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SPECIAL  ANNOUNCEMENT!

MY GREATEST CASES
BY WILLIAM J]. BURNS

A*‘SCOOP” for TRUE DETECTIVE MYSTERIES! THE RIDDLE of the ““6TH SEAL” CULT

The former Chiei of the Bureau of Investigation, United A strange and bizarre cult, headed by May Otis Black-
States Department of Justice, founder of the William burn, a master-swindler who mesmerized the suckers with
Burns International Detective Agency—and one of _the fantastic preachments and the practise of gruesome rites
greatest detectives of modern times—has written exclusively and weird ceremonials! That was the “Great 6th Secal”
for TrRUE DETECTIVE MYSTERIES the inside on the most racket—one of the most daring bunco schemes in the
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famous criminal mysteries with which he has been identi-
fied during forty astonishing years!

This month stalking a mysterious murderer—next month on
the trail of a gigantic counterfeiting ring—now solving a
deadly bombing—then matching wits with a master forger—
Burns' career as a detective stands alone.

In this remarkable series. the American public will be
taken behind the scenes while Burns, for the first time,
trains the spotlight on the innermost, hitherto wunpublished
facts of the most amazing mysteries that this country has
ever known!

The first of these sensational cases—a front-page crime
which threatened to pass into the limbo of unsolved rid-
dles—reveals the brand oi detective work which has made
Burns’ name one with which to conjure!

UNPUBLISHED SECRETS of the SNYDER-GRAY

MURDER

A crimson atrocity, smacking of the deeds of the Borgias!
Such was the murder of Albert Snyder, prominent maga-
zine art editor, by his wife, Ruth, and her lover, Judd Gray,
in Queens Village, New York, in 1927. ; i
The real facts—the facts the mnewspapers didn’t prini—
coming from James J. Conroy, Assistant District At-
torney of Queens County, will astonish you!

history of the Pacific Coast.

Detective William M. Reed, of the Los Angeles Police
Department, has prepared the /lowdown on this amazing
case 'expressly for this magazine. It's a new type of crime
story!

KENTUCKY’S GREAT ‘“‘RESURRECTION”
MYSTERY

On the afternoon of August 18th, 1925, 16-year-old Mary
Vickery, one of the prettiest girls in Harlan County,
Kentucky, vanished. Several days later, a mutilated body
was found in a desolate mountain tomb. The corpse was
immediately identified as that of the missing girl—and even-
tually a man was sent up for life for murder.

Then, a year after her disappearance, Mary Vickery
reappeared in the flesh and blood—well and happy. . . .

THE CLUE of the SUN-GLASSES

For brilliant detective work, the mystery surrounding the
ml'zrdery of beautiful Stella Kale is in a class by itself,
Miss Kale’s body was found at Salisbury Beach, Massa-
chusetts, on June 6th, 1927. Near the corpse was a pair
of sun-glasses. This was the only clue—but it sent the
killer to the chair!

MARY ROBERTS RINEHART, one of the foremost of living authors, has written a fascinating article on detective stories

which appears in this issue.

1

: In addition, the November
eading newspapermen and detectives.

issue will include other outstanding crime cases, written by America’s
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Dashing Bill Bohannon—prominent lawyer and “lady
killer”—whose murder brought to light a seething vortex
of intrigue and scandal

Lo 2 i et

He went through numerous volumes; and he was
busily engaged in turning the pages of an unauthorized
edition when he was interrupted by the

“Bll,L" BOHANNON'S study of women began early.

ruth about Evansville’s

Who murdered this ladies’
lonely road—and who was the
witnessed

The sleuths were

By HARRY R. ANDERSON

former Chief of Police
Evansville, Ind.

“Bohannon’s shot!”

. From that moment on, for forty-eight hours, there came
tense activity that finds its echo even now in everyday
conversation.

“Bohannon’s shot!”

Albert Felker, police reporter for the Evansville Courier,
who was to play an important part in the case later, flashed
the news to his city editor. His words exploded into the
mouthpiece.

That was all Felker knew then and that was all, with the
exception of unimportant details, that the newspaper knew
when its final edition reached the streets five hours later.
The Courier, in announcing the shooting of Bohannon, told
of his wounds, his predelirium statements, his physical
condition. But it could not tell where the shooting occurred,
nor why.

Nor could it tell that three other lives that night had
been swept into a swirling vortex of tragedy.

William O. Bohannon, the central figure in this drama of

stabbing flames of a revolver in the dark.

Even in his college days, when he was preparing
for a successful career in law, Bill Bohannon
had acquired a reputation of “having a way with
women.” To this very day, near the campus of
Indiana University at Bloomington, there is a
trysting place that is known as ‘“‘Bohannon’s
Hollow.” There he had a love nest where he
wooed ardently on spring nights when the full
flush of youth was upon him.

UT of school, Bill Bohannon married. But
he could not be a one-woman man.

So when he came home one cool September
night with two mysterious bullets in his body,
the city was stirred by the buzz and hum of voices
whispering, “Who is she?"”

As Chief of Police of Evansville it was my
business to find out the answer.

It was the night of September 14th, 1928.
There was a lull at headquarters. Nothing was
happening. Probably nothing would happen.
But, police know, these quiet moments of crib-
bage games or checkers shift suddenly into gun
play and startling death the next. Hours of calm
change in a twinkling into swiftly lived minutes
of violence or tortuous days of turbulence and
unrest.

It might be such a night.
Suddenly, at 9 o'clock, words that were to
stun a city crackled from the telephone.
52

This is the cornfield through which Bohannon and the mystery girl

the former. A short time later, Bohannon drew up



Infamous “Bohannon Crime

man as he kept a tryst along a
blond mystery girl that
the atrocity ?

puzzled, until—

As told to WARNER . SCHOYEN
City Editor of
The Evansville COURIER

passion and sudden death, was a successful Evansville lawyer.
Well educated, well groomed, courteous, suave, he was a
polished man of the world. His practise was good and
growing.

He dealt in divorces mostly. Women. Bill Bohannon
liked women. And—women liked Bill Bohannon.

And why not? Broad-shouldered, handsome, virile, he
was at the same time mild-mannered, and had learned
many soothing words and phrases in his years of dealing
with women who- poured out their marital sorrows to him
in the privacy of his office. And he had that appeal of near
swagger, born of confidence.

Too, he was always the gallant. Had not gallantry and
chivalry meant so much to Bohannon, he might still be
carrying on his intrigues today.

September 14th, 1928, was a Friday. Friday nights were
Bohannon’s “club” nights. His club, his wife understood,
was political in nature and was secret unto holiness. Only
those within its select inner circle were permitted to attend.

Pretty Norma Feuger, Bohannon’s stenographer, who com-
mitted suicide shortly after her employer’s mysterious death
WHY?

He could not*even breathe the names of its members to his
wife.

At a quarter of 9 o'clock that night Mrs. Bohannon was
seated in the living room of her comfortable

M J
drove on the mignt ot September 14th, 1928, after the fatal attack on

in front of his home—alone and dying

home at 1201 Blackford Avenue enjoying a quiet
chat with a friend, little knowing that tragedy
at that moment was stalking at her door step.

UDDENLY she thought she heard her name

called. The voice, it seemed, came from
afar. Surely she was mistaken. Names come
that way, hauntingly, in calm, peaceful hours.

But again—‘Lillian!” There was no mis-
take this time. She opened the door and peered
out.

At the curb stood her husband's automobile,
lights burning and motor idling. She thought
she saw him slumped in the seat behind the
wheel.

Then she heard her name called again, not
more than a hoarse whisper this time. There
was calmness in the tone. The gallant William
Bohannon would not alarm his wife.

With a shriek, she ran to the automobile.

“Honey, I've been shot,”” he whispered. *Two
hold-up men—"" and his voice trailed away into
incoherent mumbling. There was only to be
the words, ‘““Honey, forgive me, you have been
so kind,” uttered in a lucid moment in the
hospital, and then—silence.

Friends of Mrs. Bohannon came at her call
and the attorney was taken to the Deaconess
Hospital where I sent detectives to await any
word that might issue from the operating room.
Reporters also stood in restive inactivity in the
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Above) Frank Paisley, who played a prominent

part in the solution of the sinister riddle. (Right)
Diagram of the crime locale

silent lobby patiently waiting for a “break.”

All they learned was that Bohannon had been
shot twice, and probably fatally. One of the
bullets had entered thé abdomen and had emerged
at the back. The other had penetrated the chest.
Either was a mortal wound.

[ went into consultation early. With Prose-
cuting Attorney E£. Menzies Lindsey and Edward
Sutheimer, then Chief of Detectives, we groped
blindly for a lead.

Mrs. Bohannon, questioned, knew nothing.
All we were sure of, with what meager facts we
had been able to glean, was that it was to be a
sensational case.

TH E

shooting of a prominent, respected at-
torney, no matter what the circumstances,
promises sensations. Especially so if that at-
torney is not unattractive to women, nor blind
to their charms.
Through the remainder of the night the real

E YO
story behind the shooting was purely conjectural. CITY
Where had the shooting occurred? Surely not far
from his home. For how could any man, we 4 Mi

reasoned, drive his automobile any distance,
being so badly wounded?

We were not satisfied that in his meager ex-
planation to his wife he had told everything.
Or even the truth. Someone had cause to shoot
him. But who? And why?

With the coming day, as the attorney, unconscious, fought
with his powerful physique a losing fight with death at the
hospital, I set the entire police department to work in solving
this puzzle.

His automobile, examined as soon as we got the report,
revealed no clue. There was nothing to work on.

Yes, there was. Bohannon had come home with his vest
buttoned and his coat on. Two bullets had pierced his
shirt. Yet neither his coat nor vest showed anv bullet
holes.

i{e had been shot while his coat and vest were removed!
Was it not 2 natural conclusion that he had been surprised
with a woman?

{Had Bohannon become too iriendly with another man's

Trur Detective Mysteries

wife? Had some sweetheart of another listened too at-
tentively to his pleadings, and then told? Had some hired
assassin ‘“‘taken him for a ride?”’

Coroner Max Lowe, an able investigator, interested in the
case, was the first to issue a postulate.

“Bohannon was out with a woman whom he wants to
protect,”” Lowe said. ‘“They were parked along some
lonely road near the city and were surprised by hold-up men.
Bohannon resisted because he did not want the identity
of the woman learned. He was shot. ”

It was reasoned that the shooting occurred near the city,

- because of Bohannon's physical condition. It could not have
been within the city limits or someone would have heard the
shots. No reports of shooting had been received at Police
Headquarters.

He arrived home alone after driving—how far?
his strength be measured in miles? Not many.

We were at a loss where to attack. But we were reasonably
sure that at the bottom of it all could be found a woman.
“Find that woman,"” [ ordered. It was a harsh assignment.

Could.
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[t had long been whispered about. and now spoken openly,
that this attorney had not been a model of constancy. Surely
someone must know the woman—or some woman. If
anyone did, he did not come forward that night, openly.

We questioned several women who, we thought, might be
woven into the plot One of these left on a train for Chicago
an hour after being quizzed. All gave satisfactory accounts
of themselves for the night.

\s the morning wore on it became increasingly evident
that Bohannon was not to reveal more than he already had
vhen he said “‘I've been shot by two hold-up men.” His~’
strength was leaving him rapidly. [t was known that he
could not survive. [t was a matter of hours only, his phy-
sclans said.

\t 9 o'clock that morning we got our first clue.





















