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CHAPTER |

SNAPPED from his deep concentration over an involved table of precedency, Lamont Cranston for the
first timein over an hour looked out of the window of the plane. Darkness split by an occasiond flicker
of stabbing light from the airport were the only signsthat thiswas not atrip through the Stratosphere.

Those travellerswho are dways prepared to leave hours in advance were leaning forward eagerly as
they had been from the time the stewardess called out, "Croydon, on time"; the others, the habitua
leave-it-to-the-last- minuters, like Cranston, didn't even give it athought till the wheels spun on dry
ground.

Crangton threw the copy of Burke's Peerage held been reading into his suitcase and snapped it shut. His
only baggage, besidesthat, was his brief case.

A polyglot murmur of tongues around him said, in as many languages as there were passengers, the same
trite things that are ways said after asafe and quiet trip - beit on bicycle, train or plane.

That attitude was shared by most of the people whom Cranston could see without being rude. The girls,
the few in sight, were proof of the superdtition that the wet climate was good for the complexion. But he
could not help wondering if it was the fault of that same climate that the women wereoneand dl so
dowdy-looking.

Perhaps, he thought, it'sthe fault of their dressmakers. It just didn't seem possible with the pictures of the
New Y ork women so fresh in hismind, that asex could be so dissmilar.

Asfor the men, the myth of the English tailorswasjust that, asfar as he could see. If thiswas the famous
drapethat dl tailorswould give their armsfor, he just didn't carefor it. The men's jackets were bulky and
to his American eye, ungghtly.
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The underground went on itsway with alot more speed than he had given it credit for. It rattled along at
the rate aregular train would.

Asusud inany ar flight, there was adissmilar anount of time wasted in getting from the planeto thered
point of the trip. Perhaps, Cranston thought, the helicopter would be the answer to that asyet unsolved
problem.

By an obvious mnemonic, that got him to worrying about the problem that faced him. An unsavory oneit
was too... However, the underground was pulling into... He squinted out the window to see the name of
the station.

From the airport at Croydon to the underground was of short duration and Cranston, eyes wide,
absorbing al there was to see, went towards what would be the beginning and not the end of hismission.
As he seated himsdf in the underground train, he smiled a the sght of a pompous looking electric
locomotive which was determinedly pulling astring of what in New Y ork would have been cdled subway
cars. Theadsin thetrain that held Cranston were colorful, amost as gaudy as the onesin thetown
Cranston had flown from, but the products advertised were strange to him.

Ministry of Food posters clamored for attention next to ads for braces. The people, alittle shabby, but
completely unconscious of it, in asociety where clothes were dependent, still, thislong after the war, on
coupons, were Stting each in hisown aura of insulated privacy.

Knowing as much as Crangton did of the English, it was till hard for him to remember what staunch,
kind, and exceedingly brave hearts were hidden behind those imposing, frozen facades.

Onefacein particular intrigued him. The man's face was built on thelines of anisoscelestriangle. The
point of the long lines of the triangle was the most awe inspiring nose that Cranston had ever seen outside
of the stage versons of Cyrano's noble proboscis. Therest of the face, as though frightened by the size of
the impossibly huge nose, wavered and vanished away from the pesk of the nose. His chin waswegk, a
vague thing that vanished into a high, dmaost varnished white collar. The man looked with hiswetery blue
eyes, padt thetip of hisnose. His eyeswere focused on nothingness with an intendity of effort that was
worthy of abetter cause. Cranston could almost see the man praying that no one, no upstart, would have
the effrontery to speak to him and break in on his sacred quiet.

Engraved on Cranston's memory were the directions he had been given. So, asthough a Londoner of
long standing, he had no trouble in remembering that he wasto get off the Underground at Marble Arch.

Hefollowed the man with the nose which would have shamed Durante out of the cellar they werein and
up along flight of sairs. Out in the open the man walked away with abrisk, amost penguin-like waddle
and, while Cranston looked about for his bearings, vanished into the fog.

Thefog, Cranston felt, was overdoing it a bit. It was so apposite asto be corny. Here hewasfreshin
from Americaon amission of artling importance, and now, just like the hero of any thud and blunder,
here he was near Hyde Park corner in the middle of a pea soup night.

Not that the fog was any worse than lots that Cranston had experienced in America, for, down past Los
Angeles, towards L aguna Beach are manufactured the granddaddies of al fogs. But, and Cranston
looked around for a bobby, the fog could have held up till he got to Eton Chambers.

Besde him asound that was right out of the early nineteen hundredsin the States, rasped in hisears. It
wasahorn. A Klaxon. Cranston was sure they hadn't been made for twenty years. A glance at the
decrepit cab that sported the horn was proof that he was right.



"Can you take me to Eton Chambers?' Cranston called.

The London counterpart of Cranston'sfriend the taxi driver, Shrevvie, looked out at Cranston and
snapped, "Y up.”

Cranston stepped forward to get into the cab but was restrained by a gesture from the cabbie. "I could
take yethere, but | won't."

"What?' Cranston wasredly startled.
"I'm no crook."

Wondering what there was in the nature of driving a cab that made adriver so argumentative, Cranston
resigned his soul in patience and asked, "What's your being an honest man got to do with it?'

The cabbie leaned a bulky forearm out the window of his ancient vehicle and pointed across the stret.
"Y onder'sthe Underground. ThisisMarble Arch, right?"

Cranston nodded.

"See..." The pointing arm, ending in along forefinger, pointed at amodern looking gpartment house that
was directly acrossthe street. "'If | wasacrook | could 'ave driven yer al around Robin Hood's barn and
then dumped ye there, couldn't 17"

"l getit." Cranston smiled. How oftenin New Y ork had an out-of-towner, fresh from Pennsylvania
Station asked for the PennsylvaniaHotel that was across the street and been driven to it by way of the
Bronx. Evidently thiswas what he had been saved from. He thanked the cabbie who grinned after him as
he made hisway toward the Eton Chambers.

Thefog prevented Cranston from seeing what surrounded the lovely housetill he was dmost on top of it.
Herein the heart of London, more than two years after the cessation of the European war, wasagrim
reminder to al beholders of what had been. For the house, which could only have been designed by
Courboiser, was an idand in the middle of bomb craters. What freak of fate had protected this one
house when all around it perished was more than mortal can know. Cranston, his spirits damped, walked
by the commissionaireinto the building.

"Ruddy fog, what?" that functionary asked.

Nodding, Cranston went into the lobby and realized that it was as though he had been transported on a
magic carpet by ageni. For decor, everything, was exactly like any expendve smart gpartment hotd right
in the center of the New Y ork which Cranston had quitted so little time before.

Stll following hisdirections, Cranston asked the little eevator operator with a discharge button on his
uniform jacket, to take him to the thirteenth floor.

Out of the elevator and down alush carpeted hallway he walked. He pressed a button that had onit a
negtly lettered sign, Louis Y orke.

In that split second before the door opened, with that lightning speed that thoughts have, Cranston
reviewed whét little he knew of the case that had brought him flying here post haste.

In New Y ork, rumorsthat gained in the re-telling as asnowbal plummeting down the Sde of a
snow-covered mountain, had brought whispersto Cranston's man Friday, Burbank, that something huge
and unsavory was stewing in London. That amember of the House of Lords was implicated in one of



those huge gem robberies that have followed the didocations of war. Worse than that, the rumor said,
this same august member of the ruling body of fair Britanniawas st for the gallows, for there had been
murder most foul!

Burbank, sensitive to the ebb and flow of rumor red and fictitious, had known from the ragbag of odds
and endsthat was his brain that thiswould make for an internationa stink of no mean dimensions, for not
in two centuries had a member of the nobility been in jeopardy. The case would make front pages dll

over theworld, for it was part of the prerogative of the gentry that they only can betried by ajury of their

peers.

And then the door opened wide and agood looking man in his early forties stood behind the door.
"Comein, comein," he smiled. In the room proper, sitting with al hismuscles dack, his head forward at
adespondent angle was another man.

Cranston said to the man at the door. "Mr. Y orke?'
"Right. And you can only be Lamont Crangton.”

Entering the room, Cranston redlized that the man who dumped in the chair was not even aware of his
presence. Yorke said, "Buck up, Jackie, | want you to meet your potentia savior."

There was a pause, along pause, and findly the young man looked up. He was startling. He was so good
looking that he missed the adjective pretty only by ajaw that was atrifle too broad and firm.

Hesaid, "How do you do." Hisface didn't break initslines of set misery.

Yorke said, "Crangton, thisistheright honorable, the Earl of Bostick, possessed of so many given names
and odds and ends of titles that they are of interest only to asnob or agenedogist. Call him Jackie and
let'scarry on."

Bustling around the room, Y orke made Cranston comfortable and once hewas set in alow chair with a
scotch and sodain one hand and his back to alovely fireplace, said, "Now let's buck up and see how
Mr. Crangton can help.”

"Oh, Louis, what'sthe use of carrying this pretense any further? Y ou know | argued against bothering to
get thisman dl the way from the States when it's so completely a dead-and-gone thing. Y ou know as
well as| do that they're going through all the old forms down at the Y ard just to be sure they don't make
any error in arresting the sacred person of abelted Earl! If | were some ordinary bloke I'd have beenin

the pokey days ago.

"It'sjust that they don't want to dip up on any of the interminable forms and ancient and musty laws that
they have ddayed!"

"Defeatism is hardly the order of the day, old dear. Now pull yoursdlf together and regale us once more
withthe horrid and...”

The dispirited young nobleman interjected before his friend could go on, "Horrid and completely
incredible story that | have been telling, why don't you say it? Everyoneisthinking it! You see" heturned
to Crangton, "none of my friendswill believe me, but neither will they do me the credit of having at least
enough brainsto have cooked up alucid lieif | were goingto lie! That'swhat defests me. No one can
believe my story. | dont'... not redlly... not degp down insde of me. It couldn't have happened. And yet...
itdid. And becauseit did, | am going to betried by ajury of my peers and then taken out and hanged by
the neck until dead!" The boy'sface waslivid as he glared at Crangton, daring him to believe hisstory.



Crangton said, "Takeit easy, son, I'm like the White Queen in Alice in Wonderland. Every morning
before| get out of bed, | try believing something just alittle moreimpossible than | believed the day
before. Relax and say your say. Let me be the arbiter of what istrue and what isnot.”

Asthe young man opened his mouth, cleared histhroat and quite obvioudy tried to get histhoughtsin
order so that he could tell hisstory lucidly, out in the rain and fog across the street from the expensive
gpartment, aman stood and stared off into space with an expression of dmost unbelievable effort. He
was quite obvioudy staring at nothing at adl and just as obvioudy was hoping no one would come up to
him and break in on the sanctity of histhoughts. His nose, which was so long it projected out past the
brim of his hat, had asingle rain drop running down its length. His eyes crossed as he looked down at it
asit roller-coasted from the bridge of hisnose all theway downtoitstip.

He sighed. He shook his head atrifle, but the drop lingered. There was nothing elseto do, so relaxing his
grip on the gunin his pocket, he took hishand out and flicked the drop away. Then he again stared off
into space seemingly lost in histhoughts.

They weren't very complicated thoughts, for he wasn't avery complicated man. All he wasthinking was,
"If that blighter doesn't come down soon so | can shoot him, I'm going to catch my deeth of cold.”

He had amentd image of the "blighter.” It was an easily recognizable face.

Strong, sharp, with wide set eyes, it was the face of the man known as Lamont Cranston.
CHAPTER I

WARM, feding asthough caught in some eddy of quiet, Cranston relaxed and gave hiswhole attention
to theyoung Earl's story. It caught him up and carried him along with it, for the Earl was agood story
teller, and somehow in the telling, because of the very bizarreness of what he had to tell, he recovered
some of hisequanimity.

"Louisknowsthis" he said, "and will just have to bear with me again. You see" helooked at Cranston
for understanding, "1 was young enough so asto be alittle disgusted with my eldersin that period that
followed the first world war. | remember the way they whined and carried on about how they werethe
lost generation.

"I want you to understand that | don't want to be included in anew generation of whiners... but..."

Y orke brokein, "Jackie had it pretty rough in thiswar. Hewas at El Alamein and had dmogt al of his
company killed... He broods about it on occasion.”

"Brood? Not that... but after that scruffy show in the desert, | got abellyful of the European war." He
paused.

"l see" Cranston said, and he did.

"I'm not asking for understanding and | don't want you to think I'm psycho on the subject, but every once
inawhileit getsabit too much for me; it gagsme. | have to wipe the taste out and | know of only one
way to do that."

"What Jacki€strying to say isthat hetied one on the night that dl this happened. He was stinko.”

"Precisdy... 30 you will haveto bear in mind that the whole affair had that soft, woolly fedling that you get
sometimes when you've had one over the nine. | had meandered around L.ondon going from pub to pub
asthey closed. | finally wound up at abottle club that | save asalast resort when everything dseis



closed up..."
Cranston knew that a bottle club was the English equivaent of a speakeasy and nodded.

"It was mucky out... about theway it istonight. | wasfairly contented, or as contented as| can get when
| havethat particular beein my bonnet.”

And then it was as though Cranston was at the young man's side. The room faded away and the scene
was that of aLondon street. Not far awvay was the Embankment, that veiled road that paralesthe
course of the muddy Thames.

It was dmost hypnotic. In the grey wool fog he could see scenes being re-enacted which held have been
happier forgetting. Men, wounded, dying in agony, without ever having known what they werefighting
for...

With asense of redl rdief helooked down the street and saw adog gambolling dong. He thought he
knew the anima and whistled for it.

It paid no attention to him. He pushed away from the parapet and walked down the street, whistling to
the dog. He called, "Come herel" The dog looked back over its shoulder, waggled itstail and continued
onitsway. It waslike agame of blind man's buff. The man losing sight of the anima occasonaly and
then catching avagrant peep through the eddying fog.

The heavy feding was gill with Jackie; the dog had not been able to wipe out what he had been seeing in
hismind's eye. It was then, with afeding of red reief, that he saw that the dog had brought him within
ear shot of two men who wereralling along arm-in-arm singing at the top of their voices.

They were singing Sweet Alice Ben Bolt, asthe dog, with aflirt of histail ran off into the fog and was
completdy logt to sight. The singing was more loud than musica. They staggered up to Jackie and
beamed at him. One said, "Hi, we need atenor.”

Smiling, the youthful Earl cleared histhroat and began to sing dong with them. They joined arms on each
sde of him and carried him aong with them.

He hadn't noticed it in hiswalk through the fog from the bottle club, but he was near Marble Arch which
was near hishome. At abreak in the raucous singing, he asked the men if they wanted to come up to his
digsfor adrink.

The one on hisright snorted drunkenly, "Wouldn't think of it, old bean. Were right near my humble
domicile. Joinus."

They wouldn't hear of any refusal, so, till Snging they meandered up a street that Jackie redized vaguely
pardleed hisown.

There was no one around, he saw asthey staggered into the lobby of the big apartment house. Ahead
was the elevator. Jackie looked up at the indicator blearily and saw that the building was high for a
London house. It was... he squinted his eyes and tried to focusthem on the didl... twelve, thirteen,
fourteen, fifteen Sorieshigh.

Therewas no eevator boy. It was saf run. They banged into the smdll car, al jollity and good feding.
They were on the eighth verse of Vend Verafrom Gheziraby now.

Then it happened; and Jackie, even while it was going on, could not help but fed that it was preposterous
asthe man on hisright, ared-faced beefy looking individud, leaned over and grinned as he reached up



and grabbed the front of Jackie's hat. He yanked on the brim and it came down, cutting into his eyes.
Blinded as hewas, till thinking it was some kind of hold-up and hoping to have some clue to what was
going on, helooked down hisnose at hisfeet. In front of them wasthe lacy grillework of the elevator
cage. Through the grille he could see the floor numbers race by. They were on the tenth floor and il

going up.

Heraised hishandsto try and pull hishat up, but the men, suddenly completely sober, prevented that by
holding onto hisarmslike grim desth.

He relaxed. He was outnumbered. No use trying to fight againgt theimpossible. Still peeking down his
nose, he saw that they had passed the twelfth floor and... there, he could see the number plainly, they
were stopping & the thirteenth floor.

Still holding his arms so that there was nothing he could do, they waked him down the hall.

They cameto ahalt and one of them reached up and pushed his hat back. He blinked his eyesto get
them working again. He was standing in front of adoor. The numberson it danced but findly resolved
into 1313.

The men were smiling gaily again and as the red-faced one pushed the door open he began to hum to
himsdf. Flanked on each side by the men, he was forced into the room.

Herethe young Earl paused in his story so long that the spell was broken for the nonce. Cranston waited
and then cued, "Y es?'

"Sofar, there's nothing particularly unbelievable about my yarn, but thisisthe point where my friends start
to look away. Y ou see, the room did not belong in amodern apartment house. Thiswas no flat.

"I blinked my eyes, for there was no dectrica illumination. Candles, bright and white, were the only
source of light. The room waslong and gracefully decorated al right, but it was decorated for the
eighteenth century... not the present. The people who waked around acircle in the center of the room
were not of our day, either. They were dressed for the period that the room represented.

"The two men forced me along the side of the room - and here it beginsto get improbable... Ficture...”

Theroom was deadly quiet. The only jarring notes were the two men who hustled Jackie aong. For that
matter Jackie thought, he was ajarring note himsalf. These three were the only ones not in costume. The
women, tiny-waisted and bare-bosomed with high white wigs and beauty spots on their faces, were
intent on the ring of peoplein the very center of the room.

All told, there must leave been ahundred people. The men dmost danced as they walked along, getting
closer to the circle that was about ten feet from Jackie. The men were dandified past bdief - widlding
lorgnettes, taking snuff, or gracefully holding their caneswhich were astall asthey were. They primped
and posed.

But, and thiswas what horrified, amazed, and made the nightmare-fedling so pronounced, not one of the
gaily bedecked people looked up, looked at, or even seemed to be aware of the presence of three men
whose modern clotheswere, in those surroundings, an anachronism.

Jackie was closer now, to the circle which attracted every eye. Helooked, and his brain refused to credit
what he was seeing. For the inner circle of people sprawled on cushions on the floor. They faced a sort

of brazier. Emanating from the brazier were long ribbons of every conceivable color. The ribbons spread
out from the bronze object and made a spider web as they ran out. The far end of each ribbon wasin the



hand of aman or woman.

Most horrifying to Jackie was the fact that the people who clenched the ribbons were seemingly in some
kind of ecstatic state. Their faces were blank and tremors coursed through their bodies. Their hands
trembled, their bodies shook as though they were afflicted with the medieva dancing maniathat a one
time swept al Europe before it and left in itswake horror and degth.

Two women, the prettiest of dl the lovely women there, stepped to one side and reveded the grand high
panjandrum of these esoteric goings on.

The tremors that shook the people who held the ribbons seemed to re-double as aman reached forward
and placed his hands degp in the brazier. 1t was as though he were some kind of dynamo for recharging
the batteries. They shook increasingly and the look of blind, idiot happiness on their faces became
uncomfortable to watch.

Jackietore his eyesfrom the participantsin this strange ritua and looked up at the man who was now
withdrawing his hands from the brazier.

Theman said, "The Odic force will now gradually decrease. Y ou will become more and more aware of
your surroundings. And then, you others, who have waited so patiently, will have your turn." He smiled
and it made hisface hideous.

Jackie wondered how so fat aman could look so much likeamummy. His hands, avkward and ugly,
were like abutcher's. His sumpy body was gracelessinsde of the garish gown hewore. Around his
bullet-shaped head there was a curious crown. It was made of iron evidently, and from what Jackie
could see of the designs that were wrought in it, he was not anxious to make any closer inspection.

One of thewomen near him threw hersdlf flat on her face and, reaching up, touched the hem of hishighly
ornamented gown. She said, and her voice was husky with repression, "Count... | beseech you... the
touch direct!"

He shook his head wisely. "Nay, you are not prepared for that yet, child. In your ecstasy you would
die.."

"To die such adeath were the only life worth having," she said, and Jackie was made squeamish when
she banged her forehead on the floor.

"I know best, my child... soon... soon.” The obese, dmost funny figure waddled away. But funny or not,
Jackie thought, the oaf does emanate some kind of force. He overcame his ridicul ousness and somehow
madeit pay dividends.

The men and women sprawling on the cushions on the floor were relaxing more and more. In some cases
their limp hands rel eased the ribbons that they had been clenched on.

The two men on each side of the young Earl pushed forward. He saw an old, old man at the side of the
fat man. He was brushing the ground that the fat man was about to step on with a peacock fan. A woman
lolling near spoke in awhisper to the old man.

The whisper carried, and Jackie heard her ask, "How old is the Count?’

The old man looked down and smiled agentle smile. He said, "1 am sorry, my dear, | don't know. | have
only been with him for two hundred years.”

The following moment Jackie was forced through a doorway into asmal study. The fat man leaned back



inabig, sturdy chair and hissmdl pig-like eyeswere closed. He said, and his voice waslow, "Y ou got
one?'

One of the men who had kidnapped the Earl said, "Of course; hearing is obeying."

"Good. | havelarge plansfor thislittle innocent.” The eyes opened and Jackie felt asif he had been hit
with ahammer between the eyes. Never in hislife had he felt the force of anyone's gaze. But thiswas
amogt aphysicd thing.

"Waan't it dangerous bringing him in past those?' he jerked hisfinger at the people outsde.

"Tcha... what danger from my lambs? | am sure none of them even saw him, for so | willed it. No, le
Comte Germain is not to be trapped that easily.”

And now the nightmare-feding wasin full sway for, of course, Jackie had heard the name of that
notorious charlatan before. But, and this was the drawback, the infamous Count Germain had been dead
for more than a century! He had followed that other even more notorious sorcerer Cagliostro.

It had even been whispered at the time, among the adepts that the Count was the resurrection of
Basamo, better known as Cagliostro. The air pressed in on Jackie so that he had difficulty in breathing.

Around thewalls of the room, draped asthough at an art exhibition, were tapestries. Jackie eyed them
uncertainly. The pictures didn't go with that ancient art form. In tapestry oneis used to seeing the desth of
astag, with suitably accoutred knightsand villeinsal around.

It was probably the anachronism between the art form and the subject matter, that made it so terrifying.
The pictures belonged at an exhibit of modern surredlistic art and not on the walls of aroom.

Embroidered over and over again, making aborder for dl the tapestries, were words. Muggily blinking
his eyes, the young Earl cleared hisvison.

The man who styled himsdlf the Count Germain, smiled. Hisfat broad face creased up in ugly wrinkles. It
was as though Santa Claus had gone through some horrid transmutation and hisjolly fat had becomedl
evil.

He spoke: "Y ou have done well, my braves. Y ou will be suitably rewarded.”

The response made Jackie fedl unclean. It was not hedlthy to see men with that look on their faces. They
seemed obscenein his eyes asthey bowed and scraped their thanks. Their eyes glittered. If the reward
was to be money, then these men were misers - but somehow, Jackie had an idea that not even money
would have brought thisavid gleam. And if it was not money... then what?

The room began to whirl around him. The fumes of the liquor he had drunk earlier were weaving in and
out of hisdazed brain cdlls. He sank hisfingernailsin his pamstill the pain made his brain function abit
better.

The Count said and his voice was low and caressing, " Observe, my brave, there on the desk before me,
thereisasnake..."

It was acarving and an exquisite one. It seemed to have been made from ebony, its mouth was curled up
inasneer, itseyes, sparkling in the dull room seemed dive, implicit with menace.

Theyoung Earl, staring at the serpent’'s eyes, redlized in some dim chamber at the back of hismind that
he was being hypnotized. Thiswould never do. He knew very well that you can't be hypnotized against



your will. There was no danger here. He was no hysteric, no borderline case who would pass out at the
firgt whispered suggestion.

Or was he? Hefdt hiseyes closing againg hiswill. He stlaggered.
"Ah, our young friend does not fed well. Jamison, get him adrink of brandy.”

It was no Napoleon brandy, but its raw strength cut through the fog that was descending on him. He
coughed and as it went down looked up at the count and said, "Thanks, | needed that."

Thistime when Jackie paused, he did not go on. Crangton said, "Well?"

Y orkeinterjected, "That's dl! He doesn't remember anything elsetill he cameto in that damned room
with the murder knifein hishand and the gemsin his pockets!”

The Earl said dully, "A bloody knifein my hand, acorpse on thefloor near me... and ablank mind."
CHAPTER 111

CRANSTON darted to say, "There doesn't seem to be anything extraordinary here - you were
obvioudy doped and |eft as the scapegoat,” but before he could go on, there was a knock on the door.

Y orke opened it and Cranston had agreet dedl of difficulty in remembering he wasin London, for the girl
that walked in might just aswell have come in from Forty-seventh Street and Madison Avenue. She was
s0 completely American in body, face and dressthat it wasn't a shock when avoice, unmistakably

Y ankee, came from her lips.

She sad, "Hi, kiddies, what goes?"

"If you were carrying ahat box, 1'd swear you were out on an assgnment for Harry Conover," Cranston
sad.

She smiled and it brightened the unhappy room, ™Y ou mean it shows?"
He nodded.

"I never worked for him, but | did model for a couple of months before | came over hereon U.S.O. I'd
probably have gone back to the treadmill, but Beautiful, over there," she smiled a the young Earl, "talked
me out of it. Seems hisrusty old dungeon needs a new head matron.”

"Shemeans," Y orke explained athough no explanation was necessary, "that sheis affianced to Jackie.”

She sat down and Cranston turned back to the miserable young man. He had brightened momentarily,
but was now back in the doldrums.

"That's the most obviousframe-up | ever heard of "
Yorkesad, "There, didn't | say so?'
"Fine, | know it was framed, but how are you going to convince the police?" Jackie asked.

Deep furrows were in Cranston's forehead; he knew very well that London has one of the best police
forcesintheworld. It wasn't like them to have the wool pulled thisfar down over their eyes. There must
be more to the story.



Therewas.

"| can seethat you're puzzled. Let me say," the young man's face beamed as the girl who had been
introduced as Bobby Rawson took hislittle finger and held onto it, "that if that wasdl therewastoit, |
wouldn't beinthefunk | am.

"It was pretty unpleasant,” he made aface a the memory. "I came to as the police came into the room. |
stood up, staggering, looked at the knife... looked at the hole in the dead man that it had made, and
dropped the knife. It was the only sound.

"l redled as| stood there trying to get my scattered thoughts into some kind of order. At that, one of the
men leaned over and sniffed at my mouth. He said, 'Drunk asalord.”

"Just parentheticaly,” said Y orke, "I've dways wondered how much the old earls must have drunk to
have made that cliche part of the language.”

Bobby said, "In the States, we say drunk as askunk... maybe it followed the same pattern here.”
"Could be," Jackie smiled. "Of course, | am not the exception that provesthe rule by any means.”

"Let's get back to the story,” Cranston insisted. ™Y ou were hazy and foggy and cameto intimeto seethe
police examining the room. Whosewasiit?'

"A nouveau riche war profiteer who had somehow come into possession of the most fantastically lovely
collection of gems| have ever seen. And | saw them al right, for they werein al my pockets when the
police got around to searching me.

"Their owner was the gentleman who lay on the floor with a sort of dead mackerd look in hiseyes. He
looked most peculiar in death, because hisface obvioudy caled for an apoplectic flush; but the lividity of
dying had drained dl the blood away." The Earl made aface of distaste.

"I watched," he went on, "as the speciadists went about their singular work. They took pictures, examined
the entire areafor fingerprints and in genera earned their stipends.

"The officer who seemed to bein charge, introduced himself to me as Inspector Lalage. Thingswent a
little more smoothly when | identified mysdf. There wasless of ahandcuff look intheir eyes after | had
convinced themthat | really wasan M.P.

"But Lalage did not at any time take his eyes off me. It was quite disconcerting for he obvioudy expected
meto make atry at escaping. Of course, | had no intention of so doing. | didn't even know what had

happened, redly.

"When they had finished their work, the Inspector sat down, filled a pipe, relaxed abit and said, 'Now
laddie, let's hear your story.™

"Quite an assgnment,” said Y orke.

Jackie nodded and seemed reassured as Bobby grasped his hand firmly. "I didn't enjoy it, but I went
right down the linewithit. I told him dl thethings| have just told you. When | had finished he had an
odd, quizzical expression on hisface. Helooked at me for amoment... then at the table where he had
placed the loot he had taken from my person, then at the dagger which lay nearby, and findly at the spot
where the owner of the gems had been stretched. They had taken his body away by now."

Crangton interrupted, "What was the dead man's name?"



"Briarly. Why?"
"No reason. Go on with your tale.”
"Asl say, | finished telling my completely unbdievable yarn and waited.”

The inspector sighed, knocked the dottle out of his pipe and said, "Thisis going to be quite easy to check
up on. You redizethat afifteen story apartment house isararity in London."

"Of course," said theyoung Earl. "1 think | know just whereitis"
"You do?| don't know of any such building!"

There was atight quietnessthat seemed dive in the room, The Earl wrenched at his collar. He had been
so mixed up that he hadn't taken time to think about this factor. Of course, thiswasn't New Y ork. There
were few office buildingsin the skyscraper class, let aone apartment houses.

"If you know about where this mysterious building is, suppose we get about looking for it." The Inspector
stood up. Hisvery bearing had about it alet's-have-no-more-nonsense-me-lad air.

They |eft the death room. Out on the street, the Inspector helped Jackie into a police car. They drove off
into the night. The scene was a strange one to Jackie and he asked, "Where are we?"'

"Down near Limehouse. Thisis about the only respectable square for miles.”

"| see." The scene became more familiar and he got his bearings. They were heading for the section of the
Embankment where he had met the two singing kidnappers.

"Thisabout right?" asked the Inspector.

He nodded. Looking around he got some guides to his whereabouts. The car meandered along at about
ten milesan hour. Ahead, Jackie saw atdl building. "That'sit.”

The Inspector made asour face. "I thought you'd pick on that, however, thereisadight drawback."
"Drawback?'
"Yes, that isthe talest gpartment house in London, but it isonly thirteen sorieshigh.”

That was a crack between the eyes, for the Earl clearly remembered the face of the did on the evator.
He closed hiseyes and could seeit in hismind's eye. Surely, he couldn't have been that muddled.

Leaving the car they walked through the lobby that he remembered so clearly. There, that wasthe
elevator. And therewasthe did. Theinspector looked a him as his eyes grew frightened. For the highest
number on the eevator indicator was 14.

"Reedy to give up?'
"Wait, didn't you say thiswas 13 stories high?"
The Inspector nodded. "Come ahead. 1'd like to see how you account for this."

They got into the car of the elevator. The Inspector pressed the proper button and they started up for the
top floor. The nightmare didn't redly begin to send long black fingersinto the brain of the Earl till they got
to the twdfth floor and he leaned forward looking through theiron grillework of the car a the floor



number on thewall of the shaft. Tweve... and now should come hisill-fated floor... but it didn't!

There was no thirteenth floor! The car went directly from twelve to fourteen. At that Jackie's mind began
to spin, this couldn't be happening and if it was, he was mad asaMarch Hare. Mad...

In the room where Jackie had been telling the story of his bizarre adventure there was absolute quiet.
Cranston looked at the tormented face of the young man.

"Did you investigate any further?' Cranston asked. "Did you look for the strangely decorated room?"

"Welooked. The only room that seemed to meto bein the proper place was 1414. The Inspector with
an air of give-him-enough-rope-and-helll-hang-himsdlf, rang the bell. It opened and avery drait laced
looking butler was there. He asked us what we wanted.

Jackie thought as he looked into the room at the thin dit that he could see, there goesdl my hope... | am
adead duck. The whole world seemed to be spinning topsy-turvily. He knew now what his old Scot
grandmahad meant by 'spinning widdershins.

Thiswasthe end. He must have dipped acog. Maybe you don't get over the terrific bombardments he
had lived through. Perhaps war leaves one scar that none can see. It must be like acrack in an egg that
doesn't become obvioustill the egg hits boiling water and then al the white of the egg snesks out through
thetiny crack for al to see.

Perhaps his brain was like that... seeping out... rotten. If thiswasthe truth, then in amomentary
aberration he had thought up that whole wild episodein this apartment and then - till in apsychotic sate
- gone out and killed aman. Stabbed Briarly and attempted to escape with the gems, only to fall aprey
to thefault in hisbrain and collgpse with some kind of an amnesiathat wiped out dl the redlity and left the
nightmare.

None of this showed in hisface, schooled asit was by the war. Laage looked from the butler to the Earl
and hiseyeswere quizzicd. But he said nothing.

Jackie paused again in his story and they waited till he cleared histhroat and went on, "That moment
lasted forever and ever, time without end. It waswith afeding of relief that | heard Lalage speak.” To
some extent it stopped the room from whirling around him.

He thought, then aloud, he said: "The Inspector cleared his throat with a horrendous sound and...

"He asked for the butler'sindulgence, showed him his badge, and we entered. | took one look and
turned away."

Theroomwas small, averitablejewd box of aroom. It was exquisitely furnished in the modern manner.
There was not the dightest resemblance between it and the site of the room where the Earl had been
conducted. He bowed his head to the inevitable and said to the Ingpector, "Let'sleave. Thisisntit.”

The Ingpector thanked the butler and they left. The Earl was as completely licked as anyone the
Inspector had ever seen. He said, "Ready to tell me what really happened now, laddy?"

"I... | assureyou, | havetold you what happened to me. | can't help it if everything has conspired to
make aliar of me. I... Oh what's the use? Are you going to take meto the Y ard?"

The Inspector was tempted, but he'd had his fingers burnt by the Home Office too often to take any
chances with amember of the landed gentry - particularly when that part of the gentry was abelted Earl.
Hesad, "Don't leave London; don't go anywhere asamatter of fact. You'll be under constant



aurvellance”

"And," finished up the young man, "that'swhere it Sands. | am being watched twenty-four hours aday.
It'sjust aquestion of when they get dl the old rigamarole Sraight in their minds and then I'm infor it!"

There was ascratching on the door that led to the bedroom. Everyone jumped. Y orke got to hisfeet.
"Good heavens! That'sMarvin."

He opened the door.

Marvin staked into the room. He stalked about with a green-eyed stare that took in everyone. Then he
walked very sedatdly to the foot of Cranston's chair and sniffed at hislegs. Marvin was adachshund. He
was champagne-colored and very temperamental. He decided that Cranston smelled properly and
gtdked off, tail carried glumly, dragging behind him.

"Isn't helovely?' Bobby asked Crangton. "I adore him. He dways seemsto have the cares of the world
on hisshoulders”

"Wdll, hedoes" said Y orke. "After all, he hasagreat dedl to do. He has to keep an eye on the furniture
S0 no one stedlsit, he hasto bark at any untoward sounds, he has..."

"Stopit," the Earl said, and he sounded peevish. "Y ou don't have to get cute to get my mind off what's
facing me. Relax. I'm dl right. Look, my hand is absolutely steady.”

It was. But that's not the sign that laymen think it is. A strong-nerved person can hold onto that control
even though hisinsides are churning with fear.

Crangton watched the girl playing with the sumpy-legged dog while he went over the Earl'swild story in
his mind. He added, subtracted, and finaly came up with aquestion. "Jackie, in this strange room where
the so-called Count Germain held hisrites, were there any mottoes, signs, or thelike?"

Without pausing to think, the Earl said, "Right! I'd forgotten thet. It seemed completely out of accord with
the rest of the furnishings. There were what looked like tapestries on some of the wallswith bizarre and
outre figuresworked into the design. The motto that was repeated over and over again was "What you
doisright.' It seemed to be their only law."

"The creaturesin the designs,” Cranston asked, "could they have been representations of what is
described in the Book of the Apocaypse?”

For thefirgt time since Cranston had met him, the young man looked cheered up. "You area
wonder-worker! How in the name of al that's holy, could you know that, | can't imagine. But they could
well have been the Beast of the Apocaypse!™

"There, didn't | tell you he was quite aguy?' Bobby asked. "I know about him, I've read alot of the
doings of the estimable Lamont Cranston.”

Y orke asked. "How could you know that, old man?"

"l dmogt hateto tell you," said Crangton smiling, "it's like finding out how atrick isdone. It'saways
disappointing. The Count Germain sounds uncommonly like a charlatan who operated in New Y ork for a
while. Heran acult and he was caught peddling drugsto hisinfatuated followers. He was making drug
addicts of them under the guise of leading them in the path of what he called 'the only way'. I've often
wondered where he went after he crashed out of a Federd prison.”



"Heisawdl known crimind character, then?' Y orke asked.

"Yes, indeed. A desperate and dangerous crimina mind. In hisown way, heisagenius, | am afraid. The
trap he has enmeshed Jackiein, istypicd of hisdiablerie.”

"At least, we have some kind of alead now." Y orke looked jubilant. "Now will you cheer up, Jackie?'

The young good looking man smiled and nodded. "Thisisthe first rift in the clouds that have been
encircling me. | leave mysdlf in good hands.”

Cranston wished that he felt atenth as optimigtic asthe Earl, Y orke and the girl. He got up and bowing
made his good-byes. At the door he said, "One word of warning, don't try to elude the police who are
watching you. They make good guards, aswell aswatchers.”

Down in the lobby of the building, Cranston paused for amoment and tried to remember the name of the
hotel that had aroom ready for him. It came to him in amoment. The Marble Arch. It wasright nearby.
No sensein getting a cab for that.

He stepped out into the night, completely unaware that death waited for him acrossthe Stret.

CHAPTER IV

LIGHT poured from a strange candel arum onto a plume that was grasped in a pudgy hand. The plume
was aquill pen and it waved to and fro asthe hand that held it wrote secret thoughtsin abizarre journal.

Thelight made acircle. Outside of the circle there was nothing but blackness. Within the circle, inthe
words, was even more blackness. The quill wrote... "Most Godlike of dl isthe random striking down of
areentless and capriciousfate. Murder per se, murder as afine art has been consistently overrated.
Even that fine essay of de Quincy on the subject failsto approach the truth. Wilde, in 'Pen, Pencil and
Poison' comes closer to it, for he makes a hero of the man who killed awoman because her ankleswere
too thick.

"But none of these come within the range of the objective that | have made mine own. The ancients
amog gppreciated my feding. Ther belief that lightning bolts, thrown at random by acardess Zeus
struck the unwary down, was afine thought. But till the God concept getslost in amorass of religiosity.

"When | wasin my American period, the chewing gum cameclosetoit.” Thequill paused in its scurrying
and the man thought, there was an idea... to take advantage of man's cupidity and kill him because of it.
How fine.

So smpletoo, likedl good things. He had poisoned sticks of gum, carefully rewrapped them in their
gaudy paper coverings and then, a careless gpproach to the chewing gum dispenser... apenny inserted...
the switch of the poisoned gum for thered... push it up alittle into the inside of the machine... and the
next person who bought a piece of gum got two piecesfor his penny. The one that came from the
machine pushed down the deadly one.

No one ever falled to take advantage of the free piece, and they walked off feeling alittle cheered about
getting something for nothing.

And the fine rapture of not even knowing who it was who had taken the fateful gum. Just to leave desth
waiting and walk off, never knowing who was to be the recipient of the deadly favor.

He sghed. There was ecstasy. And safe ecstasy at that. For how could the blundering police ever work
back? Could they find al the people who bought gum from that particular machine, that is, if they had



ever been aware that the vender had been responsible? How find akiller who killed not for revenge, not
for money, but just for the sheer, superhuman joy of killing?

The quill raced again dong the pages of thejournal.

"Then, on the other hand, the motivated murder requires so much more care, for the same safeguards
which protect the god-like killing turn around and become dangers when it becomes necessary to kill for
any of the sufficient reasonsthat control my decision to end the sorry life of Tommy Bratkin tonight...

"Looked & inits proper context, | am conferring aboon on him by ending his miserable existence. It
might, looked at redisticaly, be difficult to convince him of this philosophica truth, soit will be under the
guise of reward that he meets my bony brother... Death."

In the yellow, dmost sulphurous-looking fog that whirled in dow eddiesin the street, the long-nosed man
opened his eyeswide as his quarry stepped out of the doorway into the street.

Should he shoot the blighter in the belly, to make him pay for having kept him waiting out in the cold and
miserable night? But the orders were ingtant death. He took the gun from his pocket, and the fog misted
the blue sted amost ingtantly as heraised it at arm's length and aimed at Cranston's head. Right between
the eyeswould be nice.

Hisfinger tightened on the trigger. The strain made the skin across his knuckles whiten. His eyes were
cold asdry ice. There was something Antarctic in the kind of killing that he was committing. Herewas no
sudden outburst of passion, but a cold, calculated, pounds-and-pence kill.

The flash of the powder was lost in the all-encompassing wetness. The aim was perfect. There was no
conceivable reason for the bullet to miss, he thought dully, but missit did. For as he shot, Cranston, his
clay pigeon, dropped his briefcase and bent down to pick it up.

Thefirst warning that Cranston had was when flakes of concrete cut across hisface. Then therewasthe
hollow sound of the shot. The bullet ricocheting off the face of the building made an ugly whine asit
skittered off.

Without thought, his conditioned reflexes took care of him. He fell face forward on the ground and rolled
into the dight protection of a concrete abutment near him.

He sguinted his eyesin an unavailing attempt to penetrate the yellow-grey shroud that had come so close
to being hislast sight of the earth. He could barely make out a shade of motion acrossthe Street. The
motion seemed to melt back into the muck.

Crouching low, moving like a broken-field runner, zigzagging as he went, he ran to the spot thet his
potentid killer had just quitted. A bit ahead of him, he could see the swirl of araincoat asit rounded the
corner.

Sure that he was unseen, Cranston ran through the night and as he ran his agile fingersripped open his
briefcase. He swept that black all-encompassing cape from its confinement and at the corner where he
paused to make sure of his quarry, he swept the cape around his shoulders. It was followed by the
cavdierish black hat turned down al around. The briefcase was swept into the secrecy of the cape and
Cranston was gone.

Instead, running on silent feet, the frightening form of The Shadow was at work. The hunter had become
the hunted! And thiswas ahunt which of dl others The Shadow was the past master. The man hunt!

Through the secret fog the two figures went.



The man with the sharp nose was thinking, "Blast it, missing a arangelikethat! I'll haveto try again as
soon as| can! Lucky he couldn't see mein this peasoup.”

Off through the foreign dtreets, foreign to The Shadow that is, the twisting, turning chase led. Under the
conditions, The Shadow was soon lost. He had atwofold reason for not losing the man: one wasthe
obvious one, to find out who was interested enough in him to want to kill him; the other, so asnot to be
|eft in the confusing Streets, logt.

The man dowed down by now, sure that there was no one at al interested in his progress. He looked at
hiswatch, holding it closeto hiseyes.

In the darkness, the phosphorous on the did was enough to light his face with agreen luminescence. The
Shadow, not six feet away smiled awry smile as he recognized the man whose nose had intrigued him on
the Underground.

The nose was unmistakable. The man swore under his breath. He was late for his gppointment. It wasall
that guy'sfault. Keeping him out in the cold wet streets, making a bad target and now making him tardy.

He scurried off. The Shadow wasright behind him. Never beforein dl the times that his black outfit had
made him to dl intents and purposesinvisible, had he been quite so sure that he was unseen. Evenif heldd
been wearing white, the man would have had trouble in spotting him. Swathed as he was, there was no
earthly chance of recognition.

The chase, murky, and nightmarish, led them to a section that The Shadow redlized must be near Seven
Dids. The man was going down aflight of stairsthat led to a basement. The Shadow hovered at the
railing waiting till the man had gained admission to the door on which he knocked with a peculiar double
tattoo.

Waiting only aminute after that, The Shadow cast his eye around. No help in any direction, not even
from the way the building was laid out. There was no help for it. He would have to waste sometime.

Moving slently down abit, till he got to the next house, The Shadow raced up the front flight of Sairs.
Thelock on the front door didn't even warrant the use of one of his beautiful picks so he used a piece of
giff cdluloid that made acover over hisidentification in hiswalet. He dipped the cdlluloid into the space
between the door and thejamb and jiggled it.

Leaning on the door knob and pressing with the celluloid at the same time, he opened the door. The
cdlluloid had pushed the faulty lock mechanism back.

The hallway was silent of sound but noisy with the smells of departed dinners. There was a heavy odor,
that seemed to penetrate through his clothes, of old stale fat and other cooking smellsthat tautened his
nostrils and made hisgorgerise.

Passing closed door after door, he made hisway to the end of the long hallway. Ah, one break at |east.
Therewas awindow at the back of the hall. And if he guessed right, it should look down over a back
yard.

It did. He eased the cranky window up and then down behind him. He held onto anarrow sill for a
second and then breathing a prayer that he wouldn't land on agarbage pail or something, equally noisy -
he let go and dropped into the yard.

Nothing remained between him and hisgoa but afence about seven feet high. If it was asrickety asit
looked this might be dangerous. He navigated it safely.



Meanwhile up &t the front of the other house, Big Nose entered.
The door opened and the man went into the warmth and light gratefully. He said, "Whew, what anight!”

Down at the end of a hal, the other man who had opened the door to the latecomer said, "Better walk
easy. Himsdf isannoyed a your being late.”

"l canexplandl that!"
"Can you?' amenacing voice said and the tone was soft.

"Uh... well you see, he didn't come down till just afew minutes ago. | had no chance to shoot him till
then."

It was the man who was known as the Count Germain who looked up from the table over which hewas
bent and sneered, "Would it be too much trouble for you to report? Y ou killed him?"

"Y ou got to listen to what happened. | wasall sat; | aimed. It was a set-up... you couldn't miss!”

"But if | have any knowledge of humanity, asdifficult asit wasto miss, you managed it?' The Count's
voice was even lower.

The man with the ridicul ous nose nodded sadly.

Theroom was gtill. Dangling from afrayed eectric cord, asingle yelow bulb cast its twenty-five wetts
feebly. The rest of the room around the single circle of illumination was in shadowed darkness.

The bulb acted like a spotlight, emphasi zing the horror of what lay on the table. The product of the
handiwork of the Count Germain. The Shadow, who had worked hisway around to the back of the
house and waslooking in through adlit in atattered window blind, sucked in his breath in anger as he
saw what the light showed.

Count Germain straightened up. The scapd was blackened. Only an occasiona spot of glistening sted!
gtill reflected light. He waked towards the man who had failed in his execution.

Hisfat arm hung at hissSde. The scapel was but an extenson of hisfingers. He stared at the man. His
eyeswere heavy, dmost hooded. He said, and his voice was awhisper, Y ou must never do these things
in anger, therefore be reassured that | am no longer angry.”

The period to his sentence was a swipe across the face of the man with the scal pel. He sank to his knees
in moaning agony. The Count looked down at his bowed back and said, "If you fail me again, there will
be but one thing to do, and be assured | will do it. But not in anger. Never in anger!"

The Shadow had involuntarily moved at the sight of what he thought was to be amurder, but when the
chastisement ended with that one wicked swipe with the knife, he sank back again to watch.

Hands clutched his outraged face, the man stumbled from the room. His moans were low and
animal-like. The Count turned to the other man, afat, rather jolly looking, red faced man who had
opened the door and said, " See that he doesn't leave.” Therewasapause. "l don't mean to kill him, just
be sure hisfaceis patched up before he goes out on the street. | will finish up here. The sheer beauty has
been disrupted. Now itisjust ajob." He sighed and returned to the horror on the table.

He was aone now with the corpse of Tommy Bratkin. He was flaying him and while he had beeninthe
mood, it had been quite pleasant and artistic. But the failure of hisemissary to kill had broken the mood.



Now it was just something that had to be done. He smiled at his cleverness. Let the police examinethis
cadaver for identification. There would be none. The dead man'steeth werein ajar. No possibility of
dental identification. Theflaying would remove hisfestures and al the scarsthat might aid the police. Let
them find the body in the river. The water would finish the job for him.

He bent over the cadaver again. It wasthen, right at that second that aweird, eerie, dmost otherworldly
sound impinged on his consciousness.

It was alaugh in which there was no humor. It was a sound that was a composite of bitter malice and
graveyard chuckling. It was the laugh of The Shadow and it sent fingers up and down the spine of the
mongter who stood frozen with the death-dedling scalpd, quivering in his suddenly affrighted fingers.

CHAPTER YV

IN YORKE'S apartment, Bobby stood up to leave. She said, "Now that I've seen Jackie looking alittle
more human, | think I'll be able to get agood night's deep, and | can stand one."

Lesping to hisfeet, Jackie said, "Hold it, I'll walk you home."

But there was no chance of that. Y orke, smiling, said, "Nonsense. Y ou are in need of somerest too, old
boy, or had you forgotten? Y ou pile right into bed. Marvin hasto stretch hislegs one moretime. I'll
combine hisjaunt with tucking Jackiein."

"Yes, | think you should, dear." She bent down and kissed him lightly. "After dl it isn't asif | lived inthe
next county. It'sonly down the street. | think Louisisright.”

Smiling, Jackie acceded. He redlized that the emotional debauch he'd been on had taken it out of him. He
was undressed and in bed adeep before the dog and hisfriend and girl were out on the Street.

Y orke, Bobby and Marvin went out of the apartment into the elevator. In those narrow confines, Bobby
difled ashudder. She said: "Ever since thisall happened, after what happened to Bobby in one of these
things, they give methe horrors.”

"I'mglad | don't have any claustrophobia, that's dl, or it might affect me, too," Y orke said and hisface
was Set.

The elevator boy turned around and looked at them asif they were crazy. He thought, leave it to these
rich ones. They ain't got nothin' real to worry about so they gotta get claus- whatever itis. If | had a
boloney like that and the dough this one's got | wouldn't worry 'bout nothin'.

They left the devator and strolled out through the lobby with the operator looking daggers at Y orke's
broad back.

"Morefog," Bobby said gloomily asthey reached the canopy of the building.
Y orke nodded and breathed adeep lungful. "You'll get used toitintime. | rather likeit mysalf."

Bobby shook her head. No accounting for tastes. If left to her own devices sheld have liked to be baking
on asunny beach somewhereinstead of swimming through fog.

The dog ran happily along, sniffing and investigating. Bobby and Y orke came aong after him at amore
sedaterate. Shesaid, "You know, Louis, | redly fed for thefirst timethat thereis achance, no matter
how smdll, for Jackie to escape this whole horror.”



"Good man, Crangton. Like hisbearing. Knows hisbusiness, if I'm any judge. Yes, itisardief.”
Helooked at her and smiled gaily: "Perhaps soon it'll be the three musketeers again? Eh?
She squeezed hisarm and said, "Onefor dl, that'stheticket. It can be fun again... | hope and pray."

He waved a cheery good night as she ran up the stepsinto her house. Marvin was concerned at that
moment with acat which had the temerity to snarl a him. He growled at it and dmost sneered asthe cat
arched its back, and spitting vanished down acellar.

"Come on, boy, timefor usto go to bed too.” Y orke walked leisurely back up the street. Hewas fedling
abit better than he had. He whistled as he finally forced the errant dachshund back into the building that
roofed their gpartment. Above, the young Earl of Bostick dept as though the menace that had made his
life hideous had been completely removed. Cranston had that ability of giving complete confidence. He
hed never failed.

But never isonly until thefirst time.

Across London an eerie scene was being enacted. The Shadow had underrated his opponent. Thiscan
be afatal error. Count Germain, warned of an intruder, had mobilized his forces. He had leaned across
the body that he had been working on and pressed a button. The Shadow could not know it, but this
button apprised Germain's men that danger threatened from the rear of the house. Before The Shadow
could turn from the window through which he had been spying, two men came toward him from different
Sdes.

The Shadow whirled as he heard their heavy breathing. The one on the left was a hooligan out of the old
days. Beer-bdllied, swesatered, he wore a cap on the side of his head. The other wastaller, dimmer and

seemed to The Shadow to be the moreimmediate menace. For adlit of light cutting through the window
shade showed that his hand was raised.

Puzzled by the fact that the raised hand held no weapon, The Shadow waited. His hands were raised
chest high in preparation for that cross-draw of histhat out-speeded even fabulous gunmen like Wyatt
Earp.

He thought he had the situation under control. He was wrong. He realized it as the man's upraised hand
came closer. He could see that dreaded Cockney weapon flashing at his eyes.

Under the man's grubby fingernails, narrow crescents of razor blades were adhesive taped. Thefive
fingerswerein effect claws.

They raked down at hisface. He backed a step to escape and from the corner of his eye saw the other
man dip his cap off hishead. He held the visor of the cap in hishand dmost like aknife.

He dashed out with it and the edge of the visor cut through The Shadow's deeve. Razors again. They
were sawn in under thelip of the cap.

Behind The Shadow the window dammed up with asound like a clap of thunder. Count Germain said,
and Hill hisvoice waswell modulated, " Cut him to ribbons, boys." Then he turned off the light.

They moved in to fulfill the order. They were so close that The Shadow's elbows were clasped to his
Sdes. Hisdraw was out of the question. There was only onething to do. Hedid it.

Tothemen at hissideit must have seemed that he disappeared like a stage magician. For what he did
was throw himsalf backwards at the now open window. He dove backwards, the way an accomplished



diver would.

The men had been crowded so close to him that as he went backwards, they struck and cut each other.
They swore and turned. The sound of The Shadow landing in a crumpled heap inside the room apprised
them of what had happened.

Inside the room, getting to hisfeet, hisguns now in his hands, The Shadow wondered whether he had
legped from the proverbid frying pan. For in the darkened room, he could hear someone moving with
definite purpose.

Using the gunin hisright hand as afeder, The Shadow moved hishand in front of him. The barrel of his
gun touched something that could only be the table on which he had seen the corpse.

There was a sound from the window. The razor-wielding men were coming in after him. There were now
at least three men in the room with one desire, and that was to wipe out The Shadow.

In the darkness, he smiled. He threw his head back and laughed. For, instead of the odds being three to
one, they were the reverse. He could strike at anyone and be sure of hitting an enemy. How could they
be sure?

On the heds of his disconcerting laugh, he lashed out with hisgun at asound near him. It landed with a
satisfying thud. The sound was followed by alarger sound as abody fell to the floor. He leaned over and
picked up the unconscious man. He got his arms up under the man'sarm pits and lifted. Hisguns
projected out in front of hisshield.

The room was as pitch black as though light had never been invented. The fog cut off any possible light
that might have crept in from outside. Therejust was no illumination in that cellar. If the men had tried
they could not have picked out a Situation under which The Shadow was better fitted to function.

In that dangerous moment, The Shadow's lipswere curled in asmile. They didn't flatter hisintelligence.
Someone had thrown something across the room. It sounded like a shilling. They hoped that he, on edge
and nervy, would shoot at the sound and thus reved his position.

He made no move. In his arms the man moaned. Instantly the blackness was cut by the orange flare of a
gun. The Shadow fdt his human shield jolt asthe bullet battered into the man.

Both of The Shadow's guns chattered in answer. The man who had reveded his position died where he
stood. His body stiffened with shock and hefell face forward with a crash. It was the man who had
dashed at The Shadow with the edge of his cap.

Then there was compl ete silence made more quiet by the violence that had preceded it. The Shadow
made absolutely no noise. His breathing was shalow so that the sound of respiration would not tag him
"it" inthis deadly game of tag that was being played.

He stood there with the heavy body of the man in hisarms getting heavier by the minute. The random
bullet had hit its mark. The man was dead. Two down and only the Count to go. But thissilence...

The Shadow strained his ears to the utmost. No matter how careful the other was, he must reved his
presence by some rustle of clothing. But therewas no rustle.

Perhaps ten minutes passed, ten minutes that might have been years. The Shadow cameto adecison. He
didthemanin hisarmsto the floor and proceeded to risk hislife. He drew hisfountain pen flashlight and
pressing it, sprayed the room with light.



Body ingtinctively tensed againgt the bullets that he feared might greet this step, he waited. It was
anti-climactic. The room was empty but for the body of the man he had dropped to the floor and the
other whom he had shot.

The table, which had been used for that evil dissection, was cleared. The flayed body was gone! There
was no sgn of Count Germain.

The only thing that could have happened was that the Count had cleared the body away before he put
thelight out, and then in the darkness, while histwo hired hands were trying to get The Shadow, he had
made his getaway.

The Shadow |ooked around the room which had become a charnel house. It had no signsthat would tie
it to Count Germain. Going to the window, The Shadow took alast look. He thought, at least onething is
clear, the one who used the Judas goat technique on the young Earl isimplicated.

Then heleft behind him his haunting laugh, for The Shadow knew!
CHAPTER VI

WALKING down the long hotel corridor, Lamont Cranston, tired as he was, smiled at the line of shoes
that were set in military precision outside the doors of the rooms. He must remember that if he wanted his
shoes shined, held have to leave them out for Boots.

He must remember too, he thought as he opened his door, to cdl the devators, lifts, that gasoline was
petrol, that the police were called constables. He was still smiling as he undressed and got into bed.

He realized he wasfalling adeep. For against that downess he had to match as much speed as he could.
If this case was ever to be solved it had to be fast.

One of thefirg thingsthat Cranston did after breskfast on the following morning wasto wander into a
large Stationery store near Davenport'sin downtown London. All he wanted was a single piece of carbon
paper but he had to buy a dozen. It cost sixpence and he promptly proceeded to get involved in the
fantastic monetary system that is Albion's own.

Hewound up with thrupenny hits, farthings and some other odds and ends of currency which baffled him.
On the street he hailed a cab and went to the gpartment house where the young Earl wasliving with
Y orke.

Marvin, the dachshund, greeted him ecstatically. He jumped up and cavorted around. Y orke looked
surprised.

"Never saw him make such ato-do about anyone before.”

"| think the secret of making friends with an animal isnot to pay attention. Then they haveto do the
courting,” Crangton said. He smiled as he watched the dachshund stand up on his hind legs and beg. "
never knew adachel could do that.”

"Marvin has awhim of iron. He saw apoodle do that one day and came home and practiced till | thought
he'd break hisback. But he managed it."

Theyoung Earl, looking considerably refreshed, came into the room in lounging pgjamas and arobe. He
grinned hello. "What's on the schedule for today?!

"You gttight,” Cranston said, "and let me do the worrying. | just wanted to be sure you were dl right.”



"Why shouldn't | be?" Jackie asked in some astonishment. "Do you expect something €l se to happen?”’

"Remember,” Crangton said cautioningly, "the longer the constabulary delay in arresting you, the more
upset the plans of those who framed you will be."

Y orke said, "Y ou mean..."

"l mean they may think that their plan has falen through. The obvious step to me, would be for them to
kill Jackie, plant afake suicide note and make it look as though he had been unwilling to livein disgrace.”
Cranston watched Jackie carefully to see how he'd respond to this bluntness. He took it like atrooper.

"They'vefound it easy to push me around o far, because dl the advantage of shock tacticswas on their
sde. But now my eyes are open, they won't find it quite so easy.”

"Good, keep on thinking that way and we may be able to bobble their plans up at that,” Cranston said.

Petting Marvin, Cranston looked up at Y orke who said: " Are you sure you're not needlesdy alarming the
lad?'

"If I'd thought it was needless | wouldn't have spoken.”

"Brrr... All right, | deserved that. I'm sorry. From here onin, mineis not to reason why, mineisbut to do
or die”

"If you don't mind, old fruit," Jackie said, "I could do with less conversation about death. I'm too closeto
itto be ableto jest very much, I'm afraid.”

"l seem to be putting my foot init all theway around. | am sorry." Y orke was contrite.
Jackie said mildly, "Don't look now, but do you know today was to be my wedding day?*

"Soitwad" Yorkesaid. "But cheer up. With Cranston here, | am sure you'll be prancing up that narrow
one-way ailde soon - much sooner than you think."

"It can't be too soon for me," Jackie said brightening abit. "It ssemsto have taken about twenty centuries
toolong asitis.”

Cranston smiled.
"I wish you'd best-man me, Crangton,” the Earl said.

"I may not bein England by then, | am afraid,” Cranston said. "Besides, hadn't you someone picked
out?'

"Just astuffy cousin whom it would have been politic to please.”

"That stuffy second cousin can stand some pleasing,” Y orke said warningly. "Remember we need his
signature on that deed for your estate.”

Jackie nodded wanly. "'l remember."

Feeling the two two-inch squares of carbon paper which he had cut from the carbon he bought, Cranston
thought, 'Curiousthat it can move one of two waysfrom hereonin. | hopethiswill tell mewhich...’

Aloud hesad. "May | use the phone?’



"Surely," Y orke said and pointed to the other room, "it'sin there."
"Thanks." Cranston went into the bedroom and closed the door behind him.

He was following the wire from the phone to the bell box. It was down behind one of the beds. Leaving
the phone off the hook he leaned down behind the bed with a screw driver in his hand. He had come
prepared. It was simple to take the cover off the box. He put a piece of carbon paper, backed by a
piece of white, unprepared paper, in between the striker and the bell proper. That done, he put the cover
back and screwed it in place. Hefinally put the phone back on the hook and went into the other room.

"Bad luck. Y our phone seemsto be on the blink. | finally got the operator and she said that you wouldn't
be able to make any outgoing cdlstill the repair man came.

"Isn't that just dandy,” Y orke swore.

"Y ou can get incoming cdlsdl right."

"Mmmmm... have you any ideahow long it takesfor arepair to be affected?’

"Of course, he hasn't,” Jackieinterjected. "It'll be aweek at least.”

Y orke shrugged and said, "What will be, will be; no sensein getting upset.”

"Thereis some business for you to attend to today before | go out.” Y orke reminded the Earl.

"l remember. In the middle of dl thisfussthe affairs must continue. Business going on as usud despite
dterations, en?' Jackiewasbeing cynicad.

"No use getting bitter about it. When you come out of thisyou'll still need your etate, you know. Thisis
no fairy tale with ahappy ending assured.” Y orke looked every inch the barrister.

"Bobby should be along any second now," Jackie said looking at the clock. It was nicely timed.

There was atap on the door and Jackie flew to answer it. It was Bobby. She was radiant. " Council of
war?' she asked after she had kissed her fiance.

"Just about,” Jackie smiled. "If you should find me, let's say hors de combat, my love, with anote that
says| did the Dutch, why don't believe aword of it."

Although he said it lightly, Bobby was no fool. She understood the connotation and turned white. She put
her hand to her throat and turned to Cranston. "Y ou think...?"

He nodded. "But we're going to prevent it from happening. Don't worry about it. | just wanted the Earl to
betrebly on hisguard.”

But on guard against whom? That was the question. It could be answered only after he made atrip to
Bobby's apartment and made the same arrangements he had made in the phone herein Y orke's
gpartment. There was no time to waste either.

He put his hat on and explained that he'd see them later. After he left, the three sat and Stared at each
other helplesdy.

Jackie asked, "Aredl Yankees as abrupt as he is?'

"Even more o, if it's possible. Don't want to waste any time, you know." She smiled at him.



In the gpartment house where Bobby lived, a peeping Tom would have had the pleasure of watching a
master burglar at work. It was Cranston and the way he handled a pick would have made a Fagin's heart
joyous. Heinserted the pick, applied the pressure tool and in about the same length of timeit would have
taken a householder to open the lock with akey, he wasinsde the apartment.

This phone was near the window and as Cranston put the carbon paper inside the bell box, he kept an
eye peded a the street. So it was that he saw Bobby and the young Earl walking down the street. They
werearing Marvin.

Watching them to be sure that they were not coming up to the apartment, he didled Ma-4326, which he
had seen was Y orke's number.

Taking hisglovesfrom his pocket, he suffed one into the mouthpiece. From hereon in, it was on the laps
of the gods. He heard Y orke say, "Hello" and not, "Are you there", which Cranston had read was the
sdutation. He found out later that thiswas one of those myths.

Hewalited. Yorkesad, "Yes?' Hewasalittle impatient, but obvioudy was blaming it, in hismind, on the
phone being out of order.

Crangton said, and it was as though herisked afortune on thefdl of thedice, "What you do isright.”

There was along pause and then Y orke said irritably, "What kind of nonsenseisthis? Who isthis? Some
idiot of apractical joker?!

Cranston sighed. It would have been too much to hope for. He hung up.

He left Bobby's apartment as quietly and as unobserved as he had come. On the street he watched as
Jackie guided Bobby to the door and then went back down the street with Marvin. A uniformed Bobby
kept acasua eye on his progress.

Assured that Jackie was being kept under guard, Cranston made his way to atobacconist's, at least

that'swhat it said on the window. Inside, he entered a tel ephone booth and was greeted by a baffling
arrangement on the pay phone. There was the money dot for atuppeny, but under it, there were two
buttons, A and B. Reading the directions carefully, Cranston dropped his twopencein thedot. Then
diaing the phone in Bobby's apartment which he had just left, he waited.

When he heard her say "Hello?" he pressed button A. If he had not gotten an answer he would have
pressed button B and had his money returned. Jamming his glove in the mouth piece, he repested the
cryptic sentence he had just said to Y orke.

Sherepeated it thoughtfully. "What you doisright..." There was a pause, then she said hesitantly, "Go
ahead..."

Distorting his voice as much as he could, Cranston said around the ball of hisglove, "Go to Trafdgar
Square, in ten minutes. | will contact you there." He thought a second and then said, "Make it on the
gepsof Saint Martin'sinthe Fidds.”

He dammed the phone down on the hook and hard-hedled hisway out to the street. He was furious.
Why did it have to turn out thisway? Unless... he scowled with concentration, and a peddler who had
been about to proffer some bedraggled shoe lacesfor sale, thought better of it and got out of the way.

Taking the train, he made hisway to the appointment that he would have been happier not to have made.
Ahead was the monument to Nelson and off to one side the Admiraty Arch.



His appointment was the tiny church whose very name was an anachronism. There hadn't been any fields
here for many years. He waited off to one side. He wanted to be sure.

Then, as he waited, watching the passing throng, the anonymous faces which werein their way the
hallmark of London, as are the faces of any New Y ork crowd, while he listened to the speakerswho
were letting go with dl barrels on every subject under the sun from Free Love to the deficiencies of the
present Cabinet, asmile crossed hisface.

The smilewas not because of the resemblance between Trafalgar and Columbus Circle, for Bughouse
Squares are part and parcel of any democracy, the safety valve for pent up emotions. His smile was not
because of them, but because he spotted Bobby down the street and she was not adone.

She wasin conversation with aman who could only be aplain clothes detective. The breed isuniversal
as are the stigmata. Cranston was sure he could spot aflat-foot anywhere in the world.

He smiled again and pushing hisway through the crowd made hisway to Bobby's sde. She had left the
officer and was hurrying towards the steps of the church. Shelooked at her wristwatch hurriedly.

"Hi... thisisacoincidence!" He doffed his hat with acavaier gesture.
Shelooked at him dully and then said, "What alousy break meeting you right herel”

She glanced over his shoulder at the steps of the church anxioudy. She repesated herself. "Of dl the rotten
lousy bresks! Thisdoesit!"

CHAPTER VII
CRANSTON looked around and then returned his gaze to her face. "What's upset you so?'

She sighed, took alast look al around and said, "Wll, it'sall fouled up now. But | had alead to
whomever is behind this nightmare. Just bad luck ruined it. I'm sure once they saw you they vanished.”

Pretending ignorance, Cranston said, "They?"'

Shetold him of amysterious phone cal she had received. She had thought that she was being smart in
pretending to understand the sa utation, so she had made arrangements to meet the man with the muffled
voice, but en route, she had cadled Scotland Y ard. With the Y ard man aong, she was sure sheld be able
to nab whoever had caled.

Right then, before Cranston could say anything, aheavy hand descended on his shoulder. ™Y ou are under
ares."

"Ohno," Bobby said irritably. "Thisisn't one of the gang." She explained Cranston's position.

The detective looked dightly disbdieving. He said, " Seemslike a pretty strange coincidence that... Mr...
ah, Cranston, wasit? should come along just at the right time. London israther alarge place.”

"Oh thisistoo absurd. Mr. Cranston flew over from New Y ork just to help us. He can't be involved.
Besides | have an gppointment!”

The three of them walked down the street. The detective still looked as though he was ready to clap the
cuffson Cranston.

Back at Y orke's gpartment, Jackie, returned from hiswalk around the block, was sitting looking out the



window rather emptily. Y orke was bustling around the room.
"What'sup?' Jackie asked lazily.

"Well, we must not forget that | am your barrister and despite al the things that have been going on there
are some of your affairsthat need your attention.”

"More papersto sgn?' The young Earl was bored.

Nodding, Y orke spread some documents out in front of him. "Thisisthe incometax on your estatein
Cholmonddy." Of course, he pronounced it 'Chumley.’

"Let meglanceover it."

Jackie read thefine print carefully, sgned when he saw the amount of hisincome that was going out in
taxes and then fumbled for his pen.

"Here, try mine. It'sanew Y ankeeinvention. A pen that writesfor five yearswithout filling and with
which you can write under water."

The Earl looked stunned. "What in the name of the seven demons would anyone but adeep seadiver
want to write under water for?'

Y orke laughed, "I'm sure | don't know. But that's the way they are advertisng it.”
"Writes easily, doesnt it?" Jackie asked, scrawling his amost indecipherable signature,

"Yes, I've grown quite attached to it. You seeit'saball point and the bal rotates, picking up, by capillary
attraction someink from alozenge of solid ink that isunder the ball.”

"Ingenious, like most Y ank contrivances. | wonder sometimes whether al of the Stateswill one day be
inundated by their production of gimmicksand al the people will snk under theweight of al the
labor-saving inventionsthey have."

Y orke laughed. "Might happen at that." He took the signed papers and went over to his desk and dipped
them into an envelope. "What are your plansfor the day?'

"You jest, old man. What can | do, but sit here and put my trust in Cranston? | can't go out, that'sasure
thing."

"Keep under cover. I'll be back about teatime.”

The door dammed behind Y orke and Jackie was alone with his thoughts... and the imminence of death -
athough there was no way he could know this. He sat in an easy chair, his head nodding. He wastired.
Hefigured, as his eyes closed, that he needed about afortnight's rest before he'd be over the strain that
he had been living with.

The windows were closed to keep the brisk air out of the gpartment. This made it easy for degth to
creep on slent feet, closer and closer...

His head fell forward on his chest. He was adeep. His consciousness faded away... and death came
closer...

It took alot of arguing and identification at Scotland Y ard, which is neither Scottish nor aY ard, before
Cranston had assured them of hisbonafides. That done, however, he finally met Inspector Laage who



wasin charge of the case.
"Better to be safe than sorry isour motto, Mr. Cranston.”

"Of course, Ingpector, | understand.” said Cranston. "But now that you are confident that | am a
criminologist and not a crook, isthere any dightest chance that you can bring me up to date on what's
new?'

Lalage had to think that over. Of course, when he had first heard that Cranston was vigting the Earl, he
had cabled to New Y ork to the police commissioner there. Since Weston was Cranston's good friend,
there was a glowing reply. Weston had asked the Y ard to extend every courtesy that they would have to
him.

A wire photo had been sent over just an hour earlier, so there wasn't much chance that thiswas an
impogtor. Even 5o, it went againgt hisgrain. "We've been doing the routine things.”

Since he seemed ready to stop there, Cranston cued, "And?’

"The spectrographic anaysis shows that the blood on the dagger is from the dead man. Since we use the
ten-finger system of fingerprinting here, why the prints, athough blurred on the dagger, cannot be
definitely identified asthe Earl's, but just between usthere are eleven of the twelve classic identifications
intheprints.

The classic twelve, Cranston knew were a series of whorls, indentations and the like. If twelveitems of a
fingerprint correspond, it was assumed by the laws of probabilitiesthat the fingerprints were the onesin
question.

"Doyou havealig of al the gemsthat the murdered man had in his collection?' Cranston asked, with the
ghred of an ideaiin the back of hishead.

"They wereinsured, so it iswith definite assurance that | can tell you that dl the gemsin the collection
wererecovered in the Earl's pockets. Thereis nothing missing!”

That sent the glimmering of an idea shattering.
"Seeif | get thisstraight. There was absolutely nothing stolen from the premises?”

"How could there be?' Laage sounded cranky. "The Earl was found before he could escape with any
loot. Unless," the Inspector thought of Miss Rawson who had left, "unless, he had an accomplice who
escaped before our constables arrived.”

Cransgton snorted, "Y ou've just told me that nothing was stolen. Even if there was an accomplice, what
could have been taken?”'

Shrugging, Laage turned to some papers on his desk. The intimation was obvious. He was a busy man
and thiswastaking up histime.

"Then there has been nothing that would indicate in the dightest that there were any other people involved
in the attempted robbery?"

"Not aspeck. I'm afraid that your friend isin for thelong jump.”

In the cab that Cranston had hailed, Lamont sat and wondered whether he had been wise to keep secret
his knowledge of the presence of Count Germain in London. But the Inspector had been so determined



to find the Earl guilty that he couldn't see how that would have helped any.

He rode dong through the crowded streets in silence. He passed arow of theatres and Cranston was
amused to see some buskers, street corner entertainers, busy at work for the queues that lined up waiting
for their turn at the box office.

The busker isof dl entertainers a breed apart. They were down-at-the-heel magicians, arthritic acrobats,
singers whose voices had been |eft on the streets years before, al of whom broke their heartsto try to
share some hapennies from the unresponsive lines that philosophically waited for their turnto buy a
ticket.

Crangton said, "When a performer istoo old for the Halsin London, heisold, for the tars of Variety al
seem to bein Methusdlah's class”

The cabby turned around indignantly and in avoice that proved he'd been born in sound of the Bow Bells
said, "Now if that belent just like aY ank! What do yer do when a entertainer gets old? Shoot the
blighter?

"Usfedsthat if aguy wasfunny to Dad, he'sfunny to ud"

Having spoken his piece, he returned to driving. But the hike of his shoulders was € oquent of hisdisgust.
In the back of the cab, Cranston smiled wryly. "That'll show me. | should keep my big mouth shut!™
Cranston thought.

"We never have any right, | suppose, to question another nation's mores, or their way of life. | suppose
that lifein Americamust be adazing experienceto any foreigner.”

Thedriver nodded to himsdlf.
The cab stopped in front of Y orke's gpartment house.

Looking up at the closed window, Cranston had a premonition and, as aresult of it, hustled out of the
cab and up in the elevator. At the door, he paused and his narrow nostrils flared. He snapped, " Gas!

Cranston took a hook shaped object out of his pocket and inserted it in the keyway of the lock. Another
peculiarly shaped object went benesth the pick and he applied pressure on this, the pressure tool. The
lock snapped open. A sickening odor flowed out and around them.

Cranston whipped a handkerchief out of his pocket and tied it across hisface. It would have been better
if it had been wet, but there was no time for that.

Making hisway through the sickeningly sweet waves that encompassed him, Cranston ran to awindow
and put hisfoot through it. No time for any amenities a the moment. Sumped over in hiseasy chair, the
young Earl looked asif he were degping peacefully.

Grabbing him up in hisarmslike achild, Cranston, ill holding his breeth, ran back to the door. Out in
the hdll, dtill holding the motionlessform in hisarms, he said to awoman there, "' Cdl the emergency squad
and be sure they have a pulmotor with them.”

Not taking any time for questions, the woman ran down the hall. She banged on thefirst door she came
to and demanded to use their phone.

Waving aside the man's shocked expostul ations, she ran to aphone and put the cal through.



Out inthe hal, Cranston dropped Jackie to the floor, and balling up a scatter rug, he put it under his
stomach. Then he dropped to his knees, legs astraddle the Earl. He placed his hands on the back of the
young man's lungs and began to press and release the air that he was forcing into Jackie's tortured lungs.

The elevator door dammed open and Cranston heard a step behind him. Thinking that the London
squads worked fast, he called, "Slip the pulmotor down here. | don't want to stop till you're ready."

There was a second's dismaying pause, before Cranston heard Louis Y orke say, "God in heaven, what's
this? That smdll..."

"Gas. Get out of the way. The emergency squad should be here soon.”

Y orke took a dismayed look into his apartment, saw the broken window, looked down at hisfriend's
body, at the strange color of his ashen cheeks and gasped, " Jackie!”

Baobby, who had come up behind him, said, "Do you think he..."
"Nonsense," Y orke regj ected the unspoken question. " Jackie would no more do the Dutch than | would!”

Crangton's arms were getting weary, by the time the pulmotor arrived. They had come rapidly, but when
aman'slifeisat stake, time drags as though on |leaden feet.

He gave up his position to the experts. The pulmotor was applied and life giving oxygen was forced
down into the lungs which had given up their job.

Some of the men who were free went into the room and threw the windows high. With the door open
and the draft a work, the noxious gas was dissi pated rapidly.

In the kitchenette which in that bachelor household was enough for the daily needs, Cranston found the
jets of the gas stove wide open. It was one of the police however who found the note.

It was typewritten, but the sgnature wasin ink and unmistakably the Earl's.

It said. "Thisfarce hasto end. Now that Cranston is here, | am more afraid of exposure than ever. | am

surethat he just pretended to place credence in that wild story of minein order to give me enough rope

to hang mysdlf. | deserve the hanging, but | shal not so stain my family's honor. Forgive me, Bobby, and
forget me."

The sgnature was the indeci pherable scrawl that wasthe Earl'sidentification. A trifle faint, but hisown.
CHAPTER VIII

AS CRANSTON watched the men at work dragging Jackie back from the very edge of the Styx, he
thought, thisis one of the most fantastic combinations of cross purposes| have ever seen a work. Given,
one gem theft in the course of which amanisruthlesdy stabbed. Given, that the theft is unsuccesstul
because no gems were stolen. Given, athief who has more money than he knows wheat to do with.

Looking at Jackie's drawn face, Cranston could not see himin therole of killer and crook.

Given, acult where an imposing phony runsthe ded like the long defunct Count Germain. Given; that
Germain haskilled aman whoseidentity is il to this second, undiscovered. Given, asuicide that isnot a
suicide. Given, asuicide notewhich | don't believe.

Before Cranston could go any further, Jackie's eyes opened. He said, "Hello, Bobby dear, how are



you?' It wasn't till after he had spoken that he redized the circumstances. He looked around wildly and
sad, "Don't tell me I've gone into another attack of annesia. And..."

Hishand clasped in her tanned lovely one, she grasped it firmly and said, "No dear, thistime you were
thevictim. Y ou didn't try to commit suicide, did you?"

He shook his head muzzily and looked frightened. " That's the farthest thought from my mind.” And it was.
All he wanted to do was marry hislove and forget the whole nightmare chain of eventsthat had followed
that incredible evening.

Sherubbed histemples. "Rdax, darling. They failed again. Well keep you safetill thisisover.”

Hewas il not functioning properly, or he mightn't have said thiswhere the world could overhesr it.
"Dearest, you know that if anything should happen to me...and it doesn't seem as preposterous now as
when | made my will, that you will be taken care of. Y ou will get everything but my estatein
Cholmondely, which is, asyou know, entailed.”

The slencewaslikealivething. It coiled in eddies that were not broken till one of the constables said,
"The Inspector was wondering about that end of it."

The silence descended again. Cranston thought that'storniit. If Lalage hasthe dightest ideathat Jackieis
not really the murderer he will now suspect that Bobby is behind the plot. Aloud, " Speaking of the
Ingpector, will you have him come here? | have two things to show him. Oneis the vanishing room and
the other - the other can wait till he gets here.”

The gas had completely vanished from the rooms now. Inside, Bobby till fussed over her love. Y orke
was busy mixing some drinks and Cranston just sat and stared off into space.

Crangton had just put his scotch and soda to hislips when the buzzer sounded. It was Inspector Lalage
and his mouth was cynical. He said, "Hear we've been having some fun and games here, en?!

Bobby's eyes spit fire. She said, "You... you... | just wish your lungs werefilled with gas and you felt as
wretched as Jackie does!”

Crangton held his hand up. "Inspector, | wanted you to witness something which | shall ask in asecond
or two. In the meantime, will you accompany me, if | essay to find you the vanishing gpartment which
seemsto makealiar of Jackie?'

"Will? Of course | will! I'll follow you to the ends of the earth to seeamiraclelikethat!" Thetwist to his
lips showed that he thought the miraclewasjust alie.

"Beforel forget,” Cranston said casudly, "Mr. Y orke, did you receive any phone calsthismorning
between say, eeven and eeven-thirty?"

"The phone hasn't rung al day to the best of my knowledge. | can't know what happened when Jackie
was here, but thismorning, it did not ring."

"| see. Then perhaps you can explain something to me." Cranston rose and went into the bedroom
followed by the others. He sat on the edge of the bed, took asmall screw driver out of his pocket and
while the Inspector watched closely, he leaned down and unscrewed the bell box cover.

"Ingpector, will you remove the two pieces of paper that | inserted there this morning?”

The whole room was tense as the Inspector, using agloved hand removed the carbon paper and the



white paper. He looked at the white paper closdly. "It'sal smudged with carbon from the duplicating
paper!"

"I see" sad Yorke. "Very ingenious. When the clapper of the bell rings, the clapper hitsthe carbon
paper and leaves an impression. But what doesit prove?

Crangton said, "It provesthe bell on the phonerang, | should think..."

"But of course," Y orkewas lighting acigarette. "It doesn't, can't prove when the phonerang. You failed
to build atime clock into your gpparatus, Mr. Crangton.”

Inspector Laage moved his head from one man to the other so that he seemed to be watching atennis
match.

Cranston said, "But you see, Mr. Y orke, | know that your phone rang this morning between eleven and
eleven-thirty." He paused. "1 know, too, that you answered it. You see, | didn't want thisto be an evenly
matched contest between our two opinions.”

"How could you know that his phone rang at that time, Mr. Cranston, if you weren't here," Bobby asked.
"That seemsimpossibleto me. Unless, you could see into the gpartment from some hiding place.”

"Y ou are avoiding the obvious, my dear," Cranston smiled. "There's one sure way for meto know he
answered the phone and that is because it was | who called him." He paused again. "Just asit was | who
cdledyou."

"No wonder you showed up at the proper time for the appointment!" she giggled. "Whew, that'saload
off my mind. | thought surethat | had ruined our chances of contacting the..." She stopped and stared at
Crangton. "Y ou were testing me. Testing me to see what my response would be when you pulled that line
about 'Whatyoudoid..."

She looked stunned.

"You," Cranston accented the word delicately, "you went straight to the police. Mr. Y orke on the
other..."

Y orke said briskly, "Come now, | remember. That silly, melodramatic business of the muffled voice on
the phone. Of course. It was so absurd that | dismissed it from my mind. Asyou will remember, |
dammed the phone down!"

"We have established,” said Cranston and might not have heard the man speak, "that the phone did, in
fact, ring thismorning. That isdl | wanted to fix in your mind, Inspector. And now, if you will take meto
the only thirteen floored building in London, we will proceed with the revel ation of the modus operandi of
the vanishing room.”

Turning at the door, Cranston smiled and said, ™Y ou will find, Mr. Y orke, that | lied to you about your
phone. It isnot out of order.”

They left, the Ingpector burly, compact and competent looking and Cranston, tall, lean and findy
tempered as agood sword, looking like the enemies of crime that they were. One a bludgeon, the other a
rapier. Each fitted best for the way that he functioned best.

The room that they had just quitted was like a stage tableaw, just before the second act curtain. Y orke
findly said, "Now both of you stop looking at methat way. The very idea. Y ou know that | have nothing
to do with all this. What possible benefits would accrue? Stop and think for amoment. Jackie, you area



good account for my firm and me while you are aive, but dead... what do | stand to gain? Truly, | forgot
al about the blasted call!"

Jackie thought for amoment and then threw hisarm around hisfriend's shoulder and said, "Relax, Louis,
of course you had nothing to do with it. And as amatter of fact, Cranston didn't say you did!"

Bobby's suspicions waned too, as shelooked at the well known countenance of the man who had been
her friend for longer than her fiance. "Heaven only knows what Cranston has on his mind. He accented
only that the phone had rung you remember, for al we know that may be important to some theory heis
developing. You, Jackie, get right down on that couch!”

Jackie obeyed. He had athought, " Say... where's my suicide note?!

"One of the congtablestook it along with some samples of your handwriting. They aredl prepared to
proveit aforgery. Now forget all about it. I've caled adoctor from Harley Street to check on you."
Y orke smiled as he went into the bedroom.

Down at the Y ard, in the technological [aboratories, two handwriting experts were staring at amovie
screen, where enlarged, perhaps ahundred times, was a photograph of the signature on the suicide note
aswell as another of Jackie's signatures.

They were comparing the height of the loopsin thel's, the size of the stroke that dashed across the top of
thet's. One of them shook hishead and said, "'l don't know what the Inspector had in mind when he sent
these down, but I'll give testimony that we have no forgery here. How do you fed about it?"

The other nodded in complete accord. "We are in agreement. That isno forgery.”

Cranston and Laage were in the elevator. The car was approaching the disputed floor. Lalage said, "It
wasidiotic for aLondoner to even pretend that there was a fifteen story agpartment house. After dl, thisis
not New York."

"Thevery idiocy of the satement iswhat origindly made methink that the Earl wastelling the truth - or
thetruth as he saw it, which isavery different thing.

"Y ou, convinced of hisguilt are going on one assumption. |, as equaly assured of hisinnocence, am
proceeding in adiametrically opposed manner. | have no proof but logic that my theory about theroomis
right.”

The car stopped at the thirteenth floor. Cranston did not immediately leave the car. Instead, he took out a
smal magnifying glass and looked very closdly a the number 14 which was painted in black on thewall
of the eevator shaft. He said, "Hmmmm."

Ladagesad. "Very informative. What doesthat mean?”

"It may mean proof. However, let us get to room 1414. | seethat the 13 supertition has continued here
aswdl asonmy sdeof the Atlantic.”

The Ingpector nodded. "What few tal buildings we have are generaly without the thirteenth floor. Either
they makeit 12A or asin this case skip thirteen and pretend that the floor isredly 14."

They stopped outside the door which had 1414 on it. Through the wood of the door they could hear a
phone ringing. The Ingpector raised hisfinger to pressthe bell. Cranston held his hand up. He put his ear
to the door. But it was futile. He could not hear the voice of whoever answered the phone.



"Y ou may aswell go ahead, that would have been too much luck to hopefor.”

A surdy, officia finger pressed the bell hard. Behind the panelsthey could hear sudden activity. Cranston
looked at the officidl.

"Curious?'
The Inspector nodded but said, "I have no warrant.”

"Look away." Cranston waited till Lalage had turned his eyes the other way and then went to work on
the lock with his picks. The door swung open.

"All right, Inspector. Look! What do you think of the Earl of Bostick's story now?"

Frenzied activity on the part of three or four people in the room beyond them amost obscured for the
moment the redlization that before them lay the room just as Jackie had described it, up to and including
the brazier in the center of the floor. Ribbons descended from it disconsolately.

CHAPTER IX

THE INSPECTOR did a double-take. Then, dl authority, he stepped into the room. He held up his hand
and the men who'd been moving around frantically stopped in their tracks. They had been attempting to
change the room around. Leaning againg the wals, wereflats, like stage sets. Painted to look like the
walls of aroom, the Inspector remembered them from hislast visit.

It was obvious how he had been fooled. Thelong room was easily cut off by the flats. It was completely
different with theflatsin place. Thewadlls, the size of the room, when put in place changed everything.

Cranston would have given a pretty penny to have known who it was who had phoned while they were
outside the door. For it was clear that the phone had been atip off. The men, when interrupted, had been
trying to make the room over so asto look like the innocent interior that had appeared to the Inspector
when he had come with the Earl.

Look asthey might however, here was no sign of the infamous Count Germain. However, there was one
bit of luck, and it showed how confident the Count had been of fooling the police.

Strolling around the rooms, while the Inspector interrogated the men, Cranston found one room that
seemed to be set off asa study. On adesk in thisroom, near areplica of asnake that must have been the
one that Jackie had commented on, was atooled leather bound book.

Opening it idly, Cranston saw that it was handwritten and seemed to be ajournal of somekind. His gaze
froze when he saw a characteristic entry.

"The successful charlatan isthe onewho isin character dl hiswaking hours. There must never be any let
up intherole. Not to the most intimate must the bars ever be lowered, for if they are, theroleislogt.

"From Raymond Lully, to Theophrastus Bombastus Paracelsus, the path is clear. Obscurantism isthe
order of the day. If there are two waysto say athing, clearly and obscurdly, one must dwaystake care
to be obscure. Only in thiskind of darkness can the charlatan come into hisown.”

"In the case of the cult with which | have been so successful it is essentia that my hypnotic powers be
hidden beneeth the pretense of the revivifying bowl. Mesmerismisinfinitely more impressive than straight

hypnotism.”



Flipping through the pages, straining his eyes over the thin spidery writing, Cranston saw what seemed to
be an essay on the fine art of murder. He read it carefully. Then, using great care o as not to destroy any
potential finger prints, he brought the book to the Inspector.

Theinterrogation was not going successfully. "Then according to al you innocent little birds, none of you
know for whom you work. Y ou haven't the vaguest ideawhy this apartment is so set up asto be ableto
present two different appearances...”

Watching the men, Cranston thought to himself, either the Inspector isavery brave man, or he doesn't
realize what the pin-point pupils of their eyes mean. Asfar as Cranston could see the men were so
loaded with dope that they were likely to erupt like pin whedls.

"Y ou evidently work for love, isthat it?" asked the Inspector. ™Y ou never see your employer. How does
he pay you?'

One of the men whose face was gray and drawn and whose hands were twenty years older than hisface
sad, "Yawon't get nothin' out of us, so why don't you quit?’

Thinking of one of the notesin the dreadful book he held under his arm, Cranston asked, "Inspector,
have you found any floatersin the Thamesin the last twenty hours?”

The Ingpector nodded. "It would be an odd night if we didn't find one.”

"Thisfloater would have been alittle off the beaten track.” Remembering the desecrated body he had
seen on the table, Cranston stifled ashudder. "Y ou seethe one | am interested in wasflayed..."

The Ingpector swiveled his head around rapidly. "What do you know about that?'
"Jug alittle”
"It'shad us completely puzzled. Thereisn't aclueleft asto hisidentity!”

The men in the room exchanged a secret glance. It was clear they knew what Cranston and Laage were
talking about and were cynicaly amused.

"I think you will find," said Cranston, "that his name was Tommy Bratkin."
That wiped the smiles away. It mobilized the men. Y ou could fedl them tense.

Lalage was no fool. He sensed the change in the atmosphere. Walking to the phone he dided the Y ard.
"Wed better get these men downtown.”

Cranston wondered how long the inbred fear that the English have of their bobbies would hold the men
from some desperate move. The English police force patrolsits beats minus guns. Whether thisis
because the English are basically law abiding or whether it was due to the severity of the lav wasa
guestion to Cranston.

Whichever it was, it held the men motionlesstill some men came and took them away. Cranston and
Laage wereleft donein the room. Cranston opened the Count Germain's journd to the entry about the
proposed murder of Tommy Bratkin.

Laageread it withamusclein hisjaw jumping. He dammed hisfist down on the table when he had
finished it. ""The perfect ecstasy of choosing avictim at random!™

"If you will remember in the Earl'stestimony, Count Germain said when the Earl was brought to him, 'Ah,



you got one." Nat, if you notice, 'Here heis, or anything that would indicate that Jackie was a chosen
victim. The two men were sent out to get any unaccompanied man whom they could persuade to come
along with them. They did and that man happened to be the Earl of Bostick!" Cranston said.

"Sure, that would account for alot. They must have been surprised when they found out the identity of
their scapegoat!”

While Cranston was leading the Ingpector's thoughts, he himsalf was thinking how much cleaner it might
have been if that had been the case. If it had really been pure chance which had dictated that the Earl
would be the victim... instead the Judas goat technique had operated on him.

Laage puzzled over something aloud. "But why go to dl that trouble just for a'pure murder. Why kill a
man and pretend to stedl his gems, and then leave dl the loot in the Earl's pockets. If they had stolen
some of the gems, 1'd be able to understand it better.”

"Ah," said Cranston, "now we get to the crux of the matter. | think there was agem robbery!"”
"But... | checked. Every insured gem wasin that batch we found in his pockets.”

"Uhuh. Would you insure stolen property?'

"No. Y ou mean..."

"I'vewondered al aong about this. Suppose in this didocated era which has followed the war, asoldier
in adefeated country stole some jewels. It's happened.”

Remembering a case which had filled the headlines of the world only a short time before, Laage
nodded.

"Suppose that his name was Tommy Bratkin. | wish you'd check on hismilitary career, by the way, and
seeif he might have had accessto anything likethis.”

Laageinterrupted, "Y ou think this Bratkin may have stolen aflock of gems and then sold them to Briarly
who, like most collectors, have been willing to buy the gems even though held never be able to show
them to anyone.”

"Right. Then the murder startsto make more sense. Stedl the stolen gems; leave the ordinary collectionin
Jacki€e's pockets so as to cast an impenetrable screen of suspicion around and leave him there asthe
obviouskiller. Nagty, isn't it?"

"And you think thisinsane Count Germain isthe brains behind this?'
"Who d£?'
That was the question.

That was the question that only Cranston could answer. The police would find the Count, for England is
anidand and it is necessary to carry identification on you. Because the English can watch al seaports,
can have an eye on dl airports, can draw adragnet right around the ides from which escapeis
impossible

Count Germain would be caught in time. But would the dragnet be tight enough to include theredl villain?

It would be aquestion for the courtsto decide... for if you make your hand fireagun, you are
responsible for the death of the person whom you fire at, but if you useinstead of agun for aweapon, a



maniac, then what?

CHAPTER X
"Y ou see now," Cranston asked, "how the hocus-pocus was managed with the room?”
"Pretty obvious now," Laage answered.

"They merdy substituted the number thirteen on thewall of the elevator shaft and theindicator did for the
fourteen which isredly there.

"And smilarly, they switched the numbers on the door of 1414 to 1313." That was overwhelmingly clear
to the Inspector now. He felt for amoment that he had been abit stupid, but then who, in the course of
run-of-the-mill crimes, would ever expect to find such aset up? He felt better about it, as he solaced
himself with the thought. The Earl had looked as guilty and told as guilty astory ashe had ever heard in
al hisyears on theforce. He was struck with athought.

"Then, since Count Germain really chose hisvictim at random, and since heis obvioudy amaniac, we're
not going to be able to use the rope on anyone?!

"Don't be too sure. We may find an occupant for your loop soon." Cranston hooded his eyes and thought
hard.

"Nothing more to keep us here. | shal post aguard in case Count Germain should by some chance show
up here."

"I don't imagine you'll get him that way, but of course, you have to observe e ementary precautions. It
might help, too, if your guard wasfairly big. For you may be interested in the members of the Count's cult
for whom the room was being rearranged. Obvioudy, they planned a meeting for tonight.

Staring a the brazier with the peculiar ribbons hanging from its perimeter, La age agreed that the cult
must have meant to meet that night. This part of the case was so far removed from his ken that he found it
hard to believe that people would surrender money and their time to afaker who mesmerized them.

Interpreting La age's thoughts, Cranston said, "Remember, most people have astrong will to believein
anything that is outsde the ordinary explanations. Look at your spiritudigts, your astrologers- dl your
other fakers. They don't have to work hard to fool people. It'slike hypnotism. Y ou are not hypnotized by
anyone, you alow yourself to become hypnotized. Just so your charlatan doesn't have to work very hard
to take peoplein, they are working overtimeto help him.”

Thinking of the wave of fortunetdlers, of spirit mediumsthat had followed the war, Lalage had to agree.

They left the gpartment together. "That call that tipped them off," Cranston said reflectively, "if we could
only know if another such cdl has dready tipped off Count Germain.”

"If he hasn't been tipped off, helll walk right into the hands of my men that are on guard.”
"I hopethey are prepared for anything. The Count isaruthlesskiller.”
"Don't worry about them. Picked men dl.”

They walked down the street together, both deep in thought. Lalage said, " A couple of timesyou've
made reference to someone €' se being involved. Someonewho isredly responsiblein alega sensefor
hisactions. Who isit?'



"The only person with areal mativefor theremova of the Earl."
That stopped Laage. ™Y ou mean the girl? She's due to inherit under the terms of hiswill."

"I'd rather not say till | have dl the threadsin my hand. But it should cometo ahead thisevening. If it
doesn't | have meansto force the issue.”

The means, Cranston bought in astationary store. He had wondered how long it would be before some
crimina mind would take advantage of the potentidities of anew American invention.

That night, London was like anew city. The fog was gone and with it most of the depression that had
weighed down on Cranston. He knew now where he was going and why. All that remained wasto prove
it, and a canny and completely unscrupulous killer would dance onthe air.

Herang the bell of Y orke's gpartment. Lalage waswith him. They entered the room and while they were
observing the amenities of civilization, on the other sde of the city, Laage's men were dueling with desth.

Because of the real modus operandi the officia police have agreat advantage over the most talented
amateur. A man had squealed! Face bandaged, needle-like nose twitching like afrightened rabhbit's, the
man had talked. He was scared. The one dash of the scapel across hisface had resulted in this...

He gave them the address of the hideout of the Count Germain. And then he asked to be put in the
strongest cell that the city boasted of. Even with the bars and concrete rising about him protectively, he
sat on the edge of hisiron bed and quaked. His stomach danced a rigadoon. He was sick with fear.

Without his gun, which he had ridded himsdlf of, before he squedled, he was a coward. He was dying a
coward's death. Agonized and long suffering. It had exhausted his dender store of courageto comeinto
the police and rat. Now there was nothing left but fear. He knew, now that it was over, now that the
police were on their way to arrest the Count that he would never deep peacefully again whether the
police caught Germain or not.

His clenched hands sweated as he wrung them in an agony of apprehension. Suppose that the Count was
killed in trying to evade the bobbies, then what of that other one who was known only as avoice on the
phone. The one who had tipped them off to some of their best suckers, who had bird-dogged them to
some of the richest members of the cult.

The brave man dies asingle death, the coward hundreds...

Unused to trigger responses, conditioned to crooks who gave up promptly when caught, the two plain
clothes men who knocked on the door that the squedler had tipped them off to, were completely off
stride when the door dammed open and ablast of gunfire raked out at them.

One of the men gasped and his hands clenched in his assaulted ssomach. The other managed to get his
gun out as another shot battered at hisarm.

Inside the room, Count Germain stood with his back to awindow. He thought dully, " Someone ratted.”
Hiseyes narrow, his piggy face blank, he held the Parabellum in his hand loosdly. He had seen his shots
land.

He threw his shoulders back. Wasit for this he had fought hisway back from madness, for this he had
quitted America? For this, he had set up the biggest racket of hislife?

Was heto allow himsdlf to be arrested, be carted off to the prison? He sneered. His madness shone from
his eyes as he pictured himsdf asaNapoleon of Crime. If he couldn't out-think these men, out-fight



them, then he desarved hisfate.

The detective whose arm hung at his side, did the safety catch off hisrevolver. He called out, "Drop your
gun and come aong quietly. | have awarrant for your arrest.”

The Count shot him through the forehead. Asthe detective dumped to the floor, Germain stepped
through the window. Outside, afire escape waited. He started down the gairs.

Outside the house, the cordon the police had thrown around the building, was waiting, all prepared by
the sound of the shots, for their brother officersto come out with the criminal between them.

Then time passed and there was no Sign of them, they redoubled their vigilance. One of them spotted a
squat form making itsway down the fire escape. A warning shot fired high over Germain's head failed to
stop him.

Hedrew hissensud full lipstight over hisvulpine teeth and whirled and reversed hismotion. Theroof...
that was the way.

Pounding up the stairs, al emotions smothered in the need for escape, he pictured the roof. If he could
get there, there was a building nearby. An agile man could jump from one roof to the other. Once there,
let the stupid copstry to find him.

On the top fire escape with the roof above him helooked across. The next building was about twelve
feet away. There wouldn't be any trouble. It was lower than this building. He would be jumping out and
down. That was acinch. Histeeth gleamed in his mouth as he grinned.

But the police were staked out on the roof. Asthey saw him approach, one leaned over the edge and
showed his gun. " Stop right there, laddy me buck.”

Germain looked up, straight into the mouth of the gun. Without aflicker of emotion, he turned and leaped
draight out into the air. He thought, if | can grab the fire escape on the other building, | can still get away.
| can till get away and grab the cache of loot.

Hewas till thinking that as his grasping fingers caught the narrow bar of the fire escape he had jumped
for. He was il thinking of escape and luxury as arandom bullet fired from the opposite roof bit into his
hand. Herelaxed it, or rather his nervous system relaxed it. He had no control of it. The other hand was
not equa to supporting the weight of his gross body.

Hisfingers of his one good hand relaxed one by one. He grinned. The stupid copswerein for asurprise.
He had never let anyonein on hisbiggest secret. No one knew that he could fly.

Hislast finger wrenched free. It left some of the skin on the railing he had been grasping. He began to fall
and ashedid, he smiled to himself. He wanted to see the stupefied look on their faces when he flapped
hisarms and flew away.

Hewas gtill giggling with delight at the mad thought, as his head crashed into the concrete areaway. The
sound that went up the airshaft was like that of amelon splitting.

In'Y orke's apartment the phone rang. Y orke answered it. He said. "Inspector Laage, just amoment.”
Picking up the phone from his host's hand, Laage grunted, "He did? | see. Thank you for cdling.”

He st the recelver down and walked back into the living room. Cranston looked up curioudy. "Anything
new?'



"Count Germain will never haveto go to an insane asylum.”
"No?'
Lalage shook hishead. "He died trying to escape.”

Taking anotebook out of his pocket, Cranston used his new pen to make an x mark next to Germain's
name.

"Whew... am | glad to hear that. Y ou may not bdieveit, but I've been having nightmares about that man,”
Jackie said and he looked immeasurably relieved.

Bobby said, "Darling, the whole thing is over. No more nightmares, no more fear of standing up in the
House of Lords and being sentenced. Oh, it'swonderful!"

"Congratulations,” Y orke said. "'Inspector, you've done nobly."

Lalage made asour face. "Don't congratulate me. If I'd had my way the Earl would have been on trid
now. Cranston isthe oneto thank.”

"Thereisone more nightmare,” said Cranston heavily, "and thisisthered one."

The room was slent. Out of the corner of her eyes, Bobby looked at Cranston who was looking off into
space. Hisface was set. It waslined.

"Hereisthe crux of thereal problem.”

CHAPTER XI

Y ORKE poured out drinks al around. He handed them out. La age was watching Cranston. Bobby was
quiet. Jackie's young face was set again.

"The man who posed as the Count Germain,” Cranston said, and hisvoice waslow, "I wonder if well
ever know what hisreal name was. But," he shrugged, "that's not important. The man, | say was
crimindly insane. No court in the world would have held him legdly responsiblefor hisacts. But, by the
same token, he needed a guiding hand. He needed someone to direct his madness... and profit by it."

The only sound in the room wastheicetinkling in Bobby's glass as she Sipped her drink.

Holding the fountain penin his hand, like apointer, Cranston said, "That same hand, that controlling
force, has moved throughout with care and expedition, but ways at one step removed. By remote
contral.”

"Have you ever seen one of these, Ingpector?' Cranston asked as he threw his new fountain pen across
the room.

Catching it, Lalage opened it and looked at the point. "One of those ball pens. I've seen them advertised.
Why?'

"Writeyour namewithiit."

Obeying, Lalage was perplexed. The pen wrote freely and easily. Cranston rose and walked to hisside.
Helooked down at the signature. He took the pen from Laage and on another piece of paper wrote,
"1.0.U. one thousand pounds!"



After writing the 1.O.U. he pressed his thumb down on Laage's name. The room watched as he
transferred histhumb from where Lalage had written the |.O.U.

He pressed down with the thumb and then quietly handed the paper to the Inspector.

"Why... thisthing says | owe you athousand poundd” He stared at hissgnature. "And thisismy
sgnature™

Tearing it up, Crangton said, "It is one of the peculiarities of these pens, that if you wet your thumb and
pressit on aword, it transfersto your thumb and you can then imprint where you will!"

The Earl of Bostick'sface tightened as he looked at hisfriend Y orke. He remembered very clearly
writing his name at the end of the tax papers with just such a pen. No wonder his name was on that fake
suicide note!

"I think," said Crangton, "that clears up the problem of Jackie's 'suicide note."

Marvin, the dachshund, was upset as Cranston wa ked around the room. He nuzzled into Cranston's
legs. Cranston looked down and bent over and petted him.

"The Judas goat, as you may know, is used in stockyards. Some wise old billy goat is given the job of
walking the sheep down along incline. At the bottom of theinclinethereisalittle doorway. The billy
goat, the Judas, walks through that door and it closes. The other sheep following on his hedls, quietly and
peacefully, have no way to go but forward. Thisthey do and arekilled.”

"Very informative," said Y orke, "but what hasit to do with the matter at hand?"

Stll petting the dog, Cranston asked, " Jackie, that night when thisal started and you were waking along
inthefog, you said you saw adog which you thought wasfamiliar. Y ou followed it..."

Jackie said hitterly, "Like one of those sheep. Yes, | followed the dog and it led me to those two men
who kidnapped me."

"What breed was the dog?"

Jackie pointed to Marvin. "A dachshund. | thought it was Marvin... What afool! Of courseit was
Marvin!"

Cranston nodded. "Having led you to your fate, he went back to the person who had trained him for his
performance. Y ou went on to Germain's gpartment and the frame up.”

"But," Laage's stolid face was set, "why would anyone use such arisky way of leading the Earl to the
kidnappers?'

"Because of this business of acting at one step removed. Remember the beautiful part of thisto the
conspirator, was that Count Germain did not know, never knew that Jackie was anything but arandom
victim chosen by blind chance!™

"Then the person who sent the dog to lead the Earl knew of Germain's plans?*

"Ohyes. | am surethat person picked out Briarly, the unfortunate gem collector asthe victim. But thet is
al. Having proposed the victim, Germain was then alowed to work out in his mad ingenious brain, the
rest of the details. That way, if anything went wrong, what was there to connect the instigator with the
frame-up that encompassed the Earl? Testify as Germain might, he could not say anything about Jackie



being picked out asavictim. His notes prove that he thought Jackie was a chance person. Only someone
who knew Jackie's routes very well could have planned it. You said,” Cranston turned to the Earl, "that
you generally ended up at this after-hours bottle club when you were in the depressed mood that you
werein that night?"

Jackie nodded. "Y es, my close friends would know that. Know it very well." His voice was bitter. "After
all, when the pubs close, where else can you go?'

Lalage said, "But that was s0 risky. Supposejust that one time the Earl had not followed his usual
route?'

Cranston shrugged. "What of it? In that case, the kidnappers would have picked up some other poor
soul. Then, the plan could be put in operation some other time. Thiswas an dastic plan. Asameatter of
fact, with a careful operator like the onein question, there may have been three or four other attempts
aong different lines. Thisjust happened to be the one that worked.”

Looking at Y orke, Jackie said with loathing, "A knife in the back some dark night would have been clean
in comparison with the fate that was sdected for me!l" He amost spat ashe said, "How did you think it
would work out? I'd be jailed for murder, 1'd hang, then you'd give solace to Bobby and in the midst of
her sorrows, marry her on the rebound and inherit everything | |eft to her?"

Y orke's face was white. He said, "Jackie, don't look at me that way. Are you mad, man? Do you think
I'd be party to such ascheme?

Thinking of the fountain pen, Jackiesad, "Yes"
CHAPTER XII

LALAGE took his Bean handcuffs out and sivung them in his hand. He said, "Not much usein dragging
this out any longer, Crangton. I'll cuff him and take him down and book him."

Y orke flattened his back against thewall and looked at them wild-eyed. Hisvoice was acroak. "The
pack of you... your eyes... now | know how Jackiefelt. Don't any of you believe me?Ligten... | am as
fond of Jackie asthough he were my son. | couldn't do these dreadful things you have thought of me!
Please... aword... Jackie..."

Heran down like atired phonograph. "Y ou don't... none of you believe me!" He dropped his handsto
his sides and stood resigned.

Laage walked toward him with the cuffs open. "Hold your hands out.”

Cranston said, "Come, come, Inspector. The point of what | have tried to tell you about the caseis that
the guilty person at every opportunity hasworked at least a step behind. It islike someinvolved chess
game where the chess master dways moves and movesin advance.”

Turning around with astunned look, Laage said, "What? Y ou mean Y orke is not the person behind
this?'

Crangton shook his head sadly, "No." Helooked from Y orke's face which was a mixture of confused
emotions to Bobby who stepped back from Jackie's chair.

"What isthe meaning of this?' the Earl of Bostick asked and hisvoice had atremor init.

"l am afraid that your fianceeisthe guilty person.”



Bobby looked at Cranston as though he had gone stark raving mad. "Me?" She dill held her glassin her
hand.

"YSII

That was all. It was anti-climactic. She shrugged, turned to Jackie and said, "Y ou don't believe this, of
course?"

He held her hand and said, "Don't be absurd, darling.”

She sipped her drink and waited patiently. Laage was too confused. He made atentative step in her
direction and his hand started up with the handcuffs, but then dropped to hisside. He said, "Cranston,
you've been one hundred percent right al along. But thisistoo fantastic. And even if your hypothesisis
correct, how are you going to proveit? The dog is Y orke's, the pen and the signing of the paperswas
done under Y orkes direction. Thereis no connection between the girl and Count Germain.”

"None but the fact that he worked under her orders. She had the entree to al the big homes because of
her being affianced to the Earl; she spotted loot and mapped out a plan for the Count to follow; she
trained Marvin to act asthe Judas goat; she had all the time in the world because she often takes him out
for walks"

Jackiethrew hisarm around her protectingly. "But these are dl guesses. Y ou have no proof! None at al!
Y ou can't have any... besides, don't you remember when you put that trap in the phones? The carbon
paper. It was Bobby who went to the police and tried to trap the person whom she thought was guilty. It
was Y orke who pretended not to remember the call!”

"But Y orke told the truth. He did forget under the stress he was under. He knew that in time suspicion
would turn to him because he was the executor of the Earl's estate. He had areal motive.” Cranston
looked almost deepy. His eyeswere dits. He was watching Bobby Rawson closely. So far, no guilty
gart, no indication showed that her cherished and ingenious plans were being made to fal to shreds
around her head.

Hesad dowly, "Laage, you remember the journa which Count Germain kept?'
"Yes. But | havent, in the pressure of events, had timetoread it al yet."

The only indication that this had struck home, Cranston saw, was that Bobby tautened her grip on the
glassshewas holding. He said, "Inthat journd isal the proof of her complicity that you will need. That
was the one eventuality for which she could not be prepared because she did not know that Germain was
so far gonein madnessthat he kept ajourna of dl hiscrimina activities.

"Y ou see, gentlemen, Bobby is Germain's daughter.” Thiswas bluff made up of whole cloth. Cranston,
searching for some conceivable connection between the madman and the girl had thought that thiswould
explain agreet ded.

"Likefather, like daughter,” Laage said. There was no emotion in him. Thiswhole thing was unraveling

despite him.

"Hewasagreat man," his daughter said. "It'sidiots like you who refuse to recognize a great man's genius.
It's no wonder he cracked up. The whole world was againgt him. No one appreciated him but me."

Jackie dropped her hand as though she were aleper. Asamatter of fact, she wasamora leper, devoid
of asense of what differentiated right from wrong.



"But despite the fact that you "appreciated’ him, you were al ready to usehim asa'fdl guy' in case
anything went wrong." Laagewascynicd.

"Inthejournd," Crangton went on, "Germain brags of the intelligence of his daughter, writes about her
potentidities, explainsthe way her crimind plansworked out.”

Y orke looked like aman reprieved at that |ast split-second before the noose tightensfinaly. He said,
"But indl this, how are you going to place the blame. In redity she did nothing. Shejust used her father
and hisgang to carry out her plans.”

"Oh yes, she did something. We may not get her for murder, but we can get her for attempted murder.

Y ou see, after you left yesterday she sneaked in here, found her fiance adeep in his chair, worn out from
what she had involved him in, and found the papers with his sgnature on them. She knew of Y orke's new
pen. She typed out the suicide note, transferred the signature, walked out to the kitchen, turned the jets
on the gas stove on, and I eft.

"Knowing her father'svoice, of course, | could not fool her, even though my voice was muffled. She
amelled that something was up and did the clever thing. She went to the police.”

Laage said thoughtfully, "Even if she doesn't swing - English juries don't like to hang women - shelll
spend al her youth and beauty in the narrow confines of acdll. That may be worse than aquick death.”

The moment that Cranston had been waiting for came. She swalowed the rest of her drink in one gulp.
Thiswasright after her fingers had passed over the mouth of the glass. Her ring hung open. It was
obviousthat she had emptied whatever was in the compartment under the big stone into her glass.

Laage was mobilized into ingtant action as shefdl to the floor.

Crangton said, "Don't bother. If | know her shrewd, canny mind that was cyanide and it'sdl over."

It was. She was dead before she hit the floor.

"What apity. The paperswill ride me rough-shod for alowing thisto happen." Laage was concerned.

"Not half as hard as they would have ridden you had she lived,” Cranston said. "Y ou see, there was no
evidence againg her at dl, except in my mind.”

"But," Lalage gasped, "what about her father'sjourna ?*

"Therésno referenceto her init at dl. It would have been out of character for that megalomaniac to give
anyone any credit. He never wrote aword about her!™

Lalage sghed. "So, that's the Y ankee bluff |'ve heard about so often. Y ou didn't have anything to hold
her on. Whew..."

"I had to drive her hard, keep hitting and throw her off her stride mercilesdy. If | had given her a second
to think, shewould have redized how tenuous my attack was. She might have out-bluffed meto the
end!”

"That'swhy you let her and usthink that Y orke was guilty. Y ou lulled her into afeding of security and
then when she felt the land safe under her feet, you pulled it out from under her."

"That'sright. A last point. Theinitia problem was set early when the gunman with thelong nose
attempted to shoot me. How could anyone know | wasin London and on the trail of Germain unless he



had been tipped off by someone close to Jackie? Only the Earl, Y orke and Bobby knew | was here and
what my missonwas."

Crangton did not ook happy. He turned to Jackie and said, "This, son, isthe end of the last nightmare. If
you had lived long enough to marry her..."

The Earl of Bogtick, brave man that he was, who had lived through the worst the Germans could throw,
who had engaged at one point in hand-to-hand combat with the foe, who had somehow survived al the
horrors of war, shuddered at the thought of being married to that which lay in acrumpled hegp in the
center of the room.

THEEND



