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CHAPTER I 
THE GORY DEATH 

 
ETECTIVE Marty Trent, erstwhile 
free-lance investigator, looked a little 
bored. He had been listening to the 
monotonous police calls over his short-

wave radio set and reading the evening 
newspaper. Neither had proved interesting. 
Trent sighed. That was always the way. Things 
never failed to let down for him after a trying 
case. And Trent hated a rest. 

The telephone jingled stridently at that 

second, as if in answer to his groan of 
passionate ennui. Trent’s dark eyes brightened 
at the prospect. He strode swiftly across the 
room and lifted the hand-set from its bronze 
pedestal. 

He said, “Hello.” 
“Trent? 
“Yeah,” said Trent. “This is me. Who’s 

calling?” 
“This is Burman,” said the man at the other 

end of the telephone wire. “Are you free?” 
Trent’s face glowed. Anthony Burman was 

the district attorney of New York County. And 
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when he called Trent’s number, which was rare 
indeed, it wasn’t to inquire about the shamus’s 
health! 

“Hello, Tony,” said Trent. “Sure I’m free. I 
just cleaned up that double suicide, you know, 
the Browne affair? Finished it this afternoon. 
What’s on your mind?” 

“Trouble,” said Burman succinctly. “Ever 
hear of Arthur Barbour?” 

“Who hasn’t?” Trent scoffed. “He’s the 
banker. Got enough jack to float a flotilla of 
battleships.” 

“He’s in a jam,” said Burman frankly. “He 
wants a reliable private dick on the case. No 
publicity. I recommended you. He okayed the 
choice. Are you on?” 

“Wait a second,” said Trent. “What is the 
case? I don’t lam off on any divorce stuff. If it’s 
tracking a co-respondent—” 

“I can’t explain over the phone,” snapped 
Burman irascibly. “And you know me well 
enough to realize I wouldn’t sidetrack a sloppy 
sob case on your shoulders. I just asked you—
are you on?” 

Trent replied, “I’m on, Tony. Where are 
you?” 

“I’m at Barbour’s place. Get here in a hurry. 
Know the address? Well, I’ll give it to you—
413 Church Street. Make it fast, Trent. It may 
be serious.” 

Trent slammed the hand-set back on its 
pedestal, frowning. He tossed his hat on 
carelessly, donned a topcoat, made sure the 
magazine of his Colt was full, and then went out 
the door like the wind, slashing it closed after 
him. 

Taxis were scarce, but he located one 
cruising hopefully for a fare. He hopped in 
agilely and snapped, “Church Street, buddy, and 
the quicker the better.” 

Ten minutes later, after a hazardous trip 
across the city, and after several hair-raising 
escapes from serious crashes, Trent clambered 
breathlessly from the rear of the taxi and paid 

off the driver hurriedly. The hack went on its 
way again. Trent turned and ascended the steps 
up to the front door of the home of Arthur 
Barbour, renowned international financier. 

Trent rang the bell. 
Several moments passed. Then he heard soft 

padded footsteps beyond the oaken panel. 
Presently the door swung open. A butler stood 
there in full evening regalia. 

Marty said, “My handle’s Trent. The D.A. 
called me.” 

“Ah, yes, come in, Mr. Trent,” said the 
butler. “Mr. Barbour will see you at once in the 
library. I will show you where it is.” 

Trent scowled suspiciously at the 
obsequious tones of the butler. He didn’t go for 
the man at all. “Hey,” he said, “what’s your 
name?” 

The butler looked at Trent cautiously. “I’m 
Kolb,” he said. “Thank you, sir.” 

“Kolb,” repeated Trent to himself as he 
followed the servant. He still did not like the 
man. There was a repulsive air about him. Kolb 
was tall, thin, and emaciated, with a sickly, 
cadaverous face. His nose was big and bulbous 
and his eyes watered ubiquitously. Trent 
discerned a crude white scar on the dorsum of 
the butler’s left hand. It was shaped rudely in 
the form of the letter H and seemed old. 

“This room, sir,” said Kolb suddenly. 
“Okay,” said Trent, eyeing the man cannily. 

He opened the door and went on in. 
It was a spacious room, replete with art 

curios, and banked on all four walls with 
shelves of beautiful leather-bound books. An 
exquisite plum-colored Karpen lounge was 
squatting directly in front of the fireplace. Near 
it was a carved walnut desk. There were three 
people on the sofa, one behind the desk. 

T
 

HEY all rose warily at the sound of the 
door when Trent came in. They seemed 
frightened, and they relaxed oddly when 

Anthony Burman said, “Hello, Marty. Glad you 
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got here.” 
Trent shook hands with the D. A. 
“This is Arthur Barbour,” said Burman, 

motioning to the gray-haired, obese gentleman 
behind the desk. “Barbour, this is the fellow I 
was speaking about. Trent’s a good man.” 

“Who are those other two?” asked Trent 
boldly. “When I’m on a case, Tony, I like to 
know everybody.” 

“Sure,” said Burman. “Here, this is Anne 
Barbour, Mr. Barbour’s daughter. And this is 
her fiancé, Roger Fenton.” 

Trent nodded to them. Fenton was a young 
man, about twenty-four, blond and with a weak, 
receding chin. Anne was about the same age. 
But she was a striking girl, a Nordic type, with 
high cheek bones, delicately rouged. 

“Well,” said Trent, “what’s up?” 
Burman pulled up a chair for him. 
“Perhaps you’d better tell Trent the same 

yarn you gave me, Mr. Barbour,” said Burman, 
lighting a cigar. 

Barbour, his face florid, nodded and 
nervously lighted a cigarette which Fenton 
handed him. 

“Two days ago,” said Barbour raspingly, “I 
received a letter in the ordinary post. I want you 
to read it, Trent.” 

Marty nodded. He leaned forward from his 
chair across the desk and accepted the piece of 
white paper which Barbour proffered him. He 
read it. It said: 

 
ARTHUR BARBOUR— You will leave five hundred 
thousand dollars in one thousand dollar bills in the rear of 
your limousine tomorrow at four o’clock. You will then 
have your chauffeur drive the car to the corner of Church 
Street and Park Avenue. He will leave the car there at 
exactly four-thirty and return to it ten minutes later. If you 
fail to heed this demand, your life will be forfeit. I 
promise you that at eleven o’clock on the ensuing night 
you will die by the sting of— 

The Scorpion.  
 

“Huh,” grunted Trent, handing back the 
note. “Nice little love letter. Half a million 

bucks or death. The Scorpion, eh?” 
Burman asked, “What do you think of it?” 
“Looks like a crank note,” said Trent. 
“That’s what I said,” Barbour exploded. “A 

crank note. I’ve had them before. But the damn’ 
thing has gotten on my nerves. It’s begun to 
frighten me!” 

“Take it easy,” said Trent. “You got this two 
days ago?” 

“Yes, on Wednesday.” 
“And you were supposed to leave the jack in 

your car on Thursday at four?” 
“Yes.” 
“You didn’t, I take it.” 
Barbour flushed purple. “Damn’ right, I 

didn’t. I’ve had these things before. Half a 
million dollars! Even if it were a real threat, I 
couldn’t lay my hands on that much cash at 
once. The note’s insane, I tell you. A radical 
may have sent it. That’s why it’s got me so 
worried!” 

“Go on,” said Trent coolly, “what’d you 
do?” 

“I did nothing!” snapped Barbour excitedly. 
“I didn’t send the money in the car. In fact, I 
dismissed the whole ridiculous thing from my 
mind. Then, today, this thing came!” 

He handed Trent a small card. Trent stared 
at it. The card had a pen and ink sketch of a 
miniature scorpion drawn on it, and the 
arachnid’s segmented tail with its terrible 
poisonous sting was sticking stiffly up in the air 
pointing at two ominous words, “Eleven 
tonight.” 

Trent’s face was an inscrutable mask as he 
gazed at the death threat. His lips went slightly 
taut, but his eyes glittered coldly and betrayed 
no emotion. 

“Go on,” he said, scrutinizing the scorpion 
card. 

“Even then it didn’t worry me,” Barbour 
explained. “I went through the day perfectly all 
right. But when I got home I began to see 
things. I got jumpy, nervous. Anne and Roger 
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knew about the thing, of course, and they 
wanted to telephone the police, even if just as a 
safeguard. I despise publicity. I didn’t want the 
business known. It might give other miscreants 
bad ideas. So instead I called Mr. Burman, here, 
who has been a good friend of mine for a long 
time.” 

“I came over,” said Burman, “heard the yarn 
and suggested a private detective when Barbour 
refused to have the police called.” 

“And then I came,” said Trent. “Okay, I’ve 
got the picture.” He got up and walked around 
slowly, holding the scorpion card in his hand 
and staring at it in a somewhat lethargic 
fascination. Without warning, he turned and 
glanced at the clock on Barbour’s desk. 

It read ten o’clock. 
Trent licked his lips thoughtfully. 
“Frankly,” he said, “this sounds like a crazy 

crank note to me. I think it’s harmless. The 
note’s too loose. The order about the money 
doesn’t sound kosher. But I’m not going to take 
any chances. There’s always the possibility that 
it may be genuine.” 

“You think perhaps,” said Burman, “an 
extortion ring has sprung up and is using 
Barbour as the first victim?” 

“Maybe,” said Trent. “And maybe not. I 
don’t know. But if this Scorpion—whoever he 
is—plans on building up a nice little extortion 
business, then he’ll do his damnedest to keep 
his word about this eleven o’clock business.” 

“I don’t get you,” said Barbour. 
“Well, look at the set-up,” said Trent. “If 

you are warned to kick in with dough and fail, 
and you get away with your life after the 
Scorpion’s threatened to kill you, his whole 
scheme is ruined. He won’t be able to terrorize 
others. His’ll be an empty threat. So we’ll just 
take precautions and—” 

Brring! 
They all stared at each other in silence. 

Barbour looked anxiously at the clock on his 
desk. A few seconds past ten o’clock. Anne was 

on her feet, her white skin drained of blood, her 
hands trembling paroxysmally. Fenton stood 
next to her, apparently scared to death. 

Burman began, “Do you think—“ 
Trent silenced him with a glare. Footsteps 

went by the door in the hall as Kolb answered 
the harsh summons of the bell. Trent heard the 
door open. He heard Kolb’s voice, speaking 
slowly. Then the door closed again. Kolb 
entered the library, carrying a letter. 
 

RENT took it. On the front was the terse 
inscription, “A. Barbour.” 

“It’s for you,” said Trent, gazing at 
Arthur Barbour. “I’d better open it.” He did so. 
A slip of paper fell out. On it was that same 
damning inscription of the scorpion with the 
same ominous message—“Eleven tonight.” 

Trent jammed the note in Burman’s hand 
and caught Kolb by the lapels of his immaculate 
outfit. 

“That man!” Trent snapped. “Where did he 
go?” 

“D-down the block!” replied Kolb, terrified 
by Trent’s truculence. “Toward Park Avenue!” 

“What’d he look like?” 
“He was short and fat. He—he had on a gray 

coat.” 
Trent flung out of the door, crying, “I’ll be 

back! Sit tight!” He reached the front door and 
went through it like a comet. Out in the street he 
locked up and down perspicaciously. The 
shambling misshapen outline of a vague figure, 
heading toward Park Avenue, caught his gaze. 

He tore down Church Street after it, his right 
hand feeling tentatively for his ready Colt. 

At that moment, he saw his quarry climb 
into a taxicab, and the car roared off down Park 
Avenue. 

Trent whistled shrilly at a passing hack and 
climbed aboard it. “Follow that cab, the red 
one!” he snapped to his awed driver. 

“Yes, sir!” 
The engine roared thunderously as the taxi 

T
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hurtled forward after the red car like a winged 
arrow. A traffic light held them up for a minute 
while Trent cursed his driver loudly for not 
crashing through it. He did not lose sight of the 
red cab, however. It had also stopped at the next 
block for a red light. Trent was impressed with 
the fact that his prey did not seem to be 
particularly anxious about making a get-away. 

The lights changed. 
Trent’s hack wheeled forward swiftly and in 

a few split seconds, they zoomed up alongside 
the red taxi. Trent waved at the driver with his 
Colt. 

“Pull over!” he cried sharply. “Pull over, or 
I’ll plug you!” 

The driver of the red cab looked horror-
stricken. He jammed on his brakes and sliced 
across the pavement to the curb where the taxi 
shrieked to an abrupt stop. Trent’s cab followed 
right after him, forcing him into the sidewalk to 
a halt. 

“What is this?” babbled the red hack driver. 
“A stick-up? Listen, I’m a poor guy. I’ve gotta 
wife and—” 

“Shut up!” snapped Trent. “I’m after your 
fare.” He flashed his badge as he grabbed the 
chromium handle of the rear door of the red 
hack and hurled it open, his heavy Colt 
menacing the figure in the tonneau meaningly. 

As the door of the cab opened, an automatic 
light leaped soundlessly into life in the rear of 
the cab, exposing the occupant with crisp 
clarity. 

Trent gasped. Then he blanched. 
“God!” he rasped hoarsely. He pounded the 

driver roughly on the shoulder. “Drive like 
hell!” he exclaimed. “For the nearest hospital. 
Never mind the lights!” 
 

E leaped into the red hack and closed the 
door as it shot away, pounding and 
grinding a furious chant of horse power. 

The other cab, the one Trent had 
commandeered, followed in the red hack’s wake 

amidst a nebula of carbon monoxide miasma 
and swirling dirt. 

Inside the hack, Trent gaped in stupefaction 
at the grisly phantasmagoria which sat beside 
him. 

“Whitey Krass!” Trent said. “By all that’s 
holy!” 

He stooped over closer to Krass. Something 
was horribly wrong with the man. His mouth 
was bleeding hideously, the gore streaming 
down over his chin and onto his shirt and gray 
coat. 

Krass’s eyes were closed. Trent, even as he 
sat there, watched the man’s ears begin to bleed 
copiously. The fellow was a raw crimson mess, 
a bleeding body whose flow could not be 
stemmed. 

Krass’s eyes opened suddenly. The pupils 
were widely dilated as though atropin had been 
dropped into them. They swerved across Trent’s 
face unseeingly, furtively. And Trent, his 
stomach rolling at the god-awful gruesomeness 
of the scene, saw blood seep up from the man’s 
eye sockets and begin to pour across the eyes in 
a purplish film of death. 

At the same time, Krass’s throat began to 
change into a ghastly macabre hue of shining 
ebony. The white pigments of the flesh melted 
away into jet. The sallow pallor of Krass’s 
cheeks merged into an awesome cyanotic color 
which was indescribable. 

Trent felt sick. But he controlled himself. 
“Whitey!” he shrilled. “For God’s sake, 

speak! What’s happened to you?” 
Krass heard his voice. Whether he 

recognized it or not was problematical. But 
Krass wanted to say something. He struggled 
courageously to speak. His mouth fell open 
stiffly. Trent could see his tongue try to move, 
could make out the blackish blood which 
seethed up through the oral cavity. Krass’s 
throat rattled in a purging gurgle and his words 
died there eerily. 

Trent’s heart was clumping like a 

H 
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triphammer and his own face a sight. In all his 
hard-boiled life he had never seen so terrible a 
sight. Never had he seen a man’s eyes—like 
Krass’s were now doing—coursing red-hot 
blood as though they were severed arteries. 

Frenziedly, and as if in inhuman pain and 
torture, Krass made vague motions with his 
gore-covered hands. 

Trent got him. He wanted a pencil. Krass 
couldn’t speak. The blood had flooded his 
throat. He was dying, but the man could still 
write. Frantically, Trent dove his hands through 
his pockets, found the stub of a pencil and an 
old envelope. 

He fixed them in Krass’s dying hands. Krass 
nodded dumbly. He couldn’t seem to close his 
mouth and his blood burst forth from it in huge 
deposits. 

The hand with the pencil moved puerilely, 
jaggedly. Trent watched. The pencil made an A. 
Then it went down in an adolescent scrawl and 
made a B. 

The taxi lurched to a sudden standstill. The 
driver turned. “Here yuh are! Memorial 
Hospital! What’s happened to—Jeez!” 

Trent did not move. The pencil had dropped 
to the floor from Krass’s nerveless fingers and 
the paper with the two letters fluttered after it. 

Krass went rigid and his breath exhaled 
mournfully. Trent thought it would never stop. 
Then Krass relaxed and his head drooped down 
slowly, still bleeding from ears, eyes, nose, and 
mouth profusely. But Trent knew he was sitting 
with a corpse. 

Trent glanced up. Two young internes in 
white were standing beside the cab, a stretcher 
in their hands. Trent got out and helped them lift 
the repugnant cadaver onto the stretcher. They 
whirled around and carried it into the 
emergency operation room. One of them said, 
“A party on me, I guess. He arrived dead.” 

Trent shuddered. He had often seen death, 
and too had treated it like these kids with that 
cold professional cynicism. But he had never 

seen such a gory demise. Never. He followed 
them, wondering curiously what had happened 
to Krass. 

“You wait here,” he called to the hack 
driver. 

He went into the operating room after the 
internes. They stripped Krass down at Trent’s 
order and after a flash of his badge. “Better get 
a full-fledged doc,” Trent added. “I want to 
know how this bird died—and I want the report 
accurate!” 

A short, fussy little man approached Trent. 
“I’m Dr. Groucher,” he said. “I’ll look him 

over.” 
As Groucher began to inspect Krass’s body, 

Trent thought vaguely how well the doctor’s 
name suited him. There was roaring silence 
while Dr. Groucher inspected the gory skull of 
Krass with evident reluctance. 

Finally the medico breathed, “Amazing!” 
“Sure,” said Trent. “But what killed him?” 
“Snake venom,” said Dr. Groucher 

complacently. “Yes, yes. It’s most interesting.” 
“Snake venom?” Trent boomed 

incredulously. “Snake venom? Don’t kid me! I 
saw this bird a few minutes ago. He was 
perfectly all right. He got into a cab and drove 
off. That wasn’t twenty minutes ago and I never 
lost sight of the cab the whole time. Now you 
say he’s dead of snake venom! A snake couldn’t 
have bitten him!” 

“But a snake did bite him,” said Dr. 
Groucher severely. “Any efficient doctor could 
diagnose that at a glance. See here. This man 
has suffered from some violent hemorrhaging. 
There is marked destruction of the blood cells, 
particularly the erythrocytea, as far as I can 
hazard. What’s more, there is no evidence of 
neurotoxic action in the venom. Therefore, I’d 
even say that the snake which killed this man 
was one of the New World vipers.” 

“Which means?” 
“Oh, er, rattlesnake, or fer-de-lance, or some 

such viper.” 
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Trent was adamant. “But he couldn’t have—
” he paused. “You find me the fang punctures, 
doctor, and I’ll believe you. And while you’re 
looking for them, I want to make a telephone 
call.” 

“You’ll find a phone in the next room,” said 
Dr. Groucher. 

Trent nodded and left him. There was a 
clock on the wall over the operating table where 
Krass’s naked cadaver was now stretched. It 
read eleven-ten. Ten minutes past Arthur 
Barbour’s appointed hour of death as set by the 
Scorpion. Trent felt a little worried. 

He called the Barbour residence as quickly 
as possible. There seemed to be an unnecessary 
delay. Without warning he heard a sharp 
metallic click as someone at the other end lifted 
the receiver. 

“Hello,” he said, “this is Trent reporting. 
Who’s this?” 

“Good God, Trent!” exclaimed Anthony 
Barman. “Where have you been? Something 
terrible—horrible—has happened!” 

Trent felt an icy clutch grip at his heart in 
unconscionable dread. He grasped the phone 
more tightly. 

“What’s—happened?” he grated. 
“It’s Barbour!” exclaimed Burman wildly. 

“He’s dead, Trent. He died at just eleven 
o’clock. My God, but it’s horrible!” 

“Horrible?” echoed Trent. 
“Yes,” babbled Burman. “He’s bled to 

death, Trent. His eyes, his ears, his nose and 
mouth. Blood all over the place. Get out here as 
quickly as possible!” 
 

CHAPTER II 
THE DEATH NOTE 

HEN Trent returned to the emergency 
room, Dr. Groucher was teetering on his 
heels, his hands clasped behind his back, 

and he was staring at the ceiling, his brows 
furrowed. 

“Well,” said Trent, his face a trifle wan. 

“It’s odd,” said Dr. Groucher. “Damned 
odd. But there’s not a sign of a serpent’s fangs 
anywhere on this man’s body!” 

“I knew it,” said Trent, relieved. “I told you 
a snake couldn’t have bitten him. It was 
humanly impossible. How did he die then, 
doc?” 

“Just as I said,” replied Dr. Groucher, 
annoyed. “The diagnosis is precisely the same. 
This man was killed by a snake venom, which 
was accompanied with drastic haemolysis.” 

Trent scowled. “But no sign of fang 
punctures?”  

“That’s it” 
“Well, how was the venom administered 

into the bird’s body, then, by a hypo needle?” 
Dr. Groucher shook his head. “No, there is 
absolutely no mark on the body. Do you 
understand, no mark whatsoever! I don’t know 
how he was killed. It’s an utter paradox on the 
face of an examination. It’s mystifying!” 

“Do you mean,” Trent said, “that Krass here 
is dead from snake poison and there is no 
possible way apparent to you how the stuff got 
into his system?” 

“That’s the premise.”  
“But, doc,” protested Trent. “You must’ve 

missed something. It had to be injected into his 
blood stream!” 

“I know that. But I haven’t missed anything. 
I’m certain, I tell you, that there is no abrasion 
nor wound of injection anywhere on this corpse. 
Perhaps an autopsy will tell, but I doubt it. I 
never saw anything like this in my life!” 

Trent thought briefly. 
“He was smoking,” he said at length. “When 

I got into the hack while he was dying, there 
was a cigarette butt on the floor. Could the 
poison have been in the smoke of the cigarette?” 

Dr. Groucher grunted contemptuously. 
“Fantastic. This man received a 

concentrated dose of snake venom. That is 
crystalline. You can’t put it into smoke.” 

Trent shrugged. 

W 
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“We’ll, you’d better phone the coroner and 
let him saw the stiff and try to and out what’s 
what. I’ve got business, doc. Some one else has 
been bumped off in the same way.”  

While Dr. Groucher looked astounded, Trent 
continued, “Where are Krass’s clothes? I want 
to search them.” 

One of the internes handed the dead man’s 
belongings over. Trent went through every 
pocket. All he unearthed was a batch of brand 
new cash bills which amounted to one hundred 
dollars, and a pack of ordinary cigarettes. 

“Now where,” thought Trent, “would a 
cheap little crook like Krass pick up one 
hundred bucks in brand new bills?” 

Trent stuffed the bills in his pocket and left 
the emergency room swiftly. Both of the cab 
drivers were waiting for him. Trent paid off the 
cab he had employed in the chase. Then he went 
to the other one, opened the door to the tonneau 
and inspected the back of the hack minutely. On 
the floor, something like metal caught his eye 
with a glinting flash. He stooped over and 
picked it up. 

It was a thin hollow tube of metal, about two 
and three-quarters inches long. Trent gazed at it 
wonderingly. Then he shrugged, carefully put it 
into his pocket, and climbed into the cab. 

“Church Street,” he snapped. 
They whirled away again. 

 
NTHONY BURMAN, excited, breathless, 
met Trent at the door of the Barbour 
edifice this time instead of Kolb. The 

D.A., usually so self-composed and cool in the 
face of anything extraordinary, was badly upset. 

They both went to the library. Trent saw that 
Kolb, the Barbour butler, was standing in that 
room, with the two others, Roger Fenton and 
Anne. Fenton’s eyes were sweeping the room 
furtively. He avoided Trent’s stare. Anne was 
sitting on the sofa, crying hysterically. 

Trent spoke to no one. He walked across to 
the desk. There was a stranger next to it. A tall 

man with a grayish goatee and mustache. He 
wore a pince-nez. Trent asked, “Who are you?” 

“Dr. Hugh Van Drentun,” the man replied 
nervously. “Mr. Burman called me right after 
this happened. I hurried right over.”  

“The family medico?”  
“Quite.” 
Trent nodded. He motioned the doctor aside 

and stepped close to the unmoving figure which 
sat in the chair at the desk, head bowed to the 
veneered surface of the desk. 

One glance was sufficient. Barbour had died 
in exactly the same ungodly manner as Whitey 
Krass. The top of the desk was a lake of blood, 
now darkened and desiccated. Trent lifted the 
head back and stared down at the repulsive 
features of the corpse. They were bloody. There 
was not a spot of pink flesh visible anywhere 
around. Nothing but a dried curtain of blood 
over the face. The eyes were opened and 
sightless and were bulging slightly from the 
flow of the crimson stream as it sought egress 
from the eye sockets. 

Barbour’s lips were a heavy blue. His throat 
and neck were finished in a shining sable glow. 
Even the clenched stiffening hands of the dead 
man were discolored, had a purplish hue. 

“Well, doctor,” said Trent evenly, 
“What’d you make of it?” 
Dr. Van Drentun licked his lips and drew a 

deep breath. 
“It’s—it’s unnerved me,” he said. “For 

several reasons. It’s so damned coincidental!” 
“Talk sense,” said Trent crisply. 
“It’s this way,” Dr. Van Drentun explained 

slowly. “I have been experimenting for nearly 
half a year now with snake venoms—” 

“You have!” 
Dr. Van Drentun nodded, ill at ease. “Yes, I 

have. Please don’t jump to conclusions, Mr. 
Trent, until you’ve heard me. Doctors, you 
know, have found that venoms, if used in small 
amounts, have proved very beneficial. For 
example, I had a patient suffering from what is 

A 
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known as purpura, a bleeding condition of the 
skin. I cured this patient by small injections of 
fer-de-lance venom, which, itself a drastic 
haemotoxic, stemmed the flow of the adverse 
hemorrhage.” 

“Skip the scientific lingo,” said Trent. “So 
you have some fer-de-lance venom at your 
place?” 

“Yes.” 
Trent smiled crookedly. 
“You know, of course, that Barbour died 

from an injection of fer-de-lance venom?” 
“Yes,” said Dr. Van Drentun. “That’s what 

frightens me. I am certain it was fer-de-lance 
toxin which killed him. But there is no mark of 
serpent’s fangs anywhere near the black spots of 
his neck!” 

“No snake was used.” said Trent. “How 
about a hypo?” 

“Nothing!” 
“You haven’t examined him fully?” 
“No, but I know that the venom was 

centralized at the neck. That’s why the throat is 
black. That’s why his eyes bled!” 

“Are you missing any of your supply of the 
venom?” 

Dr. Van Drentun paled. “I—don’t—know.” 
Trent scowled. “Okay. Sit tight, all of you 

for a second. Mr. Burman, you’d better 
telephone the coroner and have the public 
welfare boys cart this corpse away. I want an 
autopsy on this the first thing in the morning. 
Markless injection! It’s a trick!” 

“I’ll call him,” said Burman. 
Trent turned and eyed Kolb with 

perspicacity. “Come here,” he said. 
Kolb shuddered slightly and approached 

Trent. “Yes, sir?” 
Trent turned to the medico. 
“Van Drentun,” he said, “if a man was going 

to kill Barbour, and if he used a snake poison, 
he’d have to know something about snakes, 
wouldn’t he? Or at least, the relative toxicity of 
the venom being used?” 

“Absolutely,” said Dr. Van Drentun. “Now 
if I had wanted to kill Arthur—” he paused 
warily. “This is hypothetical, understand — my 
knowledge of fer-de-lance venom is very exact. 
I know just how much I would have given him. 
It is essential that one be familiar with snake 
venom to kill with it.” 

“Kolb,” said Trent. “Hold up your left 
hand.” 

Kolb went white as a sheet and trembled. 
“I—I don’t understand, sir.” 
“Hold it up!” 
Kolb slowly lifted his left hand like a man in 

a deep hypnosis. The white scar in the shape of 
the rude letter H seemed to gleam like 
electricity. 

“Where did you get that scar?” Trent asked. 
Kolb’s jaw set. He said nothing. 
“Why, it’s a protective incision!” exclaimed 

Dr. Van Drentun. “That’s the kind of a cut it is 
necessary to make when a man has been bitten 
by a snake!” 

“God save me!” Kolb cried suddenly. “I 
didn’t do it! I didn’t do it!”  

“Come clean, Kolb,” said Trent with 
acerbity. “Where did you get that scar?” 

Kolb replied tremulously, “I was bitten. I 
used to work in a snake museum down on Sixth 
Avenue. That was a good many years ago. I was 
bitten by one of the snakes one day while I was 
cleaning it for vermin.” 

“What kind?” 
“A—a—jararaca—” 
“But a jararaca is another name for fer-de-

lance,” snapped Dr. Van Drentun to Trent. “It is 
the South American rattlesnake, and is 
sometimes even called by a third name, barba 
amarilla! Kolb was bitten by the same kind of 
snake whose venom killed Barbour!” 

“It wasn’t me!” Kolb cried. “Honest, it 
wasn’t me! I have not even seen a serpent for 
eight years. It was eight years ago I worked in 
that museum. After that damned reptile bit me, I 
lost my nerve and quit snakes!” 
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“How’d they save you?” said Trent. 
“Permanganate crystals and serum,” said 

Kolb. 
“But you knew how fer-de-lance venom 

worked?” 
“Yes,” said Kolb, “but for God’s sake, 

Trent, you’ve got to believe me! I didn’t do it.” 
He pointed an accusing finger at Roger Fenton. 
“Why don’t you ask him? Why don’t you find 
out motives? Fenton knew snakebite! He knew 
venoms! And what’s more, he hated Barbour. I 
heard them quarreling only the other night!” 
 

RENT wheeled on Roger Fenton who went 
ashen at Kolb’s words and swayed slightly. 

“Is that true?” Trent said. 
“No!” Fenton shrilled piercingly. “That’s 

not true! Damn your prying ears, Kolb! I knew 
you skulked—” 

“Take it easy,” said Trent. “Kolb, what was 
this bird fighting with Barbour about?” 

“Anne,” said Kolb. 
Anne rose to her feet, and pleaded 

sobbingly, “No, Kolb, please don’t make it any 
worse.” 

“What is this?” demanded Trent. 
“Fenton wanted to marry Anne,” said Kolb. 

“He was after her money and Barbour was 
leaving his entire estate to his daughter.” 

“How’d you know that?” 
“I heard him say so to Fenton when they 

argued. Barbour told Fenton that if Anne 
married such a rotter, she would not get one red 
cent! That’s it! Fenton killed Barbour to make 
sure that Anne would have her inheritance when 
he married her!” 

“That’s not so!” Fenton shouted insanely. 
“How about venoms,” said Trent. “Do you 

know anything about fer-de-lance venom?” 
“Not a thing.” said Fenton. “Not a thing in 

the world. I never even saw a Brothrops 
specimen.” 

“He’s lying,” said Anthony Burman who 
had come back into the room. The D. A. nodded 

to Trent. “I’ve called the coroner.” He glanced 
at Fenton. “You’re lying, Roger. You know it. It 
won’t get you anywhere.” 

Fenton wilted like a dying flower. His 
shoulders drooped and his face looked very old. 
“Yes,” he muttered dully. “I’m lying. It was 
foolish. Everyone knows—” He glanced up at 
Trent. “You see, Mr. Trent, I am very familiar 
with sundry venoms. I used to be associated, 
recently too, with the Antivenoms Institute at 
Telas, in the Honduras, the neotropical 
division.” 

Trent was watching Burman closely. 
“Dr. Van Drentun,” he said, “are you 

Burman’s medico too?” 
“Yes.” 
“Oh, see here, Trent,” objected Anthony 

Burman good-naturedly. “You aren’t suggesting 
that I did this thing?” 

“I suspect everybody,” said Trent. He 
surveyed the group. “Did any of you ever hear 
of a man named Whitey Krass?” 

“I—er—I have, of course,” said Burman. 
“Anyone else?” 
There was no reply. 
“Now that’s funny,” said Trent pointedly. 

“Because Krass is dead, Mr. Burman. He died in 
a cab a little while ago. Krass was killed in the 
same way as Barbour. Queer, ain’t it? And 
Krass was the man who came to the front door 
and left that last warning which Barbour got 
from the Scorpion!” 

Burman breathed, “Good heavens!” 
“I think,” Trent continued, “that Krass was 

just a tool. I think he probably never knew what 
was in the letter he delivered, that he was 
merely a plant. He was paid by someone who 
knew him to deliver that letter. He was given a 
hundred bucks. How? It was placed in the letter 
box outside the front door. Krass was told to 
deliver the letter and then collect from the mail 
box. He did. But the Scorpion took no chances. 
He killed Krass just like Barbour. Dead men tell 
no tales.” 

T 
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Burman laughed harshly. 
“But why all the folderol?” he asked. “Why 

send a man to deliver such a note?” 
“To make it look like a real extortion ring,” 

said Trent. “To make it look as though the 
Scorpion were some kind of archfiend on the 
outside, when in reality, the Scorpion is an 
amateur killer. In fact, one of those present.” 

“You’re presuming,” said Burman angrily. 
“I’m the D.A. of this county, Trent, and I don’t 
like your tone. It’s insinuating. If you were such 
a smart shamus, you’d want to know how 
Barbour died. Yon haven’t even asked that. 
Instead you try to find asinine motives!” 

“I know how Barbour died,” said Trent. 
“You know?” 
“Yeah.” Trent’s eyes were like slits. “You 

were all sitting here. Nothing happened. There 
was no sound, no disturbance at all. Suddenly 
Barbour just gasped and began to bleed. He died 
before you could do anything.” 

“How could you guess that?” Burman 
marveled. 

“I didn’t guess it,” said Trent dryly. “Krass 
died the same way. No mark on his body. He 
was perfectly all right when he got into a cab. 
When I caught up with him a few minutes later, 
he was still sitting upright, apparently okay, but 
he was a doomed man!” 

“But—but—” 
“Mister District Attorney,” said Trent 

coolly, “would you like to see what Krass did as 
his last act on earth? I asked him what had 
happened. But he couldn’t speak. He didn’t 
have any voice. I stuck a pencil in his hand. And 
he wrote. You know what he wrote? He wrote 
the initials of the man who murdered him. Here 
—take a look at what they are!” 
 

RENT handed the scrap of envelope to the 
district attorney who accepted it, his face 
pallid. Burman looked tensely down at the 

two scrawled letters on the paper. “A,” he 
mumbled, “and B.” Burman shivered and his 

hands shook. “But—what does that mean, 
Trent?” 

Dr. Van Drentun interrupted, “By Judas! I 
remember now!” 

“Remember what?” Trent snapped. 
The doctor was white and sweat exuded 

from his face. His hands plucked at his coat 
furtively. “But it can’t—” he began. He stopped 
and felt nervously in his coat. “Forget it, Trent,” 
he said. “Has anyone seen my cigarette case?” 

“Here it is,” said Roger Fenton, and handed 
it to Van Drentun. 

Trent turned belligerently on the medico. 
“Look here, doctor,” he said. “If you know 

something, speak up. This is no time for acting. 
What d’you remember?” 

“I—I made a mistake,” Dr. Van Drentun 
said weakly. “It had nothing to do with the 
case.” 

“You were going to tell me who knew that 
you were experimenting with fer-de-lance 
venom,” said Trent. “You were going to tell me 
who had been visiting your laboratory, and 
could have stolen the deadly stuff.” 

Dr. Van Drentun shook his head vigorously 
as he lighted a cigarette. “Not at all,” he 
protested. “Not at all!” 

Trent turned to Burman. 
“And you, Tony, were the one who did visit 

Van Drentun’s laboratory! Krass even wrote 
your initials as he died. Anthony Burman. A. 
B.” 

“That’s not evidence,” said Burman coolly. 
“I’ll make it evidence!” 
Trent paused suddenly. He was looking at 

Anne. Her face was contorted in ghastly lines at 
something which met her gaze. Her eyes 
widened hideously. Her pale-white hands flew 
up to her mouth. 

“Good God!” Fenton moaned. 
Trent went around like a top. His breath 

stopped like a shot for several seconds and he 
had the oddest sensation of the hair on his head 
standing right up on end. 

T 
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Dr. Van Drentun was sinking slowly to the 
floor, sagging down like an empty gunnysack, 
limply, lifelessly. His cigarette fell from his 
nerveless fingers to the floor. 

There was a peculiar twitching to the 
medico’s face. His hands clutched his throat and 
squeezed it torturedly. Agony seethed through 
him. He gurgled, tried to speak. No go. His eyes 
rolled the room aimlessly, never lighting on one 
spot. They fell on the desk. A hand clutched at 
the desk, grabbed at a small calendar with a tiny 
mirror atop it 

Then, with a horrid groan, Dr. Van Drentun 
sank completely to the floor and sprawled out 
there awkwardly, grotesquely. 

The thunderous silence of the library was 
split only by Trent’s weird, creepy whisper, 
“He’s bleeding!” 
 

CHAPTER III 
THE SCORPION STRIKES 

 
HERE was nothing they could do. In ten 
terrible minutes Dr. Hugh Van Drentun was 
dead. He never regained consciousness. 

Anne had collapsed into Fenton’s arms, struck 
down into unconsciousness by the macabre 
aspect of the defunct medico’s gory face. 
Burman was like a ghost. He bit his lips until 
they bled. Only Kolb seemed composed. 

When Trent was certain that Van Drentun 
was a corpse, he stooped down and took the 
calendar with its mirror from the doctor’s hand. 
The smoking cigarette on the rug caught his 
eye. It had burned a large hole in the elastic 
Sarouk. Trent picked it up and jammed out the 
glowing tip in an ash tray. A canny look 
permeated his eyes. Apparently as an 
afterthought, he stuck the partly burnt cigarette 
in his pocket. 

“Fenton,” he said, “take care of Miss 
Barbour. You’d better get her to bed. She’ll be a 
nervous wreck. Then you come down and wait 
here for the coroner and the police. Kolb—that 

goes for you too. Burman, I want to see you 
alone.” 

“I’m warning you, Trent,” said Burman. “Be 
careful whom you accuse!” 

Anthony Burman followed Marty Trent out 
of the library and into the front hall of the 
Barbour residence. No sooner had they closed 
the library door behind them, than Burman 
wheeled on Trent and snapped, “What is it, 
Trent? What’ve you got? Why were you baiting 
me like that?” 

“Sorry, Tony,” said Trent “I had to. For one 
thing, as long as I make the Scorpion think that 
I believe you to be the killer, you’re safe. Get it? 
I haven’t got a scrap of evidence to arrest this 
fiend. I couldn’t make a charge stick to save my 
soul. But I want to keep you out of danger. 
Watch yourself. Don’t learn too much or let 
anyone know you know too much.” 

“You mean one of those birds would bump 
me?” 

“Just like Van Drentun was bumped,” said 
Trent. “He was going to tell who visited his 
laboratory. But the Scorpion beat him to the 
punch.” 

“But do you—” began Burman. 
“Yes,” said Trent quietly. “I know who the 

Scorpion is.” 
“Who?” 
Trent smiled. “You’ll see. You might let the 

hint drop when you get back there that I said no 
one was to smoke a cigarette if he values his 
life.” 

“Cigarette?” 
“Yeah,” said Trent. “That’ll hit close to 

home, Tony. It may bring the killer out on my 
trail after me. And that will be evidence that you 
can’t beat!” 

“But what about cigarettes?” 
“Don’t smoke any,” said Trent. “Not even 

your own.” 
“But why?” 
Trent grimaced. “They make you bleed. 

Tony, If s not a nice way to die.” 

T 
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While a light of understanding pervaded 
Burman, Trent walked to the front door, opened 
it and stepped forth into the night. He nearly 
bumped into a group of men coming up the 
stairs. 

“Well, well,” said Trent. “The Homicide 
Squad. ‘Lo, inspector. Say, doc, can I speak to 
you a second?” 

Inspector Callahan, commanding the bureau, 
deterred Trent with a powerful grip. “Where’re 
you going, shamus?” he demanded. “If there’s 
been a bump-off here, you’re not leaving.” 

“Listen, flatfoot,” said Trent. “The D.A.’s 
inside. And if he lets me leave, you can’t stop 
me.” 

“Burman here?” Callahan queried in 
amazement. “Hell’s bells, something is really 
wrong. What’s up?” 

“Double murder,” said Trent. “Nice clean 
job. Wait’ll you get a glim at the stiffs. You’ll 
never be able to figure it out.” 

“Huh,” said the inspector and brushed past 
Trent. 

Trent turned his attention to Dr. Lem 
Sayers, chief medical examiner. “Listen, doc,” 
he said, “did you get the call down to Memorial 
Hospital?” 

“Sure, Trent,” said Dr. Sayers. “I tried to put 
the assistant on it, but Dr. Groucher down there 
said you insisted I see the corpse.” 

“Yeah,” said Trent. “You see, doc, Krass 
was knocked off the same way as these two in 
here.” 

“What?” cried Dr. Sayers. “You mean 
they’re all hooked up?” 

“That’s it.” 
“But who’s dead inside?” 
“Arthur Barbour and Dr. Hugh Van 

Drentun.” 
Dr. Sayers gulped. “Ye gods!” 
The medical examiner shook his head. “I 

don’t get this at all, Trent. I suppose you know 
what you’re doing?” 

“I do.” 

“But a rat like Krass tied up with a man like 
Barbour!” 

“I know, doc. It sounds screwy, but it’s so. 
Tell me, what did you find out about that 
cadaver?” 

Dr. Sayers shook his head. “Nothing, 
dammit! That’s why I’m bothered. Groucher 
told you just as much as I could. Krass died 
from haemotoxic snake venom, and the fer-de-
lance is the most likely reptile. But I don’t see 
how on earth the poison ever got into Krass’s 
system. There’s not a mark on his body, Trent. 
Not a sign anywhere. I’ll stake my rep on it!” 

“Did you look inside of the mouth?” 
“Sure. Nothing but blood there.” 
“How about the throat?” 
“What do you mean?” 
“The throat,” said Trent. “Way back in the 

throat, probably far down into the esophagus.” 
“God,” said Dr. Sayers. “I didn’t probe back 

there. Too gory. And how could any one have 
injected the venom into a man’s gullet without a 
terrible scrap?” 

Trent smiled. “That’s what happened 
though, doc. Okay, I’ll be seeing you.” 
 

HE medical examiner went into the house. 
Trent called a cab, snapped an address to 
the driver, and the hack sped away. It took 

Trent quite a little while to rouse up the county 
clerk at that hour of the night. But the detective 
finally accomplished it. His search through the 
records took him quite a while. Longer that he 
had expected. It ended successfully, however, 
and with a happy smile on his face, Trent finally 
headed for his own apartment. He reached there 
at a quarter of three. 

Trent shed his hat and coat and put on his 
slippers. He had no sooner settled himself with 
the same newspaper which he had been reading 
previous to his being called on the case, than the 
irritating jingle of the telephone bell sliced 
through the taciturnity of the apartment. 

Trent answered it. 

T
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“Hello, Trent,” said a man’s voice. “This is 
Burman.” 

“Hello, Tony,” said Trent “How’d things 
go?” 

“I’m at home,” replied Burman. “Inspector 
Callahan cleaned up the mess for the night and 
sent the suspects on their way with a warning of 
arrest. He’s all at sea, but I don’t blame him. 
You stole all the clues.” 

“Did you drop that hint about not smoking?” 
Trent asked. 

“Yep.” 
“How’d it go?” 
“No one blinked an eye.” Burman hesitated. 

“Listen, Trent, you said when you left that you 
know who the Scorpion is. Don’t you think 
you’d better let me in on it?” 

“Afraid I’ll be bumped before you find 
out?” Trent asked. 

Burman chuckled. “In a way. Come across.” 
“Tell you what I’ll do,” said Trent “You 

come up here. You know where I live? Sure, 
you do. Stand outside. If my light is on, stay 
there. If it blinks twice, come up, and come up 
with a rod ready for action. Got it?” 

Burman seemed to hesitate. “Okay, Trent, 
I’m on my way.” 

The telephone clicked. Trent hung the hand-
set back. He turned around and picked up his 
newspaper again. Midway in the action, Trent 
stopped and froze into immobility. 

Someone was standing across the room from 
him. First he saw the feet, then the person. 

“Hello,” Trent said evenly. “You got here 
earlier than I expected.” 

“Did I?” 
Trent was breathing quickly. “Yeah, you 

sort of got the jump on me. So I was right. The 
Scorpion, eh?” 

“Get up.” 
Trent did not like the ugly black muzzle of 

the small .32 revolver in the Scorpion’s hand. 
He got up. 

“Where we going”?” he asked casually. 

“For a little ride, smart guy! I knew you 
weren’t so dumb. I thought maybe you had 
caught up to Krass alive. He would have spilled 
the whole thing to you. But he was dead when 
you got him.” 

“That was playing it pretty close,” said 
Trent. “You left a package of your special brand 
of cigarettes in the letter box along with the 
dough you promised him if he’d deliver that 
Scorpion note.” 

“You’re not dumb. That was it exactly. Put 
on your coat.” 

Trent drew a deep breath and turned his 
back to put on his topcoat. 

“None of that” snapped the Scorpion 
sharply. “Turn around. And keep your paws 
away from that Colt in your shoulder holster. 
One funny move and I’ll shoot. I’m desperate.” 

Trent said, “I don’t doubt it.” 
“Unstrap that holster and let it fall to the 

floor.” 
Trent did so. The Colt fell from its scabbard 

and clattered on the wood. 
“Right,” said the Scorpion. “Turn around. 

Walk in front of me. Keep both of your hands in 
your coat pocket. When we get downstairs, get 
right into the gray sedan in front of the house. 
You’re driving.” 

Trent smiled. “Ain’t you taking a chance?” 
“No,” said the Scorpion. “If you want to 

commit suicide, try something while you’re 
driving. I’ll kill you like that. Pft! I’ve 
everything to lose anyway. Another kill won’t 
hurt me.” 

“Don’t I know it,” said Trent. “Well, let’s 
go.” 

Trent walked over to his lamp to turn it out. 
“Never mind that,” said the Scorpion. “I’ll 

turn the lights out. Stand in the doorway.” 
Trent stood in the doorway and waited. The 

Scorpion snapped off the lamplight. 
“Go on. No double light stuff for Burman. I 

heard you on the phone and he may have 
arrived.” 
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Trent sighed. “You certainly covered the 
loose ends.” 

He clambered down the stairs to the street, 
his face set in an anxious frown. Trent was in 
real trouble. And he knew it. But there was 
nothing he could do just yet. He could hear the 
clatter of the Scorpion behind him, the sound 
pounding on his ears with all the dreariness of a 
funeral march. 

In the street, Trent shot a hasty glance to the 
right and left, hoping to heaven that Anthony 
Burman was on hand. No one was in sight. 
Feverishly, Trent’s eyes swept the street, 
searching vainly for the outline of some 
approaching figure. But there was nothing but 
the twinkling street lights, with the little cloud 
of misty light sprouting down from beneath 
each reflector. 

Trent felt the muzzle of the revolver nudge 
him meaningly. He sighed and climbed into the 
gray sedan. He sat up in front right under the 
steering wheel and settled himself fatalistically. 

His stomach felt as heavy as lead and it 
hung like a heavy steer carcass on the rungs of 
his ribs. Somehow he pictured it clinging to his 
bones like a noose to a gibbet. He placed his 
foot on the brake of the gray sedan. A flashing 
thought struck him. Cautiously and 
surreptitiously, he pressed the brake twice while 
the Scorpion slid into the machine on the seat 
next to him. 

Behind the car, through the darkness, the 
brake-light over the license plate flared up 
twice. 

“Get going,” said the Scorpion. “Boston 
Post Road. Aim towards Rye and just keep on 
riding until I tell you to stop.” 

Trent nodded. What else could he do? 
Resistance at this point was suicide. The 
revolver felt icy against the skin of his neck. Icy 
as the clutching fingers of death, even now 
reaching voraciously out for him. He started the 
engine, put the car into first gear and let in the 
clutch. The machine moved off. 

In the rear vision mirror, Trent made out the 
fiendish face of the entity beside him and 
shuddered violently. A white, emaciated, tight 
face, twisted into maniacal intent and 
impassioned fury. The face of the Scorpion—
Kolb! 
 

CHAPTER IV 
THE DEATH STING 

 
WENTY minutes passed. Trent felt bitter 
cold through and through. Empty and raw. 
Those twenty minutes seemed like twenty 

eternities to him as he guided the gray sedan 
dexterously through the city’s traffic, weaving 
in and out past other cars and striking northward 
onto the Boston Post Road. 

At length they crossed the city line and 
entered into Westchester County, coasting down 
a shallow hill into the town of Pelham Manor. 

Kolb grated harshly, “Take it easy through 
this burg, Trent. Slow down. No arrests for 
speeding unless you want a bullet before your 
time is up.” 

Trent said easily, “Okay.” 
His eyes were fixed unwaveringly on the 

rear vision mirror in front of him. In it, he could 
faintly discern the misshapen outline of a sable 
touring car behind, lagging carefully to the rear. 
It appeared to be cagily trailing him, wary of 
suspicion. Trent’s heart gave a prodigious 
bound. Was it the D.A.? Had Anthony Burman 
somehow seen that brake-light jump up twice 
into being when Trent had pressed the brakes at 
the gray sedan? 

Gently and inconspicuously, Trent touched 
his right foot on the brake pedal of the machine 
as they swept along. Intently then, he peered 
into the mirror, unmindful of Kolb’s savage face 
and menacing gun. 

The touring car turned its headlights on and 
off twice! 

Trent felt new hope surge up within him. 
Burman was in the pursuing car all right. If 

T



Secret Agent “X” 
 

16

Tony would only pull up alongside now— 
“Turn right at this traffic light,” snapped 

Kolb tersely. “Keep straight on toward the 
Shore Road.” 

Trent swung the wheel and careened the 
gray sedan around the corner. Anxiously he 
watched for the touring ear. He saw it sweep on 
straight ahead past the intersection. Trent gaped 
in stupefaction. Then he drooped like a wilted 
flower. 

“Okay,” said Kolb suddenly. “Stop here. 
Right near that sign. Leave the engine running.” 

Trent did as he was told. He pulled the gray 
sedan up at the side of the road, his hands 
trembling. 

“Climb out.” 
“Okay, killer,” said Trent with grim 

nonchalance, as he got out. 
Kolb, his eyes shining like a vicious 

panther’s, glared at him gloatingly. 
“If I were compassionate, Trent,” he said, 

“I’d lift this gun and put a red-hot slug between 
your damned eyes. But you don’t deserve such 
an easy death. You’ve made a lot of trouble for 
me. You nearly ruined my chances with the 
police. You nearly told Burman who I was. You 
found out the secret of the Scorpion’s sting. I 
wouldn’t be surprised, if I may give you a left-
handed compliment, if you even knew the 
motive behind this whole holocaust.” 

“I know it all right,” said Trent 
“Oh,” smiled the killer. “You’re even clever 

enough to find that out, eh? I’m glad I didn’t 
underestimate you, Trent. I was afraid of you 
from the first. Well, you’re through. I feel sort 
of sorry to do it. You’re not a bad guy.” 

“Thanks,” said Trent sarcastically. “You had 
me fooled for quite a while yourself,” he added, 
stalling for time. “Up until the time you killed 
Dr. Van Drentun, I didn’t know who had done 
it.” 

“Van Drentun,” sneered Kolb. “The 
chivalrous ass! It was Anne who had been to his 
laboratory. He didn’t say anything because he 

was being gallant and keeping out the lady’s 
name. I went to his laboratory secretly. He 
never knew it. But I had to kill him to shut him 
up forever. There was no telling when he might 
blurt out her name. And then she would have 
been arrested.” 

“And you didn’t want that,” said Trent. 
“Of course not,” said Kolb. “The whole 

thing was to help her out.” 
“Tell me one thing,” said Trent. “Did Fenton 

know anything about this?” 
“No,” said Kolb. “My idea was to fasten the 

blame of the crime on him. Killing two birds 
with one stone.” Kolb glowered at Trent 
bestially. “Don’t think you’re stalling off death, 
Trent. I can see through your queries like glass. 
But I answered you because I thought you might 
like to know just how things really stood before 
you were bumped. It’s tough. I don’t like to do 
this. It’ll be painful to you. But you’ve got to 
die like the others. I’ve got to leave the sting of 
the Scorpion on you to make the murders 
uniform.” 

Trent looked inscrutable. His eyes were on a 
silently approaching touring car, which had 
evidently come back to the intersection and was 
now traversing Pelhamdale Avenue toward the 
spot where the gray sedan was parked. 

“You’re not,” said Trent in a low voice, 
“going to make me smoke one of those hellish 
cigarettes—the damned things which cause the 
bleeding death?” 

Even as the shamus spoke, Kolb hurled a 
solitary cigarette out into the street where it fell. 

“Pick it up, Trent,” Kolb snarled. “And light 
it!” 

“And if I refuse? 
“You won’t refuse.” The revolver waved 

slightly. 
Trent bent down and picked up the cigarette. 

Simultaneously, a black figure ran alongside the 
gray sedan and lifted an automatic pistol in over 
the sill of the open window of the front door. 

It was Anthony Burman. 
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“Stick ‘em up!” he cried fiercely. “One 
funny move and I’ll blast at—” 

Trent bellowed, “Tony! Look out!” 
Crack! 
The .32 revolver in Kolb’s tightened hand 

sounded almost spiteful as it barked. Trent 
groaned in dismay. Burman took the slug at 
almost point-blank range and slopped over onto 
his side in the center of the road. He half rose on 
his elbows, his pistol still clutched firmly in his 
hand. His face was contorted in pain. 
 

OLB had fired at him as he spoke, Burman 
had never even finished his sentence. Kolb 
shot wildly out of the front seat now, upset 

and excited by the sudden appearance of the 
district attorney. He began to run crazily down 
Pelhamdale Avenue. 

Burman, still conscious, drew an unsteady 
bead on the baroque outline of the fleeing killer. 
He fired twice so rapidly the shots sounded like 
one. Flame sliced across the darkness and the 
slugs zoomed angrily in pursuit of the Scorpion. 

The arrogant snap of the .32 gun billowed 
back through the night air. Trent, momentarily 
paralyzed at the unforeseen turn of events, heard 
the sodden, ominous thud of lead biting into 
flesh. He heard Burman emit a ghastly moan 
and saw the loyal D.A. fall lifelessly, the pistol 
slipping from his nerveless fingers. 

Before he knew it, Trent found himself in 
chase of the madman. He could only make out 
his figure hazily through the diaphanous opacity 
of the misty road. Kolb resembled a flitting 
grayish specter as he fled swiftly, lancing into 
the pitch. Occasionally, he would hesitate. Trent 
saw the pencil of yellow flame which stabbed 
into the obscurity. He heard the voice of the 
revolver and the greedy whine of the slugs as 
they searched for his body in the night. 

Kolb cut across the grounds of an estate. 
Trent followed on his heels. Kolb tried to 
ambush him with a shot which ripped his hat 
bodily from his skull and sent it reeling up high 

into the air. 
Trent dived for cover. 
There was gruesome silence which pounded 

like cannon-fire in Trent’s ears. He felt like a 
baby against a tiger. Kolb had a lethal gun. He 
had nothing. Nothing but the noxious cigarette 
which Kolb had thrown at him and was going to 
force him to smoke. 

A thought occurred to Trent. 
At the same time, he heard sudden footsteps, 

the rustling of dead brown leaves, and the 
strident cracking of dry twigs. He looked up. 
Kolb was insane. The pernicious butler was 
attacking—running toward Trent, the gun 
swinging wildly at his side and gleaming 
metallically in the night. 

Trent half rose to meet the fearful charge. 
He saw the gun describe a short arc and raise 
up, focusing at ten feet on the pit of his 
stomach. 

“Damn you, Trent!” howled Kolb, “I’ll keep 
this promise anyway!” 

Somehow—he never really knew 
afterwards—Trent got that toxic cigarette into 
his mouth between his lips. He faced directly at 
Kolb. The butler stood squarely in front-of him, 
entirely visible. 

Kolb’s finger tightened on the trigger. 
At the same split second, an eerie ghostly 

hissing cut the silence after Kolb spoke. Trent 
blew with all his might on the cigarette, instead 
of inhaling as he would have done ordinarily in 
the act of lighting the fag. 

The Scorpion stiffened and stood perfectly 
still, giving out only a quick, slight gasp. The 
gun aimed at Trent’s guts had never wavered. 
Several hair-raising seconds fled. Had he 
missed? 

No. He had not. The revolver dropped dully 
to the earth. Kolb staggered, then sagged. Trent 
watched him, fascinated. Kolb clawed at his 
throat and fell. Macabre noises emanated from 
his mouth. He tried desperately to speak. But 
could not. His face darkened. And then Kolb’s 

 K
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mouth began to bleed.  
Trent turned away. He knew what would 

follow, how the gore would surge from the 
butler’s ears and nose and eyes. He had seen it 
twice before and he did not want to see it again. 
He walked slowly back to the gray sedan, his 
stomach roiling within him. 

Anthony Burman was sitting on the edge of 
the running board. 

“Tony!” Trent cried, surprised, “You’re all 
right?” 

“Hello, Marty,” said Burman. “Get him?” 
“Yeah,” said Trent. “But how are you?” 
“Okay. He nicked me twice in the shoulder. 

Nothing serious, I guess. I feel all right. But the 
pain made me go out.” 

“Thanks,” said Trent, “for saving my life.” 
“Think nothing of it. I saw you get in this 

car. I was up the block. Then you jammed that 
brake twice. I knew instantly you were on a 
spot. I followed.” 

“Good job,” said Trent. “He was mad.” 
“How’d you get him? You didn’t take my 

rod.” 
Trent sighed. 
“Diamond cut diamond,” he said. “He gave 

me one of those poisonous cigarettes, tried to 
force me to smoke it. But he forgot something. 
You see, Tony, here’s how Kolb murdered those 
others. The cigarette which each one was 
smoking when he died was loaded.” 

“How?” 
“There was a thin metal tube running two 

and three-quarters inches— the length of a 
cigarette—through each cigarette. The ends of 
this tube were uncovered, get it? In one end of 
the tube, near the tip of the fag, Kolb had placed 
a small feathered dart. It was really a hollow 
needle, filled with concentrated fer-de-lance 
venom from Van Drentun’s supply. When each 
stiff inhaled on the cigarette in the act of 
lighting it, the air in the tube up to the dart was 
pulled out. This created a vacuum, and air 
pressure shot the dart deep into the back of the 

throat of the victim.” 
Burman frowned. “How come the poison 

didn’t leak out of the hollow needle?” 
“Because the aperture in the tip was 

plugged—with a tiny speck of soluble 
glycerine. Glycerine melts at body temperature. 
When the dart imbedded itself in the throat, the 
heat of the body melted it and allowed the snake 
venom to pervade the system. Diabolical!” 

“How’d you get onto him, Trent?” asked 
Burman. 

Trent smiled. “Well,” he said, joining the 
D.A. on the running board, “when Krass died, 
he scribbled the initials A.B. on a piece of 
paper. To me that meant three things—three 
people who could have killed him. Arthur 
Barbour, Anne Barbour, Anthony Burman. 
Those three names had those initials. But 
Barbour was murdered himself. And I could not 
conceive the girl doing it. And certainly the 
D.A. was above suspicion of murder. So it had 
to be something else—it had to stand for 
someone else’s initials.” 

“But it couldn’t have been any one else’s,” 
protested Burman. “There was only Roger 
Fenton left. R.F. That isn’t A.B. And Kolb’s last 
name was enough to free him from suspicion.” 

“Ah, yes.” said Trent. “But that really isn’t 
Kolb’s name. I telephoned Tim McAdoo, who 
still runs that Dime Museum down on Sixth 
Avenue. That’s the place where Kolb worked 
with the snakes, years ago. Tim never heard of a 
bird called Kolb, but when I described him, Tim 
knew who he was right off.” 

“And who was he?” 
“Anton Berci,” said Trent. “He changed his 

name when he started to buttle.” 
Burman sighed. “So far so good,” he 

murmured. “I see how you caught on. But why 
the whole fracas? I honestly thought it was a 
real extortion ring.” 

“I didn’t,” said Trent. “No sane extortion 
gang would ask such a ridiculous figure as half 
a million bucks, especially in one-grand bills 
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which could be so easily traced. I could see 
right off that some amateur was trying to stage 
an effect. Barbour was supposed to refuse 
payment. That made death look like an outside 
job—a real Scorpion gang.” 

“How was Krass killed?” 
“Kolb promised him a century note if he 

would deliver that card at that hour. Kolb left 
the dough in the mail box. Krass took it. Also in 
the box were some cigs. Krass, down on his 
luck, jumped at them. He even took a cab with 
his dough and killed himself lighting a fag in it 
and getting the dart in his throat.” 

“But why,” Burman repeated, “did Kolb, 
alias Anton Berci, do all this?” 

“Because,” said Trent sighing, “of two 
reasons, two perfectly logical reasons for 
murder. In the first place, Anne Barbour is not 
really the daughter of Arthur Barbour.” 

“What?” 
“It’s a fact. Barbour adopted her. I saw it in 

the records. Anton Berci abandoned her when 

he changed his name. Barbour adopted her. 
Anne Barbour is really Anne Berci, the daughter 
of Kolb! And Kolb, seeing the girl being 
inhibited by Barbour’s selfish motives, killed 
Barbour so that Anne would come into the 
estate and live on her own, a young heiress.” 

“But what of Fenton?” 
“Kolb thought Fenton a rotter. So did 

Barbour. Barbour forbid Anne’s marriage to 
Fenton. Kolb did, too, within himself. He 
planned to lay the blame for the whole case on 
Fenton’s shoulders and have him electrocuted. 
Kill two birds, get it?” 

“I get it,” said Burman. “Amazing!” 
“Yeah,” said Trent. “Anyway Kolb’s dead. 

Maybe it’s better that way. A trial would have 
made a lot of nasty facts public, hurt Anne 
herself, an innocent bystander. This way—say, 
Tony, here comes a flock of motorcycles. These 
Pelham Manor cops certainly can hear gunfire a 
long ways off, can’t they?” 

 


