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It every married woman

True Detective Mysteries

had a trained nurse for a sister

OME of the most important
things in a woman’s life are
the most difficult todiscuss, and
one of them is the subject of
feminine hygiene. Thousands of
women today are running con-
tinual risk through the use of
poisonous, caustic antiseptics
such as bichloride of mercury
or the compounds of carbolic
acid.
Physicians deplore the use
of these dangerous germicides,
but many women are too shy or

=

A whole medicine
chest in itself

Zonite kills germs.
That is why Zonite is
valuable for so many
different purposes.

For prevention against
colds, coughs, grippe
and influenza.

For a daily mouth-wash
to guard against pyor-
rhea and other gum in-
fections.
Forcuts,wounds,burns
and scratches.

For use as a deodorant.

R ber that Zonite,

timid to ascertain the real facts.

th h a very powerful

Others receive wrong or incom-
plete advice from people who
are no better informed than
themselves. If every married
woman had a trained nurse for
a sister, there would be far less
misery from this source, because
nurses, like physicians, are well
aware of the dangers that lie
in every bottle that displays the
deadly skull-and-crossbones on
its label.

Safety for little children

Besides the caustic, corrosive effect which
carbolic acid compounds possess when in
contact with delicate membranes, there is
the constant danger of accidental poison-
ing, especially with little children in the
house. The tragedies growing out of such
accidents are common enough, as every
newspaper reader knows.

Fortunately it is no longer necessary to
run these risks. Science has at last de-
veloped a true antiseptic, a real germicide,
that is powerful and effective, but safe. It
is called Zonite, and while it is comparable
in strength with the poisonous antiseptics

already discussed, it can be applied

Some women receive wrong or incomplete advice . . . but science

HAS developed a safe antiseptic comparable in strength with care
solutely non-poisonous . « o

bolic acid. An antiseptic that is

without danger to the most delicate
membranes and tissues of the body.

Zonite is in reality a scientific marvel.
1t is more than forty times as effective ger-
micidally as peroxide of hydrogen. It is
Jar stronger than any dilution of carbolic
acid that can be safely applied to the
human body. And yet Zonite, powerful
asitis, can actually be held in the mouth.
In fact, dentists are recommending it
freely for oral hygiene.

Welcomed by women

No wonder Zonite has been welcomed by
refined, enlightened women, as well as the
medical and nursing professions. For
Zonite has encouraged the wholesome,
scientific practice of feminine hygiene,
which means so much to woman’s com-
fort, beauty and health-assurance.

Zonite is fatal to germs, but safe for
human beings. It will not burn, harden
nor scar the delicate tissue-linings, as the
old poisonous antiseptics do, even when
they are greatly diluted. Zonite is clean
and wholesome and perfectly safe to

antiseptic, is non-poi-
sonous and absolutely

safe to use.

have around the house. It is safe in the
hands of a child.

Zonite can now be obtained at practi-
cally every drugstore in the United States.
Knowledge has spread rapidly ofits splen-
did qualities, especially its safety in use.
Probably women in your own circle are
using it.

Send for this booklet

Full directions for the use of Zonite ac-
company every bottle, but if you are in-
terested in the subject of feminine hygiene
you will want to have the special booklet
which the Women’s Division has prepared.
It deals also with other affairs of the toi-
lette—mouth, scalp, complexion, etc. It
is daintily illustrated and the information
it contains is concise and to the point. It
is frankly written but delicately treated.
It is a book every mother will want to
show her daughter. Use the coupon
below. Zonite Products Corporation, 250
Park Avenue, New York, N. Y.

ZONITE PRODUCTS CORPORATION
250 Park Avenue, New York, N. Y.
Please send me free copy of the Zonite booklet or
booklets checked below:
[] The Newer Knowledge of Feminine Hygiene
[ Use of Antiseptics in the Home
(Please print name)
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Lack of experience—age or advanced education barsno
one. I don’t care if you are 16 years old or 48. It makes
no difference. Don’t let lack of money stop you. Most
men at Coyne have no more money than you have.

Earn While Learning

If you should need part time work, I'll assist you in get-
ting it. Then, in 12 brief weeks in the great roarin
shops of Coyne, I'll train you as you never dream
you could be trained.

No Books — No Printed Lessons

You work on real live electrical machinery, buildin

real batteries, winding real armatures, operating rea
motors, dynamos and generators, wiring real houses,
etc., etc.—here in this world famous parent school, with
its bundreds of thousands of dollars worth of new up-
to-date electrical equipment.

Jobs — Pay —~ Future

Don’t worry about a job. Coyne training settles the
job question for life. Clyde F. Hart got a position as
electrician with the the Great Western Railroad at over
$100.00 a week. That's not unusual. We can point to

e o A€roplane Electricity

T T

Prepare or Jobs
Like These

Here are a few of hundreds
of positions open to Coyne-
trained men. Our free em-
Eloymcnt bureaun gives you
fetime employment ce.

Armature Expert
$50 a Week and up

Not a Correspondence School

COYN Electrical

SCHOOL

H. C. LEWIS, Pres., Dept.9762 — Established 1898

500 So. Paulina Street, Chicago

Sub ion Operator, $656aWeek
Auto Electrician

$60 a Week and up
Inventor « - Unlimited
Maintenance Engineer

$60 a Week and up
Service Station Owner

$60 a Week and up
Radio Expert, $60 aWeek and up

tinto ELECTRICITY

—Learn in 90 Days

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 a practical expert in 90 days!
Getting into Electricity is far easier than you imagine! Act now,today!

NEW = Quick Amazingly Easy Method!

WITHOUT BOOKS
OR LESSONS -

Coyne men making up to $600.00 a month. Easy to get
jobs leading to $50 a week and up, while starting your
own electrical business puts you in a position to be-
come independent.

Get the Facts

Send now for my big 56-page book containing 150 photo-
graphs, telling the whole Coyne story. It tells you how
many earn expenses while training and all about our
lifetime em?‘loyment service. We are now in our new
$2,000,000 school—the finest school in the world devoted
to the exclusive training in Electricity.

Coyne is your one great chance to get into electricity.
Every obstacle is removed. This school is 28 years old—
Coyne training is tested—proven beyond all doubt—
endorsed by many large electrical concerns. You can
find out everything absolutely free. Simply mail the
coupon and let me send you the big, free Coyne book.

Send for Free Book!

Mr. H. C. Lewis, Pres.

COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL, Dept. 9762

500 So. Paulina Street, Chicago, I1lL

Dear Mr. Lewis:—Without obligation send me your blg free catalog
and all details of Free Employment Service, Radio and Automotive

Courses, and how 1 can ‘‘earn while learning.’’ 1 understand I will
not be bothered by any salesman.

Name

Address.

City State
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Here is the greatest buying opportunity

today! Just $1.00 down brings you the DIRECT
famous 21-Jewel Studebaker Watch direct from FROM
factory. Balance in easy monthly payments. Lowest FACTORY
prices ever named for equal quality. You save fully

30% to 50%. Your choice of 80 magnificent, new

Art Beauty cases and dials. Latest case designs in yellow, green and white
gold effects. Exquisite thin models. 12 Size and 16 Size. Send coupon
for catalog of Advance Watch Styles and full particulars.

21 JEWEL

STUDEBAKER

O, THE INSURED WATCH

The Studebaker Watch Company is directed by members of the famous
Studebaker family—known throu%&l;lout the world for three-quarters of a
century of honest dealing. Studebaker Watches have 21 Ruby and Sapphire Jewels,
8 Adjustments—for heat, cold, isochronism and 5 positions. Made so good we insure
them for your lifetime. Insurance policy free with every Studebaker Watch. Ladies’
Bracelet Watches, Men’s Strap Watches. Diamonds and Jewelry also sold at lowest
prices and easy monthly payments. Send coupon for details.

MAIL COUPON Let us send you a copy of ourlg?autiful new 6-color

catalog. It contains complete information on watch

for mn BOOK! making. It tells how you can buy a 21-Jewel Stude-

baker Insured Watch direct from the maker—save
big money and pay for it in easy monthly payments. Mail the coupon.

SPECIAL OFFER! Watch Chain FREE!

For a limited time we are offering a magnificent Watch Chain Free. To all who write
immediately we will include particulars of this astounding offer. Time is limited. Send
the coupon NOW before this offer expires!

STUDEBAKER WATCH COMPANY
Directed by the Studebaker Family—three-quarters of a century of fair dealing
WATCHES « DIAMONDS +« JEWELRY
Dept. N-700 + South Bend, Indiana
Canadian Address, Windsor, Ontario

JewelryCatalog FREE

r
Our new Jewelry Catalog is just off the : STUDEBAKER WATCH COMPANY
I
|
I

%ljess. It presents an amazing selection of Dept. Ne700 South Bend, Indiana
ARIODGS and Jewelry. The p_rices are far Please send me your free catalog Please send me
under retail market and credit terms as- D of Advance Watch Styles and de- free catalog of
toundingly low. Mail coupon at once for talls of your $1.00 down offer.

acopy o tiunew FREE Jewelry Catalog.

Mail This Coupon ||| Neme .cccwovovorivimmisssssssssssssssssersseescsesce
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v) You fellows
| Who Want

BIG

Getingo

WHY earn $15 or $20 or $30 a
week, when in the same six
days as an Electrical Expert,.you
can make $70 to $200 — and do it
easier—not work half so hard. Why,
then, remain in a small-pay, no-
future job that offers no chance for
big promotion — no chance for big
income? Fit yourself forarealjob. Get into
Electricity. That's where the big money is
being made, and always will be made.

Electricity —~ The Big Pay Field
Today even the ordinary Electrician — the *‘screw
driver” kind—is making money—big money. Butit's
the trained man—the Electrical Expert—who makes
the really big money — $12 to $20 a day — $70 to $200 a
week. Be a Big-Pay man, yourself. Get in line, now,
for one of these “"Big-Pay”’ Jobs.

$65 ADAY 1’11 Train You At Home
lz"r‘;mcxf'\:.'fnde'fr'.fl Course I'll train you at home—in your spare time. Youwork
wouldn't now be making just as you are working now — at your same job. My
AL B AL now famous "Work-Sheet and Job-Ticket” method
your Diploma, and behieve guarantees you simplified, practical training along
Eourse * SRECHTENTE work-shop lines. In a few short months you can step
1223.15t Avenue out of your old job in*oa new job—into electrical work
where you can be a Big-Pay man in this Big-Pay field

Hilisboro, Oregon

You Earn As You Learn
MOREPROO To learn Electricity my way you don’t have tobe a
College man, or even a High School graduate. You can
read.» You can write. That’s enough. With me, you
get experience as you go along and make good money
while learning. 1'll show you how—and I'llgive you,
without extra cost tools and apparatus to work with
— 6 Big Outfits in all.

Money Back If Not Satisfied

That's what I agree todo. And back of me in this
§hop 18 going strong. pay- agreement stands the Chicago Engineering Works, a
Inonth atove sxerosen §2,000,000 INlinois Corporation. There’s nothing like
must thank you sgain for 'Cooke’’ Training, anywhere. ‘It's the Training that'
pour wend Tl aad big Electrical men are praising; it's the Training that
method of instructionthat employers recommend; it’s the Training that one of

} our greatest Engineering societies, has endorsed 100
percent, It's the Training for you.

put e pheEN
Bux 921, Palo A
If You're Earning Less Than $70 A
Week — Investigate
Don't wait a minute! Find out today why *‘The

BIG
ﬁourrl 'l‘s Cooke Trained Man is the Big-Pay Man”, everywhere!

Find out how *‘Cooke’” Training will help you boost
YOOlS‘APPARATUS

GETS $12,000 JOB
Dear Mr. Cooke: Since
finiching your Course

ECTRICITY

‘Hundreds of Men
Thave trarned are
now earning

70200

$12,000 s‘(elr.
E._M. HUGHES
1656-2nd Avenue
Terre Haute, Ind.

$150 A WEEK
Dear Mr. Cooke: My new

ﬁour pay! Mail coupon right now for my Big FREE
ook of Facts. See the Six Big Working Outfits Igive
you without extra charge. See the hundreds of pic-
tures, the proofs, the Big-Pay letters of other *‘Cooke’”
Trained Men. Get this great free Book. Send for it
today. Clip, sign, and mail coupon RIGHT NOW!

L. L. COOKE, Chief Instruction Engineer

L. L. COOKE SCHOOL
OF ELECTRICITY

()7 e

se this “VFREE BOOK COUPON

l!‘l(‘,

| The'

Chicago, 11linois

Cooke” Trained Ma

De L. L. COOKE, Chief Instruction Engineer,
pt. 69 Dept. 69, 2150 Lawrence Avenue, Chicago, lllinois
2150 Lawrence Avenue Send me at once without obligation your big illustrated book *‘The Se-

crets of Success in Electricity’’ and complete details of your Home
Training Course in Practical Electricity, including your outfit and em-
ployment service offers.

| Name

|| Address

\ (l:'li:-y‘d ts of Canada may send ¢ R. A ;hm Special esenta-
W ‘tive. 7' Medbury Lane, East, Windsor, Ottario, Ganadar " eo¥




Spear’s Latest and Greatest Triumph

ow] perfected tonal quality—the last word in scientific phonograph
gnstrup;ionl An exquisite Console Phonograph—radio_adaptable—
with new perfected tone reproduction. The very same tonal quality that
gells for $125 in other instruments! You can have this master machine
foronly $49.95—and a year topay! A newstyle tone arm,and a tonecham-
ber of specially selected woods, combine togive the full, clear, marvel-
ously distinct tones necessary for proper enjoyment of modern music.
Tones clear as a chime, full throated as a thrush, resonant as amighty
organ! Any volume you desire, simply by opening or closing the doors!

Radio Adaptable Too! A radio panel under the lid will hold

True Detective Mysteries

Send for this

Ready for %‘{’“-
Spear’s new Hap~
py HomeBargain
ook. Brings
BARGAIN
STREET toyour
door, 1278 of the
reatest home
urnishingvalues
ever known-fur-
niture, rugs,
lamps, chairs, da-
venports, beds,
curtains, dishes,
silverware, stoves,
linoleum—every-
thing for the home—all on EASY, DIG-
NIFIED CREDIT.YEAR-TO-PAY. You
save 25 tod0percent. 30days FREE home
trial. Don’t miss this big book— the talk
of the year! A million customers are sav-
ing money from this book—you will, too,
Sent FREE to you—no obligdtion to buy
—mail the coupon today.

ello~Phonic

Console

Adaptable

© 1927
Spear & Co,

your radioset! Plentyof stor-

agespacebelow, tokeep your
batteries out of sight and in
perfect condition! Every-
body's buying radio adapt-
able Console Phonographs
now=-you need one too!

Only $1 with Order

Here's an offer which enables you to give your family or yourself
a Christmas gift that means years of entertainment! You havea
whole year to pay for it and you save $35 as welll

What a Marvelous Offer

‘We have to buy in tremendous quantities to sell at this low price.
Now’s your chance to save money and enjoy all the world’s music as well!
Let us ship this beautiful new Mello-Phonic to you, with 10 selections
FREE. Take 30 days to make up your mind. You must be satisfied or
you don’t have to keep it—that’s the Spear Policy.

OrderNo.BAS,Console Phonograph,
American Walnut or Mahogany Fine %‘/
ish, Price $49.95. Terms, 51 down,

$4 Monthly. President”

>Spearé&Co.« "inrieh ™

Home Furnishers to the People of America for 35 Years

erfectegl:[“ﬁtsaityﬁ

Two Handsome Finishes

An object of rare beauty—an ornament to any room. Your choice of
‘Walnut or Mahogany finishes, both in the new velvet lacquer effect,
Please specify finish when ordering]. The cabinet is constructed of
finest genuine 5-ply Mahogany veneers on top and doors, with select-
ed hardwood throughout. The two-tone panel doorsare decorated with
classical urn medallions in lively colors of rose, blue and gold. The
‘Tudor Period design of the cabinet isin high favor everywhere. This
instrument is ideal size—33 inches high, 82 inches wide and 19 inches
deep. The lids, when raised, are held securely in place. The noiseless
motor plays 6 selections with only one winding. T
and a generous supply of needles are included. And best of all, we
send you, FREE, 10 splendid selections (5 double face records]!

30 Days’ FREE Trial

Prove what we say to your own satisfaction. Order this console now.
Send only $1 with your order. Use it as your own for a whole month,
If it does not delight you, send it back. We will refund your dollar
and all transportation charges, If you keep it, takea whole year to pay.

Phonograph

'wo removable trays

SPEAR & CO., Dept. M 806, Pittsburgh, Pa.
Send me at once the Console Phonograph described above. Enclosed
is $1 first payment. It is understood that, after 30 days trial, if I am
satisfied, I will send you $4.00 monthly, Order No. B A 5.
Sale Price $49.95.

If you want.Mahogany finish put an X here D

If you want Walnut finish put an X here D

Name
R.F.D. }

Box No. or
Street and No.

Post Office. ccainnitiait =Sl s State

FREE
CATALOG

1t you want FREE catalog only, send no money,
put an X in the square and e your nam.D

n
]
L
L
L)
1
]
]
1
1
1
L}
L}
1
1
! and address plainly on the above lines.



O. C. MILLER
Director Extension Work

AMillionDol-
lar Institution

Back of This
GUARANTEE

Get this straight—the
American School was
chartered in 1897 as
an educational institu-
tion, not for profit. So
you will find the same
standards of service
here as in the best res-
ident schools and col-
deges. Over 200 of the
leading Engineers, Ex-
ecutives and Educators
of the U. S. prepare.
the instruction we of-
fer. Their standing
vouches for its quality.
This is available toyou
on terms of only a few
dollars a month. Write
Jor our souvenir book,
“White Magic,” given
FREE in celebration of
our 30th Anniversary.

Free Job Service

The American School is the first
in the hnmc-s!ud;‘ field to rec-
ognize the need of guaranteeing
its courses with a money - baok
contract, if the training fails to
accomplish the benefits you ex-
pect. Thus all risk and doubt are
eliminated—either thetraining
will help you to a better job and
a raise in pay or it will cost you
nothing. To better carry out this
important service, we maintain
a National employment depart-
ment which keeps in touch with
the employers of Draftsmen all
over the U. S. All this without
extra charge to our'students and
graduates,

Professional

Outfit GIVEN!

You will naturally expect the American School to
give you the best kind of instruments and tools with
the best kind of training. This outfit is good enough
to use professionally after you finish your training. .
Mail coupon for description,

O. C. Miller, Director Extension Work

True Detective Mysteries 7

Preparing
you for a

ina good,
well-paid
Position

better job
andaRaise

Now Earning

Less Than
$40 a Week

I guarantee to prepare you for
a fine Drafting position, right
in your home, in your spare
time; then I guarantee to help
you find such a position pay-
ing at least 50% more than
you earn today, within 60
days after you complete this
training, or I will refund the
small amount you pay for tui-
tion. We make this agreement
to prove this instruction will
make you a real Draftsman.
Back of this guarantee are
the entire resources and rep-
utation of this million dollar

institution, z ’( i 2

Learn Drafting—how to make and read plans, and the doors of
opportunity in all mechanical, building, and engineering lines
swing open for you! There are more well-paid Drafting jobs open
today than in any other one profession or trade. There’s a variety,
a fascination to Drafting that will grip you. No other work is so
interesting, so well paid — no other field offers equal opportuni-
ties for quick promotion.

The Draftsman is
the Boss of the Works!

Destroy blue-prints and plans, and the wheels of all Industry
will stop until new ones can be made. Every move of every work-
man on the job is controlled by the Draftsman through his plans.
Railroads, public works, buildings of a hun-
dred sorts, machinery, electricity, automo-
biles—all manufacturing and construction
start on the Drafting table! That’s the kind
of work to get into, friend. Where you have

e same chance as anybody else to make a
Y‘ quick success!
—to prove you can learn

O at home in spare time!

You'll be surprised how quickly you can
learn Drafting by our new one-step-at-a-
time method. We start you off doing
actual Drafting room jobs from the very
beginning. Before you know it, you are
batting out professional plans like a vet-
eran. Get the first three lessons—the
coupon brings them. Do them. Test
e your ability to master Drafting at
27/ home. Without cost or obligation.

=Y,
( & & & n B B B B |

“ @~ 0. C. Miller, Director Extension Work
American School, Dept. D9264

Drexel Ave. and 58th St., Chicago

Your offer to send me 3 lessons free and facts about the oppor=
tunities in Drafting and about your course, looks good to me,
It is understood I am not obligated in any way in making this
request.

&

t]”%meﬂcam

Dept. D9264, Drexel Avenue and 58th Street, Chicago

Y 1
S

Address’'s s IO TP P gL
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ing NewGlassCleaner [Make$4022a Day

15 aDay-PROFITI oy il

For a limited time only we are giving /7 /4 Our

ERE'S an absolutely new, money-making proposmon E‘:,,“cy.l oE natveione ,{‘:&,"’i’{“‘,’;‘,‘f,“i

that will bring you big profits—easy proﬁts—QUICK ) d;g:fmt[tith(-;l‘d:ng‘gmesl'm:gll toe, manu-

PROFITS! You can make $50 a week in spare time— ||leads and automatically feeds
$100 in full time—taking orders for JIFFY GLASS CLEANER—a new, || new leads one after the other.
pure, harmless liquid that easily and instantly cleans glass surfaces without || Just press the top and a new

mi
from one blade.

water, soap or chamois. Think of it! Unequaled for cleaning windows, wﬂ,,‘:“m:,‘,i':"""“'"am’”“ i Sharpen o Tk s
mirrors, windshields, show cases, eyeglasses, etc. Without refilling. It is without removing blad

blade.
Gunnnurd a lifetime. You
don't b -re to be a trained
make $40.00 »
day with our nlln. Show the
features of this marvelous strop-
per, as well as the peneil. Show how
men save money on blades and en-
joy a clean satisfactory shave all year
/ M‘Io“nd‘ ln&ﬂw rale is "Iud;:! anohcn you
them the price is only $2.00,
Write for free

Anyone, Anywhere, Can Earn Big Money || i=iers'yor oo/

this offer. Learn
 All you do is demonstrate to housewives, automobile owners, stores, gar- || how ~you can
ages, etc., and take orders. We do not sell dealers. All business from
your locality must come through you, and you alone get the profit on every
order. Every demonstration brings you two to four orders. Just moisten
a cloth with Jiffy Glass Cleaner, rub over the surface of the glass and then
: polish with a dry cloth. Instantly removes all dust, dirt, grease and grime
without streaking. After one application windows shine, gleam and sparkle
like crystal—and stay clean twice as long.

Albers Made $47 in a Day!

Henry Albers, Ohio, made $47 in one day and reap big profits quickly. You can make $10 to
he says that $100 a week is easy for him. Men and $20 a day right from the start,
women ﬁevecrywhe(r:o are making amazing profits -
with Jiffy Glass Cleaner and my 350 other fast- ow
selling pm?‘ucés.VChxii Va}.llghn. Ohio, made $125 Mall coupon N
in a week; L. C. Van en, Ill., averages more than Introduce Jiffy Glass Cleaner in : i

Y = - your locality while
}‘]:?(}:sr'f:;-k}:‘:;,‘lr‘é t}l{mgmﬁr SS g"lea;;‘&‘}gigoﬁn it’s new. This is your chance to make more
Y., earns $18 to $20 a day:; H. C¥Ranson; N money than you've ever made before. Send coupon

- 3 e for full details—without cost or obligation to youl!
makes $75 a week in spare time. You can make 7
this DizCmoney taol Act quick for big profits. Send coupon TODAY!

THE JIFFY GLASS CLEANER CoO.,

7385 Monmouth Ave., €Cincinnati, Ohio.
1 don't want you to send me a cent. All I want Please send me full details of your money-

ou to do is let me show you how you can make making proposition without cost or obligation.

{50 to $100 a week, without experience and with-
out taking any course of training. I agree to
furnish everything you need, to tell you what to do
and say in this easy, fascinating work. You

positively take no risk whatever. You can't lose a
penny and yet you have a wonderful chance to

ALL THE RAGE

Bomtlhl lollle‘xbld sb, l'!m: 'Ilh your
lnllque finish—the nbbu fcr luk nnd
the swan for personality.
SIE&D |N0 MONEY—just pay postman
en ri v

R R e i R S
and initial wanted.

M. FIELD BROS. CO.
39 S. State St. CHICAGO

BE A MAGICIAN!

Gaze into the fascinating CRYSTAL BALL.
Tell your friends all the intimate things
about them that you "‘see’’ there. You will
8| amuse them. An interesting game. FREE
book *“*Crystal Gazing'® given with each
§) order tora CRYSTAL BALL. Send money
or pay postman. (Ball In 2 sizes: $2.25 and
$3.25) FREE charm with each order.
Order NOW.
CRYSTAL BALL CO.

901 Broadway, Dept.40, N. Y.C.

(R L0 2 B 1 |
V4
2
g
2

(R (Print or Write Plainly)

>
TAU
Print Your Own TEN()R B AN JO o o el
=~ Cards, Stationery, Circulars, Paper, etc. Save FREE Book. 1IT

money. Print for others, big gro ts. Complete TELLS How to

outfits $8.85. Job press $11, $29, Rotary $149. Learn To Play. Your only expense about 2¢ Per Day for
All eaay.rulc;:enl Write for catalog, prccsosca music and

type, etc. THE KELSEY CO., P-80, nn. 'cmol of Mmlc. 59 Bldg., Ch . .
EasyWay toEarn °

O0*aWeek AG[N

and FREE nmss $ 4& M HOUR Suluable Suthis Given: Dept. 2801,
i \

"t’

CAN OPENERS

1train my new,
exclunive. PRACTIOR:
METHOD, which gives

ks, Inc., lling bea

E?Jn".i?&i'%‘gg'a o Vearers ot les than Just Pla Tunes Yats Oonce ONLY
. t. or women n n x

store prices. armingstyles N‘w J zz

d children 6 months ahead of stores.
Ex . Any one can play this Big imported

Exquisite materials. You can make big /
mon:;:l Seking ‘arders. & No e‘p"“;]m Jazzy Sax right away. No knowl-
°

eed Measures easy to take. edge of music required, no lessons. ]

deliver. ¢ Big Profits.in Advance. * - NEW invention now makes old style- Play by numbers instead of notes. 87 SONGS

EE < can openers obsolete. Flips entire Bepopularatpar- = FREE

Selllng Outﬁt FR top out opcany size can, round, square ties, dances, pic- v Y Popular music, Jazs

“' or oval, at turn of crank. mple. s DA tunes, old favorites.

Money-making opportunity~of your life- Absolutely safe. Lasts a lifetime, nts. Handsomefg §:3 1:¥ A Surprise your friends.

time. C to Housewives wild about it. Agents - palulnd finish. Be‘u“ﬁﬂ clear tones

i st e o | | diaie ek SuTerr XS : . o
Department K-103. Big FREE OFFER now n.dy for first 300

men.
K bei Bcnd ick f
F-nlllonl-'m&n.lm..c{nclmﬁ.o. Tﬂ?.lll:ne-A ng -nlg:od up ;-':... Send 'ql‘: 00?: @ Ibs. Looks
saxaphone. /S
r YFREE Songs arrive pay Postman
— —~ LS { 4 pnly $5.98 plus postage. Or send

Get $1900 to $2700 a Year
Easy Work—Long Vacations

Why work hard for small pay? Uncle Sam offers you a fine position as a Railway Postal
Clerk. Travel on fast trains sortin z mail. Travel expenses naid. $1900a year TO

START. $100 RAISE EVERY YEAR until you reach TOP PAY. ’d‘ Arthur This ten-million-dollar concern known the
FREE Information About These Fine Jobs /’ R Pt world around for fair and honest dealing, of-
Let Arthur R.Patterson helo you qualify fora position asa RailwayPostal __ e Service t, fers you a wonderful opportunity. Nohm“ to
Clerk or in Customs. Internal Revenue, Departmental, Immigration, gl Patte! ‘. ’ﬁa‘”" 'h.t you can make. T gghansen cleared 5385
Poatmuter. Post Office and Rural Rranches. He trainedthousands _ »* Bulldlm'l!%:lzl;ﬂ'" o th. L. Ro.holt P it
now in Civil Service. Write for FREE BOOK. Tells how Mr. O i St e % your in one month. g mui hg
coaches you 'onl-ex-ml Also read his aqrvmnt that inone wear after = catalow a.,"",h,' n_."'., lTblark for the t te!l years, $3,700. Andrew tel
vou will be offered a position—or your money back. Mail coupon DOW. ¢' and other Civil Service positions. fnquonuz d:;w !‘l:“:'n:&n‘t:hdc...l;iym
ARTHUR R. PATTERSON, Civil Service Expert e makes $15 every day.
Patterson School, 142-C, Wisner B - s SRS o 8 R T R are interested and we will show you how you
Roch’. er, N. V-c ¢ - s s can tusn your time into gold. A d

"

WATKINS, C. §. 21 Winona, Minn,
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Piecesin All-J oo Down
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Genuiney
CutGlass .
I

7
Genuine Cut Glass

Extra special offer to those who hurry their
order for the combination outfit shown here:
-~ 2plecu GENUINE CUT GLASS: Pitcher
of 2-qt. capacity and 6 tumblers of 9-0z. ca-
pacity. Each piece is pure, sparklingly clear,
thin and dainty; hand cut decora con=
sisting of large floral design withappropriate

folinge. A useful and
handsome set. Only a
lin{nii.cd number—so act

A sensational offer
—only $1.00 with
coupon below
bringsthis 150-piece
outfit (the 7-piece
. - 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

e 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?

If you decide to keep the

$2m a Month outfit, start paying only
: $2.70amonthuntilyou’ve
paid our rock-bottom price—only $29.95 for the entire outfit
with the 7-piece Cut Glass Set FREE. 150 pieces in all—

only $29.95—and a yearto pay! - —=
Where else can you find a bar- i 4;'(3) o &2.,,- @ Boas

gain like that and such easy - 7 O &2
s? Send coupon Now! =4 @?._m > g "92 * &

Complete Outfit Consists of
the Following:

110 Piece Ivory Ware [~

Dinner Set Complete service

for 12 people. Popular Ivor

Ware now the vogue in ric

homes. Rich, creamy ivory
LI DL ] LLLIT T L] g olo 1"i

Straus & Schram, Dept. 4279, Chicago, Illinois g 5.5 "853

Enclosed find $1. Ship special advertised 150 piece Combination i Leaf Deco-

?um:,_(':-plle‘cf Eenm&e c(t)xt tsaltula se}l~l FREE). slancr’x to hn‘:rle 30 lt}nys; ] rationsasil-

ree trial. eep the Outfit, 1 will pay you $2.70 monthly. no

satisfied, 1 am to return the Outfit Eth the 7-‘plece cut glass set = lustrated. Newest Gloria Shape'

within 30 days and you are to refund my money and any freight Set consists of:—12 dinner plates, 9

or express charges I paid.

150 Piece Combination Outfit, No. G9841A, $29.95,

7-piece Genuine Cut Glass Set FREE

7 Piece Pure Linen Table Set
A large tablecloth, 54 x 70 ins. and
in.; 12 breakfast plates, 73 in.; 12 6 napkins, 14 x 14 in. made of Pure
coupe soups, 7X in.; 12 fruit saucers, Lillnn. b‘eu:#ndn gm:.‘nim.ltg:gix:g
6% in.; 12 oatmeal dishes, 6{ in.; 12 silver gray. L

ps; 12 saucers; 12 bread and butter self pattern. Launders perfectly.

n

"

)

. cu
Name B plates, 6 in.; 1 oval vegetable dish, 9 = 26PieceSilver Set, Asilverserv-

| in.; 1 round vegetable dish, 8% in.; 1 ice that will give you years of satis- Y
Street, R. F. D. n sugar bowl and cover (2 pieces); 1 faction. A pleasing pattern and '
or Boxz No. W platter il in;1platter18%in;1cov-  popular polished finish. Each piece  gegpgrgr—Tpieces Genuine

n ered vegetable dish (2 pieces); 1 gravy heavily silver plated on nickel silver Cut Glass (as de-
Shipping boat; 1 gravy boat stand; 1 bowl, 1 base. Set consists of 6 knives, 6 scribed above) if you send
Point | | int; lcream.ritcher; 1 pickle dish; forks, 6 dessert 6 teasp pon at once. Shipping

o W butter dish, 7 34 in. sugar shell, 1 butter knife. wgt. of outfit, about 125 lbs.

5’"&:. LA = Order by No. G9841A. $1.00 with coupon; $2.70 monthly. Price $29.95.

-
Married Nationality ] s ra Dep" hl m
or Single. or Color. < " , 4279 , ®
# you want ONLY our free ot home fur mark Xhere L1 B
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\Jriend-Making Low Prices amnny

Your Chmce
Y only

Newest Style Creations
~All Amazing Values!

Here’s our sensational offer to acquaint 25,000
A\ new friends with our ultra-quality styles and un-

Never Before Such Values!

,,

Only 1 Coat toa Customer!

/@/@/@/@/@/@

' %O

/* $400

No. C-10F a Month

All-Wool Buxkin Veloar
Mandell Fur Trimmed

Right up to the minute in style. Tailored of
the well known Buxkin all wool velour—a
material which combines rich appearance
with excellent service. Shapely collar and
cuffs of Mandell fur. Entire garment is lined
with serviceable satin de chine and warmly
interlined with flannel. Novel tucking and
silk stitching has been applied to the front
running up on one side and down on_the
other, likewise the back is trimmed to
match with similar trimming on the sleeves.
Colors: Grackle Blue or Reindeer Tan.
Sizes: 34 to44. Length about 45 inches.

Order by No. C-10F. Terms, $1.00 wn!h
coupon, !hen only $4.00 a month

Total price only $24. 85

40

a Month
No. C-11F ,
Smart Shawl Collar

All-Wool Buxkin Velour

Shawl collared coats are the very newest
style and extremly popular. The material
used is the famous all wool Buxkin velour
which gives excellent service and satisfac-
tion. Shawl collar and cuffs are of selected
Mandell fur. Entire garment is fully lined
with satin de chine, and warmly interlined
as well. The sides are in panel effect, enliv-
ened with rows of tucking, while the back
of the coat has unique tucking in novel
effect. Colors: Grackle Blue or Reindeer
Tan. Sizes: 34to44. Length about 45 inches.

Order by No. C-11F. Terms, $1.00 with
upon, then only $4.85 a month.

Total price only $29.90

Elmer Richards Co., Dept. 4279, West 35th St., Chicago

ARRUNNNNS

"

SR R W Bl S i

\}fn‘ $3_2_(_)

OO
[y
deposit

equaled low prices: Send only
$1.00 deposit now for your
choice of the 6 smart models
shown on this and the oppo-
site page. No C. O. D. to pay.
Absolutely no risk (seecou-
pon). We'll send you the coat
you select. Judge it in every
way. Compare it with
others any where else.
Then —if perfectly satis-
fied—take 6 months to
bay the bargain price.

a Month!

Special Value
ALL-Wool Velour

With Mandell Fur

A special purchase enables
us to offer you this splendid
value tailored of service-
able all-wool velour. Fully
lined with satin de chine
and warmly interlined
with flannel. Panels at
sides are trimmed with
rows of narrow Soutache
braid and attractive orna-
ments. Likewise thesleeves
have a trimming of braid to
match. Altracme collar and
cu(fs of (i;lall!y Mandell
fur. Colors: French Blue or
Rust. Sizes: 34 to 44. Length
about 45 inches.

Order by No. C-14F. Terms
$1 with coupon then only
$3.20 a month.

Total price only $19.95
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o Dreve oy 25000 Aew Customers|
NMonths PR Skt @A

one of these stunning coats and
never miss the money? Onour
liberal payment plan you send
only a little each month. See
. what a delightful way that
.. is to have a new coat. /
Make your choice now.
Send only $1.00 with
coupon while this
offer lasts!

Only 1 coat
to a customer

Shawl Collared Style
of Fine All-Wool Velour

This attractive model is tailored of
an exceptionnlqnaht’fh-llwool Amer-
ican suede velour. is material is
of weight and will give excel~
lent service and satisfaction. Fure
thermore, it is warmly interlined
with flannel and also lined through-
out with silk satin de chine.

style. Shawlcollar, as well as cuffs,
are of excellentqudity Mandell fur.
Colors: Grackle Blue or Reindeer
Tan. Sizes: 34 to 44. Length about
44 inches.

Order by No. C-20F. Terms
$1.00 with coupon, then only

.00 a month.

Total price only $24.90
$ 20 All-Wool

A elour with
Month Mandell Fur
Collar and Cuffs >

This splendid model is tailored of excellent quality
all wool velour, a material noted for its wearing
?unlmes and good looks. The sides of the coat are
n a narrow and novel panel effect set off with
rows of tucking and diamond shaped silk orna-
ments. Coat is warmly interlined with warm
flannel and lined throughout with silk satin de
i~] chine. Large shapely collar and cuffs are of selec-
ted Mandell fur. You can well be proud to wear
this stylish coat in any com ang One of our
/ eatest values, Colors: Grackio Blue or Reindeer
{ an. Sizes: 84 to 44. Length about 45 inches.
! Order by No. C-17F. Terms $1.00 with

coupon; then only $3.20 a month.

Total price only $19.95.

Send Only:129
With This Coupon

No. C-20F

a Month!

Shawl Collar and
Cuffs of Mandell Fur

AllWool Velour

A tremendous valuel
Newest style tailored of
an excellent quality all
wool velour, a material
which will give good ser-
vice and satisfaction.
The sides of this smart
model have narrow braid
while the sleeves above
the cuffs have braid to

(Check Coat Wanted) .
No.C.ospmwaver  ElmerRichardsCo.
$490 0 menth. Toodk Porcs 6200, Dept.4279, West 35th St., Chicago

No C.ZOF All Wool Velour 1 enclose $1 deposit. Send the garment I have checkegl

o~ $1.00 with coupon, at the left. If I am not perfectly satisﬁe_d I can return it
$4.00 a month. Total price $24.90. and get my money back. If I keep it I will pay the monthly
terms until the full price is paid.

match. Beautiful shawl All Wool Velour
No. C-28F collar and cuffs of %ood NO. C'17F o
k auality Mandell fur. Coat $1.00 with coupon,
is fully lined with silk satin de chine and warr.nl?r in- $3.20 a month. Total Price $19.95.
terlined with flannel. This is indeed a strikingly

n,
stylish ent and one that you will be proud
wear. Colors: Reindeer Tan or Grackle Blue. Sizes:
34 to 44. Length about 44 inches.
Order by No. C-28F. Terms $1.00 with
coupon then only $4.00 a month.

No. C-14F AlWeolVelowr S et abane ey

$1.00 with coupon,
$3.20 a month. Total Price $19.95.

. A L T L L L R L T
)
IR AN AN TN S RS I NN IN R E NN s s s v

N. E
Total price only $24.90 No. C-11F ﬁ'ﬁ'ﬁ ::lo:r e
$4.85 a month.  Total Price $29.90. o
All Wool Velour
1 No. C-10F AtWesVele
$4.00 a moth. Total Price $24.85. gy State

B e T T TSRS,
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Free Proof That
AISTLINE FAT

Can Be Quickly Reduced

—without drugs, diets or exercises

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 meagurement 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 the results secured—or you pay nothing,

I.\ZSTRAD of wasting your time—instead of

Coupon Brings Free Details

Wirite us at once and you will receive our Special
10-Day Trial Offer—a detailed description of this
most successful reducing method, the principles of
which are highly endorsed by lmdm;, 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, 10212 Hill Street, New Haven,
Conn,

THE WEIL COMPANY,

10212 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

Address....eeeevecsevcevescecarcacssessscaces

CIEY . - soinsicamesnseoss ety BB Leset hasovaliny

Be a BeantySPecialise

Many Earn $50 to $75 a Weok
Il

ou learn in spare ti

M
Iud D!plomu-!onu back
e

xperience nccou.ry. GE I'Rl'_l'. BOOK

Dept. 812, 1548 Beimont Ave.. cmcuo

Howwuld youliketo go
from $25 aweek

The trade needs men forthis big business!
Of the 25 million cars 15million need paint-
ing. There are not half enough men
for the éOb‘ Andltls cus}{ tolearn.
I'LL T! OME—in
luur spare time. Fur 10 years 1've shown
undreds of men how to do it.
You don’t have to quit your
pns:nt jol - =
0! u are ready to sw off into the
‘élhgl TONEY Of this ungo ded ficld,
wl >

where there’.

limit to the amount you

Be your own boss—own
Little or nocapital needed. 1’1l show you how. All lhennmum: you
can bandle wi Iccm' to you. As your business grows you can
hire others an ulll on ! eir work.,Let me prove all
thia by my NEW [SHOP TYPE METHOD. Actual experiene

u learn by working on w and metal panels furnished with
Zbo 13 hux workmq ouu:u without extra charge. No nr needed.
Greatest ad e in umc-nmmng evcr made, Earnas
%ud for I'RLE BOOI\ “If1W '* giving all deulll No
obligation whatever. Now—it is not going Lo oSt you one penny
‘oce&tbh lnlnrm;!lohn sAt'H Write today.
ran u

ere

N A
SCHOOL, Dept.
425 S Ksnland Ave.

w 1 m: art
at humn in nplh: time.

Name.

Street No. e

State_

MAGIC BOOK 10c !
Latest 1927 Edition—100 pages.
Profusely illustrated. Over 500
Tricks described and eaplained.
Reduced Price Catalog of Magic—
lllluluns—Lacapes—Juku—

les— Books—and European

Ities included. Amaze and
Mystify your friends—it’s easy!
Send 10c. today.

LYLE DOUGLAS

Station A-2 Dallas, Texas

Winaﬁuick

[ am going to give away a brand pew, lotest mode lBuick
3od.n to someone who answers this adv . We have already
given away many autos. This is the mostlibera loffer ever
made. I tis your chance to win this idealecar. You can win it;
why not try? The Sedan wil be delivered to the winner, or
winner may bavethefulleash value($1,195.00)

""" SOLVE THIS PUZZLE
1221|9311 | 7|9]22]5]14

Can you makeoutthe two wordsspelled by the numbers in
the squares above? The alphabet is numbered, Ais 1,B is 2,
ete. Whatare the two words? Send your answer today—not a
cent of cost to you now orlater.

$305 for Promptness

I will also give away a Chevrolet Coach, Orthophonic Vie-
trola and many other valuable Prizes—besides hundreds of
dollars in Cash—and $305.00Special Extra Prize for Prompt-
ness. First Prize winner willreceive $1,500.00 cash or Buick
Sedanand $305.00cash.Allwhoanswercansharein cash and
prizes. In case of ties the prizes willbe duplicated. EVERY-
DODI\ lth:I'ARDLD Now, Kedlout yo:r penciland solve the
puzzie—send ycur ans ay with name and add
plainly written. wlLLIAM LEROY gl s
Dept. 4229, 315 So. Peoria St., Chicago, lll.

SELLING TIES
Made by Many

Men!  Ties, beautiful
eilk and wool ties in
scores of live, snappy
atterns.  Four-ine
hands, or new patented
SNAP-ON Bows! Show
samples we furnish.
how quick men -nll ay,
T'll take a dozen” when they glimpse the
and styles—and when you mention the sensatic
factory prices. You collect big profits in advance,

Samples FREE to You

All you do is take orders. We show you how. You
invest nothing to start. No experience neoessary.
Work spare time if you wish. Hundreds of men making
biggest money of their lives with this line. You can
too. Hurry! Send name and :ul dress today for com=
plete line of samples. FREE! Nothing to pay. No

obligation.

NASH

Nawco Neckwear Co., Inc.
Dept. Z-85, Covington, Ky.

Earn $250 to
$1000 Monthy

New! Different! Teaches you
BS:'I‘rich. llhatoaa Stage Stunts,
P:ua" of c. la-n

iy Special o Aaat“f SYSTEM, NRE
192. unnyside Av-.. ‘Studio 12-49, Chicago, Il

ALL-IN-ONE
2 Czqarette and Match Case

ALL-IN-ONE holds a package of
75‘. cigarettes and a box of safety

matches, always handy--ready
for use. Beautiful, compact, flex-
ible case. Keen and convenient
This is easily a dollar value that
we are offering you by mail for
75¢. Send stamps or money order.
®# All-In-One will come to you pre-
paid. Gift suggestion: Send $2
for three All-In-One cases.

Agents write

ALL-IN.ONE SALFS COMPANY

2810 Portland Ave. Minneapolis, Minn.

PATINTID

PLAX this UKULELE

Like an Expert

right away.
waiian finger strokes.

New Method and Book of 200 Favore
fte Songs and Strumming Fick,—all
FREE with Big Jumb Hawvasian
k Rn} nei)\ tone. -':l’ autiful
. tent non-slij ¢l
Hegulat $3.00 vaiue. : fegs

Send No Money 2520t
oulﬁt deposit with Postman bu
only $2.98, plus postae. | Play 1t 2
delighted, de p«mr. refunded. a«m/u:ms m.am»
teed. Send to-d

FERRY &CO. Dept.SMO CHICAGO, US.A.

BECOME A
RAILWAY POSTAL CLERK

Examinations coming. $1900 to
$2700 a year. Steady life-time job.
Common education sufficient. No

Mail coupon for
Catalog

A.R. PATTERSON, % AR PATTERSON
Civil Service Expert, @, Civil Service Expert
Patterson Sch Palterson School
Dept. 142E, ROCHESTER N. ¥ Dept. 142E
Sirs: Send me without charge your Rochester,
Catalog, describing this and other N. 1.
U.S. Government positions.

“pull’”” necessary.

Name ...

WHILE YOU
SLEEP

.
KEEP YOUR YOUTHFUL BEAUTY
1 Results Guaranteed
Wrinkles from smiling, frowning, or squinting can be
removed quickly. Just apply Rlnklo 0il at night as
you apply cream and in the morning your skin will be
smooth and velvety without a line to mar your
natural beauty.

Rinkle Oil is a pleasant, fragrant oil. It is fully guar-
anteed and money back if not satisfactory.

Rinkie Ol will be mailed in plain package on receipt of $2,00 or if
you prefer pay postman on delivery, plus a few cents postage.

Tiffany Laloratories, 1129-K Hanna Bldg., Cleveland, Ohio
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girls diary

W

*“There,” she spultered, *“‘read
that, and see if you can take your
medicine like a man!"

HEN Evelyn gave that party

I naturally expected to receive

an invitation. We had been
good friends for so long. And yet
when the night arrived most of our
group went along—and I didn’t. I
wondered why!

The next time I called to see her I
determined to find out. If she
couldn’t give me a good explanation
I'd—I'd—anyway, I asked her point-
blank. At first she dodged the
question. “Just like a woman!”
I thought. Then she became defiant.
“All right, if you must know the
truth, I'll give it to you!”

I Learn the Secret

In a moment she had rushed out of the
room, returned with a small book, opened
it and thrust it into my hands. “There,"”
she sputtered, “read that, and see if you
can take your medicine like a man!”

I was flabbergasted! Her diary! 1 read
the hastily penned record. The last burn-
ing sentence came like a lightning flash—
“I wish someone would give Jim a tip about
his dancing!"

So that was it! Instantly I understood.
I certainly did look foolish in her eyes.

All along I had been bluffing my way
as a dancer and kidding myself that I was
“getting by" with it. Now at last I realized
that I hadn't fooled anyone but myself.
They all knew I was a stiff, old-fashioned
“walk-around"—they laughed up their
sleeves when I tried to imitate the steps
of really good dancers—and the pity of it
was that I never realized how clumsy I
looked on the dance floor—until that diary
opened my eyes!

howed me up .

/

~—— butwhen Imet her again

A Short-Cut to Good Times

The very next evening I wrote to Arthur
Murray, world-famous dancing master. I
knew that he charged $10.00 a lesson in
his studio, but I knew also that he had five
lessons in dancing that he offered free. I
asked him to send those five lessons to me.

When they came I followed the simple
directions and diagrams, practicing before
a mirror. What a fun-spoiler I must have
been! The lessons showed me how many
mistakes I had been making in dancing—
how many unpardonable blunders I had
been guilty of. I had been holding my
partner wrong—Ileading wrong—pivoting
wrong—doing the simplest steps incor-
rectly. And as for the modern style of
dancing—I was utterly ignorant of it.

Yet in a few evenings I learned the mod-
ern Waltz—the modern Fox Trot, and
many delightful variations of the very lat-
est steps—all without music, partner or
teacher!

On the Road to Popularity

A week later I attended a dance. What
a triumph! I glided around the floor like
an expert. I did the most difficult steps
with the ease and precision of a profes-
sional. My dancing was a complete suc-
cess. And, best of all, Evelyn was right
there to congratulate me!

Learn to Dance at Home

This story is typical and it shows you
just the chance you have been looking for
—a chance to become an accomplished
dancer right in your own home at a trifling
small cost.

N

No matter how poorly you dance now—
no matter if you've never been on a dance
floor in your life—Arthur Murray's new
method makes you a finished dancer in ten
days, or you don't have to pay a penny for
the lessons.

Just think! In ten days’ time you'll be
able to do the French Tango, the Fox Trot,
the Waltz and all the other smart new
steps.

Five Lessons FREE

To prove that he can make you a finished
dancer in ten days’ time, Arthur Murray
is willing to send you five lessons from his
remarkable course absolutely free. Just
send the coupon (with 25¢ to cover cost of
printing and mailing) and these valu-
able lessons will be forwarded at once. Also
a free copy of his new book, “The Short
Cut to Popularity.” Don't delay. Mail
coupon NOW! Arthur Murray, Studio
741, 7 East 43rd Street, New York City.

T e ol e

Arthur Murray, Studio 741, l
7 East 43rd Street, New York City.

To prove that I can learn to dance at home

I in ten days, you may send the FIVE FREE

LESSONS. 1 enclose 25¢ (stamps or coin)

Itu pay for the postage, printing, etc. You

l are to include free ““The Short Cut to Pop-
ularity." I
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and sample immediately. Houk 3 5
AGding Penell Co. Dept. 47 St Lous, Mo Spare time or full time!

Great neckwear line now free! Features But, regardlessof what
finest quality neckwear at facto! prices.
Collect big commissions daily.
FREE tie offer and FREL outﬂt
Neckwear, Desk 12-F, Covington, Ky.
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TEWoo get started.
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ing famous Watkins Products. Millions of users
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Watkins, CS-4, Winona, Minn.

Earn Xmas Money. Write for 50 Sets
Christmas Seals._ Sell for 10ca set “’hcn sold 3
oenduasacn)nndkee $2.00._ St. Nicl oxu
Co., Dept. 385 S. M. C., Brooklyn, N.

Women Re presenntivu “nntcd. New|
Invention prevents shoulder straps slipping. Noj&
more discomfort. Women adore it. Write for
gmlculm, free offer. Lingerie “V" Company,

Lake St., North Windham, Conn.

Big Hit! Amazing new Aero Winter Cap
for men. women, children; also men's rain-proof
dress Ee $280 sale — $1.00 commission.
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Introduce Vice,9 E. 46th Street,
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and distribute free ples to consumers
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New York. K
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e samples free. Universal Tallol :‘t?o,
640 Broadway, Dept. C-12, New York
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now free. University of Applied Secience,
unnyslde Avenue, Department 10-19,

Mcn—Women. 18-50, Wanting to
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Frankun Inst., Dept.

Dept. 500, Fort Smith, Ark.

Why not sell us your spare time? §
an hour, $19.70 daily my full time.
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—47 styles, 39 colors, lor men, women, chil-
dren, including latest “'Silk to the Top'
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The nation’s

strength is

the nation’s

health

Buy
Christmas Seals
and

help preserve it

THE NATIONAL, STATE, AND
LOCAL TUBERCULOSIS ASSOCI-
ATIONSOF THE UNITED STATES

Stop Using a Truss

S'I’UAR'I"O PI.APAO-

different
t.he be meﬂunleo-
chemico applicators madoe

Reduced
Fu-i!mlc
Soft as velvet—easy ply—i Awarded
Gold Medal and Gnnd Pr!x Process of recovery
natural, so afterwards no further use for trusm
prove it by lendina 'mu of Plapao ahcoluuly FREE

Write name on Coupon and send TODAY,
Plapao Co., 4093 Stu 1t Bldg., St. Louis Mo.

Name .ccccccvcenvncrseccscscncses
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It Was the Greatest Shoc
of My Life to Hear Her Play

S e

|

—how had she found time to practice?

= ELL, Jim—I told you I had a surprise
for you!”

She beamed at her husband, de-
lighted to see how surprised—and pleased—
he was.

And I was astonished, too. Quite casually

she had gone to the piano, sat down—and

played! Played beautifully—though I had
never seen her touch a piano before. 1 didn’t
even know that she could read notes. Neither

of us could conceal our curiosity.

“How did you ever do it?”” her husband
asked. ‘““When did you find time to prac-
tice?”

“And who is your teacher?”

how a young man had learned to play the
piano during his spare time without a teacher.
I found that thousands of others had learned
to play their favorite musical instruments
in this same delightful, easy way, and so I
decided to enroll for a course in piano play-
ing.”

“But you didn’t tell me anything about
it,” Jim said.

“Well, you see, that was my big surprise.
Ever since I received my first lesson I’ve
been practicing by myself—during the day
while you’ve been away at business. I
turned my spare moments between house-
keeping and shopping into

I added.
““Wait, wait!” she laughed.
“One question at a time. I

Which do You Want
to Master in a

something pleasant and prof-
itable.”
“If you planned to surprise

have no teacher, that is, no Few Months me—you’ve certainly succeed-
private teacher, and I do (P)iano Hawaiian Guitar ed,” said Jim.

my practicing between rgan Drums and Traps

dishes.” Violin Mandolin Learn to Play at Home

“No teacher?”

Piccolo Harmony and
Clarinet Composition

This story is typical. There

“No—I learned to play the rl‘““’ lSJilfhlt ISi"‘!i“g are thousands of men and
piano an entirely new way Colle™ " Trombone women who have turned their
—uwithout a teacher. You see, Guitar Cornet spare moments into valuable
all my life I wanted to play Vi Saxophone time. In hours that would
some musical instrument, and A:‘f:r::gcsl?::::‘r(é:rx-?l otherwise be wasted, they
the piano appealed to me most. Piano Accordion have learned to play their
I thought I’d never learn how Banjo (Plectrum, 5-String favorite musical instruments

to play it, though—for I

or Tenor)

through the U. S. School of

haven’t much time to spare,
and I thought it would take long, long hours
of hard work and study. And I thought it
would be expensive, too.”

“Well, it s hard work, and it is expensive,’
I said. “Why, I have a sister . . .”

“I know,” she laughed, “but I learned to
play the piano through the new simplified
method. Some time ago I saw an announce-
ment of the U. S. School of Music. It told

y

Music.

Are you letting priceless moments slip by
when you could be learning to play some
musical instrument—easily, quickly?

You simply can not go wrong. First you
are told how a thing is done, then by illustra-
tion and diagram you are shown how, and when
you play—you hear it.

Thus you actually teach yourself to be-
come an accomplished musician right in

your own home. Without any long hours of tedious
practice. Without dull or uninteresting scales you learn
{mw to play real music from real notes.

Here 1s your chance to become a good player—quickl
—without a tea The U. S. Sch(mrnf Music wiﬁ
make you a capable and efficient player. Many of our
pupils now have positions with professional bands and
orchestras.

3

Demonstration Lesson FREE

Half a million people have already taught themselves
to play their favorite instruments right in their own

home. To prove that you, too, can learn music this
fascinating way, let us send you our free book, “Music
Lessons in Your Own Home” which fully explains this

remarkable method. We will include also our Free

Demonstration Lesson.

Mail Coupon Today

Remember—it is not too late to become a capable
musician. ou are in earnest about wanting to play
your favorite instrument—if you really want to gain new
happiness and increase your popularity—send off this
coupon at once. [ t the old- ned idea that
"Lulum" means everything. Read the list of instruments
to the left, decide rou want to play, and the U. S.
School of Music e rest. At the average cost of
only a few pennies a Act NOW. Clip and mail this
coupon today, and the fascinating free book and Demon-
stration Lesson will be sent to you at once. No obliga-
tion. U. S. School of Music, 43912 Brunswick Bldg.,
New York City.

U. S. School of Music,

43912 Brunswick Bldg., New York City.
Please send n

Own H roduction by Dr. Frank Crane,

Demons ) and particulars of your offer.

am interested in the following course:

Have .you above instrument?.........cccc00eveeeess
DRS¢ le e % 6 - e e aide bie siu'a oi'e/u sl weieE
(Please Write Plainly)
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Many times in the old days,
while I trudged home after
work to save carfare, I used
to gaze enviously at the shining
cars gliding by me, the pros-
perous men and women within,
Little did I think that inside of
a year, 1, too, should have my
own car, a decent bank ac-
count, the good things of life
that make it worth living.

I Thought Success Was For Others

Believe It Or Not, Just Twelve Months Ago
I Was Next Thing To “Down-and-Out”

DAY I'm sole owner of the fastest-
growing Radio store in town. And
I'm on good terms with my banker, too—
not like the old days only a year ago, when
often I didn't have one dollar to knock
against another in my pocket. My wife and
I live in the snuggest little home you ever
saw, right in one of the best neighborhoods.
And to think that a year ago I used to
dodge the landlady when she came to
collect the rent for the little bedroom I
called “home”’!

It all seems like a dream now, as I look
back over the past twelve short months,
and think how discouraged I was then, at
the ‘“end of a blind alley.” I thought I
never had had a good chance in my life,
and I thought I never would have one.
But it was waking up that I needed, and
here’s the story of how I got it.

I WAS a clerk, working at the usual
miserable salary such jobs pay. Somehow
I'd never found any way to get into a
line where I could make good money.

Other fellows seemed to find opportuni-
ties. But—much as I wanted the good
things that go with success and a decent
income—all the really well-paid vacancies
I ever heard of seemed to be out of my
line, to call for some kind of knowledge
I didn’t have.

And I wanted to get married. A fine
situation, wasn't it? Mary would have
agreed to try it—but it wouldn’t have
been fair to her.

Mary had told me, “You can't get ahead
where you are. Why don't you get into
another line of work, somewhere that you
can advance?”

“That’s fine, Mary,” I replied, “but
what line? I've always got my eyes open
for a better job, but I never seem to hear
of a really good job that I can handle.”
Mary didn’t seem to be satisfied with the
answer but I didn’'t know what else to
tell her.

It was on the way home that night that 1
stopped off in the neighborhood drug store,
where I overheard a scrap of conversation
about myself. A few burning words that were
the cause of the turning point in my life.

With a hot flush of shame I turned and
left the store, and walked rapidly home.
So that was what my neighbors—the
°pfeon;‘)l§ who knew me best—really thought

“Bargain counter sheik—look how that
suit fits,” one fellow had said in a low
voice. ‘‘Bet he hasn’t got a dollar in those
pockets.” “Oh, it’s just ‘Useless’ Anderson.”
said another. ‘‘He’s got a wish-bone where
his back-bone ought to be.”

As I thought over the words in deep
humiliation, a sudden thought made me
catch my breath. Why had Mary been so
dissatisfied with my answer that ‘I hadn't
had a chance?” Did Mary secretly think

“ that too? And after all, wasn't it frue

that I had a “wish-bone” where my back-
bone ought to be? Wasn't that why I never
had a “chance” to get ahead? It was true,
only too true—and it had taken this cruel
blow to my self-esteem to make me see it.

With a new determination I thumbed
the pages of a magazine on the table,
searching for an advertisement that I'd
seen many times but passed up without
thinking, an advertisement telling of big
opportunities for trained men to succeed
in the great new Radio field. With the
advertisement was a coupon offering a
big free book full of information. I sent
the coupon in, and in a few days received
a handsome M-rage book, printed in two
colors, telling all about the opportunities
in the Radio field and how a man can
prepare quickly and easily at home to take
advantage of these opportunities. I read
the book carefully, and when I finished it
I made my decision.

HAT’'S happened in the twelve

months since that day, as I've al-
ready told you, seems almost like a dream
to me now. For ten of those twelve months,
I've had @ Radio business of my own. At
first, of course, I started it as a little propo-
sition on the side, under the guidance of the
National Radio Institute, the outfit that
gave me my Radio training. It wasn’t
long before I was getting so much to do
in the Radio line that I quit my measly
little clerical job, and devoted my full time
to my Radio business.

Since that time I've gone right on up,
always under the watchful guidance of my
friends at the National Radio Institute.
They would have given me just as much
help, too, if I had wanted to follow some
other line of Radio besides building my own
retail business—such as broadcasting, manu-
facturing, experimenting, sea operating, or
any one of the score of lines they prepare
you for. And to think that until that day

I sent for their eye-opening book, I'd been
wailing “I never had a chance!”

NOW I'm making real money. I drive a
good-looking car of my own. Mary and
I don’t own the house in full yet, but I've
made a substantial down payment, and
I'm not straining myself any to meet the
installments.

Here's a real tip. You may not be as
bad-off as I was. But, think it over—are
you satisfied? Are you making enough
money, at work that you like? Would you
sign a contract to stay where you are now
for the next ten years, making the same
money? If not, you'd better be doing
something about it instead of drifting.

This new Radio game is a live-wire field
of golden rewards. The work, in any of the
20 different lines of Radio, is fascinating,
absorbing, well-paid. The National Radio
Institute—oldest and largest Radio home-
study school in the world—will train you
inexpensively in your own home to know
Radio from A to Z and to increase your
earnings in the Radio field.

Take another tip—No matter what your
plans are, no matter how much or how
little you know about Radio—clip the
coupon below and look their free book over.
It is filled with interesting facts, figures, and
photos, and the information it will give
you is worth a few minutes of anybody’s
time. You will place yourself under no
obligation—the book is free, and is gladly
sent to anyone who wants to know about
Radio. Just address J. E. Smith, President,
National Radio Institute, Dept. P.F.-4
Washington, D. C.

1 J. E. Smith, President,
National Radio Institute,
| Dept. P.F.-4, Washington, D. C,

i Dear Mr. Smith:
Please send me your 64-oafe free book,
printed in two colors, giving all information '
| about the opportunities in Radio and how I
I can learn quickly and easily at home to take
advantage of them. I understand this request

places me under no obligation, and t no
i salesmen will call on me.
Name....ccos0ees sesesens esesessssssssanan

sessasanan l
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Personal Example
By George William Wilder

N May of this year the American Crime Study Commission was permanently
I organized in Chicago, and it outlined a program for nation-wide study of the
causes of crime and the methods of crime prevention.
One of the chief points brought out at that time was that crime prevention
must begin with the child. And this, it seems to us, is the heart of the whole
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{! problem.
7t There is no question but that pumshment as a solution of the problem of N
;{ crime, has utterly and completely failed. And, while reformation of the. adult '

criminal, including the confirmed, old offender, has in many cases proved suc-
cessful under humane and enlightened treatment, this phase of the work can,
at best, but scratch the surface.

Proper environment and training of the individual child is the solution.
The training should start before the child’s school days, and this, in itself, is a
problem.

How many of us, as individuals, feel the responsnblhty of this duty in our
own lives? One does not have to be a mother, or a father, to be of help to
young children. Each one of us, whether approaching manhood, or womanhood,
or having attained either, should feel this obligation toward every young child,
and older child, too, over whom we can have, or do have, some influence.

One of the most effective aids to the welfare and progress of the human
race is the present-day awakening of the individual to the importance of bodily
health, though this awakening has only begun. The knowledge of how impor-
tant this is, is not born in the child; it has to be taught, just as the difference
between right and wrong has to be taught. But let a child be taught most care-
fully the difference between right and wrong, then reared into a sickly weakling
as an adult, and all that teaching is lost.

Therefore, in teaching the child, health comes first. It is the foundation
upon which all success, prosperity, and good citizenship are built. It is the
greatest known enemy of crime.

Teach the child to realize the importance of physical health; that strong,
virile bodies make clean, healthy minds; that the young man or the young
woman with a healthy mind never becomes a criminal.

With this in view, the best place to begin is at home. And, at home, the best
person to begin with, is oneself. FEach one of us will then be in a position to

teach others by the most successful method of instruction known to man—
personal example.
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BEYOND the Barriers

Stapp as police reporter, has seen the human
notorious case of Andy Stoddard, accused of

his sympathy for the friendless prisoner led

more to do with the murder of that woman than I did.”

It was Wallace Barnett talking—OIld Wally, as he

was known. He was discussing with me the city’s

latest and one of its foulest murders—a beautiful woman

had been killed, and her estranged husband was in jail,
charged with the crime.

“I know it looks bad for the boy,” the old man went on,
“but if you'd just listen to him tell his whole story, you'd
realize what a mistake it was to ever arrest him.” Barnett
raised his big frame from the chair, and stepped to the win-
dow, shaking his shaggy, grey hair. “I tell you it’s the old,
old story of mistaken youth, both on his part and hers.
Why—" he wheeled to face me—"the Recorder of Things
wrote. the prologue of this tale long years ago.”

Old Wally had called me to his office for no other pur-
pose than to discuss the case with me and, as I saw it
then, to try to convince me of the man’s innocence. But
that was not queer. He was the public defender—and as
strange and lovable a character as any with which I, as a
newspaper reporter, have ever been confronted.

He, while not wealthy, was well fixed as far as this
world’s goods are concerned. He was past
sixty and had never married, and his prac-
tice netted him scarcely a dime—except for
his rather paltry salary as public defender—
although he was a lawyer of unusual ability
and might have had a tremendous practice
from which he could have made a fortune.
His income was from property left him by his
father, and his sole ambition seemed to be to do
something for the under-dog. This trait, coupled
with his natural ability at the bar, made it hard
for Prosecutor Henry Bolte and his staff to con-
vict an innocent man. Old Wally was proud of
his sobriquet—“The Guardian of the Inno-
cents.”

His history is public property. A few years
after being graduated from law school, Old
Wally joined the prosecutor’s staff and served
under three successive prosecutors. Suddenly
he resigned and left the city, then returned
two years later and sought the defense side of
the table. He chose his clients from among
the down-and-outers and defended them with a
vigor that worried his former associates.

In his early youth he had not always fol-
lowed the straight and narrow path, and
it was said of him that just before he left
the prosecutor’s office, he had been forced
to send an illegitimate son to the reforma-
tory for theft. Whether that be true or
not, he was instrumental in obtaining a
pardon for the young man. Then Old
Wally educated him, and to-day, that youth
is a practicing attorney in a distant city.

“Why, Jim,” he said, after a bit, “just
look here—what have they got ?”
prosecution in Stoddard’s case.
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“I TELL you, Jim, Stoddard is innocent. He had no

I put my ear
against the
wall and lis-

tened

He was referring to the

Together, we went over the evidence against the man.
As a newspaper reporter I had followed the investigation in
every detail and was quite as well informed on most points
as the lawyer was. And my sympathies—for purely per-
sonal and illogical reasons—were with the accused man.
But I could not entirely convince myself that he was in-
nocent.

Pretty Mrs. Stoddard had been found dead four days
before. Her body lay on the floor of her apartment, on the
top floor of a five-story building. She had lived there alone.
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elements in many sensational crimes. In the
cutting the throat of his beautiful young wife,
him into the thick of a baffling mystery

Her next-door neighbor, Mrs. Alice Harrison, as had Although every man there, both official and "unofficial,
been her custom, rapped on Mrs. Stoddard’s door that morn- literally turned that gruesome apartment wrong side out,
ing. Mrs. Harrison said she called Mrs. Stoddard every mnot a knife was found. That precluded the theory of sui-
morning as she went to her work; she was due at her cide. It was murder, cold-
office at eight, while Mrs. Stoddard was not due at her blooded and heartless murder.

desk until nine. But this morning, Mrs. Harrison said, she
received no response. She said she knew Mrs. Stoddard
had been up late the night before—she had heard her argu-
g with some man—and so she concluded that her friend
was not going to work that day, and went on.
Several times, she said, when Mrs. Stoddard had
been up late the night before, she did not go to
work the next morning.

At ten o'clock, Mrs. Harrison telephoned Mrs.
Stoddard’s apartment, but still received
no response. This worried her, so she
phoned the negro janitor, one Jason
Murphy, and asked him to go to
Mrs. Stoddard’s apartment, just to
-see if she was at home.

He did, and receiving no re-
sponse to his rap, concluded she
was not at home and went on
about his duties.

That afternoon, when Mrs. Har-
rison returned from her work and
rapped on Mrs. Stoddard’s door
and still received no response, she
sought Murphy and asked him to
use his master-key.

Together, they went to Mrs.
Stoddard’s  one-room-kitchenette-
and-bath apartment and Murphy
unlocked the door. He swung it
open to permit Mrs. Harrison to
enter.

She loosed one scream and sank
at his feet.

There, on the floor of the simply but
tastefully furnished living-room, lay
Mrs. Stoddard, her throat cut as
neatly as if it had been done by a sur-
geon.

Jason’s shriek, following close on
Mrs. Harrison’s, was the signal that
brought almost every resident of that
apartment house to the fifth floor. They
found Mrs. Harrison on the floor, but
Jason was gone.

While other neighbors called the
police, Mrs. Sidney Gruenther revived
Mrs. Harrison.

It was mighty few minutes later that
police detectives, the Coroner, and
newspapermen—myself included among
the last-named—were on the scene, and
the merciless two-way hunt for a killer
was on—the officials digging and searching, and the news-
papers blazing forth the details of this latest sensation.

“You——! Don’t you
lie to me! I know
he was up here!”
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Doctor Paul Steinman, the Coroner, fixed the time of
death at from fifteen to eighteen hours before, or some time
between midnight and two o’clock that morning. That ex-
plained her being in negligée and the appearance of the
bed—as if it had been occupied.

It was evident to us that the woman had retired, then
rose to answer a rap at the door, where she met her mur-
derer. And it became more evident as we talked to the
neighbors.

Mrs. Harrison laid claim to being the closest friend of
the murdered woman, and so I slipped into her apartment
with her and Mrs. Gruenther.

“Mrs. Stoddard left her husband—his name’s Andy—sev-
eral months ago,” she said, “but they were never sore at
each other. He had been married before and so had she.
He had two daughters and she had a boy by the former
marriage. He hired a housekeeper to look after his girls,

and she put her son in the Saint Bernard’s School. It
was because of the boy that she left him. She said Mr.
Stoddard was -mean to the little fellow. But even after
He'd come to see

she left him, they kept going together.
her, and lots of times he spent sev-
eral days with her.

“He came last night,” she con-
tinued. “I heard him come, along
about midnight. I heard him speak
to her and heard her speak to him.
They called each other ‘honey’ and
‘sweetheart,” and all that bunk. Oh,
I'd know his voice any place. They
both seemed happy—that is, judging
from the tone of their voices. They
closed the door, and I didn't hear
them for several minutes.

“Then their voices became louder,
and I was frightened. I put my ear
against the wall and listened. He
called her a terrible name. ‘You
! Don’t you lie to me! I
know he was up here!’

“She was crying and calling him
names, too.

“And then he said: ‘Let go of
me, you dirty " He called
her that terrible name again.

“Then I heard her scream:

“‘Don’t, Andy! For
God’s sake——" But
the door slammed and
I didn’t hear the rest
of it.

““Then, a minute later,
I heard the door open again, and
heard his footsteps going down
the stairs.”

I hadn’t interrupted, except to
ask a question or two in verifica-
tion. After she got started talk-
ing, the story seemed to flow out
of her mouth. There was no
doubt but that she believed what
she had told.

“So you rapped this morning
and she didn’t answer?” I asked,
to bring the tale up to the minute.

“Yes,” she replied. “Once before
when he came, they quarreled, and she
didn't go to work the next day. So,
this morning, when I knocked on her
door and she didn’t answer, I just sup-
posed she was going to stay at home
to kind of get her nerves settled. She
was an awful nervous woman, anyway.”

Instinctively =
I bowed my
head

I thanked her and slipped out of the room and into the
apartment where the undertaker was just removing the
body of the murdered woman. I took Danny Benjamin,
Chief of Detectives, by the arm and led him to one side,
where I told him briefly what Mrs. Harrison. had told me.

He and I went back into Mrs. Harrison’s apartment. She
repeated her story, and Benjamin questioned her and Mrs.
Gruenther.

The latter’s story corroborated Mrs. Harrison's. She
had opened her door when she heard the quarreling, and
she saw the man leave. Her description of him tallied
with Mrs. Harrison's description of Mrs. Stoddard’s hus-
band.

Further questioning revealed that others of the neighbors
had seen the man, too—Mr. and Mrs. R. H. Summers, Al-
bert Hotchkiss and his wife, and Mr. and Mrs. P H. Fitz-
gerald and their daughter, Georgia, a young woman of
eighteen or nineteen. Miss Fitzgerald had just left her
“steady” at the front door and met Mrs. Stoddard’s hus-
band on the stairs. She had seen him before, she said,
and so she recognized him this time.

Benjamin placed Lieutenant
Frank Grouseman in charge of
the apartment, sent Detective
Pat Dietz to watch Saint Ber-
nard’s School to see that no one
attempted to molest the dead
woman’s boy, and then he, De-
tective Tagpalm, and I went out
after Andrew Stoddard.
We found that his home was
a very modest cottage. He, his
housekeeper, a Mrs. Minnie
Halpern, and his two little girls
were just ready to sit down at
the dinner table. It was Mrs.
Halpern who answered the
Chief’s rap on the door.
“Is Mr. Andrew Stoddard at
home?” Chief Benjamin asked.
“Why, yes,” came the immedi-
ate reply.
Then, turning toward the din-
ing room, she called:
“Mr. Stoddard!”
A moment later a man ap-
peared at the door. I remember
I was surprised and seemed to
feel that there was a mistake.
Somehow, he was too open and too
frank, too clean-cut. He couldn’t be
a murderer—he couldn’t cut a woman’s
throat. It wasn’t thoughts—it was just
a sort of feeling.

“Good evening, gentlemen,” was his
greeting. “Won’t you come in?” He
held the door open for us. It was
evident that he didn’t recognize the
men as officers. 2

“Mr. Stoddard?” Benjamin asked.

“Yes, sir.”

The Chief showed his badge and
asked him to step out on the porch

Although I could see his face go
white—that was no proof of guilt;
many persons become frightened at the
sight of an officer at their door—he
seemed only too glad to step out. His
steps faltered a bit, and the look of
fright on his face gave way to bewil-
derment. I wondered how much of his
surprise was genuine.

“Mr. Stoddard,” Benjamin said in
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almost a whisper, “Mrs. Stoddard’s been murdered.”

That gasp!

It all but drowned the Chief’s words.
as if the man’s face had been immobile.

“We'd like to talk to you about it,” he said. “Wouldn’t
you rather come to the Station?” Before Stoddard could
answer, the Chief added: “Remember, you're not under
arrest, and so you're under no obligation to come.”

Stoddard’s speech had left him. He stood staring at us
for fully a minute. It seemed I could see his back stiffen
and his chin go out. Then he spoke.

“T’'ll go,” he said. “Wait until I get my coat and hat?”

“Sure,” Benjamin agreed.

We heard him tell Mrs. Halpern and the children that
he had to go downtown, but that he’d be back soon. Then
I saw him pick up each little girl and hug her to him as
he kissed her good-by. They knew something was wrong.
Both were crying when finally he released them and turned
away. They called to him, but he refused to look back

“Yes,” 1T thought. “Poor devil! He knows that that’s
probably the last time he’ll ever get to hold them that way.”

He came directly toward us, walking as straight as a
board, but once outside the door, the tears came to his eyes
and he made no attempt to hide them or brush them away.

“I’'m ready,” he murmured.

He was taken direct to the Station, to the Chief’s private
office. Only the four of us were there. Except
for an occasional sob, he had remained silent all
the way to town. But now that we were in the
room, all seated but him, he looked at each of us,
and then, still unable to speak clearly, faltered:

“C—can’t I—I see h—her?”

“You don’t want to see her now,” the Chief said
sympathetically. Then, suddenly, he added, with a
sneer :

“Her throat’s cut.”

“Good God!”

That’s all he said as he sank into the
vacant chair-that had been left for him.

It was several minutes—minutes of
painful silence—before anyone spoke. |
The Chief broke it, his voice cold and i
hard.

“Just where were you last night, Stod-
dard, say, between mid-
night and two o’clock?”

Each word seemed to
clang against that still-
ness.

It was oppressing—as
though some monster hand
had grasped that room and
was squeezing the air
from it as a man would
squeeze the juice from a
lemon.

I felt rather than heard
Stoddard’s groan of aston-
ishment.

His mouth open, his
eyes seeming to look beyond and through the wall,
he sat straight and stiff for perhaps two full
minutes. Then another groan, and his shoulders
sank, his backbone apparently giving way.

“My God,” he muttered, “and you think I did it.”

“I'm not telling you what I think,” Benjamin
snapped. “But I will tell you what I know.” He
rose and stepped over to him, his attitude menac-
ing. “I know that you were jealous of her. I
know that you quarreled with her continually when
you two were living together. 1 know that you ran after
her when she left you, and that you spent many nights with
her, in her apartment. And what’s more, I know that you

But he went on

Stoddard was
praying

were with her last night, and that you quarreled with her
about another man, and that you were the last person known
to have seen her alive. Deny any of it,” he sneered, “will
you?”

The man, so taken aback he could not speak, just sat
dumb, staring at the Chief as the official retraced his steps
to his chair. Then he looked first to Tagpalm, then to
me, as if in search of a friend.

I could not help it. Perhaps it was selfishness on my
part, but I like to believe it was human sympathy that
made me shake my head, warningly. It would be best for

_him to say nothing at this time.

From the selfish standpoint there was the chance that I
would get an exclusive story from Stoddard. But I really
felt sorry for the man. He was in no condition to talk,
to answer questions. Somehow, I felt that even if he
was guilty, there must have been some justification—a
man like that couldn’t kill in cold blood. Undoubtedly he
loved the woman, and she had refused to live with him.
That is no excuse for murder, to be sure; but to what ex-
tent that condition would have enraged him, deprived him
of reason, was a different question. And added to that,
maybe, was the suspicion of another man having been
there. Yet I could not picture this man a murderer.

He must have
read those
thoughts in my
mind, for his eyes
lit up ever so lit-
tle as he turned
back to the Chief, and he seemed to be calm.

“Yes,” he said. “We quarreled (Continued on page 66)



On the Trail

Men (with bullet holes in them) had been hauled
when last seen alive—they had been

HE man who entered the Blue Moon that night was
obviously a gentleman. That in itself was unusual.
The fact that he was self-possessed
and lacking in curiosity was yet
more so. The Ohio
river-men who came
to Cincinnati on
packets and barges,
frequenting the Blue

Moon until
their money
ran out, eyed
the stranger
cautiously, try-
ing to identify
him.

Among them
were men who
knew every
detective of
the Cincinnati
police force on sight.
Some of them were
equally familiar with
the police of Pitts-
burgh, Louisville and river
towns clear down to Cairo
and beyond. But none of
them recognized this man, and this was apparent from the
quick glances that passed between them, saying what lips
were too wary to speak.
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a twenty-dollar bill on the wet bar.

The new arrival spoke quietly to the bartender and pressed
The bartender nodded,
set a bottle and a glass before him, then
passed down the line taking orders.

“Gen’leman’s buyin’ a round,” he advised
the patrons, and again curious
eyes turned on the visitor, some
of them sullen, others grown
friendly with the approach of
hospitality. Prohibition had not
yet taken rank as a serious threat
and twenty dollars went a long
way in the Blue Moon.. Several
of the drinkers raised their
glasses, tipping them in his direc-
tion and the stranger responded
courteously, then sipped his
liquor as befitted a
noisseur.

Presently, when the bar-
tender again approached, the
man leaned forward and
spoke, using the unmistak-
able soft accent of New
Orleans.

“Do you happen to know a
man named Walter Fergu-
son, suh? 1 was told down
in N’ Orleans that he hung
out heah a good bit.”

Instinctively the man be-
hind the bar registered a
blank. The unwritten law of
the Blue Moon decreed that
to a stranger no river-man
ever knew another. Slowly,
as though he were pondering,
he shook his round bald
head.

“Never heard of him.”

The man from Louisiana
had voiced his question loud
enough to carry along the
line to the fourth or fifth be-
yond him, so that others behind them heard it too. From
my corner at the end of the bar, I heard it and was able
to restrain a start .only by an appreciable effort. Not
all within hearing did so well, for they recognized the
name and it was in their eyes, or in a sudden parting
of the lips.

The bartender had lied and all who heard his denial were
aware of it.

con-

I saw a dark
figure move fur-
tively in the
shadow, back of
the door

Wally Ferguson was a river-man who today might be
a deckhand, tomorrow the owner of a little steamboat. A
quiet, level-eyed man he might be tonight, soft-voiced and
careful in his choice of words, and tomorrow night a rag-
ing demon in dirty canvas clothes, vile-tongued and ugly,
with a long-barreled gun thrust naked in his belt. But he
was never without money.

The Southerner glanced casually along the line.

“That’s right strange,” he drawled. “I figured my in-



of “THE RAT”

out of the Ohio River with boat hooks, and

on the trail of “The Rat”

fo'mation was reliable.
meetin’ with Mistah Ferguson.”
[n my capacity as police reporter | scented a story, of
course. Yet I dared not make a wrong move. The Blue
Moon was a re-
markable source
of news and it
had taken me

['d give consid’able fo’ a

By GUY FOWLER, formerly of the
Cincinnati COMMERCIAL TRIBUNE

long months to gain the confidence of its habitues. Of all
the dives in the Second Police Precinct, the Blue Moon
was supreme and reporters, as a rule, were unwelcome
there. But by
stretching a
meager salary to
stand occasional
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treat, by omitting some of the
things I knew from some of the
things [ wrote, and above all by keeping a
close mouth, it had been possible to work a
way into the good graces of those river-rats.

The bartender’s voice interrupted my hur-
ried thoughts:

“Nobody by that name ever hung out here,
Mister. You got a bum steer.”

The tall figure beneath the old-fashioned, soft, black hat
shifted one foot to the rail and a pair of keen gray eyes
gazed calmly across the bar.

“Well now, | can’t understand that,” he spoke softly,
half to himself, it seemed. “I was told down home that
Mistah Ferguson had his mail sent heah.”’

The bartender smiled

oy
[
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“Lots of 'em do that” He deftly skimmed the froth
from a great mug of beer. “It's a good alibi.”

I knew better, of course, than to speak to the stranger,
or to follow him when he might leave. Accordingly, I
gulped my drink disinterestedly and waved good night to
the man in the soiled apron behind the bar. As I passed
out, the voice of the Southerner came to my ears in its
musical drawl. -

“Well now, I didn’t low Mistah Ferguson would need
an alibi.”

INSTEAD of turning from the river to head uptown, or
to wait for the bartender’s reply, I moved swiftly along
the side wall of the saloon, past its dimly lighted window,
back into the shadows that merged with the docks. In the
darkness there, with the heavy river smells assailing my
nostrils, I waited. The door of the Blue Moon swung back
and forth a dozen times, but the stranger remained within.

Crouching there I recalled what I had heard of Wally
Ferguson, known by his enemies as “The Rat.” He was
notorious on the rivers as a spender, a will-o-the-wisp and
a killer, yet the police had never been able to produce
murder evidence against him. He had served his time at
Columbus for piracy on the river, and on a dozen occasions
he had done bits in the city jail for lesser crimes. He had

True Detective M ysteries

black hat. I don’t know his name, but I want to get to
him. He just came in.”

The clerk scanned the register, then turned to the card
index.

“Oh, yeah,” he replied carelessly, “Mortimer Gravesend—
came in day before yesterday. He's in Four-sixteen.”

I called Room 416 on the wire and recognized the voice.
I told him frankly who I was and he invited me up to his
room.

“Come in, come in, suh,” he greeted me cordially at the
door. “I can’t figure what a repo’ter wants o’ me, but
come in.”

He urged me to a chair and pushed a box of cigars
within my reach.

“Now what can I do fo' you, suh?”

“You're looking for Walter Ferguson, aren’t you?" I
put it abruptly.

He registered surprised amusement.

“Why, yes, I am. Do you know him?”

NODDED. “You were looking for him down at the

Blue Moon bar a while ago.”

He smiled keenly. “I swan, you boys certainly do keep
up with a body. Yes suh, I did. That's a right strange
place now, ain’t it?”

“~RAVESEND'S hand, midway to his breast, moved upward a

bare trifle.

A red flash . . . a roar frem Ferguson’s gun . . . a

second report cracked out from the long-barreled pistol which
Gravesend fired from his armpit—

“Someone hurled a bottle . . . the lights went out. Then—

“‘Hands up!

Line up against the wall there!””

a manner of disappearing that puzzled even those shrewd
detectives who knew the river and its ways.

The wait seemed long. Growing impatient, I suddenly
decided to go back to the bar and was just in front of
the window when the Blue Moon door swung outward and
in the beam of yellow light that followed it, appeared the
figure of the stranger. He was walking slowly, an un-
lighted stogie in the corner of his mouth, his wide-brimmed
hat set jauntily on the back of his head.

Just then I saw a dark figure move furtively in the
shadow back of the door and pass swiftly around the corner,
up the alley. When the stranger, too, turned the corner, I
fell in to dog them both, keeping close to buildings and
watching the street behind me as well as ahead. It became
easier to follow them as we emerged from the river district
into the uptown streets where we came into the crowds, for
the night was yet young.

T the Gibson House the tall Louisianian turned in and
his shadow loitered on the curb for a moment. Then he
retraced his steps. I crossed the street, for I had been fol-
lowing on the opposite side, and entered the lobby. My
quarry was nowhere in sight, but the clerk was an acquain-
tance of mine and I sought him.
“There’s a guest here, I believe, from New Orleans,” I
told him. “A tall, gray-haired man wearing a wide-brimmed

“It is,” I assured him. “It's a bad place, Mr. Graves-
end—especially bad for anybody looking for Wally Fergu-
son. What do you want with him, may I ask?”

THE lean, tanned face grew hard and the steady eyes
peered at me from beneath bushy brows with a new
expression.

“Beggin’ youah pardon, suh, he replied with dignity,
“that's my own business, as I see it. Unless,” his tone
softened—"“you are actin’ as his agent.”

“No, and I don’t mean to ask personal questions,” I
answered. “I'm merely a reporter looking for a story. But
if you don’t know it—and I believe you don’t—vou're in
danger down there unless they know you and know your
business.”

Gravesend laughed.

“Danger?” he echoed. “What fo’, suh? I have nothin’
to fear from any man—and I wouldn’t fear him if 1 did
have.”

I rose to bid him good night. “Well, it’s none of my busi- -
ness, of course. I heard you ask for Ferguson and it
sounded like a story. But I'm not joking when I tell you
to be careful down there. You were followed back here
to the hotel, you know.”

Gravesend was standing,
smile.

still wearing that kindly
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“Don’t you worry none about me, son. I've been doin’
husiness on these rivers since I was knee high to a hop-
toad.”

“Oh,” I attempted a final effort, “then it's business with ~

Ferguson ?”

He beamed on me generously, as though he might be
humoring a child.

“Suah, it’s business. I want to sell him a boat.”

I smiled at that, for it struck me as humorous that any
river-man would attempt negotiations with Wally Fergu-
son by way of the Blue Moon. The police had hauled
bodies out of the river with boat hooks and found bullet
holes in them, then learned that when last seen alive they
had been on the trail of Wally.

“T'll give you a call tomorrow,” I suggested.
know if you sell him, will you?”

Gravesend shook his head quite
seriously.

“Well, now, I'd say
you bettah get that in-
fo'mation from .Mistah
Ferguson,” he replied.

And again I smiled, s
thinking how likely it e
would be that Wally ]
would reveal his floating
property to a newspaper
man.

“I'll. call you anyway,
for luck,” T promised.
And swore at my-
self on the way to
the elevator for
having played an
open hand. It was
not impossible, or
even improbable,
that Gravesend
was wiser than he
appeared. He
might be working
hand in hand with
Ferguson. It would
have done me no
good to have had
word go back to the
Blue Moon that 1 was
making private inquiries
into Ferguson's affairs.
They made curiosity a

“Let me

dangerous weakness to
possess at the Blue
Moon.

AS it happened, how-
ever, I had no occa-
tion to call Gravesend the
next day. On reaching
the office of the Com-
mercial Tribune 1 was
given no least oppor-
tunity to work on private theories. There was a definite
assignment for me with plenty of labor in the offing.

“The afternoon papers have a flash on this,” the city editor
told me, handing out a little packet of clippings. “Get
over to Police Headquarters and clean up on it. Give me
a call,” he added. 3

The clippings told of the disappearance of four girls in
as many days from respectable homes in Cincinnati. They
had dropped out completely, leaving never a trace, and
frantic parents were besieging the police tq find them.

But the significant note came in a series of brief wire
reports beneath the local stories—dispatches from Pitts-
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burgh, Louisville, Lawrenceberg and some smaller towns
along the river, describing similar disappearances, eaually
mysterious.

At Police Headquarters Chief Jackson told me readily
enough that his men were working on the theory of white
slavery. The brainiest men of his staff were detailed on
the case. The net was spread and there would be surprising
events where crimson lights cast their reflections in a dis-
trict now long abandoned.

“Have you got any definite hunch, Chief?” I asked.

“Several.”

“For publication?” 1 asked—doubtfully.

Jackson smiled.

“Oh, yes, we'll give you the names. You print them in
the morning so the birds we want will read about it and

call here at Headquarters for interview.”
I grinned appreciation of his sarcasm and went

Gravesend
caught the ex-
pression of

m in my
face as I
looked over
his shoulder

i

back to the office. Other
men were interviewing the
terrified parents and their
stories would be brought in later in the night. While I was
writing what news was available a dispatch ticked into the -
telegraph room from New Orleans. The “flimsy” sheet
bearing the story was brought to my desk.

Its contents changed the story and, indeed, altered the
lives of a number of people. As I read the opening sentence
my head swam for a moment as thoughts raced through mv
brain. (Continued on page 76)



SLEEPING DEATH

The “Doctor Brandon Case” is about as strange a case
as was ever known—and the solution of the mystery
of this man’s death will go down in the records as
one of the cleverest pieces of detective work ever
accomplished

As told by BOB SHERIDAN
to 0. C. AMMONS

HAD just had lunch with Sheldon Kirk at his apartment
[ on Lake Shore Avenue, and we were settling ourselves for

a smoke, when the telephone rang. The call was for me.

As I said “hello” into the phone, I doubt if my effort to
conceal my irritation .was completely successful. I never
like to have my hour of relaxation at noontime broken into
—especially when [ am a guest of that remarkable detective
and delightfully charming fellow, Sheldon Kirk. And hav-
ing been so fortunate, or unfortunate, as you might see it, as
to inherit a considerable estate, I had continued my practice
of law, not because it is a passion but rather to be kept from
being designated as a vagrant, and I now experienced no
thrill from the thought that the caller was possibly a pros-
pective client.

I went to the phone with the deliberate intention of
_announcing, politely, that I would be in my office at three
o'clock—but the frenzied feminine voice at the other end of
the wire immediately and completely disarmed me. I
listened in amazement as the girl’s short, broken sentences
came to me.

I put the receiver back on the hook with a shaky hand,
and, turning, called excitedly to the detective: “Doctor
Brandon has been murdered!”

KIRK, knowing Frank Brandon was my personal dentist

and intimate friend, said sympathetically, “That is too
bad, Bob.” Then, the professional instinct immediately com-
ing to the front, he asked quietly, “How was he killed ?”

“It was his dental assistant calling— Jane Wharton,” I said,
“and she was in an extremely nervous condition, but I made
out that Doctor Pearson, a surgeon next door—whom you
probably know—had found bruises on Brandon's throat, indi-
cating he had been strangled.”

“Is anyone suspected ?”

**Jane spoke of no one. She said the police had been called.
It seems somewhat ironical that only three days ago Frank
told me jokingly that if ever he was murdered he wanted my
‘celebrated’ detective friend to find the guilty party. Frank
and I laughed, but Jane shuddered.”

“It might not have been entirely in jest that he spoke.
Perhaps he felt his life was in danger,” Kirk suggested.

“He never appeared to have a care in the world—and if
he had an enemy, he kept the fact a secret. He was a likeable
fellow, everyone coming in contact with him considered him
a friend.”

Even while I was speaking I knew that the detective, sens-
ing my own unspoken wish, had decided to look into the case.
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“Perhaps we had better go, and we can talk things over
on our way uptown,” he said, and, rising, made ready to leave.

Arriving down-stairs, we found Kirk’s car standing in
front of the apartment. Kirk gave the address to his chauf-
feur, and we climbed in.

“Now, Bob, tell me just as concisely as possible the things
that will help ‘me in this case,” Kirk said, as the car started
forward.

“Well,” T began,, reflectively, “it was always Doctor Bran-
don’s habit to go to lunch at twelve and return at twelve-
thirty. Jane would then go out and stay till one-thirty.
The Doctor would lie down on the little couch in his
laboratory, smoke a cigarette, and doze till the girl returned
and waked him. To-day, Jane said, on being unable to rouse
him she ran in and called Doctor Janett; the dentist in the
adjoining suite, and Doctor Pearson, who occupies the
rooms on the other side. They found Frank dead. The police
were called. Then Jane, recalling the conversation a few
days ago, phoned my office, and, finding me out, called here.
That was all she told me over the phone—except that the
window in the laboratory was open to the top. The Doctor,
as | myself know, always kept this window closed while he
was sleeping, because of the draft.”

“You are, I believe,” Kirk said, “in the habit of calling
quite often on Doctor Brandon at his office and know his
social and professional associates quite intimately. I have
heard you say he was not married; but did he have a femi-
nine acquaintance who was especially fond of him?”

“He had many. He was quite a favorite with the ladies—
even the married ones—and I must admit that he was—
entirely unthinking, you understand—a little rough at times
with their hearts.”

“Do you know of a specific case, man or woman, where
the party might have been driven by jealousy to the extreme
measure of taking Brandon's. life?”

AFTER studying a moment, [ replied: “Of course, there

may be some husband or lover that I know nothing about,
but the women or girls that I know, who were wrapped up
in him, strike me as being quite harmless. Jane Wharton,
his assistant, a slip of a girl barely out of her teens, fairly
worships him, and Norma Jordan—Doctor Pearson’s office
assistant—has told me somewhat boastfully on occasions that
Jane was ‘insanely’ jealous of her because Doctor Brandon
had been paying her some attention. But it was all just inter-
office gossip, for I am sure Frank didn't think seriously of
either of them, though they are both nice girls. Jane is small
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and pretty, and Norma is a very handsome woman. Gossip
has linked the latter with Doctor Janett, though he is past
forty and married.”

“Now, Bob,” Kirk interrupted, “although Doctor Pearson
has said death was brought about by strangulation, which
makes suicide seem a little difficult, I am going to ask whether
Brandon’s habits or financial condition might supply any
reason for self-destruction?”

“He was living, 1 am sure, within his means, and was
wildly enthusiastic about his success. He had only been prac-
ticing four years, and he told me in confidence, once, that he
was making nearly triple the money that the dentist in the
adjoining office, Doctor Janett, was making, and the latter
had been there nearly fifteen years.”

“Had Doctor Brandon practiced anywhere besides in his

present office?” Kirk
asked.
“No. He located

there immediatelyafter
leaving school. The
whole floor on
which his office
is located is
taken up by the

rooms of physicians and surgeons. Frank said he had pretty
tough sledding for the first year. But his personality and skill
soon won the friendship and confidence of the doctors on
the floor, and they began to flood him with patients that they

had formerly sent to Doctor Janett.
Pearson that I first met Brandon.”
“Knowing your fondness for poker, Bob,” he said, “I am
led to wonder if your friend Brandon had the habit and
indulged to any extent in that innocent diversion?”

It was through Doctor

I admitted that Frank loved the game as much as I—if
such a thing was possible—and that he seldom missed a ses
sion that we held in Doctor Pearson’'s X-ray room, which
connected by a door with Frank’s laboratory.

“But,” T concluded, “he was one of the luckiest men I ever
saw ; it seemed impossible for him to lose, and his winnings
for the past year, I dare say, were as much as his income
from his practice. So I am confident he had no financial
worries.”

“Who, besides you,” Kirk asked with a smile, “were the big
losers on these sittings in Doctor Pearson's room ?”

“I think we all donated regularly,” I replied. “Doctor Pear
son has of late been complaining bitterly of his luck, and
Doctor Janett, though he is a brooding fellow and makes few
comments whether winning or losing, has been plunging des-
perately, and his checks to Brandon at the end of the game
have always been large. The two other doctors in the game

have been losing some also.”

We had by this time reached the Eldridge
Building. We entered it and took the eleva
tor to the tenth floor. Kirk stopped for a
moment in the hall while he noted the plan
of the floor. Immediately to the left of the
elevator was the narrow concrete and steel

stairway that led
from one floor to the
other; directly in

“Look at that
white powder
under the
thumb -nail—
now look at
the thin line
trailing down

Qr»

from the ‘¢’,
said the detec-
tive

front of the elevator was the reception-room
of Doctor Brandon ; to the left was the office
of Doctor Janett, the other dentist, and to the
right was Doctor Pearson’s suite. On both
sides of these were other physicians’ and
surgeons’ offices.

At a gesture of Kirk’s I led the way into Doctor Brandon's
waiting-room. Upon our entrance a girl arose from a deep
chair where she had been huddled limply. Her eves were
red from crying.

“Jane,” I said, “this is Mr. Kirk, the detective that you have
often heard Doctor Brandon and me discussing.” To Kirk
I added, “Miss Wharton is Frank’s assistant.”

The girl murmured faintly some words of acknowledg
ment; it was obvious she was very much broken up over the
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death of the Doctor. She told us the police were in the
laboratory.

After a word of sympathy to Jane, I led Kirk through the
operating-room and knocked at the swinging door to the
laboratory. A rather burly gentleman in plain clothes pushed
open the door, and, upon recognizing Sheldon Kirk, an un-
mistakable look of dissatisfaction came over his face.

“It was Doctor Brandon’s wish,” I explained politely, “if
anything happened to him, that Mr. Kirk was to look into
the matter.”

The man gestured reluctantly for us to enter, and an-
nounced that he was Wilson, a detective-sergeant from
Headquarters. There was a policeman in uniform with him.

On our ride over, Kirk had been very attentive to my
recital of the history of Brandon and his associates; he had
been taking in every detail from the time we entered the
building—on the elevator, in the hall outside, in the reception-
room, in the operating-room—but now that he was at the
scene of the crime, with the victim before him, he was
radiant. His great vitality and power filled the room.

THE laboratory was one of those small affairs of an up-

town dentist with everything arranged for the conser-
vation of space and energy. Against the partition, in which
was the door leading to the operating-room, was a neat labo-
ratory bench-cabinet. Against the wall on the other side of
the little room was a narrow couch with no side or end pieces.
On its flat top was a thin mattress, and at one end a pillow.

method, stood gazing with reluctant admiration as the latter
worked, examining every article and every foot of space with
painstaking care. But when Kirk at last straightened up as if
he had finished, Wilson’s professional vanity returned, and he
remarked curtly, “Well, I guess there is not much here to
see; I am going to get these people together and do some
questioning ; they probably know a lot of things they don’t
care about volunteering to tell. Things that appear insignifi-
cant to them may be of importance to me.”

HE then instructed the policeman to go after Doctor Pear-

son and his office assistant, Norma Jordan, and bring
them to the reception-room of Doctor Brandon while he went
for Doctor Janett.

As Wilson and the policeman left the laboratory, Kirk put
a detaining hand on my shoulder. When the reception-room
door closed behind them, he stepped quickly to the side of the
couch, and, bending over the body of Brandon, touched with
his forefinger a spot on the plaster wall a few inches above
the place where Brandon’s hand now rested at his side.
Scratched in the plaster was the word “Jane.”

Kirk, seeing the blank ook on my face, picked up Doctor
Brandon’s right hand, “Look at that white powder under
the thumb-nail—now look at the thin line trailing down from
the ‘e,” ” said the detective.

I saw then that Frank must have scratched the name with
his thumb-nail, but I couldn’t grasp the importance that Kirk
seemed to attach to the incident. I said a little quizzically :

“IN terror Butler brought the backs of his manacled hands over his
eyes, screaming, ‘Yes, yes, I killed him! Take me away! Take me

away!

I don’t want to see him! . . . .

’

“‘T knew it!’” rasped Sergeant Wilson, throwing out his chest

triumphantly.

“Kirk gave me a quick look—and in that look I was sure I read
the silent message that the boy had net killed Doctor Brandon.”

Here, in a white jacket that fitted with a band close about his
neck, lay Doctor Brandon; he was lying on his back, his
arms at his sides.

At the foot of the couch was the window which Jane had
found open when she returned from lunch and discovered
Doctor Brandon dead. At the head of the couch stood the
nitrous-oxide machine, and behind it a door. Kirk caught my
eye and glanced towards this door. Seeing that he wanted to
know whether it led to Doctor Pearson’s X-ray room in which
we held our card-games, I nodded in affirmation. Then I
perched myself on the stool at the laboratory bench and
watched Kirk work.

WHERE, before, he had been making general and sweep-
ing observations, he was now scrutinizing minutely.
The marks on the throat were considered first; then the face
and hands were studied closely, the tips of the fingers seeming
to be of especial interest to him. At the angle of the dead
man’s nose, just above the lip, I saw a small scratch, un-
doubtedly made while shaving that morning; it looked as if
it had broken open some time later in the day, for there was
a thin smear of blood about it. This place Kirk gave much
perplexed attention. He next inspected the ash tray whose
light pedestal stood close against the head of the couch.
Wilson, captivated by Kirk’s alertness and thoroughness of

“I suppose he put Jane’s name there while he lay smoking
after his return from lunch. I knew she worshiped Frank,
but I hardly thought him so deeply interested in her that he
would be scratching her name on the plastered wall.”

“Doctor Brandon wrote that, Sheridan, just as he was
losing consciousness,” Kirk said simply. “That line trailing
down from the ‘e’ was undoubtedly made as his arm dropped
lifeless to his side.”

¥ HEN,” 1 admitted, “he was, after all, a little wrapped
up in Jane—she was the last one in his thoughts.”

Kirk’s answering nod was more of indecision than affir-
mation. ’

Gesturing me to follow, he passed into the reception-room,
where Doctor Pearson, Miss Jordan, Jane, and Doctor Janett,
with Wilson and the policeman, had congregated.

Noticing the high nervous tension of everyone, Kirk sug-
gested it would be better to gather somewhere more removed
irom the crime. Wilson frowned, but agreed. Doctor Janett
with alacrity suggested his waiting-room, and so we passed
through Frank’s operating-room into Janett’s laboratory and
on into the waiting-room, where we settled down once more.
There was a marked contrast between the offices of the two
dentists. Frank’s was neat and well appointed, while Janett’s
was run-down. The untidiness and disorder spoke loudly of
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the need of an assistant. Things hardly looked as though Doc-
tor Janett was enjoying a very extensive or paying clientele.

The assembly in the reception-room was an impressive one.
Besides Wilson, the policeman, Kirk, and myself, there were:
Doctor Pearson, a man past fifty with bushy, graying hair
and brows, strong, rangy body, massive hands, and black,
penetrating eyes; Doctor Janett, a man of forty, short and
round but not fat, with thin, scraggly hair and blurred, dis-
sipated eyes ; and the two frightened girls, Jane Wharton and
Norma Jordan.

The latter was a blond creature of remarkable physical
proportions and beauty ; her expensive clothes and the great,
flawless diamond that she wore, hardly seemed to be within
the purchasing limits of a doctor’s assistant’s salary. Nor had
this inconsistency escaped the gossip of the other girls on the
floor. That she had an immediate appeal to men was demon-
strated by the actions of Kirk, who, on more than one occa-
sion during the proceedings,
devoured her with his eyes.
And Doctor Janett—though
married—sat compromis-
ingly close to her.

Every one of the gather-
ing, with the excep-
tion of Wilson, Kirk,
and the policeman,
was, of course, in a
state of extreme per-
turbation.

“You entered
this room, you
seized Doctor
Brandon for-
cibly by the
throat-— then
what hap-
pened?” asked
Kirk in quiet
tones

Wilson questioned Jane at length, but he learned nothing
more than what she had already told. Then he asked Doctor
Janett if he had heard anyone enter Brandon’s office while
Jane was out to lunch.

“Patients often came and went during the hour Doctor
Brandon was in the habit of sleeping, and I got so I never
heard them,” Janett answered. then added, “I suppose there
were some to-day.”

Jane then spoke up, saying, “Just after Doctor Brandon
left for lunch, a young man came in and asked to see him.
When I told him the doctor wouldn’t be back till one-thirty—
I always told the patients that because the Doctor would see
no one until that time, though he really came back at twelve-
thirty—the man left. He was hardly more than a boy, and
now, since this other has happened, it seems to me he did act
sort of strange.” Then Jane, as if a new thought had come
to her, continued reflectively, “You don't suppose, Doctor
Janett, it could have had anything to do with the patient we
had this morning? You might tell them about her.”

Doctor Janett, a little bewildered and somewhat reluctant
at first, explained: ““I gave a patient of Doctor Brandon’s a
general anesthetic—nitrous oxide—this morning and he ex-
tracted a tooth. You see, Doctor Brandon has a nitrous oxide
machine; and when he has
a patient that wants a ‘gen-

eral,’ I give the anesthetic,
and for my patients we
wheel the machine into my office and
he gives the gas. This morning when
Miss Butler—a girl of about nineteen
—came out from under the anesthetic,
she had a bewildered look and became very much agitated.
Immediately recognizing the symptoms, Doctor Brandon
knew that the girl, while under the anesthetic, had experi-
enced an erotic dream, this being not infrequent to women
patients while under nitrous oxide. He tried to quiet her,
explaining that Jane had been present during the operation
and that no one had harmed her, but she left the operating-
room in a hysterical frame of mind.”

“And in the reception-room,” Jane added quickly, “the girl
muttered something about her brother.”

Wilson slapped the table and shouted, “Now we are get-
ting some place! This brother (Continued on Page 90)



“The bulls!
The street is
full of them—
we’ll have to
run for it!”

DITOR'S NOTE.—A great many

newspaper

articles and magazine stories have been written
about Eddie Guerin, the intrepid Chicago gunman, whose escape
from the French penal colony, Dewil's Island, located off the
coast of French Guiana, in South America, is regarded as one
ot the most sensational affasrs in the annals of criminal history.
Likewise, Gueriw's partner in crime, the beautiful May Churchill,

“Chicago May,” as she is known to the police of the world, has
received her share of the police spotlight for her daring exploits.
But, outside of the newspaper accounts -of his arrest and con-
viction in Old Bailey Court, London, England, for the shooting
of Eddie Guerin, his subsequent sentence to life imprisonment in
Dartmoor Prison for this crime, and of his deportation to the
United States at the insistence of Lady Astor, after he had
served fourteen years in Dartmoor Prison, little is known about
Robert Considine, “The International Burglar,” the man to whom
the beautiful and daring May transferred her affections follow-
ing her split with Guerin; and. for whom Considine shot Guerin.
Following is the story of his life and activities outside the
law. This story is being printed for the first time, and it con-
tains the only real and authentic account of the shooting of Eddie
Guerin, the cause of this crime, and the events that followed in
its wake. It is presented in TRUE DETECTIVE MYSTERIES MAGA-
ZINE in the belief that one living example is worth more than a
hundred precepts; and, if ever there was a living example of the
futility of the criminal life, Robert Considine is that example.
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Why |

A straightforward account,
various cities of the United
every young man who reads

success—

By ROBERT CONSIDINE

“THE INTERNATIONAL
BURGLAR”

seventeen years of age, I ran

away from my home in

Abingdon, Virginia, and went
to New Orleans. Perhaps it
was because of the fact that I
had been raised in an atmosphere
in which good horse flesh was
second only to feminine virtue and charm
that I gravitated to the race track, which
was then in the height of its season, and
where I obtained a job as exercise boy
with one of the big stables.

Two months later, there in New
Orleans, I made the acquaintance of Joe
Howard. Joe was always well supplied
with money, lived a life of ease and
luxury, and this had a great fascination
for me. 1 learned that his occupation
was that of a burglar. He wanted a
partner and asked me to join him. I
accepted.

We operated for a year in New
Orleans and during that time [ was
thoroughly schooled in the art of bur-
glary; in fact, it was from clever Joe
Howard that I obtained my degree of
master cracksman. There was a great
deal of “easy pickin’s” in New Orleans at
that time and things went along smoothly until one night
we burglarized the home of a close relative of a man high
in the city’s political organization. Realizing after we had
done this that the town was an unsafe place for us, after
a judicious outlay of some of our ill-gotten gains, Joe suc-
ceeded in getting us booked with a vaudeville troupe that was
sailing that same day for Rio Janeiro.

We arrived in Rio on Sunday morning and from the boat
went direct to the Casa del Loma, a hotel located just off the
Esplanade. There we remained for six months, during which
time we did not do one stroke of “work.” It was Joe’s idea
that we needed a rest, and, being well supplied with funds,
it was a good time to take it, while enjoying the night life
of the Brazilian capital.

One night while we were visiting an exclusive gambling
house called the Altamont Club, Joe met and fell in love with
Alice Townsend, an American adventuress and crook, who
was then posing as the widow of a wealthy American copper
king. Alice reciprocated and it did not take me long to sense
that Joe wished to cast in his lot with hers. A week later
I saw them off on a boat bound for Liverpool, England, and
that was the last I was to see of Joe Howard, for in

lN the year 1898, when I was



SHOT EDDIE GUERIN

given by this notorious law-breaker, of his life of crime in
States, South America, South Africa and England. We hope
this will take from it the lesson that there is but one path to

the straight path of honor

As told to
MAURICE C. ALLEN

1902 he was sentenced to
serve a ten-year term in a
German prison for robbery.
He came out of that prison
wrecked in health. A short
time later he stole a sack of
currency from a Paris bank,
was arrested at the Gare du
Nord railroad station, and,
with a long term in Devil’s
Island facing him, com-
mitted suicide by swallow-
ing a deadly poison he had
in his pocket for the pur-
pose. Thus he fulfilled the
threat he had once made to
me that if ever he had to
choose between Devil’s
Island and suicide, he would
take the latter.

Before leaving Rio, Joe
had given me a letter to a
friend of his, “American
Frank,” proprietor of a
hotel in Buenos Aires that
was the headquarters of a
great many thieves and
their women. After parting
with Joe, I went there and
found the place was situated in that part of the city known
as La Boca—the tenderloin district. American Frank intro-
duced me to Louis Lorenzano, “Italian Louis,” with whom
T hooked up and who proved to be one of my staunchest
friends as time went on.

Under Louis’ tutoring, 1 was introduced into the life of a
“gentleman crook,” whose working clothes were a tuxedo,
a dress-suit, or the morning coat, striped trousers and silk
“topper” of the English dandy. Louis, clean cut, and hand-
some in appearance, made a specialty of diamonds, but was
not averse to undertaking any project in which the stakes
were high, the risks small and the necessity of using
violence, nil.

Louis always lined up with the police whenever possible.
Through American Frank, who was a politician of no mean
ability, we succeeded in reaching a high official in the Buenos
Aires Police Department and religiously set aside ten per
cent of our earnings in exchange for the word being passed
down from Headquarters that we were not to be molested.

However, things cannot always run smoothly. After a
time we again made the mistake of robbing the wrong person.
Louis had been making love to a charming lady who fre-

quented the night clubs and who was adorned with an im-
pressive collection of genuine diamonds. After two weeks’
planning, I held up her and Joe one evening at the point
of a gun, relieved the lady of her jewels (took Joe’s watch
also to make the hold-up seem genuine) and sauntered back
to the hotel. Simple, was it not?

But, in reality, we were the ones who were fooled. The
fair senora had told Joe that she had a husband, whereas, she
only had a sweetheart. She was, in fact, the mistress of a
high ranking official of the Argentine Government and the
diamonds of which I had stripped her had been given to her
by this official. Louis and 1 were both arrested. American
Frank came to our aid. The diamonds were returned and we
were told that Buenos Aires was no longer a healthy place
for us. This official suggested that we take passage on a
steamer that was leaving that afternoon for Cape Town,
South Africa, and hastily packing our belongings and pur-
chasing tickets, we went aboard

Cape Town, at that time (during the Boer War), was a
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busy port. Crooks, adventurers and adventuresses, prosti-
tutes and dance hall girls, all had flocked there to reap the
harvest to be found wherever an army makes its head-
quarters. FEverything was wide open day and night, and
dance halls, gambling dens, saloons and disorderly houses
were flourishing unmolested by the authorities. There we
met Anne Thompson, a friend of Louis, who was financially
interested in several gambling houses in the city. Through
Anne we tried to “reach” some police official and thus gain
protection for our operations, but she explained that because
the city was under military control the police would not listen
to “reason.” Although the city was wide open, and there
was plenty of money to be had, no one knew when the
military authorities might decide to put the lid on tight. For
this reason, anything we would do would have to be under-
taken at our own risk.

HOWEVER, Anne had a way of learning things through

her intimate association with some of the city’s most
influential men, and from her we found out that on the first
of every month a large shipment of currency came through
from England, consigned to one of the inland mines, for the
purpose of meeting the mining company’s payroll. We im-
mediately concentrated on the problem, rented a house in the
residential district and proceeded to learn as much as we could
about the express company’s office and immediate neighbor-
hood. For a time we observed the building both day and
night from a room in a hotel situated directly across the
street. After visiting the office and making a close scrutiny

safe. The nitro-glycerine, fuse and dynamite caps, because
of the danger of their exploding through rough handling,
were left with Louis to be brought by him when he would
come down to the express office that night. Boring three
small holes in each end of the trunk, I inserted therein brass
studs that appeared to be part of the trunk’s binding. These
studs could be moved inward or outward from the inside of
the trunk, and when pushed outward to their full extent, left
a quarter-inch space between ‘their heads and the trunk wall,
which permitted the entrance of sufficient air for breathing
purposes.

Strapping a revolver about my waist I shook hands with
Louis and stepped into the trunk. Lying down, I made my-
self comfortable, bracing my feet against one side of the
trunk and my back against the other so that I would be
immovable when the trunk would be lifted off the wagon.
Then, after wishing me the best of luck, Louis lowered the
lid of the trunk, slammed the clasps home and securely
locked it.

In another minute, from the swaying of the wagon, I
knew Louis was on the driver’s seat and we were on our
way to the express office.

A half hour later we arrived at our destination. There
was a moment of quietness during which I could no longer
feel the jolting of the wagon, and then I heard Louis call
to one of the express company’s employees to come and
help him unload the trunk. The next instant I felt myself
being lifted and deposited inside the building. Through the
walls of the trunk I heard Louis talking as he paid the ex-

“REACHING inside his shirt, Von Veltiem produced-a small chamois-
skin bag. Opening this bag he took a paper parcel from it and,
after carefully unwrapping the parcel, spread the paper out on the

table, exposing its contents to view.

“Neither Mark nor I could repress the gasp of admiration that
escaped us at sight of what the bag contained.”

of things therein, while on the pretense of shipping a
package, we found out the location of the safe and other
details that were valuable to us later.

Our next move was to purchase a large trunk such as
traveling salesmen use for samples, of size ample enough to
permit a human being to be locked inside of it with comfort.
Then, with safe-blower’s tools and a supply of “soup” at
hand, we were ready for the arrival of the money.

Loitering at the docks the morning the boat arrived with
the money, we watched while a large, black steel box was
unloaded from the ship, and placed in the express company’s
wagon. Following at a safe distance, Louis and I trailed
the wagon into the city and saw the box unloaded at the
express office and put in the safe. With the money in the
safe, the stage was all set for the carrying out of our plans.

THAT afternoon, about an hour before the express

office was to close for the day, we donned overalls,
hitched our horse to the express wagon we had purchased,
and loaded the trunk aboard. This, of course, was done in

the shelter provided by the barn in the rear of our house..

Lining the trunk with thick, heavy, woolen blankets, we
placed the tool kit and several lengths of strong cotton rope
inside. The blankets were to be used for wrapping the safe
to deaden the sound of the explosion when we would blow
the safe door. The rope was to tie the blankets about the

press charges and cautioned the employees to handle the
trunk with care. Then he climbed aboard the wagon and
drove away.

Lying quietly, I soon heard the men employed in the re-
ceiving room prepare to depart for the night. The iron door
leading to the alley was slammed to and locked, and the
wooden door behind it rolled shut. The typewriters in the
front office ceased their clatter and in a short time all was
quiet.

For what seemed ages, but was in reality only a few
hours, I remained motionless in the trunk. I was in no real
discomfort, for as soon as I was sure there was no one in
the building, I pushed out the studs from the air holes in
the end of the trunk, and with my face close to these holes,
managed to breathe comfortably.

From time to time, using a small flashlight, I looked at
my watch. Finally, when it was eleven o'clock, I toox a
brace and bit from the tool kit, and lying flat on my back
bored a hole through the top of the trunk at one corner.
Into this hole I inserted a small keyhole saw and sawed
along the front of the top. When this opening was large
enough to permit of its entrance, I exchanged the keyhole
saw for a large, stiff-backed saw, and soon had sawed from
one end of the trunk to the other. Repeating this operation
along the other three sides of the trunk, I then pushed out
the sawed-through portions, and stepped out.
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Using the flashlight, I guardedly cast its ray around the
floor until I located the door leading into the front office.
Moving stealthily, I crossed over to this door and passed
through it.

Through the plate-glass window at the front of the office
I could see Louis loitering across the street, waiting for me
to make my appearance at the door. There was no one else
in sight, so, gliding forward to the door, I opened it and
with a low whistle to attract his attention, beckoned him
to enter.

Five minutes later we had retrieved our tools from the
trunk in the back room and were ready to begin work on
the front of the safe. Our plans were working out fine.

I was just about to commence
boring with a breast drill to make
a hole above the combination
knob, preparatory to putting in
the nitro-glycerine for blowing
the safe door, when Louis, who
was holding the light so I could
see to work, tapped me lightly on
the shoulder and whispered : “Just
a moment—wait.”

Setting the light down, he
softly crept to the corner of the

On all sides of us were trunks, boxes and packages, and
for a moment I considered the plan of finding a hiding place
behind these. But, reasoning that the police would tear the
place upside down if they did not find their quarry, I quickly
discarded this plan.

We were in a tight corner and capture seemed inevitable.
But, I reasoned, there was no good going to come from
both of us being arrested, so, without stopping to explain, I
grasped Louis by the arm and propelled him toward the
empty trunk by means of which I had gained entrance to the
building.

“Quick!” I whispered. “Get inside! Don’t make a
scund!” That trunk now had to be Louis’ means of escape.

It was but the work of a
second to fit the sawed-out
piece of the trunk’s top over
him and cover the trunk with
one of the blankets I snatched
out of it as Louis climbed in.
But I had scarcely
finished when the street
door of the front office
was thrown iolently
open and there was a

wall angle that hid our view of the street. One look and
he called to me:

“The bulls!
run for it!”

Dropping the drill, I whipped out my gun and motioned
him to take the lead. Face down on the floor he went, and
with me following him we wriggled our way to the door
leading to the room in the rear. Once on the other side
of this door we rose to our feet and looked about us.

The street is full of them—we will have to

Our eyes met in

a quick, telepath-

ic message over

Von Veltiem’s
head

concerted rush of feet that stopped about ten feet inside
the door.

“Put up your hands and come out of there!” a gruff
voice commanded. “We have you covered, and you had
better come without any delay.”

Taking one last look at the trunk in which Louis was
hiding, I walked boldly across the room and threw open
the door leading to the front office.

“Don’t shoot!” I said, walking (Continued on page 94)



“‘HOP-HEAD BO”

When “Kid Duster,” desperate gunman of
New York’s East Side, was found knifed,
a dagger in his heart, it was “Bo,” rat-faced
hop-head, who gave the blasé sleuths on the
case the biggest surprise of their lives

By
Detective RODMAN BURKE

Tom Eldridge in the Middle West Side Inspection
District.

In the preceding five years I had done tricks around
the Battery, the West Side markets, and the financial dis-
trict, part of the time under Eldridge, before he was shifted
up-town. Finally the tough element in his bailiwick got
beyond the curb of the staff assigned him. Hold-ups and
gang fights, in which one or more gunmen usually were
“cold-leaded” to the hospitals—and occasionally killed—
became almost nightly occurrences. Then he had the Com-
missioner send him several of his old buddies, including
myself.

I had been his right-hand man when he had cleaned up
things below the “dead-line.,” and when I reported he in-
formed me he would depend upon me to lead the effort to
“strong-arm” the worst of the undesirables out of the dis-
trict. Although I knew the neighborhood after a fashion, 1
had never worked there. So, as a means of familiarizing
me with the more notorious resorts, as well as tipping me
off to any crooks we might encounter, he announced he
would pilot me through the section that evening.

It was well after dark, say about nine o'clock, when we
left the Station, he in plain clothes like myself. In our
first hour of cruising we tock a look-in on several dives
as tough as any on the lower East Side. Then we headed
toward the section about the Central tracks and the North
River wharves, where the dance-hall and thieves’ hang-out
familiarly known as “McGurk’s Mop” was located.

“I don’t know whether this McGurk is a descendant of
John McGurk, who operated ‘Suicide Hall’ in the old days,”
he said, “but his place is pretty nearly as bad as that historic
den—and the hooch he sells is rotten. The only reason I
haven't closed the place is because it’s the hang-out of Jake
Haslin’s ‘Kid Duster’ gang, and it’s easier to locate any of
the bunch there—when we want them—than to have to
search the city. That’s the place down here in the next
block, with the revolving electric light out in front.”

“Is that the same Kid Duster Haslin, who used to hang
out around Delancey Street?”

“Yes. It got too hot for him down there—several scrapes
with women, I understand—so he drifted up here. And he
organized an even harder gang than his old one. He's
more of a brute than ever, rules with an iron hand, and
he and his bunch have had many gun-fights with the Car
Barns mob. ‘Knuckles’ Owney Kelly is their leader, and
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THE murder broke the night 1 was sent to work under

As told to
EDWIN A. GOEWEY

before the Kid came, they had a corner on crime in this
section. Probably our man will be in McGurk’s. Tl tip
you off to him.”

But I never had an opportunity to look over Kid Duster
as Eldridge had intended. We were within a few hundred
feet of the dance-hall, when a policeman appeared suddenly
from the alley which ran beside it and began beating upon
the pavement with his night-stick.

“Come on, Burke, quick, and have your gun ready!” cried
the Inspector. “Probably another shooting in the Mop.”

We broke into a run, but before we reached the officer
we noted men and women piling pell-mell out of the dive.
Some of them scattered, while others joined those who had
come running from all directions.

“What's the matter, Wilson?” queried Eldridge, as we
elbowed our way to the bluecoat.

“Murder, Inspector,” he said, saluting. “Kid Duster's
up in the alley, dead, with a knife in his ribs.”

“Anybody near him—any fight?”

“No. I just went in to see that no stick-up boys were
hangin’ around and stumbled over his body. It's up about
twenty feet beyond the back door of the Mop. There's
light enough from the windows around to see him plainly.”

Just then two other policemen came running up in answer
to Wilson's raps for assistance.

“( YASEY, go into the hall and hold everybody who's there,

until I come,” said Eldridge. “You, Sinclair, telephone
to the Station for a wagon and all the plain-clothes men who
are there, and have the medical examiner notified. Then
join Casey.”” The Inspector next drew Wilson aside.
“Burke and I are going to have a look at the Kid. Keep
this bunch as quiet as possible, but don’t prevent anyone from
going into the alley. We may spot somebody we may want
to remember later.” .

Guided by Eldridge’s pocket-flash, we soon located Haslin.
He was lying partly on his left side, in a pool of dirty
water, his cap near by. He was a ghastly sight when |
turned him over, for his arms were drawn up and his hands
clenched, and his bloated features were contorted into a
horrible grimace. He probably had died almost instantly
and in agony. Had he cried out, others would have been
there before Wilson. The knife which had sent him to
his death was plainly visible. for he wore no coat and the
handle of the weapon stuck straight out from the knit acst.
buttoned about his hulking form. 1 grunted in disgust
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“We'll get no finger-prints on that,” I whispered. “The
handle is sticky with blood and dirty water.”

“I see. It may be a clue, though, for they usually do
their work around here with gats. The fact that a knife
was used suggests the killer was a Latin or a Slav—most
likely, an Italian.”

By that time a considerable ring of wide-eyed and curi-
ous men and boys had closed in about us. I looked them
over for possible familiar faces, and saw one I recognized.
Then [ said to the Inspector: ‘“How about searching
the Kid?”

He nodded. There were only a few small articles in the
vest-pockets, but from the trousers [ took a roll of bills,
some small change, and a fully loaded seven-chamber auto-
matic. Also, tucked inside the waistband and caught with
a loop to a suspender button, was a black-jack.

“There’s only one guess now,” said Eldridge, whispering
in my ear. “The Kid was surprised, caught dead off his
guard, and killed before he could do a thing to defend
himself. The killer must have waited for him in one of
these dark doorways and knifed him as he passed.”

“Yes. And note that the knife went in with an up and
not a down stroke. Either the murderer
was stooping—after sneaking up behind the
Kid in a crouching position—or he was
below the average height.”

At that moment two plain-
clothes men pushed their way to
us. “Watch the body till the
Medical Examiner
comes,” said Eld-
ridge. “When he's
through, bring it
over in the wagon.
When any other
plain-clothes men
arrive, tell them to
scatter and see what
they can pick up.
We're going inside.
Want anything more
here, Burke?”

“One thing,” 1
whispered. “‘Look
as you turn round
and note the hunch-
back. I think it's
Hop-head Bo.”

“Correct. [I've
seen him, but don't
look his way again.
He knows what he's
doing, and so do L.”

When we reached
the mouth of the
alley, the Inspector
drew me beyond the
reach of other ears
and whispered :
“That's the same
Bo Avaloff who
used to be a stool-
pigeon for us
down-town five
years ago. He
drifted up here a
while back, prob-
ably looking for
the occasional
dollars I'd give

“You got to

him. I think he quit this
. LS ) dump, baby,

still acts as a and come

spotter for loft with me!”

U

thieves, but he’s given me some good tips. We'll probably
hear something about this affair from him later. Some
day, however, the crooks will get wise to him and then—
good night.”

“But can you still depend on him? I always was leery
of him because he was such a ‘snow-bird’!”

“He’s still at the dope. But—well, he's wiser than some
of them who don’t use the stuff, though he’s about all
shot, physically.”

Entering the dance-hall, we found that the men and
women who had not fled the place were huddled about
the tables in a far corner, white-faced and whispering.
McGurk, in his shirt-sleeves, was talking to his waiters
and the men of the orchestra, who formed a tense group
on the platform at the far end of the room.

All conversation stopped when we appeared. The pro-
prietor lumbered toward us at once, nervously wiping the
sweat from his red, bloated face. ‘“This is a hell of a mess,
Inspector,” was his mumbled greeting. “If you'll come into
my office, I'll set you right—tell you who gave the Kid the
works.”

Inside the cubby-hole which constituted his personal
sanctum, he closed the door, then sank weakly
into- a chair and motioned us to others.
“Listen, Inspector. I'm a damned sight more
sorry about this than you are. For that mat-
ter, maybe you ain’t partic’larly sorry Has-
lin’s gone. But it’s going to kick the devil
out of my business and—well, you can see
for yourself I try to run a decent
place. They went outside to do their
killing.”

“Who went outside?” snapped
Eldridge.

“Can I tell it in my own way? I'll
be quick.”

“Shoot.”

“You see, I hire girls to sing here
and dance with the customers an’ I
put on a special ‘single’—high kicker,
y ou know—for
variety. I'm al-
ways looking
for new talent.
Three weeks
ago I hired a
pretty little kid
to do the leg act
f or me—Helen
Carrigan’s her
name. She ain’t
long from the
country, but can
sing and dance
well enough for
us. She came
here looking for
a job, and 1
took her on.
Y ou remember
Pat Slattery?
His father, old Pat, was
a Headquarters dick be-
fore he died. Pat ain’ as
bad as most around here,
"cause he ain’t crooked and
works—now and then. But
he’s mussy and always
ready for a fight.”

“Did young Pat get the
Kid ?”

“Just a minute, please.
You'll see. Pat got stuck
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on this Carrigan girl from the start; he came here every
night to see her. He used to go back to her dressing-room,
an’ I didn’t raise no kick, till one night I heard him say to
her: “‘You got to quit this dump, baby, and come with me!
Then I told him to lay off that stuff or quit seeing her. He
said he was only fooling, so I didn't say anything more.
And things would have been all right, I guess, if it hadn’t
been for Haslin. A week ago he got out of the pen after
doing a short bit for disorderly conduct. As soon as he
saw Slattery’s girl, he tried to ‘make’ hér. But she couldn’t
see him.

“Pat and he had some words about it, but there was
nothing serious till to-night. The Kid came in half boiled,
found Slattery sitting at a table with the girl, and ordered
him to get out. Pat re-
fused, and they mixed.
Pat, of course, got the
worst of it. He's fifty
pounds lighter than the
Kid, and he’s a boxer
and not a rough-house
fighter. Haslin beat him
up something awful,
kicked him when he was

down, then threw
him outside. The
girl disappeared

during the mix-up.

I got a nice shock

I ain’t seen her since
and guess she went
home.”

“Come to the point.
Did Slattery g

“Well, Haslin—oh,
hell, there’s no use trying to kid you.
until he was well lit.
hit several customers.

He kept on drinking
Everybody was afraid of him. He
Finally he went out the back door
into the alley—just a few minutes before he was found
dead. You can think what you please, but I'm saying Pat

waited for him and put him out. T’ll give you the names
of no end of witnesses who saw the fight and will back up
everything I've said i

“All right. Know where Slattery lives?”

“Some of the boys can give you his address.
somewhere on Ninth Avenue.”

“And this Carrigan girl's address?”

“West Forty-ninth Street. I'll get you her number.”

Leaving the office, the Inspector directed some of his

He lives

men to question those in the dance-hall and get the names
and addresses of all witnesses possible. McGurk questioned
some of his customers and supplied me quickly with the
addresses of Haslin, Slattery, and the girl. Then, at my
suggestion, Eldridge sent a man hot-foot to Haslin's flat
vnder orders to permit no one in the rooms until I arrived.

“You remember old Pat?” he asked me, when we, were
again in the open.

“I'll say so. I worked under him as a rookie detective.
He taught me a lot. Things look pretty black for young
Pat. If you'll let me, I'll tackle the inside work on the

case, locate Slattery and the girl and try to learn the truth.
For old Pat's sake I'd like to do this and make sure the
kid gets an even break.”

“Go to it, and call upon all the men you want
for help. Keep me posted, and if you arrest Slat-
tery and the girl, get them to me first, instead of
sending them to Headquarters.”

As I left the neigh-
borhood of the hall,
I couldn’t reconcile
this murder with a
fighting Irishman
such as I knew Pat to
be. He wasn't the
type to use a knife.
Besides, he was taller
than the stocky Kid;
and the upward stroke
which killed, natural-
ly would indicate a
smaller man.

Reaching the Ninth
Avenue boarding-
house, I routed out
the landlady. Yes,
Pat Slattery lived
there. He had been
in and out of the
place several times
that evening. She had
seen him come in
some time before, and
he probably was in
his room, third floor

rear.
“He was all cut
up,” she finished—
“probably had been in another
fight.”

Going to the room designated,
I tried the door and found it un-
locked. Stealthily ppening it a
few inches, I looked in. I got a
nice shock. Slattery sat before a table,
loading a revolver. He had somehow
sensed the door was being opened, and
turned as quick as a flash.

“What’s the idea!” came in a growl.

“Hello, Pat,” I said. “I want to see you.”

The pistol was dropped in the drawer, which was closed
with a bang. Pat stepped to the door and flung it wide-
open. Before he could recover from his surprise, I pushed
in, closed the door quickly, and walked to the table. In
a moment I had his gun in my pocket.

“What the devil—what do you mean by spying on me?”
he snarled, advancing belligerently.

“Cut it, Pat, and listen. What were you loading the
gun for?”

“Since you're trailing me, you must know Kid Haslin
beat me up to-night in the Mop—kicked me when I was
down. I was going to get the rat before——" He paused
suddenly and closed his lips.
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“Before he could do any harm to Helen Carrigan!” I

shot at him. h
“So—you found out about her, too. Say, for God’s sake
leave her out of this. She’s too decent to be mixed up in

a dive fight. And why did you trail me? Haslin started
the fight.”

“You're not a gun-fighter, Pat. Where did you get the
gat?”

“I borrowed it after the scrap. But I'll never tell you
from whom.”

From the lad’s manner he didn’t appear to know Haslin
was dead. But he might be stalling. Probably he was load-

ing the gun preparatory to making a getaway. I decided
to jolt him.
“Can the play-acting, Pat, and come clean. Why all

this bull about shooting the Kid when you left him dead in
Mop alley with a knife in his ribs?”
His face went crimson, his jaw sagged, and he
stumbled a step nearer me. “I left him—— What
—what do you mean? Is the Kid dead?”

“No use, Pat. Get
your hat and come
along. Inspector El-
dridge wants to see
you.”

The knowledge that
he had been placed un-
der arrest — practically
accused of the murder
—set him to babbling,
protesting his inno-
cence and begging me
to stand by him and
help him prove it.
Finally, I picked up his
hat, placed it on his
head, and told him:
“Come along, Pat. We'll
get it straight at the
Station.”

But, just as I reached
for the door-knob, the
door was pushed open
and a pretty girl, her
face like wax, rushed
in and threw her arms
about Pat. I guessed it
was Helen Carrigan.

“What brought you
here?” he gasped.

“I couldn’t sleep—after I got
home. I had to come and make sure
you were all right. I listened out
there, and heard. But”—she turned
toward me angrily—“he didn’t do
it! We came straight from the hall
after the fight. I know Pat didn't
do it. He took me home.”

“How long ago did he leave you?” I de-
manded. '

“About——" She checked herself, realizing
she must be careful to say nothing to further
incriminate her sweetheart. “Oh, just a few minutes ago.
Not time enough to get back to the Mop.”

“That won't do, sister. Pat's admitted he went some-
where and borrowed a gun and——"

The little woman began to cry.

“Don’t do that,” said Pat in a choked voice, patting her
shoulder. “We must come clean with Burke. He’s square.
He was Dad’s friend and mine. He'll see that I get a fair
break.”

“But you didn't do it. You couldn’t!”

“Now, miss, we must stop talking here. The Inspector’s

waiting for you both. Come along, and we’ll hear all you
have to say at the Station.”

“But why do you arrest Pat? Why don’t you arrest
that awful Spanish woman—the Kid's woman—who tried to
kill me last night? Haslin beat her up and put her out of
the Mop for doing it. Tell him, Pat, how she said she'd
kill me and Haslin.”

“This is a new angle,” I cut in—‘“something that foxy
McGurk didn’t tell me. Let me have the story.”

“T'Il spill it,” said Slattery, while the girl dried her tears.
“Probably you don’t know it—I never saw you around here
before, Burke—but the Kid has been living with a Spanish
woman named Carita Llanos for some months. She didn’t
live in his flat, but he had a place for her somewhere down-
town. He never brought her to the Mop, though she went

to other places around the Hill with him—more high-toned
places.

I don’t know how she heard about Helen, but she
did. She’s crazy about
the Kid. Two nights
back, before the Kid got
to the Mop, she tore in,
wild-like, and had some-
one point out Helen.
Then she came at her
with a stiletto, and said
she’d kill her if she
didn’t stop trying to take
her man. She didn't un-

Slattery turned as
quick as a flash

derstand that Helen
didn’t want him.

“Then, to make things
worse, Haslin came in.
When his girl turned on
him, he beat her, threw her out of the hall, and told her he
was through with her. The last we heard, she was yelling
she’d kill him and Helen. Why don’t you arrest her?”

“I will. Where does she live?”

“We don’t know.”

“All right. Tll send you two to the Station, and you
can talk things over with the Inspector until I come. Also
you can tell him who I am after.”

At the corner I turned my prisoness over to two policemen
and directed that they be taken to Eldridge. Then I started
to find the Spanish woman. (Continued on page 80)



The “GREEN

“Smiling Tom” Gerharty, with a flower in his
gullible world was his apple, and that he could

had something

By Captain RICHARD M. MCKENNA

Formerly of the New York Police Headquarters Detective Bureau
As told to ISABEL STEPHEN

UST the other day I read in the newspapers that suckers
are buying fake stocks at the rate of two billions a year.
That was printed as news—but there doesn’t seem to
be anything new in the methods employed by these
“come-on” boys, since the old days when Inspector Stephen
O’Brien was head of the Detective Bureau at New York
Police Headquarters, and sent me out to round up a bunch
of theni.

At that time I was working, principally, on cases of
general thieving, and I specialized on pickpockets. I had
brought in quite a number of “good” thugs and safe-blowers.
The assignment to match wits with johnnies whose victims
belonged to the sucker class, logked like play to me.

My expression must have conveyed this to my. chief, for
he regarded me with a mocking, grim smile, as he gave me
a few general instructions.

“Now, don't you start off with any superior attitude
toward this job,” he growled. “That wise old man in the
Bible, who said the most marvelous things in the universe,
to his way of thinking, were the eagle in the air, the serpent
on a rock, and the way of a man with a maid, had never met
the fellow who makes it his business to prey upon the
gullible. And, my boy, the way of a con man with one of
these innocents is most extraordinary. So, keep your wits
about you every second. You're going to be up against a
suave, white-collared, mealy-mouthed mob, who are just as
ready to knife you as ‘Humpty’ Jackson would be, or any
of those tough bozos you are used to.”

Well, I was pretty cock-sure, in those days. I had been
in some good rough-and-tumble fights, but had never gotten
into a corner tight enough to hold me. Knowing this, the
Inspector took special pains to impress on me the skill and
shrewdness of the dashing gentry I was about to meet.

“Complaints have come in from hard-headed business men
who have been duped by this mob,” he continued. ““The
trouble is that they bounce into the District Attorney’s office
and make their squeal while they are fighting mad at having
been robbed ; then, when they find out that they will have to
appear in court against the con men, their pride forces them
to sneak out. What you have to do is to act like a sucker,
let them rope you in, and then have them arrested.”

The more I thought about the assignment that was being
given to me, the less sure I was of my ground. I was well
acquainted with underworld characters of nearly every type,
but in the more intellectual circles of the confidence workers
I was afraid that I would be like a fish out of water. Finally,
I confessed my doubts and said quite frankly that T didn’t
know exactly where to make a start.

Inspector O’Brien was not the sort of chief who gives
you an assignment in a half dozen words and shoves you
out to sink or swim as luck is for or against you. He was
always ready to give you a good shove-off—but if you didn’t
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succeed, you sure found yourself “in dutch.” He went on,
to explain at length:

“None of the birds who squealed to the D.A.’s office were
able or willing to give enough data for us to work on.
However, you will find a promising lead, probably, in one
of the ‘business opportunity’ advertisements in the daily
newspapers. Fake advertisements are so sandwiched in be-
tween the legitimate ones that it may take some time to spot
one inserted by these con men. You will find that they
will require satisfactory references, and that they will look
these up and trail you for a while so as to make sure
you are not a detective. So go prepared.

“Detective Cassassa will be assigned to shadow you to see
if you are followed and will advise you. Go to it, and don't
come near Headquarters until you bring in your man!”

l SCANNED the classified advertising columns for ten

days, and sent in answers to dozens of offers that promised
enormous returns for small investments.
one I answered:

Here is the last

WANTED: Man with $5000 to invest. Will double

money. Safe )&roposition. Thoroughly reliable. References
exchanged. 12.

My note was as follows:

DEeAR Sir: :
I have $5,000 to invest. Please send me full particulars,

in care of the Joseph Gardner Realty Company, East 129th
Street, New York.

Respectfully yours,
RicHARD MoRRIS.

Joe Gardner, of the realty company mentioned, was my
friend and had agreed to serve as my reference while I was
engaged in this work. Up until the tenth day, no one had
called him, although 1 had, of course, received a number of
replies to my letters. All of these came apparently from
cranks who wanted to interest me in useless patents, or who
wanted partners in business enterprises too shaky for the
banks to lend money to. In each case I assumed that the
man who wrote me for an appointment was a bona-fide ad-
vertiser, and I immediately stepped out of the picture as
quickly and gracefully as possible. My belief was that the
con man, on the other hand, would look up my reference,
first—before getting in touch with me—in order to safe-
guard himself against detectives.

The name, Richard Morris, was that of another friend,
who had a bookstore in Janesville, Pennsylvania. At that
time he was selling out his business and preparing to move
to New York City. He also had agreed to help me. and I sent
my letters to him. He put each one in an envelope bearing
his printed name and address, and mailed it in Janesville.



GOODS” Guy

lapel and a big cigar in his mouth, thought the
take a bite whenever he pleased. But—he also

to learn

Morris’s share of the work was simple enough, but I had
quite a time coaching Joe to handle his part.

“Now, Joe,” I said; “T am posing as a bookseller in Janes-
ville, Pennsylvania, who has been obliged to sell out his

business. If anybody calls up to make inquiries, give him
this story and act as my reference. Tell the caller thatI

‘“You make
twenty-five hun-
dred dollars on
the deal! Simple,
isn’t it?” asked
Gerharty

am out of town, but that you expect me to come here
any day to see you about buying a house.”

Joe’s eyes twinkled with amusement. Selling real
estate isn’t exactly an exciting occupation, and this collusion
offered a pleasing diversion. Thrusting out his chin, and
hooking his thumbs into the armholes of his vest, he
chuckled :

“Let your flim-flam artists come on; I'm just rearin’ to
meet ‘'em.”
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Now, that’s just where the rub comes in, when you try
to use the services of the laity. Every man is an amateur
sleuth at heart, and sincerely believes that he could beat the
police at their own game if only given the opportunity. To
the public, the hunting of criminals is a diverting sport, just
as fishing or big-game chasing is a relaxation to the office
worker during his vacation. They want to “act” the role
and squeeze out every drop of drama it will bear.

“For the love of Mike, Joe,” I cautioned him, “don’t slip
a cog. All you have to do is to tell him exactly what I have
told you to tell him. If you try any amateur Sherlock
Holmes stuff, you will queer my case. Be yourself, a real
estate agent. Richard Morris you know only as a man who
is in the market for a home. You have looked up his refer-
ences and found him O.K. Asked for details, you don’t have
to give any—the information you have acquired is con-
fidential. Get that?”

“Sure! Don't take me for a nut!” Joe retorted, with an
impatient shrug. “I ain’t specially interested, but I'm will-
ing to do this as a favor to you.”

Seeing that his feel-
ings were hurt, I took
care to repeat the In-
spector’s disserta-
tion on the con
men and their
wiles.

“Here are '
Have you the money with
you?” asked Claremont

When the time came, Joe acted his part well.

The next day after I had answered “X312’s” advertise-
ment, that gentleman called up the Gardner Realty Company
and asked for information about Richard Morris. My friend
answered the questions in accordance with my instructions.
The man telephoned several times during the three days I
allowed to elapse before I personally got in communication
with him.

As he kept telephoning instead of writing, I knew that he
had some fake to put over, and that he was the sort of crook
I was after.

My backwardness in responding to his first call made him
anxious, and the fact that I was contemplating buying a
house hinted that 1 had more than the $5,000 to invest.

On the fourth day, I “happened” to be in my friend’s
office when X312 telephoned.

“Yes, Mr. Morris is in my office right now,” I heard the
real estate man say. “You can speak to him yourself.”

I took the telephone, and said, in a rather irritable voice:
“I’'m a very busy man, and I would (Continued on page 100)

the shares.



“WHITE-PAPER GOLD”

The clever girl
bound the poor
boob to secrecy

By “HENRY GARRISON”

Former Inspector of the Criminal
Investigation Department of Scotland Yard

“ E NRY . ’
Chief In-
spector Mat-

thews said
as I entered his office,
“I've called you for
an important job. The
Assistant Commis-
sioner recommended
you, and the work is
in your line.” (Note: We have deemed it adwisable not to
give the real names of the officers and criminals who took
a part in the events recorded here, and therefore have used
fictitious names. The Editors.)
He motioned to a seat near his desk, handing me a five-
pound Bank of England note. I studied it carefully, giving

The true account of perhaps the biggest

counterfeit case on record, in which the

sleuths of Scotland Yard were completely
baffled

As told to
CHARLES CONRAD

vent to an exclama-
tion of astonishment,
for it was a forged
note, and the clever-
est example of coun-
terfeiting 1 had ever
seen.

“Where did you get
this, Chief?” I asked,
feeling the crinkly
paper with my fingers. To say I was curious, puts it mildly.

“Winteérs, of the Bank of England, sent it over. What do

" you think of it?”

“Almost perfect,” I said. “But the paper—why, I'd swear
that it is genuine Laverstoke; the texture, weight, water-
mark e
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“That’s what we want to find out first. Take detective
Anderson with vou and run down to Hampshire.”

That was all Matthews had to say, but it was enough.
The famous Laverstoke Mills, where paper for Bank of
England notes is made exclusively, is located in the little
village of Whitchurch, in Hampshire. Naturally, the proc-
ess has always been carefully guarded, and the fact that
the counterfeit notes had been printed on the same sort of
paper presaged a probdble shortage in the mill stock.

Indeed, Jim and I found that there was a considerable
shortage: enough paper to make millions of pounds of
forged notes. The mill proprietors were frantic, being un-
able to conceive how the stock had been stolen. The em-
ployees were all men who had been carefully selected for
their ability and integrity, and, moreover, it was pointed
out that it would be well nigh impossible for any employee
to steal the paper without the knowledge and connivance
cf one or more of his associates.

BUT the stock was gone, and we conducted a thorough

examination, questioning every employee, and check-
ing up on the activities and connections of each one. Be-
fore long we found that there had been a scandal in the
village, involving one of the young men connected with the
mill, a George Symons, and the pretty young niece of a
visiting artist, a Paul Flemming. The Flemmings had

“What has Rose to do with Scotland Yard?” he pro-
tested, his features reddening; “we just loved each other,
and—planned to marry in a vear. Oh, this gossip—I can't
stand it—as if we were criminals——"

“You had better tell all about your romance.” I snapped.
“Otherwise, it may go very hard with you. When did you
meet her ?”

“J'T—well, it was over two months ago. [—I don’t know
the exact date, but g

“Out with it!” I said sternly.

The young man clenched his hands together, giving a
resigned exhalation.

“Very well. But—there’'s been so much talk, and 1
wouldn’t want the papers

“The investigations of Scotland Yard,” T said dryly, “are
never blazoned in the papers. You met her. Where; on
the street? And she flirted with you, didn’t she?”

“Well,” he said, fidgeting uncomfortably, “I wouldn’t say
just that, though—well, she sort of smiled. But I suppose
I had stared at her; she is so pretty, you know. 1 was
coming from work at the mill, and passed her on the street.
I saw her again, and then we met at a social, and became
quite friendly. I—I began coming to the house, and before
long, we realized that we were deeply in love with each
other.”

“ ‘I PLAYED your dirty game, too, Frank Campbell!’ the ‘Countess’
screamed as they took her out. ‘You miserable scoundrel! Tell
Roger-tell Roger what you told me-how you planned to double-cross

him! Oh, if I only had—'

“As her voice trailed off down the hallway, Smith, his features
livid, sprang toward Campbell, his manacled hands raised to strike his

former chief.”

rented a cottage in the village several weeks before, and
while her uncle busied himself painting in the nearby coun-
tryside, Miss Fleniming had carried on a flirtation with
Symons, the young man becoming hopelessly infatuated.

T-HE Flemmings had seemingly been well provided with

money, and during their stay in the village had become
popular with the leading residents. But the girl, who was
known as Rose, soon revealed the fact that she was irre-
sponsible, by flirting with every. attractive young man in
the village, among these, George Symons. The affair had
become so notorious that Flemming had taken his niece
away. So gossip had it.

We questioned George, and he admitted that he had been
in love with Rose, and still was. He was a blond young
man of not an unpleasing personality, and seemed greatly
affected by the departure of the Flemmings and the gossip-
ing of the villagers.

“But what has Scotland Yard got to do with Rose and
me?” he wanted to know. “Surely, you don’t think that I
stole that paper?”

He was exceedingly nervous; whether because of the
public knowledge of his infatuation, or our manifest attempt
to connect him with the disappearance of the precious paper,
we didn't know.

“Never mind what we think,” I said; “just what do you
know about this Rose Flemming, and when did you first
meet her?”

“And you proposed to her?”

But it seemed that she had done the proposing. In brief,
Rose had confessed her love for George, confiding to him
that she would come into thirty thousand pounds (about
$145,000) when she was twenty-five, and then they could
marry. The clever girl bound the poor boob to secrecy,
not wanting her uncle to know of the arrangement.

“But he knew of your romance, surely?” I interposed.

George’s hands trembled, and he avoided my eyes.

“I—well, yes; he knew that—that we cared for each other.
But,” he blurted out, “he didn’t know that I knew of—
Rose’s inheritance.”

“And the Flemmings left the village over a month ago
without telling you where they were going?”

“Y -yes, sir.”

“How did you manage to steal the paper?” I shot back
at him.

He started involuntarily.

¢ AMN it, I didn’t have anything to do with that!” he
said angrily. “Isn’t it bad enough—this talk that’s
going around of Rose and me without :

But Jim and I each took a hand at trying to wring a con-
fession from him. However, Symons protested his inno-
cence, defied us to connect him with the theft, and after
some further questioning, we were forced to allow him to
return to work.

Meanwhile a description of both Paul Flemming and
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his niece had been sent in to Headquarters, together with
samples of their handwriting and a few effects that had
been left in the cottage. It soon developed that “Flemming”
was Roger Smith, an ex-convict, and that his “niece” was
in reality a clever female criminal who was known in crook-
dom as “Countess” Lucy Morris. Both, however, were in
hiding somewhere, and despite the most painstaking search,
avoided apprehension.

[ was called to London on this angle, another operative
relieving me and joining Jim at Whitchurch. While they
continued to watch the mill and employees, the Yard made
every effort to apprehend “Countess” Lucy and Roger Smith,
but days went by without a single clue as to
their whereabouts.

Meanwhile, five-pound
forged notes continued to
stream into the Bank of Eng-
land, all of which had passed
through several hands, and
which couldn’t be
traced to their
maker or distributor.
It was a baffling and
astounding
situation, the
more so be-
cause the
forged notes
could only be
detected by ex-
perts. Two
dozen reams,
11,520 sheets,
of the precious
paper had

been stolen, and it looked as though a million
or more pounds of the counterfeit notes would

he circulated beiore the criminals responsible

were even frightened into ceasing their operations.

“By Heaven,” Inspector Lawson, one of my colleagues,
remarked one day, “whoever is printing those notes is the
king of the counterfeiters. He’s even defying the Govern-
ment ; flaunting the bogus money in our very faces.”

Of course the Yard was not through with young Symons,
but we hadn’t enough of a cage against him to make an
arrest, and he stoutly maintained his innocence. And then,
in a moment when the Yard men were off their guard, he
disappeared from Whitchurch.

The Criminal Investigation Department proved too big
a net for him, however, and he was arrested in London and
taken to Scotland Yard. This time we quizzed him piti-
lessly, and he broke down.

“I'll tell all; I'll tell all,” the young wretch sobbed. “I
was tricked—yes, by Rose. But I loved her so——"
He succumbed to a fit of weeping, and we dragged the
story out of him.
“She said that—that she was interested in my work; that
I was fortunate to have such a trusted position, and she was
proud of me. And—later on, she got me to tell her about
mill operations.” One evening she said: ‘Georgie, you’ll not
have to work after we're married, but it would be nice to
have a souvenir to keep. Take a few sheets of that paper
the notes are printed on.” Of
course,” Symons whimpered,
“l was horrified at the idea,
and told her that I wouldn’t
think of such a thing! Be-
: sides, I pointed out that every
‘}; single sheet was counted, and
it would be nearly im-
possible for me to get
any of the paper.
“‘Don’t be
silly,” she said;

Smith was
seen to cov-
ertly pass a
package to
Jacobs

Besides, what harm will
it do? We just want some to keep, to remember your
work by.’

“But I wouldn’t consider it, and we had a quarrel. For
several days she kept after me; it seemed to have become
a mania with her, and she was quite stubborn. ‘It was just
an idea,’” she said; ‘but T never dreamed that you were so
timid. Now, if for no other reason, I insist that you bring
me some paper to prove that you love me.””

George grew inarticulate, but he was prompted sternly.

“Well—I decided to show her that I cared enough, even
to risk being caught taking the stock. One day I nerved
myself, and watched my opportunity. I thought I was going
to succeed, for I managed to (Continued on page 86)

‘you can if you try hard enough.



The Clue That Talked

By Detective JOHN H. SHIELDS
As told to ALLAN VAN HOESEN

shack in which we had pitched camp to enjoy our well-

earned two weeks’ vacation, the words of the ancient

ballad came echoing through the timber in Bill Smiley’s
cracked tenor:

FROM far down the trail leading to the little mountain

I saw the old homestead,
The faces I loved,

I saw England’s mountains and wvales.

I remember with je-ho-o0-o0-y

Bill, though ten years my junior, long had been my side-
kick on the detective force at Haney Mills, Missouri. None
knew his moods better. When Bill gave tongue to that age-
old song, I knew something decidedly out of the ordinary
had occurred to upset him.

Hastily scraping the scales from the last of our morning’s
catch of perch and tossing it into a bucket, I tenderly
mopped my sunburned face, then strolled down the path to
meet him. Bill
slouched into the
clearing, a pack
of supplies over

“Shut up, you
wicked, blas-
phemin’ bird!”
shouted Mrs.

Kelly

his shoulder, a newspaper clutched in his free hand.

“What the hell d’'ya think, John?” he spluttered, as we
neared each other. “We've only just got nicely -settled up
here when the biggest case that's happened in the old burgh
in years has to break. Don’t see why she couldn’t have
waited till we got back.”

“Calm down, Bill, and tell me what you're driving at,” I
said impatiently.

He shook a newspaper before my eyes.

“Maggie Morton’s killed her father and step-mother

“You're crazy!” I shouted. I could hardly believe my
ears.

“I tell you she did.
They’ve arrested her and

I snatched the paper away from him—obviously it was
the source of his amazing information—and glanced over
the front-page headlines. And there, in big, black type, was
confirmation of Bill’s startling statement:

”

Finished 'em both with an axe.

”

e
JACOB MORTON AND WIFE
SLAIN WITH AN AXE
Daughter, Maggie, Arrested for the Crime—No
Witnesses to the Killing—Prisoner Protests Her
Innocence—Murder-Weapon Not Found.

His

Jacob Morton, life-long resident of Haney Mills and for
many years its wealthiest citizen, and his wife, Angie
Wheeler Morton, were murdered in their home on Locust
Road this morning. The killer used an axe or a cleaver to
commit the brutal crimes. The dead man was seventy-five
years old, and his wife, fifty-one.

Maggie Morton, the elder of Morton's two
daughters. and step-daughter of the murdered woman,
has been arrested, charged with the double killing.
The prisoner declares she is innocent.

There were no witnesses to the slayings, but the
mass of circumstantial evidence uncovered by the
authorities is so overwhelmingly against
the girl that the police are convinced of
her guilt. However, among the few who
have come forward to champion the
cause of the prisoner, is her sister, Lucy,
two years her junior.

Relatives, neighbors, and
others in town are well aware
there has been much ill-feeling
betwesn Maggie and her step-
mother, ever since the second
marriage of her father two
years ago. The prisoner does
not deny that she and Mrs.
Morton quarreled frequently
and that she and her father were
not on the best of terms. But
she declares she knows abso-
lutely nothing concerning the
crimes, and in this her sister backs her, in-
sisting that the family discords were not suffi-
cient to cause any serious rupture in the
household.



Was it for a miser’s gold that this skulking killer slew
old man Morton and his wife with an axe? If so,
how then could they pin the guilt on Maggie?
What daughter could be so inhuman as to
murder her own father for money?

The police contend that the motive for the crime was not
alone Maggie’s hatred for her step-mother, but that she
wanted to make certain she and her sister would inherit the
Morton properties. It is a matter of common rumor that,
immediately after marrying Angie Wheeler, the childless
widow of the late George P. Wheeler, Morton made a will
by which the bulk of his fortune would go to his wife,
should she outlive him. His reason for doing this, it is said,
was to punish his daughters, who violently opposed his
second marriage.

What was the
real meaning
of the words
that parrot
Eaxd just
spoken?

A check-up of those living at the Morton home indicates
that only Maggie and Mrs. Annie Kelly, the cook and maid
of all work, were in or near the house at the time of the
murder.

Maggie, rushing from the house shortly before eleven in
the morning, shrieked the alarm. Her father, reclining in
an easy chair in the living-room, where he had gone to read
his newspaper after eating his breakfast and completing his
morning chores, had been
hacked to death quickly.
The servant ran to summon
a doctor. When neighbors
arrived, they found Maggie
on the verge of collapse
and unable to reply coher-
ently to questions. The
absence of Mrs. Morton
caused a search to be made
for her, and she was found
dead in her bedroom. Her
appearance indicated she
had been sitting in a rock-
ing-chair, sewing, with her
back toward the door, when
the killer had struck her
from behind.

Mrs. Kelly told the police
she had been weeding in
the vegetable garden and

had heard nothing wuntil
Maggie appeared scream-
ing. Her statement was

supported by two neighbors
who drove past the place
shortly before the alarm
was given and who ex-
changed greetings with her. These
farmers and Mrs. Kelly said others
passed along the road at about the same

time, including persons in automobiles
whom they did not know, but none saw anybody
who acted suspiciously.

Maggie stated that for a considerable time pre-
ceding her discovery of her father’s body she was
e in the barn, some 300 feet from the house and
directly behind it, preparing tackle for a fishing
trip she and her sister intended to make in the
afternoon. Lucy confirmed the statement con-
cerning the fishing excursion. Hooks, lines,
floats, and a fishing-pole were found upon a
work-bench in the barn where Maggie said she
had left them. But the police say she may have
placed them there the day previous, or even before
that, and, recalling them, tried to make use of
them to support her alibi. Mrs. Kelly could offer nothing
to substantiate Maggie’s claim, for the vegetable garden is
at the side of the house and near the roadway, in such a
position that she could not see the barn. However, she did
not see Maggie leave the house.

The autopsy indicated Morton and his wife had been killed
about the same time. A single blow of an axe or cleaver
had cut through the woman’s skull, causing instant death.
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It is doubtful if she made an outcry. Morton, who the
police believe was attacked while dozing in his chair, was
not killed by a single blow. There is plenty of evidence he
made a hard fight for his life and was literally hacked to
death. Obviously, he did not cry aloud. Had he done so,
Mrs. Kelly would have heard him.

The authorities consider this fact as confirming their belief
that Maggie was the killer. Amazement at her attack upon
him held Morton mute. Also, they contend, Mrs. Merton
probably heard Maggie's approach—possibly turned and
saw her—but, recognizing her, paid no heed.

OTHER damaging facts against the prisoner are these.

A town druggist has admitted that the prisoner pur-
chased a quantity of Paris green from him two weeks pre-
vious to the murder. This has not been located. The girl
has stated she used it to spray potatoes. The police, how-
ever, are searching for the package of poison, believing
Maggie hid it, with the intention of poisoning her father
and step-mother at a favorable opportunity. This morning,
noting a chance to kill both without a witness near, she

True Detective M ysteries

Bill, who had squatted beside his kit of supplies while I
read, removed his pipe, and asked: “Whaddaya mean—
‘crazy’? I'll admit, John, I'm only the strong-arm half of
our combination and that you do the heavy thinking. But,
from what I read and have heard about old ‘Tight Wad’
Morton and the way he treated his girls, 1 wouldn’t be sur-
prised if Maggie lost her head, got crazy mad, and X

“You're a wonder—almost as thick as the rest of the
Force, or as the author of this newspaper story!” 1 rapped
the paper with my fist. “He practically comes out flat-
footed and condemns the girl without giving her side of the
case even ordinary consideration.”

“But look at the evidence they've got against her,” Bill
said sulkily.

“Evidence—hell!” 1 retorted. “Why, a kid lawyer,
taking this as his first case, could shoot that evidence so full
of holes that even a hill-billie jury would bring in a verdict
of ‘not guilty’ in less than an hour.”

“Then what are you belly-achin’ about?
kidded when the case falls flat.”

“Listen, ‘Old Sleuth,”” T said seriously. “It isn’t the fact

We can’t be

’ ‘I SEE you've heard the yarn that a stranger was seen in the neighbor-
hood that morning,” the Chief said, smiling. ‘Well, it’s the bunk.
We've investigated and have found no one who can give a definite
description of any stranger seen near the place. Besides, why would
a stranger want to kill Morton and his wife? There wasn’t a thing

stolen from the place.’

““The deuce there wasn’t!’ I exploded. T’ve got something to tell

you about that!”

changed her mind and used an axe or a cleaver. The
murder weapon has not been recovered.

After Maggie first talked with the authorities, she dis-
appeared somewhere in the house. An officer was sent to
find her and located her in the kitchen, burning an old dress
in the range. She explained her action by stating she had
spilled red ink upon it and, “because of the fuss being made,”
had thought best to get rid of it. A portion of the dress,
showing no stains of any kind, was recovered, but Mrs.
Kelly could not say whether the girl had worn it the
morning of the murders. The authorities have called atten-

" tion to the fact that Maggie is of strong and robust build
and could easily have wielded an axe with sufficient power
to kill.

Lucy, who was making purchases in town at the time of
the murders, has done everything possible to aid her sister
and promptly retained Attorney Nelson Archer to defend
Maggie. When the girl was brought before Magistrate
Simmons, Archer succeeded in having her formal arraign-
ment postponed until Saturday, when he will offer a plea for
his client. In the meantime Maggie Morton will be held in
the town jail.

—_ -0_

“Well, T'll be dashed,” I blurted, jamming the paper into
my pocket after noting it was two days old. “Of all the
crazy acts ever perpetrated by the police department of
which I've been a member for more than forty years, this
bull of theirs tops them all. Why the devil did 1 take
this vacation, anyway ?"

. was too easy.

that Maggie's certain to escape the death sentence that's got
me seeing red. It’s the fact that the boobs we left behind
have lost a lot of precious time and are going to lose more.
Maggie’s guilt is so obvious to them that the evidence
against her almost looks as if it was planted. The solution
It should have excited suspicion—would
have, if there’d been any brains left among the police back
home—and caused some smart detective to look for another
trail. By the time they wake up, the actual murderer may be
in China. And what will happen if he never is arrested
and convicted? People in these small towns are only too
ready to believe the worst of their neighbors. Hundreds
always will believe that Maggie is guilty. She will be
shunned, disgraced, for the remainder of her life.”

“You seem to be awfully interested in this girl.
her personally ?”

Know

“I'LL say 1 do. And I've known Jake Morton for years.
Maggie went to school with one of my girls. She used
to be at my house a lot. So did Lucy. They’re good girls,
both of them. Neither of them would any more kill a person
than she’d abuse a baby. The very fact that they stuck
around home, working for their father, till both of them
became old maids—and getting darned little in return, con-
sidering what other children receive from their parents—
proves they've got the real stuff in them. Maggie should
have left home long ago. I urged her to. If she had, she
would have been married now, and not mixed in——"
“Let’s get this truck to the cabin, John. I'm hungry. We
can talk there.”
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“All right,” I said, swinging the kit over my shoulder and
starting along the trail. “But get another fact or two in
vour noodle, for you may be called into the case. Nelse
Archer wasn’t hired by Lucy to defend her sister. He’s try-
ing to save Maggie because he’s in love with her—has been
for eighteen years. I know what I'm talking about. He's
tried to persuade her to marry him ever since he was
graduated from law school, but she wouldn't leave Lucy
and her father. I tell you, Bill, this is a rotten break for
her—and Nelse. I hope it turns out all right in spite of
the police blundering.

“But—and get this from one who's been rubbing shoulders
with crime and hard luck all of his working life,” 1 went
on—"l never knew a wealthy family in which the money
had been acquired through stinginess, the wife and children
being denied the things which could have been theirs without
causing hardship, that dida’t, sooner or later, find itself
figuring in a murder, a robbery, or some serious scandal.
The law of averages always works out. I'm about as far
from being rich now as when [ first started
to work, but I've got the respect of my family
and know that I have always gone to the
limit of my resources for them.”

While Bill was preparing dinner—he was
a wizard with the frying-pan and the coffee-
pot, even if a bit shy on some other qualities
—I sat outside on the steps, smoking, think-
ing and arranging my plan of action. For
[ was determined to get into
the case pronto—had been, in
fact, ever since I clapped
eves on the headline telling
of Maggie’s arrest—even if,
by clearing her and getting
the actual killer, T had to
make monkeys of the re-
mainder of the Department.

Of course, I would leave
for Haney Mills that after-
noon. But, after thinking a
bit, I determined not to send
word of my coming. I
wouldn’t get in until late that
evening. Then I'd pick up
what I could by gossiping
around the depot and else-
where, before I reported
to Chief Carmody and in-
formed him I'd declared
myself “in.” I would try
to learn the things the
newspaper hadn’'t printed
—and, maybe, I might find
out some things the
authorities were not wise
to—before those who had
“flivvered” on the -case,
knew of my return.

When Bill called me
and I pushed myself
against the table, I in-
formed him of my plan.
[nstantly, he volunteered to accompany me. But, be-
cause of the kind of sleuthing I knew lay ahead of me,
I didn’t want him around. So I persuaded him to re-
main and fill out his vacation, promising to summon
him as soon as I required his help.

“Tell me, John,” he asked, finally, “are you holding
out something on me, some inside stuff you're wise to?”

“Nope. I've got to start at the very beginning, when I
reach home. My only advantage is that I happen to
know the family better than anyone in town, barring
relatives.”

Clue That

Talked 47
“Wasn't old man Morton awful tight? He had a barrel
of money, didn’t he?”

“Yes, to both questions. If Jake was worth a cent, he
was worth a million. For years he’d been the largest grain
shipper in the Missouri valley, retiring from that game only
a few years back. But, as you know, he still was president
of the Inland Bank, a director in several milling concerns,
and part owner of the big power plant. But he always was
stingy. Never let go of a cent if he could help it. I sup-
pose he was born that way, for his father was close-fisted
before him, and really founded the fortune to which Jake has
been adding.

“Seems queer, though,” | added—"considering that Jake,
as a young fellow, frequently quarreled with his father be-
cause the old man wouldn’t send him to college and made
him earn his own board and keep in the mills. The big
break came before my time, but I've heard it was bitter—
the old man cursing and strik-
ing his son. Jake promptly ran
away and went to sea. People

My fingers
fairly.trembled
as I took a
single sheet

from the en-
velope

back home didn't
hear much of him
for years. Then
he came back for a
visit and showed
papers proving he had
cleaned up a nice pile
trading with Far
Eastern ports.”
“That ought to have
pleased his old man,”
Bill suggested.
“I guess so. Anyway, they
made up. Jack sold his ships
and settled down in Haney
" Mills. He didn’t marry until
five years later, after his father had died and left him every-
thing. I don’t remember much about his return—I was only
about fifteen then—but I do remember clearly how he treated
his wife. It was a crying shame. He had only one servant
in that big, old house—this same (Continued on pagc 107)
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Birch Kuykendall's break from the Colorado State
patience and carried out with a total disregard of

majority are leaving. From what little information

we have at hand, we gather that they have seen the
highgraders and have been threatened with death if

they revealed the names of those in the gang. I want you to

~ go down in the mine alone and hide yourself on the third
level to watch for the thieves, so that we can trap them.
You are the one man in our nine hundred that I would care to
have handle this ticklish and dangerous job. Will you do it ?”

The speaker was
Harvey A. Shipman,
general manager of
the Independence Mine
in Cripple Creek, the
year was 1902, and the
reason for the request
was that following the
discovery of new, rich,
ore-bearing veins that
dipped into the adjoin-
ing Portland Mine, ex-
tensive highgrading had
begun which was week-
ly robbing the owners
of the Independence
Mine of untold thou-
sands of dollars in the
precious gold ore. Steps
had to be taken to stop
this. I told Shipman
I would do as he wished
—and right then and
there I let myself in for
a part in the greatest
drama that ever centered
about a gold mine.

For fourteen nights
I stood watch there in
the bowels of the earth,
the only living soul in
those miles and miles
of underground work-
ings amid the mazes of
drifts, cross-cuts, stopes,
winzes, and raises—a
veritable honeycombed
ant-hill. I knew a mis-
step meant death, with
five hundred feet of
open void beneath me,
and there was added to
the depressing sense of
loneliness the knowledge that the highgraders might ap-
proach at any minute—led, according to well-founded rumor,
by the Philippine Kid, the most dangerous killer in the Crip-
ple Creek district. This man's real name was Birch Kuy-
kendall and he had gained his appellation in the Philippines,
where he had served with Company G, First Regiment N. G.,
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“BELL. our graveyard shift is scared so badly that the

Birch Kuykendall, the Philippine Kid—from a photograph i
on record at the Colorado State Penitentiary

he underestimated the
By JACK

Colorado outfit, during the Spanish-American War.

On the fourteenth day, at two o'clock in the morning
there came three shadowy forms within arm’s reach of me,
where I stood immobile behind a supporting timber. With
the greatest difficulty, I made my way back to the main drift,
and to the station and main shaft 350 feet away, through
the impenetrable black, and pulled the bell cord which gave
the signal to the Pinkerton watchman up above to have me
hauled up. The rattling “donkey” brought me to the surface.

Manager Shipman
was notified and he
quickly organized two
parties to advance to
the attack—one to cover
the outlet at the junc-
tion of the Grant and °
Emerson stopes, con-
sisting of Grant, assist-
ant manager, Gill, one
of the miners, Glockner,
ore boss, and myself;
while he himself, to-
gether with Lobb, Mil-
ler, and Strickland,
started for the main
cross-cut.

Shipman, when he
and his men came near
where the highgraders
were at work, called
out: “You fellows come
up out of there! You
are under arrest!”

The thieves called
back: “Come and get
us. To hell with you!”
They immediately
snuffed their candles
and started to shoot.

Shipman’s party re-
turned the fire, and in
an instant that black
hole was an inferno. A
block of solid ground
between where Shipman
flushed the thieves and
the post taken by
Grant’s men, made a
barrier from which no
sound issued. Glockner,
ahead of the rest, was
sighted by the robbers
as they came near the junction point, and before he had time
to join his mates, he found himself a target for the high-
graders’ guns. Handicapped by Glockner’s position and by
the darkness, we could not fire a shot without the certainty
of killing him. g

Every man there stood tense and rigid, with his six-
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Penitentiary was planned with inconceivable

human life.
courage of his pursuers

BELL

shooter ready for action. The workings were dense with
the powder smoke. The battle passed in a few seconds
of time. The thieves had gone through Number Two
Shaft, and this would mean a climb of 400 feet for the
escaping men, to get to the surface. Precious moments
were lost before Shipman’s party joined the group.

“Where did they go? Why did you let them escape ?”
shouted Shipman.

“Why didn’t you stop them yourself? You saw them
first!” retorted Grant, as we got in the cage and
started up.

The two Pinkerton watchmen, with Miller and Strick-
land, were sent by Shipman to Old Number Two Shaft.
a hundred feet higher up the slope than the main work-
ing-shaft. The Pinkertons returned and reported seeing
the three men disappearing well up on the mountain. The
thieves had made the climb up that 400 feet of shaft in
less than fifteen minutes!

It was discovered that Glockner was mussing, and Gill
and I went back into the mine to look for him. We found
him unconscious, shot in both arms, caught in the center
of the wall-plate and a two-inch iron air-pipe—one arm,
one leg. and half his body hanging in space over the
murky, 500-foot death-hole below.

Assistant Manager Grant had information that Super-
intendent John C. Fraser, of Pinkerton’s Denver office,
was in Cripple Creek at that moment. He was called by
telephone and made the eleven-mile run out to the mine
in record time. Fraser, in consultation with Shipman,
secured the name of the man from whom he (Shipman)
first obtained his information about the outlaws entering
the property. Fraser called upon this man, whose name
has always been held secret, and, after some difficulty,
finally obtained from him the first real clue as to the
identity of the robbers.

Meanwhile, I had been sent down into the mine again
to look for evidence, and now turned over to Fraser por-
tions of two letters torn into minute particles, a bandanna
handkerchief, and butts of a popular cigarette, all of
which were carefully wrapped and filed away by the great
Pinkerton detective, who again hurried off, alert and keen
on the man-hunt.

It was ascertained that the three robbers had, after climb-
ing over the mountain side, escaped on the High Line
clectric road, and from the conductor of the car an accurate
description of them was obtained by Fraser, also the infor-
mation that they often rode in his car to a point near the
Number Two shaft-house of the Independence Mine—always
in the hours between midnight and 3 A.M.—and sometimes
cn their return they carried sacks (apparently filled with
ore) and their pockets bulged with the heavy material.

Fraser’s informant had told him that these men frequented
the “Red Light” Dance Hall and that one of them was
Kuykendall. On visiting the dance hall, the detective
cbtained the information from a “swamper” that Kuyken-
dall had a sweetheart who lived across the street from this
unpurged rendezvous of the half-world. He visited this
girl and from her secured the location and house number
where Kuykendall and Lake, one of his partners, lived.

The killer made only one mistake—

Judge William P. Seeds, who conducted the Kid's
trial fearlessly, in spite of the threats of
the desperado and his lawless friends

The house was situated out on Myers Avenue in Old Town,
the first settlement in the Cripple Creek district.

Fraser, with Under-Sheriff Squires, whom he aroused
out of bed, went to this house and arrested the two suspects.
They were hurried to jail and locked up in separate cells.
In a cheap boarding-house on Myers Avenue. a short dis-
tance from where Kuykendall and Lake had been appre-
hended, they found the third man, Freidenstein, in bed. He,
too, was taken to the county jail and locked up in a cell,
incommunicado.

The trial attracted a huge crowd to Cripple Creek. The
camp - mysteriously filled up with undesirables, who were
irankly in sympathy with the Philippine Kid. Rumors were
rife that plans for the rescue of Kuykendall and Lake had
been laid. It was said that a revolver would be, passed to
the Kid in the court-room and that he would fight his way
to freedom.

4
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Judge William P. Seeds took every precaution against
such an outbreak. When the men were brought into court,
the Kid was heavily shackled. As the trial progressed, and
the evidence against him was laid before the court, the Kid
began a tirade of abuse. He frothed at the mouth like a
madman and rattled his chains and tried to escape from the
“Oregon boet” which held him. The court directed the
Sheriff to take any means he thought best to silence the
prisoner. An officer stood over the Kid with a handkerchief
and a piece of wood, and said:

“One more word of this sort, and I will buck and gag you!”

Then the officer sat beside the prisoner, with gag in hand,
and the Kid was comparatively quiet as the trial progressed.

The Philippine Kid's witnesses had melted away like birds
of the night. The only witness in his defense was his old
father, who testified that his son was home on the night of
the battle—evidence which was disproved by other witnesses.
The old gentleman was asked a few simple questions by
the attorney for the prosecution and discharged.

When the Kid was called to the stand in his own defense,
he said:

“I wish 1T had a gun, and I would clear this court-room
in a hurry and put away some of these liars!” He abused
the attorney for the
pyosecution in such
terms that the officer
again took his stand at
the Kid’s side, with gag
in hand to silence him.

“Utter a sound
when I let up,
and I'll slit your
throat!” rasped
Kuykendall

A dramatic touch to the trial came when it was announced
that the prisoner’s father had died. A recess of several days
was taken for the funeral, which was witnessed by an
immense crowd. .

Kuykendall rode in a hack, with a deputy on either side

of him and others flanking the vehicle. After the funeral,

the trial proceeded, and the Kid was found guilty and sen-
tenced to fourteen years at hard labor in the Colorado State
Penitentiary.

Kuykendall and Lake were taken to the prison, which is
at Caiion City, forty miles below camp, the next morning.
On account of the rumors that rescue would be attempted,
extra precautions were taken. A pilot engine ran ahead
of the regular train. There were thousands of men at the
depot when the prisoners were entrained. Kuykendall had
never uttered a word after he was taken to the jail, follow-
ing sentence. That same evening they were delivered to
Warden John Cleghorn, and each was given a number.

Some months after, Eugene Engley, the Kid's attorney,
was found dead from heart failure.

Freidenstein, who had made a confession, was given a
suspended sentence of twelve years, and left the state.

Shortly after this sensational trial, there was reported
irom every mine in the district that had highgrade, increased
activity of what appeared to be a well-organized and des-
perate band of ore thieves. Ore as low in value as $20
per pound was being stolen, and from that up to $100 per
pound. Every mine and rich lease suffered day after day.
The crooked “assay” offices were running night and day, and
on stolen ore.

High up in the councils of
mine-owners and lease-holders,
secret meetings were being held
to find the means to combat and
minimize the wholesale looting.
It was noticeable
that Superin-
tendent Fraser re-
mained in the dis-
trict, directing his
large force of men.

It was plain that
the arrest of the
chief highgraders
had not stopped
the looting of the
mines. The ore was
being sold to
“assayers” who had
opened offices in
the district, but

who in reality
were only
“fences.” Twen-
ty-one notices
were delivered
simultaneously
to that number
of “assayers,”
reading :

You are here-
by notified that
your shop,
“fence,” called
an ‘‘assay
office,” will be
razed and de-
molished at ex-
actly 3 o'clock
to - morrow
morning. You
are further
notified and
warned that
e : your life will be
in jeopardy if you are within the building wherein your
alleged assayer’s office is situated.

(Signed) Tue CoMMITTEE.

When five minutes before three came, that morning, there
was an unusual quiet all over the district, in anticipation of
what might happen. The music had ceased in the dance
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halls, and the raucous calls of the gamblers were silent.
Then, at the zero hour, 3 o’clock, there was a tremendous
blast, such as an explosion of an ammunition dump. The
displacement of air from the concussion brought all residents
of the district out from their homes. Streets in several of
the camps were filled with excited, half-dressed men and
women.

The twenty-one “assay” offices had been blown to atoms
and scattered over the terrain. Not a building left—all
demolished, together with their entire contents! The time-
pieces of those engaged must have been carefully oriented,
as the twenty-one buildings were destroyed together, as one.
Consternation ran riot among the owners of these fences.
There had been but one man slightly injured, a highgrade
“assayer” at Victor, whose little building was in the rear of
the Victor Hardware Store. The robbers engaged in pilfer-
ing the mines joined their brother thieves, the “assayers,”
that morning in a stampede out of Cripple Creek district.

IRCH KUYKENDALL, the Philippine Kid, became a
model prisoner at the State Penitentiary. After a few
months in the tailor shop, he was transferred to the lime-
stone quarry gang, the quarry being situated immediately
north of and adjoining the prison walls. Tt
was at the southern point of the hogback,
where the famous “Sky-Line Drive” winds
around with a magnificent view of the Ar-
kansas Valley, Royal Gorge, and the Sangre
de Cristo mountain range. There were sen-
tinel boxes hanging along the sheer walls of
the mined rock, above the convict workers
below, and a guard patrolled among the
laboring men. From early spring until fall,
all summer long, of the second year of his
imprisonment, Kuykendall had toiled faith-
fully with never a mark against his record.
The quarrymen use a great deal of
dynamite in the work, but each cap, every
inch of fuse, and every stick of the ex-
plosive was carefully checked by guards
every half hour.

The warden’s house adjoins the prison,
and its lawn extends to the base of the
massive walls and towers where riflemen
pace back and forth all day and all night.
From the residence, a walk leads into the
prison administration building, thence
into the Warden’s private office, and on
into the hall dividing the offices. A
double steel door bars the end of the
short hall or main entrance, which
extends on back into a blank room
where a guard is locked in. Double
gates lead into the interior of the
prison grounds proper. The keeper
of this door, diligently on watch
through a small port, is virtually a
prisoner himself.

Very often members of the War-
den's family run through the office.
Then a member of the office force un-
locks the door leading into the watch-
man’s room. The watchman in turn
opens the door leading to the prison
vard. The Warden has a desk in the
Deputy Warden’s office, where he
listens to reports and hears prisoners
who ask for conferences. It is noth-
ing out of the ordinary for a woman
of the household to go through the
Deputy Warden’s office within the walls.

Warden John Cleghorn was serving his
second term. He was the first Western official

At the same
instant
Lopez Mar-
tinez start-
ed for the

guard
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to inaugurate the honor system and permit his charges to
work on highways and make camp in the hills. He was fair
and humane. Any prisoner could have an audience with him
for the asking. He was their friend and helper. During his
entire administration there had never been an escape from
his many road crews. Any prisoner who made the attempt
would have been garroted by his fellows for “throwing
cown the Big Bull.”

The Kid’s break for liberty came on a beautiful morning,
when the sun was shining with unusual brilliancy. The
small growth across the valley, along the slopes of Green
Mountain, was a riot of multi-coloring. The willows along
the adjacent Arkansas River were in shades of greens and
vellows, and the grass-plots were a vivid, restful green.
Smoke curled up into the sky in vertical black and white.

The prisoners had been through their early morning duties
and were ready for the tasks’ of the day. Sick call was
2nnounced by Tom Clark, yardmaster. Kuykendall, Lopez
Martinez, a lifer, and six other (Continued on page 116)




At the
Seventh
Cross

By Detective MIKE GRADY
as told to E. M. JOHNSON

S a rule, there is some deliberation by their

A lieutenants or captains before plain-

clothes men are dispatched to the scene

where a crime is committed. Since I

had left Headquarters only at three o'clock that

morning, with the understanding that I was not

to be called before noon, I was totally unprepared

for the startling events that followed the ringing
of my telephone.

“Hullo! What the h——" 1 began sleepily.
But I checked myself, suddenly wide awake.
Instead of the deep, gruff tones of the desk
sergeant that I expected, there came over the wire a clear,
tremulous feminine voice.

“You are Mr. Grady, aren’t you—Mr. Michael Grady?”
the voice asked.

“Yes, madam,” 1 answered. “What can I do for you?”

“What time may I call at your office? I must see you
as soon as possible.”

“Usually I do not arrive until noon,” I informed her,
chuckling to myself at that “office” stuff. !

“But this is urgent!” cried the fair unknown.
matter of life and death!”

It 15 &

I GULPED. Women, I knew, sometimes had the unpleas-

ant habit of making a life-or-death matter out of the
most trivial thing, in order to get themselves heard, or to
get their own self-willed way. And I wasn’t anxious just
then to forego the sleep I needed, and desired, for the sake
of gratifying any such whim.

“Can you not tell me over the telephone?” I asked. “Can
you not give me some hint or clue as to your needs? Per-
haps I can advise—"

“Oh, no, no!” cried the voice at the other end of the
wire. “I cannot divulge one word until I see you, privately.”

“Well,” T assented, “in that case, if you will call—at the
office—in forty-five minutes, I'll hear Yyour story.”

52

“It was not sui-
cide, Mr. Grady.
He was shot
through the neck
—from behind”

Imagine that—at half past five in the morning!

Where my fair inquirer got the idea of my office I
couldn’t fathom, for I had only recently been promoted
from the ranks to the plain-clothes force, and any office that
could in any way be referred to as mine would be that of
a private conference room allotted me for the time being
only.” The idea amused me.

At shortly after six o'clock I reported at Headquarters,
and was greeted with an inquiring scowl on the hawk-like
face of Detective Lieutenant Smythe.

I briefly sketched my reason for being there at that hour,
together with my anticipated need of a private consulting
room.

Ordinarily, Lieutenant Smythe’s eyes possessed an unre-
lenting, steely glint, a sure quality of mercilessness, and I
was suddenly abashed when I noted the quick flash of
amusement that came into those same hard eyes. He was
laughing at me, and I knew it. And it made me mad clear
through. Not being particularly wild about women at best,
I strongly resented the fact that this unknown woman was
making me the butt of Smythe’s surly enjoyment.

But Smythe said nothing more than to assign me the use
of his own office.

In a very few minutes a smartly dressed girl came in.
And I then and there forgot my grievance against Smythe.



She seemed to be in great distress and very agitated, and
as she entered, she dabbed nervously at her eyes with her
handkerchief. This woman was not over twenty-one, I
thought, and exceedingly lovely to look upon. Her full,
pretty lips were free from rouge, and her cheeks were as fair
as whitest alabaster. However, deep circles of fatigue were
underneath her pretty, violet eyes.

“Miss,” I said quickly, offering her a chair, “I am Mike
Grady. What can I do for you?”

INVOLUNTARILY I wondered if Smythe was still giv-
ing me the merry ha-ha, now that he had glimpsed my
visitor.

“A girl is simply a fool to care about any man,” the
girl astounded me by saying, dropping dejectedly to the
proffered chair. “Just as long as she doesn’t care, why
she’s ‘sitting pretty.’” But just the minute she lets any real
sentiment slip in, it’s—it’s hell !”

I certainly hoped she hadn’t got me out of bed that early
in the morning for the sole purpose of handing me a line
of sob stuff, because some man had been heartless enough to
disappoint her.

“My dear lady”—I tried to be gallant—“if you will kindly
tell me——"

She burst into a fresh flood of tears, exclaiming through
them: “Oh, Mr. Grady, Fred's been murdered! He came
staggering into my room this morning, and crumpled to

Durham staggered into a
woman’s apartment, mor-
tally wounded, a bit of
yellow paper wadded in
his hand, bearing the enig-
matic words, “The Seventh
Cross ”

the floor beside my bed. He died
before he could tell me anything—
but he had this wadded tightly in his
hand.” She was fumbling in her
purse nervously, and presently she
handed me a slip of yellow paper.
I smoothed thé paper and read the three words type-
written there: The Seventh Cross. Nothing more.
“Is it the name of some order or other, Mr. Grady ?"”

“I was thinking it might be,” I said.
“Perhaps, if you will tell me the entire circumstances,
Miss I waited for the girl to supply her name.

There was genuine distress in the violet arbs as she
turned them full on me. “Lluella Montgomery is my name,
Mr. Grady, and Fred was—Fred was——"

I smiled understandingly. “Yes, he was your sweetheart.
I see.”

“No—yes—that is, Fred lived at my apartment

I stared hard at the girl. It was unbelievable.
with the face of an angel, was——
not married?”

The girl inclined her head. A detective should, of course,
be ready to absorb almost anything, no matter how impos-
sible or incredible it might seem on the surface. It is often
hard to do so, however.

“I see.” I nodded solemnly. “You were Fred's common-
law wife. Now kindly tell me who Fred was.”

“But surely you have heard of Fred Durham!” the girl
exclaimed in surprised tones.

”

She,
“You mean you were

IT was then my turn to register surprise. And I was put

out with myself for failing to have thought of Fred
Durham, one of the craftiest, most dangerous criminals
known to the city police. A Smythe would certainly have
occasion to snicker if he knew how nearly a complete
imbecile I had become in those few moments when I had
been a sympathetic observer of beauty in distress. He
always had said that a good detective didn’t dare be “soft.”
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Immediately I was thrown into a turmoil of surmises.
This beautiful girl was the common-law wife of Fred Dur-
ham. Was she also his tool? And if so, what was
her specialty—decoy, gun-toter, spotter, or merely look-
out? Further, if she was his tool—why should she come
to me?

BUT perhaps she hadn’t known that Fred was a notorious
thief when she had first taken up with him, and had
never consented to lend herself to his aid. Perhaps she
was just one more of those jazz-mad, excitement-crazed
girls who had been flattered by a handsome man’s attentions,
without ever so much as guessing his real vocation in life.
Anda then, when she finally did learn his real character,
might it not be possible that she had let the fear of per-
sonal violence keep the attachment unbroken, at the same
time refusing to share his dangers?

Again, it was possible that, upon discovering the true
situation, she had adapted herself to it, even learning
to like that kind of life. It really couldn’t be possible that
she was ignorant now of Fred’s reputation. Indeed, she
had practically proved that she did know, by showing such
evident surprise when I hadn’t identified her Fred right
off the bat.

There was also the possibility that in taking up with

was not suicide, Mr. Grady. He was shot through the neck—
from behind. I came to you first of all because I wanted
you to understand, and I—you couldn’t think that I—did
it—"

"She was sobbing again; uncontrollably, it seemed. But
as I looked upon her quivering shoulders I was strangely
devoid of sympathy. It had struck me, all of a sudden, that
this girl was pulling a line, the object of which was de-
cidedly in doubt. I did not know how I had come upon
that sudden decision, unless it was a plain hunch. Any-
way, l.seemed to have acquired suddenly the necessary
hardness Smythe said was essential for a detective to have.
I had both eyes wide open now.

“Suppose we go to your apartment and look things over,”
I said. “That’s where we'll find Fred, and—"

“Yes—Ilet’s go.” She jumped quickly to her feet and
stood regarding me in silent interrogation as I calmly
slipped my revolver from its sheath, whirled the chambers,
and carefully inspected the cartridges therein. Perhaps I
took an unnecessarily long time in doing this. It was a
beautiful piece of blue steel mechanism, murderously dainty;
perhaps I fondled it overlong. Anyway, the girl seemed
to grow nervous as she stood waiting—which was what
I wanted, just to give her a suggestion of that slow, sure
precision with which the law functioned.

i

softly.

LOVED Fred better than anyone else on earth,’ the girl declared
‘Why, then, should I wish to take his life?’

“There might be reason enough for her guiltlessness, but then—"

the girl, Fred Durham merely had allied himself with another
law-breaker. In fact, her first outburst practically had said
as much—that all had been fair sailing until someone had
begun to care, somebody had become sentimental. Was it
the girl, or was it Fred who had brought in that sentiment?
To all appearances, judging from what the girl had said, it
had been herself—her love for the man had either interfered
with her own career, or it had been too great to permit her
to break off their relations.

I formed the conclusion that Fred and this girl had
worked together, successfully perhaps, and then had formed
their apartment partnership. And for that bit of senti-
mentalism which had caused them to agree to share that
apartment, the girl was now experiencing regret, because it
was sure to bring her into the spotlight of police investiga-
tion.

And right here I became mighty interested to know just
why she had singled me out; why she had come to me, de-
manding a personal interview.

“Now, Miss Montgomery,” I began severely, “it is im-
perative that I be told everything in connection with the
case—why you have come to me, and what it is you wish me
to do.”

"W HY, I want you to find out who it was that murdered
Fred. And I came to you because Fred often said
that you were the squarest guy on the police force.”

I passed up the compliment without comment. Anyway,
I had always handed it to myself on my unsusceptibleness to
flattery.

“You have made no report of Fred’'s death, besides telling
me? No! And you're sure it was murder,  and not
suicide ?”

The girl hitched suddenly to the edge of the chair. “It

There was just a hint of contempt in her tone as she
observed: “You wouldn't need that—for Fred.”

Her voice broke on the words, and she turned away.
I more than half suspected it was to hide something other
than tears. For I had by now become firmly convinced
that some unusual scheme was in the making.

l ANSWERED solemnly: “It's rather more than a habit,

carrying these things. They're a part of the works, you
know. Why, without a gun a detective would be completely
lost in a pinch.”

She offered no reply, and as we passed the Lieutenant’s
desk I gave him a sign that told him we were to be fol-
lowed. I was taking no chances where Fred Durham or
his friends were involved.

Smythe answered with a slight nod.

Arrived at the apartment, about two and a half miles
away, I found Fred Durham dead on the floor beside the
bed. As Lluella Montgomery had said, the bullet which
had brought death had evidently entered the neck at an
angle, from somewhere behind. I judged it was impossible
he had shot himself, agreeing with the girl.

I took a quick inventory of the room. It was one of a
modestly furnished suite of three. [ was struck with the
air_of complete femininity with which the room was filled.
'here was nothing to denote the regular presence of a man.
The clothes closet was filled with feminine apparel. Not
a single man's suit was to be seen. Nowhere were there
a man’s shees or ties or shaving paraphernalia in evidence.
What sort of story had this girl given me, I wondered.

Lluella Montgomery had backed against the wall, her
face half turned from the tragic figure on the floor. “Fred
was so seldom able to be at home that he found his suitcase
was his real clothes closet, as well as his dressing-table,”



At the
she offered, as an explanation for my evident failure to
satisfy myself that Fred actually had lived there.

But I found no suitcase anywhere. Mentally resolved to

come back to that later, I paused in my inspection of the
room and confronted the girl.

“Miss Montgomery,” I said, “after all, you have told me
Suppose

very little of the facts in this matter, you know.
you start at the beginning of your ac-
quaintance with Fred Durham =

“But there is so little to
tell,” she protested. “I

“lI met Fred
at a dance one
might-Zeo X
liked him from

the start”

met Fred at a dance one night at the Criss-
Cross, where I'd gone with a boy friend. He
asked me to dance, and I liked him from the start.

We
became good friends, and for a time I saw a great deal of

him. Then he had to leave town—and I didn’t see him
again for several months. And when he came back, he
told me for the first time that he was married. But he
said he was trying to get a divorce. His wife, who lived
in St. Louis, was holding it up. He finally persuaded me
to let him live with me in my apartment—that just as soon
as we could, we would be married. I was working all the
time as buyer for one of the department stores, and I just
kept on working after Fred came.

“But yesterday, when Fred came back from St. Louis,

Seventh

1

wm

Cross
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he told me that we couldn’t be married after all—that his
wife had persuaded him to come back——"

I was stumped at the girl’'s amazing frankness. “I'd bet-
ter warn you that any statements you make, may be used
against you,” I told her.

She looked at me with panic in her eyes.

“You must know, of course, that this thing may become
quite serious—for you,” 1 baldly told
her.

Her shoulders moved slightly in a
shrug.. Did she mean by that,
that she, knowing she was inno-
cent, had no fear that the world
might have difficulty in believing
it? Or, was it a shrug of
cool defiance?

“I loved Fred better than
anyone else on earth,” the
girl declared softly. “Why,
then, should I wish to take his life?”

There might be reason enough for
her guiltlessness, but then A
woman in love usually resents having her lover leave her,
to return to the wife he has apparently abandoned some-
where along the line. And that resentment has been known
to direct the course of no small number of bullets.

I approached her then from another point of interest.
“Just what was Fred’s business, Miss Montgomery?” 1
wanted to be sure that in suspecting the girl of knowing
Fred Durham’s real character, I had formed the right con-
clusion. I wanted her to make some statement that would
clinch the idea.

But she turned wide, incredulous eyes on me. “Whyv—
surely Fred has helped the Police (Continued on pagc 70)




TRAPPED by a

No camera is so much to be feared by the crook, as
when he looked full into the eyes of Adams,

By Detective PHIL DAY
As told to JACK GREY

instead of months. But Sammy placed no
limits on his activities; he was all these
things—and more. - He forged checks,
burglarized the homes of the
money barons, picked pockets,
talked suckers out of their hard-
earned coin, and “copped sneaks”
in banks. He did everything and
anything; and he did all
his work cleverly. He was,
I repeat, the most versatile
crook that I've ever en-
countered.

It was in the middle of
August, 1923, that 1 was
sent out of the Chicago
office of an international
detective agency to run to
earth a fellow who had
been “burning up” the
banks in the central part
of Kansas with phony checks.
The agency by which I was em-
ployed was paid an annual re-
tainer by the American Bankers
Association, and whenever a
crook “took a crack” at any
bank belonging to that organiza-
tion, we never let up until we
caught him. If he got a nickel,
we went after him with as much
enthusiasm as we would have
gone after the cracksman that got
thousands.

I went straight from Chicago to
Frankston, Kansas, where the forger had
made his most recent haul. When I
talked with officials of the two banks
there, they told me the following facts.
Around noon on August 10th a well-dressed
stranger entered the First National Bank and ap-
proached the paying teller’s window.

“My name is Anderson,” he said. “I’'m expecting
a check in settlement of my mother’s estate from
the executor, Mr. Samuel Adams, of Adams and
Macrea. I have had to wait in the city longer than
I anticipated to get matters settled. I have run
short of cash, and I'm wondering if you would be
good enough to cash my check when I get it, in
“FRlSCO SAMMY” HAR- view of the fact that I must start for home to-day.

I got a look
at the man’s
face that I
was never to
forget

DIN, one of the most ver- I should be awfully obliged to you, old fellow, if

satile crooks in America, gave me the longest chase I've  you would do that little thing for me.”

ever experienced. If he had specialized in some one The paying teller knew the Mr. Adams to whom the
line of criminal activity—that is to say, if he had been merely  stranger referred. His brother, Wilbur- Adams, was the
a burglar, a con man, a pickpocket, a forger, or a bank president of the Bank. The teller had cashed hundreds of
“sneak”—his capture would have been a matter of days Samuel Adams’ checks, and he was sure—so he told me
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is the human eye.

Hardin, the forger, learned this

his victim—and in that instant signed his doom

later on—that
he would know
Mr. Adams’
signature out
of a million.

“I have read
that signature
s0 many, many
times,” he told
me, “and would
cash it on sight
for any amount
in the world.”

But the teller
didn’t know the
stranger, and so
he concluded to
“pass the buck” to
the cashier who
in turn decided to
refer the matter
to the president
when the stranger
returned that af-
ternoon. How-
ever, the cashier
told the stranger
tentatively that he
would be glad to ac-
commodate him.

At a few minutes
after half-past two
that afternoon the
man returned with a
check for $1200. He
handed it through
the window to the
teller, who examined
it carefully. It looked
good. He was sure
that it was the sig-
nature of Samuel
Adams. He would
have staked his life
on that. The stranger
also produced papers
covering the settlement of the
estate of which he had spoken,
and he showed letters and
cards bearing the name “W. H.
Anderson,” to whose order the
check was made payable. He looked good.

The cashier was called in.

He talked well.
He was not suspicious, but
as a matter of professional caution he excused himself and
stepped into the president’s office with the check and the
identification documents which the genial Mr. Anderson
had offered.

The president scrutinized his brother’s check.

“This is Sam’s signature,” the president said. “This check
is O. K,, but I'll just call Sam up as a matter of form.”

He phoned Sam’s office. The office boy
told him that Mr. Adams and his secretary
had taken the noon train for the State
capital where he was going to argue a case
before the Supreme Court. No other
member of the firm was expected in the
office until the following day.

The banker brother sat there
looking at the check. He gldnced
at the clock. “I'wenty minutes
to closing time,” he muttered.

“The signature is your broth-
er's writing, I'm sure
of that,” the cashier in-
terrupted him.

“Ask Mr. Anderson
to step in here a
minute.”

The bank cashier delivered the message to the stranger.

Mr. Anderson walked into the president’s othce with a
smile on his face.

“I’'ve known your brother for ten years,” he said. “I've
heard him speak of you frequently. As a matter of fact,
he and I were discussing you yesterday. He told me that
he was going to intrcduce me, and if he had done so—"
Mr. Anderson grinned from ear to ear—"“all this red tape
about a small check would have been obviated.”

57



38 T'rue Detective Mysteries

The president got the impression that Mr. Anderson was
a substantial person. He talked charmingly and convinc-
ingly. He looked and acted the part of a man of means.
Mr. Adams didn't want to offend a good client of his
brother’s, and so he apologized, put his O. K. on the check,
and escorted Mr. Anderson to the cashier’s cage, where he
collected the $1200.

]UST three minutes later Mr. Anderson appeared in the

other bank, which was located a few doors down the
street. Here he presented a check for $500 from a mer-
chant who was known to the cashier. The check was in pay-
ment of a bill. Mr. Anderson had a duplicate of the
receipted bill in his pocket. He handed it to the bank em-
ployee together with other papers. The signature of the
merchant was well known to the cashier, and this check
looked like the goods to him. When he questioned Mr. An-
derson, that astute gentleman staged an act worthy of the
underworld giant that he was.

“My dear fellow,” he said impatiently, with a sigh, “if this
were a check for a large amount of money, you might be
justified in acting as you do—but if you insist, just call up

“How did he get into Ellington’s and Adams’ offices ?”
I mused. “How did he get these checks and use the check-
protectors without their knowledge? Can it be possible that
he had an accomplice ?”

I began to believe that he must have been helped by some
employee of one or the other of the men he had fleeced.

But before I started to work om that phase of the job,
I went about gathering a description of Anderson. It has
always been a remarkable thing to me how people will differ
in their impressions. The description given by the president
and cashier of the First National Bank did not tally with the
one given by the cashier of the Farmers and Merchants
Bank. The latter said Anderson was about five feet nine
inches tall and weighed around a hundred and fifty, while
the First National officials said he was nearer five feet eleven
and that he must weigh a hundred and eighty. One said he
was very dark, while the other said he was “betwixt and
between,” neither very dark nor very light. The only point
upon which they all agreed was that he was smooth-shaven
and had “very good teeth.”

[ went back to see Mr. Ellington and questioned-him again.
But he could give me no help. He hadn’t seen any suspicious

2y ‘Some of the boys around Frisco was telling me about him,’ I said,
seizing my opportunity. ‘Hardin, isn’t it—or some such name?’
“It was a chance shot in the dark—but it landed!
“Yes,’ replied Big Mitt Eddie, a look of blank astonishment on

his face. . . .
“I felt like shouting with joy

. . felt I already had my hands

on this slippery fugitive from the law.”

Sam Adams, of Adams and Macrea, and ask him if he knows
Bill Anderson or, call up Mr. Ellington, who wrote that
check! Call up Wilbur Adams over at the First National
and ask him if he would cash a check for Bill Anderson!
I—Yl

“Here you are, Mr. Anderson.” The cashier counted out
five one-hundred-dollar bills. He had fallen for the crook’s
“ace in the hole.” Anderson had talked the cashier right off
his feet.

THE bank officials were the firs. people I talked with.

When I had carefully listened to the details which I have
just recited, I was convinced beyond all question that I was
on the trail of one of the cleverest forgers in the United
States.

My next move was to interview Mr. Ellington, the mer-
chant. I carried the forged checks along with me.

In his office I asked first to see his check-book and his
check-protector. It was only a matter of moments until I
learned that the blank used by the forger had actually been
taken from the back of Mr. Ellington’s own check-book and
that it had been stamped for the proper amount in his own
machine! Mr. Adams was still out of town and I had no
chance to talk with him, but I soon learned at his office that
the same was true of the other forged check.

Neither of these gentlemen, needless to say, had issued
any checks to the elusive Mr. Anderson.

characters around his store, and he couldn’t imagine how
“in the name of God"” the crook had got that check out of
his check-book or how he had managed to use his check-
protector to stamp it.

“I've been in this store every day for the past ten. years,”
Mr. Ellington declared, “and when I’'m not here, my son is
here. The store is never deserted.”

While I was waiting for Samuel Adams to return to
Frankston, I took up another angle. I checked up the trains
that left the town around three in the afternoon. I learned
that there was one at 2:59 and another at 3:21.

My investigation had already revealed that the forger had
been in the First National bank at 2:35 and that he had left
there at 2:50. He had been at the Farmers and Merchants
bank at 2:53. He might have caught the 2:59 train, I
thought, and if he didn’t get that one, he probably left on
the 3:21.

l VISITED the two principal hotels in the town. I scanned

the registers for guests who had left on August 10th.
Small-town hotel clertks are fountains of information. They
can give a detective more information than anybody in this
man’s world that I have had the pleasure of meeting. They
are able to do this primarily because they are inordinately
inquisitive. They get acquainted. They ask questions, and
if a man stops at the hotel more than once, they know his
business and his family history.
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There was one clerk in the Holbrook House who was a
wizard. He knew everybody that had left his hotel on the
day that the forgeries were committed. The clerk in the
other hotel was almost as good. These two boys convinced
me that Mr. Anderson had not put up at either of the hotels
while he was making the preparations for his job.

I put the proverbial two and two together. This job, I
was positive, had required a lot of planning. The crook
didn't come into the town one night and leave the next
morning. He had been there for a few days, at least, and
possibly for a month.

I started to make a house-to-house canvass of the town,
and was engaged in this tiresome task for two days without
result. Finally, I decided that my best chance was to
cultivate the acquaintance of a Mrs. Ferris, who “accom-
modated roomers.”

At this point in my investigation, Mr. Samuel Adams and
his secretary, Miss Bartlett, came back to town. I dropped
everything else and went to see them. I hadn’t yet cleared
up the mystery of how the genial Mr. Anderson got his
hands on one of Mr. Adams’ checks, or how he managed
to use the lawyer’s own check-protector.

When 1 first chatted with him, Mr. Adams couldn’t recall
having seen any strangers in his office, but later on in our
conversation he came to life

“By God,” he gasped. “I do recall having seen a fellow

in my office one morning, now that I think of it. Yes, sir,
he snapped, “now I remember him. I—"
“And so do I, Mr. Adams,” Miss Bartlett cut in. “It was

on a Monday morning, the Monday after the Sunday that
we worked here.”

“Now, Mr. Adams,” 1 began, “1 have talked with your

“Why, that
looks like a
man that
roomed here
about two
weeks,” ex-
claimed the
landlady

brother and his cashier. I have talked with everybody that
saw this man Anderson. Before you start in to give me a
description of him, please think it over very carefully.”

I took out my pad and pencil. T intended to make a sketch
of the crook as Adams recited his impressions of him.

“I remember him very distinctly,” he said. “It was on
the morning of July the twenty-eighth—one of the hottest
days we've had. I usually get here before Miss Bartlett, but
on this morning I was a little later than usual. When I
arrived, I found my office door unlocked and standing a
little ajar. I pushed it open and stepped in—and then 1 saw
him. He was standing by my desk and had laid his hat on
one end of it. 1 got a look at the man’'s face that I was
never to forget.

“My first thought,” the lawyer continued, “was that he
had broken into the office. I went up to him and demanded
to know what he was doing here and how he got in. But
his manner dynamited my sus- (Continued on page 113)



The MURDER

Detective Hosmer had tracked many a desperate
a more cunning and ferocious monster

HEN I was called to John Baintree’s country estate,
W Pinehurst, 1 tackled the biggest case I ever had.
On arriving, I learned that old Baintree had been
slugged by an unknown assailant and that he had
been robbed of an immensely valuable collection of jewels.
But that was only the beginning! A few minutes later we
found the mutilated body of his nephew, George Giller, who
had been literally hacked to death with an axe or a knife.

I was dumb-
founded —

hardly able to

believe my
eyes

All indications pointed to the fact that both
crimes were “inside” jobs, and so Sergeant Kane
and T devoted our first attention to the inmates of the house
—both servants and guests. A thorough search of the rooms

revealed one important clue—some blood-stained towels hid- -

den in Frank Baintree's bag. This young man, also a nephew
of John Baintree, refused to answer our questions, and
so we had him locked up. A number of mysterious telegrams
were also found in his room, and it was later established that
these had been sent by a James Fisher, residing at the
Jackson Hotel, San Francisco.

QOur search of the other rooms—including the ones
occupied by Mrs. Hess, John Baintree’s sister, and her
daughter, Ethel—was without result.

Suspicion was later directed toward Carson, the butler,
and Kitty Haney, the housekeeper. 1 saw the two whisper-
ing together, and I once ran across the latter mopping up
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blood-stains from the floor of a spare room. And when we
started out to record the finger-prints of all the persons in
the house, Kitty Haney resisted violently, and Carson ap-
peared with his finger-tips sandpapered.

Mysterious happenings followed each other in
startling succession. Late at night, when I was
examining the death-chamber, someone turned the
door-knob. I saw it distinctly. But when I leaped
to the door and flung it open, there was no one in
sight. On leaving that room, I
not only locked it, but also sealed
the door with a piece.of thread.
The next morning the broken seal
told me that someone had been in
the room—but who: I picked up
a black hairpin from the floor,
and it only added to my perplexity.

One clue came to light by ac-
cident. I saw a bloody hunting-
knife in the hands of Willie
Cronk, the half-witted son of the
cook. He showed me where he
had dug it up, but he could not
tell me who had hidden it. After
Carson had identified the knife as
belonging with a collection of
trophies in Baintree’s den, T put
it away in my dresser. But when
I went back to examine the knife,
it was gone! After a search, I
found it—washed and cleaned—in
its proper place in the den. I was
amazed !

These baffling events engaged
my interest entirely, and I was
sorry to be called to Waverly for
the Coroner’s inquest in connec-
tion with George Giller’s death.

When I got back to Pinchurst
that afternoon, I found Crane, my
assistant, waiting for me impatiently.

“Well,” he said, “I think we have the guilty person.”

Then he brought in a stranger who had been caught while
trying to break into the grounds. When I saw this man’s
face, I stood stock-still with astonishment. There was
something so familiar about him! Where had I seen him
before? What dealings had I had with him?

He was a large, raw-boned fellow, roughly dressed. His
appearance suggested that he might be a lumberjack or a
dock hand. His face was heavily lined, and he showed un-
mistakable signs of years of dissipation, despite the fact
that he was still in his early thirties.

The man made no attempt to conceal the fact that he was
disturbed. I explained to him that a murder had been com-
mitted in the house only a few days before, and that his

-
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killer, but never in his whole career did he deal with
than the murderer of George Giller

HOSMER
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presence and actions warranted my questioning him. He
was surly but offered no objections.

“What is your name, please?” I asked, nodding to Crane
to make note of the information.

The man hesitated for a moment, then said, “James
Fisher.”

Trained as we both were to mask our emotions, Crane and
I were nevertheless guilty of registering our surprise. Our
eyes met and we gazed at each other for a full second in the
most absurd, amateurish fash-
ion. Here was our man!

“You are the James Fisher
who has been living for some
time at the Jackson Hotel in
San Francisco—are you not?”
I asked.

It was James Fisher’s turn
now to register—and he reg-
istered consternation better
than any movie actor could
have done it. When he an-
swered my question, it was in
the affirmative.

“According to information
furnished us by Mr. Frank
Baintree,” I went on, “you are
no doubt one of the men who
robbed John Baintree of a for-
tune in jewels last week, at
which time a man lost his life.”

“Say,” spat the man venom-
ously, as soon as he had re-
covered sufficiently to speak,
“what’s the big idea of spring-
ing all this mystery stuff on
me? Who was killed? What
do vou mean?”

I saw we had him coming our way.

“l mean just what I say, Mr.
Fisher. Frank Baintree has furnished
us with sufficient evidence to convict
you of robbing John Baintree, and
perhaps warrant binding you over
for murder.”

“And you are going to hold me for
murder on what that dirty crook told
you?” Fisher blurted out. He had
been nervously pacing up and down the library,
but now he stopped and faced me.

“Yes. We have sufficient evidence to hold
you. You are under arrest,” I said, and I laid my hand on
his shoulder.

“Under arrest—hell!” he snarled, jerking away from me.
“I'm not going to stand for it. I've been double-crossed—
but it don’t go. Get me? I'm ready to talk.”

he began slowly, “but it isn't.

“Ask Carson to send Miss Phipps here,” I directed
Crane. .

Miss Phipps was our stenographer, who had come to
Pinehurst the day before to take statements from persons in
the house. When she was ready, I turned to the man.

“All right, Mr. Fisher, now you may tell your story. The
straighter it is, the better it will be for you. Keep that in
mind.”

He sat down, took a large chew of tobacco, and remained
silent for a moment, staring at the floor. As I watched him,

I again experienced the feeling that I knew him, that some-
where, sometime, I had seen him, had had dealings of some
But when?

sort with him. Where?

Mrs. Hess was
pulling out a
black bundle
that seemed to
hold some
bulky object

“A minute ago

you asked me

what my name was, and I

told you it was James Fisher,”

My right name is Frank
Baintree.”

“Frank Baintree!”

Crane and I repeated in the same
breath.
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“Yes.”

“But how can that be when Frank Baintree has been at
Pinehurst for ten days past?” I asked.

“That’s not hard to answer,” Fisher replied, with a grin,
whrch displayed large, discolored teeth. “The man you
thought was Frank Baintree has heen here. As a matter
of fact, his real name is Tony Moretti. I sent him here to
represent me.”

“JY EPRESENT you?’ I repeated. “You mean that the
man who has been at Pinehurst is an impostor ?”

“Correct.”

“But have you any proof that what you say is true?” [
asked.

“No, I haven't,” he admitted frankly. “I have nothing
but my word. I gave all the junk to him—the marriage
certificate, my birth certificate, and the letters I got from
the police officials at Genoa.”

In spite of my surprise and the lack of proof, I realized
that the man was telling the truth. Now I understood why
I thought I had seen him before—it was because of his
resemblance to the other members of the Baintree family.
He had all the outstanding family characteristics—the same
steel-gray eves, the stern mouth, and angular figure.

“I see,”" I said. “You panned off a thief and killer as
vourself in order to obtain a larger portion of the estate.
Is that correct ?” ]

“It is not!” the man replied promptly, and added with fire:
“You don’t know a damned thing about it.”

[y

about it. Tony Moretti was a slick-looking littlé Italian
gambler, and together we figured out that he would take my
place, present my proof of relationship, get into John’s good
graces, and we’d be set for life. And so we came to San
Francisco, and I went to the Jackson Hotel, while Tony
came to Pinchurst.

“He got away with the deal fine,” the man went on, “and
I was just killing time, waiting. He kept me informed
as to the impression he was making, and everything was
O. K. Then I didn’t hear for several days. [ wired him and
didn’t get any reply. I wired again and didn’t use the code,
and still I got no answer. Then I got worried. [ didn't
trust Tony out of my sight, and I was afraid he was up
to something crooked. He was on the inside, and I was on
the outside, you see. So, I hopped on the train and ran
down here—and this little bird”—he pointed to Crane—
“picked me up. The only reason I came in peaceably was
to find out what was going on.” He paused a moment and
then asked: “You say Tony killed John and made away
with the jewelry?”

“Do you think your friend would commit murder?” I
asked.

“Say,” he sneered, “I think that fellow would do anything.”

THE man had told the truth. After all, Tony Moretti must
be the murderer, but why had he killed young Giller?
Why had he not just taken the jewels and disappeared?
What could have been his motive in slaying the young man?

And if Moretti had stolen the jewels, what had he done

HE madwoman was pacing up and down the floor, muttering

to herself. Suddenly she whirled about and dashed toward the
window, her staring, insane eyes fastened upon me with murderous

intent.

“‘Here’s where I have a fight on my hands,” I said to myself.”

“Very well, then,” I replied, quickly. “I will hear your
version of the transaction before I say any more. Go on,
please.”

“My father was Frank Baintree, Senior, the brother of
John Baintree,” he said. ‘“He hated John like poison”—
noted that he did not say “Uncle John”—"‘because my grand-
father left the entire estate to him. My father spent most
of his time planning revenge on John. But it never worked
out. My mother was killed in an accident. After she died,
the old man tried to drink up all the liquor there was, and
he got delirium tremens. Before he died, he told me that
he had wronged John. He advised me to stay in Italy, take
whatever came to me from the trust fund, and be thankful
for it. After the old man died, I used the money that had
been coming to him. [ quit work, and played cards and
drank until [ got news that there would be no more funds
from the States—that the trust fund was finished and the
principal was to be divided. 1 was asked to come to
Pinehurst.”

HE man paused and began looking about nervously.
“A cuspidor, Crane,” [ ordered.

When one had been provided, he continued his story.

“Well, I was in a fix. | hadn’t drawn a sober breath
in months, and the old man had told me that John was to
divide the fund as he pleased. 1 could see, lookin’ as I did,
about how far I'd get with him. He would probably cut me
off without a cent. then [ had an idea. I talked to Tony

with them?
assisted him?

I did not tell Fisher—or, rather, Baintree—just then that
Tony had not disappeared, but was merely in jail, but I did
tell him that it was George Giller, his cousin, and not John
Baintree, who had been killed.

“You don’t say!” he ejaculated. “Why did he want to
kill him?”

Could it be that, perhaps, Ethel Hess had

THA'I‘ was what [ wanted to know more than anything
else in the world, but I began to doubt seriously that the
question would ever be answered.

The man was placed under surveillance and kept at Pine-
hurst temporarily.

I got in touch with Sergeant Kane and reported develop-
ments. Although it was late and [ had not had dinner, I
made arrangements to go immediately to Waverly and ques-
tion Tony Moretti.

When the Sheriff brought Tony into the room where [ was
waiting for him, I saw at a glance that he had recovered
his poise and was feeling much better physically than when
I saw him last. :

“Well, Tony, I have come for your story,” I said by way
of greeting, and at the sound of his name the little Italian
seemed to wilt. “Your little game is up. [ know the whole
story, or most of it. All I need to know now is how you
committed the murder, and why; where the jewels are; and
what you did with the instruments with which you accomn-
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plished the murder. You might as well come clean, Moretti,
for you’re in trouble up to your neck.”

After a few minutes conversation he said, “All right, I’ll
talk.” These were almost the identical words Frank Bain-
tree had used only a short time before in making his con-
fession.

“JT will be best for you,” I said dryly. “Now, why did
yvou kill George Giller? And where are the jewels?”

“I didn’t kill Giller,” Moretti said quickly. “Neither did
I get the jewels.”

“You don't intend to try to make that bluff stick, do you?”
I asked in astonishment.

“It’s no bluff, man; it’s a fact. Listen! I knew about
the jewels, and I was after them—I admit it—but I didn’t get
them. I learned of their existence, first, from Frank, then
from the little Hess girl. I clamped onto her and pumped
her for all she was worth, but she didn’t know much about
the jewels and didn’t know at all where they were kept. I
thought about it and thought about it, until 1 couldn’t think
about anything else. I saw that the thing to do was get the
jewels; then, if old Baintree cut us off without a cent, we'd
still have something.

“I was sure the jewels were in the study or the old man’s
bedroom,” Moretti continued, “but getting into those rooms
to look around was not easy. I
had keys that would unlock any-
thing, but I couldn’t get a chance
to try them. It was out of the
question to get the old butler’s
keys, so I had to use mine. One
night I got a chance, and
was trying a key in the
door, when somehody
came up the stairs and
almost caught me. My
room was in the south
wing, and I had no busi-
ness in the north wing.
Another time that cat-
eyed maid caught me
stooping in front of
the study door. I laid
low for a few days
after that.

“Then, on the night
of the robbery, I did
just as I said in my
statement, except that
I did leave my
room. I waited
until the dead
of night, prob-
ably three
o'clock; then I
took my keys
and a small
flashlight and
went to the
north wing
where the old
man’s suite was
located.

“I stopped in front of
the door to the study,” he
went on, “but before I in-
serted the first key, some-
thing prompted me to turn
the knob. To my surprise
the door was unlocked. I should
have been warned then and
stayed out, but I didn’t. I ad-
vanced into the room cautiously,

thinking there might be someone there. I stood still for a
few moments. Everything was quiet. I then played my
light about the room, trying to get my bearings. About the
third time I flashed it, 1 turned it directly and unexpectedly
upor: old Baintree lying on the floor. His head was bleed-
ing. 1 thought he was dead. Panic-stricken, I backed out
of the room. As'l did so, I was struck twice in quick
succession in the back with a knife or dagger.

“There was a dim light in the hall, but when I turned
about to defend myself, I could see no one. I hurried back
to my room, got rid of my clothing, and tried to doctor the
wounds in my back. The next morning I didn’t have an
opportunity to ditch the blood-stained things because you
were in the house, and I thought I wouldn’t be suspected,
anyway, because 1 was supposed to be one of the family
Then Giller’s body was discovered, and 1 was arrested.”

“Do you expect me to believe that you had no part in the
slugging of John Baintree, or the murder of George Giller ?”
I asked, contemptuously.

He looked me straight in the eye. “I have told you the
absolute truth about what occurred, and if I swing for that

“When I
saw this
dark figure
backing
slowly out
... I didn’t
hesitate.”
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boy’s murder, they’ll be putting an innocent man to death.”

“When you were in the study, did you see that the jewel-
safe had been robbed ?” I asked.

“I didn’t see anything except the old man lying on the
floor. I didn’t have time. After that, I couldn’t get out
quick enough. I was sure he was dead.”

“Do you have any idea who your assailant was?”

“No. I haven’t the slightest idea.”

I did not believe Tony Moretti’s story, but I was glad to
know as much as he had seen fit to tell. It cleared up some
points, at least.

I returned to Pinehurst a little before midnight. The
place was dark and silent. I expected to take Miss Phipps
to Waverly the next morning and get a complete statement
from Moretti.

I found Crane waiting for me in the dimly lighted library.
He reported that nothing had happened in my absence, and
that things were quiet. I did some work in my room, and
then retired. I lay thinking of the strange developments
the day had brought. Frank Baintree’s story, I felt sure,
was true. But I was not so sure about Moretti’s tale.
Even if part of his statement was true, he had not told
everything. He was out after a fortune; perhaps he had
reasoned that, with young Giller out of the way, and with
the Hess girl in love with him, he would have a chance
of inheriting the whole Baintree estate. This might be
motive enough for the murder.

I was growing drowsy

After a pause, she spoke agam, “Oh, the terrible, ter-
rible pain! Oh, oh!”

A case of nerves! Here I had gone to no end of trouble
to reach this ledge, had risked my neck in order to satisfy
my curiosity—and all I got for my pains was the “ohs
and ahs” of a nervous woman.

I was about to grasp a vine and swing back to my win-
dow ledge when Mrs. Hess crossed the room and passed out
of my line of vision. There was a grating noise. What
was she doing? I craned my neck and pressed my face
against the pane in an effort to see her. Suddenly she
turned, and I caught a glimpse of her face! If I had been
any place except where I was, I am sure T would have
jumped back at the sight that met my eyes.

Mrs. Hess was clad in a dressing-gown of some sort, and
her hair was hanging in a tangled mass about her shoulders.
Her face was distorted; her eyes were wide and staring,
and blazed with a strange, unnatural light. And now I
saw that the object she was dragging across the floor was
a flat steamer trunk. She tugged at it and turned it about
until she had it in front of the door leading into the hall-
way. Then she moved a dressing table in front of the
trunk.

She paused for a moment to get her breath, and I saw her
start violently and run toward the bed. I thought that she
had seen me, and I was about to draw back when I saw
her snatch a coverlet from
the bed and, rushing to a

when I heard a noise. Hav-
ing heard it on two previous
occasions, I knew about what
it was. Nevertheless, I got
up and put my ear to the
wall. Yes, it was Mrs. Hess

room. What was she doing,
prowling about, moving
things, at one o'clock at
night? I knew that I would
not be able to sleep until I
had had a look and satisfied
my curiosity.

Mrs. Hess’s room was next
to mine, on the south, and
was situated in the middle of
the building between the two
wings. There was no bal-
cony, but the window ledges
were broad and heavy, and
thickly matted vines clung
to the stone walls. I opened
my window and tested the
vines. They were strong,
and would, I believed, sup-
port my weight.

I stepped out on my win-
dow ledge. I looked down
on the flower bed far below.
If those vines failed to hold,
I would probably be “planted”
in the garden shortly. Should
I brave the danger involved
just to satisfy my curiosity ?
I did not debate the question
long. Grasping a heavy
strand of the vine, I gave a

one of them.

CASH FOR OPINIONS

WHEN you have read this issue
moving things about in her of TRUE DETECTIVE MYSTERIES
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Judges of Award, ¢/o TRUE DE-
TECTIVE MYSTERIES, 1926
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These awards will be made
promptly. See that your opinion gets

vanity dresser, throw it over
the mirrors. Then she threw
her head back and laughed.

Beads of cold perspiration
stood out on my brow, for
suddenly the terrifying truth
dawned upon me. I was look-
ing upon a raving maniac, a
madwoman !

I have always been cool
and collected under extreme
excitement, and so I was
quick to recover from the
shock of my terrible discov-
ery. I remained in a crouch-
ing position upon the win-
dow ledge, watching the
strange scene which was
being enacted before me.

The madwoman was pac-
ing up and down the floor,
muttering to herself. Sud-
denly she whirled about and -
dashed toward the window,
her staring, insane eyes fas-
tened upon me with murder-
ous intent.

“Here’s where I have a
fight on my hands,” I said to
myself.

I thought she had seen my
face at the window and
meant to dash me from the
ledge to the ground below.
I tried to rise to a standing
position, but my legs were
cramped from the twenty
minutes I had spent in a

Which do

quick swing and landed on
Mrs. Hess’s window ledge.

I crouched there, in a perilous position, and watched
Mrs. Hess pacing up and down the floor. She was talk-
ing to herself in a monotone. I heard her say, “Oh, oh,
what shall T do! I can’t sleep.”

squatting position, and I

was unable to move. I

braced myself as best I could, hoping that I would be

able to grapple with her before she could push me from
the ledge.

She reached the window in an (Continued on page 72)
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Beyond the Barriers of the Law

(Continued from page 21)

when we lived together, but not over other
men. And I didn't run after her. She
seemed to want me to come to her apart-
ment—and why shouldn’t 1? There were
ro hard feelings because of our separa-
tion. And it's true that I was with her
last night.”

Here his voice rose.

“But I—God !—I left her alive.”

That last word was almost a shriek.

He seemed to have reached the end. He
crumpled back into his chair, exhausted,
moaning :

“God, man, I didn’t kill her!
I couldn’t!”

I couldn’t!

WANTED to believe him. I felt that

he was telling the truth. But reason, as
I saw it, pointed in the other direction.

“He's all in,” Benjamin said to Tag-
palm. “Lock him up! Book him for in-
vestigation, and if things are as they look,
I'll get a warrant out in the morning.”

So he was taken to a cell, too exhausted
to protest, too bewildered to talk, except
to mutter over and over again: “I didn’t
kill her! I didn't kill her!” He was
Leld incommunicado.

But I—it won't do any harm to tell this
now, because the jailer has left the city—
I was permitted to get in to him for a
moment.

He was sitting on the edge of the bunk,
his head in his hands.

He had sense enough, and he knew Ben-
jamin’s reputation well enough, to know
that even then the police machine had
started to grind out evidence against him.

“Come, Stoddard,” I said in a whisper.

He jumped as if suddenly pricked by a
pin.

“Listen,” I started, “this won't do. It's
not going to get you any place to go all to
pieces this way. Brace up! If you're not
guilty, they can't convict you, and if you
are, there must be some reason, and you
want them——"

“You believe it?” he interrupted.

“I don’t know,” I replied. “But —"

“Then why did you nod to me to keep
still 27

“Because,” I answered, “if you're not
guilty, you don’t want all your past bared,
and if you are, the man to tell everything
to is your lawyer.”

“But, good Lord, man,” he moaned, “I've
got no money for a lawyer.”

“That's probably so much the better for
you”"—I wanted to encourage him, but at
the same time I really believed what I
was saying—“because the judge will ap-
point Old Wally Barnett to defend you,
and, take it from me, he’s the best there
is in this town, even if he is the public
defender.

“Now listen,” I went on, “Benjamin will
expect you to make some kind of a state-
ment, to sign it, about to-morrow. You
make it, see! Just like you told it to us
there in the other room. But keep every-
thing else for Old Wally. Then when
you're arraigned, plead that you're a
pauper, and the judge will turn your case
over to Old Wally.”

“Say. will you do me a favor?” he
asked, as if T had never said a word.

“You bet I will,” I told him. “What is
it

“Go to my house,” he said, “and tell
Mrs. Halpern—she’s my housekeeper—not
to tell the girls. Let them think that I've
gone away on a long trip. And tell her
that I said for her to come and see me
as soon as she can.”

“I sure will,” I promised, as I turned

tc go. But I stopped long enough to say
to him:
“Now quit worrying and get some

sleep!”

E made no answer and I went on, my
conscience bothering me a bit. It was the
first time I had ever deliberately thrown a
monkey wrench into the cogs of the police
machine. One minute 1 was glad 1 had,
and the next minute I was sorry. That al-
ternating feeling followed me a long time.
I phoned my office, told my city editor
briefly what I had, and said that I'd be in
to write the story as soon as I had talked
to Mrs. Halpern.

I found her middle-aged, much older
than she had looked when I was there
before. Then, I had obtained only a fleet-
ing glimpse of her. The word “Mother”
was written all over her face—she was
just a good old soul who simply had to
have someone to mother. And now,
mother-like, she knew that something was
wrong, although what, she had no idea.

As the children were in bed, there was
no need for her to hide her feelings when
she saw me at the door and recognized
me as one of the men who had gone away
with Mr. Stoddard.

“What is it?” she demanded.
is Mr. Stoddard?”

I didn’t tell her until T had stepped into
the house. Then I gave her the facts as
briefly and as kindly as I could.

The very gravity of the situation seemed
to calm her. When I had finished, she
looked at me coolly with:

“You don't believe it?”

Before I could answer, she went on:

“Why, it’s silly. He's a man—one man

“Where

in a million. How many men do you
know who would have stood by their
motherless children as he has? Mighty

tew, I'll tell you. And you don’t suppose
a man who would stick by his children,
through thick and thin, the way he’s done,
would kill a woman, do you? 1 tell you
there’s been some dreadful mistake.”

I said I hoped so, and I was honest about
that. It was then I told her that Mr.
Stoddard wanted the children to believe
that he had gone on a long trip.

She went on talking, and it was several
minutes before I had a chance to ask her
if he had been at home the night before—
the night of the murder.

“Why, yes,” she replied.

“All evening?”

“No,” she said, “he was out of the city
and didn't get back until late.”

“What time?”

“Five minutes after two.”

“How do you know the exact time?”

“I heard him come in, and when I did,
I looked at my alarm clock. You know
it's one of those—what do you call them?
—you can see it in the dark.”

“Oh, yes, I know,” I replied, and then I
asked: “Where had he been?”

(Continued on page 68)
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INCENSE summoned dreams, long
centuries ago, to lovers ‘in many a
palace of the Orient. Its power is yours,
to call the witchery of dreams around
you atany moment you desire, Vantine’s
Temple Incense holds the old secret—
and its nine delightful ‘odors await you
at any drug or department store.

Learn the mysterious magic of incense.
Send ten cents for nine sample odors.

A. A. VANTINE & CO., INC.

DEPT.5 71 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK

True Detective Mysteries

“He was in Chicago for several days.”

I could not help but feel that this wom-
an, so unintentionally, was drawing the
net tighter about the man she admired, for
I knew that the last night train into
Omaha from Chicago was at 11:40.

“How was he dressed, do you know?” I
asked.

“Why, yes,”
his grey suit.”

she replied. “He had on

MRS. STODDARD'S neighbors had
said that the man who quarreled with
Mrs. Stoddard has been dressed in grey,
but Stoddard had had on a blue suit when
he was arrested. I was about to ask her to
let me see the suit when someone rapped at
the door.

It was Detectives Trapp and Schneider.
They came to search for the knife and
anything else which might incriminate the
man.

They searched for an hour, and didn’t
find the knife, but they did find the grey
suit of clothes and——

It had blood on the front of it.

The officers left and I remained just
long enough to let them get well out of
sight of the house; then I said good night
to Mrs. Halpern, and beat it back to the
Police Station as fast as my car would
take me. The housekeeper’s last remark
to me was: “I always told Mr. Stoddard
that no good would ever come from him
a-fussin’ around with that woman that
way.”

At the Station, when Stoddard was con-
fronted wth the grey suit, he readily ad-
mitted that it was his and that the spots
on it were blood—but he said the blood
was his own and came from his nose; that
many times when he became excited or
nervous, he had the nosebleed.

It sounded ridiculous, but when Detec-
tive Trapp asked him contemptuously if
ke had ever been treated for that par-
ticular ailment, his reply was the prompt
and immediate statement:

“Yes, sir.”

“Just what doctor?” Chief Benjamin de-
manded with such a sneer as only he could
master.

“Many of them,” Stoddard replied, “but
most recently, Doctor J. O. Rouse and
Doctor Hixenbaugh.”

I couldn’t help but smile. Doctor Rouse
was one of the best-known eye-ear-nose-
and-throat doctors in our part of the coun-
try, and Doctor Alfred E. Hixenbaugh was
a nerve specialist of little, if any, less prom-
inence. .

The Chief turned to his phone and
ordered the operator to get both doctors
on the line for him. His purpose was to
frighten Stoddard, I believe. But Stod-
dard just smiled. He seemed to have re-
gained most of his composure since I
talked to him in his cell. That smile meant
confidence. He knew.

Each of the doctors verified his story of
the nosebleed.

WENT back to the office and wrote my

story. I played fair. I called him
merely a suspect whom the police believed
to be guilty. Also, I called attention,
really played up, the one weak link in the
chain of evidence—the knife had not been
found, nor had it been connected with
Stoddard in any way.

“which his wife’s

Although the police questioned him the
rest of the night—“grilled,” I believe, is
the favorite word with cub-reporters—
they were unable to obtain an admission
from him that he had ever possessed a
knife, let alone having hidden the one with
throat had been cut.
Early the next morning I learned the de-
tails of the all-night session.

That afternoon the Coroner’s inquest
was held. No new evidence was presented,
but the known facts were marshaled in
such a way that they seemed to bind him
that much tighter.

The murder itself and the queer love
angle made it a newspaper story which
the public devoured. But the publicity did
him little good; the sympathy of the
readers was turned toward the woman who
had been big enough to offer her life and
her labor for his children. Most persons
forgot that she had profited by the mar-
riage to the extent of obtaining a home
for herself and her son, and those who
did think of that side of the case believed
that Stoddard had mistreated her boy.

All these things struck me a little later
when he stood before the police judge and
was held to the Grand Jury—this man
who had striven so hard to keep a home
so that his two little daughters would grow
to womanhood in as wholesome an at-
mosphere as possible. Was he a killer?
I asked myself time and again, and always
answered by evasion — reasoning that
there’'s no telling what a man will do
when he’s in love with a wife who won't
live with him.

As the Grand Jury was in session, it was
cnly the matter of a few hours until he
was indicted for the murder. So, twenty-
four hours after he had faced the police
judge, he was before District Judge James
M. Hannigan, who, on learning he was
without funds or lawyer, appointed Old
Wally Barnett to look after his interests.
That was Friday afternoon, so the Judge
continued the arraignment until Tuesday
afternoon.

Old Wally had talked to him, heard his
story, questioned him and cross-questioned
him during Saturday and Sunday, and now
it was Monday, almost noon, and he was
discussing it with me.

He had phoned that he wanted to see
me, and I, knowing him full well, and
scenting a story, had gone. I found him
with his old familiar smile, but after the
first greeting, he had waved me to a chair
and his face became set and purposeful.

“Jim,” he had said, “I've got a job for
you.”

STRAIGHTENED up. Once before

he had said those very words to me and
together we had run down a guilty man
and thus freed an innocent one. Instinc-
tively I knew that this job had to do with
Stoddard—it was characteristic of Old
Wally that he would believe the man inno-
cent—but his next words, spoken with
hardly a pause, struck me as a bit positive,
even for him.

“Stoddard’s as innocent as a babe. That
kid had no more to do with that murder
than I did.”

I know he was the only official, with
the possible exception of Judge Hannigan,
who did not believe the man guilty be-
yond a doubt, and it seemed to me he was



the only person in the city, except for
Mrs. Halpern, and possibly myself, who
had any doubt of his guilt. I must con-
fess that my doubt was small indeed.

The old defender must have seen my
skepticism in my face, for he banged his
fist on the table and almost shouted :

“He is, 1 tell you. Damn it, the kid's
innocent !”

“Maybe he is,” I said with a smile, “but
he's sure in bad.”

“Yes,” Wally replied, “but I tell you
that even arresting him was a mistake. It
has done him irreparable damage.” The
old man was warming up to his subject.
His voice rose and he became oratorical.
“I tell you the prologue of this story was
written by the Recorder of Things years
ago, that night in July when young Andy
Stoddard and Margie Crandall saw each
cther for the first time. It was then that
the wind of destiny blew that seed willy-
nilly and deposited it, and from it grew
this weed, this murder, and the terrible
predicament for this boy.”

I knew what it all meant; that his whole
heart was into this thing and that if there
was a chance in the world, Stoddard would
go free. 1 had heard him talk to juries
that way when convictions seemed certain.
But acquittals came. 1 started to say
something, to wish him luck and be on
my way, but his upraised hand held me.

“No,” he said, “I didn’t expect you to
believe me, and I'm not going to try to
convince you—— No, don’t ask me a
thing! I'm going to give you a note to
him over there in the jail. I want you to
go over and listen to his story. Don’t in-
terrupt to ask him questions—just let him
tell it! He's nervous and gets twisted,
and I want you to hear it as I heard it.
Then, if you feel as I believe you will, you
can go back to-morrow and ask him any-
thing under God's sun. But come back
here when you're through, and maybe I
can light some of the dark corners for
you.

“The boy's innocent, and somewhere
there’s something that will prove it, and, so
help me God, I intend to move heaven and
earth to find it!

HF, looked at me intently as he finished,
then turned to his desk and started
to write the note.

I knew he expected me to say some-
thing, but I couldn’t find words. So in
silence, broken only by the scratching of
the pen, I sat and waited, and in silence,
took the note and made my way out of
his office.

I didn't feel equal to appearing before
Stoddard then; so I violated the law my-
self —visited my up-town bootlegger.
There, after two drinks of what passes
as whiskey, I became human and curious,
and opened the note. It read:

“Dear son"—I smiled. How many way-
ward young men, I wondered, had been
“son” to this grand old man? 1 read on:
“I am sending Stapp to you. You know,
he is the man you said you believed was
your friend, and he’s the newspaper re-
porter who wrote the story you said was
fair. He is; I know him. Now, boy, he
is going to help you and me, so I want you
to tell him all about yourself just as you
told me the other day.” It was signed:
“Dad Wally.”

I didn’t smile then. I marveled. How
that old man must have worked himself
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It is with great pleasure that I
express my admiration for
*‘MAY BELLINE which I bhave
used for some time with most
gratifying results. It is truly an
mndispensable beauty aid to the
woman who would look ber best.”

Sincerely,

Youuns R

'WAYBELLINE”—as though
by magic, would make a
wonderful difference in your attrac-
tiveness. Try it and see! Instantly,
your lashes will appear naturally
long, dark and luxuriant. And your
eyes will become expressive deep
shadowy pools of enchanting lov-
liness. Nothing else gives quite the
same effect as“MAYBELLINE” be-
cause the formula of this wondrous
beauty aid is secret.

Moreover, “MAYBELLINE” is
perfectlyharmless, having been used
for many years by millions of beau-
tiful women in all parts of the world.
Obuain it in either the solid form
or the waterproof liquid—Black or
Brown—75c¢ at all toilet goods

counters.
MAYBELLINE CO.
CHICAGO
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INDIGESTION
Two Minute Relief!

Have you ever tried Stuart’s Dyspepsia
Tablets? If not you should do so and per-
haps find the relief you have long sought.

These tablets were first placed on sale in
drug stores in December 1894, thirty-three
years ago, and have steadily increased in
popularity ever since as attested by millions
of users.

Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets contain no
soda nor any other harmful ingredient, but
the desired alkaline effect is secured by a
pleasant combination of Magnesia and -
cium Carbonate with other ingredients for
prompt relief of that acidity, discomfort
after eating, nausea, fullness after meals, etc.

However the proof of the pudding is in
the eating and if you wish to see what these
tablets will do for your particular stomach, a
full size 25¢ package for the pocket will be
sent at no cost to yourself if you will address
The Stuart Co., Dept. 1018, Marshall,
Mich.

Also on here

St By S By
“A sweet stomach for twenty-five cents”

Mloles

HOW TO BANISH THEM

A simple, safe, home treat-
ment—16 years' success in
my practice. Moles (also Big
Growths) dry up and drop
off. Write for free Booklet

Dressed Girl
InTown’

“My friends are constantly ad-
miring my clothes and wondering
how I manage to dress so well on a
small income. They just can't
believe that I do my own sewing,
for my clothes never have a home-
made look. It's really fun making
dresses now that the Woman's
Institute has shown me the right
way to design, cut, fit and finish.”

No matter where you live, you,
too, can learn ht at home in
u‘mre time to make all your own
clothes and hats at great savings,
or earn $20 to $40 a week at
home. The Woman's Institute
will show you all the important
secrets that make the professional
dressmaker so successful—how to
?Ian becoming costumes—how to
it all types of figures—and, above
all, how to make clothes that are
distinctive for their smartness and
style. i

Just mail the coupon and’ we
will gladly tell you all about the
Woman's Institute and its home-
study courses in Dressmaking and
Millinery.

MAAAAAAAAAAAAAALAAAAALAAAAAM

WOMAN'S INSTITUTE, Dept. 90-Z, Scranton, Pa.

Without cost or obligation, please send me com-
plete information about your home-study course in
the subject I have checked below:

O Home Dressmak 0O Millinery
0 Pr Lo O Cooking
NG o s o o i oo e e s g o
(Please state whether Mrs. or Miss)
Address
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True Detective Mysteries

into the very heart of Stoddard!

So Stoddard thought I was his friend!
Was 1? I wondered. Had it been best
for him to withhold his story from the
police? If he was innocent and was to be
convicted, would it be my fault? Those
were just a few of the questions which
raced through my mind and for which I
could find no answer as I made my way
to the jail.

There I made use of the friendship be-
tween Jailer Fred Sherry and myself, and
was permitted to watch the accused man
without him seeing me.

When I reached his cell, I saw that
Stoddard was praying. He was sitting
on the edge of his bunk, his head bowed.
I almost felt that I could read his

thoughts. He was praying not to get out
of jail, not for himseli—but for something
to happen, some way to be shown him,
whereby his little girls would be cared for.
Instinctively I bowed my head.

The sardonic finger of circum-
stantial evidence points straight at
Stoddard. Public opinion brands this
man—whose depth of tenderness for
his children is so touching—as the
one guilty of cold-bloodedly murder-
ing the woman he loved. Read in
the January issue of TRUE DETEC-
TIVE MYSTERIES the stirring story
which Stoddard tells of events which
led up to the misunderstanding with
his wife on the night of the terrible
crime. At all news-stands on Decem-
ber 15th. Don’t miss your copy!

At the Seventh Cross

(Continued from page 55)

Department sufficiently in tracking down
bootleggers, and such, as to be well known
to them all. Fred was a private investi-
gator, Mr. Grady, and besides his work
here in town, he has done a great deal of
the same kind of work in Kansas City and
St. Louis. 1 just know it was one of
those criminals he helped send up who
has killed him!”

The light that I saw then did not come
a-glimmering ; it struck me with a blind-
ing glare. Fred's posing as a “private in-
vestigator” had explained with one broad
swoop, to this girl who had loved him
trustfully, his familiarity with the city
police. Fred had been caught in the
police net often enough for him to have
learned a great deal. Oh, yes, the police
were familiar with Fred's work, all right.
And he had done the same kind of work
in Kansas City and St. Louis—Fred, it
seemed, had been quite an adept “investi-
gator,” and his work had covered a wide
territory.

And Fred, being the slick gent that he
was, had always managed to slip through
any net into which he had unwarily fallen,
without having anything fastened upon
him. And apparently he had returned to
his lady-love, triumphant after each en-
counter. Clever Fred, to find himself this
apartment in which to hide! But surely
Fred must have loved the girl, else he
would not have cared so much about keep-
ing her faith in him unspoiled. The usual
thing among men of Fred's stamp is quite
the reverse. 3

This surely was a puzzling case.

But I wasn't convinced as yet that Lluella
was as ignorant of Fred Durham's real
profession as she appeared to be. Smythe
always had preached the inadvisability of
jumping at conclusions. “It's one thing
for the Police themselves to solve a shoot-
ing case,” he would say; “but it's another
thing for the prosecuting attorney to go in
and make a ‘case,” without the right kind
of evidence.” And, as this case looked
just then, there was, without any doubt,
enough evidence against Lluella Mont-
gomery for the grand jury to return an
indictment against her.

But damned if I knew where I stood
myself! I couldn't decide whether the
girl’s story was true, and that she was
therefore the unsuspecting victim of one
of the most stupendous cases of duplicity

on record, or, whether she was deliberately
working up a case of sympathy and pro-
tection for her own benefit.

“Perhaps we'd best call Headquarters
now,” I suggested, in an effort to loosen
her tongue. “I'm subject to orders from
there, you know: i

“And you won'’t try to find Fred's mur-
derer—you refuse to justify the high
esteem with which he regarded you, Mr.
Grady ?”

GNORING her withering scorn as best

I could, I took from my note-book the
slip of yellow paper she had given me, and
studied it intently.

“Has Fred ever, to your knowledge,
been in possession of a slip similar to this
one?” 1 asked.

The girl shook her head. She seemed
about to utter a denial, when she suddenly
paused. “Why, I do remember now. Fred
lit his cigarette with a scrap of yellow
paper before going out the last time he
was home. He kidded about it. But I didn’t
see where he got it.”

“You do not know how Fred came by
this one?”

“No.”

“You say he returned only yesterday
from St. Louis. When did he leave the
apartment again?”

“Early in the evening.”

“He'went alone?”

“Yes.”
“He did not tell you where he was
going ?”
“Of course. He said there were some

papers at the office he wanted to study
carefully, and that it probably would be
late when he returned.”

“Have you ever been to his office?”

“No. I didn't even know where it was.
I never cared—I didn't like to have him
mix business with our—our relationship,
and Fred never talked business when he
was at home, for that reason.”

I thought there might also be other rea-
sons why Fred had been willing to leave
business out of their conversations. And
I felt reasonably certain that Fred's
“office” was purely fiction.

“What time was it when Fred returned
this morning ?"

“About five o’'clock.”

“You say he lit his cigarette with that
scrap of paper before he went out the last



time he was home. Do you mean by
that that he burned it just prior to his
leaving for St Louis?”

“Yes. It was the evening before.”

“How long was Fred away on this
last trip?”

“About two weeks.”

Two weeks. I tried to connect up with
some crime of significance dating back
two weeks. I recalled the McAuliffe
jewelry haul, which had been pulled off
somewhere out on the public highway be-
tween the city and Emporia. As I re-
membered it, Fugene McAuliffe’s chauf-
feur had been sandbagged, and his coat and
cap utilized by the thug. This thug then
had driven the millionaire’s limousine, in
which were McAuliffe’s wife and two
daughters, to the country, where they had
been waylaid by a gang and robbed of
thousands of dollars’ worth of jewelry.

Fred Durham’s hand had been suspected
m the affair, but an alibi for Fred had
been established in St. Louis.

“What day did Fred leave for St
Louis?”

The girl apparently struggled with cer-
tain mental figures as she drew her face
into a puzzled frown.

“Why—it was Friday, I
it was Friday, two weeks ago.”

think—yes,

RIDAY! The day following the

McAuliffe robbery! Fred's alibi was
smashed, for he was not in St. Louis on
Thursday, as had been said. He hadn't
left until Friday.

I felt certain now that Fred Durham
had had a hand in the McAuliffe affair.
But what connection had the slip of yellow
paper with it? What possible connection
had the slip I held in my hand with Fred's
death? Was it that the words, as Lluella
had suggested, represented some secret
order, probably one that made it its busi-
ness to deal out vengeance? Had Fred
made a slip, and had he then been sum-
marily dealt with by his own crowd?

As I pondered this thought, the real
solution came to me suddenly, crystal
clear. The words on the paper said “The
Seventh Cross.” In my state, the High-
way Commission, in an effort to promote
more careful driving, marks as a warning,
with a white, wooden cross, the scene of
each fatal accident wherein a life has
been sacrificed through reckless driving.
These crosses are appallingly numerous
along old highways.

Supposing Fred was the substitute
chauffeur in the McAuliffe robbery. His
instructions from the chief of the gang
were, say, that he was to be on the look-
out for the bandits after he had reached
and passed a certain designated number of
these crosses. The directions would be to
him clear and unmistakable, and at the
same time, not so readily interpreted by
anyone not “in the know,” as any other
specified landmark would unquestionably
be. I was positive I had unearthed the
clue to that robbery, and was on the trail
of Fred's mysterious demise.

As I went to the extension telephone I
had noticed hidden beneath the flaring
skirts of a French doll, I felt Lluella
Montgomery’s eyes burning into my back.
She would have to lay down her last card
now, I reflected. And if she was en-
tirely innocent and unsuspecting, she was
soon due for an unearthly jolt.

True Detective Mysteries
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GROW—YES GROW

Now Eyelashes and Eyebrows can be made to grow. My
new discovery MUST accomplish this, or its cost will be
refunded in full. Over 10,000 women have made the test.
I have the most marvelous testimonials. Read a few here.
I have attested before a notary public, under oath, that
they are genuine and voluntary.

The most marvelous discovery has
been made—a way to make eye-
lashes and eyebrows actuall
grow. Now if you wantlong, curl-
ing, silken lashes, you can have
them—and beautiful, wonderful
eyebrows.

I know that women will be wild to
put my new discovery to test. I
want them to—at my risk. While
everything else has failed, my
search of years has at last disclosed
the secret.

So now I say to women that no
matter how scant the eyelashes and
eyebrows, I will increase their
length and thickness in 30 days—or
not accept a single penny. There
are no strings attached to my guar-
antee! No “ifs,”" “‘ands,” or “may-
bes!” New growth or no pay. And
you are the sole judge.

Proved Beyond the Shadow
of a Doubt

Not just a few, but over ten thoue
sand women have proved that my
wonderful discovery works. I have
from these women some of the most
startling testimonials ever written.
I print a few of them on this page.
And I have sworn to their genuine=
ness before a mnotary public.
Please note the first testimonial—
an amazing statement that my dis-
covery actually produced hair on
the forehead, for a *‘dip,’" as well as
growing eyelashes and eyebrows.

What My Dm:cwm Means
to BEAUTY

‘To fringe the eyes with long, curl-
ing, natural lashes—to make the
eyebrows intense, strong, silken
lines! Think of it. All the mys-
terious, alluring charm of wveiled
eyes, the witchery and beauty only
one woman in a hundred now pose
sesses in full. But now you, everye
one, can have this beauty—impart
to loveliness this greatest of all
single charms.

Results Noticeable in a Week

In one week—sometimes in a day or
two—you notice the effect. You
merely follow simple directions.
The eyelashes me more beauti-
ful—like a silken fringe. The dar-
ling little upward curl shows itself.
The eyebrows me sleek and
tractable—with a noticeable ap-
pearance of growth and thickness.
You will have the thrill of a lifetime
—know that all you have to do is
carry out use of my discovery the
allotted time.

An Entirely, N_e;'l,¢ Scientific

For years, T have sought my dis-
covery—tried thousands upon thou=
sands of ways. But they were the
ways others have tried. I, like
others, failed utterly. Then I made
a discovery, found that the roots of
the eyelashes and eyebrows were
marvelously responsive to a certain
rare ingredient—found that this in-
gredient must be applied in an
entirely new way. There is a
secret about my discovery—but no
mystery. It accomplishes its re-
markable results just as nature does
for those women who possess beau-
tiful eyelashes and eyebrows. I

ow I have now given women the
wish of their hearts—made the
most astounding beauty discovery
yet recorded

You Can Have Proof
at My Sole Risk

Remember . . . in 30 days I guar-
antee results that will not only
delight, but amaze. If your eye-
lashes and eyebrows do not actually
grow, if you are not wholly and
entirely satisfied, you will not be
out one penny. The introductory
P:ce of my_discovery is $1.95.

ter the price will be regularly

Send No Money With Order

Send no money . . . simply mail
coupon. When package arrives,
pay postman only $1.95 plus a few
cents postage. Use my wonderful
discovery for full 30 days. Then if
not delighted, return it and I will
refund your money without come
ment. ail coupon today to

2

Lucille Young Building, Chicago, Ill.

Eyelashes

and Eyebrows

like this in
30 days

By Lucille Young

America’s most widely known Beauty
Expert for fifteen years.
viser to over a million women.

Beauty Ad-

Read These Amazing
Testimonial Letters

Dear Miss Young: I have just
used your Eyelash and Eye-
brow Beautifier and have re-
ceived good results. Further-
more, while I was applying it
to my eyes, I thought I'd put
it on my forehead at the side,
to make a dip. I continued to
do so and was astonished one
day when I saw that there
actually was hair on my fore-
head. I will have a naturaldip
on my forehead.
Luretta Prinze,
1952 Cudaback Ave.,
N ia.ga.m.l-‘all;. N Y-

Dear Lucille Young: I am
more than pleased with your
Eyebrow and Eyelash Beau-
tifier. My eyelashes are grow-
ing thick, long, andluxurlouu.

Miss Flora J. Corriveau,
9 Pinette A\o Blddefotd. Me.

Dear Miss Yuung: I certainly
am delighted with the Eye-
brow and Eyelash Beautifier.
I notice the greatest difference
and so many people I come in
contact with remark how
silky and lI:.remg my eyelashes
a r to be.
i Mlle. Hefflefin
290 W. “B".Sz.,.Carlisle.

Lucille Young: I have been
using your Eyelash and Eye-
brow Beautifier Method. It is

surely wonderful.
Pearl Provo,
2954 Taylor St., N. E.,
Mim‘lea:polh, Minn.

-

Dear Friend: A million or
more thanks to you Miss
Young. I am zrea(lly pleased.
My eyebrows and lashes are
beautiful now. I will praise
you to all my friends and I do
not need to speak that praise
—my appearance tells the tale.
Naomi Otstot, 5437 West-
minster A\e‘ .\\ Phila., Pa.

My Dear Friend: Your eye-
lash and eyebrow beautifier is
simply marvelous. The longer
I use it the better the results.
Frances Raviart, R. D. No. 2,

Box 179, Jeanette, Penn.

Send me your new discovery for growing eye-
lashes and eyebrows. On arrival I will pay
fostman only $1.95, plus a few cents postage.

f not delighted, I will return it within 30
days and you will at once refund my money

72C Lucille Young Bldg.

State.

Screen Stars, Ac- ¥ Lucille Young,
tresses, Society ¥ Chicago, Il
Women, and Pro- 1
fessional Beauties :
please note. You M
are vitally interest- g
ed in this discovery. § Without question.
H Name.
-&au efer, send :
o T g St. Address
M a : City.
L
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“FAMOUS WINKS”

Conquering. .. Teasing . . . Fascinating.

With her beautiful eyes, Estelle Clarke, the

Metro-Goldwyn star who recently played

under the direction of King Vidor in bis

magnificent picture," The Crowd”, has cap-
tured the hearts of millions

Matke your eyes deep pools
¢f e/zc/m/lfi/zy Joveliness

HE witchery that smolders

in heavenly eyes can now so
easily be yours. Just a deft flick
...and marvelous Winx weaves
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I called Headquarters, and got Lieu-
tenant Smythe. “Lieutenant,” I asked,
“have you any reports of hold-ups any-
where outside the city limits last night?”

I was aware of a sharp intake of breath
behind me.

The Lieutenant’s voice came back, full
and resonant: ‘“About ten miles out, on
the Turnpike, Henry Jarvis, of the Jarvis
and Burke brokerage house, was waylaid
and a robbery attempted. Jarvis was tak-
ing some valuable notes to their St. Louis
office, and was well armed. He was quick
with his gun, and frightened the thugs
off. He thinks he got one of them, but
he's not quite certain. Why do you ask?”

“Jarvis got his man all right, Lieutenant.
You can tell the Chief to send a couple
more men to the apartment where I am
now,” and I gave him the address. “I'll
wait until they arrive.” I gave him a
complete report of the case so far as I

The Murder

knew it, and hung up. Then I turned
to face Lluella Montgomery, standing
there against the wall, pale, hollow-eyed
and tense. I saw that she wunderstood,
and in that moment something seemed to
give way all at once, as if a current had
suddenly been turned off. Before I knew
it, the girl lay at my feet, a tragic, pathetic
heap. Her illusions had vanished.

Y theory proved the correct one.
Smythe himself went with me to
count the pitiable, mute symbols of the
dead. It was just beyond the seventh
cross, out of the city limits, that the at-
tempted hold-up had been staged by the
gang of which Fred Durham was a mem-
ber and where he had received the fatal
bullet that had ended his colorful career.
After the case was cleared up, Lluella
Montgomery must have left town, for I
never saw, or heard of her again.

at Pinehurst

(Continued from page 64)

instant, but to my surprise she turned
about again. Inwardly, 1 offered thanks
to Providence. She had not seen me.

After pacing frantically about the room,
the madwoman dropped to her knees and
began scratching at the floor. Again I
pressed my face against the pane. She
had a small cuticle-knife in her hand, and
was taking the screws from the corners
of the hot-air register. She worked rap-
idly, and in a moment she removed the
grating, and peered down the hole. As
i1 satisfied at what she saw, she clasped
her hands together over her breast and
rocked back and forth on her knees, talk-
ing crazily to herself. What was the
meaning of her strange actions?

As if in answer to my mental query,
she again leaned over the open register,
and cautiously reached her hand down the
hole. I was dumbfounded—hardly able
to believe my eyes. Mrs. Hess was pulling
out a black bundle that seemed to hold
some bulky object. I heard her horrible
laugh. When she had laid the bundle on
the floor, she carefully untied it and threw
back the loose ends of what I then dis-
covered was a black silk dressing-gown,
disclosing a blood-stained hand-axe, the
mstrument with which, I had no doubt,
yvoung Giller had been killed.

I had seen enough. I watched my
chance, and when the madwoman’s face
was turned away from the window, I
pulled myself to a standing position, and
made my way back to my own room.
Then I got into touch with Crane and
told him what I had seen.

“Ye gods!” he ejaculated excitedly.
“We've got to get her in a straight-
jacket before she has another spell and
kills us all.”

Young Doctor Martin was still in the
house, and after enlisting his help, I called
Carson, told him about Mrs. Hess’ men-
tal condition, and instructed him to knock
on her door and tell her he had a telegram
for her. I felt sure that she would open
the door if she thought no one but Car-
son was there. I dared not use my key
to gain admittance; I was afraid that she
might, in her madness, dive through the

| window.

IMIDLY Carson approached the door

and rapped lightly. There was absolute
silence for a moment, then some shuffling
about, and finally Mrs. Hess’ husky,
rather masculine voice said, “Yes?”

“It is Carson, ma'am.” The old man
spoke in a low, quavering voice which
grew noticeably stronger at a sharp jab
in the ribs from me. “A telegram for
you, please.”

I could hear her moving the trunk and
dressing-table so that she could open the
door wide enough to receive the telegram.
When the door was finally opened very
cautiously, we burst in upon her. She
fought us with all the strength of her
madness, but we soon had her under con-
trol. Her arms were pinioned so that she
could not injure herself. Then Doctor
Martin administered an opiate.

All of us were pretty much excited, and
none of us thought of going to bed again.
I got in touch with Sergeant Kane and
made arrangements to have the woman
removed to a private hospital early the
next morning. I attended to some other
detail matters and was sitting in the
library, smoking and talking with Crane
about the many strange features of the
case, when Carson came up to the open
door.

“Could T speak to you, sir—alone, on
a very important matter?” he asked.

“Yes, you may, Carson,” I replied, mo-
tioning to Crane to withdraw.

When Crane had left the room, Carson
closed the door cautiously, then walked
up and stood before me, rubbing his hands
together in a troubled manner.

“Something on your mind, Carson?” I
asked helpfully.

“Yes, sir” he answered in a low voice.
“Yes, sir. I have a confession to make.”

“T am glad, Carson,” I said encourag-
ingly. “I am sure it will be to your ulti-
mate advantage. \What is on your mind?”

“I am the man who stole the Master’s
jewels, sir. I—I have them now.”

“You stole the jewels?” 1 repeated in
shocked surprise. I was not surprised
especially that Carson was the thief, but
1 was astounded that he had decided to
come clean and admit it.
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“Where are they?” I asked quickly.

The old man stepped to the door, opened
it, and beckoned to someone. He then
stood aside, and in walked the Irish house-
keeper, Kitty Haney, carrying the plunder.
So, there had been team-work here, after
all! Carson took a large box and two
small jewel-cases from the woman, and
placed them on the table before me.

“Everything is here, sir,” he said,
Lowing.

“So you two teamed up and robbed your
Master, eh?” I said, pushing the boxes
aside, and looking at the couple coldly.

“We did not,” snapped Kitty Haney,
bristling. “We &

“Now, Kitty, please!” old Carson said
soothingly, pushing her back gently into a
chair. “You promised not to blow up.
Shall I explain, Mr. Hosmer?” he said,
turning to me with an imploring look.

“Yes, please.”

Carson bowed.

“I have been the Master’s man, his valet,
for many, many years, sir,” he began
proudly, “and I worship the ground he
walks on. Miss Haney has been with us
seven years, sir, and she, too, is very
devoted to the Master. Shortly after Mr.
Baintree’s relatives came to Pinchurst,
Miss Haney and 1 seemed to sense that
things were not right. We could not tell
what inspired the suspicion, but we both
had the same impression. Then one night
I came upon a dark figure slinking along
the hall, and once Miss Haney came upon
Mr. Frank on his knees before the study
door, trying a key in the lock.

“We put two and two together,” he con-
tinued, “and decided that there was a con-
spiracy on foot to rob the Master, so we
became very alert and watchful. About a
couple or three days after Miss Haney
came upon Mr. Frank in the hallway, my
keys were stolen. [ do not know how or
when they were taken, but they disap-
peared. I am always very careful of them,
and I was sure I had not lost them. I was
afraid to tell the Master about it, for fear
he would think me negligent; so I said

nothing about the matter, but had a new |

set made from the master-keys.
that, we were doubly watchful, knowing

that someone in the house had keys, not |

only to the Master's sleeping apartment
but to the study also. Miss Haney and I
usually busied ourselves about the house
and kept an eye on things until well after
midnight.”

I began to see now the real significance
of the team-work existing between Carson
and Miss Kitty Haney.

“On the night of the robbery and mur-
der,” Carson went on, “I was not feeling
well and mentioned the fact to Miss Haney.
She said that she would stay in the house
that night and keep an eye on things while
I got some rest. She occupied the room
across the hall from the Master’s sleeping
apartment. For her protection she carried
with her a hunting-knife from the case in
the den.”

So, that was how the knife got out of
the case!

“Miss Haney lay down about midnight—
without undressing—and fell into a light,
uneasy sleep. She awoke some time later,
and thought she heard a noise. She
stepped to the door, and opened it. As she
did so, she saw a dark figure——"

After |
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“Just a minute!” I said, interrupting him.
“Suppose we let Miss Haney tell what
kappened at this point.” I turned toward
her. “Go ahead, Miss Haney.”

“When I saw this dark figure backing
slowly out of the Master's study,” she said

quickly, her eyes snapping, “I didn’t hesi- -

tate. 1 gave him a couple of good digs
in the back with the knife I had in my
hand. I meant to mark him so we'd know
who it was. Before he could turn, I was
back in my room and had closed the door
silently.”

“Do you know who it was?” I asked.

“I do not. I never saw his face. But
I knew that whoever it was, he had no
business there. I had a suspicion that it
was Irank Baintree, because I had seen
him trying to get into the study once
before. When I looked out in the hall
again, the man was gone. Then I called
Carson, and we made an investigation. We
found the Master on the floor, his head
bleeding: i

“I thought you found Mr. Baintree at
eight-thirty o'clock, when you went to call
him,” I said to Carson.

“I did tell you that, sir,” Carson admit-
ted, hesitatingly, “but that was before we
decided to tell you the truth.”

“I see. All right, now, Carson, you
may take up the story again and tell me
what occurred after that.”

“Well, Miss Haney and I were together
when we found the Master. We put him
on the bed and tried to revive him, but I
saw that he was in pretty bad shape. I
saw the thief had been trying to get into
the cabinet where the Master keeps his
papers, and I was afraid that the jewels
were gone, but they weren’t.”

“How did you know about the jewels?”
I asked.

“I came into the study one day from the
Master’s sleeping room and saw him work
the releases, open the safe, and take out
the jewels. I withdrew without him hear-
ing me. I wouldn't have touched the gems
if Mr. Baintree had left them spread upon
the library table every day, sir, but I was
curious to know how that safe worked,
and I finally found out—that is, I could
work it all but the combination. When
we found the Master unconscious I told
Miss Haney about the jewels, and we
decided that we ought to get them out of
the safe and hide them before some of
those crooks stole them. I didn’t know
who would take charge while the Master
was incapacitated,” and I didn’t want to
take any chances. I worked the releases
and got to the safe, but I had to knock the
dial off to get the gems. Together Miss
Haney and I hid them.”

“Where did you hide them?”

“Behind the small altar in my room,
sir,” Kitty Haney spoke up, “where the
Blessed Lady could watch over them.”

“Either my daughter Mona or Miss
Haney was in the room all the time,”
Carson added.

“You left things just as you found them,
did you not?” 1 said, “in order to make it
appear that whoever slugged Mr. Baintree
and attempted to force the cabinet safe,
was also the jewel thief?”

“Exactly, sir.” Old Carson beamed.

“You are a huge success, Carson,” I
said in highly complimentary tones. “You
had even me fooled.

“And now, Miss Haney, there are a few

questions that I want to ask you,” I said,
turning to the housekeeper. “You have
told how you got the hunting-knife from
the case and struck the intruder in the back.
What did you do with the knife after
that ?”

“I hid it in my room, and after we found
the Master, we had our hands so full I
forgot all about the devilish thing for a
while. However, your investigation wor-
ried me, and when I thought of the knife, I
took it out to the garage, dug a hole, and
buried it. But how did you get it?”

“I never reveal my methods, Miss
Haney,” I said, smiling. “What [ want to
know is how you discovered I had it, and
how you regained possession of it.”

“Carson told me you had it. Getting it
back was no trick. I washed it, and put
it in the case in the den, where it belonged.”

Carson and Kitty had been discussing the
matter of the knife when I came unex-
pectedly upon them, the day before.

“And when I found you mopping the
floor in the room across from your Mas-
ter's study ” 1 suggested.

“I was afraid some blood might be there,
and that you'd get inquisitive, discover I
slept in the room, and connect me with the
killing of poor Mr. Giller—may the Lord
rest his soul.”

There were still some things to be
explained, but I felt convinced that the
other happenings could be laid at the door
of the madwoman, Mrs. Hess.

T was more than a month before I was
able even to see her. She had been
undergoing treatment at a private hospital
for the insane, and 1 was surprised to find
her apparently as sane as any one when
finally I was permitted to see her. I was
told, however, that her madness was caused
from a nervous disorder and was incurable.
She would always have periods of sanity,
but at any moment a fit of madness might
come upon her, and she would become
violent and brutally vicious.

I was very cautious about how I pro-
ceeded with her, even though I knew that
she was normal, for the time being, and
that two white-coated attendants stood just
outside the door. I led up to the murder
of young Giller gradually and with tact.
She did not become in the least disturbed
when I asked her point blank why she had
murdered him,

“I was mad,” she said, shaking her head
sadly—"mad as a hatter. When I was
normal, I liked the boy, but when one of
these spells would come upon me, I hated
him. I was obsessed with the idea that
John was going to give the bulk of the
money to him, leaving Ethel and me penni-
less. I thought about it until it drove
me mad. I kept away from the family all
I could, for fear that they would see by
my eyes that I was insane. I stayed to
myself, and planned, planned, planned.

“I would stand at the door every night,”
she continued, “and watch and listen for
him to come up. I would spy around and
try to figure out how I could get to him.
Then I hit upon the idea of getting the
keys from Carson. It was easy. I dis-
covered that he carried them on a ring in
his right coat pocket. I loosened a heel on
my slipper, and watched until I saw him
coming down the hall. I met him just as
the heel came off my slipper and tripped
me. He caught me as I stumbled, and I



slipped my hand in his pocket and got the
keys.”

The woman laughed shrilly at the repe-
tition of her own cleverness, and I began
to feel vaguely uncomfortable.

“With the keys in my possession I gained
confidence in myself. A plan came to me.
I knew that there was a codicil attached
to my father’s will, directing how the trust
fund should be disposed of in case John
should not be living when it expired. If
I could get that codicil and destroy it, and
then if George Giller should die, the only
heirs would be myself and Frank Bain-
tree. Then, if Ethel could marry Frank,
we would have all of the money.”

So that was what had inspired the terri-
ble tragedy. She was in the study, trying
to get into the cabinet and destroy the
codicil when she had been surprised by
John, and she had had to strike him down
to cover her act. Believing him dead, she
did not hesitate to carry out the rest of
her plan, which involved the killing of
George Giller. In her haste she had left
the study door unlocked, and thus it was
that Tony Moretti had found it unlocked
shortly afterward when he went there to
steal the jewels.

“I was like some mad beast,” the woman
went on, telling of the actual slaying,
“when I thought I had killed John. My
blood seemed to boil, and I had the urge
to kill—kill all who stood between me and
the money that would make me independent
of everybody. Young Giller and the but-
ler’'s daughter were friends, although I
think no one knew .except me, and they
were out somewhere together that night
until about eleven o'clock. I was watching
and saw George enter his room. After I
thought I had killed John, I decided to do
for George Giller, too. I had a small hand-
axe which I had purchased after I had
made up my mind what I was going to do.
After leaving the study, I stepped into my
room only long enough to get the axe.
With my keys I opened the door to Gil-
ler’s room noiselessly. He did not hear me.
I struck. He did not move. My hate of
the boy surged over me, and I struck him
again and again to make sure that he was
dead.”

I shuddered as she related in a cool
voice how she had done for young Giller.

“You did all that in a darkened room,
Mrs. Hess?” I asked, remembering how
the man had been cut almost into ribbons.

“No. I switched on the lights after I
struck him a few times. I had to see—
don’t you know I did?” She leaned for-
ward with a searching look, as if she
couldn’t understand my denseness. “I did
not think of the danger of detection then.
My one object was to be rid of George
Giller—rid of him forever.”

“And it was you who visited the death-
chamber the night after the slaying?” I
asked.

“Yes. I did not know that you were
there. I barely reached my room when I
heard you running down the hall.”

“Why did you return to the death-cham-
ber, Mrs. Hess?” I pursued. “Surely you
must have known, before you left the
room, that your victim was dead and your
trail covered.”

“That is just it. I wasn’t sure. I was
drawn there against my will, haunted by
the fear that he wasn’t dead, that he would
live and tell of what I had done. I had
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seen the ambulance come and go, they told
me he was dead, and yet it seemed to me
that he was still in the room. 1 wanted to
see if he really was gone, and to see if
I had left anything behind that might con-
nect me with the murder.”

“But you visited the room later on—
after 1 had leit—did you not?” I asked,
remembering the small black hairpin
which I had picked up the next day.

“Yes. How did you know?” she asked
auickly.

“lI found a small black hairpin,” I
answered, saying nothing about the sealed
door.

I rose to go. So far as I was concerned,
everything had been explained to my entire
satisfaction. The womarr rose also.

“John has been to see me,” she said, tears
coming to her eyes, “and I begged him to
take me away from here, but he wouldn't.”

[ looked at her. She was a handsome,
elderly woman, intelligent, well poised.

It was hard for me to realize that she
was the brutal slayer of young George
Giller and the madwoman whom I had
seen through the window, gloating over the
weapon with which she had put to death
the only man, as she thought, who stood
between her and fortune.

“Well, thank Heaven we are done with
this case!” Crane remarked, as we left

the hospital and started back to town. “It
sure had my goat.”
“You should crab,” T said dryly. “I did

most of the work, and it's probably the
biggest case we will ever have the honor
of working on. Besides, you wanted to be
in on the deal, didn’t you?”

“Surest thing!” answered Crane, apolo-
getically, and added with a chuckle: “I
wanted to be in on it, but I was expecting
just a mystery, and not a flock of mys-
teries. But—we solved ’em all, didn't we?"”

“We did,” T replied thankfully, and Case
No. 560 was officially closed.

On the Trail of “The Rat”

(Continued from page 25)

Police of this city to-day are in-
stigating a nation-wide search for
Eileen Gravesend, 17, daughter of Cap-
tain Mortimer Gravesend, wealthy re-
tired river man. The girl either left
home voluntarily, or was lured away.
Her mother is prostrated. Captain
Gravesend is in the North on business,
and could not be reached. The girl
has talent for a stage career, and it is
believed that she may have gone out
with a road troupe, although relatives
scout this theory.

THRUST the “flimsy” into my pocket

and went to the city desk, pleading what
is known as a “hunch” in the parlance of
the newsrooms.

“Have one on me, too,” a copy-reader
called blithely, and the others joined in the
laugh as I sped out with my chief’s per-
mission. The gibe was natural enough, for
reporters who rushed from their desks at
a critical moment were frequently known
to go out for liquid inspiration in those
days. In that instance, however, I went to
the Gibson House.

“Gravesend checked out to-day,” the
clerk advised me, and, seeing my expres-
sion of disappointment, added: “What's
the matter—did he owe you money?”

I turned and made for the Blue Moon
by the shortest route. This night, I de-

| termined, I had better enter the place

slowly and as inconspicuously as possible.
Accordingly, instead of approaching by
way of the swinging doors, I moved silent-
ly into the alley towards the side entrance.

The sound of voices, the clink of glasses
and the tinny music from a nickel-in-the-
slot piano came to me through the thin-
boarded walls.

The piano suddenly ceased its tune as the
roll ran out, and, while some one inserted
a coin in the slot, there came one of those
momentary silences that occur occasionally
in almost any crowd. But in that fleeting
instant I heard voices above me. They
were drowned again as the music resumed
and the bar broke into its customary
clamor. Looking up I saw a slit of light
at a window on the second floor in the
rear.

That room wassused, I knew, by a privi=

leged few who gambled there, and some-
times entertained river women from the
big dance ficor below.

It was impossible to hear voices from
that room with the din of the bar in com-
petition. Lying on a set of wooden horses
in the alley was an ancient rowboat, useful
at floodtime in the spring when the Ohio
on a rampage overflowed its banks. Cau-
tiously I climbed up on this boat and swung
to the rickety fire-escape on the adjoining
building, used as a warehouse. By lying
flat I could peer across the blackness of
the alley and into the narrow slit of light
at the window.

COULD make out several figures, yet

not clearly enough to distinguish them,
even had I known them by sight. While
I strained my ears a heavy step sounded
below in the alley, and I shrank against the
wall as I peered down. The newcomer
moved to the side door rapidly and pushed
it violently inward. In the sudden glare
of light I recognized Wally Ferguson.

“Cut the racket,” he boomed, with a
huge oath, and the barroom became silent
as though stricken, but for the ragtime
tune from the reedy piano.

“Shut that damned thing off!” he
barked, still framed in the doorway, a
great, bulking figure in stained overalls.

The notes of the music died in a weird
squawk. “The bulls’ll be down here to-
night you " The door banged behind
him and I took a long breath, my first
since he appeared beneath me.

The quiet in the barroom continued, but
almost immediately I distinguished Fer-
guson’s voice in the room opposite me
across the alley.

“Why didn’t you rats keep that gang
quiet below?” he growled. “It’s fine to
be raisin’ hell around here now, ain't it?
The bulls are wise, I'm tellin’ you. Now
listen—we gotta pull out quick, see? I've
done the dirty work in this deal—you guys
get the rake-off easy o

His voice rumbled off into an angry
monotone that I could not make out.

Then I caught the voice of another man.

(Continued on page 78)
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S -For a Merry

Christmas Day a#d Many

Happy New

Christmas comes but once a year—bar-
gains like this butonceinalifetime! Seldom
do they come together. This is your oppor-
tunity to make yours the happiest of happy
homes. Give your family and yourself this
luxurious 4-piece Tudor Velour Suite. Sur-
prise them—delight them! Imagine—a
whole roomful of beautiful new furniture
in your home Christmasmorning. . . by sending
only $1 with yourorder. And listen to this: you
save fully $20 by ordering now. This is a BAR-
GAIN if ever there was one, Furthermore, you
may have thesuiteon 30 days FREE trial. If you
keep it, take all next year to pay. If you'renot
delighted, return it; we will refund every cent
including transportation charges both ways.
You risk nothing but a postage stamp.

Use Your Credit—All Next Year to PAY

Years

This suite was designed in the ele-
gant Tudor Period style for those
who haveakeen appreciation of real
artistry and beauty. Onlyin the cost-
liest pieces can you match its ele-
gance. Youmay choose between rich
Brown Mahogany and fine American
Walnut finishes. (Specify yourpref-
erence.) The chairsarecovered with
rich, two-tone, Figured Velour inan
attractive Blue and Taupe pattern—
soft as velvetand farmore durable.
Backs and seats are deeply padded
with sanitary interior upholstering ma-
terials. Beneath theseats, coilspringsup-
portsgiveresilienceand restfulcomfort,

© 1927
Spear & Co.

Table and chairsaresturdily builtof strong,
selected, well seasoned hardwood, richly fin-
ished. The Davenport table, with its shapely
})osts andbeveled top,actuallymakesoldstyle

ibrary tables look awkward. The big, over-
stuffed Fireside Rocker with wide rollarms, high
back, and commodious seat is a regular man’s
chair—a chair for lazy evenings after a hard
day’s work. The graceful Arm Rocker and ever use-
ful Arm Chairare ultra comfortable as well as beauti-
ful. The overstuffed rocker is 32 inches wide overall
—back 26 inches high from seat. Seat 19 x 19 inches.
Other chairs are 22 inches wide overall—backs 22
inches high fromseats, Tableis48incheslong, 18inch-
es wide. The whole suite is constructed to give years
of service. Please state whether you desire the Rich
Brown Mahogany or Fine American Walnut finish,

Sendfor thisBig FREE Book

Ready for you—Spear’s New Hap-

<53 py Home Bargain Book. Brings
= BARGAIN STREET to your

3 door. 1278 of the greatest home

furnishing values ever known
—furniture, rugs, lamps, chairs,
davenports, is, curtains, dishes,
silverware, stoves, linoleum—every-
thing for the home—all on EASY,
DIGNIFIED CREDIT, YEAR-TO-
PAY. Yousave25to 40 per cent, 30 days
FREE home trial. Don’t miss this big
book—the talk of the year! Sent FREE—
no obligation to buy—mail coupon today.

We send this complete suite —all 4
pieces—on 30 days FREE trial. If
you are not perfectly satisfied, if you
do not believe it to be the biggest
bargain you ever saw, return it—we
will refund your first paymentand all
transportation charges. Order right
from this page—NOW—for Christmas.

Order No. B A 4255. Sale price
$39.95. Terms $1.00 down, $3.25

Home Furnishers to the
People of America
for 35 Years

monthly. % : 3 ,P?m
>Spearé& Co« " Tui™

SPEAR & CO., Dept. M 807, Pittsburgh, Pa.
Send me at once the 4-piece Tudor Velour Suit as described above. En
closed is $1 first payment. It is understood that if at the end of 30 days
trial I am satisfied, | will send you $3.25 monthly. Price $39.95.
Order No. BA 4255, Title remains with you until paid in full.
If you want Brown Mahogany finish put an X here ||

1f you want American Walnut finish put an X here D

Name..

R.F.D., }
Box No. or -
Street and No.
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HawatianGuitar
FREE ¢

This Hawaiian Guitar g i 5
expert and professor wants ‘,a .
the opportunity to welcome &
you as a student so you will (&8
quickly learn how to play
Hawaiian Guitar—yes, you will
be able to pln}i_just like the native 7
Hawaiians. 0 get you started
and help your musical success
which will bring you mpularit{,
ou will receive a beautifu
{lawniian Guitar, thesame as
the one pictured, free when
you enroll. Our short cut /¢
method of instruction will

enable you to playa piece
almost from the first
lesson. Rush coupon
for full particulars
today we will
reserve a_gift Ha-
waiian Guitar for
you.

/v
-

Learn to XY

Play Quickly ¢

With our short cut method of instruction g
you will quickly learn how to play Hawaiian
Guitar which will bring you popularity and social suc-
cess. You learn to play from notes. If you never had
any musical training, you will quickly get on, because
our nine experts have perfected a course of home
instruction which is as simple as learning A, B, C's.

.
Picture and Phonograph Record
We don't depend upon
MethOd Easy printed lessons only for your
success, but we furnish pictures of our professors play-
ing, diagrams, charts and phonograph records
for each lesson. This practically brings our
professors from our studio to your own home
and enables you to listen to their playing
ust as if they were actually in front of you.
o prove this is easy, we send you your
first lesson free.

Rush Coupon—Send No Money

So positive are we that you will become one of
our students, we will send free without obligation,
our first lesson. receive our free big book
which gives particulars about our course. Write
for your free k and your free lesson today.

— e e e T — — — — — —
HAWAIIAN STUDIO No. 8912
of New York Academy of Music
100 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y.

Please rush your free book, ““How to Learn Hawailan
Guitar” and my first lesson. Also res.rve a gift Hawaiian
Guitar for me. This obligates me in no way whatever.

NAME. cvvsseesssssssssssssesscssseesssasssancsnnns

AdATesS . evvensnsesescsserscsssasssnesassssssvessns

CitYeceseeesssscsscsnssscssssesce Stateecccacnsasee

B Lost Pep

A new and amazing booklet explains the causes
of premature old age, lost vigor, low vitality
and physical incapacity. It also tells how
easily thousands of men can restore and re-
tain their youthful vigor and physical vi-
tality for years without operations, without
electricity and with very little cost. This
bgln(lgl(c)tk Js called “THE QUEST FOR

VIG
It’'s F SEND NO
S I'ree money
Write today for a copy. You’ll be amazed to
read how men of 40, 50 and even 75 years have

been given a new lease on the youthful joys of
living.

Send today.
THE WESTERN DRUG CO.,
Department 215 Hirshfeld Bldg. Denver, Colorado
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“He is registered from N’
Wally.”

“New Orleans. T’ hell you say!”

I could read Ferguson’s blank astonish=
ment in that last.

“He's a dick—an’ you let him hang
around here?”

“If he’s a dick he's a new one, or a
private,” said a third man. “I know every
mug on the force down there, Wally. This
ol’ gink don’t b'long. But he’s lookin’ for
you, all right.”

“Was he alone?”

“Sure.”

“Somep’n is all wrong,” Wally continued.
“He couldn’t be wise to no job in New
Orleans yet. The gang only got that dame
night before last. What t' hell? Ain't
they bringin’ her up the Mississip this
minute? Ain't we headin’ down wit’ our
dames now? G'wan, you rats are scart
before you're caught!”

“We ain’t welchin’, Wally,” the first man
spoke again. “Only we'd better be movin’
if we're goin’ to. You got the boat ready,
you say?”’

There was nervous tension in his words.

“Sure, she’s ready. What t' hell you
think I been doin’?” Wally spat scornfully.

Orleans,

HE sound of scraping chairs and foot-

falls sent me sliding to earth. In
some way I had to reach the police before
Ferguson pulled out. Swiftly I walked
to the street as the door of the Blue Moon
swung back and forth after a figure that
had entered a moment before. I followed,
trying to appear casual, and nodding to the
heavy-jowled bartender, went to my ac-
customed place near the door, intending
to wait but a minute or two, and depart.
As I raised my eyes to look along the bar,
they went straight to the amused gray
eyes of Mortimer Gravesend.

In the same instant a river-rat detached
himself from the crowd and started for
the rear door that led to the stairs. Grave-
send had not been served. He was on the
point of speaking to me, fatal error, when
Ferguson loomed at the rear door, almost
stepping on the man who had started to
warn him. The psychological moment had
arrived, and my muscles grew taut as I
tried to keep emotion from my face.

The would-be messenger spat a hasty
warning from the side of his mouth and
the men in that vicinity shifted. Grave-
send, about to speak to me, caught the
expression of alarm in my face as I looked
over his shoulder, and he half turned to
face Wally Ferguson.

“You lookin’ for me?” Ferguson's red
eyes narrowed and his right hand dropped
into the pocket of his overalls.

“Are you Mistah Ferguson?” inquired
Gravesend mildly.

“Yes, an’ what t’ hell of it?”

Gravesend looked startled and a little
bewildered. His eyes shot a question, but
he remained calm.

“Why, I've been lookin’ fo’ you fo’ quite
a spell, suh.”

He moved from his place at the bar
and his left hand went up to the inner
pocket of his coat. “I've got somethin’
heah e

“Keep it!”

Ferguson’s words shot from his lips
like bullets as he whipped a flat blue-steel
automatic from his pocket.

“You don’t serve nothin’ on me, see!
Git your hand away from that pocket!”
he shouted.

Gravesend halted, and it seemed that
pale blue lights sped from his eyes. His
hand, midway to his breast, moved up-
ward a bare trifle. A red flash and a roar
burst from Ferguson’s gun, and a second
report cracked out from a long-barreled
pistol which Gravesend fired from his arm-
pit. Ferguson reeled as his automatic went
spinning to the floor and his voice rose to
a thick yell. Some one hurled a bottle, and
the lights went out, while the bawling of
men, the pounding of running feet, sounded
over and above all else.

HE doors burst open and a dozen

searchlights pierced the semi-gloom, re-
vealing the shimmer of as many guns, as
the police raiders made their entry in a
headlong rush.

“Hands up! Line up against the wall
there!” boomed a lieutenant.

Some one turned on the lights, and those
that had not been smashed cast their
radiance on the scene in a swift flood.
Standing where he had first approached
Ferguson, Gravesend was gazing about
with an expression of great bewilderment.
On the floor, gripping one bleeding wrist
in a massive paw, Ferguson blinked up at
the police.

“What's the matter with you, Wally?”
inquired the Lieutenant, carelessly point-
ing the business end of his gun at the
prostrate figure.

“And who are you?”
swiftly upon Gravesend.
gun!”

For the first time the Lieutenant noticed
that the lank figure held a long pistol, its
awkward barrel pointing to the floor, the
smoke from its powder still acrid in the
room.

“My name, suh, is Gravesend—Mortimer
Gravesend, of N'Orleans.”

Quick recognition gleamed in the police-
man’s eyes, followed instantly by doubt.

“Gravesend, eh? Maybe you know a
girl named Eileen Gravesend? She's from
New Orleans too, and she £

“I beg youah pardon, suh; that is my
daughter. What do you mean, suh, by
mentionin’ her name in this 2

A second squad of police crashed in,
drowning his words, and a sergeant ran
toward the Lieutenant.

“We've got ’'em, Loot,” he snapped
grimly; “boat an’ all. It was Wally, all
right—found the girls—tied and gagged
below. He had steam up ready to go 2

The Lieutenant nodded.

“All right, Jim. Round 'em up!”

“The guard on the boat squawked, Loot,”
continued the Sergeant. “We'd better get
the wires workin’. Wally was to meet his
other boat comin’ up from New Orleans
—they got that dame aboard and maybe
some others by now.”

Suddenly Gravesend forgot his daze. In
a long stride he was standing before the
Lieutenant, and the old pistol still hung
in his hand.

“What does this mean, suh?” he was
demanding, his eyes flashing blue electric
fire again.

That was my cue. I pushed in beside him.

“Lieutenant, this is the father of that
girl from New Orleans.”

(Continued on page 80)

He had turned
“Here, drop that




IMPROVED

REE 10 DAYS TRIAL

“Jhe Perfect ‘Writing nstrument
GREATEST VALUE EVER OFFERED

$1000 REWARD

to anybody who can prove
that these testimonials were
solicited by us.

Inkograph has proven so sati:
factory and has elicited consid
able favorable comment
enclosing money order, ple
send me three more. T. J.
Trow, Traveling Claim Agent,
Joplin, Mo.

The Inkograph fully justifies
all claims you make. T own a
Waterman but Inkograph is far

m
ase

preferable. Frank R. Sargent,
Oakland, Calif.
You have one of the best

writing instruments I ever used
regardless of price. I use the
fowest grade stationery and
there is never a blot or scratch
because of its round smooth
point. It is a wonderful inven-
tion. L. H. Orley, Albano, Va.

Oh boy, I am tickled skinny
to have the Inkograph, it's a
darling. I can now make carbon
ies in taking orders and send
original in ink to factory instead
of a penciled sheect. It surely
flows over the paper as if it was
grease instea of ink. No
trouble at all and a thing I
could not do before to trace
straight lines very fine and
clean. Nosmear, no muss of
kind. It's just gre:
Simms, Jersey City.

My Inkograph is the smooth-
est writing instrument with
which I have ever written. That
is saying a lot. am a teacher
by profession. 1 have a $7.00
pen and another that cost more
than the Inkograph, but Inko-
graph is better than either. It
is the greatest improvement in
writing instruments since the
Babylonians  recorded their
thoughts on clay tablets with a
triangular pointed reed. John
R. Atwell, Chadwick, N. C.

My Inkograph is the first and
only writing utensil I ever owned
that I can use with pleasure.
To be without it for any time
would upset my business day.
It has always worked perfectly.
I have never had any difficulty
with it. Arthur L. Fox, Center-
ville, Mich.

I am a bank teller, have used
all kinds of fountain pens but
can honestly say for my work I
never found a pen so easyand
tireless to write. You can pick
it up any time in any position
and write immediately and all
numbers and words will be the
same. Try and do it with any
other pen. My buddies all
agree that it is best for our
work. O. R. Morley, Allen-
town, Pa.

Delighted: It writes bully—
you have invented a pen that is
perfection. It is so much more
rapid than my $9.00 fountain
pen. wish you abundant
guiccess. S. L. Carlton, Aurora,

1.

E. A.

I am very well pleased with
my Inkograph. It is just what
I have been looking for. I have
had several ink pencils but noth-
ing like the Inkograph; it writes
like the point was greased and it
makes no difference what kind of
paper, it is fine for shipping tags.
.‘;‘ Jarrett, Harnsville, W.

a.

The Inkograph is all that you
claim it to be. Enclosed find
order for two. Robert Heller,
Craigsville, Pa.

The Inkograph, I am
thoroughly convinced, is the
best writing instrument I have
ever used. It is sure, sane and
clean and always ready to use.
I am very well pleased with it.
J. E. Rampton, Pensacola, Fla.

True Detective Mysteries

“PENCIL POINTED PEN

EVER before has any manufacturer of a standard writ-
ing instrument which is guaranteed to give perfect sat-
isfaction, offered you so great a value. Remember, the

Inkograph answers the purpose of both pen and pencil com-
bined. Its point is shaped like a fine lead pencil point and
writes with ink free and easy without a miss, skip or blur.
The steady uniform flow of ink actually improves your /

handwriting. Won't blot, scratch, leak or soil hands.
X
/

Draws
Linesto

a Ruler
Without
smearing,

smudging or
blurring the
paper. Writes
with any color
of ink.

Requires

No Blotter
The ink dries as fast
as you write, use
the flow is fine, even
and uniform.

Patent
Automatic Feed

Prevents clogging. No
complicated mechanism to
clean or get out of order. A
year’s arantee certificate
with directions accom-
panies each Inkograph and is
your absoluté protection.

An Instrument of
Refinement

In appearance, quality, workmanship
and material it is the equal of writin
instruments which sell for a great dea
more, It’s beautifully highly polished
finest quality of black, hard rubber, it’s
14 Kt. solid gold point and feed, safety
screw_cap, self-filling lever and clip makc
it an instrument of distinctive elegance anc
tcgm;imcn}:.d I:Z::chl Inkograph is designed
an nished to please the eye and fit the
band of all, y

You Who Are Dissatisfied With

You who already possess a standard fountain pen
will find the Inkograph a most valuable addition to
your writing equipment, for it will do everything
any fountain pen can do and many very important
things which it is impossible to accomplish with
any fountain pen at any price.

Combines the Best Features

of both pen and pencil, minus the weak points of
both, plus improvements not found in either.

The lead pencil smudges, the point breaks and
its writing soon is obliterated. Most fountain
pens skip, scratch, flood, clog, leak, blot, soil
hands and clothiug. The old stylographic ink
pencil dries up, balks, blots, writes heavy,
flows unevenly and is never reliable. The Inke
ograph feeds as fast and uniform on the
20th page as it did on the first

Cannot Leak

Not the tiniest drop of ink will spill,
although one filling is sufficient to write
thousands of words. Will write on any
quality of paper.,

Makes 3 to 4 Carbon
Copies

at one time with original in
ink. Bear down as hard as
you like without fear of bending,
spreading, injuring or distorting
its 14 Kt. solid gold point,
Are you a salesman?—use an
Inkograph, make out your
orders in ink and retain a
duplicate for your records,
Do you 'wis to ke

a copy of your private

ndence ? — use
b, Do you Your Fountain Pen

do office work whi
requires clear carbon
copies?—use an Inko-
graph. Do you make
out bills or _sales
slips?=use an Inko-
graph and make a
permanent  prigine
al in i v

carbon copies.
You can pere
mit any one to
write with your
Inkograph,
for mo_style

Try the Inko_gra})h-—_ret.nembcr, all we ask you
to do is try it, for if it does mot prove thor-
oughly satisfactory and if it is not handier and
does mnot write
smoother and i9
not far superior
to any fountain
pen you ever
owned, whether it
cost $5, $6, $7 or $8,
return the Inkograph
to us and we'll refund
your money—no ques-
tions asked.

The Wrnuni;
HEMISPHER

Il‘urd smooth round

point,which glides
of - writing Inkograph Co., Inc.
iti in ink
;l;:phlpr:)lm 199-59 CENTRE ST. | 1015 "the™ softest tond
as it will NEW YORK, N.Yy. | pencil
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Received my Inkograph. Am
surprised to know how well I can
write with it. The Inkograph is
a wonderful little writer, it's my
friend now for gocd penman-
ship. I am writing this letter
with it; can you tell the differ-
ence ween Inkograph and
pen letters? I Can is my answer.
C. R. Fuller, Patterson, Mo.

I received my Inkograph with
which I am writing this letter.
I have purchased at least one
dozen ink pencils. Yours seems
to be the only one that gives
perfect satisfaction. I believe
you have solved the problem
of the perfect writing instru-
ment. Dr. Richard T.
McLaury, Dunkirk, Ind.

The Inkograph is truly the
best pen I ever had the pleasure
to use barring no price or make
of pen, after take into con-
sideration the high price I
usually paid for a Parker, or a
Waterman pen, cannot see
how such a low priced pen as
the Inkograph can be put on the
market and give such unusual
service. Harvey L. Winston,
Brentwood, Calif.

In making out local requisi-
tions, it is necessary to make an
original and two carbon copies
on very heavy paper, and the
Inkograph does this twice as
well as the hardest indelible
pencil, and is much neater ana
the original is much more
legible. Wm. L. Fortney,
Placerville, Ia.

Your Inkograph is everything
you state. It is just wonderful.
So send me two more. Arthur
Ollcott, Tucker, La.

Gave pen thorough tryout.
Enclosed find sample of work I
have to perform. Have been
using pencil. Never got entire
satisfaction. Hard pencil makes
original too pale and soft pencil
makes poor copy. I am highly
pleased. S, k[. Cooper, In-
quiry Division, P. O., South
Bend, Ind.

I found the Inkograph all you
represent it to be and rwns very
well satisfied with it. I made a
great mistake when I bougnt the
Inkograph, as I did not take out
Loss or Theft Insurance on the
pen, for the pen is gone. I am
writing this to ask that you send
me another Inkograph by re-
turm mail, charges 8.0.[). 1
can recommend the Inkograph
very highly to anyone who needs
a pen which will stand up under
very hard usage. George B,
Moore, Columbia, Fla.

It sure has improved my hand
writing—I never tock home any
medals for penmanship but I can
almost read my own writing
since I got this pen. M. F.
Johnson, Medina, Wis.

I want to thank you for the
return of my Inkograph pen,
‘which you repaired for me, [
feel rather lost without this
pen in my pocket. I prefer it to
any pen I ever carried principal-
ly because of the ease with which
one can write with it, not having
to be careful whether you slide
the n to the North, East,
South or West, it flows freely in
all directions. Wm. B. Brown,
New York, N. V.

Received my Inkograph and
same is filling a long-felt want.
Kindly send two more of the
same style by parcel post collect
as soon as possible. Theodore
Priestley, Akron, Ohio.

I bought one of your pens a
r‘ur ago. You sure build the
»est pen on the market to my
notion. Frank R. Ellsworth,
Fargo, N. D.

I wouldn’t take $5.00 for the
ven [ am writing this letter with.

have a good fountain pen but
don’t write any more with it. |
am proud of the Inkograph and
that I can say this to you and
mean every word of it. R. H.
Wilson, Beckley, W. Va.

DEALERS

!
/  SEND

ladies’ soutoir, mark X here 0O

/NO MONEY

AGENTS

Sell Inkographs, make bigger profits,

INKOGRAPH CO., Inc.,

address are suffi-
postman $1.50, plus
postage on delivery. When remit-
tance accompanies order, Inkograph
will be sent postage prepaid. If within

! Your name and
cient. Pay

. . ten days the Inkograph does not prove
more sales, - vf'th(’“t investment. atisfactory return it and we'll refund
Quicker commissions, popular prices, your money without further correspond-
no competition. Send for an Inko- a ence. It is because we are sure the Ink- AAAIONB. v st T o s v s

graph or write for special sales plan

booklet.

I ograph will meet your requirements to
perfection that makes it possible for us to
¥ make you so attractive an offer.

Stationery Stores, Drug Stores,
Department Stores, etc., send for
our catalog and trade prices.

This Coupon Properly Filled Out

all that's
necessary.

Send it today and procure one of the New Improved Inkographs
on a 10-Day Free Trial, with no strings tied to it.
smaller size with ring on cap to be carried on watch chain or

If you prefer

199-59 Centre St., New York, N. Y.

Gentlemen: You may send me your Inkograph,
postman $1.50, plus postage on delivery.

I will pay

INRIIBL 750 ¢ (a6 sinis s asisis me i wihe veasssnaansl o8 on s hissless e s
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Paris Does
Know Beauty

By Edna Wallace Hopper

Every summer I go to Paris, when my stage
work ends, to learn the latest aids to beauty. Paris
gave me as a girl the beauty that made me famous.

She has kept my youth. So
I go there yearly to get her
latest discoveries, just as
dressmakers go for styles.

I bring them back to you.
Every help 1 use is supplied
by all toilet counters. _It is
at the call of every girl who
wants more beauty, of every
woman who wants youth.

One is Edna Wallace
Hopper's Youth Cream.
That combines many helps
in one. It contains, among
other things, products of
both lemon and strawberry,
the greatest of complexion
aids. But there are several
other modern helps of great
importance to the face skin.

My Youth Cream comes
in two types—cold cream
and vanishing. I apply one
at night, the other in the
morning. Never is my face
skin without this care and
protection. Please note the
result. Few young girls have
a complexion as soft and as
rosy as mine. Yet mine is
a grandmother's age.

I urge you to try my
Youth Cream. It will sur-
prise and delight you. It
will bring you a mew conception of what cream
can do. 1f you wish to try it before buying, mail
the coupon.” It will bring you a sample tube, also
my Beauty Book.

For Trial Tube 2stse

of Youth Cream mail this today to Edna Wal-
lace Hopper, 536 Lake Shore Drive, Chicago.

Name.....oonss

100 easy pro
Extra Money for Xmas! {557 Sioht
ing new specialty. *Miss Hollywood" Sifter Pow-
der Puffi—refillable, non-spillable. Pastel shades, silk
cases matched. Sell on sight—ideal Xmas present.
Send for Free Sample.
MISS HOLLYWOOD CO., 8906 Shore Court, Brooklyn, N.Y.

WRINKLES GONE IN 3 DAYS
vanished
$0 quickly 9
was astonished
at the wonder-

results ~
By Miss Karsten

For years I tried everything to remove wrinkles which
marred my beauty, hindered my pleasure in social life and
made me look old before my time, but without results,
One day a friend who had just returned from abroad
gave me this wonderful secret discovered in Egypt, which
reserved the youthful appearance of the fairest Egyptian
eauties. I tried it—results were amazing—1I could not
believe my eyes. After a few applications wrinkles and
worry lines faded away. In 8 days my
skin became firm and youthful freshness
was restored.
- -
This Priceless Secret Yours
Why look old? Why allow wrinkles, black-
heads or pimples to mar your appearance
when they can be harmlessly removed as
if by magic? No ma ng—no painful %
electric_treatment—no harmful lotions.
Ruga Creme will amaze you—bring
back new youth to your face. Try it}

Special $5 offer Now $179

only one Jar to a_person RSO

Our Lat ries have d a limited

supply of these costly ingredients. 10,000 /
Creme

rs at this special
offer to introduce. Just pay postman
79 to cover laboratory expense plus a
ew pennies postage. If after third treat-
ment youdo not notice a decided improve-
ment, return balance and we will refund
‘our money. Don’t miss this amazing offer.
ust send name and address TODAY !

Send cash with foreign

Jean Laboratories

FROWN LINES

607 S. PAULINA §
CHICAGO, ILL,
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HE officer studied Gravesend fleetingly,

then his eyes went to Ferguson, still
on the floor, with a patrolman standing
guard over him.

“Then you shot this fellow for kide
napping your daughter?” asked the Lieu-
tenant,

Gravesend again was bewildered.

“My daughter, kidnapped—Eileen—Lord,
no, suh. I came all the way up heah from
N'Orleans to see this man on a business
mattah. I been wantin’ to sell him a boat.
An’ when I did run plumb into him right
heah in this barroom, suh, he acted bel-

ligerent and insultin’. I got the plans of
my boat right heah in my pocket, suh. He
pulled a gun on me, suh, so I just shot
it out o’ his hand—"

“Then you didn’t know Ferguson's gang
had taken your daughter? You didn't
know he’s a white-slaver ?”

Gravesend spun about, and the Lieuten-
ant stooped to grasp the heavy old pistol
as its barrel came up.

“If I'd known that, suh,” asked the man
plaintively, surrendering the weapon, “do
you reckon I'd have shot him in the
wrist?”

“Hop-Head Bo”

(Continued from page 37)

On that trail I again played in luck.

Going straight to Haslin's room, I
looked over things there and found a letter
signed “Carita” and postmarked the pre-
vious day. In it she first begged for his
forgiveness, but concluded by threatening
that if he did not come to her, she would
kill him and the Carrigan girl. The let-
ter had been sent by special delivery, and
the required return address was on the
corner of the envelope.

A taxicab took me to the place double
speed—a little hotel in the Spanish quarter
in West Thirteenth Street. Picking up
the policeman on post, I entered the place
and learned that the woman was ill in her
room and was being cared for by a physi-
cian summoned by the clerk. Going to the
room, we found her talking to the doctor.

She admitted her identity and that she
was the Kid's woman, but insisted she had
just been informed of his death by tele-
phone and that this had caused her col-
lapse. She refused to make any other
statement—even when I told her what I
knew about the affair at the Mop and her
threats to kill Haslin.

Her silence only became more sullen
and determined when I found a stiletto
concealed inside her dress and another in
her trunk. I placed her under arrest and
took her to the station in a cab.

Eldridge then tried to get something
from her, but she would do no more than
give her pedigree. Following that, she
was sent to another station where there
were accommodations for women. Next,
Pat and Helen again repeated the stories
they had told the Inspector and me, and
signed the statements taken down by a
stenographer. In neither statement did
they make- any admission indicating they
had known of the killing until they heard
of it from me. Pat was sent to Head-
quarters to await further questioning by
the District Attorney, and the girl was
transferred to a different station from the
one to which Carita had been sent.

The Inspector and I then went into con-
ference in his office, but soon were inter-
rupted by the Medical Examiner. In sub-
stance, his report was that Haslin had been
killed by a single knife-thrust. The weapon
had reached the heart and the Kid had
died practically upon the instant. The doc-
tor was unable to estimate the force be-
hind the blow, as the knife had not en-
countered a bone and the thrust had been
so true that even a slight woman could
have delivered it. His judgment con-
firmed mine—either a person of small

stature had struck the blow, or the
murderer had been crouching when he
knifed Haslin,

HEN the Medical Examiner had de-

parted, I examined the murder-knife.
It was an ordinary affair, with a six-inch
blade of good steel fitted into a black
wooden handle. The two things which
made it distinctive were that the blade had
been filed until it was virtually a stiletto
and some one had cut a notch in the handle;
probably an identification mark.

My deduction was that the knife, before
being mutilated, was of the kind generally
used to cut tough substances such as
leather and rubber. 1 hoped to trace it,
though there was no chance of finding
finger-prints upon it.

When I put the knife aside, Eldridge
turned to me. “Well, Burke, we've got
plenty of prisoners, but at this moment I'm
not prepared to say which one is guilty.
What do you say?”

“Tell you the truth, Inspector,” I said,
“I think we're still a mighty long way
from actually being able to pin the killing
of Kid Duster on any one. Take Slattery,
first. Though we already have sufficient
evidence to obtain a grand-jury indictment,
or pretty nearly enough, I simply can't
believe he turned the trick. He isn't the
kind who'd use a knife. He admits freely
he intended to try to kill Haslin. But he
was going to use a gat, face him, and shoot
it out. He's got a bad temper and is a
scrapper. But in every fight I know of,
in which he took part, he fought fairly.
Besides, he was loading that gun when I
arrested him, and he wasn't doing it as a
play to throw the police off. That's too
thin.

“And this Carrigan girl didn’t do it. I'm
almost convinced she can be counted out
entirecly,. The Kid's girl, the Spanish
woman, is vicious enough and has the
nerve, but I don't think she’s guilty. If
she was going to put him out, why did she
use that old filed knife for the job when
she always carried a real stiletto and had
another in her room? Besides, I'm con-
vinced she was so dead crazy over Haslin
that no beating would have made her turn
on him. Because of her jealousy, she
might have knifed the little singer if she'd
gotten the chance. But she wanted the
Kid back and she'd have fought any one
who tried to harm him.”

The Inspector nodded slowly, “I'm in-
clined to think you're right, Burke. We've
got three prisoners, but probably not the



murderer. Just the same, Slattery got
himself in ‘dutch’ with his threats. The
Mop gang believes he killed the Kid.
They're certain to frame a case on him.
They'll swear his life away if ever he
goes to trial.”

“I know,” I admitted. “And that means
I've got a real job cut out for me. I've
simply got to dig up the truth and clear
him—for the sake of old Pat, who isn’t
here to do it himself.”

UST then the buzzer rasped, and the In-

spector placed the receiver to his ear.
Then, “Yes, this is Inspector Eldridge.”
Watching him, I saw his brow suddenly
go up and a one-sided grin twist his mouth.
Next, “I'll be there; in a half an hour.”

“That was our friend, the Hop-Head,”
he said, reaching for his hat. “He didn't
offer much. But from the way his voice
trembled I think he’s run across something
important. He always talks like that when
he’s excited and in need of a sniff of coke.
Come on, we're going to meet him at a
place down-town where our ‘stools’ report.”

In a taxi we made the trip quickly to a
shabby and dilapidated studio building on
the edge of Greenwich Village. Hop-
Head Bo crept out of the shadows and
joined us, as the Inspector used his latch-
key and led the way to a room on the
ground floor, rear. When the door was
secured behind us, Eldridge switched on
the lights. The Hop-Head, who had been
there before, sat-slumped in a chair, his
limbs trembling, his features twitching, his
eyes almost as wide and wild as those of
a maniac.

“You remember Burke?” asked the In-
spector.

“Sure. I never forget me friends. I
seen him in the alley with you. But I'm
all shot now. Been working—busy as hell
ever since you left. I need—"

“I know, I'll give you some money when
you've told us what you've learned.”

The dope-ridden wretch, weazened,
wrinkled, unkempt, looking three times his
age—which I knew was about twenty-
two—moistened his dry lips.

“You've pinched Slattery and his girl
and the Kid's woman. I found out all
right.” A cunning leer twisted his
shrunken features. “But you're all wrong.
None of ’em done it; even if Slattery did
make a sucker of himself in the Mop.”

“Well, who do you think did it?”

“T don’t think; I know. It was Knuck-
les Kelly.”

“Nonsense. Knuckles wouldn't have
dared go near the Mop. Any of the Dust-
ers who saw him would have dropped him
on sight.”

Hop-Head Bo burst into sudden fury
and beat his clenched hands upon the arms
of his chair. “I tell you he was there.
Listen.” Then, quickly, though his sen-
tences were a bit disjointed, he told us on
what he based his charge—facts he had
learned after hours of persistent searching
through the San Juan Hill district. A
week before, some of Kid Duster’s hi-
jackers had stolen a load of liquor being
smuggled to Knuckles from Newark, and
had beaten up his men. The robbery, one
of several recent indignities forced upon
Kelly by the Dusters, had caused him a
financial loss of some thousands of dollars.

Thoroughly aroused, he had told his
followers he intended to “get” Haslin—
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This Singular Book Wields a
Strange Power Over Its Readers

Giving them a MAGNETIC PERSONALITY almost instantly]

Will You Read It 5 Days FREE—to Prove
It Can Multiply Your Present Income?

STRANGE book! A book that seems
to cast a spell over every person who
turns its pages!

A copy of this book was left lying on a
hotel table for a few weeks. Nearly 400
people saw the book—read a few pages—
and then sent for a copy!

In another case a physician placed a
copy in his waiting room. More than 200
patients saw the book—read part of it—
and then ordered copies for themselves!

Why are people so pro-

Strange Effect on Readers

Readers of this book quickly become mas-
ters of a singular power to influence men and
women around them. Not by force—not by
loud argument. But rather by some subtle,
insinuating power that sways men’s emo-
tions. They are able to play on people’s
feelings just as a skilled violinist plays upon
a violin.

Is it any wonder that thousands of men
and women say that they are overjoyed

foundly affected by this
book?—so anxious to get a
copy? The answer is simple.
The book reveals to them for
the first time how any one
can develop a Magnetic
Personality instantly! It ex-
plains how to gain over-
night the personal charm that
attracts countless friends—
the self-confidence that in-
sures quick success in any
business.

It tells how to draw people
to you at once, irresistibly—
how to be popular in any so-
ciety—how to overcome al-
most at once any timidity sex
you may have—how to be a
magnet of human attraction,
well-liked wherever you go!

Best of all it tells you how
to accomplish these results

Personality
Secrets

control

glance

timidity

Book Tells You

How to develop a Magnetic
How to use certain Oriental
How to gain perfect nerve

How to read people’s feelings
by watching their mouth’:‘

How to read peo
by watching t
How to develop a magnetic eye

How to make your face appear
20 years younger

How to control others by a

Kle'- thoughts

How to use Magnetic Healing
How to end awkwardness and

How to attract the opposite

How to get ahead in your busi-
ness or profession

How to make your subcon=-
scious mind work wonders

And dozens of other vital topics

with the results they have
received? One enthusiast
said of this volume, ‘“Thin
I have read there I wouﬁ
never have dreamed of.”
Another wrote, “I would not
give up what Shaftesbury has
taught me for $100,000!"

In your everyday life—in
social life—you will find this
book of immense value. You
will learn to fascinate people
you meet—to attract new
friends—to gain speedy pro-
motion in business.

Read This Book
5 DAYS FREE

Merely mail coupon below
and this remarkable volume,
with cover in handsome dark
burgundy cloth, gold em-
bossed, will be sent you for
free examination. If you
aren’t stirred and inspired in

eir eyes

instantaneously!

Whence Comes This Uncanny
Volume?

Forty years ago, Edmund Shaftesbury,
student of the human mind, set out to dis-
cover the secret of Personal Magnetism.
He applied his discoveries to his friends.
Results were astonishing! His methods
seemed to transform people into entirel
new beings! Shaftesbury’s fame spread.
Great men came to him. His students and
friends embraced such names as Gladstone,
Queen Victoria, Edwin Booth, Henry Ward
Beecher, and Cardinal Gibbons.

Until recently, Shaftesbury’s teachings
have been available only to people who could

y $50 or $100 each for instruction books.
ﬁlow, his wonderful teachings have been
collected into a single volume, at a price
within the reach of all! And furthermore,
Shaftesbury has consented to reveal hun-
dreds of new discoveries never before put
into print.

s the 5-day free period, return
it and it costs you nothing. Otherwise
keep it as your own and remit the Special
wholesale Price of only $3 in full payment.
This volume was originally published to sell
at $5—but in order to reach many readers—
it is being offered at reduced price. You risk
nothing—so clip and mail this coupon NOW.
Ralston University Press, Dept. 79-W,
Meriden, Conn.
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RALSTON UNIVERSITY PRESS

Dept. 79-W, Meriden, Conn.

All right—I'll be the judge. You may send me
the volume ‘‘Instantaneous Personal Magnetism'
for 5 days’ FREE EXAMINATION in my home.
Within the 5 days I will either remit the special low
price of only $3.00, in full payment, or return it
without cost or obligation,
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New Safe Way

TO END

GRAY HAIR

Test it Free at Home

ERE is a way that

works wonders by sup-
plying coloring elements to
gray hair. What happens is
that original shade is ob-
tained. If your hair is
naturally auburn, it will re-
vert to auburn. If black,
black it will be.

No need now for crude,
messy dyes judged danger-
ous to hair. They are no-
ticed by friends.

This new scientific way,
called Mary T. Goldman’s
Hair Color Restorer, defies
detection. Some 3,000,000
women have used fit.

It's safe and makes your
hair live looking and lus-
trous. Will not wash nor rub
off. And may be applied only
to gray and faded parts.

Test it free if you wish by
writing for free outfit — or
g0 to nearest drug store to-
day. A few cents’ worth
restores original color per-
fectly. Your money returned
if not delighted.

MARYT. GOLDMAN'S
y Hair Color Restorer
&ﬁ*&% Used by Over 3,000,000 Women

itfirstona

1. You
sinzleloc of your hair
to see what it does,

2. mply b

his water-like llqmd
through your hai
Clean . . . Safe.
Takes 7 or 8 minu‘es.

tion

Mary T. Gold 1300-3 Gold:
Bldg., 8t. Paul, Minn.

Please send tented Free Trial Outfit, Xahm
color of hirmrlgc.k ........ dark brown

" o e sPlgase print your name and addresses s e e e i

([wice this size

REGULAR $1.00 BOTTLE
for Mailing Cost

UNE FLEUR PARFUME, the glorious,
enticing fragrance of one rare French
flower. Distinctive $1.00 dresser
bottle with glass applicator, twice the
size of illustration, sent on receipt of
name and address, enclosing 25 cents
for packing and postage. (Outside
U. S. A. 10 cents extra.)

Only one bottle to a person
LAWRENCE, INC., Dept. H-A
State Street and Powelton Avenue

Philadelphia, Pa.

ROLL OFF FAT

Do it harmlessly without pills, diet or tiresome exer-
cise—in the privacy a(({our home with this new
magic reducer. lown fat cells, removes fat
auu-llv easily d -
Jy r)lh l-t -'-y

nd.
ay by day. llednee waist line, dnnN.
chin, -ntm. logs, hips. stomach or any part of
y whore there are Iatty spots, Gives the
ect re you want. You will gow
with health. Used and endorsed by theatrical
stars and prominent society folks.

Tips on Weight Reduction Free

Just send your nnrm and address—nothing
more. We wsend in nl-un wrapper by pee
turn mail, full particulars about the ma
reducer and free copy oi “Tips on Weigl
Reduction.”
MAGIC REDUCER CO., Studio 112

431 Harris Ave., Long Island City, NY,
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and alone. And he had gone about armed
with two automatics since that time, wait-
ing for a favorable opportunity to kill
The night of the murder, disguised as a
chauffeur, Knuckles had driven past the
Mop several times in a borrowed taxi, hop-
ing to see the Kid in the street, shoot him,
and make his get-away in the cab. The
Hop-Head would not tell how he had
learned this, but insisted it was true.

IVING him a $5 bill, Eldridge told

him to go home and get some sleep,
and next day return to the vicinity of the
Mop and try to learn something more.

It was nearly daylight when the Hop-
Head left us, but we determined to act
upon his tip at once. Eldridge knew where
Knuckles lived, and it was the best time
to catch one of his ilk in bed and asleep.

The capture of the leader of the Car
Barns gang was easy. Slipping into the
tenement where he lived with his mother,
we made our way to his flat and found
the hall door ajar and the old woman cook-
ing her breakfast. Tiptoeing into the
room with revolvers drawn, we caught her
off guard. Her arms went up, and she
gave no cry.

With Eldridge covering her—so that
she would not shriek a warning—I moved
quietly to the door from behind which
came a rumbling snore. It was unlocked,
and I was inside and had jabbed Knuckles
in the ribs with my automatic before he
awoke and attempted to reach the gat be-
neath his pillow. Pocketing the weapon,
I summoned the Inspector. Before per-
mitting Kelly to dress, we searched his
clothing and found a chauffeur’s badge.

When he was informed that he was ar-
rested on suspicion of having killed Haslin,
he protested his innocence, and insisted he
could produce many witnesses who would
swear he hadn’t left his speak-easy the
night before until long after word of the
Kid's death reached there. His explana-
tion of how the badge came into his pos-
session was that hé had found it and did
not know its owner. The Inspector took
him to the station, while I, with the badge
in my possession, began a systematic search
of the neighborhood garages. Not being
known—and I'm glad to say that I do not
look like the typical “flattie”—I was met
without suspicion. I said I had found the
badge in a near-by street and desired to re-
turn it to its owner. It required time, but
persistent effort brought a reward. In a
little garage up an alley, in which were
several taxicabs, the owner identified the
badge number, and showed me a car with
a corresponding number and a picture of
the driver in a little frame inside. Im-
mediately 1 disclosed my identity, took
possession of the machine, and drove it
to the station. When I searched it there,
I found stuffed beneath the rear seat the
cap and coat of the real driver—which
Knuckles probably had worn—and a fully
loaded automatic.

HESE were important clues against

Kelly, but something else interested me
even more. The gasoline tank was almost
full. I wondered if Knuckles had dis-
covered he was low on “gas” after cruising
about for a time and had the tank filled at
one of the stations near the Mop. It was
worth investigating. And, if I learned this

| to be a fact, I would have something con-

crete to contradict his story that he had
not been near the place.

I spent two more hours on that job be-
fore making a strike. At an all-night sta-
tion on Tenth Avenue I located the man
who had supplied Kelly with the gasoline
the night previous. He was a distant rel-
ative of the Kid, was bitterly angry over
the killing, and admitted the truth under
persistent questioning.

Confronting Knuckles with the evidence
I had obtained, he refused absolutely to
talk—except to repeat his statement that
he hadn’t killed Haslin and did not know
who had. For some reason, and despite his
other lies, I had a hunch he was telling the
truth. He was not a knife man. Guns
were his weapons. He had set out de-
liberately with two gats to kill his enemy,
and he intended to use the car for a get-
away. He had counted upon the cap and
greatcoat to so disguise him that he would
not be recognized. Why, then, should he
go into the alley next to the Mop, where
anyone at close quarters might recognize
him—a circumstance which would place
him at a disadvantage and probably cost
him his life?

Four long days of hard work by myself
and others of the Department dragged by
without one new fact of importance being
turned up. The four prisoners had been
arraigned. Slattery had been held with-
out bail on a charge of suspicion of
murder, and Knuckles, the Carrigan girl
and Carita Llanos as material witnesses.
Helen Carrigan was sent temporarily to a
home, but the others were behind bars.
Neither Kelly nor the Spanish woman at-
tempted to get out on bail. Perhaps they
followed this course because they hoped
to convince the authorities they were in-
nocent and were willing to remain where
they could be watched at all times until
they could be cleared by new discoveries.

My guess, however, was that neither
dared go into the open lest some of the
followers of the Kid should kill them. In
the circumstances, with four persons being
held by the police as being concerned in
Haslin's killing, the gangsters were like-
ly to kill both Kelly and the Spanish
woman—if they could reach them—to
make certain they got the right one.

ALSO learned that Slattery was

marked, and that an attempt might be
made to kill him on his way to and from
the District Attorney’s office—where he
was taken frequently for questioning.
Thereafter, he was closely guarded.

But, though we had four prisoners, any
one of whom had cause, according to the
underworld code, to kill the Kid—and al-
though practically everyone in the Depart-
ment and thousands outside believed one
of them was guilty—I was up a tree. For
not only was I unable to get any A—Num-
ber One evidence against any of the quar-
tet, but a sort of sixth sense warned me I
was on the wrong trail.

Several times the Hop-Head had re-
ported to Eldridge or me concerning in-
stances where Knuckles and his band had
been robbed or peached upon by the Dus-
ters. And shopkeépers and other reputable
persons told us they had heard Kelly
threaten to get his enemy. We kept track
of these things for future use, but were
careful not to frighten any who volun-
teered information, lest they hold back



anything new they learned. Never, how-
ever, did the Hop-Head deviate from his
assertions that Knuckles was the killer.
And in the hope that he would uncover
something to clinch his contention, Eld-
ridge kept him supplied with sufficient
funds so he could keep himself keyed up
with dope and remain on his job.

Several times a day the Inspector and
I discussed the case, schemed for new
trails, and personally worked on every
lead we could think of. But he finally had
to agree with me that we faced a stone
wall. The newspapers were clamoring for
action. Our utmost endeavors failed to
uncover anyone else who had reason to
put the Kid out of the way and was near
the Mop on the fatal night.

Possibly, despite my belief to the
trary, we actually had the killer in cus-
tody. If so, which was the guilty one?
We didn’t feel like going before the Grand
Jury and asking for an indictment against
any one of the three. Down in our hearts
we knew we had no more evidence against
one than the others. Our only hope was
that, under the strain of confinement, one
of our prisoners would break down.

Almost another week rolled by. Each
night—or, rather, early morning—I would
return home disgusted. Finally, pretty
close to sun-up one morning, after hours
of smoking and thinking, I got a new
kunch. Why not trace back the record of
the Kid with particular attention to his
escapades with women? Perhaps, by doing
this, I might uncover a new lead which
would tend to strengthen the case against
one of the prisoners, or point toward a

new suspect.
AI-‘ R a brief sleep, I confided in
Eldridge, received his approval to
work the fresh trail, and started forth,
hopeful but not sanguine. Incidentally, I
carried with me the murder-knife. I
didn't know how I would use it, but, con-
sidering the many persons I expected to
question, there might be some one who
would recognize it.

It wasn't long before I was back in the
old neighborhood where Haslin once had
held forth, where Eldridge had seen much
service, and where 1 had worked for a
rather brief time. I met many former
acquaintances who were tickled to see me
again and gave me the glad hand. The
Kid had come into prominence after I had
left that precinct. But, with the assistance
of my friends, I not only picked up his
trail, but uncovered two important leads,
the names of two women with whom he
had lived and whom he had deserted be-
fore going up-town.

By nightfall I had run down these clues
and was compelled to admit that neither
of the women could be classed as a prom-
ising suspect. One had married a hard-
working laborer, and was making him a
good wife. The husband was of the rather
dull, unimaginative type, not the kind to
seek out and kill a former lover of the
woman he'd married. And she surely had
no reason to commit a crime likely to up-
set her delayed happiness.

The other woman was living with a
prosperous gambler, having more money
to spend and better clothing to wear than
when she was with the Kid. By no
stretch of imagination could I figure either
her or the gambler as working up sufficient

con-
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resentment to murder Haslin. However,
the gambler got wind that I had been
making inquiries concerning him, sought
me out, and advised me to locate a youth
named Billy Farnum, who had often talked
loudly about the Kid's shabby treatment of
a woman some time back. I recalled that
I had once arrested Farnum for some
schoolboy prank.

The following day I located him. After
laughing over the incident of his arrest, I
confided to him that I was trying to un-
cover the back trail of the Kid, partic-
ularly any woman he had treated badly.

“He sure was a dirty rat,” said my
companion. “I'm glad someone put him
out of business. I wouldn’t be surprised
if it was a woman, considering how many
he abused and cheated. There was one
who had all the cause in the world to kill
him—but she died mo'n a year back.”

“Tell me about her. Who was she?
Some of her relatives may have evened
the score.”

ONESTLY, if they were that kind,

I wouldn't tell you. This girl's
relatives are not the murdering kind; only
poor Polacks or Russians. I don’t remem-
ber her name, but here are a few facts.
This girl was pretty, about sixteen, when
Haslin found her somewhere and got her
to live with him. But she wasn't strong,
and life with him soon ran her into quick-
consumption. Then he threw her into the
street without a nickel.

“The girl was picked up and sent to
Bellevue Hospital. My sister was a nurse
there—still is, for that matter. She told
me this story. Haslin's girl had a baby in
the hospital, but it didn’t live. And, after
six months down there, the girl also died.
You can see my sister, Julia, at the hos-
pital if you want to get more facts and
the girl’'s name.”

Twenty minutes later I was at Bellevue.
Julia confirmed what her brother had told
me, and said she would make certain of
the girl's name from the records. I was
on uneasy street until she returned and
passed me a card.

“That may not be her people’s address
now. DBut there’s where we sent the body.”

Her notation read: *“Nadya Avaloff,
17% years old. Father, J. Avaloff,
Allen street.”

Avaloff—a familiar name. Then its sig-
nificance struck me so forcibly that it was
a full minute before I could put the query
pounding in my brain.

“Do you recall if this girl had a
brother? If he came to see her?” My
heart seemed to be missing beats as I
waited for her reply.

“Yes. He appeared much older than the
girl. He was a cripple, a hunchback——"

“Are you certain?”

“Why, yes. Do you know him?"”

“What can you tell me about him?”

“We were so very sorry for him here;
he was so deformed and helpless. And he
seemed to love the girl so much; more
than others of the family who came to see
her. He was with her every visiting-day.
They cried and talked together; he always
told her she was certain to get well. Often
I had to leave the ward to keep from cry-
ing, too.”

Thanking her, I shuffled into the street,
partly in a daze, my temples pounding,
my brain in a whirl. Right then I felt

certain of the identity of the one who had
killed the Kid. There was no question
that Nadya’s brother and Bo Avaloff, the
Hop-Head, were one and the same. His
affection for his sister had been so stir-
ring it had all but moved a hard-boiled city
hospital nurse to tears. Boris was a Slav;
the kind who would use a knife. Now I
knew why the stroke had been upward.
He was much smaller than Haslin.

ROBABLY he long had planned to

take the vengeance to which he, with
his dope-crazed brain, believed he was en-
titled. He had waited long for his op-
portunity—until he was certain he could
both kill and escape. Finally, probably
nerved with cocaine, he had caught the
Kid completely off his guard, and—it had
been all over in a second.

Then came a new thought. The Hop-
Head had not counted upon the arrest of
Slattery and the two women. He prob-
ably wouldn’t injure a woman even to
shield himself. And he would protect
Slattery, too, because that young Irish-
man had been trying to save an innocent
girl from Haslin—the beast who had sent
his sister to her grave. Above all, these
two must be saved. That was why he had
labored so desperately to uncover another
suspect upon whom to fasten the crime.
Inadvertently, Knuckles had played into
his hands, and the Hop-Head had done
everything possible to fasten the crime
upon him. Even a fully sane gangster—
let alone a hop-head like Avaloff—would
not have hesitated to sacrifice the leader
of a rival band if he wanted to save two
persons in whom he was interested.

I hated to do it, but I just had to play
the game—the police game. Duty com-
pelled me to do my level best to uncover
such additional evidence as would fasten
the crime positively upon Bo.

Not long thereafter I stood before his
family’s address in Allen street. A dingy
sign over the doorway of the filthy base-
ment shop read, “J. Avaloff, Shoemaker.”
I thought of the knife in my pocket. It
flashed upon me that, before the blade had
been filed, it had been of the type used to
cut tough leather. Entering, I questioned
the old man squatted at his bench, the
father of Boris and Nadya. Within a
few minutes he forged the last link in the
chain of evidence which would convict his
son.

The boy had been there about two
weeks back, after a long absence, begging
for money. The father had given him a
little, though perfectly sure he would
spend it for drugs. The Hop-Head had
told little about himself, but had promised
to come again—soon. Then I showed the
old man the knife. He recognized it as
one of his, by the cut on the handle. He
showed me other knives similarly cut. His
explanation was that shoemakers in the
neighborhood all marked their knives, be-
cause sneaks stole and pawned them. The
marks enabled them to identify and re-
cover their property. He admitted the
knife had disappeared about the date I
stated—that of the murder—but was more
concerned because the knife had been
spoiled than in anything else.

T was not until he was examining it that
his blunted intelligence caused him to
inquire who I was and how I came by the



knife. T put him off, stating I would see
him later and explain.

When I told my discoveries to Eldridge,
he was even more upset than I had been.
But he also agreed we must go through
with it. In the evening he received a tel-
ephone call from the Hop-Head, and we
met him at the accustomed place. What
followed was one of the hardest jobs I
ever performed. I don’t particularly like
to recall it. I interrupted Bo when he
began telling of some new discovery he
had made, and in short, sharp sentences
told him the case I had against him. He
didn’t quite realize his position until I
informed him he was under arrest. Then
he collapsed utterly.

Next morning when he recovered con-
sciousness in the hospital to which he had
been removed as a prisoner, he admitted
his guilt and told his story. It was al-
most identical with what I had figured.

But Boris Avaloff did not go to the
chair. He, too, suffered with consumption,
and his persistent use of narcotics had
robbed him of practically all vitality. He
never recovered from the strain of the
killing and his arrest, and died within the
month.

Slattery, following his release, removed
to Washington, buckled down to hard
work, made good, and married the little
dancer he had protected.

Knuckles Kelly was killed in a fight
with the police while he and some of his
gang were committing a loft robbery. Idon’t
know what became of the Spanish woman.

That Home
Of Your Own

More hours of your life
are spent in or about your
home than in any other one
place. That is why you
naturally want it to be rest-
ful, comfortable, satisfying
to your ideals.

The purchase of such a
home represents the largest
single outlay the average
family ever makes—an out-
lay seldom repeated in a life-
time. Every dollar must
bring results if you would
avoid disappointment.

The practical, helpful in-
formation abounding in every
issue of YOUR HOME
Magazine—a monthly hand-
book for homebuilders will
save you from needless ex-
penditures. It will help you
make your dreams come true.

Whether you already have
a home, are about to acquire
one or are planning for the
future, you will be equally
repaid for buying this Mac-
fadden publication, YOUR
HOME Magazine. Get your
copy to-day! On the news-
stands, 25c, the 23rd of the
month.

-

True Detective Mysteries
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excess fat.”
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Banish Excess Fat
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admire and desire the slender figures shown
by movie stars.
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now attain them. One is self-denial in the
diet, one is excessive exercise. Both require
discretion, both stamina, and both must be
continued long. Excess fat was very common
when these were the only ways to end it.

The Modern Way

Twenty years ago another method was
developed, based on wide research and
scientific tests. The purpose is to aid the
natural process of turning food into fuel and
energy, rather than into fat. It supplies an
addition to the substance which does that
in the body.

This discovery was embodied in Marmola
Prescription Tablets. People have used them
for 20 years—millions of boxes of them.
And delighted users have told the results
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No Starvation

Users of Marmola are not required to
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factors in Marmola.
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No Secrets
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“White-Paper Gold”

(Continued from page 43)

hide a few sheets.” He shuddered.
“Then—well, Gus Williams—he caught
me; gave me a lecture, and threatened to
expose me.”

“Williams, I snapped; “that’s one of the
mill workers.”

“Yes. But when I told him about Rose,
and pleaded with him, he promised to let
me go through with it if I'd take him to
the house and introduce him to Rose and
her uncle.”

Accordingly, George and Williams had
taken the stolen paper to the Flemming
cottage. The girl had received the stock,
and called in her “uncle,” who had bar-
gained with the two mill workers to steal
more of the paper—a small portion every
time they could. “Flemming” had con-
vinced them that even when the fact that
stock was missing was disclosed, it could
not be proved that they had taken it—if
they were careful and worked together.

“It was strange,” the young man said,
“but Mr. Flemming seemed to know just
how the stock was kept without our tell-
ing him, and the way it was watched. He
even told us just how to go about taking
it.”

This information, of course, was care-
fully noted. George confessed that he and
Williams had been tempted by the large
sum promised them by Flemming, and that,
working together, they were convinced it
would be a simple matter for them to get
a great deal of the stock. Actually, in a
few weeks, they had stolen over two dozen
reams. And then, satisfied with results,
“Mr. Flemming and his niece”—Smith and
“Countess” Lucy—had left the village.
No; George didn't know where they had
gone.

Williams was promptly taken into cus-
tody, but failed to add anything to
George's statement. They had only been
pawns in the game, of course, and the
chief malefactors were still at large.

The bogus notes continued to pour into
the Bank of England, and finally, in
desperation, one of the high officials of
the Yard proposed a plan to the president
of the Bank. This was, if the Bank
would turn over fifteen hundred pounds to
the Yard, we would circulate the informa-
tion among Smith'’s known friends in the
underworld that a reward of a thousand
pounds would be paid over without ques-
tion to any one disclosing the whereabouts
of Smith, alias Flemming, and that five
hundred pounds would be similarly paid
for information leading to the arrest of
“Countess” Lucy.

The Bank was only too glad to consent
to this, but in circulating the information
regarding these rewards, Scotland Yard
was confronted by an extremely delicate
situation. Obviously, if Smith and Lucy
learned of the rewards, they would be
harder to find than ever. Few criminals
will “snitch” on their contemporaries.

UT the “no questions asked” feature
made it easier than it would have been
otherwise, and within a few hours both
rewards were paid. Smith and Lucy, we
found, were living in a dingy apartment in
South London.
But the silent circle of the law only

closed around them craftily without their
suspecting it, for the Yard was' far from
ready to apprehend them. We knew that,
even as George Symons and Gus Williams
kad been, Smith and Lucy represented only
a part of the organization. Scotland Yard
moves warily at all times; waits until all
malefactors connected with a crime can
be taken “with the goods.”

So it was that Smith was shadowed;
rot by a regular sleuth, but by the little
daughter of one of the inspectors, who in
turn was trailed by our operatives. The
little girl followed Smith to the shop of a
Westminster butcher by the name of
Thomas Jacobs. Smith was seen to co-
vertly pass a package to Jacobs. Then
Jacobs was trailed to a shop in New
Cross.

This shop was a known “fence,” and
was conducted by a Mrs. Stockwell
We waited until Jacobs left, and while
operatives followed him back to his shop,
I and another Yard man entered the place
and accused the Stockwell woman of re-
ceiving and passing fraudulent bank-notes.
Despite her indignant denials, we searched
the place and found several of the forged
notes.

“Who is Jacobs getting these from?”
I demanded.

“I don't know,’
lenly.

“If you do, and you're lying, it will be
all the worse for you,” I told her.

But either she didn't know, or she
wouldn't tell, claiming that she hadn't
known that the notes were counterfeit.
Jut it was no use, and she finally confessed
—still maintaining, however, that she had
no idea where they had been made.

“Honest to Gawd, gentlemen,” she said,
“I don’t know; that 1 don't!"”

And she pleaded to be allowed to help in
what way she could, in the hope of being
granted immunity.

We didn't compromise with her, how-
ever. Instead, we told her that she
wouldn’t be arrested right away, proposing
that she receive another consignment of
the notes from Jacobs while we watched
through a hole in a partition.

She had no alternative, and when Jacobs
made another visit, we witnessed the trans-
action. The woman, knowing our eyes
were upon them, didn't betray us by word
or sign, and we had proved beyond a doubt
that the Westminster butcher was an
“utterer” or distributor.

’

the woman said sul-

UT still the game of watching con-

tinued, the woman fence being pledged
to secrecy. It was a very delicate situation,
but the Yard is accustomed to such opera-
tions, and this is where the Criminal In-
vestigation Department differs from most
detective organizations. Controlled in
every move by sub-chiefs, under the orders
of the Assistant Commissioner himself,
the Yard organization works as one unit,
always striving to completely surround the
enemy, taking all culprits in the case at
one concerted stroke.

Now, your habitual criminal has a sixth
sense, it seems, that warns him when he
is being “tailed off,” or shadowed. Yard
operatives have long been aware of this,



and the utmost precautions are taken.

For example, when Jacobs left Mrs.
Stockwell, it was fairly certain that he
was returning to his shop. Men trailed
him, however, and men were watching the
shop itself, as well as Smith and Lucy in
South London. Mrs. Stockwell's place,
I need hardly add, was also being watched.
And at all times, Chief Inspector Mat-
thews and his superiors at the Yard knew
every move being made.

But Jacobs sensed that he was being
followed. Rounding a corner, he stopped
to see if the operative he suspected (my-
self) would also turn the corner, with the
expectation of finding him continuing
down the street. But instead of turning
at the corner, I continued on. His reflec-
tion in a shop window opposite had dis-
closed the fact that he had stopped. The
operative who had been “tailing” me took
his cue and cut around the block in a way
that was calculated to bring him across
Jacobs’ path. A third operative had pre-
ceded Jacobs at a considerable distance

ahead, using a small pocket mirror.
So when I passed on, the butcher’s sus-
picions left him, and he proceeded di-

rectly to his shop. It wasn't until the next

afternoon that he went to get another
supply of forged notes. He was discreetly
trailed to Smith's apartment. Neither

Smith nor his fair young companion had
vet been arrested, for we knew that they,
like Jacobs, were only distributing the
notes. One or the other would have to
go to the base of supply.

It was Smith who was trailed next, and
it was a task that required patience and
cunning. Here was an ex-convict who had
had his taste of penal servitude, and a man
who had his eyes open. Six of us al-
ternated in tailing him off, and he led us
a merry chase through streets and alleys,
making a complete and wide circuit of
the district where he lived. It wasn't long
before we were wise to his game; he was
trying to determine for sure whether or
not Scotland Yard was “on” to him.

Once before, several years ago, I
shadowed another criminal whom we were
not ready to arrest. This fellow had led
three of us around for nearly two hours,
ending by bolting into a side streeet,
doubling back on a walk, and surprising
me running around the corner right into
him.

“Mornin’,
ning at me;
it?”

It was a blunder I have never forgotten,
and I knew that Smith was “feeling” his
way. It was our task to reassure him
without losing track of him. This we did,
and at nightfall Smith returned serenely

Lucy and his apartment.

grin-
isn't

he had said,
for a walk,

Garrison,”
“nice day

Early the next morning I was routed
out of bed, Chief Inspector Matthews be-
ing on the telephone.

“They're taking breakfast now, Henry.
Looks like Smith intends to get an early
start. Run on over right away.”

I dressed hurriedly, my wife calling a
taxicab and fixing a package of food for
me to eat on the way. Seven minutes after
Matthews had called, I was on the street
in South London where Smith’s and Lucy’s
apartment was, marshaling my subordi-
nates. ‘Ten minutes later, Smith left the
house, proceeded warily for several blocks,
and finally deciding that he wasn't being
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followed, went directly to the station, buy-
ing a ticket for Birmingham.

COMMUNICATED by telephone with

the Yard, and by telegraph with police
headquarters in Birmingham, while two of
my men boarded the train. 1 barely had
time to get aboard after making my re-
ports, catching the train as it pulled out.

Smith was evidently satisfied that he was
rot being tagged, and remained in his com-
partment during the entire trip. At
Birmingham he left the train, and pro-
ceeded directly to the shop of one of the

town’s foremost engravers; a Frank
Campbell. Here, at last, was the end of
the trail. Invading the shop, we placed

every one under arrest. An investigation
disclosed beyond a doubt that Campbell,
reputable merchant though he was, had
been manufacturing the counterfeit notes,
and that Smith had been his accomplice.
We found several reams of the precious
Laverstoke paper, as well as the plates
used for the actual counterfeiting.

We closed the net completely then.
Jacobs, Mrs. Stockwell, and “Countess”
Lucy were arrested, and all, including
Smith and Campbell, made a complete con-
fession. Campbell's confession was not
fully complete at the start, however, and
it was only after he was connected with
the forgery of twelve Bank of England
notes made months before that he con-
sented to tell the complete story of his
career. This is so remarkable that it is
worthy of mention, in part. Also, Camp-
bell's statement provoked a dramatic
epilogue.

“I have been experimenting for many
years,” he said, “and had I waited a while
longer, keeping that Laverstoke paper
hidden, I could have perfected my plates
to such an extent that my notes would have
deceived experts. But I became impatient.

“Naturally, the greatest obstacle in mak-
ing such notes is in duplicating the paper.
For five years I experimented, using
genuine Bank of England notes, crushing
them to a pulp and extracting the ink by
a process I had perfected. I destroyed
something like seventy five-pound notes in
this manner in an effort to make a suc-
cessful analysis of the Laverstoke stock,
and duplicate it. At length, I manu-
factured a paper that approximated the
genuine, both as to its texture and water-
mark.”

He shrugged.

“I wasn't satisfied, of course; I knew that
experts would detect it, but, as you know,
I struck off a dozen notes and sent them to
the bank to be changed. The messenger
was detained.”

He little realized what concern those first
notes had occasioned bank officials and
Scotland Yard.

“A short while later, I attended a lec-
ture before the Society of Arts in Lon-
don, given by Professor Noyes, and
bearing upon engraving and paper manu-
facture. He gave a detailed description
of the manncr in which the note stock at
the Laverstoke Mills was kept, stating that
it would be impossible for any one to steal
any of it.”

Campbell surveyed us with a grim smile.

“I'EW things are impossible,” he said
dryly. “I immediately decided that,
somehow, I would contrive to obtain some

of this stock. Smith,” he said, glancing
at the set features of that worthy, “under-
took to get some for me, and as the white-
bearded and white-haired artist, Paul
Flemming, he went to Whitchurch with
‘Countess’ Lucy posing as his ‘niece; a
girl,” he added with a dry humor, “who,
like Scotland Yard, always ‘gets’ her man.”

Lucy's eyes filled, and she hung her
head. Could it be, I wondered, that she
felt remorse over having lured young
George Symons into the plot—that she
really loved the credulous youth?

“Lucy,” continued Campbell, “got her
man—-"

The young woman leaped to her feet,
eyes blazing.

“I can't stand this—I'll not 2

An officer pushed her back into her seat.
Smith, his features livid, glared at her, his
thin lips working. Here was drama; a
drama of emotions; of love, that none of
us had been prepared for.

“Yes—damn you!"” raged Smith in a
sudden gust of passion; “you can't forget
the bloomin’ 2

“Forget?” the young woman said icily,
fixing her pseudo-uncle with narrowed
eyes. “I played your game, didn't 1?7”
she cried shrilly; “you said that the boy
would be safe. He's in gaol—safe! I—I
put him there——"

We attempted to quiet her, but she re-
fused to be quiet. Smith’'s features had
grown taut and pale, and an ironical smile
twisted his lips.

“Smirk, Roger Smith,” she hissed at
him; “go on; tell them that I'm no good.
They know I'm not; so do I—I—well,
deep down in me, Roger Smith, is what is
left of a heart!”

Smith gave a short and bitter laugh.

“Heart!” he muttered contemptuously.

“Yes, heart!” she cried, leaning toward
him, her body tensed, fingers gripping the
arm-rest of her chair. “Perhaps it is a
heart that has never opened for you. Love
—I loved—once.” Her voice, quavering
with emotion, dropped to a faint muttering.
“George i’

She gave a graceful shrug of her shoul-
ders, her lips compressing in a straight
line.

“I didn't love George—the way a woman
loves a man. He is just an ignorant boy.
But he loved me; with his heart and soul,
poor boy. And She laughed bitterly.
“I can't be all bad,” she murmured, her
features relaxing into a wistful expres-
sion, her eyes taking on a strange glow
that touched us all—all but Smith, and per-
haps Jacobs and Campbell. The Ilatter
seemed to be enjoying the spectacle, a
sardonic smile on his lips. She noted the
smile, and her eyes fixed those of the
master counterfeiter.

“Not all bad,” she repeated defiantly.
“I begged you to save George. You—you
laughed at me!”

“A sort of maternal instinct, I presume?”
Campbell taunted. “Most unbecoming, in
a woman of—"

IN a flash, Lucy sprang from her chair
and seized him by the throat. A matron
and two policemen had to drag the in-
furiated young woman off.

“I played your dirty game, too, Frank
Campbell!” the “Coéuntess” screamed as
they took her out. “You miserable scoun-
drel! Tell Roger—tell Roger what you



told me—how you planned to double-cross
him! Oh, if I had 2

As her voice trailed off down the hall-
way, Smith, his features livid, sprang to-
ward Campbell, his manacled hands raised
to strike his former chief. He was
seized, and together with Jacobs, was taken
out. Campbell, unruffled, gazed after him
contemptuously.

“To resume, gentlemen,” he said coolly,
“Lucy ‘got her man’—such as he was. He
was tempted by her wiles and charm to
get some of the paper I wanted. He
thought the matter would be ended then;
merely souvenirs, to view after their wed-
ding. By a freak of chance, one of his
co-workers, Williams, played into our
hands. Williams had no foolish scruples,
and between Smith and Williams, the boy
was obliged to see the thing through.”

He laughed shortly.

“There’s no use wasting sympathy on
him. He was intrigued by the idea of
making some easy money, just as much as
Williams was. The trouble was, he was
timid; continually afraid of being caught
red-handed at smuggling out the paper.
Even dear ‘Countess’ Lucy, with all her
maternal instinct,”—the words dropped
like acid from his lips—“even Lucy was
disgusted with him, though she swore that
he would never be arrested, and that after
this little deal, she was ‘going straight,
and they would go to America and live.

“Maybe she meant it, after all. Smith
didn't think so, but after you picked the
boy up, she begged both of us to do what
we could to free him. When he fled from
the village we could have hid him here in
London, but he didn't know much about
our operations. Besides, Lucy and Smith
were quarreling over him.”

He frowned.

“l don’t know how you located them,
but if it hadn't been for Lucy’s senti-
mentality, Smith’s mind would have been
fully on the alert.”

Chief Inspector Matthews beckoned to
two officers, and pressed a buzzer.

“That will be all, Campbell, for the
time being,” he said crisply. “Take him
out.”

The king of counterfeiters was con-
ducted to his cell, and Mrs. Stockwell
brought in. She had nothing to add to
previous statements, and after a thorough
questioning, she was taken out again, and
Williams was brought in.

ILLIAMS also had little to say, ex-

cept in condemnation of “that young
bumpkin”—George Symons. He seemed to
think that somehow Symons had furnished
the clues that had enabled us to round up
all the others. His sang-froid, for a first
offender, was remarkable, and he looked
forward to his sentence with a calm in-
difference. (Williams, since his release
from his first imprisonment, has served
several sentences.) He was taken out,
and George Symons, pale and trembling,
was brought in.

He answered questions falteringly, but
truthfully, and it was soon obvious that
something other than fear affected him.

“I'll take my medicine,” he said; “it isn't
that; it isn't that. I—I loved Rose,
still—" ;

“You mean Lucy,” Matthews said softly.

“No matter,” the young wretch said in
a moaning voice; “I loved her, and still
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do, in spite of everything.” His head went
up, and his eyes searched our impassive
faces steadily. “I'd never have done what
I did, if it hadn't been for Lucy. And,”
he added savagely, “they couldn't have
made me go through with it, if I hadn’t

felt that I had cast my lot with her. We
were going straight. Afterwards 2
“Symons,” the Chief Inspector inter-

posed kindly,
her?”

The young man stared at him blankly.

“Why, of course, sir; whenever she
would have me.”

Matthews’ face never betrayed the
sympathy that we, who knew him, could
read in his eyes.

“And if she’'ll have me after we serve
our sentence, I'll be content,” the young
man declared devoutly. “Why, she prom-
ised me that we would be married, after—
this ‘job,” as she called it; that we'd go to
New York, and start life anew.”

“Didn’t she also promise you,” Matthews
continued, “that despite the criminal nature
of your operations, you would never be
suspected or apprehended?”

The prisoner fidgeted, paling, his eyes
on the floor.

“Yes, sir,” he murmured. “But,” he
said with a pitiable and forlorn faith ting-
ing his tones, “she couldn’t know for sure.
I don’t blame her; I blame myself. And
I'll take my medicine.”

Matthews gestured to an officer.

“Remove his handcuffs, Tim.”

The officer did so, the youth staring
open-mouthed at the Chief Inspector.

“You—this doesn’t mean—that

“That you are free? No, son,” Mat-
thews said, picking up a typed report on
his desk. “Come here, young man.”

“did you intend to marry

Symons rose trembling, and approached
the desk.

“You will pay the penalty for your as-
sociation with these criminals,” Matthews
said sternly. “The sentence will probably
be only six months—six months in which
to think over what you have done; to
make resolutions to re-enter the world as
a man, worthy of the name. Understand?”

“Yes, sir.” Symons was plainly awed
by Matthews' personality.

“You will come out a man, instead of a
mean, sneaking criminal; will take a grip
upon yourself, and think things over
calmly; will not hesitate to condemn past
actions and emotions that your conscience
and intelligence tell you were wrong, no
matter how difficult the struggle?”

“Y-yes, sir.”

“Take this,” Matthews said, handing the
young man the typed report. “This is the
complete criminal biography of Lucy Mor-
ris. Call upon every atom of courage you
possess before you read it—but read it.”

The young man took the manuscript with
trembling fingers. Matthews nodded to
the officers, and he was taken out.

“Poor young devil,” Matthews mut-
tered; “he’ll not believe, for a while. Then
he'll hate her. But it will pass, and

then

He shrugged.

“Perhaps he will come out a man.”

The Chief Inspector was right. It was
just as Lucy would have wished, for she
and Smith and the king of counterfeiters
were sentenced to penal servitude. The
others received six months’ imprisonment.
Such was the end of their rainbow—their
fortune in “white-paper gold’ that melted
into thin air.

Sleeping Death

(Continued from page 29)

is the fellow we want; get me the girl's
address.”

Jane got him the address from the girl's
chart, and Wilson dashed away, leaving the
policeman in charge. He told the two doc-
tors and the assistants that they could go
for the present.

I was anxious to see what Kirk thought
of this new development, but was unable to
find out, for he stepped quickly to my side
and whispered : “Remain around here till I
return.” Then he whipped away, leaving me
staring after him. It hardly seemed pos-
sible that he was going after the girl or her
brother, for that surely was now the work
of the police. But if it wasn't that, what
else could have caused his sudden and en-
thusiastic departure?

For the next hour and a half I loafed
about the different offices. Then, finding
myself alone with Jane, and thinking it
would be a good opportunity to do a little
detective work on my own part, I decided
to fish about a bit and learn if possible what
relationship actually existed between her
and Frank. So I began casually, “I guess
vou thought quite a lot of the Doctor?”

“Yes,” she said timidly, “but I don’t think
he cared much about me.”

“Oh, I don’t know about that,” I quickly
assured her, having in mind her name
scratched on the plaster wall.

“He has so many girls, and of late he

was paying lots of attention to Norma Jor-
dan,” she said a little bitterly.

“I don’t imagine he cared much for Nor-

a; she was hardly his kind of a girl,” |
said, trying to console her.

“Just the same, he spent the last week-
end with her in the country and just got
back late this morning,” Jane said with a
flash of jealousy. “She and I are not on
speaking terms, but I learned from the
other girls on the floor that Norma had
boasted to them about it.”

This was something new, and it immedi-
ately aroused my interest. I would have
questioned her further, but she felt at once
she had said too much and changed the
subject. Before I could get back to it, the
phone rang.

The call was for the policeman, who,
after listening a moment, put up the re-
ceiver and announced that Wilson had ar-
rested Will Butler, the brother of the girl
patient of the morning, and that he had ad-
mitted he was the person who came to the
office while Doctor Brandon was out to
lunch. He maintained, however, that after
the assistant told him the doctor wouldn’t be
back till one-thirty, he had gone back to his
work and hadn't returned. Wilson said he
was bringing the man up in a few minutes
and intended to put him through the third
degree, feeling sure he would confess.

In about a quarter of an hour Wilson ap-



peared with a tall, pale young man, who
was handcuffed and on the verge of col-
lapse. Wilson told the policeman to get
Doctor Janett; then he stepped out of the
office, too. The policeman soon reappeared
with Janett, and Wilson returned in a mo-
ment with one of the elevator girls. Kirk
entered a few steps behind.

Addressing the elevator girl, and pointing
to the boy he had brought up, Wilson asked,
“Is this the fellow you brought up in the
car?”

“Yes, that's the one. The reason I re-
member him is because I brought him up
and took him back, the first time, just after
the twelve o'clock rush was over, and the
second time, a little while after the one
o'clock rush. He seemed excited, and every
time he got in the car he took off his cap.
You know in an office building it is not
customary for men to take off their hats in
the elevator, and when one does, we girls
usually notice it.”

Wilson then dismissed the girl, and, turn-
ing to Butler, said, “You see we have the
proof that you returned here a second time.”
He then seized the youth by the shoulder
and hurled him into a chair. “Now, Butler,
Wilson said fiercely, “confess you killed
Brandon! We have the goods on you, and
you will only make matters worse by deny-
ing it!”

“I was up here right after twelve,” But-
ler said trembling, “but when the girl said
the Doctor wouldn't be back till after one-
thirty, I went back to work. I can prove at
the office that I started back to work at one
—honest, 1 can!”

“I don’t doubt you went back to work at
one,” Wilson clamored, “but before then or
between one and one-thirty you came back
here and killed Brandon. Cut out your
lying, and kick in!"”

Butler only kept repeating, “I didn’t kill
him; I didn't kill him!”

Knowing Kirk's distaste for rough-house
third-degree methods, I glanced furtively at
him. He was leaning against the wall, his
features impassive, as if to say the case was
not his and that, as an onlooker, he had no
right to comment.

Wilson now seized Butler by the collar,
jerked him to his feet, and dragged him
into the operating-room and through the
swinging door into the laboratory, while he
bellowed : “I'll show you your dirty work;
maybe that will change your tune!”

Kirk followed close behind Wilson and
the young man, and Doctor Janett, Jane,
and I, carried away, surged after them.
Jane and 1 stood huddled in the door, with
Janett in front, and the big policeman be-
hind us, looking over our shoulders.

Wilson hurled Butler headlong against
the couch and the body of Brandon, and
roared, “There! There's your filthy work!”

In terror Butler brought the backs of his
manacled hands over his eyes, screaming,
“Yes, yes, I killed him! Take me away!
Take me away! I don't want to see him!”
Then he sank to the floor, sobbing.

“I knew it!” rasped Sergeant Wilson,
throwing out his chest triumphantly.

Kirk gave me a quick look—and in that
look I was sure I read the message that the
boy had not killed Doctor Brandon.

Between sobs Butler cried, “I didn’t mean
to kill him—honest I didn't! I wish I
hadn’t done it. I was crazy when Sis told
me at noon she had been mistreated, and I
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rushed up here and found the Doctor out.
I went back to work, but the more I thought
about it, the madder I got. So I came back,
and finding the doctor asleep, I took him
by the throat and strangled him. I didn't
know what I was doing. I'm sorry I killed
him; honest I am. But Sis is everything in
the world to me, and I was crazy.”

He stopped and tried to gain control of
himself. Then he said more quietly : “Now
I have only made things worse, and they’ll
hang me. And then what will become of
Sis! You see, I have always taken care of
her since our folks died, and we have been
so happy together. She did the housekeep-
ing and I worked, and we had just saved
enough money to start to buy a little home
—and now this has happened. I know now
that I was wrong because this afternoon at
the office my friend told me that girls some-
times have bad dreams when they take
nitrous oxide, and so the Doctor was right
when he told Sis that.”

“Come on, now,” Wilson broke in rough-
ly. “Stop your blubbering. You killed a
man, and being sorry won't keep you from
paying for it.”

“Yes, I killed him!” Butler said pite-
ously. “But I wish I hadn't!”

During this scene Kirk had been standing
silently near the head of the couch, and
Butler was huddled limply at his feet. He
now bent over and put a lean, white hand
gently on the young man’s head. He helped
him into a chair and said quietly, “Come,
my boy, it may not be so bad as you think.”

“I'll hang, or be put in prison for life—
and then what will become of Sis? I killed
him; I killed him!” Butler cried.

Kirk put his arm about the quivering
shoulders of the young man and, in a soft,
placating voice, said tenderly, “You came
into this room with the intention of vindi-
cating your sister for a fancied wrong, and
though killing was not part of that inten-
tion, you would have been guilty of murder
just the same, if you had killed Doctor
Brandon. But, fortunately for you, you
didn’t kill him. Now, tell us just what you
did. You entered this room, you seized Doc-
tor Brandon forcibly by the throat—then
what happened?” asked Kirk in quiet tones.

A feverish silence filled the room as the
speaker paused. Butler raised his head
slowly and looked with bewildered eyes at
Sheldon Kirk. He was too surprised to
speak.

When Kirk began to talk again he was
still apparently addressing Butler, but it was
obvious there was someone else in the room
he meant to reach. His voice was low and
restrained, but the tremendous power be-

hind it held us as though we were hypno-
tized.

“No, my boy, Doctor Brandon was not
asleep when you came in here. In your
frenzied condition it never struck you as
strange that the man did not awake or
struggle. I know that he did not struggle,
because here, close against the couch, is this
flimsy pedestal with a light ash tray on top
—and its contents have not been disturbed.
If you have one of these contraptions about
the place, you know that the slightest touch
will send the whole affair scattering about
the room. Anyone asleep, upon being at-
tacked, would wake long enough for a short
struggle. No, Doctor Brandon was not
strangled to death.”

Kirk now paused, and, from the corner
where it stood at the head of the couch, he
rolled out on its wheels the nitrous-oxide
machine. “This,” he continued, in the same
quiet, forceful, penetrating manner, “is the
cause of Doctor Brandon's death.”

As he paused, there flashed across my
brain the one word—suicide! Frank had
taken his own life with nitrous-oxide !

Yet, why was Kirk making such a de-
liberate effort to dramatize it as murder?

There was surely some deep-laid purpose
behind this. It was not the man’'s nature
to play for effect. No, there was surely
someone in that room he was trying to wear
down. I listened breathlessly as he con-
tinued :

“The open window, which was contrary
to the Doctor’s habit, was to let out the odor
of the gas. And see this little smear of
blood on the victim's face from a cut prob-
ably made while shaving? I think we will
find a spot of blood on the nose inhaler of
this machine.” Turning up the inhaler, he
pointed to a dark splotch on the fold of soft
rubber. “Ah, yes, I thought so. Here it is.
I was quite sure it would be there.”

Then Kirk leaned over the body of Bran-
don and, indicating the scratch on the plas-
ter wall, continued: “The victim awoke for
a moment, and in a dying effort to leave a
clue to his slayer he attempted to put a mes-
sage here on the wall—'J-a-n-e.””

He spelled the word slowly, emphasizing
each letter. My heart was pounding, my
skin clammy ; I thought my legs would wilt
beneath me. Jane!

As if speaking now to everyone, yet driv-
ing his words into the very soul of some-
one in particular, Kirk continued with a
slow, measured cadence—the pitch steadily
rising, the intensity increasing till he
seemed to be crushing everyone in the
room.

“But—sixty seconds of nitrous-oxide with
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the air and oxygen excluded, will kill. And
so, before Doctor Brandon completed his
message, his arm dropped to his side and he
passed into unconsciousness.
he had written enough to identify
slayer!”

Then, with deadly force, the words pierc-
ing my brain, Sheldon Kirk hurled: “Offi-
cer, for the murder of Doctor Brandon I
ask you to arrest—Doctor Janett!” The
last word he threw like a white-hot iron at
the accused man, who screamed like a cor-
nered beast and sprang through our midst
for the door. But the policeman blocked

the way, and his powerful hands crushed '

the man to the floor.

N the car, on our way back to Kirk's

apartment, I listened in silent admiration
as the man explained.

“After seeing that the marks on Bran-
don’s throat had not been the cause of his
death, I was deeply perplexed as to what
was the cause. I am ashamed to admit, with
the nitrous-oxide machine standing at the
head of the couch, that the thought of it
being the means escaped me, for, as you
know, Bob, I am quite familiar with all
kinds of anesthetics. It was only as the
incident of the girl patient was related that
I grasped suddenly that nitrous-oxide had
been the means of killing Brandon. The
open window, death without appreciable
struggle, the uncompleted message, the
smear of blood on the victim's face, all
pointed convincingly towards it.

“When I was assured of the means by
which death was brought about, it was only
natural that I should suspect someone who
knew of nitrous-oxide and its potency. My
first thoughts were of Jane because of the
name on the wall and of her jealousy of the
Doctor, but, upon seeing the reluctance with
which Janett approached the subject of the
morning—he did not care to talk of any-
thing connected with the machine because
it was the means by which he had killed
Brandon—and suddenly appreciating that
the first four letters of his name spelled
‘Jane, my suspicions immediately jumped
to him.

“I recalled at once what you told me
about Doctor Brandon having taken away
a great share of his practice, and a glance
at his office convinced me his income must
be small. His losses at poker and the
checks he had been writing, coming to my
mind, I went to Doctor Brandon's bank and
found these checks had all been returned,
‘Not Sufficient Funds.” At Janett’s bank I
learned the man was in a ruinous financial
condition.

“Returning here, I talked with Dr. Pear-
son, who confirmed your statement that the
doctors on the floor no longer referred pa-
tients to Janett. You said also that gossip
had linked him with Norma Jordan, and,
upon setting eyes on that girl, I realized
emphatically she could easily drive a man
mad. And her expensive tastes—as reflected
by her clothes and jC\\Lll\—C()uld also
bring financial ruin to a man in Janett's al-
ready precarious condition.

“So, after talking with Dr. Pearson, I got
Miss Jordan alone and questioned her. With
considerably less effort and tact than I an-
ticipated, I got her to talk freely. Among
the things divulged was the fact that she
had spent the week-end in the country with
Doctor Brandon and had just got back the

But not before |
his |
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