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I'he Characters
Huge Blern, handsome author,
lipang o the French Riviera
Archie Lumaden, myrelf, Hu.
go'r friena.
René Gelss, o cartoonist with a
distorted mind,

Yesterday: Getss tells the mag-
fatrate .that { am the murderer,
and will prodably commit suicide
or another murder thortly.

Chapler 33

The Club Of Down-And-Oults
AS Hugo's big car swung out
along the coast road. | told
him the events of the past few
hours since | had moved to the
' Chiiteau la Vague. When | came to
the interview with Jean-Francois
and his transcript of Gelss's con-
versations with the juge Hugo
RTEW Serious

“Archie, | don't like It—not a
bit. Whatever dangers the Chiiteau
la Vague may hold for you. I'll
swear thev're nothing to what
Gelss Is preparing for you outside,

ere’s the way 1 read (L. He'll have
a shot at bumping vou off, in such
# way as will suggest sulcide, and
there will be a letter confessing
to Eve Monet's murder waiting to
be placed convenlently near yvour
corpse. [f that sffort doesn't come
off. he'll exterminate some Inno-
cent and inoffensive person and
eontrive to throw the blame on
you."

“But he'd have to prove motive
for that." I suggested mildly, “and
the only person | have a motive for
killing is himself. | can't somehow
aee him offering himselt as the vic-
tim of the perfect erime.”

*Don't joke!” he retorted irri-
tably, “What's your naxt move?”

*“No (dea, | answered. “except
to keep my eyes skinned. but [
want you to pass on the number
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1ike him, hanging about the alleys
of the sailor quarter in Marseille:
but it was the sight of the other,
the man who had whistied “Noah
More,” that made me catch my
breath. It was a long face, dust-
eolored, with pendulous lips and
flabby chin, but it was a face with
the Femaina of extraordinary
beauty. The man was a wreck af
something splendid, and so seemed
inﬁl;imly more horrible in his
aqualor,

It was only for a second that
1 saw him the.. with a muttered
word, he pushed past the other.
and the door closed behind him.

“The Club des Sins Cluba at
homel" [ whispered.

Hugo grunted: “And the last
arrival, I take it. was the gentle=
man who so kindly planted the
gun on you this morning. Come
on, let's hava a look-see.”

We circled round the barn, only
1o find it an angient but solld struc-
ture, with no window of any shape.
When 1 knelt by the door, all that
came to my enr was a far-away
murmur of volces.

It was unthinkable to have come
so far_and learn so little, vut
here .Providence was suddenly
kind, for the building adjacent to
the barn proved to be an emp
‘stable, and here we establish
ourselves and settled down to wait,

An hour had passed when sud-
denly Hugio gripped me by the
arm. “The party's breaking up,®
he whispered, "'Shift yourself!®

We crept to the entrance. As 1
watched, the figute of the house=
keeper apﬂured in the lighted
square of the dmrwa’y and swifily
crossed to the big hisck car. fol-
lowed by two men, one of whom
1 had no difficulty in identifying
as the chauffeur,

¥illainous Faces
THE black car purred gently
round the ungle of the house

and disuppeared. aven as a more
familiar shape. short, paunchy,

of that car the h per went
off in to Dunning. It's too risky for
me to communicate with him

rect and he's the man to trace iL"

He was silent for r moment. as
the big car raced pn through the
summer night, “We're getting near
our goal, anc | fancy it's time to
make a few inquiries. That gaso-
line station looks a likely spot™

nd forthwith he pulled in to the
rondside and gave a hail.

An old fellow in soiled overalls
answered the eall. and Hugo put a
cuuul-lnundinf gml‘.ion. “The
Caves des Muettes?” he said, “But
certainly I know Itl It lies, per-
haps, three kilometers farther on.
But it is not a very chic locality!
Dirty, ill kept, and the wine is
bad. Why do the gentlemen not
continue a little farther to Nice?"

We thanked him and drove on
through a sleeping countryside.
untll after. as he haa said, & bare
three kilometers, we sighted a long
low shape away to the left. There
were dus patches that might
have been ig trees on either side
of an open door through which
light gleamed. and between the
building itself and the road lay a

streteh of rough grass that seemed
once o have beon a garden,

Hugo pulled upa hundred yards
down the road. “You know." said
he, “my first thought was to walk

dly in and ses what we could
see. Hut there's something dashed
ginister about the look of the place.

I've a mind to do a
reconnoitering firat"

We took a diagonal course across

e grass warily avoiding the beam
of ht from the open doar.
could see the interior now, a shab-
bz dirty place with an indescrib-
[ 'lqe air

it of

squalor.

o lving creature ahowed, but
as we drew nearer, a woman's
shrill Iaufh rang out, followed
by n rumble of men's voices.

Hugo signed to me to stay where
I was, and himself erept softly to
a window beside tha door, [t was
shuttered, but the wood must have
been old and warped, for a long
crack showed between the shut-
ters, and to this he set his eye. A
couple of minutes he stood there,
then stole back to me.

“Hall a dozen fishermen and a
ecouple of women.,"” he whispered.
“Nothing to interest us, but it's a
big place and there may be rooms
}E'J he back. Let's take a cast round

‘Al Home'

AUTIOUSLY and holding our
breath, we crossed the lighted
pathway anc circled the house,
eatly parked along the yard,
were Lhree cars. and one of them
A big, black limousine, bore num-
ber-plates that © had seen once
bafore that evening.

"Hugo!™ I said, very low, “that's
the car the housckeeper went off
in.

“So-ho!" smd ne. “Then the
damsel’s somewhere within, This
becomes interesting!™ But even as
he gpoke. something happened that
set evory nerve in my body ting-
ling. Across that brooding silence
a thin. elear sound had cut. as
sharply ns a knife, It was the
sound of a man whistling a tune
that L knew weli- “And vou'll hear
no more of poor Noah Mare. for
noor Noah More's no mora!”

Next instant emine the sound of
shambling footsteps on the rough
earth, and the dim silboueite of
the whistler nimsel! showed
aguinst the angle of the house. He
vrossed the yard. a tall, gangling
shadow, halted heaide & gil rn
0 our left and rapped three times.
sharply on the door. The door
apened cautiouslty. For a moment
| saw two faces. the face of the
man who opened. and the face of
the man waiting admission

The man within was short, dark,
ind. swarthy. T had seen fellows
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consequential. emerged. In spt
of the heat of the night. Baron
Stahl was wrapped in n dark over=
coat, with the collar wrned up
round his ears and a soft feit hat
pulled low over his eves, but it
would have taken more than that
to disguise him. He paused in
doorway to speak to a thin, shabby
auth at his elbow, whose mop of
rizzled fair hair caught the glow
of the lantern like ¢ halo: then
both of them made off. Stahl to
take | lon of the d car.
and the lad to vanish on foot into
the shadows.

There was a moment's delay and
then suddenly, through the lighted
doorway. filed the queerest pro-
cession | had ever seen. Five
gslouching down-at-heel men,
shambled out. followed clogely b{
a couple of painted drabs. If
searched the vilest slums of Paris
1 could not have made a better
collection of villainous faces, The
last to come out was the man who
had whistled “Noah More.”

He halted for a moment. whis-

ring something to the door-

eeper, and laughed as he turned
away, shambling off into the night;
and the laugh turned my bﬁ:od
cold, for it was mad and bad. both
crazy and eruel.

The doorkeeper locked the door
from the autside, pocketed the key,
and carefully dimmed his lantern
before strolling over to the re-
malning ear. He drove carefully
around the house and for a mo-
ment we listened to the long-
drawn roar of his engine, slowly
fading into the drowsy silence of

f| the countryside. Another ten min=

ules we waited then we, too,
muade our cautious way back to
the road.

We took our way back to
Cannes, and it wasn't until we
were humming along the home
streteh that Hugo spoke,

“T'he Club des Suns Clubs!™ he
said slowly. "The club of men
without & club, without a home or
eountry or a conacience or a moral
code: the elub of the down-and-
outs, Men with n grudge against
civilization. Men who would stop
at no villainy to ﬁcl o flecting sense
of power or astill more fleeting re-
venge aﬂvlaimt the arder that has
discarded them. Archie. it's a fear-
some thought, the power that such
an organization would be in the
hands of unscrupulous men!”

“At least.” 1 gaid. “we can spot
quite a few of its members again
when we see them.”

He shook hia head. *Of the local
ones, yos: but I've a feeling that the
club itself has s mueh wider scope.
I wouldn't wonder if {ts members
are scattercd broadeast over Eu=
rope—if some of them were at
the bottom of each of the killings
Dunning spoke of. Those fellows
tonight were ealled together for a
special purpose—io gel instrues
tions, perhaps, for whatever drama
I8 to be staged on Sunday week:
and as you say. it's as well we've
Kot a sight of them.”

He broke off suddenly and
Jjammed on his brakes, for round
the bend of the slope a big black
limousine swent towards us. hold-
ing the erown of the road with a
fine  disregard for approaching
traffic.

A moment only | saw It as §t
whizzed past. “The housekeeper,”
sald L "has peen returned to cold
storage. | wonder who the fellow
was with her?”

"Time will show,” aald Hugo
philogophically, and pulled up at
the hend of the lane that led to the
chiiteny. “Good night, old son. 'l
be wniting here at midday tomor=
row and meantime don't let your-
sell be persusded into committing
suicide. no matter how great the
inducement!”

[Capyright 1030 Max Salimarsh)

Tomorrow: Sulelde pack
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IN THE MIDDLE OF CLEANING "ME ATTIC, WHER, YOU FEEL THA

NOTHING LESS THAN A TWO-HOUR SOAR IN A HOT TUB WILL MAKE
YOU FEEL PRESENTABLE A6AIN, YOUR HUSBAND REFUSES 10 LET
A CPLLER 60 AND COME SOME OTHER -IME, ASSURING HER
THAT RE'LL GET YOU DOWN IN A JIFFY

sives |
(Copyright, 1853, by The Bell Byndicate, Inc.) Walins)
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TOMMY GRIMLY WATCHES
HIS SPEEDOMETER
NEEDLE AS IT SOARS
CRAZILY PAST THE
30 MARK, HIS BRAIN
THROBS HI8 STOMACH
GRIPES. BUT WITH
WHITE BLOODLES S
HANDS, HE GRIPS TIGHTLY
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o TO THE STICK, HOLOMNG
HIS FEET STEADILY O
THE RUDDER BAR, AS
HE STRAINS HIS EYESOn
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WHY SHOULD THE
GOVERNMENT WANT

NEVER MIND
WHY, YOUNG
MAN— YOu
ANSWER MY
QUESTIONS!

NOBODY'D 8

WHY NOT

E
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ABOVE, SAVAGELY
KICKS BOTTOM

RUDDER SWERVING
HI8 PLANE

DOWMWARD FOR
THE PURPOSE,
OF CRUSHING

THE MERCURY
ASGAINST THE

PYLON AND IF
TOMMY DIVESTO
AVOID THE COMEY
HE WALL SURELY
CRASH|

WHAT!I? you

YOUNG MAN, YOURE DESTROYING THE
BALANCE OF AGRICULTURE IN THIS PART
OF THE COUNTRY! DO YOU THINK THE
GOVERNMENT 1S G60ING TO LET YOU
GET AWAY WITH THAT?
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