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The bogus photographer held his camera in front of him.
“They’re off!” the crowd was roaring.

The Madame Plays
the Gee-Gees

By Perry Paul
Author of “The Madame Naturals,” etc.

The fascinatin’ Madame again goes in for a big shot of fair play. And when the Madame goes
in for anything—even horseracing—or rather especially horseracing—it’s interesting.

CHAPTER I
THE LAST GRAND

HE MADAME was worried. She sat at her
fragile Louis Quatorze desk in the little
office behind Le Parfum Shoppe, her long

slim fingers—fingers that could spot the best dip,

cloaker, cold-card artist or peterman, whatever he
liked, and beat him at his own game—tapping
nervously on the polished surface before her. Over
her blue-gray eyes, as they traveled calculatingly
about the antique French furniture and subdued
hangings that served as a perfect background for
her tawny young beauty, a film of care seemed to
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have been drawn.
The reason for her worry was simple.
The enigmatic figure known to the police and

the underworld only as the Madame, strangely
enough, was broke—or practically so, for she was
down to her last grand note.

It was not so strange, however, for while her
brilliant mind had cased a series of daring criminal
coups that had baffled the forces of law and order,
yet she had always refused to take any active part
in the jobs she cased, or share in the loot. Her
criminal technique was perfect but she preferred
the head-work alone, and it was that preference
which had kept the police from ever succeeding in
pinning a charge on her and had also presented her
with her present problem, a problem which had
brought a sharp, drawn look to her usually suave,
aristocratic features.

And if the problem was not solved soon, then
Le Parfum Shoppe, the blind behind which the
Madame worked, must be abandoned and she must
return whence she had come.

But that, to the Madame, was unthinkable.
Assisting the little wolves of the half-world to prey
successfully upon the bigger wolves was too
fascinating a game. And beside, once she had done
the Police Commissioner himself a favor which had
placed him greatly in her debt, and she could not
drop out of sight with debts uncollected.

As if in an attempt to find some surcease from
her worries or an answer to her problem, she picked
her favorite tabloid, the Evening Gazette, from the
desk. Leaning back in the spindle-legged chair she
scanned the headlines.

MILLIONS IN REPARATIONS GOLD
DUE ON BREMEN

She smiled grimly and passed on.

STOCKS CLIMB ON FRESH BUYING
WAVE

A wise guy sticks to his own racket, she mused,
and turned to the sport page.

HANGMAN’S CHOICE ODDS-ON
FAVORITE TO WIN PREAKNESS AND

DERBY

Now there is a sure thing if there ever was one,

she told herself. A mighty fine horse in the first
place and add to that the fact that its owner is Al
Manero, one of the biggest gangsters in the
country, and you get a combination that’s
practically unbeatable, especially since the gangster
has gone suddenly social and horsey, and set his
heart on winning the Derby.

Hangman’s Choice is practically in already, but
it will probably go to the post a 1 to 10 favorite if
he clicks in the Preakness, and what good will a
short price like that do my thin bankroll? What I
need is a long gamble, with a chance to deal the
cards myself once in a while.

She glanced down the list of entries and tossed
the paper aside, running her fingers fumblingly
through her smooth blonde hair.

The action was abruptly terminated by the low
whine of the buzzer in the shoppe. She swung
‘round quickly.

A man had entered the outer door.
As he stood gazing inquiringly at showcases and

shelves with their load of exotic bottles, a smile
ironed the worried wrinkles from about the
Madame’s mouth. She spotted at once that he was
either the real thing or a blamed good imitation.

Whichever he was, he was certainly a fine old
figure in his suit of black broadcloth cut after the
mode of a decade ago. Everything about him was in
character—his snow-white hair that waved out
from under his black slouch hat, his flowing black
tie, his erect sure carriage, his ruddy outdoor
complexion, set off by white mustache and goatee.
It was as though some old Southern family portrait
had suddenly come to life.

A Kentucky Colonel, the Madame surmised, the
real thing or a perfect imitation. But what was he
doing in such a place as Le Parfum Shoppe?
Enamored momentarily by the glamour of some
peroxided Broadway night hawk and gallantly in
search of a gift, was her first thought.

But a glance at the twinkling blue eyes beneath
their bushy white brows told her that they were too
keen and shrewd to belong to a sucker.

Puzzled, the Madame rose and passed silently
into the shoppe.

“You were looking for something in perfume?”
she suggested.

The black slouch hat came off in a sweeping
gesture that brought it finally to rest over the man’s
heart. He bowed, not a stiff formal bow from the
waist but a graceful courtly bow.
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He was real, the Madame sensed unerringly,
even before he spoke.

“Colonel Mulgrave, at your service, ma’am,” he
said with a soft blurring accent which the Madame
found charming. “I am looking for a lady known as
‘the Madame.’”

It was a surprise but the girl gave no evidence of
it.

“Colonel Mulgrave,” she murmured. “Of the
Kentucky Mulgraves?”

It was the old man’s turn to be surprised. And
he showed it.

“But—but how did you know, ma’am?”
The girl smiled inscrutably.
“It is my business to know—I am the Madame!”
“Ah!”
“But will you not step into my office, Colonel?

We can talk more comfortably there.”
Again that courtly old-world bow.
“Thank you—Madame.”

CHAPTER II
“MY HOPE”

HE MADAME returned to the chair she had
so recently vacated and indicated the chaise

lounge against the wall.
The Colonel sat down, placing his black hat

carefully beside him.
“And now, Colonel Mulgrave, the Madame is at

your service.” The Madame could be as Back Bay
as a full-blooded Cabot—that was the reason for
her moniker—although if she chose, her speech
could drip with the picturesque vitriol of the
toughest taxi-driver. “To what may I attribute the
honor of this call?”

The Colonel smiled.
“To your reputation as a square-shooter and the

finest mind in the underworld, Madame. It has
reached even to the small midwestern tracks—
known in racing parlance as ‘the Leaky-Roof
Circuit’—where I have been running my modest
string.”

The Madame’s eyes narrowed and the Colonel
caught the look.

“Don’t mistake me, ma’am,” he hastened to
add. “I am merely stating the reasons that led me to
decide to come to you. I confess that I was
skeptical that anyone, especially a woman, could
deserve the high rating you enjoy in certain
quarters.”

He hesitated, pulling at his goatee as though
momentarily uncertain just how much it was safe to
say. And then he made up his mind to go the whole
hog.

“Madame, a man who has lived his whole life
among horses gets to be a fairish judge of their
two-legged cousins, men.” His voice lowered and
grew serious. “I have come to you for help, ma’am,
and I am convinced from what I have seen that you
are the only one who can help me. I have dreamed
of one thing all my life, and now I am an old man.
And at last I believe that with racing luck and a fair
break my dream is about to come true. But it seems
that I am not to have even a fair break, for my life’s
dream has run contrary to the ambition of one Al
Manero, a gangster whose methods are, to say the
least, unscrupulous.”

He steadied the tremor in his voice, his head
came up and his eyes flashed.

“But I will not take it lying down, Madame. I
will fight. I will fight fire with fire. I will, with your
permission, pit against this gangster the
mastermind of the underworld—the Madame.”

HE MADAME sat silent, her hands clasped
tightly on the desk before her. Her words,

when they came, were hardly audible.
“I too dreamed of one thing!” she muttered

while the knuckles of her hands grew white. “And I
accomplished it—against an even greater one than
Al Manero!”

She straightened in her chair and squared her
slim shoulders. Shrewd blue eyes looked into cold
blue-gray ones and in that instant the two
understood each other perfectly, in that instant their
alliance was formed.

When the Madame spoke it was obvious that
she had made her decision.

“You had best tell me everything, Colonel
Mulgrave, and from the beginning.”

The Colonel rose and bowed for a moment over
her hand.

“Thank you, Madame. I will.”
He resumed his seat and the Madame leaned

forward, all interest.
“I am owner and trainer of the Mulgrave Stable,

as my father was before me, Madame,” he went on.
“The stable is not what it was in my father’s time.
The name is unknown, now, on the great eastern
tracks, but I have been fairly successful on the
smaller western circuits. Probably I”—his look was
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far away and his tone grew accusing—“probably I
am to blame. I have neglected the interests of the
stable while I dreamed the dream that was my
father’s and has become mine—the dream which is
the goal of every horseman and which so few
accomplish.”

He paused, carried away by the thought behind
his words, while the Madame nodded
understandingly. She was beginning to see light.

“The stable is not what it once was, as I said,”
the Colonel resumed, speaking more calmly. “The
string consists of a not too good plater, a pair of
medium two-year-olds, a jumper that once ran
second in the Grand National at Belmont, and—My
Hope!”

His eyes lit up at the name. He half rose to his
feet.

“My Hope—”
The Madame held up her hand.
“And your last hope, Colonel Mulgrave, your

last hope to win the Kentucky Derby. A worthy
dream. But let me see”—her brows drew
together—“quoted at 100 to 1 in the betting. Its last
start, a prep for the Preakness next Saturday,
disappointing, if I remember correctly. My Hope
breezed into the lead at the three-quarter pole, but
stopped badly going into the stretch and finished a
poor last. A mighty slim hope to all appearances.”

“To all appearances, yes, Madame.” The Colonel
realized that the girl was merely stating the facts as
she knew them. “But those appearances are not fair
to the horse. Listen, Madame! Not since the time of
Regret, the only filly to win the great classic at
Churchill Downs, has there been such another filly
as My Hope. Look, I will show you—”

From a voluminous pocket he drew out a sheaf
of past performance charts and spread them out on
the desk.

“Look at that record, Madame. Her first start a
five-furlong sprint. Not even in the money, I grant
you, but at the finish she was just beginning to run.
It was from that race that I learned what a real
horse she is, a real distance horse. Now look at her
record from then on—she has never been beaten at
any distance over a mile. And notice—in every
instance she goes into the lead at the three-quarter
post and wins breezing. And see the time,
Madame!”

“Not bad,” the Madame agreed, “not bad.”
The Colonel drew closer and his voice sank to a

whisper.

“But myself and my jockey are the only ones
who know how fast she can really run. I have
clocked her secretly over the full Derby route at
2:04—consistently. And once”—he paused for
emphasis—“once, Madame, My Hope did the ten
furlongs in 2:01 flat.”

The Madame whistled appreciatively.
“There must be an excuse for her last poor

showing, Madame,” the Colonel went on with more
heat. “And there is! When we got her to the barn
after the race she was as downhearted as we were.
And there we discovered the trouble. A sponge had
been thrust up her nose!”

“Ah!” The Madame sucked in a hissing breath.
“I begin to see! Our big gangster Manero is so
anxious to saddle a Derby winner that he is taking
steps to wipe out all possible competition, even
though his own horse is apparently a standout.”

“Exactly, Madame, exactly!” Colonel Mulgrave
exclaimed. “How he found out about what My
Hope really could do I have no way of knowing.
Even before we came east he made repeated offers
to buy my horse, jumping his bid twenty-five
thousand dollars a clip. Then when I refused to sell
I began to get anonymous threats over the
telephone, threats that if I did not scratch the horse
voluntarily it would be fixed so that it would never
start in the Derby.”

E CLENCHED his fists and shook them
impotently.

“It is not fair, Madame! I have brought My
Hope along slowly, pointing her carefully for the
Derby. I have tried to keep the true facts about her
from leaking out so that when she wins, the victory
will be more smashing—an unheard-of filly driving
home to win and possibly establishing a new track
record. The realization of an old man’s dream. I
have bet all I have in the world—a thousand
dollars—on her at 100 to 1. With that and the
purse, I can buy a little stock farm I know of and
retire from racing forever—Colonel Mulgrave,
owner and trainer of My Hope, the wonderful little
filly who won the fifty-eighth running of the
Kentucky Derby hanging up a record which will
probably stand for all time. An old man’s dream,
Madame, but a dream which my father before me
dreamed also.”

He sprang to his feet.
“It is not fair! It is not fair to my horse or to the

splendid animal whose misfortune it is to be owned
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by an execrable sportsman who should be ruled off
every track in the world. Hangman’s Choice is a
great horse, a super-horse. He asks nothing better
than a brave ride, a clear field coming into the
stretch and a chance to fight it out cleanly as has
been the custom of thoroughbreds since time
began!”

He sank back in his seat. Suddenly he seemed to
have grown very old, and helpless.

“And that is why I have come to you, Madame,”
he finished brokenly.

The Madame rose and crossed the room to the
old man’s side.

“Colonel Mulgrave,” she said, “I am with you
on this all the way.”

She hesitated while a grim smile twisted the
corners of her mouth.

“And if you will introduce me to the bookie
who gave you the 100 to 1, I should like to lay a
thousand dollars, which happens to be all I, too,
have in the world, on My Hope—to win!”

CHAPTER III
BAD NEWS

T WAS raining when Colonel Mulgrave and the
Madame stepped off the train at Baltimore.
“Old Mardy ought to be here to meet us,” the

Colonel grumbled as he raised the collar of his
topcoat to shut out the raw wind. “I wired him to be
here and let me know how things were. I’m worried
to leave that filly even overnight.”

He searched the faces of the crowd anxiously.
“Good! There he is!”
He pointed out a wizened old Negro who came

shuffling toward them on a pair of bowed legs that
told their tale of years in the saddle.

The Madame caught a glimpse of his face under
his battered hat and a chill of premonition passed
through her, but the Colonel did not seem to notice
in his delight at being back.

“That’s Old Mardy, who rode for my father,” he
said. “His son, Young Mardy, rides for me now.
The Mardys have been in our family since slavery
days.”

The old Negro approached slowly, on feet that
seemed to drag. His sluggishness was in sharp
contrast to the Colonel’s eagerness.

“This is Old Mardy, Madame,” the Colonel
exclaimed, “my trainer—and my friend.”

The old Negro swept off his hat.

“And this, Mardy, is the famous Madame, who
has consented to help us.”

The Madame looked the old servitor over
keenly and gave him a friendly nod. He could be
depended on to the last ditch, she felt sure.

The Colonel, impatient for news, turned directly
to the ex-jockey.

“And how is our lady, Mardy?”
Old Mardy hesitated and licked his lips.
Colonel Mulgrave took a quick step forward.
“Come, come, man! Speak up!”
“Colonel, suh, they’s been an accident—” the

old man began. He spoke in a flat toneless voice
that the Madame found difficult to account for.

The Colonel’s face went a dirty white, as he
grasped Mardy by the arm.

“Good God!” he cried. “Nothing’s happened
to—to—”

“Oh no, suh!” Old Mardy hastened to interrupt.
“But the rest of the string—they was—they was all
burned!”

“Burned?”
Colonel Mulgrave seemed stunned. The

Madame emitted an exclamation that had no place
in a parlor.

“Colonel—Colonel, suh, don’ look like that,”
the old Negro pleaded, tears in his eyes. “Our Lady
is all right—My Hope come through it without a
hurt, suh!”

Colonel Mulgrave came out of his daze slowly.
“The others all were burned—all the others”—

he stammered, “but—but My Hope—My Hope—”
“She come through it without a hurt, suh,”

Mardy assured him.
“Oh! Then—then—”
“Then we’d better get out to the track!” the

Madame caught him up. “Before something more
happens. Come on, Colonel, we’ve no time to
muddle around here.”

She marshaled them into a taxi.
“Pimlico!” she told the driver. And what she

said after that sent him away from the station
considerably faster than even he had ever left it
before.

In the cab she turned to the old Negro.
“When did this happen, Mardy?”
“Las’ night, ma’am. We’d just bedded the string

down when all of a sudden the whole place was
afire. It seemed like one minute we was just sittin’
there an’ the next it was one big blaze. My boy
went right for our lady while I looked to the rest.”
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He paused and wiped his forehead with a huge
handkerchief.

“But I couldn’t do nothing, ma’am. There
wasn’t time to put bandages over their eyes and
they wouldn’t lead without. They was crazy afraid
and I just got out myself by crawling along the
floor.

“I thought it was all up with my boy and our
lady, but will you believe it, ma’am, out they come.
He had his hand in her mane and she was walking
beside him calm as you please—and without a
blindfold!”

He turned to the Colonel and laid a gnarled hand
on his arm.

“You own a lady there, suh—a thoroughbred!”
Colonel Mulgrave simply nodded. He was too

moved to speak.
The rest of the ride to the track was made in

silence. . . .

HEY held a council of war that night in the
stall next to the one where My Hope slept

peacefully. They were in an otherwise unoccupied
wing of the stables—the Madame had insisted on
that. It gave a better opportunity to guard against
interference and possible surprise.

The Colonel was there, silent and morose as
though this last catastrophe had been almost too
much. Old Mardy sat on a feedbox beside his son.

Young Mardy was an exact duplicate of his
father, except for the difference in their ages—and
the fact that he was deaf and dumb. But that
seemed no handicap, for father and son talked
together on their fingers like lightning, and Young
Mardy had an uncanny way of sensing his
employer’s wishes almost before the Colonel was
aware of them himself. And he had a way with
horses.

His inability to hear and speak was a family
trait, which his father had partially escaped,
although he talked always in the flat toneless voice
that had at first puzzled the Madame.

Looking over the three now, she felt that here
were men it was good to work with. They were
men one could trust, far different from the rats of
the underworld.

She dropped the cigarette she had been smoking
and scuffed it out with the toe of a rubber boot. She
had thought it best that no one be aware of the fact
that the Madame had turned her attention to the
gee-gees, and in the flannel shirt, overalls, rubber

boots and exercise boy’s cap pulled down over her
eye which she had at once adopted, she looked like
one of the nondescript tribe of odd-chore boys who
are to be found at any track during an important
meeting.

But the three men in the stall knew her for what
she really was when she began to speak.

“Colonel Mulgrave,” she said, “have you any
suggestions as to what we had best do? It is
obvious that the—ah—sinister influence which has
been dogging you is responsible for this last
outrage, and we must take steps to protect My
Hope.”

The Colonel shook himself momentarily out of
the lethargy which seemed to have descended upon
him.

“I leave everything in your hands, Madame,” he
said. “You know how to deal with a situation like
this. I have every confidence in you.”

Old Mardy made a few quick movements with
his hands and his son grinned approvingly.

“Very well, Colonel.” The Madame pulled her
cap farther down over one eye. “My suggestions
then, are these. One of us must always be with My
Hope. No one not well-known to you must be
allowed close to her. Especially must she be kept
away from crowds and her training for the
Preakness on Saturday should be done, whenever
possible, at a time when there are few observers
about the track. Young Mardy, you will not leave
her except to sleep.”

Father translated to son on his fingers and the
young jockey nodded understandingly.

“Old Mardy,” the girl went on, “you will have
charge of her feed, making sure that no one is given
an opportunity to dope it. You will get as much of
your sleep as you can during the daytime.

“And you, Colonel, will be near My Hope at all
times. And as for me”—the Madame chuckled
grimly —“I expect to get very little sleep during
the next few days.”

And there the girl who was known only as the
Madame, said a true word.

UT SHE was clear-eyed as ever the next
morning when My Hope was led out for a

gallop. It was the first opportunity she had had to
get a good look at the horse and she could not
suppress an exclamation of admiration.

My Hope was no picture horse. At first glance
she was just a pretty little chestnut mare with a star
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in her forehead and sharp fox-like ears. But a closer
look showed the smooth rippling muscles that told
of breeding and speed. Her eyes were almost too
human to be those of a horse.

“Just look at her, Madame!” With the morning
the Colonel’s old fire had returned. “As great a
thoroughbred as Hangman’s Choice is, this filly is
still better. My Hope is the answer to two
generations of waiting, bred in a direct line from
the great English Vulcan on her sire’s side and
from her dam’s she carries the blood of that French
marvel M’Amour. It is from her sire she gets her
early foot but from the blood of M’Amour that she
gets her heart. Heart, Madame, she is all heart!”

Tears stood in the old man’s eyes.
And when the Madame saw the filly work she

was inclined to agree with him.
“Colonel,” she said, as they were returning to

the stable together, “if you can still get 100 to 1
from your bookie for the Derby I wish you would
put this on My Hope—on the nose!”

She drew from a pocket of her overalls a crisp
bill—her last grand in the world.

Colonel Mulgrave bowed as he took it.
“Madame, I will see that that bet gets down, if I

have to ram it down the bookie’s throat. And it is as
good as won already.”

But the Madame grew more skeptical about that
as the day for the Preakness, that race which is
supposed to be a barometer for the Kentucky
Derby, approached. What worried her was the fact
that nothing happened, no more threats were
received by the Mulgrave Stable, no further
attempts were made to injure My Hope. It was not
like Al Manero to take it lying down.

The Colonel was jubilant, but the Madame was
not deceived by the sense of false security. She
feared that the gangster was taking it easy, assured
that certain misfortune was in store for the game
little horse that carried all their hopes.

Still nothing happened, and the suspense grew
almost unbearable.

CHAPTER IV
ALSO RAN

ATURDAY MORNING came at last, bright
and warm, and still nothing had happened.

My Hope was fit and anxious to go. She seemed
to sense the suppressed excitement in the air.

The Madame secured an early racing edition

and scanned the headlines.

WEATHER CLEAR—TRACK
LIGHTNING FAST

EXPERTS EXPECT TRACK

RECORDS TO FALL

Crowds Estimated at 40,000 Arriving to
View Forty-first Running of Preakness—
Hangman’s Choice Established Favorite at 7
to 10—Alimony Second Choice at 8 to 1

———

The Madame threw the paper to the floor and
went into the filly’s stall.

And from then until the bugle blew for the post
she was never far away from the little chestnut.

In the paddock, when the horses were on view,
she had anticipated the possibility of trouble, but
nothing happened. My Hope was practically an
unknown and had few fanciers.

“It will be different after the race,” the Colonel
whispered enthusiastically.

“I certainly hope you are right, Colonel
Mulgrave.”

But the Madame was more worried than she
cared to admit.

At last the horses were led away for the
weighing in and saddling, and began the parade to
the post.

The Madame and the Colonel wormed their way
to the rail as the little chestnut pranced past.

“No sponge in her nose this time!” the Colonel
exulted. “History will be made today!”

Together they craned over the rail. The Colonel
focused his field glasses.

“They’re acting nicely at the post,” he muttered.
“Alimony’s a bit fractious though. Hangman’s
Choice is waiting quietly. My Hope—ah—”

Behind them swelled a mighty cry—“THEY’RE
OFF!”

It died down only to be replaced by a thunder of
hoofs.

“Playboy takes the lead,” the Colonel cried.
“Too fast an early pace. It’ll soon kill him off. The
rest well bunched.”

They swept past, Playboy a length in the lead,
then Alcestes, Hangman’s Choice well up and
running easily with My Hope at his withers.
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To the accompaniment of a diminishing rumble
they flung themselves around the clubhouse turn.

Playboy dropped back and Alcestes took his
place. The field was stretching out now.
Hangman’s Choice in sixth position with a little
chestnut filly at his heels.

A big gray gelding nosed out of the pack and
challenged the pacemaker.

A shout went up from the grandstand—
“Alimony! Alimony!”

The sturdy bay rushed round them both and
went into the lead as they passed the half. Alcestes
dropped back, finished.

Alimony, the big gray, Prairie Belle, Jigger,
then three in a bunch—Hangman’s Choice, My
Hope and Bottom Dollar.

They flashed toward the three-quarter post.
“Now!” The word was at once a prayer and a

command as it passed the Colonel’s lips.
And as if in answer, My Hope came to life with

a rush—past the gangster’s powerful black, past
Jigger, Prairie Belle, the big gray. Alimony tried to
beat off the challenge but it was no use.

At the three-quarter post the little chestnut
swept into a two-length lead. But Hangman’s
Choice was coming up fast.

The Colonel went wild with delight as they
were obscured by the crowd in the infield. What
did it matter? When they rounded the turn into the
stretch, My Hope would still hold the lead. She
could beat off the challenge of the powerful black.

The Colonel leaned far out to catch the first
glimpse of a forehead with a white star and the
black face of Young Mardy low over her neck. It
was the first step toward the realization of his
dream.

“Come on!” he screamed. “Come on My—”
The words died with a rattle in his throat.
A big black thundered ‘round into the stretch,

one length, two, then Alimony and the gray, then
the rest of the pack. A poor last—still running, but
like a horse in a dream—came a little chestnut.

The race, as far as the Madame and the Colonel
were concerned was over then and there. It did not
need the great cry that went up as they made their
way back to the stable, to tell them that Hangman’s
Choice, the favorite, had won.

Apparently My Hope had had no excuse, but
they were sure there was one and they wanted to
hear. Young Mardy was the one who would know
certainly.

They waited, pacing the stable. . . .

ELL?” The Colonel’s voice was crisp.
Young Mardy sat down dejectedly on

the feedbox and his father stood beside him, his
hand on his shoulder.

“Well?” The Colonel’s tone hardened. “What
happened?”

That dumb language passed between father and
son. Then Old Mardy faced the Colonel.

“He says that he don’t know what happened,
Colonel, suh. As he came to the three-quarters he
brought our lady up into the lead. They was two
lengths ahead going past it—and then he felt her
give a little jump. And from then on she couldn’t
run a lick. She didn’t quit, suh. He could feel her
try, but she jus’ couldn’t run. He says it was like
she had a pair of lead boots on her.”

“But that’s ridiculous!” Colonel Mulgrave
exclaimed. “Ridiculous! Why I—”

“I’d like to take a look at the horse,” the
Madame interrupted. “I have a hunch.”

The Colonel subsided.
“Anything you say, Madame.”
They followed her into the stall.
The Madame stood looking at the little chestnut,

trying to make the rules of the rackets with which
she was familiar apply to this. But nothing seemed
to work.

The filly, as though sensing the nature of the
visit, turned her head and looked appealingly out of
her big, almost human eyes. The pupils were
contracted and there was a wild light in them.

The Madame took a step nearer—and then she
knew that her hunch was correct. There needed just
one more thing to prove it absolutely so.

She began to examine the horse’s near side
closely, probing and prying beneath the glossy
coat.

At last she found it—a puncture well upon the
flank where a drop of blood had not yet clotted.
She scrutinized it minutely.

“As I suspected,” she muttered, “morphia. I
know the what and now I must find the how.”

She turned to Old Mardy.
“Ask your son to tell me as nearly as he can,

exactly when he felt our lady jump, and if she
jumped as though something had hit her.”

The old man translated and the jockey replied.
“He say yes and it must have been just a way

past the three-quarter marker, ma’am.”

“W
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“And at that point he was a good two lengths in
the lead and next the rail, I presume?”

“Yes, ma’am.”
“And even at that point in the infield there is

likely to be quite a crowd?”
“Yes, ma’am.”
“One thing more, Mardy. In all of My Hope’s

starts at a mile or over—barring the last two—she
has taken the lead at the three-quarter post and
never been headed. Is that right?”

“Yes, ma’am.”
The Madame swung ‘round.
“Colonel Mulgrave, I am going to catch a few

hours sleep. I wish to be called at ten o’clock this
evening, and in the meantime I wish you would
collect for me these three things—a lantern, a small
rake, and an empty tin can such as small boys use
to carry their fish worms in when they go fishing.”

The Colonel’s lower jaw dropped in
amazement.

“But—but, Madame,” he stammered, “you—
you’re not going out looking for fish worms—
you’re not planning to go fishing now!”

The Madame smiled wearily.
“Colonel, I hope to find tonight what will enable

me to prevent another such fiasco as you saw
happen today—a fiasco which might also very
easily happen to My Hope in the Derby. . . .”

CHAPTER V
THE THING ON THE TRACK

T TEN o’clock the Madame was awakened.
The three things which she had requested

were ready for her. She slipped into her exercise
boy’s outfit and left the stable, the rake over her
shoulder, the can in her overall pocket and the
lantern in her hand.

By a fairly roundabout course she made her way
to the track, slipped over it and cut across the
infield toward the three-quarter stake. The lantern
bobbed its blob of light beside her as she scuffed
along through the grass.

Arrived at the post she bent over just inside the
rail and set to work, peering along the ground.
Every few steps she would lean down and make a
grab for the slender pink form of a fish worm,
where it lay half in and half out of its hole, and
drop it in the can.

But she was not very enthusiastic about the
work. It was rather as though she were waiting for

something, something that once out of the way
would allow her to get at the real business of the
evening.

It was not long in coming.
Suddenly, out of the darkness behind her, a light

flashed.
The Madame straightened and squinted into the

cone of illumination that sprayed out from a
powerful flashlight.

One of the track watchmen.
He stood there, taking in the details of her

exercise-boy outfit. At last he seemed satisfied.
“Lookin’ for angling worms?” he asked

pleasantly.
“Yeah.”
“You’ll find more where the crowd ain’t trod

down the grass so.”
“Oh, they’s enough for me here.”
“Suit yourself, kid.”
The light turned and the Madame watched it out

of the corner of her eye as it went bobbing back
across the infield. When it had gotten a safe
distance away, she slipped out upon the track.

Then she settled down to work in earnest,
scratching, probing at the trampled clay of the track
in the course a horse would have traveled hugging
the rail from the three-quarter marker toward the
stretch.

She worked for an hour . . . two. . . .
Then she went back to the stake and began over

again.
Another hour of the back-breaking toil.
Finally she bent down with an exclamation of

satisfaction and picked something from the track.
It looked like a miniature airplane bomb,

slightly larger around than a lead pencil, although it
was badly battered by the trampling of many hoofs.

“Damned clever!” she muttered to herself.
“Hollow with a needle end that has been broken off
. . . feather vanes to guide the direction of flight . . .
a clever variation of the mercy bullet although it’s
too large to have been shot from a gun . . . some
spring device more likely, camouflaged as
something ordinary . . . a regular flying hypodermic
needle and not a thing to be trusted to an ordinary
rodman . . . blamed smart these gang guys who take
a legitimate scientific device and adapt it to their
own needs . . . a shot of morphia from this
apparently was what put the lead in My Hope’s
boots.

“And now,” she exclaimed, straightening up and

A
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slipping the battered bit of metal into her pocket, “it
is my job to see that this does not happen again. In
fact, another such gadget as this stands between me
and a hundred grand . . . and that simply cannot be
allowed to be. . . .”

She hurried back across the infield and
eventually to the stable that housed the Colonel and
what was left to him of his string.

He was still awake and waiting.
“Ah, Madame,” he cried, “did you find

anything?”
“Plenty, Colonel,” she answered laconically,

“and I find that I must leave for New York at once.
With luck I may find what I want there. If not I
must hop out to Chicago.”

A look that was close to terror passed across
Colonel Mulgrave’s face.

“But, Madame, you’re not going to leave—”
“There’s nothing to worry about until the day of

the Derby, next Saturday. Our smart Mr. Manero
thinks he has dug up what will put us out of the
running. It did today but it won’t again. Perhaps”—
she chuckled—“it might be employed to our
advantage. However—ship My Hope down to
Louisville. I will join you there as soon as
possible.”

An hour later, the Madame was on a sleeper for
New York. In New York the next morning she
made immediately for—of all places—Police
Headquarters. Once inside the grim building on
Centre Street she went at once to the office of the
Commissioner himself.

The announcement of her name caused a furor
and she was ushered into the Commissioner’s
presence with ceremony.

He rose from his desk and greeted her affably.
Secretly these two, who represented opposite poles
in the social order, admired each other.

“Good morning, Madame. I wasn’t aware that
we had anything against you at the moment.”

The Madame smiled.
“I have come to see you unofficially—to ask a

favor.”
“Anything within reason, Madame. I have not

forgotten the favor you once did me.”
“It’s nothing serious, I assure you,

Commissioner. All I want is a look at three faces in
the Rogues’ Gallery—Al Manero’s three
lieutenants, ‘Watch-Eye’ Murphy, Jake Nordson,
and Antonio Spinelli—if they’re numbered in your
excellent collection.”

“I think they are, but if the pictures aren’t there
I’ll send out to Chicago for the gents themselves if
you wish.”

The Madame laughed.

HE Commissioner pressed a button on his
desk and gave a few brief orders to an

attendant. Five minutes later the Madame was
dropping copies of the faces she wanted into her
bag.

“Now we’re even,” she said as she rose to go.
The Commissioner grinned.
“Until the next time, Madame.”
The girl paused on her way to the door.
“I think I’ll make that ‘next time’ right now.”

Her voice took on a mockly-serious tone. “I’m
going to let you in on something, but in order to
take advantage of it you’ll have to break the law—
just a trifle.”

“Yeah?”
“Yeah. And it’s something that’s strictly

between us two.”
“O.K., Madame. Shoot?”
“Ever hear of the Kentucky Derby?”
The police official laughed loud and long.
“Don’t tell me to bet on Hangman’s Choice,

Madame. That gee-gee is being tipped in every
speakeasy in town.”

The Madame looked hurt.
“This is the second favor I’ve ever done you,

knowingly, Commissioner. I’m going to give you a
hundred-to-one shot that’s as good as in right now.
And if you don’t put at least a century on it, you’re
not the fox I think you are. This is serious!”

She leaned over and whispered two words in the
policeman’s ear.

Half an hour later the Madame was sitting in a
Pullman bound for Louisville, Kentucky. She was
not leaning back and watching the landscape as it
whirled past. Instead, her gaze was riveted on three
photographs in her lap, fixing the faces indelibly in
her memory. . . .

CHAPTER VI
THE DERBY

T WAS Derby Day at Churchill Downs. As the
crowd began to stream in through the gates, the

Madame took up her post on a small pile of lumber
just within them, a spot from which she could get a
glimpse of every face as the crowd swept in toward

T
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the betting ring.
The Madame was quietly dressed and her

appearance had been so skillfully altered that no
one would have recognized her for who she really
was.

A few paces away, under cover of a refreshment
stand, idly waited two husky Negroes in the
uniforms of hospital attendants. Between them
stood a stretcher, carefully rolled.

The Madame had laid her plans skillfully and
each member of her small force understood his
duties. The Colonel and the Mardys were in charge
of the running of the race. The Madame, and two
assistants, were to see that it was fairly run.

As she stood there scanning the stream of faces
she caught a glimpse of the headline of the paper in
a newsboy’s hand.

WEATHER CLEAR—TRACK LIGHTNING
FAST

Last Minute Betting Establishes Hangman’s
Choice Favorite at 1 to 10—Alimony
Second Choice at 10 to 1

The corners of the Madame’s mouth twisted
grimly.

“A lot of people are due for a surprise today if
things work out as I figure,” she reminded herself.
“Even if I don’t pick up my man here there’s a
good probability of my getting him later on. But I’d
rather be sure of him right from the gate.”

The crowd grew thicker. A sprinkling of
notables appeared.

The first race was called.
The crowd pouring through the gates began to

thin out.
The Madame looked worried.
There was a delay about the first race.
Still the Madame stuck to her place. Her

patience was at last rewarded by a sight of the burly
figure and the sneering, pockmarked face of Al
Manero. He came swaggering through the gates,
flanked on the right by Watch-Eye Murphy and on
the left by Jake Nordson, a killer. The rumor had
gone out that Manero stood to drop a cool million if
Hangman’s Choice failed to click. Al was enjoying
the notoriety.

As they went past her point of vantage, the
Madame’s mind was working rapidly. “Neither one
of them will leave the boss. Therefore it must be

Spinelli. He’s the one for the job anyway, he’s the
best—”

As the words went through her mind she saw
the man himself. He was coming along hurriedly,
and he certainly looked the part for which he was
set—an old blue suit, a shapeless gray felt hat
pulled down over his eyes, a battered camera case
slung over his shoulder. Just a cameraman a little
late on the job.

The Madame chuckled to herself as she stepped
down from the pile of lumber and slowly followed
after him. “Clever! Damned clever! A camera is the
least noticeable thing they would have chosen to
use to shoot their morphia bullets.”

And behind the Madame, at a safe distance,
followed two husky Negroes in the uniforms of
hospital attendants. One of them carried a stretcher.

The little procession made its way toward the
track and just got across before the first race roared
by.

In the infield the bogus photographer halted and
smoked a cigarette. He consumed a hot dog and
another cigarette.

The second race was run off.
Then Spinelli and his shadow, which was in turn

followed by a twin shadow, made his way across
the crowded infield toward the mile post. Arrived
there he squirmed through the thin gathering to a
place at the rail and unlimbered his camera.

The Madame felt in her pocket for a tiny
blackjack and eased in beside him. Behind her the
two Negro hospital attendants lolled comfortably
on the grass, their stretcher between them.

The fourth race on the card thundered around
the turn, and Spinelli focused his camera. But he
took no pictures.

HE bogus photographer, oblivious to the
excitement around him, held his camera in

front of him, sighting it for a perfect shot of the
first horse that should dash past the post.

A hush came over the crowd that suddenly
exploded into a mighty roar—“THEY’RE OFF!”

At that moment all eyes were strained toward a
point at the head of the stretch, all ears were
deafened by the concerted shout.

And in that moment the Madame’s hand flicked
out from her pocket. For an instant it hovered over
Spinelli’s head and descended with a dull thud of
lead and leather on bone.

The man stiffened.

T
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The Madame caught the camera from him with
one hand while with the other arm she supported
his collapsing body.

“Help!” she cried feebly. “Help! A man has
fainted!”

But no one paid the slightest attention. The
Derby was on.

The Madame swung the man around. At her
side, as though they were automatons operated by
clockwork, appeared the two hospital attendants,
stretcher open. They caught the man from the girl’s
arm and lowered him upon it.

The next moment they and their burden had
disappeared.

The Madame leaped to the man’s place beside
the rail, the camera in her hand. She looked down
into its finder and discovered that she was looking
into a perfect sighting device. Beside it was a
release.

She sighted it for a perfect shot at the first horse
that should dash past the post. “And if that horse is
a big black—” she muttered, her finger twitching

on the trigger.
From the right came the rhythmical pounding of

hoofs.
Into the crossed hairs on the sighting lens came

a galloping shape.
The Madame’s finger tightened—stopped.
It was a chestnut shape with a white star in its

forehead and a gray-faced Young Mardy crouched
low over its neck. A length, two, three, four, five,
six, eight lengths behind came a big black.

The Madame dropped the camera from a
trembling hand. Slowly she turned and made her
way across the frenzied infield.

The cheering told her who had won. It was a
deeper cheer with more body to it than the mad
shout that goes up for the favorite. It was the cheer
the crowd gives for a gallant filly who has come
from behind to win going away, and in record
time—a filly that has paid its faithful backers the
juicy return of 100 to 1.

My Hope!
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