
FOURTH INSTALMENT
SYNOPSIS: A card game Is in

session in Elmer Henderson's
penthouse atop a New York sky-
scraper. The players are: Hender-
son, Police Inspector, Flaherty,
Martin Frazier, Archie Doane,
Max Michaelis and his friend,
Williams, a stockbroker.

They are waiting for Stephen
Fitzgerald. When he fails to ap-
pear, a telephone calls bring the
information that he is out with a
girl. Fitzgerald and Henderson
are both romantically interested
in Lydia Lane, the famous act-
ress, but Archie Doane reveals
that she is engaged to marry him.

Doane leaves the party early
when Fitzgerald fails to appear. A
short time later he telephones In-
spector Flaherty with the frantic
news that he has found Fitzger-

ald and Miss Lane dead in Lydia
Lane's penthouse apartment.

Stephen Fitzgerald's dark, sat-
urnine face was drawn and dis-
torted as none of those present
who knew him had ever seen it in
life." He was dressed in conven-
tional evening clothes. The shirt
bosom had been unfastened at the
studs, where the Medical Examin-
er had opened it to examine the
body more closely, but a round
hole in its smooth whiteness, char-
red and blackened at the edges,
told to the experienced eye of Dan
Flaherty the story of a bullet fired
at close range?so close that the
weapon might have been pressed
against the victim's body when
the trigger was pulled.

"Where's Doane?" Inspector
Flaherty asked.

"In the front room," replied De-
tective Martlnelli. "He's pretty
sick. He ought to be. It doesn't
look so good for him."

"Did he have the gun on him?"
"No, and I've not found it," re-

plied Martinelli.
"How long since they were

shot?" asked the Inspector as the
Medical Examiner joined them.

"Not long. Not over an hour,
anyway. The man's body was
still warm when I got here. The
girl is still alive, but unconscious.
Doesn't react to pin pricks or to
any of the ordinary restoratives
that I had with me. She's lost
blood until she's drained white.
The ambulance from Roosevelt
will be here any minute, and they
are making arrangements at the
hospital for blood transfusion.

"Nothing to be done for the
man. He's dead. Bullet through
his heart. That's as far as I've
got."

"Stay around awhile, will you?"
the inspector requested. "I've
reasons for going pretty deeply
into this case, and I may want to
ask you some questions. Mean-
time. let' 3 talk to Doane, Ifhe's in
shape to talk."

"I've got this, you know," said
Max Michaelis, drawing the bot-
tle of Henderson's Scotch from
his overcoat pocket.

"Just what he needs," said the
Medical Examiner. "He's close to
collapse."

.'Where are Fitzgerald's over-
coat and hat?" asked Max Mi-
chaelis, as he turned to follow In-
spector Flaherty into the studio.

"Over there," replied Martinel-
li, indicating a chair in the cor-
ner of the bedroom upon which a
fur-lined overcoat and a silk opera
hat had apparently been care-
lessly tossed. "Doane had his on
when I got here. I hung them
up in the closet in the hall."

Archie Doane greeted his
friends with a despondent gesture,
his face haggard and pale. But
he managed a rather pitiful at-
tempt at gayety as the others
came In.

"Hello, Dan," he said. "I sup-
pose I should say 'Good evening.
Inspector Flaherty.' I never ex-
pected to meet you professionally.
Same to you, Frazier.

"Max, I'm glad you could come.
I haven't anything to say to you
that I won't say to Dan and Mar-
tin or in their presence. I don't
care much, anyway, what happens
now."

"Cheer up, Archie," said Max
Michaelis. "I've brought some-
thing along that may do you
good. Take this."

He poured a generous slug of
Scotch into a glass which Detec-
tive Martinelli had borrowed from
the kitchenette and Doane swal-
lowed it eagerly. The color be-
gan to come back to his face, but
his eyes were still lusterless and
his manner dejected as he set
down the glass just as the loud
clanging of a gong in street be-
low signalized the approach of the
ambulance.

"That will be the boys from
Roosevelt," said the Medical Ex-
aminer. I'll give them a hand,
Inspector. Do you want to make
any further inspection before they

move her?"
"No; the photographs will show

all that's necessary," replied Fla-
herty, "but send word to the hos-
pital to let me know the minute
she recovers consciousness."

"Consciousness? Hospital?" ech-
oed Archie Doane, half rising

from his chair. "She's not dead?
Lydia's alive?"

"Didn't they tell you?" respond-
ed Max Michaelis. "There's still
danger, but she's alive."

Doane's whole demeanor chang-

ed. "Thank God!" he cried "I've
got something to live for now.
Max, a minute ago I didn't care
what happened to me. Now, I'm
putting it up to you to get me
clear. I realize Dan's position.
He can't turn me loose unless he
can prove positively that some-
body else did it, and there isn't
any way under Heaven, that I can
see of proving that.

"But'before I tell you what hap-
pened, will one of you see to it
that the best doctors in New York
are called in for Lydia without
delay? I don't care what it costs,

I'll pay it."
"I'll get Alexis Carrel himself,"

said Frazier. "He's the great au-
thority on blood transfusion. I
know him, and he'll do what I
ask. I'll telephone him now."

As the Assistant District Attor-
ney went to the phone, Dan Fla-
herty turned to Doane.

"Archie, as your friend I dont
think you did this. But as an
official I've got to believe you did,
unless someone can show me you
didn't. It looks bad for you?of-
ficially?and I've got to warn you
that anything you may say will
be used against you. By rights
I ought to take you down to Cen-
ter Street and have a stenogra-
pher take down whatever you say,
but I'll waive that point. Tm as
anxious as Max is to hear your
story."

"The Bertillion man is a sten-
ographer," suggested Detective
Martinelli.

"That's right; I'd forgotten
that, Tony. Send him in," said
the Inspector.

"Let me have another drink,
Max, before I start." Doane re-
quested. "It isn't a long story,
anyway."

He downed the drink and ad-
dressed the stenographer imper-
sonally.

"I'd better begin at the begin-
ning and account for my move-
ments before I came here to-
night," he said. "It will not take
long."

"I know, and so do you gentle-
men, that Miss Lane was at El-
mer Henderson's laboratory this
afternoon Saturday afternoon,
rather, as it is now Sunday morn-
ing. Very well.

"I arose at noon as usual, and
after breakfasting in my rooms I
went to Tiffanys' to purchase an
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engagement ring which I hoped
to give Miss Lane this evening.

"f spent the entire afternoon,
from about two o'clock, at the
Lamb's club, where I am a mem-
ber. I had a tentative appoint-
ment to play cards at Henderson's
place In the evening, as Miss
Lane had half expected an aunt
who lives to New Jersey to call
for her and take her to the coun-
try over Sunday. She was to let
me know definitely whether she
was going to Jersey or not. I was
surprised that I had no word from
her. I telephoned to Miss Lane's
apartment about seven o'clock,
the telephone did not answer, so I
sumed that her aunt had called
for her as scheduled. Ifnot, I had
intended to-cancel my card party
engagement. A little before eight
o'clock I went to the Highart
Building and joined a card party,
consisting of Inspector Flaherty,

Mr. Frazier of the District Attor-
ney's office, Mr. Henderson and
myself, to which Mr. Michaelis
and a gentleman named Williams
wrre later added.

"I was with friends every min-
ute of the day up to the time I
left the Highart Building. I even
went from the Lamb's Club to the
corner of 56th Street and Fifth
Avenue with a friend, who had a
taxi and was going uptown.

"When I left the card party,
about half past ten, I went di-
rectly to my own rooms to West
45th Street. I thought I might

find some message there from
Miss Lane. I will not try to con-
ceal from you the fact that I was
greatly disturbed at not having
heard from her, a disturbance
which was intensified by the fact
that Stephen Fitzgerald, who was
madly to love with her, had can-
celled his appointment to play
cards with our party tonight af-
ter some woman had called him
by telephone. Knowing Fitz's
fondness for poker, I could think
of only one , woman to luTfe him
from a game to congenial com-
pany. While Fitz and I had nev-
er quarrelled over Miss Lane, nor
ever mentioned her to each other
except as our professional work
might bring her name into the
conversation, it was no secret from
either of us that we were rivals .

"There were others who aspir-
ed to the same direction, but Fltz
was the only one I feared. Even
after Lydia?Miss Lane had
promised to marry me, which she
did on Friday evening, I felt none
too secure against the almost ir-
resistible fascination which Ste-
phen Fitzgerald exerts over wo-
men. I wanted to announce our
engagement at once, but Miss
Lane begged me to wait until she
had seen her aunt, her only living
relative.

"I was disturbed, therefore,
first at having no word from my
fiancee and, second, by Fitzger-

ald's mysterious absence from our
party. I did not know the aun't
name or address, so I could not
telephone her. I hesitated about
telephoning Miss Lane's apart-
ment again. I had called the num-
ber twice, at seven o'clock from
the club and later while I was
with you gentlemen at Mr. Hen-
derson's, receiving the 'don't an-
swer' signal each time. Miss
Lane's custom, as I knew, is to let
het- maid have Saturday nights
out.

"Ihad about argued myself into
believing that Miss Lane had tried
to telephone me at the Lambs'
and that the operator there had
failed to locate me or to take the
message. I was about to call the
club when tWfe telephone bell rang.
Someone with a decided German
accent wanted to talk with Mrs.
Somethtog-or-other some im-
possible foreign name.

"I hung up the receiver and
waited for a moment, intending
to call the club as soon as my wire
was clear, when it rang again.

"I answered, and 1 a woman's
voice cried, 'Come quickly! Hurry!
Something terrible has happen-
ed!"

"Then there was a piercing
scream, then silence.

"I did not need to ask who was
speaking. The voice was unmis-
takably that of Lydia Lane.

"I cried: 'Where are you? What
has happened?' and called her
name several times, but nothing
more came over the wire. Idialled
her apartment number and got no
response. I dialled the operator
and asked for the number, but the
girl reported that the telephone
was out of order.

"Frantic, I slipped on my over-
coat and rushed to the street. I
was lucky to catch a taxi almost
at once, and came up here as fast
as the driver could push his car
over the snow.

"I pressed the button at the
mailbox in the front vestibule
downstairs, but heard no answer-
ing -click of the electric door
latch; then I tried the door and
found that it was unlatched. I
met nobody as I came into the
building. I came up in the ele-
vator and pushed the bell button
of Miss Lane's apartment this
apartment. There was no response.
I then knocked lOudly on the door,
repeating this several times. Still
there was no response. I turned
the knob and tried to open the
door, but it was locked from with-
in.

"I was about to go down and
find the janitor to see if he had
a pass key which would open the
door, when I remmebred the oth-
er way to the roof. That door Is
never locked, the one leading out
on the roof from the elevator
landing, I believe the fire laws re-
quire that it be fastened only
with a hook or bolt on the inside.
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The ten ugliest words to the
English language according to the
National Association of Teachers
of Speech are: Jaffl, plump, gripe,
treachery, sap, cacophony, pluto-
crat, flatulent, phlegmatic, and

He Got Caught

Inquisitive Employer Ella,
wha'ts become of old Simon?

Ella (the cook)?He done died
wid lead poisonto'.

Employer?Lead poisoning? I
didn't know he was a painter.

Ella?Nossuh, he was in de
chicken business.

NOTICE

North Carolina
Surry County.

In The Superior Court
Thomas L. Sizemore, Plaintiff

Vs.
Elsie Davis sizemore, Defendant

The defendant Elsie Davis Size-
more will take notice that an ac-
tion entitled as above has been
commenced in the Superior Court
of Surry County, C., by the
plaintiff for an absolute divorce
from the defendant; and the said
defendant will further take notice
that she is required to appear at
the office of the Clerk of the Su-
perior Court of said County in the
Courthouse in Dobson, North Car-
olina on the 20th day of August,
1937 and answer or demur to the
complaint in said action, or the
plaintiff will apply to the Court
for the reflief demanded in said
complaint.

This the 19th day of July, 1937.
P. T. LLEWELLYN,,

8-13 Clerk of Superior Court.

Thursday, August 5, 1937
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Ice-cold Coca-Cola is every place else; it belongs In your
refrigerator at home. It's easy to get a few bottles at ;

COCA-COLA BOTTLING CO.
TELEPHONE 32 NORTH WILKESBOHO, N. C
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