THE GUILTY MAN

A Study in Tragedy
By MARION CARRERE

PPEARANCLS w s often
A misleading, Many
o eil s tur oo, goldback
led shoes and an expensive marcel snips
vibbon behind a counter; that inoffens-
ive-looking cloud over there may darken
and spit forth lightning; your sweet-
faced wife may be plotting to deceive
you; parsons go wrong.

Jeffrey Saubes, sitting with outward
pl.uduy on  box before his barn door
keen-bladed, horn-handled kuife
ln- hand slowly ummn: s though
his sole aim in li 0 model a yacht
in pertect miniature, gt
thiking how smoothly that same knife
would carve into the heart of his enemy,
Philip Loeber.

His hate way a black hate, cqm-
pounded of jealousy, envy.
feriority, and fear. Tt had begun twelve
‘years ago when, the two men owning ad-
joining farms and baving been good
friends until then, Philip Loeber com-
menced to climb and Jeffrey Saubes to
g0 down. Joftrey drank, but that was
his own affair; lots of men took a glass
now and then, and made money just the
wme. But he waw driven to
money from the more prosperous Philip,
not once, but again and again, and he
grew to bate the man who had be-
friended him.

Then Martha Hausen came along with
ber yellow hair and her fresh ch
her soft laughing eyes 10 settle with her

had been a quiet, slow but deter.
mined battle for ber hand between the
two men. Losber had won.

Although Martha was dead now, and
Jeffrey could sée the daisies waving in
the spring on her grave in the orchard
corner over there on his neighbor’s land,
e Ind niter foegiren sor forputs,
This was

N Laser b given him adviee
about his habits—advice which Jeftrey,
growing more and more aloof and bit-
ter-bearted and weasel-faced and grim
for the smoldering hate in hix heart, con.
sidered had been offered with a superior
air, Count three.

ber had sworn yesterday to
have Saubes arrested for stealing a
dozen of his fine White Leghorns. It
was the fear that followed thia threat
that had started the whittl
its evil scheming. He would kill him; and
he wondered why he had not thought of
it before. It would be easy.

Since his wifes death Philip Loeber
bad lived alone, with only a man-servant
who slept. as Jeffrey knew, in & room

before he had become full of hate and
bad taken to drink. He knew where his
enemy slept and that there was only a
very simple lock on_the outside door
downstairs.  His knife would get
through that easily.

The hired man, a young, melancholy,
but on the whole good-natured Dane,
would be in his loft by eight o'clock, or
nine at the latest. Locber would be sit-
ting by the fire or preparing for
dropping his big boots on the floor a
yawning widely ater the hard

The man with the knife would come
up behind, speak so that the other would
turn—it was part of his design that
enemy should see the hand that stru
‘him down—and the knife would be in his
heart before he could ry out

‘The man in the sun, whittling at the
ministure ship, smiled grimly, and with

sharp

blade cut his work in two like a piece
of cheese and flung it aside. His think-
ing was done.

7, v & propitiouly dark night,
black as Jeffrey Seubes’ soul and as
fall of turmoil. A wight full of the
ok’s and ak’s of wind-tortured trees
that bent curiously down to see the man
who was going to kill his friend.

1t was March, and the water in the
ereck that ran between the two farms
was high and noisy, rushing through the
darkmess gs if anxious to be away from
the menacing meadows of th Tittle wood
and the big dark man who erossed heav-
ily over the uncertain bridge. Some

new-born lambs eried pitifully from the
sheepfold and  coyote howled in answer.

streak of moon peered out fearfully
and disappeared.

Approsching his victim's house, he
looked up and saw that the farm-band
was moving about in his room. Undress-
ing perhaps, already, although it was
not yet nine. No, he was moving swiftly
back and forth, stooping to ift some-
thing, passing the window almost at &

run. Suddenly, as though he felt the
serutiny of the man outside, he suatched
at the blind and the window was dark.
Whatever he was doing, he was up
there and out of the way. Thonght Jef-

in a little while. How simple a thing
‘murder is, after all!

He meditated, s he crept toward the
door he had planned to enter, that sus-

fided in nobody.
doubt, be laid to the robbers

who infested the highway into town. He
had no fear that he would be caught,
only that he might find bis enemy alert
and waiting and that the deed might be
defeated.

The crime would, no
and drifters

“There was a light in the kitchen, as he
could see through a slit in the door. Try
as he might, it was a very difficult thing
1o raise the lock with his knife without
making a sound, but after a full ffteen
hinutes he accomplished it.

ing it-in softly and cau-
tiowsly, inch by inch. A cresk. He

In the kitchen a lamp was buruing,
but as far as he could see no ane was
there. In the bed-room, perhaps. He
strode across the bare floor, looking with
quick motions of his head to left and
right like a jungle beast who expects
duth ts Ip from evry hadow, ot
a sound in the house. And then he saw
the body of thhp Losber, whom b bad
come to kill, already dead wi
{2b in bin thick red nock and bia mcet
legs spravling grotesquely.
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Even wben be heard a heavy step ap-
could only stand helpless
on the lDoL Albert, the hired man, tall

. Saubes—for Ood’s sake—Mr.
Saubes—" He looked with & shudder.
ing glance at the body of his employer
that lay between them.

Saubes put his knife away and said
{etbecaaty, Do you know who Lited

'm mered, "'But what are
40w doing bere, o 3in Saibeet

A hard look came over the face of the
would-be murderer, but he did not an-

ll he pointed a finger that
shook wllh emotion at the other man,
*You—you were his enemy! He told
me! Ym: d.ld it. T saw the knife you
put aw
“1 dldmﬂdv it." said Jeffrey Saubes
quietl.

Albert dropped his suitcase and i the
flash of 2 half-second had an ugly look-
ing revolver Ieveled t the other man.

o sit down in that chair. T'm go-
ing to \elwhvne for theshri. Wi

Slnbulmkluulfklobknm:um
nous black mouth of the weapon and

pulled down the rope sullenly. In a
‘minutes he was bound tightly
o chair and s itng alon ith the

d wl tened to the farm-
‘hand’s thick voice lpuhn« into the tele-
phane. He let his head fall to his breast.
for suddenly all the energy that had

=

THE GUILTY MAN
driven him here subsided and left him
weary and only desiring

The Dane came back, striding thun-
derously iu his big boots and sat down
For a long time

ono with his glance
a the foae gt his fot wuuk 15 4
parent apathy, and the other with his
faee avetad from the huddle that bad
been his master. And then slowly,
tatingly, hum.hu.amm.dma
he looked, but with sversion, at the desd
man. As he did so, Jeffrey Saubes
raised his eyes.

T thought so, Albert,"” he threw out
with a laugh. */You killed him.”

“What! You think that I—Mr.
Saubes—"

““You killed him," repeated Seubes.
““I am only curious to know why. Do
you mind telling met""

““You think T—""

“I know it. Don't lie, boy. When
you came in you dida’t even go near the
body, and you have hardly looked at it
since. That's one reason. An innocent
man would have gone over to see if he
were dead. You were the color

of halk when 70 sums i
you saw him. Also, [ e by your faos
that I am ngl\t. i

For answer the younger man put his
head down on his hands and burst into
loud sobbing, and when he raised it
‘again bis face was wild and tearstreaked
and his big strong frame shook. He was
28 3 child who fears nothing so much a5
his own sin.

“I did it,” he flung out, speaking

quiely, “T " 1t bt e by my
dear old mother in the fatherland, &
idn't mean to

the kind of fellow can kill anybody, M.
Sanbes.”
He got to his feet and stood there
winging his hunds.
my little sister,

paying
ber attention, and when I asked him
what he intended to do he laugtied. He

‘We fought, like two men. I called
him a name and he struck me and we

St Hp e o big man.
e, e ok s it e e
—it was fixed for supper—and he Tan at
me. It was me—or him.""
Aguin Jeffrey Saubes laughed. Always
is laughter had a sinister, dark note in
it. He said lightly, or with an assump-
tion of lightness:
*“You'll have a hard time making the
police beleve your story.”
“Towit. T Tk
But now T gct. %o bang or et lr
Suubes, and by - Ela—my mother—

terwd, “never—aever onld T bart & &
—like  girl
l'hzu(npnddmlylndan-w:rw
untie the ropes, but  Beube sopped him
with a sharp word
“‘Leave them l.lonL When they come
keep your mouth shut.  I'm the mur-
derer—not you.”
The Dene’s eyes opened wide. *‘You
* he began.

here tonight to kill him. I
for years, envied and despised
him. 1 came with my knife in my hand
the peck of woods over

bridge and opened the door with the
blade. I planned the whole thing. But
for you, my hands would be red

““Can 1 let you hang, Mr. Saubes, for
what I did?"”

““You'll have to, boy, because I left
a note home in case anything happened
to me. property sud that.
Tl tell them to get it. 1'll swear 1 came

v would éay you were the guilty max,
but which one of us is a murderer, you
or It
Voices and stamping und hurried feet
three

3
4
i
i
3

‘mined. They gave quick, comprehending
glances about the room. Advanced to
the man in the chair and unbound him.

He stood silently while they put the
cold iron cirelets around his wrists. He
even miled when the Dane seized his
manacled and pressed them in 3
frantie, sobbing goodby.



Table of Contents

e DB Frtivted. b oprighe et it b
ithout Pemaion roa the pubiches” Al e

i he pul a u Serth ot B
Gogn T Sibecrption, 580 ¢ your Bt Coited Stater; 930 b

PLANET PaRADISE

SicK PRESLEY TOOKER
TaE TP =
ARTHUR EOWARDS CHAP

W LW BAGKDS
T Do oF Doox

SARY SHARON.

o At

R TovecRarT

SO NARTIN LEART

ocron pEsRUCE
TARL pAsTON BELL
TEx maTER
5w witeow
WD cuness %
SEABoRY Qo

TmE FvE

e saues

e Adrrig Rals s DETECTIVE TALES apot le TOUNO & WARD, férerins Xao-
e, 168 North ichicas Bivd. Coleage, T




