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CLARENCE BUDINGTON KELLAND, the legendary Golden Age author of mystery and romantic suspense, had enough careers for several men: attorney, reporter, manufacturer of clothespins, director of a major newspaper group, and more. Kelland became best known as a fiction writer, penning some 100 novels, and selling them as serials to the biggest and highest paying magazines of the time—like the Saturday Evening Post, The American Magazine, Colliers, and Cosmopolitan.  Many were immortalized on film, of which the romantic suspense comedy and OScarwinner, Mr. Deeds Goes to Town, is undoubtedly the most famous. Kelland appeared alongside Agatha Christie, Rex Stout and Erle Stanley Gardner in the same magazines, but was the most popular of the four. The New York Times described Kelland’s novels as “lively stories, designed to prick the jaded palate, that keep readers pleasantly entertained” and noted that “Kelland demonstrates the emotions of his lovers with a psychological penetration.”  Kirkus Reviews called his novels “Bright and breezy, with plus appeal for murder-mystery addicts.” His magazine publishers kept besieging him for more novels because every time they serialized one of them (typically in 6-8 installments), circulation shot upward. Kelland obliged, and produced far more each year than his publisher (Harper and Row) could keep up with, leaving more than three dozen unpublished in book form when he died. His inimitable characters, trademark dialogue and deftly plotted stories, according to Harper, “made him an American tradition and won him more loyal, devoted readers than almost any other living author.” Kelland, as ever self-depreciating, simply described himself as “the best second-rate writer in the world.” His legions of fans, old and new, would likely disagree. There was nothing second-rate about his work.
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The man behind the huge flat-topped desk was small and desiccated. He had big, faunlike ears, and his skull was covered with bristles of faded, pinkish hair. His suit looked as if he had stood under a shower while wearing it, but his small eyes were bright and beady as a sentinel crow's. If he had swung his chair around he could have had a magnificent view of the lower Hudson, but he seldom took the trouble to look. He reached out a clawlike finger which never had known the ministrations of a manicurist, and pressed a button. Almost instantly a neat and competent-looking young man opened the door and stood waiting. The small man regarded him sardonically.

"Was you ever mussed up?" the small man asked.

"Not during business hours," the secretary replied, quite undisturbed.

"Has that young spriggins showed up?"

"He's waiting, Mr. Hawks."

"Boost him in," said the president of Trans-Oceanic Oil Company.

The secretary turned and motioned, and a young man who might have been thirty or under came through the door. The secretary disappeared. The newcomer was lean, not quite six feet tall, with a dried-out appearance as if all superfluous weight had been sweated off him.

"What's your name?" snapped Mr. Hawks.

"I think you know my name," the young man said.

Hawks narrowed his eyes and glared, which had no appreciable effect. The glare was supplanted in the beady eyes by an expression that might have been approval.

"Don't like bein' shoved around, eh?" he asked.

"Not much," said the young man.

"Sure I know your name. And a hell of a name it is. Archimedes Bolivar Butts. Sensitive about it?"

"Are you," retorted the young man, "sensitive about William Makepeace Hawks?"

"Sometime," said Mr. Hawks, "you're goin' to irritate somebody and git yourself fired."

"It's happened," rejoined Butts.

"Siddown," said Mr. Hawks. "Smoke?" He extended a cigar.

"Pipe," Butts said.

"I hear tell you're a nosy guy," said Mr. Hawks.

"So what?" Butts wanted to know.

"So I sent for you," Hawks answered.

"Half way around the world because I'm nosy?"

"Yup. . . . How'd you like Abadan?"

"Stinks, dysentery, heat, lousy food. I liked it."

"Then you'll like Alberta," Hawks said. "Forty below. Muskeg. Bugs. Rains. Mire."

"Sounds dandy," Butts replied. "What's about Alberta?"

"You're on your way there," Hawks said.

"Am I! Maybe I don't want to go to Alberta."

"You're a geophysicist, ain't you?"

"Right."

"A geophysicist's a snooper, ain't he? Pryin' into things layin' deep down in the earth."

"That's a way of saying it."

"Snoopin's snoopin'," Mr. Hawks declared, "whether it's five thousand feet down or on the surface. Takes the same kind of talent. What's science except bein' nosy? You did some surface snoopin' around Abadan."

"I'm inquisitive," Butts answered. "What's haywire in Alberta?"

"Maybe nothin'," Hawks answered. "But I got a feelin' in my bones. I got to be president of this blasted comp'ny on account of havin' feelin's in my bones. When I get one I don't just rub with arnica."

"So you want to rub this one with me?"

"Yup," Hawks replied. "I want you should hyper up there. You ain't apt to meet anybody that knows you. How are you on mud?"

"I was mud engineer in Texas five years ago."

The gentlemen were not talking about mud as one finds it on an unpaved road after a rain, but about something quite, quite different and very, very important in the drilling of an oil well.

"They want a mud man up there," Hawks explained. "I get to hear these things somehow. I wangle it so you get the job."

"So I'm demoted," Butts said ironically.

"Demoted hell!" snapped Hawks. "You draw down your reg'lar salary, which we deposit here to your account. You draw your salary as mud engineer up there. And you git a bonus if you prove my bones don't ache without a reason for it. When can you hightail it for Calgary?"

"I'd like a meal at Twenty-one. I'd like to see a show—"

"This is Thursday. Your transportation will be for Monday." 

"Anything to go on?" Butts asked.

"Nothin' to take into court," Hawks said. "Just a hunch somethin's sour. Now clear out. Find you a gal and hit the high spots. I pick up the check. Good luck. You report to me, see. Not here. To my house."

Mr. Hawks got up, extended his hand, and grinned. "I got a hunch we'll git along. I don't cotton to yes-men."

Get a girl and hit the high spots, said Mr. Hawks. Butts shrugged and grinned wryly. He had been for three years in the Near East. He never had been stationed in New York, and had no acquaintances in the city. An enterprising young man with cash in his pocket could equip himself with temporary companionship, but that did not seem attractive. New York itself became suddenly unattractive and he wished he had arranged to leave immediately for Alberta. There was no substitute for human companionship with which to share pleasures. It was better to sit in the blistering heat of some cookhouse in the desert with good companions than to dine in the most sumptuous New York restaurant alone.

He took a taxicab uptown to his hotel, where he dawdled about the lobby, bought cigarettes and newspapers, and sauntered to the elevators. He did not notice the other passenger who ascended with him, who now got off at the same floor. He walked down the corridor to his room and opened the door. As he was about to close it with a backward shove he felt pressure against it, and a voice said, "Let me in, please."

He looked down into gray-green, intent eyes in a small, grave face that somehow surprised him even in this moment of surprises. It was not the sort of face that asked strange men to admit it to their bedrooms. It was not the sort of face that had been created in one generation, but which came from generations of cultured breeding.

Butts' eyes traveled downward over a petite, gracious figure to small shoes which had come from no shoe store popular with shopgirls. The gray tailored suit had come off no hanger but from the hands of an artist worthy of his hire. There was a necklace which could have been real pearls. She was expensive, but good-taste expensive.

Archimedes Bolivar Butts was nonplused. "Well," he said. "Well."

"May I come in, please?" the girl asked gravely.

He stood aside to permit her to enter and closed the door. "The idea being?" he asked.

"Necessity," said the girl.

"This," said Butts, "is a new one."

"It's rather new to me," she replied, walking across the room and seating herself in a chair.

"It adds up to what?" he asked.

"Clutching at straws," she answered.

Butts was not a credulous young man. When a situation was suspicious he was apt to view it with suspicion. He had been called across oceans and a continent upon a confidential mission. Men engaged upon confidential missions do well to keep their eyes open.

"What's my name?" he asked.

She shook her head. "I've no idea," she answered.

"Where did I come from?" he demanded.

"I wouldn't know," she said.

"What is my business?" was his next question.

She furrowed her brows and studied his face, his bronzed skin, his bleached hair. "You," she said, "have the look of an engineer who has been stationed in some place that is hot and dry."

"That," he said, "could be a sharp deduction—or you could know where I came from."

"I am a very shrewd deducer," she said, with a little smile. "I assure you that I never saw you before, never heard of you before, and that I am not, as you seem to suspect, an emissary of someone unfriendly to you. My concern is strictly with myself and my own problem."

"Which is?" he asked.

"Complex," she told him.

"So," he said, "you followed me up in the elevator, and here you are. Proposing, I take it, to make some use of me. If all you say is true, if you're not, as you put it, an emissary, why pick on me?"

"Because," she said, "I liked your looks."

"Meaning," he said sardonically, "that I have the outward appearance of a fall guy."

"Meaning," she answered steadily, "that you have the appearance of a gentleman—and of a man who wouldn't scream if a mouse scampered across the room."

"Somebody is always thinking up something new," he said. "I'm familiar with most of the old ones. There's the badger game, but unless you're interested in small change it wouldn't be that."

She opened her handbag and exhibited a thick sheaf of currency. "It wouldn't be small change," she said.

He studied her sharply, looking for telltale flaws. There were none. In dress, in manner, she was out of the top drawer. "It doesn't make sense," he observed. "If you're professional you wouldn't have to chase men to their rooms."

"Quite so," she agreed.

"None of the normal possibilities seem to fit. So it must be something abnormal. Of course I could toss you out or telephone for the house detective."

"You'll do neither," she said, with a confident little smile. "Why not?" he demanded.

"Curiosity," she told him.

"Grant that," he said. "Suppose I remain inert. I just sit and look at you—which is an agreeable occupation. What comes next?"

She looked at her watch. "You might order some lunch," she suggested.

"This," he said, "is a very respectable hotel. We are in a single bedroom where I am registered alone. So a waiter brings food for two and finds me entertaining a young woman. So Security descends on us. They would be severe."

"You should," she said frowning, "have taken a suite."

"My salary," he said, "doesn't encourage lavishness." A thought came to him. "Did a little, weazened, pink-haired bird send you up here?" Hawks might be capable of such a caper.

She shook her head vigorously. "No one sent me," she said positively.

"Right," he said, and then grinned with boyish attractiveness. "Of course I'm not so credulous as to believe a word of what you tell me. But I'll pretend I do. You've elected me to be the patsy in some sort of shenanigan. So what comes next?"

She was not offended. Her grin matched his own. "I wouldn't believe a word of it myself," she admitted. "It is improbable. The truth often is."

"Up to now it's been amusing," Butts said more seriously. "Life was dull and unpromising at the moment. But too much is enough. Let's get down to brass tacks. What am I supposed to fall for?"

"I want to stay in your room," she said.

"A hide-out?"

"If you like—a hide-out," she said.

"And what else?"

"I'd be obliged," she said, "if you would get my bag from the checkroom?"

"Is the swag in it?" he asked, smiling broadly.

"Necessary toilet articles and clothes are in it," she said. 

"And then what?"

"I haven't thought past that point—yet," she answered.

"If I'm to pull chestnuts out of the fire," he said, "you might describe the chestnuts, By the way, are the cops after you?" 

"Not yet, I think,"

"Who is after you?" he asked.

"A man," she answered.

"Husband?" he inquired.

"I have no husband."

"And what would this man do if he caught up with you?"

"He might," she said, "be very rough."

"Have you committed a crime?" he demanded.

She frowned and considered. "Technically—possibly. I don't think so. It's not that that worries me."

Archimedes Bolivar Butts was not inexperienced in intrigue, and in the intrigue of the Near East, which is the most stealthy kind. He recognized that sort of thing when he saw it and his curiosity was now definitely quickened. He did not know how much of the scanty disclosures this young woman had made to him were truth, but there was a pattern visible. He himself might be woven into that pattern, and the affairs of Mr. William Makepeace Hawks. 

Or it might be, as this girl stated so firmly, that he had been drawn from a hat by chance—by a hand clutching at straws. He was an astute young man, but also he was a young man and sometimes youth rises superior to astuteness. Here was a desirable girl with everything to attract a man who by nature was fastidious about women. If she was a wrong one, then she possessed splendid equipment with which to bamboozle the other sex. But there were no outward signs of wrongness. He blinked at her thoughtfully.

"If," he said, "you're some kind of siren you've got what it takes to do a land-office business."

Every woman," she answered, "is some kind of siren."

Have you thought past the place where I get your bag from the checkroom?" he asked.

"You're not married," she said, eyeing him slantwise.

"No," he answered. "Does that question lead up to a proposal?" Hey

Her lovely eyes twinkled. "A wife-in-name-only sort of thing," she said. "The idea just popped up."

"Expand it," he directed.

"The use of your name on a ticket," she told him.

"What kind of ticket?"

"Airplane," she answered.

He laughed aloud. "You don't know what you'd be letting yourself in for," he told her. "You say you don't know my name." 

"No," she said.

"Archimedes Bolivar Butts," he said.

"Not really!" she exclaimed.

"So recorded in vital statistics," he assured her.

"It gives a girl pause." She shrugged. "I'm not exactly in a position to be choosy about names. What I'm considering is for you to buy a ticket for your wife-in-name-only on a flight to Toronto." She looked up at him. "The ticket offices may be watched."

"A thing like that might get a lad in hot water—like accessory after the fact. Or abetting a fugitive from justice."

"Or a suit for breach of promise." She smiled.

"Naturally," he said, "you are not telling me your name."

"Oh, naturally," she agreed. And then, "Of course I'm not asking you to pay for the ticket."

She held out folded currency. After a moment he accepted it. "After I've retrieved your baggage," he asked, "and bought your transportation, what other plans have you for me?"

"Few if any," she said. "You'll have done your good deed for the day."

It was contrary to all his training, all his experience. It violated his instinctive wariness and common sense. But as he studied her pert face, its evidences of breeding—and her appealing loveliness—he did what young men have been doing for ten thousand years. He could not, like Ulysses, command his sailors to tie him to the mast and stop his ears with wax while siren voices sang their magic lure.

"Every man," he said, "is entitled to make a damn fool of himself once. I'm making a bet that I'm a superb judge of character. And Sir Galahad didn't do so bad for himself."

He was surprised at himself as he closed the door behind him and walked to the elevator. He was rather ashamed of himself, but some instinct reassured him. This girl might be in a jam; she might be sought by the police; she might even be in personal danger. But he could not make himself believe that she had arrived at such a pass because of any evil conduct of her own.

He shrugged. "If I'm gullible, then I'm gullible," he said to himself.

He walked to the office of the air line and bought her transportation to Toronto. On his return to the hotel he presented her check and retrieved her bag, which he carried up to his room. He unlocked the door and there she sat, demure, not impatient, charming. He could not but think how pleasant it would be to come back every day to such a girl as she seemed to be. He placed the bag on the floor, handed her the ticket and her change.

"Hungry?" he asked.

"Starved."

"So I'll be resourceful," he said, smiling. "No waiters, no house detectives. We'll picnic. I'll go down for sandwiches and what not. All right?"

"Splendid," she said.

He went out again—to a drugstore, where he bought sandwiches, cartons of coffee, and cakes. With these in a paper bag he made his way through the lobby and up to the room. He unlocked the door and entered. There was no one in the room. He stiffened, looked about him. The door of the bathroom was open. She was not there. Her bag was gone. She was gone.

His eyes traveled to the desk under the window. On its top was his briefcase, not closed as he had left it, but open, its contents spilling out with what seemed like a gesture of defiance. He strode across the room. On top of his disordered papers was a piece of hotel stationery on which was bold handwriting.

"My dear Mr. Butts," it said. "You will make some girl an indulgent husband." There was no signature but only a squiggle, a hieroglyph which looked like a childish drawing of a pair of boots.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER TWO


[image: ]


Archimedes Butts, feeling rather like a fool, repacked his briefcase. There had been nothing in it in the nature of information that would be of value to anyone. He considered briefly the advisability of telephoning Hawks, but decided against it. Without putting on his hat, he went down to the newsstand for an evening paper, and the news, to an oilman, was sensational. J. A. Baldwin, stormy president of Gandolin Oil, had been found a suicide in the library of his Long Island home.

This ended the fight for control of that company which had been in the news for weeks. It had been a spectacular battle for proxies, instituted and carried on by a flamboyant gentleman named Lucas Montfort. The battle had been waged bitterly as both sides filled the papers with full-page ads pleading for proxies. Now old J.A. was dead, a legendary figure who had climbed from the bottom. He had been a roustabout in Texas, a tool pusher, and there remained calluses on his hands which no manicure could remove.

Butts returned to his room and this time did not hesitate to telephone Hawks. After some delay he was put through to the president of Trans-Oceanic.

"Does this news," he asked, "alter your plans for me?"

"It hustles 'em up," snapped Hawks. "You hightail it for Calgary. No loafing around New York."

"I can't get a plane before tomorrow," Butts answered.

"The hell you can't! By the time you can get to Idlewild a company Beachcraft'll be warmed up and waiting." There was a moment's pause and then the old man's voice crackled. "If you're sap enough to think that ol', cigar-eating, thick-skinned, leather-souled pirate knocked himself off, then you ain't got the sense God gave geese. . . . D'ye know, blast ye, that Gandolin owns a twenty per cent interest in Shining Brook Field where you're heading?"

"I didn't know," Butts answered. "Who, besides yourself, knows I'm here and where I'm going?"

"Nobody. It was under my hat."

"Wrong," Butts answered. "Somebody knows and you'd better look for leaks."

He hung up the receiver, leaving it at that, closed his bags and without waiting for a bellboy carried them to the elevators. In a matter of minutes a taxicab was carrying him through New York traffic to Long Island and Idlewild Airport. 

When he arrived the Beachcraft was fueled and ready for the take-off to Toronto. It was a comfortable flight from Toronto to Calgary, giving ample time for reflection. He was on a blind assignment in an area with which he was unfamiliar, and among men he never had seen. He did not know what he was looking for, but he did know he was working for a man who demanded results. On his arrival he was driven over mud-thick, torn-up roads of a city that suddenly had outgrown itself and almost overnight was leaving behind the serene days when it had been a pleasant, almost a frontier, town to become a metropolis excited by growing pains. There was construction everywhere, and there was mud because the area had been tormented by excessive rains. If, he thought, rains could be so troublesome to an urban area, what havoc had they wrought in the almost roadless wilderness which was the new Shining Brook Field, which was his destination? Certainly it was a radical change from the deserts of the Near East.

He reported in at the Calgary office, where, after meeting members of the staff, he was told that a company plane was flying to Edmonton and that there would be a seat for him. He enjoyed the flight over green, flat, lake-dotted farmlands. They passed over oil derricks and installations, all active in bringing prosperity to Alberta and oil for the lamps of America. There he reported to District Superintendent Reese, a large, pleasant man, who seemed easygoing until he cross-examined Butts as to his history and experience, when he showed himself as keen, efficient, and enthusiastic.

"Glad you're here, Butts. We're shorthanded." He grinned. "You'll:It find it a different game here than in the Near East. I hear you fellows out there consider a well that doesn't produce a couple of thousand barrels a day a dry hole. Out there you fry all the time; here we have a dandy variety of weather from ninety above to forty below. And rain! And muskeg! You've never met muskeg, have you?"

"Never encountered it," Butts replied.

"There's been a hex on this field," Reese said disgustedly. "Rain. Mud up to your ears. What roads there are have been impassable. We came to a standstill for five or six weeks. Rigs shut down—and a rig standing idle costs six hundred dollars a day! This area is practically roadless. We've got to build them. For weeks on end road-building machinery couldn't budge." He frowned. "And there have been smaller things."

"Such as?" Butts asked.

"Things you can't account for," Reese said noncommittally. "Maybe a run of bad luck. . . . We'll run you out to the field, Butts. You'll find a good crowd. Report to Field Superintendent Riggs. He'll be expecting you."

Butts' knowledge of Canada—of the Province of Alberta specifically—had been all but nonexistent. In a vague way he had thought of that vast territory in terms of the Hudson's Bay Company, of Northwest Mounted Police in romantic uniforms, of voyageurs in fleets of canoes bringing in cargoes of precious furs. He had pictured Calgary as a frontier village and Edmonton, the capital, as an outpost of civilization. Instead, he found two flourishing and expanding modern cities. He found solid and optimistic prosperity, splendid farm lands expertly cultivated. But with it all he found an enthusiasm that can exist only with an expanding frontier. In Edmonton he was on the edge of things. Beyond it was the tremendous expanse of the Northwest, primitive, almost untouched, but with alluring possibilities. He was at the jumping-off place. A short airplane flight to the north was the fastness of the Peace River district and beyond that the Arctic Ocean. Edmonton was the prow of civilization pushing forward into a primitive sea. 

Forests, plains, mountains; great expanses of treacherous muskeg, as yet unconquered, reached to the west and northwest—unconquered but conquerable. It would be conquered because beneath its surface was oil. No man knew how much oil. But where oil was there men would go, and riches would be sucked from the bowels of the earth and cities would arise. The old things and the old ways and the old gods would die, and there would be conquest of the last, vast wilderness of North America.

After hours of driving they came to a town that had been a lackluster, remote hamlet. It roared with activity. Earth was flying as foundations were laid. Town lots had enriched their astonished owners. The walls of a hotel were rising, and there were the to-be-expected hangers-on of a boom town: dance halls, saloons—where roustabouts and tool pushers and cat skinners might disport themselves and be preyed upon. This was the town of Shining Brook, which would be lusty, noisy, rude, crude, and raucous until the first fever wore off and orderliness suppressed lawlessness.

Here the car turned to the right and ten miles beyond came to a clearing some ten acres in extent. There was a surfaced parking space surrounded by a low white rail and beyond were the gleaming aluminum walls of a tiny village of trailers, demounted and set on foundations. Facing the road was an old frame house, converted into a sort of club for the staff. Almost touching it was the cookhouse. To the left were half a dozen trailers in neat line, where lived the married men and their wives. Aligned at the right were more trailers, the offices and drafting rooms, and beyond them more trailers where the bachelor men made their homes. Across an expanse of mud was the stub of a capped well, and a tank, and off at a considerable distance was a cluster of trailers, not so neat and gleaming, and shacks, where were segregated the contractors and their employees. It was a desolate, uninviting spot enclosed by small timber and undergrowth.

Field Superintendent Riggs, a lean man with aquiline features, came out of his office with cordially extended hand. "You're tarnation welcome," he said with a Yankee twang. "You've missed a picnic. For weeks all we've done is sit and listen to the rain and grow webbed feet. I got so continental sick of the sight of every face in this camp"—he grinned—"that I pulled my head under the blankets. Come along and stow your stuff. I'm putting you in with Lumpy Sawyer. He's transportation foreman, and if he annoys you with his blasted guitar, put your foot through it. . . . By any chance are you a witch doctor?"

"Not a practicing one, why?"

"We need a slight touch of incantation to abolish our hex," Riggs said.

They stowed Butt's impedimenta in the trailer where he was to live, and then Riggs paraded him from office to office, introducing him to the men who were to be his companions, perhaps for months to come. At supper that night the horseshoe-shaped table in the cookhouse was crowded because of the arrival of a seismic party who had been waiting for the ground to dry out sufficiently for them to start their electronic exploration. The air was filled with shop talk. A scrap of conversation from the wing of the table across the slot caught Butts' attention.

"Another fishing job," a young man was saying to his companion testily. "I don't see how Grainger does it."

"Not busting off more teeth from the bit!" his companion exclaimed.

"Again!"

"Too much speed?"

"He says not. He can't account for it."

The other young man shrugged. "It's the hex," he said resignedly.

Part of this was clear to Butts. If a tooth was broken from the bit rotating far underground as it drilled its way deeper, it meant a stoppage of the operation until the fragment of metal could be fished for and brought to the surface, where it could do no harm.

"I suggest," Riggs said to Butts, "that you go out with the seismic party for a few days. Give you the feel of things. Sort of acclimate yourself to the field."

"Right," Butts said.

They walked the few steps to the old farmhouse, which was by no means luxuriously furnished. It did, however, supply a welcome place for the staff to get away from the cramped quarters of their trailers, to play cards, to lounge, to talk in the evenings. They seated themselves and lighted pipes.

Riggs grinned a friendly grin. "I never," he said, "got such quick action when I asked for a man. How come?"

Butts shrugged. "I was available," he said.

"How long were you in the Near East?"

"Three years."

"How long back?"

"Four days."

"Kept you on the move, didn't they? What was your job out there?"

"Petroleum Engineer's Department," Butts answered.

Riggs sucked on his pipe and squinted at the floor. "So you have three years' experience in the Near East. Petroleum engineer. So they jerk you back to America and send you up here in a sweat to take a job as mud engineer at a mud engineer's salary. Frankly, chum, my nose twitches."

"You'll find me competent," Butts said.

"I'll bet I will. . . . I've heard yarns about William Makepeace Hawks. Now you see him and now you don't! From all accounts his hand is quicker than the eye. Um . . . You've been traveling so fast you probably haven't heard the news." Riggs' bright eyes twinkled.

"What news is that?"

"Superheated hell's popping in the petroleum industry," Riggs said. "Old J. A. Baldwin of Gandolin Oil—buddy of Hawks', I hear—was hustled off to meet his Maker."

"So?" Butts said.

"First reports said suicide," Riggs went on. "Last report says murder."

"Shocking
















































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
CLARENCE BUDINGTON KELLAND

The Secret of
Shining Brook

Rl
| g0





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





