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CHAPTER |

"IN full view of four thousand people heisgoing to die." The hand that was writing relaxed. The pen
shonein thelight from the lamp on the desk. "With eight thousand eyes focused on him, hewill be
murdered. Not only the perfect murder, but one that is foolproof and one for which | cannot be held.

"| fedl buoyed up, tensed, but it isapleasurable tenseness. | imagine this sensation will continue until he
dies. After that? Who knows... will the zest depart from life? | cannot tell, nor do | care. What is
important isthat heisto die and die asno man ever has."

The potential murderer smiled. His planswere al made. The guns had been switched. The cue sheet was
at thetheatre. All that remained was to phone. He dialed the number.

"Yeah, sorry but | can't make it tonight. Strep throat. Uh huh, Billy will be able to take over. I've coached
him. Sure. He has the cue sheet. There's nothing he can forget. Don't worry, it will bedl right.”

He listened to the voice a the other end. Then he said curtly "Y ou know I'm sorry, Gal, but what can |
do?1 can barely talk now. What do you think my voice will belike at eight thirty? Okay, | knew you'd
understand. Bye now." He hung up.

That did it. The plan wasfinished. If Barry Owden went up on stage, tonight, as he was aimost sureto,
hewould die.

If he didn't go on stage that night, another night would do. The potential murderer got up and stretched.
He smiled. He was satisfied. Looking inthe mirror at hisfairly young, rather handsome face, he
wondered if anyone could see the death in his eyes. He shrugged. No sensein getting slly about al this.
There was no mark of Cain that could appear to brand him.

Fedling his chin thoughtfully he realized he needed ashave. He grinned again. No reason to dlow alittle
thing like amurder to interfere with nestness. He would shave.


G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
http://www.blackmask.com

He was halfway through with his shave when the doorbell rang. He answered it with his half-soaped face
making him look bizarre.

"Darling! Good to seeyou. Cmonin." He put hisdry hand on the pretty girl's shoulder and guided her in.
She amiled. Helooked more like himsdlf today .

"Go finish shaving, foolish." She sat down on one of the rickety hotel chairs.

"| hate to have you cometo dumpslikethis, Betty, I..." Hisvoicetrailed off as he twisted hismouth to
shave under hisbottom lip.

"I'msure | don't mind, so why should you?"
"Aurgh..." Hisvoice was muffled.

"Don't try totak till you'refinished." She settled hersalf back. Dear, foolish, sweet Andy. Heworried
about more things than anyone she knew.

He came out of the bathroom arms akimbo, mimicking an acrobat. "Ta-daaa..." He threw her the towd.

"A fine acrobat you'd make. Why, you didn't even pretend to fal twice. They can only do something on
thethird try."

Onthethird try... thiswould be the third time... thistime he could not fail. Owden must die. He shrugged.
Better to put the whole thing out of hismind till tonight.

"Hungry?' he asked.
"Starved. Let'sgrab ahite. | have to do some shopping. All ready?' She smiled.

"Sure, dl ready.” He certainly was. There was nothing left to do. Therest wasin thelap of the gods. He
threw on his coat and grabbed her by the arm.

In the elevator the operator looked at them envioudy. He felt his pimply chin and thought, some guys
have dl the luck... agood-looking chick like that... in show business, what's he got to worry about?

"How'reyou, Charley?'

"Pretty good, Mr. Ager. Pretty good. Got atip on the poniesif you want it."
"Why not? Today's my lucky day."

"Pimlico, thethird race, Johnny Dodds."

"I'll put abuck onit for you, Charley."

"Thanksalot, Mr. Ager." He watched them leave. Her trim straight back, his broad shoulders. Some
guysdid havedl the luck. His mouth twisted. He hoped the horse ran last. To hell with the buck bet.

In the restaurant of the run down hotel, Andy said, "'If you see anyone who even looks like Gall, let me
know. HethinksI'm sick.”

"How come, Andy?' Shelooked a him quizzically.
"Just don't fed like working today."



"Who's taking your place?’

"Supid.”

"Who... oh, you mean poor Billy Boy..." She thought amoment. "But, can hedo it?!
"I wrote the whole thing out. If he can't read, why it'sjust Gall's bad luck.”

"I'm sure he can read. | saw him looking over atip sheet.” Andy smiled grimly. The dope better be able
toread... if he couldnt...

Thetime dragged. It seemed to take days before the fat doppy-looking waitresstook their order, then it
seemed aweek before she got back with the droopy-looking ham and eggs.

"They look abit tired, don't they?' Andy asked of no onein particular.

"Whadda yawant, the Ritz?' Thewaitresswastired of smart guys. "'l don't lay the eggs, yaknow." She
flounced off.

"I wouldn't bet onit." Andy said.
"Shh... it'snot her fault.”

He stared at the pretty face acrossthe table. "All right, I'm sorry I'm snappy. Dig in. How bad can an egg
be?'

The coffee waslighter than tea, but not quite aslight asmilk. Helooked at it in despair. "I supposeif you
ask for black coffee you get it brown.”

"Don't be so picky.” She amiled. "Thisisn't thefirst bad hotel you've ever beenin.”

"It just seemsto be." Hisface was set as he poured the weak coffee into him. Fleabags, crummy trains,
lousy food, lousier food, lousiest food. There had to be a superlative, he supposed. Evenif it was
Superlatively bad.

She watched him while he drank his coffee and smoked a cigarette. She had never been ableto form any
ideaof hisage. Hewasthe perennia juvenile. He might be thirty, but he might just aswell beforty. There
was nothing to give you any clue. His eyeswere old, but there were no crow's feet around them. Hewas
good looking, but that was no help, for he'd probably be that till the day he died.

He dressed like a young man, that might be part of it... she gave up as she dways did. He would not give
any indication of hisage. Along with the mystery of his age was the even more annoying one of why he
wasted hislife working as a poorly paid assistant to a phony hypnotist... Now there was aman sheredly
loathed... S. Gdll.

The cape he affected off and on the stage... phooey. Maybe it was good publicity, but when he
pretended that hewas ared hypnotist she wanted to laugh in hisface. Sheld seen him making up hisface
before going out into the street. Tweaking his eyebrows so they'd look more Mephistophelian.
Blackening his brows and swirled mustache so held look more sinister. 1t was laughable.

But why did Andy stay on working for the man? He had potentidities far beyond that. It wasn't even as
though he were stage struck for hewasn't. He didiked it intensely. He was dways taking about the
phonies you had to put up with. The grasping agents, the low pay, the ephemerd life of performers...

He wasthinking, as helooked at her pert profile, | wonder what sheld say if | told her | was going to kill



aman tonight... would she get up and go to the cops, or would she wait till hetold her why?

That why was the beginning and end of hislife. How to explain that it was more important that the man
diethan that he, Andy, live?

He paid the check and said, "If you're going shopping, | probably won't see you again before the show
tonight.”

She looked puzzled and asked, "But if youretdling Gdl that you're sick; how come you're going to the
show?'

Inwardly he cursed his own stupidity. Thefirst mistake. "Well, it'sjust that | want to be on hand if Stupid
louses things up too much.” Wesk, but he couldn't think of anything better on the spur of the moment. He
couldn't say that he wanted to be there to see hisvictim die. Thiswas asample of just how careful he
would have to be from now on.

Shesad, "If you're going to hide out at the show | probably won't see you till afterwards.”
"Right, I'll pick you up at the bar.”
Sheamiled and it was alovely thing, "Till then."

He waved as he walked off. The next time he saw her, his plot would have cometo aclimax. The man
would be dead. He grinned.

CHAPTER I

THE theatre was dark. The curtain went up on time which was rather remarkable. Y ou had to admit that
Gdll's entrance was effective. Corny, but effective. He wastdl, dark, arched eye-browed, the very
picture of what the layman thinks a hypnotist should look like.

Hisblack cape swirled after him as he strode out onto the stage center. The cape made him look even
taller than hissix feet. His hair pushed up into a pompadour added to his height, too.

He faced the microphone and pitched hisvoice way down in the cdllar. "Ladies and gentlemen.” He
looked around the audience now that his eyes were accustomed to the glare of the footlights. Of course
he couldn't see past the first row, and apart of the boxes... you never can because of the flare and glare
of the footlights and the spots... but he could see the man he wanted to get up on the stage. Hewasin the
first row of the left box. Owden his name was, or something like that. He was the town skeptic and Gal's
act was premised on convincing the known skeptic of his powers. After that the rest of the act wasa

NAp.

From the audience Gall's eyes were wide and staring. Of course you couldn't see the white line just under
hiseydid, or the lining of black under that, but combined the lines made his eyeslook like boiled eggs.

The pin spot from the balcony hel ped too, as did the two baby spotsin the foots that were focused on his
face. The baby spots were green so that as he turned hisface from side to side, vagrant, almost
unnoticeable traces of pastel green flickered to and fro across his hawklike profile.

Corny, but effective. He used every trick in the book. He had their attention. The lights and the make-up
took care of that. Now he had to sell the soap. He began his spidl.

"Y ou have heard a great dedl about the science of hypnotism. Make no mistake. It isjust that, ascience.
The fakers, the carniva workers you may have seen don't change the basic, real facts about this science.



"I want al of you to understand that from the time of Mesmer to the present day, one thing has been true.
Hypnotism cannot do or make you do anything that you would not do if you were not hypnotized. If you
are not athief, no hypnotist can make you one. No one can hypnotize you and make you kill."

That line, which was true, heped with reputable men of science. Gall amiled to himsdlf. Alwaystell the
truth when it cannot hurt you. That was his motto and it was one of the things that had helped him to claw
hisway up from acarny to two thousand bucks aweek.

"But onethingistrue.” Heturned on his persondity. It was ared thing. He could turn it off and on at will.
He projected himself so that everyone in the audience could senseit. He looked out at the audience and
you would have sworn that one after the other he was staring in turn a everyone that sat out there. "'l can
hypnotize. I can hypnotize you no matter how hard you try to keep me from doing it!"

That wasalie, but it dwayswent over. Thiswas no exception, he could see Owden up in the box stir
restlesdy. "1 defy you to prevent me. Do what you will, | will conquer!”

Hewaited. If Owden was the skeptic that he had been pictured, there should be aresponse. "If thereis
anyonein this audience who is stupid enough to think he can resis, let him hold up hishand.”

It worked like acharm asit dways did. Owden's hand shot up like akid asking ateacher permission to
leave the room.

"You dr, inthe box. Y ou think you can resst me? Would you step down the stairs and make your way
to the stage?’ Gall'sface twisted in asaturnine sneer.

Therewasawait. In most actsit would be dangerousto let the audience sit while nothing happened on
gage. In Gdl's act the wait was dramatic. The longer the wait the higher the tension. 1t was good
psychology. Gall had changed hypnotism from some kind of hocus pocusinto a contest. A contest of
wills. Manisasucker for contests... witness prizefights, wars and the like.

Intherear of the balcony, Andy Ager sat. His smile was broad. It would have made anyone
uncomfortable to have seenit. Luckily the darkness hid it. Ager looked as Monte Cristo must have
looked when he said "Theworld isming™

Ager leaned forward as Owden walked up the steps that led to the stage. If only Owden could have
known that he was going to his death, it would have enabled Ager to drain the last bittersweet drop of
satisfaction from his cup of triumph.

The audience leaned forward. Gall did that deliberately. He lowered hisvoice so that the audience had to
pay more attention. He said, "Thank you for coming up, Sr. Y our name?"

"Owden. Barry Owden. And | think you're afaker."

"l see. Y ou're going to make atough subject. In that case...” Gal turned to an inconspicuous table behind
him and picked up apair of headphones. He held them up as he said, " Since thiswill be a contest of
wills, I would liketo rule out dl audience sound. If you put these earphones on, al you will hear ismy
voice. | will spesk into the mike and the audience will hear exactly what | say to you as| proceed to

hypnotize you."

"Okay by me." Owden, astout man in his sixtieswho looked like the very picture of Babbitt, took the
phones. He put them on, disarranging hisfew hairsin the process. The onelock of hair which nature had
left him curled up like ahorn around the U of the earphones.

"Go ahead, phony. Let's see you try to put the hyp on me!™



Raising one eyebrow in a pantomime gesture of astonishment, Gall said to the audience, "A tough nut to
crack, but watch!" Making his voice grating and nasty, Gall went on, "Look meintheeye! Try ashard as
you will, you cannot prevent your eyes from getting heavy! They areclosing... closing...”

There was a subdued rustle of sound from the audience. They were impressed, for despite Owdens loud
talk, hiseyeswere closing. The lids seemed to get heavy.

"Your eydids," Gal said and his voice was venomous, "are so heavy they fed asthough they were glued
together! Try ashard asyou will, you cannot open them! Try to!"

Nothing happened. Owden's eyes remained shut tight. Turning to the audience, Gall bowed. Therewasa
ripple of gpplause. He held up his hands to stop the clapping.

"Please, that was so smple it does not deserve applause! But watch... You!" His voice was commanding.
"l am going to hand you adagger. Solid, glistening stedl... razor sharp..." Gall winked &t the audience as
he picked up afake stage prop. "1 want you to put this needle-pointed dagger to your heart.”

Owden's hand came out unwillingly. Eyes il tight shut, head covered by the headphones, he looked
strange as he held the prop by the handle.

"Put the point of that dagger to your heart." Gall waited till his command was obeyed. "Now! Plunge that
sharp dagger straight into your heart!"

Therewas ared gasp from the audience. The sted shaft of the dagger had plunged out of sight. But
Owden's body didn't even sway.

Gall said to the audience, "Y ou understand that the dagger isa prop. The blade goesinto the handle. But,
for dl this gentleman knew conscioudly, it was ared dagger. However, his subconscious knowsthat it
isn't ared dagger, obvioudy, snce heisn't redly suicidd, nothing, not even the deep hypnosis| have him
inwould make him do anything that was againgt his degp-grained will to livel”

The audience smiled at its own fears when, under the hypnotist's command Owden withdrew the dagger.
They could see the blade popping back out of the handle propelled by a spring.

Grinning, Gall said to the audience, "Watch this" He turned and laid the dagger down on the table. He
picked up a phony-looking gun with along barrdl. 1t was chromed to within aninch of itslife. He handed
the gun to the man who stood up with his eyes closed.

"Your earsare closed. Y ou can hear nothing | say!"

Owden's body seemed to sway. Otherwise nothing happened. Gall waved the chromed gun around so
that the audience could seeit. He said, "Here we have another prop. | am going to givethisto him as
though it were ared gun. Then, just after he pullsthetrigger | am going to bring him out of histrance. He
will find himself holding aprop gun. The barrd opens and asilk banner drops out with "Bang'” |ettered on
itin big letters. Wait till you see how foolish the man will look... and remember... he said he could not be

hypnotized!”

Handing the gun to Owden, Gall said, "Y our ears can again hear. | am giving you agun. | want you to
place the opening of the barrel to your forehead and send abullet crashing into your brain!™

Owden, motions dow asonein atrance, raised the gun carefully to his head. The hot spots picked up
glinting reflections from the long shiny barrel.

"NOW! Pull thetrigger!" Gal'svoice wasloud, sneering and commanding.



Thetrigger finger illuminated by a pin spotlight was the only thing that anyone in the audience looked at.
Thefinger dowly tightened.

Therewas no sound at dl. Then there seemed to be nothing but sound. The explosion, happening next to
the mike, amplified by the public address system, reverberated through the house like an atomic bomb.

Owden crumpled dowly to the floor as though al his bones had turned to water. He seemed to fall in on
himsdlf. The bullet speeding on after smashing hisbrainsto pulp landed in one of the flats. The scenery
quivered.

Gall looked down at the cadaver at hisfeet. He shook hishead. He said stupidly in awhisper that was
broadcast dl over the house by the mike, "But abang gun doesn't have any bulletsinit... thisis

impossble”
Completely impossible, but a body lay on the stage.

In the balcony, Andy Ager sat. He drained the pleasure of the moment. It ran through him like some
ultimatethrill. Thiswasit. The culmination of fifteen years. He smiled. He thought of hisdiary. Murder
committed with eight thousand eyes watching. The perfect murder!

On stage a big hulking man with a curious face ran out to stage center. He looked at the body on the
stage and whimpered. His face |ooked like that of amidget blown up too big. It had that same curious
midget-like rubbery look.

Hesad, "l killed him! It was my fault."

Ager listening, thought, dear God... | forgot. | haveto kill him, too!
CHAPTER 111

GALL grabbed the big man by the shoulders and said in awhisper, "What the hell do you mean you
killed him? Spesk up Billy Boy!"

"Sure," the big man wasamogt crying, "surel kilt him. It wuz methat told him to pick up the gun, wasntt
it? It was me that told him to pull the trigger? No?"

Turning the mike away, Gall said, "Stupid! Get off the stage, lay low. Stay out of sight. They'll grab you
for thisl They won't understand what you meant when you told the world at large that you killed him!™

"But Mr. Gdl... | didkill him. I did! It wuz al my fault!"

"I have no moretimeto talk. Do as| say!" Gall stared straight into the hulking bruté's eyes as he did
when he was pretending to hypnotize on stage and said dowly and quietly, "Do as| tdl you, stay out of
dght!”

"Yes, boss." The big man turned on hished and waslost in the wilderness of painted flats backstage.

Updtairsin the balcony, the murderer sat with hisbrain spinning in dizzy whirls. How could he have been
s0 stupid asto overlook the obvious? Maybe that was why he had... because it had been so obvious.

Billy Boy could put his neck right back in the loop of rope which he had thought his clevernesswould
save him from. Therefore, of course, Billy Boy must die. But this second killing must be as secret and
clever asthefirgt. There would be no point in having committed a perfect murder to then be caught for an
imperfect one.



Thebig oaf was ahorse; that should help. A mirror, aflashlight... something shiny... maybe that would do
it.

Gall looked out at the audience, not a soul had moved. He wondered how long it would take before it
occurred to anyoneto call the cops. There was asort of stasisthat gripped one and all. Offstagein the
wings, Gdl could see the fireman who had the theatre detail. He stood quietly with hisface blank. It
seemed as though the murder had happened too fast for anyoneto react.

He supposed it behooved him to get to work. He stepped offstage. There was a phone somewhere back
there. HEd cdll the palice. It was gradualy dawning on him that to dl intents and purposes he wasthe
pigeon whom the copswould go for. It would certainly ook to anyone as though he had committed the
murder.

Thefact that he didn't know the dead man from a hole in the ground might help. He racked his memory
to seeif there was any way he could be connected.

On the phone he spoke camly. ™Y ou'd better send the Homicide Squad to the Apollo Theatre. Murder."

The man on the other end of the phone spluttered but finaly managed to get out, A killing at the
theatre?' He pronounced it theeayter. "Where?"

"On dage”
"If thisisapracticd joke or apublicity sunt I'll run you out of townon arail.”

"l wishit were." Gal sighed; how much he wished it were. "However if you get on your vel ocipede and
hurry over you'll findaD.O.A."

"Okay." There was a pause while some obvious cerebration went on. " Seeif you can hold the audience
fromleaving."

"How?' But the connection was broken. Gall turned. Offstage he could see some of the stage hands
looking out &t the peoplein the thestre. Their faces showed surprise.

Gall passed them and looked out. No wonder! Therewas asmall sized panic going on. Slowly the
redlization that they had been witnesses to amurder had sunk in. Gradually what that meant had been
bornein on them.

The ones with something on their conscience, and there were quite afew, decided that it would be a
good ideato bedt it.

These, the ones who feared any police questioning, ranged from errant husbands accompanied by their
friends, to those who might redlly fear having the police interrogate them too thoroughly.

Standing in stage center, Gdll raised his hands. He spoke harshly into the microphone. His voice came
out guttural and commanding. "I beseech you, don't move. Any further panic may cause havoc. Thereis
Nno reason to stampede.

"l wish that dl of you would st tight. The police would want it that way.

"If, however, there are some of you who fed that you must leave, won't you make your way dowly to the
fire exitsthat have been designed for such an emergency?!

The milling crowd milled less and less as more and more people paid atention to Gall's plea. There came



amoment, smultaneous with the fall of the curtain on-stage which hid the cadaver from view, when the
panic was definitely no longer apanic. There were il people leaving, coat collarsturned up, faces
averted from the staring eyes of the audience which sat secure in the knowledge that they had nothing to
fear from the police.

Gdl sghed with relief as he saw things quiet down. It wasn't that he loved humanity very much but if there
had been a panic his name would aways have been tied up with it. People would speak of the Gall panic
inwhich so and so many people died.

Thisway he might even get afew lines of publicity about how he averted near catastrophe. He cleared
his throat and spoke to the audience reassuringly telling them that there was nothing to fear, the police
would appear at any moment.

Even while he was speaking the killer had made hisway through the crowds to the sde door. The near
panic had interfered gravely with his plansfor Billy Boy. Helooked around trying to make sure that he
had attracted no attention. That no one would remember that he had come down from the balcony... not
that he wouldn't have agood reason if he were questioned abot it.

He was backstage now. Where the bloody hell was Billy Boy? Search as hard as he had, there had been
no sign of the big stupid man. He stood stock still. Thistheatre waslaid out like so many othersthat he
could have found hisway around through the maze of ropes and dectrical cable, the stageflats, the
drapes, the drops, with his eyes closed.

If Billy Boy were hiding, where would he go? Feding like the Indian who had the perfect system for
finding lost horses, because he imagined where held go if he were ahorse, Ager tried to imagine where
an oaf with alow I.Q. would think it safe to hide.

The dressing room! Gall's room. He hadn't looked there. Walking quietly Agar proceeded to the room.
So far no one had seen him. There were too many black shadows cast across the wooden floor of the
stage. Too many nooks and cranniesinto which to dart. No, he was safe so far. If he could only connect
up with Billy.

Easing the door open, Ager looked through anarrow crack. No sgn. Straining his ears he findly smiled.
He could hear gasping breaths being drawn. They were coming from behind the door which hewas
inching open. The oaf had thought he could hide behind the door.

Stepping into the little room, Ager said, "C'mon out Billy Boy, you've seen too many cowboy pictures.”

Abashed as atwelve year old caught in thejam jar, the big man blushed. "Aw... | didn't know it was
you."

The man's Size made the tiny dressing room seem eventinier. Ager looked around. The mirror... the
make up table... there were bright lights there so that Gall could do hisface up properly.

"Billy Boy, St down there."
"Aw... why?"
"Shut up. | don't want any arguments. Sit there and look in the mirror.”

Sullenly sesting himself in the chair, the big man looked at himself in the mirror as he had been ordered to.
"Whatcha gonnado?'

"Saveyour life"



Ager flipped thelights on. The whole mirror was framed in raw bulbs. The bright light made Billy Boy
wince.

"Stare a your eyesinthemirror."

"Blt... gee... |.."

"Look at your own eyes, and doit fast or..."
"I'mdoin'it... geewhiz... I... ..."

The murderer went to work on the preliminaries to his second killing. Thiswould be athing of beauty, a
work of art like thefirst one. There must be no dip-ups. If only held had alittle more timeto think it out.
It seemed water-tight, but if there were any flaws... There mustn't be any!

CHAPTER IV

PERHAPS f Cranston had been cdled in at this point, there would have been no second killing... but he
wasn't. It wastwo days after the first killing before he heard even the dightest detail about the murder.

"l just can't see how that dope could have enough brainsfor that kind of akill, that'sal.” Joe Cardona
sad.

"Huh?' Crangton ran the muddler around in hisdrink. He redlized that hed been wool-gathering while his
friend Cardonawas talking. He shook hishead atrifle. The bar they were in was one of those welcome
surprises you find occasiondly in New Y ork, adark old room with deep masculine chairs, wanut
paneled rooms, redl liquor, decent sSized glasses...

"Y ou haven't heard aword I've been saying, have you?' Cardona grinned.

"Well, honestly, no." Cranston smiled back. They'd been having one of their typica bull sessons. They'd
wandered from the Lizzie Borden case, on which Cardona had his own theories, to the Irwin murder, on
which Cranston had his own idess, from the Heirens boy, on which they were both in rare agreement, to
thislatest kill which the newspaper had dubbed the Svengali murder.

At about that point Cranston had become involved in his own thoughts and lost the threed. "Backtrack
forme™

"Like| said before," Cardonadrank the last of hisdrink, "thisjerk of aguy that they call Billy Boy hasn't
the brainsto comein out of therain... so | can't see him pulling amurder likethis.

"Gall, the guy that doesthe hyp act istoo shrewd, | think, to have committed such asmart murder and
left himself with his pants down with no other red herring around.”

"I haverardly heard such a mixed metaphor, but | get the drift. Y ou said someone had been arrested,
however?' Cranston asked.

"Oh sure, those farm cops out there put the cuffsright on Gall. They figured redl smart-like that since Gall
isahypnotist, he must bethekiller... on the surface | must say they got right on their sde.”

"Whoa," Cranston leaned forward, elbows on the big oak table. "It comes back to me. | read a bit about
the casein the papers. Thisisthe case where aman was killed on stage in the middle of a hypnotic act.”

"Atlagt,” Cardonasaid. "It sinksin on the great mind. Some gaff, afaked pistol turned out to be ared



gun and the gag went sour. The sucker that came up on stage blew his ever-loving brains out.”
"What connection is there between this Gall person and the man who waskilled?'

"That's what's been driving the cops wacky! They can't find that Gall ever saw this Owden character
beforein hislife. Motiveless murder don't go with me."

"How far havethey dug in?"

"Back about twenty years ago from what | hear. They know very well they won't be ableto get aD.A.
into action unlessthey can find some motive no matter how little. To date they have found exactly nothing
and | mugt say they arenot liking it."

"How come some lawyer hasn't gotten this Gall out on a habeas corpus?’

"Gdl'splaying it red smart. He saysheswilling to stay injail till it's been proved that he'sin the clear. He
clams he knowsthat it looks suspicious, knowsthat it looks asif he'sthekiller and he's said that he
wantsto help in any way he can.”

"Sounds good.”
"Hesasmart one. If heisthekiller, hesmaking like heisn't and it'll look real good in court.”
"Now, the man you were talking about when | came out of my fog..."

"Oh... Billy Boy. Thereésadilly for you. Herethe cops have Gdll in jail, positive that he's the one, and
aong comesthisbig jerk and confesses!”

"Whew," Cranston whistled. "This does sound nest."

"You're blasted right. A motiveless murder, aphony confession, aweird murder method... this has wiped
out every other thing in the papers. Y ou don't even read about the atom bomb now.”

Cranston leaned back, folded hisarms and looked at the low beamed celling. Thiswasinteresting. On
the other hand he had more or less promised awriter he knew that he'd take aweek or so off and go on
avacation with him. The ideawas that the writer was to get background dope on Cranston in order to
do apublicity serieson him.

But then there was no good reason why the writer couldn't come dong in this case... might be agood
idea...

Cardonasaid, "Hey! Y ou're off again!”
"Not redly. | must say you'veintrigued me. Waiter!"

Paying the check, the two men, man hunters both, |eft the dark quiet of the bar and their eyeswere
assaulted by the bright sun. "I'd forgotten it was still early in the day."

"Metoo." Cardonasaid, "Kindahate to get back to work after relaxing this way. Been nice seeing you,
Lamont."

If it hadn't been for that completely accidental meeting of the two friends, the killer of Barry Owden might
have gotten off scot free. Asit was...

Cranston dropped anickel into the phone. He wasin adrug store. He got his connection and said.



“Jerry?"
The answering voice was pleasant and low, "Y eah, Lamont?’
"Right."

"You dl st to go off to thewildsand just Sit and talk for awhile?"
"Umm, that'swhy | called you. How'd you like to see mein action?'
"Youkidding?I'dloveit."

"Meet me at the Pennsylvania Station in an hour and ahdf. I'm going to take awhack at that hypnotic
case that's got the police in Branton so upset.”

"Okay, Lamont. | appreciate this."

On the street, Cranston hopped into the taxi that was waiting. The driver said, "What's new, boss, you
look like the cat what swallowed the boid."

"Shrevvie you are amind reader. I've been alittle bored lately.”
"Youretelin' me! Yabeen barking like a sed the last couple weeks."
"Sorry, | didn't know it showed.”

"Ohthat'sdl right, boss, | don't carry no grudges.”

"That's big of you, Shrevvie." Cranston smothered asmile. "Head for home, | want to pick up some
things and then I'm leaving town for awhile."

"Kin| gowid yaboss?Kin |7

"Umm... | don't quite know what function you'd fulfill, but if it'll make you happy, you can meet mein
Branton. | don't know what hotel I'll be at, but you can check when you get there."

"Thanks, boss." Shrevvie drove on through the maddening traffic of New Y ork with asergphic grin on his
face. He was so happy that he didn't even swear at another cab driver who cut him off a a corner.

At therailroad gtation, Cranston saw hisfriend waiting in front of the information booth. He waved at
him. "Hey, Jerry! Here!™

Jerry Vde, rotund, chipper, dow moving, grinned at Cranston. "Thisisared bregk."

"I don't know how much of abresk it'll beredly. | was rather looking forward to taking some time off
and just bumming around for abit.”

"Gwan, you know you're never redlly happy unlessyou'rein harness."

"l guessyou'reright." They madetheir way to the reserved Pullman chairs. Oncethere, Vale caled the
porter and had him bring atable which fitted into ad ot in the Side of the train under the window.
Cranston watched with atilted eyebrow.

Vaereached into his breast pocket and took out amessy sheaf of papers. He took out a stub of pencil
and poising it over the top sheet of paper, said, " Shoot."



Cranston did adouble take. " Shoot?"

"Sure... let's have more background data about yoursdlf... and don't think I'm going to let you keep on
being s0 hush-mouthed about thisweird character The Shadow whom you know 'dightly’..."

"Wdll, where were we the other day?'
"Y ou had given me agresat ded of not very interesting stuff about your youth..."

Crangton grinned. ™Y ou mean you didn't find that bit about the time we stole the Dean's pants and put
them on the flagpole exciting?'

"Sure, it'd befineif | werewriting alethargic biography of some so-called great man, but you're news,
everything about you is gtrictly headline. School days are not going to sdll thisarticle... or the book if |
ever get it done.”

Finding it alittle difficult to decide what thingsit was safe to tell the avid writer, Cranston took it easy,
weeded carefully through hismemoairs.

It did makethetrain trip passfast. They were in Branton before Cranston realized it. They |eft the station
and Cranston signaled for acab.

They got in and for once Cranston was surprised. Reflected in the rear view mirror was, of dl things,
Shrevviesface.

Chortling, Shrevvie said, "Whereto, boss?'

"The nearest big hotel.” Cranston smiled, for al the times he as The Shadow had appeared in Shrevvi€e's
cab without Shrevvie even knowing it, this shock was certainly alowable. He asked, "How in the world
did you get here so fagt?"

"That's my secret, boss" Shrevvie grinned; let the bossfigureit out. He had hitched alift on abig
intergtate truck and then bribed alackadaisical cabbieto lease his cab to him. Evenin the cab, Vae kept
on pounding a Cranston for more information. And the things Cranston told Va e covered many times
and as many climes. There was one little incident that intrigued Vae more than alot of other things. The
incident wasto agppear at alater date under the ambiguoustitle of "The Magic Bamboo Shoot”.

AsCrangontoldit, it ran likethis. It was at atime when Cranston had flown half way around the world

in pursuit of amaster crimina. In the middle of Cranston's plansfor catching the man he was &fter; inthe
middle, too, of a scorching hot Indian afternoon at abazaar, Cranston was wiping the insde of histopee
out. He wondered about two things. One, if he was ever going to catch the man he was after and two, if

he was ever going to be cool again.

The little weazened old man who owned the store in which Cranston was taking refuge from the sun
looked out of old, wicked eyes that seemed to have looked on all the world's evil.

The old man said, "Would it be asking too much of theeto ask that thy knowledge apply itsdf toa
deadly puzzle?'

"I'll try to helpinany way that | can." At least thiswould keep him out of the sun, Cranston thought. It
was comparatively cool under the ragged awning.

Gesturing at five sturdily-built, well-armed Ghurkas sanding in the store, the old man told apuzzling tale.



"Know that these five men were six when they |eft this humble town to go out on atour of thejungle
which encroaches so close on us. The six wereto make their tour and return. Except for wild animals,
untamed native folk, heat and no water, they expected no more trouble from this tour than any other that
they ordinarily undertake.

"To them such atour islike ordering whiskey for awhite man.”

Crangton grinned at the needle. Leaveit to the native to get that in. He waited while the old man went on.
Whilethe oldster talked, the five Ghurkas waited with their rifles at parade rest.

"I will leave out the tridls and tribulations of such atrip. Sufficeit to say that asthey were nearing theend
of their tour, with but four days remaining between them and their wives, they ran out of water.

"It was, how shdl | say, uncomfortable? They werein the middle of ravening jungle. There was just
enough water among them to pool the contents of al their canteens and have one full canteen.”

‘Uncomfortable,” Cranston thought was understating it neatly. He'd seen some of the jungle and it was
like being thrown back to primeval days when man wasthe interloper in asociety that did not welcome
him. Everything was againgt man in that wild environment. The moist heet torethe liquid out of aman's
body and left him weak and helpless.

"However," the old man continued, "athough such afate would have horrified awhite man, these men
saw nothing particularly upsetting in it. With care the water would last them till they got to awatering
hole.

"They proceeded with care, doled out the water with a cautious eye to see that no man got more than his
share, and yet, on the second day, after al had drunk tiny sips from the canteen - suddenly with no
warning, Ahim, one of the men, drank and died - died in agony! Poisoned!"

Cranston wondered why the seemingly unemotiona old man's face twisted with pain when he mentioned
the name of the man who had died. He found out when the old man went on:

"Ahim, Sahib, was my son, my first born..."

The Ghurkas|ooked at the old man. Obvioudy the name was the only word in al that the old man had
said that they understood.

"That |eft these men with no water for another forty-eight hours. The water in the canteen, it was clear,
had been poisoned. They dared not drink it. They have made their return, that is obvious. Understand,
Sahib, they do not fed any particular emotion about the desth of my son, that to them is understandable.
If one man has afeud with another, that isout of their province and they do not fed that it istheir
business. What istheir businessisto find out who ruined their water!"

Crangton thought, a neat problem. Aloud he said, "Don't they remember whose hands went near the
mouth of the canteen?"

The old man spoke rapidly to the men. He turned back from them. "They swear that no man's hands
went near the mouth of the canteen. There was no reason for such an action. And remember that
because the water was rationed, every eye was on that canteen when sips were taken fromiit.

"How about the man who carried the canteen?"

"Rastur, the leader carried it. He swears that he had nothing against my son. But al evidence would seem
to point to him. If no man's hand went near the mouth of the canteen and if Rastur was the one who



carried it, it would seem that he would have to be the one who poisoned the water... But the men did not
kill himinthejunglefor they felt that Snce he killed my son, it should be up to me to have my say about
Rastur'sguilt.

"Do you think the evidenceis conclusve againgt him?”'

Cransgton thought if the canteen had a secret compartment in it it would solve things nicely. He asked,
"May | seethe canteen?'

The men had beaten him to it. They handed him a canteen but the sides had been pedled away asthough
by acan opener. The canteen was smply that, a canteen. There were no compartmentsin it.

"Thereis," Cranston said, looking at the opened canteen, "one other secret compartment. Who drank
from the canteen before your son?"

The old man asked the men and they pointed to one of their members. The old man said, " Sohrab was
the last to drink. He handed the canteen to my son..." The old man thought then said, "How could that
be? Why did not Sohrab die?"

That was aquestion. Crangton said dowly, "1 would say that only two men can be guilty, the leader or
Sohrab!"

The old man communicated what Cranston had said. Three of the men stepped away from the two who
had been named. The three men fingered edged knives that hung from their cummerbunds.

"How," the old man asked, "shdl we choose between them?"

Cranston looked around the bazaar. On the floor near the street lay some refuse. There were some
bamboo shoots there. He walked over and picked up some of them.

He picked up three and stood with his back to his audience. He broke them off so al three were the
same length. He put one of the shootsin his pocket and turned around holding the two. He walked to the
old man and said, "Did you know that | am aconjuror?"'

"Thou mugt beif the stories| hear of thy acumen arethe truth,” the old man smiled.

"Tell the two men that | am going to conjure with these bamboo shoots. They are to take the magic
shoots, oneto each, and then they are to deep with the shoots on them."

The old man must havetold it effectively for dl five of the men stepped back from Cranston in dismay.
Cranston handed the leader of the men one of the shoots. The leader took it with alook of distaste on his
savage, nobleface.

The other shoot, Cranston gave to Sohrab. Cranston said to the old man, "On the morrow, at sun up,
have these men back here and my magic will tell me which of these men killed thy son. Y ou see, one of
the shoots, the one that isin possession of thekiller will grow shorter! The man who hasthe shorter
shoot, therefore, will be the man we want!"

The old man smiled again and told the men what Cranston had said. "Be assured,” the old man said to
Crangton, "that they will be back here! The other three will keep vigil on them!™

The sun was readying itsdf for that astounding descent which in the tropics brings nightfal with no
intervening twilight. Cranston returned to his hotel and spent most of the night worrying about hisinitia
problem, the one that had brought him to India How was he to catch up again with the man he was



hunting?

When he returned to the bazaar the following morning, his mind was till more on his own problem than
on the one that was bringing him to the native section.

He was brought out of hisintrogpection when he saw the five Ghurkas waiting patiently in the store that
bel onged to the old man.

Cranston watched as the old man bade the two men to produce the magic bamboo shoots. All eyeswere
on the shoots. One was definitely longer than the other. The long one belonged to Sohrab. The short one
belonged to the leader.

Theold man said, "Behold! The white conjurer has made real magic! The guilty man's shoot isgrown
shorter! Theleader isthe man who killed my son! Aigl™

Crangton said, "No, | an sorry | told an untruth! Thekiller isrevealed, but heisreveded by the length of
his shoot. Y ou see, | said the shoot would shorten, so that the guilty man would not run away in fear.
Really, my magic has made the guilty man's bamboo grow longer! Sohrab isthe man who poisoned the
water, Sohrab isthe man who killed your son!”

Cranston reached in his pocket and took out the third shoot. He held it up. He said, " This shoot was the
same length as the other's yesterday.” Cranston took the leader's shoot and held it up next to his own.
They were the same length.

"You see" Cranston held them up, "they are fill the same size. It is Sohrab's which has grown!"

Four irate men with death in their eyes, sood in aring around Sohrab. Their hands were, with gruesome
unanimity, on the handles of their knives.

The old man said in their tongue. "Do with him as he deserves. But do it where no white eye will see.”
Thefour men walked off with their victim.
The old man watched them go and said dowly to Crangton, "Thisisjust.”

Cranston nodded. The old man asked, "White man, | know alittle more than..." He gestured at the
retreating backs of the men, "How did you make the shoot grow longer?"

"| didn't. The guilty man's guilt made it grow. Remember you convinced them that | wasamagicianand |
had said that the shoot in the possession of the guilty man would grow short. The guilty man therefore
substituted alonger bamboo shoat, thinking that thiswould conced hisguilt!”

The old man leaned forward, his face shone with enjoyment. "Thou art as astute as an Indian!™

Cranston was pleased. Thiswas surdly the highest praise he could get. The old man had one other
question. "Thou said that there was one more secret compartment... how can that be when the canteen
was mute proof that there was no secret hiding place that the poison could be hidden?!

Pointing to his mouth, Cranston smiled. "Have you forgotten this most secret of al hiding places?’
"The mouth! So that is how one can never put one's hands to the canteen and still put poisoniniit...

"Surdly," Crangton said. "All he had to do was have the poison in agelatin capsule and then, while taking
hisdrink let it drop into the canteen from his mouth and hand it to hisvictim, your son. The capsule
dissolved and..."



The old man nodded. "I see. All my humble thanks are thine.”

That was where the story ended when it came out. However, Vae asked Cranston, "Were his thanks of
any hdp?'

Looking out of the train window at the landscape that flew by Cranston remembered back to that time
when held beenin India. The thanks had certainly beenredl.

Aloud, Crangton said, "The old man was responsible for my catching the man | had been following. The
man could hide from my eyes, but not from the myriad eyes of the old man's people. Thefollowing day
after | had solved the canteen murder, some natives delivered my man to me at my hotel."

"Y ou probably never would have caught him otherwise" Vde said thoughtfully.

"I know | wouldn't have. However," Crangton said, "isthat enough for this afternoon?”

"Sure, more than enough.” They sat back and watched the world go by. Their destination was up ahead.
A newsboy hawking the papers waved one under Cranston's nose. " Readallaboutit!”

The screaming headline read, "'Incompetent Cops Release Svengdli Killer!™

Cranston bought a paper and read, "D.A. Demands Help from Public, Clams Police Fail in Duty!"

The follow-up story wasn't that strongly worded... they never are. In essence, the didtrict attorney was
angry because the police had released Gall, the hypnotist, without conferring with the district attorney's
office.

The carry over on the insde of the paper, hidden in among the want ads, said that the police were sure
that Gall was not involved; that they had been able to find no trace of a connection between Owden, the
dead man, and Gdll. They felt that as clever amurder asthis must have some motivation. They dso said,
asthey usually do, that they were following ahot clue, that new devel opments were expected hourly.
Crangton sighed. That part was run off in amimeographing machine, he was sure. There were dways hot
developmentsin every murder case.

He was surprised that there was no mention of the ever-present 'drag net'. He rumpled up the paper and
walked on into the hotel. He could not know it, but on the way, he rubbed elbows with the real
murderer.

Ager was coming out of the hotdl as Cranston and Vae camein. Thekiller was deep in thought. Wasiit,
or wasit not, timeto kill Billy Boy?He had to come to some decision and fast....

CHAPTER YV

THEY registered at the desk and got adjoining rooms. Vae looked around the lobby and said, "Not

The desk clerk raised his eyebrows. "Not bad? Redlly, sr, wethink very highly of our hotel. | think you
will find that it compares favorably with any hotel in..." helooked down at what Cranston and Vae had
written. "New York."

"Well see"" Vaelooked unconvinced.

While they were going upstairsto their room two things happened. The desk clerk called up afriend of



hiswho was areporter and told him that Cranston wasin the hotel, and the murderer made up hismind.

Ager walked down the street with death in his eyes. Now that Gall had been released it was high time
Billy Boy shuffled off the mortd coil. Hed been keeping Billy divefor just such an eventudly. Hed made
Billy confess but that was just a stop gap.

The question was whether or not Billy had been released at the same time Gall was. That should be easy
to check on. He went to a phone.

In the hotdl, Cranston and Vae had barely had time to open their suitcases, not, Vae noticed, that
Cranston opened that blasted briefcase he dways carried with him, when the bell rang.

Answering the door, Vae was pushed to one side by an impetuous youngster who said, "Who's
Crangton?"

"l am."
"Good. First, how do you like our town? Pretty good, huh?"

"Oh, no," Vae muttered, "not an interview by a demon reporter. I'm getting too old to have these things
happen to me!™

"How could | have any ideaof your town? | just got off thetrain." Cranston was amused.

"I didn't really want to know what you thought of the burg, but honest, Mr. Cranston, you got any ideas
about our Svengdi murder?”

"Inasmuch as hejust got here, hasn't even seen the Site of the crime, hasn't met either Gall or the other
onethey haveinjail, how could he have any ideas?' Vde asked.

"But he's Lamont Crangton! "

"l see. That meanshe uses crystd bal, isthat it?' Vae asked. He was getting over being annoyed. The
kid'senthusasm wasinfectious.

"Do you have any ideas, Mr. Cranston? The city editor doesn't know | came here. I'm supposed to be
covering adog show. A... friend called to let me know you were here.”

"I haven't but one ideaand that ssemsto bein reference to something that hasn't come up.”

The young reporter leaned forward, hisface set with excitement. He was so obvioudly trying to be the
pokerfaced newsman that Vae had trouble in kegping from laughing.

Crangton said, "Hasn't it struck anyone as rather peculiar that Owden, the man who was killed on stage,
obeyed? Obeyed to the death the commands he was given by Gall?*

"Huh?' The boy cocked hishead on one side like an dert cocker spanid. "But gee, Mr. Cranston, that's
no problem... Gall'sa hypnotist. Y ou mustaforgot about thet... his name's Sven Gall... that'swhy they're
cdling it the Svengdi kill..."

The boy was so crestfallen, so obvious did he make it that Cranston, hisidol, had let him down, that Vale
was moved to say, "Hold on, son, why don't you wait and seeif Lamont has anything to add?’

"Why sure, but..."



"Look," Crangton said, and he was very serious, "let's clear away some of the rubbish that's been
obscuring this murder. Gall may pretend to be ahypnotist. Under certain ided conditions he may well be
ableto hypnotize... there's nothing very difficult toit... you could if you knew how..."

"Me?1 could make people do anything | wanted to..." The boy gulped. It was quite obvious what he was
thinking. He turned scarlet as VVale spoke.

"Now, now... how do you know shed likeit." Vae grinned. "Maybe she wouldn't want to be kissed by
you!"

"That is, of course, the crux of the matter.” Crangton said. "Gall, even if he could hypnotize one, could not
make them do anything that they wouldn't do themsdlves ordinarily..."

"That'swhat Gdl said the night of the show... | wasthere," the reporter said.

"And hewastdling the truth. Now, as| get it from the papers, Owden was a skeptic. He didn't believe
that Gall could hypnotize him.”

"I'll say hewas a skeptic. He said when he got on stage that he thought Gall was afaker. Said it right to
hisfacel"

"Then, | think we can safdly say that Owden was not hypnotized!" Cranston said. This matter was what
had redlly brought him to the scene of the crime. It gnawed at the back of hismind. It didn't make sense.

The reporter whistled. "Then what made him act asif he was under Gall's control ?*

"I cannot imagine." Cranston scowled with concentration. " The obvious answer would bethat hewasa
stooge."

"Owden? Fat chance!" The boy wasincredulous. "Owden was atown character; everyone knew he was
afreethinker. He kept giving long lectures about what nonsense nine tenths of mankind believed in." The
reporter shook his head. "He was no stooge. Not after al thethingshe's said.”

"Therésthelead for your story, son," Cranston said. "Tdl mewhy aman like Owden would pretend to
be hypnotized in front of abig audience and | think we'd be alot closer to the solution of this murder.”

The boy walked towards the door deep in thought. With hand on door knob, he paused and said,
"Y ou're sure about that; a person can't be hypnotized againgt their will?*

"Pogtive. Every book on the subject, every expert psychiatrist who uses hypnotism will back me up.”
"l see" He grinned. " Gee, thanksamillion, Mr. Cranston. See you around!"

The door closed.

Vdeturned to hisfriend. "Okay, my fine feathered friend, why did you turn al that dataloose?'

"Because, if Gall and the other man are innocent, asthey may or may not be, the red killer must be
feding very cocksure right about now. Seemsto meit might help to mussthings up alittle for the
murderer.”

"Dynamiting, eh?"

"If youwant to call it that.”



Vae scribbled busily for awhile on his nondescript dips of paper. When he was done, he asked, "What's
next, sshib?'

"A biteto eat and afast look-see a what's jokingly called the scene of the crime. Not that therell bea
thing left after forty-eight hours. | just want to get the fed of the place.”

Theroom was a the most eight feet long. With charity it was Sx feet wide. To one Sde was an unmade
army cot. Facing it was adirty window. There wasn't much point in cleaning the window sinceit looked
out on abrick wall. Clothes, big clothes, were draped in mussy disarray al around the room. Not that it
took more than two suitsto mess up the tiny room.

There was one jet gas burner on arickety stand. A throw rug crumpled up, dirty and worn into aswiss
cheese pattern of holes covered atiny fragment of the splintered wooden floor.

Two old big shoeslying on their Sides, discarded, gaping, tongues crumpled, laces broken and tied,
completed the inventory of the room.

Ager twisted his mouth in disgust. And held thought hisroom in the hotel wasarat hole! He closed the
thin warped door behind him. There was a dead and dusty smell to the cubicle. Of course the door or
window hadn't been opened since Billy Boy went to jail. That would explain the smell.

Stepping forward carefully, Ager made hisway to the cot. The blankets, there were no sheets, had once
been navy blankets. Time had worn them to the point where they were exactly the color of mouse hide.
He sat on the very edge of the cot and looked up at the dirty old yellow, unshaded twenty-five watt bulb
that hung from a cable from the ceiling. It cut across his eyes.

Helooked at hiswatch. Billy Boy had been released an hour ago. He'd been afraid that the big lug had
gone straight home. Not that it would have interfered with the plan, but it was better thisway.

The paper! He reached in his pocket and |ooked at a blank sheet of paper... was it too good for aman
who lived in such aroom? It certainly wastoo clean, that was asure thing.

Picking up one of the huge shoes, Ager wiped the paper back and forth across the sole a couple of
times. That done, he crumpled the paper in his hands, then spit on it so it would look as though it hed
been rolled between sweaty handsfor along time.

He opened the paper up and looked from it to the room. That was better. It was more in character with
the hovel. Therewas alot more to the gentle art of murder than occurred to one on first thought.

He wiped some swest off hisforehead. Leaveit to some smart aleck to comment on the disparity of the
room and the paper, and boom... suspicion. If there was anything he wanted none of in this murder, it
was suspicion.

There were heavy sounds coming from the hal. Stumbling, awkward sounds... they came closer...
closer... Ager redized with agtart that his hands were trembling. He had aheavy sick fedling in the pit of
his ssomach... thiswas alittle different from Owden's murder... there was persona contact here... he
didntlikeit.

The door dammed open. All of Billy Boy's actions were like that, sudden, uncoordinated. He looked into
the room, dull surprise written on his heavy face that the light should be on. It took a second longer for
Ager's presence to register.

He gulped and his mouth moved for amoment before any sound came out. "Uh... hello..."



Staring him graight in the eyes, lowering hisnormal pleasant voice until it was didactic and harsh, Ager
sad, "What do you haveto say for yoursdf? Why areyou notin jail?"

"Huh huh... them dopes, they don't think | doneit! They laughed & me! ... | wanted to strangle them!™
Hisface lowered, blood pounded up to histemples. There was no doubting his sincerity.

"Did you tell them how the murder was committed?”

"Sure, | told 'em | swapped the gunsjust like | did... or did I?" He beetled his browsin afury of
concentration. "'l don't seem to remember nothin'..."

"Youfool!" Ager'svoicewas abark. "Of course you switched the guns. | told you to, didn't 17"

"Oh, sure." The anger faded from Billy's face and he again sounded like an even more dim-witted
Mortimer Snerd.

"Y ou remember it, don't you?"

"Sure, | remember, don't get mad... know | doneit and | deserveto diefor it." Billy'sfacelighted up
fromwithin. "l want to diefor it. That'sthe only way | kin repay my sin."

"Here." Ager handed Billy the crumpled paper. "Got a pencil ?*

"I dunno, wait..." The huge bulk went to the rickety closet under the gasrange. He ran hishand around in
amass of junk.

His big body went over in abow. One hand was stretched out and hidden insde the closet. He didn't
move. Seconds turned into minutes. He till did not move.

Frowning, Ager said, "Billy, straighten up... bring me the pencil. Billy!" There was no answering move.

Ager roseto hisfeet swearing between tight clenched teeth. ™Y ou baboon! Don't freeze up on me now!
Why did it have to be now? Billy!"

He stood next to the hulking body of the man he had to kill. He dashed out with hispam at the big
rubbery face. The sound was like two boards damming together.

Billy Boy didn't move. His expression didn't change in the dightest. Ager said, "Why now, of dl times...
why not after hewrote the note? Billy... I'm going to..."

Ager kicked the big man as hard as he could in the delicate part of the back where the kidneys are. It
hurt hisfoot, but that was about al. The sound was hollow like a cask.

Raging, Ager looked around the room... aromatic spirits of ammonia... no... that would be too much
good luck... how long could thislast? There was that time in Altoonawhen Billy stayed frozen for two

days.

Ager ran his hands through his hair and then took a deep breath. Thiswould get nothing accomplished.
He sat down on the edge of the cot and looked at hisvictim.

Billy Boy, frozen stock dtill like achild playing 'statues was bardly breathing. Ager sat and looked at him.
What had the doctor said it was, the doctor they called in in Altoona? Cat- something... Catatonia.
Remembering the word helped Ager remember something the doctor had done. He went over to Billy
Boy and reaching down, picked up Billy'sarms.



They went straight up inthe air like arag doll's. But, once he released them they stayed there,
perpendicular. It would have hurt an ordinary person to hold any limb that rigid for aminute, but Billy
could do it for days and days...

Gasping for bregth from the strain, Ager got hisarms around Billy's barrel-like chest and heaved. He
managed to get the man to hisfeet.

Now Billy stood in the middle of the tiny room, with hisarms pointed at the celling. His dull face was
even duller than usud. It looked more like a midget, too.

What had he accomplished by this, Ager thought stupidly? No matter what angle he st Billy at, that
wouldn't solve this stasisthat was interfering with murder.

And then, just as suddenly asit had Sarted, it ended. It was like a snowman dissolving. Thearmsfédll
dowly to Billy's sides. Then he shook his head dowly as though he were under water. Finally he looked
around theroom and said, "I'm sure | have apencil in here."

It was as though nothing had ever happened. He found a scruffy little stub of apencil. Theend of it was
all chewed. He handed the object to Ager. Ager shook his head.

"You keep it. | want you to write something as| dictateit.”
"Sure. Whatchawant meto say?'

Face screwed up with fierce concentration, Billy bent to the task. He put the end of the pencil on the
paper.

"| cannot stand it any longer” Ager said dowly.
"Somethin' botherin' ya Andy?' Billy looked concerned.

"No, you idiot, that'swhat | want you to write." Ager said strongly. He glared at Billy. "Now, write, 'l
cannot stand it..."

"Oh, yemean | write, | can't stand it... Okay. What can't | stand?”’

"Shut up and write, ‘any longer... | killed Owden and | must suffer for it. | am going to kill mysdlf... it's
better thisway. The copswon't hold mefor what | did..."

It took along time with much scratching out of words and rewriting them back in. Ager was content for
thismeant it would bered. It would have true verismilitude.

"Should | sign my red name or Billy Boy?" the pathetic big man asked like asick puppy.
"Y our rea name? It never occurred to me that you had any other. What isit?’

"William Bart Boyy."

"Sign that and then in parenthesis put Billy Boy."

Of course that meant that Ager had to explain what a parenthesis was. Buit at least it was done. At long
last it was done. Ager fdlt asif the had worked for twenty hours straight. He had had no ideaiit was going
to be ashard asit was.

Billy looked up from his composition and held it out timidly to Ager. Looking at the crumpled dirty paper,



written in Billy'salmost illegible handwriting, Ager was content. There could be no doubt that thiswas
Billy'sfarewel note.

"Stand up.”

"Wegoin" some place, huh? Gee, | could do wit' some excitement. | ain't done nothing dl thetimel was
inthejail."

"Y eah, were going some place. Come on.”

They |eft the nightmarish boarding house and Ager was thinking, certainly death isbetter than lifeina

place likethis... why does Gal |et the poor dob live thisway | wonder... or maybe... maybe Billy likesit
thisway.

Out on the street, Ager kept an eagle eye open. No one paid any attention to them. Even if any one had
noticed, it wouldn't have meant very much. Why shouldn't Ager be seen with the big creep? They
worked together, didn't they?

Thebig jerkily moving man with the face of astupid midget walked along with rapid inefficient
movements that amost outdistanced Ager's more seemly sride,

"Wherewe goin', huh?'
"For awak." For awalk with degth.
CHAPTER VI

"OUTSIDE of what you pointed out to that kid reporter, you don't know anything more about this mess
than | do, do you?' Vae asked Cranston.

"Truthfully, not for publication, for after dl, we can't destroy my legend, | don't know a bit more than you
do."

They had eaten and were at the theatre. The lights were dark. The theatre had been sedled by the police
till some future date. It was eerie. Theatres seem to demand lights, life, some degree of action to save
them from looking like ahuge funerd parlor.

The policeman who had been detailed to keep aweather eye open was following them down the aide of
the pitch black theetre. He was stating queruloudly, "1 don't see why the chief caled me and said to show
you around. You ain't acop.”

"How true. Maybe that's why your chief extended the courtesiesto Mr. Cranston that he did.” Vale said
stuffily. The cop was getting on his nerves, or, hetried to be abit more honest. The disma darkness split
only by thewesk ray of the policeman's flashlight was getting him edgy. Cranston seemed as cool asa
cucumber. He strode adong down the aide, briefcase under his arm as though he were keegping an
appointment at the barber's.

Up ahead of them was the stage |ooking high and cavernous. They were about at the fifteenth row of the
orchestra. It was then that it happened. Then that Ager's second murder began.

A single spotlight splashed across the huge empty stage. It stopped them cold in their tracks. The sudden
brightness of the light acted to pardyze them.

Out into the limelight of the spot strode, jerked, would be a better word, the huge hulk that was Billy



Boy. Helooked into the glare of the light end was blinded by it.

There was something pathetic about the big man. He fumbled so. His uglinessingtead of being frightening
was rather like the ugliness of a Saint Bernard.

His voice when he spoke was a croak. It was low and they had to strain their earsto hear. He said, "This
istheon’y way... if on'y them dumb cops hadda held me, if they'da hung me, then it woulda been better...
but they wouldn't, the jerks.

"I killed Owden! Me... Billy Boy! | doneit... I'm sorry now, but | wasn't when | doneit..."

Crangston moved forward. Thiswas ungodly. The man doneintheworld asfar as he knew, standing up
in an empty theatre and ddivering what? A suicide farewell?

Vae and the cop didn't move. They were too fascinated by what was happening on stage. Billy Boy had
taken astraight edged razor out of his pocket.

Ager had told him not to do it for acouple of minutes. Far away hisdull brain heard adoor dam. He
knew that meant that Ager was out of the theatre. The door damming was the rear fire door. Now was
thetimefor him to make up for killing Owden. As helifted the fiendishly sharp razor to histhroat he
thought dowly that it was too bad that he couldn't remember switching the guns better... that would have
made it more fun to cut histhroat. Thisway hefelt that he was paying back for al hissins, not just for
killing Owden.

Fast as Cranston moved, once he had realized what Billy was doing, it wastoo late. But by thetime he
had run down to the stage and vaulted up onto the stage proper, Billy was acrumpled mass on the stage
center.

Hisbody had fdlen alittle up-stage. The razor was till in hisfingers as Cranston got to hisside. But even
as Cranston watched, the fingers relaxed and the razor fell to the stage.

It made adull little sound, a period to the end of thelife of Billy Boy. He had kept his gppointment with
Desth.

Hisbody rolled atrifle as VVae and the policeman came up on the stage. Vale gulped and wished it
hadn't, for now he could see the new mouth, aragged ugly mouth that had come into being under Billy's
chin.

The cop said, "Boy isthat ardief! Now the whole thing isdl taped up good and proper and you fancy
Dans can takeit on thelam. The chief'll be glad to get the papers out of hishair on thislittle number! One
customer for the meat wagon and that ends the Svengdi kill."

The stain was spreading as Cranston turned and walked off stage. He went off to stage | eft. That isthe
audience'sright, if there had been onefor this murder asthere had for thefird.

Standing in the wings, Cranston looked out onto the stage. He rubbed his forehead irritably. He looked
al around. Nothing. No clue. He didn't even know what he was looking for, he thought, and damned
himself. The whole thing had been too pat. He didn't believeit for a second, but...

He waked across stage to the other wing. Vaefollowed Cranston's gaze and saw, in the wood of the
flat, the part that held the painted canvasto the frame, aseries of tiny holes. Helooked closer. So they
were holes perhaps the size of apin, so what?

Hiseyesheld the "so what" look as he turned around.



"l don't get it," Cranston said. "What's the significance of some pinholesin aflat that makes abox set?"
"Sincel don't even know what abox setis," Vae sad.

"This," Cranston gestured about him. "The whole set isacomplete unit. Obvioudy Gal carried it with
him. I don't think any other performer has used abox set, one that cuts off the stage from the stage hands
aswdl asfrom above, for twenty years.”

"Doesit have some significance?’

"I don't know. I won't know till | speak to someone who was in the show, or someone who saw Gall's
performance.”

The cop looked up from the body he had been looking at. "Hey!"
"Get him! What'swith you?' Vae asked.

"Cadll the chief will ye? Do somethin’ around here... don't make like master minds!™ The cop grinned. "Be
sure and tell the chief to send ameat wagon for aD.O.A. That'll make him rea happy.”

As Crangton and Vae made their way to the back of the pitch black stage, Vae asked, "l hate to expose
my colossal ignorance, but what isaD.O.A.?"

"Dead on arriva." Crangton said shortly. There was the phone up ahead. He had hisfountain pen
flashlight out, and was sorry that VVae was there to see the tiny beam of light that spilled from the
adhesive taped flashlight.

He dropped anickd in the pay phone and spoke to the chief of police. The chief was delighted at his
message.

Crangton said, "The man you have on duty hereisvery happy about the whole thing. He seemsto think
thisendsthe case.”

The chief groaned. "Oh no, don't tell me... let me guess... you don't agree!”
"Correct. If | may abuse your hospitality, I'd like to continue my investigation aslong as| am here.”
"| can't stop you, but you're not going to get much help from me." The chief dammed the phone down.

Crangton could understand his position. The papers had been making life unhappy for him, but until
Cranston had the bee out of his bonnet there would be no deep.

"Where now?' Vae asked.

"I want to speak to someone in the show. We have that list of names and addresses. Suppose we check

"Let'sgo."

Out on the street, Shrevvie waited, leaning forward over the whed of the hired cab. Helooked up
interestedly as amorgue wagon came sewing up the street. He thought, leaveit to the bossto kick up a
fuss. He could even cause some excitement on a Sunday afternoon in Philly.

Vaeand Cransgton got into the cab as two men bearing along brown basket got out of the morgue
wagon and entered the theatre.



Crangton said, "Hotd Arras, Shrevvie. And don't try to make like Barney Oldfield. Theresno rush.”

"What do we do now?" Vale asked. Thecal at the hotel had been futile. Gall, whom they had wanted to
See, was not at his hotel.

"Theresagirl inthe show," Cranston looked &t hislist. "Betty Cummins. Try the Grand Hotel thistime,
Shrewie"

"Okay."

Thiscal was more promising. The desk clerk said, "Room 453, and he said it with ady smile. Vdefelt
like pushing the clerk's pug nose in, but thought better of it as helooked around the hotel.

On thefourth floor Cranston knocked on door number 453. It had the number made of tin and tacked
on rather haphazardly. He knocked again louder.

A sweet low-pitched voice answered, "Y es? Beright there, Andy."
Vaelooked a Crangton. "Andy? Isn't that guy Ager named Andrew?”

Cranston nodded as the door opened. Ve thought, wow, wrap that up and I'll take it home for
Chriggmas. Shewaslovely.

She said, "Perhaps you have the wrong door?"

"Not if you're Betty Cummings,” Cranston said. He smiled. She had that kind of aface. You smiled at it
ingtinctively. It was the kind of face you couldn't bear to have look anyway but happy.

"Andy! Has something happened to him?* Shelooked unhappy. Vae wanted to pat her shoulder and say
there, there.

"No, it has nothing to do with Mr. Ager.” Mentally, Cranston added the footnote, not asfar as| know,
anyway. Aloud, "May we comein?'

"Of course." She stepped back, and now that she knew their visit had nothing to do with Andy, shewas
radiant again.

CHAPTER VII

BY some magic, some transmutation, she had managed to make the crummy, ordinary hotel room look
likearoom in anice home. There were little touches like abowl full of dahlias, her own ash trays, tiny
things, but somehow they took the curse off the room.

She seated them, and then, leaning against abureau she asked, "In what way can | help you?'

"Frg." Crangton said. "I want you to know we are investigating the death of Owden and the 'suicide’ of
Billy Boy."

"Ohno... hedidnt..." She grimaced. "Poor Billy... maybeit's better thisway."
"What isyour rolein the show?" Cranston asked.

"Not avery important one, I'm afraid. I'm just stage dressing. | bring the table on with the props on,
stand to one Side, let the wolves get an eye full, and that's about al. Gall likesto be able to say that he
caries, or carried, four people with him.”



"Four?'

She smiled awry amile. "He had to exaggerate even there. Redly there wasjust Billy, Andy and me. But
he added himsdlf."

"Remindsme," Vde said, to get some attention, "of the old story about the ham who starred in a show
that was so lousy they only took in twelve dollars one night. Later when he went to the Lamb's Club he
sad, 'Would you believe it we only took in twenty-five dollars tonight?"

She amiled. "That wasit exactly. Gal isnothing if not aham and he's not even agood ham.”
"Don't carefor him?' Vale asked. Brother, was she adish!

"Not very much. He's terribly domineering and really, the act isn't too good, it's based so much on the
fact that most people have abasic will to believein thingslike hypnotism. They think of it like telepathy,
as some occult science.”

Crangton asked the important question. "Can you tell me why you traveled with abox set?"

"Uh..." Shelooked flustered. "Well, | could but when | went with the show Gall made me sign a contract
that | would befired if | ever said anything about...well, he swore me to secrecy asto his methods...”

"l see Crangton leaned forward. "Can you tell me this? There was avery good reason why you have the
box set. Some reason why Gall thought it important to cut off the vision of the stagehands and the thegtre
manager aswell asthe peoplein the top balcony.”

She nodded. "I can say yesto that without breaking my trust.”

Vae scratched hishead. He couldn't see where thisline of questioning was going to get Cranston. He
said so.

"I think that if Miss Cumminswere not bound by an oath she could explain something that would show us
the modus operandi of the murder!”

Before Betty Cummins could say anything, and Vae was sure that she was about to, there was aknock
at the door. She got to her feet, dl thought of them gone, and literdly flew to the door. She opened it.

"Andy! How nicethat you could get here. Won't you come in and meet my company?'

"Company?' Ager looked from Vae'sround pleasant face to the hawk-like profile of Cranston and then
said, "To what are we indebted for the dubious pleasure of their company?”

"Oh, Andy, don't be that way. They'relooking into the murder... and Andy... did you hear? Billy
committed suicide!”

"My nameisVae, and thisis Lamont Crangton, the criminologist. Y ou may have heard of him.”

"l have..." Ager seemed to make up hismind. He turned on the charm the way you'd turn on awater
faucet. "Niceto seeyou. Any way Betty or | can help, why just speak up.”

On the surface his face was composed. Inside him his mind was skittering like a frightened horse. What,
why, how come? Cranston, of al people... what evil fate had brought the man here? Had he dipped in
any way? He racked his addled brain... thiswas no time to worry about dips. Insouciance was the order
of the day.



Four peoplein the room. The killer and the man-hunter, the girl and aman who wasinterested in the girl.
Vaeasamatter of fact was quite bored with the murder, al he was trying to dope out was how to cut in
on Betty. Wasit athing between her and this Ager character?

Probably because of the strain that Ager was under, he bubbled over with enthusiasm. He asked
guestions about Cranston's doings, showed from the questions that he had kept up to date with the
papers as regards to Cranston's exploits.

Vae squirmed and tried to get the girl's attention. He made with bright repartee which was disregarded
as Betty sat forward on the edge of her chair drinking in the conversation between Ager and Cranston.

Cranston asked, "1 suppose you are bound by the same oath that Miss Cumminsis not to divulge
anything about Gdl's busness?

"I'm afraid so. I'm sorry... why, do you think that might have something to do with the murder?”

Nodding, Cranston said, "I keep being irked by the business of Gall hypnotizing Owden who wasa
skeptic.”

Yipe!... thought Ager, héswarm... he's smelled something in thewind. If hetaksto Gall he may be able
to pry the truth out of him. My God... do | haveto kill Gall, too? Doesthis never end?

"Therésnoway," Vde asked, "that you can help Lamont without..."

"No, I'm afraid not," Ager said rather rapidly. It seemed, then, that Betty hadn't said anything. So far so
good.

Crangton stood up. " Sorry you can't be of any help. The news of Billy Boy's death will probably bein the
papers by now."

"Poor Billy." Ager looked sad.
"Thepolice" Vde sad, "think that Billy's suicide ends the case.”
"l see. What do you think, Mr. Cranston?* Ager waited holding his breath.

"| think the caseisjust beginning to open out.” On that Cranston made his exit. Vae hollowed, taking a
last ook & Betty, who smiled at him politely, much too politely.

Shrevwviewas gtill waiting in the cab when they came out of the hotel. Cranston said, "Let'stry Gall again.
He may be back at his hotel by now."

Sitting back inthe cab, Vde sad, "Dynamiting again?"

"Guess 0. Thisisirritating. Thereissolittleto go on. Just my fedling, my knowing that you can't
hypnotize someone againgt hiswill, some pin holesin aflat, and the fact that Gall usesabox st. It
certainly isnot what I'd call asolid foundation for acase." Cranston was edgy.

Thetraffic was easing up now. They made good timeto Gal's hotel. Shrevvie said, "Here y'are, boss.”

They entered the hotd. Thistime luck waswith them. Gal wasin. On the house phone he seemed
politely curious. When they went to hisroom he had the latest editions of the papers spread out on his
bed. His suite was handsome. His cape was thrown over the back of abig chair. His clotheswere jet
black. His eyebrows and mustache were as made up as though he were ready to go on stage at any
second. His white face was even whiter than usud.



Hesaid, "Mr. Cranston?"
"How do you do. I'd like to have you meet afriend of mine, awriter, Mr. Vae."

They shook hands dl around, and Gall made a gesture that invited them to be seated. "What'll you
drink?"

They said they would be dl right, and, sitting with the drinks in their hands, Cranston looked at Gall. S.
for Sven... last name Gall. Sven Gall... it was too much. Of course it was a stage name, but...

"What isyour red name, Mr. Gall?'

"Strangely enough, it's very close to my assumed one. Thefirst nameis Sven, my last namewas Gale, |
just subgtituted an | for the e.”

"l see. It wasjust idle curiosity.”
Vaeasked, "Beeninthisbusnessfor along time, Mr. Gall?"
"Twenty years™

Vaewondered how long it would take before Cranston asked any leading questions. He didn't have to
wonder long.

"Mr. Gdl, would it be possiblefor you to let usin on your secret?'
Gall looked nervous. "1 don't know what you mean.”
"Would you tell uswhy you carry abox set?'.

"I'm afraid | can't. I'd liketo help in any way | can, but that must remain my secret.” Gdl twisted one of
his Mephistophelian eyebrowsway up in aquirk. Let him or anyone know the secret that had carried him
al the way from the carnies up to where he was now? Not much of achance.

"Y ou know about the suicide of your assistant, | suppose?”

Gall pointed to the papers spread on hisbed. "Yes, | do. It'sapity... athough, | can't see why there was
much reason for him to continue living... the asylum was dwayswaiting for him."

Vaedid adoubletake. Asylum?

Crangton said, "What was wrong?"'

"Hygteric... catatonic. Not dangerousin any way... and as matter of fact abig help in my business.”
"Of course. Ultra-suggestible.” Cranston said.

Vaewondered what the hell they were talking about but resigned himsdlf to patience.

Cranston continued, " Of course modern psychiatry rather avoidsthe use of the word hysteric. Covers
too much ground.”

"I know, but most of my reading was in the Charcot period.”

"The Sdpetriere Ingtitute.” Cranston agreed. "Wonderful for itstime.”



"You understand,” Gall said, "that | just read for what | could find that was apposite to my work.”
"Of course. Charcot went in for mesmerism onabig scae”

"Mesmerism, hypnotism, ouidic force, so many wordsfor the samething." Gall agreed.

Finishing their drinks, Cranston nodded to Vde, "Wemay aswell get on our way."

"Must you?' Gall asked. "So rardly do | meet aman with whom | can talk about my specidty.”

"Wadll, onelast question then." Cranston phrased it carefully. "What percentage of suggestibles do you
find in an audience of say athousand?'

"At least tenin athousand. | only carried Billy Boy for the infrequent times when the law of averagesdid
not work."

"Thank you. By the way, | understand the reason for your reticence about the gimmick for your act.”
"Thanks." Gdl smiled agrin of red pleasure. "1 hoped you would."

"l understand it even while | wishit didn't exist, for you may be dlowing amurderer to walk the streets.”
Cranston nodded good night.

They left. Gall sat and looked at thewall. Was Crangton right? Was he dlowing amurderer to run loose?
But no... it couldn't be... the whole thing was a nightmare.

The nightmare might become morered, for a that moment the killer was brooding about the advisability
of killing Gdll!

CHAPTER VIII

CRANSTON looked at Vae; they were back in the cab. Cranston was wondering how he could ditch
the writer for it certainly wastime for Lamont Cranston to fade from the scene and that other darker sde
of his persona, The Shadow, to appear. Perhaps that black figure of dread might succeed where
Crangton had failed. He felt as though he werein atub of jelo trying to fight hisway out. On no sdewas
there any resistance, nothing appeared on which to get a grip.

"Wdl?' Vadegrinned at hisfriend. What arotten break for Lamont. Here he had come along on what
was probably going to be thefirst failure that the man hunter had had in along time.

"Not well. Asyou have gathered, | amlogt; | can't get agrip on anything.”
"Maybe agood night's deep will straighten thingsabit.”

"Good idea." Cranston agreed. "Y ou know, | am loath to go on hunches, but | am sure we met the killer
tonight, mortaly sure.”

"If you agree with the cops we saw him kill himsdif."
"Nah!" Shrevvie butted in. "That would be too easy.”
"I'm afraid | agree with you Shrevvie." Cranston said.

In their adjoining rooms, Cranston grunted a good night. He waited until he heard the writer's breathing
get dow and even, then rising, he opened his briefcase. The black cape that was the symbol of his



anonymity as The Shadow fluffed up out of confinement. He shrugged his shoulders so that the .45'sin
their holsters rested comfortably.

The sweeping black hat finished the dressing. Thetdl lean dark figure moved from the hotel room likea
figment from amadman's dream.

Out on the street, The Shadow smiled grimly. Shrevvie had been sure of what wasto transpire. The cab
was gtill parked near the curb. Shrevvie was dumped forward over the whedl grabbing forty winks.

From the back of the cab Shrevvie heard, "Come, come, deegping beauty, we don't have dl night!"
"Yes, boss." The car wasin gear before Shrevviewasredly awake.

"The theetre, please, Shrevvie."

"Comin' up.”

They raced through the dark streetslike the last two men dive on adying planet. An occasional parked
car wasthe only sign that the city wasn't a deserted mausoleum.

"Wait for me." The Shadow eased out of the cab. The theatre was completely blank and deserted. There
were probably police on guard but they certainly were not in evidence.

The Shadow stood perfectly still once he was inside the theatre. He had to. It was black asfew places
are. There just seemed to never have been any light there. The Shadow closed his eyes and held them
shut. Heknew that |etting his pupils diminish might help to see any light if therewere any.

A black spot in ablacker area, that was The Shadow. It was then, while he stood immobile, eyes closed,
mind amost a complete blank, that he heard awhisper of sound, avague implication of sound, rather
than noiseitsf.

He sharpened his ears as he had been trying to improve his night vison. He listened... there, the sound
was repeated. Somewhere in the theatre, someone was moving.

It might be one of the police guards, but if it were, why al the sillence? Why al the darkness? The
Shadow opened his eyeswide... there, he could sense a bit of light somewhere up on the stage. His eyes
before he had become accustomed to the pitch black could not seeit.

He traced the sound, stepping forward down the incline of the theatre orchestra. The soundswere alittle
clearer now. A snip? Some sound that was like ametal shears at work.

Theinky splotch that was The Shadow moved on silent feet till hewasjust below thelip of the stage
proper. He looked up at the stage. The sound wasn't coming from there. It seemed to come from the
sde of the stage in the wings. Without hesitation The Shadow vaulted up on stage. Still theall
encompassing darkness pressed on him like ablanket.

He made hisdow, careful, quiet way to thewing. No one. But the sound was abit louder now. What
little light there had been when he was in the orchestra was gone now. He stepped forward as though into
dark velvet. He heard a succussation but could not tell where the sound was from.

Lifting hisfoot carefully, he stepped forward. That did it. Hisfoot came down into something soft and
giving. He withdrew hisfoot quickly. He bent over and ran his hands over that which he had just stepped
into.



It was aman. He bent closer. The man was breathing stertoroudy. The Shadow ran his hands over the
man's chest. He felt metal buttons. One of the police who had been left to guard the theatre.

Bent over ashe was, he could hear the sounds more clearly than before. They seemed to be coming up
through the stage. Then, this meant whoever had dugged the cop was now below the stage...

Moving more recklesdy now, The Shadow walked from the wings. He took out his pen flashlight and the
tiny beam of light, al that filtered through the adhesive tape that was over the lens, flickered like a steedy
firefly.

He could see an iron railing ahead. Stairswere behind the rail. Steps going down. He went down them.
The sound got louder as he went lower.

In the basement, on the last step, The Shadow flicked hislight off. Now there was light up ahead. Not
much, but in comparison with the light he had just extinguished, the light was dmost blinding. It came
from abig three cdll flashlight that lay on atable. Just outside the perimeter of light aman wasworking
like mad. He had apair of wire cuttersin his hand and was cutting and ripping acloth covered wire that
seemed to come down from what must be the stage above.

It wasthe killer, Ager, but The Shadow could not seethat. All he could see was aman's silhouette and
an arm that showed in the light. The cutters were going now. Wire which had been cut lay on the floor
like ahuge spider web.

Ager wasthinking, if only Cranston hadn't shown up none of thiswould have been necessary. If anyone
findsmein here| am adead duck and no nonsense abot it.

He thought too, if it were not for Cranston the whole thing would have come to an end when | made Billy
kill himsdlf. Now itisstarting al over again. With al sign of the wire gone, even Cranston will have ahdll
of atimefiguring out Gal'sgimmick. I wonder if Gall will kegp his mouth shut? If | only knew, then |
wouldn't haveto kill him... and Betty, but shelll keep her lip buttoned, dl | haveto do isspin her atde
and shell fdl for it... but Gal... what about him?

All thought was blasted from his brain when aquiet voice said "l wouldn't moveif | wereyou.”

Ager's heart skipped a beat. Had the cop he had clouted come to? But if... there was no time for
thinking. He dashed hisarm out in abig arc and dapped the flashlight so that it spun through the air likea
pinwhed. And like apinwhed thelight flashed over random parts of the basement room.

Hewas ableto see, just for aplit second as he was throwing himsdlf to the floor that therewasamanin
the room but that it was not a policeman. It wasjust aman-sized black thing that stood as ominoudy as
desth and did not move,

He saw too in that split second that |asted for two lifetimes that the big barrel of a.45 was pointed
directly a where he had been. He wasflat on his belly on thefloor. If he could have he would have
burrowed down into the concrete.

Theflashlight coming to the end of its fantastic flight landed across the room with athud that broke the
delicate filaments of the bulb. There was darkness.

Ager held his breath for fear that that would be enough to signa where he was.

The Shadow was equaly quiet. He had not been aslucky asthekiller. The flashing light had not given
him any more clue to theidentity of the man in the room with him.



While The Shadow waited with sudden degth in his hand, he wondered about the operation he had
interrupted. What was the point of removing awire that came down from the stage... there could only be
one point. The wire somehow must be tied with the murder on stage of Barry Owden. He couldn't see
how, couldn't see even yet what the thread was that fastened this act to the kill, but he was sure that this
was hisfirst break.

And ill the gassremained.

It could not continue and yet it did. Neither man moved. Both controlled their bresthing. The Shadow
could not know whether or not the anonymous man in the room was armed or not. He was, but asyet
had feared to move enough to get it out of the belly band of histrousers. He could fed it asthe weight of
his body against the concrete made the gun gouge into his stcomach.

If he could only get at it then this silent duel might have another end. It would beidiocy to gofor it witha
gun trained on him. He knew that, yet whet other dternative was there?

He spread hisarms out dowly, carefully, knowing that each move might be hislast. He thought the
flashlight had ended itsfall somewhere near him... if he could reach it... there. Hisfingersfdt the cold
meta of the flash and it was like money from home.

He had hdf achance now. He picked the flash up, ddicatdly. Poising it in his hand, he suddenly threw it
at where he had last seen The Shadow.

It curved through the air and whileit flew, his body made a half turn. His hand went to the band of his
trousers and then his hand was heavy with the weight of hisgun.

Of course The Shadow was not where he had been, but even so, when the flash landed near him with a
heavy metdllic crash, his conditioned reflexes amost made him tighten hishold on the trigger of hisgun.
He caught himsdlf just intime. A wild shot would just revea his position to the other man.

Ager decided, hell, nobody lives forever, and shot.

There were two blinding flashes of light in the room. The sound of the shots was heavy and mournful. The
Shadow laughed and it was a dreadful sound. It rolled around the room until it was dissipated in the
echoes.

CHAPTER IX

AGER'S shot had missed. But The Shadow, sighting by the gun flash of his attacker, had fired directly at
the hand with the gun. The gun fdll to the concrete floor with akind of dull findity.

The bullet from The Shadow's gun had pierced directly through Ager's hand. He writhed on the floor,
biting hislipsto keep from yelping with the pain.

The darkness was again complete. Ager thought wildly, if | can play possum, and he comes over closeto
me to see what damage his shot has done, maybe | can...

The Shadow sure-footedly walked closer to the man he had shot. Histoe touched the gun the man
dropped. He kicked it and the sound was shocking in the quiet of the room.

It rolled across the floor and came to rest against the wall. The Shadow was closer now. Therewas no
sound from the other man. Could he have killed him? It didn't seem likely. The Shadow was not oneto
shoot wildly. He knew where his shot went. Then, just when The Shadow had decided that the man was
trying to trick him, afoot shot out and connected with The Shadow's shin. It was agonizing. The pain



lanced up hisleg and made him grit histeeth.

Ager, feding hisfoot connect with something human, launched himsdf from the floor in aflat legp that
caught The Shadow inthe middle.

The Shadow brought his gun hand down in aswipethat glanced off Ager's head. It hurt but Ager held
on. A human head isamuch more solid piece of equipment than the movieswould lead you to believe.

It isararefreak chance when asingle blow with either afist or ablackjack will knock aman out. Ager
held on, grimly hoping that he could do some damage before the gun smashed into his aching head again.
Not that his head ached too much. It had been too painful for that. There was a sort of anesthetic value
from too great apain Ager thought dully as he fought.

His hand, his uninjured one, crept up The Shadow's body till it got hold of The Shadow's collar. Then,
holding on for hislife, Ager clenched hisfigt in the cloth of The Shadow's collar and used it asagarrote.
He tightened as much as he could while with hisinjured hand hetried to restrain The Shadow from
bringing the gun hand up again.

Ager turned his hand on The Shadow's collar again. It cut off hiswind. It hurt. Then Ager played his
trump card. Helet hisbody go limp and just hung onto the collar while he continued to twist.

His hard knuckles were pressing against The Shadow's adam's apple. It could not last long, something
had to happen or The Shadow would strangle.

The Shadow turned his arm loose from the feeble clawing wounded hand that tried to hold it. He raised
his hand and brought the gun down on the temple of the man who clung like alimpet. That did it.

Gasping for breath, The Shadow yanked at the hand which gtill, even in unconsciousness, hed its
garoting hold on hiscallar.

Prying each finger loose, The Shadow let the man fall to thefloor. Air raced in and out of hisaching
throat, bringing oxygen to histortured lungs. He stood there like that for minutes|etting the air restore
him.

Histhroat hurt asit would continue to for awhile, but no longer did red skyrocketsflarein hisbrain. He
was dizzy, he redlized, as he moved away from the man who lay on thefloor.

Running hisfingers along the door sll, The Shadow found the light switch and flicked it on. Theraw light
cascaded down making his eyes ache. It illumined the dumped body which lay on itsface on thefloor.

Before The Shadow could make hisway to the man and turn him over so he could see hisface, he heard
heavy footsteps coming down theiron gairs.

The police? The Shadow looked around. There was asmall door to one side of the room past the cut
wirethat lay al over the floor. He made hisway to it and was through the little door as ared faced cop,
hair mussed, uniform cap in hand, came into the room from the stairs. The cop wasfeding alump the size
of anegg on hishead.

He saw the man on the floor and drew his gun as he came further into the room. The Shadow could see
the policeman's eyes go from the body to the cut wire.

The cop didn't hesitate. Almogt like areflex action he bent over and used his nightstick to bang on the
floor. It racketed out acall to any other cop within earshot. The cop grimaced. The sound was making
his sore head sorer.



Nevertheless he rapped out atattoo. The hard wood bouncing on the concrete made the floor act like a
sounding board. It wouldn't be long before the cop would have reinforcements.

The Shadow faded into the darkness of the ante room he wasin without ever having seen the face of the
man he had fought within the darkness.

"Eight o'clock in the morning is late enough for agrowing boy to deep,” Vade said to the deeper inthe
bed.

Crangton grunted and squinting his eyes looked up into hisfriend's amiling face. "Isit that late?' Hed
rolled in only acouple of hours before.

"What's wrong with your voice?'

"Umm... must have atouch of laryngitis." Hisvoice did sound peculiar. Hushed, whispering, the attack on
The Shadow's throat hadn't done Lamont Cranston's vocal chords any good.

"The papers have awild story today. Or should | wait until you get some coffeein you?"'
"Let'sdo both," Cranston croaked.
"Right, I'll get room serviceto hustle us some breskfast."

While waiting, Cranston looked over the headlines. Staring from the front page was Andrew Ager'sface.
The heading ran, " Svengdi's Assstant Assailed!”

While the bellhop pushed the tray with their food on it into theroom, Vae said, "Wonder who in the
world shot Ager in the hand?’

"Can'timagine,” Cranston said.

"Ager was down in the basement of the theatre checking on some of Gall's props when someone came
along, popped a cop on the conk and attacked Ager. Strange, isn't it?' Vale asked as he poured coffee.

"Very," Crangon sad.

"Inaway thisisgood because it makesthe copslook slly for claming that the suicide of Billy Boy ended
the case. It dl bears out your contention.”

Cranston nodded while he sipped his coffee.
"What's the schedule today?' Vae was busy buttering toast.
"WEell tie the case up and then perhaps we can get away for that trip we've been trying to take."

Ve spluttered through amouthful of coffee, "What?Y ou mean... whoa... you go to bed last night
baffled and wake up this morning with the solution?"

"With laryngitis and the solution, yes."
"This| haveto seeto bdieve. The stories I've heard about you are certainly understatementsif anything.”

"Dont runwild. | know who thekiller is, findly, but | must confessthat there are till some e ements of
the case which baffleme.”

"I'm glad of that. Otherwise I'd be beginning to fed likeanidiot.”



"Where does Shrevvie take ustoday?' Vae asked asthey left the hotdl.
"To any radio sore.”

Vaethought, what the...? Why aradio store? But he asked no questions, instead he stood to one side as
Cranston spoke to the man who owned the radio store they werein.

"Suppose | wanted to have adummy wire going from a mike to some earphones, how would | doit?!

"Simple." The man behind the counter was puzzled, but he got lots of peculiar questionsin the course of a
day. "All you do is not connect one of the connections on the phones.”

"That'swhat | imagined. Now, how could | branch off somewhere in the wire from the earphonesto
another location?’

The man drew asimplewiring diagram. Vaelooked &t it, but it looked to him like some spaghetti gone
mad, s0 he shrugged and followed his friend as Cranston added some linesto the diagram.

"Could you rig me up such adevicein an hour or two?" Cranston asked. He handed the dightly changed
diagram to the man.

"Sure, but I'd want some money on account,” the man said. "On account of some of the nuts never did
come back."

"Very wel." Crangton flipped atwenty on the counter and said, "I'll check with you. Can you have aman
st it up a my hotel room for when | cal?"

"| certainly can,” the man said as he put the money in the cash register. Thiswas found money. Even with
the additions that Cranston had made it was a smple thing to set up.

Cranston and Vae I eft the shop. "Do you want to make acall for me?' Cranston asked.
"Y our throat is bothering you, isn't it?"

Crangton nodded. "Yes. I'd like to saveit for sometaking I'll haveto do later on. Cal the chief of police
and tdl him to get over to our hotel room in two hours. Tell him helll be ableto deep tonight. The caseis
ending.”"

Vaewent to acigar store and made the cal. The chief was not overjoyed about the summons until he
wastold that Cranston was finishing things up that day. He said, "Good. The papersredly scaped me
today. To have thisattack on Ager come right on top of me saying that the death of Billy Boy wasthe
end of thething didn't help me much.”

"Y ou can't say Crangton didn't warn you." Vae said chuckling, and hung up.

Out on the street Cranston was standing looking off into space and rubbing histhroat. Vae said, "Has
been executed, gr.”

"Better make some more cdlsthen. The chief said he'd come? | didn't want to make any other
arrangementsuntil | knew."

"Hell betherewith bdlson."

"Good, cal Ager, Gdl, and the girl, Miss Cummins.”



"Thelast part of the assgnment isthe best.”
"Havethem al get to our hotel room right after the chief getsthere.”

"Hne

While Vde madethe cals, Crangton got histhoughtsin order. If only he knew the motive. Here he had
the whole casein the palm of his hand and the most important thing till defeated him. There wasjust no
clue on which to go. When in doubt, bluff would have to be the order of the day.

Back at the hotel room the radio man had been and gone. Lying on adesk was amicrophone. Near it
wasapair of ear phones.

Vaewatched in puzzlement as Cranston went to the writer's typewriter and began to type.
"What makes?' VVale asked.

Cranston went on typing and said as he worked, "Y ou're not going to bein the room at the denouement;
I'm sorry, but you can be of much more help in the next room, your room."

Vaewas, if anything, more puzzled. He waited.

"Thislittle bit of business| am writing isnot, of course, in your province. However, you can oblige me, if,
at the proper time, you read what | have written into the microphone in your room."

"How will I know when?'
"l am sure that your ear can be glued to the door between our rooms..."

"l ansureit will..." Vaegrinned. Hed bein at thekill, even if it was one room removed.
CHAPTER X

VALE saw the microphone and amplifier lying on his bed. He placed the script which Cranston had
prepared next to the mike, and then pulled a chair over next to the door that connected the rooms.

Nothing like comfort, he thought, as he edged the door open just enough so that he could get aclear
view of the mgority of the room. He was pleased when the first person to come into the room wasthe
chief of police. Thiswasthe way Cranston had wanted it.

He listened with half an ear asthe chief wailed and moaned about how sorry hisjob was. Vaethought a
policeman'siot isnot ahappy one... he dmost hummed the tune until he caught himself.

Crangton said, "The otherswill be dong in amatter of moments. | want you to know who thekiller is, so
that you will not be caught unprepared.”

"That's highly unethicd, isn't it?" The chief grinned. He was abig beefy man with ared face and aready
smilewhich did not go up to hiseyes, Vae noticed.

"Unethica?' Cranston asked.

"Sure. |an't the private shamusin the movies and the books always holding out on the copstill the last
second so as to milk more suspense?”

Crangton grinned. Vae thought, one for you, chief. | didn't think cops had a sense of humor about their



business.
The chief was saying, "What's dl this hocus pocus about mikes and hypnotism?”

"l am going to be forced to give you ahit of dataabout hypnotism so you will know what | am going to
do. You know, | suppose, that no one can be hypnotized againgt hiswill?"

"I know it now that the smart aleck kid on the newspaper wrote an article pointing out what dopesthe
copswerefor not seeing theflaw in the origind murder!”

"Oh," Crangton smiled. The boy reporter had done abang up job. He had even gone to the library and
done some research on hypnotism before he wrote the article.

"Then since you know that, you know why | could not see why Owden was hypnotized into doing the
things he did on the stage.”

The chief's meaty face nodded in assent.
"Do you know anything about the function of the hysteric in the business of the stage or fake hypnotist?”

Asthough on cue, Ve thought, the door opened and Gal, looking taler even than usua because of the
weight he had logt in worrying about hisfuture, walked in, black capetrailing off his high thin shoulders.
He doffed his sombrero like black hat and said, “"How do you do?"

"Weredoin' just fine. Draw up achair and relax,” the chief said jovidly.

Gall barely got seated before Ager and Betty Cummins knocked on the door, entered and were made
comfortable. Vale perked up, looking through hisdit of door. Now that she was here, he was going to
enjoy theview if nothing else. Her pretty, rather pert face was atrifle on the anxious side as she looked
up adoringly a Ager'sface.

Ve changed his mind about how pleasant it was going to be to watch. Cranston stood up and dangled a
pair of earphonesin hishands. He played with them while he spoke.

The chief drew the corners of his mouth down and said, "Well, a least you'reliving up to the movies,
Crangton. Y ou didn't tell me the name of thekiller, after dl. Holding out?"

"Ohno. Mr. Andrew Ager isthe murderer.”

The chief jolted upright in his chair. His hands jumped. He restrained them, but even from whereVde
was, he could see the bulge that the gun made on the chief's chest.

Ager didn't move amuscle. His eyes dowly moved till he could see Betty's expression. It was one of
shock. The smile was gone, but nothing had taken the place of the smile. Her face devoid of any emotion.
It looked like adoll'sface. A rather stupefied doll.

Gdl sad, "Andy isthe one who murdered Owden?'

"Indirectly, yes. In oneway dl three of you, Gdl, Ager, and Billy Boy wereinvolved in thekilling.
However, it was Ager who set the other two in motion.”

"You mean | gottaarrest the hypnotist again?'

"No. He didn't even know he was committing murder. Y ou'd better..." Cranston picked up the ear
phones and looked at them while he spoke, "listen carefully while | run through the modus operandi of the



most bizarrekilling | think | have ever heard of." Cranston paused a second, and then said, "The most
bizarre two murders | have ever heard of ."

"Whoa!" The chief moved restlessy in hischair. His hand wasn't far from hisgun, and hiseyeswere on
Ager congtantly. "What isdl this about two murders? Y ou gonna stand there and tell methat Billy Boy
waskilled?!

Cranston nodded. "I don't quite know what the legd fedling would be, but to me Ager killed Billy even
though it was Billy's hand that diced histhroat."

Thegirl winced. Crangton didn't noticeit, but Vaedid.
"Suppose you tell me how aman can commit suicide and sill haveit beamurder,” the chief said.

"Firgt, let's have no nonsense about this being amurder by hypnotism,” Cranston said, and hisface was
st "Y ou must bear in mind that Billy had been in an insane asylum. It was because of what waswrong
with him that Ager was able to make him kill himsalf. Don't get any ideathat Ager hypnotized Billy. He
didn't. Y ou don't have to hypnotize ahysteric. All you haveto do is spesk to them commandingly and
they will obey. They arevery highly suggedtible.

"Now remember that a person can be suggestible with nothing at all wrong with them. It isthe suggestible
who responds to advertising that says commandingly, 'Run right down to your neighborhood drug store
and buy an ample supply of Blotz's Corn Remover."

"The suggestible person,” Gal interposed as he ran his hands through hisblack hair, "'is much more
common than you would think."

"Of course," Cranston agreed. "That's how you stage hypnotists can manage to fool as many people as
you do."

Gdl made agrimace. Cranston went on, "Chief, if you've ever seen astage 'hyp' act in progress, you will
remember that at one point, the hypnotist looks at the audience sternly and says, | want you..."

Gdl took over, pitching hisvoice down low, "I want you to clasp your hands together... clasp them
tight... Now!" Gall waved his eyebrows. "Now, try to unclasp them. No matter how hard you try, you
will not be ableto release them!”

The chief casualy unclagped his hands. He had followed thefirst direction docilely. "1 didn't have any
trouble unclasping them."

Gal and Cranston exchanged a secret grin. Cranston said, "Of course not. However, why did you obey
the first command to clasp them?”

"l dunno."

"Y ou're suggestible, atrifle... however, if you were much more suggestible, you would not have been able
to unclasp them.”

"l see..." The chief looked down at his hands accusingly.

"The stage hypnotist watches while the audience istrying to unclasp its hands. Ninety-nine percent
unclasp them with no trouble. That last one per cent are the ones that the hypnotist then invites up on the
stage! They are natura suggestibles. From then on the hypnotist does hisregular act!”



"l see," the chief said, "he does that monkey business just to weed out the people whom he knows he's
not going to be able to put the old hyp on!"

"Now," Crangton said, "that you have that concept in mind, imagine Billy Boy, who was psychopathicaly
suggestible, and on top of that, catatonic!”

Ve had taken the trouble to look the term up and therefore felt quite superior to the chief who was
manifestly dl puzzled again.

"Simply," Cranston said, "acatatonic is aperson who goes off into atrance. They leave dl contact with
the world behind and get completely immersed within themsalves. To the extent that if they go into the
trance gate holding aglass of water, they will remain that way sometimesfor days... when they come out
they dill hold the glass!”

The chief looked accusingly at Gall. "What the hell were you carting a creep like that around with you
for?'

Gadl nodded at Crangton. "I'm sure Mr. Cranston can tell you why.” Gall did not look happy.

"Horrible asit may sound to us, chief, Gall had ause for this pathetic person. Y ou see, if no oneelse
came up on stage, or if oncein athousand times there was no suggestible in the audience, Gall used Billy
Boy asahorse”

"Huh?'

"A horseisastage assstant, a stooge for the hypnotist. Billy was perfect for Gall who could throw him
into atrance and put himin a coffin, let's say, in ashop window for advertisng... or have him up on stage
and throw him into the trance while he wasin some excruciatingly painful position that the audience could
see no one could hold, and then make Billy hold the position aslong asthe trance lasted.”

"He could snagp him out of it?'
"Sure," Cranston said, "Billy was conditioned to responding to anything from Gall."

Vaesaw aflicker of expression go over Ager'sface. Ager was thinking about how horribleit had been
in Billy'sroom when Billy had frozen into one position.

The chief said dowly, "Then this character,” he jerked athumb at Ager, "just told thet creep Billy to go
dicehisthroat and Billy did?'

"I'm afraid so. | think, however, that Ager must have played on somefear in Billy's mind and, driven the
catatonic to suicide.”

nl %II

"I don't know, as | have said, what the position of a court of law would be about commanding aman to
kill himsdif... but | think..." Cranston looked at Ager.

The chief looked at the killer and his expression mirrored Cranston's. "I think the same thing you do,
Crangton!"

Gal said, "What about the death of Owden, Mr. Cranston, do you know about that, too?"

"Yesindeed. | am going to demonstrate how it worked!"



That did it. Ager could restrain himsalf no longer. He flew to hisfeet and ran for the door. The chief drew
hisgun and aimed at Ager'slegs.

Betty screamed, "Andy, don't... hell kill you!"
She shrieked as the bullet dammed through the room.
CHAPTER XI

BLOOD streaming from hisleg, Ager tried to continue running down the hdl. The pain hadn't redly bitten
inyet. He was thinking, wise guy, the perfect murder, fool-proof... that Cranston guy can read minds,
how could he know... the elevator... the door...

Hoping, gritting histeeth through his bottom lip with pain, hetried to get to the dowly closing €levator
door. The chief was out in the hall now, with his gun ready. Betty was behind.

Everything had started to go to pieces with that fight last night down in the basement of the theatre... who
had his antagonist been? Somehow it would have been easier to go out if he had only known that.

The peoplein the elevator looked down at the floor of the car as a curving, straining, bandaged hand
tried to wedge itsway into the car. The door closed on it.

Through the heavy door they could hear the second shot. It was atrifle muffled.
The chief hammered on the door of the car. ""Open the door! He'sfinished.”

The elevator operator pressed the lever that opened the door. The people in the car pressed against the
back wall asthe door opened. The chief was framed in the door. He looked down at the man on the
floor.

Ager looked up a him. Hegrinned. "You jerk! You did just what | wanted you to! Better this, than a
long drawn out businessin court!"

The chief swore. Hed lost histemper. HEd meant to shoot Ager in the legs again. Instead held sent a
bullet into hislungs. The grin on Ager's face was getting weeker.

Betty bent over the dying man. She didn't say anything. She was spent. She had no reserve |l ft.
Shewas like afighter who's been hit on the button so often that he waits for the knockout impatiently.

Crangton stood in the doorway of hisroom and his mouth was turned down. His lipswere abitter thin
line. Thiswas probably the best way, but it was rather unpleasant.

They got Ager back into the room. They laid him on Cranston's bed. "No point in calling an ambulance,”
the chief said.

"Noneat dl." Cranston looked down at the dying man. "Why did you kill Owden?'

Ager managed another grin. "So you can't reed minds after dl! | wouldn't tell you if..." A wracking gust of
pain dashed into his brain. His body curled with pain and he managed to say, "Correction please, | may
aswell get thisout... it'scorny... it's one of those things that can't happen... it's one of those situations that
would be laughed off astage today, and yet it did happen..." He coughed.

Vae stuck hishead in the room. He stayed put even during the shooting, but this he had to hear. Besides,
no one even noticed him.



Ager said, "Owden was my old man.”
The chief sad, "Y ou killed your father?"

He nodded. His voice was getting wesaker. "The cream of the jest to me wasthat the old... well, the old
man didn't even know | was alive. Asfar asheknew, | died when my mother did.”

"What's so corny about that?" the chief asked.

"They were not married... | thought about that al the way through each orphanage | wasin. | thought
about it every time| thought of my mother dying for want of a couple of bucks... | thought of it every time
the clipping service | subscribed to sent me anything on how well old man Owden wasdoingin
business... | thought about..."

"Y ou thought about it till you went nuts," the chief said.

"If you want to put it that way. I'm in no condition to argue the point,” Ager said wryly. " Get this straight,
though. I'm not sorry | killed him... it wastoo bad | had to knock off Billy that way... but the old man had
it coming! I'm just sorry he didn't know who it wasthat..."

Hedied that way with thewords on hislips. Hislips curled up bitterly with athin line of blood running
down hisface from hismouth.

And gtill the girl didn't cry. Her expression was il blank. She sat next to her man on the bed and looked
a him.

The chief sad, "I'll cdl for thewagon.”

"You'd better get your story straight for the reporters. They'll be here any second now. The shots should
have brought them dready," said Cranston.

As soon asthe chief hung up, Cranston said, "Here. Put these on and I'll speak to you through the
microphone.”

Gall watched with a set face asthe chief put the headphones on.

Crangton said, "One, two, three, four, seven, threg, five, Sx." He spoke right into the microphone. He
went on calling numberstill Gall wanted to scream or bresk something.

All thetimethat Cranston was reciting numbersinto the mike that seemed to go to the earphones, Vae
was reading what Cranston had written. Vae read the script into the mike in hisroom.

"Chief, you are now listening to the method by which aman can seem to be hypnotized againg hiswill
despite the fact that it seemsto beimpossible. Thisisthe gimmick that isthe basisof Gal'sact. It was
thisgimmick that let Ager kill Owden.”

The chief, with the ear phones on, looked at Cranston and wondered what was going on. Thiswasn't
Cranston's voice.

Vdesad, "It'ssmplewhen you get down toit. The mikethat Crangton istalking into is dead. Redlly you
are hearing me from the other room. My mikeis cut into your ear phones. When Gall was on the stage
and pretending to be hypnotizing someone, he went through the act for the benefit of the audience.

"Off stage, generdly, Ager stood and read from a prepared script that held cues about the person who
was on the stlage. Hewould jolly the person dong, kid him about his friends and then say something



about, be agood guy and help us, will you? Thisll get somelaughs. Y ou'll be putting it over on your
friends.”

"Owden, being the skeptic that he was, probably went along with the gag so asto be ableto tell the
world how the gimmick worked."

The chief ripped the head phones off. "'l get it. So al Ager did was have an imitation of the faked gun
made that wasredly lethd and switch it for the gimmick gun that Gdll generally used.”

Crangton nodded. In the other room, Vaewas il reading into the mike. Cranston called in, "Take it
easy and comeonin, Jery."

Gdl sad, "Ager wasn't even in the theetre the night of the murder. He had Billy Boy fill in asthe off stage

Voice.

"He played it saferight sraight through,” the chief said and looked at the body on the bed. "Red sdfe.
Except it didn't work."

The door crashed open and the kid reporter struck hisface in. "What cooks?!

"You!" the chief said and made athreatening gesture with hisarm. The face disappeared like afigureina
Punch and Judy show.

"Got it dl graight in your mind now?" Cranston asked.
"Yep." The chief nodded.

Vaethought, the chief should know that al Cranston had to deduce on was some pinholesin a piece of
scenery and the fact that Gall had abox set.

Cranston grabbed his briefcase and his satchel and said, "We may aswell be on our way, Jerry."

"Right. Bewith you in two shakes." Now, Vde thought, now maybe they could get away and he could
learn alittle more about the lusive man who was Lamont Cranston.

Gall st like abroken man with his head in his hands. The act was ruined. The paperswould spread his
gimmick from coast to coadt.... as nothing else had been exposed since sawing alady in half. He was
cooked. Back to the carnies and the ten shows aday ...

AsVde came back into the room with his suitcase he thought, looking &t the girl if thiswere only one of
hisgtories... At this point the girl would forget al about the dead man and come dong with him. Insteed,
he thought looking at her blank shocked face, instead, it may take her yearsto get over this... or she may
never recover... people blow their tops over aded likethis. He sighed and waved good bye to the chief
who was busy on the phone. The chief didn't even look up.

In the cab, after having peded the young reporter off them by main force, the two friends sat back and
relaxed abit. Vae said, "Just to wipe the date clean, those pin holesin theflat in the theatre were where
Billy or Ager stuck their cue sheets while the act was going on>"

Cranston nodded tiredly.
"And the box set?'

"To keep even the stage hands, or anyone backstage from seeing Ager or Billy reading into the mike.
That would have blown the gaff sky high,” Cranston said with findity in hisvoice. He moved the briefcase



on hislap off onto the sest, but even then, VVa e noticed, he kept one hand onit.
"Inadgory,” Vde sad thoughtfully, "illegitimacy wouldn't sound like agood murder motive.”

"Maybe not. It'sjust one of the oldest in the world. It probably wasn't just that. Morelikely it wasthe
abandonment of the mother that ate and gnawed at Ager's brain till there was a canker there that could
not be wiped out but with blood."

"Wonder why Ager didnt kill S. Gdl, too?'

"That's pretty clear. Did you see Gall when heredlized that his secret gaff was going to become public
knowledge? He would have guarded that secret as zealoudy asthe murderer. Ager must have wondered
and then decided that it was sefeto dlow Gall tolive."

Shrevvie said, "Hey baoss, you look pooped. Whyncha take a couple days of f?*
Vadesad amiling, "Precisely why | am here. Let'sgo, Lamont, shal we?"

"By al means." Cranston stretched, took a deep breath, sighed and then looked out the cab window as
the car drove down the street towards the railroad station. This had been a depressing case. He would
be glad to get the taste out of his mouth. Give him agood clean bank robbery any time. He smiled at
himsdif.

The cab drove up to therailroad station and the two men, rather ordinary looking men, got out and went
into the station. Of course one wastall and spare, and the other shorter and round, but they could have
been two traveling sdesmen gtarting on aselling trip. Shrevvie watched till the revolving doors spun them
out of Sght.

Then he put the cab in gear and drove off. The case was ended.

But the case was only ended asfar as Shrevvie was concerned. For, on the train, the two men who might
have been traveling salesmen but were not, sat in their comfortable Pullman chairs and looked out the
window.

Ve brokethe slence. "Y ou know, | can't blame Ager too much. He had avery red maotive for killing
hisfather. Not too long ago, right hereisthis country, Ager would have been considered to have done a
rather heroic deed.”

"Redlly." Cranston's voice was dry. He took an envelope from his pocket and tapped it on hishand. "I
should have shown you this before.”

"What isit?'

"It contains proof of Ager's paternity. Canceled checks, that sort of thing." Cranston paused then said
parentheticaly, "I found it among Ager's effects at the hotdl "

"Well? What's that got to do with..."

"Plenty." Cranston's voice was harsh. "L ook, on the surface Ager's motive was revenge, to pay back his
father for what the father had done. But that was only on the surface. Underneeth, the real motive was
the same asin nine out of ten murders! Money!"

"How 07"

"This proof of paternity. Ager figured that his perfect crime would never be discovered. | presume he



meant to wait ayear or so and then return and claim his share of hisfather's estatel
"l see" Vaelooked thoughtful. This certainly put adifferent complexion on the whole case,

"Ah, but you don't," said Cranston and his smilewaswry. "This state, unfortunately for Ager's murderous
plans, putsaspikein hiswholeided"

"Inwhat way?'

"Thelawsof thisstate do not alow anillegitimate child to inherit!"

"And Ager did not know that! The whole thing wasfruitless” Vae sad.

"Precisdly,” said Cranston - and the words were hislast in regard to the case. "Murder for naught..."

THEEND



