that you can think of that might
be of value to me in my investigation.”

OHN BAINTREE was apparently quite a tall man, with

even, clear-cut features, deep-set gray eyes, and hair quite
gray. He was reserved and direct in his manner, the type that
could shut ‘himself away from those about him at will, as
completely as if a stone wall had suddenly been erected about
him. .

“I have guests in the house at present,” the old man re-
plied, and at his words I almost started in surprise. In
all the years that I had been hearing about Pinechurst and
the strange old recluse who lived there, I had never heard
of him entertaining anyone, not even his own relatives. No
one knew who they were even.

That left my other nephew, Frank, and my niece, Ethel, and
myself in the drawing-room together.

“Ethel and Frank bore me inexpressibly; so, about, nine
o'clock I excused myself and went to my room. I sat
reading, and permitting myself to doze a little, fell asleep in
my chair. I do not know how long I had been asleep, but
I was awakened by a noise. I listened. It seemed to
come from my study. I arose quietly and tip-toed to the
door leading into the study, and paused a second with my
ear against the panel. I could distinctly hear a low, prying,
cracking sound.

“I then opened the door—noiselessly, I thought—but the
intruder heard me. I saw a figure in dim outline, with up-
raised hand—there came a terrific crash—and I knew no
more. Carson found me on the floor this morning, after
discovering I was not in my room when he came to awaken
me.”

“Besides the jewels, what else was taken from the safe?”

“I must explain,” Baintree murmured, raising a hand to
stop further questioning. “The intruder did not succeed
in breaking into the cabinet which holds the safe where I
kept my papers. The jewels were kept in a secret jewel
safe behind the life-sized portrait of my father which
hangs on the south wall of the study. I did not know that
anyone except myself knew of the existence of the jewel
safe. It is equipped with a burglar alarm, but it had been
put out of commission, the double releases which permit
the picture to swing out disclosing the safe, successfully
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manipulated, the dial knocked off, and the jewels taken.”

Noting that the old man was showing exhaustion, I said,
“May I inspect the study while you rest for a few mo-
ments ?”

“Yes, you may go in. The study is to the left. Nothing
has been disturbed, as no one has been in the room since
Carson removed me this morning.”

Directing Crane to summon the doctor to administer
restoratives, I went into the study. It was a large room,
considerably longer than it was wide, with tall, barred
windows which gave it a prisonlike appearance in spite of
its costly furnishings. Against a wall space, between two
windows to the east, was the large carved cabinet which
held the safe in which John Baintree kept his papers; on
the south wall, near the door where Baintree had entered
when struck down, hung the portrait with the secret jewel
safe concealed behind it. A door led out onto a private
balcony, which extendéd almost the full length of the study.
Another door led into the hallway. Both doors were
equipped with old-fashioned, ornate, brass latch bars with
bolt and chain. I glanced about the room. It did not show,
except for the damage to the cabinet door and the open
jewel safe, that it had only a few
hours before been the scene of a
dramatic occurrence.

I passed the cabinet, since
it had not been robbed, and
turned my attention to the
jewel safe. The portrait of
David Baintree was in a
massive, gold-leaf frame,
with electrically
lighted candle stand-
ards on either side
off it. . A set of
special hinges al-
lowed the picture to
swing slowly out
when the double re-
leases were prop-
erly worked,
revealing the
safe, a lightly
constructed, built-
in-the-wall com-
bination affair.
One thing was
certain — only
some one who
knew about the
double releases
could have gotten
to that safe.
Whoever
pulled the job

evidently did not know the combination, however, for after
gaining access to the safe, he had had to knock the dial
off with some heavy steel instrument in order to get to the
jewels.

I searched the room carefully for possible clues, but found
nothing of importance. On the library table stood a heavy
block of carved ivory, an antique curio, and on its white side
was a spatter of blood. Here, no doubt, was the object
which had been used to beat the aged millionaire into un-
consciousness. [ did not touch it. I would have a finger-
print man come out at once and take the prints off of every-
thing in the room that might have been touched by the in-
truder.

Having finished with my preliminary inspection of the
study, I found my assistant, Crane (Continued on page 86)

Carson started to

speak. A moment

later he had

fainted and

crumpled to the
floor




The Hundred-Thousand-

“The best way to cheat a cheater, is to smile,”
he sent her on this embezzlement case. “And

.

: in our

E ENE, I t B rest coming back, for

R e anert By RENE HANLEY, formerly Investigator [ 5"k o b

Twentieth ' pretty tough case,” was

Century this for HOWARD BROWNE the way the Chief

afternoon for Chicago. greeted me when I
Leave your baggage at Grand Central. Hurry over to the entered the office.

office at once!” “Mother has been looking forward to going down to Palm

These were the orders I received upon my return from a Beach with me,” I ventured. “I thought I was going to
trip to Los Angeles, where I had been sent to find and bring have a vacation.”

“Sorry, but you’ll have to
postpone that,” he answered

“Some sugar daddy!
He sure looks the
goods!” said Char-
lotte

back a silly little
kid who had run
away from home
to enter the movies.
The girl’s mother had met us
at the station. I had hoped to
run out home, and had called
up the office to report my
arrival in New York and obtain permis- >
sion to take the rest of the day off. shortly. “I have held back this assignment
When I left for the West three months for twenty-four hours, so that I could put you
before, Mr. Browne had promised me a on it. It's a big thing, and if you are success-
month’s vacation and I had planned to take mother down to  ful there will be a bonus in it for you.”
Palm Beach. Accordingly, I hung up the receiver in the I was rather surprised that the Chief intimated the
telephone booth with a snap, which was the only expression slightest possibility of my not succeeding. As a rule his
possible for my sorely tried patience. orders were: “Do thus and so, and bring back the bacon!”
“You look fine, Rene, and I'm glad you've had a good I looked at him inquiringly.
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said Browne to his clever little detective, when
make ‘em think you mean it. It's worth money

line, kid!”

“Yes, it is going to be one of the most difficult things
you've ever done,” he said, as if reading my thoughts, “and
if you fail this time, I won't blame you. The proposition
is this: you are to ‘rope in’ a very clever and alert young
business woman who has embezzled
one hundred thousand dollars from
her employer, and get her to give you
back that money. She must not learn
that you are a detective or that you
have been commissioned
by anyone to get it!”

Just like that! I had
learned by experience that
ejaculations of
dismay or use-
less discussions
annoyed Mr.
Browne, so I
waited patiently
for further
details.

“Briefly, the
story is this:
James H. Men-
ken, the banker
—you know of
him ?”

I nodded. (I
am concealing
the man’s real
name under a
fictitious one).

“Well, Men-
ken came to me
and told me that
a woman called
Joyce Millar,
who had been
his private sec-
retary for five
years, had em-
bezzled one
hundred thou-
sand - dollars.
He wants to get
the money back
without either |
arresting her,
or letting her
know in any
way that he is
interested in the
case.”

“Aren’t the
bonding com-
panies respon-
sible for all
money stolen by bank employees?” 1 asked.
running into their men?”

“No-0-0,” Mr. Browne answered slowly.

“Won't T be

He picked up a

But I had noticed a shrewd gleam
in the old gentleman’s eyes

memorandum pad and flicked the pages, as if he were look-
ing for something, but his eyes were blank. “Miss Millar
did not touch the bank’s money. She had complete charge
of all Menken’s private affairs, as well as acting as his
official secretary. You know, he is a millionaire. It seems
that she is an unusually clever young woman
and did work for which a man would have re-
ceived ten thousand a year. As it was, her

salary was only fifty a week.
But she had never seemed to
be dissatisfied.”

“Sure. Sure—I see,” 1
muttered. “Well, whether the jug hits the stone or the
stone hits the jug, it goes ill with the jug!”

“Rene, you better cut out that trick of making misquota-
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tions; it's getting to be a regular obsession with you,” the
Chief said, and frowned. “First thing you know you’ll be
known as the ‘Misquoting Operative’ and you'll be as useless
in this business as a girl with a harelip, or a cleft palate.
You ought to know by this time how carefully crooks cata-
logue the slightest peculiarities of investigators, so as to
be on the outlook for them. And your odd habit is as con-
spicuous as a wart on the end of your nose.”

“I’M sorry, Mr. Browne,” I mumbled, “but those big

authors have such an uncanny knack of saying what I
think. ‘A proverb is one man’s wit and all men’s
property !””

The silence which followed this outburst made me feel as
uncomfortable as if I were sitting on a bed of nettles. The
Chief remained motionless, his face expressing neither
annoyance nor amusement.

“I don’t know whether it would be wise, after all, to put
you on this girl’s trail if you're not feeling exactly on tip-
toe,” he remarked at length, very slowly. Every word fell
on my ears with a thud that was positively sickening. I
wasn’t keen for the assignment—in fact, I had felt that it
was beyond me—but I cringed under the Chief’s displeasure.
“Not only is the Millar woman mighty clever, but she is in
the company of ‘Dude’ Mendez, the forger, and whoever
goes after her will need to be on the alert every minute.”
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not have lived in that style for three times the amount of
her salary. Her only male caller was a man who so closely
resembled her employer that, before going any further into
that period, I put a few questions to him.”

Mr. Browne paused; a crooked, unmirthful smile curled
around his lips as he gazed meditatively at his cigar ash.

“His evasive -answers, and his explanation that at that
time the girl was all right and had probably made some
money in Wall Street, convinced me that he himself had
been putting up for her maintenance. At that time, Jovce
was in charge of all Menken's investments. He was in the
habit of signing blank checks for her to use not only in
paying his personal bills, but for the purchase and sale of
his stocks and bonds. She seems to have been something
of a young financial wizard. Anyway, her employer had
absolute trust in her judgment.

“L AST May she moved from the Riverside Drive apart-
ment—that was one month before Menken married a
young society girl. Her maid was dismissed and she left
no new address with the superintendent of the building.
Through an official of the bank where she kept her personal
account—a friend of mine—one of our men discovered that
the girl had rented a room and arranged to board with a
woman named Mrs. Fanny Anderson, in New Rochelle.”

“‘Fanny the Fake!” I exclaimed. “Gosh, Miss Millar is

“ORDINARILY, I would have felt inclined to wring the little wretch’s
fat neck, for I knew that he had ruined a pair of my best cobwebby
hose. . . . This time, however, I could hardly keep from gathering up

the spoiled pup and hugging it to death!

-

“For, this woman and this dog——"

“Oh, I'll show you that I'm on the alert all right, once
I'm on the job, Mr. Browne,” I promised very eagerly. “I
won't make one more quotation until I bring the girl back.”

“But I don’t want the girl brought back—she has to be
left just where she is. It’s the hundred thousand that has
to be brought back.”

There followed a few moments of apparent grave doubt.
At last the Chief shrugged his shoulders, selected a cigar
from the humidor on his desk, and—bending forward toward
me—he gave me the details of the embezzlement. Our own
operatives had already investigated the case from several
angles.

“T HIS Joyce Millar went to work as a stenographer in

the bank twelve years ago at the age of seventeen.
She was always considered a very conscientious employee
and very ambitious; attended the bank’s special courses and
all that sort of thing. The investigator assigned by the
bonding company to look up her private life when she first
applied for a position, and the man who looked her up five
years later when she -became secretary to the first vice-
president, both reported her as an exceptionally quiet young
woman who had no men friends, but seemed to spend most
of her time studying. Her experience in the vice-president’s
office led to another promotion, and she became an assistant
to Menken.

“Three years ago—that is, two years after she became
Menken’s secretary—Joyce installed herself in a beautifully
furnished flat on Riverside Drive, had a maid, and blos-
somed out in fur coats and that sort of thing. She could

a clever one. You never can tell—" I started, but I
caught the quotation quickly by the neck and choked it off.
“Just imagine her waiting for eleven years to pull a big
trick like that. But I thought that Fanny was going
straight——"

“She is,” Mr. Browne interrupted sharply. “Don’t jump
at conclusions, Rene. Miss Millar was not previously ac-
quainted with Fanny, and she did not take the money until
some months later. The fact is that Fanny has a very
nicely furnished house in New Rochelle and runs it as a
sort of paying-guest proposition. Joyce Millar was simply
a feather which was accidentally blown into her nest when
she put an ad in the newspaper for a lady boarder. The
operative who investigated that part of the case found that
Fanny had nothing to do with the embezzled money.

“However, it was at her house that Miss Millar met Dude
Mendez. The stenographer was probably feeling blue and
lonesome, and was just ripe to fall into the arms of the
dashing Dude, who must immediately have seen the pos-
sibilities attached to having a bank president’s secretary in
love with him.”

“Didn’t Fanny give the Millar woman a hint as to what
she was up against?” I asked.

“N O. Yesterday our operative made Fanny talk pretty

freely, and she said then that she was afraid of Dude.
Anyhow, the Millar girl seems to have been very unsophis-
ticated. In spite of her affair with her employer, she never
batted ’round, and seemed to have no friends. Must have
been just pie for Mendez.
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“Well, they cleared out four weeks ago. She called up
the office saying she was sick, but would be back to work in
a few days. It wasn’t until a week ago that Menken got
suspicious and secretly put his private affairs into the hands
of an accountant, after he had called up her old address and
found out that she had left there—and that she had not
given the bank cashier her new address.

“You know what he learned—that she had cleared out
with a little over one hundred thousand of his private for-
tune. For obvious reasons, he naturally does not want te
put the affair into the hands of the police; so he brought the
case to me. He has given us carte blanche to go ahead—but
under no circumstances must the Millar woman know that
he is our client.

“The girl must have been very sure that her employer
wouldn’t dare prosecute her. Anyway, when she left she
told Fanny that they were going to Chicago. My
assistant, Herschy, knows Mendez very well, so I
sent him on and he soon located them. From my
friend, in the bank here where she had her personal
account, I learned that she
had withdrawn her money
and had re-deposited it in a
bank in Chicago. The em-
bezzled money
is in negotiab
bonds—probably
in a safety-de-
posit box there.”

-
rd

[ had arrived at the office around ten o’clock and for two
hours Mr. Browne coached me on what I should do. He
had representatives in Chicago who were also working on
the case; my end was to become acquainted with the girl
and win her confidence. His parting words to me were:
“Rene, the best way to cheat a cheater is to smile. And
make ‘em think you mean it. It means money in our line,
kid !”

“Not such a cinch of a job,” I reflected as I stepped on a
train that afternoon. “What does he think—I can grow a
hundred-thousand-dollar smile ?”

As T had never received very much schooling myself—
Mr. Browne had taken me out of a cash-girl’s cage and
trained me to be a detective—I had a great respect for edu-

cation. This Millar woman had all the advantages I lacked,
and besides that, I figured, she must have been a terribly
brilliant person to understand all about stocks and bonds.

Before I left the office, however, Mr. Browne had handed
me copies of the reports made out by our operatives who
had dug up Jovce’s past. These referred to all persons by
code numbers. No names were mentioned, so if by any
chance I lost the reports they would mean nothing to the
finders.

Over and over again I read these reports, trying to get
some line on the personality of Joyce Millar. Dude Mendez
and Fanny the Fake belonged to distinct classes of criminals.
Half a dozen different lines of approach would have imme-
diately offered themselves had my assignment been to rope in
either one of them—of course, whether or not I would have
succeeded in “throwing” them later, would have been a
different matter.

This business girl, however,
was a different proposition.
To me she was
an alien prospect.
For all her clever-

‘‘Have you
thought of any
scheme whereby
we may annex
that hundred
thousand the
girl has?” asked
Lennox

ness and education, she had shown herself morally weak—
twice she had fallen for the old line of soapy palaver. As
confidential secretary to Menken for a couple of years, she
must have been aware that there had been “other women”
in his life—that she was taking a chance in her “trial-
marriage” with him. Second, for all her being a “a young
financial wizard,” she had been so dumb as to turn thief for
a rotter like Dude Mendez.

Anyway, it was up to me to find the flaws in Joyce
Millar’s disposition and heart. As I read and re-read the
reports, gradually a fairly satisfactory personality developed.
At first, the stenographer appeared merely to be one of those
drab, colorless, conscientious creatures who make such
excellent and seemingly trust- (Continued on page 103)



The MYSTERY of the

Sherlock Holmes is the world’s prize detective.
of emulating his genius. In this story two
laughed at in the beginning, the

HEN me and Jim
\K/ sneaked down to the
Avondale depot, we

didn’t have no idear
that we was going to get
mixed up in a real mystery. We went down there to hear
Alec McNeill, the night operator, read about Sherlock
Holmes.

But No. 2, the fast passenger-train, ran over a man who
was standing on the track just this side of Marshy Hope,
and it had to side-track at our station because it was late.
Jim jumped on the baggage-car and looked the dead man
over as cool as you please. He said he was Sherlock
Holmes and I was Doctor Watson. When the baggage-man
laughed, Jim glared at him and asked if he had observed

By “DOCTOR WATSON, JrR.”
as told to CY CALDWELL

Marshy Hope, had been visit-
ing an uncle there. The uncle, a
farmer named Judson, says that
his nephew left, apparently for
Bridge City, three days ago.””

There was a lot more that Jim read, but that was the only
new information in the case. The rest of it was repeating
what had been printed before, with Chief of Police Chis-
holm saying he had some clues. But Jim said he didn’t
put much stock in them, whatever they were, and that he
didn’t feel any poorer by not knowing them. And he said
he didn't see how it was going to help him any to know
this man Walker had been visiting his uncle, which was a
natural enough thing for him to do.

We knew old Judson, and a real nice old man he was,

that the man was dead long before the train hit him.- That's ™ a0, and Mrs. Judson was real kind and good. Sometimes

Jim for you!

The trainmen were surprised, L ean tell you. The body
was cold and showed that it had been dead for quite a while.
Someone must have killed the man and propped him in a
standing position on the track.

NEXT morning we swiped a paper from old Duncan
= ¥ Neill Robertson, the station agent, and found out that
sure enough Jim was right. The dead man was Charles
Walker, a clerk of the Trent Steel Company, and he had
been shot. .

Jim found some other important news, too. The paper
said that a box car, consigned to the Trent Steel Company
and containing $60,000 worth of copper, had mysteriously
disappeared somewhere between Weston and Bridge City.
It had been the twenty-first car in a train of fifty cars—
and the conductor and his two brakemen were sure that it
‘had been on the train at Piedmont, four miles from our
station. They were amazed.at its disappearance.

“Well,” says Jim, “there’s a connection between these
two dastardly crimes.”

I couldn’t see it, but I walked with him to the place where
the man was run over. We didn’t find nothin’ except a
birch pole broke off close to the gravel between the ties.
There were lots of footprints, but they was probably those
of the trainmen and detectives.

I went back to the house and told my Aunt Sue all about
it and talked so fast she pretty near forgot about some pie
I had stole from her that morning—but not quite. Trust
Aunt Sue for that, no matter how slick you talk. But she
didn’t do nothing—just said I should have asked her for it.

But I might not have got it, so I guess I handled the case
the best way.

However, that was nothing. The big question for me an’
Jim to solve was, who put that dead man on the track with
a pole to hold him up, and what had become of the vanished
car worth $60,000?

That was what we was to find out, an’ there was nothing
going to stop us neither !

“Listen to this item in the London Times,” says Jim,
reading from the Weston Post next morning:

“*“The police have discovered that Charles Walker, whose
body was found on the tracks of the Intercolonial near
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when me and Jim have been down to Marshy Hope we been
to the Judson’s place, and Mrs. Judson would give us
cookies or doughnuts and milk. Real kind, she was, and
Jim said as how it was a shame she should get mixed up
in this murder business. P

When Duncan Neill Robertson read the paper, he said he
minded now that Judson did have a nephew, and how he
used to live down there a long time ago, before me and Jim
was around, but that he hadn’t been round for years, to his
knowledge, which was queer enough when you think that
he only lived in Bridge City, not forty miles away.

“That’s a funny thing, now,” said Mr. Robertson; “that
Charlie, staying away from his uncle’s all these years, and
just coming back to get killed. I ain’t seen him for years,
but I mind him well as a sort of wild lad, always junketing
around and drinking, but no harm in him that I could see.
Guess he kind of grew away from the old folks, and warn't
interested in seeing them. Guess it's ten, twelve years since
he was there. And when he does come back, he gets himself
killed. But I know one thing—old Judson never had
nothing to do with it.”

Jim asked a lot of questions, but he didn’t get nowheres,
because Mr. Robertson answered a few of them and then
he said it was amazing how kids would pester some one
for information that was no good to them, and if they
spent half the time getting learning at school, they might
amount to something. He said a boy these days wasn't
one-two-three compared to what they were like when he
was our age.

AND I guess he must have been right, too, because I

notice all the old men say that when they were boys
they were a lot stronger and smarter than the boys these
days, and that they don’t know what it’s all coming to, any-
way. I told Jim I was real discouraged about it, but Jim,
he said that he was smarter right now than half of these
old fellows, and that he reckoned when he grew up, he’'d be
about ten times as smart.

Mr. Robertson was just settling down to read his paper,
that he had taken from Jim before Jim had any chance at
more than that one piece about Walker, when Mrs. Robert-
son, who lives up-stairs in the station, come down. She
asked him very polite if he expected her to break her back



Vanished CAR

Many thousands of boys—and men—have dreamed
young sleuths start out to do it, and, though
amazing outcome proved that——

lugging wood up-stairs, and get dragged down to an early how, though the only connection was that Walker worked
grave, or if he wouldn't mind stop playing the gentleman for the steel company the car was going to. But that was
long enough to get the wood himself. She told him how plenty of evidence for Jim. I guess Jim is so smart he
lovely he looked settin’ there comfortable in the shade, and could have got along without any evidence and not more
that he was not only a credit to the country but considerable than one clue. That's Jim for you.

of an ornament to anyone that liked a statue like him, there There was a long piece about the missing box car—ghost-
being all kinds of tastes in this world, car, the paper called it—telling all over again
and that she must have been blind or how come’ it was lost, right enough, but not a

something twenty-eight years ago
when she first seen him.

So, Mr. Robertson laid down the
paper and went quiet and
thoughtful back of the station,
where we could hear him
chopping wood, while we read
the paper. I was
real glad Mrs.
Robertson pried
him loose from
that paper, be-

bit of news as to how it was lost. Then there
was an interview with the
General Freight Agent,
who said:

It is abso-
lutely certain

I knew Jim
was studyin’
where that
darn car could
be. It sure
was a puzzle!

that the car left
Weston on No.
87, and it is
equally certain that it
was not in the train
when No. 87 arrived at
Bridge City. There are
several reliable wit-
nesses’ to both of these
facts. No stop was made
along the line except at
Piedmont, where the
train side-tracked for a pas-
senger, and where the car was
seen to be in the train. No. 87 is
a fast freight and is run on a
close schedule. The stopping
and breaking of the train, the shunting of a car on a siding,
the remaking of the train, and the getting up of speed again
would have necessitated a delay of from five to ten minutes.
According to the dispatcher’s sheet, No. 87 was reported
on time at every station along the line, and the stations are

close together. A delay of ten minutes, or even five, could

cause he was good for all morning with it, and Jim wanted 1ot be mgde uralby a{;cavgl Usgioh » fast S«?tl;,elslule b of
to see if they was anything more about that car, because he U OF"IINE SieS. - X ef, Tagie (Ne FRQOSINITINY. OF JEving o

: = g = car out of that train, we have searched every siding along the
figured Walker must have been mixed up with it some- way, checked every car in the yards at all stations on the
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chance that the numbering and lettering of the car were
changed, and, in short, done everything possible to find the car.

AFTER reading that, Jim sat quiet for the longest time,
with his eyes closed. I begun to think he was asleep,
when all of a sudden he jumps up with a yell, and begins to
dance round like he was crazy, waving the paper in the air
and carrying on like all possessed. Just at that minute
Duncan Neill- Robertson come round the station from his
wood-chopping, which hadn’t helped his feelings none, and
saw what was happening to his paper.

He give out a kind of roar, and I never seen an old man
move so fast. If Jim hadn’t been even faster, there's no
knowing what would of happened, because Mr. Robertson
was naturally feeling kind of put out, and Jim was the first
thing he had an excuse for getting mad at, it never doing
him no good to get mad at Mrs. Robertson, of course, she
being more than a match for him any time.

Jim lit out from there like he'd been shot from a gun,
and was off down the track like a rabbit. I reckon he was
making better time than any freight, and coming pretty
close to a regular passenger schedule. I had to laugh, be-
cause Jim's that brave and dignified, mostly, that he wouldn’t
run from hardly anyone, but would stick it out and do a
lot of talking. Jim can talk himself out of
most anything, but I guess he figured this
was one of the times when words don't
count for much, and that
speed was the only thing
that was any use to him.

He stopped when he was about half-ways to Dewar’s
Mill, and set down on the grass by the side of the track,
waiting for me to come up with him, which T did on a sight
easier schedule than he had been traveling on. He looked
pretty hot, did Jim, but not a mite flustered, and didn't even
speak a word about the narrow escape he'd had from a
licking. That's Jim for you.

“The case is clear to me now, Watson,” he said. “Pardon
me for not leaving word with Mrs. Hudson that I was going
out. It's lucky you found me here at Charing Cross Station.
We can catch the eleven-ten for Marshy Hope and proceed
with our investigations. There are still a few loose threads
to be gathered up before my case is complete, though it's
pretty near full now.”

l SAID I was glad to hear it and that I'd like to go with
him as my patients were all doing well. Of course, I
didn’t think that Jim really had found out anything, but it
was a good game, anyhow, and it was all the same to
me whether we solved any mystery or not. But I cer-
tainly was in for a surprise, because while I thought Jim
was just playing detective, he was being a real, sure-enough
one. But how was I to know that? All he had to go on
was what the paper had printed, and I couldn’t see any-
thing in that at all.
“Come, Watson,” he says at last; “we
will unravel the mystery.”

Jim sure has a fine way of say-
ing things like that. And when we
got half-way to Marshy Hope he
told me: “I want you to notice
the track along here, Watson. It's
all down grade from
the west, and straight,
until it gets nearly to
Marshy Hope.
Then it swings
off on a curve
and starts up
grade.”

Well, T seen
that plain
enough, and
said so. Me and
Jim hadn’t been
beating it up
and down,
walking and hook-
ing on freights for
quite a while now
without knowing
the track and how
the grades lay.
Often, coming
back from De-
war’s Mill, we'd
caught a freight

“I wouldn’t when it was puff-

go near that ing slow and hard
place for a
handred. U ‘the grade to
dollars!”” I Avondale.

told Jim “And what do

you deduce from
it, and from the
spur track leading
into the old gravel
pit?” Jim asks
when we come to a track
that ran into the pit, back
fifty rods or so from the
main line. “And remember
this, Watson: there ain't
another spur track like this,
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opening out from the west, and on a down grade, between
Piedmont and Marshy Hope.”
“I don’t deduce nothing,” I said, and I didn’t.

“JUST what I thought. You see, but you do not observe,”
he says, real superior. And right then I knowed pretty
much how Doctor Watson must have felt. I'll bet Watson
wanted to lick Holmes many a time, and didn’t for the same
reason I didn't—because he couldn’t get away with it. I'd
just liked to have pasted Jim one right there. It would
have done me heaps of good, I can tell you. But shucks!
Jim and I have fought before and he always beat. Besides,
Aunt Sue says as how fighting is wicked, and if people
don’t fight, they get a lot of credit. So perhaps some credit
was coming to me, but I could have done without it, I guess.
Jim, he examined the switch and pointed out how it'd
been fresh oiled, which was kind of odd, for I don’t re-
member ever seeing that switch used—anyhow, not for a
year or more. Then he goes and looks over the spur track
and points to the rails. The rails was very old and rusty,

but on top and on the inside edges where the flanges of
wheels would touch, the rust was all mashed down, and
in spots the steel was scraped clean.

“They’s been a

“Golly, Jim!” I exclaims.
car in here!”

“If you don’t know my
name,” he comes back, real
put out, “you better
go back to your pa-
tients, Doctor Wat-
son.”

‘““Well, then,
Holmes,” I says. “Is
this where the car
is?” I was all trembly,
like when I seen the

“The very spot, my
dear--Watson,” says
Jim, and Ctarts off
down the spur i-ack,
with me coming along
kind of leery behind
him.

I wasn’t scared,
mind. I was just as
bold as anybody else
would have been. Not
any bolder, perhaps,
but I was walk-
ing along right
behind Jim. right
close to him, in
case he needed
help or anything.
And there was
Jim hurrying
along, breathing
hard and eager.

I was breathing
pretty hard, too.
And I was think-

ing if it was wise

for us to get half out of breath that way when we might
need a whole lot of wind pretty soon, in case we had to
climb up out of that gravel pit in a hurry.

It would be a long run back to the main line if the case
got too tough for us, or anything like that. And the sides
of the pit away from the line was very steep, with little
bunches of grass and brush that wouldn’t be much for a
fellow to cling to, especially if he wanted to climb out of
that place fast. The nearly level floor of the c.d pit was
covered with small birch and poplar trees and such, not

It looked still and lonesome-
like—as if a murder had
been committed there

enough to hide among, but thick enough to make it hard
going if you wanted to get out into the open in a hurry.

I couldn’t help but feel that we was getting kind of shut
off from the world in there, and I wouldn’t have been sorry
if Alec McNeill or some other man had been along with
us. But Jim, he never batted an eye or stopped to think
of anything like that. He just plugged along fast, but
pretty soon he slowed down, and then got slower and
slower until we was hardly moving, and then we stopped.

“I guess we better check up some of the details of this
case,” he whispers to me, “in case we overlooked any clues.”

Now, that’s what I call a real detective way of doing
things, and I told Jim so, in a whisper. My throat was all
dry and hoarse from the walk, and I could have done with
a good drink of water, especially one out of our old pump
at Aunt Sue’s. That's about the best water anywheres
around, and I'd have liked to've been right at the pump
drinking some then, instead of crouching down behind a
pile of rotted cress-ties, with the sun beating down on us
and the close, muggy air sort of crowding in on us, and the
crickets rubbing their hind legs together and making that
scratchy, hot sound that always makes me feel warm, I

don’t know

why.
I could hear a mow-
ing machine whirring
away, far off some-
wheres, and a real good comforting sound that was, and a
bird singing up on the hill above the pit, real happy that he
was up there, I guess, and I don’t blame him. I was going
to say to Jim that perhaps we could think better if we got
out where there was more cool air, it being real close where
we were, when he starts to talk. Ordinarily I like to hear
Jim talk, because he’s smart and can think up a lot of things
to pass the time, but down there I'd just as soon he didn’t
make no noise. But he talked pretty low like detectives do,
and nobody could hear. (Continued on page 100)



What HAPPENED

Blackmail!

That word sends the blood cold, of men

Broadway adventuress, practiced blackmail

“Yy WONDER whatever

l happened to ‘Bubbles’

Moran?” I overheard

a man remark in one

of the night clubs recently.

“She was certainly .ne

cute kid. I haven’t seen

her around lately, and I sure would like to run into her
again.”

“Oh, she’s probably hooked a sugar-daddy——" his com-
panion suggested, but was angrily interrupted.

“Not Bubbles!” the first speaker snapped. “She was one
white little kid. Wanted to see life and that sort of thing
at first, but I guess the racket proved too raw for her. I got
one letter from her saying she was feeling all in—asked me
to write and cheer her up. She didn’t dare let her folks
know she was playing around, so she asked me to address my
letter care of General Delivery. I did that little thing—
but never heard from her again! And I never knew where
she lived.”

I could have told them where Bubbles was—but it is better
that she should be buried right where she is. If that man
chances to read this story, he will learn for the first time

“how good Lady Luck was to him, at least once in his life.

When the editor of TrRUE DETECTIVE MYSTERIES asked
me to let him have the story of one of my most important
cases, I was rather in a quandary as to what to say. Most
of the cases I handle are very long-drawn-out affairs—some
of them covering years of work—and would take up too
much space for a short story. However, occasionally a
client retains me to take care of some delicate, confidential
matter which he does not wish to entrust to strangers.

That’s how I came to meet up with Bubbles Moran—
one of Broadway’s fairest and most voracious blackmailers.
Names of most of the places mentioned in this story are
changed—and, naturally, I am disguising the names of my
client and his unfortunate friend.

It was around four o’clock on the morning of January 27,
1926, that I was awakened by the persistent ringing of my
telephone.

Reaching drowsily for the instrument, I growled a greet-
ing into its mouthpiece.

“Oh, Petersen, this is Hughes,” the voice at the other
end of the wire announced. “I’ve been trying to get you for
over twenty minutes. I knew you must be asleep, but this
is a matter of life and death.”

ALTER HUGHES, as I am calling my client, who
is president of one of the largest manufacturing
corporations in America, had dined with me the evening
before. I had brought back that day a delinquent cashier
who had worked for his organization—and I had been with-
out sleep for over forty-eight hours. On bidding him good
night three hours or so earlier, I remembered mentioning
my intention of grabbing off some much-needed rest.
“You know young Gordon—general manager of all our
agencies,” Mr. Hughes went on. “Gordon’s in some horri-
ble mess, and I've had the devil’s own time to keep him from
committing suicide. I gave him a powerful sedative .and
he’s asleep now. He——"
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By Detective T. V. S. PETERSEN,
Internationally Celebrated Detective
As told to ISABEL STEPHEN

“All right,” I inter-
rupted him. “Bring him
'round to my office in the
morning. Better not dis-
cuss anything over the
phone.”

“But the trouble is he
doesn’t want to consult a detective. I’'m sure if you could
see and talk to him, he’'d listen to reason.” Mr. Hughes’
voice sounded hoarse and very much agitated. “Couldn’t
you run over to our office? We could meet you there.”

“No;: I'm sorry. I must get some sleep. I'm sure if you
will bring him to my place in the morning and come in by
the private entrance, he won’t guess that he’s going into a
detective agency—till he’s in. Make it ten?”

“All right,” he agreed, with obvious reluctance. “Sorry
to have awakened you. Good-by.”

I hung up and hurriedly got back under the warm bed-
clothes. It was one of those raw, rainy nights, and the air
of the room was clammily cold.

l DIDN'T need any gift of ¢lairvoyance to tell me that
Gordon’s “mess” was most ‘probably some woman or man
who was blackmailing him. I never hold out the glad hand
to such cases, and accept them only where one of my clients
is involved. -

I wasn’t very much worried about Gordon’s committing
suicide. As a rule, people who discuss their intention to
“finish themselves” seldom carry out their threat.

I had met Gordon on several occasions. He is one of the
go-getter type, with enormous confidence in himself and his
ability. Though he had inherited about a quarter million
dollars on the death of his father, he was a hard worker,
and T knew Walter Hughes thought a great deal of him.

At exactly ten o'clock Mr. Hughes and Ernest Gordon
arrived at my office, which is in a building overlooking City
Hall Park. The men offered a strong contrast. Mr. Hughes
is the typical successful business man whose shoulders bear
the weight of a large, conservative commercial enterprise.
Poised, quiet, unhurried in his movements; well, though
uvnobtrusively ‘dressed; pleasant-voiced—that is Walter
Hughes.

Gordon, on the other hand, suggested the last word in the
so-called “younger generation.” Broad-shouldered, keen-
eyed, hard-lipped, he was obviously tailored by a shop that
featured the English styles. Always when we had met on
previous occasions, he had given the impression that his time
was terrifically valuable and that he was the hub of his
universe.

I noticed that Mr. Hughes motioned the younger man in
before he entered. The impression came to me instantly that
the president was still very much worried over his charge.
It so happened that I was standing at the window looking
out on City Hall Park when they came in.

“What the dickens is this, sir?” I heard before I turned
around. I saw that Gordon’s eyes were glued to a collec-
tion of handcuffs, pistols, daggers, and other curious me-
mentoes of several of my past conflicts with gentlemen and
ladies who operate beyond the law. The exhibit is nailéd on
the wall behind my desk.



to “BUBBLES"?

who have been its victims.
on a big scale.

“How do you do, gentlemen ?” I said, and bowed. “Won't
vou sit down?”

Mr. Hughes had closed the door and stood with his back
to it. Gordon’s eyebrows met in an angry line over his
haggard face. He edged toward the weapons. From some-
thing in the expression of his face, I suddenly came to the
conclusion that the president had not exaggerated the danger
of his employee committing suicide. The fellow was quite un-

mistakably com-
pletely irrespon-
sible. His actions
were those of a
sleep-walker.

Like a flash his hand darted out and seized the handle of
one of the daggers, and drew it half out of its sheath. My
life has depended too often on keeping a keen, vigilant eye
on the movements of the other fellow for any one as clumsy
s Gordon to catch me napping.

Like a flash his hand
darted out and seized
the handle of
dagger

“Bubbles” Moran, beautiful
Then one day she——

[n an instant [ had disengaged his hand from the hilt of
the dagger.

“That’s an interesting trophy,” I said lightly. “Let me
show it to you. It was given to me by Nicholas II, of Russia.”

For a moment he scowled at me, without recognition. His
disordered brain was
functioning sluggishly.
Mr. Hughes had not

the

exaggerated. The
young man was in
that abnormal con-
dition which always precedes
suicide. Suddenly he turned
angrily on his employer:

“What on earth did you bring me here for?”
he raged. “I see this is a detective’s office. I
don’t want to hire any detective!” A crafty expression crept
into his eyes, and he continued: “I suppose I was crazy last
night and said a lot of asinine things—must have been the
highballs I had at the club. . . . That was just a lot of
bunk. Let's get out of here!”
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could go to work on his problem.

As if I could read his thoughts, I could sense the cunning
scheme—Gordon wanted to rid himself of his self-appointed
guardian.

Mr. Hughes received his manager’s explanation with an-
noyance, and, quite obviously, at its face value. He was
about to leave with apologies when I managed to catch his
eye and convey to him my suspicions. He understood, and
seemed to change his mind about leaving.

It was up to me to change Gordon's suicide impulse, if
possible; certainly there was a good chance that 1 might
relieve his mind of worry, and so help his condition, if I
Experience told me that I
never could get him to talk by asking
direct questions; so I took another
tack.

I began talking about other things,
in a chatty, easy manner.
Principally I talked about
the exploits and anecdotes
connected with
the trophies that

nung behind my desk.
Then 1 purposely
hecame boastful.

The boastful narrative annoyed him—and then it hap-
pened.

The man’s ego suddenly rebelled. Without any suggestion
from either Mr. Hughes or myself, Gordon suddenly broke
into the midst of one of my stories:

“In the last nine months I've paid out one hundred and
ninety-five thousand dollars to blackmailers, and they are
still hounding me!” he exclaimed.

Even Mr. Hughes was staggered.

“One

hundred and
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ninety-five thousand - dollars! he

“Oh,-it was my own money,”
he continued. After searching through his pockets, he pro-
duced a wallet. From this he extracted a number of canceled
vouchers and handed them to me. “Yesterday I got a de-
mand for another ten thousand dollars. I can’t lay my
hands on that much cash right now. I can’t give it to her.”

“Sit down and tell us about it,” I suggested, my own
narrative forgotten now that we were on the right track.
“All blackmailers have a broad streak of stupidity in their
make-up, and I’ve never met one yet that I couldn’t muzzle.
Nasty hounds, of course—but they are cowards when you
get after them.”

“Go ahead my boy,” Mr. Hughes said kindly, as Gordon

Good Lord!" gasped.
Gordon retorted. “Here—"

The man .who
prided - himself
on “knowing
women and
their wiles”
had succumbed
to the first
little gold-
digger who
pretended to
love him “for
himself alone”

.‘*“V \

‘1

/&

slumped down on a

chair and stared

dazedly at the wall.
“I'm sure you haven't done anything that thousands of other
men haven’t done. Get it off your chest.”

After a full minute’s silence, the blackmailers’ victim
started his story. In a level, monotonous, lifeless voice, he
spared himself no detail ; his business-trained mind triumphed
over his reticence:

“I met a girl named Bubbles Moran in one of the night
clubs about a year and a half ago,” he began. “She was a
friend of Ida Malone, one of the hostesses there. She told
me she lived with her parents—an old, very strict couple—
and that she slipped out of the house after they were in bed
She wanted to see life. Always (Continued on page 75)



Why were those bread-crumbs
by the dead man?

Very

Mysterious Girl

Someone had been in the room where Farrell
was found dead—had cut Farrell’s throat. If
not Old Maggie—then who?

OLICE blotters
Pthroughout the coun-

try record the brief

facts of many a
strange tale. Although I
am at present on special duty with the United States Gov-
ernment, for many years I pounded the pavements as a
harness bull and have seen something of this myself.

[ have in mind a particular case that came up when I
was on patrol duty in a Southern city which I need not
name. | had been given a beat in the old Third District,
down in the “bottoms” as it was called, which was the
toughest section of the town.

By Detective JOE BERNS
As told to JOHN SHUTTLEWORTH

It was the fifteenth of
July, and one of the hottest
nights I have ever experi-
enced. I had stepped
through the side entrance
to Maggie's Place for a glass of beer. My beer was served
me, I drank it, and was standing around thinking 1 would
like another when in stepped old Maggie herself through
the private entrance back of the bar, and walking up to me,
said in a low voice:

“Mr. Berns, Jim Farrell is up-stairs, dead. Come with me.”

Jim Farrell in Maggie’s Place, dead? 1 knew he was
her enemy. The thought stunned me.

43



44 True Detective Mysteries

In a small, dirty room containing a rusty iron bed, a
broken dresser, two rickety chairs and a bare table, I found
Jim Farrell with his throat cut from ear to ear. He was
slumped over on a table, his face between his outstretched
arms, and the sight of him like that and the ghastly appear-
ance of the room, with the floor spattered with blood, gave
me a sickening feeling in my stomach. By him, on the
table, was a bloody razor.

I hurried to a phone and called the Station-House.

I should mention here, before going further, that neither
my search then, before calling up the desk sergeant, and
afterward, nor the search made by the detectives who
arrived later, uncovered anything in that room that would
seem to be of any help whatever in tracing the murderer—
except the razor—and that proved to be of no help at all.
This, of course, from the view-point that Maggie herself
wasn't the murderer, which, as a matter of fact, wasn't
the view-point at
all of the de-
tectives who
came in and
took charge of
the investiga-
tion. What they

Before he
hardly had
the words
out of his
mouth, I—

figured will be seen a little further on, but here 1 want tc
mention a detail that seemed trivial enough at the time, but
that eventually proved to be of considerable interest
namely, I had noticed that on the table by the dead man
was a shallow bowl or dish, empty, and beside it was a littl¢
pile of bread-crumbs.

Now these bread-crumbs were not such as would be
made by cutting a few slices of crumbly bread, for they
were different both in appearance and quantity. They
formed a pile and obviously had been purposely made by
grinding up the bread in some manner, as though to feed
to birds or chickens. Also, there was part of a loaf of
bread there that possibly was being made into crumbs
when the interruption occurred—or so it seemed to me
Yet, there was nothing in the room to go with these crumbs
I couldn’t see how any person would want to eat dry bread
crumbs; so, 1 concluded they had not been made for the
purpose of being eaten.

What, then, was their purpose? |
mention this in detail because they
played, in my opinion, a rather im
portant part in what happened later,
and because they puzzled me at the
time, although no one else had taken
any notice of
them apparently,
except that I had
called Maggie's
attention to them.

ETECTIVE

Sergeant
Jerry Mehan had
charge of the in-
vestigation dur-
ing the first half
hour, before it
was taken over
by . those higher
up, as the case
developed into
the important
murder mystery
that it later be-
came. At no time
was it thought of
as being a suicide

case. This, how-
ever, was not
hard to under-
stand, as Farrell's
coat was torn
and he had the

appearance of
having engaged
in a struggle be-
fore he met death.

Jerry liad old
Maggie facing
him as she sat on
the bed and he in
the remaining
chair, with note-book
in hand, taking down a
brief of her story of
how it happened, or, more
accurately speaking, all she
knew of what happened—
which didn't seem to be
much. '
“And you say you didn’t know
Farrell was here?” questioned
Jerry.
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No, sir. This morming a girl came here an’ she said
she was looking for work and didn’t have no money, an’
was wantin’ a room cheap. I give her this room for a
dollar a week and didn’t ask her no questions. There was
no towel in the room——"

“That was this morning, you say?” interrupted Jerry.

“Yes, sir—so I was bringin’ her a towel to-night to give
to her like I promised I would, and when I knocked on the
door, no one answered, so I pushed the door open and I
found Jim Farrell here dead—like you see him there.”

That was about all there was to Maggie's
story.

There was no sign in the room that the girl
had been there. Maggie could not say who the
girl was; also, questioning everyone in the
house and in the neighborhood, failed to locate
anyone who had seen the girl Maggie described.

“She was about twenty-one,” said Maggie,
“an” when she was a kid, she must have been
pretty, but fast livin’ had made her look sick.
That's the way I set her down.”

“I guess you're indulging in a fairy-story,”
said Jerry, with a look cast in my direction.
“That’s a very mysterious girl, it seems to me.
What do you think, Joe?”

“Very mysterious, indeed,” I replied. In fact,
[ began to feel that
she didn't exist
Then, on second
thought, I concluded
that Maggie must
know what she was
talking about.

Now, it so hap-
pened that old Mag-
gie was a factor in
the politics of that
town. The party in
power, or some of
the bosses of that

party, were her
friends, and had
many times in the

past used the back
rooms of her saloon
as a gathering place
where many a big
deal had been “put

over.” The then
mayor, the police
chief, and the rest

of the office holders
under that adminis-
tration, owed their
jobs, in part at least,
to these same men
who were Maggie's
friends.
Naturally, then,
when the dead man happened to be a
member, and petty leader, of the
enemy's political machine, keeper of
a drug-store in the better section of
the town and a man who had come out publicly against old
Maggie and all her kind, the matter was something that re-
quired careful thought before taking any radical step
There were no witnesses against Maggie; she had run a
saloon there on that spot for over twenty years, and it was
not likely that she would seek to run away, even if she
were suspected. Anyhow, after Jerry Mehan had had a
rather lengthy telephone conversation with Police Head-
quarters, he informed Maggie that she would not be
arrested. [ assumed that Maggie's story was discounted

by Jerry, but that the slate was clear, for he advised her
privately to think up some better story for future use, when
she was questioned later.

The coroner arrived and, after a cursory examination of
the body, called an inquest and shortly after gave out the
statement that Jim Farrell had died from wounds inflicted
by some unknown person or persons.

I went below and got the drink that I had missed.

The place was crowded. No one knew what had hap-
pened, so quietly had the thing been conducted, the comings

“You poor nut—it’s empty!”

and goings taking place through the back way.
later the body itself went out by the same exit.

“Well,” T remarked to my good friend, Tim O’Malley,
the barkeep, “it’s a hot night.”

“You're right it is, Joe,” he replied, wiping his round,
red face with the end of his apron. “And will you be
havin’ another on the house before you go out to keep your
weather eye on the water rats?”

Of course, I did not refuse, and meanwhile I amused
myself by listening to the maudlin conversation going on

A little
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around me, and watching the pitchers and buckets coming
and going like the endless chain of a sand-scooper, but
all the while, subconsciously I was thinking of bread-crumbs.

Presently a girl came and spoke to Tim, and he leaned
over and said to me: “Maggie would like to see you in
the back room, Joe.”

[ FOLLOWED the suggestion and found the old lady
seated in what she called her “office” at the back, and
looking very sober.

“Mr. Berns,” she greeted me, “Jerry Mehan doesn’t be-
lieve what I told him. Did you get that?”

“Yes, I did, Maggie,” I said. “I couldn’t, miss it when
I heard what he told you.”

She looked at me steadily for what seemed about five
minutes. Maggie was a hard nut, tough, and wise in the
ways of the world, but I had always believed her honest
with her friends.

“Do you believe me?” she asked suddenly.

“Yes,” I answered, and I was not kidding myself in say-
ing it either—“I do believe you, Maggie. If you say you
didn’t kill Farrell, I believe you.”

“All right,” she replied. “Your drinks on the house are
still good.”

I laughed. “What if T had said I didn't believe you,
Maggie?” 1 taunted.
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a tight hole, Joe, an’ I appreciate the way you’re actin’.
An’ to-morrow Tim'll have instructions; anything in the
house is yours for the askin’.”

I took the jam, thanked Maggie, and left, feeling a bit
guilty, and T don’t know to this day just why. Maybe she
had killed Farrell, but T didn’t think so.

I had the matter of bread-crumbs on my mind, and in
the course of the next few days I asked a number of my
friends what their idea was of the bread-crumbs I had seen
in the room where Farrell was found dead. I described
to them how they looked and told them there was an empty
bowl by them and nothing else in the room, except what I
have mentioned before. The answers I received indicated
that the persons I asked were mildly amused, and found it
hard to believe I was serious, and no one among them had
anything to offer except to turn the matter into a joke.

lEXPLAINED the whole matter to my wife and %aid to

her: “If it is true, as Maggie claims, that there was a
girl in the room, what possible use could she have for a
pile of bread-crumbs such as I have described ?”

“Why, she probably meant to eat them,” replied my wife,
and laughed. “Naturally, what would anyone want bread-
crumbs for but to eat?”

“But there was nothing else to go with them,” I in-
sisted. “Who would eat dry bread-crumbs? You wouldn't.”

“'T'HERE was no sign in the room that the girl had been there.
Maggie could not say who the girl was; also, questioning everyone
in the house and in the neighborhood, failed to locate anyone who
had seen the girl Maggie described. . . .
““That’s a very mysterious girl, it seems to me,” said Jerry.

“‘Very mysterious, indeed,’ I replied. In fact, I began to feel she

didn’t existt. Then——"

“Never a damn drink would you get out of my place!”
she retorted, and I knew she meant it. “I would throw
out all your whole damn police department if you won’t
stick by me, and they could hang me for it an’ I would
laugh in your face!”

I paid no attention to this bragging.

“PJOW do you account for it?” I said. “How did
Farrell come to get croaked in your place?”

“He was after that girl. Can’t you figure it out?”

“And you knew nothing about him coming here?”

“Course I didn't,” burst out. Maggie. “Do you expect
me to keep track of everything that goes on around here?”

“She must have been crazy to go after him with a razor
like that,” I commented. “What did she look like? Did
she look like a crazy person?”

“Aw, quit your kiddin’. She was just a poor little kid
who was lonely and wanted someone to love her. I don’t
know who killed that guy Farrell, an’ I don’t care. But
look here, Joe”"—Maggie leaned over and placed her horny
hand on my arm—*you’re back of me in this?”

“All the way,” I replied.

The old woman rose, went to a cupboard back of a par-
tition that was near us, took out something and wrapped
1t up.

“Heres a quart of home-made jam for the kids. I'm in

“Maybe there was something else to go with them, and
someone else ate it,” she countered.

That was as far as I got!

Meanwhile Farrell was buried, and the funeral they gave
him was attended with more pomp and ceremony than if
the mayor of the city had died. The political factions in
the city were stirred up to a fever heat. A bright reporter
had conceived the idea that it was a political murder and
that there was a mystery motive back of it, which, if laid
bare, would shake the foundations of the municipal gov-
ernment, and probably go even further. The political
faction that claimed it stood for law, order, and decency,
was trying its best to make capital out of old Maggie's
case. And it succeeded. The two principal newspapers of
the city took respective sides and it became a matter of
public discussion.

THE newspaper opposing us, of the two mentioned above,

razzed the Police Department as a whole, and the Chief
of Police in particular. Because the public had taken it
up, and prominent citizens were outspoken in their com-
ments, the Chief was forced to take action.

It is said that police “clean-ups™ are sometimes faked,
but this one wasn’t. We executed orders and went over
the city with a fine-tooth comb, but for the most part our
daily catch consisted of cripples, (Continued on page 72)



The HOLD-UP of the
KANSAS CITY Express

]

“Listen! Go to my
place and tell my
mother all about
my trouble,” said

Maxwell

HREE men, like
cougars stalking their
prey, lay crouched in

the lush weeds near
the crest of the steep rail-
road embankment. Domi-
nating the croaking of frogs

and the querulous cries of nightbirds in flight, in the near-by
Hemmingway Swamp, came the rumbling of the fast express
from Kansas City—then the gleam of the headlight of the

By TOM AKERS, Cub Reporter
As narrated by JOHN H. KEARNES

Was the young express messenger,
Roy Maxwell, on the “inside” in
" this train hold-up, or

engine as it slowed down
for the bridge approach
which would lead it into
Tennessee from Arkansas.

It came to a grinding
stop, accompanied by the
screeching of air-brakes.

The three men sprang to their feet, the barrels of their shot-
guns gleaming as they rushed to the train. One covered
the engine crew and climbed aboard, while the other two ran
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to the rear end and held up the conductor and brakeman, and
forced them t. cut the couplings between the express car
and first coach.

The puzzled express messenger poked his head out of the
door of his car, only to look into the menacing muzzle of a
shotgun. The two bandits, still covering the conductor and
brakeman with their guns, leaped into the express car, just
as the engine started forward. One guarded the messenger,
while the other leaned out of the open door and fired two

I was quick to
make a note of
that name

shots as a signal to the
bandit in the locomotive
cab that all was clear.

In a few minutes the engine was stopped again and the
three men made their way off into the darkness with thirty
thousand dollars taken from the safe in the express car.

A telephone call from the bridge tender notified the
police in the city across the river. ['ll take that back—it
wasn't the police force that was notified; it was Captain
Flynn, or “Wise Charley,” who earned his nickname because
of his egotism and contempt for newspapermen.

I was covering the night police for the News, and I
entered the station just as Flynn, with his poker face, was
giving his orders. Wise Charley,- except for a sardonic
smirk in my direction, ignored me, but Sergeant Boyd told
me what had happened, and, after 1 had given my office the
tip, took me with him, g
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I was just a cub, and 1 hated Flynn fiercely and whole
heartedly—with the hurt pride of youth. But Boyd was
my friend. He it was who steered me over the rough places
and kept me “wised up” on the news at the Station. So
on this trip, when he advised me to keep my eyes and ears
open and to “never mind Flynn; he's just got a grouch on,”
I knew I was to get an even break.

As Boyd and I reached the Tennessee end of the bridge
we saw two men putting a hand-car on the track.
“All right!” called Boyd as he ran up to them.

kid, and let’s go!”

“Who the hell are you?” asked one of the men, with sus-
picious gruffness in his voice.

In reply Boyd turned back the lapel of his coat, and the
gleam of his silver badge was reflected in the moonlight.
I hopped on just as the two section-men had taken their
places at the pump-bars. It was a slight uphill grade across
that bridge, and so feverish were Boyd and I to get to the
scene of the robbery that we lent a hand and made the car
fairly whiz.

Flynn had the train crew lined up when we ar-
rived He beckoned Boyd to him, but when I
started to follow, he bellowed :

“Hop on,

“Git out, kid! This is private. When we got anything
for yuh, we'll hunt yuh up.”

I resented his tone. 1 hated him for his attitude. 1
was as mad as a wet hen—in fact, I was trembling with
the rage that posse sed me. But it was no time to sulk—I
would keep my eyes and ears open, as Sergeant Boyd had
suggested.

I borrowed a lantern from one of the section crew and
started back to where the train had been stopped. 1 was
stifling my mortification and at the same time wishing 'that
I could find some clue that would confound “Wise Charley.”

Like all tyros, I was bent on looking for footprints—
hoping that some patch of the sole or turn of the heel would
help me. As I studied the ground, the gleam of metal
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flashed from the edge of the lantern’s light. 1 hurried to it
and found an exploded shotgun shell that lay in the
cinders at the margin of the weeds. I picked it up, smelled
it. The acrid odor of burned powder still clung to it.

[ looked furtively in the direction of Flynn and the group
which surrounded him. No one had observed me pick the
shell up. I slipped it into my pocket—perhaps with the vague
idea it would help me to spite Flynn—and went on looking
for footprints. My foot struck some-
thing and sent it spinning ahead.
Again the lantern light revealed the
flash of metal. I had found
another !

The two shells were of the
same size, with the same
metallic caps and the same
greenish-blue paper
cylinders. T put both
in my pocket—but

my ideas by this time were not quite so vague. [ felt
jubilant.

When I turned back toward “Wise Charley” and his men,
[ found that they had been joined by some Burnet County,
Arkansas, deputy sheriffs, and that they were forming posses
to beat through the neighboring basin of the Hemmingway
Swamp.

[ joined the posse headed by Sergeant Boyd, and intended
to slip the shells to him. But I changed my mind. If I did,
he'd likely have to turn them over to Flynn, and then neither
of us would get the credit.

Throughout the remaining hours of the night and until

sun-up we combed the swamp, with its tangle of willows
and water weeds. The mosquitos and gnats took their toll
of human blood, a veritable banquet, as we worked. It was
like a nightmare. After daylight all of us, dirty, stung and
tired, glad the nightmare search was over, converged at the
end of the bridge. Not only did we fail to find the men,
but we also failed to find trace of horses’ hoofs or vehicle
tracks. The other posses reported the same ill-luck, and then
we gave up the search.

The other man-hunters were going to bed,
but not I. T was too excited over the clues

“Yeah,” said the
izl S Crin't
illings just

vamoosed — left

his store, and
his wife—"

I had found. And then, too, the smart of Flynn's indignities
still hurt—my anger had not cooled. From the telephone
directory I listed the names of hardware dealers and sport-
ing goods houses which dealt in weapons and ammunition. |
started out to canvass them, in search of the one which had
sold those shells. [t was at the fourth one that a clerk
told me:

“Those shells are not regularly carried in stock by any
dealer. They are made for special loading. You'll have to
go to a gunsmith who has loading tools and who specializes
in other than the standard charges of powder and shot.”

There was my clue! [ almost jumped with joy, but my
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ardor cooled when I recalled that there were none in town—
that I knew of. I was almost disheartened, but I determined
that come what would, I would not turn those shells over
to Flynn.

IT w2s while I sat over a cup of coffee, ordered for want

of something better in which to seek inspiration, that I
thought of my old friend Harry Newman, taxidermist and
big game hunter, who knew firearms and shotguns as
astronomers know the fixed stars, and who always had his
shells specially loaded for his hunting trips in field, forest
and canebrake. I didn’t even wait to finish my coffee, but
went to his establishment.

“Where can I get some shells like these?” I asked, after
I had fairly burst into the house. I held the shells in my
extended hand.

He took one—examined it speculatively: _“Well, there
are three places that I know. of, but I always go to Old Man
Schneider. He’s down on Front Street, near the levee. If
he doesn’t carry shells like this, I don’t know who does.”

He told me where the other two establishments were, but
as Old Man Schneider was the closest, I determined to go
to him first.

It was a ramshackle old building that still bore the marks

He hesitated for a moment, then replied, “Yes, I can.
The man who did the ordering was a tall fellow with broad
shoulders. He was red-complected and had a sandy mus-
tache. His eyes had a snaky, mean look. He was about
so high—" he held his hand above his head and indicated a
height of about six feet—“and weighed about two hundred
pounds. One fellow with him was fair-complected, had a
black mustache and blue eyes. He was smiling most of the
time and weighed about one hundred and eighty pounds.
The other fellow was a slender kind of chap, with light
hair and didn’t look to be over twenty years old. He didn’t
have much to say.”

I was up against it. Hunting the three men he described
would be like searching for the proverbial needle in the
haystack. So, still refusing to take the police into my con-
fidence, because of my resentment against Flynn, I went to
my managing editor and told him all that had happened and
what I had done.

He listened with such a nonchalant and half-bored air
that my spirits fell a few notches. When I had finished, he
calmly asked me if I had had any sleep. I replied that I
had not—I would have been very much discouraged if [ had
not known him so well—and he told me to go to bed. His
parting admonition was:

“THE Sheriff had seen the barrel of a gun, nose through the door.
He never flinched. Nor did he lose his footing a moment later

when——

“Crash! The steel-shod nose of the power-boat hit the house-boat
amidships, and in another instant——"

of the grape and cannister from Farragut’s guns when he
had shelled the waterfront in Civil War days. It was so
tottery in its aspect that it made me nervous to look at it.
As T opened the door a bell jangled in the rear of the room,
and in response a bent, gray-whiskered old man emerged
from behind a dusty curtain.

He asked politely: “What can I do for you?”

I drew the two shells from my pocket and held them
toward him. “Did you load these?”

The old man took the shells, stroked his beard as he felt
the metal and looked at the paper cylinders, then answered:

“Yes, sir.”

There was elated excitement in my voice as I almost
shouted :

“Recently ?”

“Just a few days ago.”

“Who for?” The eagerness in my tones must have made
the old man suspicious. He looked at me over his glasses
as much as to ask why I was so inquisitive. But when I
opened my coat and permitted him to see just enough of my
press badge to draw his conclusion that I was a detective,
he answered:

“T'HREE men came in and ordered me to load some

-shells with special charges of buckshot; they said they
were going hunting in the canebrakes and needed heavy
loads—something that would stop a bear. Say,” he added
with that air of having thought of something all by himself,
“you know, I thought at the time there was something
wrong ; this ain’t the time of year for that kind of huntin’,
and that’s why I took particular notice of them.”

“Can you describe them?” I asked.

“And keep your mouth shut!”

That order—plainer than anything else he could have said
or done—gave me the comforting assurance that he would
back me up and that he intended to do his part toward the
taming of Flynn.

I did go home, but not to sleep.
slumber. When I did, my sleep was fitful, and far from
restful. I was so near to something tangible, and yet, it
seemed to me, so far. So about mid-afternoon I gave it up
and went to the Police Station.

I couldn’t fall into

l FOUND that Flynn had already made up his mind about

the case. He had decided it was an “inside job,” and that
Roy Maxwell, the youthful express messenger, had helped
with it. He had arrested Maxwell and was “sweating” him.
Flynn felt no compunction about giving the “third degree”
to a suspect—he was a past master in the art of “sweating.”

But I learned, when I had looked into the room, that
“Wise Charley” was not “doing so good” with Maxwell. I
could see him, with his fists doubled, and the left corner of
his mouth twisted sarcastically, as he asked:

“Yuh had the door open, didn’t yuh?”

“Yes,” came the calm reply.

“Yuh knew opening the door was agin orders?” he
thundered, stepping nearer the young messenger. His tones
and actions were menacing.

“Of course,” Maxwell replied, rising, still deliberately
calm, “but—"

“Sit down!” bellowed Flynn, and Maxwell sat down.

“What'd yuh have the door open fer ?” he sneered.

“Why,” Maxwell mumbled sheepishly, “it was so hot—
and the train had stopped—and  (Continued on page 66)



The Gambler with a Heart

“Eddie, you’re thinking the same thing I am, aren’t you
—about that little woman?” asked old Gil Hawkins,
thecon man. Eddie nodded. Both knew that——

By MARK MELLEN

g HO'S that over there in
\K/‘ the corner?” demanded
Izzy the Itch.

“Where?” asked Eddie
Gorman, the book-maker ;
and he and Hymie the
Hyper craned their
necks as they looked
around the room.

That back .oom of
Ivory O’Toole’s cider
“stube” was reserved for
a select group of grifters
by tacit consent of the
other patrons of the
place; and the fact of a
stranger’s presence nat-
urally raised a question.
Gentlemen who live by
their wits must nec-
essarily be wary of
strangers. No tell-
ing when one is to
meet a detective, or
possibly some vic-
tim who has been
“taken” years back
and is still looking
for revenge.

The man who at-
tracted Izzy’s atten-
tion leaned across
the table—the table
farthest removed from the door.
His head was propped on the
palm of one hand, while he
stared into the vacant space be-
fore him, seeing nothing. In
appearance he gave the impression of
being a truck driver on holiday—from lack
of workyand very much discouraged with
his future prospects.

Old Gil, the confidence man, gave
the fellow a quick glance and turned away, then
looked again.

“I know him by sight,” he said. “He’s in at the
counter every second or third evening for his glass
of apple juice. “Ivory!” he called.

Ivory (poor old Ivory, who was forever trying,
unsuccessfully, to make a fortune out of schemes
of high finance) got up from his chair and slowly moved
toward the table where the four friends sat. He dodged
tables and chairs by instinct as he came across the room,

for his eyes didn’t leave the newspaper for
a second.

“Lay off that stuff,” commanded old Gil,
looking at the paper, which was
folded open at a page devoted to
the “ponies.” “The less you have
to do with those
horse-races, the bet-
ter. And the
(Continued on

page 96)

“Can’t say as I know

who Jim is,” replied

Ivory. And he spoke
the truth
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e CRIME

Most criminals leave behind some tell-tale clue,

By ARTHUR HALLECK

account of a mysterious murder which occurred in the

family of my wife, before I married her—from the

detective standpoint. I must tell it from the amateur
standpoint, but at least it will be true. I have, of course,
changed the names of all persons concerned.

A year before, I had come back from France, not in the
best of health, due to experiences in the Great War.
Financially I was well fixed, however, and after a summer
spent in the north woods of Canada, I returned home feeling
fit for the first time since my discharge from the Army.
Then, too, I was happy, for I was engaged to the best girl
in the world. Every man who is in love, and is engaged,
perhaps can say the same thing.

Her name was May Calvert. Her father was a wealthy
physician, seventy-eight years of age. May was twenty-
one. I was twenty-five.

The situation was this: Doctor Bernard Calvert, fa-
mous as a brain specialist and surgeon, at fifty-six had
married Mary Hast, his secretary, who was eighteen. A
vear later, May was born—their only child. Mrs. Calvert,
now at the age of forty, was a beautiful and very attractive
woman, with a husband thirty-eight years her senior, feeble
and bed-ridden.

The thing happened on a Saturday, the twenty-ninth of
October. At about four P. M. that afternoon I received a
telephone call from Ellen, the maid in the Calvert home.
We were at the Newberrys', friends of May, when the call
came. May was puzzled when I told her that Ellen had
asked to have her come home at once.

“Did Ellen ask for you?”

“Yes,” T replied. I was puzzled myself and not disposed
to say much.

Excuses were given and we left.

The Calverts lived in an apartment-house on Park Avenue
and as our car drew near the place, I saw Doctor Purdy,
the Calvert family physician, hurrying to the doorway. He
went up on the elevator just ahead of us.

l AM not a detective, and therefore cannot write the

WHEN we got there he was in Mr. Calvert’s room, and
the door was closed. Ellen met us and took us into
the sitting-room. In broken sentences she told us that Mr.
Calvert was dead.

May gave me a glance, grasped both my hands and I held
her to me until the shock of the thing had passed sufficiently
for her to collect her thoughts. The girl loved her father
devotedly and though she never shed a tear, I knew how
much she was suffering.

Doctor Purdy drew me aside when he came out. His
face was grave.

“I am going to call the Medical Examiner’s office, Mr.
Halleck. There is every evidence that Mr. Calvert was
.strangled to death. Are you going to stay here?”

“Yes,” I replied.
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person planned differently.

“Well, watch the door. Don’t let anyone in there.”

I said nothing to May of what Doctor Purdy had told me
as to the cause of death. We sat and I tried to take her
mind off the terrible happening, but of course it was useless.
She pleaded for permission to go into the room to see her
father, but I had to insist on keeping her out.

An hour later when the young doctor, one of the assist-
ants attached to the Medical Examiner’s office, had ar-
rived and made his examination, he confirmed Doctor
Purdy’s report. Within a half hour several detectives from
Police Headquarters were cluttering up the rooms. Mean-
while I had told May what the Assistant Medical Examiner
had said.

May and I entered the room, accompanied by Doctor
Purdy. Calvert lay on the bed. The blind was drawn, but
there was enough light for us to see the horrible expression
on the dead man’s face. At least, it was horrible to
us, unused to death, and neither May nor I cared to look at
those features long. To me it did not look like Mr. Calvert
at all, and I’'m sure May felt the same. She was too shocked
to speak. Doctor Purdy stood in silence and waited.

It may have been a wrong thing to do—to take May into
the room—for she broke down completely and clung to me
in a paroxysm of grief. Just then Mrs. Calvert entered,
accompanied by Reginald Carew, a young man about
twenty-eight, whom I knew. They both viewed the body
in mystification and grief. Then we all walked out.

COULDN'T figure out how this thing had happened, and,

as a matter of fact, no one else could at that time. Who
had murdered this poor, defenseless old man, lying peace-
fully in his bed, a paralytic on one side of his body and only
able to raise his left hand? Who would want to murder
him? Where was there any cause?

But, even granting a cause, how could it have been ac-
complished ?

The facts were these:

At one-o'clock lunch at the Calvert apartment that Satur-
day, there was Reggie Carew (already mentioned), Mrs.
Calvert, May, and myself. Young Carew was filling the role
of escort and dance partner to the dashing Mrs. Calvert.
Doctor Calvert knew of it, of course, and, whether he liked
it or not, at least he condoned it.

While we were eating and chatting, the old gentleman
was in his room in bed. Ellen had taken him his warm
milk and bite of toast at the lunch hour, and, before May
and I left for the Newberrys’ we stepped in to see him. He
was smiling and kissed May affectionately. That was about
one-thirty.

Mrs. Calvert and Carew left at two-fifteen for the
matinée at the Winter Garden. It being Saturday, Miss
Fraser, the housekeeper, and Lucy Hahn, the cook, had the
afternoon off and they left at one o’clock—as soon as lunch
was served. The only person remaining in the apartment
besides Doctor Calvert, after the departure of Mrs. Calvert
and Carew, was Ellen.

Ellen, it developed (I am giving the result of the detec-
tives’ investigation), went to her room immediately after



Without a CLUE

where they have “pulled the job.”

But—did the plan work?

clearing away the dishes from the table at one-thirty, which
required from five to ten minutes, she said. She left the
dishes in the kitchen for the cook to wash when she re-
turned.

At four o’clock Ellen had come out of her room, mean-
while having been engrossed in reading a story, and passing
the Doctor’s room, had looked in to see how he was. She
found him dead and immediately phoned me at the New-
berrys’, where she knew I had taken May.

From two-fifteen, when Mrs. Calvert and Carew left, to
four o’clock, when Ellen found him dead—one
and three-quarters hours, Doctor Calvert had
been alone. Someone during that time then,
had quietly strangled him. But—the apart-
ment was on the
eighth floor and
the only door lead-

ing out of it was equipped with a
heavy sneck-lock. The elevator
man stated that during the period between two-fifteen,
when he had seen Mrs. Calvert and Carew leave, and four
o'clock, he had taken no one either up or down in the
elevator but whom he knew who they were, and where they
were going. Also that no one had been in his elevator dur-
ing that time who had either gone to or come from the
Calvert apartment.

This statement was easily verified by others. There were
two liveried doormen below, watching the main entrance in
shifts, between seven in the morning until after midnight.
No access was possible from the trade entrance to the
guests’ elevators. No one was allowed in the building who
was not known, or else his business was stated and the

This guilty

person whom he wished to see was communicated with
through the switchboard operator. As to possible admit-

tance by other means than the entrances already referred to,
there was no outside fire-escape and access through a win-
dow was impossible.

How then had the intruder entered, if anyone had entered
at all?
money ?

And why should anyone kill Doctor Calvert? For
Not a thing had been touched in the room. It was
plainly a case of murder from
some cause other than robbery.
And there was not a single clue.
As I have said, I am not a detec-
tive. But this mys-
tery engaged my
undivided interest. |
could think of

“What do you
think about it?”
asked Reggie.
“Do I look like a
murderer?”

nothing else, and there was ample reason for this, for I was
engaged to marry May Calvert, the innocent daughter of
an adored father who had been brutally murdered. I
wanted to know the reason why.

A few days after Doctor Calvert’s burial, his will was
admitted to probate and parts of it were printed in the news-
papers. A great interest was aroused in the case. His
entire fortune, amounting to about two millions, was left
to his wife, with the request that she provide well for her
daughter, May.

Carew had been questioned at length on several occasions
by the Headquarters detectives. They had found nothing
wrong with his story, which was simple enough, and was
supported by Mrs. Calvert, who had been questioned sep-
arately. The three-quarters of an hour which he and Mrs.
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Calvert had spent in the Calvert apartment after May and
I left, was consumed in conversation between them as they
sat in the living-room, he stated. Asked what they had
talked about, he said they had talked about psychology, a
study in which he was interested.

ATURALLY, since Mrs. Calvert was the beneficiary

under the will, and Carew was paying attention to her
before her husband’s death—by violence—also, since she
and Carew were in the apartment three-quarters of an hour,
practically alone, and had opportunity to do violence to
Doctor Calvert, had they so wished, it was not surprising
that suspicion turned against them, although it was not
outspoken. It was an undercurrent of gossip and innuendo.
Nothing could be proven, but it was felt by many who were
familiar with the case that there was something about
Carew that was not right.

His record was thoroughly investigated, not only because
of the things above mentioned, but also because three
months after Doctor Calvert’s death, it was reported that
he was engaged to marry Mrs. Calvert. And this, in spite
of the fact that it had never been open to question as to
whether Mrs. Calvert had loved her aged husband. She had
loved him. I myself knew that, and it had
been a mystery to me why she had ever al
lowed Carew’s attentions. Her husband’s
death had been more of a shock to her than
to anyone else, and this I
knew from my personal
knowledge of her and of all
that had passed.
That was why,
when I heard
that she was

going to marry Carew, I was dumbstruck at the thought.

I have mentioned that the police looked up Carew’s record.
It was found that he had been in New York a little less
than a year, having come from Paris, France. He spoke
French and German fluently and was of a studious nature,
quiet and unassuming. He was an extremely handsome
man and always dressed well. He had no police record.
His life, apparently, had been uneventful.

Those who knew Carew best stated that there was no
question but that he was an idealist and of a very high type
of character, yet when questioned specifically, none seemed
to know much about him. Requests on specific points usu-

May turned on me in a
addy andul’ll 1
marry

day!”

Prue Detective Mysteries

ally succeeded only in bringing out an avowal of a “general
impression” that he was a fine fellow. As to his pleasant,
courteous nature, my own personal knowledge of him
supported this. Before Doctor Calvert’s death I had had
several talks with “Reggie,” as everyone called him. He
interested me as a personality. After the murder, with its
consequent publicity and notoriety for all concerned, Reggie
did not change in the least. He was just as mild, courteous,
unassuming and friendly as ever.

About a week after I first learned of Reggie’s engagement
to Mrs. Calvert, May and I came across him in the dining-
room of the Plaza. He came over at’ once to our table and,
with his usual smile and complimentary remarks, took a
place with us. I had not seen so much of him of late and
I wondered whether the vital topic would, or could be
broached with safety. I wanted to talk about it with him.
I wanted to get his view-point and I also had some things I
wanted to say myself.

But I need not have had any tender feelings in the matter,
for in a few minutes he led into it with the greatest ease

way that sur-
yh:n kg:d :t and nonchalance possible, con-
sidering the circumstances.
Wi e “Oh, T say, Arthur,” he said.
“what are your ideas about all this talk? What do you
think about it? De I look like a murderer? Sometimes it
almost makes me feel guilty, the way people stare at me,
everywhere I go.” Then he turned to May. “Miss Calvert,
I appreciate your feelings. The whole thing is tragic
enough, but nevertheless, what can I do? It is an absurd
thing, it seems to me, to cast suspicion upon me, in some-
thing that is so far-fetched and ridiculous as to be wholly
unthinkable.”

“Then there’s my angle, too, Reggie,” I put in. “Some
say that I have the deep interest that I do have in trying to
solve this mystery, because I feel that May here, who is
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soon to be my wife, has been defrauded out of her share of
her father’s fortune, which I would like to have for myself.
As a matter of fact, I am independently wealthy, and every-
one who knows me, knows that I could have no interest in
it whatsoever in that respect.”

“I believe you,” said Reggie. “There you are! It’s an-
other case of ‘what people say.. If they can’t find somethiug
to talk about in my affairs, then they will find something
wrong with yours, since we both happen to be in the head-
lines. Half of it is these damn reporters,” he added with a
wry smile. “No person is safe from their misrepre-
sentations.”

“And yet sometimes they find out things by their persis-
tence, that work for justice,” commented May, in an even,
cold tone that had bitterness in it.

CAREW only smiled and passed off the remark, seeming
not in the least affected. After we had left I told May
that I intended to cultivate Reggie’s society.
“What for—because you like him?” ;
“No,” I replied, “because I have a purpose in it.”

When I had found out these things I said to May:
“Your prospective father-in-law certainly gives the im-
pression of being a paragon of virtue.”

“That’s just what Mother says. She says he is that.”
She looked at me eagerly. “I am anxious to know whether
you think he really is—after you have found out everything
you can about him ?”

“Well, I don’t know, May,” I replied thoughtfully. And
I was telling the truth. I hadn’t yet made up my mind. As
a matter of fact, I had a whole lot to learn.

MEANWHILE I was getting impatient with the delay
that May was insisting upon in regard to our marriage.
She stated that she loved me, that she intended to marry me,
and was going to set a definite date for the wedding. How-
ever, she hadn’t set the date, the weeks were passing, and
there was little prospect of her doing so. Finally, one day
when she and her mother and I were together, I grew serious
and pinned her down.
She turned on me in a way that surprised me: “Find out
who killed my Daddy and I'll marry you the next day!” she

“MRS. CALVERT looked up at me again and a slight smile played
about her pretty lips. It was almost a sneer. Then came, in an

even, quiet voice.

“‘A Broadway bum; that’'s what he was, a Broadway bum.
The white-livered liar!’

low-down cad!

The

“As she spoke, she reached to a drawer in the stand near her,

pulled out a——"

“It’s a shame, the way he has Mother twirled around his
little finger,” she replied. “I don’t understand it. It worries
me. If you can find out anything about him that we don’t
know, do it—please do it!” She paused and looked at me
appealingly, with tears in her eyes. “I would give my own
life to know who killed Daddy!”

“I know you would, dear,” I said quietly, and I gave her
hand a squeeze. “And one of these days we are going to
find out.”

I kept my word. I did cultivate Reggie. I was able to
do so because I think he somehow felt there was a bond of
sympathy between us, from the remark I had made when
we were dining together at the Plaza that day.

AFTER a few weeks, we grew to be quite chummy. But
I must in truth say that I found nothing in either his
conversation or manner which might indicate in the slightest
degree that he was not sincere in his attentions to Mrs.
Calvert, or had not always been so. I sought out some of
his more intimate friends and I diligently cultivated their
acquaintance also, but everything I could learn only served
to strengthen thé impression that here at last, in the midst
of gay, reckless New York, was a young man of almost
unbelievable uprightness of character and high moral con-
duct. It appeared (and I do not say this in sarcasm) that
he had never done wrong. I say it appeared so. He was so
strict with himself, in fact, that he never allowed himself to
indulge in a drink of liquor, and his friends said he re-
frained from smoking because (as he himself stated) he
simply didn’t like it, though the inference was, he believed
it to be an undesirable habit and a discredit to a young
man.

retorted. Then she burst out crying, and rushing to her
room, locked herself in.

I was getting myself into a mess. Did the girl suspect
that I had killed her father? I mention this because at the
time I really did wonder about this, for May had been acting
rather queerly of late. She had not been herself. She had
said that mayhe somebody had administered slow poison to
her father and that he had not been strangled at all. I won-
dered about that too. Maybe she thought / had, with the
expectation that she was to be given all of her Dad’s money
when he died.

All this may sound absurd, but -it didn’t seem at all absurd
to me then, at that time. I racked my brain through that
period, thinking about the thing until I grew thin and pale.
I got into the habit of lying awake nights thinking about it,
trying to figure out a theory of how the murder had been
committed—some new theory. The police had thought out
every theory possible, or what they thought possible.

lT was during this time that I made an appointment to see

Doctor Purdy. When I walked into his office he looked
me over appraisingly and said: “Now, what the devil is
the matter with you, young fellow? Do you imagine you
are sick?” The old gray-haired physician had a twinkle in
his kindly eyes as he said this and he shook me by the
shoulder in a friendly way. Then he looked at me more
closely. “You don’t look quite so well as when I saw you
last. Worrying about your coming marriage, my boy? Is
that it?”

I sat down and did not reply right away. He looked at
me keenly over the top of his glasses and waited.

“Doctor,” I said, “what evidence (Continued on page 83)



For a

CHINAMAN'S GOLD

company physician of

the Stony Creek Min-

ing Corporation, of
Stony Creek, at the time
Sam Wong, the laundryman, was mysteriously shot in that
God forsaken town. It caused a great stir there, chiefly,
I think, because there was a peculiar coincidence connected
with it,

The coincidence was that at about the time Sam Wong
was shot, a string of pearls worth $250,000 disappeared from
off the person of one Frisco Irish, a thug, who had sup-
posedly stolen them.

Another Chinaman was mixed up in the deal. His name
was Sing Ling, and he owned and ran the combination
restaurant and opium dive where Frisco was found “doped
up.” The Sheriff felt that Sing was a bad egg and that he
had association with the underworld of San Francisco—
from which place the missing necklace had been stolen.
Anyhow, Sing admitted having “frisked” Frisco. His story
was that he did that with all of his patrons while they were
under the influence of the drug, so he could “take care of
their valuables,” if any—they being irresponsible when in
this condition.

Sing said he discovered the pearls on going through
Frisco’s pockets, and that he laid them on a table near by,
and the next thing he knew they had disappeared. Someone
had taken them when he had his back turned.

The Sheriff didn’t believe this story and he locked Sing
in the town jail. I was brought into the case through the
fact that the Sheriff could not wake up Frisco Irish. Had
Sing loaded the pipe with an extra big dose of opium for
reasons of his own?

I WAS the assistant

IT was soon after I had brought Frisco to consciousness

that I was called to the side of Sam Wong, and the
thought occurred to me that maybe there was something
in~Sing’s story. Maybe the pearls had been taken from
Sing’s place, and maybe Sam Wong was the man who stole
them. Why? For no other reason except that Sam now
had a bullet in him. After all, it wasn’t a coincidence—
it was just a connection—maybe.

I attended Sam. He died from the effect of his wound,
within a few hours of being shot. Meanwhile, Doctor
Allen Beecher, to whom I was assistant, had become inter-
ested in this peculiar situation. When Beecher wasn’t
drunk he was credited with having a shrewd sense of the
fitness and value of things. Doctor Beecher seemed to be
interested in the fact that where there was once a $250,000
string of pearls, there was now nothing. Where then were
these pearls?

I also was becoming vitally interested about this time, for,
the - day after I attended Sam Wong at Dave Henderson’s
lonely cabin, near where he had been shot by some person
unknown, I had a hard time waking up. At about noon I
opened my eyes to the world, wondering what it was all
about. I never felt so dopey in my life, and a little later,
after I was through shaving, I became curious about a tiny,
suspicious-looking spot on my left arm.
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By DOCTOR ROSWELL BAILEY
As told to CARL EASTON WILLIAMS

Was that spot the mark
of a hypodermic needle?

I began to think. I had
slept by Sam Wong’s
corpse that night, and
when I awoke had found it had been removed from my side
and was on a table. I also found (and it greatly aroused my
curiosity) that Doctor Beecher had paid a call at the
cabin while I was asleep. As I say, I was thinking all
the while that following day, as I tried to collect my senses,
and I decided that something was wrong.

It was not so long after this that I made a startling dis-
covery—if my suspicions were true. Stuck to the under
side of Doctor Beecher’s desk in his office I found a goodly
number of wads of gum. The Doc didn't chew gum.

I hurried to my safe-deposit vault in the local bank, ask-
ing no questions and not even taking the time to stop and
investigate what might be inside the gum wads—if any-
thing.

Nothing else could it be. I was sure of it! Someone
had opened Sam Wong’s stomach and had taken therefrom
$250,000 in pearls. And that someone was——

l TOLD the Sheriff my suspicions, and together we went
to examine Sam Wong’s body. It was, truly, just a little
bit uncanny to find that it was as we expected—that is, that
the body had been opened. And it was a neat job. It was
not butchery, such as an unskillful hand might have per-
petrated. There was the skill of the surgeon, the careful
cleavage between the muscles, and all neatly laid back into
place after the opening. Even the carting of the body across
the back of a broncho had not much disturbed the perfect-
fitting edges of the incision.

““Do you see, Sheriff,” I said, “that this is a job such as
only a doctor would be able to do? You see where it points ?”

“Oh, I see that all right. It’s a surgeon’s work. The only
question is—which surgeon?”

“Just what do you mean?”

“Why, the only trouble with that, Doc, is that it cuts two
ways, d'you see? Beecher will naturally say that you did
this little job. Sam Wong was cut open. This was your
case.”

I caught my breath: The implication staggered me!

“Besides, how did you know about this?” asked the
Sheriff.

“Why—by deduction, of course.”

He laughed. “How do I know you knew it by deduction ?”

l HESITATED. This was, indeed, an unexpected turn
in the case. The mystery would at last be solved—by
fastening the whole thing upon me.
not think what to say.

“You spent the night out there, alone with him, you
know,” added the Sheriff.

And now another thought occurred to me, that made me
feel weak and faint. Beecher did not now have the pearls—
or at least I thought he didn’t. They were—probably—at
this very moment deposited in my own safe deposit vault,’
in wne wads of gum. Perhaps after all, now, my best hope

For a moment I could



A man who risks his life to win a fortune, usually
resorts to desperate methods—but no man has
tried more desperate methods, nor more clever
ruses, than those employed by the crafty

lay in the chance that I really had made a silly mistake, and
a fool of myself at the same time.

The Sheriff was watching me, shrewdly, with a grim little
smile—or was it a friendly smile? I could not tell. I stood
there stupidly trying to think. It was all very embarrassing.
Perhaps 1 looked guilty.

“Do you get me, Doc?” the Sheriff said.
pearls? Hand them over.”

As a matter of fact, I was—probably—in a position to do
that very thing, though he didn’t know that yet.

“But, of course, you think that I'm telling you the truth?”
I faltered.

“Sure, I know that,” he replied, laughing. “But when it
comes to a show-down, Beecher can fasten it on you better
than you can on him. I may have to lock you up yet, Doc.”

“Where are the

Oriental, Sing Ling

Was that spot
the mark of a
hypodermic
needle?

However, just at
this point, when it
looked dark, T saw a
light. This was the
thought of the possi-
ble clash between
Joe Gates and’
Beecher, and 1T now
hoped that 1 had
paved the way for
this. Gates had ac-
companied Beecher
to the cabin where
Beecher had oper-
ated on Sam Wong,
and 1 felt sure that Shifty Joe was in on the crooked deal.
With my general stupidity in the whole affair, I thought now
with some consolation that at least I had done one bit of cute
work in saying to Beecher that Joe was “looking for him.”
If those wads of chewing gum were what I thought,
Beecher would suspect Gates, and Shifty Joe would mis-
construe the Doctor’s position. Yet, of course, I might be
wrong about the whole business. But in a case like that,
one clutches at a straw.

“The only hitch in the program of fastening anything on
me, Sheriff, comes about through Joe Gates getting sore at
Beecher.”
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“What’s that ?”

“Well, there’s a little more I didn’t tell you, Sheriff-

“Well, I'll be gum-swizzled,” he broke in. “Here’s me
puzzling all about this mystery all day, and you come
along a half hour after I saw you last and got it all ﬁgured
out clear. Shoot it quick.”

“Well, it was this way——"

But at this point Frank Green, the deputy, burst into the
room.

“Better come along with me, Sheriff—something doing.”

BUT already the Sheriff had his hat on his head and was
on his way to the door. “Doc Beecher and Shifty
Joe——?”" :

“Right. How'd you guess it? I been shadowing the Doc,
as you told me. I listened at the door—and there was one
whale of a row. I heard what they said. Joe went away,
but he said he was coming back

“Sure—he’s going back with his gun. We’ll wait inside
the door and pick him up before anything happens. I know
all about it. Come on, Doc.”

By this time we were out on the street. It seems, how-
ever, that Gates did not go all the way to his room at the
Stony Creek Hotel for his own gun. Instead he borrowed
Jimmy Young’s six-shooter. When we saw him he was
just opposite the administration building, that is, opposite
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former colleague, that it was, after all, a fortunate ending
for him. Better to go this way, quickly, than to go by the
processes of a disease with which I knew he was afflicted,
that would gradually eat away his brain and central nervous
system. This was the lesser tragedy.

“Just to think,” I said—‘“three men shot to death over a
little string of white stones.”

“Hell!” said the Sheriff, “and the mystery still remains.
Where is it? Where are they?”

“As to that,” I replied, “I may be able to help you out.”

“My God, Doc, you got this whole thing sewed up.”

“Can’t help it. Feel my hair, back here—all sticky?
That’s chewing gum.”

“But what the devil’s that got to do with it?”

“Why, I bumped my head, reaching for my fountain--
pen top, under his table, see?” And with that I reached
my hand under the table and felt around again, this time

- perhaps more thoroughly than at the time of my former

hasty action. Anyway, there was one wad of gum that I
had overlooked. “Wait, here’s one I missed!” I said, hold-
ing it up triumphantly.

A quizzical smile spread over the Sheriff’s face.
mean—you missed this one with your hair?”

But by this time I had picked up a knife, and was ex-
ploring the wad of gum, confidently expecting to find a
little hard stone in its center. But the knife cut straight

“You

HE three of us broke into a run.
“When Gates was half way across the street, he looked up at

the windows. In another instant there was a shot—from one of the
windows. Shifty Joe drew his right hand from his coat pocket, and

my office windows, and starting to cross the street. The
three of us broke into a run.
When Gates was half way across the stgeet, he looked up

at the windows. In another instant there was a shot—"_ .
one of the windows. Shifty Joe drew his right hand
from his coat pocket, and almost before we could see it, he
too, had fired—up at the window. For the next three or
four seconds all Stony Creek resounded with the roar of
a pitched battle, for both Beecher and Gates were firing as
fast as they could empty their guns.
Then silence.

AS the thick smoke cleared we saw Gates turn deliberately

around to walk away. He took just three steps, and
then his knees bent and he drooped down—sort of wilted
into the dirt.

Again we started on the run. “Go and pick him up,
Frank,” said the Sheriff. “I'll go up-stairs.”

I ran with Frank to the body sprawled in the dirt of the
street. One glance told me that he was gone, and I followed
the Sheriff up to our office. The door was locked, and I
pulled out my key. Beecher had crumpled up under the
window. He was lifeless. I examined him quickly, and
then we stretched him out on the floor.

The Sheriff stepped to the window. Already a crowd
had gathered.

“Frank,” called the Sheriff, “borrow that wagon over
yonder and take both of them away. Lay them out along-
side of the Chink.”

Ixeﬂectul,aslhﬁd.althestnﬂ,rechmngfomof my

through. 1 divided it into smaller sections.
them. Nothing but pure gum.

“That’s funny,” I commented. The Sheriff was watch-
ing me.

“You better sleep all by yourself from now on, Doc,” he
remarked cryptically.

My face felt hot, and I knew it had flushed red. Maybe,
after all, my mind had gone. I stepped back, and tripped
over Beecher’s body. There he was. There was no doubt
about him!

“Sheriff, I guess you and I had better search this office
some more.”

“I guess so, t0o.” He took off his hat.
the chewing gum?”

“Well, I thought, you know—because Beecher didn’t chew
gum—why, he——"

“Say, Doc—that’s right,” exclaimed the Sheriff—'"he
chewed tobacco!”

“Well,” T went on. “I had to work fast. Saw him cross-
ing the street, so I jammed the gum wads into a handker-
chief and put it in my vault at the bank.”

“All right; we’ll just go and get it and look it over.”

I squeezed

“But what about

THE bank was now closed, but the official in charge

opened it for the Sheriff. A few minutes later the two
of us sat at the Sheriff’s desk in his office with wads of
discarded chewing gum spread before us. The first lump
was another false alarm. Nothing but ‘gum. My heart
sank. But the Sheriff kept on, and the next wad—ah, the
next contained a beautiful pearl! What a relief! After
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all, I had been right.

We spent some time extricating and polishing the pearls,
using hot water later to soften the gum. All the jewels now
needed was a string. They were beautiful, to us, who knew
so little about precious stones, though they seemed tem-
porarily discolored in spots by the gum and hot water.

The Sheriff thén had Frisco Irish brought in. The crook
entered with a grin.

“Here, Frisco—"

“T told you my name was Ingram—Frank Ingram.”

“Well, anyway, you see we got your pearls back again.”

“Thank you, Sheriff. I didn’t know they were gone.”

“Do you know that three men have been shot to death—
over these pearls?”

“Oh, gosh! I heard some shooting. Too damn bad, ain’t
it, Sheriff ?”

“Well, they ought to be precious, after all that,” I put in.

“But to tell the truth,” said the fellow, with a queer smile,
“I only paid ten dollars for them.”

“You what?”

“lI paid ten dollars.
pearls. I was going to give them to
Jessie. Here, I think " and fumbling
in his pockets he pro-
duced a sales-slip
from Black & Com-
pany, jewelers, in San

They're good

‘““Sam Wong
was cut open.
This was your
case,” said the
Sheriff. The
implication
staggered me!

Francisco. “Best make there is,

Sheriff.” «
This time it was the Sheriff Y
whose face was flushed. He was ¥

fingering over the pearls uncertainly. He put

on his glasses for a closer inspection.

“By the way, Sheriff, what you holding me
for—that’s what I want to know!”

“Wait a minute,” said that worthy official, and he reached
for the telephone. In another five minutes Wallace Fisher,
mining engineer and mineralogist, entered the room. He
scratched one of the stones with a knife, and said that it
was paste.

“I could grind up some fish scales, bind them with
paraffin and some hardening material, and make you some

pearls as good as this one—for a dollar a string, in quan-

tities.”

“My God—I was stung!
came from the prisoner.

It was too much for the -Sheriff.

“Thank you, Wally,” said the Sheriff, and the mineralogist
departed.

Ten berries.” This remark

“You s:;ly three men were killed over ten dollars—I mean,

one dollar’s worth of this junk?”

The Sheriff gave the fellow one withering look.

“What you holding me for?” the man repeated.

“Damned if I know, Frisco. Get out.”

“Thanks, Sheriff. I'll do that.” Whereupon he picked up
the loose stones from the desk and poured them into his
pocket. Two or three fell on the floor, but he paid no
attention to them.

He had no sooner left than Sing Ling was brought in.

“I guess you're clear, too, Sing,” said the Sheriff.
“We've all had enough trouble out of this fool business.
You go back to your chop suey.”

But Sing Ling shook his head.
back—Flisco. S’long.”

“All right, Sing—anywhere you like. Good-by.” And
then he added, after the door had closed behind the China-

“No like um now. Go

man, “The whole
blooming thing’s a
joke!”

“But not for Sam
Wong, or Shifty, or
Beecher,” 1 cor-
rected.

“Suffering
Mike, that’s
right,” he re-

plied, snapping his fingers. Then
he reached for his pen and wrote
a telegram to the authorities in San Francisco.

The Frank Ingram person, better known as Frisco Irish,
left town within half an hour, on the horse that Doctor
Beecher had purchased from Jimmy Young. He got it for
a song. Sing Ling followed him twenty minutes later,
taking the same trail, having made a quick deal with Charley
See, who took over the business. Sing Ling had his own
horse back, of course.

With Beecher out of the office, I spent the rest of the
day moving things about and (Continued on page 83)
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MAN with

Why would a man of unsmirched character desert a beautiful

without a word of explanation?

When Detective Fox made

case,” he stumbled onto the strangest discovery

morning was an unusual type—beautiful but not self-
conscious. She neither primped nor preened, nor in
any other way attempted to convey a personal aware-
ness of her own attractiveness. And she was really beau-
tiful, in face, form, carriage, and general expression. Her
soft, gray eyes, with their touches of gold and jade inter-
mingled, looked out from their frame of curling lashes with
such kindliness and understanding as to cause one to believe
that she saw only good in even the vilest of God’s creatures.

I quickly sensed, however, that this woman had suffered
a great injury—something which had hurt her to the very
remotest depth of her soul. And I felt instinctively that
her understanding of humanity and its frailties had made
it possible for her to meet the blow standing up.

She was not long in confirming the correctness of my
guess.

“Mr. Fox,” she began, immediately upon seating herself
in the chair I had indicated, “I understand that you con-
duct a private investigating business——"

She paused, and I nodded.

“I came to you because I wish that no publicity be con-
nected with this—that is, no more than has already been
necessary.”

“I understand, madam.”

“I am Mrs. Monroe—Mrs. Thomas Monroe——"

I am sure I looked my surprise. This woman, so calmly
stating her business, was the wife, then, of a.man who had
lately disappeared under spectacular circumstances. The
case had been, seemingly, utterly unexplainable, and was,
[ knew, still upon the police docket as an unsolved mystery.

Monroe, credited with being an unusually successful life
insurance salesman, had for some unknown reason failed
to return home one night. Early the following morning his
automobile had been found parked near the edge of the
lake a few miles out from the city, and just off the main
highway. The wind-shield had been shattered by a heavy
boulder which still lay inside the car. A number of papers
relative to Monroe’s business and bearing his name, were
scattered about the front seat, as though carelessly dis-
carded in a hurried rifling of the man’s pockets.

THE woman who was ushered into my office that

T was believed at first that Monroe had been murdered

and his body thrown into the lake—a theory that was
strengthened by the discovery of a hole in the thin ice near
the shore.

But persistent dragging of the lake in that vicinity had
failed to locate the body. And because the water was com-
paratively still in that particular spot, it was not thought
possible that the body could have been carried farther out
into the lake by an undercurrent. So the search was finally
abandoned, and the general opinion seemed to be that
Monroe had willfully absconded, leaving behind such obvious
clues as the broken wind-shield and the scattered papers for
the purpose of making it appear that he had been attacked,
and probably murdered.

No reason for his apparent desire to get away could be
found. His reputation, so far as was publicly known, was
without a smirch. His accounts with his company were
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found to be in perfect condition. It appeared, furthermore,
that the domestic life of the Monroes had been unusually
congenial, that almost perfect happiness had been experi-
enced by the pair. No one could understand why Monroe
should willingly desert the wife he had apparently loved,
and who seemed to possess as great a love for him.

And now, having met the man's wife, my own wonder
was increased to the nth degree.

I saw that the woman had suffered grief, humiliation
and suspense—as deeply, perhaps, as it is possible for mor-
tals to suffer. And yet she was able to talk of the tragedy
without a tremor in her low voice. If ever I have seen
perfect poise, that woman had it.

“Yes, Mrs. Monroe,” I said. “I believe the police depart-
ment has conscientiously tried every means of- solving that
mystery.”

“Yes, I suppose so,” she agreed.

“Is it something else, then, that you wished to consult
me about ?”

llNo-l)

WAITED. It was impossible to_be brusque with this

woman. Finally, having apparently overcome either her
reluctance to discuss her affairs with me, or having decided
that she could trust me, or perhaps both, she drew from
her handbag a small, black, leather-covered memorandum
book and handed it to me.

“I found it in the pocket of an old coat of Tom's, one
which he had not worn for some time.”

The book was practically new, with only the slightly
bent edges of the covers to indicate that it had been carried
at all. Not a single entry had been made in the book; even
the space for the owner’s name and address had not been
filled in.

But when I passed the edges of the blank pages reflec-
tively over my thumb, I found a scrap of paper tucked into
the book. It turned out to be a picture of a woman, and
it had been clipped from a magazine of some sort—the
paper, I noticed, was of a better quality than the news-
papers use.

I glanced at Mrs. Monroe. Her eyes were riveted upon
the picture. Then, as she raised her eyes to meet mine, I
saw quite plainly the suffering that she tried so bravely to
conceal.

Before I had voiced the question in my mind, she shook
her head.

“I do not know who ‘it is—I never saw the original, I
am sure.”

“And the book—it belonged to your husband?”

“I can only suppose that it did. I never saw it before.”

“You said nothing about this to the police?”

I knew, of course, that she had not. I was merely seeking
some way of breaking through her reticence. It seemed
hard for her to put into words the thought that was evi-
dently in her mind.

Then, without preface, she told it all, with a rapid flow
of words but in a voice that was remarkably under
control.

“I never for an instant suspected Tom of caring for
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wife and a prosperous business—
his search for the “woman in the
of his career

By Detective GEORGE FOX
As told to E. M. JOHNSON

another woman,” she
said. “But, Mr. Fox,
I simply cannot endure
this mystery any longer.
If there was another
woman, I want to
know it. I could understand her love for him—Tom was
capable of inspiring love, if any man was. I could even
forgive Tom—he was no less human than any other man.
But if he died with a secret in his heart—you see it is
almost impossible for me to believe that he is not dead—
if he died shielding a hidden love, that secret must re-
main hidden from the rest of the world, if such a thing is
possible. That's why I have come to you, Mr. Fox. I

“Who was this
woman whose pic-
ture was in my
husband’s pocket?”

must know who could wish Tom out
of the way—I must know! His
death cannot go unavenged!”

I was moved to wonder just then
whether her desire to find her hus-
band’s slayer—if he had indeed been
slain—was the real, compelling motive which had brought
this woman to my office, or had her vanity been hurt and
her jealousy aroused? Did she want to learn, above all
else, if there had indeed been another woman in her hus-
band’s heart? It did not seem to me possible that such
an amount of vanity could exist in this well-poised woman.
Still, why had she withheld evidence of any nature what-
soever from the police if her sole wish had been to find her
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husband’s possible slayer? Of course, she might have been
actuated—as she said—by the desire to shield her husband’s
reputation and to avoid unpleasant publicity.

S if comprehending my unspoken thought, she said:
“Tom has been gone two months now, Mr. Fox, and each
day this agony of suspense cuts deeper and deeper. 1 can
find no peace anywhere. 1 keep seeing his body lying in
some deserted place. Or I see him wandering helplessly
about, as though he were lost and did not know what he
was doing. It is a terrible feeling—it almost drives me
insane at times.” She paused for a moment, and then con-
tinued: “I have been doing everything I can possibly find
to do about the house, in order to keep myself occupied.
A few days ago I began an onslaught on the attic, thinking
to get rid of all the useless things stored there. It was
then that I came upon the book, in an old coat packed away
with other worn or discarded clothing. It gave me a shock.
Who was this woman whose picture was in my husband’s
pocket? Did she have some connection with the awful
thing that had happened? It bothered me; I couldn’t get
it out of my mind. Then I thought that perhaps God had
ordained that- I should find the picture—that it might prove
to be a clue—"
I took another look at the picture. Something caught and
held my gaze. I was sure that I had never actually seen

among cakes of ice by some boys on New Year's Day.

And then I looked up the date of the disappearance of
Thomas Monroe. It was December 28th.

I said nothing to Mrs. Monroe of the discovery I had
just made. I wanted time in which to. assemble facts and
suspicions into some sort of working plan before I men-
tioned them. The discovery might mean nothing at all, of
course. On the other hand, it might be of the utmost
importance.

So far as I was concerned, the present interview was at
an end. I believed that the woman had given me all the
facts that were in her possession.

After a moment more, Mrs. Monroe quietly arose. I
noticed that her hands were clenched until the knuckles
protruded like tiny white marbles. Her voice was steady
and determined when she said:

“If Tom loved another, and chose her in preference to
me, I shall have nothing more to say, because I—I loved
him that way, Mr. Fox. But I must know! You under-
stand, do you not? And if his life has been taken—that,
too, I must know. It is this uncertainty that is killing me!”

Then she turned and walked rapidly out of the office.

BY this time I was seething with interest in the case. I
read everything I could find in connection with the

finding of the woman's body in the river at Toledo. Her

FIGHTING against the black tide about to swallow me, I made a
desperate lunge forward with my whole body, at the same time
drawing my gun. I butted the maniac under the chin wlth ‘my bleed-
ing head, and backed him agamst the thlck hedge.

that woman, but there was something strangely familiar
about her features—something reminiscent about the crooked
little smile that held me for the moment fascinated.

I do not know what it was that prompted my next ques-
tion, unless it was an attempt on the part of my subconscious
mind to collect certain half-forgotten facts into a more or
less definite idea. I wasn’t aiming, consciously, at any cer-
tain thing when I asked: “How long have you and Mr.
Monroe resided in Cleveland?”

“Less than a year,” the woman answered. “Tom was
transferred here from the Toledo office the first of
August: -

Toledo! And then I knew! I drew out a scrap-book in
which I kept newspaper cuts of missing persons, descrip-
tions of suspects being sought in connection with various
crimes, and photographs of criminals for whom a dragnet
was being thrown out.

l CAME across the picture of a woman whose body had
been fished out of the Maumee River near Toledo. It tal-
lied with the picture brought me by Mrs. Monroe. The
coroner’s jury, it seemed, had given a verdict of suicide,
but the police were not entirely convinced that it should not
have been murder instead. The bruises on the woman’s
head might have been the result of striking the rocks as
she feil, but the police held that they were such as could
have caused her death before she had been thrown into the
river.

And the date upon which the body had been found
was two months previous!. It had heen found floating

name, I found, was Ruth Eastland, and she had been a
prominent figure in the industrial life of the city because
of her active interest in welfare work, particularly among
the young girl workers. The picture Mrs. Monroe had
brought me had, without doubt, been cut from some factory
publication such as most industrial plants put out at regular
intervals.

HAD an intimate friendship existed between Ruth East-
land and Thomas Monroe while the man lived in Toledo ?
And had something, or some one, interfered in that friend-
ship and caused Monroe, in a fit of jealous anger, to do
away with the woman, afterward committing suicide? Or
had there been a third party interested to the extent, per-
haps, of taking the lives of both and thus ending the ill-
starred friendship?

Or was it mere coincidence that the woman had either
taken her own life or been murdered in one city, while on
practically the same date the man, in another city, had
either lost his life or voluntarily made dramatic exit in
some other way?

Might not the presence of the woman's picture in the
man’s pocket be explained by mere impersonal interest in
and admiration for the achievements of a co-worker and
fellow-citizen?” As salesman of life insurance policies in
which, under the group insurance plan, many of the fac-
tories had interested themselves, it was not unlikely that
he had met Ruth Eastland purely in a business manner and
that, having come across her picture in a magazine, he had
preserved it out of friendly interest alone.
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I felt that the first thing to do was to investigate Mon-
roe’s life in Toledo.

This lapping back had, I learned, been pretty thoroughly
done by the police and their detectives when the search for
Monroe was being pushed. Apparently nothing damaging
to the man’s reputation had been dug up. His business ac-
counts had all been straight and his ability as a salesman had
been such as to win him promotion.

However, in my lone prowlings I came upon a surprising
as well as significant thing. Thomas Monroe had had a
secret. That secret was ten thousand dollars’ worth of se-
curities, which had been deposited with a large trust com-
pany in Toledo and were, evidently, being held in trust for
some person, relative or otherwise.

I managed an interview with the president of the
company and found that he was greatly concerned over
the matter. He seemed glad to talk with some one
about it.

“The fact is, Mr. Fox,” he confided,
“Mr. Monroe had just secured ten thou-
sand dollars on those securities at the time
of his disappearance. The se-
curities are, of course, worth a
great deal more than the
original ten thousand—they
have accumulated
dividends through-
out the seventeen
years they have been
held by our com-
pany until they
have practically
doubled themselves.
This was the first
occasion upon which
they —had, in any
way, been made use
of by Mr. Monroe.
He offered no defi-
nite explanation
either for this call,

Would Nina Lee
recognize him?

saying only that it was an
urgent need, and that he hoped
to be able to replace the loan
within a reasonable time.” "

“And these securities, Mr. Pitman—you have no knowl-
edge as to whom they will eventually go?”

Mr. Pitman then showed me the memorandum that accom-
panied the securities. It was signed by Thomas Monroe,
and read as follows: ;

In the event of my death occurring before March 31st, 1926,
the securities shall become the property of one Nina Lee Mon-
roe, 19 Oak Terrace, Detroit, free from all restrictions, the
day following above-mentioned date.

“And this is the last of February,” I commented.

Mr. Pitman nodded. “I am glad that you came, Mr. Fox.
I feel that you should have the complete facts. Bound to
secrecy as we are with regard to all our clients’ affairs, I
should not have deemed it within the rights of our com-
pany to disclose these facts without such an inquiry as
yours. Mr. Monroe’s death has not yet been made an es-

tablished fact, you understand.”

- “Thank you, Mr. Pitman. I am exceedingly interested
in the case myself,” T told him, “and if it is at all possible to
clear the thing up, I mean to do so.”
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[ left him then to take up the trail of the mysterious Nina
Lee. Who and what she was, or what relation she bore to
the missing Thomas Monroe, I hadn't the slightest inkling.
She might be an ex-wife, a sister, or even a daughter, since
she carried the family name. I had a hunch that the wife
of Thomas Monroe—the woman who had engaged me to
ferret out the mystery of her husband’s disappearance—
had no more knowledge of the existence of said Nina Lee
than I had. So I did not consult Mrs. Monroe on the matter,
but proceeded at once to Detroit.

But before leaving Toledo, I made every possible effort
to learn if there had been any known friendship existing
between Thomas Monroe and Ruth Eastland. I failed, how-
ever, to find a single person who could say with any assur-
ance that the pair were even acquaintances.

On that angle I was puzzled, but I did not discard the idea
that the two cases were in some way connected. I set it
aside for future consideration. And now that another
mysterious person had entered the picture I found myself
floundering in a sea of possibilities. Eventually, I felt, I
would come upon a thread of
evidence strong enough to
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She gave me a long, hard look.

“It’s not for me to say what relation he anay or may
not be to Nina Lee. s that all you want to know ?”

The woman, of course, had exactly the information I
needed. But she was excited and thoroughly unmanageable.

I pulled out a heavy black cigar and lit it. Then I settled
myself comfortably in a chair. Seeing that I meant to'stay
until she was ready to talk, the woman studied me intently
for a long moment. At last she spoke in a frightened, un-
certain voice.

“If you are really a detective, maybe—maybe you will
help us. There’s a strange man prowling about the garden.
I'm almost certain he’s trying to kidnap Nina Lee. She's
out for a ride, thank God! There’s nobody but women
here, and we're scared to death. Oh, I ought to have called
the police long ago, but I don’t know what to do——"

Satisfied that the woman was speaking the truth, I hur-
riedly followed her through the back hall, and then went
alone into the garden. I poked about and searched and
listened. But I heard nothing and saw nothing. I was
about ready to kick myself
for wasting time here when

haul me to the shore of a
solution, although one can
never be sure of anything in
a case like this.

Nina Lee Monroe was not
hard to locate—that is, I had
no difficulty in finding her
number on Oak ' Terrace.
The house was one of old-
time grandeur and seemed to
have stood, at an earlier day,
in solitary splendor, sur-
rounded only by the well-
kept grounds of a beautiful
country place. Now it was
on the edge of a new real
estate development.

A maid answered my ring,
but when I asked for Nina
L.ee Monroe she gave me a
queer look. Nina Lee was
not at home, she said. The
sight of my badge seemed to
throw the girl into a state of
nervous fear- and she
slammed the door in my face.

But I was there to learn
something of Nina Lee Mon-
roe, and I was not to be
thwarted in my errand. I
rang again, determinedly.
The door was answered this
time by a buxom, middle-
aged woman, who peered at
me searchingly through
thick-lensed glasses. Her
manner indicated great agi-
tation.

Address your
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my attention was attracted by
the figure of a man who was
approaching the garden by
way of the graveled drive-
way. He was of medium
build, thin-faced, his clothes
torn and dirty. He walked
with a peculiar lurching gait,
as if unable to maintain
proper balance. In some
ways his walk resembled that
of a drunken man, and yet it
was unlike that, too.

I noticed that a curtain at
a window on the upper floor
was quickly drawn aside.
Then I saw the face of the
housekeeper framed in the
window. She gave me a
quick nod and withdrew.

And then, without warning,
I was engaged in a battle
with a human whirlwind.

With a sudden lunge the
man was upon me; the
weight of his body was
catapulted against me with
such force as to set me rock-
ing un