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By
E.Phillips
Oppenheim
Another
adventure
of
Detective Jasper Slane.
in which a beauty sets
the stage for
tragedy,
and the drama
proves
a thriller

Gentleman

J

ASPER SLANE was pulled up
short upon the pavement of Shaftesbury Avenue, a thoroughfare which
he seldom used. A pair of wonderful black eyes flashed recognition
into his. The slim, small figure, in neat
blue serge, was familiar, and the unusual voice, too, brought back a flood
of memories, the thrill of which had not
yet passed.
"It's Sir Jasper Slane, isn't it?"
He raised his hat mechanically.
"We are scarcely likely to forget one
another," he replied, with an unusual
note of gravity in his tone.
The pavement was crowded. The girl
looked around.
"I'd like to speak to you," she said.
"Where can we sit down?"
Slane hesitated. There was another
memory, too, asserting itself—the memory of that shrill, long laugh ringing
through the room of terror with strange
inhuman note. His hesitation, however,
was merely momentary. They were only
a few yards from a well-known grillroom. He led the girl in. They sat at
a corner table, and ordered cocktails.
"I had an idea," he said, "that you
were in prison."
The girl shook her head.
"They didn't send me to prison," she
replied. "I've been up before the magistrate three times—this morning for the
last time. Chicago doesn't require my
extradition. No one has anything
against me. Even your frozen-faced
magistrate admitted that this morning.
He had the impertinence to give me a
lecture on keeping good company, and
turned me loose."
Slane had no wish to prolong the interview, and his manner proclaimed the
fact.
"And now, Mrs. Chandler," he begged.

"say what you wish to,
please. I have an appointment in a very
short time."
"You aren't going to
be friendly, then?" she
observed.
"Mrs. Chandler," he
answered, "quite frankly, I do not think that
we have anything in
common. I have read
your American record.
Stimpson got it for me.
You seem to have been
the associate of criminals all your life. You
came to Europe with a
murderer."
She sighed.
"You're right, I suppose," she admitted. "It's
the wrong half of life
that attracts me."
Slane glanced at his
watch. She leaned forward, her chin upon her
clasped hands.
"Are you Englishmen
all as hard to get on
with?" she complained.
"The American men used
to find me attractive
enough. Don't I appeal
to you at all? I'm lonesome. I want
someone to help me get my ticket, and
see me ofl' home. You're not even asking me to dinner. No more politeness
and talk about engagements, please.
You needn't be afraid of me. I have
fifty thousand dollars in the bank here,
and twice as much in New York. Be
human. Stop and talk to me a little
while."
"Mrs. Chandler," Slane said, "you're

"I don't exactly see what sort of business," Slane admitted.
"Simple enough," she answered. "I
won't have anything to do with your
friend Stimpson who trapped Josh, and
I won't have anything to do with your
filthy headquarters who've been bullying me and trying to get me locked up,
but I'll deal with you if you like. Your
police are getting flowers thrown at
them all the time because they caught
Josh. What about Bill Parrot—Gentleman Bill?"
"I never heard of him," Slane confessed frankly.
laughed shortly, and pointed to
SHEa telephone
booth.

T h e y w e r e all
t h i n k i n g of t h e
marble floor of the
bank, wondering
into what crevice
a small horn button could have
rolled
a very attractive young woman without
a doubt, but I'm not a boy. I am not
a seeker after adventures. That may
sound'brutal, I am afraid, but then you
Americans are plain-spoken sometimes,
areh'tiyou?"
"Tint's true," she murmured, without removing her eyes from his. "I've
rather a crush on you though. However, if that's your answer, let it go.
But can't we talk business?"
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"Order me another Martini," she directed. "You go to the telephone and
ring up your rotten friends. Ask your
Mr. Stimpson, or any one of them,
whether they want Gentleman Bill, or
not. If they've never heard of him, if
they don't want him, I won't bother you
any more. I'll drink my cocktail, and
trot off like a poor little girl alone in
the wide, wide world."
Slane hesitated for a moment. After
all, this woman had been in the network
of that terrible underworld, the fame
of which had spread even to Europe.
She knew what she was talking about.
He rose reluctantly to his feet, ordered
the cocktail, and made his way to the
telephone. Stimpson was at the other
end of the line in a few moments.
"Are you alone?" Slane inquired. "I
want to ask you a few questions."
Stimpson's reply seemed to come a
little gravely.
"Yes, I'm alone. You're still at the
Trocadero, I suppose?"
"How the mischief did you know
that?"
(Continued on page 20)
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T IS z Splendid commentary on the integrity and
reliability of a dealer organization w h e n the
Buick M o t o r Company can deliver such a message
as this to t h e used car buyers of America.

Buick knows that Buick-Marquette dealers h o n o r
the spirit as well as t h e letter of this message.
Because Buick has selected its more than 4,000
representatives with scrupulous care.
Go to your Buick-Marquette dealer. Inspect his
wide selection of used cars of various makes. Ask
his advice as an expert in transportation. Choose
the, car that appeals to your desires and purse. A n d
buy it with absolute confidence.
You will get a good car. You will obtain it on the
fairest terms. You will find it exactly as represented. You will receive full value for your money.
Everyone knows that the integrity of a used car
depends upon the integrity of the dealer w h o sells

it. A n d the integrity of Buick-Marquette dealers
is proverbial among the more than half-million
people w h o buy from these dealers year after year.
T h e y serve fairly and squarely because they are
Buick representatives, proud of their bvisiness and
proud of the reputation of t h e Buick institution.
It pays to buy from the Buick-Marquette dealer in
your community. H i s good name adds m u c h to the
reliability of a used car but n o t h i n g to its price.
Buick-AIarg7iette

dealers sell used cars on the liberal G. M.
time payment
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"Leda," she decided promptly.
"Listen, Leda, then," he continued.
"You seem to me to be mixed up with a
pretty dangerous gang. If you want to
quit, why do it, but I'd be careful how
you got seen about with any of us connected with, or friendly with, the police.
Your friend who rejoiced in the name
of Ed looked a little malicious. He
might easily find out who I was. Stimpson would be worse. I think our folk
at Scotland Yard are quite capable of
dealing with your lot without any information from you. Hadn't you better
leave the whole business alone?"
The girl moistened her lips. She
looked at Slane long and with a certain
mystery in the depths of her eyes.
"If I quit," she said, "I shall be in for
it so long as they're going. I shall be in
for it just as much as though they knew
I'd squealed. And I want to quit—you
know why."
Slane was not more impressionable
than most men, but he felt a little shiver
as her arms for a moment half caressed
him. He knew quite well that only the
presence of a few stray clients who had
just entered, and the waiter who was attending to their wants, had prevented
her lips from brushing his.

The man handed across a glove, buttonless, with a
half sheet of notepaper stuck inside the palm.
Slane took it to the electric light. It was written clearly but in a thin, spidery hand

"You are being shadowed, or rather
the young woman is. You think you
met her accidentally, no doubt? You
didn't. She's been tracking you down
all morning. I'm not sure that she's up
to any harm so far as you are concerned, but be careful. What is the
game, anyhow?"
"Well, it seems to me," Slane confided,
"that she's out for a double-cross. Either
a person by the name of Gentleman
Bill, or myself."
There was a brief silence at the other
end of the telephone. Then Stimpson's
voice again.
"You've left the girl while you telephone to me. What was the excuse?"
"To know whether you wanted Gentleman Bill."
"Yes, I want him all right," Stimpson
admitted. "It's the Foreign Department
really. It's Pulsen who's going at it,
but we want him. I'm not sure, though,
about your young lady friend."
"Nor am I."
"Look here," Stimpson continued, "it's
a quarter to six now. Are you doing
anything particular?"
"No."
"Keep in touch with the young woman, but get rid of her for the present.
I'll see you at Giro's in the American
Bar in half an hour.".
"The American Bar at Giro's," Slane
repeated, a little surprised. "That's a
new hunting-ground, isn't it?"
"At half past six," Stimpson murmured. "Ring off now, Sir Jasper,
there's a good fellow. . . ."
returned to his place. He felt
SLANE
the girl's eyes watching him as he
crossed the room.
"Well," she asked, "how did the mention of Gentleman Bill go?"
"Stimpson was interested all right,"
he acknowledged, "but I fancy he must
have another case on. He doesn't seem
frightfully keen."
"He will be when you've talked it

lUnslrated by
T. D. Skidmore

over with him, as I suppose you will before long," she said coolly.
Her eyes sought his, and there was
tenderness enough in their dark depths,
whether it was mendacious or otherwise.
Her fingers caressed the back of his
hand. He was fascinated by the sight
of her wonderfully manicured nails,
talon-like in length. . . . A man entered
from the restaurant end of the place.
At that hour there were few people
about, and they both turned their heads
to look at him. Slane could feel the girl
by his side stifi'en.
The man lounged up towards them
—clean-shaven, thick-necked, with an
ugly figure and bulbous eyes. He wore
the plain gray suiting of an American
business man, but his appearance was
that of a fighting man gone morally to
seed.
"Hullo, Leda!" he replied. "Who's
your friend?"
"Ask me another," she rejoined carelessly. "I came in here because I was
sick of being followed, and the gentleman asked me to have a drink."
"Followed?" the newcomer repeated
uneasily.
She nodded.
"Don't go out that way," she advised,
pointing to the Shaftesbury Avenue entrance. "I don't understand the game, but
foreigners don't seem exactly popular
over here just now. See you later, Ed."
The man hesitated for a moment. He
looked at Slane—a cunning, reflective
regard. Then he turned unwillingly
away. Even after he had passed out

of sight, the girl gazed after him.
"He's the pick of the bunch, he is," she
muttered. "If he'd known you were in
at Josh's taking, it would have been the
little black hole for you, pretty quick."
"You seem," Slane remarked dryly,
"to have some queer friends."
""VT'OU don't understand," she sighed.
-^ "They're killers, these men—every
one of them. I'm no chicken. I can stand
seeing men get what's coming to them,
but I can't make 'em understand that
over here they've got to quit. I hate
to leave you. I wanted to have a long
talk with you, but with Ed around I
think you'd better go."
"Where are you staying?" Slane
asked. "I imagine that Stimpson would
like to have a talk with you."
"Well, he won't have it where I'm
staying," she replied shortly. "I'm at
the Gigantic Hotel. You'd better not
come and see me there, though. Can't I
come to you? You needn't be afraid of
Ed or any of the gang following. I can
give them the slip easy."
"It's a long way out," he warned her.
"Number 14 St. James Avenue," she
told him, smiling. "I know all about
it, you see. Twenty minutes in a taxicab. Can I come to dinner tonight?"
"You can come tomorrow night," he
told her. "At eight o'clock."
She looked nervously around.
"And your friend from Scotland
Yard?"
"We'll dine alone," Slane promised,
"but listen—what am I to call you?"
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r p H E fat man, collarless, and in his
-^ shirt sleeves, turned away from the
window and laid the telescope upon the
table. There were big drops of unwholesome sweat upon his forehead. He
moistened his protuberant lips.
"Get me a drink, Leda," he demanded.
The girl rose and made her way deliberately to the sideboard. She filled
a tumbler half full of whisky and
splashed in a little soda water. The
man snatched it from her and gulped
down three quarters of its contents.
"You're losing your nerve," she observed. "What's the matter with you,
Ed?"
The man who had disturbed her with
Slane on the previous afternoon looked
up from a pile of phonograph records
with one in his hand. His fingers were
shaking so that it slipped and fell upon
the carpet. She looked at both men in
contempt.
"Gone soft!" she scoff'ed. "If you
take my advice, you'll quit."
"Maybe you're right, girl," the fat
man admitted. "I feel safer in the old
burg, even though we're in bad with the
cops. I'm for the Atlantic after this."
"You'd never land, and you know it,"
the other man sneered.
"What d'you mean?"
"Just what I say. There were a
couple of bulls on board in New York
harbor. Travis was there—the man who
turned square. He tapped me on the
shoulder just before he went down the
gangway. 'You've had all the luck, Ed,'
he said, 'breathing the fresh air at this
present moment. Breathe it where it's
good, on the other side. Don't you try
bringing the old man back. It wouldn't
go with us.' That's what Travis said to
me, and he meant it too."
"We got to live somewhere," the fat
man groaned.
"You won't live anywhere long if j'ou
don't quit drinking," the girl told him
calmly. "Look at you. You're shaking
as if you had palsy."
"Ain't I likely to?" he snarled. "Ain't
we got the whole thing worked out to a
second, and ain't they ten minutes late
already?"

*"

^

ISTEN! There's the lift!" she cried
LCuriously
softly.
enough, the same thought
seemed to come to both of the two men.
Their hands traveled to their hip
pockets. They heard the opening of the
doors, the rattle of a key in the lock,
a familiar whistle. An expression of
beatific relief convulsed the fat man's
face. The door (Continued on page 66)
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Lucky Babies
ucky indeed is the baby who has a mother
wise enough to follow the doctor's advice—•
"Bring the baby to me when he is six months old and let
me protect him against diphtheria. That is one disease
he need never have".
Last year more than 100,000 children who were not in'
oculated had diphtheria. About 10,000 of them
died—an average of more than one every hour of
every day in the year.
^ \\
Will 10,000 innocents be sacrificed next year
because some doctors have failed to warn mothers
or because mothers have forgotten their doctors'
warning?

.1

Even when diphtheria is not fatal, it frequently leaves
its victims with weakened hearts, damaged kidneys, ear
trouble, or other serious after'effects.

\i

The majority of deaths from diphtheria are of little
children less than five years old. If your child, so far un'
protected, has not been stricken by this arch'cnemy of
v^
childhood, your good fortune is a matter of luck—
not precaution. If he is more than six months old,
'
take him to your doctor without delay and have him
inoculated.
^
^

Prevention of diphtheria through inoculation with
toxin-antitoxin should not be confused with
treatment of the disease by means of anti-toxin.
T h e latter is a cure—the former prevents.
This disease has practically disappeared in m a n y
cities where the people have backed their health
authorities in preventing diphtheria by inoculation
with toxin-antitoxin. But diphtheria finds its victims wherever people have been misled by false

METROPOLITAN
FREDERICK H . ECKER, PRESIDENT

Diphtheria can he prevented b)^ simple, painless inocu^
lation which is lasting in its effect. Call up your d o c
tor now and make an appointment.
reports as to the alleged danger of inoculation or
have not learned to seek the protection ^vhich
inoculation gives.

t

firaPSij"

LIFE

T h e Metropolitan Life Insurance Company will
gladly cooperate through its local managers, agents
and nurses, with State or city authorities to stamp
out diphtheria.
Detailed reports showing how
various cities organized their successful campaigns
for " N o More Diphtheria" will be mailed free of
charge. Ask for Booklet 119-C.

INSURANCE
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Donl Crowd Them
By Ruth F Wadsworth.M.a
Let nature take its course lest today\<i prodigy
become toniorrow''s laggard, recommends
Dr. Wadsivorth in this article of vital interest
to all who
have to do with
children

babyhood? Is he articulate? Does he
know what he wants and will he ask for
it, or is his particular lingo only intelligible to his mother?
Second; Is the child well? Do^s his
health, so to speak, take care of itself,
or must he be fussed over?
Third: Is he easily excited or overtired?
The child who is not articulate, as we
have said before, will not get the proper
physical care away from home. The
child who needs fussing over to eat
properly, or perform his other functions properly, makes demands on a
busy teacher which cannot be satisfied. The child who is easily excited or
overtired will find the stimulation of
association with several other children
unbearably fatiguing, to the detriment
of his physical and mental health.

Marguerite pleased her
parents and bored their
friends by "speaking
pieces"

Dangerous Contacts

L

ITTLE Marguerite, hands clasped
behind her back, stomach out
I and feet wide apart, gazed at the
ceiling and recited in a singsong treble the story of Little Red Riding Hood in verse. Her fond parents
watched her with eyes shining with
pride, and the rest of us looked uncomfortably at the floor, or occasionally at
the infant prodigy.
When she had finished, and had received the customary murmured eulogy,
her mother urged her to give us the first
stanzas of Evangeline. This was too
horrible, and several of the men were
seized with fits of coughing and had to
retire to the porch for air.
This happened fifteen years ago. Today Marguerite is struggling through
her sophomore year in college, unloved
and unsung.
Whether she knows
enough to blame her dullness on the
vanity of her parents or not, I don't
know. But she is the perfect pattern
of what happens when nature is not
allowed to take its course, when the
child is subjected to a system of forcing
which leads to precociousness in early
youth, and retardation later.
Although we have got away, to a
great extent, from the old system of
education which said, "Here is what
must be learned; learn it," we have also
progressed from the kindergarten to
the nursery school, and are now sending our childi'en to school at the tender
age of two and a half. We spare the
rod more than in the old days, but we
make up for the lack of discipline by an
increase in competition.
Reading, writing and arithmetic may
not be considered as important as they
once were, but the development of the
child's individual powers has become
paramount,<to an extent which makes it
disgraceful for him not to show marked
individuality at an early age. The complexity and pace of life have increased.
We now hear that the "emotional atmosphere of the home" is detrimental
to the child; he is no longer allowed to
"just grow," but must have directed
play, impersonal upbringing, and early
association with other children to develop his social sense.
Of course there is a lot-of reason in

What a dull girl is Marguerite today. Her parents are responsible

the modern theories of education, but I
think there is a tendency to let them
carry us too far, at the expense of the
physical and psychological welfare of
the child.
Physically a child is a baby until he
becomes articulate. Like the young of
any other species, he can make himself
understood by his mother long before
he becomes articulate in the ordinary
sense, and until then his mother is the
person best fitted to care for him. There
are cases where the mother cannot care
for the child, and must delegate her
work to someone else. Then nurses or
day nurseries must be resorted to.
Flexible Mother Instinct
If the mother is inefficient or indifferent, which occasionally is the case,
either the nurse or the day nursery does
the job better than she herself can do
it. But in the average instance any
custodian of the little child except his
mother is a makeshift.
We suppose the well-known and somewhat maligned mother instinct was
given to us for a definite purpose—to
make the child paramount in importance to his mother until someone else
can take care of him as well, or until
he can make his wants clearly known
to anyone. Fortunately the mother instinct can be artificially or vicariously
developed. It is notable among nurses
who choose, as their specialty, the care
of young babies just after the mother
and baby leave the hospital, and it is a

life saver for mothers who leave the hospital in a depleted physical condition.
But the baby's nurse who is really devoted to her charge is not adaptable in
her devotion. She cannot include other
small children of the household in her
affection, and is inclined to be oversevere with them, or to sacrifice their
interests to those of her particular
charge.
Similarly, supposing a person in
charge of a day nursery or nursery
school is capable of developing a vicarious mother instinct, which she sorely
needs if her charges are under four
years of age, can we expect her to expand that instinct to include a number
of children—say ten or more? We may
expect it, but we are expecting the superhuman. It is hard enough for a
woman to be interested in and continuously just to ten children if they are all
her own and of different ages, so that
not all their demands are conflicting.
Let us be quite honest with ourselves
before we send our children to the nursery school. Are we doing it because we
believe it an advanced measure of modern education, because we believe the
emotional atmospheie of the home is
bad for the child, and because he needs
contact with other children, or are we
doing it that we may have more freedom for our own pursuits?
If we are really acting for what we
believe are the best interests of the
child, then we must ask ourselves several other questions:
First: Has the child really passed
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Even when the child seems a suitable
subject for a nursery school he should
be sent on trial at first. If he comes
home overtired and irritable, or if he
seems less happy than formerly, or if
his sleep is disturbed, he should be kept
at home.
Theoretically, contact with other children of his own age will teach him to
stand up for himself. Sometimes, if
there are aggressive children in the
class, it has the effect of cowing him.
Unfortunately, the child who has been
unmanageable at home is frequently
sent to a nursery school in the hope that
the teacher there can accomplish things
in which the mother has failed.
This type of child victimizes both the
teacher and the other children. He is
capable of leaving imprints of fear on
other milder children, which may never
be overcome. Ideally the nursery school
refuses to take such children ; but if they
are accepted, (Contiiiiicd <))i page 50)
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Playtime habits
have more influence on a child's
posture than habits cultivated in
the schoolroom
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