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INE chairs stood about the long 
mahogany table of the room. Yet only 
four of them were occupied. A single 

but powerful electric bulb threw white 
searching light down from the ceiling, 
accentuating the emptiness of the vacant 
chairs. 

 At the head of the table sat a masked 
man. His two gleaming eyes shone through a 
pair of slits in the blackness of the hood which 
covered his entire face. For a moment his 
nervous gaze rested on the black countenances 
of three others in the room who were masked 
like himself, then for a moment it scanned the 

 N
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empty seats. His forefinger drummed a 
nervous tattoo on the table. 
 An air of apprehension enveloped the 
chamber, as the three others sat silent, 
evidently waiting for him at the head of the 
table to speak. But their leader said no word. 
Instead he sat there, grim and silent, and 
despite the covering on his face it was 
apparent that some powerful emotion held him 
in its grip. 
 It was obvious that Number One of the 
Murder Club was afraid; and his fear had 
subtly communicated itself to the remaining 
three members of this nefarious organization. 
 Finally, a tense hoarse voice broke the 
sinister ominous silence of the council room. 
 “For God’s sake, Number One, say 
something. I can’t stand this any longer. Why 
did you call this meeting? What’s wrong?” 
 Some one sighed with relief at the 
sound of a human voice; and the man at the 
head of the table seemed to cast off the silent 
spell which had held him in thrall. 
 Slowly he rose to his feet and spoke in 
a slow somber tone, the voice of a man who is 
weary of life, who is burdened down with 
terrible responsibilities. 
 “Comrades,” he said solemnly. “I am 
about to make an admission that I never 
thought I would be compelled to make. We 
are defeated. We have been outwitted at every 
turn. The power of the Murder Club has been 
successfully challenged. We are impotent to 
deal with our deadly enemy. He has slain 
more than half our membership; and all our 
plans to deal with him have gone awry.” 
 
HE paused for a moment, and the man who 
had spoken first rose from his seat. 
 “You mean Alias Mr. Death, of 
course,” he said. “I admit you’re right. I admit 
that he’s licked us at every turn. But what are 
we to do? What?” 
 His voice was high and contained a 
hint of hysteria as he spoke the last words. 

The other two figures looked eagerly at their 
leader as the question was propounded. 
 The man at the head of the table 
shrugged his shoulders and spread his palms 
upward. 
 
WHAT, indeed?” he replied bitterly, “There 
seems little we can do against him. That is the 
reason that I have called this meeting. There 
are four of us left. Four out of our original 
membership of nine. We have lost more than 
half of our men and almost all of our power. I 
realize that since Mr. Death began his 
frustrating of our plans none of us are as 
wealthy as we had been. Yet we must keep 
our heads. We must not permit our rage at our 
enemy to sway us. He has beaten us, and there 
is but one answer.” 
 “And that is?” asked someone. 
 “To get out. To quit. But before we do 
it, we shall pull one last job. One last job that 
will give us back all the wealth Mr. Death has 
cost us. Then we shall dissolve the Murder 
Club. Take our profits and get out. That is the 
only way we can save our lives. Are you 
gentlemen agreed?” 
 For a moment the terrible silence 
which had pervaded the room swept back 
upon it, and the four men sat there grim and 
quiet as their distorted minds considered if 
dissolution of their organization which for so 
long had controlled the destinies of Newkirk 
City was the only method by which their lives 
could be put out of reach of the long 
murderous arm of Mr. Death. 
 Then, suddenly, one of the hooded 
men nodded his head decisively. 
 “I agree, Number One,” he said. “The 
strain of carrying on is too much. Not one of 
us knows when Mr. Death will strike us down; 
not one of us knows when we shall go to join 
our comrades. I agree with you. Only show us 
how to regain the fortunes that we have lost 
through the machinations of Mr. Death, then 
we will dissolve.” 
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A MURMUR of assent went through the room 
as the leader rose once again. 
 “I already have made the plans,” he 
said. “I have already taken the first steps. We 
should split about five million dollars. I 
believe it is Number Nine’s turn for duty.” 
 Number Nine stood up and bowed. 
 “Then, gentlemen,” continued Number 
One, “I suggest you leave us. We shall discuss 
the plan in detail. If you are needed you shall 
be informed. If not, you shall be sent your 
share of the spoils. But no one must know 
more than is absolutely necessary. Hence I ask 
you to leave us alone while I give Number 
Nine the details of the scheme I have 
arranged.” 
 Two of the masked men rose, and 
bowed toward their leader and the comrade 
whose turn it was to devote himself to the 
business of the Murder Club. 
 Soon the two men were left alone. 
Smoke from innumerable cigars thickened the 
air of the room as they talked far into the 
night. Plotting, planning, for the final job that 
was to outwit Mr. Death and restore the 
Murder Club’s members to its former 
financial prestige. Daylight showed over the 
hills to the east of Newkirk before the pair of 
masked men stopped talking. 
 Following the custom Number Nine 
bowed and left the room, leaving the leader to 
himself. Number One seated himself when he 
was alone, and hummed a merry little melody. 
He was more at ease than he had been in 
weeks. After all, he still had his life, and when 
his plan had been put into operation he would 
be a cool million dollars Richer. 
 Mayor Richman of Newkirk City sat at 
the huge desk in his office and puffed 
mechanically at a panatella. City Hall was 
deserted. It was long since the other 
employees had gone home. The building was 
in darkness save for the dim bulbs which lit 
the halls to show the watchman his way, and 

the blaze of light which shone from the 
chandeliers in the mayor’s office. 
 The mayor suddenly jerked open a 
drawer of the desk and withdrawing a brown 
bottle and a tumbler poured himself a stiff 
shot of excellent French brandy. Yet even the 
warm glow of the alcohol coursing through his 
veins failed to banish the apprehension that 
was upon him. 
 For the fiftieth time in as many 
minutes he glanced down at a slip of paper on 
his desk and read the typewritten words 
thereon. 
 

MR. MAYOR: 
On Monday night you will 
remain after hours in your 
office until our representative 
calls upon you. Death shall be 
the penalty if you refuse to 
obey or set a trap. 

   (signed)  
  THE MURDER CLUB. 
 
 He puffed the cigar nervously, then 
suddenly froze to immobility in his chair, his 
eyes glued to the door of the office which was 
slowly moving inward. His hands clenched 
themselves into fists and his eyes stared at the 
moving portal until they ached. 
 
SLOWLY the door swung open. Gradually a 
black-garbed figure appeared. Two eyes 
gleamed from slits in the ebon hood which fell 
to the visitor’s shoulders. Then the door 
slammed, and a metallic voice spoke. 
 “Good evening, Mr. Mayor. I see you 
received our note.” 
 Richman nodded. His throat was too 
dry for words. 
 “Good,” continued the other, as he 
drew up a chair. “Now let’s get down to 
business.” 
 
THE mayor fidgeted as his unwelcome visitor 
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sat down, and hoped that this call did not 
presage anything too serious. It was not the 
first time that the mayor had been honored by 
a visit from the notorious Murder Club. Far 
from it, the organization controlled the 
political destinies of the city, and thus far no 
public servant had ever dared to disobey, save 
one, and his only reward was the elegant 
words engraved on the tombstone which 
marked his grave. 
 “I have called,” said the hooded man, 
“to discuss with you the new park which the 
city contemplates erecting. I know that the 
Board of Alderman have not yet selected the 
site. Further, I know that you control the 
board. 
 “I have come to tell you where the 
park shall be made. On the corner of Vine and 
Race Streets there are sixty acres of swampy 
land. Those sixty acres are owned by the 
Devine Corporation. You will purchase that 
land for the park. You will assay it at the sum 
of five million dollars which will be paid to 
the corporation. Do you understand?” 
 Richman gasped. Then suddenly found 
his voice. 
 “But good God, man! That swamp 
land isn’t worth a nickel. The only place up 
that way that’s worth anything are the two 
blocks which run on that hill through the 
center of the swamp. The rest is valueless.” 
 “I am not here to argue,” said the 
masked man with a sinister ring in his voice. 
“In fact I quite agree with you. The land isn’t 
worth a damn, save for the three blocks of 
which you speak and which the Devine 
Corporation does not own. However, you will 
go through with the condemnation 
proceedings. 
 “You will give the owner of the three 
good blocks as little as possible. Certainly not 
more than ten thousand. The Devine people 
must be awarded the rest of the money. Is that 
thoroughly understood?” 
 For a moment, Richman’s eyes lit with 

a gleam of hope. He nodded his head 
affirmatively. The expression in his eyes, 
however, was not lost on his masked visitor. 
 “I can guess what you’re thinking,” he 
said. “You imagine that all you have to do is 
to find out who the officers of the Devine 
Corporation are, then you know the identity of 
some of the Murder Club members. 
 “Don’t bank too much on that. First, 
the corporation is in the hands of trustworthy 
dummies, and second, any overt act on your 
part will be dealt with as all the enemies of the 
Murder Club are dealt with. You understand 
your orders. Are there any questions?” 
 The hooded man rose, indicating that 
the interview was at an end. Mayor Richman 
turned an appealing face toward him. 
 “Do you realize you’re ruining me?” 
he asked in agonized tones. “Do you realize 
that if I do this I am ruined in Newkirk City? 
My career is over?” 
 “I’m not interested in that,” said the 
other. “You’ll obey instructions. That’s all I 
have to say. Good evening.” 
 The door opened, then slammed, 
leaving the mayor of Newkirk City alone with 
his none too pleasant thoughts. 
 
NOT for a moment, did the mayor entertain 
the slightest idea of disobeying the Murder 
Club. No, the organization was too powerful 
for that; and he did not have the least 
conception of how their power had been 
curtailed of late by the depredations of Alias 
Mr. Death. 
 
TRUE, he had heard of the phantom marauder 
who left his card at the scenes of his killings, 
but Richman had no way of knowing that Mr. 
Death’s victims were members of the club, or 
that the phantom avenger was anything more 
than an ordinary, though unusually colorful 
crook. 
 Richman realized that if he pulled the 
raw deal that he had been ordered to do, he 
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was ruined. Yet after all, it was better to have 
a career aborted and remain alive, than to be 
slaughtered in one’s bed as had those others 
who had dared defy the organization which 
had just given him its orders. 
 With a heavy heart the mayor of 
Newkirk extinguished the lights in his office 
and walked slowly from the building to his 
home. 
 James Quincy Gilmore, Junior, pressed 
the doorbell once more. As he heard the bolts 
shot he smiled, already anticipating the fresh 
young feminine face that would appear. The 
door opened and his smile vanished. Replaced 
by an expression of grave concern. 
 “Why Sally,” he said as he entered the 
room and put his arm around the girl with the 
tear-stained face. “Why, what’s the matter? 
What’s wrong?” 
 Sally Fortune wiped her eyes on an 
absurdly small piece of Irish lace and fought 
for control of her voice, while Jimmy eyed her 
apprehensively. 
 
IN all the years of their acquaintance he had 
never seen this girl give way to tears. At last 
she spoke. “I’m sorry, Jimmy,” she said. “I’m 
sorry I called you. I suppose I’m silly to go on 
like this. But as you know my sole income, 
since daddy died, has come from those three 
blocks of buildings up at Race and Vine.” 
 “Sure,” said Jimmy. “What of it?” 
 “I’m going to lose it.” 
 “Lose it? How?” 
 “It’s been condemned by the city for 
the new park.” 
 “Well,” reassured Jimmy. “That won’t 
do any harm. That land’s worth real money. 
They’ll pay you plenty for it. Then you can 
invest in something else. That’s nothing to 
worry about.” 
 
SHE dried her eyes again. “But it is something 
to worry about,” she said with tearful 
emphasis. “They’re only giving me ten 

thousand for it.” 
 “What!” Jimmy almost leaped from his 
chair. 
 Sally nodded. “Ten thousand,” she said 
again. “That’s all.” 
 “Ten thousand! That’s an outrage. 
That property’s worth ten times as much.” 
 “I know it is. But they sent me a letter 
today telling me it had been condemned and 
that they would pay ten thousand for it.” 
 Jimmy Gilmore’s face became 
suddenly grim. “Let me see their letter.” 
 Sally Fortune crossed the room and 
took a letter from the desk in the corner. She 
handed it to him. 
 A frown crossed his brow as he read it. 
Then abruptly he rose to his feet. 
 “Listen,” he said. “Let me handle this 
for you. And promise me not to worry. Of 
course, legally, we can’t do anything, but I 
have a hunch and if it works out, things might 
be all right. Now promise me to stop crying, 
and let me attend to it.” 
 She looked into his eyes. “Jimmy,” she 
said earnestly. “I’ll promise. If you’ll handle it 
for me, I’ll promise not to worry.” 
 “Good. Don’t mention it to anyone and 
don’t do a thing about it until you hear from 
me. I’ll call you later.” 
 He strode from the room, a grim and 
bitter expression on his young bitter face. 
 
FOR more than two hours Jimmy Gilmore 
walked round and round the City Hall 
building. Through its long corridors he 
marched, his keen eyes searching through the 
crowds. He paid particular attention to the 
private office of the mayor. 
 There was an outer reception room 
before the sanctum of Newkirk’s chief 
executive. The door was open and a secretary 
was busily bending over a desk. Evidently this 
sight interested Jimmy as time and time again 
he marched past the open door and shot a 
swift glance at the man working in the 
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reception room. 
 Then on one of his many journeys 
through the building, the break for which he 
had been waiting came. The secretary rose 
from his desk and leaving the room for a 
moment marched down the long corridor to 
the water fountain at the extreme end of the 
hall. 
 Jimmy Gilmore lost no time. Casting a 
speedy look around to make sure that he was 
unobserved, he slipped through the reception 
room door, pulling it closed behind him. Then 
he did a peculiar thing. 
 He whipped a small black cloth object 
from his pocket and with a deft motion pulled 
it over his head. It was a mask which reached 
to his shoulders; a hood similar to that used by 
the members of the Murder Club, save that it 
bore a white skull painted over his right 
temple. 
 Then with a determined purposeful 
walk he strode toward the private office of the 
mayor and flung open the door. 
 Mayor Richman looked up from his 
desk and gasped as he gazed into the 
unwavering barrel of an automatic in the 
steady hand of a hooded man. In his 
excitement he failed to notice the painted 
white skull on the other’s mask, and 
immediately took the intruder for the same 
man who had visited him a few nights ago. 
 “Good God!” he said hoarsely. “Has 
the Murder Club no better sense than to send a 
man here in broad daylight?” 
 Jimmy Gilmore smiled grimly. He had 
suspected that the club he had sworn to 
exterminate had had a hand in this business 
and the Mayor’s words corroborated that 
theory. He closed the door behind him and 
turned the key in the lock. 
 “I’m not from the Murder Club,” he 
said quietly. 
The mayor stared at him, wonder and 
puzzlement on his face. 
 “Not from the Murder Club,” he 

repeated. “Then what—” 
 Jimmy answered the question for him 
before he had completely phrased it. 
 “I’m Mr. Death. And if you make any 
outcry you shall see that I am well named.” 
 But Richman was beyond calling for 
help. His jaw dropped. His face turned ashen. 
His fingers lay still and nerveless upon the 
desk. 
 
MR. DEATH!” he said and the tremor in his 
voice indicated that he would have found the 
Murder Club’s emissary more welcome than 
this stranger who held his threatening weapon 
firmly in his hand. 
 “Yes,” he said. “Now we’re going to 
have a little talk, Mr. Mayor, and—” He 
glanced significantly down at the gun in his 
hand. “I’d advise you to speak the truth. That 
remark you made as I came in the door when 
you mistook me for a member of the Murder 
Club was enlightening. In fact, it confirmed 
the hunch I had when I came here. You know 
what I’m here about, of course.” 
 
THE mayor shook his head. The stark terror 
that shone in his eyes reflected the state of his 
emotions. If he feared the Murder Club, he at 
least knew how he stood with them; but now 
facing the phantom Mr. Death at whose door 
half a dozen killings had been laid, he was in 
an abject paralysis of fear. 
 “I’m here,” went on Jimmy, “About 
the condemnation proceedings for the new 
park.” 
 Richman started. 
 “You too!” he ejaculated. 
 Jimmy eyed him shrewdly. “I, too,” he 
said quietly. “I take it the Murder Club has a 
hand in this also.” 
 Richman nodded miserably. The 
weapon in Jimmy’s hand moved toward him 
threateningly. 
 “Then tell me, Mr. Mayor,” he said in 
a soft voice that was belied by the look in his 
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eyes. “Tell me all about it.” 
 Richman’s heart pounded wildly as he 
considered the unenviable situation in which 
he found himself. If he talked, the threat of the 
Murder Club hung over his head. On the other 
hand, if he refused to talk— he stared at the 
automatic in front of him, and decided to 
throw himself on his captor’s mercy. 
 “Listen,” he said hoarsely. “What can I 
do? I’m between the devil and the deep sea. 
On one hand, you threaten my life. On the 
other, I face the Murder Club. What can I do?” 
 Jimmy Gilmore considered this for a 
silent moment. 
 “I’ll tell you something,” he said 
suddenly. “Something no one else in the world 
save the Club and myself know. I’m not the 
ruthless killer that most people in this town 
think. I’m masquerading as I am for one single 
purpose—and that is to wipe the Murder Club 
from the face of the earth. Every man that I 
have killed has been a member of that 
organization. 
 “I mean to go on until I have slain 
them all. They are powerless to work against 
me. I’m giving you your choice. Deal with me 
and I’ll guarantee you my protection against 
them. Or if you think they can save you from 
me throw me in with them. All right, I’m 
waiting for your answer.” 
 
RICHMAN, never a particularly, strong 
character, stared blankly, at the unwavering 
gun muzzle before him and decided to throw 
his lot in with the man who sat before him. 
After all, it was Mr. Death who sat before him 
now. He could deal with the Murder Club 
afterwards. In a thin quavering voice he 
related the entire story of the condemnation 
proceedings. 
 When he finished his story he looked 
anxiously at Jimmy. 
 “Well?” he asked nervously. “What 
about it?” 
 “Simply this,” said Jimmy Gilmore. 

“The scheme must not go through. I know as 
well as anyone else in this town that you 
control the aldermanic board. You will call a 
meeting tomorrow. You will notify the press 
of this meeting. There you will rescind the 
resolution and offer the fair amount to the 
owner of the three valuable blocks. To this 
Devine Corporation you will offer ten 
thousand dollars which is about what their 
property is actually worth.” 
 “All right,” said Richman readily —
too readily. 
 But his sudden acquiescence did not 
escape the masked man. 
 “Don’t think you can pull any tricks,” 
he advised dryly. “I shall sit with the audience 
in the aldermanic chamber. I shall have my 
gun ready. And if you say or do anything 
other than I have told you, I shall shoot you 
down where you stand.” 
 Richman squirmed in his chair. 
 “But think of me,” he whined. “What 
about the Murder Club? They’ll kill me if you 
don’t.” 
 “They won’t kill you at the meeting,” 
said Jimmy brusquely. “For they won’t know 
what it’s all about until after it’s happened.” 
 “But then what?” 
 “I’ve given you my word, I’ll protect 
you. You’ll have to be content with that.” 
 The mayor stared at the compelling 
eyes which returned his gaze through the holes 
in the mask and nodded his head. He had but 
little choice in the matter. 
 But somehow it seemed the man 
before him exuded an air of assurance, of 
confidence, that made him feel a little at ease. 
If ever there was a man who could save him 
from the vengeance of the predatory club, he 
felt it was the man before him now. 
 “All right,” he said at last. “I agree. 
But for God’s sake see me tomorrow after the 
meeting. The club will be after me sure by 
then!” 
 “You control the police,” said Jimmy. 
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“Surround yourself with a bodyguard. The 
club won’t be able to get near you then. 
Anyway, I’ll keep an eye on you.” 
 He rose and walked to the door. “Pick 
up that phone on your desk,” he said, “And 
send your secretary outside for a walk while I 
get out of here.” 
 
RICHMAN did as he was bid, and Jimmy 
hearing the footsteps outside, unlocked the 
door. He slipped the key into his hand. Then 
swiftly stepped into the reception room, 
locking the door of the private office behind 
him and leaving the key in the lock. Then he 
removed his mask and walked boldly down 
the long corridor whistling softly to himself. 
 Jimmy Gilmore returned to the huge 
house which had become so lonely since the 
death of his father, and seating himself at his 
desk in the study gave himself over to the 
study of the situation before him. 
 Ever since that bitter night on which 
his father had been slain by the Murder Club 
because he had been about to expose them, 
Jimmy had devoted himself to wiping out that 
notorious organization. He had already 
accounted for five of a total membership of 
nine, and now, he had stumbled upon another 
of their plans. 
 
HE was glad now that he had used the 
character of Mr. Death which he had created, 
to protect Sally’s fortune. It was the first time 
that he had assumed the role without being 
sure that he was on the trail of the Murder 
Club. His principal idea had been to frighten 
the mayor into explaining the park deal which 
obviously was crooked. And in so doing he 
had discovered that once again his trail had 
crossed that of the Murder Club. 
 And now once again he was hot on the 
scent of the quarry he had vowed to 
exterminate. Not that this fact filled him with 
any sense of elation. For Jimmy Gilmore, in 
order to keep his terrible oath had given up all 

the worthwhile things in life. Though he loved 
Sally Fortune, he could no longer ask her to be 
his wife—the wife of a murderer. 
 No, everything had been surrendered, 
everything given up to the avenging of his 
father’s death. He sighed as he lighted a 
cigarette. Well, five of them were already 
gone. There were but four left, and if his plans 
worked out, and he could come face to face 
with the member who was handling this land 
condemnation business, his work would be 
nearer its end. 
 
FINALLY he went on up to bed. For a long 
time he lay there, awake and sleepless with a 
terrible bitterness in his heart at the man who 
had killed his father and made of him an 
outlaw, a man who could no longer take his 
rightful place in decent society. Eventually, 
when dawn thrust her gray fingers over the 
horizon, he slept fitfully. 
 Mayor Richman’s night was even 
more sleepless than that of Jimmy Gilmore. 
He lay in a luxurious bed in an even more 
luxurious bedroom and pondered the position 
in which his own weakness and cowardice had 
placed him. 
 For years, now, the Murder Club had 
dictated the policies of the city unmolested, 
and thus far the mayor had not suffered by it. 
He had been well taken care of as long as he 
did what he was told. Now the club had 
demanded something of him which would 
wreck his professional career, and on top of 
that he had been visited by the phantom killer, 
Mr. Death. 
 For a long time he did not sleep, and 
when he did it was only to wake a short half 
hour later bathed in sweat, his mind a whirling 
vortex of fear from the nightmare which had 
seeped through his apprehensive brain. 
 Yet when he rose in the morning his 
mind had been made up. He had decided that 
the best gamble was to keep faith with Mr. 
Death. True, he did not underestimate the 
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power of the club. But if he obeyed their 
dictates this time he was ruined anyway. 
Whereas, by canceling the unjust 
condemnation proceedings, he would save 
himself from political suicide. 
 Then again, it seemed that Mr. Death’s 
protection was worth something. For the 
mysterious midnight marauder had thus far 
been clever enough to leave no clue behind 
him, to outwit his enemies at every turn, so 
perhaps, he could save the mayor from the 
long arm of the club. 
 However, before attending the 
aldermanic meeting which he had called for 
that afternoon he took the precaution of 
calling on his chief of police for a bodyguard 
of six of the force’s best men. They stood 
about the rostrum of the aldermanic chamber 
when he addressed that body. 
 The room was crowded when the 
mayor made his speech. Jimmy, Gilmore 
sitting in the midst of the gallery crowd 
listened to the mayor with a grim ironic smile 
playing across his face. 
 
RICHMAN backed water gracefully, 
explaining that a mistake had been made in 
their previous meeting, and rearranging the 
condemnation awards. The aldermen, like the 
well trained toadies they were, solemnly 
agreed and voted to sustain the mayor’s about 
face. 
 After the new resolution had been 
passed the mayor bowed nervously to the 
crowd who cheered what they considered his 
open avowal of an honest error and passed 
from the chamber as his blue-coated 
bodyguard closed in about him. 
 That night the mayor’s bodyguard was 
augmented by a score more policemen who 
surrounded his house. Yet even this display of 
protection did not render Richman free from 
fear. 
 He knew full well that the Murder 
Club had its spies posted in nearly every city 

department, and he sat apprehensively in his 
big living room wondering if one of the men 
who had been sent to guard him would 
actually be the man that the Murder Club 
might select for his execution. 
 
THE aldermanic meeting had been concluded 
nearly eight hours ago. And inasmuch as he 
had not heard from the club yet, Richman 
began to regain a little of his courage. Still he 
dared not face the darkness, the loneliness of 
his bedroom. He remained seated in a Morris 
chair before the fire, sipping the whisky which 
fought the fear in his heart. 
 Hearing a footstep behind him, he 
started suddenly. He breathed with relief as 
his gaze saw the familiar blue serge trousers 
of a regulation police uniform, but then as his 
eyes traveled upwards to the newcomer’s face, 
his heart stood still in utter horror. 
 For the man at whom he was looking, 
though wearing a complete policeman’s outfit 
had a black-hooded mask which covered his 
face and hung loosely on the shoulders of his 
uniform! 
 “My God—” 
 “Silence!” Came a voice from behind 
the mask. “Silence, you fool. Don’t you know 
who I am.” 
 Then for the first time, Richman 
noticed the little white painted skull at the top 
of the mask. 
 “You!” he ejaculated. “You—Mr. 
Death!” 
 Jimmy Gilmore nodded behind his 
mask. His hand moved toward his coat pocket 
and a second later his automatic was in his 
hand. 
 “How—how did you get in?” asked 
Richman in a tremulous tone. 
 With a gesture, Jimmy indicated his 
uniform coat. 
 “I figured the house would be so well 
guarded that I’d be able to easily slip, in with 
a uniform. I kept under cover and put the 
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mask on when I was inside the house.” 
 Before Richman could reply, a discreet 
knock came at the door. Jimmy hastily moved 
to the side of the room. 
 “Answer that,” he said in a whisper. 
“And remember I’ve got you covered. Handle 
it as though nothing were wrong.” 
 Richman nodded and leaving his chair 
walked to the door. Jimmy heard a voice say: 
“Sorry to trouble you, sir. But a messenger 
boy just left this note. Said it was important.” 
 The door closed and Jimmy looking 
across the room saw the mayor staring with 
glazed eyes at a piece of paper in his hand. 
 “What is it?” 
 For answer Richman handed him the 
paper. Then white-lipped and trembling, he 
fell back into the chair. Jimmy’s eyes raced 
along the penciled scrawl. 
 
MR. MAYOR: 
 You have played the traitor. And for 
that you die—tonight. 
     (signed)  
    THE MURDER 
CLUB. 
 
 A low whining moan came from the 
Morris chair. 
 “Oh, God, what can I do. I’m a dead 
man. I’m—” 
 “Rot,” snapped Jimmy Gilmore. “How 
can the Murder Club get in past all those 
cops?” 
 “How did you get in?” groaned 
Richman. 
 
FOR a moment Jimmy stood there in silence, 
then he nodded his head. 
 “You’re probably right,” he said softly. 
“That’s just what they would think of. Now 
brace up, Richman, and listen to me. If you 
don’t go to pieces, I think I can get you out of 
this.” 
 The mayor looked up eagerly. “How?” 

 “Is there a closet in this room?”  
 “Over there.” Richman indicated a 
door to the left of the entrance from the hall. 
 “All right. Get in there. Stay in there. 
Turn off all the lights save that small floor 
lamp. I’ll take your place in the Morris chair. 
In that single dim light a man won’t recognize 
me at once. And in that second, I can get the 
drop on him. Hurry now. They may be here 
any minute.” 
 
HASTILY Richman did as he was bid, then 
disappeared in the closet. Jimmy took his 
place in the chair. He sat there, his eyes glued 
to the door, his automatic held alertly in his 
hand. 
 The minutes ticked past. Yet Jimmy 
did not relax his vigil. Then suddenly he sat 
bolt upright as he heard a soft footfall in the 
hall outside. He leaned forward in his chair. 
He saw the brass door knob turn slowly. The 
door swung silently ajar. 
 The moving door jerked suddenly, 
then swung closed once more. A masked 
figure, wearing a hood similar to that of 
Jimmy’s, faced the Morris chair from the 
threshold. In the dim light of the room the 
stranger could make out a form in the chair, 
but the light was too tricky for his eyes to 
make out any detail. 
 “So, Richman,” he said in a hard steely 
voice. “You crossed us, eh? Well, you’ve got 
a hell of a lot of nerve even if you haven’t 
much judgment. Maybe you’d like to tell me 
why you did it before I bump you off.” 
 Jimmy rose easily to his feet. The 
automatic in his hand was on a level with the 
weapon which the other man held pointed at 
him. 
 “I’m the answer,” he said quietly. “I’m 
the reason Richman crossed you, I’m also the 
reason that you’re not going to bump him off. 
Look more closely and you may recognize 
me.” 
 The Murder Club member peered into 
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the gloominess of the room. Then suddenly he 
saw the white skull on the other’s hood. He 
fell back a pace. 
 “God!” he exclaimed. “Mr. Death.”  
 “Yes,” said Jimmy grimly. “Mr. Death 
— and we meet once again, Mr. Murderer.” 
 Number Nine of the Murder Club 
suddenly recovered from his amazement of 
meeting his deadly enemy here. 
 “Yes,” he retorted and his voice was 
edged with venom. “We meet again Mr. 
Death—and may the best man live.” 
 Two revolver shots rang out as one. 
Jimmy felt a pricking sensation in his 
shoulder. His arm jerked. The muzzle of his 
gun flew up, and the bullet buried itself 
harmlessly in the wall behind the man who 
had fired at him. 
 In an instant he had recovered and his 
weapon came in a direct line on the other’s 
heart. He heard a single click as his adversary 
pressed the trigger and the striker hit a 
defective round. Jimmy’s own finger 
constricted on the trigger. But before he could 
fire, the Murder Club man, realizing the 
impotence of his own revolver, hurtled 
through the air. 
 
TOO late Jimmy saw him. He tried to sidestep 
and fire at the game tune. But the lunging 
black figure was upon him. He felt a sudden 
weight upon his bleeding shoulder and for the 
second time the whining steel from his 
automatic ate its way into the plaster wall. 
 The pair of hooded figures grappled 
desperately. Jimmy, feeling a hand at his 
throat, swung his right hard into the other’s 
face. For a moment the clutch on his jugular 
relaxed and he tore himself free. But before he 
could bring his gun into play again, his 
adversary had followed up. 
 Jimmy could hear the other’s breath 
coming fast as they stood toe to toe in the 
center of the room. Each straining desperately 
for an advantage that would turn the tide of 

the battle. Blood streamed down from the 
jagged wound in Jimmy’s shoulder, drenching 
the clothing of both men. Still, despite the 
terrible wrenching pain of his wound he did 
not give way. 
 A leg crashed against his and Jimmy 
went down. For a moment the pair of them 
rolled over and over on the floor Jimmy’s 
revolver clattered to the floor. Again he swung 
his fist into the other’s face and muttered a 
curse as he missed the point of the jaw by less 
than an inch. 
 Then even in the midst of the struggle, 
Jimmy heard the sound of an opening door 
behind him. He heard a swift footstep in the 
room. Then Richman’s voice called out. 
 “Boys. Quick. Help. Police, Come 
here!” 
 
THE mayor ran across the room - and 
disappeared through the hall door. Jimmy felt 
his enemy’s grip relaxed for a moment as the 
Murder Club’s emissary’s mind grappled with 
this new problem. Swiftly Jimmy came to his 
feet. He confronted the other, and spoke 
rapidly. 
 “Listen,” he said. “That was Richman. 
He’s gone to get the cops. We are both 
finished if they find us. Let’s get out. My car’s 
below. We’ll finish our little argument later.” 
 Number Nine of the Murder Club 
nodded his agreement and the pair of them 
made for the big French windows on the other 
side of the room. 
 Like two cats, they dropped lightly to 
the lawn beneath, just as the lights in the room 
they had left flared full on. They heard excited 
voices above them and half a dozen blue caps 
thrust themselves from the window. A voice 
cried out. 
 “There they go!” 
 Jimmy lightly vaulted the fence which 
surrounded the mayor’s estate and sprang into 
the roadster which he had parked beneath the 
shadows of the trees that lined the roadway. 
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The hooded member of the Murder Club 
jumped in beside him. 
 
THE engine roared to sudden throbbing life as 
Jimmy stepped on the starter and threw the car 
in gear. Up the road before them they heard 
the voices of the police. And as the roadster 
started up, the noise of other cars came to 
them from the rear. 
 Jimmy thanked the gods that he had 
retrieved his revolver from the floor before 
they had leaped from the window. He turned 
to his companion. 
 “Got your gun?” 
 The other nodded. 
 “They’re coming after us. Get ready to 
use it.” 
 Number Nine examined the weapon in 
his hand and apparently satisfied that it was 
now in working order, he glanced back over 
his shoulder. Two shafts of light shot down 
the road behind them from the headlights of 
the first police car. 
 Number Nine carefully sighted his 
pistol and pressed the trigger twice. Jimmy 
keeping his eyes on the road ahead jammed 
the accelerator all the way down. 
 He listened eagerly for the sound of a 
puncture after he had heard his companion’s 
shot. But the only reply was a devastating 
fusillade from the police car. Half a dozen 
angry slugs ate their way through the chassis 
of the roadster. 
 The speedometer indicated sixty-five 
miles an hour, as Number Nine hastily 
reloaded his weapon and promptly emptied it 
at the headlights behind, which were coming 
closer and closer. 
 There was suddenly a loud explosion, 
followed by the sound of shrieking brakes. 
Jimmy heard an elated voice in his ear. 
 “Got him that time. The front tire. 
We’ve stopped them.” 
 “There’s another one behind,” said 
Jimmy laconically. “Maybe we can 

outdistance it.” 
 Less than three minutes later another 
pair of headlights replaced those which 
Number Nine had put out of commission. 
Once more there was an interchange of shots. 
Jimmy heard something buzz past his head, as 
he vainly attempted to coax a few more miles 
per hour out of his already overtaxed engine. 
 
HE glanced up at the roadside for a moment, 
and noticed that he was already on the 
outskirts of the city. Behind, the powerful 
police car was gaining momentarily. He 
turned once more to his strange ally. 
 “We’ll drive right across the 
common,” he said. “We’ve got more chance in 
a running fight through the trees than out here 
on the open road.” 
 “Shoot!” said Number Nine. 
 Without decreasing his speed, Jimmy 
twisted the wheel to the right and the car left 
the road. It rumbled crazily over the rough 
ground of the field and charged like a live mad 
thing in the direction of the fringe of trees 
some hundred yards in the distance. The 
police car, taken completely by surprise, raced 
past, straight down the road, then came to a 
creaking halt. 
 By the time the cops had stopped their 
car and started up again, Jimmy’s roadster was 
almost at the edge of the sparse clumps of 
trees for which he had aimed. He slowed 
down slightly and zig-zagged crazily between 
two gnarled trunks. 
 
THEN applying his brakes gradually, he 
weaved a dangerous circuitous course through 
the foliage of the common. Of a sudden he 
came to a stop and listened intently. 
 “We’re pretty well under cover here,” 
he whispered. “They’ll have to stop their car 
out there. It’s too big. They’ll have less 
chance of nabbing us here than out in the 
open.” 
 The other man nodded and stepped 
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from the car, his hot weapon in his hand. A 
moment later Jimmy followed suit, 
withdrawing his automatic as he stepped out 
upon the ground. 
 The pair of them, who such a short 
time ago had been bent on each other’s 
destruction, stood shoulder to shoulder, 
waiting tensely for any footfall, any sound that 
would indicate the approach of their common 
enemy; the enemy that had, for the moment, 
rendered this strange hooded pair allies. 
 Number Nine suddenly seized 
Jimmy’s arm as a crackling of underbrush 
came to their ears. Both of them stood steady 
and firm, their weapons ready for defense. 
Then they heard a man’s voice say in 
disgruntled tones: 
 “What the hell! We’ll never find ’em 
in here. They’ve probably gone through and 
come out on the other side. Let’s get back to 
the house. They might double back there to 
get Richman.” 
 Another voice assented and the 
footfalls steadily receded through the trees. 
Jimmy waited until he could hear no further 
sound, then his eyes glinting hard through the 
slits in his hood, he turned to the other. 
 Number Nine was not taken unawares. 
He, too, turned to face the notorious Alias Mr. 
Death, the man who had slain his five 
comrades. Their guns were aimed 
unwaveringly at each other. A grim, tense 
silence enveloped them. 
 “Well?” said Number Nine. “Does the 
truce end or continue?” 
 “The truce ends,” said Jimmy Gilmore 
in a cold, hard voice. “It was of mutual benefit 
for us to join forces for a while. But now that 
that necessity is over, we can resume where 
we left off.” 
 Number Nine’s eye gleamed for a 
moment. His finger pressed the trigger. A dull 
click sounded. 
 “My God!” he said in horrified 
accents. “My revolver is empty. I fired every 

round at the police car.” 
 Jimmy Gilmore’s trigger-finger 
relaxed on his weapon. 
 
“THEN,” he said, “we shall wait a moment. 
Don’t think I’m being merciful. I’m not. No 
member of your murderous organization 
deserves mercy. But after all, you emptied 
your weapon in my cause as well as yours. 
Hence I’m giving you a chance. Have you any 
more ammunition?” 
 “Yes.” 
 “Then I shall walk off six paces. I shall 
count ten slowly. By that time you should 
have reloaded. At the count of ten I shall fire. 
You are privileged to do the same, and to 
repeat your own words of earlier this evening, 
‘May the best man live!’” 
 “Thanks,” said Number Nine simply. 
“You’re a strange man, Mr. Death. I’d like to 
meet you under other circumstances.” 
 “You may,” said Jimmy grimly, “—in 
hell.” 
 He turned abruptly and walked off six 
paces to the rear. Then he stood perfectly still 
and commenced counting in a low monotone. 
Number Nine of the Murder Club swiftly 
produced ammunition from his pocket and 
reloaded his gun. Then he, too, faced his 
enemy. 
 “Eight — Nine — Ten,” concluded 
Jimmy. 
 And at that precise moment his finger 
squeezed the trigger softly. A staccato report 
ripped the silent night, followed a fraction of a 
second later by a similar sound. But the bullet 
from Jimmy’s automatic had reached its mark, 
just as the other fired. 
 
JIMMY heard the impotent steel from the 
other’s weapon whiz by over his head. While 
before him Number Nine of the Murder Club 
fell to his knees, a dull red spreading stain 
over his heart. 
 Jimmy walked forward slowly. The 
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dying man looked up at him and the fragment 
of a smile crawled over his pain-glazed 
countenance. 
 “You—win—Mr. Death,” he said 
slowly. “Good-by.” 
 He fell forward on his face and was 
still. 
 For a silent moment Jimmy regarded 
the prone figure at his feet, then putting a hand 
in his pocket he produced a small oblong card. 
But three words were written on it. The 

moonlight from overhead revealed them: 
“Alias Mr. Death!” 
 Jimmy stooped over and placed the 
card on the dead man’s back. Then turning 
silently, he walked back to his car. And 
despite the fact that he had once more 
exterminated one of the club he had sworn to 
slay, he felt no exultation. Rather, he felt a 
pang of regret that a victor feels when he 
vanquishes a gallant enemy, a man who has 
been worthy of his steel. 

 


