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CHAPTER I.
THE DEAD ALIVE.

"I say, shir! Can you let me have a match?"

"I think so."

The last speaker was Nick Carter, the famous detective.

The first was an erect, well-built, fashionably clad man,
apparently in the forties and somewhat the worse for liquor. His
crush hat had a rakish cant. His Inverness hung awry over his
shoulders. His cravat had a disorderly twist, and his brown,
Vandyke beard had lost its carefully combed appearance.

Nick Carter sized him up as a society man who had been on the
bat, and who was returning home on foot to walk off the effects of
it. His appearance and the hour seemed to warrant this conclusion,
for it was two o’clock in the morning.

Nick was rather roughly clad. His strong, clean-cut face was so
artistically treated with grease paint as to effectively disguise him
and give him a decidedly sinister aspect. He had spent most of the
night in searching for a crook, on whom he very much wanted to
lay his hands, but his efforts had been futile, and he was returning
to his residence in Madison Avenue.

He had turned a corner of Fifth Avenue only a few moments
before, when he saw the stranger approaching, walking a bit
unsteadily, and then the only person to be seen in the fashionable
street.



Nick saw him fishing out a cigar and vainly searching in his
pockets for a match, and he was not surprised when the man
stopped him with the above request, straightening up with a
manifest effort and trying to speak distinctly.

"Much obliged, sir," said he, when Nick reached into his
pocket after his match box. "Will you smoke, I’ve got anozzer."

"No, none for me, thank you," said Nick. "I——”

"Don’t thank me. Do what I tell you, instead, and do it quick.
Hands up!"

The stranger had undergone a lightninglike change. He no
longer appeared intoxicated. His every nerve and muscle seemed to
have become as tense as a bowstring. His eyes were clear, aglow
like balls of fire, and his voice had turned as hard as nails.

His right hand, with which he had pretended to reach into his
pocket for another cigar, whipped out an automatic revolver, into
the deadly muzzle of which the detective suddenly found himself
gazing.

Nick Carter had been up against like situations before, and it
did not disturb him.

"What are you really going to do with that toy?" he asked
coolly, sharply scrutinizing the holdup man to fix his face in his
mind.

"Hands up, or you’ll never repeat that question," said the other,
hissing the threatening words between his teeth. "Up with them, or
you’ll be a dead one."



His eyes had a gleam and glitter that no sane man would have
ignored. They spelled murder in capital letters, and Nick obeyed
and raised his hands as high as his shoulders.

"Now, back down those steps," commanded his assailant.
"Keep going till I tell you to stop. Back under the steps. Hands up,
mind you, or you’ll be found dead there in the morning."

The steps referred to were those of a handsome brownstone
residence occupied by a wealthy Wall Street banker and broker,
Mr. Gideon Buckley. They led up from the sidewalk to the
vestibule of the front door, while under them was a door leading
into the basement hall of the house. This was accessible by
descending two low steps and turning into the area under the main
rise of steps, the entrance to which area was protected with an iron-
grille door, then wide open.

Nick obeyed his assailant—he had no sane alternative.

He backed down the two low steps and into the gloomy area
under the main flight, and the holdup man quickly closed the grille
door and the spring lock clicked audibly, confining the detective
under the rise of front steps.

The holdup man laughed—but not for an instant did his deadly
weapon deviate from a direct line from the detective’s breast. He
still kept him constantly covered through the grille door, through
which he gazed at him with gleaming eyes, as one might have
viewed a lion in a steel cage.

The miscreant’s laugh was utterly void of anything like mirth.
It was as cold, exultant, and merciless as ever had fallen on the
detective’s ears. In a way, moreover, it struck him as being familiar,



but he did not recall when and where he had heard it. He was not,
however, left long in doubt of the outlaw’s identity.

For the rascal’s vicious laugh ended with a sharp, hissing
whisper.

"You keep your voice down, now, or there’ll be something
drop," he threatened. "Speak above a whisper and I’ll plug you on
the instant."

"I’ll take your word for it," Nick said quietly. "But you are not
going to get fat from this job. If you lift all I have in my jeans,
you’ll not carry away much."

"Oh, I’m not after your coin," the holdup man retorted, with
bitter asperity. "I’ve not run you in here to lift anything. I’ve got
you where I want you, at last, and you’re going to hear my little
verse. I’ll finish you later."

"Why finish me?" Nick coolly inquired. "What have I done
that you want to finish me?"

"You’ve done me, blast you," was the reply, with suppressed
ferocity. "You twice have crossed my path and turned me down.
You have sent me from bad to worse and made me what I am. I
know you, Carter, hang you, in spite of your disguise. I have been
watching for you, lying in wait for you, and I’ve got you where I
want you."

"Which seems to please you mightily," Nick said dryly, trying
vainly to recall the rascal’s identity. "When did I——”

"Oh, I’ll tell you when," interrupted the other, with unabated
bitterness. "You’ll know when, Carter, when you see my face. I’ll



reveal it to you. I want you to see it, that I may laugh at you, mock
you, and tell you face to face how deeply I hate you. Sooner or
later, too, I’ll hand you yours and send you to the devil.

"But not to-night—no, not to-night!" he went on, when Nick
viewed him in silence. "I want you to anticipate it, to live in fear of
it, to be racked mind and nerves until my bullet finds you. I’ll send
it into you sooner or later, Carter, as sure as my name is—Gaston
Goulard."

He removed his Vandyke beard while speaking, thrusting it
into his pocket, and Nick Carter was given an almost incredible
surprise.

"Gaston Goulard!" he exclaimed involuntarily. "The dead
alive!"

Nick recognized him now. There was no mistaking his hard-
featured, white face, its sinister scowl, its expressive cruelty. To
have seen a ghost, however, would not have been more amazing.

For Nick last had seen this man less than a month before, when
cornered with the notorious Badger gang of crooks in an old lime
loft leased by one of their number, to which the detective’s
assistants had traced Nick and the criminals—Nick last had seen
him plunge bodily through one of the windows and disappear into
the swirling waters of the East River.

Though a sharp watch had been kept by Patsy Garvan,
moreover, who also had seen the rascal sink from view, Goulard
did not reappear on the surface, and there had seemed to be no
reasonable doubt that the knave had drowned.



Naturally, therefore, Nick was more than surprised upon seeing
his sinister, malevolent face again; nor was it strange that,
supposing him dead, he had not penetrated his exceedingly clever
disguise, or recognized his evil voice.

It fell again upon the detective’s ears, echoing his last
impulsive remark.

"The dead alive—yes!" Goulard hissed triumphantly. "I fooled
you, balked you, eluded you, Carter, and I finally will send you to
the devil, where you supposed you had sent me. But the devil
serves his own at times, and that was one of them. He gave me a
new lease of life—that I might finally take yours. But not to-night,
Carter, not to-night!"

"That’s very considerate, Goulard, I’m sure," Nick coldly
retorted. "Watch out that I don’t put the boot on the other leg and
place you where you belong."

"Bah!" Goulard ejaculated, under his breath. "You have no
chance of that, not even a look in. You know not where to find me,
yet for the past month I have been under your very eyes. I can put
my finger on you, too, any hour of the day, Carter—and I shall
always have a bullet in reserve for you."

Nick Carter ignored the miscreant’s repeated threats, though he
knew him to be capable of executing even the worst of them.
Watching vainly, too, for a chance to turn the tables on the scamp,
for Goulard was not to be caught napping, Nick coldly inquired:

"How did you accomplish it, Goulard? How did you escape
from the East River?"



"I told you the devil serves his own at times," Goulard
proceeded to explain, though Nick had hardly expected him to do
so. "I rose to the surface, but not in view of your lynx eyes, Carter,
nor those of your assistants."

"I already know that," said Nick.

"The swirl of the stream sucked me down—down—down!"
Goulard went on fiercely. "I thought I would never rise. I thought
of you, too, and even with death staring me in the face I regretted
only that I had not lingered to kill you. I was carried down near the
river wall. I was beaten on rocks and battered against bowlders. It
was awful! I thought I would never rise—but I did! I came to the
surface under a boatman’s float thirty yards from the lime shed."

"Ah, I see," said Nick, unruffled by the other’s bitterness.
"That’s how the devil served you, is it? You remained under the
float till dark, I take it."

"Until after dark," corrected Goulard. "I clung to its timbers,
cursing you all the while, and I then contrived to climb the river
wall and steal away unseen. But you see me now, Carter, and soon
shall feel the sting of my revenge. I wanted you to know it—that I
am alive and out for vengeance. That alone impelled me to hold
you up to-night."

"Cease your threats," Nick commanded. "They have no weight
with me. Having held me up and locked me in this place, Goulard,
what do you intend doing?"

"I will leave you here," Goulard replied, with an uglier scowl
on his white face. "I’ll not take the risk of a shot at this time. It’s
too long a chance. I will leave you here with my threats ringing in



your ears. You shall have time to think of them, to anticipate the
end, to dread the day when I will make good. You shall live in a
house of fear from this hour, Carter, in constant fear."

"The future will determine that, Goulard, and whether you
were really lucky in not meeting your fate in the East River," Nick
coolly answered. "If you have no more to say and do, you cannot
depart too quickly. Get out, you rat, the sooner the better."

Goulard laughed again and pushed his revolver farther through
the grille door.

"I’d love to, Carter!" he cried, under his breath. "I’d love to
press the trigger and perforate your cursed skin with a bullet. But
the risk is too great. I might be heard, intercepted in my flight, and
perhaps railroaded to the chair. There will be a safer time and place.
I will wait for it, watch for it, and there then will be no hesitation. I
will kill you, Carter, for what you have done to me. As sure as God
hears me—I will kill you."

"God may intervene and——”

"Remember!"

The fierce, malevolent face, pressed for a last moment to the
grille door, vanished instantly, and the vengeful knave was gone.

Nick Carter heard his swiftly receding steps on the pavements.
It was the only sound that broke the night silence in that locality. It
died away so quickly, too, that it had seemed hardly perceptible.

Nick seized the grille door and tried to open it—tried vainly.

It withstood his utmost efforts.



CHAPTER II.
PARTNERS IN CRIME.

Nick Carter was not disturbed in the least degree by the threats
of Gaston Goulard. He had been threatened too frequently by
crooks to pay any attention to their sinister predictions.

They had no weight with the detective, therefore, those of this
whilom merchant who had wrecked the big department store in
which he had been a partner, and who then had gone deeper into
the criminal mire, mingling with crooks and gangsters, resulting in
a murder for which he now was wanted by the police, whom he
had eluded less than a month before in the manner described.

Aside from his surprise at beholding Goulard alive, the entire
incident would have had no great weight with Nick Carter, in fact,
except for one reason—the extraordinary episodes that
immediately followed.

These alone, with their far-reaching results and because they
exhibited from the first the remarkable discernment and versatility
of the celebrated detective, made this night a noteworthy one in the
record of his professional work.

Finding that immediate escape from under the stone steps was
impossible, and that he could not at once pursue Goulard, Nick
proceeded more deliberately to seek means to liberate himself. He
knew that he could not have been overheard by any person in the
house, having spoken only in whispers, while hardly a sound had
been made that would have been audible ten feet away.



"The rascal must have been watching me, as he said, and
contrived to intercept me in front of this house, probably having
learned that this grille door was open, also that it could be quickly
and securely locked. Securely locked, by Jove, is right!"

Nick had taken out his electric searchlight and was inspecting
the grille door. He found that it had a strong Yale lock, to pick
which was out of the question. It looked, in fact, as if it would be
utterly impossible to open the door without a key.

"By gracious, I don’t half like this," thought Nick, pausing to
consider the situation. "There is no getting out unaided by the way
I entered. I can bang on this other door, of course, and raise some
one in the house, who could come down and liberate me. That
would necessitate a truthful explanation, however, and the story
might leak out.

"It would be embarrassing, at least, to read in all of the
newspapers that the famous New York detective was caught and
cornered in such a hole as this by a midnight marauder. The
sensational journals would feature it with red letters, for fair, and
make the most of it. I don’t think I could stand for that.

"Instead of raising any one, therefore, I’ll try to quietly open
this other door, which evidently leads into a basement hall. If I can
enter unheard, I then can steal up to the main hall and out through
the front door. None will then be the wiser, as far as I am
concerned, and Goulard will not be fool enough to expose me. He
will foresee, of course, that I shall keep my mouth closed. Let the
crafty rascal alone to feel sure of that."

Having decided that to be the easiest way out of his dilemma,
Nick turned his attention to the door leading to the basement hall.



He found it had only an ordinary lock, and that the key had been
removed.

"Well, well, this will be soft walking," he said to himself. "I
can open it with a picklock in two shakes of a lamb’s tail. In a
minute more, that done, I can slip out of the house unheard."

Fishing out a ring of keys on which he had the practical little
implement mentioned, Nick quietly inserted it into the lock, and a
moment later he noiselessly shot the bolt and opened the door.

Then began the series of sensational episodes that made his
work of that night so noteworthy.

Nick stepped into the basement hall, then quietly closed the
door, locking it with a key found hanging on a nail near the casing,
and which he discovered by means of his searchlight.

He then paused and listened vainly for any sound from the
floors above. Obviously, no one in the house had yet been
disturbed.

"The way is open, all right, so here goes," he said to himself,
after a moment.

A flash from his searchlight revealed the stairway leading to
the main hall.

Nick tiptoed toward it and began the ascent.

The top of the stairway ended near the middle of the main hall,
and under the rise of stairs leading up to the next floor.



Nick arrived at the top stair, holding his breath, treading as if
on eggs, and feeling his way by means of the wall on one side and
the baluster rail on the other.

Despite his exceeding care, however, the top stair creaked
slightly under his weight.

The noise, though hardly perceptible under ordinary conditions,
fell audibly on the surrounding stillness.

It was instantly followed by another, hardly more perceptible,
but sufficient to make the detective doubly alert.

The sound came from a room across the hall, the door of which
was open.

Nick waited, lest the stair might creak again if he stirred.
Bending nearer the baluster rail, nevertheless, he could see through
the open door of the opposite room.

It was the library of the handsomely furnished house.

With the exception of one part of the room, all was invisible,
shrouded in inky darkness.

The exception was a circle of light shed upon an open desk—
faintly revealing a figure crouching in front of it.

It appeared to be that of a man engaged in robbing the desk, or
quietly forcing the interior drawers in search of something.

Nick waited and watched.

"By Jove, here’s a curious coincidence," he said to himself.
"Have I stolen in here just in time to catch a crook? Apparently,



however, I’m in his class. He may, on the other hand, be some one
who lives in the house and who has some motive for stealthily
searching that desk. No, by gracious, that’s not probable. He
certainly is a crook."

The figure crouching at the desk had turned slightly and gazed
toward the hall, as if under the impulse of sudden uneasiness, or
that subtle sense which at times impresses one of the presence of
another.

Nick then saw that the lower part of the man’s face was
covered with a black cloth—convincing him that he was a thief
from outside, rather than a resident of the house.

He turned, after listening for a moment, and resumed his
knavish work.

Nick Carter’s first impulse was to arrest the thief then and
there—but he did not do so.

Another and better move, in view of the greater possibilities it
presented, quickly occurred to him.

"By Jove, this may be the opportunity of a lifetime," he said to
himself. "It’s odds that the rascal is not alone, that he has one
confederate, at least, who may be watching outside, probably in the
rear of the house. I can fool this scamp and gather in both of them,
I think, or even round up a bigger gang with which they may be
identified. That surely would discount taking in only this fellow.
I’m blessed if I don’t try it."

Nick had recalled his sinister make-up, also that he had several
changes of disguise in his pocket. He deftly adjusted one over his
already hangdog type of countenance, then glided quickly under



the rise of stairs mentioned, crouching low against the baseboard in
one corner.

The top of the basement stairs creaked again when he left them,
precisely as he had anticipated.

The effect, moreover, was exactly what he was expecting.

The figure at the library desk started up as if electrified by the
faint sound.

The circle of light from the flash lamp vanished instantly,
leaving the room and hall in impenetrable gloom.

"He heard it," thought Nick, holding his breath. "He’s waiting
and listening. He fears that some one is here, but he is not sure."

The waiting detective was right. He presently could hear the
stealthy, catlike tread of the crook approaching the near door. It
ceased after a moment, and Nick knew that the rascal then had
reached the threshold and again was listening intently.

Nearly a minute passed, one minute of absolute silence and
inky darkness.

Then a swift beam of light shot through the hall—but not under
the stairs.

It was gone as quickly as it came, only to be repeated a
moment later, leaping swiftly the entire length of the broad hall.

The crook saw no one, and he then stepped noiselessly toward
the main stairway, where he paused once more to listen.



It was the move the detective had expected, and for which he
was waiting. Rising noiselessly, Nick quickly glided nearer, then
suddenly clasped the motionless black figure in his arms.

A thrill of amazement went through him from head to foot.

The form he had clasped, confining both arms and preventing
the use of a weapon—was that of a woman.

Amazement, however, did not cause Nick Carter to lose his
head. He held fast to the supple, writhing figure of the unknown
female, who wriggled vainly to free herself and reach for her
revolver, while the detective quickly whispered, in tones well
calculated to dispel her fears:

"Whist! Keep quiet! I wa’n’t wise to your being a skirt. What’s
your game here?"

Nick’s quietude also was assuring. The woman ceased
struggling, but turned sufficiently to gaze at his face, as well as it
could be seen in the faint light that came through the pebbled-glass
panes of the front door.

Nick now could see the sharp glint of her eyes and the outline
of her brow and cheeks above the bandage of black cloth that
covered her mouth and chin.

"What’s your own game?" she questioned quickly, under her
breath. "What sent you here?"

"I’m on the lift and——”

"You’re not a dick?"
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