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7he- HIDDEN DOOR

BY FRANK L. PACKARD

Chapter 47
HOUSE OF DEATH

HEY stepped into the Aark

shadows of the lans and, slleat-
Iy now, made their way siong It
with Sargeant Mulvey In the lead.

Bomewhere shead, Colln knew,
waa the rear of the Wine Proas and
the alleyway that flanked Michael
Barnay's specions tobacco siore,
but it was so dark thal le conld
searcely sea Sergeant Mulvey's
form In tront of bim—so dark, In
fact, that when finally Sergeant Mul-
vey halted suddenly Colin bumped
into him.

“Hore we are!™ cautloned Ser-
gennt Mulvey under hin breath.

It was much like last night, much
Uke that other door—which could
not he many yards away—only that
tonlght, instead of Buck O'Mara, the
big shot of the Maak's murder
squad, it was Dotoctive Sergeant
Mulvay of the Homielde Bureay who
meted an gulde,

Sergeant Mulvey opened the door
soundlensly and closed it behind
them soundlessly—and then for m
full minuts they stood motlonless,
Ustening.

Then Sergeant Mulvey spoke.

“Kind of force of bhabit," he

granted, an the ray trom his electric
torch stabbed suddenly through the
blacknoss, *“even though I know
there ain't anybody here Hs
thrust his wrist watch into the flare.
“Tweaty minutes yob. Lots of time
for & look-nee around.”
_The rooms were comfortiess,
seantlly furslshed, contalnlug
scarcely the hare necessities—no
one giving thom a single glance
would question the status of old
Keppelateln an a miner of the firat
dogroa.

By contrast, the mural decorn-
tlons, untouched, obviously, except
by age, since tho days whon the
Wine Pross had boen in its prime,
wers ludlorously grotesgue: here a
pointed jungle scons, there & group
of nymphs dancing {n the moonlight
~above a rickety kitchen table! But
Bergeant Mulvey seemed llitle con-
corned with thess dotalls. His flash-
light poked peralstently and Io-
qulaitively Into cupboards and cor-
nors and outiof-theway places,

"Nothing down hore In the shape
of any private wires or that sort of
stuff,” he announced finally, “un-
lesp thoy're damn well hidden.”

“That trlck door opens on the
flonr above,” Colin reminded him.

“You, I know. Force of hablt agaln.
Wall, let's go up,"

There was only one room on the
second floor, and Colin's eyes fol-
{owed the round, whita elreln of 1ight
88 Sergeant Mulvey's flaahlight
traveled from the threahold slowly
around It The room ran the entirs
depth of the housa and had once, It
was quite obvlous, been the caba.
roi's combination dance floor, bar,
and maln dining room,

Littls alcoves, whore tablos for
two, Inviting tdte-A-tdles, might
have boan placed, still punctusted

the walls at Irregular intervals
while the walla themuslves wers
adarnad with huge plaster casts, de-
ploting scones aven more fantastic
than those painted on the walls of
the rooms @ownstairs. Tha only
windows In the room looked out on
the street, and the ahutters of thoss
wera tightly clossd. ;

At the rear of the room and
stretehing across almost its entirs
broadth were the remalns of a bar,

acronp the rom—Iindefinahble. And

J
M peiied mity, I'd say I moat se
Just about there."
The light was focused on .. plaster
barge A Is Antony and Cleopalra
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that was decidedly daring In Its
conception, and which floated on
what had once doubtlsas been, In
eolor, though calamitously faded
now, & sunlit azure sea. It was aboat
mid¢way along the wall

“Some dump!” ejaculated Her
goant Mulvey, *Before my time on
tho force. Those were the days, eh?
—when the highlights were down
here, and before they turned the
good old Bowery Into a morgue!
Well, come on! Time's nearly up.”
His fashlight cireled mgain, "How
anhout gotting down bohind that old
packiog case up there sgaiost the
wall on this alde near tha bar? It's
blg enough all rlght. Wo'll ho"asing
that trick door then, and'll ba able
to séo plenty ﬂilhoul belng spot-
ted.™

“All right," ‘agroed celln brlefly.

Tho flashlight pointing the way,
they moved up the room, and ltting
the dilapidatod ease out a llttle
way from the wall erouched down
behingd it. Given anything to ses,
by peering around the ends of tho
case, or aven with dus cautlon over
the top of It, the view wonld be
practically unobstriieted.

“It's ten o'clock.” sald Sargeant
Mulvey, “but IL'1l take the boys a
fow minutes to work thelr rackat,”

“RIght!® snld Colln,

The fashlight went out.

It wan Inky black. Colin gould not
seo an inch in front of him. And
thore wans no sound—though he
strained his onrs te catch one trom
tho other slds of tho wall. No move
ment now from Sergeant Mulvey,
Just stillness and blacknoss every-
where around him,

And now time itsell socmed to
have stopped. Had a minute, two,
or Lhres, or ten passed nlnce Mulvey
had switehed of tha terch? He
grow uneasy, This room here, this
bouse, as Sergeant Mulvey had
said, did not look very promising—
thare was nothing to inspire confl-
dence in the bellaf that tha link be.
tween the Mnak and the blg shots
of his mobs was here.

Certainly the Mask himsolf was
not here. Sergeant Mulvey and ha
wera unquostionably the only two
persans In the house. Surely by now
Buck 0'Mara would have come If he
wero coming at all, Was thia, after
all, merely another exit and en.
trance sacred to the big shots—and
Buck O'Mara In filght had chosen fn
stend the private stalrway?

B shook his head doggedly (n the

hlacknoss, Thore was too much
to polnt the other way, It must be
here, pomowhere, somohow, that
the contact botween the Mask and
Hls lloutenants was made. His brain
churned on,

The siloencs grow heavy and op
prosslve, It bogan to palpiiate audl
bly and finally to thunder at his ear
drums, In spite of himself, unensl-
ness and misglvings were boginning
to oblaln the upper hand. There had
Been more than time anough by now,
and-—

There came a falot sound from

then suddenly a cluster of colling
lamps went on and the room was
nablaze with lght. His oyes bllnked
In the giare. The barge boarlng
Antony and Cleopatra asomed to
have bobbed up and down as though
it had rldden on & swell, His vislon
I L. A figure was running across

a decrapit and w R affalr
now, the mirrors above It streaked
and blistered untll thay were almost
berond recognition. There were no
furnishings whatever—just littera ot
rubblsh plled, or rather thrown, In
hoaps hore and there about the
floosr—a veritahle eatchall — old
packing cases, chalrs, and varlous
plecea of furniture broken beyond
ropalr, and all now coversd (hilck
with duat,

CAN'T say thls lstena good to

mel"” exclalmed Sergeant Mul
vey dublously. “It looks Ilks thla
wans just anothor way out, without
anybody knowlng It, through Kep-
polstain’a front or back door.”

Colin shook hin head stubbornly.

*It thav's all it amounts to” he

answared termely, “why did Buck
O'Mars uso it last night—whon he
didn't have to? And tonight—there's
nothing to prevent him from mak-
ing a bolt down that private stair
case, It he dooa that, of course, the
only thing that's left for us to do
then will tre to go home and begin
all over again,

“Well, we'te here—and wo'll see,”
returned Bergoant Mulvey erlsply.
“Where wonld you say that hidden
door waa™

"Run your light along the wall
over there agalo. Not so faat!
‘There! Allowing for the stalrs on

wan tearing off hia cont as he ran,

ths room in the direction of Lhe bar
—Hick 0'Mara—and Duck O'Mara

And now thers came another
sound—a distinet eclick this time.
Colln, poering around the edge of
the packing case, mechanioally
rubbad his eyea. The bar was ro-
volving upon itsalf—and now It pre
nented the revorse side,

It had bocomoe & huga wardrobe.
Rowa of clothing, wigs nnd hata
hung there from end to end—and (n
tha center, below n mirror, was a
sort of shelf, walst high, strewn
with small pots and Jars and tnhes
In endlesn varloty.

Romothing was thudding at bath
Colin’s heart and brain, His eyes
swung back to O'Mara. O'Mara's
outer clothes wore off now, the
pandy halr was gone—and the back
of a ahorberopped, blackhalred
hoad prasented Itwelf to view. He
eonld not ssa the faco.

Again Colin's pyes shifted and, an
though drawn by a magnet, fast-
etied, amongat the rows of clothing,
on an inch-gquare checked sult of
light tawn, and, hanging on & peg
above 16, & brilllant red tie and &
straw-colorsd wig. That was Haimle
Schwarm!

(Copyriakt, 1038, Prank K Pockand)
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WEATHER CONFERENCE.

m (Copyright, 1833 by The Bell Byndicats Ine )
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THE NEBBS—Just A Big Man

By SOL HESS
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