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TANDING perfectly still in the room, 
Anthony Claridge was completely 
convinced of one fact—that there is a 
darkness you can feel. It was a 

darkness that clung to him like a shroud. Its 
caress was mental suffocation. It combined 
the curse of blindness with the terrors of 
premature burial. 

Swinging his arms around, he 
encountered nothing but blackness. He had 
found firm footing, but, had his next step 
precipitated him into a yawning pit, he might 

have felt any emotion except surprise. 
Prudence commanded instant retreat. He had 
entered by stealth into a house where he was 
not wanted, and through motives not above 
suspicion. A promise to a friend, spiced with 
personal curiosity, told him to go forward. 

He decided, as he generally did, to 
pocket prudence. 

He took a step forward. It was a hesitant, 
sliding step such as a man might make in 
testing thin ice. He swung his arms again. 
His grasping hands encountered something 
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— a skeleton hand! 
He uttered a quick, choking exclamation 

and leaped backwards. His heels caught in 
something. He knew that he was falling. His 
back smashed hard against the floor, almost 
telescoping his spine. He lay there a moment, 
perfectly still, trying to collect his wits. He 
might be in a tough spot. He knew he was in 
a black spot! He had promised to get certain 
information for a friend. He had entered a 
forbidden room where sunlight never 
penetrated . . . .  

His mental review of past moments was 
suddenly interrupted by a sound—a steady, 
mosquito-like hum. It reminded him of a 
high-speed elevator motor. The sound was 
moving towards him! 

A blinding oblong of light sprang out of 
the dark as a door opened in front of him. 
Then he saw it—a curious combination that 
was half man, and half machine! And it 
moved as a gigantic water spider moves. 

“Who’s there!” a sharp, machine-like 
voice grated out. Again the whirring of 
machinery, and the thing disappeared. Then, 
blinding, brain-splitting light! 

Gradually Claridge’s eyes became used 
to the dazzling brilliance of the electric light 
that flooded the room. He turned around 
slowly to face a man—for man it was, 
though the organs of locomotion were 
mechanical. He was mounted upon a low 
platform. His back rested against an up-
bolstered steel frame. His legs from the 
knees down had evidently been amputated, 
and the stumps were thrust straight out in 
front of the platform. An electric motor, 
geared to rubber-tired wheels, moved 
platform and man in any direction. 

And the face! Anthony Claridge had 
never imagined a finer face on any man. He 
had a high forehead, wide-set eyes of 
ethereal blue, straight nose, cleft chin, and 
fine drawn mouth. 

“What do you want? You’re not a thief!” 
The words tumbled from the perfectly 
formed lips as if they, too, were of 
mechanical origin. 

Something of Anthony’s sang-froid 
returned to him. “I could be Diogenes 
looking for the honest man. I did have a 
lantern, too, but I dropped it and smashed the 
bulb. If I hadn’t done that, I might not have 
bumped into Mr. Bones over there.” He 
pointed to a fine specimen skeleton that he 
had unwillingly shaken hands with a few 
moments before. 

The cripple laughed. “Oh, Mark uses that 
in his tricks. I’m Henry Cagnon, Mark’s 
brother. You seem to have stumbled into 
Mark’s laboratory—shall we say by chance? 
No, I fancy you came here on purpose. I’d 
advise you telling me why you came here. 
There’s still a law against house-breaking, 
you know.” 

“That has all the earmarks of logic,” 
declared Anthony. “But the police wouldn’t 
arrest me. They know I’ve an insatiable 
curiosity, and they’ll expect me to be here. 
I’m Anthony Claridge, sort of investigator 
under the rose, you might say. I was 
unfortunate enough to make a promise to a 
friend of mine. This friend writes cigarette 
advertisements. He’s been trying for months 
to get an interview with Mark Cagnon. He 
wants the secret to one of Mark’s escape 
tricks to use in his ads. I promised I’d learn 
that secret by hook or crook. I’ve had to 
resort to crook, you see.” 

While he spoke, his brain was busy 
digesting the furnishings of the queer room 
in which he found himself. It had no 
windows. Parts of the walls were hung with 
black velvet. A compound lamp was 
mounted in the ceiling. In one end of the 
room, near the door, was a movable cabinet 
maker’s bench and a portable chemical 
laboratory. About the room were stage coins, 
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large dice, cards, and black wands. There 
were large queerly shaped cabinets, all sizes 
and colors. There were large wood vases, 
gold enameled flour barrels, black tables, 
and other miscellany of the sleight of hand 
profession. By way of hobby, the wealthy 
Mark Cagnon was a magician. His tricks 
were known from coast to coast; the secrets 
of some of his illusions were unknown even 
to professional conjurers.  

As Claridge’s eyes traveled from one 
object to another, they lighted upon a curious 
black bed. The side supports of the bed took 
the shape of elongated jackals in the 
Egyptian fashion. Upon that bed was—Tony 
looked twice. His fists dug into his 
unbelieving eyes. Upon that bed was an 
object resembling nothing so much as a 
white grub-worm the size of a man! 

The eyes of the cripple followed Tony’s 
stare. A sharp, mechanical laugh broke from 
his lips. “You’re looking for Mark? Well, 
there he is. He’s an escape artist, you know,” 
explained Henry Cagnon, an almost childish 
note creeping into his voice. “He’s probably 
up to his tricks right now. He’s always 
fooling me.” He touched a button on the side 
of his electric platform and whizzed across 
the room to the Egyptian bed. He extended 
long, strong hands and touched the bundle of 
white. Those strong hands seemed to freeze. 
A stiffness passed through the cripple’s 
body. His head twisted sharply around, until 
he looked more a monstrosity than ever. His 
ethereal blue eyes bored into Claridge’s 
brain. “Come here,” he snapped. 

Slowly Tony approached the bed. He 
realized that what had appeared as a gigantic 
worm was in reality a man—but a man so 
completely swathed in a white canvas 
sleeping-bag that movement must have been 
almost impossible. The man was on his face. 
A shock of oily hair straggled across a silken 
cushion. 

An oath forced itself from Tony’s tight 
drawn lips. He reached across the bed and 
shook the bundle of man. Not a sound, not a 
movement escaped from the man on the bed. 

He was dead! 
Claridge’s eyes met those of the cripple, 

and silently answered Henry Cagnon’s 
question. 

“Dead!” the cripple’s lips scarcely 
moved. For a moment, his body was as stiff 
as the death package on the bed. Then one of 
the strong hands darted out. The little electric 
car whisked to the door. There it paused. 
Henry turned his head. “I’m glad you’re 
here, Claridge. You can get the police. I’ll 
arouse the house.” With that, he darted into 
the hall. Left alone in the room, Anthony 
Claridge immediately concentrated all of his 
attention upon closer inspection of the body 
of Mark Cagnon. The sleeping-bag was 
strapped to strangling tightness with several 
web trunk straps. The body was humped up 
in the middle and kept in that position by a 
piece of white sash cord looped from knees 
to neck. Mark Cagnon had died a terrible 
death—slow, agonizing strangulation! 

“A Houdini gone haywire?” he asked 
himself. “Well, hardly! A more brutal killing 
could not have been devised. If this isn’t 
murder, then I’ve never seen murder!” 

And nobody was a better authority on 
murder, or a more astute criminologist in the 
Middle West than Anthony Claridge. 
 

EATH by slow strangulation.” Dr. 
Grant, district station medical 
examiner, pronounced these words 

with an air of finality as he wiped his hands 
on a clean towel. It was half an hour after the 
police had taken charge of the Cagnon house. 

“And murder?” Anthony Claridge 
suggested. 

The doctor stuffed his towel in his black 
bag before replying. “Perhaps,” he said. 

“D
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“Still, there is no reason why it should be—
no medical evidence. It is not impossible, 
inasmuch as Mark Cagnon was an escape 
artist, for this to be an accident. He might 
have had someone tie him up so that he 
might try to escape. Then, in his efforts to 
escape, he might have strangled.” Bag in 
hand, he hurried towards the door. There he 
paused. “Murder? Well, that’s a question for 
you, Anthony Claridge—you and the 
police.” 

Claridge turned to Detective Sergeant 
Luke Purvis. The questions in his black eyes 
were hidden by a veil of smoke from his cob 
pipe. 

Purvis said, “We’ll go through the people 
in this house like a landlady going through a 
delinquent boarder’s trunk. This crippled guy 
said that the sleeping-bag used to kill Mark 
belonged to John Cagnon. Brother John is a 
sport enthusiast. Come on, Tony.” Purvis 
followed the doctor from the room. 

Claridge separated the pipe stem from the 
cob bowl and blew tobacco juice out the end 
of it. Then he refitted stem and bowl and 
placed the pipe between his teeth. What a 
murder set-up, he thought. Here was the 
prince of all escape artists—and he had 
failed to escape! 

Even as he was thinking that, a vague, 
eerie whispering came to his ears. It seemed 
almost at his elbow. He whirled around on 
his heels. No one there. In fact, the nearest 
living thing was the rotund policeman 
guarding the door of the laboratory. 

Tony jerked his pipe from his teeth. “I 
could have sworn I heard someone speak,” 
he muttered. “Reilly,” he called to the cop, 
“did you say something?” 

The man turned a cherubic face towards 
Claridge. “No, sir. Why?” 

Tony replaced his cob pipe in his mouth. 
“Maybe I’m going nutty, but I—” He 
stopped suddenly. There was someone 

whispering in that very room! Words! Words 
breathing out of empty air! 

“You’ll not find John Cagnon in the 
house. John Cagnon is all wet!” 

There was something childish about the 
voice, but Anthony was too startled to pay 
much attention to that. He looked slowly 
about the room. No one there, yet he had 
heard someone speak! 

“Did you say something, Mr. Claridge?” 
This from Reilly. 

Tony spat out smoke. “You heard it, 
too?” 

Mild wonder spread across Reilly’s face. 
“Then it wasn’t you?” 

“Not by a damned sight!” snapped Tony. 
He strode across the room towards the door. 
“Don’t let anyone come in here, Reilly. No 
one!” Anthony Claridge stepped into the 
hall. “Purvis,” he called, “toddle in here a 
minute.” 

As Sergeant Purvis didn’t appear, Tony 
opened the door and entered the magnificent 
living room of the Cagnon house. There he 
saw Purvis leaning on the banister of the 
stairs and talking to a woman—a woman 
who was strikingly beautiful in a sad, 
haunted way. 

“Purvis,” Claridge snapped, “someone 
spoke to me back in Mark’s laboratory.” 

The sergeant scowled as though he 
resented this interruption. “Gettin’ high-hat, 
Tony? No crime in anybody speaking to you, 
is there?” 

Tony spoke slowly, weighing his words. 
“When somebody who isn’t there speaks to 
you, it is something of a crime.” 

Purvis looked at Tony and back at the 
woman. “He gets that way sometimes.” He 
nodded at Claridge. “This, Mrs. Cagnon, is 
Anthony Claridge, meddler in everybody’s 
business, and sort of teacher’s pet at 
headquarters.” 

Claridge’s black eyes bit rudely into the 
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woman’s face. Then he salved his rudeness 
with a slight bow. “Pleased, Mrs. Cagnon—
Mrs. John Cagnon, is it not?” 

A sad smile fled across the woman’s 
beautiful lips. “No—I’m Mrs. Henry 
Cagnon.” 

Henry Cagnon! That cripple? Tony 
feared that his face betrayed his thoughts, but 
wasn’t there someone in the house who was 
sane? He dashed the idea from his mind. 

“Purvis,” he said, “a voice spoke to me 
back in that room. I distinctly heard it say, 
‘You’ll not find John Cagnon in the house. 
John Cagnon is all wet.’” 

Purvis’ mouth gaped. “What the—say, 
are you kiddin’ me? Who’s all wet?” 

“I was inclined to think I was,” replied 
Tony. “But Reilly heard it too.” 

“I can explain that,” said Mrs. Cagnon 
hurriedly. “It’s one of Mark’s tricks.” 

“Now don’t tell me it was Mark who said 
that,” Purvis interrupted. 

“Of course not. One of his spiritual 
séance tricks requires the ‘spirit’ to speak. 
There are several speaking tubes leading to 
different parts of the house for that purpose.” 

“But who spoke to Tony?” Purvis 
persisted. 

The woman shrugged impatiently. “I 
really can’t say. It might have been John, or 
the butler, or Larry—” 

“It couldn’t have been Henry, say?” 
Tony suggested. 

“Of course not!” irritably. 
Purvis spun on his heel. “We’ve got to 

find John Cagnon. I’ll have the house 
ransacked!” 

“Wait,” Tony checked him. “Remember, 
the voice said John wasn’t in the house. The 
voice said John was all wet. What could that 
mean, Mrs. Cagnon?” 

She laughed strangely. “It might be taken 
literally. John spends a great deal of time in 
the water. There’s a swimming pool at the 

back of the house.” 
“That’s right,” Tony mused. “John 

Cagnon is the district champion swimmer. I 
remember reading about it. A remarkable 
family, the Cagnons. Mark was a wonderful 
conjurer; John is a wonderful athlete; and 
your husband, Mrs. Cagnon, made a fine 
record in the war, didn’t he?” 

Again her slow, sad smile. “He has 
several medals. I wonder if it was worth it...” 
She seemed to be speaking to someone far 
away. Suddenly she caught herself. Her face 
became more animated. “If I may go, 
Sergeant, my husband is upstairs. It’s all a 
terrible shock to him.” 

“Certainly,” Purvis acquiesced readily, 
too readily for the stern officer of the law 
that he was supposed to be. 
 

HEN the woman had gone, he turned 
to Claridge, “That cripple gets up the 
steps?” 

Tony said, “Notice the steel tracks along 
the rail of the stair. Henry’s wagon wheels fit 
right into them—but this isn’t a lesson in 
mechanics. I’m going—” 

Anthony was interrupted by a soft step 
behind him. He swung around to confront a 
short, plumply built man who looked about 
twenty-five years old. 

“Hello,” said the man. He smiled with a 
face-splitting mouth and winking, screwed-
up eyes. “Didn’t know we had company.” 

“You haven’t,” said Claridge. “We’re not 
here for pleasure. Who are you? You’re not 
John Cagnon?” 

“Nope.” The man’s smile seemed glued 
to his face. “I’m not an athlete, or a war 
horse, or a fakir. I’m human, and I’m Larry 
Cagnon. You’re Tony Claridge. I’ve seen 
your picture in the papers.” 

“Flattering,” murmured Claridge. 
“Where were you during the killing?” 

Purvis boomed. 

W
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“Killing!” The broad face blanched. 
“Just that,” said Claridge. “Mark Cagnon 

was murdered tonight” 
Larry Cagnon tried to mouth something 

from his dry tongue. When the word came, it 
was a faint-hearted, “Oh.” 

“Where were you?” Purvis persisted. 
“Wh-why I’ve been down the basement 

all evening shooting pool. Why didn’t 
somebody call me?” 

Tony shook his head. “Should have,” he 
said. “Don’t know what good you could have 
done. You can help now, though. Where’s 
John?” 

“I don’t know. He—he hasn’t 
disappeared, has he?” Larry’s eyes became 
filmy, but whether with grief or terror, 
Claridge couldn’t tell. 

“He has,” snapped Tony. “You’re just in 
time to lead us to the swimming pool.” 

Again Larry’s lips became dry. He 
worked them rapidly, but no sound came. He 
stared, glassy-eyed, at Claridge. 

“Snap out of it, man!” said Tony briskly. 
“Let’s go to the pool.” 

“N-no. No. Not to the pool. I—I can’t go 
there.” The fat man was shaking from head 
to foot. 

Anthony jumped at him, seized his 
shoulders and shook him until his teeth 
rattled. “What’s the matter with you! Why 
not?” 

Larry found his tongue. “John’s in the 
pool. I—I lied a moment ago. I wasn’t down 
in the basement all the time. I went out in the 
yard a little while ago. John’s in the pool. 
He’s at the bottom. He don’t come up. I—I 
was afraid to tell.” Larry dropped to his 
knees. His fat hands tore at Tony’s trouser 
leg. “You’ll protect me? You’ll not let them 
get me?” 

“Who get you?” Tony demanded. He 
tried to shake Larry’s hands from his trouser 
and failed. 

“I don’t know. But—but if the murderer 
finds out I told you anything, he’ll kill me, 
too!” Larry blubbered. 

“Hell!” said Purvis. “Come on, Tony. 
This guy’s nutty, too! We’ll find the pool 
and if John’s dead, it’ll simplify matters.” 

But simplify matters is just what it didn’t 
do. 
 

EN minutes later, they were looking 
down at the still, white form that in life 
had been John Cagnon. 

“And it’s clear as a crystal!” declared 
Purvis. “John killed Mark. He got 
remorseful, and committed suicide by 
drowning himself.” 

Anthony Claridge knelt beside the body. 
Expertly, his hands flexed the joints to 
determine the extent of rigor. “That,” he 
said, “has the earmarks of logic. Several 
leaks in your theory, though. There’s such a 
thing as the autonomic nervous system, you 
know.” 

“The what?” Purvis asked, wide-eyed. 
Claridge explained. “A nervous system 

that makes you do things automatically. John 
was an expert swimmer. His autonomic 
nervous system just would not have let him 
do a dummy dive into this pool without 
raising his hands above his head. He couldn’t 
have cracked his head on the bottom of the 
pool. Take a look at the lump on his head. 
It’s a case of that painfully trite ‘blunt 
instrument’ all right —but that doesn’t mean 
the bottom of the pool. 

“It is just another murder, Purvis. Second 
fly in your cup of coffee is that he probably 
died before Mark died. I’m judging from 
rigor, though I grant that’s an inaccurate way 
of measuring time after death. The third 
crack in your pitcher is motive. What was his 
motive?” 

Purvis stammered, “Wh—why er—say, 
jealousy, maybe. Why, damn it, somebody in 

T
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the house committed the murder. Where are 
you going to find a reason for brothers 
murdering each other? It just ain’t being 
done!” 

“No,” Tony agreed, “not in the best of 
families. But there are recorded cases. There 
was the Cain-Abel affair—and you must 
remember everybody in this house isn’t 
related. There’s the butler, and the woman!” 

“That Mrs. Cagnon? Tony, you’re crazy! 
Why she’s—” 

“Beautiful!” Tony finished the sergeant’s 
sentence. “But she’s the bad type. Look here, 
Purvis. Here’s an escape artist who fails to 
escape. Here’s a champion swimmer 
drowned in a horse tank. Don’t you see? It 
don’t make sense. All theories are shattered. 
Cats don’t like liver any more. You’ve got to 
look for someone with a complex—someone 
who’s not quite right along some line. This 
house is full of people like that. Look at Mrs. 
Cagnon. She’s sacrificed to a man who’s 
about half shot to hell. He was a war hero. 
She must have married him from sense of 
duty. Of course she’s morbid! Her life isn’t 
my idea of a blue heaven.” 

“Aw, hell, Tony, we don’t get anywhere 
fightin’. Let’s go in and grill that butler. 
Maybe he can give us something. You know, 
I figure I’ve seen him somewhere before—
somewhere he’d be ashamed to be.” 

“Right,” Claridge interrupted. “Rogues’ 
gallery. Larceny three times. Let’s look him 
over.” 
 

FTER phoning for the ambulance, 
Claridge got out his cob pipe and joined 
Purvis in the living room. Purvis 

ordered the butler brought in. 
The butler, who carried himself like a 

wooden Indian, came in and sat down stiffly 
in a chair that Tony offered. 

“What’s your name?” Purvis began. 
“Daniels, sir,” replied the butler. He 

watched his inquisitors through half-closed, 
wooden lids. 

“We know different,” snapped Tony. 
“Your name’s Tucker—William ‘Dummy’ 
Tucker.” 

“Well—” the man grumbled. 
“It isn’t well,” said Tony. “Here we find 

a couple of murders, and right around the 
corner is a con. Naturally, we think we’ve 
found our man.” 

“Naturally!” wooden lips sneered. “You 
cops are never natural. You’re not even 
human. I’ve been straight for five years, and 
I’m staying that way unless you guys 
blacklist me. Why should I kill my 
employer?” 

“We’d like to know why,” said Tony 
mildly. “If you didn’t, tell us what you know 
about either of these killings.” 

“I don’t know anything, except—” his 
lips snapped shut. 

“Go on,” urged Claridge. “We’re fond of 
exceptions.” 

“Well, Mr. John’s death might have been 
an accident. They put some poison gas in the 
pool to purify the water this afternoon.” 

“Chlorine?” Purvis interrupted. 
“That’s out,” Tony checked him. “John 

was drowned—not poisoned. He couldn’t get 
enough of that stuff after it had passed 
through the water to do any harm. He was 
smashed on the head and thrown into the 
pool—” 

Claridge was cut short by a noise from 
the hall. Something heavy crashed to the 
floor. Then there came a groan, and a 
slumping sound, as of someone falling. 

The butler and detectives got to their feet 
and raced to the door. 

“Somebody—Good God! It’s Larry!” 
On the floor, immediately below the 

stairway, stretched Larry Cagnon. Not a foot 
from him lay a heavy bronze statue. Even as 
they hurried to Larry’s side, there came the 
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sound of Henry’s electric platform on the 
floor above them. 

“It’s that cripple!” yelled Purvis. “He’s 
the murderer. He dropped the statue on 
Larry’s head from upstairs. Come on, Tony! 
Reilly!” he shouted. “Upstairs, quick!” 

Sergeant Purvis took the stairway at a 
bound. Tucker, the butler, was close at his 
heels. Reilly dashed in from the magician’s 
laboratory into the hall. He leaped over the 
recumbent form of Larry to get to the stairs. 

As for Claridge, he hadn’t moved from 
the spot. He knelt there, fascinated, and 
staring at Larry. Nothing about Tony moved 
with the exception of the right-hand corner 
of his mouth from which he spat pipe smoke. 
Larry wasn’t dead, and Tony was especially 
interested in how Larry’s paunch rose and 
fell as he breathed. 
 

ROM upstairs came the sound of Purvis’ 
voice. “Sure, you killed ‘em all!” he was 
shouting. “You ain’t got legs, but you’ve 

got damn strong arms. You socked John on 
the head, lifted him on your cart, and ran him 
out to the pool. There you dumped him. You 
went to Mark’s laboratory, found him trying 
an escape stunt, and offered to tie him up. 
And you did—a damn swell job of tying! 
You dropped that iron horse on Larry’s 
head—” 

It was Mrs. Cagnon who checked Purvis’ 
accusations. Her voice was shaking, but so 
full of determination that Purvis had to 
listen. 

“My husband is not a Cain. Why should 
he kill his brothers?” 

Below, at the foot of the stairs, Claridge 
heard her words. His lips moved, softly 
muttering, “Yes—why should he kill his 
brothers? There’s only one person in this 
house with a motive. One person bears the 
mark of murder. It must be very difficult to 
hit anyone on the head with a bronze statue. 

Still more difficult to knock yourself out 
with a bronze statue!” 

As he said this, Tony jerked a scarf pin 
from his tie. Mercilessly, he jabbed it into 
Larry’s leg! 

Larry uttered a very wide awake howl! 
He leaped to his feet so suddenly that he 
upset the kneeling Claridge. Even as Tony 
scrambled to his feet, Larry Cagnon dove 
through the door of the magician’s 
laboratory. 

Tony was on his feet. His cob pipe 
clattered unnoticed to the floor. He tore after 
Larry towards the laboratory. He paused at 
the door. For a moment, sheer horror 
prevented him from moving. 

Larry was standing upright in one of the 
brightly colored cabinets. And the door of 
that cabinet was lined with gleaming steel 
spikes eight inches long. Once that door was 
closed—Tony checked his shudder. He 
leaped forward just as the cabinet door 
swung shut. 

Again the terrible vision of a human 
being impaled upon those spikes flashed 
across Tony’s brain. A horrible death 
suggestive of the Spanish Inquisition with its 
“Iron Virgins”! Too terrible a death—even 
for a murderer. 

Then Tony realized—realized that he 
was in the house of a magician! He had seen 
the trick of the spiked cabinet played on the 
stage. The steel spikes telescoped into the 
cabinet lid, and the magician stepped out 
unharmed! Larry would be inside there now, 
safe—safe for the hangman’s noose! 

Tony crossed to the cabinet, a mirthless 
smile on his face. He seized the door and 
tried to open it. It was as solid as rock. He 
gripped the cabinet in powerful arms. He 
could not shake it. Somewhere, there must be 
a concealed spring that opened the door. He 
fumbled along the side—what was that? 

A strange, choking odor came to his 

F
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nostrils. Something gripped at his throat. He 
glanced over his shoulder to see a greenish 
yellow shadow creeping across the floor 
towards him. Ghostly and wraithlike it was. 
To Tony, it spelled but one word—chlorine! 
Somehow, the poison gas used to purify the 
water of the swimming pool had been 
released in the room. Surely! It was coming 
through the speaking tube! But who— 

Tony was coughing spasmodically when 
his fingers located the catch of the cabinet. 
The door sprang back. Tony prepared to 
meet an attack that did not come. The cabinet 
was empty! 

Tony knew that where Larry had gone, 
he could go. He stepped inside the cabinet. 
He pulled the door towards himself, 
shrinking from the points of the spikes. But 
as the door closed, the spikes moved back 
into the lid. The door snapped shut at the 
same time that the false back opened. Tony 
fell flat on his back in the next room. 

He must be in the same room with Larry 
Cagnon—murderer! 

This thought telegraphed across his mind 
at the same instant that he fell to the floor. 
He catapulted to his feet. He whirled about. 
There was Larry at the mouth of the speaking 
tube, a cylinder of poison gas in his hands. 
That gas jet was turned on Tony! 

For once in his life Tony would have 
traded one of his fists for a gun. Unless he 
could stop this fiend he would succumb to 
the evil effects of the gas. 

But something was wrong. The greenish 
mist no longer poured from the metal 
cylinder. Larry cursed. The thing was empty. 

Tony leaped towards the man. As he did 
so, Larry, with desperate strength, raised the 
heavy cylinder in the air. He hurled it at the 
detective. Tony sidestepped not a moment 
too soon. The heavy cylinder crashed to the 
floor, shaking the whole room. 

Larry screamed in stark fear. He turned 

and fled from the detective’s outstretched 
hands. But his fear blinded him. Too late, he 
must have realized he was running away 
from the door instead of towards it. He 
turned like a cornered beast. 

“I’m the greatest killer unhung!” he 
shouted. He threw himself upon Tony. And 
he fought. 

But Larry’s frenzied blows were as 
nothing to Tony’s trained boxing. The 
detective sidestepped, ducked, and parried 
blow after blow. Then came his chance. His 
smashing left drove into Larry’s paunch. His 
right arm hooked as Larry doubled. The blow 
to the chin finished Larry. This time there 
was no fake to his unconsciousness. 

Claridge straightened and drew a deep 
breath just as Purvis and Reilly pushed into 
the room. 

“What the hell!” Purvis gasped. “What’s 
happened to Larry?” 

“Yeah,” Tony scoffed. “Bless his little 
heart He got tired and took a nap. Purvis, 
we’ve never been up against a killer like this 
before. I hope to heaven we never meet 
another one!” 

“A murderer?” 
“A murderer,” repeated Tony. “He killed 

John and Mark Cagnon. He waited in the hall 
until he was sure Brother Henry was up 
above him. Then he socked himself with that 
statue and faked unconsciousness so that 
we’d accuse Henry. With Henry out of the 
way, Larry would have come into the 
Cagnon money. Maybe he had his eye on 
Henry’s wife; we don’t know. But those 
motives were incidental. It’s a case based on 
a curious complex. Here was Larry, a 
worthless member of a famous family. His 
brothers were great, outstanding men in their 
chosen fields. Probably they looked down on 
Larry, plagued him for a ne’er-do-well. 
Larry’s jealousy turned to hate. His brothers 
were great, but he would be greater. He 



Secret Agent X 
 

10

would be a god, meting out life or death as 
he chose. He would be the greatest killer 
unhung.” 

“Sure,” said Purvis, “but how did you 
know he was faking unconsciousness?” 

“In unconsciousness, breathing is done 

mostly with the thorax, not the abdomen. 
Larry should have looked that up before he 
tried his faking. Yes, a curious case of 
complexes.” 

“Complex, hell!” growled Purvis. It’s 
murder—plain murder!” 

 


