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CHAPTER I 
 

HE shrill cry of “Extra! Extra!” rang in 
Perry DeShong’s ears as he left the taxi 
half a block from the O’Nary mansion. 

The petulant insistence of the voice whirled 
him around to face an old news peddler in 
faded coat and pulled down, battered hat. 

“Here, I’ll take one. What’s the big 
news?” 

“Prison break, mister. Convicts break 
loose. Extra! Extra!” the old man wheezed, his 
thin arm extending the paper tremblingly. 

Perry dropped a dime into the palm. The 
penury of the old man touched him. “Keep the 
change,” he snapped bruskly, as he took a 
peep at the headlines. Then, “Hm, that may 
mean something,” he murmured, and 
crammed the paper into his side pocket. 

He swung up the steps of Thirteen 
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Belvedere Terrace and strode across the 
narrow portico toward the door. He had come 
from the Exeter Detective Agency at an 
insistent call from Thomas O’Nary. The voice 
had come to him urgent, frightened. 
Something was up with O’Nary. 

The darkness of the portal folded him in as 
he pressed the hell. He heard faintly a jangle 
from the interior of the building, followed by a 
silence that was abysmal in its quality. The 
front facade of the mansion was without a 
light, the window panes vacant as the sockets 
of a skull. Perry’s head buried deeper into the 
collar of his coat as his eyes swept the thick, 
funereal shrubbery of the yard. 

The private detective jerked 
unconsciously. The door opened without a 
sound, and a face, almost as if it had 
materialized from the ether, was not two feet 
from his eyes as he turned. A blank, hard face 
above the greater bleakness of a dress shirt. 
For a moment the two stared like appalled 
ghosts. 

DeShong snapped to speech with an 
inward curse. “I’m DeShong. Thomas O’Nary 
sent for me.” 

The butler’s face continued its rigid 
immobility. “Your card?” 

“Card? Can’t you get into this dungeon 
without a pass? O’Nary phoned for me. If he 
wants to see me, okay. If not, okay again.” 

“Your pardon, sir. Come in. The master is 
fearful, sir. I must be cautious whom I admit.” 

“Fearful? Fearful of what?” 
“His life!” 
They were now in the dark entrance hall. 

The door closed behind them, barring the 
exterior world. The big house swallowed them 
in its cavernous maw. The palpable tension of 
anxiety vibrated DeShong’s nerves. The place 
seemed creeping with an unnamed dread. He 
swung upon the butler again. “What makes 
O’Nary afraid for his life?” 

No warming expression crossed the 
servant’s face; rather a look of futility and 
resignation. “It’s nothing I can say anything 

about. You’d better see the master.” 
DeShong stood hesitant in the gloomy 

hall, oddly irritated by the servant. His 
reception was at strange variance with the 
excited voice over the phone. He had half a 
notion to leave the house. There was 
something funny— 

A maid entered from a side door and 
proceeded past him, mounting the front stairs. 
Perry caught one flash of her face and some 
vague recognition gripped him. He knew 
her—yet he didn’t know her. It was like a 
familiar fact or name that had slipped his 
memory, and strive as he might, he could not 
recall it. 

“This way, sir.” The noiselessness of the 
butler who had appeared like an apparition 
beside him added to DeShong’s irritation. He 
followed the bleak guide down the length of 
the corridor and into a room on the east side of 
the building. The butler closed the door 
behind him but did not enter. 

At variance with the rest of the house, this 
distinctly masculine den was lighted by a side 
lamp of bizarre Oriental shade in addition to 
the chandelier. The air was clogged with cigar 
smoke, and on the table were drinks on a tray. 

Thomas O’Nary swung from his position 
near the fireplace as the detective entered. He 
had evidently been pacing the floor, tapping 
out his progress with the thick cane he 
perpetually carried. He was a small man with 
a shrewd, almost crafty countenance, and 
under his thatch of white hair his sharply lined 
face stood out like a carving. But fear was 
written on him, in the agitation of his 
movements, the quivering down curve of his 
lips, the still, icy dilation of his pale eyes, the 
tone in which he spoke; a controlled fear, but 
none the less devouring. 

“I’m Perry DeShong of the Exeter 
Agency. You sent for me.” 

“I did. You made quick time; that’s 
something.” The voice was repressed but 
vibrant. 

DeShong laid his hat upon the table and 
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watched the stiff almost wooden-soldier 
movement of O’Nary as he strode across the 
floor toward a window. The shade here was 
not drawn. 

“See anything out there?” 
Perry came up behind him. “I’m afraid I 

don’t” 
“Neither do I. But twenty minutes ago, I 

saw the face of a man who threatened to kill 
me.” 

“Who?” 
“The Banshee!” 
Something clicked in DeShong’s mind 

but, like the sight of the maid, he could not put 
a mental index upon it. 

“You probably don’t know that name,” 
continued O’Nary. “Only a few knew it. His 
police name was Jim Buck Hansen.” 

Hansen, cracksman and gangster! But he 
had been sent up for a stretch three years 
before. Perry snapped rigidly back to facts. 
“Hansen hasn’t a name. He has only a 
number.” 

“Until today. Seen the paper?” 
For the moment DeShong had forgotten 

the news sheet. “Then Hansen was one—” 
“Exactly. And he’s after me!” O’Nary 

whirled from the window and strode toward 
the whiskey tray. “Have a drink?” 

“Thanks, not now.” 
 

’NARY poured a strong shot and 
swallowed it. He set the glass down with 

a nervous hand. DeShong lighted a cigarette. 
These commonplace acts could not erase the 
tension; “Better spill the story, O’Nary.” 

“The banshee wail—it proclaims death!” 
O’Nary rested himself on the edge of a chair. 
“The banshee’s a superstition—a goblin, a 
wizard, call it what you will—but its wail 
means a death. Hansen always wailed before 
he struck, always played at the melodramatic; 
that’s why he was called The Banshee. He and 
I were friends once, before he took up crime. 
Three years ago he broke into my house and 
stole a case of jewelry, the gems in all worth a 

hundred grand. I trapped him before he got out 
of the house and turned him in. He got a hard 
rap. He swore at that time he’d get me.” 

“And the jewels?” 
A queer setting of O’Nary’s lips preceded 

his speech. “They were never found. What he 
did with them has always been a mystery. 
That didn’t matter; I had them insured.” 

DeShong’s lips curved upward a little. 
“And now he’s back to carry out his threat.” 

O’Nary sprang up from his chair, anger 
burning through his desperation. “Don’t laugh 
at me, man!” 

“I wasn’t laughing.” 
The white-haired man took a turn or two. 

“I’m pretty nervous, I guess. But if you had 
heard that wail and seen the flash of the white 
face—” 

“O-o-o-oh!” A sound seemed suddenly to 
fill the room, overflowing and tumbling from 
the beamed ceiling— a moan of such piercing 
agony that a chill ran up the spine of hard 
boiled DeShong. The wail did not come from 
any direction; it was all about them, vibrant, 
pulsing, flowing as if all the death agonies of 
the world had been fused into a continuous 
sound. “O-o-o-o-oh!” It died out mockingly 
bitter, cruel as a torturer’s laugh. 

Thomas O’Nary stood stock still, his 
mouth gaping. Gray terror ran over his seamed 
face, and the soft, white hair bristled from the 
shock. He tried to swallow but could not close 
his mouth. 

DeShong sprang toward the window. 
Outside only the obscurity of the night faced 
him. The deep mystery of the darkness was a 
sea of brooding trouble. It closed like a bat’s 
wing over the house. “Wait here,” the 
detective yelled and started for the corridor 
door. 

O’Nary strode again toward the side table 
and the whiskey tray; and then a sharp 
exclamation, humanly terrified, stopped 
DeShong at the door. 

The older man stood, arm extended, 
frozen. “The face!” 
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DeShong had only a single glimpse of the 
ghostly visitor, one flash of a spot of white, 
and then he sprang into the hall and ran for the 
front entrance. He went down the steps at a 
bound and tore around the corner of the house, 
his right hand reaching for the gun bolstered 
in his hip pocket. 

Neither sound nor movement announced 
human presence besides himself. The dead 
somberness of the formal shrubbery was 
untouched. Above the window where the face 
had been, the house wall rose like a parapet. 

“Whew!” muttered DeShong. “Where 
could the man have disappeared? Had O’Nary 
actually seen a face? Was the wail only 
imagination? Impossible! His own ears still 
sung with the haunting sound. He circled the 
house. All sides were silent, un-tenanted. He 
paused, when he had completed the circuit, 
beneath the den window. Striking a match, he 
looked for prints. The loam and earth were 
undisturbed. 

Yet there had been someone there! He ran 
back the length of the lawn toward the 
cemented alley. It was no go. In the splotched 
shadows of the Terrace, a skulker might 
conceal his retreat. If O’Nary was to be 
protected, the Agency must post a guard. The 
man might, even now, be lurking a dozen 
paces away. 

Strange that Hansen would be striking so 
quickly. Still, the prison was only sixty miles 
away. He must check up on the convict’s time. 

A shout came from the front of the house, 
imperative in its summons. 

“Mr. DeShong! Mr. DeShong!” 
The butler was calling from the portico. 

“Come, sir. Come at once!” 
Perry ran back to the front entrance. 

“What’s up?”  
“Mr. O’Nary, sir. Mr. O’Nary!”  
DeShong ran for the den. On the floor in 

front of the fireplace, Thomas O’Nary lay 
sprawled, a knife driven through his heart. 

 
 

CHAPTER II 
 

E SHONG bent over him, lifting a little 
the lapel of the coat. The vest was soggy 

around the knife, the smooth handle of which 
stuck outward like an index finger of death. A 
horrible grimace was stamped on the set but 
warm features, the eyes open and staring. 
Eagerly the detective felt the pulse, but he 
knew before, he tried that the last coursing of 
blood was through. 

DeShong’s own face curled in horror. His 
chest constrained and his breath swelled in his 
throat He could never look upon death without 
reactions. The intensity of a dead stare 
remained in his memory. He reached up and 
pulled down one of the eyelids. It stayed 
down. 

Murdered! Killed within the very hearing 
of the detective. Wiped out before protection 
could be established. Was this the work of the 
Banshee? 

A stifled scream rose behind DeShong. He 
turned to see a woman in a black dress at a 
door of the den opening beyond the fireplace. 
She was middle-aged, with a hard, almost 
masculine face and figure. 

“Who are you?” 
“Oh, you’ve killed him! Mr. O’Nary!” 
The import of the accusation did not at 

once strike DeShong. The woman turned and 
made for the door through which she had 
entered. Perry sprang after her, seizing her 
arm before she could escape. “Wait a minute, 
you!” 

The woman struggled like a cornered 
feline. Her strength was amazing. She all but 
broke from his grasp; but at last he pulled her 
back into the room. 

“Don’t be a fool,” he snapped. “I’m a 
detective. I was here to see Mr. O’Nary when 
it happened. Who are you?” 

“How do I know you’re a detective? You 
may be the—the—” 

“Who?” 
“The one he feared.” 
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“No more than you.” He flashed his 
credential card before her. “That’s who I am. 
Now, come clean. Who are you?” 

“I’m Mrs. Lancy, the housekeeper. I heard 
something going on. I came to see.” 

“Yeah? And where were you when you 
heard these goings-on?” 

“In my room, second floor at the back.” 
“What did you hear?” 
The woman’s mouth thinned to a straight 

line. Her eyes snapped coldly. “You have no 
right to question me. You may be a 
detective—or you may have a fake card. I 
don’t know you.” 

“You will. And you’ll talk. I won’t stop 
until I’ve found the person who murdered Mr. 
O’Nary.” 

“So you don’t already know?” There was 
deep sarcasm in Mrs. Lancy’s voice. She 
made a move toward him. “Get out of my 
way. You can’t keep me here with—with a 
murdered man.” 

DeShong changed tactics. “Pardon me, 
Mrs. Lancy. Perhaps I was abrupt, but the 
shock of finding Mr. O’Nary unnerved me, 
too.” 

“The police should be called.” 
“They could do no more than I.” 
“At least we’d know with whom we were 

dealing.” 
“The police will be called if necessary. 

But don’t you see we’re losing time? Every 
second gives the murderer time to escape, 
remove clues, frame his alibi. You were an 
employee of Mr. O’Nary’s. You owe it to him 
to help. What other servants are in the house?” 

“The butler, Hurlburtson, and the house 
maid, Tillie Sawyer.” 

“Any others?” 
“None that I’ve seen.” The intonation 

carried a hidden meaning. 
“You mean—some that you haven’t 

seen?” 
“I ain’t saying I believe in spirits, but 

there’s queer movings about the house. And 
that’s all I’ve got to say.” 

The absence of the butler after calling the 
detective looked suspicious. And this house 
maid, Tillie Sawyer? The inability to place her 
was an annoying canker in Perry’s mind. 

“Where’s the bell?” he asked the woman. 
“I want the butler and maid.” 

It was the woman herself who pulled the 
cord. The door to the corridor opened to admit 
Hurlburtson. The lack of footsteps outside led 
DeShong to believe he had been listening. 

“Bring the maid, Sawyer, at once.” 
“Yes, sir.” 
The agitation of the maid was genuine 

when she entered the room a few minutes 
later. Her face was ashen, and there seemed 
about her vestiges of hastily arranged hair and 
clothing. Her eyes went wide at sight of the 
man upon the floor. She lifted one hand as if 
to hold back a scream, but dropped it before it 
reached her lips. 

The galling fact that he could not 
recognize this woman racked DeShong’s 
mind. Faces and scenes fought in his brain, 
but no distinctive one came to solve the riddle. 
And the hard, supercilious gaze of the butler 
added to his irritation. Hurlburtson was an 
enigmatic character. What was he doing in the 
home of O’Nary? Beneath the suave, cold 
exterior of the servant lay a depth of possible 
duplicity, fathomless as an unlighted well. 
 

HE butler moved across the floor toward 
the telephone. Mrs. Lancy had not left, 

her curiously hard gaze passing between the 
other two servants and the detective. 

A hint of Hurlburtson’s action came 
wordlessly to DeShong. “What are you 
doing?” 

“The customary thing, sir; I am calling the 
police.” 

“Leave that telephone alone.” 
The butter turned within reach of the 

instrument. There was a hint of malice when 
he spoke. “I hardly think I am under your 
orders.” He did not add the habitual “sir.” 
Insolence without action. Only the sharper 
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light in his eyes gave clue to his meaning. 
“Listen. Every moment wasted now is 

giving the murderer time. We don’t want the 
police.” 

“Naturally, you don’t want them.” 
“What do you mean by that?” 
“The words are sufficiently clear. You 

called to visit Mr. O’Nary. You were not in 
the house ten minutes before he was 
murdered.” Hurlburtson’s fingers were upon 
the telephone. “I shall certainly call the 
police.” 

“Wait.” DeShong’s words were barked 
sharply. “What do you know about Jim Buck 
Hansen?” 

The gripping fingers did not lift the 
instrument. There was a slight intake of breath 
that did not come from Hurlburtson. The 
maid’s hand again lifted toward her mouth, 
but dropped again like a flash as the detective 
observed her. Hurlburtson caught the 
movement, and a slight drawing of his eyelids 
betrayed his interpretation. 

There was a moment of silence in an 
atmosphere curiously charged. 

“I’m not familiar with that name,” 
declared Hurlburtson. His fingers tightened. 
“What of it?” 

“You told me when I came that O’Nary 
feared for his life. Who was he afraid of?” 

“You claim to be a detective. You answer 
that.” 

This rigid opposition of the others was 
unwarranted, extraordinary. Servants were 
usually ready to talk. There was but one 
answer; they knew something. Anger rose in 
Perry. 

“So you won’t talk, eh? There’s no use 
trying to fool me. You know about the 
Banshee.” 

“The Banshee?” Hurlburtson’s attitude of 
ignorance was not convincing. “Mr. O’Nary 
did not take me into his confidence. What I 
know I shall tell to the proper authorities. I 
know there is a side entrance to this house, 
and that you could easily have returned to this 

room. I know that you were a long time in 
coming after I called. I shall tell that—to the 
police.” 

DeShong acted with a quickness that was 
both impulse and anger. He was across the 
room and his hand closed on the wrist of the 
butler. “Drop that phone!” 

The strength of the servant belied the 
black-coated sleeve. Perry felt the muscles 
harden into whipcord quality. Hurlburtson’s 
face lost its mask surface, and a look of almost 
animal ferocity ran across the still features. 

The detective’s move had been one second 
ahead of the other’s. He pressed the wrist 
down, back, twisting the forearm as he did so. 
The phone dropped to the floor. The assailed 
man swung himself around, and a jabbing 
blow landed on DeShong’s lower ribs to run 
in a sickening line of fire the length of his 
spine. It was not a fist blow, but the finger jab 
of jiu-jitsu. 

The shock made Perry for a moment dazed 
and sick. His hold upon the wrist loosened. He 
was pushed backward by a shove from 
Hurlburtson. At the same instant his slightly 
clouded gaze saw Mrs. Lancy step forward for 
the fallen telephone. 

Plop! The sound came muted and from far 
away, like the closing of a window or the drop 
of a fallen object in another part of the house. 
Mrs. Lancy paused, one hand extended to pick 
up the instrument 

“What’s that?” 
“Oh!” breathed the maid. 
“There’s someone upstairs.” 
The butler’s jaw sagged, giving a curious 

laziness to his thin face. “Hansen!” 
DeShong was past the others, the startled 

exclamation of the butler registering on his 
mind as he ran. Hurlburtson did know Jim 
Buck Hansen! 

The corridor seemed darker as he dashed 
into it. He ran for the front stairway. As he 
took the first three steps at a leap, he heard but 
could not distinguish words of angry 
conversation in the den. The door into the 
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transverse corridor opened and slammed. 
DeShong was up the stairs. If there was 

another in the house, this fact verified the 
fears of O’Nary. The peculiar wail, the 
memory of which ran like a tremor through 
his mind, the threatening face that O’Nary had 
described, bad realities, terrors that more 
persons than O’Nary understood. 

Perry thought better in rapid action. A 
planning lay behind the terrorizing and the 
killing of Thomas O’Nary. How were the 
servants involved? The belief that they were 
involved clinched itself into DeShong’s mind. 

The upper floor was dark. It was like 
plunging into the unknown. DeShong dived 
for the wall switch and flooded the corridor 
with light. 

As far as he could localize the sound, it 
had come from the back part of the house. He 
ran along the upper hall toward the last door. 
Beyond this a small stairway led to the third 
floor of the house. 

Perry hesitated for a moment, considering. 
His hand went back automatically toward his 
hip pocket. If he met with the killer, he would 
meet with a desperate man. Which way now? 

The light in the hall went out leaving a 
single after-image in DeShong’s eyes. He 
caught the sound of a quick movement, and 
then the impact of a human body lunging at 
him swept him off his feet. 
 

CHAPTER III 
 

HERE was no grinding impact of blows. 
Perry knew instantly that the man was 

fleeing. This collision in the upper hall had 
been a surprise to both. His hands clutched 
automatically at the prowler, feeling for a hold 
that would localize the parts of the other’s 
body. A quick, hot breath swept his face. His 
fingers were on an arm and slid down toward 
the wrist. A second more— 

A hurried shout came from downstairs. 
“Lights!” bellowed Perry. “You, down 

there, turn on the lights.” 

DeShong knew that the master switch had 
been thrown, or the fuses burned out by a 
short. If the switch had been thrown, then 
some one below was responsible for the 
darkness, not the man struggling in his grasp. 
But this one, too, might easily have made a 
short—a knife blade between wires, any 
contact and the fuses were blown. 

The run of events since he had entered the 
house was confusing to Perry. The queer story 
of the return of the Banshee; the threatening, 
white face at the window; the wail, haunting, 
low, menacing; the murdered man upon the 
den carpet; the hostility of the servants—and 
now the strange unknown, prowling in the 
rooms above. 

Was the man he was grasping at so 
desperately the Banshee? 

Perry could feel the lean cordedness of the 
wrist as his fingers almost encircled it. Then 
the other struck back with the clawing lash of 
a cornered animal. A fist caught DeShong 
near the ear. His insecure grip upon the wrist 
was broken. Then his own right whipped back 
with a smacking jab and he felt the give of 
muscled flesh. The two of them were down, 
boots slipping on the polished floor. 

Perry heard the call of one of the women. 
A door slammed almost directly below him. 
Someone was evidently making for the switch 
box. If he could hang on, hold this slippery 
customer until the lights flooded the hall, he 
might hare the solution to the killing. Even as 
the words, “Hang on!” drummed in his brain, 
the other doubled his attack, driving in with 
chiseling fists, lunging like a cornered rat. 

Through it all, this prowler had not 
spoken. Perry could not see even the outline of 
his head. He could only feel, and it was like 
struggling with a clothed ape in the darkness. 

Something lashed hot across the side of 
DeShong’s neck. Steel! In a split second he 
knew the touch had been cold, but his nerves 
had responded as to heat. He saw in a flash the 
knife that had been driven through O’Nary’s 
heart. Was this another blade driving at his 
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own gullet? He lashed a shoulder blow 
straight out before him and tore himself from 
the other’s grip. 

Footsteps sounded in the corridor. The 
assailant was away now, racing for the stairs. 
With nothing to guide him but sound, 
DeShong was after the other in a blind tackle. 

DeShong’s feet went out from under him 
as an outthrust leg tripped him up. He went 
down head first, skidding along the floor. But 
in the divided second of his fall, he caught a 
whiff of perfume. He had been tripped by a 
woman! 

Perry slid headlong into the wall, his skull 
cracking against the baseboard. The curse in 
his throat was stifled by the shock of impact. 
Pain staved in his head and crowded out all 
thought. He lay limp, trying to collect his 
senses. 

The lights came on with a suddenness that 
blinded DeShong. He sat up, rubbing his 
aching head. Hurlburtson was mounting the 
rear stairway. Through his clearing gaze, 
Perry could see the white face of the butler, its 
gray lines etched with surprise and perhaps 
fear. The serving man stood for a moment just 
high enough to peer into the corridor, his 
unblinking eyes pinned on the detective. 

Then DeShong saw a bruise on the other’s 
cheek through which blood oozed. Suspicions 
leaped. Perry’s own fist might have cut that 
skin. Had the silent-footed man come up the 
back way, fought with the detective, and made 
his way downstairs again? DeShong 
scrambled to his feet. 

“Where have you been?” 
“At the switch box in the basement, sir. In 

the darkness I ran into a shelf. It dazed me. I 
had difficulty in finding the box.” 

A quick story, yet it might be true. 
“It took you a devil of a time finding it. 

Did you hear anyone come down the stairs?” 
“Er—no, sir. But I thought I heard 

someone slip up the rear stairs.” 
“Who?” 
“How could I tell? I was in the basement.” 

“All right. Any chance of getting out of 
this house from the upper floors?” 

“Why, yes. From some of the windows a 
man might make his way to the ground.” 

“Then come with me. We’ll take a look.” 
A round of the upstairs rooms proved 

fruitless. All windows but one were locked 
from the inside, and from this one no man 
could have lowered himself to the ground 
except a human fly. 

“How about the third floor?”  
“I think it impossible, sir, for a man to 

escape from there.”  
“We’ll take a look anyway.”  
“You’d be wasting your time.”  
“I’ll judge that. Come on.” 

 
URLBURTSON, planted before the 
narrow stair that led to the third floor, did 

not budge. “I’d think it well if you found out 
who came up the stairs.” 

Remembrance of the tripping foot came to 
DeShong, and that scent of perfume. One of 
the women had come up. The maid? Mrs. 
Lancy? Another? 

The front door below opened and heavy 
feet sounded in the hall. DeShong heard a 
gruff voice shout and the advance of boots 
along the lower corridor. Police! The 
telephone call had been put through. He 
cursed mentally that he could not have had 
this case alone. The city force would take it up 
now, and the municipal officers were none too 
friendly. He had turned a trick or two on them 
before, solved cases which they had bungled, 
and the detective force did not relish that. 

A harness cop named Bellair was 
mounting the steps. He paused at sight of 
DeShong. “What’s going on here?” 

“Plenty. What brought you here?” 
“We were radioed from Headquarters to 

come. They said murder.” 
A shout came from the den. A second 

officer had discovered the body. DeShong saw 
Patrolman Lesky’s face appear at the den 
door. “It’s O’Nary,” he called. “He’s dead. 
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Sliced through the heart.” 
DeShong strode down the steps, followed 

by Hurlburtson and Bellair. “Yeah, I know 
that, Lesky.” 

“You on this case?” 
“I am.” 
“It’s murder!” 
“A knife through the heart most generally 

is.” 
“I’m calling Headquarters. Round up 

everybody in the house, Bellair. That means 
you too, DeShong.” 

A cold smile twitched on Hurlburtson’s 
face. “I think you’d better hold this man, 
officer.” 

“Hold DeShong? He’s a private dick.” 
“He was the last one with Mr. O’Nary 

before he was killed.” 
“Yeah?” DeShong could not control his 

anger. “And you found the body. That makes 
you last, Hurlburtson.” 

Lesky glanced for a moment questioningly 
at the two men, then reached for the phone. 
Quickly he made his report. This meant the 
Homicide Squad, and soon. 

Bellair returned, herding the maid and 
Mrs. Lancy before him. “The only ones in the 
house, Lesky.” 

“There was somebody else in the house, 
men,” declared DeShong. “We’d better make 
a quick search. Bellair can go with me.” 

“Not on your life. Parkins can take care of 
that when he gets here. You stay here with the 
rest until the squad arrives.” 

DeShong shrugged his shoulders 
resignedly. 

A sirening car whined to a stop. Parkins, 
detective-sergeant, came stalking into the 
house, followed by Willows, the fingerprint 
expert. The sergeant scowled at sight of 
DeShong. The plainclothes sergeant was a 
short, heavy man with a determined face, an 
almost canine tenacity bulging- his jaw. 

“So you’re in on this, DeShong? Where’s 
the body?” 

“In there. You won’t find out anything, 

Parkins.” 
“Sez you! How much do you know?” 
“Nothing.” 
“Then I won’t find out anything less. 

Reckon you got something up your sleeve, 
DeShong, but I’ll take a look around anyway. 
You wait here.” 

The sergeant and Willows closeted 
themselves in the den. The three servants and 
DeShong were placed in a front room under 
the watchful eye of Bellair. Perry lighted a 
cigarette to check his impatience. He chafed at 
the straight, rule-of-thumb methods of the 
homicide men. He heard the officers leave the 
den and go over the house, finally prowling 
with flashlights about the outside of the 
building. The three servants were taken out 
one by one and questioned. Hurlburtson 
flashed a meaningful look as he left the room. 

DeShong had a better chance to observe 
the maid, Tillie Sawyer. He strolled casually 
near her. She shrank back at his approach, her 
eyes widening. To DeShong’s nostrils again 
came the scent of perfume. The maid, then, 
had been upstairs and had tripped him. She 
was implicated in the murder plan. A step and 
a half he went past her, then whirled suddenly. 

“Why did you kill O’Nary?” 
The woman shrank farther back, her face 

paling. Her mouth opened and closed twice 
before words came. “I didn’t, I didn’t!” 

Bellair bustled forward. “Can that. Parkins 
will do the questioning. Get back there.” 

The sergeant’s squat form came into the 
room, a hint of gloating in his eyes. “Keep the 
house under guard,” he told Bellair. “Let 
nobody in or out. I’m taking DeShong to 
Headquarters.” 
 

CHAPTER IV 

A
 

 UNIFORMED chauffeur was waiting 
for them when they arrived at the 

Headquarters’ car. Parkins signaled DeShong 
to enter. A hot flush of blood was mounting 
behind the private detective’s ears. 
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“Trying to lay the rap on me, eh? Don’t be 
a fool, Parkins!” 

“Headquarters,” snapped the detective-
sergeant as he seated himself beside Perry. 
“I’m taking you with me while I look 
something up.” He took a cigar from his 
pocket and began slowly to roll it in the corner 
of his mouth. “I could hang this case on you, 
DeShong. You could be guilty.” 

“And you’d make yourself the laughing 
stock of the city.” 

“Maybe—and then, maybe not. I got three 
witnesses who think you’re guilty. I ain’t sure 
you could prove you didn’t knife the old 
man.” 

“Rats! You couldn’t hang the rap on me 
and you know it.” 

“Well, proving your innocence wouldn’t 
do your business any good.” 

“Huh, so the wind lies in that direction, 
eh? Like to give me a little bad publicity. You 
could give me a black eye to the public; but, 
remember, you’d be laying yourself open to 
damages.” 

This professional jealousy between the 
two rose as a barrier to DeShong. Parkins 
carried a grudge from previous cases; yet he 
was a good officer and square. “All right, do 
your stuff, Parkins, but you’ll be making a 
mistake. While you’re fiddling around with 
me, the real murderer is covering up.” 

“How do you know that? Maybe you can 
tell me who killed O’Nary.” 

DeShong decided to talk. He would rather 
have held his tongue and worked on the case 
alone; but from now on he must let Parkins in 
on it, perhaps give him credit for the 
solution—if there was a solution. He briefly 
related the incidents since his arrival at the 
house. At mention of Jim Buck Hansen, 
Parkins stiffened to attention. 

“And he was one of them that cracked 
loose,” supplemented Parkins. “He could have 
made the city, all right.” The bulldog jaw 
clomped tighter before he spoke again. “You 
are the only one who mentioned Hansen. Why 

are you laying it on him?” 
“O’Nary told me.” 
“He didn’t tell the others.” 
“So they say.” 
The Headquarters Building loomed beside 

them. “Come on in,” commanded Parkins 
gruffly. “I’m not arresting you, DeShong—
yet. Sorry to bust up your private case, but this 
is a police job now.” 

“Okay, Parkins.” 
This gruff consideration did not deceive 

DeShong. Nothing would please the blunt 
sergeant more than to implicate Perry. The 
circumstantial evidence was strong, and 
Parkins had the revengeful memory of an 
elephant. A charge against DeShong would 
make lead copy for the newspapers, a 
backhand blow that would do irreparable 
damage. 

They strode into the receiving room. 
Parkins paused to speak to the desk sergeant. 
“Any dope on the prison break?” 

“Nothing but warnings to watch for them. 
I’m keeping the broadcast going. None caught 
yet.” 

The two proceeded to the Records Room, 
and Parkins shot a quick order to an attendant. 
The clerk dug an armful of folders from the 
Mugs Gallery, spreading them upon a desk. 
Parkins fingered through them until he found 
the one he wanted. He laid his thick thumb 
upon the photograph of a woman. For seconds 
he stared at the untouched portrait, then 
slowly shook his head. “No, it’s not the same 
one.” 

A glance at the picture riveted DeShong’s 
attention. It was of a woman of middle age, 
and the expression of the features, a certain 
cast of the eyes, favored Tillie Sawyer. It 
might have been the O’Nary maid years older, 
or perhaps the mother of the maid. Beneath 
was the caption, “Gertrude Bretherton, alias 
Gertie Belts, alias Grace Milang.” DeShong 
remembered her in certain robbery cases. She 
had gone up the river for a short stretch. Here 
was the woman he had tried to recall at the 
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sight of Tillie Sawyer. 
“Know who she was?” demanded Parkins. 

“She was the chief sidekick of Jim Buck 
Hansen.” 

“Then she might have imitated The 
Banshee and done the trick herself.” 

“Maybe.” Parkins’ hostility faded as the 
two men eyed this picture from The Rogues’ 
Gallery. A smug satisfaction came on the 
detective-sergeant’s face. “This puts my finger 
on the right parties. Whoever the maid is, I’ll 
swear she’s a relation of Gertie Bretherton, 
and she’s tied up with Jim Hansen. I’ll put the 
screws on her and she’ll talk. That gal was 
scared.” 

“Yeah? So you’d third degree a woman! 
Rough stuff, Parkins.” 

That’s my business. I know how to handle 
these mugs. And you’ve got to give me credit 
for the catch. I put my finger on her, 
DeShong. Before three hours, I’ll know who 
killed O’Nary.” 

“Want to make a bet on that, Parkins?” 
Perry’s own suspicions in regard to Tillie 

Sawyer came back mockingly to him. He had 
shot the same question to the maid, “Why did 
you kill O’Nary?” But it had been a leading 
question, a detective bluff to make her 
disclose whatever information she held. Tillie 
Sawyer as the murderess? Perhaps. 

The plainclothes man leaned back in his 
chair. “Yes, I will make it a bet—the best box 
of cigars money can buy. On?” 

“Taken. You won’t know in three hours or 
twice that time.” 

“Sez you. I know these crooks. That girl 
will talk. You may be a soft-fingered 
detective, DeShong, but light hands won’t 
work in this case. I’ll pump her dry.” 
 

HE telephone on the desk buzzed. Parkins 
grunted as the operator connected him 

with the city lines. For a moment he looked 
tauntingly over the instrument at DeShong. 
Then, as the message came, his face turned 
dismayingly stupid. Quick, guttural expletives 

flipped from his lips. He snapped down the 
receiver with a growl. His compact figure 
seemed to melt and sink into the chair. His flat 
orbed eyes stared accusingly at Perry. 

“What else do you know about this, 
anyway?” he demanded. “Out with it now!” 

“I’ve told you everything. What’s up?” 
“The maid!” 
“What about the maid?” 
“Dead!” 
“Murdered?” 
“Bashed senseless and strangled with a 

cord. Bellair found her. Come on, let’s go.” 
Before more words could be spoken, 

Parkins was running from the room. DeShong 
followed at his heels. Less than a minute later, 
the police car was sirening a way through the 
city traffic, roaring toward Belvedere Terrace. 

Parkins was uncommunicative during the 
ride, and Perry sat drumming over the 
incidents that had piled themselves on each 
other during the evening. 

Officer Bellair was palpably alarmed as he 
met them at the door. White spots chalked the 
corners of his mouth, and he spoke in a low 
voice. 

“Great God, Sarg, it was awful!” 
“What was awful?” 
“The wail! I never heard nothin’ like it. It 

froze me cold all over. This house is haunted.” 
“Haunted, my eye! Tell me what 

happened. Talk fast. Where’s the maid?” 
“In a room upstairs. We done just like you 

said, Sarg. Lesky took the back of the house 
and I watched the front so none of ’em could 
get out. Willows was takin’ prints in the den. 
We let the servants go to their rooms as we 
knew they couldn’t get away, and you didn’t 
say to keep ’em corraled. Then we heard the 
damnedest graveyard yell. The others heard it, 
too. We started huntin’ an’—an’ found the 
girl.” 

The fingerprint expert joined the men in 
the lower hall. He confirmed the statements of 
the uniformed man. DeShong pushed on ahead 
as the four of them mounted the stairs. 

T 



Secret Agent X 12

Hurlburtson and Mrs. Lancy were waiting 
above, alarm straining their faces. The woman 
strode forward. “I tell you, you can’t keep us 
in this house. We’ll all be killed. I demand—” 

Parkins pushed past her. “Don’t worry, 
you’ll be protected. There won’t be any more 
killings.” 

“I wish we could depend on that, sir,” 
mouthed Hurlburtson. The butler, too, was 
visibly frightened, though his composure held 
more rigidly than Mrs. Lancy’s. 

In the side bedroom they found the girl. 
The detective-sergeant’s lips curled as he 
looked upon the dead face. The body had been 
crowded into a closet and, as the door had 
been opened, it had fallen forward. It lay half 
within the tiny cubicle and half without, 
grotesquely doubled. Parkins knelt beside it. 
There was no pulse. Already the skin had 
chilled and rigor mortis was setting in. 

It was DeShong who saw the paper first. It 
had been thrust into a sleeve. 

 
Get out of this house. The Banshee shall wail 

again, and when he wails, death strikes. That means 
you, dicks. 

 
Parkins paled a trifle as he conned the 

note. “Where the devil is he?” 
“The Banshee?” 
“Of course. It’s Hansen, all right. I reckon 

you win your bet. He croaked this girl to stop 
her mouth. He knew I’d pump her.” 

“What do you intend to do?” 
“I’ll put out a dragnet that’ll catch him. I’ll 

comb this city. He’s hiding somewhere near. 
I’ll get him.” 

“If,” Perry warned him, “he doesn’t get 
you first!” 

Parkins did not answer immediately. He 
swallowed hard, then his lips set in a straight 
line. “He won’t get me.” 

“Want to make a bet on that?” 
The veins in the police detective’s throat 

swelled. “Damn your bets, DeShong. I think 
you know more about this than you told me. 
By the gods, you couldn’t play clean—“ 

“Hold it, hold it; you got no yap coming. 
You wanted to lay the rap on me if for no 
other purpose than to ruin me as a detective. 
Now you play your game and I’ll play mine, 
but I’m just warning you to look out, that’s all. 
When a killer gets started, he doesn’t stop. He 
won’t hang higher for six murders than for 
one. Keep your eye peeled.” 

Parkins was not to be silenced. “You’re 
blocking me, DeShong. It’s your duty to tell 
me what you know. We’re up against a 
desperate murderer. He might get me or you 
or anybody. If you know anything, tell me.” 

“I’m telling nothing. Now that you’ve 
tried to take the case away from me, go to it. 
Save your neck, if you can. I’m leaving.” 
DeShong strode toward the door. 

“You can’t do that, DeShong,” Parkins 
shouted after him. “If there’s another killing, 
I’ll arrest you for concealing facts, for helping 
to compound a felony, as an accessory before 
the fact, as—” 

“Aw, shut up,” replied DeShong 
weariedly. 
 

CHAPTER V 
 

ESHONG was not walking out on the 
O’Nary case. His irritation at the police 

sergeant was more assumed than real. He only 
wanted to get away and work on the case 
alone. 

When he reached his apartment, he threw 
himself into an armchair and lighted a pipe. 
He dimmed the light, and with the coal of his 
briar a red spot in the gloom, he centered his 
mind on a careful review of the case. He 
couldn’t help but wonder about O’Nary. 
Clever, scheming, unscrupulous, had he been 
finally caught by a victim of his previous 
tricks? Had he really been threatened, or had 
the report of Hansen’s escape addled his aged 
brain? And then, the story of the gems. Had 
they actually been lost? 

Two hours later, DeShong turned on the 
light, wrote hastily in his notebook, and went 

D
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to bed. 
At nine o’clock the next morning, he was 

at the office of the News Telegraph. He paid 
little attention to the morning edition, glancing 
only through the story that was scare-headed 
on page one. The reporters had built up the 
mystery of the two murders, and as O’Nary 
had been powerful in politics, deep 
implications were hinted. DeShong grunted as 
he read their conclusions. 

He had acquaintances among the news 
staff, and they permitted him access to the 
files room. For more than an hour he poured 
over back issues of the paper. He found 
several stories on Jim Buck Hansen and two 
on Gertrude Bretherton. Part of one of these 
he copied in his notebook. 

It was well toward eleven when Hooker, 
the scribe friend, hunted him up. A peculiar 
quirk twisted the reporter’s mouth. 

“Heard the latest?” he asked. “It’s number 
three now.” 

“Three what?” 
“Murders. Aren’t you on the O’Nary 

case?” 
“Not officially. Who now?” 
“The butler. Shot in the back, but not 

killed. Galloway’s out there now; he just 
phoned in.” 
 

ESHONG felt a sinking feeling.  

“No
“What else did Galloway say?” 

t much—just surface details. Parkins 
had been watching the house. Then he took his 
officers away. Why? You tell me. The 
housekeeper heard the shot, and found the 
butler in his room with a ripping wound in the 
back. He was knocked out by the shot, and 
doesn’t remember a thing except hearing 
someone behind him, and then the shot. No 
trace of gun or other person was found. Well, 
think I’ll run out with the cameraman. 
Going?” 

“Nope, working on a little affair of my 
own. If you find out anything, tell me. I’m 
interested—professionally.” 

“Liar!” mused Hooker under his breath as 
he made for the street. 

DeShong spent the day in private 
investigations of his own. He visited the 
public library and two airports. He 
interviewed watchmen at the railroad yards, 
but in no case did he find any trace of the 
convict, Hansen. Impossible as it seemed, the 
affair circled back always to the Banshee. Was 
the mystery the simple one of the Banshee 
breaking jail and returning to carry out his 
threat? Had he, after the murder of O’Nary, 
kept killing to cover his tracks? That was 
possible; yet from his knowledge of criminal 
psychology, DeShong doubted that a convict, 
newly escaped, would jeopardize his regained 
freedom. Perry put through a long distance 
call and spoke with a friend in the prison city. 

Then he went to the mortuary to which the 
maid’s body had been taken. Ten minutes he 
spent there and verified his suspicions. On the 
dead face scars stood out prominently. The 
face had been lifted. There was evidence of 
plastic surgery. The roots of the hair were 
gray. So this maid. Sawyer was Gertie 
Bretherton, former companion of the Banshee. 
Had she been planted in the house for a 
purpose? 

Undoubtedly. Murdered! Why? 
Doublecross? 

He called Police Headquarters and 
discovered that no success had resulted yet in 
Parkins’ search for The Banshee. A call to the 
City Hospital informed him that Hurlburtson 
had escaped death by a miracle, and was only 
painfully but not seriously wounded. The 
bullet had grazed his back and plowed through 
the flesh of his left arm. He was resting easily. 

DeShong dined that night at an obscure 
restaurant, and it was well after nine o’clock 
before he made his way again toward the 
O’Nary home. As he drove by the house, he 
spotted the plainclothes man who was 
watching the front entrance. Parkins’ sleuth 
hounds would have every approach to the 
house covered. He must get in and—
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unobserved. 
He saw the old news peddler, and a quick 

plan leaped to his mind. He called the old man 
to him. 

“Like to make a five spot, dad?” 
“Reckon yuh ain’t foolin’ me?” 
“No fooling. See that house? I want you to 

slip up along the side of it and act like you 
were breaking in. Then beat it away as fast as 
you can.” 

“I won’t do nothin’ wrong, mister. ’Sides I 
can’t run fast.” He indicated the cane he was 
carrying. “Run up some steps to deliver a 
paper this mornin’ an’ slipped. A nice feller in 
the house gimme this cane. But—” 

Perry waved the banknote under his nose. 
“Speak quick or I’ll get somebody else.” 

Greed glinted in the old eyes. The lean 
fingers closed on the money. 

“And if you slick me,” warned Perry, “I’ll 
get you. Pull it off right and you get another 
five. Where d’ you live?” 

“West Side House, Perms Avenue. 
Another five, mister? You mean it?” 

“Absolutely. Get going,” ordered Perry. 
 

ROM the shadow of an opposite doorway, 
DeShong saw the lurking detective stiffen 

and come to attention. In a moment more the 
watcher was gliding toward the house. Perry 
saw him break into a run as he neared the side 
of the edifice. The old man was playing his 
part superbly. Perry chuckled soundlessly and 
strode across the street. A minute later, he was 
at the side entrance beyond the den. The lock 
turned at the manipulation of his skeleton key, 
and he shoved the door around, closing it 
silently behind him. 

He did not see another who, with glinting 
eyes, watched the detective’s movements from 
across the street. Nor did Perry see this other 
slip from concealment and quietly follow him 
across the street. 

An uneasy sensation settled over DeShong 
as the darkness of the interior settled around 
him, a vague hint of unnamable alarm. 

He was playing a hunch. He believed 
someone would return to the house that night. 
The watching police would mean nothing to a 
person trained in criminal cleverness. If the 
visitor was Hansen, it would mean Perry’s life 
against his. The Banshee would not hesitate to 
kill again. 

But it was only a gamble that another 
besides himself would enter the mansion that 
night; and in the meantime; he could check up 
on clues unknown to the manhunter, Parkins. 
That day of private investigating had 
established in his mind a theory in regard to 
these crimes, and if he were right, now or 
never must come the solution to the killings. 

DeShong could trace from memory a 
course along the transverse corridor and 
around to the front stairway. He must be 
careful with displaying a light, lest the 
watching plainclothes men interfere with his 
game. The solid stairway made no squeak, and 
he mounted to the upper hall. He strode 
quickly along this and mounted the narrow 
stair to the servants’ quarters. 

In Hurlburtson’s room was the scene of 
the last attempted murder. Here the unknown 
had shot down the bleak faced butler. No 
doubt the Headquarters’ men bad gone over 
the room for clues, but DeShong must look 
again. If he was on the right track, he would 
find certain traces here. 

The butler’s room identified itself by the 
man’s clothing hanging in the closet. DeShong 
crossed the room and opened the window, 
staring a few seconds down the black facade 
of the wall. Hurlburtson’s assailant could not 
have entered from there; he must have been in 
the house and slipped into the room from the 
corridor. For several minutes DeShong studied 
the layout of the house and yard from this 
window; then silently he lowered the sash and 
drew the shade. 

With his torch carefully shielded by his hat 
so as to throw no betraying beam, he carefully 
examined the room. A dull spot on the floor 
where blood had evidently been mopped up 
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revealed the position of the butler when they 
had found him. Behind him, then, had been 
the airshaft leading to the basement. DeShong 
studied the thin grill with narrowed eyes. 
Across from it was a mirror on the wall. A 
smothered ejaculation came from the 
detective. He took down the mirror and 
carefully examined it. His haste now became 
almost feverish. He began a systematic 
ransacking of the room. 

“S-s-s-t!” 
He froze suddenly rigid in attention. He 

hardly knew whether the sibilant sound had 
been his own reflex intake of breath or 
whether it had been made behind him. 
Automatically he had come to attention; then 
he released his thumb pressure from the button 
of the torch and darkness closed around him. 

No sound came for a moment. Chill quiet, 
menacing, unearthly, gripped the house. The 
black rooms seemed fraught with the unseen, 
filled with incalculable danger. A ripple of air, 
like the breath of peril on his neck, sent a 
tremor down DeShong’s spine. He knew that 
the corridor door had slowly, noiselessly 
swung. 

Tensely, DeShong eased the torch up, 
aiming its bulging eye in the direction of the 
door. His taut nerves reacted slowly; his 
thumb hesitated on the button. One single 
pressure and he might be looking upon the 
killer, the other’s face etched in the beam of 
light. 

Ready, now! DeShong heard the swish too 
late to avoid the blow. Something crashed 
against the side of his head and washed out all 
senses in a shock of pain. His head was 
engulfed in a splitting roar, and a rocket of 
light that was without illumination burned 
across his eyeballs. He went down, grabbing 
as he did so at a moving form, and missed. 
Then he lay huddled upon the floor, incapable 
of immediate movement. 

He thought he heard again the low, ghostly 
wail roaring through his ears. 
 

CHAPTER VI 
 

HROUGH the swimming fog of dazed 
pain, the threat of peril came again to 

Perry DeShong. A vivid recollection stung his 
numbed mind— of O’Nary dead upon the 
floor, a knife through his heart; of Tillie, the 
maid, huddled lifeless in the closet doorway; 
of the dark spot upon the floor where 
Hurlburtson’s blood had flowed. He felt the 
fingers of death closing upon himself. 

Almost instinctively Perry twitched aside. 
Something struck the floor beside him. Then 
in swelling reaction, his senses returned, and 
he kicked out viciously at the other. One foot 
struck upon a leg. He heard an angry grunt. He 
whirled onto his knees and lunged forward, 
arms spread. But, as if reading his thought, the 
other glided aside, was gone, his footsteps a 
soft patter in the corridor. 

DeShong was on his feet and out the door, 
rushing for the rear staircase after the other. 

The corridor was dark. Perry had lost his 
torch in the butler’s room, but there was no 
time to retrieve it. He made the narrow stain 
and was down them regardless of danger. He 
made a quick guess and took the next flight to 
the lower floor. He believed, from his 
examination of the house, that the other must 
have his means of egress on the ground floor, 
not the second. 

His guess was shrewd. As he came to the 
lowest floor, the muted thud of a foot striking 
the hall floor apprised him that the prowler 
had descended the front stairway. 

Perry shrank back against the corridor 
wall. Another faint thud came from the front 
part of the house. Then, to Perry’s surprise, 
another sound came to rivet his attention. The 
side entrance door was softly opening. The 
influx of cooler air breathed against his cheek. 
Who could this be? It was not the entrance of 
a watching plainclothes man. A city detective 
would not have entered so noiselessly. For just 
a second another tremor of apprehension ran 
down his spine. He was against two, not one. 
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Intuitively he felt that the two of them 
were converging on his hiding place, one 
moving backward along the front corridor, the 
other along the transverse hall. 

DeShong’s hand went back to grasp the 
butt of the automatic in his hip pocket. 
Gunplay might be futile in the blackness, yet 
the feel of the weapon gave him courage. 

Outside the house, within calling distance, 
were the plainclothes men. Should he call? 
With their help there was every opportunity to 
round up the prowlers alive. Pride blocked this 
move. He didn’t need Parkins’ men. He would 
handle this situation alone. 

He recalled the light switch he had noted 
earlier in the corridor. It was but a few yards 
from him. If he could reach that, suddenly 
snap it on, he would have the other two at the 
mercy of his gun. Then let Parkins laugh at his 
detective game. 

Noiselessly DeShong eased himself along 
the wall, his left hand feeling for the plate of 
brass. No noise came to him now from the 
other halls. A tense, vibrant quiet settled over 
the place. 

The cold of the metal plate came to 
Perry’s fingers. A little farther and he felt the 
button of the switch. A press upon it and— 
But he waited. He would like to know better 
the positions of the others. Some move would 
announce them. His finger stiffened on the 
switch, and at the same time he brought the 
gun up to a ready position by his side. 

 
OT a sound. Seconds dragged into 
minutes as he hesitated in pressing his 

finger. With every instant, the breath of peril 
breathed closer upon him. There was no use 
delaying. This must be settled now. His finger 
went down hard upon the button. 

Snap—and the darkness was more intense 
than before! One of the others had been clever 
enough to throw off the house lights. The click 
betrayed his own position. 

A tongue of flame leaped in the darkness, 
licking into Perry’s face. He felt the rake of a 

hot barb along his arm, and instinctively his 
fingers squeezed upon the trigger. 

The next moment there was a pounding of 
feet. He fired once more down the corridor 
and heard the burring carom of the bullet. 
Outside, a whistle shrilled, once, twice, three 
times. 

DeShong made a lightning decision. 
Egress out the front door meant to dash 
straight into the detectives’ arms. In a flash, he 
was around the corridor turn, rushing forward 
to the side door. 

A door to the left banged. This second 
man had not risked silhouetting himself 
against the gray rectangle of an opened door. 
He was circling toward the back. DeShong 
was after him. 

Feet now sounded on the front steps. 
Someone was twisting violently at the front 
door latch. There was no time to wait for 
Parkins’ men. Perry was across the room he 
had entered, following the running footsteps. 
He struck the corner of a table with a force 
that drove the wood heavily into his side. His 
lungs almost emptied with a violent expulsion, 
and he felt the muscles paralyze in his throat. 
But he was driving on, bearing down upon the 
footsteps ahead. Then the solidity of the house 
seemed to fall away from DeShong. He went 
falling forward, dizzily, agonizingly, into 
nothing. An outthrust arm felt a wall rake by. 
He had plunged through a door to the 
basement and was going down, down, down. 

DeShong curled his left arm and shoulder 
under him to catch the force of his fall. He 
must not be knocked out by the hard impact 
with the steps. Swish! His head raked against 
clothing, a body. 

A wild kick landed on DeShong’s cheek, 
driving his head back sideways on his 
shoulders. The shock was stunning, checking 
for an instant the power of his muscles. 

He must act instantly, effectively, or this 
would be the end. His muscles seemed leaden, 
irresponsive to his will. He gripped his teeth, 
and then with tremendous effort, curled 

 N
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sideways and scrambled to his feet. 
Perry did not know why he thrust out his 

left arm, but his grasping fingers closed upon 
a wrist. His hand went tight, but it was driven 
back closer to his body. He felt a lunge from 
the other. 

Perry’s muscles snapped again into action. 
His own arm stiffened. Shouts and heavy 
footfalls sounded from above. A few seconds 
more. He must hold, overpower this man. 

Strength flooded back to him. The wrist 
twisted in his grip. Perry jerked his own right 
arm back and struck sharply at the other, 
driving the edge of his fist on the tip of the 
other’s collar bone. 

The taut arm wilted in his grasp as pain 
ran along the jarred nerve. DeShong’s right 
band clinched and drove upward and out. A 
head snapped back before his thrust, and the 
other went over on his back on the basement 
floor. 

A beam of light shot downward, spotting 
the two. Below him, DeShong saw the pained, 
contorted features of Hooker, the reporter! 

DeShong was too surprised to shift his 
weight. He remained motionless, pinning the 
other down. 

“What the devil are you doing here?” 
“My job,” wheezed Hooker. “Get the hell 

off me. You didn’t fool me when you said you 
weren’t on this case. I knew better. I’ve been 
tailing you all evening. I slipped in the side 
door after I saw you come in that way. I knew 
there was a story.” 

Parkins came light-footed down the steps. 
There was a grunt of snorting arrogance from 
the detective-sergeant. Then the spot of light 
lifted, and Parkins strode across the cement 
floor to the switch box and snapped back the 
double bar. Light leaped out in various parts 
of the house. 

“This is one on you, DeShong. Tried to cut 
in on me with your smart-aleck detective 
work, eh? But I got him, I got him!” 

“Got who?” 
“Hansen, the dirty thief and killer! And all 

you got was this prying news hawk out after a 
story. Some detective, you are! I guess you 
won’t laugh this off in a hurry.” 

DeShong turned toward the steps in 
disgust. “Come on upstairs,” he ordered flatly. 
 

CHAPTER VII 
 

 HARD-FACED and exultant group of 
men were assembled in the unfortunate 

O’Nary’s den. A plainclothes man named 
Corbin and Willows were with the handcuffed 
prisoner. The man they had taken had dropped 
sullenly into a chair and sat glaring at the 
others who now trooped up from the 
basement. 

DeShong looked at the man who had once 
been the ghost of the underworld, Jim Buck 
Hansen. A definite desperation and hardness, 
an almost unblinking cruelty, shone from the 
jet pupils of his eyes and squared the lines 
about his mouth. 

“So you think you got him?” mused Perry. 
“Got him?” growled Parkins. “Take a look 

yourself. Thanks for chasing him right into 
our arms, but you bit off a cake this time that 
you couldn’t chew. Perry DeShong, the 
world’s greatest detective, like—” 

The sarcastic imprecation never left 
Parkins’ lips. It was stopped by a definite 
shake of DeShong’s head. “I’m not speaking 
of convict catching, Parkins. I mean the 
murderer of O’Nary. Are you sure you got the 
killer?” 

“Absolutely. I’ve known it was Hansen 
from the time I came into this house.” 

The manacled Hansen snapped viciously 
into speech. “That’s a lie! I never killed 
anyone.” 

Parkins’ fist struck viciously at the 
captive’s mouth, driving the man back into the 
chair. 

DeShong sprang forward. “Stop it!” he 
ordered. 

The squat sergeant’s anger carried him to 
quick retort. “Keep your mitts off—” 

A
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“Stop it!” commanded DeShong. “You 
caught an escaped convict, but that’s all.” By 
no other force than personality, Perry was 
taking charge. “This man came back to get the 
swag O’Nary tricked him out of—the hundred 
grand in jewels. Am I right, Hansen?” 

A tiny trickle of blood ran from Hansen’s 
split lip. He stared for a moment at the man 
who defended him. “Right as hell,” he said at 
last. “But how’d you know?” 

“Because somebody else tried to frighten 
O’Nary with your old tricks and then killed 
him. He waited until the prison break gave 
him the chance, figuring the rap would be laid 
on you.” 

“The dirty—” 
“Rats!” howled Parkins. “Pure bunk! I got 

the man here, and I’ll get the credit for it. I’ll 
see that he burns!” 

“The trick was so simple that I can work it 
myself,” went on Perry. “I’ll prove to you that 
it wasn’t Hansen.” 

“Go peddle your—” 
“Just stand right where you are,” advised 

Perry calmly, “right there by that side lamp. 
I’ll bet you can’t remain in that position for 
three minutes.” 

“What all-fired foolishness is this?” 
“I’m leaving for three minutes,” went on 

DeShong. “Keep your eye on everybody in the 
room. To show you I’m not pulling anything 
dirty, I’ll take Bellair with me. Is it a bet?” 

“Get going,” growled Parkins. 
A feeling of uncertainty settled over the 

five men left in O’Nary’s den. A queer light 
came into Hansen’s eyes as he watched 
DeShong stride from the room. Corbin was 
peering at the sergeant, uncomprehending. 

The light in the room did not dim, yet a 
definite gloom seemed to thicken in the place. 
The footsteps of DeShong and the uniformed 
copper sounded faintly up the stairs and died 
into silence. A minute went by. Parkins shifted 
uneasily, yet something about DeShong’s 
assurance kept him from ordering the men and 
the prisoner from the place. 

Willows grunted but said nothing. Tenser 
silence settled over the place. Then, as if it 
developed and swelled in the very air about 
them, came a ghostly, hollow wail, rising into 
falsetto key, filling the den, pounding at their 
eardrums. 

“My God!” gasped Corbin. 
He was staring at the window. Parkins 

swung his head. There, just outside the pane, 
was a face, white, menacing. Just for one 
instant it was there, and then vanished. 

Parkins dived across the room. Outside 
was nothing but the chill blackness of the 
night. 

“You lose your bet. Parkins,” came the 
voice of DeShong from the doorway. 
 

ARKINS whirled, both surprise and anger 
chiseling his face. “Who was it? What are 

you up to, DeShong?” 
“The Banshee trick, Parkins, except that it 

never was The Banshee.” 
“But it was his face!” 
“It was your own mug, copper.” DeShong 

strode into the room. “You saw it only for a 
split second and your imagination did the rest. 
That’s all O’Nary ever saw—his own face—
and his guilty conscience did the rest.” The 
uniformed man had now come to the door and 
he was grinning as at a secret joke. “Tell them, 
Bellair, what happened.” 

“We done it.” The harness cop spoke like 
reciting a lesson. “DeShong howled into a 
glass at the cold air shaft upstairs and the 
sound came down into this room. Then we 
hung a mirror on a string outside that window, 
that’s all.” 

“Then it never was Hansen?” 
“Nope, never. He came back for his swag, 

but he never killed. You can’t hang the rap on 
him, Parkins.” 

The handcuffed man leaned forward in his 
chair. With admiration and relief he looked at 
DeShong. “Thanks, mister.” 

The telephone on the stand jangled. Corbin 
took the call. A couple of grunted words and a 
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quizzical expression settled on his face. 
“Yeah, I’ll tell Parkins.” 

All eyes were on the squad man as he 
snapped back the hook. “Jest a feller from the 
hospital complainin’. Says that daffy butler 
got up and put on his clothes and walked out. 
Says he ain’t hurt bad, but they couldn’t be 
responsible.” 

“Hell!” growled Parkins. 
DeShong became suddenly galvanized 

with energy. His eyes shone hard. He strode 
toward Willows. “Did you men take anything 
from this room, when you removed O’Nary’s 
body?” 

“Not a thing.” 
Perry quickly searched the room. “Now 

I’ve got it! Bellair, finish that little job I told 
you of.” 

The uniformed man took the order as if it 
had been from his own chief. “Yes, sir.” He 
strode from the room. 

“What the devil is it all about?” growled 
Parkins. 

“The killer hasn’t finished his third 
victim,” snapped Perry. “We’ve got to save 
him!” 

Without another word, he ran from the 
house. He was confident he was on the final 
trail at last, but a ripping uneasiness shook 
him. If he were wrong and Parkins were right, 
then he, DeShong, was through as a private 
dick. 

But, if he were right, a human life hung in 
the balance. 

Perry grabbed the first cruising taxi and 
shouted the address to the driver. The car 
roared westward. Hooker, he guessed, must be 
dashing madly in search of a car to follow. 
Maybe the squad would come in the 
Headquarters’ car. Never mind; he must play 
this last hand alone. 

Even as he came within a block of the 
West End House where the old news peddler 
lived, he sighted a figure he recognized. He 
tapped the driver on the shoulder and the taxi 
drew to a halt. 

Taking advantage of each smudge of 
shadow, Perry followed in the other’s wake. 
Perms Avenue was dark and drab, with few 
persons upon the street. The figure ahead 
melted into the tunnel of an alley. DeShong 
was less than a hundred yards behind. 

For a few seconds Perry lost all track of 
the other. Then he heard a window being 
softly raised. The sound came from the back 
of the cheap, smelly rooming place called the 
West End House. He crouched below the 
window through which the other had 
scrambled. 

DeShong could sense rather than hear the 
movements inside. Once the man stopped, and 
a sharp intake of breath was audible to the 
listener. 

Perry now heard the movements of a 
second man, a voice whining, scared. “Hey, 
there, you can’t take that!” 

The scratch of a match. 
DeShong saw the flare of illumination on 

the panes above him. He heard the voice 
again, surprised, wheedling, “Why, it’s you—
the nice fellow in the big house—” 
 

ERRY straightened up in front of the 
window. He fumbled at his torch, the 

button sticking. Then a beam of brilliance shot 
into the dingy room. Almost as if they were 
shadows on a screen, he saw one man 
crouched above another on a bed, a knife 
drawn back ready for a plunge. 

The man on the bed was clutching 
desperately at a cane. 

“Hold it! I’ve got you covered.” 
The command held the knifeman 

motionless for a second. Then quicker than 
DeShong could center his gun, the hand 
whipped at him, and the point of the knife 
sunk with a sickening shock against his collar 
bone. Once, twice, Perry fired over the 
protection of the window sill, as the knifeman 
dashed for the hall. 

A door slammed. At the same instant a car 
whined to a stop before the building. Perry 
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gritted his teeth and jerked the knife from its 
shallow wound. Throwing his leg up, he 
hurled himself over the window sill into the 
room. Parkins and Willows were shouting 
from the front part of the building. 

Then hammering steps. The man who had 
run into the hall was coming back. Perry 
jerked open the hall door and thrust his gun 
into the other’s belt. The impact of the other’s 
haste caused the muzzle to sink into flesh. 

“Stop, don’t move!” DeShong jerked the 
cane from the fellow’s hand. Then the runner 
wilted, sank at the feet of the detective. One of 
DeShong’s previous shots had taken effect. 

Parkins and Willows came running down 
the hall. The sergeant’s torch settled on the 
still face of the butler, Hurlburtson.” 

Perry leaned back against the wall, 
weakened by reaction. “There’s your killer, 
Parkins.” 

“Him? You gone crazy, DeShong? He was 
one of the victims himself.” 

“He was—wounded by his own hand. Is 
Bellair here?” 

As if in answer to the question, the 
uniformed man appeared in the hall. He 
fumbled at his pocket at sight of DeShong. He 
pulled forth a small revolver weighted with a 
piece of lead attached to a string. “I found this 
in the hot air pipe where you told me to look, 
DeShong. He did shoot himself in the back, 
and the weight dragged the gun out of sight 
and down the shaft.” 

Parkins scowled. “Why didn’t you tell me 
you found this?” 

“How could I? You was gone. It was all I 
could do to trail you with the scout car.” 

The scared face of the old news peddler 
was thrust out the door into the hall. At sight 
of Bellair’s blue coat, he drew back cowering. 

“It’s all right, dad,” assured Perry. “You 
did nothing wrong. It was this he was trying to 
get.” He indicated the cane. “And he tried to 
kill you because you recognized him.” 

“Cane?” questioned Willows. 
Perry pocketed his gun and screwed at the 

top of the walking stick. A section came apart, 
showing a hollow center filled with tissue 
packing. DeShong pulled at the top and into 
his hand dropped a diamond. 

“And the whole shaft of the cane is full of 
them. That’s what they were all after—
O’Nary’s gems.” 

DeShong’s story was simple enough. He 
told it to Parkins as they rode back downtown 
in the Headquarters’ car. Hurlburtson had 
been taken under guard in the city ambulance. 
He was seriously but not dangerously 
wounded. 

“O’Nary may have played crooked on the 
gems himself, collecting insurance after they 
were supposedly stolen by Hansen. The 
Banshee knew he still had them and planted 
Gertie Bretherton, his former sidekick, in the 
house to get a line on them. Hurlburtson may 
have learned about them from the girl. 

“But O’Nary always carried the cane with 
him. Hurlburtson couldn’t steal it without 
having O’Nary instantly on his tail. The prison 
break gave Hurlburtson his chance. He figured 
Hansen would come back to work with the 
woman. But the butler had to work fast. He 
had to start the story that The Banshee was 
threatening O’Nary, and he had to make his 
play before the old man surrounded himself 
with bodyguards. 

“Naturally he had to silence O’Nary 
permanently. Then, knowing that suspicion 
might rest on him if he tried to carry anything 
away from the house, he gave the cane to the 
innocent news peddler. He tried to steal it 
back, but the news peddler recognized him, 
and he tried to kill him, too. The maid had to 
be killed to close her mouth as she knew who 
killed O’Nary and why.” 

A
 

ND we had a perfect case against 
Hansen,” growled Parkins. “Catching 

him as we did, no jury would have believed 
him innocent.” The sergeant bit at his cigar 
savagely. “Well, I got to hand it to you again, 
DeShong.” For all his rough manners, Parkins 
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was square. “But how’d you get on the right 
trail, Perry?” 

“A little item in the back files of the 
newspaper from which I found out that Tillie 
Sawyer was Gertie Bretherton. Then I knew 
the killer wasn’t Hansen. It had to be someone 
else. That trick of disposing of a gun by 
having a weight drag it out a window into 
water or, as in this case down an air shaft, is 
an old one. 

“Hurlburtson wounded himself, but he 
couldn’t figure the immediate effect of the 
bullet. If it knocked him out, he’d have no 
chance to dispose of the gun. He simply put 
the weight and string down the shaft, fired and 
released the gun, and the weight pulled the 
gun out of sight. I had read of that in a 
criminology book, but checked up on it again 
at the public library. His wailing and mirror 
trick I discovered while examining his room. 

“When Hurlburtson walked out of the 
hospital, I figured he was going after 
something. I couldn’t see how he’d got the 
jewels out of the house until I recalled the 
peddler’s new cane and realized it was the one 
I saw in O’Nary’s hand before he was wiped 
out. After that, it was A-B-C.” 

“But what was this news item you found?” 
“That Gertie Bretherton married Hansen 

just before he went up for his last stretch. By 
calling a guard I knew, I found that she had 
visited him and kept in touch with him ever 
since. They were very fond of each other. A 
man wouldn’t likely kill his wife the minute 
he busted out of prison.” 

Parkins grunted. “No, maybe not in this 
case, but I know some wives—Hurry up,” he 
ordered the chauffeur, “I gotta buy some 
cigars—a box of ’em.” 

 


