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Big John’s super-hearing often got him into a mess of trouble. Usually it got him out, too.
But in the jewelry murder case, it almost didn’t. Then he had to depend on his fists.

doing,” said Police Chief Blake. “How friends. His cabin on the lake adjoined Blake’s, and

about coming along, John? Break up the the two men had fished and hunted together—

monotony.” It was early morning of a cool August Blake made it a rule to take his vacation during the
day, in Sandboro. period when the ban on deer was lifted.

Big John nodded and went in for his battered There was still a week’s vacation ahead for

CL I ’M GONNA run into town and see what’s gray felt hat. He and Blake had become pretty good
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Blake, but he’d decided to go into Sandboro for the
day. Parking his car in front of the police station,
Blake walked inside and found everything
satisfactory. He and Big John sauntered along Main
Street. The big, swarthy half-breed noticed one
thing immediately: Chief Blake was a prime
favorite with most people in town.

Near the corner of Elm Street and Main, a
shapely brunette was standing in front of the
window of a women’s-wear establishment.

Blake called good-naturedly, “Good morning,
Inez. Aren’t you supposed to be at the store?”

When she turned about, she seemed to smile and
scowl at the same time. Certainly her smile was
perfunctory, and her large black eyes held a hostile
light. She said, “Not until ten o’clock, Chief.” Her
glance swept John from head to foot before she
turned back to the window.

“Works in Lenz’s jewelry store—and she
doesn’t like me!” Blake grinned. “She keeps
company with a fellow named Vic Terris, who runs
a joint here in town they call the Pleasure Palace—
right around the corner from the jewelry store. |
told her she ought to stay away from him—which
didn’t make me popular with her a bit. There’s the
store right ahead of us—some display there, too!
Lenz is the rich man in this town!”

John grunted, as chary of speech as usual. They
paused in front of the store.

Suddenly the door was flung open, and a small,
dapper man called to them in an agitated voice.

“Chief Blake—oh Chief! Come in—hurry!”

“What’s wrong, Will?” Blake strode forward,
and peered over the little man’s shoulder into the
store.

“Murder!” said Will. His face was white and he
was shaking. “Sam Murtha, the watchman—in the
office in back!”

He stepped aside to let Blake pass him; Big
John followed. They found the lifeless body
sprawled grotesquely in front of the desk. Nearby
lay a plumed hat. The gaudy green and gray
uniform in which the man had been dressed was
stained red. There was a red mess all around. Two
small-caliber bullets had been fired into the body,
and one through the head.

Blake called, “Come here a minute, Will!”

The clerk’s voice came shakily to their ears.
“Chief—if you don’t mind—I’m afraid 1’d faint if |
came in there.”

“All right—I’ll come out!” Blake found the

clerk breathing heavily. He snapped, “Pull yourself
together, Will Simmons! Don’t be an old woman.
Was anything stolen?”

“Everything in the safe,” said Will. He wiped
his forehead with a very white handkerchief.
“Including about a hundred thousand dollars” worth
of uncut diamonds a salesman—~Phil Abrams—Ieft
in there last night. 1I’d better telephone Mr. Lenz—
he doesn’t know about this yet.”

“Who knew about those uncut diamonds being
in the safe?” Blake asked instantly.

“Mr. Lenz, and I—and Inez!”

“Where’s this Phil Abrams?”

“l believe he’s stopping at the Royal Hotel. He
and Mr. Lenz went to that roadhouse outside of
town—the Show Boat—together last night. Mr.
Abrams represents a New York firm, you know.”

“Safe wasn’t busted open, was it? Didn’t look as
if it was to me—only just had a glance at it.”

“No,” said Will, “that’s the funny thing about it.
Whoever opened it must have known the
combination.

“Another thing that’s queer: Sam Murtha acted
as doorman for the Pleasure Palace—he’s still got
his uniform on, as you saw—and as watchman for
this store—they’re so close together, he could do
that. He had the key to the store, but he never
before went inside that | remember. What did he go
inside for this time?”

“Did Murtha know the combination to the
safe?”

“No!”

“Telephone was off the hook,” said Big John in
Blake’s ear.

Blake nodded. “I noticed that.” He asked the
clerk, “Was the outside door open when you came
this morning?”

“No, it was locked as usual. I’ll go into the
drugstore and ‘phone Mr. Lenz and Mr. Abrams. |
can’t do it from—in there!” He shuddered.

“Well, John”—Blake grinned at him ruefully—
“it’s just your luck to fall in on a thing like this
when you come into town with me for a visit! Wait
here for me, mind? I’ve got to get the medical
examiner and the fingerprint expert up here.”

E WENT back into the small office in the

rear. While he was away, the girl Inez came
in. She nodded and smiled at John in a much
friendlier manner than she had shown toward
Blake.
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“You don’t live here in town, do you?” she
asked.

“No,” said John. “Oklahoma.”

“Oh—now | remember! You’re Big John, the—
the...”

“Half-breed,” John finished dryly.

“Half-breed or full-breed, you’re quite a man!”
Her half-closed eyes surveyed his big, powerful
body and strong face with its high cheekbones and
the straight black hair over it. “l heard about your
marvelous hearing—and how you helped Captain
Hubbard catch those four men who tried to steal the
electric company’s payroll in Laneboro last month.
I guess those big black eyes of yours don’t miss
much, do they?”

“Guess your black eyes don’t, either,” said John
gravely. “As for my hearing—I inherited it. Mother
was a Shoshone—she and her family had it—were
born with it, just as | was.”

Blake came striding back. He said to John,
“Someone started to call Lenz’s home at about two
in the morning—and left the receiver off the hook.
That dumb operator never tried to investigate what
happened. A receiver is left off the hook in a
jewelry store at two in the morning and it doesn’t
mean a damn thing to her! Talk about your
morons!” He said to the girl: “What do you know
about this, Inez?”

“About what?” There was immediate hostility in
her tone.

“Sam Murtha was killed—he’s lying back in the
office inside. Didn’t you know?”

The color drained from her face. “Killed? No!”
She looked at John. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Do you know the combination to the safe
inside?” interposed Blake.

“l—well, sometimes | have the early shift, and
then...”

“So you do know it. Does Vic Terris know it?
Did you ever tell it to him?”

“l knew you’d think that right away.” Her face
flamed and her black eyes shapped with anger.
“He’s never done a thing since he came to town
you could find any fault with—and you’re always
picking on him! | think it’s a shame!”

“He never did a thing except run the only clip
joint in town.”

“It isn’t a clip joint!”

“No? And did he ever tell you why he left the
Big Burg to honor us with his presence here, Inez?
You’re a town girl—I’ve known you ever since you

were born. | don’t like to see you make a bad
mistake, Inez.”

“l know, Chief, but”—her voice dropped to a
plaintive key—“I’m not marrying Vic yet, and
besides | know he means to—to go straight—no
matter what happened to him in the city.”

Blake said grimly, “I’ll believe that when he
closes down that joint around the corner! If he
doesn’t, |1 will—and damn soon, too! You can tell
him I said so.”

A well-dressed, light-haired man of medium
height entered the store. He said, “You Chief
Blake? | hear there’s been a robbery. My name is
Abrams. I had my sample case in the safe with a lot
of uncut diamonds in it. Will tells me it’s gone!”

Will burst in. “Well, | called Mr. Lenz. He’ll be
here in a minute.”

Blake was studying Abrams keenly. He said,
“You don’t seem much put out about losing all
those diamonds, Mr. Abrams.”

“Oh, | feel badly—but they were insured, you
know.”

“How did you come to leave them in Lenz’s
safe?”

“Well now”—Abrams spoke patiently—“I’ve
been doing that for years—every time | call on
Lenz. Last night we went out for an evening’s
recreation—the Show Boat—and that safe of his
seemed as good a place to leave my stuff as any
other. Nothing ever happened to it before.”

A heavy-set, dignified-looking man with a
tanned face and hawkish eyes opened the door and
walked in. Inez and Will Simmons chorused,
“Good morning, Mr. Lenz,” and he nodded to
them. He said to Blake, “Chief, this is too bad, too
bad! Too much of that sort of thing happening
lately.” Without waiting for a reply, he strode past
Blake toward the rear of the store where the office
was situated. Abrams followed him.

The chief took John’s arm and walked him
away from the two clerks. He asked John, “What’s
Abrams saying? Can you hear him?”

Lenz and Abrams were standing on the
threshold of the office, looking down at the body.
Not even the murmur of their voices came to
Blake’s ears.

But John said, “Abrams isn’t saying anything.
Lenz is doing the talking. He’s saying there’s been
a regular crime wave in town lately and that they
need a police chief who can protect them. He says
they’ll get one, too.” He paused and listened again.
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“He doesn’t seem to think well of you,” finished
John briefly.

Two newcomers appeared, the medical
examiner and the fingerprint man. When the door
opened, John could see that a crowd had gathered.
The examiner called, “Where’s the corpse, Chief?”

Blake and Big John preceded the men to the
office. In front of it, Lenz and Abrams still stood
conversing.

Lenz said gravely, “Whoever did it, Chief,
either had the combination to the safe, or was able
to open it without. That would indicate an expert,
wouldn’t it?”

“If he opened it without knowing the
combination—yes.  Someone, Sam  Murtha
probably—tried to call you on the ‘phone at about
two in the morning—never finished the call.
Must’ve been knocked off while he was making it.”

“M-m-m!” Lenz looked thoughtful. “Here’s
how 1’d figure that: Whoever it was, told Murtha |
sent him. Murtha went inside to call me up and
verify it. While he was telephoning, the assassin
shot him! What do you think?”

“Sounds logical,” said Blake. “Look, Mr.
Lenz—were you with Mr. Abrams last night?”

“If you’re suspecting Abrams”—Lenz’s voice
sounded impatient—"you’re barking up the wrong
tree. His firm would trust him with a million dollars
in jewels—and so would I. We were at the Show
Boat together last night—from about ten until five
this morning. And a great many people we knew—
particularly whom | knew—uwere there and saw us
both.”

“l see.” Blake called to the fingerprint expert:
“Find anything, Pete?”

Pete looked up and shook his head negatively.
“Looks as if every print on the safe was wiped off.
I ain’t finished yet, but that’s what it seems like.”

“Professional!” commented Lenz significantly.

The medical examiner came over. He said
briefly, “Bullet through the lungs, one through the
cardiac region, one through the brain. Dead about
six to eight hours, | should say.”

“Killed about the time of this attempted call to
my house,” said Lenz.

“Who else,” asked Blake,
combination to that safe, Mr. Lenz?”

“Only the people in the store—Will and Inez.”
He thought a moment. “Wait—two other clerks
who formerly worked for me knew it—Paul
Tierney and Clara Smith. Paul lives in Cincinnati

“knew the

now, and as for Clara—she’s married to our
congressman.”

“Yes, | know,” Blake said tiredly. “But if they
knew it, a lot of others might know it. Inez, for
instance, is a friend of Vic Terris—did that occur to
you?”

Lenz said reflectively, “He looks like a bad
actor!”

Two uniformed policemen came in, and Blake
left them in charge.

“| better have a talk with Vic Terris!” Blake said
to Big John. They walked toward the street.

“Want to go back to camp?” Blake asked Big
John. “This isn’t as enjoyable as fishing, is it?”

HEY had paused at a point about the middle of

the big store. John said, “I’ll stick around a
while. Inez is asking Will whether he thinks
Abrams did it. She thinks Abrams knows the
combination. Will says he does know it—it just
occurred to him.”

Blake stopped dead in his tracks.

“Inez just remembered,” continued Big John
placidly, “that my hearing is unusually good—
she’s whispering to Will about it. | can hear her,
though—her whisper is even plainer than her
ordinary tone.”

“But how could it have been Abrams—he was
with Lenz all night! Lenz says so!” Blake looked
exasperated and puzzled. “Damn it, everybody
seems to have known that combination! Well—
come on! I’m going over to the Pleasure Palace.”

There were eleven secret entrances and exits to
the Pleasure Palace, Blake told Big John, as they
stood before the main entrance, around the corner
from the jewelry store.

“This Vic Terris who owns the Palace used to
be a wrestler—a near-champ,” commented Blake.

A powerfully-built man with small, beady eyes,
and a cauliflower ear, opened the door. He wore a
red bathrobe. He said, “Hello, Chief. Want me?”

“I’m going to search your place,” Blake told
him, and shoved past, Terris giving way
reluctantly. Blake called over his shoulder, “Come
on, John!”

John followed inside. The sybaritic chambers
lay dark and silent, fetid with stale odors.

“New cop?” asked Terris.

“Friend of mine—Big John Cornell.”

“Oh—the guy with the hearing!” Terris grinned
crookedly. “Kin you hear what I’m thinkin’, pal?”
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“Sure,” said Big John, “and if I was Chief Blake
I’d hit you with a nightstick for insulting me.”

Terris roared with laughter.

“It isn’t so funny.” Blake gave him a sour look.
“Sam Murtha was murdered.”

There was no real surprise on the wrestler’s
face, to Big John’s keen eyes—only a very poor
simulation.

“Killed, hey?” Terris shook his head. “Say,
that’s too bad! When?”

“You know damned well when,” gritted Blake.
“l wouldn’t be surprised if | find the stuff that was
stolen right in this joint of yours.”

A complete change came over Terris’s face. His
small eyes glittered redly. He demanded, “Where’s
your warrant to search this place? Got a warrant?”

Blake touched a button and illuminated the
room. “l don’t need a warrant. Sit down and keep
out of my way.”

“Just like that!” The wrestler’s voice was bitter.
“You got a lot of brass. And you even bring friends
along that ain’t cops!”

“1’d better clear out,” suggested John.

“No, you stay right here.” Blake studied the
wrestler ominously. “You put on a bum act, Vic,
pretending you didn’t know Sam was murdered.
You weren’t kidding me any.”

“Hey, wait a minute, wait a minute! You tryin’
to pin this on me?”

“You know the combination to the safe, | know
you do!” Blake crowded the man against the wall.
“Inez gave it to you. You made Sam go into the
store with you—you told him Lenz gave you
permission to get something—and you killed him
while he was at that telephone. | think I’ll take you
down to the station!”

OR a minute the wrestler stood as though

stunned. Then he growled, “What’re you
tryin’ to do, frame me? Hell, there’s a coupla
dozen people saw me right here all night—I didn’t
stir outta the place. Sure, | knew Sam was bumped
off . . . somebody ‘phoned me a little while ago—
and they said my name was mentioned. | didn’t let
on | knew, because you’ve got it in for me!”

“It was Inez ‘phoned you! Shut up and stay out
of my way,” snapped Blake.

“Okay,” said Terris. “You won’t find nothin’ in
here unless you plant it yourself.”

The search proved fruitless. No jewelry—and
no guns. From the dresser in Terris’s room, Blake

lifted a picture of two girls. One was Inez.

“Who’s the other dame?” asked Blake.

“That’s Juanita,” grunted Terris reluctantly.
“She works at the kid summer camp on the lake—
housekeeper. She’s Spanish, too—Inez’s folks are
Spanish. That’s how they come to be friends.”

“What,” asked Blake abruptly, “made Sam
Murtha leave his post in front of your place and go
into the jewelry store? Got any idea?”

“You kin search me—I don’t know. He was
supposed to visit the store every half-hour—try the
door, see. He had the key, | know that. Why he
went in there is more’n | can tell.”

N THE police chief’s private office, Blake

asked, “Well, John, who do you think did it?”

John merely shrugged.

“Could be Terris, Abrams—Lenz himself
either of those two clerks—I’d say Inez sooner’n
Will—Will ain’t got any guts at all. Could be
someone who got the combination from one of
those who knew it. One thing I’'m sure of—Lenz is
pretty sore about this—he’d like to get rid of me.
Thinks I’m a bum as a police chief.” Blake grinned
ruefully. “He’s got a lot of influence in this town!”

Portentously, the telephone rang. “Yes, this is
Chief Blake . . . oh hello, Mr. Mayor, how are you?
| just happened to come in from camp—I’m not
due back for another week . . . | thought it was that

.. well, I don’t see where I’ve been lax . . . of
course I’ll do my best. | suppose it was Lenz
complained.” And then his face darkened. He said
crisply, “That’s up to you, Mr. Mayor. I’ve been
chief of police in this town for ten years, and this is
the first time any threat like that was made. | don’t
know whether you have the right to remove me—I
believe that’s up to the city council. Bye!”

“Hear that?” he snapped, his blue eyes flaming.

John nodded sympathetically.

“Threatened to remove me for incompetency,”
muttered Blake. “That’s some of Lenz’s work!
John, I’ve got to solve this case. It means a lot to
me. I’m going to put every man | can spare on it.”

John said reflectively, “I remember we had a lot
of stealing at college one season . . .”

“Oh, college!” Blake grinned. “Thought you
were just one of these untutored red men who roam
the forest primeval. . ..”

“Played center on the football team and majored
in English,” said Big John placidly. “It didn’t
change me in any important way—just surface
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polish. 1 was saying, we had a lot of stealing at
college one season . . . got so annoying we
organized a Students’ Vigilance Committee
secretly. When we caught him, the thief was the
president of the committee!”

“Are you pointing the finger of suspicion at me,
or Lenz, or the mayor?” Blake asked dryly.

John grinned and shrugged in his characteristic
fashion, but said nothing.

“Well,” said Blake, “I think 1’ll go down to the
Show Boat and check up on Lenz and Abrams. |
suppose you’re going back to camp?”

“Guess so!”

“Maybe I’ll see you there tonight,” Blake said,
“but it looks as though my vacation is over—unless
| get a permanent one through my pal, the mayor.”

There was a knock on the door, and a detective
entered. He said, “Got something to tell you about
this Murtha case, Chief,” and glanced questioningly
at John.

“Come in and spill it,” ordered Blake. “It’s
okay!”

“Well,” began the detective, “Bill Bowen, over
at the hardware store, says he saw a short, dark guy
stop in front of the jewelry store ‘round one or two
o’clock in the morning.”

“Did he say Sam Murtha was with him?”

“No, nobody was with him. Bill was on his way
to see a nurse who’s on night duty at St. Mary’s
Hospital. He says there was nobody else on the
block at that hour—that’s how he came to notice
this guy. Short, dark guy! Bill’s got an idea he
knows him, but he can’t place him. Bill’s a little
dumb, Chief.”

“It’s something to work on, anyhow,” Blake
told John, after the detective had gone out. “You
know Bill Bowen, don’t you?”

“Little fellow who has a bungalow on the lake
near the summer camp—about a quarter of a mile
from ours?”

“That’s him! Come on—unless you’re tired of
all this and wanna get back to camp. Got to have a
talk with Bill—maybe he’ll remember!”

When they entered the hardware store, Bill
Bowen was busy with a customer, and they had to
wait a little while. He was a thin, rather vacuous
young fellow whose most valued asset appeared to
be a light mustache which he constantly caressed.

“Who is this short, dark guy—where can | see
him?” asked the Chief.

“For the life of me, Chief, | can’t remember!

Honest | can’t. | got a pretty good look at his face
under the light—darn it, he did seem familiar! But
no matter how | try, I can’t seem to place him.” He
smiled apologetically. “It may come to me yet.
Maybe 1I’m just imagining. Say, is there any reward
out for the guy who bumped off Sam Murtha,
Chief?”

“Bound to be—it’ll probably be announced in a
day or two by the insurance company. Short, dark
guy?” He glanced at John and laughed. “As dark as
my friend here?”

“Yeah—Dbut about half his size!”

“Sure it wasn’t you, John?” asked Blake
gravely.

ITH the Berkshire skies constantly overcast,

and frequent drizzles, the camp colony was
pretty well deserted those fall days. Blake had
stayed in town the last three nights, since the
murder of Sam Murtha, and John was more or less
alone. John called him on the telephone in Blake’s
cabin.

“Anything new, Chief?”

“No—unless it’s new that the devil takes care of
his own,” growled Blake. “A dozen nuts with a
dozen phony clues—we get that all the time. Oh
yes, there is one thing new: The heel in the mayor’s
office has given me until Monday to solve the case
and make an arrest—or hand in my resignation!
Can you tie that?”

John strolled over to Bill Bowen’s bungalow,
driven by a vague desire to do what he could to
help his friend. Perhaps during the course of a
conversation, Bill might remember who the “short,
dark guy” was.

The early fall night had settled down, made
more gloomy by the clouds which had not
permitted a glimpse of blue sky for days. A fine
rain was falling, but it seemed to presage a heavier
downpour. When he reached Bowen’s bungalow,
he saw a light on in the living room. He walked up
on the porch and knocked, and almost immediately
Bill opened the door. He did not at once recognize
John.

“Chief Blake’s friend—I was with him the other
day.”

“Oh yes—now | remember! Come on in.”

It was a good-sized room, and it had a fireplace
in which dry wood was crackling cheerfully. They
sat and talked for some time.

“| feel like a dope,” Bowen admitted. “I’ve seen
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that guy before, 1 know damn well | have! If |
could only remember . ..”

“Quite important that you should,” John pointed
out soberly. “The fact that he was near the store
just about the time the murder took place makes
him a likely suspect—whoever he is.”

Bowen sighed despairingly. “Yes—whoever he
is. Say, | hear you’ve got phenomenal hearing,
John!”

“Nothing really phenomenal about it!” John
rose and stretched. “It’s just an inheritance in my
case—but it can be cultivated in almost anybody
with normal hearing. We cultivate it in dogs—
sense of hearing, sense of smell. You can stimulate
it with drugs, or hypnotism—in certain types of
sickness, like what they call hyperaesthesis, the
people afflicted have unusual hearing. Well—time
to turn in, I guess.”

Bowen accompanied him to the door and went
out with him on the porch. The rain had stopped,
but the air was still heavy with moisture.

A car shot past, and Bowen said interestedly,
“Hey, that’s Lenz’s boat! What’s he doing going to
the kids’ camp?”

“You mean the children’s summer camp down
there? How do you know that’s where he’s going?”

“That’s the dead end of the road!” Bowen
grinned. “Nobody at the camp now but the
caretaker, Carl—and that good-lookin’
housekeeper, Juanita. Maybe he’s got a date with
her, the old sonuvagun!”

“Well,” said John, “he’s welcome. Me—I’m
sleepy!”

But after Bowen had gone inside, he turned
about and started rapidly in the direction of the
camp. It was only a quarter of a mile from Bowen’s
place.

When he went in under the rustic arch at the
entrance to the camp, the lawns and buildings lay
dark and still. Even the caretaker’s cottage on the
shore of the lake below showed no light. Keeping
on the grass and off the road, John came to the
gravel path that led to the administration house, a
white and green building that stood on a small rise.
That building, too, was dark, silent.

But he saw Lenz’s car under the trees that lined
the path ten or fifteen feet to the left of the house.

N THE darkness, he picked his way across the
front lawn, then circled the building, passing the
car, which was empty.

When he came to the rear of the building, he
saw a light and heard voices. They came from the
corner room on the ground floor, but the ground
sloped downward and the window was more than
seven feet high.

With a light, noiseless spring, John managed to
get his hands on the windowsill, and peered in.
There was a curtain, but he got a glimpse of a man
and a woman. The man’s back was turned. He sat
on a chair. The woman lay on a cot.

Lenz and his sweetheart, thought John
disgustedly, and was about to turn away, when the
man’s voice reached him—he heard the words
clearly.

“For the love of Pete, Juanita, don’t you trust
anybody? Would | take a chance at trying to
double-cross you or Vic? Am | crazy?”

The girl replied, quite coolly: “You give me my
ten grand and I’ll hand over the stuff—not before!
I’m looking out for number one—not trusting
anybody! I’ve been around, pal!”

There was a silence then. Once more Lenz
spoke, this time in a far more menacing tone.

“If I put a slug into you, you slut, I’d get a
medal for it! Does that occur to you? They’d find
those diamonds in your possession, and they’d
know who killed my watchman!”

“Oh, they’d find the diamonds, would they?
Where would they find them? What kind of a sap
do you take me for? I’ve met your kind before, and
| don’t take no chances. You put the dough on the
line—otherwise no diamonds. And get this through
your nut: Nobody’s going to find them! Not where
| put them!”

“Didn’t we agree you and Vic were to get fifty-
fifty with me after | sold them?” In his anger, Lenz
raised his voice so that even a person with normal
hearing might have heard him.

“Ten grand on the line,” replied the cool,
implacable female voice.

Instantly afterward a muffled scream sounded,
quickly smothered. John pulled himself high
enough to look into the room again. The girl lay on
the bed, and Lenz was kneeling on her, holding her
down by the throat, while he beat her about the face
and head with the butt of a pistol.

There was murder in his face.

John dropped to the ground. He did not wish to
disclose his presence, and he was unarmed,
whereas Lenz had a gun.

Suddenly Lenz spoke again, his voice hoarse
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with rage. “Ready to talk? Because if you don’t, by
God I’ll finish you right now!”

She gasped, “I’ll talk—I"1l talk!”

“Then—where is it?”

“Checked—in the—railroad station.”

“You dope! Don’t you know that’s just where
they’ll be looking for it pretty soon? Where’s the
check?”

“In—in the dresser—upper drawer—right-hand
side!”

In the darkness John grinned exultantly. He shot
across the path toward the car—then decided
against trying to use it. If they found it missing,
they would be on guard. There was a better way—
the telephone in Bill Bowen’s bungalow!

He heard the swift rush of feet behind him, from
under the shadow of the trees, and whirled about.
Vic Terris!

HE wrestler dived at John and slammed him
against a tree with a force that knocked the
breath out of him.

Terris shouted, “Hey, Lenz, a snooper,” and his
hands groped for a hold as John dodged backward
across the path, fending him off and trying to get
his wind back.

The window opened, and there was Lenz, gun in
one hand, the girl held close to his side with the
other.

“What’s the matter?” he demanded.

“Snooper!” yelled Vic. “Peekin’ in at the
winder!” He threw a glance at Lenz and shouted,
“Don’t shoot—you’ll hit me!”

John let him have it. He smashed him between
chin and collarbone, and Vic dropped like a smitten
bull.

Lenz’s gun barked as John shot under the
shadowy trees. It missed, and John thought he was
safe. But the next bullet struck him above the left
ankle, and he sprawled forward at full length.

He tried to rise again—and almost lost
consciousness from the pain. He lay there a
moment, hearing Lenz’s repeated calls to Vic, then
the sound of feet. From where he lay, he could not
see Lenz and the girl when they reached Vic’s side,
but he could hear them quite plainly.

“Who was it?” asked Lenz. He repeated, “Who
was it, Vic?”

Vic’s voice answered feebly, “I dunno. | seen
him hangin’ around your winder, and | waited to
see what he was gonna do. Then he ran for your

car, and | thought he was gonna get into it. Then he
ducks right to where | was watchin’—like you told
me—and | tried to jJump him. He—he hit me wid a
clubor I’d ‘a’ had him.”

“l thought | hit him,” said Lenz. “Got a
flashlight, Juanita?”

“Inside—in my room!” Her tone was sullen.

Vic remonstrated, “Aw, he’s a mile away by
now—no use lookin’ for him. Whoever he was, he
didn’t hear nothin’—the winder was closed all the
time. Let’s git out of here—you don’t wanna be
seen out here wid me, do you?”

They got into the car and drove away.

Blood was pouring out of the wound in John’s
leg. The bone above the ankle must be fractured—
it wouldn’t bear his weight. He took off his shoe
and stocking, and made a rough tourniquet above
the wound.

The car whizzed out of sight, and he started
hopping down the path on one foot. He couldn’t
even put the other to the ground. He shouted
repeatedly, but he found every time he did, he
seemed to become weaker. Nobody answered.

It was a quarter of a mile to Bill Bowen’s
bungalow. Part of the way he hopped, part of the
way he crawled. It began to rain again, and he was
saturated to the skin. He never knew how many
times he had to stop until the dizziness passed off.

This was in his mind all the time: Lenz and the
girl might get to the station and take out the
suitcase, or whatever it was in which she had put
the jewels, before he could get word to Blake.

When he did finally reach Bowen’s cottage, he
had to pound and yell before Bowen came to the
door.

Bowen stared at him. John was standing on one
leg, wet to the skin, his face a greenish tint.

“What’s the matter, John? Are you hurt? What
happened?”

“Get me to your telephone—quick!” gritted
John.

He rested a hand on Bowen’s shoulder and
hopped inside wearily.

Luck did not seem to be with him. Blake was
not at headquarters, and he was not at home. The
maid told John he was at the moving-picture show.

When John finally got the manager of the
theater, the fellow had to indulge a sense of humor.
He said, “Aw, why don’t you let the Chief have an
evening off! If you want someone arrested, I'll
come over and oblige you.”
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John said tiredly, “It’s a matter of life and death,
Mister—and 1I’'m not fooling.”

And so at last Blake’s voice sounded over the
telephone.

John said, “Listen—no time to lose. | know who
the murderer is.”

“Who is this?”

“John. Listen—"

Blake’s voice came excitedly. “Who is he?”

“It’s a she, Chief—Juanita—the girl at the
summer camp. She and Lenz are on their way to
the railroad station—with Vic Terris. She checked
the diamonds there. Maybe they got there already,
but—"

“That’s her,” yelled Bowen excitedly. “She was
the short, dark guy! Now | remember! She was
dressed like a man. Shirt and slacks! Here, lemme
talk to the Chief!” He grabbed the ‘phone from
John’s hand, but dropped it to catch John as he
slumped sideways.

LAKE sat beside John’s bed at the hospital in
Sandboro. He said, “We got them coming
out—they’d already been there and taken out
Juanita’s suitcase. Abrams’ case was inside it, with
the diamonds. Lenz’s alibi is that he was there to
stop her—got suspicious of her somehow, and went
there to nab her. All alone—didn’t trust the police!
But Vic and Juanita have both made statements
implicating him—and with your testimony, he
hasn’t got a chance.”
“How’d she get the jewels in the first place?”
asked John. In white pajamas, shaved, with his
black hair and black eyes, he was a striking figure.

His pallor lent additional distinction.

Blake explained, “Foxy Lenz told Murtha she
was a friend of his . . . that she was getting up a tax
report for him . . . might come down some night to
finish it. So when she did come down, Murtha
wasn’t surprised. Only it seemed late for her to
work on the books—so he went in with her, and
started to telephone Lenz, just to make sure. Bowen
saw her before she met Murtha. Well—while he
was telephoning, she let him have it. | don’t know
whether Lenz figured on her killing Sam Murtha or
not—probably not. He might have thought Sam
would go away and leave her in there to work on
the books. Lenz had given her the combination to
the safe—Vic was waiting for her in Lenz’s car
across the street—got away from the Pleasure
Palace for an hour, and came back without anybody
even knowing he’d been gone.”

“She wore a man’s clothes—Bowen saw her in
them. Didn’t that make Murtha suspicious?”

“Maybe—maybe not. She wore slacks and a
brown shirt. They all dress that way at the camp—
girls and counselors. Anyhow, | suppose Sam was
telephoning Lenz just because he was suspicious.”

The nurse entered. “We’re having distinguished
company, John. The mayor is here to see you. |
think he’s got some word about the reward. Mayor
Saunders!”

Blake rose. “Mayor Rat!” he muttered. “Lenz
nearly got him to fire me! You saved my job for
me, John.”

A suave, smiling man entered with outstretched
hand.



