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The Glo

yne Murder

(Continued from page 25)

‘“There are still a few old-fashioned gentlemen
left in this jazz-age of ours.” He glanced at his
watch. “And so to bed. We're going to take
another look around the Gloyne apartment the
first thing in the morning.” -

_ CHAPTER X

WE WENT down immediately after break-

fast. The apartment was stuffy to the
point of suffocation as rooms always are when
windows have been closed for a long period.
There’s something eerie about entering a house
whose occupant has died—like the opening of a
weed-choked gate. I would not have been sur-
prised if bats had greeted our intrusion from the
tortured scroll-work of the massive carved
furniture.

Paul stepped to the window and ran the shades
up. In the alley, five stories below, Sloan, the
guarding officer, sat sprawled in his chair, puffing
on his after-breakfast cigar, and reading the
morning paper, a troll-like figure, foreshortened
by the height.

My husband turned to the chair that stood
near the window, the one in which the man in
the light gray suit and the tan oxfords must
have been sitting when Lancaster saw him under
the partly raised window shade. It was a fau-
teuil of bamboo, as exotic and out of place in a
New York apartment as a Chippendale in an
Eskimo’s igloo. Paul raised its home-made
cretonne cushion and looked under it, then turned
his attention to the high back. He bent over it
with his magnifying glass, moving the lens back
and forth over the bamboo reeds at the point
where a person’s head would rest if he or she were
seated in the chair.

Suddenly he bent closer and sniffed.

“Come here, Pete,” he said, “try if you can
smell anything.”

I leaned forward and distinctly caught the odor
of some sort of perfume, a faint, musky smell,

“Ig I’;n ha'nlg.t misu:lken,” I;al,ul.said, “it’s some
brand o ir pomade to which the person
sat in this chgirthlast is addicted.” P who

He returned the maghifying glass to his t
and crossed to_one'6f the twogVictorian El?gé
It was a clumsy, four-drawer piece of furniture
of San Domingo mahogany venecered on pine.
The drawers were filled to the brim with
theatrical costumes. We took them out one by
one, identifying five of them from the ictures
on the wall. In the bottom drawer un, erneath
some other costumes we found a curious gar-
ment. It was a smocklike affair made of very
heavy canvas. It had sleeves of a sort, but no
openings for the hands. Each terminated in a
heavy leather strap, one of which carried a
harness buckle. The garment laced in the back.
I had, of course, heard of strait-jackets, but I
had rlljver before seen one.

Paul spread it out on the back of a chair
stood looking at it, lost in thought, »and

“Free said that she was to have two more
sittings,” he said almost to himself, “T wonder
why she went to the trouble of putting it on the
bottom of the drawer under all these costumes
when she knew that she was going to use it again
in a few days?” :

;;[It does ;eem odd,” I agreed.

e put the rest of the garments back i
drawer. When he straightened up after shtlnttitxixlge
it, his eyes wandered about the great room from
object to object. He moved slowly from one
piece of furniture to another with his hands
behind his back as if restraining himself forcibly
from touching them. He circled the davenport
twice, scrutinizing it from all angles. He peered
into the great Oriental brasses, and stopped
before the ebony pedestal upon whith stood the
brgnlzée foot.

new better than to break in upon his al

straction, so I had dropped into a chp.a{r near tl!;
davenport table. Suddenly he turned on his heel
and crossed the floor to the hall that led into the
ba.throogn. He stagred there for some time. I
heard him open and close drawers, run water in
the wash-bowl and let it out again. When he
returned from this expedition he carried in his
hand a slightly soiled towel.

“Let’s go, Pete,” he said as he took the strait-
jacket from the back of the chair.

“Found anything of interest?” T asked, trying

to remove the note of curiosity from my voice,
when we had returned to our apartment.

“Tll know in a few minutes,” he replied.
“Draw me some water in a dishpan at the sink,
will you?” he added over his shoulder as he
carried the strait-jacket into his room.

He came into the kitchen with the soiled towel
a few moments later. Immersing it in the dish-
pan full of water, he rubbed it briskly for several
minutes, rinsed it thoroughly, and wrung it drv.
Then he poured the water out of the pan care-

y. When it was. nearly empty, I saw what
looked like a thin film of white sediment on the
bottom of it. He tilted the pan a little, then
z:soped theC sedimentth out on a saucer withha
teaspoon. Carrying the saucer to the stove, he
lit one of the gas-jets and held it over the flame
until the last drop of moisture had evaporated.
There remained in the saucer perhaps half a
thimbleful of white powder fine as flour.

“What is it?”’ T asked.

He sniffed the powder.

“I—don’t know,” he replied, “but Henderson,
the city chemist, will tell us. I'm going to run
down there with it now. I'll be back as soon as
I know the result.”

He had been gone less than half an hour when
the operator rang me and said that Mr. Mc-
Laughlin was downstairs waiting to see Paul.
I told her to send him up. When I explained
that my husband had gone down to the city
laboratories and that he’d not be back for at least
an hour, McLaughlin frowned and said:

,““What did he go there for? Henderson and
his assistant must have gone home by this time.
It’s Saturday, you know.”

“He must have forgotten,” I said, “we’ll
probably hear from him by telephone in a short
time. He wanted to have some powder analyzed.”

“Some powder?” the District Attorney re-
peated. “T see. I opened Miss Gloyne’s safe
deposit box and found mighty interesting data
there,” he volunteered, glancing at me out of the

of his eye as if doubting the wisdom of in-
forming me what this important thing was.

““Oh, did you?” I retorted. ' If he thought he
was going to snare me into asking questions,
he was going to be disappointed.

“Yes,” he said, and dropped the subject like a
plummet,

For the next half hour Mr. McLaughlin tried
to entertain me with the assiduousness of an
elderly bachelor who has permitted himself to be
cornered by a female of the species and tries to
talk himself out of the dilemma. I want to say
here that, Kipling to the contrary, the male of
the species is by far the deadliest in such a situa-
tion. The District Attorney’s attempts at small

alk were gargantuan, pachydermic, and brob-
dingnagian. A gambol with a gentle diplodocus
on the mesozoic plain would have been mild
exercise compared with the barrage of elephantine
wit which I was forced to stand up under and
smile at in the right places. The casualties in
the battle of the sexes during the Age of Inno-
cence must have been terrible. No wonder our
grandmothers wore steel corsets.

No shipwrecked mariner welcomed the long-
deferred answer to his desperate S O S with
greater relief than I did the sharp ringing of our
telephone, followed by Paul’s voice announcing
that he was on his way home.

“I forgot all about it being Saturday,” he said,
“but I got Henderson’s home on the wire. His
wife said that he’d gone to a ball game in Jersey
and that he wouldn’t be back until dinner. 1
left the powder with her, asking her to tell him to
take it to the laboratory immediately after dinner
and analyze it for me. Just my luck, Pete, but
1t was the best I could do.”

I told him that Mr. McLaughlin was waiting
for him.

, *All right,” he said, “Tll hop on the subway.
T'll be home in twenty minutes.”

I went into the kitchen, ostensibly to busy
myself with housewifely concerns, but really to

spike the guns of my Caledonian sharp-shooter.
When Paul returned, I came up for air.

““What'’s this powder Mrs. Ames was telling me
about?” McLaughlin asked.

Paul explained. .

“There was only one used towel in the soiled
clothesbag in her bathroom. Mrs. Reed, the
cleaning woman, told me that she had taken her
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laundry home with her the day before. I took a
chance on the murderer having used that towel.
Of course he mightn’t have. But when I find
out what the white powder is, I'll be sure of it.”

McLaughlin shrugged. .

“Finding white powder on a lady’s towel in
this cosmetic age is gathering goat-feathers,
Lieutenant. I’ve turned up something of real
significance.” He opened his brief-case and
drew out two packages. “I found these in her
safe deposit box at the bank. This first package
is seven letters from Harner to Miss Gloyne.
They’re nearly two years old, but—well, read
’em yourself.” .

He undid the string with which they were tied
and handed them to Paul, one by one. My
husband passed them to me as he read them, and
I must say that our Rufus wielded a persuasive
pen. To me one of the Seven Wonders of the
World has always been how hard-fisted business
men jell when they come in contact with one of
our sex at the age of indiscretion. I tried to form
a mental picture of Rufus, the Rapacious, seated
at his desk clutching for comet’s hair and gnaw-
ing a thesaurus. In two of the epistles, he'd
reverted to slight poetry, the type of inane
doggerel that becomes high explosive if handled
carelessly by a lawyer in a suit for breach of
promise.

As Paul laid down the last of the letters,
McLaughlin said:

“Fixing to pry a little chunk of loot from
Harner, or she wouldn’t have kept them so
carefully.” . )

“Looks like it—on the face of it,” Paul replied.
“but I don’t see how she expected to get away
with it. If Mrs. Harner had known nothing
about her affair with her husband it would be
different; but she had given the woman the
freedom of her house.”

“Yes, but she might not have known how far
it had gone.”

“That’s even more fatal to your argument,
Major. If she didn’t know, where would be her
motive for murdering Miss Gloyne?"”

“She might have found out the true status of
the affair quite recently,” McLaughlin said.

Paul shook his head. He told the District
Attorney about our visit with the Brennans the
night before. McLaughlin’s face was a study in
perplexity at this information. His lean hand
shot into the brief-case again.

“This letter here is not so innocent then as I
thought it was,” he ejaculated, handing my
husband a single thin envelope. .

] GLANCED at the signature—Maud Brennan
—scrawled at the bottom of the epistle. The
text of the letter was typical of the sort of woman
who was now Billy Brennan’s wife. It was frankly
threatening. Had McLaughlin not been so con-
vinced of the Harners’ guilt, he would have seen
the import of it. There were two closely written
pages of denunciation, broad references to the
dead woman’s parasitism and general uselessness,
and a warning to ““lay off” her Bouncing Billy
or take the consequences. The letter was un-
dated, and the cancellation mark on the envelope
had been obliterated. "
“Did you post a man to watch the Brennans?
McLaughlin demanded. .
“No, I didn’t think it necessary,” Paul replied.
“You didn’t think it necessary—gad, Ames,
have you lost your mind? They’ll have skipped
by this time!” .
“I don’t think so, Major,” Paul replied
calmly, “however we can easily find out.” He
turned to the telephone and consulting his note-
book asked the operator for the Brennan number.
During the short wait McLaughlin sat te?’termg
on the edge of his chair. ‘““Mr. Brennan?”’ Paul
inquired. “This is Lieutenant Ames speaking.
I just called to ask you if you knew of any rela-
tives of Miss Gloyne’s who would see to tl’xe
obsequies. . . . You don’t? You wouldn’t
care to take charge, yourself? . .. Well, I
can hardly blame you under the circumstances.
Thank you, Mr. Brennan.”
He hung the receiver back on the hook.
“Was there nothing else of interest in the box,
Major?” he asked. v
““There was another letter, a handful of old
receipts, and a life insurance policy for a thou-
sand dollars made payable to her estate,” the
other said. ‘“Here’s the letter. It's from Neal
Sadler, written in nineteen twenty-six, just after
her face-lifting operation, I imagine. But how
(Continued on page 50) ‘
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about the Brennans? Hadn’t we better keep

an eye on themr” . .

“They wouldn’t dare skip if they were guilty.
Their only hope to avoid arrest would be to go
about their gymnastics as usual,” Paul replied as
he unfolded Neal Sadler’s letter which the
Deputy District Attorney had handed him.

He read the letter to the end, then apparently
re-read it, for it was some time before he gave it
to me.

““Almost a classic in the way of a love letter,”
he said slowly. ‘I feel like a cur for having used
my authority as an excuse to read it.”

“If the object of it had been a different sort of
a woman, I'd agree with you,” McLaughlin
replied. . . .

“The object of unselfish devotion. is rarely
worthy of it,” Paul mused, “but that doesn’t
make it less sincere.”

As my husband had said, the letter was indeed

a classic so far as devotion was concerned. The
note of disillusionment it carried only served to
make it the more poignant.

“Beloved,” I read, “when I saw you again last
night after all these years I could hardly believe my
eyes. It seemed as if time had rolled back—as if you
had just stepped -out of your old Virginia garden.
The scent of your flowers drifted into that crowded
room with you. - ’

“I had almost resigned myself to losing you, but
last night T knew that no matter what you had done in
the past, nothing could change my feelings for you.
We do not love another because that other is kind,
my dear. - .. .

“I know that you do not wish to be reminded of
those years—that my love has become distasteful to
you; but when I got home to-night I could not resist
writing and telling you how beautiful you looked.
Seeing you there so alive and rejuvenatedy brought all
the old memories back with a rush. Oh, my Beloved,
I wish that I could capture that old beauty and keep
it forever with me. I could die to-night after that one
glimpse of you—die with the picture of you in my
heart. I want to take your dear face between my
hands and seal my eyes with one last look.

“Your unhappy and adoring
{3 NE AL."

I HANDED the letter back to McLaughlin
with more than a faint mist in my eyes. He
returned it to his brief-case. .

“That woman deserved to diel” he said vin-
dictively.

“Granted,” Paul replied, “but if execution
were carried out upon every object of unre-
quited love, I'm afraid the massacre would be
too much even for Chicago.”

“All this stuff doesn’t get us anywhere,” Mc-
Laughlin said impatiently. “I want a talk
with the Brennan woman, Ames. I wish you'd
send Sloan over there and get her, I guess it
won’t hurt if he takes his eyes off that fire-
e cape for fifteen minutes.”

Paul arose with a gesture of resignation.

“Very well, Major, I'll send him after the
Brennans.”

“I said Mrs. Brennan!” McLaughlin re-
torted.

‘“Her husband will insist upon coming along,
un'ess I'm mistaken,” Paul replied, and left.

To avoid another tate-a-téte with the District
Attornefy, I went into the next room upon pre-
tense of having an errand there. Payl did not
return for some fifteen or twenty minutes, and
with him were the Brennans. I knew that he
had gone Jor them himself, and McLaughlin
suspgctted 1::1, l';‘i)so' b}lt he merely glanced at the
acrobat an wife, at the intr i
ba%e them tie seated. oduction, and

,prennan glowered at us all as he dropped into
his chair: Ei’:lls wife sat very st:raightp in hers,
sweeping the apartment with an all-inclusive
feminine glance. She regarded me with the
contmeIatlon of a horned toad who has met
a prickly pear for the first time and is doubtful
about the relationship. It evidently disturbed
her to discover that a female detective pos-
sessed housewifely virtues. She wore a sports
suit of Copenhagen-blue, the pleated skirt of
which made a brave effort at connecting with
her high-rolled beige stockings, snakeskin
oxfords and a Panama sailor with a blue-and-
gold ribbon.

‘“Mrs. Brennan,” McLaughlin said, “where
did you go after the show on the evening of
July fourteenth? ™ i

The evening of the murder?” the woman re-
plied. . “‘Straight home with my husband,”

“Sure, we went straight home!” the gentle-
man attestéd with a scowl. L

“What time did you leave the theatre?”

“A little after ten, as usual,” the acrobat
supplied. o oL

“I'm questioning your wife, Mr. Brennan!”
McLaughlin snapped. )

‘““All right,” the other said, with a shrug of his
broad stevedore shoulders. “Help yourself!”

McLaughlin’s gray eyes narrowed. .

“Your house is within ten minutes’ walk of
here, isn’t it, Mrs. Brennan?” he’ wanted to
know. :

. ‘tYeS"’

“Did you go out again after you got home
that evening?”

NNO'7’ o .. . 3

“Have you a furnished room at this address?”’

“We have a furnished apartment there,” the
woman replied.

“So no one would know if you and your hus-
band actually did come in ‘at the hour you
stated?”

Brennan jerked himself forward in his chair.

.“So you are fixing to frame us for this!’’ he
snarled, his hand moving toward his back
trouser pocket with the reflex movement of
long-established habit.

McLaughlin’s own lean hand stole forward,
catlike.” The bony forefinger was raised.

“Take that gun out of your pocket and put it
on this table!” he said in a voice from which all
emotion seemed to have ebbed. Brennan’s
small, cruel eyes shifted to Paul. My husband
was leaning negligently against the door with his
back to it. I knew that neither he nor the
District Attorney happened to be armed at the
moment. It was—well, a delicate situation.

“I said—take that gun out of your pocket
and put it on this table!” McLaughlin repeated.

The acrobat’s broad chest rose. His wife sat
staring straight ahead of her with an expression-
less face. Brennan’s hand moved to his pocket.
It came out presently with a small automatic

istol. The man arose without a word and laid
it on the table before McLaughlin, The Dis-
trict Attorney barely glanced at it. He didn’t
put it away, but let it lie in plain sight and
within easy reach of its owner.

“Did any one see you come in, Mrs. Bren-
nan?"” he repeated as if nothing had interrupted
his:‘ques!:,ion. '

“Y7ho, pleaser”’

“The delicatessen man, on the corner. .
stopped in there and bought some things for
supper.” .

McLaughlin regarded her in silence for a
moment. ' .

“Your husband didn’t go with you in the
store?”” he queried.

“No, he went up to the apartment.”

“How long did you stay in the store?”

“About fifteen minutes. There were three
or four people ahead of me.”

“I see. After you had made your pux;chases
‘you went straight up to the apartment?’

“No. I went to the cleaner’s, around the
corner, for a coat I had left there to be pressed,
then into the dairy next door and bought a
bottle of cream. I also stopped at the news-
stand and bought a paper.” N

“All of these people know you, I assume?
McLaughlin asked.

“I don’t know. We haven’t lived there long.
The cleaning man knows me, I think. I took a
dress there to be cleaned, a couple of weeks
ago.ll .

“I see. All in all, it was probably half an
hour before you finally. got back to the apart-
ment?”’

“I guess so.”

“And your husband was at home when you
got therer”

For the first time the woman showed some
animation,

“Sure, ‘he was,” she retorted; “you don:t
think I'd-be fool enough to tell you if he hadn’t
been, after this thing’s happened within seven
blocks of us.” :

McLaughlin’s head snapped back at the
‘effrontéry of this.
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‘;Been counting the blocks, ¢h?” he asked

. softly.

“Sure,” she retorted, ‘“didn’t we walk it just
now?”’ .
I was forced to smile inwardly. Mr. Francis

- McLaughlin was no match for woman’s wiles.
 He cleared his throat. :

$*You knew Miss Gloyne quite well, didn’t
you?” he asked. L

“Too well.” . i,

““And you were not on—ahem, friendly terms;
were you?”’ . ) .

The |merest shadow of a smile hovered for a
moment -about the woman’s rouged lips. ,

“If you mean that I'd have killed her, you're
all wrong,” she said calmly. “She deserved
killing, all right, but I wouldn’t have dirtied my
hands. on her.” .

“You never threatened her in any way?

I might have threatened her. You would,
too, if somebody came around every week and
took the bread out of your mouth.”

McLaughlin brought out the letter from the
brief-case, and handed it to her. The woman
read it without a trace of emotion and handed
it back to him. .

“I guess I was mad enough to ha\{e killed her
when I wrote that,” she admitted with a shrug.
““Are you going to pinch me on that?”

MCLAUGHLIN regarded her like a cat that’s
* been watching a venturesome mouse for

fifteen long minutes in the hope that it will

stray a little farther from its hole. =~

“I could, you know, Mrs. Brennan,” he re-
marked. . all

“Well, why don’t you? You’ve got it-al
your own way—scaring the gun away from this
big, brave bolony!” she added with a look of
contempt at her lord and master. When Mc-
Laughlin remained silent, she added with a
scoff at me: “Trot out the darbies, Joan! It'!l'
be the first publicity this act has had in years!

Paul moved away from the door, tentatively.
The District Attorney took the hint. o of

“You may go,” he said shortly to the two o
them.

Brennan was the first to arise. He took va.
step toward the table where the PlStOl lay, but
McLaughlin put forth a restraining hanfl‘.

“Better leave that behind,” he said. ¢Next
time you run afoul of the Sullivan law, the officers
may not be co considerate. I suppose you kn?w
that I could send you up the river for a year or
carrying it?”’

g{'le %nan said nothing. He merely crooked
his finger at the woman. Mrs. Brennan arose.
She paused before the cheval mirror, drew out
her puff, and dabbed some entirely superﬂtilouts
powder on her nose. Snapping her bag shut,
she favored us all with a slightly scornful smile
and followed her discomfited Samson out of the
room. L .

McLaughlin wiped the perspiration from his
forehead and squinted shamefacedly at my
hushand. , o .

“What a woman!” he sighed. Rf:turi‘lmg his
handkerchief to his pocket, he said: ‘‘Would
you mind telling me why you consider it so 1m-
portant to keep Sloan soldiering in the alley
under that fire-escape?”’ .

Paul’s voice showed extreme abstraction when
he replied.

“Ign waiting for the.answer to that from
Henderson’s analysis of the powder,” he sal i
His eyes strayed to the telephone, and his haﬂl
rose as if in reply to a sudden thought.
wonder—just a moment, Major!” th

Taking the receiver off the hook, he asked :
operator for Riverside 96834. McL?.ughhn sa
watching him with choleric eyes while the con-
nection was being completed. _

“Lieutenant Ames speaking . . . no, no News.
Sorty. . . . Mr. Harner, I want you to think
back. Did you ever know a person by the namre
of Elsie Thrasher? . . . You did? How mafl);
years ago, did you say? . . . Over twenty-five
Llsie Thrasher and your wife taught school to-
gether in Terre Haute, Indiana? ... You
haven’t seen Miss Thrasher in all these years?
... Isce. Mrs. Harner corresponded with her
fairly regularly, you say? All right, thanks, Mr.
Harner. We’ll have some news for you son:e
time this evening, I think. . . . Yes, of cource,
Tl call you at once. Goeod-by.” .

Paul hung up. I could see that he was tre-
mendously excited. S

o " (Continued on page 52)







52

The Gloyn

e Murder

(Continued from page 50)

“Major!” he said, springing to his feet. “I
want you to question Miss Thrasher, and T want
it done in Miss Gloyne’s apartment. Let’s
all go down there.” He turned to me. “Pete,
will you stop off at the sixth floor and ask Miss
Thrasher to come down? I'd go myself if I
hadn’t met her already in the réle of plumber.
She’d recognize me and close up like a clam.”

I glanced at the District Attorney. He

nodded vaguely, arose, and followed us out of.

the door. )

“For God’s sake, Major, handle her with
gloves!” Paul said under his breath while we
descended the stairs. McLaughlin looked at
his lean, bony hands.

“All right!” he mumbled.

I'must say that I didn’t quite fancy the errand
but I had been sent on stranger ones before by
Paul, so I gritted my teeth and rang the bell of
apartment 611. The woman who answered it
was not quite the exaggerated type of elderly
spinster that Paul had described her. The
dumpiness my husband had referred to gave her
an almost motherly look, but then, he always
lumps women who are not slim, like myself, as
dumpy. Her hair was gray rather than mouse-
colored. She had the face of a crusader, and
this same spirit was reflected in her gray, pur-
poseful eyes. A formidable woman,

I summoned every ounce of diplomacy I pos-
sessed.

““Miss Thrasher,” I said, “I'm Mrs. Ames,
wife of Lieutenant Ames, on the eighth floor.
Mr. McLaughlin, the District Attorney, would
like to ask you a question or two. I wonder if
you'd be kind enough to step down to Miss
Glovne’s apartment for a moment?”

The woman’s hand was on the door knob.
The only sign of agitation I noted in her was the
taking of a firmer grip upon the knob.

“What does the District Attorney think I
know about a person who was an utter stranger
to me?” she demanded. ’

“I—I have no idea,” I faltered, “I think he
hopes that perhaps you heard something on the
night of the murder.”

The woman looked at me closely in the half-
light of the hall, endeavoring, I thought, to read
in my diffident eyes something entirely dif-
ferent.

“Very well,” she replied, “I'll be down in a
little while.”

As T turned to go, she closed the door very
slowly as if she were about to add some post-
script, but the lock snapped shut.

Disappointment was plain in McLaughlin’s
face when I returned without the woman.

‘‘Out, eh?” he said, then brightened when I
informed him that Miss. Thrasher would be

down directly. He seemed, ‘however, to take

my statement with a grain of salt, for he said
over his shoulder, to Paul, who had gone into
the next room:
if she tries a Houdini by way of the fire-escape.”

CHAPTER XI

MCLAUGHLIN was seated in the chair by
the window, the one which Lancaster had
said the man in the gray suit, tan oxfords, and
white gloves had occupied on the night of the
murder a short time before the crime was com-
mitted. The Distri~t Attorney had placed an-
other chair in a position facing the bedroom
door, behind which Paul had taken up his post
of observation. L - .
When the bell rang, McLaughlin swung around
and faced the entrance. I went forward and
answered it. :
Miss Thrasher entered. She paused at the
davenport and stood looking at the District
Attorney with ‘calm, inscrutable eves. Mc-
Laughlm'rose half-way, then all the way. He
gave a stiff, jerky bow that reminded one of an
ape dodging a coconut heaved from on high,
then asked his visitor to be seated. She glanced
at the chair briefly as if in doubt of the wisdom
of accepting the.invitation. Once seated, how-
ever, she folded her hands in her lap and made
herself as comfortable as was humanly possible
in one of Miss Gloyne’s -elaborately caryed
chairs. Cos " < e
I regarded the two with sdme secret amiise-

ment in spite of the solemnity of the. eccasion,

“At any rate, Sloan will get her -

the elderly bachelor, and the middle-aged old
maid; two old war horses grim and weary with
the joys of single blessedness.

“Madam,” McLaughlin said in his most for-
mal tone, “I-have asked you here”—at this
point he glanced over his shoulder with the
unssoken hope that Paul would step from be-
hind the door and take the blame for the sum-
moning of Miss Thrasher—* thinking that you
might be able to shed some—ahem, light upon
the tragedy that occurred in this room on the
night of July the fourteenth.”

He paused and regarded the lady almost apolo-
getically. 'Miss Thrasher inclined her head
slightly. - .

“I?” she said.

“Yes,” he replied. He blinked fatuously.
“I assume that you knew Miss Gloyne?”

“I knew her when I saw her.” Miss Thrash-
er’s specificness left no doubt as to the meaning
she intended to convey.

Did you know her before you moved into
this house?”

“No.” There was no mistaking the lack of
regret at not having met the deceased earlier.

McLaughlin cleared his throat.

““Miss Thrasher,” he said, “you’ve been living
directly above this apartment for over a month,
What were your observations, if any, as to your

hem, neighbor’s habits and mode of ~liv-
ing?”

“Not any.”

The District Attorney’s eyes strayed to the
fire-escape, whose grille work was traced in sug-
gestive bars upon the pane of the window in the
waning evening light.

“On the night of the murder—did you hear
any unusual sounds?”

£« No')’

“Your windows were open, I assume.”

“Possibly. I don’t remember.”

“You didn’t notice that the evening was un-
usu‘al]y warm, then?”

‘ ”

“So, presumably, your windows were opep?”
McLaughlin suggested. - -

“Very likely.”

The District Attorney’s gray eyes were be-
ginning to harden. ’

“Were you at home all
Thrasher?’”” he asked.

“I was not at home at all,” she replied.

evening, Miss

McLaughlin drew back as if offended at her

lack of consideration in not having remained at
home on so eventful an evening.

“How late did you return?” he asked des-
perately.

“At eleven o'clock the following morning.”

“I see. You were out of town?” The Dis-
trict Attorney fairly glared at the door behind
which Paul was hidden.

“Do you mind telling us where you were?”

“Not at all. I went to Coney Island for re-
lief from the heat. You'll find my name on the
register at the Shoreham Hotel there, for the
night of the fourteenth.”

McLaughlin chewed this cud for some mo-
ments before proceeding.

“What time did you leave here?”

“About seven o'clock. It was a little past
eight when I took the room at the Shoreham.”

“When did you first hear of the murder?”

“When I returned at eleven o’clock. The
elevator man told me that something had hap-
pened in Miss Gloyne’s apartment.” i

.*“And what did you think?”

“Nothing—specific. The elevator man didn’t
seem to know anything definite.”

*“You were not sufficiently curious to ask ques-
tions about the death of a woman who lives
practically mext door to you?” McLaughlin
inquired.  “Hardly a feminine gesture, if I may
be permitted to point out.”

“You ha
retorted imperturbably, . ]

McLaughlin favored her with a deadly look.

“Now, Miss Thrasher, when you returned,
were your windows open as you had left them?”
he asked.

. . “Did I say that I had left them open? 1If so,
- .they were very likely still open unless some one
had ‘closed-them.” - ’

Thrasher—if some one kad closed them.” : -

ve my permission,” Miss Thrasher
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The woman’s eyebrows were raised in polite
interrogation. .

“Who could possibly have closed my win-
dows if T had left them open?”’ she asked. :

“Well,” said McLaughlin, “ there was a shower
of rain early in the evening. The janitor might
have noticed that you’d left them open and have
gone in and closed them, mightn’t he?”

The woman smiled faintly.

“You evidently haven’t lived in New York
City very long, sir,” she remarked.

“For your information, I may state that I’v’e,
lived here practically all my life, Miss Thrasher,
the District Attorney retorted acidly. .

“In that event, you’re a most optimistic
person,” she replied blithely.

McLaughlin’s sallow face tinged momen-
tarily, but not with the flush of optimism. I
had been observing Miss Thrasher closely.
Beneath her superb composure and self-assur-
ance, I thought I detected a note of bravado.
I also noted that she showed no indication of
being hard of hearing. Her replies were too
prompt and unhesitating.

“NADAM,” he said with biting severity,
“when a murder has heen committed it
devolves upon every citizen who may have any
information upon ‘the events leading up to it
to assist the authorities to the best of his or
her ability. Your flagrant evasiveness suggests
a knowledge of such events. I'm not making
any threats, but it’ll be greatly to your in-
terest if youw’ll answer my questions without
unnecessary circumlocutions.”’ ..

“You mean that I'm under suspicion of
baving killed Miss Gloyne during my abs‘e'm,:e
at Coney Island?” the woman asked. “I'd
suggest that you examine the hotel regls‘t,er at
the Shoreham before you make an arrest.

“I could hold you as a material witness, you
know,” McLaughlin reminded her savagely.

“As a witness to—what? To a crime that
was committed during my absence?” .

“Precisely, Miss Thrasher. It took you little
more than an hour to get to Coney Island.
Consequently it would have taken you no
longer to have returned. We happen to know
that Miss Gloyne was alive at nine-thirty and
that she was dead by eleven o’clock.”

The woman remained silent for an appre-
ciable time, then said: .

‘“As I'm under arrest, you won’t mind my
calling my attorney?”’ o

“You evidently” misunderstood me. You're
not under arrest—yet,” McLaughlin szud‘.‘ He
fastened her with his piercing gray eyes. ‘Miss
Thrasher, a man was seen on the fire-escape out-
side this window at about nine-thirty on the
evening of the murder.”

The effect of this statement on the woman
was curious. . She still regarded her interlocutor
dispassionately, but little flecks of green ap-
peared in her wide eyes, and her mouth hitched
itself into hard lines—but with a very obvious
effort. : .

“I suppose you’re going to tell me that this
man disappeared through the window of my
apartment,” she said in a tone that was more
of a question than a challenge.

The District Attorney contemplated her at
length. i

“That was why I wanted to know if you had
closed and locked your windows before you left
for—Coney Island,” he said. ,

“They were both closed and locked,” the
woman replied. . 5

“I'm glad your memory is returmng,uMlss
Thrasher,” McLaughlin assured her. ‘“You
found nothing disturbed in your apartment
when you returned the next morning? No indi-
cations that any one had been there during
your absence?”

((No',’

“How did you come to move into this house,
Miss Thrasher?”

“I saw the advertisement that the apartment
was for rent.”

“In which paper?”

“I don’t remember.
Times.”

“The New York Times?”

“Yes, of course.”

“I see. I thought you might possibly have
seen it in one of the Terre Haute papers,” Mc-

I believe it was in the

. . " Laughlin said. :
“That's what I'm wondering about, leé)sA )

" Miss . Thrasher’s face changed color

with, &
L . T (Gontinued on-page 5q) :
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suddenness that was startling, but she didn’t
move.

“I note that you've been spying on me,” he
said in a voice cold with fury. i

‘“Merely informing ourselves as to your na-
tivity,” McLaughlin retorted. ‘“Suppose you
tell us where Mrs. Harner is and save yourself
a lot of trouble.”

‘“And suppose I don’t?”

The District Attorney’s smile was an effigy
of mirth. .

“I'd rather not contemplate the unpleasant
consequences of such a course,” he said.

“Then suppose I don’t know where she is?”

““I shall be forced to disbelieve you, madam.
You were observed and identified when you
called Mr. Harner at a pay station in Columbus
Circle, day before yesterday, and told him not
to worry and that Mrs. Harner was all right.”

It was a chance shot, but it had its effect.
The woman’s lips curled with scorn.

“Very well. I did know where Mrs. Harner
was—day before yesterday.”

“YOU wish me to infer from that that you
don’t know where she is now?”’ McLaughlin
retorted. ‘““Again I'm under the painful neces-
sity of disbelieving you, Miss Thrasher. Sup-
pose I tell you that we know that Mrs. Harner
called you on the telephone at six o’clock on the
evening of the murder, that she came here a
short time after, carrying a suit-case, that she
got off at the seventh floor and walked down
one flight of stairs! That you let her in and
took yourself off to Coney.Island to give her a
chance to—do what she came here for!”

“Is that all?” the woman asked. :

“Not gquite all, Miss Thrasher,” McLaughlin
told her. “I'll'add that Mrs. Harner, being in
need of a person whom she could trust in her
difficulties with her husband over Miss Gloyne,
got you, her old girlhood friend, to come ast
and established you in apartment 611 to carry
out her plan. Am I right, Miss Thrasher?
Understand, I'm willing to believe that she told
you that she intended to use your apartment
merely to spy on Miss Gloyne and her husband,
and that you knew nothing of her real intention.
It is entirely up to you what I decide to be-
lieve.” :

“You’re more than generous!” she said with
the same imperturbable calm, faintly edged
with scorn.

“You persist in refusing to divulge the hiding-
place of Mrs. Harner?” McLaughlin asked in a
voice that shook with ill-suppressed rage.

“I most certainly do!”” Miss Thrasher leaned
forward in her chair, her gray-green eyes blazing
for the first time. “You spoke of my friendship
a moment ago.
Suppose I tell you that when 1 was eighteen
years old 1 was paralyzed, that for three years I
could neither move hand nor foot, that if it
badn’t been for Edith Harner I'd have died in
a wheel-chair twenty-five years ago! Suppose
I tell you that it was her money that sent me to
Vienna, on a stretcher, to the spine specialist
who cured me, money she had saved from teach-
Ing school for eight years at sixty dollars a
month, before she met and married that toad
of a Harner! And now you want me to betray
her! Well, I won't.”

. McLaughlin’s own rage had ebbed before the
righteous fury of the other. He sat looking at
her, lips parfed slightly, his gray eyes suddenly
grown gentle. Presently he arose, and made
her a stiff how.

““Madam,” he said, “I regret most deeply the
necessity of informing you that you’re under
arrest as an accessory after the fact.”

The woman shrugged her shoulders.

“Save your regrets for a more auspicious oc-
casion,” she replied.

. The ringing of the telephone was a welcome
Interruption of this melodramatic impasse. I
went to answer it.

“Captain Rice on the wire for Lieutenant
Ames,” the telephone operator announced. “I
called your apartment, Mrs. Ames. When you
weren’t in, I rang this bell.”

“Tll take the message,” I replied. *Yes,
Captain! Mrs. Ames Speaking. My husband
just stepped out for a moment.”

“0.K., Mrs. Ames. Tell the Lieutenant that

Suppose I tell yor something! -

I located the sanitarium where William Sadler
was taken. -Found it by trailing Neal Sadler.
The hophead died there this afternoon. Tell
the Lieutenant that I followed Neal back to the
Nottingham and that he’s there now!”

When I turned to relay the message to Mc-
Laughlin, Paul was standing in the open door-
way. He was regarding Miss Thrasher with
that odd, veiled expression in his hazel eyes—
the expression whizg I had learned always pre-
ceded some momentous decision. Coming to
my side, he took the receiver from my hand,
asked a few sharp questions of Captain Rice,
and requested him to join us as quickly as pos-
sible. Then he informed McLaughlin what
we’d just learned.

“Well, well, what of it?” the District Attorney
retorted impatiently. “It has nothing to do
with the business at hand.”

Paul’s gaze was fastened upon the ebony
pedestal in the corner with a peculiar intensity.
A ray of the late evening sun that fell under the
half-drawn window shade touched the bronze

foot with a deep gold, almost crimson. He

turned his head and held out his hand to the
woman.

“May I have the key to your apartment, Miss
Thrasher?” he asked gently.

I glanced at McLaughlin. He was observing
the tableau with the irascible mien of an Alexan-
der regarding a Gordian knot that had dulled
the edge of his own trusty sword.

As T looked at Miss Thrasher’s face I knew
that we were on the brink of the solution.
Every trace of color had ebbed from it, leaving
it livid. She slumped forward a little, then
threw her head back with a movement of de-
fiant resignation. Her tightly closed right hand
relaxed. Paul took the key from it.

“T'll be right back,” he said to McLaughlin

.and left us.

HE three of us sat in silence, avoiding each

other’s eyes, Miss Thrasher inscrutable as'a
Sphinx, McLaughlin with his thin nostrils
slightly dilated like a bloodhound temporarily
off the scent; and myself, I imagine, more or less
like a fish that had been pulled from its native
element somewhat suddenly.

It was inevitable that we should all start in
unison at a step outside the door. Paul opened
it and ushered in a woman, I saw McLaughlin
tise half-way, then sink back. His long bony
fingers resting on the arms of the chair arched
themselves to talons as Paul dropped a small
suitcase he was carrying and said slowly:

“Mrs. Harner has something to tell you, Mr.
McLaughlin.” . :

The newcomer whirled on my husband.

“I have nothing to say—as I told you—
nothingl .

She was a small woman, compactly built to
the point of sturdiness. Although her features
were distorted by vehemence, hers might well
have been a pleasant face in repose. She would

-have passed as pretty in her youth. Her chin

was well-rounded and determined, but her eyes
bad the baffled look of a person whom life has
cheated after years of playing the game. I'd
seen that same look in eyes of desert women
scanning the coppery sky for rain.

. Paul drew up a chair for her, and she sank
into it with a gesture of resignation. Miss
Thrasher was the first to break the silence.

“I have told them nothing, Edith!” she said.

Mrs. Harner glanced at the suitcase, then
gave her friend a futile smile.

b NficLaughlin exchanged glances with my hus-
and.

“There’s nothing you wish to say before I
place you under arrest, Mrs. Harner?” he asked.

The woman turned her desperate eyes upon
the District Attorney.

“For the murder of Doris Gloyne?” She
laughed mirthlessly. “You really think that I
killed her? You detectives!”

“Well,” said McLaughlin, “we may not be so
smart as you are, Mrs. Harner, but we have our
moments of inspiration. What's in that grip,
Lieutenant?” .

“A suit of my husband’s clothes,” the woman
retorted before Paul could reply. =~

“That’s what I thought. And in the face of
that and the circumstance of having remained
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in hiding since the day of the murder, you still
expect us to believe that you had nothing to do
with Miss Gloyne’s death?”

“No, I can hardly say that I expect it. In
your place I'd probably think the same. Do
you mind telling me how I'm supposed to have
done it? I've followed the papers pretty closely,
and it’s even more of a mystery to me than to
you—if that is possible,” she added with a
touch of sarcasm.

“We’ll discover how you did it, Mrs. Harner,
never fear,” McLaughlin assured her—but with
a certain note of mental reservation.

“T shall be curious to know the result,” the
woman replied. She glanced at my husband.
“Lieutenant Ames evidently thought that I
had drowned her in Miss Thrasher’s bathtub.
His call on me during your absence yesterday,
Elsie, would seem to indicate that.”

McLaughlin stared open-mouthed at Paul,
who returned his look sorrowfully, like a school-
boy caught in the act. I'd never seen the poor
dear look so sheepish in his life. The District
Attorney’s face grew thunder-dark.

“Lieutenant,” he rasped, “have you known
since yesterday that Mrs. Harner was in Miss
Thrasher’s apartment?”’

I saw Paul’s hazel eyes flash fire.

“Damn it, Major, I didn’t know it was Mrs.
Harner!” he snapped. His heels clicked to-
gether and his hand rose in a salute. “I had
never met Miss Thrasher, sir,” he added.

McLaughlin ran his hand through his sparse
gray hair. .

“T—see,” he said, chastened. ‘“You’re going
to deny everything then, Madam?” he asked
of Mrs. Harner. , .

“I’'m going to deny that I murdered Doris
Gloyne, if that is what you mean by every-
thing,” the woman replied.

“And you have no explanation to offer as to
your reason for coming here on_the night of the
murder? No explanation for climbing down the
fire-escape in your husband’s clothes in the
middle of the night?” .

“¥es, T've plenty of explanations for "that,
but probably none that would satisfy you.’

“Suppose you try me, Mrs. Harner?” Mc-
Laughlin said. “I must warn you that Jany-
thing you say will be used against you,” he
added. i

“T don’t doubt that, sir,” she retorted without
rancor. “I don’t mind telling you. You prob-
ably know a good deal already. I came here to
put an end to Miss Gloyne’s affair with my hus-
band—though not in the way you think. I had
hoped to surprise him in Miss Gloyne’s apart-
ment. It’s not a nice thing to do, but neither
was it nice to live the sort of a life I'd lived ,thh
Mr. Harner for the past two years. I shan’t go
into the details of it. I'd made up my mind
that I would tolerate it no longer. Unfor-
tunately, the State of New York requires cer-
tain—sordid proof in an action for divorce.
discussed the matter with my attorney. He
advised me upon the course I chose. It was
necessary to secure the assistance of a friend,
so I asked Miss Thrasher to come East to help
me. My original intention was to have her
take any apartment in the house and report to
me, but when by a lucky chance she was able to
secure the apartment directly above Miss
Gloyne’s, I decided to take a hand myself.

“T came here on the evening of the murder to
secure the evidence. Mr. Harner had 1pformed
me that he was detained in town on business.
thought that he was lying. It seems that for
once I'd misjudged him, for when I went down
the fire-escape at nine-thirty and looked in
through the window, I saw another man there.
and not my husband. Miss Gloyne was at her
favorite trick—giving one of her silly readings
to an admirer.”

When she paused, McLaughlin looked across
the room at my husband as if to see how Paul
took this recitation.

“I don’t suppose you know who this man was,
Mrs. Hamer,” he asked caustically.

The woman regarded the District Attorney
levelly for some moments.

“Yes, I knew him.” .

“Who was it, Mrs. Hamner?” McLaughlin
asked softly.

The woman shook her head.

“T’ll never tell,” she said.

“] see! A very good friend of yours, eh?”
McLaughlin prompted.

(Continued on page 56)
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The woman’s eyes held the District Attorney’s
for a full fifteen seconds.

_‘:iYou’re wrong, sir—I have no lover!” she
said.

McLaughlin dropped back in his chair with a
bafled movement. He seemed to be casting
about for something to say when the telephone
rang for the second time.

Paul crossed to the instrument in two quick
strides and took the receiver off the hook.

“Yes, Henderson,” he said. “ Ames speaking.
It's—what! . . . Are you sure? . . . All right!
Thanks, old man.”

He hung the receiver up and faced us, but his
eyes were on the two women.

“Mrs. Harner,” he said in a low, tense voice,

‘““you stated that Miss Gloyne was giving one of
her readings to this man. Were you at the
window long enough to ascertain the nature of
this reading?” s .
. “I was. And I had seen her—or rather,
listened to her—give it before. It was a silly
thing she had written herself. She gave itin a
strait-jacket! Some one should have put her in
one of those things permanently so she couldn’t
hi}ve gone around ruining other people’s lives
with her baby talk and kittenish ways!”

“I'm sure it would have been better for all
concerned,” Paul agreed. ‘‘Mrs. Harner, we've
been told that the man who was sitting in the
chair by the window was wearing brown gloves.
Do you mind telling us if this was your obser-
vation, too? I may state that if this is so, I
think we have identified Miss Gloyne’s mur-
derer. Will you try to remember carefully?
Atankmnocent man’s life and liberty may be at
5 e.’)

McLaughlin sat bolt upright. His face was a
study in incredulity and choler. I looked at
Paul’s cherubic countenance, before which his
superior was spluttering mentally.

“Your informant was wrong, Lieutenant
Ames,” Mrs. Hamner replied. ‘“Miss Gloyne’s
visitor wore white gloves—wihkite canvas gloves!”

. “Canvas!” McLaughlin ejaculated, relaxing in
his seat with a gesture of utter disgust.

“I see,” Paul said gently. “Mrs. Harner, the
reason you refuse to tell us his name is that you
feel sorry for him? That whatever he did to
Miss Gloyne that night, you feel that she got her
Just deserts at his hands? Am I right?”

. Harner made no reply.

“ I APPRECIATE the delicate position in which
you found yourself when you heard of

the murder the following morning from Miss
Thrasher. But I cannot see why you should
wish to protect a man who has treated you so
badlgr—who has heaped humiliation upon your
head for two years—to protect this murderer
at the risk of your own life and liberty.”

Mrs. Harner had risen to her feet.
wrYou think it was my husband!” she shouted.

It wasn’t! Bad as he is, he wouldn’t do a
thing like that!”

“I'm sorry that I have to differ with you,

rs. Harner,” Paul retorted, to the amazement
of bOth me and McLaughlin, “but I happen to
Il:;iem“}' possession of enough evidence to convict

“Oh, but you’re wrong! Most terribly
wrong. Mr. H);.mer was Iiltﬁ: in that room, I
tell you!”

‘I"aul smiled softly.

Your loyalty to this man who has injured

You so deeply is most admirable, but it can’t
save him.”

“It’s a lie!” she screamed, “a most damnable -

(Continued from page 54)

lie! It was not my husband, I tell you! It was
—Neal Sadler in that room with Miss Gloyne!”

“O—oh! That’s—different,” said Paul.

“And I hope he’s miles away from here!”
Mrs. Harner added. “I hope you never get
him! She deserved to be killed—the way she
treated that poor man!” )

“Mrs. Harner,” Paul said, “did you see any-
thing further through the window?”

“Nothing except that when Miss Gloyne was
done with her—act, Neal picked her up from
the rug where she had been performing and
carried her to the davenport in—that thing.”

“You refer to the strait-jacket?” o

“Yes. Then he went into the bathroom and
returned with a large brass bowl in his hands.”

“Could you see what was in the bowl?”

“IT WAS something white like—like lather;

but it couldn’t have been lather. From the
way he carried it, it must have been very
heavy. A telephone rang in one of the apart-
ments across the way just then. I was afraid
that some one would see me, so I hurried
back to Miss Thrasher’s apartment.”

“Yes, Mrs. Harner. He still had the canvas
gloves on when he came out of the bathroom
carrym‘Y‘ g the bowl?”

€ ﬁ. ’

Paul turned to me. .

“Ask the operator to call us a cab, quick,
Pete, will you? Major, I'm going to ask you
to permit these ladies to return to their apart-
ment.” .

The District Attorney arose.

“If—if you think it safe,” he said meekly.

“Quite safe, Major.” He bowed to them.
“You'll accept our apologies for the annoyance
we caused you, Mrs. Harner? And you also,
Miss Thrasher, I trust?” . .

Miss Thrasher inclined her head, but said
nothing. Mrs. Harner regarded my husband
soberly. ’

““You’re a very clever man, Lieutenant Ames,”
she said, “too bad that you should waste your
talents in such—a profession.”

Paul’s hazel eyes narrowed for a moment, then
he said:

“If I succeed in saving but one innocent per-
son from conviction, I shall consider that my
existence has been justified, Madam.” He
nodded to me and McLaughlin. “Let’s go.”

For the better part of the ride to the Notting-
ham Hotel, Paul sat relaxed in the seat, with
eyes closed. It was not until we rounded the
curve at Columbus Circle that he opened them,
and then only in answer to a query of Mc-
Laughlin’s.

“There’ll be no trouble about the evidence,
Major,” he replied wearily. His hand found
mine in the shelter of the seat. ‘“Sometimes I
almost hate this business, Pete!”

McLaughlin sat hunched forward, staring at
the traffic that rolled past us at the changing of
the lights.

. “Where would society be without the protec-
tion of men like yourself?”” he said.

“Society!” Paul:flared, then caught himself.
His hand stole forward and came to rest on the
older man’s shoulder. “I wish I possessed half
your sense of duty, Major.” .

“You don’t need to think that I'm getting
sport out of it!” McLaughlin growled, but his
long, bony fingers closed about my husband’s
hand in a grip of steel. .

When Paul showed his badge to the clerk at
the desk, a boy took us up to the tenth floor at
once. His knock on Neal Sadler’s door brought

. this afternoon, so the end has come.

no answer. The door was locked on the inside,
and the key was in the lock.

Paul motioned me and the boy aside.

“Your shoulder, Major!” he said to Mec-
Laughlin. Under the two men’s combined
efforts, the door swung violently open against’
the wall. Slumped forward over a small table
sat Nea] Sadler. His back was turned to us, but
1&15 gagging body told its own story. He was

ead.

McLaughlin ran forward. His bony hand re-
mained poised in midair. Tightly clutched in
the dead man’s encircling arms was something
whiter than his own chalky face—the death
mask of Doris Gloyne—in plaster of Paris!

As Paul disengaged the cast gently from the
stiff arms, a small vial rolled across the table
and came to rest against the ink stand, where
an envelope was propped up. McLaughlin re-
moved the cork of the vial.

“Cyanide!” he said.

The three of us stood looking at the plaster-
cast in silence. The words of Neal Sadler’s
letter to Doris Gloyne came to me with a terrible
finality—a terrible, futile finality:

“Beloved, I wish I could capture your old beauty -
and keep it forever with me—seal my eyes with one
last look of your dear face——"’

Paul must have read my thoughts, for he said:

“Skin-deep! Look, Major, the cadaver under
the skin! The weight of the plaster found every
little hollow of selfishness and decay! Dr.
Slade’s scalpel was powerless before the sagging
muscles!”

McLaughlin had picked up the envelope and
was removing a sl‘i)p of paper from it. He
studied the message written there, then handed
it to Paul without a word. I read it over his
shoulder.

“ TO WHOM it may concern: I, Neal Sadler,
having departed this life by my own hand, wish
to make the following statement:

“I and I alone, am responsible for the death of
Doris Gloyne. Knowing the rules of law and evi-
dence, and wishing to prevent the arrest of an inno-
cent person, I hereby submit the following:

“On the afternoon of July fourteenth, nineteen
twenty-nine, I went to Miss Gloyne’s apartment fully
prepared to consummate what I had been planning
for over two years. I had taken care never to be
seen there before, so I was able to enter um"ecogmzed,
after having made an appointment with Miss Gloyne.
I had told her that I wished to make a cast of her
face to remember her by. As I had made one of
bronze of her foot years ago when I was foreman in my
father’s foundry in Duray, Virginia, she suspected
nothing. I suggested that we make this last evening
of ours—I had told her that I was going to return to
Virginia forever—a memorable occasion for both of
us, and asked her to recite for me her act, THE
MADMAN. In this act she wears a strait-jacket
which was part of my plan to keep her from struggling
when I plugged the nostrils and mouth of the cast
after the plaster had hardened.

“The remaining details are unnecessary. I thought
1 had left no trace. When I found that I had made a
mistake about the glasses, my plans were upset. I
had intended taking my own life, and only my respon-
sibility for my poor brother was to determine the
exact day of this. He passed away at a sanitarium

“I'm not sorry for what I've done. Life has
cheated me to the last, but I want no man’s pity.
“Signed: NEAL SADLER.

I glanced at the plaster mask with a shudder.
Life had indeed cheated Neal Sadler to the last.
The image lying there on the table within reach
of his lifeless fingers was that of an old, dissi-
pated woman.

TrHE END

N THE May issue will appear the first installment of a romantic serial by John

Chapman Hilder, formerly Managing Editor of The Elks Magazine.

On the

Jfirst of the year he resigned from the magazine staff in order to devote his whole
time to writing, His work is not new to our readers, however, as several of our
most popular stories arnd drticles égine from his.pen during his managing-editorship























































A Yield of 8%

At present prices investors

in Associated Gas and Elec-

tric Company Class A Stock

receive a yield over 8% in
stock dividends
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$10,000 for 1 t life, hands, feet or eyesight. Many
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COMMONWEALTH CASUALTY Co.,
639 Wallach Bldg., Newark, New Jersey.
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AGENTS WANTED for Local Territory

One
Select Stock!

Chosen from hundreds! Now;
selling for less than $20 a shire on A
N. VY. Stock Ezxchanze. Company.:dccupies
impartant positign in its field. _Shares-in oar
Opinion, LL DOUBLE IN PRICE within

three months,

Bulletin naming this_bargain and others .
mailed FPREE to acquainta;%u with our plan
of supplying financial advice.

Print your name and address on margin of
this page. Mail today as su Ely of free
bulletins is limited.  No obligation.

INVESTORS STATISTICAL INSTITUTE
Pinancial advice only
Stock Exchange Building, Buffalo, N. Y.

'MIDLANTIC SECURITIES CORPORATION

1 Exchange Place :: :: Jersey City, N. J. ‘

- The Importance

The Etks Magazine

of ‘Marketability

By Paul Tomlinson

“(QUCCESSFUL investing isn’t merely a

S matter of buying, you know,” said the

banker. ‘“The time will come when you

will want to sell, and you must consider that,
too.”

‘l‘I never thought that far along,” said the
er.

“You see,” the banker continued, “one
never knows when it may be advisable to turn
one’s investments into cash, or when it may be
profitable to make an exchange. Lots of times
you can sell one thing and buy another to your
advantage.”

“In other words, you think a man should not
invest in anything he can’t sell.”

“Exactly.”

‘‘Marketability is what they call being able to
sell an investment, isn’t it?”

“Itis. And it's a most important element in

_ the business of investing, After all, you know,

a share of stock or a bond is worth what you can
sell it for, and no more.”

“I don’t quite understand.”

The banker smiled. “Let me give you an
illustration. You know what an auction is,
don’t you?”

UYes.”

“Well, you know that in an auction the auc-
tioneer puts certain articles up for sale and he
calls on those present to make bids. He eventu-
ally sells to the highest bidder. The point is,
though, that it is not the seller who establishes
the price, but the buyer. That’s the way it is
with securities. Suppose you own ten shares of
stock, and you tell yourseif that they’re worth a
hundred dollars a share; if you g0 to sell them,
and the best offer you receive is eighty-five, how
much, after all, are they worth?”

“Things sometimes sell for less than their real
value.”

“People say that, I know; but that doesn’t
help the fellow who is selling, and it’s poor con-
solation to get eight hundred and fifty dollars
when ‘you think you should bhave had a
thousand.”

“What’s the answer?”

“The old law of supply and demand,” said
the banker. “That is one law that has never
been broken and, so far .as I can see, never will
be. If no one wants a thing, it’s pretty hard to
get rid of it, but if a lot of people want a thing
they will compete against each other for it and
the seller will realize a good price. You know
how it is at auctions; when bidding is brisk
prices are high, when there is no bidding the
auctioneer has to take whatever he can get.”

“But stocks aren’t sold at auction.”

“In effect they are. If you were to visit one
of the stock exchanges, you would see various
posts sticking out of the floor in different parts
of the room where the buying and selling is done.
Certain issues are traded in at each post and
those who want to buy or sell a particular stock
gather at the post where the name of that stock
15 listed. Suppose you are a broker with an order
to sell five hundred shares of steel; you offer it for
sale, and brokers with orders to buy make their
bids, and you sell to the one making the best
offer. It’s just like an auction.”

“Suppose the stock isn’t listed on a stock
exchange?”’

“Well,” said the banker, “then you telephone
or go to see possible purchasers and try to get
bids from them. It’s more or less the same pro-
cedure, except, with unlisted stocks, you are
more likely to say you will sell at a certain price
and then try to get some one to offer that much.”

“It must be much slower, selling unlisted
stocks.” 3 ,

‘“Not only slower, but much more difficult.’

“No trouble about the listed ones?” .

The banker smiled. ‘““Issues listed on the big
exchanges can be sold almost on a moment's
notice. I heard the other day of a man who went
into a broker’s office in Chicago and gave an

order to sell some stock which is listed on the
New Vork Stock Exchange. He gave the order,
it was sent over the firm’s private wire to their
representatives in New York, they received it,
and telephoned it to the floor of the’exchange,
their broker got it from the messenger and
executed it. Then, of course, a report had to be

made and the report went back to Chicago by
the same route the order had taken. In less than
five minutes the man sitting in the office in Chi-
cago had word that his stock had been sold in
New York, and at what price.”

““It seems incredible.” :

“I know it does, but that’s what happens all
the time. What is more, you can follow the
quotations of listed securities from day to day in
the newspapers or, for that matter, from minute
to minute, on the ticker while the exchange is
open and can tell exactly what your stocks are
worth. There’s no investment in the world more
liquid than stocks or bonds listed on the New
York Stock Exchange.” .

“I suppose it's an advantage to have securl-
ties that are easy to sell.” o

“It is indeed,” exclaimed the banker. "
you want to borrow money you can get muct
better terms if you have salable securities to pu
up as collateral. You know stock-exchange
houses will only loan on certain approved secu;’l- .
ties, which must all be readily marketable.
If you want to borrow from your bank, your
application will be much more favorably l'e;
ceived if you have marketable securities to 1;)1;
up. The fact that a stock or bond is marketziali e
makes it sell at a higher price, too. Marketability
has definite value.” « n

The caller thought a moment. ‘“‘You mﬁa
marketable securities sell for higher prices 'i ?ﬁ
Ot}‘l‘e{rs, merely because they are marketable

es. ”»

“In that case then,” said the caller, “I shc;uld
think they would cost more to buy, and therefore
yielglr }l’ess(’i' "

““They do in many cases.

“Theg you are sZcriﬁcing yield for marketa-
bility.” d

““To some extent you are,” the banker agreed.
“]iu‘{l it’s worth while.”

ways?’

“Well,ysif a man has large inves_tmentsk]:‘f
probably has enough of them in readily mar ?es
able securities to provide against .conf-mggl‘:‘:lor
and, by putting some of his money into stocks e
bonds not easily salable, can increase the avera.gs
vield on the whole. Not many of us are >
fortunately situated as that though; for the \{ase
majority of investors, marketability is of prim:
importance.”’ .

“Did you ever know of a case where it really
affected any one?”

: f
HE banker smiled grimly. ‘“Hundreds o
Tthem,” he said. ““I know lots of people——’i:::%
you know them, too—who came to reahlzet“;all
marketability meant during the smash h“? .
As you know, brokers kept calling on their cunt
tomers for more margins, and these calls m??ies
that either cash or good marketable secuqties
had to be forthcoming; those who had secul:clh
which weren’t marketable found ’tha.tt e{
needed cash instead, but they couldn’t ge 1‘1:18'?1
because they couldn’t sell their securities, ‘]‘371 ch,
for that very reason, were not accePt‘?[ ; :has
collateral. Those people were sold out. £ ey
had what is known as good stock-exc l?nl%?
Collatergl they could have %rottlzct:g their ho
ings and saved themselves big losses.
“Just the other day,” the banker conhml:ied};
““a man was in here telling me a sad story, w. n Ct_
illustrates perfectly the importance of m}?irheis
ability. He owned stock in a concern W (il is
perfectly sound, which makes money, W t° r
stock is a good investment from every poin Ot
view except that it is not marketable. It lcsl no
listed on any exchange, sales are rare and are
made ‘over the counter,’ as the saying is.. Bt £
the company gave the stockholders the rig o o
subscribe to a new issue of stock and, accor }‘:é
to the officials, the rights this man received on u
holdings were worth forty thousand dollars. He
decided he had enough of this particular stock,
and would sell his rights and buy something else
with the proceeds. He told his brokers to sell
at a price which would net him the forty thou-
sand dollars it was figured the rights were worth.
Well, they got busy, but the best offer they could
et was twenty thousand. The owner became
%lisgusted and said he would sell them person-
ally; he shopped around the financial district




























