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CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN |
ry HE Miles home, still known in |
r Hamilton as the Hackett place, |
t had been built more than
irs before by Flora's fa- |
| Silas Hackett, dead these |
irs, dominated one of the
beautiful of the wooded hills |
circled Mirror lake in the

} Brentwood section.
Of odified Tudor architecture,
deep red, mellowed bricks had
chieved in three decades
aged dignity and impres-
that characterized the |
entury mansion in England |
Silas Hackett's architect had |
1sed an inspiration. i
The big house faced the lake, a
series of landscaped terraces
cading down to the water's edge,
but the driveway wound from the |
e road up a side hill, to the
n entrance at the rear of the

nouse.

Once before—on Sunday, the day
fter Nita Selim's murder, when
he had come to interview Lydia
‘arr and had secured the alibi
! had eliminated Dexter
Sprague as a suspect—Dundee had
driven his car up this hill between

the tall yew hedges.
But then he had taken the fork
i vhich led to the hooded doorway
4 over the kitchen; had descended
A the kitchen stairs with Lydia, to the
servants’ sitting room in the base-

er, ¢

almost 1

h

!

ment, |

] Now he continued along the main |
driveway to the more impressive

entrance, whose flanking, slim tur-
rets frowned down upon a line of
police cars and motorcycles

i His approach must have been ex-
pected and observed, for it was the

3 master of the house who opened
the great, iron-studded doors and
invited him into the broad main
hall; at the end of which, down

three steps, lay the immense living
room.

The detective’s first glance took
In stately arm chairs of the Crom-
welll period, thick, mellow-toned
rugs, and, in the living room be-
yongd, splendid examples of Jaco-
beah furniture.
all this dignified but simple |
grajdeur only Tracey Miles—short,
stoyit, blonde, the typical bu:mcssi

’

|

|

edy with horror. “I can't realize
yef that we actually slept as usual
with a corpse lying down here all
night! And I have only myself to
blpme—"
“What do
ced.
‘Why, that the—body wasn't dis-
ered sooner,” Miles explained.
it had occurred to me that
hitson hadn’t closed the trophy
om windows, I should have gone
to close and lock them when I
pade the rounds of living room,
nd library, after our guests were
one last night.”
L3

you mean?” Dundee

n »

A PALE-FACED, baldheaded but-
» ler had materialized while his
ndster was speaking. “Beg pardon,
ir, but I did not close the trophy
g com windows because I thouzht
you might be using the room again.
“You see, sir,” and Whitson
turned to Dundee, “Mr. Miles and
Ir. Dunlap played ping-pong in the
trophy room after dinner until the
other guests began to arrive, and
I did not want them to find the
room stuffy—it was a warm night—
if any of the guests——"
“I see,” Dundee interrupted.

| many details of the party itself. . .

| but it looked

| soft

“Who, to your knowledge, was the
last person to enter the trophy room
1dst night, Mr. Miles?”

“I was, except Sprague, of course,
and I had no idea he'd gone there.
Drake wanted to play anagrams,
and before the bridge game started,
T went to the trophy room to get the
box,” Miles explained.

“I turned off the light when I'd
got the box, and there wes no light
burning in there this morning when
Calia, the parlor maid, went in there

| to put the anagram box back in the

cabinet, and—and found the body.”

Flora—Mrs. Miles—had brought
the anagrams in from the porch
and left them on a table in the
living room, as our guests were get-
ting ready to leave.

There was nothing else to bring
in, in case of rain. The bridge
tables are of iron, covered with oil-
cloth bags for the cards, score pads,
and pencils-

“Yes, I know,” Dundee inter-
rupted, “Miss Crain already
told me all about that, and a good

By the way, where is Mrs. Miles
now?”

“In bed. The doctor is with her.
She is prostrated from the shock.”

“Where is this room you call the
trophy room?” Dundee asked. “No,
don’t bother to come with me, Just
point it out. It's on this floor, I
understand.”

Miles pointed past tl.e great cir-
cular staircase that wound upward
from the main hall. “You can't zee

the deor from here, but it's behind |

the staircase. Celia found the door
closed this morning, and no light
on, as I said—"

Dundee cut him short by march-
ing toward the door which was
again closed. He entered so noise-
lessly that Captain Strawn, Dr.
Price and the fingerprint expert,

| Carravay, did not hear him.

For a moment he stood just in-
side the door and let his eyes wan-
der about the room which Penny
already had described. It was not
a large room--12x14 feet, possibly—
smaller, crowded as

it was with the long ping-pong
table, bags of golf clubs, fishing
tackle, tennis racquets, skis and
sleds.

There were two windows in the
north wall of the room, looking out
upon the yew-hedged driveway, and
between them stool a cabinet of nu-
merous big and little drawers.

n

o »

OT until he had taken in the
general aspect of the room did
Dundee look at the thing over

which Captain Strawn and the
coroner were bending—the body of
Dexter Sprague.

The alien from New York had
fallen about four feet from the
window nearer the east wall of the
trophy room. He lay on his side,
his left cheek against the floor, the
fingers of his left hand still clutch-
ing the powder-burned bosom of his
shirt, now stiff with dried
blood, a pool of which had formed
and then half congealed upon the
Tug.

The right hand, the fingers half
curled, but not touching each other,
lay palm-upward on the floor at
the end of the rigid, outstretched
arm. The one visible eye was half
open, but on the sallow, thin face,

{ which had been strikingly hand-
{ some in an obvious sort of way,

was a peace and dignity which Dun-
dee never had seen upon Sprague's
face when the man was alive.

The left leg was drawn upward
so that the knee almost touched the
bullet-pierced stomach,

“How long has he been dead,
doctor?” Dundee asked quietly.

“Hello, boy!” Dr. Price greeted
him placidly. “Always the same
question! I've been here only a few
minutes, and already I've told
Strawn that I probably shall be un-
able to fix the hour of death with
any degree of accuracy.”

“Took your time, didn’t y8u, Bon-
nie?” Captain Strawn greeted his
former subordinate on the homicide
squad. “Doc says he's been dead
between ten and twelve hours, Since
it's nearly 10 now, that means
Sprague was killed sometime be-
tween 9 and 11 o'clock last ngiht.”

“Better say between 9 o'clock and

midnight last night,” Dr. Price
suggested. *“He may have lived an
hour or more — unconscious, of

course. For the indications are that
he di¢ not die instantly, but stag-
gered a few steps, clutching at the
wound. But of course I shall have
to perform an autopsy first—"
Dundee crossed the room, step-
ping over the dead man's stick—a
swank affair of dark, polished wood,

has |

*| Nita's murder on one of Hamilton's

with a heavy knob of carved onyx,
‘which lay about a foot beyond the
| reach of the curled fingers of the
stiff right hand.

“Sprague’s hat?” he asked, point-
ing to a brightly-banded straw hat
which lay upon the top of the cab-
inet,

“Yes,” Strawn answered. “And
did you notice the window screen?”

He pointed to the window in front
of which the body lay. The sash
of leaded panes was raised high
as it would go and beneath it was
a screen of the roller-curtain type,
raised abouwt six inches from the
window sill.

A pair of curved, nickel-plated
catches in the center of the inch-
wide metal band on the bottom of
the coppernet curtain showed how
the screen was raised or lowered.

n = =

| UNDEE nodded, frowning, and
| Strawn began eagerly.

| “You’ll have to admit I was right
now, boy. You've sneered at my
| gunman theory and tried to pin

| finest bunch of people, but you'll
“havc to admit now that every de-
| tail of this setup bears me out.”

“Yes?”

‘Sure. This is the way I figure it
out: Sprague has good reascn to be
afraid he's next on the program.
He's nervous. He hops a taxi at his
hotel and comes here—can't stick
to his room any longer. Wants af
little human companionship. |

“This crowd here—and I ha'\'ri
Miles’ word for it—ain't any too
glad to see him, and shows it. He|
phones for a taxi to go back to his|
hotel—about 9:15, that was, Miles
says—but decides to walk down the |
hill to meet it.

“Doesn’t want to go back out on
the porch and lie about having had
a good time, when he hasn't. . . . |
Well, he opens the front door, or |
what would be the front door if this
was any ordinary house, but before
he steps out he sees or hears some-
thing—probably a rustling in the
hedge across the driveway, or may-
be he even sees a face, in the light
from the lanterns on each side of
the door.

“He feels sure Nita's murderer
has trailed him. In a panic he darts
into tuis room, and don't turn on
the light for fear he'll be seen
from the windows, but he can see
well enough to make out how the
screens work.

“I'll bet you anything you like
Sprague stayed in this room for an
hour or two, till he thought the
coast was clear, then eased up this
screen, intending to climb out of the
window and drop to the ground.
. + . Not much of a drop at that.
| You can see that the tall hedge on
{Lhis side of the driveway comes
pretty near up to these windows.

“Well, I figure he laid his hat on
this cabinet, intending to reach in
for it when he was outside, but
that he made some little noise
which the gunman was listening for,
and that when he got the screen up
this high, the gunman, crouching
under the window, let go with the
same gun and silencer that he used
to bump off Nita.

“I've got Miles' word for it that
neither her nor nobody else heard
a shot. . . . Of course, nobody knew
Sprague was in here, and since his
hat and stick_was both missing
from the hall closet, they took it for
granted he'd beat it. . . . Any ob-
jections to that theory, hoy?”

“Just a few—one in particular,”
Dundee said. “But I grant it's a
good one, provided Dr. Price's au-
topsy bears you out as to the course
of the bullet, and that Carraway
finds Sprague's fingerprints on that
contrivahce for raising the screen.
Even then—"

But Dundee was not allowed to
finish his sentence, for Strawn was
summoned to the telephone by
Whitson. When he returned there
was a slightly bewildered look on
his heavy old face.

“That's funny. . . . Collins—the
lad I sent to check up on the taxi
companies—says he's located the
driver that answered Sprague's call
| last night.
| “The driver says he was told to
| wait for Sprague at the foot of the
{hill, on the main road; says he
waited there until 10:30, then went
on back to town, sore'n a boiled
owl”

“It doesn't look exactly as if
Sprague were afraid of any one out-
side of this house last night, does
it?” Dundee asked. “By the way, I
suppose you've sent for every one
who was here?”

“Sure!” But again Captain
Strawn looked uhcomfortable, “But
we haven't been able to locate the
Beale girl and Clive Hammond.”

|

(To Be Continued)

9,100 FED BY FIREMEN

Voshell Reports Relief Group Has
Distributed 44 Tons of Coal.

More than 9,100 persons have
| been fed at fire headquarters since
| the opening of the free lunch room
| several weeks ago, Harry E. Voshell
chief, reported today to city offi-
cials,

In addition firemen have clothed |
1,462 persons and supplied 1,143
baskets to feed 6,339 persons. Forty-
four tons of coal have been dis-
tributed and $3,270.2¢ have been
contributed, Voshell's report stated.
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TARZAN AND THE LOST EMPIRE

—By Edgar Rice Burroughs

Copyrigh. 1080, by Bdge: Rice Barroughe. lnc. AL rightn reserved. Tk MPXON

An instant later, Tarzan cast the lifeless form
aside, picked up the sword and shield that he

had been forced to abandon,
new foes.

N 4 4
bl

Thus the battle raged around the
arena, each side seeking to gain the advantage
in ‘numbers so they might set upon the rem-
nant of gm opponents and destroy them.

and sought for now two swordsmen were

Lelmet.
4

Cassius Hasta had disposed of the gladiator
whom he had drawn away from Tarzan. But

fighting for his life against unequal odds. He
saw an opening and his sword found the throat
of one of his opponents, but his guard was dow;
for an instant and a glancing blow struck j

stunned.
upon him, and he was

Hasta stumbled and fell to the sand half-

“Habet!

Standing over him, his antagonist raised his

forefinger to the audience and every thumb

gent down. With a smile, the victor raised his

rq to drive it through .Hasta’s throat, but *~

ed lnl.lmu*‘htumephywm’
r

Habet!” roared the crowd.

his friend.

hin: like

d
£

In the instant Tarzan leaped across the soft
sand, casting aside his sword and shield, revert-
ing to the primitive . .. the beast . .. to swve
It was like the charge of a lion,
The crowd saw and was frozen to silence. They
.watched him spring in his stride several yards
befoie .he reached the gladiator and fall upon
‘¥ panther, v




