
A terrific fear seized Arnold 

By Frederick C. Painton 

CHAPTER I ment, she had grown older, slowly de-
-^hydrat-ihg^and-shr-iniving -up-untiUshe-

looked eighty instead of sixty-four. 
HE instant I entered the dining Father was standing in the center of the 

Staggering News 

I room I felt the 
tenseness that 

gripped my father 
and mother. 1 had a 

"sense of suspense, a 
premonition of some-
t h i n g tremendous 
about to happen. 

M o t h e r w a s 
seated at the table, " 
looking very old and 
sad. Ever since I had been kicked out of 
college for killing a professor's three-
prize collies in an unusual nerve experi-

Why Did This Killer Plead 
for a Speedy Trial and Capi­
tal Punishment? And Why, 
Despite His Crime, Did the 
Law Turn a Deaf Ear to Him? 

floor. 
His bald skull was 

pink with suppressed 
f u r y . Beneath his 
shaggy white eye-
b r o w s h i s e y e s 
flashed, and his thin 
m o u t h was com­
pressed as if he had 

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ arrived at a decision 
and intended to hold 

to it no matter what happened. 
I attempted to carry it off jauntily: 

'.' Splendid luck with the basal metabol-
100 
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ism test. My paper in the Journal will 
create a isensation." 

My father came . close to me. 
" You've been drinking," he said 
tensely. 

" Don't get excited, Dad," I grinned, 
" that's part of the metaibolism test. I 
had to find out if alcohol taken inter­
nally increases or lowers the rate." 

" Another lie," he said bitterly. 
"Every time I catch you in some devil­
try you plead a scientific experiment. 
Nonsense!" he- exploded. " You—a 
scientist—^with that warped brain of 
yours. Bah,!" 

Ah, the old 'fool knew how to sting 
me. I could stand his accusation of be­
ing drunk; I could endure the continual 
hounding he put me to, trying to get me 
to work in his damned 'office. I could 
even get along without the allowance of 
money from which he had cut me off. 
But vvhen he laughed at my experiments, 
he aroused a -cold fury that made me 
want to tear him to pieces. I was proud 
of my scientific genius. The professors 
at four universities had said I had the 
most precise scientific brain they had 
ever met. I knew that given the leisure 
and the money, I would rank as the 
•gceatest research scientist.of the twenti­
eth century. 

I said coldly, " You, with your petty 
low cunning mind that 'Only knows how 
to rob your fellow man by selling real 
estate for more than it's worth—what 
do you know of intelligence ?" 
. Mother sighed and covered her face 

with her hands. ',' Please, Frank, 
don't." 

" But I will," flashed my father. 
" Penelope, I've stood enough. I'm be­
ginning to see that this thing is a mon­
ster and not human." 

There he was, trying to hurt me again. 
I laughed. " I'm your son." 

'•' But you're not," he yelled. " Thank 

God, not a drop of Penelope's or my 
'blood flows in your veins." 

F'or a moment I stared at Mm in utter 
amazement. Then I smiled. " Is that-a 
new way you've found of .hurting me ?" 

"No," he replied more calmly, " it's 
simply that I've come to the decision to 
tell you that you're not my son. Nor 
Penelope's. We adopted you. If you 
had been a normal youth, you would 
never have known. We decided that 
years ago. But you aren't norrhal; I 
sometimes wonder if you'are human." 

Before I could interrupt he began, a 
recitation of past events, coioring them 
falsely, of course. He told about my 
cruelty to other children when I was 
younger. I could have told him I was 
experirrienting even then on the theory 
that part o'f the pain sense is located in 
the spinal column and not 'thie :brain. He 
expatiated on my aloofness and anti­
social traits. What could he, extra vert 
that he was, know of a great:brain's de­
sire to have solitude in which to think? 

BUT rdid not seek to explain this to 
). him. In all truth' I was stunned' by 
bis statement that I was not his 

true son. All my twenty-six years I had 
been led to believe that I was his son and 
upon his death would inherit two mil­
lion dollars and that money would, give 
me the leisure to carry on my great ex­
periments. 

I believe that at that instant the idea 
of killing him generated:in my mind sub­
consciously. My conscious brain was 
recovering from this blow. 

" If I'm not your son," I yelled at 
him, " then who am I ?" 
' " I wish I knew," he said bitterly. 
" All I can tell you is that Penelope and 
I took you from the Mtinicipal. Found­
ling Home. We could have no children 
ourselves and Penelope wanted'a child. 
We went there. I wanted to have a child 
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whose parents were known so we could 
investigate the background. But you 
were crawling on the floor. She fell in 
love with you, God help us both." 

I listened, too stunned to comment. 
" The Lord knows, Arnold, we have 

tried to do our duty by you. We gave 
you every advantage. We raised you as 
a son should be raised. We looked for­
ward to the time when you could take 
my place and be an honor not only to us 
but to yourself. We overlooked your 
queerness as a child. We've tried in 
every way to make you normal. But 
that was impossible." 
" His thin mouth stiffened. " So I have 
decided to tell you that you are no child 
of ours. And to tell you that you may 
look for no great inheritance from me.. 
I have a duty by you which I recognize. 
A small income shall be arranged in a 
trust fund. But you are not capable of 
handling the power that wealth entails. 
I intend to change my will Monday to 
this effect." 

He paused as I stood staring at him. 
" And," he went on, " I do hot want 

you to remain in this house any longer." 
His words were striking like hammer 

"blows^and I-was-bere-ft-of-speeGh.^And^ 
now, at last, he revealed the i-eason for 
this decision; His hand came out of his 
pocket holding three slips of paper. 

" I.O.U.'s for five thousand dollars to 
a man named Tucky Wiener," he cried 
angrily. " By what right do you gamble 
money which you do not possess ? What 
made you think I would pay these 
I.O.U.'s?" 

Inside me, I cursed Tucky Wiener. 
True, the man had been pressing me for 
weeks to pay the five thousand. The fool 
had let me play, roulette on credit be­
cause he knew Franklyn Reese was 
worth a fortune. He had threatened to 
send them to Franklyn, but I had not 
believed he would. 

Aloud I said, " I was not gambling 
with the desire to win or lose. I was 
merely experimenting on the recurring 
rhythm of numbers. I have a theory that ' 
all stellar.and earthly phenomena can be 
explained mathematically and—" 

" Lies! Tell me no more," he cried. 
" And tell this Tucky Wiener that 1 
shall not pay a penny. Not a single pen­
ny of this debt." 

Lhad to be alone to think. Saying no 
more, I turned on my heel and went up­
stairs to my laboratory. I knew then 
definitely that I intended to kill Frank­
lyn Reese that night. Before he had-
time to change the will. 

And I knew, too, that Mother Reese 
would have to die. Once Franklyn had 
spoken about the will. It set up a trust 
fund which Mother Reese had for her 
life. The income was eighty thousand 
dollars a year., After her death the trust 
reverted to me to remain a trust until I 
was forty at which time the estate be­
came mine to do with as I pleased. 

If he changed the will, Mother Reese 
•would get lifetime use of the trust, but 
would have no power to change it. His 
new will would doubtless make other 

^dlspo^skions^,Jhat^oul4not be^ If m}^ 
great scientific brain was to be of use 
to humanity, then it must be well-
endowed. In killing them both I was 
doing science a great service. 

But how was I to kill them? I was 
a-well-informed toxicologist, but poi­
sons take too long. Moreover, the 
police, stupid though they are in most 
things, usually have autopsies and 
poison can be readily traced by a 
chemist. So I must use some other 
method; one so clever that the stupid 
police would be without a clue to me. 

.The idea, almost complete, came to 
me around eight-thirty. I tested it 
backwards.and forwards as I would an 
experiment, to make sure it had no flaw. 
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I. grinned at its. simple deyeiiness. If 
the police were ten. times-more brilliant 
than they were,; the plan would: com­
pletely befool them. 

At a quarter to nine my fa—I mean 
Franklyn Reese—came up. to my labo­
ratory. 

" You will ha^e to pack all this and 
leaAre," he said grimly.. 

" Naturally,^ I told, him coldly. " I 
hope, however, that I. may stay here to­
night. It's.rather-late to be kicked;out." 

He handed; me a hundred, dollars in 
twenties'. " You. may stay tonight, but 
I do. not wish to; see you at breakfast. 
You will get a hundred dollars the first 
of e-\̂ ery month so long as you li;v:e." 

With- no other word; he turned and 
went down the stairs. I smiled, after 
him. The fool!. I hated, him so that 
the muscles of me stiffened at sight of 
his- bent back. 

CHAPTER 11 

The Plan Works Perfectly 

THE secret of my plan lay in. per­
fect timing and .the fact that our 

•apartment was air-conditioned, be­
cause of Mrs. Reese's asthma. I laid 
out my time-table, checking each: mih-. 
lite, then burnedr the paper. I examined 
the air-conditioning unit to make sure 
my scheme would work. Then I asked 
Ballard, the single servant the Reeses 
kept, if my father and mother were 
going out. 
• " No, Mr. Arnold," he said. I studied 
him as-he spoke and from, his attitude I 
•knew he had not been, made'aware of 
our quarrel or that I was only a legal, 
not a bldod son. What he told: me sim­
plified the scheme even more. Mr. and 
Mrs. Reese went to bed each night at 
ten o'clock. Ballard retired at that 
time to the servants' quarters which-our 
Park Avenue duplex; apartment main-

' tained on the top floor. He would' not 
come down until'quarter to: seven'in the 
morning. 

" Well," I said, " I have a big experi­
ment that will keep, me late-. I must be 
getting at it." 

I went up to my laboratory. My 
regular hat and coat were- in the closet 
downstairs. But I had a duplicate up­
stairs. The window O'f ray llaboratory 
gave out on a coping two feet wide 
along which I had frequently crawled 
to a corridor window when. I" wanted 
to go- out secretly. I put a can o-f ethyl-
chloride- in my pocket and' went out that 
waynow. 

I went directly tO: Tucky Wiener's 
gambling place on West Fifty-sixth 
Street. It- was; raining. 

I hated the' sight of WTiener's- fat jjale 
face and his narrow, tricky eyes, but T 
pretended- otherwise. He- came toward' 
me) his- eyes' glancing anxiously tO' see 
how, I'was taking the news; 
' I said, " You did me a bad. trick, 
Tucky." 

He shrugged, holding" out his hand ' 
placatingly. 

" Don't get sore, kid',."' he' said. " " I 
am hard pressed and I simply have to 
have the money. You kept telling 
me—" 

" I know, and' you wouldn^t wait," I 
said. "Well, I am telling yout now that 
my father told me tonight he will never 
pay you a penny." 

He cursed and scowled at me. 
" That's what I get for trusting a hit-
wit," he growled. 

" Save your pet names," I told him, 
" and' if you. really want your money I 
know a.way you can.get it.'-

Instantly he was all; friendliness. 
" How ?" he asked eagerly. 

" My father and mother aire going out 
tonight and will not be home-until'late/' 
I said. 
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He stared. " S o what?" ' 
" So this. My mother has a very-

valuable pearl necklace in the saf ev My 
father keeps ten to eleven thousand dol­
lars in there because of the necessity of 
taking up options with cash." 

He was very stupid. He stared as. if 
I were ti new species of lepidoptera. 

"Yeah," he said softly. 
" If I took the pearls or the money," 

I said, " I would instantly be suspected. 
But if someone came in and knocked me 
down after I had given the safe com­
bination to him, and took what was in 
the safe, you'd get your money, and 
there would be some left over for me. 
We could split what was over your debt 
three ways." 

He touched my arm and said un­
der his breath, "And it moves and 
breathes." • 

"Never mind your jokes," I said. 
" It's the only way you'll ever get your 
money and it will have to be tonight or 
never." -

" Oh, I want my dough," he said, 
pinching his lower lip. " I'm just won­
dering how far I should play ball with-
the likes of you. Wait here." 

HE was gone about ten minutes and 
when he came back a short, 
stocky man of thirty or so, 

tagged at his heels. This short man had 
a bald head on top, around.it a fringe 
of black, curly hair. He had slit-eyes 
and a cunning twist to his mouth. 

"This is.Baldy Grogan, Ai-nold," 
Tucky' said. " He's interested in your 
idea.^' - • 

Grogan regarded me queerly, then his 
glance went to Tucky, and they both 
nodded slightly; " What kind of a box 
is it, kid?" Grogan asked. 
" " Hall and Peters," 1 told him, " but 

that doesn't matter; I know the com­
bination." 

" Yeah, but we'll have to make this 
look good," Grogan said, "and as it 
happens I could open that make of box 
with a can-opener." 

" It's jake th'en ?" Tucky asked. 
" Okay by me," Baldy rejoined. " I'll 

talk it over with the kid and we'll all 
meet here for the divvy." 

His eyes looked queer then and I 
knew they had no intention of splitting 
with me. Nor did I care. This was 
my game they were playing. Baldy 
asked questions about the location of 
the apartment, the construction outside, 
and was most pleased when I told him 
that it was a duplex that could be 
reached by sliding along the building 
coping and entering through my labora­
tory window and then going downstairs 
to .where the safe was located in the 
living room. 

" Two things are important," I said. 
"What?" 
" Well, in the first place, do you carry 

a gun?" 
Baldy Grogan grinned. He' turned 

his back on the room and slid a compact 
Colt .38 out of a shoulder holster. I 
could hardly restrain a grin of- joy. 

—Here=w.as-luck,L_I_pjossessed^a_gutvi)f_ 
the same caliber so it would not be 
necessary for rne to duplicate his gun 
as I should have had to do, had his been 
of another make. 

" What else, kid?" he asked, putting 
away the gun. 

" Secondly," I went on,^' this has to 
be doiie on a time-table. Ballard, the 
butler, comes down at quarter-past 
eleven to' put out hot milk and things. 
So this break-in must be done between 
five minutes to eleven and five minutes 
past." 

" Ten minutes," said G r o g a n 
thbughtfuUv. After a pause he said, 
" Okay." '• 

" Remember," I warned, " not a min-
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ute before nor a minute after. Let's 
compare watches now." 

We did so and set them. exactly. 
" Don't forget not to hit me too hard," 
I said, moving toward the door. 

He smiled and nodded. 
" A crack with a jimmy, kid," he 

said. " A little headache tomorrow, 
that's all." 

" Very well, then," I told him. " In 
my laboratory—^the window will be un­
latched—at precisely five minutes to 
eleven." 

We did not shake hands on it, but 
he nodded, and I went out into the rain. 
This was half-past nine, and I had to 
kill an hour and twenty minutes. I 
dropped into a big movie house on 
Broadway where my, presence would 
not be noted and saw part of a very 
mediocre picture that only confirmed my 
opinion of the stupidity of the human 
race as a whole. 

At ten minutes to ^eleven on the tick 
I dropped into the drug store at the cor­
ner of Seventieth Street and bought a 
package of cigarettes. 

" Miserable night," I said to the 
clerk. He knew me; h frequently 
bought chemicals there. " The damp­
ness is interfering with my chlorophyll 
experiment. I'll be at it the rest of the 
night." • , 

" Too bad, Mr. Reese." , 
" Lucky I just beat you to closing," 

I said. " It's nine minutes to eleven." 
He glanced at the big clock over the 

rear end of the store. " So it is. Well, 
. I'll be glad to get home." 

I HAD established the time of my 
appearance in the store. Once out­
side I instantly broke into a run. 

The rain kept the street deserted. I 
entered the apartment, through the 
janitor's door. I had to move fast, but 
I was right on time. • Each apartment 

had, of course, its own air-condition­
ing plant so that air from one apartment 
would not circulate in another and 
thus, perhaps, communicate sickness. 
~" I had opened our box many a time. 
So it was simple now. I opened the 
blower case. My knife punctured the 
can of ethyl-chloride. I tipped it into. 
the blower compartment. The anaesthet­
ic gassed instantly and the whirling-; 
fan, sucking air from the cooling tubesj'' 
seized on the ethyl-chloride and sent it ' 
boiling up the intake-pipes. 

I grinned, knowing what it was doing 
upstairs. 

Ethyl-chloride is a practically instan- : 
taneous anaesthetic, but does not last as 
long as ether or chloroform. Mr. and 
Mrs. Reese, already asleep, were already 
in a stupor of insensibility that would 
last long enough for my purpose. 

Furthermore, t h e ethyl - chloride 
would be sucked from the room by the 
cold air return pipes and in less than ten 
minutes not even a smell of it would 
remain. I emptied all the can and 
threw the empty into the incinerator. ' 
Its presence there would be natural, for 
I frequently used ethyl-chloride to' 
anaesthetize guinea pigs and other sub­
jects for experimentation. 

I hurried outside, entered through 
the regular entrance, got into the ele­
vator. I had a minute and . twenty-
seven seconds to reach-the fourteenth 
floor and meet Grogan. The trip up 
consumed thirty-one seconds. I let my­
self into the reception hall and hurried 
to the bedroom. Ethyl-chloride was 
still present and I held- my breath. 

I stopped briefly to listen. The heavy 
breathing of the two in the twin beds 
told me they were drugged. Iwent up 
the staircase to my own quarters: I had 
to breathe and I could feel the shocking 
power of even what little ethyl-chloride • 
was left in the air. 
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I aetually'staggered, and i for a second 
I 'wondered if my/wholfe scheme was-to 
be frustrated because the ethylfcHloride 
had • persisted a" few seconds beyond; my 
calculations. But the cold/ air: return 
was-dragging out the fumes, and fresh 
air was-shooting through t h e intake. 1 
knelt, to it; breathed: deeply; until my 
head: deared! Then 1: went: into* my 
laboratory. 

It; was" precisely- iive^ and": one-half 
minutes: to' eleven. 

Now, everything- depended on 
Grogan; appearing; on time. I- walked 
around impatiently. The air cleared 
quickly, as the cubic-foot change of: the 
airrconditioner- was" enormously- effi­
cient. At four and a half: minutes- to 
eleven o'clock fingers, tapped^ on the 
window; 

I opened" it for: Baldy: Grogan: He 
hadi on- old- clothes,, a fielt hat: pulled 
down; and.his: pockets bulged. 

I; said,; "You ' re : a. half-minute late:" 
" There's- time," he jerked a little 

nervously. " Whfere'-s:the can?" 
I laughed- at his nervousness. A 

burglar with nerves. No wonder h e h a d ' 
served time in jail. 

^^^©own=that*=stairGasef^J^pointed:,^ 

looked quite stout t c me. ©rogan 
laughed in relief i • Hfere,, apparently, 
was something herunderstoodv 

" L e t me monkey withj it a. little 
while," he-said; " theniyou Gan.give me 
the combination' and the' job^will look 
right." . 

"GQahead-" lagreed. 
I did not know the combination. 
He started'to spin the dial; listening 

to the clicks. I checked the" room, saw 
thatevery object I would require was in 
its place. I glanced at my watch. . It 
was - precisely: twelve seconds-to eleven 
o'clock. Good!^ 

I walked over- to Grogan, who was 
working by a- flashlight^ resting on the 
telephone taboret—the^ beam aimed' at 
the safe: 

"How-are you doing?" tasked; 
" rGouldget'it ," hesaid'; " I'm good 

on safes." 
" Fine," I said, " but the combina­

tion is^—what's-that ?" Texclaimed; fear 
in-my voice. 

He jerked', turned -so that he stood 
exactly as I had pictured^the scene in 
my mind. I leveled'the gun and'shot 
him through the'heart: The explosion 

_Tnaflfi.Tm-<;niinfl at-a^lU - - ,. . 

and opened a drawer and' slid-^a gun 
with- a Maxim silencer on the snout into 
my. pocket. 

" Y o u lead''the way," he muttered-. 
":What was-that you took?" 

" A package of'gum. W'anta-stick?" 
I-grinned. "" 

CHAPTER III 

Murder! 

pE cursed- under his breath. I 
think I actually . enjoyed his 
nervous: fear. But the time was 

moving. I led the way to the living 
room. There, behind a Chinese tapestry 
was the safe, a buU'is^eye affair that 

He flung up hishands, took one stag­
gering step; " You insane—little—" 
his breath died in his throat ah"d'he hit 
the carpet all limp like" a dead guinea 
pig. I stared at him as I would a white 
rat specimen, he was about as valuable. 
How easy he had died!• He-was a per­
fectly useless- human- being, li-ving by 
predatory methods, and'.the world- was 
better without him.-' However, this was 
no time forphilbsophizing; 

I' put on gloves^—the new silver 
nitrate process brings out- fingerprints 
even on c lo th^and ' went to ' Mr. and 
Mrs. Reese's bedroom. They still 
breathed, heavily, and the old man did 
not even stiffen-as-1 dragged)him from 
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the bed and into the living room and 
stretched him face downward just inside 
the door. Then I brought Mrs. Reese. 
I put her beside him. 

From Grogan's pocket I got the 
jimmy lie had intended to use on me. 
Only hatred was in my mind as I poised 
over them and raised the jimmy. 

I struck Reese first with all my 
strength. His skull collapsed. He died 
instantly. Down came the jimmy and 
thudded on Mrs. Reese's head. She did 
not move or groan either. The only 
difference was the limpness of muscles 
beyond even subconscious control. I 
had no compunction over what I had 
done. I looked at them frozen-faced. 
They were old, they had lived their 
lives. They had intended to ruin me. 

I glanced at my watch. I was right 
on time. Many things had to be done. 

I took off the Maxim silencer and hid 
it in a little hole in the oak floor of my 
laboratory where none could ever find 
it. Along with it I placed the brass shell 
of the fired cartridge. I re-loaded my 
gun. Then I returned to the living 
room. Seconds were flying. 

WITH a scalpel I gouged my scalp 
in a long deep cut that ran on the 
left side of the skull. I made 

sure the gouge went through the skin 
covering almost to cut the bone. The 
pain was terrific, and the blood poured 
down. For a second I was dizzy. Then 
necessity drove me on. 

I went to the telephone which was not 
of the dial type and was hooked to the 
exchange downstairs. The girl said, 
" Operator two, good evening—" I cut 
her off with a deep yell. 

" Help. Burglars—murder—" 
As I yelled, I .fired my own gun up 

the fireplace chimney, and dropped the 
receiver with a crash. Swiftly, I got 
out Grogan's gun, impressed his finger­

prints carefully on it, cocked it and held 
the rhuzzle as closely as I dared to the 
wound I had made with the scalpel in 
my scalp. For a second or so I hesitated. 
Suppose I—time pressed me. I pulled 
the trigger. My hair caught fire, and 
the explosion deafened me in the ear. 
The powder grains stung my face. For 
a half-minute I -could not move. But 
the pain was not as great as I had ex­
pected. The scalpel wound had dead­
ened the nerves, of which there are not 
many in the scalp anyway. 

I had aimed the bullet so it hit the 
back of the fireplace. I looked for it 
now. It had chipped ofif a chunk of 
brick and fallen, flattened and hot, to 
the base. I picked it up and ran up to 
the small hole in my laboratory floor 
and stored it there. 

I came down and closed Grogan's 
fingers over the gun butt. I lifted the 
arm so it and the gun would fall natur­
ally. Then I took soot and -filled over 
the chipped brick so it looked old. 
Steadying myself^I was panting for 
some strange reason^—I glanced around 
the scene. It was just as I had imagined 
it. I checked again to make sure I had 
overlooked nothing. The girl down­
stairs was calling the police. They 
would be here at any moment. 

The time for the final act had come. 
I measured off the distance to the sharp-
pointed brass andirons. I got a good 
grip on my gun. Silently I let my body 
pitch downward. I had expected to 
skin the andiron and make another cut 
to show how I had fallen when Grogan's 
bullet grazed my scalp. But I must have 
miscalculated. I fell—and there was a 
rush of blackness and nothingness. 

WHEN next I knew anything I 
sat up, my head throbbing, my 
brain confused. Bewildered and 

really hurt, I must have offered a mijst 
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coiwimcing spectacle; oJ:. a. wounded 
groggy man. A: ypttng- man', in; a. wbite 
uniform. ga>je m e ai dr ink of whiskey. 
" You're' not badly hunt," he- said 
kindly, " sowe'redeaving you;hfire'until 

• thei police qaestion ycm. Later- we'll 
look over: that-scalp; wound: and see if:it 
needs stitches." 

He had taped its up. I f oundr myself 
lying on a. couch across; t h e room; from 
where I had:, fallen.• !• could see. the 
police • whoi were there in-force. Pho­
tographers were- taking- pictures from 
several angles. Froni; the'door-came a"-
clamor and a hlue-coated- policeman 

• said;." No, boys, youean' tcomcin. . Not 
now'i anyway."' 

They- were reportersj, 
M medical examineii was; peering at 

the bodies; two thick-bddied'j men 
walked around'-smoking, cigarettes, ap­
parently doing •nothing;. One, tall;, lean; 
rather young-man withf a cleanrshaven, 
tanned. face.>was-'standing hear the firer 
prace rollingaxigarette.. Hespi l led the 
crumbs of: tobaccoi into; the: empty; grate 
in an absent-minded: way. When I was 
helpedjto sit:up,,herlit the.cigarette-and 
cametowardime; He, had a, wide .mouth 

-—aBd'rEat-heFdisconcej'-tiingibJueiey.es.W'hiGhji 
he: turned upon; me. He.-smiled. His 
teeth were white, big and; even.. 

" Mr. Reese," he said, .".I'm! D.etective 
Larrab.ee.' I'm'- in- ehajrge- of: this case." 

I merely nodded'-;-1 was per f ectly cool 
but: I cG.uM-:not- have spoken then.. Here 
was, the. critieal! ordeal I, must lace: 
Questioning b y the'police; No-slips nQ,w 
or- I wasi lost. My- brain raced;, I 
gathered: the; threads; of. memory." I 
stUled myselfi for the'.crisis; S&mebody 
handed' me a, cigarette and! saidj 
" S m o k e ? " 

I. took: it and made:my hand-, tremble 
as: I lit the end!. I: srniled weakly. • •"' I 'm 
sort of: ha-zy, Mr. Larrahee;" 

" You ought.to: bej."- he gri^iied,'-con-

solingly. " j*i!nother; quartcE <af :an-L inch • 
an.dithat.- slugs-would: hawe ffihiskedi you; 
Boi youfeel strongenougla to talik?" 

" I think so. ril.dothe.bestil-ean:'' 
I waited,, grinning- inside-' me: The 

fool didn't:know where. tO;biegin. 
" Well,.':' said Larrahee; " suppose you 

start and; tell us what:yoioi-did; tonight 
and earryi:right-:throughi as long as you 
remember:" 

I put my hand to my- head;;: it.- was 
aching: Sudderdy,. as. if I. had: just 
remembered,.Lcried;." Mother,I'iE'ather! 
He- struck them-. Are i they—are,' they 
hur t?" 

Larrab.ee nodded: gently;:; " Y e s , I 'm 
afraid theywere. As â  matten o£;f act, 
they're deadL" 

• I uttered a> loud" groan: I Btiried my 
face; in my hands. I. sat very silent. 
After: a. while I.; took, 'myr hands- awa.y. 
" I gttess; I; knew;'they werci—when I 
sawi them;- lying, therev" L said.:biQkenly. 
" But:thei.shot—ati me^-^I,,laved: them, 
Mr: Larrabee.." 

He.- made ai clucking-: noise- with, his 
lips-. Istraightened.up; gripped the side 
of the couch;, " WrhatwasityGu wanted 
to know?"- I said firmly. 

|3B, repeated; his) qiuestion.; I- pre­
tended tOi' concentrate. " I was 
working-alLcvenin-g-in my labo,'-

ratory on a chlorophyll, eisperiment,." I ' 
told, him-. " Chlorophyll. is-iwhat';makes 
>grass and leayes:green; MyJather-and 
mother always retire.- at- nine-thirty-— 
they were older* people; M-n, Larrabee. 
That was; why my laboratory, was; up? 
stairs,.so I would,not disturb therav, 

" About,- ten. minutes-) to eleven, or 
thereabouts, I foiundi I; hadr.run out of 
cigarettes. I: went; to- the Seventieth 
Street corner and purchased a pack— 
these:." I, pulled;them:out;thathe-might 
see. • ' - . - ' 

" 1 . came; back- at.once-," 1. resumed. 
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" I don't know the exact time, but it 
. must have been eleven or thereabouts. 

I came up in the elevator and then de­
cided I would get a glass of milk and a 
piece of cake. I was just about to start 
downstairs when I heard my father 
yell, ' What's this? Who are you?' " 

I paused, aware of Larrabee's blue 
eyes fixed steadily upon me. He was 
making notes in a notebook, but scarcely 
looking at them. 

" Then," I went on, beginning to 
tremble as if with memory, " I heard 
my mother cry, ' Frank, look out! 
Don't! Oh—' and she stopped. I heard 
the sound of blows. For a few seconds 
I was absolutely paralyzed. It was all 
so quick, so unusual that I guess I didn't 
function. 

" Then I realized my parents were 
being hurt. I grabbed my gun from 
the drawer. I raced down the stairs. 
There was noise, groaning and cursing. 
The stairs—over there—hid. rne from 
what happened. And myself hidden 
from the assailant. . So I came upon him 
unawares. As I rushed at him, I saw 
my father and mother on the floor." 

I choked up and ceased speaking for 
a moment. No one spoke and I became 
aware of the other, police officers and 
detectives around, listening. 

" The man stood near the safe. There 
was a flashlight in whose glow he stood. 
I saw his face clearly. He was bald 
with big jowls and heavy-set. I'd know 
him again if I saw him." 

" You will," said one of the detectives 
grimly. 

I wondered at the moment why I was 
pretending Baldy was alive. But since 
it went over so well, I added nothing to 
that angle. 

" As I saw him," I resumed, " I 
leveled the gun and said, 'Throw up 
your hands.' The man cursed. He had 
a deep bass voice. -He put up his hands 

slowly. I was not afraid but I wanted 
help. My mother and father seemed 
hurt. I moved toward the telephone— 
over there by the fireplace. I picked up 
the receiver to call the alarm." 

I paused as if thinking. 
" I guess I must have taken my eyes 

off him as I lifted the receiver. Sud>-
denly he moved. I saw a gun. His ter­
rible eyes behind it. There was flame, 
a roar—and nothing more. That's all 
r remember." 

One of the detectives said, " But you 
shot,him. He's dead. Square through, 
the heart." 

I gave a start. My eyes widened. 
"I—shot the burglar?" I got up and 
walked toward the fireplace. Now,. I 
could see Baldy lying just about where 
he had fallen when I shot him. I came 
back, my face quivering. 

" I shot him ?" I repeated. " You are 
sure?" 

"Yes," said Larrabee. "We found 
your gun in your hand and one bullet 
discharged. You must have done it." 

" It seems impossible," I said. " I 
have no memory of it." 

This created amazement, which I had 
intended. All eyes turned toward the 
medical examiner. He nodded to Lar­
rabee. " Reflex action could have done 
it. He was tensed to shoot and stimu-" 
lated to do so when Grogan pulled down 
on him. He could have gone through 
with the action of shooting and be un­
conscious." 

" I guess that's the way it was," said 
Larrabee.' He gestured with a thumb 
toward the safe. " Anything in there 
worth taking?" 

" My mother's pearls—they're a 
matched set," I explained, "and my 
father kept anywhere from ten to twelve 
thousand dollars on<=hand. He had the 
habit of paying options on real estate 
deals in cash." 
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" It all fits,'" said oneofthedetectiwes. 
" Grogan .always went :f or big icash .and 
quick (dough. .And 'he couldjhave opened 
that .safe with la hairpin." • 

" Yes," .said .Larrabee, '"^butjhow.did 
he know there was a ihaui in it ? Who-
tipped .'him to the ijob;?" 

CHAPTER TV 

Unseen Development 

I SAID nothing. Later, if necessary, 
I Gould answer that. But ther.ewas 
no use being too ;glib. Larrabee was 

persistent. With his disconcerting 
blue -eyes 'on me, he took me lOver the 
story again. He asked questions, hun­
dreds of them. About Mr. and Mrs. 
•Reese, about rne, about lOur life. I an­
swered them truthfully, but always 
pointing to the fact that 'Grogan had 
.killed them -in the commission of a 

' You are the 
crime. 

•Finally Larrabee said, 
only.heir?" -

'" Why," I rejoined frankly, ".I- sup­
pose.so. I.'haven'tseen the will. Father 
never talked about it. But there is -one 
at the law loffices of (Northrup and 
„Conner_y..'' . . . . .^ ^ ^ 

" O h , come on, Steve," one of the 
detectives'saidr " This is open and'shut. 
•Let's get to bed." 

Larrabee nodded, smiled and pres­
ently they went out, taking Grogan with 
them. Exultation leaped within me. 
They had accepted my picture. I .had 
beaten thern, the stupid fools! 

Joy and relief made me giddy and I 
almost fainted. The interne grabbed 
me and said, " You for the hospital, 
youngster." •̂ -

At 3t. Vincent's the surgeon took 
three istitches in my scalp, and the 
morphine he administered made -me 
sleep soundly until the -next noon. 

Then I returned to the apartment. It 

wasvacant except for Ballard who was 
t rying to get bloodstains :out 'of the rug. 

He mas weeping and sniffling as he 
worlced. 

" This is terrible, Mr. Arnold," he 
:said. ".I've :been with them twelve 
years. .1—I—" 

" Yes, Ballard," I ;said Mndiy, " I 
'know. And you shall stay swith me as 
long as you like." ^ 

Why not? He knew aadthing,.andto 
dismiss ihim might cause tallc. And I 
wanted everything forgotten as .'soon as 
possible. Harry Northrup, the lawyer, 
.helped me with the funeral arrange­
ments. People called to commiserate 
with me. The swine! 

, They had never liked me .but now I 
was rich. So they said nice diings. 
They came to the funeral and 'I could 
•feel their eyes on me when the'coffins 
were being' .lowered under their banks 
•of flowers. -

The ;newspaper accounts made quite 
a hero out ôf me. "^SON S H O O T S 
B U R G L A R W H O K I L L S PAR­
E N T S . " I grinned. But the main 
thing was that all the newspaper •ac­
counts agreed. The ipolice were fooled. 
,A£t:erj:he publicity I heard no rnore ,and 
knew the case was closed. But nonethe­
less, I conducted imyself imost carefully. 
I was the model mourner. 

A fortnightpassed. Northrup opened 
the will and asked for letters -of adrain-
istrStion. The document -had not been 
changed. And now I was .rich, ibehol-
:den to no one. A brilliant scientific 
future before me. But I did not-play 

. the fool., I lived quietly as ;belore. 
Three days 'later I 'got a shock. 
The telephone rang and Ballard.said,. 

" Detective Larrabee wishes you t o 
come to police headquarters on. Centre 
Street,,sir." 

•A momentary 'doubt seized ^me. Had 
I overlookedtsome simple ithing,? What 
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could the fool want?. I knew I must go. 
" Tell him I'll be down at once." 
I changed my laboratory smock for a 

gray suit with a black left arm band. I 
forced myself to be calm. 

Larrabee and another detective 
greeted me and shook hands. Larrabee 
motioned me to a chair. He was thin­
ner, more tanned, and his blue eyes 
blazed like ice under the sun. 

" We're getting ready to close the 
Grogan case, Mr. Reese," he said, " and 
there are a few points I'd like to clear 
up." 

I shrugged. " Certainly, if I can help. 
But you understand the whole thing 
was so horrible that I'm trying to 
forget." 

" I know, but these will only take' a 
minute." 

WAITED. He drummed on the 
1^ desk, top with his fingers. "This 

sounds personal, Mr. Reese, but 
why didn't you tell us you were not the 
flesh and blood son of your father and 
mother, but adopted?" 

I tried to flush. I hesitated just the 
proper interval. " I don't know," I 
confessed finally, " that night—the ex­
citement and horror. It didn't occur to 
me. I've always looked upon them as 
my parents. I was less than a year old 
when they took me." 

I didn't ask him how he had found 
out. I knew. Northrup had told him. 
Old Reese had left a document. 

" Yes, I know," said Larrabee. Then: 
" Another thing, you gambled at Tuckv 
Wiener's?" • 

I had expected this, too, and was 
prepared. 

" Occasionally," I admitted, " but 
not heavily, and it was actually a sci­
entific - experiment on the recurring 
rhythm of. numbers." I smiled. " I 
take a drink, too,- and I smoke. But 1 

am not what you would call a wild 
young man, Mr. Larrabee." 

" No," he said, " I guess not." 
The other detective who had not 

spoken, gave Larrabee a look half of 
disgust as if he thought Larrabee was 
wasting his time.' I knew Larrabee was. 

Finally, after the lapse of a moment 
or so, Larrabee said, "Another point 
that puzzles me, Mr. Reese, is the 
amount of time that elapsed between 
the shot that grazed your scalp and the 
second shot with which you apparently 
killed Grogan. The telephone circuit 
was open, and the operator downstairs, 
while plugging in for the police, was 
also listening. She heard the second 
shot and timed it. There was a matter 
of twenty-odd seconds between it and 
the first." 

I shrugged. " I told you I don't know 
anything about that. I don't know yet 
that I shot Grogan." 

" No reflex takes that long to act," 
he said. 

" I know little about reflexes," I said, 
" and nothing about shooting Grogan." 

I fingered my hat suggestively. The 
fool was maundering around. I wanted 
to go. 

" And finally," Larrabee said, rolling 
a cigarette, " I'm wondering how 
Grogan knew what that safe con­
tained?" 

For a space I watched his slender 
brown fingers make the cigarette. He 
twisted the end and lit it, inhaling 
deeply. 

" I may be to blame for that," I 
offered. 

" How ?" he leaned forward. 

I HAD an argument with Tucky 
Wiener one night. About a 
small debt. I said I would have 

cash at nine in the morning. He 
laughed-and asked where I could get 
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cash before the batidks opened. I toM 
him my father kept thousands of dol­
lars." 

" You tWnk Tueky told Grogan.?" 
" I have no idea. He may have or 

pQSsihly what I said was heard." 
,He fltmg down the; cigarette and 

ground his heel on it. I knew he was 
baffled and grinned inside. > 

" Another thing," he said in a harsh 
voice. " Why , didn't Grogan shoot 
your father and mother instead of tak­
ing a jimmy ? He shot at you." 

Coldly I replied, " I have.no acquaint­
ance with theicriminalmind." 

" No, of course not," he said hastily. 
" Only criminals have habits. Grogan 
was a burglar, but he had.never .hurt a 
mouse to •'our knowledge." 

I chose those words as my cue. 
I scowled. "Mr . Larrabee, I don't 

like that statement. I am glad to be of 
help to the police if possible. But these 
questions and your actions seem to in­
dicate that you believe I am lying. That 
offends me." 

" Oh, for God's sake, Steve, cut it,'̂  
growled the other detective. He turned 
to me. " It isn't a question of suspicion, 
Mr. Reese. We all know how it was. 
Steve is-a stubborn bird, and wanted , 
more answers. He doesn't question 
your veracity, do you, Steve?" 

Larrabee's f r o w n vanished. He 
grinned. " I guess I'm too sure of hu­
man nature. I shouldn't be. People 
do act differently at different times." 

I 'took this as an apology. " I'm 
afraid they do," I said coldly. " And 
now, if you are through, -I would like 
to go." 

Larrabee inclined his head, his blue 
eyes staring straight ahead. I bowed 
and went out. In ̂ the anteroom I paused 
at a water cooler. My throat had been 
dry in that interview; I suppose I had 
not closed the door, for I heard the one 

detective say, " Steve, you're making a 
fool of yourself:" 

"Maybe," Larrabee-s voice, angry 
andipuzzied, came back, "brat It-ellyou 
that killing was as perfect as a—as a 
picture. Everything fitted into place 
like a mathematica'l eaicdiation. I've 
covered plenty of murders and I never 
saw one dovetail like that. It's too 
perfect." . 

" You're dreaming; forget it." 
I went- out- qiuietly, suppressing a 

grin. What if Larrabee did suspect 
something? What did I care? He had 
no proof and he would be mad, indeed,' 
to nrake charges in face of the evidence 
tmless he could prove it. And there 
were no dues. I had seen to that. 1 
forgot Mr: Larra4)ee for a week. 

A week later Tucky Wiener ap­
peared! 

CHAPTER V 

Blackmail 

•f.E'stoGd inside the threshold and 
waited until BalliaTd had with­
drawn. His mouth grinned, but 

his. eyes were hard. 
^ " How areyou,.kid?"heasked;s_oftly. 

I was uneasy. Here was a factor 
upon which I had not counted. 

" I 'm fine," I said easily. " lintended 
to drop around with a cheek presently. 
But you knew the money was good, 
didn't you?" 

." Sure," he told me. " Good as gold." 
I felt cheered. Maybe the fool didn't 

suspect anything after all: 
" But so long as you're here, I'll pay 

you now." I was anxious to be rjd of 
him. 

He watched in silence while I made a 
check payable to him. I blotted it, stood' 
up and handed it to him. 

" Now we're squarci" I told him. 
He took the check but his mouth was 

I D - 1 7 
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grinning. " Not square, kid. Make 
another for five times this one." 

A cold chill made me stiffen. With 
difficulty I made my voice steady. " Jast 
what do you mean ?" 

" You know what I mean," he 
sneered. " You can kid the cops, but' 
not Tucky." He leaned forward, 
pinned me with his eyes. " You killed 
poor Baldy and' you killed your old man 
and your dfd woman." 

It was out. But he only suspected, 
he could not know. 

"That ' s a lie," I said hotly. " I 
didn't tell all the truth to the police. 
Why should I? But what happened 
was that Mother and Father came home 
unexpectedly and caught us here in the 
living room. Grogan thought it was a 
frame-up, and when Father went for 
the telephone, Grogan nailed him with 
the jimmy. He nailed Mother, too, 
when she went to help Dad. He was 
going to kill me to shut my mouth, but 
I fired just as he did. I didn't miss." 

I watched his eyes but they didn't ap­
pear convinced. He shrugged. " Okay, 
if that's your story, stick with it. Only 
pay Tucky off plenty to keep from 
telling the cops that you asked me to get 
Grogan to rob your old man's safe. 
What will the cops say to that ?" 

" You wouldn't dare," I said. 
"You'd be a party to that crime." 

" The hell I don't dare," he jeered. 
" All I'd say is you asked to see Grogan 
after I'd dunned you for dough. They'd 
do plenty, the cops. Steve Larrabee has 
been around to see me three times and 
he's the smartest dick in New York." 

I looked at him but I half-lidded ray 
eyes for fear that he should see that my 
decision to kill him had been made. 

" You could cause me inconven­
ience," I admitted. 

" I could get you the hot seat," he 
jeered. 

6 D—17 

" You're crazy, but rather than be 
annoyed, I'll pay you extra. How, 
much?" 

" Thirty thousand bucks." 
" Too much," I protested. 
" You're getting millions, ain't you ?" 

he growled. 
" And if I start this, you'll never 

quit." 
" Yes, I will, kid. Thirty grand and 

I'm done." 
He was lying and I knew it. But I 

had to pay this sum to gain time to per­
fect a way of killing him. 

" No checks," I said. " They could 
be traced. Meet me tomorrow at the 
Mutual Savings Bank and 111 give you 
cash." 

" Now you're sensible, kid," he 
grinned. 

After he had gone I retired to the 
laboratory. I always think best there. 
I knew Wiener must die. He would 
hound me endlessly otherwise. But it 
must be a perfect job—like the other. 
Because the police knew of his connec­
tion with me. And I must not even be 
suspected: It would have to be an ap­
parent accident, or there must be no 
corpus delicti for investigation. But 
how? 

I got no answer that night. But there 
was time—^lots of it—and I must take 
pains. The police were stiTpid but no 
use to give them the slightest clue. 

' r DREW the money next morning in 
hundred dollar bills. , There was 
over sixty thousand dollars in the 

checking accourit, but nonetheless the 
teller went to the president and there 
was sufficient stir made about the with­
drawal to tell me the event would be 
remembered if something — me in 
trouble, for instance—should recall it 
to their minds. All the more reason to 
be careful about Tucky. 
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He met me outside the bank, his eyes 
gleaming.; 

'* Did you get it?" 
'"Of course," I told him calmly, 

" but remember, it's the last time." 
"Man!" he exclaimed, taking the 

package. Then; " Sure, I ain't no fool, 
kid." 

He looked at me queerly as he 
pocketed the money. "Okay, kid, 
thanks." . 

His thick-set body moved off rapidly 
down the street. I watched him go: 
accident or disappearance! Which? 
I kept thinking that his pudgy 
body sewed in a burlap sack and 
weighted down by iron would stay a 
long time on the bottom of the river. 
The idea caught my fancy, and I walked 
crosstown to Fourth Avenue to the 
Marks Company that sell anything from 
a skiff to a two hundred foot yacht. I 
bought a fast speed boat. I crossed to 
Sutton Place where a mooring pier 
rented anchorage space. 

All this I did, suffused by a queer 
feeling that I was being watched by 
invisible eyes. I fought down the feel­
ing. Wiener was the single flaw and 

=-himJi=>would_dispAS.e_=oi._=^_^^________^ 
I walked part way crosstown in order 

to think but then, tiring, I moved to the 
curb to hail a cab. As one drew up to 
the curb I heard a gasp behind me. A 
girl came flying out of a building, 
clutching a package. 

"Cab," she hailed. 
Just as she reached it, her ankle 

turned. She cried out, lurched and fell 
heavily against me. If I had not caught 
her she would have iallen. 

" Oh, my leg!" she cried. 
" That's what you get for trying to 

take someone else's cab," I said. 
I saw that she was slender, with red 

hair, and a beautiful white lovely skin. 
Somehow her beauty shocked me. She 

smiled wryly. " Do you talk to all girls 
that way?" ' 

I repented my rudeness. " Sorry— 
here, let me help you." 

I almost carried her through the cab 
door " Look out!" she cried.. " Don't 
knock that jar loose unless you want to 
start an epidemic." 

"What's in the jar?" I grinned. 
. " Mycobacterium leprae — leprosy 

germs to you," she said. " That's why 
I'rh in a hurry. I want to get them in 
their culture before they die. Puny 
things with no pep to live, you know." 

I rode downtown with her. Her 
name, she told me, was Mara Daggart, 
and she was a research worker, in the 
Stanton Foundation, working on a new 
condensation of chaulmoogra oil as a 
possible cure of leprosy. I found my­
self interested. Beauty and brains; a 
girl with a scientific mind and a soft 
feminine beauty that stirred me deeply. 
No woman had ever taken my eye 
before. . ' 

I AIDED her to her small apartment 
on MacDougal Street, and she in­
vited me to stay while she got her 

germ. colony into the jelly feed. I 
watched her movements, her sunny 
smile. I think I fell in love with her at 
that moment. 

I, who claimed to have no emotion; 
I, who believed, not in love but only in 
physical attraction; I, who held the hu­
man species but a grade above the 
animal—I fell in love. That night I 
cursed my own folly. I sought to put 
her out of my mind. She was interfer­
ing with my thinking. When I saw her 
image, my plans for Wiener faded. I 
determined to see her no more. 

' Two days later she came to my apart­
ment. " Perhaps I'm not wanted," she 
said. " You certainly dropped me like 
a hot brick. But I did want to see your 
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chlorophyll experiments and hear your 
reasoning." 

She stayed. For lunch. For dinner. 
I knew then that this queer feeling that 
left me breathless, soft and shaken when 
she was around could not be shaken off. 
We saw each other every day for two 
weeks. She came and went in my apart­
ment as she pleased. She came some­
times when I was out, and Ballard let 
her in to amuse herself in my laboratory. 

vSometimes things w e r e moved 
around, but she always explained she 
had been careless with retorts or Bunsen 
burners. 

" You should be more careful," I said. 
" I have my things arranged with pre­
cision. A good mind believes in every­
thing in its place and a place for every­
thing." 

She,touched my hand. " Sorry, Ar­
nold," she said. " Let's look at your air-
conditioner. I'm crazy to see how they 
work and what effect they have on bac­
teria that thrive in a less humid atmo­
sphere." 

I took her to the cellar. She.was fasci­
nated as I showed her the mechanisrri 
that washed, dried, cooled and humidi­
fied the air which was then blown under 
forced draft into the apartment. 

She suddenly laughed. " I don't know 
whether I like it or not, Arnold. Sup­
pose somebody didn't like me and put a 
dead rat or a stink bomb in it." 

" It's locked by this key," I said. 
. " Still," she pointed oiit, "locks can 

be forced, and if a burglar wanted to 
rob you and put chloroform in this 
blower—it would be bad." 

I jerked upright. I stared at her. Was 
this a blind stab or did she suspect some­
thing? Was she what she claimed? Or 
was she, perhaps, someone planted ? 

She ignored my stiffness. " Let's go 
back and watch the chlorophyll," she 
suggested. 

I went up, with suspicion deep within 
me. We did not, however, gO to nry 
laboratory. In the living room she 
tapped my cheek and stood close to me. 

" You're angry about something, Ar­
nold," she murmured. 

The perfume of her, the closeness of 
her slim body overpowered me. I took 
her in my arms and kissed her. The 
touch of her lips sWept me like burning 
fire. She surreiidered without resist­
ance,- yet fehe did not return my caress. 

Carried away by my emotion; I cried, 
" You've got to marry me, Mara. Think 
of the future. We can tour the world, 
study in Vienna, investigate new phe­
nomena. With my mind stirriulated by 
yours, we can make tremendous dis­
coveries." 

She pushed me gently away. " I like 
you very much, Arnold," she said softly, 
" but give me time to think it over. 
Please, I'll tell you day after tomor­
row." 

She left and I found myself hum­
ming and singing around the labora­
tory. I am not a singing person. I 
found myself gazing into'the mirror at 
the thin, stoop-shouldered youth which 
was 1.1 got rid of horn-rimmed glasses 
to get glasses of a more fashionable 
shape. So happy was I that night that 
I thought of nothing but Mara. 

The next morning the doorbell rang 
and, thinking it was she, I hastened 
ahead of Ballard and flung it wide. 

Tucky Wiener stared insolently at 
me. " How are you, kid ?" he asked. 

CHAPTER VI 

Murder It Is 

E thrust his way into niy living, 
room. I sent Ballard out for 
some chemicals. Then I turned 

on Wiener in cold fury. " What are you 
doing back here ?[' 
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"What do you think?" he sneered. 
Then: " Kid, I lost that dough in a crap 
game. I'm broke and I got to have 
more." 

I turned my gaze from his leering 
eyes, his fat, loose mouth, that he might 
not see the mad hatred-of him that 
blazed there. 

" How long is this going on, Wien­
er ?" I asked with an effort. 

"What do you think, kid?" 
" Until I am broke and then you'll go 

to the police anyway." 
" Oh, no, not that," he mocked. " I 

never kill a golden goose." 
/ ' Well," I said, " go to the police. 

You'll get no more money from me." 
He scowled. "Won' t I? Listen, kid, 

I know more than you think. I know 
how you murdered all three of them!" 

I laughed in his face. 
"You know nothing, you stupid 

fool." 
" Easy ^ n the names," he growled. 

" I'm only guessing, but the cops, would 
like my guesses. You forget Baldy 
wasn't a killer, and with a rod on him 
he'd nev êr have swung that jimmy. You 
faked the whole thing to get him there 

°^tO'take^he-rap.^^=-i—^=^_=.^.^^__^ 
Something snapped in my mind. 

Wiener should die that night. I became 
cold, calculating. 

" How much do you want ?" I asked. 
The money should bait him. 

" Thirty grand." 
I shrugged. " That is impossible. I 

haven't got it, no way to get it. You for­
get this was a trust fund which I cannot 
touch." 

" What can you raise?" he asked. 
" Twelve thousand in cash a:nd you 

can have it tonight." 
He grinned and licked his loose 

mouth. 
"Then twelve grand is what I 

want," he said grimly. 

" And it's the last time," I cried. " I'll 
give no more." . 

He laughed. " Sure, the last time, 
kid, I promise." 

I pretended to believe him. " All 
right then, come here tonight at ten 
o'clock and I'll have the cash." 

After he had gone with his leer, I 
spent minutes stilling the trembling 
fury within me. It would be a pleasure, 
I told myself, to hear him scream and 
beg. 

I went to the bank to get the money 
that had baited him. 

As I came out, the money packages 
in my pocket, a voice said, " Hello, Mr. 
Reese." 

I suppressed a start and turned. De­
tective Larrabee stood near the curb, 
rolling a cigarette. I forced a smile. 
" Hello," I said. 

" Have you got a match?" he asked. 
I gave him a paper clip of them. He 

lit the cigarette, handed them back. 
" Thanks, you're looking well." 

I said that I felt excellent. 
" Glad I ran into you," he went on 

seriously. " I really owe you an apology 
for all that questioning at headquarters. 

_I made a monkey of myself and I'm 
sorry." ~ --=—^ .̂ ^̂  

" That's all right," I said. " In cases 
^ of death you can't be too careful." 

"That's what I think. Glad you don't 
hold any hard feelings: The case is 
closed now, and I'm on another case." 

I murmured, some polite phrase. 
" Really?" 

" Yeah, but this isn't as easy to close 
as your case." He glanced up the street. 
" There's the bird I'm tailing now. So 
long, Mr. Reese." 

I watched his lean, broad-shouldered 
body stride up the street in long grace­
ful swings. He must think I was a fool 

• tobelieve all that cock-and-bull. He still-
suspected. He might even be working 
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on the case. But he'd get nowhere. 
Tucky Wiener was the weak link, and 
I was getting rid of him tonight. 

IATE in the afternoon I let Ballard 
_j go for the evening. I called Mara 

and told her I was going to be in­
tensely occupied in an experiment and 
could not see her until the next day. 

" Can't I come?" she begged. 
" Not this time," I told her. 
I ate my dinner out, and returned 

about eight and read Milliken's explana­
tion of his cosmic ray theory and com­
pletely disagreed with him. Wiener 
came at ten minutes to ten. He seemed 
a little nervous. 

He brightened, however, as I showed 
him in. 

" Hi, guy," he called jovially, " how 
about a little drink?" I smelled his 
breath; he had been drinking. So much 
the better. 

" I never drink with men like you," I 
said. 

"Tish-tish! Them's hard words. 
Well," he shrugged, looked around, 
" gimme my dough and I'll scram." 

•' It's up in my laboratory," I told 
him. "Follow me." 

I pretended to a great nervousness. 
" Did any one see you come here?" 

" Not a soul," he assured me. " I 
don't want to spoil this pot of gold." 

" And nobody knows you came 
here?" 

"No." He glanced at me swiftly. 
" Say, don't you try to cross me. I'll let 
you have it,-rat, quick as that." He 
patted his pocket suggestively. 

" I wouldn't double-cross you, Wien­
er," I said. -

I led the way upstairs to my labora­
tory. My heart was thudding; My 
breath was short. He followed me, stood 
looking at retorts, vapor baths and the 
like in curiosity. 1 reached into the 

drawer with my left hand, drew out the 
package of bills and tossed it on the 
table. 

" There's your money," I said, " now 
get out." 

His eyes gleamed. He came to the 
table. "vSure, don't get sore, kid," he 
counselled. 

He bent forward to reach for the 
money. . . ' . 

My hand streaked out of my 
pocket, holding the blackjack. I ex­
ploded with joy as I swung at his head 
with all my strength. 

The weight smashed squarely on the 
crown of his gray felt hat. •- He hic­
coughed like a man who has laughed 
too much. 

He staggered, pitched forward, and 
his face smashed into the table. His 
body fell back, dragging his chin along 
the table surface. He crashed to the 
floor and rolled over on his back. I 
grinned at him. The swine! 

Swiftly now I got out the burlap 
sack. I dumped the body in. The iron 
weights were already in it. 

The gloves I wore made me awk­
ward, but I managed to sew the sack 
lips quickly enough. 

Now came the greatest ordeal of all— 
getting his carcass down to the alley 
where my car was parked. I opened the 
door. I stooped. Suddenly I straight­
ened, rigid, by breath pendent in my 
throat. 

The doorbell downstairs rang! 
The rasp of the bell carrie like a peal 

of doom. My blood seemed frozen. A 
terrific fear seized me. Who had come ? 
And why ? I had been cold to acquaint­
ances; no one visited me any more. 
Could this be Larrabee ? No! No! 

The clangor of the bell reverberated 
through the house. Like a fool I had 
left on the lights. Again and again the 
bell clattered. Impatiently. 
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I forced myself to be cool. After all, 
was I not clever ? I'd-beat them all. I 
put a gun in my pocket and went down­
stairs. 

I unlocked the door and pulled it 
open. 

"Arnold!" cried Mara. "Darling, 
how you must have been absorbed! I've 
been poking that darned button for 
hours, it seems." 

The reaction made me angry. " What 
are you doing here?" I cried. 

She stopped' stock-still inside the 
door, " What am I doing here ?" she re­
peated.' " Why that tone of voice, Ar­
nold? After all—" 

I suddenly remembered myself. " I 
know, darling, I'm sorry," I interrupted 
hastily, "but as a matter of fact I'm 
deep in an experiment. My mind is still 
on it." -

" Oh, let me watch," she cried. . 
I shook my head. With an effort I 

mustered a gay smile. " You shan't see 
anything until I am done," I told her. 
" But if it is a success—and I am sure it 
will be—what do you"say we get married 
and catch the Europa sailing Tuesday ?" 

"What is the experiment?" she 
..̂ asked...̂ ^ L _^ ^ _ _ _ 

" The chemical reaction of kinetic 
rays in the transformation of polycells 
into chlorophyll," I said. 

It was an experiment on which I 
had been working and I knew the so­
lution was at hand. 

" Oh, I'd love to see," she murmured. 
"With you there," I reproached, 

" how could I keep my mind on the 
formula ?" 

I took her by the shoulders to thrust 
her out the door. An impulse overcame 
me. I kissed her roughly, thoroughly. 

" Go home," I ordered. " You shall 
see the result tomorrow." 

" Well, if you must deport me," she 
said, and went out the door. Hastily I 

slammed and locked it. I took a deep 
breath of relief. Now for Wiener^ 

CHAPTER VII 

The East River 

THE burlap sack containing Wiener 
reposed as I had left it. As I moved 
toward the sack I saw my face in 

a mirror. My skin was pale as ashes. My 
eyes blazed deeply in my skull. I wetmy 
lips. This wouldn't do. I forced a smile. 
As soon as Wiener was sunk, I was safe 
from further annoyances. I grasped the 
burlap! 
; What a task! I took him down the 
fire staircase. I met no one, fortunately. 
But I had to rest every few minutes. I 
tugged, pulled, lifted—even rolled. And 
at last I had the sack at the cellar door 
that led to the alley. I reconnoitered the 
alley. It was empty. Hastily I tugged 
the sack into the rear of the car. At 
last! The worst was over. 

I climbed in, grinning. A tremendous 
joy suffused me. Years hence, when 
people honored me for my scientific ex­
ploits I could remember this moment 
and snicker inside. 
^ Idrove leisurely across town, assured 
of myselfrKuttifning ariiftre"tune:^TlTg^' 
East River was deep, its currents treach­
erous. If ever Wiener was found, the 
crabs would have picked his bones clean.-

I had no compunction over what I 
was doing. Wiener was a rat, a gambler 
who preyed on others. He deserved 
death. 

And anyway, death was a finality to 
• all. Human life was not more precious 
than any other animal life, only stupid 
humans had made laws, to preserve 
themselves because they feared death. 

The fools! Death was a necessity at 
times. Human progress thrived on 
death—look at wars! And how easy to 
inflict by a clever person! 
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I was proving that any one with half-
intelligence could, kill and the stupid 
police could be fooled. Only by accident 

. do they catch a killer. And then the mur­
derer is usually one who strikes in mad, 
blind fury, with no thought of the conse­
quences. But me, cool, with foresight, 
they would never catch me. 

At length I reached Sutton Place— 
where at a mooring dock my boat lay. 
Here I waited a space to make sure no 
one saw me. Then I tumbled my burden 
out and dragged it across the ground to 
the twenty-four foot speed boat. 

Wiener's body fitted into the stern 
sheets. I moved forward, over the en­
gine cockpit, pushed the self-starter and 
the motor burbled pleasantly. Casting 
off, I steered straight out and then 
turned nortli in the center of the chan­
nel. Ward's Island's light slid by. Over 
my head were the looping strands of 
lights on the Oueensboro Bridge, 
glistening like illuminated pearls. A 
light mist hovered near the black water. 

I went north, slowly, with muffled ex­
haust, almost to Hell Gate Bridge. 

Here I slowed the boat up, set the 
wheel, and moved back toward the sack, 
f stopped suddenly midway. 

I thought I heard another motor ex­
haust. I listened intently, stared into the 
^ray opaqueness of the mist on the 
water. But I'saw nothing. 

Imagination, I told myself. The 
imagination that makes cowering fools 
of murderers who-fear to take human 
life. 

Sr i L L listening, 1 moved back to the 
throttle aiid steering wheel and shut 
off the motor. For a moment or so 

I let the boat drift. I heard nothing at 
all. There was no sound except the 
muffled beat of city noise. I moved back 
to the sack. Now was as good a time as 
any. 

As i climbed over the mid-section 
hatch that held the motor, -I thought I 
heard a groan from the bag. Wiener 
was regaining consciousness. The fool 
must have had a head like concrete not 
to die under such a blow. 

" But you won't groan after this 
splash," I grinned at the bag, " You 
knew nothing, but you guessed too 
much, Wiener. A little knowledge is a 
dangerous thing, and as the Arabs say, 
a fool and his life are soon parted." 

I scaled the hatch. " Didn't you rea­
lize," I sneered, " that after I had killed 
Mr. and Mrs. Reese, killing you would 
be easy ?" I laughed again. " The min­
ute you asked for money you were 
doomed." There was no more sound 
from the bag. 

I reached down to get the bag in my 
arms. " Good-by, Wiener," I grinned. 

I started to lift the bag. Before my 
eyes the lips of the bag fell apart. A gim 
muzzle thumped into my chest. 

" Reach 'em, Reese," growled a voice. 
" You're under arrest for murder!" 

" Larrabee!" I gasped. His lean grim 
face reared out of the bag. 

Larrabee! What did this mean? How 
did he get here ? For a second I was 
stunned enough to be incapable of move­
ment. In that time he shook down the 
bag from his shoulders and straightened 
up, the gun snout still pressed against 
my breast. " You've had all the rope 
you need," he said. 

Before my mind's eyes flashed a pic­
ture of a courtroom, of a judge pro­
nouncing sentence, of a white cell in the 
death house and the little walk that 
ended in a stout awkward chair where 
the straps held you tight as the elec­
tricity blew your cells asunder. Me— 
dead! Never! 

Something snapped in my brain, I 
screamed shrilly. Blindly I sprang at 
him. At that instant a tide wave struck 
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the boat a terrific slap, Larrabee, his 
feet encumbered by the sack, swayed. 
The gun muzzle no longer covered me. 
Like a flash my arm went out, grabbed 
his wrist, my body lunged forward. I 
wanted to tear him to pieces. 

We fell with a crash into the cockpit. 
Insensate rage made my one hand tear 
at his throat. I was unconquerable, I, 
Arnold Reese, would still laugh at these 
all. Before my onslaught he could do 
nothing. My fingers sank into his throat. 
I laughed at his efforts to wriggle loose, 

"You fool!" I yelled; " I don't know 
how you did this, but you'll never tell 
any one else about it." 

He spoke no word, but his legs were 
coming out of the sack and twining 
around mine in a scissors grip that I 
could not break. His back arched and 
suddenly he wrenched upward with his 
torso, threw my own body high, and his 
one leg came up in that brief space of 
time and the bony cap of his knee struck 
me in the groin. . 

A dizzy wave of pain swept me. But 
I did not relent. This was the last con­
vulsion of a dying man. I clung to my 
grip. Suddenly he relaxed. I yelled with 
j o y . ^ wrenched' the gun from his hand 

The jaw blow had practically para­
lyzed me. I lay there, incapable of move­
ment even when another motorboat 
came alongside and I heard the metallic 
rasp of a boat-hook. 

" Got him, Steve ?" yelled a voice. 
" Sure," Larrabee called. 
"Any trouble?" 
Larrabee laughed. " Trouble, with a 

hundred and twenty pound rati Who 
are you kidding?" 

I heard no rhore. 

CHAPTER VIII 

Retribution 

of 

and drew back to blow him to hell." 
In that split-second he bounded up­

right. A terrific blow caught me along­
side the head. I swayed. I fired the gun, 
but my arm was not level. The spitting 
flash merely showed him charging at 
me. Another blow. I fell to the cockpit. 
I could not think; I could not see. 

Faintly I heard a shrill blast of a 
whistle. Out of the night voices yelled. 
There was the ripping roar of a motor-
boat under full way. I staggered to my 
knees, swinging wildly, trying to level 
the gun. My hand was seized. •• Another 
blow caught me flush on the chin. I 
went backward, tasting salt'blood. The 
gun was jerked from my hand; 

I HAVE no clear recollection 
what immediately followed. I was 
taken to the Tombs and a physician 

came and administered a hypodermic. 
It seems I was shouting and screaming 
then. After the prick of the needle I 
remembered no more until inuch later. 

It was daytime, I know, for light 
streamed through the barred .window, 
and I heard traffic rumble on Centre 
Street. Then a guard unlocked the cell 
door and Detective Larrabee came in. 
But I did not look at him. Behind him 
came Mara Daggart. I yelled, sprang 

T3p°aMlbrtwTnyseif"at''the"giflr"Laffa^ 
bee tossed me back. 

" You betrayed me, Mara Daggert," 
I yelled. 

She merely stared. I quieted. 
"Well, Reese," Larrabee said, "are 

you ready to tell us all about it in writ­
ing?" 

I stared at Mara. Even now I loved 
her. " Why did you do it, Mara ?" She 
still stared at me, loathing unspeakable 
written on'her face. 

Larrabee said, " She's what we call 
sucker bait, Reese. She's a clever little 
actress, though, I expect, she didn't have 
to be too clever to fool you.. The.minute 
I suspected you killed your adopted 
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father and mother, I sicked her Oh to 
you. Every time she went to your apart­
ment she searched a portion of it." 

He drew things from his pocket. 
" Recognize these ?" 

There was my silencer, the bullet fired 
into the fireplace. I came o£f the bunk 
with a scream, full of hatred, but Lar-
rabee pushed me back. 

" Easy, man," he said. " You're 
caught with the goods. If you weren't 
going to be indicted for the murder of 
Mr. and Mrs. Reese, you could be had 
for the attempt on Tucky Wiener." 

I sat silent. Wiener! Of course, I had 
struck him down, yet Larrabee came out 
of the bag; 

" Wiener !'* I muttered. " He—" 
" Wiener was working with me," but 

in Larrabee. " Just the old stool pigeon 
stufiF that yoii fell for. You see, Reese, 
there wasn't enough evidence to convict 
you for the murder of your adopted 
father and mother. But you could be 
forced to try again; guys like you al­
ways do. So I put him up to it. Some 

• more sucker bait." 
He paused, watching me with those 

disconcerting blue eyes. 
" You used to go in and out of your 

laboratory window as you did the night 
you killed two nice old people. Well, I 
could come and go, too. I was watching 
you when you struck down Wiener. 
Good thing his hat was padded. That 
was a wallop. Mara rang your bell, 
called you downstairs, so I could get 
into the bag. I knew a braggart of your 
type would say something that would be 
evidence." 

T'HEN, bit by bit, he re-enacted my 
crime before my eyes, even to the 
use of ethyl-chloride in the begin­

ning. It was amazing. I finally said, 
" How did you know about the ethyl-
chloride ?" 

He grinned at me, but it was a grin 
without mirth. 

" What I can't understand in ^ou who 
call yourself a great scientist," he said, 
" is that you didn't stop to think that 
ethyl-chloride can be detected in the 
blood and the lung tissue." 

He snorted. " I had a post-mortem 
made before we surrendered the bodies 
to you for burial, and found the ethyl-
chloride. That's how I knew it was mur­
der." 

He sighed. " You dumb amateurs— 
you always miss out where you think 
you're smartest." 

He stung me. I drew back, snarling. 
What right had he, who had had phe­
nomenal luck, to criticize one whose 
brain was equal to an)rthing? A rage 
.shook me. 

He said, " Dp you want to get it all 
down in writing?" 

In my fury I saw just what I should 
do. Write down the story from its in­
ception, show them how a perfect mur­
der had been tripped by the stupid luck 
of a nitwit detective. 

" Yes, I'll write it down," I yelled, 
" and people will see that you were only 
lucky." I laughed at him. "You 
couldn't have proved how I killed Mr. 
and Mrs. Reese, if I were not willing to 
tell you." 

He exchanged stares with Mara. 
" Can you tie it ?" he asked. " Okay, 
Reese, go ahead. There's a dictaphone 
and a steno taking it all down." 

I spoke for an hour'or more, going 
into every detail of thought, motive, 
and how I met every emergency. I 
knew as I talked that I was condemn­
ing rnyself to death in the electric 
chair. But I did not fear death. • It 
was a mere dissolution, a long sleep. 

" There," I said at the conclusion, 
" there is a story that will inake people 
gasp." 
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Larrabee really laughed. " Imagine!" 
he said to Mara! " H e thinks this rou­
tine murder is remarkable. Well, I 
suppose all murderers think their crime 
is the best just like all fathers think 
their babies are the: best." 

I sprang at him, but he twisted my 
arm and threw me screaming onto the 
bunk. • 

All day after he had left I brooded 
over what he had said about my perfect 
crime being dumb and routine. Well, I 
had a way to show them. I would will 
rriy brain to the Stanton Foundation so ' 
that they could see what a genius's brain 
looked like. I would go to the chair 
laughing over a joke to prove to them 
that death had no terrors for the in­
formed mind not shrouded in supersti­
tion. This would show Larrabee and the 
world that I was a great man. Indeed, 
now that I had to die I would make a 
spectacle of it. I wanted to die. This 
being cooped up in a cell was worse than 
death. 

I drew my will. When the reporters 
came I told them the story of my brain. 
I amplified on it when other scientific-
looking men with glasses came and 

-=asked-me.many questions and rapped me 
with a rubber hammer. When this man, 
Frederick C. Painton, came to write my 
story for a magazine I gladly agreed. 

" Show the world the kind of genius 
I am," I told hirn. 

" Sure," he said, " just keep on talk­
ing." 

"My trial," I said, "will be on the 
front pages of all the newspapers of the 
world." 

" Sure," he agreed, taking notes. 

THE day of my trial arrived. I 
dressed and shaved and took care 
of myself better than usual. I 

would show the world. Here was my 
moment of spotlight, that the people 

should know what sort of man can take 
life and laugh. Guards took me to the 
courtroom. 

But there was no trial! The spec­
tacled physicians came into court and 
spoke with tHe judge. Othermen came 
and conversed. 
- The district attorney merely looked 
at me and said, " I abide by the unani­
mous opinion of the psychoanalysts, 
Your Honor, though I, am convinced 
that such an inhuman maniac should be 
destroyed rather than kept alive." 

Inhuman! Maniac! What were they 
talking about? I found out two days 
later. The judge committed me to life 
confinement in the Hospital for the 
Criminal Insane at Matteawan. Me! In­
sane ! They were all mad. I insisted on 
a trial. 1 demanded the capital punish­
ment. To die the cynosure of all eyes, as 
having committed a great criine, that I 
could take and smile. 

But to be confined in a white, bleak 
room, this is worse than death. Endless 
days, tortured nights. A prisoner. 
Never to be free! 

I tried to take my own life. But they 
had denied me even a hairpin. My 
knives and forks were of pjper^ M)^ 
clothes so ragged I could not even hang 
myself on their strength. I tried to butt 
mv brains out. They put me in a padded 
ceil. 

Day after day I screamed and cursed 
and tore my hair and scratched my skin, 
hoping for infection. Physicians cau­
terized my self-made wounds. At this 
rate I would go mad. Images came into 
my brain. Mad images that made me 
cower, then laugh and shriek at my own 
idiocy. 

I was a slavering nervous wreck when 
Frederick C. Painton came to take notes 
on what he called the end of my story. 

" Get me out of here," I cried to him 
through the bars,' " I cannot stand this. 
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The others are mad. They talk like in­
sane fools. One thinks he is Napoleon. 
Another—^my God, in pity's name get 
me out of here." 

" I can't get you out of here," Pain-
ton told me. " Nobody can. You have 
to pay the price." 

" This price, I can't," I yelled. 
" Smuggle me in a pin—just a little pin 
that I can stab into my carotid artery'." 

" I'm carefully searched before I can 
gat in," he explained. 

I tried to snatch at his pencil through 
the bars. He stepped back. 

" Let them shoot me, let them see how 
a genius can die," I cried. 

He shook his head. Frantically I 
jerked at the steel bars. " Then let them 
give me my laboratory to work in. Let 

them use my great brain. Don't you 
know that I am the great Charles Dar­
win, brought back to life ? I am the man 
who invented evolution. I wrote the 
Origin of the Species. I am descended 
from Julius Csssar himself. A brain like 
mine occurs once in a hundred years. I 
am Julius Caesar." 

But he was not listening. He had gone 
away. I sobbed and hurled myself at the 
door. Freedom without and even death 
denied to me within. But I am Julius 
Caesar and I shall outwit them. I shall 
be free. 

AUTHOR'S NOTE: Arnold Reese is 
still alive, and confined to the State Hos­
pital for the Criminal Insane in Mattea-
wan. 

/" 

lO siness 

THE Law says that, in collection cases, the innocent third party must 
be paid. That furnishes the base for a racket wherein the victim, usual­
ly a retail dealer, is induced to order merchandise under the belief that 

its sale is guaranteed and that extensive advertising is to be done in promotion 
work. The racketeers selling the merchandise secure notes from the mer­
chant and sell these notes to a third party. The racketeers keep none of their 
promises, the merchant cannot dispose of the merchandise generally, but he 
must pay because the Law empowers the innocent third party to collect. 

—John Berry. 
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*' Lizzie's been trying 
to talk to ma—she's 

deadl" 

A Midsummer Night's 
"Murder Dream 

, By Glenn Garrison 

A SCUDDING cloud w h i s k e d 
aVvay and. a silvery stream* of 
m o.onlight 

flooded the bedroom 
of the small, quiet 
farmhouse. It re­
vealed Mrs. Sarah 
Elizabeth Burton, a 
widow, tossing. vio­
lently on a large 
four-poster bed. She 
c l u t c h e d a t t h e 

As Mrs. Burton Dreamed 
. of Her Daughter's Murder 
Many Miles Away, It Was 
Actually Happening! And 
She Also Recognized the 
Fiendish, Brutal Murderer! 

sheets and suddenly she sat up with a 
strangled scream. 
^ ^ _ _ _ _ " D o n' t!" s h e 
======== c h o k e d . " Don't! 

Please don't! Don't 
murder my daugh­
ter! Lizzie! Lizzie! 
The pine trees! Stay 
away from the pine 
trees!" 

Her horror-glazed 
eyes cleared and she 
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