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SEVENTH INSTALLMENT

SYNOPSIS: Detective Dan Col-
well of the Graber-Vael private de-
tective agency is assigned the job
of shadowing lawyer Arthur McDon-
ald, whose wife fears gangster ene-
mies are plotting to murder him.
McDonald js murdered in spite of
Colwell's watchfulness, Now, with
McDonald dead, the smuggling ring
which he led has become disorgan-
ized. Colwell risks his life to gather
evidence by playing one against an-
other.

“Had a little fracas,
much. What do you hear
Otto—is he still hunting?”

Vael nodded. “Saw in the paper
yesterday a note that Otto shot a
buck.” A lynx-eyed chap with quiet
manners and the air of a family man
and a home-lover, Vael tried a
smoke ring. “Guess you’re still on
that case for Mrs. MsDonald, eh?
Funny they haven't got the two
mugs that killed him. Prominent
lawyer and »ll. One of them was

nothing
from

i

found in the alley, you know.”

As Colwell merely shrugged the
visitor hunched  forward. ““Say,
what did you want me here for,
Dan? Vou've something up your
sleeve. 1 haven't much  time. =0
spring it

There was a shart silence.  “All
right, Tl put in  plainly  for you.
MeDeonald, vou know, was the haas
of a ~now smupgling ring.”

“No M-thur MeDenald ?” Vel
whistled TWhat de yves think  of
that 7"

“Ard  Otto (rabar  was  i&
mixed wp in this ing You tao,
Vael.  Don't liel”  he charged as
the man started to protest. “Don't

let's wa-te words T've got <ome-
thing te help yon, <o thores nv use
getting tongh'  Yon're in it, Vael
gonte ene  f amplles v Irg

ber treata yeou dike did aboas han,
alwayve will

Tho groying ~omple-ion 1 ol's
face was ample prave that he
it ta be true

“T've geen it and filed it
for reference. Now, you aren't a
bad sort. T like you a heap better
than Graber. He's—"Dan raised
a hand to his head and ruefully
rubbed a spot there still tender.
”You're all right, Vael, but they're
making a sucker out of you. Had
it planned befors McDonald kicked
the ghost. Now they're making
new plans and leaving you out just

Toyne o

away

like lLefore. And more than that:
they'll likely make you the goat
if anything goes wrong.

“You must have suspected thix,

Vael,” he appealed with a gesture.
“Shusks, I'm not telling you any-
thing, am 17"

The visitor struggled with con-
flicting emotions. “How do you
know? You're not in the deal®*

Coiwell admitted this with a
shake of his head. “Happened on
to it from working for the agency
you and Otto run. From this Mec-
Donald case. Anyhow, I know it.
And [ like you, Vael. Enough to
ask you here so 1 can give you the
low-down and a warning. So you
can protect yourself.”

Vael considered carefully. The
ash on his cigarette grew very long
and finally tumbled to the carpet

unheeded. “It’s—true,” he said
with a sigh. “With McDonald gone,
dog eat dog. What are you after
Dan?”

He smiled. *“A sale. Told you

and I
ook here:
snow. Gosh,

to bring a thousand cagx,
hope you breught it.

I'm not peddling
wouldn't touch ft with a ten-foot
pole! But they're out to rook you
and each ether, if they can. Now,
T don’t know what yarn they told
you, how the stuff was coming in.
But I've got it straight. For five
hundred 'l hand it over. The,
half a grand looks good to me,
Vael, for you fellows: don’t pay me
much.”

The grey haired, hook nosed man
kept a poker face. “I'll pay, pro-
vided your informstion doesn't
coincide with mine. I'm not paying
for something I mmy know already.”

“Of course not. Put your money
on "the table.”

There was some hesitancy about
this. But & length the visitor
roused himself, stood up, and pro-
duced five one hundred dollar bills.
He placed them on a small which
was an equal distance from the
ehair of each, Vael sat down again,
“Well2” R . — —

“It's coming in by truck. Bhey're

going to lift a packing case off the
truck- ="

“I know all that,”
impatiently.

“Did you know it was in a case of
toys from Czecho-Sluvakia?”

Vael jumped to his feet. *“Toys?
That straight?” He burst into a
string of oaths, his hands working
convulsively. “Why, the low rats
told me it was brushes —from Hol-
land! I'll be—" He cursed again,
and began to stride up and down.
“That was Mac’s original scheme,
I’d swear by it! Unless Mae and
Graber figured-—"

He halted and shot a keen look at
Colwell. “What else? Which way’s
the truck coming?”

“Through the Anawanda
along the Indian Highway.”

Vael's fury redoubled. ‘““What!”
he ejaculated. “Why, those dirty
carps claimed it’'s over the Tele-
graph Road! Of zll the double-
crossers, the yellow livered double-
crossers! And they think they can
shake me out like that, eh? But
listen, what about the truck license

Vael snapped

Valley

number? Mac had that and- You
haven’t it, have you, Dan?" he
wheedled.

Colwell grinned and nedded. “For

five hundred.”

Without hesitation Vael placed
the sum on the table, making a cool
thousand

“Naw feel under the table and
take out those thumh tacks. Tt's
there. Here, 7 will” e roce and
stepped to it His hand went under
the tabie

A gun prodded his hack  “Stiek
‘em vnp, you fathead!"

He stiffened, growling. Vael's

Jaugh was hitter and taunting “You
sap! Full me here with a fairy
story. will yeu?” Te snatched the
erisp hundred dollar hills and stuffed

them inte a pocket, “Now ba:k off
Car-ful! 1T want ths® license num-
ber. Colwell, ard the hings ara wait-
mg lownstaire for it,  Tall, thev're
such dubs they couldw’t  got it off

vou' Tet you go on a fake “phone
eall for Harvy Deane, «h? T'Il take
that license nnumber, (alwell -and
then polish  you off like Otto
chould’'ve a couple days ago!"

While he talked he fumbled under
the table and with his other hand
held a deadly bead on his victim.
But Vael's triumph turned slowly to
suspicion. He fumbled harder, more
anxiously, seemingly unable teo find
what he sought.

“Drop that gun!"

Tt was a feminine voice from the
kitchenette At first Vael paid lit-
tle heed. Dan watched hawk-like
for an opening, a chanee to apring
en him.

With & muffled oath Vael started
to crook his trigger “T'il
kill—'"

Wham!

The small apartment rocked with
the explosion. There was a yell of
pain, the metallic clink of a gun
striking the hard composition floor
that helped make the place sound-
proof. Vael huddled with his wrist
between his knees and blood trick-
ted down his forearm where the
ripped sleeve exposed it.

Dan had out his own gun in a
flash, The wielder of the weapon
that had been fired did not appear.
The slender, white arm withdrew
into the kitchenette. Colwell backed
to Vael’s gun. Getting it, he kept
his own levelled while he got the
cartridges out of it, and tossed it to
Vael.

“Get out! And if you're wise
you'll get way out! Keep away
from those buzzards waiting for you,
Vael: take a train ‘tonight, and
never, never come back. Don’t
play with snow again, ever—that’s
my best advice. Change your life,
man!”’

Astonished that he was being per-
mitted to leave, the visitor hurried
whining with pain to the door. Dan
opened it and with an upraised foot
gave impetus to Vael's flight. He
closed and locked it again, quickly,
then turned.

“Good work. Irita!
bacqd that’s all. Came up here to
kill me. Sure of himself, too. We've
got to get out quick and over to the
other place. They’ll be up here in
ten minutes and break down the
door.

“You know,” he muttered reflec-
tively, “I think Vael told the truth
abaut it being brushes from Hol-
land. Anyhow, I'm sure going to
find out if there are any brushes
fcoming in from Hollard, and’if 80
we'll have the—whole—tury, —ttie, |

finger.

Saved my

Colwell sat beside the driver of
the black coupe admiring her profile
dimly seen. He smiled as he re-
flected Irita was a good sport, plucky
and daring. She had to be for the
game they were in. She was the
kind who could hold her own in a
drawing room, a hovel, or in a dan-
gerous gamble like this—tho Dan
thought he preferre®having her in
& drawing room. - - - o

It was dark all around them, the
sky a murky mass of ominous
clouds, the heavy trees an efficient
camouflage for the car drawn off the
road with its radiator pointed to the
highway. Colwell held his palm
over the glowing stub of his cigar.
Irita beside him seemed listening and
watching intently,

“I hope they're coming,” She
changed posture, “I’m tired of wait-
ing. And how do we know ther's

a guess, Dan.
a soft job selling hosiery over
thing. Twenty a week might
better than tryimg to collect thirty-
five or forty grand apiece from two

anyhow.”

Colwell grinned in the darkness
and squeezed her hand on the wheel.
“They’ve got it all right. They didn't
set up in this game just yesterday;
they’ve made plenty. Uml!” he ex-
claimed at a sudden twinge in his
shoulder. “It takes more than three
days to forget haw CGraher and Quil-!
len: can play*”

She turned her oval face to study
him.  “I'm sorry it still hurts. I'm
surprised you're still alive, You're
so ambitious, Dan, that it leads you
from one scvapa te annther, deesn't
it? Oh?* che hrake aff “There goes
a truck!

“Not the ene.” We watched the
big canvas covered vehicle rumble
out of sight around a turn in the
vond, #3 vad ¢-il light dieappearing
as the wiped  out hy
hand

They waited Ten minutes passed.
The rumble of another heavily laden
truck reached their ears and pres-
ently its white headlamps swept the
concrete highway. Irita looked in-
tently at Colwell but again he shook
his head.

Another and a fourth truck passed
—Suddenly thru his side window,
Dan saw a flash of light straight up
into the black sky. It was a half
mile away. Colwell leaned to the
girl.  “Coming now!”

She turned a switch and pressed
the starter. The motor buzzed soft-
ly. Irita looked at Colwell, then
back to the road. They both wege
tense as they listened and watched.

Again a heavy rumble came, deep-
ening and growing louder. The white
paths of its headlamps grew vivid.
The truck came abreast and passed
them. When it was gone a half-
mile Colwell patted the girl's arm,
She slipped into first speed and eased
the black coupe thru a shallow ditch
into the road. She twisted the wheel
and headed after the truck,

As the roadster’s lights picked it
up Dan read the license number. He
saw packing cases lashed on the ex-
tended tail gate. Irita kept the little
car trailing until they reached an-
other curve. Then she speeded up
alongside the big van.

Irita began to sing happily, loud-
ly, and to weave the car from side
to side. Dan erouched out of sight
on the floor. She brought the coupe
abreast the cab of the truck and
leaning out, gave a cereless wave of
her arm.

“H’ya, boys!
onville?”

The coupe swerved dangerously
close to the front of the 'truck.
“HeyY> the man beside the driver
yelled. “Look out there!

Irita laughed recklessly. “Wanna
play?” She swerved the car back
and forth. It darted within an inch
of the truck’s front wheels, then
corkscrewed away—only to .come
back again. Irita drove with one
hand, continuing to wave her other
out the window.

“C'mon, isha game! Whish way
Washonville? Hoo-pee!” she cried.
“C'mon, less race!”

“Look out! Hey!” The truck
driver careened his vehicle nearer
the edge of the road at another mad
lunge of the car. “Keep away! Get
that thing away from here!”

The second man leaned out. “Go
on, honey—we don’t want an amcci-
dent,” he begged. “Listen, this
#ing would bust your car.to kind-

an invisihle

Whish way Wash-

his (;omrude jerked the truck aside.

The man shrank back inside the
cab.

“__drunk 8Ad crazy as—'"' Colweli
heard.

Irita went into a new series of
corkserew lunges and a new series
of gestures and calls. The coupe
kept edging the big truck nearer and
nearer the edge of the road. 'The

{driver was increasing'y nervous; his

companion tensely awaited the
crash.

It came.

A final reckless swoop brought a
harsh scrape of fenders. The truck
lurched away to avoid a bad smash-
up. Its double rear wheels mired
in the soft shoulder of the road and
the driver abruptly was bereft of
strength to get it back. There was
a prolonged sucking sound, a series
of yells and warnings from both oe-

P of—the-truek—then -&--crash.

One headlamp shattered ageinsta
tree. A fender scraped its tire. The
big five-ton with Acme Carriers,
Inc., U. 8. Customs Bonded, Permit
229, painted on her side, came to
a dead halt. Irita also stopped. Col-
well slipped unseen out the far door,
a long, keen edged knife in his hand.
He hurried to the rear of the truck.

Irita climbed out with the air of
a woman scorned and about to do

3 {heavy wrench in one hand.
all the money in it you think? Justj y

H t

I almost wish I had[demanded shrilly, as she went
counter or laundry soap or some-l
be |
{

{ moaned, pointing. “Who's going to

for that, huh? D all drunk-
men who maybe haven't that muchlpay or that, hu amn

something important. She carried a
“What
d’you mean, runnin’ into me?” she
to
meet the pair,

“What you talkin’ about?
at that busted light!” the

Look
driver

en drivers! A woman, too.
“Who says I'm a woman?
saysit? I'm a lady. Thasswhat 1
am!” She straightened proudly. “I'm
lady. What you mean bending
my fender? WHave you arrested.
Terrible driving. Want to kill me?
Cantcha see where you're going?”
She carried on with zest, as if
she enjoyed it. But it was hard,
hateful work. Irita declaimed, com-
plained and berated them. She had
the men perspiring. They began to
think she was right and that they
were wholly wrong. Until at length

she seemed to lose interest, and
turned back to her coupe.

“Teach you good lesson,” she
muttered crankily. “Do it again'n

Tll have you arrested.
With that she banged the door on
her side, started up the motor, and

1backed gingerly from contact with

the truck fender. Colwell, erouched
low beside her, waited until they
were a mile away from the truck.
Then he straightened with a sigh.
“That was a rotten job to ask you
to do. But Irita, you did it nobly.
And we've got ’em in the rear deck
~—brushes from Holland, It was
right on the edge of the tailgate—
waiting to be taken!”
They wheeled at a fast pace down
the concrete road. “Two hundred
and. fifty thousand in snow! Irita,
that'll put us—"
“Dan!”
Her exclamation was followed by
a leap of the coupe that threw his
head back. At the same instant she
swerved aside. A sedan shot at them
thru the dark. It bore no light and
Irita, at sight of the thing lunging
from nowhere, had to act with split-
second precision.
The cars seemed doomed to meet
headon; but at the last possible in-
stant the driver of the sedan twisted
aside and Irita’s twist gave them a
foot between.

Glass tinkled. There was a thin
spray on the girl's arm. Again it

- —
tinkled as the second. orange mb of
flame came from the other car, Its
tires shrieked on the concrete. The
car plunged like a piston to back
The spray of the re

g Cotare Backe

“Irita—~—step on it——they're turn-
ing! PIl give ’em something to chew
on, but git! It’s Graber and Quillen
and Vael!”

ed the boys would

from Quillen,
denendantly,. the--

of snow gold both

well & sweet eighty

angd get the thing
thousand from Graber, foryy
Each side acting .
could be so worked—woy

His telephone tinkled,
Quillen?” Dan asked wit|

meet his

OVer.  Jgp

oston be
Parties—j¢ it
1d net gy
grand,

“Graber ¢p
hout g mg.

Colwell_sat ding 8- Rewspap

in his office on the eleventh floor of
the Lawyers and Doctors Building,
in the suite formerly ocenpied by
that well known defender of erim-
inals, Arthur McDonald. The opaque
glass corridor door had been re-
placed by one of metal finished in
imitation of walnut which bore the
simple inscription: The Federalist.
Transoms were of metal and im-
movable. Such glass as the zuite
still boasted was bulletproof.
T Dan had treated himeel! t6 8 box |
of fifty cent cigars of the hrand
Otto Graber smoked, one of which
he puffed luxuriously as with his
feet on the desk and powerful body
tilted back in his chair, he absorbed
the day’s news. He took the cigar
from his mouth, flicked ashes on the
floor and replaced it. Sighing, he
turned a page of his paper to read
the Around Town column.

“Word reached us today,”
read, “that Otto Graber, partner
with Horace Vael in a local detec-
tive ugency, suffered a hunting ac-
cident four days ago. Graber and
a party of friends were starting from
their camp near Ewing, Pennsyl-
early one morning when one of their
guns accidently discharged. Graber
suffered a shoulder wound which lo-~
cal doctors pronounced not serious.
Otto, well known as an aviation en-
thusiast, expects to fly his Monogram
plane back to be at his desk in the
sleuth agency next Monday morn-
ing.”

Dan puffed interestedly on his
cigar as he re-read the item. His
eyes squinted at the window. Gra-
ber had a neat alibi worked up. Very
good. Even to the ‘“accidental” dis-
charge of a gun. But as a matter
of fact the “accident” had occurred
out on the Telegraph Road when
Graber just barely missed getting
that two hundred and fifty thousand
dollars worth of snow which Colwell
was offering to sell him for forty
thousand.

He tossed the newspaper on his

ment's

here till I get my
day from now on.
ing. You think 1
my vacation?”
About to replace
face at the torrent
Dan felt gingerly
tape crisscross on
come, first gerved.
is ambitious that w

for me, too.”

mind threats—ring
bring in the cash.

to pay me for all the time I’

|tainly Il sell _to Graher!
out again? Yes, yes, I know,
man for himself now—and th

He listened a moment.

“*Oh, Leftyt I'm
price or roy. By

the way, it goes up five lhousandz

You fellows have
. m wast.
enjoy Putting of

the ear Dicce, hg

listened. A grin overspreaq his blupg

of heated curses,

of the adhesive
his head, “Cer
Firgt

So yqu boys fe))
Otto

ay. So it’s every
at goes

“Never

me up when yoy
Where can you

make a buy like this? Sure, I know,

Probably Catterby,
“No, I'm sitting

Okay?

you. -It’s a deal.
after three!
come, come alone.
get inl?

He hung up. T
buy!

exuberance. One

was great.

PAY YOUR
on or hefore
month and

desk. Yawned and stretched. It
was tiresome waiting. Colwell wish-

cudden his eyes kindled as the v
at the other end changed.
This afternoon at
Well, I tell you, Lefty, as a special
favor, see, I will hold the stuff for

Now to hook Graber.
(CONTINUED NEXT WEEK)

But that two hundred and fifty G'g
‘wasn’t all your money. What about
he .McDonald and Graber

and Vae]?

too.
tight.” Of &
Oice
“What,
three?

But not a minyte

Remember, when you

Else you don't

he grin deepened

on his face and Dan laughed aloud
80 Quillen had given in; he would
But he could not raise forty
thousand in cash until afternoon, he
said. Colwell rubbed his hands with

signed  wmp  that

GAS BILLS
the 20th of

save discount,
Bring your gas card to he

receipted. EMPIRE GAS &
FUEL CO., Ltd.

KING FOR

A DAY

The humble potato was King, August

e

19th, on the

farm> of Bruce

Cottrell of Homer, Cortland county, the scene of the annual field day

for thousands of potato growers.

modern sprayer, spraying ten rows,.on his

Inset shows Mr. Co
horseless

largely to producing certified seed potatoes.

ttrell; below is &
farm, devoted

THE HOUSE OF HAZARDS

By Mac Arthur )

~

W HM-H, EATING IN

HERE CERTAINLY OUGHT

o hro™a
S

|/ THAT CHILL) WAS SURE. GOOD, BUT

SAY, WHAT'S THE IDEA?

g, You too™ He all but

place and all!”

at the coupe as & veered at him and

THE SIGN OUTSIDE SAYS CHILLE
5¢"-YOU GAVE ME A CHECK FOR
/ > 35¢

Sh BUT THERE EES ANOTHER )

SIGN, INSIDE 1
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