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CHAPTER I 

 
SINISTER SOUVENIR 

 
IM CRANE watched Billy Green die, 
and it wasn’t pleasant. 

chest an
Bill had a death wound through his 
d through his jaw, and the wonder 

of it was that he had managed to live so 
long. But he had. That was the spirit of the 
service. 

A startled motorist had found him, 
semi-conscious, on Merrick Road, looking 
as if he had dragged his bullet-riddled body 
out of the nearby ocean. The motorist had 
rushed the wounded man to the hospital, 
and Bill’s star had given his identity. The 
hospital had phoned Headquarters in New 
York, and Crane had driven like mad to 
reach the side of his dying buddy. 

Bill knew he was dying. He was blood-
soaked and drenched with sea water. It was 
a matter of minutes. His tongue was bullet-
torn and he couldn’t talk. He died with a 
rasping gasp of breath, his agonized eyes 
on Crane; and the doctor said: “That’s all, 
I’m afraid, Crane. He’s gone. He didn’t 
have a Chinaman’s chance.” 

Crane nodded. “Apparently not, poor 
kid,” he said, looking down at the dead 
Secret Service man. Bill Green had been a 
swell-looking youngster—blond, blue-
eyed, with a smile that warmed you. Jim 
Crane frowned, his mouth taut, a green, 
frosty hell blazing suddenly in his grey 
eyes. He had liked Bill, a lot. Everybody at 
Headquarters had liked young Bill Green. 

Crane went through Green’s pockets. 
They had evidently been emptied, but there 
was a single object that interested Crane: 
an opalescent pearl shell. On the inside of 
the pearly surface, there was some fancy 
black lettering which read: “Souvenir of 
Apanack, Long Island.” Crane put it in his 
own pocket. 

The Chief thought that the shell might 
hold some significance. So did Jim Crane. 
The Chief’s shrewd eyes considered Crane, 
star secret service agent of the United 
States Secret Service. 

“Okay,” he said suddenly. “It’s your 
assignment, Jim. I want Bill Green’s 
murderers, dead or alive—dead preferred!” 
His eyes were flinty, for he, too, had liked 
Bill Green. 

Jim Crane nodded, but he answered 
nothing at all. 

He stopped his flivver now on the 
lonely highway and considered the group 
of houses that flanked the beach. Apanack 
was a combination of antiquated fishing 
village and summer resort. 

There was a frown on Crane’s lean, 
good-looking face as his eyes swept the 
stretch of beach along the Atlantic, the old-
fashioned Long Island fishing town, the 
summer cottages scattered upon the 
wooded hill overlooking the settlement. 
The Montauk Highway ran close to the 
sandy beach here, and gnarled, wind-
distorted trees crouched in fantastic 
deformity along the road. 

This was Apanack – the place Bill 
Green procured his pearl shell souvenir. 
Bill, Crane knew, had been trailing an 
elusive gang of smugglers for weeks. This 
was where Crane would start his trailing. 

He shrugged and let in the clutch. Some 
manhunter’s sixth sense—something only 
the years could have developed in him—
suddenly warned him that he was stepping 
into danger. He grinned. He had the 
alertness of the seasoned hunter of men, 
beasts and adventure. Yet, he was of a 
happy, devil-may-care nature, and he never 
let anything worry him too long; also, he 
knew how to take care of himself. 

He drove up to the one rickety hotel in 
the town. The summer colony seemed to 
stand aloof on the hill, to one side of 
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Apanack itself, with its century-old 
buildings. To the east, a wilderness of salt 
marsh and stunted trees took the place of 
the sunny beach that faced the summer 
colony; south, glittered the blue Atlantic—
vast, lonely, illimitable. 

 
N front of the little hotel, Crane yanked 
out his fishing rod cases, tackle box, and 

valise. He entered the hotel and registered. 
He made endless inquiries about surf and 
deep sea fishing; obtained rates on boat 
hire, and was informed that supper would 
be served at six o’clock sharp. Until then, if 
he wanted anything to eat, there was a 
lunch wagon near the road. 

He was hungry. The ride from New 
York, along the Montauk Highway had 
sharpened his appetite. The prospect of 
fishing stirred his interest, but his grim 
mission was uppermost in his mind. 

The lunch wagon was of the familiar 
“diner” type, and it sat close to the highway 
at the head of the main street of Apanack—
possibly calculated to catch the traffic 
bound for Montauk Point. 

An appetizing whiff of coffee came to 
his nostrils as he entered and straddled a 
stool in the seemingly deserted diner. There 
was a stir at the end of the long counter, 
and a girl came toward him. 

Crane’s eyes opened a little wider. The 
honey-colored blonde who came to serve 
him might have stepped out of the Follies 
chorus. Young, too, not more than twenty, 
he decided. And there was nothing the 
matter with her figure. 

“Hello!” he grinned disarmingly. 
“Anything ready for a hungry fisherman?”  

The girl’s blue eyes flicked to him 
sharply. She motioned to a menu hung on 
the wall behind the counter. “Anything you 
see there,” she said, in a low, husky voice. 
There was music in it. He liked it. 

“You sing, don’t you?” he asked, of 
this unusually pretty waitress. 

“My Mama told me never to confide in 
handsome strangers from the city,” the girl 
answered gravely. “What would you like?”  

“If I told you,” grinned Crane, “would 
you be surprised!”  

She eyed him for a moment, but there 
was no offense on his pleasant face; only a 
very visible admiration. A dimple showed 
in her cheek for a moment and straightened 
out. Crane gave his order without further 
comment. 

He watched her with faintly puzzled 
brows as she turned to serve him. What 
was a girl like this doing in a lunch wagon 
in this one-horse town? Pretty as a picture 
and smart as paint. She set the pie and 
coffee in front of him, and her blue eyes 
again met his own in level challenge. 

 
O one side, on the counter, was a small 
showcase. In it, he noted, were shells, 

with the lettering, “Souvenir of Apanack, 
Long Island.” Some of the small ones were 
exactly like the shell he had found in Bill 
Green’s pocket. He looked at them.  

“Pretty,” he said, nodding toward the 
shells, but his eyes were now full upon the 
girl. 

“Pu-leese, Mr. Hemingway!” said the 
girl, raising her eyebrows.  

“I meant the shells—the souvenirs.”  
“Oh!” she said. 
“Sell a lot of them?” he asked casually, 

sugaring his coffee.  
She shrugged. “Some. Not many 

summer people here this year.”  
“I suppose every store in town sells 

‘em?” he asked, offhand. 
The girl’s eyes sharpened. “Just the 

hardware and the drug store,” she 
answered. “Why?”  

“Oh, just wondering about the 
competition,” he shrugged. 

“I see.” Her eyes were full upon him, in 
direct scrutiny. 

He quite frankly forgot that he was 
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hungry and stared at her. Then, a 
movement in the rear of the diner caused 
them both to turn their eyes. A misshapen 
creature walked in through the rear door 
and paused behind the counter; a horribly 
twisted, ape-like body with shambling legs 
and long arms. The monstrosity was 
coarsely dressed in shapeless clothes. Its 
little, bead-like eyes snapped from the girl 
to Crane, the black, opaque depths shining 
like shoe-buttons. A sudden splitting of the 
grotesque features in what was meant for a 
smile caused the girl to straighten up. Her 
eyes darted back to Crane’s, and he could 
see the loathing and horror that the 
hunchback inspired in her. 

“Ugth-ugth!” muttered the hunchback. 
The weird grin still split his face. He 
reached up and took a doughnut from a 
plate and sat down on a chair, his black 
eyes fixed malevolently upon Jim Crane. 

“Pay no attention to Queed,” said the 
girl. “He can’t talk or hear. He works for 
my brother, on his fishing sloop.” 

Crane took a sip of coffee and smiled to 
her. “I thought it was Lon Chaney,” he 
said. “Your brother a fisherman?”  

She nodded. Her eyes were on the road 
where an occasional car sped by, bound for 
the Point, disdaining this humble cafe. Jim 
Crane ate his pie and shot an occasional 
glance at the hunchback. Queed’s beady 
stare never wavered. It occurred to the 
Federal man, curiously, that this dumbness 
might be a pose for some reason; and he 
was conscious of the hackles rising on the 
back of his neck. The hunchback was 
sinister in some curious, indefinable 
manner. 

The girl was busying herself, her white 
arms flashing as she restored order to plates 
and spoons and trays of cakes and pies. She 
put a straw basket on the counter and began 
to fill it. 

“Live here?” asked Crane of the girl. 
“No, merely exist,” she answered. 

“Summers. Help out my brother. He owns 
this diner.” 

“What do you do Winters?” he asked, 
and added: “No—don’t tell me! Let me 
guess. Palm Beach—or is it the floor show 
at the Ritz?”  

“What are you?” asked the girl, 
smiling. “A clairvoyant? Not the Ritz—the 
Karlton. Nothing doing in town in the 
summer, in my line, so I come out here and 
run this for my brother. You see, believe it 
or not, girls must also eat in the summer.”  

“Ught-ught!” muttered the hunchback. 
He motioned behind him with a blunt 
thumb, his eyes greedy as they lingered on 
the slim girl. She nodded to him. 

“What does that mean?” asked Crane 
curiously. “Do you speak his language?”  

The girl shrugged. “He wants me to get 
the supper ready for him to take out to the 
house. My brother has three fishermen 
staying there, and I fix their meals here.”  

“I see,” nodded Crane. He watched her 
prepare sandwiches, then put wedges of 
pie, fruit, and cigarettes in the basket, pour 
coffee into a large vacuum bottle. 

The hunchback took the filled basket, 
shot a venomous look at Crane and 
shuffled out through the back door. The 
girl shivered. Her face was white. She saw 
the query in Crane’s eyes and gave him a 
defiant look that had plenty of frosting. It 
plainly said that all this was none of his 
business. 

“Does your brother take out fishing 
parties?” he ventured. “I’m anxious to get 
some fishing, and I haven’t made any 
connections yet. I’d like to have someone 
take me out who knows the fishing 
grounds.”  

“My brother never accommodates more 
than three people at a time,” she answered 
evenly, “and he has three sportsmen now 
who have engaged him for the entire 
season—all summer.”  

“Too bad,” he murmured. “If he can be 
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induced to take one more, I’m at the hotel. 
Jim Crane is the name.” He wanted to stay 
and talk, but the girl’s features were cold 
and impersonal now. He paid his bill and 
walked out. 

 
CHAPTER II 

 
THE HUNCHBACK AGAIN 

 
GAIN that sense of danger bit into his 
subconscious mind. He glanced to one 

side to note that the hunchback was 
regarding him fixedly from the rear of the 
diner, where he sat on the steps, hugging 
the basket. Something about the grotesque 
creature revolted Crane. An effluvium of 
evil seemed to taint the air. 

He went back to his hotel room. From 
his window, through a pair of powerful 
binoculars, he watched the hunchback 
shuffle down a path that led into the salt 
marshes. He followed the shambling figure 
and saw him making for a house that stood 
half a mile from the village, almost at the 
water’s edge. He made out a rickety pier, 
and a sloop anchored in a little bay. 

As he watched, some thirty minutes 
later, he saw four men leave the house and 
enter a dinghy. They rowed to the sloop 
and, presently, the rakish ship was under 
way, headed out straight to sea. As she had 
hoisted no sail, she was evidently running 
under the power of an auxiliary engine. 
Crane frowned. 

That was the house the girl had 
described where she and her brother lived. 
“What kind of fishing,” he asked himself, 
“are they going to do now—with darkness 
due in a few minutes?”  

He turned from that window and went 
to another that faced the highway. The 
pretty waitress stood outside the diner, 
shading her eyes with her hand, gazing out 
to sea. Jim Crane pursed his lips in a 
soundless whistle. He shook his powerful 

shoulders and went into the bathroom. He 
washed up, combed his hair and adjusted 
the deadly .38 Colt automatic special that 
hung under his left arm. 

As darkness came, he watched the 
lights spring up in the summer colony on 
the hill. Apanack’s streets were gloomy 
with ancient trees and old-fashioned street 
lamps; here and there, dimly lighted 
windows appeared. The diner, facing the 
highway, was brilliantly illuminated. At 
nine o’clock, the traffic had ceased, and the 
diner’s lights went out. Jim Crane lit a 
cigarette and strolled over toward it. He 
saw the girl locking up, and met her, face 
to face, as she stepped out on the street. 

“Hello!” he said pleasantly. “Quitting 
for the night?”  

The girl stopped, irresolute. In the dim 
light he couldn’t see her face, but her slim 
figure straightened. 

“Look, Mr. Crane,” she said in her low, 
husky voice, “I’ve been up to the big city, 
too. If you think I’m the well-known 
farmer’s daughter and you’re making a 
pick-up—” 

“Please!” he objected. “I had no idea of 
anything like that—”  

“Do you make it your business to butt 
in on people?”  

“Certainly not! I saw you close up and I 
thought I might walk home with you.”  

“I haven’t far to go—I live at the 
hotel.” 

“Oh!” he said, nonplussed. “I 
understood you to say that you and your 
brother lived in that house, out there on the 
shore.”  

“My brother and his guests are using 
the house. I live at the hotel.”  

“Well, may I take you to the hotel?”  
“Do you think I’ll lose my way? I’m 

used to getting around without using a road 
map or sending up flares.”  

“How do you know,” he challenged, 
interested, “that I’m not a scout for a movie 
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company? Maybe I want to make you a 
star? Or, have you heard that one before?”  

She didn’t answer. He was walking 
along with her, toward the hotel. 

The street was deserted; a radio 
sounded, far off, somewhere. She turned on 
the porch and faced him, her slim figure 
held rigid. 

“I don’t know why you’re trying so 
hard to be a little pal, Mr. Crane,” she said 
quietly, “but it’s—”  

“Is that so hard to understand?” he 
interrupted, equally as quiet. “After all, I’m 
young and healthy—and you’re charming.”  

“I know the words, too,” she put in, 
nodding. She hesitated for a moment, then: 
“My honest advice to you, Mr. Crane, is to 
stick to your fishing—or go back to New 
York. Please don’t interest yourself in me. 
Good night!”  

She turned and walked into the ancient 
hotel, and he stood there, a frown nestling 
between his eyes. Was that a warning? He 
wondered. What was there in the 
atmosphere of this place that plucked at 
him? He didn’t know, but he felt ill at ease. 
He entered the dimly lit lobby. 

From the white-haired clerk on duty, 
whom he engaged in conversation, he 
learned much about fishing in local waters. 
He also learned that the girl’s name was 
Karen Hughes; that she was an actress, 
“down to the city”; that she ran her 
brother’s diner during the summer months 
while he took out fishing parties; that Dick 
Hughes had a wealthy party of sportsmen, 
who had engaged him for the whole 
summer to guide them to the best fishing 
grounds. 

 
HE moon was up, and Crane strolled 
outside, got into his car and backed it 

into the shelter provided for hotel guests. 
Then, he was conscious of a formless 
blotch that materialized suddenly out of the 
inky shed; he heard a queer, whistling 

sound behind him. He turned his head to 
see if his senses were playing him tricks, 
and was aware of a gun shoved into his 
neck! The hunchback, Queed, stood on the 
running board, an automatic in his big fist! 

“Ugth-ugth!” he mouthed, shoving the 
gun hard. The little eyes of the monstrosity 
glittered like a snake’s, venomous, cruel; 
and his signs were easy to understand. 
Crane raised his hands. The hunchback’s 
long left arm shot out and searched him 
swiftly, found the automatic in its holster, 
appropriated it. 

He motioned Crane out of the roadster. 
The back yard and shed were thick with 
shadows, and deserted; but a stray, thin 
beam of light showed the secret service 
man the thick, unintelligent but shrewd 
face bestially cruel with a fierce, elemental 
hatred. 

“Ugth!” hissed the hunchback, 
indicating the alley in back of the hotel. 

Crane hesitated. Something like a leer 
crossed Queed’s thick-lipped face; the 
beady eyes glittered with a mocking light. 
The hunchback swung up an ape-like arm 
and pushed him roughly, indicating that he 
was to walk forward. Queed kept the 
automatic pointed, indicating that he would 
shoot if he was disobeyed. 

 
RANE debated making a fight for it, 
for he felt that he could easily 

overpower this misshapen menace, but the 
gun swung nearer, threateningly. Crane 
was aroused now, sensing that he was on 
the eve of events that might interest him 
and have direct bearing upon his errand of 
vengeance in Apanack. 

He marched ahead, prodded now and 
then by the stab of the gun in his spine. 
They traversed the alley and came out on a 
quiet back street. 

“Ugth!” hissed the hunchback, and 
pointed with his left hand. He indicated 
that his captive was to follow the road that 
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led, slantwise, into the wild marshes. 
Crane nodded assent and marched. This 

path led, he figured, to the Hughes house. 
What was up? Why was the hunchback 
taking him there at the point of a gun? Who 
was Dick Hughes, the girl’s brother? Who 
were the fishermen at his house? Did they 
know his true identity? It was a cinch that 
Queed, with little brains of his own, was 
merely following someone else’s orders 
now. Whose? 

He puzzled over his, but he could find 
no satisfactory answer. Undoubtedly, the 
girl’s brother was at the bottom of this. 
Queed, she had told him, worked for her 
brother. But, why? Had his mere coming to 
this quiet little fishing village made him 
conspicuous and open to suspicion? And 
by whom? There must be plenty of other 
fishermen here, summer vacationists, who 
were also strangers. 

If this was a snatch, it was certainly a 
fast evidence of underworld presence and 
alertness! Was the girl then, in on this? It 
didn’t seem possible. Still, Bill Green had 
evidently been working here along the 
coast, and Crane knew what had happened 
to Bill Green! 

The moon slid behind a cloud and the 
going became difficult. His lips set. He was 
going to see this through. When the moon 
disappeared altogether, he would turn on 
the vicious hunchback, take the gun away 
from him, tie him up; then, he’d explore 
that house where Dick Hughes and his 
three fishermen companions lived. 

They had come nearly a half mile now, 
and the wild marshes sighed and whispered 
all around them. A turn in the road, which 
had now become a mere trail, enabled 
Crane to see the far cluster of houses in 
Apanack. Here and there a light glittered, 
like a pin-prick in the gloom. He knew that 
no one had seen them leave the village. 
Ahead loomed the dark bulk of the Hughes 

house, silent and forbidding. The smell of 
brine and bilge water stung his nostrils. 

Flashing a look toward the sea, he was 
surprised to see the silhouette of the sloop, 
creeping back. The off-shore wind carried 
the sound of her motor away from him. 

“Ugth-ugth!” mouthed the hunchback 
angrily in back of him. He wanted his 
captive to go straight ahead and leave the 
path, and he jabbed his gun into his spine 
to emphasize his wish. 

“Hey!” snapped Crane. “Stop that, or 
I’ll pin your ears back!”  

If the hunchback heard or understood, 
he didn’t know. A throaty croak of laughter 
was his answer. Was the hunchback 
insane? He wondered. The sloop had crept 
up to its anchorage, and he heard the splash 
of the hook as it went overboard. He was 
being guided through a wilderness of tall 
grass and weeds, and once he sloshed into 
treacherous water. He went on. Suddenly, 
he concluded that this had gone as far as he 
wanted it to. 

He whirled and dived low, knowing the 
dwarf was short. He saw a stab of flame 
and the spiteful crack of the automatic 
sounded in his ears. He grabbed the 
dwarf’s legs and tumbled him into the tall 
reeds.  

A startled squawk left the hunchback’s 
lips as he hit the ground. Crane swarmed 
all over him, seeking his gun arm, only to 
be thrown off with a strength that amazed 
him. Strange, animal-like sounds came 
from the angry dwarf, whose distorted 
limbs concealed a vast and unsuspected 
power. Corded, muscular arms wrapped 
around Crane. 

He wriggled one hand free and sent 
home a stinging right to the dwarf’s head. 
He was rewarded with a grunt; then, one of 
the ape-like arms lifted and flashed down. 

Abruptly, blinding lights flashed in Jim 
Crane’s skull, and a soundless crash echoed 
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through his being. After that, he 
remembered nothing. 

 
CHAPTER III 

 
SMUGGLERS’ HIDE-OUT 

 
RANE awoke to a throbbing headache 
that nearly split his skull with stabs of 

lancing pain. A musty, sour smell invaded 
his nostrils, and he jerked his hands to 
discover that they were tightly tied behind 
him. His feet, he found, had also been 
fastened together and were drawn up 
behind him, fastened to his hands. 

Memory flooded back. The hunchback, 
Queed, had knocked him out with his gun. 
He must be in the house now, for it was 
black as pitch and he could see nothing. As 
his eyes became accustomed to the deep 
gloom around him, he grinned painfully.  

This was a swell fix for a seasoned 
detective! Knocked out and trussed up like 
a pig going to market! Thrown into the 
cellar of a small-town fisherman’s house! 
And, by a half-pint dwarf! He rolled over 
and smothered the groan that came to his 
lips. 

However, Secret Service operatives 
weren’t chosen to include quitters in its 
membership. The Government’s shrewd 
ace men were prepared as far as it was 
humanly possible to meet unexpected 
emergencies. Jim Crane gritted his teeth 
and yanked at the cords that bound his 
wrists. In spite of the great strength that lay 
in his big arms and shoulders, the bonds 
held. He tried his feet. No luck. 

He rolled over on his side and worked 
his hands up. If he could only get them on 
his leather belt! His feet, fastened to his 
hands, bent back, and his efforts strained 
the tendons of his arms and legs cruelly, 
but he was determined to get his hands on 
his belt. After several tries, he succeeded. 
He was sweating now. 

His stiff fingers fumbled eagerly at the 
back of his belt. He pushed the leather 
apart at the top and finally extracted the 
safety razor blade he always carried in 
between the halves of the belt. He let his 
cramped legs go down, keeping a firm hold 
on the thin, flexible blade. Resting a 
moment, he again bent his legs back as far 
as he could, to ease the pressure on his 
hands, and attacked the cords with the 
sharp blade. He cut his fingers and cursed, 
silently, but the cords fell away, and in a 
minute he was free. He put the blade back 
between the halves of the belt and stretched 
arms and legs to restore circulation. 

A hasty search of his pockets revealed 
the fact that all his belongings were gone. 
Under his vest had been the gold shield 
given him by the Government. It, too, was 
gone! Well, that meant that whoever had 
searched him now knew who Jim Crane 
was! 

His guess as to location was correct. 
Feeling his way around, he discovered that 
he was in the cellar of the house. He 
located a set of stairs that led upward and 
cautiously mounted, one at a time, testing 
each step for a creak. He counted twelve 
before he reached a door. 

The door opened at his touch, and he 
found himself looking at a slovenly 
kitchen. It was faintly illuminated by a 
light from some other room. The murmur 
of voices came to him. He looked around. 
A bread knife lay on the kitchen table. He 
picked it up and slid it into his belt. Any 
weapon was better than none! 

A small hallway led off to one side. He 
took it. The room beyond was concealed by 
a drape. Crane tip-toed to it and peered 
through. It was a dining room, and there 
was no one in it. A small electric globe 
burned in a ceiling fixture. 

Beyond, he made out another curtain 
between the dining room and the room 
beyond, probably a living room. With the 
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noiselessness of a shadow, he slipped up to 
the other curtain. Peering through, a strange 
sight met his eyes. 

Four men were seated around a small 
table near the fireplace. The shades in the 
room were all drawn. Crane’s eyes flashed 
to three of the men who were holding and 
somehow working on an automobile inner 
tube. The fourth man sat a little to one 
side—a blond, strapping fellow, who bore 
a strong resemblance to Karen Hughes. 
Crane instantly put him down as the girl’s 
brother. The blond man was frowning, his 
lips working nervously over the stem of a 
short pipe. 

Crane’s eyes went to the other three 
men, and narrowed. One was small and 
dapper, with ferret-like eyes. He had the 
assured air of a bantam gamecock. The 
second man was heavily built, with 
brutalized features and thick shoulders; the 
typical bruiser. The third was a tall man 
with shrewd, restless eyes and a powerful 
figure. He worried his lower lip with his 
teeth. His voice was cold as ice, and his 
eyes were even colder. 

“We’re getting out tonight,” he was 
saying to the others. “That’s the second 
detective to come here. This location is 
getting hot. We’ll scram—and use the 
boat.”  

“Detectives!” rumbled the big man, 
sniffing sarcastically. “Kids! Both of ‘em! 
College boys, playin’ they’re dicks!” His 
eyes shot to the silent Hughes. “Turn the 
dummy loose on this one, Dick. The 
dummy hates his guts because he saw him 
kiddin’ with your sister in the lunch 
wagon—” 

 
OOK here!” blazed Hughes, 
suddenly. “Don’t put the dummy up 

to anything! He ain’t responsible! And 
leave my sister out of this, damn you!” His 
blue eyes were bright and his big hands 
were clenched. “I’ve gone pretty far with 

you birds—but I won’t stand for murder!”  
Three pairs of swift eyes flicked to him, 

and Jim saw the comprehensive and 
meaningful looks that were exchanged 
between the three. The little dapper one, 
thin to emaciation, spoke soothingly. 

“Sure, pal, sure! We ain’t gonna hurt 
this dick.” His slim fingers held a small 
knife that slit into the inner tube. Crane 
made out small rubber oblongs which 
seemed to be fastened to the inner surface 
of the tube. The little man’s deft fingers 
severed them skillfully from the tube. 

“Give me those!” ordered the tall man; 
and took the small rubber packages. 

Conversation ceased. They all watched 
the tall man as he slit open the brown 
oblongs of rubber to reveal bulging white 
cotton fillings. 

Engrossed in their task, they did not see 
the curtain part the fraction of an inch 
necessary for Jim Crane to view the table. 
His eyes popped as a scintillant glitter 
blazed from the white cotton. Colors 
flashed and sparkled, and Crane’s racing 
brain put the pieces of the puzzle together 
with a sure logic. 

Diamonds!  
A vast haul in unset diamonds! They 

had been in the little, cotton-filled rubber 
containers, vulcanized inside to the inner 
tube! He reconstructed the entire plan: 
Stolen in Europe and smuggled on board 
ship, they crossed the Atlantic. Someone, 
with a portable vulcanizing outfit, prepared 
them for delivery. Thrown overboard under 
the cover of night at a designated spot, they 
could be picked up by the crooks who 
haunted the steamer lanes in the fishing 
sloop! The inner tube could be inflated by a 
small hand pump easily enough. It was 
easy—if that was it! 

So that was why a flood of gems at low 
prices had hit New York! That was why the 
Customs officials couldn’t lay their hands 
on the smugglers when any of the liners 
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docked although they knew that diamonds 
were being brought in, duty free! The entire 
plan clicked as the Government man rested 
his eyes on the glittering gems. The tall 
man was now putting them into a wallet, 
the others watching him with covetous 
eyes. 

“Jeez!” muttered the little crook. “This 
was a swell shipment, what I mean!”  

The tall man nodded. His icy eyes did 
not soften, his face was expressionless. 
“We’re beating it now,” he announced. His 
eyes flashed meaningly to the other two 
who sat near him, and Crane intercepted 
the slight backward glance he cast at 
Hughes. Hughes, somewhat in the 
background, did not catch the implication 
of the meaning look. The other two nodded 
and the tall man looked at Hughes. “You 
go out with Slim,” he said, “and get the 
boat ready.”  

“What about my sister?” asked Hughes, 
frowning. “I’ve got to tell her I won’t be 
home for a few days, don’t I?”  

“We’ll take care of that,” said the tall 
man. He turned to the big fellow with the 
brutish face. “You get that dick up here. 
He’s going for a ride.”  

“1 told you,” warned Hughes, “that I 
won’t stand for murder, Parker! I’ve gone 
as far as I’m going to! Picking up these 
damned tubes off the ocean at night is one 
thing, but killing is another—”  

“Well, who did any killing?” snapped 
the man called Parker. 

“That guy, Green!” snapped Hughes. 
“He didn’t exactly—”  

“Can we help it,” put in the venomous 
bantam crook, softly, “if the guy shoots 
himself playin’ with his own gun? Kids 
like him shouldn’t have guns! Hell! Be 
reasonable, Hughes!” 

 
UGHES’ face was white and tense. 
He said: “Are you trying to pull fairy 

tales on me? Do I look that simple to you? 

You plugged him—” 
“Did you see anybody plug him?” 

snarled the big man, menacingly.  
“No, I didn’t; but I wasn’t born 

yesterday, either, Slug! I’m telling you that 
I’m not standing for cold-blooded 
murder—”  

“We’re all in the same boat now, 
Hughes,” said Parker tonelessly. “Don’t 
forget that! They’ll try to hang that murder 
rap on us. When we get out, you’ll be in the 
clear. No one’s going to suspect city 
fishermen like us, see? All you and your 
sister have to do is keep your traps shut and 
everything will be all right. If you make 
one yip, you’ll get it!”  

He arose, his restless eyes flashing 
around the room. “Where in hell’s that 
dummy?” he snapped. “I thought I warned 
you, Hughes—” A curse left his thin lips as 
he saw the faint ripple of the curtain as 
Crane let it fall into place. 

“The dick!” Parker shouted at once. “I 
saw him! He’s got loose! Get him, Slug! 
Spread out—burn him down!”  

In an instant, they were through the 
curtain, and Crane backed to the far wall. 
He saw guns flash into the hands of the tall 
man and the little fellow; but the big man, 
Slug, flung himself forward recklessly, 
trying to connect with a blackjack. He took 
a solid right hand in the jaw from the secret 
service man that rocked him back on his 
heels; but he came back with a curse, 
swinging his deadly weapon. Crane tried to 
keep the crook’s big body between him and 
the others, but there were too many for 
him. He was trapped! 

He closed with the bruiser and dodged 
the skull-crushing blow of the sapper. He 
slipped the kitchen knife out of his belt. He 
was under no delusions. He knew it was his 
life or the crooks’. He struck, driving the 
long knife into Slug’s body. Slug gasped, 
and a look of incredulous amazement crept 
over his heavy features. His mouth opened, 
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but no sound came. He crashed to the floor. 
A bullet thudded into the wall behind 

Crane’s head. Another! Snarled orders 
came in a confusion of sounds. He leaped 
recklessly for the dapper little crook and 
slashed at him with the bloody knife. The 
little man screamed as the blade caught him 
across the face. He staggered, yelling in 
panic, and Crane buried the weapon in the 
thin body with a second, lightning-like 
stroke. 

He dived for the little man’s gun, which 
had gone to the floor, and at the same 
instant, a searing, explosive pain tore at his 
head and sapped all the strength from his 
bones. Darkness rushed over him in a 
howling, red-splashed, blinding flood. 

 
CHAPTER IV 

 
CHIEF’S ORDERS 

 
HEN Jim Crane opened his eyes 
again, he was groggy and his face 

was wet and sticky! Blood! He tasted it in 
his mouth as it trickled down from the 
bullet wound that had burned his scalp. He 
was tightly bound again. The tall man, 
Parker, stood and talked to Hughes, his gun 
in his hand. On the floor were the sprawled 
bodies of Slug and the little crook, Slim. 

For some minutes, the ringing in his 
ears prevented Crane from hearing what 
was being said; then, gradually, his hearing 
cleared. His eyes narrowed when he saw 
the girl, Karen Hughes, standing in a corner 
of the room, her wide eyes full upon him. 
The hunchback, Queed, stood near her, his 
face twitching with moronic gibbering. A 
grim anger filled him as he saw the girl. 

“You see what happened?” Parker was 
snarling. “Get the dummy to slit his 
throat—or I will! When they find this 
mess, they’ll think he caught up with Slim 
and Slug. We’ll get away and there’ll be no 
one to talk or tell tales out of school, see? 

The dummy can’t tell!” 
“You mean—kill him?” whispered the 

girl. “No! You can’t!”  
“No? Get smart. This dick’s seen us all. 

If he gets away now, we’ll all fry! It’s his 
hide or ours, and I’m going to make damn 
sure it’s his!”  

“That’s murder!” objected Hughes, 
hotly. “When they find this shambles here 
at my house, with Karen and me missing, 
what do you think will happen? They’ll 
hunt us down—”  

“You’ve got a boat,” cut in Parker 
viciously. “You can go to Cuba or 
Mexico—or one of the islands. I’ll give 
you your share—”  

“Ugth, ugth!” muttered the hunchback, 
threateningly. 

Parker turned his icy eyes to the ugly 
dwarf. “At that,” he said softly, “the 
dummy might be able to write. Hadn’t 
thought of that! If the dummy should kick 
in right now, and the house was set on fire, 
no one would ever identify anybody! 
There’s plenty of oil here so the fire’ll be a 
peach! And we’ll be miles away down the 
coast, see?”  

“No!” cried the girl. “You—”  
“Shut up!” ordered Parker savagely, his 

eyes glittering. “You pick up all the food 
and canned goods in the joint and pile it in 
the dinghy. Your brother and the dummy 
are staying here with me. I’m taking no 
chances with you, sister! Make one move 
to take a run-out powder, and your brother 
gets his—now!” 

Jim Crane’s blood froze in his veins. 
Parker was preparing a ruthless and 
horrible death for him, and there seemed no 
way to stop him. There was no use in 
kidding himself that Parker wouldn’t carry 
out his fiendish plan to hide his trail. 

Karen was shivering with fright or 
nervousness. The blood had drained from 
her face and she twisted her hands 
aimlessly. Her eyes seemed to lay deep in 

W



POPULAR DETECTIVE 12

suddenly formed caverns. Silence lay in the 
room for a palpitant moment as she walked 
haltingly to Crane’s side and looked down 
at him. 

“You don’t think I had anything to do 
with this, do you?” she asked. “I saw you 
and Queed going to the house, so I 
followed.”  

“Cut that out, you!” barked Parker to 
the girl. He raised his gun threateningly. 
“I’ll do the talking to that dick! Get busy! 
We’ve got to get out of here!”  

Jim Crane’s head was clear now. 
Hughes stood to one side, white and angry, 
his eyes darting around like a trapped rat’s. 
Evidently, he was unarmed and at the 
mercy of the cold-eyed killer, Parker. The 
hunchback had noted the threatening 
gesture that Parker had made toward the 
girl, and his shoe-button eyes gleamed like 
polished onyx. 

“Ugth-ugth!” he mumbled, swaying on 
his ungainly legs. He was drooling with 
excitement, and he followed the girl into 
the kitchen. Parker suddenly raised his gun, 
but Hughes cried out: 

“Don’t do it! He won’t go far! He 
follows her around like that all the time!”  

“I don’t trust that runt!” snarled Parker. 
“And I don’t trust you, Hughes! You’d 
spill your guts the first chance you got!”  

Jim Crane had been silently working 
his hands back to his belt once more. It was 
lucky, he thought, that he’d replaced that 
razor blade! He might, before hell opened 
up here, be able to get his hands free. Inch 
by inch, his hands crept to his belt; finally, 
the blade was between his fingers again, 
and he groaned and twisted to hide the 
motion of straining his fingers around so he 
could get at the cords. 

 
ARKER eyed him venomously, but 
seeing him helpless, called to the girl: 
“Hurry it up, sister!” He picked up the 

big unlit oil lamp from the table and 

smashed it against the wall. The oil ran in a 
slow stream down the wall and spread over 
the floor. “There’s a drum of oil in the 
basement,” he said to Hughes. “We’ll get 
that and spread it around before we leave.”  

Karen Hughes had been clattering 
around the kitchen, and now she came into 
the room, followed by the shambling 
dwarf. She carried an armful of canned 
goods. So did the dwarf. 

“Where do you want these?” she asked 
in a dead monotone. “I can’t go out there 
alone in the dark and find my way down to 
the dinghy.”  

“Oh, no?” snarled Parker. “Well, that’s 
just what you’re going to do.” His eyes 
shot to the dwarf, and he hefted the 
automatic in his hand with a deadly 
significance. 

If the hunchback understood the deadly 
significance in the killer’s eyes—or if the 
girl had managed to communicate with him 
in the kitchen—Crane didn’t know, but the 
dwarf’s eyes were on the pistol in Parker’s 
hand. Quick as a flash, he was on Parker, 
his corded, misshapen arms crushing the 
other close. 

A startled exclamation came from 
Parker. His gun barked, and plaster rattled 
down from the ceiling. At this moment 
Crane arose and began slashing at the cords 
that bound his feet. In a moment, he was 
free. He dropped the razor blade and 
grabbed a chair. The girl let fall her armful 
of groceries and stood to one side, her eyes 
filled with a frozen terror. 

The dwarf and Parker were in an 
inextricable tangle of flailing arms and 
legs. Hughes hovered near, his huge fists 
clenched, looking for a chance to get in a 
blow. Parker’s gun barked again from the 
tangle. Hughes groaned and collapsed, 
wilting to the floor like a man whose bones 
had melted. With a pitiful cry, the girl 
rushed to her brother’s side. 

Parker was as slippery as an eel, and 
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had tremendous strength. He squirmed out 
of the dwarf’s steel arms and struck blindly 
at the hunchback’s face with his gun. He 
left a bleeding furrow that brought a thick-
lipped exclamation from the other. Before 
he could strike again, Crane dropped his 
chair and grabbed Parker’s gun arm. 

 
HE gun exploded, catching the dwarf 
full in the face as he came forward, his 

crooked, huge teeth bared. He jerked back 
with the impact of the bullet and collapsed, 
twitching spasmodically. 

With a curse, the Government man 
threw Parker’s arm up and twisted 
savagely. A scream of agony, a dry snap, 
and the crook wilted into a shuddering 
heap, his arm broken and his shoulder 
dislocated. 

The girl was sobbing hysterically on 
her knees, beside her brother. Hughes’ eyes 
were closed, and a sinister crimson was 
spreading slowly on his side where 
Parker’s chance bullet had plowed into his 
ribs. A swift examination convinced Crane 
that the wound, while painful, was not 
fatal. He bound it up as best he could with 
strips of Hughes’ shirt. Then he motioned 
the girl away. 

“He’s all right,” he told her brusquely. 
“Just raked his ribs. Now—you’d better tell 
me how deep you both are in this thing! 
This is going to mean the electric chair for 
somebody!”  

Her frantic eyes searched his and went 
back to her unconscious brother. 

“My brother had nothing to do with any 
of it,” she whispered. “Neither did I! They 
came here and posed as fishermen until 
they got my brother to guide them. Then 
they took forcible possession of him—and 
the house! I had to obey their commands—
or let Dick take the consequences! They 
watched us both day and night—they 
didn’t leave him for a moment.” Her eyes 
were brimming as she went on. “They told 

me Dick would die the minute I talked to 
anyone about them, or gave them away—”  

“But, Queed,” he interrupted. “Queed 
was your brother’s man, wasn’t he?”  

She nodded, shuddering with revulsion. 
She flashed a horrified look at the 
hunchback who lay, with his face shattered, 
moving his lips in soundless mutterings. 
She covered her face with her hands. 

“Queed is simple-minded,” she 
whispered. “He thought it was all a game. 
All he knew was to guard me and to hate 
anybody who talked to me—or anyone I 
was friendly with. That’s why they got him 
to go after you, tonight, and bring you in to 
them. Queed resented you—when he saw 
you at the lunch wagon—”  

“I see! And Bill Green? The detective 
who came here first? Who shot him?” 

“Parker!” She shuddered. “They caught 
him spying around the house—and they 
shot him—and threw his body into the 
sea—”  

“Did he buy a souvenir shell from you 
at the lunch wagon?” 

She nodded, wordless. 
“Just so!” said Crane softly. “And you 

suspected that I might be another 
detective?” 

She nodded again. “I suspected that you 
were a Secret Service man—and I was 
frightened to death. I wanted to warn 
you—but I knew they would kill Dick.”  

“And yet, they let you live at the hotel 
and run the diner!”  

“They did that so as not to arouse any 
suspicion in Apanack. People we know 
here would have asked questions 
otherwise. And they knew I wouldn’t 
jeopardize Dick’s life!”  

“Why didn’t Dick make a break for it?”  
“He couldn’t do anything!” she 

whispered, defensively. “He was under 
guard, day and night! I had to send their 
meals. They talked of giving him a cut in 
their loot, but he didn’t want it and told 
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them so. We were both helpless.”  
“Yes,” muttered Crane. “They sure 

meant business, all right! Do you happen to 
know who heaved those inner tubes 
overboard from what ship?”  

She was swaying slightly, still on her 
knees, her glazed eyes full of anguish as 
she looked at the still form of her 
unconscious brother. “I’m—not sure,” she 
answered dully, tears running down her 
cheeks. “From what I heard—it was one of 
the stewards on the Gigantic—named Carl 
Mueller.”  

Jim Crane’s eyes shone suddenly. With 
this information, the case was complete. He 
patted the girl on the shoulder. “Look here, 
Karen,” he said gently, raising her to her 
feet and practically carrying her from the 
room. “You run down to Apanack and 
make a telephone call for me. Don’t 
worry—nothing will happen to your 
brother. Take my word for it. Here—I’ll 
write down the name and the number. Get 
that man. Tell him they’ll come in as he 
ordered. And tell him to send someone out 
here in a hurry. Then send for the local 
police and keep your mouth shut!”  

Her eyes were looking at him, and there 
was still terror in their depths. Then she 
nodded and started for the door almost 
eagerly, anxious to leave the carnage of the 
frightful room behind her. Crane stood a 
moment, a frown growing on his blood-
caked forehead; then he walked back into 
the gory living room. 

 
N astounding sight met his eyes. 

mortall
The hunchback, wounded 

y, had managed to drag himself to 

the side of Parker. The dwarf had 
possessed himself of Parker’s automatic, 
and he was pointing it with a swaying hand 
at the unconscious crook who lay beside 
him. Even as Crane barked a command and 
flung himself forward to stop the dwarf, the 
gun exploded, smashing through Parker’s 
skull. 

Crane halted. The dwarf was swaying 
crazily, his shattered face twitching with 
pain, his swollen lips contorted with vague 
mutterings; then he crashed down to one 
side and lay still. 

Crane felt his pulse. There was no 
movement in it. There was no use 
examining Parker. He was deader than a 
salted mackerel. Crane walked over and 
examined Slug and Slim. Both dead. He 
and Hughes were the only living things in 
that macabre room—a veritable chamber of 
death!  

In Parker’s pockets he found his own 
belongings, his gold shield, which he 
pinned back under his vest and his gun. 
The diamonds and the inner tube he 
wrapped up carefully and put to one side. 
Then, he lifted Hughes to the davenport, 
eased his position, and lit a cigarette. He 
thought of this man and his golden-haired 
sister. After all, this was the better way. 

“The Chief said to bring ‘em in—dead 
preferred,” he reflected. “And that’s the 
way they’re going. It’ll save this kid and 
Karen a lot of grief. And I know Bill Green 
will be satisfied this way.”  

He smiled as he thought of the girl, and 
sat down wearily to wait for the coming of 
help. 
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