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I I and how ambitious men are qualifying 

by the La Salle Problem Method 

• 

I 
• 

artes 

ET this straight. 
y ''accountancy" we do not tnean "bookkeep

ing." For accountancy begins where bookkeeping 
· . leaves off. 

Th� skilled accountant takes the figures handed 
" him by the bookkeeper, and analyzes and interprets 
them. .. . 

He knows how much the costs in the various 
. . departments should amount to, how they may 
·· · . be lowered. 

·He knows what profits should be expected f<£om 

·.. . 
· a g_�ven enterprise, how they may be increased. 

· ·_, ·._ . He knows, in a given business, what per cent of 
·one's working capital can safely be tied up in mer

. c�andise on hand, what per cent is safe and ade
_.,_, . ·quate for sales promotion. And these, by the \vay, 

are but two of scores of percentage-figures where

:·_: with he points the way to successful operation. 
· He knows the intricacies of govern-. . . . 

· .  · ·  ment taxatton. 
. �. He knows how to survey the trans- Business 

·· , 
.. ·actions of a business over a given Control 

. . ·-·. 

. period; how to sho\V in cold, hard 
.. · · £gures the progress it has made and 
-- : where it is going. He knows how to 

. · use these findings as a basis for con
structive policies. 

·In short, the trained accountant. is 
the controlling engineer of business·
on·e· man business cannot do vvithout . 

Small wonder that he commands a . . .. salary_ t'\vo to ten times as great as 
-'... t h a t o f  t h e b o o k-

LaS at!� accountancy students.* For exarnple one 
man was a plumber, 32 years old, with oqly an 
eleventh grade education .. He became auditor for 
a large bank \Vith an income 325 per cent lar:ger� 

Another was a drug clerk at $30 a \veek. Now 
he ·heads his own very successful accounting firm 
with an income several times as large. 

A \voman bookkeeper buried in details of a 
small job is now auditor of an apartment hotel, 
and her salary mounted in proportion to her work. · 

A credit manager ·earning $200 a month
moved up quickly to $3000, to $5000, and then to 
a highly profitable accounting business of his own 
which netted around $10,000 a"year� 

And What It Means to You 
\Vhy let the other fellow walk away with the 
better job, when right in your ovvn home you may 
equip yourself for a splendid future in this profit-

able profession? · 
Are you really deter1nined to get 

Through ahead ? If so, vou can start at once 
Acc;ountancy to acquire by the I.,aSalle Problem 

Method a thorough understanding 
of Higher Accountancy, master rts 
fundatnental principles, become ex

pert in the practical application of 
those principles this \\�ithout los.ing 
an hour from 'vork or a dollar of pay. 

.Preliminary kno,vledge of book
keeping is unnecessary. )' o.u will be 
given whatever training, instruction 
or review on the subject of bookkeep-• 

tng you may personal-
. . · · · k¢.eper. Indeed, as an 
. . . .-.inJl�endent operator 

· ·'·(head of his o'vn ac
CQUnting firm) he tnay 
earn as tnuch as the 

. LaSalle Extension University 
ly need -and \vithout 
any extra expentie to 
you. 

.. 
·. president. of the big 

and influential bank . . 
· · in his community, or 

· · . �he. operating man• 

; :- ager of a· . 'great rail-
' .. · -· road. 

. 
·. ·. · 

-
-_.. Some Examples 

. . - Small wonder that ac-. 
. . . 

� · · t:ountancy offers the 
trained man such fine • • • 

. · eppo rtu ntttes op-
.. . port unities well ill us

. · . · -.�r�ted �y th� success 
· · · · of t ho us a n d s o f . 

�- '":-· . . . . . . . . :. . -. . . .. 

.· 
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v • 

A Correspondence Institution 
DEPT.10329�HR CHICAGO 
Opportunltie$ Jn Aecountancy-Cbeck below and wewllt 
send :rou _it. copy !>1 "'Accountancy, the .Profe3Sion that 
Pays:· without obligation. 

-- ·-

0 Higher Accountancv: 
Other LaSalle Opportunities: If more interested in one of the other fields of business indiCated below, check here: 

0 Business Management OCommerclal Law 
D Modern Salesmanship 0 Modern ForernanshJp 
0 Trame Management 0 Expert Bookkeeping -
0 l.aw: Degree of LL. B. 0 C. P. A. Coaching 
0 Industrial Management 0 Business English 
0 Business Correspondence 0 Stenotypy 
0 Credit and CoUectton 0 Effective Speaking 

'Correspondence D Railway AccountlDQ 

Name----------··--·-�------�-�------��-·----�--
Present Position ____ ...... __ ---- _____ .. _____ .. _________ .._ . ..  

Address--�--- - --�------·---- - - ------ -----------·· 

•N ames av�ble on reQueat • 

.. 

• 

. . . . . 

. . 

If you are dissa tis
fied with your present 
equipment--if you 
recognize the oppor-
tunities that Jie ahead 
of you through home
study training you 
will do well to send at 
once for full particu
lars. The coupon will 
b r i n g  t h em to you 
\vithou t any obliga
tion, also details of ·.,. · 
La Salle's convenient :

. 
·. · 

payment plan. · . 
C.he

.
ck, s i�n a nd · · 

tna1l t h e  coupo·n .. 
NOW. . ·. . . · ·: .· ·: 

. .. 

. . . . . 

- • ! 
. . 

. . . 



' . . .. 
. . .. ' 

. . : . .  

·, 
. . .  . . 

. .. 

' ·  . .  . .  . .. . ··.�· ' . · . ... . . . ;�', : >' . . . · .. · .• . . 

. . 

·:::: ... :· ,. . . .. ·. �·: . , . .  

-:: . . . ·. ::· ·,:: .
. · . 

·' 

. • ¥ ... , . 

. . . . 

. .  ... 

..... 
·, 

.•. 

' . .. . · ·. ' ·. 
.:.· . 

. . 

. .  

. . . •"' ..... ..... . ·. . . . , . .  ; .... ,, . .. ···•:. . ... 

.. ' 

·. . : . ,. 

. . . 

. .  . .. 
. . . . . .  '. ' . . .  

,. .... . .. 

.. "' . ' 

····-· 

. . . . .. 

. .. ' ' .. ' 

··: . : . .  , . ·- 'v · ' · .,;"'"-o\, . � .... ' • ... . , .. .•: . .. ··�"··:�, .. , .... ... . .· 

·. ·. 
, . 

. . . 

• ••· ''""'••• · . ''·· ··-�-- . . . . · ·.�. . �::···.-:..._ ..........  : . .... ·. . . . : . 

· . . 

' . �. 

. ... . ·· ·.:.. . . 

. :. 

;�.. . · . 

. . 
•.. � ...... . 

) ·:: . . . 

. .  

, . . 

' . . . 
. . .  . . . 

. . .. 

.. 
. .  

. . 
. .. .. . . . .( .

. 
.. . 

. . . . . . .. 

. . � .. 
. . ...  ' . . 

· · ·Vol. 2, No. 1 
' 

FALL, 1940 Price lOe·; 
. · · · .:. 

• • • • • • • { ,, . . . . . . • • • •  •'· v ...... . .  ,, • ·' ••• ,· •• •• • , , • • • • • ' ' • •  ' • , , , ., 
. ,, , • • •  • • •  · . . .  • .. r. • 

. 
. .  : : .. 

.. · ··.FEATURING. THE MAGICIAN-DETECTIVE·;; 

• 
. . 

. . •. 
. . . .  

. . . 

.. . . 

. ;: . . .. . 

. :. :·: . . . · . · . 

IN 

.... · 

A Conzplete Book-Length Mystery NotJel .... . . 0� 

. ···• . ... ,. 
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The Ghost, Master of Magic, Plays Danger's Game when a · · · 

Dead Man,s Hate Wreaks Havoc on the Living! Murder . . -·• 
. . .. 

. .  · . . . . . .  
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Calls the Super-Detective to Action when Keys of Doom · :·· 

. .  ·.' . .· · , .. :�:.: .
....... :· ' .. . i 

Unlock tl1e Doors of Crlme. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • • . . • •  /� �.- 1_4·;.: 

O·THER GRIPPING STORIES 

. ·: ·. ·: ·.�·: ... ·. ·. •: .. .  . . :�:}�; 
. . . . . : . . .· . . · ·  . .  

. .  
. ...  . .  

·. · ·· . FLITTERMOUSE ........................... ArthurJ. Burks' .!),Jf'0J 
...  Detective jed Marcus Fi�hts A�ainst the World's Fastest Killer : ·: �-

There Are More l¥ays than Murder to Kill a Man! 

. \ 

. . .  . . . 

.. . . .. •: . . 
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THE GHOST FIGHTS ON! . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Biographical Sketch 
. 

lll.? 
CALLING THE GHOST . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  A Department :r:[�<> 
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6tf0� COMl'I.ETING YOUR 
t WAS WORKING IN A 

GARAGE VIHEN t ENROLLED 
WITH N. R.J. J AM NOW 

�ADIO SERV:C.E ,MNAGER 

CliPPiNG VOUR 
COlfPON GOT ME 
srARTEP IN RADJO. � 

' � � odiC ., 

COURSE I OBTAINED 
MY RA'DJO BROADCAST 
OPERATOR'S ilCt;NSt 
ANO IMMEDIATELY JOINED 
STATlON WMPC WHE.T<t: I · 

'FO� M------ · 

FURN JTURE CO .. 

fOR THEIR 
4 SiORES. 

t AM NOW lt��C-HAR"� 
0� 'T11; "RAt>IO "'E
�A.TrrM�NT ro� THE 
A�ERtCAN AIRLINE� �M NOW C-HIEf O'PERATOR. JAA1£S E. l?YAN 

146 SECOND Sr. 
AT CLEVELAND. 

-HOLJ./S F. HAYES' 
327 MADISON S'J':/ ,LAP££R, MICH. 

I OWE MY JOB 10 THE N.R.l. 
c·ouR�'· I AM FORf.MAN 
- IN A RADJO FACTORY, 

MAKE MOR� MONEY, 
AND HAVE TWO 
N. R. J. A'\ EN 

� � HEl.PJNG ME. 
� .. 

• 

OT'fl) CI./FFORD 
�13. W. S£MtNMY sr. 

CHARJ..OTTE; MICH. 

• 
I 

If y-'ou can't see a future in your 
present job, feel you'll never make 
mueh more 1noney, if you're in a 
seasonal field, su�eet to lay offs, 
I':r'S- TIME NO to inv�stigate 
Radio. Trained Radio Technicians 
mak-e good money, and you don't 
have to give up your present job or 
leave· ho1ne to learn Radio. I train 

·�ou _at home nights in your spare 
·time. 

· Why Many R(ldio · Teehnieians 
-�ake $30. $40. $50 0 vv�ek 

Radio broadcasting stations em· 
ploy engineers. operators, tcchni
chilis. Radio manufacturers employ 
testers; inspectors, foremen, ser
vicemen in good-pay jobs. Radio 
jobbers, dealers, employ installa
tion-. and servicemen. Many Radio Technicians open their own Radio 

·sales and repair businesses and 
make $30, $40, �50 a ·w·eek. OthPrs 
ho1d their regular jobs nnd nluh:e 
$5 to -$10 a \Veek fixing Radios in spare time. Automobile, Police, 
Aviation, Commercial Radio ; Loud
speaker Systems, Electronic De
vices are other fields offering 
opp-ortunities for which N. R. I. 
give� the_ req_

uired knowledge of 
Radio. TeleviF:Ion. pron1ises to open 
many good jobs_ soon. 

Mony M�ke $5 to $10 a \Vee-� Extra 
fn SpQre Time \1\'lei!e l.earn;ng 

The day you enroll. I stnrt send
ing 30u Extra MonBy Job Sheets 

• • 

• 

FAJ.I. RIY£R, MASS: � 

MY LOUOSl'£AKfR SY�EM 

t>AY<; ME ABOlff $35 A WE EtC. 

'BESIDES MY AADIO WORK. ff= 
rf HAD NOI BEEN Fo-� 
YOUR COUR�e l WOULO 

STILL. BE MAKf NG-
OOMMON WAG�'S. � ,..� 
M!J.TON /. 1..£/BY, .JR., 

rOPToN, PA 

which start showing you how to 
do Radio repair jobs. Throughout 
your Course I send plans and di
rections which have helped 1nany 
make $5 to $10 a week in spare 
tin1e while learning. I send special 
Radio equipment to conduct experi
ments and build circuits. This 
50-50 method of training mak€'S 
learning at home interesting, fasci
nntiug, pract ical. I ALSO GIVE 
YOU A MODERN�PUOFJ.lRSIO�AL 
ALL- '\"\T A YR, ALL- Pt'RPO�F� SE'r 
Sli�R-VICING INSTRl:TMFJNT to help 
you nwke money tlxing Rrtdios 
while lP:u·ning and equip you for 
:tull tilne w·ork after you graduate. 

Find Out What Radio, Television 
Offers You 

Act Today! l\fail the coupon for 
my 64-page book, "Rich Rewards 

WALTER IS. MVIlRAY 
AMERICA/I ,41/lJ.!Nf-S, MVNtCIPAl. 
Al/lPOill; &t.EVEI.Ait'O, 01(10. 

f EAR to& •to 1'0 ·f2S 
A WEEK. IN SPARE 

"TiME AND ALWAYS 
�AV.£ PLENTY 1'0 

t)O. ONL'( 1'RAIN€0 
MEN W 'FIX RADIO 
SE'T, NOWATJAVS. l 

owe M'f succsss 
'1"0 N.R..l. 

WILliAM F. RUPP, 
61/GREEN Sr. 

B�IDG£POTrT. PA • 

I HAVE BEEN IN BUSINES� 
'fOR MYSELF �R TWO 

YEARS, MAKING BETWEEN 
�200 AND $300 A 

MONTH. BUSINESS" 
HAS STEAOILY 

lNCREAS.EO • 

ARI.IE cJ. FROGHN.ER 
.$00 W. TEXAS AVE. IV' 

600SE CR£.E� TEX.; 'W 

in Radio." It points out Radio's 
spare time and full tilne opportu
nitit>s nnd those coming in Televi
sion; tr1ls ahout 111:\. course in 
Radio :1nrl 'l'e·levi�ion; show� B1ore 
than 100 1Ptter� from nwn I hnve 
trnined, telling- whnt· they are doing 
an d earning. Read lll y 1noney ba<'k 
agreement. �fAIL COUPON in an 
envelop<) or paste on a penny post
card-�OW! 

J. E. SMITH, President 
Dept. OK09, National Radio Institute 

Washington. D. C. 

J. E. SMITH. President, Dttpt. OK09 1 
National Radio Institute, VVashlnqton, D. C. I 

Mail me FREE, without obligation, your 64-page 1 
book, "Rich Re\Yards in Radio.'' (No salesman 1 
will call. 1Vrite plainly.) 1 
N a n1 e • . . . . 4 • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • .. • • • Age.. . • • • • . • 
.... �d dr<?SS . . • • • • •  , • • • • • • • • • • • •  _. .. ._ . . . . . . . . .. . . . · . . .. . . ._ .. . 

• 
I • 
I 

City . . . . . • . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . State . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . ...�: 
- ee e e e ···--N·-········-----------�-.a 
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re YouBya an 
uilt a ationwide Busi-

ness · fter -the e of 55 
• 

• 

Starting frotll scratch, but with a business device that thous• 
ands ol companies have since installed, the writer of this 

advertisement has proved that the seasoned, mature man 

has nothing to fear from life if he works in the right field. 
So many of our most successful men are well beyond forty. 

that we are addressing this advertisement to more such me� 

feeling that chey will be a definitely greater asset to us. 

. 
Not A "Get·Rich·Quick*' Scheme 

. 

Please understand. TI1e only way you can make 
money with this proposition is by showing 
results. But take a look at the following: A. 0. 
Davis of New York who made $110.77 clear in 
one day (SEVEN were REPEAT orders); E. L 
T•ylor. Vuginia. $58.35 in a single day ; L. F. 
Suong, Kansas, $163.38 profit in two days. If a 
few others interest you, read about these: C. W. 
FenciJ, who passed 1,000 sale mark, each paying 
from $5 to $<50 net profit per sale ; I. J. Keuperl Delaware, ov�r $1,000 clear his first month. ane1 
10 fonb� more than we un m�tion here. 

. Not ., A Morning Glory'• 

As a sound business man, you ask, ••1s this a flash 
in the pan that will be here today, gone: tomor• 
row?'· The answer is that we have now been a 
national factor for ever tea years, yet have 
l>arely scratched the: surface because: you can·c 
get around to see hundreds of thousands of pros
pects even in ten years. We have men who have 
been with us for years, still with us today, busy. 
making real money, plenty of it, and happy 
to be with us. 

A Proved� Valuable 
Business Device 

Fint, and briefly (not much space left nowr 
We sell an invention that does lor anywhere 
from less than 2% to 10% of the former cost a 
job that must be done in probably 99% of the 
offices in the country. You walk into an office 
and put do�n before your prospect a letter from 
a sales organization showing that they did work 
in their Q:wn office for $11 which formerly could 
have cost them over $200. A building supply 
corp<?ration pays our man $70, whereas the liill 
couJd hate been for- $lt6001 An automobile 

' \ 

• 

• 

deaJer p.ays our representative $15, wher�as the 
· 

expense could have been over $1,000. A depart• 
ment store has expense of $88.60, possible cost 
if done outside the business being well over 
$2,000. And so on. It bas been put into usc by 
schools, hosfitals, newspapers, etc., as well as 
thousands o large and small businesses in 13� 
lines. Practically every line is represented by 
diese field reports we furnish you, which hardly 
any business mm can fail co understand. And 
you make a minimum of 67 cents on every dol· 
b.r's business- on repeat orders as wdl as first 
orders- and as high �s $1,167 oo each $1,500 
business done. 

This Businus Hu 
Nothing t" Do With 

House to House Canvassing· 

Nor do you h-ave to know anything about high• 
pressure selling. ··Selling·· is unnecessary in the 
ordinary sense of the word. Instead of hammer• 
ing away at the customer and trying to "force·• 
a sale, you make "'·dignified, business-like call. 
leave the installation- whatever size the cus
tomer says he will accept - at our risk, let the 
customer sell himself after the device is in and 
working. This does a way with the need for
pressure on the customer - it eliminates the 
handicap of trying to get the money before the: 
customer has really coo vinced himself 100%. 
You simpl� tell what you �er, s�owing proof 
of success tn that customer s particular Hne of 
business. Then leave the invention without a. 
dollar down. It staru w�rking at once. In a few 
short days. the ipstallation should actually pro· 
duce enough cash money to pay for the deal, 
wicll·profits above the investment coming ir1 at 
the same time. You then call back�; collect your 
money., Nothing . .is. so convincing as our offer 
to let results speak for tbclil�lvt$ without risk 
co the cuuomcrl 

• 

• ' 

• 

No Money Need Be Risked 

tn trying this business out. You can meacur& 
the possibilities and not be out a dollar. tl 
fl<rn are lookin.g for a busine� that t$ noC (If)� 
crowded - a business that is just coming intC) 
its own - on tl1e. upgrade. instead of the down• · 

grade- a. business that otTers the ,buyer reUet 
from a burdenwme. but unavoidable expen...;;& 
- a business taat bas a. prospect pra.cticatly 
in every office. store. or factory into whiCh. you can set foot - regardless of size - tlcot ia a net::essity but does not have any price cutting 
to contend with a.s other necessities do- thio� 
because you control tha.sales in exclusive terri· tory is your own business - thot flall& more on 
some indi�idaal &r.d�a than. many me'a make in ll 1Dtel and �metim.u m a montk•t lim•- it such 
a business looks as if it is worth investigating. 
od in touch with. 2L-' at once for the .rights 1n your t€rritory- dou't delav- ooca.use the chances 
are that if you do wait. someone else will have 
written to us in the meantime - a.nd it' it turns 
out that you were the better man- we!d both 
be sorry. So for -convenience. tl!e tAe tcu� · below- but send it right away- or w.iro it you wish. Bu� do it now. A.ddrua 

F. E. ARMSTRONG, President 
Dept. i041·X�Moblle. Ala. 

------�-� �-----�� � I R us I! FOR L�CUJSiVE ' I 11 TERRITORW PROPOS1TtON I 
I F. E. ARMSTRONG. r,..es.. . I 
1 Dept.4041-K. Mobile, Ala. J 
I Witho�t obligatton to me! �end me fuU in· 1 formaucn on fOUl pr.opo:nt100. J 

: & ... , .. 1! ........... -··· ---··--···--··········-...... .. . ... _ I : CillJ ........... - ............. .:-... " . ..... - •. • � .... . .... .. ,.." ... _........ l 
! Sta;te.�·-·�· -····-......... _, .......... ·-···-� . .-. .• : .. � ............. .... -.. • � 
--- ------ ----------
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at Is Your Present Level" o ·Preparation? 
The FIRST proof of personal ability is }"our capaCity 
to see the need for traurlng and to GET IT. The man 
or woman who doesn't realize that education is 
VITAL to success or who says he or she •'doesn't have 
time,'"' «�hasn't the mone¥,. or that study is Cftoo hard��
siinply lacks one of tbe fundamentals of the ABtLITY to 
make good. American School (Chicago) graduates by the 
thousands have PROVED that anyone who WANTS an 
essential education CAN HAVE it. You can, tool 
·You Are Only HAtF a Until Tr!inins 
Rounds Out Your Ability and Experience 

T-o make your natural ABILITY pay you rofits, 
R IEN E that promotes constant progress, you 
practically MUST back that abi.Uty with TRAIN ING . • .  

-combineexperiencewithED UCATION. Using onl�a PART 
of your SPARE time, you can train AT HOME for the g� J�O§ition you want. If it is WORTH having, it DE
MANDS training and is WORTH your effort! 

}Yr:ite fOr Facts 
--�No Obligation 
Make up y o ur 
mind to enjoy the 
GOOD things in �::; 
life. Have FAITH in 
Y-ourself, in your coun-

. try and hi your fu
ture. Expect Success 
and get ready for it. 
Write for FREE Bul
letin TODAY • . CSee 
anux>n.) " 

• • 

• 

• 

• 
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Pays Up to 
• · · 

"· JYTRA Income 
trntion figures 

. . .... 1- .choal 

• 

ays pto.$ a ee . ! 
Government figures show that gt"?duates of specialized 
training of college grade average $25 a week more than 
high school graduates, $41 more than grade school grad
uates. But whether you failed to finish college-or failed to com
plete high school-nome study CAN HELP YOU. Basic high 
school subjects are included in vocational courses listed below� 

More than 150 noted educators, engineers and executives helped prepare American School courses. An Adv'lsory Board o£ 20 out
standing authorities-eachanactiveleaderin his field-is consulted 
when our work is prepared or changed. A Staff of competent in
structors-bomestudy s_pecialists-workscloselywitb the individual 
student. Why continue m an underpaid, overworked job-subject 
to periodic layoffs? Step up where you belong, into well-paid, pleasant 
work where you command the admiration and respect of others. 
For full details. mail Ct>upon RIGHT NOW! 
... . . . ., .. 

• 

• 

� •••••••••••••••••• 
.. ,...�''el Ave. at 58th St., Chicago, ln. 

· · ·� �- ,�. -· 'lg special 
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THaHK or aT! l Jusr t1JJD£ 
r 

THIS RtCOA·DWITM THE 
' H£W HOMr .. RfCORDO/ . 

IT'S WONDERFUL 
... AND SO SIMPLE· 
.. PLEASE L£� M£ 

With HOME RECORDO you 
can make a record of your sing· 
ing, talking, reciting or instru
ment playing right in you:r own 
home, too ! ·No longer need the 
high prices of. recording ma
c hines pr studio facilities pre
vent you or your family or 
friends from hearing their own 
voices or playing. No experi
ence necessary. No "mike'' 
frjght to worry about. No com
plicated gadgets. In a jiffy you 
can set up HOME RECORDO, 
play or sing or talk, and imme
diately you have a record which 

you and your friends can bear 
as often as you wish. 

• MAKE A RECORD· . 

CAN MAKE 
RECORDS 

RIGHT IN YOUR OWN HOME • 

Everything is included. N10thing else to buy and 
nothing else to pay. You get complete HOME 
RECORDING UNIT, which includes special re
cording neec}le, playing needles, 6 two-sided un
breakable records. Also spiral feeding attachn1ent 
and combination recording and playback unit 
suitable for recording a skit, voice, instrument 
or radio broadcast. ADDITIONAL, 2-SIDED 
BLANK RECORDS COST ONLY 75c per dozen. 

, 

� CHARLIE BARNET 
and other famous orchestra 

leaders use 
HOME RECORDO 

Charlie Barnet wlth Judy Ellington and Larry Taylor, vocalists In 
his band, Utten to a record tb&y just rnade with Hom& Recordo. 

ANYONE CAN MAKE A RECORD 
If you play a musical instrument, or if ,T"U sing, or if you j!lst 
recite, you can make your own r� .. , can sls� 
Home Recordo for recording lettr �_.. 

can play th�ln h!lrt- on tl1 � 

• 
• 

• 
• 

• 

H AVE R E C OR DING PARTIES 
Yo11'll get a real thrill out of }lOME RECORDING, Surprise your friends by letting them hear your -voice or 
playing right from a.· record. Record a snappy talking fea
ture. Record jokes and become the life of the party. 
Great to help train yovl" 4Ce ,. • �'> cultivate speech. 
Nothing to pr<:tM1 "'P • .., .Uw at Qnc& . • •  evt:rythill� · • buy. Just 
sing, sn" 11•• which 
Ot)(• .. •: � .,llb, 

I •lJ. 

• 

• 

• 

• 
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WORK ON EI.ECTRICAL 

... .. 

�· 

: :: 
-� ;: 7 

Pint 7ou are �ld ancl s&own what to do and ftow 
to do lt. Then you do it yourself. 

• 

Are you out of a job? Are you working long hours at low pay in a job you 
don 't like? Are you wondering where you can find a job that will give you 
steady. interesting work with better oay? If this applies to you and you are 
between 16 and 40 then you owe it to yo urself to read every word of tbls 
message. Here at Coyne you have an opportunity to get 12 week8 of prac
tical &hop ualnlog in Et .. ECTRICITY -training that can help fit you foll 
youtt start towards a bette�� job and bette11 pay-and you can get this 
training first and pay for It after you graduate. My school is not the 
usual kind of schooL It's more Uke a shop a place where a fellow who 

. Jtkes to tet his banda on machinery feels right at home. Fo� that's 
exactly bow you t.rain, and becaUse you uLeara by Dolngu tight herein my 
shops you don't need previous experience or advanced education. You 
do real work on real motors. generators and dynamos. You operate big, fac:· 
tory-type switchboards. wind armatures and do house wiring. You train in 
tbese aDd Othell braDcbee of electricity-aU with capable instructors to tell 

EASY TO LEARN 
-EASY TO PAY 

you and show you how. And right now I'm loctudtng 
•atuable Instruction lo Diesel, Electric Refrigeration eod -Air Conditioning at no extra tuition cost. 

Coupon for FREE BOOK Don't let lack of money hold you back. If you 
need part-time work to help out with living ex• 

penses while you train. my eti1ployment d� 
ment will help you find it. We also give yoa 
valuable lifetime employment service atte. 

you gxaduate. And remembel' this: If you 
are short of money you can get thJa <train
tng first and pay for it begtn ntng 60 

.. . 

daYf;3ft� you graduate in 12 monthbr 
payments. 

''LEARN BY DOING'' 
Not a Correspondence Course 

In my shops you u Learn bJ Doing� 
o� real electrical equip. 
ment. wind armatures, 
do bouse-wiring. work 
on real dynamos, 

etc. 

Home of 
Coyne 

Electrical 
School 

Get my big free book. It's filled with facts and pictures which 
teJJ the whole fascinating story. I'll also teU you about part
time employment while training. today's electrical oppor
tunities, and my "Pay After Graduatiori" .Plan, and the 4 
weeks extra Radio Course I'm now ·mcluding .. Man the 
coupon 101' thts big free book today. 
·-----------------------------
• B. C. LEWIS, President I I COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL I 
I 500 S. Paulina St •• Dept 7 0-84. Chicago. IU. I 
I Please send me your big free Opportunity Book and all I 
I the facts abou t Coyne training. and the plans to help a I 
I fellow who wants to get ahead. I 
I I 
I t1 
I NAME..... • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • I 
I · I 
I I ADDRESS •••• � ••••• • • • •••••• .- .... . A • • • • • • •  ; • • • • • • • • I 

CITY, , • , , •••••••••••• · •••••• · • • •  -STATE • • •• • ••••• • •  ! ,. 
• 

I 
I 

• 

• 

• 
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- TOTAL COST ONLY 

• • 

CH·IlD·RE , 

TS, PARENTS, 
GES 1 TO 75 
IN ONE SINGLE I 

LIFE I 
• 

URANCE POLICY 
Ge11ulne Life InsuranCe_... 

No Medical Examination 

The extremely low cost of this marvelous Family 
Group Life Insurance Policy is made possible 
because the Bankers Life and Casualty Co. has 
reduced selling c�sts to a minimum . . � . this 
policy is sold by mail no high-priced, high
pressure selling agents will caU on you. Book
keeping� costs have been reduced because an 
entire family can be insured in a single policy
requiring only one policy, one premium notice, 
etc., etc., for as many as ten persons in a family. 

FR�E Inspection for 10 Days 

Now everyone in your family may enjoy sound 
life insurance protection. Regardless of which 
member of your family dies . • •  or how they 
die, after this p0licy is in full benefit, it pays 
cash promptly. You don't have to risk a penny 
to inspect this policy ... we want you to examine 
it carefully, ask your friends about it. non't 
delay . .. . you never know when misfortune 
strikes. Be prepared with safe, sound life insur
ance for every member of your family. 

Send No Money , -No Agent Will Call 

Don't send money! Just fill out the coupon and 
get the details now, without a single penny of 
expense to you. Learn all about the free 10-day 
inspection offer. 

• • • .. • • ... "!. ··:--.·· __ ••.• -· -� .... ·------_ __,_. ___ ___ _ ..... ... • • ' --
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ACT NOW • SEND COUPON! �. - --

-
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• • 

Maximum Indemnity tor Nat-
' • 

Maximum Indemnity for 
Auto Accidental Death ural or Ordinary Deatb 

• 

• 

' . 
Maximum Triple Indemnity 

for Travel Death 

LIBERAL BENEFITS SHOWN IN TABLE BELOW 
The amount; of insurance payable upon the death f)f any of tlle 
persons insured hereunder shaU he the amount set out in the follow• 
ing table (Cor the attained age nearest birthday at death of such 
person divided by the number of persons insured hereunder irn· 
mediately preceding such death. 

Table of amount of insurance purchased by a 
• 

Attained 
Age 

at Death 

1-40 
41-50 

I· 51-56 
57-62 
63-68 
69-75 

� 

monthly payment of one dollar. 
-. 

Natural 
or Ordinary 
Accidental 

Death 
Amount 

$1000.00 
750.00 
508.00 
300.00 • 

� 200.00 
100.00 

• 
�,.,�. 

Auto 
Accidental 

Death 

'Amount 
$2000.00 

1500 .. 80 
1000.80 

600.08 
400.00 
200 .. 00 

_. . : -
� -

. 1 I 

. 
� 

Travel 
Aceidental 

Death 
Amount 

$3000.00 
2250.00 
1500.00 

980.00 . 
600.00 � 
3GLOO � ,_ " < 

-

.- •• . - _, • ·t-\"'' .. 

ACT NOW , AND RETURN COUPON AT ONCE-··· 
� � • \•o -

f �. 

! • 

�-
I 
I BANKERS LIFE AND CASUALTY CO. 1 
1 Bankers Insurance Biela., Jefferson Sta.. Desk35. Chicago, ln. I 
I I 
1 Please send details and tell me how to get the Family 1 

.1 Group Policy for free inspection. I 
I I Na:a�,e - - --- ------ - -- . - . � -- ... -- ------------------- _-- ... - I 

I 
Street orR. F. D.------------------------------------ I 

I I 
1 City--------.-------------- .. -------- State------------ I �PGW���-��-�---���·p·�-------�----� 

• 

• 

• 

• 

• 

. 

• 

• 

• 

• 
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\ 
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-
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USIC6 nstrumen 
• 

lm e 
N o  Teacher, N o  Mu�ical Know ledge 

Required. In a Short T ime You 
Start Playing Real Tunes! 

700,800 Now Enrolled 
. 

THINK of the fun YOU are missing! .,.fhe popularity, 
friendship, good times! Why? Because you think it's 

ha,.d to learn music. You have an idea that it's a slow, 
tedious task, with lots of boring drills and exercises. 

That's not the twentieth-century way! Surely you've heard 
the news! How people aH over the world have learned to 
play by a methoo �o simple a child can understarul it so 
fascinating that it's like playing a game. Imagine! You 
learn without a teacher in your spare time at home· =at a 
cost of only a few cents a day! You learn by the famous 
print-and-picture method· every position, every move before 
your eyes in big, elear illustrations. You CAN•T go wrong! 
And best of all, you start playing real tunes almost at once, 
from the· very first lesson. 

No needless, old-fashioned "scales"' 
and exercises. No confused, perplex· 
ing study. You learn to play by play
ing. It's thrilling, exciting, inspiring! 
No wonder hundreds of thousands of 
people have taken up music this easy 
way. No wonder enthusiastic letters 
like those reproduced here pour in 
from all over the world. 

Sound interesting? Well, just name 
the instrument you'd like to play and 
we'll prove you CAN! If interested, 
mail the coupon or write. 

"Thar's Gold .in Tb,e,m Thar Hillbilly Songs." 
Craze for mountain music, "swing.. and other popula!' forms has brought fame and fortune to 
many who started playing for the fUn of it. 
Thouaan.ds have disco-rer.ed unexl)eCted pleasul'e 
and profit in music:. tbanks to the unique method tbat makes it :'..Dlaztngly easy to learn. 

Send for FREE Booklet and 
Print and Picture Sample 

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC 
29410 Brunswick Bldg., 

New York City 

See for yourself how this wonderful 
sell-instruction metbod works. Sit 
dawn. in the vrivacy .of your own 
home, with the interesting illustr.a.

learned Quickly at Hnme. l didn't ted booklet, "H()w to Learn Music dream I could actually learn to play at Hom�... NQ sale6man win call-
without a teacher. Now when I Pl11Y decide for ycurselt whether you want 
for people they hardly believe that I to play this easy way. (Instruments lea.rned to play ao well in so short a aupl)lieJ at discount when wanted, 
time. *H. C. S., Calif. cuh or credit.) 

Wouldn't Take $1.000. Fnuad Aecordion Easy. PlayS on Radio. I am uThe lessons are so • , ... �-- t d t bannw to tell yoo tha.t Simple,,. writes *S. E. � ve .wn".., �an e 0 ��'� · · 

A .• Xansaa City,. ».o .• pla.v the piano aceordi· for four weeks I have 
uthat anyone can un- on, .. writes *R. E. from been on the air over our 
derstand them. I have Canada. 11but thought local radio station. So 
learned to.· play bY note I'd never learn lt. Then thanks to youx institu
in a Uttle more than Ireada.boutyour1essons. tion for such a. wonder-a month. I wouldn,t � s take a thousand dol- ! don t know how to ex- ful course. *W. H. .• 

lars for mY course." press my satisfaction." Alabama. 
*Actual f»>Pil�' n4mes on reqflest. Pictures bu PruJessional models 

r---------------�-�-�-, 
1 U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC I 
1 29410 Sr�answh:k Bldg., New York City. N. Y. I 
1 I nm interested in music study, particularly in the instru- I 
I me.nt indicated below. Please send me yoar tree booklet, I "How to Learn 1\!usir d.t Home•• and the free Print & 
I Picture Sample. 1 

Piano Baoio · Flute 1 I Vjolin Man!loJin Piccolo J Guitar Ukulele Organ I 
I Pinno Accordion Cornet Drums and Trapa 1 Plain ActOrdion Trumpet M'Odern Elementary 
I SaKophone Harp Marm.DGy I 

Cello Clarinet Voice Cuttur& I Hawaiian Guitar Trmnbone I 
I Be.ve Y:ou I 
I 

Nama . . . • . . . . • . . . .  � . . . .. . . . . . . .  _ . . . . . This Inst:r�. 1. . . . . . I 
1 Address-4 . . . . . .. . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . .. . .. . ... _ . •  .._ . . .. . . . . . . . ..  � • •  � • • . I 
I. City . . . . . . . , . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. :. , • .  State . . . . • . . • • • 

I 
I 0 Check bere for Booklet • 'A'' lf under 16 years of e.r;e. I 
1-·�- � � ��������-���� � 

--

• 
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QUITE LIKE ITI 
more tntereatlnsr than a wotld'• falrf Ove• 

����]����pacJ<ed full of pictures and description• of 
� from aJI parta of the world-amusing, en-n nK" and useful articles some or whlch y<tu never knew existed-hundreds or Items not solei 

In stores dozens of things )'ou•ve alwll¥a wanted but never knew where to find. 

W.orfd's C.. -.test Colf'eetlon of Noweltf• ttl wonders wm. hoJd your1n· tc.u-e-t �a rasetna• .. tfon tor boun • .u 
yoa•ve neverbad one of th� remar)Jable ca�l n your banda, 
don't It anotheY mln· 
ute t>etoreyou send for ltt 

Items From All - . r_. 

Cot'ners ol the World 
JOHNSON SMitH & CO. 
Dept .. 529: D'EtftOIT, MICH. 

AC K AS 
C I G A R ET  
DISPENSEft 

Hod cJf the head 
�d out eomes a f!?aret uoder the 

U Great laue;b producer and pnc. tt<!Ji.l e� 4l .. penset'. Holds S.O 
ci,.areta. Flnta�d w�� rnova�e bead a i MoM aJta 

� :t�t lUcker. 
i'e dell or 

They're �1 In thfa amazln��: NEW catal�. 9,000 clUferent arttelea. 5,000 Ulus• -tratfons. tlost complete catalog of 
Its klnd. Latest radio and hobby 

kits, ne�M; styles of candhl type camera5. fort� tenon. 
K\mS rUles, eportln� 

b o o k s, s e e d s, 

�,j,0
octult novelties, 

- p o s t a g e  �mps� di82Uf�"· _ 

lve reptiles. etc.J 
etc .. I n  rae 
�ousands o au the tat�s& n o  v e l tt••· 
numy u n o  b· tafnable elae. 
Where. Many 
Items broa�ht 
trom !Rr�e 
�ands - floom 
suan�e peo. 
pte. tt•s th• 
·�atelt eol• l�ctton of un. 
usuaJ thlna'e 
J n the world. 
R e a  4 i t 
• t u d y  l t
Y o  u• l J b e  amazed -ao4 Pleate4. 

LIVE AMELE 
W crtcb It Change Co Iori , 

A LIVE PETI 
2Sc 
I 

PUT REAL '!LIFE" INTO YOUR NEXT PARTY WITH THESE FUNMAKERSJ 
Go thru your cataloc when ft arrives. Pick out ,. half dozen fun makers and put them to work at your 

party. •-&tNGO" sh.ooters placed under telephones, plates, etc., explode Tioleutly but harmlesll}y. Auto Bombt 
''.Eied.rl�" Hand Shaker and Tlcller, Trick Cards, Nudles Glasses, etc., etc. With some or the articles you' d 
tlnd in this cataloc you ean put on a surprise party that will amaze even the wiliest euestl Be prepared· get 
);our COP7 of this tiig, new flashf and ama.zin' ca.talos l'i�llt away. Mae4zines and newsp�rs hue praised 
th1a un.usua,J catalo&'. Tlcfe a.nd Ntw Yorker� • )Jost unusual eataloa ever seen. •• Coronet. "In this industry. 

Johnson Smith & Co,. is- sUPreme.'•. Over 25,.000,000 cuetomen is your feuara.ntee of service and sa.tis!actionl 

Here - Ar� ttte ;Answers to Some of Your Questions Al»out This Big Boolcl 
· 

ls ll a Catalo&7 Is There Somethlns to This ts. aetuallv. t�.s than l·tOtb 
YU· bUt 

,
It's tbe mqst wonderful lntenst Me? �e ��n�0�t;nJ:O�oc-.t;!� �chftn�:v 

tf.�:! jg�.;.
e

be
e

!:aztr:•:ndcnam��� YOU 8ETl ·We'll 1'\larMtee that sent outr ' 
• 

at the rtove.JUu. the ua.ful tt-me you'll ftnd plenty ot lnterestln« a..- What Obllptlon Is There? 
•aver. lt'1J more than a eatal�- ttel�s you•ve n�ver seen betore. 
lt"s lb �l'l�l'o�dla ot hundredS or t.iany people actuall" spend dayt �lJSga you · c:an t tflncS elsewhere. looking at thls lnflerestin� book. 

Are the Artlele.t Expensive? Why Do I Send 3c7 
No-most arttdes � Jess than To ab,solutety limit the number 

.1.00; tho4qnds actually 25c ¥d oa c:oples to those most interested; 
lower. Yet I� coven a \ride ran� to help prevent more than one 
or �. catalog from golnjt to each person. 

Absolutely none! You need buY· 
nothing at. all from thts cataloK. 
•uT. it pays us to send YOU. thls 
catalo� because most people like to 
keep lt, and order trom it. , Sooner 
or later. we've foand, they see 
someUtln� they wan� and we gtn 
theiP ordert 

SEND ONLY 3c ACTUALLY LESS THAN ONE-TENTH OUR COSTJ 
Send J-u$1. 3'c (or 1 oe for DeLuxe cloth bound edition) and our new 

ca\&100 wm be sent to rou lmmedla.teiJ. A great big mammoth catalog 

of a2.8 pages- rotogravure seaton . 8 color cover 9,00.0 amazing 

noveUiel over 6,000 ntunratlond Send So In any convenient form
unused U.S. postage stamps accepfed and we'll do th� rest! u�e COUP91J 
below so yo-.1'11 be S\lle tQ get the new. 1941 edition 1 

.=: = lleody for Distrilwlion 

Deluxe Cloth Bound Edition lSc DeLn-xe Edition with pennanent bard cloth bfndins:r suitable for ad· ding to your llbrnry is a''ailable for 
only 1 Se. J.asts lons:rer. Looks better. 

-
- -

-

Johnson Smith & Company, Dept. 529, Detroit, Michigan 
0 Here's 3c, Rvslt 628 Pa1e 194 J Cotcrlog. 0 Here's J 5c1 Ruslt DeL!Ixe EJition 

Name .. , 2 ti&!iQ£ sa:t Z!Ui I - Address S£221 )$313 3$ a 
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ACTION • 

ON 
EVERY . 
PAGE -
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THE 
TOPS 

IN 
• 

THRILLS 

• 

A 
BIG 

DIME'S 
WORTH 

• 

NOW 
AT ALL" 
STANDS 

• 

• 

/ 

Our Graduates 
Run 

\ 

of ALL the 
Identification Bureaus 

• 

of Amer,ica! 
• 

�----------------------------�-------� · 
Send for complete list of our 600 Bureaus where our 
graduates have been placed in good positio�s as 

FINGERPRINT PERTS 
Th.en write the nearest Bureau and learn what OUt' 

graduates think of us ! 
We have space here to list only a FEW of these tnore thaD 

600 institutions. so be su1·e to send for the complete list ! 

State or Mfcbigan State of Washington · State of Massachuset ts 
State of Illinois 

State ot Idaho !rrenton� N. 1. 
State of COlorado Detroit, M1dl • 

State of Iowa El �. Tex. 
State of Utah Schenect&d_y, N. Y • 
State of Ohio Scranton. Pa. 
Boston, M:&SS. Lincoln. Neb. 
N�w York. N. Y.. :M.oblle�:AJ.a· Pittsburgh. Pa. Littl� .oock. Ark. St. Paul, Minn. Pootiac� Mieb. 
'Mexico Cicy, Me%. Ha�kna, Cuba 
Augusta, Ga. M:buni. Fl•. 
Seattle. Wash. BlrmingbtUh, 411. Omaha. N�. Columbus# Obio 
Des-��ines. Ia.. Ga.lvestoJ\, Tex� 
Montreal_ Can.; Houston. T�x. 
Cedar Rapids. Iowa Windsor, Ont .. 
Elgin, IU. Pueblo, Colo • 

Syracuse. N. Y. Salt Lake City, Utab Tampa, � Atlantio- City, N. J. Long Beach. Cal. SimiX City.' Iowa , St. Louis, Mo. Rochester, N. Y. Lansing. Mich. Cleveland, Ohio 
Burlington_ Ia. Spokane. Wash. Erie. P&. FOI1 Worth, Tex. Okla.homa. Cit1. Okla. Shreveport. La . 

• 

ecret� ·serVJc• and IdentifiCation � ltxpertl 
• Enjoy the thrill of getting your man-lrith no personal dADger--

PLUS a regular monthb :Daid salary and the opportunity to share fn Rewards. Learn a.t home. in spare tim�. and at low cost, the un!Qu� secrets of this young. fascinating and fast growing prof�ion .. 

You have exaetly the same opportun\u that was o.ffered the hundreds of our graduates who now bold sPlendid positions in more than 600 institUtions. Each of these b�aus � aD.YWhere from 0!'\"'E to FIFTEEN o! our graduates on r«Ular salaries-and new 
openings develop from time to time. � 
Wonderful - Opportunity for TRAINED MEN t 

in This Young, Fast Growing Profession f • 
Of th& thousands of towns in Atoeriea, tb�-fourths are still 1fithoot identification bureaus. Many mare are bbund to comet That 

sPells OPPORTUNITY. But you must be REAllYt It's easy to 
master this l)l'ofess.ion that combines thrills with personal sa.fet.v. AND 
the security of a. steady income. We show you HOW-just as we have already shown tho hundreds who now hold good pay positions. , 

F R I Tlie Confidential Reports Operator 
• No. 38 1\lade to n-IB Cbie1 

Just rush coUDon t Follow this Operato�s exciting hunt for a 
murderous gang. Also. gat free. uThe Blue Book of Crime/' showing the wcnderfUl opvortunities in the field of Finger Prints and 
Crimo Detection. Take your first step "l''DAY toward a steadJ 
inoome and suceess. Mail coupon NOW 1 

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE 
1920 Sunnyside Avenue Dept. 7967 Chicago 

�-. ��;;; -;,; ;P;l: �-; ;C;E;C-;- -
- � - - ... .. 7j I t920 Sunnyside Ave., Dellt. 7967. Cblcago I 

1 Gentlemen: Wiih no obligation on my Part. send me Confi· I dentlal Reports or Operator No� 38, also illustrated .,Blue Book 
I or Crime."' complete list ot bureaus employhlg Y.Qur grad1UJ.te1l,. 1 
I together with your low prices and :Easy Terms offer. (Literature I will be sent ONLY to llet'SODS stating their age..) 
I -

· t '-1 Name . . • . . . . . . · · · · · · · · · · · · · · • · · · · · · · · · · · · · • · · · · · · · ·

,

· • � • • • 4 • 1 . -1 Address • •  : . • • • . . .  � _ . • • • • . • • . . •  �· ·  • . • • •  � .. - .. . . . . . .  � • Age . . . . .. -. ;- .�- 1 
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The Ghost, Master of Magic, 
P l a y s D a n g e r's G a m e 

h e n  a D e a d  M a n 's 
Hate reaks Havoc 

· on the living ! 

• 

• 

• 

• 

a 

. . ... 

. 2 .. 

• 

I drove the end of the cane 
hard over the- gunm a n 's heart 

(Chap XI) 

. ' 

• 
• 
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Author of '�Murder Makes a Ghost/, ucalling the Ghost,>, etc. 
-, 

CHAPTER I "Don't look at me," Police Commis-

A Toast to a Corpse 
sioner Edward Standish said, shaking 
his graying head. "I didn't order it. 
I claim the dinner check, but the 
champagne belongs to Dyer.', 

Frank Dyer, the energetic district 
attorney, divided a twinkling glance 
between Standish and myself. H e  had 

I 

T was a pleasant dinner we thr,ee 
were having at Renault's Res
taurant.. I spotted a waiter bear

ing a gold-foiled bottle of champagne, 
and was agreeably surprised to dis
cover that its destination was our ta-
ble. · 

• • 

· odd eyes dark and mournful as a 
bloodhound's. Sometimes, t(ying a 
case, they became twin drills of jet .. 

-�--··---··-. �----�-� ·-- -�- - ..,..._-.�---�- -·---�--.--..-.. _,..,._ -- --- ---· -·-··----- � • • - � .  �· v ··-- --- � • ··-·, -�-.· -�-· .-- ' ••• • • ,. -
• 

A. Com p l et e  8Gok- L e n g t h  M y s t e r y  N ov e l  
,._ ·• .-.... �...-_.-. _,_ . .. r_- ····--•_....-..,. , • • ·- • - • • • • • - ..... ' • •• - •• ' o- ' •  '•'-'-'-· • ...-·�·· 0 "' - - · •  • 
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MurGer Calls the Sup�r - Detective 
-

to Action 
• 

• 

• 
' 

"This is a �elellratjon/' · Dyer said, 
bis vo·ice low and vibrap.t. "Mr. 
Chance can't fully appreciate it." 

Neither, it seemeGl, could Standish ; 
he looked puzzled. His face cleared. 

"You mean Faust," he said. 
"Good .guess." Dyer turned to me, 

a thin smile on his narrow, ace-of
spades face. · ''Possibly you've never 
heard of the g�ntleman, Chance." 

But I had I most certainly had 
hear-d of Mr. Emery Fa�st. Or rather 
I shoJild say that the Ghost h:ad heard 
of hint_. I djd not tell Dyer that, how
ever. The number of people who 

� knew my double identity George 
Cl},ance, Magician, · and the Ghost, · 

crime-hunter. was still limited to six, 
and the distrjct attorney was not one 
of them. I was of no mind to en-

- lighten him now. 
'·'Faust,'' I said. "You mean the 

Faust of leg�d, who was in league 
witb the devil " 

"No, not that Faust,'·' said Dyer with 
a laugh. He cut · the laug� off short. 
"The Faust I speak of is the devil. 

· Emery Faust the fat Uncle Emery 
of the pawn shops, t},le kliug of fences, 
the gentleman blackmailer, the con 

• 

- . 
• 

. ·· .Joe -Harper 

• 
• 

· man extraordinary. Nor do I thifl:k 
I'd be indulging in libel if I suggested 
that Emery Faust might have dealt in 

. drugs as well.'' -
"We never could prove anything 

against him,'' Standish said� 
"A thorn in our sides f9r years," 

- . 
Dyer contributed. "The only man I -
ever ·knew who frowned at the same 
time he laughed. He waxed fat on his 
illegal earnings and put all of his belly 
into his laugh, and all of his laugh 
into his belly." 

"I  begin to get it," I said. "We're 
celebrating his death. I read some

• 

-
\ 

thing about it. A train and car crack- � - _ 
: 

up, wasn't it?" 
• 

... . .. .. 

. 

T AND ISH nodded. • 

"On one of the suburban lines," 
he said. "He got crosswise of the 
track, .refused to yield his position to 
the train. Insurance investigators 
said it was suicide." � 

"The immovable body and the irre- · 

sistible force, eh ?" 
"The body," Dyer said, "was not 

immovable. But it was damned diffi

·- . 
. -

• • 

' 
• 

• 

cult to collect �11 the pieces. Faust · . . 

was practically spattered." 
"So Faust managed to contrive his 

own death," Standish said. "Disap· 
pointing to you, wasn't it, Dyer ?" _ 

"In a way,'; the D. A. said. ''But the 
train accomplished what I was unable 
to do. It put Faust whe-re he'll not be 
filchi11-g mon-ey from people's pock-
ets." · 

. -

-
-

-

' 

• 

"What happened to Faust's estate ?" - . 

I asked. 
" -

"I w.as coming . to that," Dyer said, -""' 
• 

and bjs eyes were snapping now. -:. _ 

"Imagine my complete stupefaction --..r. 

' 

upon being informed that I was named· .-_� - " . --

• 

• 

• 

• 

• 

• 

in F·aust' s will ! A madman's will �if 
· 

· · · � 

ever there was one, for I was certainly 
his wor�t enemy !" 
. "What did you inherit a statue of 
�Faust thumbing his 'nose-?'' I asked-. -

' 

• 
\ 

• ' 

-

"I can't get over it," Dyer said.-. -
- ''The man seems to have made all his r 

_ -

' - . 

• 
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hen Keys of 0oom Wnlocl< Doors o.f Crime!, 
-- • � • - ·, ' - ,• • • r • - - - ' • • - • • "• . - ., ' • . • ' • 

worst enemies his heirs ! I'm not the 
only one. There's Barton Clay, the 
politician ; Julian Hornaday, the 
miser ; Henry Fu Chang, the Glriental 
importer ; Carter Nash, who was -
Faust's attorney until Faust found he . 
�vas robbing the till ; and Nell Lafevre, 
the night club lady who was an ex
wife of Faust's. That's the group of 
heirs in which I was included. And 
believe it or not, each of us got an en
velope which contained a brass key. 
That's all, nothing more. That's the 
extent of our inheritance." 

"A key,'' I murmured. There. was 
·mystery here, mystery of the sort that 
would interest anyone, l et alone the 
Ghost. What had become of the Faust 
fortune ? Why had he left brass keys 

- to his enemies? 
"What does the key fit ?" Standish 

asked. ' 
-

Glenn Saunder-s. 

"I don't know." Dyer shr-ugged. "If a contortionist. I learned the art of · 

it's a joke, nobody's laughing� Unless makeup from a lovable clown named 
Mr. Emery Faust is." Ricki. Don A vigne made the knife a. 

The head waiter appeared at Dyer's dangerous weapon in my-hands. Bro- . 
- elbow with the message that the D. A. fessor Gabby trained me in ventrilo: 
was wanted on the phone. Dyer ex- quism. 
cused himself and followed the waiter. But it was. Marko, the magician of 

''A queer will,'' I said to Standish. the sideshows, who _taught me the 
"Those brass keys very odd." basic tricks that turned my talents 

''Faust was a trouble maker all his toward magic. And it was magic that 
life," Standish said. "If there was a carried ,me fr-om my obs-cure begin� 
way to die and at tlie same time make nings to a position of fame among 
trouble for people posthumously, wand wavers, magic that graduateq -. 
Faust would do it. There may be me from vattdeville to my own revu� 
something for you in this, George." which toured the world. I made a � 

"Something for Mr. G., you mean/' modest fortune, finally retired from 
I said in low tones. "Perhaps." the stage to establish the New York -

I referred"' of  course, to the Ghost, School of Magic, where amateurs whO
the other half of my dual identity. are bitten by the craze to produce illu-
Perhaps a few words aaout the Ghost's -J sions are taught. 

. _ 

· 

prigins anr.l George Chance's life are - After tha�, I confined my perform-
·in order at this point. ances to benefits. And it was at a.. po-

1 was born right in the circus. My !iceman's ben-efit that I first met Com-
father was an animal trainer, my missioner Edward StanQ.ish. Friend
mother a trapeze artist. The Big Top ship ripene� between us and I ex- -
was my university, the only college I pressed an in�erest in police work. He 
ever knew. I-bad good teachers. To invited me to take a hand in a murder 
two of them, for exampl-e, I owe what- _investigation. A simpl� slate trick � � 
ever abilities I nave as a tumbler and caught the criminal. � 
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N the last issue of THE G HOST George Cha nce smashed throu g h_to a solution of 
the baffling case of the steel-helmet murders. We are happy now to present him in 

his fourth memoir. THE CASE OF THE LAUGHING CORPSE. a narrative which in its 
glamour. -excitement a nd myitery represents one of the Ghost's greatest achievements. 

Rarefy has a new magazine received the enthusiastic reception that has marked the 
successive ap pearances of THE GH OST. Clea rly it is a . tribute to George Chance. 
master: of criminology a nd magic . 

George Chance, as you know, doesn't brag we do the bragging for him. · He 
doesn't compare himself with that master of escape technique, Harry Houdini we do. 

Appllying his magical gifts in his crime-crushing role of THE GHOST, George 
Cha nce has perhaps more signally served the Law than any other crusader for the 
right.� It is no wonder ·that criminals dread his entry into a case, tlnd that when THE 
G HOST walks. the underworld strives by every power at its command to put a n  end 
to him. 

• 
Keep these things i n  mind when you read this a nd future memoirs of George Chance, 

THE GHOST DETECTIVE, savant of the scjence of criminology, deadly crime-tracker 
a nd nemesis of criminals. This kindly. hu morous magician is too modest to depict 

- himself as the big man he really is. He won't say such things himself. That's why · · 

we're once again saying them for him. · 

-THE EDITOR • 
• 

• 

Thus was born the idea of combin
ing magic with crime detection, pro
ducing a new sort of investigator who 
might possibly achieve results beyond 
the power of orthodox police methods. 
Thus was the Ghost foreshadowed. 

Sometimes it i� a lit-tle hard for even 
my intimate friends to realize that the 
humorous magician, George Chance, 
is the graveyard personality v;ho 
haunts the depths of the underworld 
as the Ghost. 

District Attorney Frank Dyer re
turned to our table. Without a word 
to us, he sat down and gulped a mouth
ful of champagne. His hand shook. 

''You look as though you've been 
talking with the dead," I said. 

Dyer set down his glass, leaned for .. 
ward with a white face. 

"You're clever, George Chance," he 
said ·slowly. ''I have !" 

• 

• 

• 

• 

Standish stroked his moustache. 
His alert gray eyes met mine. 

"I was talking to Emery Faust," 
Dyer said hoarsely. "We can stop cel
ebrating. The man's alive. And laugh
ing at us, damn him !" 

CHAPTER II 

I Go Ghosting 

E waited for Dyer to 
explain his startling 
statement . 

"V e s ," h e s a i d ,  
"Faust is alive.· For 
o v e r a w e  e k he's 
been officially dead 
and buried, yet all 
the while he's been · 

_ having his laugh !" 
· "But how in the world was it man

aged?" Stan dish gasped. 
18 
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• GEO RG E  CHANCE 

"Simplest thing in the world," Ilyer 
said. "He told me over the phone, the 
devil ! It seems he has a man servant 
-had one, rather. The man was in 
the habit of borrowing the master's 
clothes. This time, with Emery Faust 
out of town on a business trip, the 
servant outdid himself, wearing not 
only Faust's clothes but also taking a 
watch, other personal effects, and a 
car. He was going to impress his girl 
friend, no doubt . 

"Well, the servant got outside of a 
little too much whiskey, and on driv
ing home evidently went to sleep with 
the car across the railroad track." 

"And Faust let everybody think he 
was dead ?" Standish said incredu
lously. "George, what do you think . ' 
of that ?" 

"Truthfully,'' - I said, "I don't know 
what to think of it." 

• 

"And probably nothing can be done 
about it," Stanelish said. ''What he did 
isn't a crime, unless it falls under the 
head Qf malicious mischief." 

• 

"What he does is never a crime, 
when you get right down to it," Dyer 
snapped. "That's why we've never 
been able to catch him at anything. 
Faust knows more law than I do. We 
actually know only one crime the man 
ever committed. We know for a fact 
that he purchased a lot of stolen nar
cotics. But we can't prove that nor 
catch him reselling the narcotics . 
Federal agents camped on his tail un
til this train accident put an end to 
the case." 

"Then perhaps," I suggested, ''the 
train accident was simpiy a means to 
an end. Suppose he used the interval 
of time, which his supposed death gave 
him, to dispose of the narcotics·· so" . 

19 . � 
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, . 

"In which case the . accident might when the n�cessity arises for Glenn 

..... not" have been an accident," Standish Saunders to step into George Chance's 
anticipated. "Suppdse we run out to· shoes, he trades his pipe ·for my cigar-
Faust's place and have a talk with him ettes. � 

later on tonight:" . From a telephone in a cigar store 
Frank Dyer looked at me. "How around the corner from Renault's · 1 

· about it, Chan�e ? I believe you t-ook telephoned my home on East Fifty-. . 

a hand in a bit ·of  police work once fourth Street. · 

and were pretty helpful. Maybe·magic "The orphans are all yours," I told 
can · get something on Emery Faust Glenn. "You're standing in for me to-
where the law can,t." night." . .. 

I loQked at my watch, got up to go. Glenn, who would rather .do magic 
: "I'd like · to," I · said, "but there's a for a crowd of ap_preciative youngsters 
party at the orphans' home and I'm than eat, was delighted. _ , 

�upposed to pull some rabbits out of · I took a taxi to Madison Avenue and 
hats for the kids. _ Afraid you'll have East Fifty-fifth Street,. whe�e I got 
to� deal me out of the· first hand., · out- and walked swiftly up Fifty-fifth� �  

District Attorney Dyer didn't know - to the old rectory which is the Ghost's 
it, but he was g·oing to se� me again headquarters. The place is kept empty 
that s.ame evening, not as Georg� by the high rent which George Chance 
Chapce bu� as the Ghost. Ned Stand- / .has put up on it and by its reputation 
ish knew that without my haying to . for being haunted. I entered at -the 

• 

tell him. , 
rear of the building, went directly, 
• • 
Into the basement, . the� only portion 
of the house that is furnished. There 

• 

As for the show at the orphans' 
home, that was no trumped-up excuse. 
I . was, i n  fact, scheduled to put on a 
r_ather elaborate performance. But I 
have a way of being in two places at 
once. The Ghost would not have been 

-

I went through the business of becom ... , .............. 

. 
so successful in escaping the wrath of 
- the - underworld if  he hadn't. The ex
planation _ i� simple Ge�rge .�hance 
has an identical double. 

" 

ing the Ghost. -

It's quite a little trick making a �
ghost of myself. Wire ovals go into 
my nostrils to widen them and· tilt the 
tip ·of my n_ose. J .. deepen my -eye� 
soc_�ets by th-e use �f - brown · eye.� 
shadow. I highlight my cheek bones· to 
skull-like prominence, and add a 

.. 

WORD abo.ut Glenn Saunders. mouthful of old ivory shell teeth over 
� 

He is my double. He has delib- "' my own teeth. Powder gives me a 
erately shucke4 his · own identity in ex- ghastly, corpselike col!lplexion. That 
change for all that I cart teach him of done, l puf on a black suit which is 

� 
the art of� magic. He tops six feet by very carefully tailor'ed to contai,n 
one i�ch. H e  has a lean waist, square secret pockets for · special equipment 
should�rs. His hair is  ruddy .. gold and and also a lining that makes the suit -
slightly wavy. He has ·blue . eyes, a reversible. A blC:tck·· c�usher hat pu_lled 
fairly broad forehead, thin nose and well over my eyes, and Geerge Chance, 
mouth, prominent cheek bones. In de- the humorous magician, be-comes a 
-scribing Glenn Saunders, I give a gaunt haunter of shadows who looks as . -- .. 

pretty good picture of myself. � th.ough he might laugh � �nly at a ' . 

Natural resemblance has been aided funeral. -
. 

, 

, - � . 

by · plastic surge�y.. He,s enough of� · · But there's .. more to it than that .. 
an actor to ape tny eve�y moYwe and . My makeup, you s�e, is relati:veix

. habit. There's only one� exception�: ·_ · -simple. The art_ of :di�guise, I've al- . 
· Saunder's shining teeth fnevitabl!

. 
· ways .figured, }ies in control of facial 

bite into ·tne stem� of a pipe, while I mu$cles. Disguised ·as I have de-· 
smolte only cigars anti cigarettes.- But . ,scribed -above, I ·haYe the appeara.nce 

... 

• 

• 

' . 

' 

• 
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THE CASE OF THE LAUGHING CORPSE 21 

of a very ordinary person, a little un- · 
healthy looking, perhaps, but not a 
person apt to attract too much atten-

• 

t1on. 
But, with this makeup as a starter, I 

can escape from my commonplace ap
pearance instantly, simply by control 
of facial muscles. I draw my lips back 
from my teeth and allow a vacant ex
pression to creep into unblinking eyes. 
In short, I ''turn on the Ghost." And 
you wouldn't care to meet that Ghost 
in a dark alley or a country church-

• 

yard after dark ! 
.. 

LEFT the rectory with my black 
hat pulled low and hurried back 

to Madison A venue, where I caught a 
cab and gave the driver the West End 

· Avenue address of Emery Faust. 
This latest trick of Faust's -

whereby he had arranged to be legally 
dead piqued the curiosity of the 
Ghost in  me. It wasn't at all certain 
that the death of Faust's servant in 
Faust's car was an accident. And if it 
wasn't an accident, it was murder. 
Where murder entered, the Ghost 
could enter too. Whatever Emery 
Faust's motive, I intended to do a little 
haunting of Emery Faust that night. 

Commissioner Standish and District 
Attorney Dyer had evidently s�nt a 
good deal of time at Renault's, talking 
Faust over and probably trying to find 
some new approach to this impreg
nable criminal character, for there was 
no sign of a car in front of the Faust 
house when I arrived. 

It was a big old house in which 
Faust had employed quite a staff of 
servants. But, of course, since his 
""death" these servants had left the 

_ place, so I was not surprised to see 
only one lighted window in the house 
as I approached. 

The surprise, or one of the surprises, 
came when I tried the front door and 
found it unlocked. Emery Faust and 
his hellish 1aughter had created ene
mies in tbe underworld as well as 
among the lawful, and he was running 

· quit_e a risk in living behind unlocked 

• 

• 

doors. N ee.dless to say, the Gho�t did 
no knocking, but quietly entered the 
dusky hall. 

\ 

For a moment I stood there with 
my eyelids lowered until my eyes got 
used to the gloom. Then I turned my 
attention toward the l ighted room in 
the north wing of the house. There 
was only one sound in the place besides 
my own breathing the tick of a clock. 

The one lighted room prove·d to be 
a small and very businesslike study 
beyond a magnificently appointed liv
ing room where many expensive oil _ 
paintings hung upon the wall. It was .. 
a curious quirk in Emery Faust's char
�cter, this love of paintings. 

I expected to walk into the study, 
find Emery Faust's fat form seated in 
front of the desk. If so, I intended to 
give him a taste of the Ghost's grave
yard laugh. I walked in, sure enough, 
but found the study completely emptye 

A swivel chair was pushed a yard or 
so back from the olive-green steel 
desk. The desk was orderly, almost _ 
barren. There was a single piece o.f 
paper on the desk pad and beside it 
a steel pen-holder with a broken steel 
nib. An inkwell was open, and there 
were drpplets of red ink on the blot
ting pad and on the rubber cushion of 
the chair. . 

I looked into the inkwell and de
cided that th� spots on the blotter and 
cushion weren't ink. The well con
tained black ink and these spots were 

lP 

deep red. 
A quick inventory of the rest of the 

wide surface of the desk showed me 
a framed photograph of some river 
shore with hills or mountains on the 
horizon, an alabaster ash tray, an old 
time spiral-spring pen rack, and a 
leather sheath from which a paper 
knife might have been taken. Besides 
the desk and its swivel chair, the room 
contained two other chairs, a steel 
filing cabin�t, and a typewriter stand. 

...._RE was another door in · the 
room in addition to the one 

through which I had entered, and a 

• 
• 

t 

• 
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22 THE GHOST 

brassy edge of  light showed beneath 
its lower edge. I went to this door 
and opened it with handkerchief
gloved fingers. The room beyond was 
a small, windowless library lined with 
books and lighted by a copper-shaded 
lamp that rested on a table beside a 
lounge chair.. I looked toward the 
north wall and downi and there I saw 
Emery Faust. 

Faust's fat, moonlike face, with its 
enormous features, was contorted as 

• 

though with laughter. Yet from that 
wide open mouth, so like the gaping 
mouth of the mask of Comedy that 
used to adorn theatres of long ago, 
there came no sound. 

A finger of ice traced its chilly path 
down my spi�e. 

There is no more gruesome sight in 
the world than laughter on the face 
of a corpse. 

CHAPTER III 
The De'Yil' s Heirs 

HE b o d y of Emery 
F a u s t  s l u m p e d  
grossly against the 
book .. I ined wall. It 
was as though his 
legs were much too 
frail to support his 
enormous torso and 
had buckled under 
him. 

Blood splotched his shirt front in a 
wide spot that was centered by the 
brass handle of the paper knife I had 
noticed missing from the desk. There 
was blood on the brown flooring, blood 
on the fat hands of the corpse, blood 
on the red binding of the open book 
his right hand was clutching. 

The bo.ok it was a copy of Lord 
Tennyson's Poems, covers bent back 
so they tou:ched were grasped in the 
dead man's clutch. I glimpsed the 

• 

title at the top of one of the crum-
pled pages. It was "Crossing the 
Bar." 

· 

.. 

• 

' That was the mad touch in the whole 

• 

-

hideous tableau that book of poems. 
There had been no poetry in the life 
of this fat and grasping monster. 
''Crossing the Bar," clenched in such 
hands as these, gave an almost 
sacrilegious touch. Certainly there 
was "no moaning of the bar" when 
Faust "put out to sea.') Instead, 
there must haye been lat1ghter, a sort 
of unholy glee. 

MERY FAUST�S face got me, 
though I had met corpses enough 

in my hauntings. . 
In life he was ugly enough, with 

his huge nose wedged in between bul-. 
bous cheeks, his tiny eyes, his large 
and pointed ears, his eyebrows that 
slanted upwards like Satan's. But it 
was that wide open mouth, seemingly 
on the point of letting out laughter, 
that somehow got under my skin. 

I went back into the study, was 
about halfway across when I was 
brought up short by a knock at the 
door. Standish and Dyer, perhaps. 
Or perhaps not. 

At any rate, I couldn't have walked 
into a .better spot to be accused of 
murder. 

You will remember that the study 
and the library were the only lighted 
rooms in the house when I had en� 
tered. 

So darkness covered me as I 
• 

crossed the living room to the wide 
stairs that spiraled Ul1 to the second 
floor. I went up the steps in the dark 
and found that I could see most of the 
reception hall and the living room 
£rot? the top of the steps. 

I watched the front door open. I 
saw a short chunky figure silhouetted 
against the dim night glow. I heard 
the whisper of fingers that groped for 
a light switch. 

And as the switch clicked on, I saw 
the visitor. 

He was a Chinese ! 
The Chinese, having closed the qoor, 

looked about with narrowed eyes. He 
removed his hat from his nearly bald 
head, stood there drumming on the 

• 

• 

• 
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crown of 
fingers. · 

his hat with his yellow . the blonde. "Nice weather, hell ! 

· Somebody knocked at the door. 
The Chinese gave the front door a 

, glance, scurried to the nearest chair, 
sat down. No matter what you've 
heard about the iron nerves of the Chi
nese, this one was displaying consid
erable agitation. 

And why not ? No one was coming 
to answer the knocking at the door. 
And it certainly wasn't the Chinese 
gentleman's place to answer it, since 
he had entered without invitation. 
Yet answer it he would have, for he 
was on his feet and going toward the 
door when it was suddenly thrust open 
by the combined efforts of a man and a 
woman. 

E woman, tall, blond, beautiful, 
and extremely gowned in blue 

satin that fitted like paint, stood there 
with her hands on her hips and a slip
pered foot tapping. 

"You mummy !" she said to the Chi
nese. "You damned yellow mummy ! 
Why didn't you open the door for us, 
Henry?" 

The Chinese bowed, holding his 
black hat flat against his �best. He 
smiled and said he was so sorry. He 
bowed again to the man and then again 
to. the blond. 

"Good evening, Miss Lafevre, and 
good evening, Mr. Nash. It is very 
nice weather." The Chinese spoke 
perfect English. 

"It was until he called me up," said 

Henry, don't you know he's alive ?" 
''I know," said the Chinese. "He 

spoke to me over the phone a short 
while ago and I hastened over to con
gratulate him." 

His s,mall eyes darted a glance at the 
blonde's companion. 

"Shouldn't we congratulate Mr. 
Faust on being alive, Mr. Nash ?" 

From my bird's eye view, I watched 
the little drama and began to get 
the characters straight. The blond 
woman was Nell Lafevre, ex-wife of 
Emery Faust and owner of a night 
club. 

Carter Nash was the bald man 
with the dull looking face and the, 
lower lip that looked as though it be
longed on a cream pitcher. Nash's 
looks were deceiving. He was shrewd 
enough. He had pulled Emery Faust 
out of a number of scrapes. 

Of course the Chinese could be none 
other than Henry Fu Chang, the 
wealthy Ori ental importer. All three 
of these persons had been named heirs 
to the Faust fortune and had re
ceived as their share a little brass key. 

"Where's Faust ?" demanded Carter 
Nash. 

His voice was as unpleasant as his 
appearance. Brains and nothing else 
made him a great lawyer . 

"I do not know," Henry Fu Chang 
said. "I regret there was no one here 
to let me in." 

"How did you get in then ?" de
[ Tu.:n page] 
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manded Nell Lafevre. "They build 
the house· aroupd you ?" 
· "The door,'" Fu Chang said with a 

gesture, ''was unlocked. I walked in, 
even as yeu did. I would ask you to 
be seated, only I am not the host, as 
you know." 

Nell Lafevre walked to the center 
of the hall. She raised her magnificent 
golden head almost as though she had 
spotted me where I crouched in the 
shadows of the upstairs hall. 
. "Emery !" she shouted. That con

tralto voice of hers had carrying 
power. "Emery, where are you ?" 

Emery did . not answer, and Nell 
Lafevre looked at Carter Nash. 

• 

"Not so much as a laugh from him," 
she said. ''Where is that leering 
monster ?" 

Nash started into the l iving room, 
but he was stopped by the clatter of 
the door knocker. 

It occurred to me then that Emery 
Faust had done a peculiar thing. You 
see, all his heirs turning up here at 
this time couldn't have been. coinci
dence. He must have called each and 
every one of them, just as he had Dyer 
-called them and laughingly in
formed them that he was alive and 
kicking. And they had come at once 
to his nouse where very shortly they 
would find him quite as dead as they 
had supposed him to be in the first 
place. 

. . I .•. 
' UT why this rush to see the man 

. I . . . . . ' . - they were all probably glad 
enough to have dead ? The only 
answer to that question was that they 
wanted to ask Emery Faust exactly 
what I would have wanted to ask him : 
What was the meaning of those brass 
keys which had been his legacy to 
them? . 

Carter Nash went quickly across the 
l iving room and beyond the range of 
my loo.kout post at the top of the steps. 
Nell Lafevre was the one who went 
to the front door. She opened the 
door. District Attorney Frank Dyer 
stood there, looking thin and pale . 

-

• • 

• 

· B eliind Dyer I made out the well 
known figure of Commissioner Stan
dish a typical copper's build, with a 
torso that was as thick as a barrel a.nd 
legs that were lik� pipe stems. Beside 

� Standish was Barton Clay, one of 
New York's smartest political bosses.
and, as has been mentioned before, 
another of Faust's mysterious brass
key heirs. 

Suave was the word for Clay. He 
was gray-haired, p ink-cheeked. Be
hind the desk at a bank you would 
have trusted him with your last dol
lar. And it was a pretty well known 
fact that- a lot of people trusted him 
with their votes. He was respected 
for his power rather than his question
able honesty. 

Clay, Dyer, and Standish can1e into 
the hall, and at about that time Carter 
Nash was once more within my view. 
He came out of  the door leading from 
the study into the l iving room. His 
lower lip dangled so far down that I 
could see the pink of his lower gums. 
Beads of perspiration gleamed on the 
smooth dome of his head. His legs 
seemed undecided which -vvay they 
were going. He stumbled twice, 
stopped on the second stumble and 
took hold of the back of a chair to 
steady himself. 

"Get a doctor," he said hoarsely. 
"Call DF. Millais at once. Something's 
happened. Something terrible has 
happened. Faust Faust now is re- · 

ally dead !'' 
There was an interval of silence in 

which those in the hall simply stared 
at Carter Nash. It was Barton Clay 
who spoke first. · 

"Dead ?" He l ighted a cigarette 
with calculated slowness. "We've 
heard that little gag before about 
Emery Faust." 

"And if  this time it's true '' Nell 
Lafevre put a gloved hand over her 
mouth and yawned. "So what ?" 

Ned Standish's square of moustache 
twisted slightly at one · corner. He 
started for the room where the body 
lay. / 

• 
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CHAPTER IV 

Night A ttack · 

HROUGH t h e  tall, 
narrow window on 
the stairway I saw 
lightning flare and 
tremble on the hori
zon. Thunder rolled 
ominously. 

in the hall below, 
Frank Dyer, Barton 
Clay, a n  d Carter 

Nash followed Commissioner Stan
dish, disappearing from my view. 
Only Henry Fu Chang and the blonde 
Lafevre were left. The Chinese went 
back to his chair, twisting his black· 
hat entirely out of shape. 

"Henry." 
"Yes, Miss La£ evre ?" 
"Is he really dead ?" 
Nell searched her evening bag with 

nervous fingers and produced a ciga
rette. The Chinese scratched a match 
for her. 

"I  have not seen it with my own 
eyes," Fu Chang answered. 

Nell laughed, and her laughter bil
lowed smoke. 

''I'm not so sure, Henry ! You hated 
hi�. Ever since the pearl deal. Do 
you know, you're about the only man 
who ever l ived to succeed in putting 
a fast one over on Emery Faust? · 
That shipment of seed pearls, remem-

. ber ?" 
The Chinese nodded soberly. 
' 'But I do. not hate him. Why should 

I hate a man whom I outwitted in a 
business transaction ? He hated me, 
is more accurate. I would not kill 

• 

him." 
"No ?" she said softly. "Well, n1ay

be not. You're a pretty good egg. 
B ut I think that if I had found him 
alive tonight, I would have killed him 
later. The filthy beast. You think you 
know Faust is  rotten, but you don't 
know ho;w rotten until you try living 
with him�" 

"Perhaps, Nash " Fu Chang began • 

• 

-

M e rry White 

And then he shook his round head . . "I 
will insinuate nothing." . 

"You're not insinuating anything, 
Henry. It made the papers, remem
ber ? Quite a smelly business. But 
that was Faust all over smelly. He 
thought because Nash was getting a 
fat retainer for being his lawyer that 
Nash would stand by and watch his 
daughter being dragged into the gut
ter. It's a particular kind of hell 
that Emery reserved for his wives. 
Faust would have eloped with Carter 
Nash's daughter if Nash hadn't 
stepped in." 

Nell Lafevre stepped into the living 
room and seemed to be listening to the 
rumble of voices from the study. 

"I wonder if he's really dead. I 
won't believe it until I hear his own 
doctor say so." 

I stood up, moved silently through 
the shadows of the upper hall. I knew 
I had to find a way out without attract
ing too much attention. The lower 
floor was filled with people and there 
would soon be police to deal with. 
Standish would have vouched for me, 
but that would have meant I would 
become involved in police routine'
something for which I had no appe-

• ttte. · 

As I moved around the circular hall, 
hoping to find a rear stairway, a breath 

• 
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of air fanned my cheek air that came 
from the opening of a door ! 
· I turned. A flare of lightning pasted 
a s ilhQuette of a man flatly against the 

· oblong that was the open doar. And 
. what the lightning did for me it must 

have done for the man in the door. 
He came at me clumsily enough, al
most fell into me., in fact. 

HAD whisked out my knife at the 
firs_t sign of danger, and now I let 

�he man taste the needle-sharp point of 
it in his middle as he crowded in close 
and tried to get his hands to my throat. 

"You'll utter just one sound this side 
of the grave !" I .whispered, and thrust 
him slowly backward into the room 
from which he had made his sudden 
appearance. Keeping the point of the 
knife against him, I shut the do0r 
quietly with my left hand and groped 
for the light switch. With the coming 
of the light, I saw why the man's at
tack had been so absurdly clumsy. 

First of all, he looked barely over 
his twentieth birthday a clean look
ing kid with well formed features, 
tousled blond hair, and eyes that were 
deep blue although somewhat blood
shot. The big raw hands that hung 
awkwardly down at his sides looked 
capable enough of starting a rumpus, 
and there was a certain petulance 
about his mouth that indicated he was 
in a fighting mood. But what actually 
took most of the fight out of him was 
a blue-black lump over his right eye. 
And the pain in his head was troubling 
his vision .. 

As his eyes became used to the glare, 
e-omprehension showed in his face. 
The Ghost, I might add, was fully 
"turned on" ; I was giving him that 
dead-pan stare that generally brings 
fear to those who 1neet the Ghost. I 
thought for a moment that this youth 
who was staggering around under that 
lump on h�s head was going to faint. 

"Who are you ?" I asked in the 
Ghost's monotonous voice a voice 
that would make a police radio an
nouncer sound like a singing teach�r 

• 

by comparison. 
The kid moistened his lips. 
"W -w-wilkins," he stammered. 
"A servant of Faust,s ?" 
"No. Stanley Wilkins. I I'm a 

student. Medical student. I I live 
next door. Who what are you ?'' 

"I ask the questions,'' I said. "What 
are you doing here ?'' 

''I I don't know. I was walking in _ 

Mr .. Faust's garden . . He he doesn't 
mind. I live in an apartment and some 
nights I walk in Mr. Faust's yard.. I� 
I heard a quarrel. Mr. Fau�t was 
laughing and cursing " 

"Did you overhear any of the quar
rel ?" 

"Just a word now and then. Mr. 
Faust was laughing so hard, it was 
difficult to understand him. He said 
son1ething about dynamite, and the 
other man said he could handle dyna
mite without much trouble. And then 
there was the sound of a blow. I ran 
around to the front door. It was dark 
when I entered the hall, and dark in 
the living room. And then somebody 
rushed out of the study and hit me. 
I I should have fallen in the hall 
downstairs, but " 

"But you bounced up here," I 
eluded. 

-

con-
• 

....... RHAPS the boy was telling the ·. ! ·. -

. truth. And then again he might 
be the murderer. That lump on his 
head might have been handed him by 
Faust, in the struggle. 

''Is there a back stairway ?" I asked. 
Stanley Wilkins nodded. He point

ed a finger toward the door and said 
he'd show me. 

I turned toward the door, my back 
toward Wilkins. He had no idea that 
my eyes were still upon him. You 
see, I always wear a mirror ring .. a 
device very useful to the magician and 
also to the Ghost, for it virtually gives 
me eyes in the back of my head. I 
saw Stanley Wilkins lunge at me as 
soon as my back was turned---a pretty 
logical move for him to make i f  he 
was the criminal who had killed Faust. 

• 
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Or, as it later occurred to me, if he · 

hap.pened to think that I was Faust's 
r.nurderer. . 

I pivoted to meet his low tackle. 
My right arm swept down, hand 
turned so that the handle of the knife 
caught him a clip on the side of the 
head. He flopped heavily on his belly 
and lay still. 

Do,Nn on hands and knees beside 
him, I searched his pockets, fo"\lnd a 
revolver, pulled the �eeth of the 
wea-pon by breaking out the car
tridges. Then I left Wilkins and his 

. 

• 

• 
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gun in the room where I felt certain 
- � 

the police would find them . 
I went out into the hall, still look

ing for the rear stairway. Dow-nstairs 
· in the- hall, Henry Fu Chang was bow

ing to a tall, dark man who carried a 
satchel in his band. The new arrival 
was Dr. William Millais, for many 

.years known throughout the city for 
his surgery. R ecently he had become 
l ess prominent due to the fact that his _ 
eyes had developed cataracts. This 
had made it ·necessary for eye opera
tions which had restored his sight but 
not his confidence in himself . 

He was a quiet·spoken, modest man, 
this Dr. Millais. As George Chance, 
I had met him several �times. Except 
for a rather swarthy complexion and 
the thick-lensed glasses which the eye 
operation had forced him to wear as a 
substitute for the natural lenses of his 
eyes, he would have been ordinary in 
the extreme. 

Millais' coat collar was turned up 
against the rain, and he paused in the 
center of the hall to straighten his 
coat and make himself look more pre .. 
sentable. 

"I do not understand," Millais was 
saying to Henry Fu Chang and Nell 
F·afevre. "You say that Emery Faust 
is  dead But of course he's dead. A 
train accident " · 

''That's what we thought/' Nell 
broke in. ''But he spoke to me on the 
phone tonight.. And to a number of 
other people. This time, I want to be 

. Sl.J.f f-� . 
.......... ..... -
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Robert Demarest 
• 

"This time," Henry Fu Chang said, 
"it is  rumored that Emery Faust's 
death is  not an accident. The Com
missioner of Pelice is here." 

"So ?" Dr. Millais said quietly. 
"Very confusing. Which way, i f  you 
please ?'' 

ELL LAFEVRE and the Chi-. 

nese walked on either side of the 
doctor, led him into the living room 
and from there toward the study door. 
They met Standish and Dyer at the 
door. Voices mumbled: I heard Dyer 
ask Standish if that was the Homicide 
boys pulling up in the car across the 
street. 

"They've hardly had time," Stand
ish replied. "Possibly it's Julian 
Hornaday. He's the only one of the 
Faust heirs who hasn't put in his ap
pearance." 

.I left rny pest at the stair topj found 
the rear stairway leading out of what 
might have · been the cook's bedroom, 
hurried down, bent on getting out of 
the house before the police started a 

• 
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search. I found myself in the kitchen, 
recognizable in the dark because light
ning briefly illuminated the glistening 
cabinet sink. 

The rain came in sheets that 
drenched the windows of the kitchen 
and the rear door of the house. B e
fore letting myself out into Nature's 
great bathtub, I imitated Dr. Millais 
and turned up my coat collar. 

Just outside the back door I paused. 
Above the sound of the driving rain, 
I distinctly heard the clatter of gun 
fire ! . 

I ran around the side of the house, 
dodged in behind shrubbery that was 
planted close to the foundation. In
side the house I could hear startled 
cries and the pelting of footsteps. 

Across the wide sweep of lawn a 
man was running, ducking from one 
tree to another to bury himself in a 
bed of shrubbery. And then the shrub
bery bed spoke with a dozen flaming 
tongues as slugs from a machine-gun 
spattered the stone walls of the house 
and made lace glass of the window 
above my head. 

I ran at a crouch toward the front 
of the house. Distantly sounded the 
wail of a police siren the homicide 
boys approaching. And then machine
gun fire brok� out from the other side 
of the house. Indoors, a revolver an
swered with three sharp barks. Ned 
Standish always packed his gun, and 
it was undoubtedly he who had retal
iated. What was behind this attack I 
had . no idea, but it seemed to come 
from all sides at once. 

I came up beside the front porch, 
which was hardly more than a stoop, 
j ust as the front door opened and a 
man catne out. And I got the jolt of 
my life ! 

For just an instant I thought the 
man on the porch was the twice-dead 
Emery Faust. And then I realized 
that it was somebody who had bor
rowed Faust's enormous checkered 
topcoat as a shelter against the rain
! bad seen Faust wear that coat in life. 

On the other side of the porch, 

• 

• 

bushes waved against the wind. The 
porch l ight glinted on blue gun-steel. 
And I realized I was in a nice spot to 
witness a second murder of the eve-

• 

n1ng. 
Y:' 

� 

CHAPTER V 

Questions Without A nswers 

• • HIS was the time to 
act and then think 
afterward, t h o u g h 
thinking m i g h t  b e  
slightly impaired by. 
the p r e s e n c e  of a 
bullet in my brain. 
I lunged at the man 
on the porch, both 
hands going out to 

strike him at the back of the knees. 
And that was the instant that the gun 
on the other side of the porch spoke 
its word. 

· 

The man on the porch fell backward 
on top of me, and the two of us fell 
down behind the protection edge of 
the concrete porch. I untangled head 
and shoulders from the legs of the 
man I had brought dcwn on top of 
me, picked up my l ittle automatic 
from the gimmick that usually holds 
it near the bottom of my coat. 

The man who had tried murder was 
racing across the lawn, probably con
fident that his bullet had completed 
its murderous work. It hadn't, be
cause the man who was tangled up 
with� me was alive and k icking. In 
fact, as I took what I considered 
pretty good aim at the fleeting figure, 
I got a kick somewhere between the 
shoulders, which was an excellent ex-
cuse for missing my mark. · 

My shot brought one in return. The 
gunman stopped in full flight, gun 
braced across his left arm. When the 
shot came, it clipped mortar from the 
wall behind and to my left, and the 
gun flare gave me a lightning glimpse 
of the man's face. 

It was a face to remember grayish 
col0r all over, an insignificant 110��, 
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cruel slits of eyes. The Ghost had 
met this man before and found him 
dangerous. His name w.as .Mike Pan
nard, and he held a tight grip on a 
lower East Side mob of criminals. Pan-

. 

nard was just about the only criminal 
on the books who would have at
tempted laying siege to Emery Faust's 
house. He was about as subtle as a 
cyclone. 

Pannard's objective se�med to be 
the car that was idling across the 
street from the Faust liouse. My ob
j ective was obviously to head him off. 

-

· I "Nould have had a swell chance of do-
ing just that if it hadn't been for the 

• 

confused person I had just rescued. 
I Just got myself unlimbered from 

the man I had knocked from the 
porch, started out of the bushes after 
Pannard, when my pal from the porch 
got ideas. He landed fulf-weight on 

_ my back a necktie tackle that 
brought me to earth, winded me com ... 
pletely. I squirmed over on my back, -
gulping for air. My lungs seemed to 
be leaking that was the sensation, 
anyway. I dicl.n't have much to give, 
but what I had I put behind a blow to 

· -· the jaw of Dr. William Millais ! 

• 

• 

• 

• 

For it was Millais who had stepped 
out onto the porch to see what all the 
noise was, no doubt. He hadn't cared 
much for the sort of weather we were 

_ havjng just then and had put on dead 
Mr. Faust,s topcoat, which had marked 
him as a man 1vlike Pannard would 
have liked much better dead than 

/ 

alive. 

T was quite a mix-up for a little 
while. Millais was pounding blows 

into my body, suffering under the im
pression that I was trying to murder 
him, I suppose.. ()nly I was doing 
most of the suffering, and not from 
any impression except those made by 
Millais� fists. And then Millais got a 
glimpse of my face and started to use 
his sense. · :Sut hy that time, Mike 
Pannard bad made· his getaway, taking 

- his  machine-gun artists with him. 
I got up, took a couple of handfuls 

--

• 

· . 

• 

• 

of Emery Faust's topcoat, and pulled 
the doctor to his feet. For a moment, 
Millais' eyes with their pitifully mal
formed pupils caused by the surgery 
that had removed his cataracts, 
blinked bewilderedly at me. His 
glasses were askew on his nose, but he 
had not lost them in the scramble, oth
erwise .he cou-ldn't have seen a thing .. 

"Good lord ! The Ghost !'' he whis-
pered. . 

I gave Millais a ghoulish laugh, 
shoved him toward the house. 

"You'd have been a g_host yourself 
• 

in another mornent if I hadn't stepped 

• 

• 

in," I informed him, but I think he · 
� 

knew that now. 
He stammered something that 

sounded like an apology, but I didn't 
wait for him to finish. I was in a hurry 
to slip away before the police started 
to put son1e embarrassing questions to 
me. � 

On my way back to the rectory I 
sifted the possibilities of the attack 
on the house and the attempted shoot
ing of Millais. The latter seemed to 
account for the former. Millais had 
appeared in Faust's topcoat and had 
been fired upon. Therefore Pannard "' 
must have attacked the house for the 
purpose of killing Faust. 

On East Fifty .. fifth Street, my 
haunted rectory crouched in the 
shadow of the steeple of the church 
·next door. I slipped along the side 
of the building with its boarded win
dow$, went to the back door, and down 
the �basement steps. The . sound of 
voices mumbled from within in spite 
of the heavily insulated door. I knew 
that Glenn Saunders had informed my 
aides that the Ghost was on the prowl, 
for only my intimate friends have 
keys to the rectory basement. 

No sooner had I opened the door 
than Merry White ran across the room 
and threw her arms around my neck. 
Then she backed a bit, examining my 
ghostly get-up with her laughing 
green eyes. 

"Old dar lin' Ghost !" she said. "If 
you'll just take those nasty looking 

• 
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• 
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shell teeth out of your mouth, I'll kiss 
y·ou ! '' · 

· That was a bargain any time, as far 
as I was concerned. The delightful 
bit of business over, I allowed myself 
to be led to the couch at one side of 
the basement room, pausing to shake 
hands gravely with my smallest and 
oldest friend Tiny Tim Terry. 

As his name would indicate, Tim is  
a midget. I had known him since cir
cus days. ·His child-size body was 
clad in a tailored suit that would have 
been a credit to a Wall Street broker. 
His babyish mouth was pretty well oc
cupied with one of his enormous 

• 

ctgars. • 

• 
• 

OE HARPER was also there-e
Joe who had once used my spare 

room as a place to have a hangover and 
· then forgot to go home. Joe knows 

Broadway as well as he knows the 
palm of his hand, for he's been every
thing from vaudeville booking agent 
to s idewalk p itchman. 

Joe didn't bother to get out of his 
chair. He examined me with narrow, 
black-beet!� eyes that lurked in the 
shadows of his nauseating green hat. 
Shrewd eyes, those glittering orbs of 
Joe Harper's, the sort of eyes that dig 
beneath the surface, see the goings-on 
in a great city which the ordinary man 
never even thinks to look for. 

An odd trio they made, these friends 
of mine. J oe, the artistic chiseler with 
his vast store of worldly knowledge ; 
Tiny Tim, the child-sized body with 
the brain of a man ; Merry White, 
whose charm had done much to hold 
attention of my audiences when I had 
toured with my magical act these 
were the friends I was counting on to 
aid me in unraveling the mystery of 
the hideous laughing corpse of Emery 
Faust. 

I could talk about Merry White for 
·a long time. She's a lovely little thing 

, · with black hair rolled coquettishly 
back from a beautiful forehead. Her 
mouth i s  at its prettiest when it's 
laughing. Her nose but then there's 

• 

so much more to Merry than mere 
beauty. Joe Harper would express it  
something like this : 1 

"The girl's got what it  takes and 
plenty more." 

· .. 

Joe Harper invited me to have some 
of my own whiskey. He's remarkably 
generous that way. And then he lolled 
back in the chair, a cigarette dangling 
from his lips, a highball in  his hand, 
and urged me to "give." 

I brought them up to date on all 
that had happened at the Faust house, 
being as brief as possible and at the 
same time emphasizing those details 
I thought important. The articles on · 
Faust's desk, the book in the dead 
man's hand, the blood drops on the 
blotter all these might furnish mate
rial clues. • 

Then there was the blond young 
fellow who had given his name as 
Stanley Wilkins. He deserved con
siderable notice, I thought. Wilkins 
represented one of the quirks in 
Faust's peculiarly unpleasant charac
ter. Faust had evidently been kind to 
Wilkins, or at least gave the young 
fellow the impression that he was be
ing kind. 

I had never heard of Faust being 
kind to anyone. 

Then, what about the heirs who had 
been named in Faust's will that 
strange will that had actually been ex
ecuted before Faust's death ? What 
was the meaning of the brass keys that 
were shared, as Dyer · had said, by 
Faust's worst enemies ? 

"Ooh, I'm going to like this," Merry 
White said when I had finished. "Es
pecially, I like the part about the brass 
keys and Tennyson's poetry. There's 
poetry in my soul, I think. And when 
I was a little girl I had a whole col
lection of old keys that wouldn't fit 
anything." -

- "Frail,'' Tiny Tim said as he paced 
back and forth across the floor and 
waved his cigar around in his mouth,_ 
"that is entirely irrelevant. Don't tot
ter back into an cient history when you 
were a l ittle girl." 

• 

• 

• 
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"You'H utter just 
one sound this side 
of the grave,'' I 
whispered (C h a p .  

IV) 

• 

• 

• 
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ARPER'S voice broke in nasally. . Joe Harper put a fresh cigarette be

"This business has more an- tween his thin lips. 
gles than a chorus girl has curves. . "Where,'' he asked as he  flamed his 

• 

Take a look at the nutty stuff in this smoke, "is Faust's dough ? Is  it be- · 

murder. Why was Emery Faust hind doors unlocked by the ltrass keys 
laughing wh·en he died ? He obviously � he left his heirs ? If so, why leave the 
didn't die immediately. The murder brass keys to his enemies ? Because 
took place in the study and it must Faust hated those heirs. We know he 
have been after the killer had gone hated Dyer and why. Carter Nash was 
that Faust crawled into the library to Faust's lawyer, sure, but Faust hated 
get that boo�. That was when he actu- Nash. Remember that scandal that 
ally died. Died laughing." was created when Faust tried to elope 

"Maybe the knife tickled his ribs," with Nash's teen-age daughter ?" 
Merry said. And if this seems in  any "And," I added, "there was obvj
way d isrespectful, consider for a mo- ously mutual hatred between Faust 
ment that Et_nery Faust had never and his ex-wife Nell Lafevre. Henry 
earned anybody's respect while he was Fu Chang outsmarted Faust in some 
alive. . · sort of business transaction. And 

"When you get right down to brass when Faust tried to put his oar into 
tacks," Tim contributed, "a grimace of politics, he smashed that oat against 
pain on the face of a dying man might Barton Clay. What about Julian 
be mistaken for a contortion of laugh- Hornaday ? He was also one of the 
ter. Why did he go into the library heirs." 

' 

for that book ? Why turn to 'Crossing ''Maybe," Joe said, "this isn't any-
The Bar,' if that's what he turned to?  thing at all, but Julian Hornaday· has 
Did he want to give his own funeral been known to lend money at usurious 
oration ?" rates. Maybe he had squeezed Faust 

"Listen," Joe said, ''we don't know on a loan." 
that Faust turned to that piece of 
graveyard poetry. The way I get it, 
the whole book was messed up under 
Faust's fingers. He was looking for 
something in the book and death 
counted him out." 

"That's it," I said. "We know Faust 
tried to leave something for living 
eyes to see perhaps the name of the 
killer. The broken pen on the desk, 
the open inkwell, the one sheet of 
blank paper they tell us something. 
They tell us Faust tried to write some
thing, couldn't because the pen was 
broken. Then he went into the library 
and got the book of poems.'' 

" 'Men may come and men may 
go'," Merry White quoted, " 'but I go 
on forever.' That's Tennyson's 'The 
Brook.' Anybody named Brook in-

• 

SIPPED the whiskey and soda 
Joe had handed me. When I put 

down my glass on the cocktail table, 
right beside Joe Harper's feet, I told 
my friends that all this riddle asking 
and wise cracking was nice clean fun 

· but it wasn't getting us anywhere. 
"We've got a murder mystery to 

solve," I said. "Maybe we've got two 
of them. Because how about this serv
ant of Faust's who died in the train 
wreck ? That's too pat, especially with 
the body being identified as Faust's 
and Faust not coming out in the open 
to deny it." 

� valved, dar lin' ?" 

"At least not coming out until he 
discovered that the insurance com
pany refused to pay insurance claims 
on the grounds that trre death was sui
cide instead of accident," Tiny Tim 
put in sagely. "There's something 
bigger in this. than we.,ve guessed. 
With Faust mixed up in It, it's bound 
to be big." 

' 

I smiled at het and told her I hadn't 
., 

run across anybody by that name yet, 
but i f  she went on studying Tennyson 
she might find the answer for us yet . 

• 

' 

• 
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• 

• 

• 

• 

• 



• 

• THE CASE OF THE LAUGHING CORPSE 33 

Merry jumped up from the couch, 
patted . Tiny Tim on the head as she 
might a clever child. 

"Cunning little man ! Only you've 
forgotten that Emery Faust is dead 
twice over !" 

We were to learn that Emery Faust, 
dead or alive, was very much mixed 
up in the business which became twice 
as ugly and doubly dangerous because 
of the malicious meddling of that fat, 
evil old man. · 

• 

• 

• 

• 

CHAPTER VI 

The Staggering Man 

ARL Y the following 
morning, b e f o r e 

· C o m m i s s i o n e r  
Standish had time to 
get to his office, I 
called his apartment 
on the phone. 

"Any dope on Mr. 
Faust's e x t r a o r d  i 
nary departure from 

tHis earth ?" I asked. 
"Maybe some you didn't pick up,'' 

Standish said. "Dr. M illais is inclined 
to believe he owes you his life. He  
had the poor sense to put on Faust's 
topcoat and stick his head out of the 
front door and into that rain of lead 
somebody was directing toward the 
Faust house. Incidentally, Mr. G., 
around headquarters, Emery Faust's 
death is not referred to as a departure 
from this earth." 

• 

' 'No?" I questioned. 
"No," Sfandish said dryly. "Here 

we call it his homecoming in hell. But 
the thing we turned up was a young 
chap named Stanley Wilkins. He was 
taking an enforced nap in one of the 
upstairs rooms. He seems to have 
been tapped gently but firmly in two 
places on his head." · 

"0h, we've met," I chuckled, "this 
Wilkins and I. In fact, I'm respon
sible for laying one of the eggs on his 
head. The larger one seems to have 
been the work of Mt'. Faust's slayer. 

• 

Or else Wilkins bumped himself in the 
act of killing Faust. In which case it 
would seem unlikely that he'd walk up 
the steps, after the deed, and take a 
nap.'' · 

I described my encounter with Wil-
, kins. · 

"Both Dr. Millais and Demarest had 
a look at the bumps on Wilkins' head," 
Standish said, "and he couldn't have 
conked himself. It looks like he's tell
ing the truth, but we're watching him 
closely. You see, he's got a motive." 

That was news to me. 
"An eight-hundred-thousand-dollar 

motive, in fact," Standish said. · 

"Emery Faust had life insurance. 
You may remember that a life insur
ance dick refused to permit his com
pany to pay up when Faust 'died' in 
the railroad crack-up, on the grounds 
that his death was suicide. Y a6 see, 
these insurance companies are particu
lar about such things. You insure your 
life, most concerns won't pay if you 
kill yourself within a six-month or 
sometimes a twelve-month perio,d after · 
you take out your insurance." 

"Of course,'' I said. "I  understand 
that. But do you mean to say that this 
fellow Wilkins benefits by Faust's in
surance ?" 

"He does. As I said before, he bene
fits to the tune of eight hundred thou
sand. And this time the insurance com
pany will have to pay up, since there's 
not a chance in the world of calling 
this second death anything but mur
der. � 

"Dyer's standing on his ear. Faust 
was such a tricky devil that Dyer 
doesn't trust anything he ever did, in
cluding die. I don't know how many 
times Dyer asked Demarest if  he was 
sure Faust was dead." 

• 

EMAREST was R o b e r t  De-. 
marest, the medical examiner, 

and I can assure anybody that if 
Demmy says yo.u're dead, there's prac-
tically no hope for Y'OU. · 

''The book of poems, though,'' I re
tninded Standish. ''Get any ideas?" 

• 

• 
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"Well," Standish said, "Emery 
Faust wouldn't be above throwing a 
nice basket of red herring in our faces, 
even if he was dying. Maybe that's 
why he was laughing so hard when he 
passed out. Maybe the book was a 
joke. Anyway, it doesn't fit anywhere, 
though any time you see Inspector 
Magnus of the Homicide office, he's 
apt to be reading Tennyson. Which is a 
whole lot more than Emery Faust ever 
did, judging by the book." 

"You mean," I said, "that the book 
didn't show much use ? Some pages 
not cut, and that sort of thing ?" 

"Exactly," Standish replied. "It 
was one of those books that look nice 
on the shelf but which nobody is apt to 
read. I don't suppose Faust looked 
into it. That's why I say it could be a 
herring. Now that gun attack on the 
house " 

"That," I interrupted, "could have 
been a herring, too. It was directed by 

' 

one Mike Pannard. I saw him quite 
close uncomfortably close, in fact. 
And it could be a herring if Pannard 
killed Faust with a knife and then re
turned later when there were wit
nesses to attack the house with guns, 
giving out the impression that he 
didn't know that Faust was dead and 
therefore couldn't have killed him." 

"Uhm," was Standish's comment. 
But, he had to admit that such a trick 
would have matched Pannard's brass. 
As for motive, this man Pannard was 
thought to manage a small dope ring. 
And it was a pretty -well established 
fact that Faust had either hijacked or 
purchased a large supply of drugs 
shortly before his death. That might 
be the connection. 

"We'll round up Pannard," Standish 
said. 

The rest o£ that day wa� practically 
wasfed, so far as the Ghost and his 
aides were concerned. Joe Harper was 
attempting to get information on 
Henry Fu Chang and Carter Nash. His 
method of doing this, I knew, might 
include anything from buying drinks 
for Nash's servants to losing his 

• • 
• 

• 

shirt in a fan-tan game in some Chi
nese hangout on Pell Street. Tiny 
Tim Terry had a man-sized task in try
ing to get a line on Julian Hornaday, 
the wealthy old nickel nurser who had 
been the only one of Faust's heirs who 
hadn't showed up on the night before. 

Merry White had begged me for the 
chance to investigate Nell Lafevre, the 
blond nightclub proprietress. And 
with this end in mind, I bribed Nell's 
cigarette girl to be sick for a week 
so that Merry might take over her job. 

The cigarette girl, when she saw the 
color of my money, said she'd not only 
play sick but she'd roll over and play 
dead for that amount. There re
mained nothing for Merry to do but 
alter her appearance a bit, see Nell La
fevre and cinch the job. 

• • 

LL of this wasn't quite the cast
ing about in the dark that it 

seemed. The police had their eyes on 
Wilkins and would have also taken a 
few good looks at Pannard, had they 
known his hideout, because both the 

• • 

young medical student and the gang-
land chief had motives for killing 
Faust. But there were others the 
five men and one woman who had been 
remembered in Faust's will to the ex
tent of a mysterious brass key apiece . 

You see, when Faust was supposed 
to have been the victim of that train 
accident, his will had been read and 
the six keys distributed. Presumably 
none of the heirs knew what the brass 
keys were for, but all knew well 
enough that Faust was a wealthy man. 
For that reason, they assigned value to 
the keys. 

Imagine, then, the disappointment 
of some greedy heir to find that Faust 
was alive and laughing ! The brass 
keys had more than mystified ; they 
had whetted appetites for Faust's 
wealth wealth that was unattainable 
while Faust l ived. There was motive 
enough. Why, I could hardly exclude 
even District Attorney Dyer :Prom my 

• • susp1c1on. 
Early that evening, when I was 

' 

• 

• 

• 

• 
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alone in the Ghost;s rectory eating a 
meal of sandwiches and coffee, the 
phone rang and I heard Merry White's 
smiling voice. 

"Did you get the job with Nell La
fevre ? ' '  I asked. 

"Without half trying. . I'm in my 
apartment now, waiting until time to 
go to work. But I just did the smartest 
thing ever, dar lin' !" 

I almost told her I was afraid of that. 
She's as unpredictable as A·pril 
weather. · · 

"I was waiting in Nell's office to see 
her about the job when the phone �rang. 
A�d I answered the phone, darlin'. It 
was a man speaking. H e  was in a big 
hurry about something. He didn't 
even wait to ask who I was. He just 
called me Miss Lafevre and said he was 
Barton Clay." 

"Well ?" I urged. . 
"I didn't say anything. I couldn't. 

I didn't have a chance. Mr. Clay was 
telling me everything and doing it in 
such a hurry as though it was a life 
and death matter. H e  told me, think-

, 

ing I was Nell, of course, that I 
needn't have Mr. Fu Chang stop for 
him tonight inasmuch as he would not 
be able to attend the meeting. And 
then what do you think I did?" 

_ "Told him you weren't Nell La
fevre," I supposed. 

"No. I asked him what meeting he 
was talking about. And he cursed
it was awful what he said, but not so 
much as though he was mad as though 
he was scared." 

• 

"Then what ?" 
''He hung up. That was all there 

was to it. And the next moment Nell 
came into the office and I had to see 
about the job and this is the first 
chance I've had to call you. Is it im
portant ?" 

I thought perhaps it w·as. I couldn't 
quite account for this subj ect of a 
meeting between Clay, Fu Chang, and 
Nell Lafevre. 

"Unless," I said to Merry as the 
thought occurred to me, "they are 
planning to get together and discuss 

' 

• 

• • 

Faust 
. . . 

this matter of brass keys. Might be 
·that they think if they put their heads 
together, they can see a solution to the 
mystery." 

Then I told her to be a good girl, · 
hung up, and under cover of darkness 
left the rectory, wearing the dismal 
regalia of the Ghost. 

I 
I 

ARTON CLAY lived in a hotel 
half a block from Times Square. 

Three quarters of an hour after I had 
received Merry's message, I alighted 
from a cab at that hotel, went into the 
crowded lobby, and up to the desk 
where I learned that Barton Clay was 
not in. 

Questioning the doorman, I learned 
that Mr. Clay had left the hotel late 
that afternoon and alone. No, the 
doorman had not heard the address 
Clay had given the taxi driver and not 
even five dollars could repair his 
memory. But Mr. Clay had an office in 
the Wander Building and I might try 
there. 

I went across Broadway to the Wan
der Building, took an elevator to Mr. 
Clay's office, only to find that . it was 
locked for ��e night. I returned to 
the . street level, convinced that this 

• 

• 

• 
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, 

was j ust another one of those things. 
In any sort of an investigation you run 
into blind alleys of this kind. 

· I was about to follow the crowd 
across Broadway again when I saw the 
staggering man. H e  was in the crowd 
and about ten feet ahead of me, waiting 
for a break in the traffic, apparently. 
I thought h.e was hanging on to the 
arm of another man, though I could 
not see clearly because so � many peo-

� pie were jammed at the intersection. 

• 

The man was weaving around on his 
· feet like a drunk. A very respectably 

-

1 

clad man he was, what I could see of 
. 

him from the rear. And his gray hairs 
would have indicated that he was old 
enough to know · better than to get 
tight, especially this early in the eve
ning when a lush was pretty apt to at-
tract a lot of attention. , 

I took all this in during a very short 
it)terval, because there wasn't but a 
second between the moment I got this 
rear view of him until I was looking 
down into the man's face as he lay on 
the pavement ! Whether somebody 
pushed the man or whether he started 
out from the curb of his own will was 
never entirely cleared up. But I had 
seen him run suddenly into the middle 
of the street, ducking� fearfully from 
a car that was fully thirty feet away 
from him only to dash insanely into 
the r;ath of a second car that couldn't 
possibly have stopped in time. 

_ The man saw this second car only 
w];len its bumper was within inches of 
him. He made one clumsy effort to 
get out of the way, was pasted flat to 
the pavement, and both front and rear 
wheels of the speeding car bumped 
over his body before the driver could 
apply the brakes. -

Women screamed. A cop's whistle 
shrilled. Rubber burned off onto the 
pavement as wheels locked. And I 
dashed ahead of the crowd to drop on 
my knees beside the fallen man. And 
I looked down into the still, white face 
of Barton Clay. 

_ _ Yes, he was dead. Blood flecked his 
handsome · white lips. Wheels had 

• 
• 

• 
• 

• 

passed over his chest, crushing life out 
of him. One leg was twisted like that 
-of a rubber doll. M y  eyes traveled 
down that mangled leg to the shoe of 

• 

his right foot. And I noticed a peculiar 
slot between the rubber heel and its 
leather platform, as though. something 
had been wedged in between rubber 
and leather. -

My hand went out swiftly to untie . 
the laces of the oxford, and got no 
further before the hand of the law 
dropped on my shoulder. -

• 
• • 

CHAPTER VII 

The First Brass Key � 

LOOKED up at the 
officer. The Ghost, 
you can be sure, was 
completely "turned 
off." 

"Is he dead ?" I 
asked the cop. 

' 

"And if he wasn't, 
� he soon would be, , 

smothered by this 
mob. Get back, will you ? Get back, 
all you people." 

I obeyed the cop's orders, of course, 
but I was on the inner circle of peo
ple who surrounded the dead man, and 
my eye didn't leave that right shoe on 
the corpse. 

I could have wired in tomorrow's 
news story then : 

BARTON CLAy· WAS KILLED LAST 
NIGHT BY AN AUTO MOBILE WHILE 
CROSSING BROADWAY ON THE WAY 
TO HIS HOTEL. 

B ecause that was what it looked like. 
But I didn't believe it. I don't know 
why my mind persisted in the idea 
that this wasn't an accident. Certainly 
no one else was going to have that 
slarit on it. I wondered a good bit 
about the man who had been with Bar
ton Clay. I was certain that Clay had 
been hanging onto the arm of a man, 
perhaps a perfect stranger or his 
murderer. 

• 
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J. 

RAISED my left arm a�d shol:ll
der in what appeared to be a ges

ture for accompanying my· baffled 
"Where ?" Actually the move opened 
a large con�ealed pouch on the left-

, 

. 

� 

side lining of my coat. My right hand, 
carrying the shoe, snapped toward the 
mouth of the p,ouch, scarcely moving 
more than four inches to accomplish 
the vanish of the shoe. I simply tossed 
the shoe into the open mou�h of the 
pouch and then dropped my hands to 
my sides. · 

. Of .course the _bulge made by the 
shoe would have been visible from the 
rear view, but this cop v:vas standing 
directly in front of me. The cop 
opened his mouth and then his eyes 
opened just as widely. And the first 
place he looked was down at the 
street, as though he thought I had 
dropped the siioe. Somehow, they al
ways look down when you pull that 
fast one. And, of course, the down
ward glance was the "down._beat" for 
me, and I got started. 

� I dashed through the crowd and to 
the east side of the street. Coppers 
were keeping traffic moving, so there 
was shortly a stream of cars between 
me and the cop. And th�n I crossed 
the sidewalk and got behind a long 
line of people waiting at a theatre box 
office. I slipped along the line, saw a 
cab pulling up at the corner to let out 
a fare. Then I ran for the cab, slipped· 
into the vacant seat, fnd was away 
from the scene in  a hurry. 

· 

Once more in the. rectory, I removed 
the shoe from its hiding place. It was 
that slot between the heel platform 
and the rubber heel that interested me. 
Something had been forced between 
the heel and its platform. A very nic� 
hiding place it was, for something like 
a key. . 

' 

Sure enough. I dug into the slot 
with the blade of a knif� and shortly 
produced a small brass key. 

It looked a good bit like the key 
for an ordinary skeleton lock, only 
smaller. The key-blade itself had a 
squarely scalloped �op e�ge, som·e
thing like the battleme�ts on an old 
castle. And then there were square 

- and oblong holes punched right 
through the blade itself. 

'
:And that 

made the key anything but ordinary . 
• 

• 
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The key in my hand, I untethered 
my thoughts and let them wander 
where they would. If  murder had 
been done tonight it was mighty sub
tle, almost indetectable. And yet I 
was quite certain that Barton Clay 
wouldn't have run out into the street 
of his own free will. 

Even if he had d eliberately made 
that plunge into the sea of traffic, 
something had certainly been haywire 
with his judgment of �istance. He 
had ducked from a car that was too 
far from him to be any sort of a threat, 
and he had walked directly into the 
path of another car which had killed 
him instantly. It was almost as 
though Barton Clay had been walking 
in his sleep. 

I called Commissioner Standish on 
the phone. 

"Barton Clay got his," I said, "but I 
suppose you already know." 

"Don't tell me you were there !"  
Standish said in amazement. "How do 
you get that way ?" 

T AND ISH'S amazement was un
derstandable. 

"This wasn't exactly a coincidence," 
I said. "Merry gave me some dope on 
Clay and a purMposed meeting that was 
to include Nell Lafevre and Henry Fu 
Chang. Clay seemed to get scared out 
in the last minute and phoned Nell to 
have her tell Fu Chang not to stop for 
him. He wasn't going to be at the 
meeting. But the thing is that he 
didn't want Fu Chang stopping for 
him. Or maybe someone else didn't 
want Fu Chang horning in at a mo
ment that would have been embarrass
ing." 

"I would have thought not,'' Stan
dish said dryly. "Demarest just called 
me from the morgue. He's had a look 
at Clay's body, and the belly and chest 
are covered with minute cuts. It looks 
like torture. Suppose the torturer 
forced Clay to head off Fu Chang, 
forced him to make that call to Nell." 

"That's it, I think," I agreed with 
Standish. "But the torturer didn't get 

•• • 

• 

• 

what he was looking for. Clay prob
ably lied to him about the location of 
the key." 

"The key ? You mean those crazy 
brass keys are back of it?" 

"What else ?'' 
"Then maybe the key was in Clay's 

shoe ! Did you notice his right shoe 
was missing when they loaded him 

• 

into the ambulance ?" 
"Notice it?" I laughed. "My dear 

Ned, I stole the shoe !" 
"You mean in the middle of B road

way you had the brass to no� look 
here, that's impossible !" 

" It's something that the cop who let 
me get away with it Isn't likely to re
port," I said,  "but it's not impossible 
because I have the shoe right here. 
And if it will make you feel any bet
ter, I don't mind telling you that your 
deductions were entirely correct and 
the brass key was in the shoe. I'm 
coming right down to Headquarters 
with it, now that I've had a look at it." 

. 

I took more than a look. . I took 
photographs of the key and also wax 
impressions of both sides of it. That 
done, I set about making myself pre
sentable for Police Headquarters. 

There was no need to change my 
clothes, but my face needed working 
ov�r. One of my favorite aliases i s  
that of Dr. Stacey, in which I pose as 
an unofficial adviser to Medical Ex
aminer Demarest and Commissioner 
Standish. Dr. Stacey is a frequent 
visitor around Headquarters Build-
• 

tng. 
To adopt this identity, I filled my 

naturally hollow cheeks with metal 
"plumpers" which also served the pu�
pose of making Dr. Stacey's voice de
part from the natural voice of George 
Chance. A few deft touches with a 
l ining pencil added signs of approach
ing age. A false n1oustache that was 
going gray gave me the dignity of 
years as did the grayish powder I 
scattered through my hair. Then, for 
a touch of professional wisdom, I 
mounted a pair of Oxford glasses on 
my nose. 

• • 
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Satisfied with the face of Dr. Sta
cey, I left the rectory, took a subway 
train into lower Manhattan. Shortly 
after 1eaving the train I was going 
through the Centre Street entrance of 
the Police Headquarters Building. 

ED STAND ISH met me in his 
out�r office and I slipped Barton 

Clay's brass key into the commission-
er's hand. Ned leaned forward with 
one hand on my shoulder and whis
p ered : 

"Don't throw too much weight 
around with that fake doctor's title of 
yours. Dr. Millais is in my office, talk
ing ·with Demmy.'' 

The commissioner's office, I found, 
was really quite crowded. Ned Stan
dish was in the habit of having even 
persons he suspected of being guilty 
drop into h1s office for quiet little 
chats. During these informal "par-
_ties" as he called them, Standish's 
shrewd, close-set eyes and alert mind 
keenly analyzed character. 

• So I was .not surprised to find Stan-
ley �ilkins in the commissioner's 
office and also that smil ing, broad
faced Chinese gentleman, Henry Fu 
Chang. Wilkins and Fu Chang were 
uncomfortably squatted on the edges 
Cl)f their chairs, while on a leather sofa 
against the north wall of the room sat 
Dr. Millais, my friend Robert Dem
arest, and District Attorney Dyer. 

I was introduced all around, except 
to Demarest, of course. The medical 
examiner gave me a sleepy glance 
from beneath his heavy eyelids and 
said : 

"How are you, Doctor?,, 
A very nasty emphasis he  put on 

that word "doctor" too. Unless you 
understand Robert Demarest, you're 
apt to come to the conclusion that he's 
the most unpleasant man alive. He's 
a croaking raven. There's an aura of 
the morgue that seems to spring from 
his gloomy face. He reeks with the 
unhappy combination of pipe smoke 
and formalin. But I've known him a 
long time and have learned to think a 

• 
• 

• 

• 
• 

T i ny T i m  
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great deal of him. 
I told D emarest I was all right, 

asked him how he was. He explained 
that he felt terrible if there had been 
a morgue slab handy, he  would have 
curled up on it and asked somebody 
to sprinkle him with embalming fluid. 

Dr. Millais shook my hand, examin
ing me with those unnatural looking 
eyes of his. I felt then a great pity 
for this man whose eyes showed 
clearly the work of the oculist's knife. 

. In fact, his unnatural looking eyes 
seemed magnified by his large spec
tacles, lending him a certain. unavoid
able ugliness which I thought he was 
constantly aware of. 

"Dr. Stacey, eh?" he said in his 
quiet voice. "Oh, I've heard of you. 
You're a specialist, aren't you ?" 

"I am afraid my chief specialty is 
murder, Dr. Millais,, I said with a 
laugh. I doubted very much if his 
having heard of Dr. Stacey was any
thing more than an effort to be polite . 

"Then no doubt you can help us 
with the problem of Emery Faust's 
murder,'' Millais said. "We were jus-t 
discussing it. Inasmuch as I was . 
Faust's physician, :pr. Demarest has 
had the courtesy to invite my opinion 

• 

• 
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on the baffling matter." mutual friend, Mr .. Faust. I believe 
"And have you come to any conclu- Mr. Dyer will bear me out in this. He, 

sions?" I asked. . too, was invited to attend this meet-
Millais' smile came and went from ing." -

his dark, sad face. Standish looked sharply at Dyer, 
"Unfortunately, no. I am afraid I . and the D. A. nodded. 

must agree with everything that Dr. "It's this fool brass key business. 
Demarest has said about the case, We thought that if we came together 
showing practically no originality in and compared our keys, offered our 
the matter." opinions, we might come to some con- . 

• 
W�S introduced to Stanley Wil

. kins, who timidly took my hand . 
He had an immense amount of adhe
sive tape wrapped around his head. 

" I  am afraid I'm a little out of my 
element," Wilkins said, "with three 
full fledged doctors in the room. 
After all, I'm nothing but a pre-medics 
student." 

"And I," put in H enry Fu Chang as 
he bowed low to me, "must remain a 
humble l istener here and grow fat 
with the learning of others. I have 
taken my degree from the university 
of what you call hard knocks." 

"If," District Attorney Dyer put in, 
"you've got your degree at that school, 
Mr. Fu Chang, you're way ahead of 
the rest of us .. We're still going to the 
school of experience. And Standish 
didn't invite you here to be a listener, 
incidentally." 

"No ?" Fu Chang enquired politely. 
"Mr. Chang," said Standish, now 

that Dyer had thus bluntly put the 
Chinese on the carpet, "we've got to 
ask you about this appointment you 
had with Barton Clay this evening. 
As soon as Dr. Demarest and his as
sistants discovered that Clay's body 
showed evidence of torture, I sent de
tails of men to Clay's hotel room and 
also to his office. Police found you 
knocking at the door of Clay's office. 
You said that you had an appointment 
with him." 

"That is true," Fu Chang said, per
fectly composed. "I  had planned to 
pick up Mr. Clay at his office this eve
ning. We were going to Miss Lafev
re's night club to compare notes con
cerning our strange legacy from our 

• 

elusion regarding this legacy. Though 
if anybody offered me a penny for my 
thoughts on the subject, I'd say that 
anything that Emery Faust left us 
would be poison. You've no true con
ception of the unholy hatred that man 
was capable of if you think other
wise." 

I glanced at young Stanley Wilkins. 
His blond face flushed. His lips were 
thinned as though he was containing 
himself with some difficulty. 

"I heartily agree with that," I said 
to Dyer, but actually intending to 
goad young Wilkins. "Faust was a 
beast. Greedy and conniving where 
money was . concerned. Selfish and 
brutal in the treatment of women with 
whom he came in contact. And since 
he seemed to have had reason to hate 
every person he mentioned in his will ,  
I'm inclined to believe that the brass 
keys are just what you said, Dyer I 
think they're poison !" 

Stanley Wilkins stood up. 
· "Commissioner Standish,'' he said. 
"I don't know why you asked me here 
tonight. I guess everybody here is 
against Emery Faust but me. I didn't 
know a whole lot about him. I don't 
know what he's done to you p eople 
that you hate him so, but he was al
ways nice to me. So if the purpose 
of this conference is  to throw mud at 
Mr. Faust, you'd better count me out." 

ILKINS started for the door. 
"Wait a minute," Dyer 

snapped. "If somebody left me eight 
hundred thousand dollars in life in
surance, maybe I wouldn't think ·t hey 
were such bad medicine myself. But 
what we can't get straight and what 
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the insurance company doesn't seem 
to understand is j�st wnat relation you 
were to Faust." 

• 

Wilkins whirled. 
�'So I'm suspected of murdering 

Faust. Is  that why I was brought 
here ? It won't do any good then to 
tell you that when I received that 
check for the insurance money, I was 
as surprised as anybody else. It won't 
do any good to tell you �that I met 
Faust for the first time six months 
ago. But if you think I murdered 
Emery Faust, you'll have to prove it !" 

Those were dangerous words for 
young Wilkil':ls to utter. When he left 
Headquarters, there was a police de-
tective on his trail. � 

• • 

• 

CHAPTER VIII 

, Was It Murder? 

OCTOR MILLAIS 
smiled gently at the 
D.A. 

''That," he said, "is 
why I would never 
make a police inves
tigator. That lad 
looks entirely clean 
to me. I'd be rather 
inclined to look in 

another direction if I were searching 
fo·r Faust's murderer." 

"But to get back to the Clay affair," 
I said. "You said you sent .a detail of 
men to Clay's hotel and office, Stand-

• 
• 

• 

• 

• 

' • 
• 

ish. Uncover anything ?" 
"The torture took place in Clay's 

office," the commissioner said, resum
ing his seat behind his wide desk and 
leaning back in his chair. 

I nodded slowly, understood then 
why Clay had been forced to call Nell 
Lafevre to have her prevent Fu Chang 
from calling at Clay's office for him 
that evening. Undoubtedly Clay had 
made the phone call with a gun at his 
back. After that he had suffered the 
torment of the damned at the hands of 
some fiend who had been. trying to get 
Clay to tell where his brass key was 
located. And Clay had lied about its · 

location while his tormentor had be
lieved him. 

And then it occurred to me that Clay 
and the torturer must have left Clay's 
office at just about the time I had gone 
there, for Clay had been killed within 
a few hundred feet o£ his office in the 
Wander Building. I couldn't have 
missed meeting Clay and his murderer 
by more than a few seconds ! Except 
for those few seconds I might have 
saved Clay's life. 

I turned my attention to the Chinese. 
"This puts an end to your attempted 

conference about the brass keys," I 
said. 

"Unfortunately so," Chang said. 
"Though our efforts would have met 
with no good anyway, since this Mr. · 
Julian Hornaday declined with thanks 
our invitation to be ·present." 
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''All this business about brass keys Dyer produced a brass key and 
is very confusing to me," Dr. Millais to.ssed it toward Standish's desk. By 
said. "Did the person who tortured seeming accident, I stepped in the way 
Barton Clay - succeed in getting the of the key. It struck my chest and 
key ?" fell to, the floor beneath Standish's 

"We don't know,'' Demarest said, desk. I went down on my kn�es at once 
though the question wasn't addressed to retrieve the key. But before I 
to him. - banded it to Standish, I . p�essed the 

"No," Standish said. "The key was key into a cake of magician's wax that 
found 'on Clay's body. Clay evidently I · had palmed, making a clear impres
lied about the location . of the key sion. Then I handed the key to· Stand-
providing it was the key the man was ish. · . 
after." . "Have you considered the pos- · 

"It was," I. said. ·"The seeds of hate sibility of Clay's being _murdered?" I 
-�--have found fertile soil, I'm afraid." asked. 

Demarest made a wry mouth at ·me. "That's a very nice possibility, Doc-
. 

"Don't go poetical on us. · Inspector tor," Demarest said, "except for the 
Magnus has taken up reading Tenny- fact that it was an automobile  accident .. 
son because of that book angle �n the Middle-aged ladies don't -go around 
Faust kill. One � is enough." running over people on purpose." 

"That, I claim, is more truth than "Dr. Stacey," Millais said to me, "I 
· poetry," I rejoined. "Faust deliber- had the privilege of viewing the body 

ately left those keys to people he - of Mr. Clay. I am in agreement with 
hated, to pit one against the other� to Dr. Demarest entirely.�' -
cause conflict and trouble, and perhaps ''Any evidence that -clay was drunk 
even murder after Faust was dead and · then ?" I asked. 
buried. IVIaybe that was why he was "None," Demarest said. "The great 
laughing and with good reason trouble with you, Doctor, and possibly 
when he died.J' . · the reason you haven't a very large 

· _ practice, is that when yo.u see a case 
EASE " Henry Fu Chang � of pneumonia you are _apt to suspect 

stood up, bowed. "May one murder." 
as ignorant as I offer a slight sugges- I shrugged quite as though my pro-

, tion ? Mr. Faust was a wealthy man. fessional pride had been hurt by that 
We do not know what became of his remark. 
wealth. Perhaps it is hidden behind ''Anyway," I went ori, "it seems in
some doors to be opened with brass credible that a man of Clay's intel
keys. Perhaps .he regretted the hatred ligence would. run out in the patli of a 
he bore us, and as a long overdue pen.. car as he did. And from what I get 
ance " from talking with an eye witness of 

"No," Dyer said definitely. "F�ust the accident, Clay seemed utterly un
never did a kind thing for anybody. able to judge the distance between him 
If his insurance went to this Wilkins and the oncoming car." 
fellow, it must have been with the fond Standish took my cue. He knew that 
hope that Wilkins would drink him- I was hammering at Demarest for 
self to death. Except for the fact that - furth�r post mortem exa111ination of 
it might give me a clue that would in- _Clay's  body, but that I couldn't do it 
directly le_qd ja the identity of Faust's openly in the presence of Millais, Dyer 
murderer,_ . I'd throw my brass key into and Fit Chang. -

• 

the East River. · And there you have "There's 1\0 motive,.. he said, pretend-
my opinion of the mystery keys." ing to oppose me. "None -at all, St�cey. "· 

''Got that key with you ?" Standish / Suppose the man who tortured Clay 
asked. 

- \ -
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-_had one motive the brass key. Why 
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Blood splotched h i s  sh i rt, and he held a book of poems (Chap. I l l )  

kill Clay after he had obtained·the key, 
or at least thought that he had learned 
where the key was ?'' 

"Excuse, please,'' Fu Chang ven
tured, "but th.ere is a motive. Fear 
could be the motive, could it not ?" 

"Exactly/' Dyer said. "Clay knew 
who was torturing him. He would have 
named that man to the first policeman 
he came to." 

"If he was permitted to do so," I 
said. 

EMAREST raised his heavy eye
lids slightly and regarded me for 

a moment. 
� "I really have no 1dea what the office 

of Medical Examiner is for. How 
easily it could �·e eliminated and the 
work of the d�partment handed over 
to the district _attorney and a chiro-
practor." 

· 

• 

• 

Demarest got up and went" oqt. I 
followed him in apparent anger. He 
was waiting for me in the hall. 

"Do I get my post mortem or don't 
I ?" I whispered to him. 

"Gladly, when you turn up at �he 
morgue some day," h e  replied acidly. 
"Just get yourself murdered any time 
and I'll be glad to accomm-odate you." 

"The same old Demarest," I said. 
"You see, I happened to eye-witness 
Clay's death. I think he -was pushed 
out into the street, and further I think 
the pusher took certain precautions to 
see that Clay didn't know where he 
was going. Clay acted as· though walk
ing in his sleep." 

"Why didn't you voice those p earls 
of wisdom before ?" Demarest asked. 

. "M·illais would have been interested. 

• 

The poor devil's a surgeon at heart, 
but since that eye operation he's lost 
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CHAPTER IX 

At Lafevre's 
• 

E R R Y  W H I T E  
didn't know when 
she had ever enjoyed 
one of - the G9ost's 

. assignments as well 
as this one. The 

f,_ Sixth Avenue club 
that was designated 
simply as Lafevre7s� 

• • wrttten tn n e o n  
above the doorway, was one of the . 
newest and swankiest places of its sort 
• tn town. 

Merry liked the band. In fact, she 
had a great deal of trouble to keep 
from dancing with her cigarette tray 
as a partner. She liked the brief and 
flaring skirt of her black satin costume, 
too. And being exquisitely feminine, 
she li�ed the admiring glances of the 
men patrons of the place. 

Nell Lafevre thought she had a find 
in Merry White. When Merry was 
refilling her tray with cigarettes at the 
back of the room, Nell came up to her 
and told her she was doing swell and 
to keep it  up. 

Nell, Merry's dancing green eyes 
observed, wa�n't doing badly herself. 
The blond woman circulated among 
her guests, fr�quently sitting at a table 
where there were lonely men, drank 
with them, encouraged them to spend 
money freely. Lafevre's was a clip 
joint, but it was surprising how· many 
of its patrons enjoyed being clipped. · 

Along about midnight, a very lush 
person took Lafevre's place in his un
natural stride. He was a squarely made 
man with broad shoulders, big hips, 
and fortunately for his slightly im
paired equilibrium big feet. He had 
a rather evil looking face that was 
short-browed and scowling. And ap
parently he came alone. 

He took a table over in one corner, 
placed his order with the waiter. · That 
done, he lowered his head, stared at 
the table cloth, wagged his head from 
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side to side in a manner that Merr� 
found laughable. 
· Merry carried her cigarette tray 
over to his table. 

"Cigars ? Cigarettes ?" she sug-:o 
gested, waiting until the drunk looked 
up before she handed out her smile. 

The drunk looked her up and down 
appreciatively. In fact, she thought 
his cruel black eyes were a bit too at· 
tentive. She was somewhat relieved 
when the drunk shook his head. Merry 
started· for the next table, but the 
drunk caught her by the hem of her 
skirt. She looked back at him over 

. 

her shoulder, one eyebrow raised, her 
green ey·es as chill as a pair of arctic 
circles. · 

"Don't," said the drunk, waving his 
r ight hand negatively, "don't get mad 
nor take any of thish pershonal. But 
d'yah know what's matter with you, 
babe ?'' 

"I think I'm about okay," Merry 
said. "I was getting along peachy up 
to now." 

"Trouble with you ish," the drunk 
continued, "you got black hair. Go 
take a peroxide dip, honey, and you 
will be okay with Oscar. You know 

. what happened lash time I went for a 
black-haired babe?" 

� 

"You'd be surprised how interested 
I'm not," Merry said, trying to pull 

• 
away. 

�...... drunk hooked his right fore
finger into the top of his collar 

and st�ck his chin up in the air. There 
was a scar on one side of his throat. 

''That'sh what I remember Olivia 
by," Oscar said. ''It was in New 
Mexico where I come from and the 
end of Sheptember and just about the 
end of Oscar." 

Oscar let go of Merry's pert little 
skirt, crooked a finger at her. She 
came a little closer, but not much. 
Oscar put a hand up along side his 
mouth and whispered loud enough to 
be heard above the music of the band. 

''Last time I came East, there was 
a woman in this joint by the name of 

• 

' . 

Nell. B ig, blond, beautiful, and a 
perfect gentleman. Yes, she was a 
gentleman. And why do I shay gen
tleman ? Because lady ish a term 
that'sh very much overworked .. " 

Oscar fumbled in his pocket -and 
brought out a roll of bills. He peeled 
off a ten spot and exte·nded it toward 
Merry. 

"That's for you for finding Nell for 
me," he said, and tossed the ten spot 
onto Merry's tray. 

Merry found Nell Lafevre at the 
semi-circular bar at the back of the 
room. She went up behind Nell, 
nudged her with her cigarette tray. 

"Boss," Merry said, "there's a big 
cactus and cattle man from New Mex
ico over at that table looking for you. 
He's the short lad who's high, if . you 
know what I mean." 

Nell took a look at Oscar. She 
frowned. Merry, who was very close 
to Nell, noticed the depth of ,the 
wrinkles that formed when Nell 
frowned. To Merry's discerning 
woman's eye, Nell Lafevre was a lot 
older than appeared on the surface. 

"Honey," Nell whispered in her 
deep, throaty voice, "he doesn't look 
a bit farther west than Jersey to me, 
but a customer is always right.'' 

"Especially when he's got that kind 
of lettuce," Merry said, showing Nell 
the ten dollar tip Oscar had given her. 

Nell picked the bill from Merry's 
fingers. H er blue eyes hardened. 

''Honey, I don't think I mentioned, 
we split all tips three ways. You get 
one-third and I get two-thirds. And 
since I don't have any change right 
now, we'll settle later." 

And Nell Lafevre sauntered over 
-

toward Oscar's table. 
Half an hour later, Merry happened 

by Oscar's table and noticed that Nell 
was still there. She and Oscar were 
getting along pretty well. Fifteen 
minutes after that, when Merry was 
peddling last night's orchids to some 
suckers on the other side of the room, 
she happened to look over ·at Oscar's 
table in time to see Nell Lafevre on 
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her feet, holding her left hand up to -
the low neck of her dress, and giving 

· her right band to Oscar. But the hand 
she gave Oscar was doubled up and 
moving fast. It connecte.d quite solidly 
with Oscar's jaw. 

Oscar, who had been halfway un
der the table, figuratively speaking, 
when he had entered the club, now 
went all the way under. And Nell, 
her blue eyes flashing, but otherwise 
unperturbed, moved quickly across the 
dance floor, holding onto the torn 
front of her dress with one hand and 
to a broken gold chain with the other. 

E gold chain was a frail little 
thing that had come from Nell's 

neck. On the end of it dangled a key. 
Nell hurried through the door at the 
rear of the club and into her private 
rooms at the back of the building. 
Merry, very solicitous for her em
ployer's welfare, and with her green 
eye on the key, followed closely. 

"The party get rough?" Merry in
quired. 

"Oscar �as a lot of wrong ideas," 
Nell said. She let the gold chain and 
the brass key that was attached to it 
sift through her fingers and to the top 
of her dressing table. She looked at 
the damage that had been done to her 
blue evening gown in the mirror. 

"Honey," she addressed Merry, 
"would you mind getting me that 
other gown out of the closet ? I'll 
have to change. Oscar doesn't know 
it, but that rip cost Oscar more than it 
did me ! I was pouring champagne 
cocktails into him like water over 
Niagara ! "  

Merry got a white satin dress out of 
the closet for Nell and while the blond 
woman changed, Merry went over to 
the dressing table a-nd fingered the 
chain and key. 

"He busted your bangle, too, didn't 
he ? What a funny thing this is on 
the end of this chain. It's a key,. isn't 
it?" 

"Yes. Just .a little present from a 
husband I had once," Nell said, smooth-

• 

• 

ing the white gown down over her 
hips. 
· "Is it valuable ?" Merry asked inno
cently. "It looks like brass." 

"Yeah," Nell said, "to match the 
wedding ring. Honey, will you run 
out and tell Sandy, the bouncer, to 
take care of that Jersey cowboy? Tell 
him to see what the bill is and then 
tack on a hundred bucks cover money, 
take it out of the guy's pants, and then 
shove him into a taxi." 

Merry obeyed, but not entirely. She 
went out of Nell's room, but stood just 
outside the door, listening intently. 
She heard Nell cross the room, high 
heels pecking the floor. She heard 
something metallic striking something 
that was glass or china. And only 
then did Merry go to give Nell's in
structions to the bouncer. 

As she watched Oscar's forced exit 
from the club, Merry wondered just 
how much of Oscar's attentions to Nell 
had been due to Nell's charm and the 
champagne cocktails. Maybe the 
brass key had a lot more to do with 
it a whole lot more. 

At a quarter after one, Nell was out 
on the dance floor, dancing with one 
of the club's patrons. Merry, her eyes 
on Nell, worked her way toward the 
back of the room to that shadowy spot 
where the door connected the club 
with Nell's office and dressing room. 
Taking shallow breaths, her heart ham
mering loudly within her breast, 
Merry slipped through the door, into 
the hall, through Nell's office, into the 
dressing room beyond. 

UTSIDE Nell's door, Merry had 
heard the clink of metal against 

glass or china. Now that she was in
side the dressing room and alone, her 
eyes hurried to the dressing table, to 
the crystar jars of cosmetics arranged 
there. Breathless with excitement, 
Merry went to the dressing table, lift
ing tthe top of one jar after another, 
digging into creams and powders with 
her fingers until finally she found the 
key buried in a bowl of rose-scented 
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dusting powder. 
She was about to drop the key into 

• 

. the bosom of her costume when some 
sixth sense told her that she was being 
watched. It was a terrifying sensation. 
She stood perfectly still, the key 
locked tightly in her fist, her eyes 
downcast. Suddenly she nerved her
self, turned swiftly to face the door. 
The door was ·open half an inch, and 
halfway up the length of the long 
narrow slot thus formed, ].\Jierry White 

• 

saw the glitter of a human eye . 
The eye was gone almost at once. 

Retreating footsteps were scarcely 
audible. Merry put both hands back 
of her and on the edge of the dressing 
table. Her · eyes remained fixed on the 
door. She leaned back, waited, scarce
ly breathing. What was next ? The 
police ? An irate and dangerous Nell 
Lafevre ? Or perhaps something like 
Oscar. For the more she thought 
about it, the more certain she was that 
the man called Oscar had been putting 
on an act about being drunk and had 
actually come to the club to steal 
Nell's key. 

For perhaps three minutes Merry 
White stood there waiting for some 
logical sequel to the peering eye she 
had seen at the door. And then she 
tiptoed to the door, opened it fully, 
went into Nell's office. Whoever bad 
been out there peeping at her had 
turned out the office light so that he 
or she wouldn't risk being seen if 
Merry made a sudden move. 

Merry went to the office door, found 

' '  

• 

. the light switch and flicked it on. She 
went straight to the telephone on 
Nell's desk and unhesitatingly called 
the number of the Ghost's rectory
a number that was listed in no direc
tory but which was deeply impressed 
in the memories of all the Ghost's 
aides. 

"Darlin'," Merry whispered when 
the Ghost answered, ' 'I think you'd 
better come for me. I don't know but 
what the weather is going to be kind 
of nasty." 

· 

She hung up as the door of the office 
opened and Nell Lafevre came in. 

CHAPTER X 

The Spiders 

ELL stared at her. 
"Calling s o m e -

body, honey ? Go 
right ahead. Don't 
mind me. I've got to 
get on with the cash 
book and catch up 
before we close.'' 

M e r r y breathed . ' agatn. 
"I'm all through," she told Nell. "I 

just wanted someone to come for me." 
Nell smiled one-sidedly. 
"It's okay to have them come for you 

but don't marry any of them. Keep 
them coming, the more the merrier, 
but don't ever get the idea of settling 
down with one guy." 

[Turn page] 
I 

. 

• ., ,_ 

. • 

(Yes, I Did-Act�ally and Literally)· 
• , 

• 

and, as a. result of that little talk with God some ten years 

ago, a strange new Power came into my life. After 43 
years of horrible, · sickening, dismal failure, this strange 

Power brought to me a sense of overwhelming victory, 

and I have been overcoming every undesirable condition of 

my life ever since. What a change it was. Now-! have 

credit at more than one bank, I own a beautiful home, own 

a newspaper and
· 
a large office \luilding, and my wife and 

family are amply provided for tifter I leave for shores un

k-nown. In addition to these material benefits, I have a 

sweet peace in my life. I am happy as happy can be. No 

circumstance ever upsets me, for I have learned how to draw 

upon the invisible God-Law. under any and all circumstances. 

' 

• 
-

• 

You too may find and use the same staggering Power 

of the God-Law that I use. It can bring to you too, what

ever things are right and proper for you to have. Do you be

lieve this? It won't cost much to find out-just a penny 

post-card or a letter, addressed to Dr. Frank B. Robinson. 

Dept. 16, Moscow, Idaho, will bring you the story of the 

most fascinating success of the century. And the same 

Power I use is here for your use too. I'll be glad to tell · 
you about it. All information about this experience will 

be sent you free, of course. The address again-Dr. Frank 
B. Robinson, Dept. 16, Moscow, Idaho. Advt. Copyright 
1939 Frank B. Robinson. 

-

• 

• 
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• 

for tonight l)reak a record. Men li�e 
you, honey, tiut .remember what I 'told 
you." 

Merry said she would remember and 
• 

went i�to the dressing roo� to change 
her clothes. For just an instant she 
considered dropping Nell's brass key 
back into the powder jar. After all, 
the blond �oman had been nice to her 
and the Ghost hadn't asked her to steal 
the key. But then if the Ghost didn't 
want the brass key, he could get it back 
to Nell someway. Merry didn't f,eel 
that she was stealing the key. She had 
only borrowed it. 

''And borrowed plenty · of trouble 
_ right along with it," she thought as 

she changed to her street clothes. 

r 

• 

' 

• 

• 
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Chance. If George tried to get her out keep right on going and everything 
of the club by means of any of the will be ducky." · 

. tricks he frequently employed in the _ Evidently her escort had received 
disguise ... of the Ghost, the intimate similar attention, for he stopped, 
connection between George Chance turned to the man on his left and asked 
and the Ghost would be revealed. what· was the meaning of this. 

But there was nothing to do but face "Never mind, Mister. Thi�. is no 
the music -even if it turned out to be stick-up. You're just going places with 
a funeral march. · And she knew it the babe. That's what you want, don't 
might well be t.hat, because no sooner you ?" . 

had George Chance started toward her There was nothing to do but keep 
than Merry noticed two of the three on wal�ing, four abreast down the 
men who had been ·closely watching sidewalk. It was as they turned _the 
her get to their feet. There was some- corner under the direction of the two 
thing very suggestive ·of heavy· artil- gunmen, that the unexpected hap
lery abo-ut the droop of the p!ockets of pened. Right in the middle of the 
their evening jackets. sidewalk was a man with a camera. The 

So, as · Merry . White and G eorge camera was sitting on a peculiar metal 
Chance met in the middle of the room, tripod. It appeared to, be one of those 

• 

- Merry did the unpredictable thing. plate variety cameras, and the owner 
She put her arms around the tall, lean and operator of the instrument had 
man with the red-gold hair and de- his head and most of the camera box 
liberately .kissed him.. It was a kiss covered with� a black cloth. There was 
with a purpose. Merry simply thrust a flash gun in his right hand. 
Nell Lafevre's brass key into George "Hold it for the papers, folks !'�' cried 
Chance's mouth and felt better about the man whose head was con.cealed by 
the whole thing. the black cloth. And it was then that 

It was as their lips parted that the he fired the flash gun. , 
two men came toward them. M erry The two gunmen knew instantly 
seized the arm of her esco.rt and hur.. that something had to be done. For all 

• 

ried him toward the door. The two they knew they had been "mugged" 
men who had been watching Merry for in the act of abducting Georg·e Chance 
the past thirty minutes fell in behind. and a girl friend. That they jumped at 

"How do you like going with a the wrong conclusions on two counts 
working girl ?" Merry asked, with con- didn't alter the fact that they were 
siderable effort to keep her voice gay. sure the camera with its tell-tale plate 

"Nice enough," returned her escort had to be destroyed. The law of self 
only after he had coughed into his preservation asserted itself and both 
right hand, thus g�tting rid of the key men forgot their charges and sprang 
in his mouth. at the camera man who remained hid-

Merry and her escort hurried by the den, ostrich fashion, beneath his black 
line of people waiting in front of the cloth. . ' 

check room, .still hoping to dodge the The two men reached simultfineous- · 

twin shadows.' But the men kept dog- ly for the camera. And what happened 
-gedly behind. then was indelibly impressed on their 

p-T on the sidewalk, Merry turned 
to the right . . And it was then that 

the two men came alongside. Merry 
felt the p ressure of a gun muzzle 
against her ribs. A .hoarse voice whis-

. pered : 
"You're doing all right, babe. Just 

. . 
• . 

• 

- . • 
·-

. -

-. 

• 

.. 

minds for the rest of their natural 
lives. Camera, black cloth, metal �ri
pod, vanished in that proverbial space 
of time in which it is supposed an e.ye 
can twinkle. And there stood the 
Ghost, a skull's grin on his lips� his 
cavernous eyes gleaming with macabre 
merriment, and an innocent looking .· 

• 

. 
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-

· of District A:ttQrney Frank Dyer's. 
Only leaving Police Hea- dquarters that 
evening, I had taken the keys, impres
sions and pix to Glenn Saunders who 
was filling my shoes at the house of 
George Chance. I was in the disguise 
of Dr. Stacey, and if there were any 
witnesses to this act they would have 

• I 
s1mply supposed that George Chance 
was receiving medical attention. _ 

George Chance, the magician, has 
frequently been heard to remark that 
Dr. Stacey is his physician. That's a 
l ie  with some truth in it, if  everything 
is considered. 

Havi.n g  delivered the key impres
sions to Glenn, who would very short
ly duplicate the keys in the magic 
workshop in the basement, I left the 
house, still disguised as Stacey, and re
turqed to my rectory. 

black .. cane in his hand. 

It was some time later that I . got 
M·erry's call for help. I immediately 
phoned Glenn Saunders and instructed 
him to call at the club for Merry. _ H e  

; • 'f 

Merry Whtte grasped the arm of her 
• 

es�ort, realizing only at that moment 
· was instructed to do nothing that 
George Chance wouldn't do. The 
Ghost, �'said, would be backing him up 
to the fullest. 

that it was not George Chance who 
had called. at· Nell Lafevre's for her, 
but · Glenn Saunders, his double ! In fact, the Ghost arrived at the cluB 

a little before Glenn Saunders did. . I 
E reader, I hope, doesn't share scouted around on the outside, found 

the confusion of the two gunmen a large black sedan parked just around 
who found themselves reaching out the corner from the club. And who 
hands to touch the untouchable Ghost. should be behind the wheel but little 

' 

But just in case all thi� is too puzzling, Oscar Gruder, one of Mike Pannard's 
I'd better drop back a bit to what hap- best-dressed gunmen. It was Oscar 
pened when Merry White called me at who had made an attempt to' get Nell's 
the Ghost's rectory. brass key away from her a bit earlier, 

I k·new that Merry must have felt though I didn't know this at the time. 
herself in pretty desperate straits to Oscar and his like are not given to 
have ·called upon me for help in this lonely vigils on side streets unless 
manner. She knew as well as I the they are up to no good. I walked past 
d ifficulties attenqing the Ghost's ef- Oscar's car, looked both ways to ·be 
forts to rescue her publicly from what- certain no one was watching, sprang 
ever" danger threatened. The connec- ... suddenly onto the running board, 
tion ·between George Chance and his · cracked Oscar on the side of the h.�ad 
Ghost was sotl_lething that simply must with the muzzle of my automatic. That, 
not be disco.vered. 

· I figured, was all to the good. 
It

. 
will be _ remembered that I had . I had come prepared .to back-·· up 

made_ impressions and also taken Merry's and Glenn's e�it from the club 
photographs of the brass key b�long- to the fullest. 'rbe stunt of the side
ing.,.to �arto:ij.-Clay, and an imRression ·walk cameraman wasn't exactly an' im-

• 



• 

• 

• 

I 

' 

• 

• 

/ 

• 

• 
• 

THE CASE OF THE LAUGHING CORPSE 51 
• 

• 

promptu trick. In fact, I had con- . The man with the broken wrist came 
sidered the surprising possibilities of in close, or did his best to, and I drove 
the illusion quite a long time before the end of the cane hard over his 

• 

there was a chance to put it into effect. heart. He stumbled backward and sat 

bulky camera equipment 
wasn't quite what it seemed. 

For the tripod, I used the cane portion 
of that ingenius stage trick known as 
"Cane and Hat to Table.'' It's an 
opener for many a magical show, so 
I'm not at liberty to describe the work
ings of it in great detail. It is enough 
to say that the cane contains a cleverly 
made table-base that folds in and 
out of th� cane cylinder at the touch 
of a button. 

Thus equipped, I waiting around the 
corner for Glenn and Merry to ap
pear. I was not disappointed at find
ing they were accompanied by two of 
Pannard's gunmen. I had only to block 
their path, my face concealed by the 
black silk, fire the flash gun, and wait 
for the two gunmen to try and smash 
my "camera." 

You can't smash something that 
vanishes before �our eyes. 

• 

• 

CHAPTER XI 

Keys to Doom 
T U N N E D is the 
word to describe 
Mike Pannard's two 
gunmen. The effect 
of the "camera" van
ish, coupled with the 
appearance of the 
G h o s t, g a v e m e 
every advantage that 

. surprise can offer. 
Their fingers fumbled for guns and 
my cane lashed out to meet the drawn 
weapons. I cracked a wrist and a gun 
struck the concrete. The second man 
tried a running fight, hoping to clip 
the Ghost with a shot over his shoul
der. But the cane only extended the 
reach of my arxn a little more and I 

- was able to drop him with a blow on 
the top of the head. 

. . 

• 

' 

• 

down. 
People who were coming out of the 

Lafevre Club had collected at the cor
ner and were getting excited. With 
Pannard's two men occupied with 
what I had handed them, I thought the · 

wisest thing to do was to vanish be
fore I became involved in police dif
ficulty. A_ block away I had a taxi 
waiting for me, and I lost no time in 
getting to it. · Glenn Saunders, I knew, 
would see to Merry's safe return. • 

Merry, however, had not returned 
to her apartment. Though it was"'after 
three in the morning when I got back 
to my rectory, Merry was there wait
ing for me. She had the key which 
she had stolen from Nell Lafevre with 
her, and also the two duplicate keys 
that Glenn Saunders had prepared for 
me that evening. 

On the cocktail table in front of the 
couch in the rectory room, Merry 
lined up the keys as a child might a 
row of tin soldiers . 

The key which was a duplicate of 
the one which had been held by Bar
ton Clay I have already described. 
Dyer's key was even more curious. At 
the outer extremities of the blade were 
two oblong pieces that ended in a cou
ple of circular knobs. Between these 
two oblong pieces, the top line of the 
key blade was convex, drawing an arc 
that was divided exactly in the center. 

"Looks a lot like the doors on the · 

saloons you see in the movie west
erns,'' Merry said. "No wonder Em
ery Faust laughed. It is funny !" 

"Funny, but not laughable," I said. 
"Now let's consider the key you 
swiped from Nell Lafevre." 

I p icked up the third key in the 
line. It was exactly like the others 
except that the blade had a totally dif
ferent design. Holding it with· the 
blade pointed up, I asked Merry what . 
it looked like. 

"A man," she said. 

• 

I 

-
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"Man ?'' I questioned. It looked a 
lot more like a woman to me. It might _ 
have been the silhouette of a Southern 
belle in a hoop skirt. 

''Not the kind of man I like," Merry 
said, wrinkling her cute nose. "The 
kind of men you play with. A chess
man. What are those little ones in the 
front row of a chess game? Swamps, 
or something like that." 

"Pawns, they're called.'! . 
• 

. � 

ERRY n o d d e 'd vigorously. 
"That's it. That's what it looks 

like to me." 
She leaned back on the couch and 

yawned. 
"Do you realize what� time it is, 

young lady?" I asked with mock se-
• • 

ver1ty. . 
''I realize. You ought to take me 

home, shouldn't you ? Isn't something 
terrible supposed to happen to a ghost 
if he gets caught outside of his 
haunted house when the cock crows ?" 

"That's true," I laughed, "but it's 
been a long time since I've heard any 
cock crowing around Manhattan." I 
stood up, took hold of Merry's hand, 
and pulled her to her feet. 

On the way to her apartment in the 
car which I own and maintain in the 
name of Dr. Stacey, Merry cuddled up 
against me and asked : 

"Do you know who Nell Lafevre's 
secret love is?" • 

I d idn't. 
"That blond young fellow who got 

his picture in the .paper this evening 
on account of his being named ben
eficiary in Emery Faust's life insur
ance. lsn,t his name Wilkins ?" 

"Stanley Wilkins ?" I gasped. 
"Why, he's just a kid. Nell Lafevre 
must be ten or twelve years older than 
he is." 
. "Twenty years older, anyway. He 
came into the club by the back way 
early this evening. I saw him kissing 
Nell. I just thought I'd mention it. 
Couldn't she have some sort of a hold 
on him? And if she did, wouldn't that 
be reason enough for her killing Em ... 

• 
• • 

• 

ery Faust ? Couldn't she get her 
hands on the insurance money that 
way I mean throu.gh this Stanley 
Wilkins ?" 

· 

It was certainly an idea. That I 
couldn't tie it up with the death of 
Barton Clay 'didn't make much differ
ence. It didn't have to tie up the 
person who killed Faust didn't have to 
be the power behind Clay's death. 

When we reached Merry's apart
ment, I noticed a copy of Tennyson's 
poems on her table.  It wasn't the 
same edition as the one I had found in 
the hands of Emery Faust. 

· 

"Tomorrow," Merry said, "I'm go- · 

ing to read Tennyson. I tell you, that 
book of poems in Emery Faust's hands 
meant something. No man could be 
so mean he would deliberately .mis
lead people just when he was dying/' 

"I don't know about that," I told 
her. "The more I know about Emery 
Faust, the more respect I have for a 

• 

sewer rat." 
And what happened between then 

and dawn didn't do much toward bet
tering my opinion of dead M r. Faust. 

I had three of the brass keys in my 
possession, or at least two duplicates 
and one original. On file in the Ghost's 
rectory were impressions and photo
graphs of the three keys. What hap
pened early that morning indicated 
that I had been wise in recording the 
design of each of the three keys. 

On leaving Merry's apartment, I 
drove out to the Faust place on West 
End Avenue. I parked the car fully a 
block from the house and proceeded 
on foot along the lonely sidewalk. 

• 

' 

F there were locks in the Faust 
house that' could be opened by any 

one of the three brass keys in my pos
session, I was determined to find out 
about it. The keys and their respec
tive locks would answer a whole lot of 
the questions that were bothering me. 

I intended to enter the house by 
means of the rear door so as to avoid 
attracting the attention of some cop 
who might -be passing along the street 

• 

• 

• 

• 

' 

• 



, 

• 

• 

• 

• 

• 

• 

• 
-

THE CASE OF THE LAUGHING CORPSE 53 

on his regular beat. But as I got to 
the back of the house, the large triple 
garage in the rear attracted my atten-

• 

t1on. 
The garage was empty, but the door 

was locked. It was a padlock that 
closed the door of the garage, and 
what with all the escape tricks in my 
bag, you can be quite certain that there 
are few padlocks that can stand up 
against my ingenious tricks. No stand
ard lock, in fact, has ever given me 
much trouble . 

I don't know what I expected to find 
in the garage perhaps some sort of 
cylindrical safe sunk into the concrete 
floor. · There was no such safe. A steel 
tool cabinet proved of no importance. 
Obviously there was nothing in the 
garage which any one of the brass keys 
would unlock. 

I gave the floor one final searching 
look, guided by the beam of my pocket 
flashlight. It was then that I noticed 
that the cast iron strainer plate that 
topp�d the floor drain was ·standing a 
little way up on edge. I went to the 
plate, knelt, lifted the round circle of 
iron, and flashed my light down into 
the drain. 

The plate couldn't have been seated 
perfectly on th� top of the drain for 
the simple reason that the handle of a 
wrench stuck half an inch up above 
the rim. I gloved my fingers with my 
handkerchief, lifted the wrench from 
the drain. It was an ordinary monkey 
wrench, and yet there was something 
about · it that was extraordinary. I 
mean the bloodstains on the head of 
it and the few white hairs that were 
clinging to the spots of dried blood. 

I took an envelope from my pocket 
and put three of the hairs into it. 
Then I replaced the wrench in its hid
ing place. Somehow, I didn't think 
that the man who had placed it there 
would come back for it. You see, I had 
the sudden inspiration that it was dead 
Emery Faust who had · used that 
wrenc� and used it in the most un
pleasant .manner imaginable. · · 

My brain raced back to the first 

• 

• 

• 

"death" of Emery Faust, when Faust's 
servant, smashed beyond positive 
identification in the train wreck, had 
been mistaken for Emery Faust. How 
simple it would have been for Faust 
to have knocked his servanf· in thP 
head, dressed the uncoQnscious man ir .. 
his own clothes, added a few persona� _ 

effects to encourage the idea that th� 
body was Faust's. Th�n, in order tCl 
complete the murder-hoax, Faus•. 
could have put the body of the servant 
into his own car, parked the car on the 
railroad tracks, and awaited the smash. 

HAT, I concluded, must have been 
exactly what had happened. There 

was motive enough. Faust hoped that 
the eight hundred thousand dollar life 
insurance money would be paid to 
Stanley Wilkins. And then Faust 
probably had the idea that he could 
get the money from young Wilkins. 
Perhaps Wilkins and Faust had been 
in the scheme together, despite Dr. 
Millais' opinion that young Wilkins 

• 

was perfectly clean. Or then again 
Faust might have had some hold on 
Wilkins that had compelled Wilkins 
to fall in with the idea. 

So, while the garage had yielded me 
no information concerning brass keys, 
it had given me notions about Mr. 
Faust's first "death." The trick would 

. have been entirely in keeping with 
that fat, laughing monster's character. 

I left the garage, went to the back 
door of the h.ouse. There I was faced 
with an ordinary skeleton lock that 
opened not with one of the mysterious 
brass keys but yielded quickly to one 
of the master keys I always carried. 
I was just in the act of pushing the 
door open when I sensed a sudden 
movement behind me . 

There was no possible chance for 
me to turn around. A gun muzzle 
jammed painfully between my shoul
der blades. 

. 

"Go right in," a voice whispered. 
"Don't look behind you. Don't make 
a single false move. I would kill you 
on the slightest provocation." , 

• 

• 

' 

• 

• 

• 
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I stepped through the door. The 
fingers of my right hand dipped down 
toward my coat sleeve in an effort to 
reach the handle of my knife. After
ward, it occurred to me that if I had 
succeeded in pulling my knife, I prob .. 
ably wouldn't have lived to tell about 
it. For at that moment the man be
hind me lunged full '\IVeight against my 

. back. I pitched forward, hands out
thrust and grasping at thin air. The 
floor seemed to go out from under me. 
Rushing air pounded on my eardrums 
and I felt as though I was falling into 

I 

• 

a bottomless pit. · 
· 

The pit, however> had a bottom the 
hard concrete floor of the Faust base
ment. But by th.e time I had fallen 

' 

the full length of the stairs and struck 
• 

the floor I didn't have the necessary 
faculties to tell what I had struck. In 
fact, I was completely out. 

• 

• 

CHAPTER XII 

The Corpse to Be 

WAS scarcely aware 
of returning con
sciousness until the 
sense of feeling in
dicated that I was 
lying- against cold 
concrete. Getting to 

�/ my feet was a grad
ual process. 

I had a dull pain in 
my right side, but I could blame that 
on my automatic an� the magical gim
mick which carries it I had fallen on 
the gu·n. I was thankful, then, that I 
hadn't produced my knife, otherwise 
I might have run that into myself fall
ing down th·e steps. 

The house above me was silent, but 
�I went up the steps cautiously just the 
same. The brass keys I had had in my 
pocket were gone, as you've probably 
guessed. But I had been prepared for 
exactly such an emergency and the 
keys could easily be duplicated from 
the impressions I had made. 

With my little torch to light my way, 

-

• ' 

• 

� -

• 

... 

• 

• 

I made a complete search of the house, 
hunting for locks even though I no 

.. longer had the keys I had started out 
with. There was no conceivable door 
or lock that might have been opened 
with the keys. 

• 

I W·Ondered if the person who had 
pushed me down the steps had been 
similarly disappointed. Perhaps he 
knew what locks the keys would fit. 
And yet that was harqly a logical con
clusion t� draw. If this key collector 
knew- what door the keys would un
lock he was wasting a good deal of 
time getting hold of the· keys when a 
charge of explosive would have prob- , 
ably opened the door with much less 
effort. 

When I left the house, the sky was 
turning gray and I hurried to the .rec
tory. As  Merry White had remarked, 
it was unhealthy for a ghost to be . 
about at dawn . 

Reaching the rectory, I found Joe 
Harper extended full length on the 
couch, his green hat lying across his 
face to shield his eyes from the light 
within the room. On the cocktail 
table, which he had drawn convenient-. 
ly close to him, was an ash tray heaped 
with cigarette butts, a whiskey glass, 
and another brass key. 

I lifted Joe's hat. The light fell 
upon his lean wolfish face. He opened 
his black beetle eyes and gave me his 

. 

never-surprised stare. 
"Ghost," he said, quite as though w_e . · . 

had been conversing steadily for the 
past -half hour, "you are looking at a 
first class heel." 

"I've known that for some time," I 
said, "but I l ike you any\ivay. Where'd . 
that brass key come from ?" 

I picked the key up and looked at it. 
It was very much like the three other 
bras·s keys I had seen, except in the 
design of the blade.. In this case the 
skeleton key blank had been cut in a 
series of right angles, not unlike what 
a child might draw to indicate steps. 

"That," J o.e said, "is the key Emery 
Faust willed to Attorney Carter Nash .. 
I obtained it by foul means from a fair 

• 
• 

• 
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lady. That's why I'm a heel. The fact · "You can put it right back where 
that �I spent a lot of your money mak- you got it," � said. "We just borrowed 
ing the gal into a pickled peach doesn't it." 
have anything to do with the way I "I can't put it back right away," Joe 
feel, because I had a very nice time said as he put the key into his pocket. 
and so did Laura Nash., "You see, I'm hatching an idea. A 

fingered the key. 
"You mean you worked this out 

of Carter Nash's daughter ?" 
"That's right. I filled · her full of 

champagne and hooey. -The hooey was 
about how I could get her into a Broad
way show. She's a nice kid. Looking 
at her, you can understand how Emery 
�aust, 9ld as he was, thought of her as 
a' tender morsel. . Looking at her, you 
can also understand just exactly why 
her old man broke off with Faust when 

very· hot idea." 
He reached out for his hat, put in  on 

his head, but only to shade his eyes so 
he could go back to sleep. I could have · 
used some sleep myself but I compro
mised by· sitting down for a change. 
No sooner had I done so when the 
ph·one rang. · 

-

It was Ned Standish. · - · 

''A cop reported this to his precinct 
stations," Standish said. "I  don't 
know how long it's take·n the news to 
filter through to me, but I just got it. 

Read  O u r  N EW Co m p a n i o n , Detect i v e  Ma g a z i n e s  

I 
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Faust tried to elope with her." 
''And you took advantage of her in

nocence, got her drunk, made her tell 
9 you where the key was." 

It's about Frank Dyer. He's walking 
· on the roof of his apartment, wearing 
pajamas !" 

''He's what?" 
Joe ·nodded. �e :wasn't exactly feel

ing bad about what he had done. 
"She gave it to me when I took her 

home awhile ago. I just asked for it 
and she gave it to me. It was in her 
dad's wall safe. She was so pie-eyed 
she couldn't run off the combination." 

"Oh?" I raised an eyebrow at this 
bit of news. "Who did run off the com
bination Carter Nash himself?" • 

Joe met my glance steadily. 1 
uYou've · got the key, haven't you? 

. Don't ask so many questions." 

_ 
I made an impression of the key and 

_ handed it back to Joe. . 

• 

' . 

f 

. -

./ 
. . 

"Don't shout," Standish said tiredly. 
''It looks like one of those prolonged 
suicide attempts. He's up where no 
one can get at him from the inside, out 
on a ledge and about fifteen stories up. 
There's blood all over his face, but h.e 
still acts as if walking in his sleep." 

"That's exactly how Barton Clay 
acte d ! "  I said. "I'll be right over.'' 

I hung up. ·The makeup of the 
Ghost was certainly going to be of no 

· use to me where I was headed. To 
mingle with police who would prob- -
ably be on hand at the building where 

. 

Frank Dyer was temptiqg annihilation, 
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I needed a 'police disguise. Ideal for 
this was the identity of Detective
Sergeant Hamill, as fictitious a char-
acter as Dr. · Stacey. · 

Red toupee, a fla� nose broadened 
with J?Utty, shoulder pads beneath 
my coat, plumpers in my cheeks, 

· and I began to look like the detective
sergeant of my own creation. I had 
only to adopt the slouching walk and 
the husky voice to give the character 
life. A regulation police badge pro
vided for me by Ned Standish com
pleted the job. Then I was off for 
Frank Dyer's Riverside address, rid
ing in a taxi that I picked up along 
Madison Avenue near the rectory. 

Half a block from the New Sheffield 
Ap�rtments where Dyer made his 
home, I could see the white-clad form 
of a man on a narrow stone parapet 
that belted the tall building two thirds 
of the way up. A searchlight from a 
fire truck was turned upward through 

the gray mists of morning, pointing 
with a finger of light at Frank Dyer. 
A fire ladder was being extended rap
idly toward the stone ledge, and be
low firemen were standing around with 
safety nets. . 

Back from the building, as I was in 
the taxi, I leaned forward on the cush
ions to see what I afterward learned 
no one directly below the pajama clad 
man could have seen. What I saw was a 

• 

long-handled broom or · mop some-
thing of the sort thrust out of a win
dow near where Dyer stood. 

I knew then that this was to be mur
der. Within me was a cold, leaden 
s�mething, a sort of sense ·of utter fu
tility, that weighted me down. For 
murder it was, and I was utterly pow
erless to prevent it . 

• 

• 

• 

• 

CHAPTER XIII 

I Go to the Morgue 

TOSSED a bill into 
the lap of the cab 
driver, opened the 
door, got out before 
the taxi stopped roll
ing. _Even as I did 
so, a roar broke from 
the crowd clustered 
on the sidewalk at 
the foot of the build-

ing. I looked up, saw Frank Dyer run-
ning along the stone parapet. · 

He didn't know w�at he was doing. 
H e  couldn't have known. I think his 
feet were still running even when his 
body twisted off balance and he 
plunged into space. There was no 
chance for the firemen to reach him 
with the safety nets the crowd got 
in their way. 

r looked away. Once, during my 
youth in the circus, I had seen a tra
peze artist killed in a fall from a swing
ing bar. That terrible memo·ry was 
still vivid in my mind. 

Someo·ne had pushed Frank Dyer. 
Perhaps it was only a gentle push, 
something that could not have dis
lodged a normal man, or one whose 
nerves and muscles were normally co
ordinated. But something was wrong 
with Frank Dyer. How he had got 
out onto the parapet in the first place 
was beyo·nd comprehension. Unless he 
had gone out there thinking to run 
from something that had terrified him. 

But even in terror he had not re
acted normally. There was some in
sidious influence besides terror work
ing here. Dyer wasn't a coward. Some
how his intellect had been drugged, his 
senses poisoned. Something had at
tacked inwardly to destroy judgement 
of distances. 

I skirted the crowd, rushing forward 
novv toward the inevitable sight on the 
pavement that of a body pitifully 
crushed to death by the force of gravity 
and the immobility of concrete. I ran 
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into the service entrance of the build
ing. The door had no time to close be
hind me before it was driven open by 
the ramming shoulder of Commis
sioner Ned Standish. 

When I reached the service eleva
tor, Standish was right behind me, his 

• eyes snapptng. 
"Thought ,I'd beat you over here," 

be panted as I reached for the elevator 
starter lever. "For heaven's sake, what 
does it mean ?" 

"Either Dyer was mad or he was 
drugged," I snapped, as the elevator 
shot upward. "Those damned brass 
keys.'� 

"But why kill Dyer?" Standish's 
voice was high-pitched and cracking 
like sparks from a telegraphic sounder. 

"I don't know. I don't understand 
at all. Unless Dyer clearly saw the 
face of the man who was torturing him 
to make him reveal the hiding place 
of the key." 

"You think Dyer was tortured ?" 
"There was blood on his face before 

he fell." 
I braked the elevator,� threw back the 

safety gate, and we ran out into a cor
ridor. Standish had his gun out. No 
cop on the force could use a gun bette� 
than the commissioner himself. Per
haps at last we had this torture mur
derer cornered. 
). tl'be corridor was filled with people 

from neighboring apartments, stand
ing in front of their doors in various 
stages of undress. Only two doors in 
the hall were not open . 

• 

MAN bundled up in a bathrobe 
got the flash of my badge and 

pointed to one of the doors . 
"I heard Miss Miller scream," he 

yelled at me. "That was what woke 
me first." · 

I shouldered open the door the man 
indicated, with Standish crowding in 
beside me. Halfway across the 
threshold, the two of us stopped. In 

• 

the center of the living room floor lay 
the "Miss Miller" who had had the 
great misfortune to have screamed . 

• 

I 
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but there wasn't anyone behind the. 
wheel then. 

· In Standish's office some time later, 
. 

when we had learned of our complete 
defeat by this murderous key collector, 
the commissioner turned a tired, 
grave-eyed gaze on me. 

'lThis thing has got to stop," he said 
quietly. "We can't just stand around 
and wait until all the owners of brass 
keys have been killed except one. If 
we could, our job would be an easy 
one." · 

· "It'll stop,'' I said emphatically, "or 
Demarest will get an opportunity to 
perform a post mortem on a ghost !" 

A,nd before J:lOOn that day I had 
stepped once more behind the alias of 
Dr. Stacey and was on my way to 
Bellevue Morgue. 

HE figure of Dr. Stacey was a fa
miliar one around the morgue, 

though I must confess that that med-
ical gentleman had n.ever developed 
much of a taste for the autopsy room. 
I was, in fact, bound for the office of 
Robert Demarest to see whether or not 
that gloomy-faced king of cadavers had 
performed a post mortem on the body 
of Barton Clay. 

As I was walking toward Demarest's 
door, E>rc. William Millais stepped out. 
He recognized me at once. Rather, he 
recognized the man he had been in
troduced to as Dr. Stacey. A slow 
smile spread across his dark-skinned 
face, a smile which unnatural and in
expressive eyes were unable to share. 

"A very good morning to you, Dr. 
Stacey," he said, grasping my hand. 

I said good morning to him, trying 
not to notice that ugly defect which 
his operation had left. in his eyes. I 

/ knew he was sensitive about his ap
pearance. 

"I'm afraid," he said, "that I must 
extend most humble apologies, as our 
mutual acquaintance Henry Fu Chang 
might say.

· 
Or I might say that I am 

guilty of having bet 011 the wrong 
• 

horse." ' 

"Meaning?"- I questioned in the 
. ' 

• 

voice I always used along with the 
Stacey role. 

"Mr. Barton Clay, it would seem, 
was not a victim of accident. Though 
how the police will prove murder, I 
do not quite understand." 

"You mean that ·Demarest found 
something ?" 

"Oh, quite !" 
Dr. Millais looked through his owl

ish glasses at Demarest's door. Then 
he looked down at his watch. 

"I believe I'll step in with you a mo
n1ent and bask in the lig�t of your pro
fessional triumph, Dr. Stacey. I'm not 
due at my office for several hours. Even 
if I was late, I doubt if I'd be apt t9 
miss a patient." 

So we went into Demarest's office, 
and for the first time I <taught the med
ical examiner eating. He raised his 
sleepy looking eyelids just far enough 
to gl impse me over a coffee cup. And 
then he choked on the coffee and put 
the cup down. It's a well known joke 
that Robert Demarest claims he hasn't 
time to eat because so many people in 
New York insist on dying unpleasant 
and unnatural deaths. 

"Well," Demarest said, "I thought 
you had gone." This no doubt was his 
conception of a greeting for Dr. Mil
lais. 

"I have been breaking the news to 
Dr. Stacey," Millais said. "But I left 
the full story for you." 

"Generous of you, Millais," Demar
est said. "But after all you spotted the 
drug as soon as I did. It,s sodium 

.( 

pyratol, Doctor., 

"Clearly indicated," M illais sup
ported. "And we've taken the trouble 
to check with Barton Clay's own phy- " 
sician to see i f  the drug had ever been 
prescribed for Clay. Clay's doctor, 
that's Dr. Claude Alfred and a man 
entirely above reproach, says he has 
never prescribed that particular drug 
for Mr. Clay. You can d-raw your own 
conclusions, which you have undoubt
edly done, Dr. Stacey, since you prob
ably guessed the drug long before we 
found it in the body.'' 

• 

• 

• 
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"Oh, there's no doubt but what Dr.
Stacey is one of the guess men in the 
profession," Demarest said. 

Mi llais laughed at Demarest's pun, 
but had he known more of the intimate 
life of Dr. Stacey he would have en
joyed it a good deal more. He thanked 
Demarest for the opportunity of get
ting in on the autopsy and left Dem
arest and me alone. I 

"Reminds me of a stuffed owl,'' 
Demarest said, following Millais with 
his eyes. 

"And you, my friend,'' I reminded 
him, "would look like a cadaver with 
glass eyes if you ever had a cataract 
operation performed on you. But not 
with any deliberate attempt to display 
ignorance, what is sodium pyratol ?�' 

"A hypnotic drug founded on barbi
turic acid. Induces sleep or quiet, but 

- the immediate results are a sort of 
� numbness, dizziness, and a feeling of 
great confusion. The subject finds it 
difficult to move quickly and loses all 
judgment of distances. In short, Doc
tor, it's what helped kill Barton Clay. 
Other contributing factors are the 
fact that he possessed one of those 
brass keys and was probably pushed 
before that car that struck him." · 

� 'I wonder if you'll find sodium py
ratol in the body of Frank Dyer ?" I 
mused. 

"1 wouldn't be at all surprised," 
Demarest said. 

CHAPTER XIV 
• 

The Frightened l\1an 

-

ODIUM pyratol was 
certainly a contrib
uting factor in the 
death of Frank Dyer. 
The autopsy proved 
that. Dyer must have 
been tortured until 
he revealed the hid
ing place of his brass 
key-. Then he had 

been drugged and forced out onto the 
ledge outside his window something 

' 

. • 

• 

• 

• 

which Demarest said would not be dif
ficult to do if Dyer was under the in
fluence of the .sodium pyratol. 

The drug, of course, was supposed 
to upset Dyer's sense of equilibrium, 
his judgment of distance, and make 
his movements inaccurate and clumsy. 
But the D. A. hadn't pitched from the 
stone ledge as soon as his murderer 
had expected. Someone had seen the · 

man on the ledge from the street, 
sounded the alarm, brought police and 
firemen. 

Dyer, by that time, had moved along 
the ledge, out 'of the reach of the mur
derer and possibly in_ a position where 
he might be saved in spite of the fact 
that he was no longer responsible for 
his own actions. . 

And the chance · of Dyer being 
saved was something the . murderer 
dared not risk. I repeated that many 
times to myself. For it meant that 
there could be only one motive for the 
murderer killing Dyer after the mur-

. derer had obtained the brass key. It 
meant that Dyer could have identified 
this fiendish collector of keys . 

-

To insure Dyer's death before help -
could arrive, the murderer had entered 
the apartment next to Dyer's, killed 
the unfortunate woman who had met 
him face to face, and finally given 
Dyer that fatal push from behind with 
a mop handle. 

· Again the murder motive struck me 
forcibly between the eyes. This killer 
killed because of fear fear of identi
fication. There must be no living wit
ness for his crimes. None who met 
him face to face must live. It seemed 
a mania with him. 

Later on, with Demarest in the 
morgue, I made a careful examination 
of the hairs that I had removed from 
that blood-stained wrench beneath the 
drain in the Faust garage. I told my 
gloomy companion that I believed 
them to be the hairs from the head of 
the Faust servant who had died in the 
train wreck and had been identified as 
Faust. 

Demarest had a complete record to 
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the investigation of Faust's first . 
"death." • 

"The same hair," he informed, after 
microscopic examination. "You've 
worked it out right. The servant was 
slugged with the wrench while in the 
Faust garage, put into Faust's clothes 
and in Faust's car. Then Faust him
self must have parked the car on the 
railroad track and awaited results." 

between Wilkins and Faust. After all, 
remember that it seems that Faust was 
kind to Wilkins. And from what we 
know of Faust, it's doubtful if he'd go 
out of his way to be nice to anybody 
unless there was a selfish motive be
hind it.'' 

''All · right," Merry said. "Faust 
killed his own servant to engineer the 
appearance of his own death.'' Merry 
ticked that off on her thumb. "Now" 
-she counted to her forefinger "who 
killed Emery Faust ?" 

"After the insurance money, no 
doubt," I said. "If Faust could fake 
his own death -by killing someone else 
and then allow Stanley Wilkins to col
lect the insurance money, it's possible 
that Faust intended to get hold of that 
money through Wilkins. Could be 
that that was his only motive in nam
ing Wilkins as his beneficiary. I 
think Wilkins ought to be grilled." 

"Could have been anybody. You've 
got to consider that he was actually 
working several people up to a mur
derous pitch. We know that he called 
all of his heirs those ·who had in- � 

heri ted brass keys by his first 'death' 
-and probably he j eered at them. If 
there were any among them who pre

HURRIED back to the rectory. sumed that the keys had an actual 
Merry was there, waiting to see value or perhaps knew what the keys 

me before she went back to her post were for, there's a swell murder motive 
at the Lafevre Club. I found her right there, in order to make Faust's 
curled up on my couch with a copy will stick. And we have reason to be
of Tennyson's poems open on her lap. l ieve that Faust also taunted Mike 
The book wasn't the same edition that Pannard, and we know what Pannard 
had been found in the hands of Emery tried to do. Possibly he had some 
Faust, but it undoubtedly contained other enemies who had been re .. 
the complete selection of the poet's _ joicing over his death and were pretty 
works. She let the book fall to the disappointed to find their old foe still 
floor as she jumped up to kiss me. alive." 

"Dar lin', what's . happened?  Have Merry nodded her head vigorously. 
you caught the key collector ? Is he "Nothing open and shut about it . 
. anybody I know ? "  · Golly, what Faust did practically 

"Emery Faust killed his own amounted to suicide, getting in touch 
servant," I told her, "by stunning him with all his enemies and reminding , 
with a wre·nch, packing him into the them that he was still alive and laugh- . 
Faust car, and parking him on the rail- ing !"  · 

road track. After all, it's got to be "That's true/' I said after a rna-
that way, because who else would have ment's thought. 
access to the clothes and personal be- "And what about Mr. Clay and Mr. · 

longings which were found on the Dyer ? Who killed them ?" 
corpse ?" "Actually I suppose that Faust 

"Also, my dove," Merry contributed, killed them. Dead Mr. Faust. You 
"I don't think Mr. Faust would have see, if he hadn't been so mysterious 
kept hidden after the 'accident' i f  he and left those brass keys to his heirs, 
hadn't planned it that way. But I don't the murders wouldn't have occurred . 
quite see h<?W he intended to collect It's obvious that that is what the mur
on his own insurance through Wil- derer is after the brass keys. Ap
kins." 

�'It could have been pre-arranged -

I 

• 

• -

parently they have value and he knows 
it.H . 
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Merry clapped her small hands. 
Her green eyes shone triumphantly. 
· "Darlin,, that's why Faust left the 
keys to his enemies ! He wanted them 
to. kill each other off. How he must 
have hated them !" 

I- nodded. That had been in my 
mind for some time. And always, 
marching rig.ht along with the idea, 
was that question as to whether the 
brass keys had any value at all. 
Wouldn't it have matched Faust's 
warped sense of bumor if the keys 
were valueless ? There was grim 
irony that would have pleased the 
dead. man in the possibil ity that a mur
derer was killing off the people that 
Faust hated for the sole purpose of 
gaining something that was worthless. 

But always, when you thought of 
that, there was that question of what 
Faust had done with his money. He 
had been a wealthy man. Surely not 
all of his money had gone into those 
life insurance policies he had taken 
out shortly before his death. 

HORTL Y after Merry departed 
for Nell· Lafevre's, Tiny Tim en

tered the liectory. He was swagger
ing. The buttons on his trim-fitting 
suit coat were about to pop off, his 
chest was so puffed out. His fat cigar 
was tilted at a j aunty angle. 

"George, I believe I've done some 
good. Yes, I really feel as though 
I've accomplished something." 

Tim, you will remember, had been 
assigned to watch Julian Hornaday, 
the one of the Faust heirs who had re
fused to show himself or take any in
terest in the affair at all. 

"Hornaday is frightened to death," 
Tim said. "He has a bodyguard. He's 
had iron bars installed on the windows 
of his house. And this evening when 
he came out onto his porch to pick up 
the evening paper, this bodyguard was 
right beside him. He stood there on 
the porch, getting a breath of air and 
looking at the paper. The paper had 
the news of  Frank Dyer's death. 
Hornaday dropped the paper and if it-

• 

• 

• • • 

• 

... 

hadn't been for this tough egg who was 
hanging around behind him, he'd have 
collapsed to the floor." . 

"Where were you ?"  I asked. 
"Just behind the porch railing," 

Tim said, giving his cigar a flip to dis
lodge the cone of  ash. "You see, I was 
trying to figure a way into the house. 
Hornaday is harder to get -near than 
the king of Siam, and I haven't been 
able to scrape up much information 
about him. He's got plenty of the old 
dough, though. Everybody seems to 
agree on that. And he lives like a her
mit in an old stone front house in 
Waverly Place." 

''Know anything else about him ?" 
''Well," Tim said, pacing the· floor 

importantly, "I learned from a neigh
bor who used to work for Hornaday, 
that Emery Faust and Hornaday were 
originally rivals. They both started 
in the pawn shop business. Faust used 
to devil Hornaday nearly to death. 
He hired gutter urchins to toss rocks 
through Hornaday's window. And 
finally, to put a stop to that, Horna
day retaliated. But legally. Horna
day took legal steps." 

"And probably didn't get any
where," I said. "I imagine that even 
in the old days Faust knew some
thing about taking care of himself." 

"That's it," Tim nodded. "From 
what I gather, Hornaday couldn't 
prove anything against Faust. Finally 
Hornaday picked up his courage and 
went to Faust himself. What he told 
Faust only made Faust laugh." 

"I can imagine that laugh," I said. 
''And Faust kicked Hornaday out of 

his shop, looked at him through the 
window, laughed at him. Hornaday 
went to the window and was evidently 
pressing his hands up against the 
glass, wishing he could get his hands 
an Faust's fat throat. And then some
thing happened." 

M appreciated the ·value of sus-
• 

pense. He took a few drags on his 
cigar before going on . 

"Faust had an iron grating above his 
, • 

• 

• 
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window which he let down when he 
closed his shop. It wasn't quite clos
ing time, but Faust chose that par
ticular moment to trip the lever that 

� dropped the grating in place. Horna
. ·  day didn't get away fast enough, and 

the falling grating clipped off three 
fingers on his r ight hand." 

• 

"And Faust, I presume, laughed," I 
said. 

I 

� 

" Maybe. But that wasn't the most 
important thing he did. He called the 
police. He beat Hornaday to the draw, 
you might say. Claimed that Horna .. 
day was a desperate character, that he 
· had tried to · break Faust's window, 
and that he bad threatened Faust with 
a gun. And the cops did find a gun on 
Hornaday, though he insi_sted that 
Faust had planted it on him. Any
way, Hor11:aday lost three fingers and 
three of the best years of his life be
cause he tried to stand up to Emery 
Faust.'' 

"You mean Hornaday went to 
' . 

prtson ?" 
"He did," Tim said. 
At every turn along the trail of 

mystery surrounding the brass keys, 
dead Emery Faust was more clearly 

· illuminated as an inhuman monster, a 
man adept at hating and tormenting 
his fellows. 

"What's Julian Hornaday look 
like?" I asked. 

''It's pretty much of a risk, Tim." 
"I  can do it, George," he insisted. 

''Give me the chance. But once you're 
in the bouse, what do you expect to 
do?"  

"Impersonate Hornaday and invite a 
visit from the murderous collector of 
brass keys," I told him. "That looks 
like about the only way to catch this 
killer. And simply because Hornaday 
is so careful, the murderer should be 

• 

watching him very closely watching 
him and hoping that he will make that 
one slip which will g ive the killer a 
chance at him and at his brass key." · 

Tim teetered up and down on his 
toes, his thumbs hooked in the arm 
holes of his vest. 

"George, are you forgetting Horna
day has three fingers missing from his 
right hand?  How the devil do you ex
pect to get around that ? You can't 
conceal that with gloves." 

"Well, I'm not sacrificing three \ 
fingers just to impersonate Mr. Horna
day," I laughed. "A magician without 
fingers would be somewhat more futile 
than a ghost without a groan. How
ever, Tim, i f  you want to take the 
chance, we'll try it." 

And try it we did. 

CHAPTER XV 

Through the Air Shaft · 

• 

"Tall and thin,'' Tim said. "Dys- · 
peptic. He has a lot of gray hair." 

• 
U L I A N  HORNA-

• 

"Any way of getting into his 
.house ?" . 

Tim nodded. "I could get in, maybe. 
There's a ventilator on the roof of the 
house one of those things that turn 
with the wind. I could get up on the 
roof by climbing the drain pipe from 
the eaves, but that pipe wouldn't hold 
you, nor could you get down into the 
house through the ventilator." 

"But you could," I said. ''You could 
go down and open the door, letting me 
in. That is, if you could handle 
Hornaday and the bodyguard." 

f'l can," Tim said. "You give me a 
· try and see i f  I can't do it." 

• 
• 

• 
• 

• 

DAY'S h o u s  e in 
Waverly Place was 
a narrow filling of 
s t o  n e sandwiched 
b e t w e e n two red 
brick structures. It 
had long windows 
and a skinny door, 
and was altogether 

as sorrowful a house as any that Tim 
Terry had ever seen. Around at the 
back of the building was a small court 
that was without a single blade of 
grass. There were ash cans and gar
bage cans sitting beside the back 
steps. 
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Tim had learned from his discreet 
. investigation that Julian Hornaday's 
only servant was a plump Irish wom
an who came in during the day time 
to clean and prepare his meals. At 
night the lean gray nickel nurser was 
alone with his bulldog of a bodyguard. 

It was into this gloomy court that 
Tim went. He gathered the sheet 
metal down-spout into his arms and 
legs and climbed quickly to the eaves. 
It was quite a job for . a middle-aged 
man, but Tim had never permitted his 
little muscles to get soft. 

The house had a Mansard roof. Tim 
leaned back against the sloped metal 
facing, dug his heels into the eaves 
trough,. and \vorked his way along un
til he came to an attic windo,v. This 
window, what with its sills and the 
decorative fret-work about it, gave 
him enough of a foothold to get to the 
flat plateau of asphalted roofing on 
top. 

His small feet made no noise as he 
walked over to the ventilator. Getting 
the conical rain-shed off the ventilator 
pipe was a job that made quite a little 
noise and taxed Tim's strength to the 
utmost. After that was done, he lis
tened breathlessly at the top of the 
pipe, but there was no indication that 
anyone within the building had been 
alarmed. 

"What," he thought, "if the Ghost 
and I are too late ? What i f  I get in
side there and find that Hornaday and 
his bodyguard have been murdered?" 

Tim didn't care for corpses.. In 
fact, he had almost a childish horror 
of them. But he reassured himself by 
arguing that if the Ghost had to em
ploy a midget in order to gain en
trance into the Hornaday house, the 
murderer oould have scarcely entered 
at all. Unless, of course, the murderer 
happened to be a friend of Julian 
Hornaday. 

"Well, friend murderer," Tim said 
to himself, "if you're down there and 
I get a glimpse of you, I'll shoot and 
shoot to kill." He entered the ven· 
tilator shaft with the terrible feeling 

• 

• 

' 

that lie was about to be buried alive. 
. 

The shaft wasn't large enough to ad-
mit a full grown man, but Tim was so 
small that he had to hug the sides with 
his knees and elbows to prevent him
self from dropping too rapidly. 

When his toes touched bottom, he 
found that the shaft became a hori
zontal passage not more than two feet 
in height. He squatted, then got to 
his hands and knees and crawled along 
the passage. After that impenetrable 
dark,- the glimmer of light he could see 
at the end was a welcome sight. 

. 

crawled about ten feet before 
he encountered a wire grating 

that covered the end of the ventilating 
shaft. He looked out into a room illu
mined by a miserly yellow light. There, 
in an enormous black leather chair 
which would have held three thin 
men, was Mr. Julian Hornaday. And 
the snores that v1histled from Horna
day's thin beak evidenced the fact that 
he was no cadaver regardless of the 
pallor of his cheeks. 

What annoyed Tim about the en
tire setup was the fact that Horna
day's gray claw of a left hand was 
hooked around the butt of an auto
matic that looked the approximate size 
of a Howitzer. 

Tim took hold of the grating with 
both hands. It rattled alarmingly, but 
Mr. Hornaday continued to snore. T-im 
explored the corners of the grating and 
discovered that it was held in pl�ce 
by bolts and nuts. He took· a small 
tool knife from his pocket, unfolded a 
small pair of pliers from the knife, and 
went to work on the square-headed 
nuts. 

He had removed two of the four 
nuts when Mr. Hornaday moved. The 
g.@.Unt gray man in the chair uncrossed 
his legs and extended them in front of 
him. He didn't open his eyes, but he 
was awake. His red tongue darted out 
to moisten his cracked and colorless 
lips. And then, apparently, he was off 
to sleep again.. 

. • 

Tim tackled the bolt at the upper • 

• 

• 

• 

• 

• 
• 
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left hand corner of  the grill, got it off · 

without trouble. But the bolt at the 
upper right corner was rusted in place. 
He could turn it but nut and bolt 
turned together. He exerted all his 
strength, and the grating, still held by 
that one bolt, swung sideward, making 
a clanking noise as it did so. 

Julian Hornaday came awake. He 
sprang to his feet, stared in mortal ter
ror at the grating of his ventilator 
-shaft. It was possible that he didn't 
see Tim at first, but only the sagging, 
swinging grate. Perhaps he thought 
that his house was being undermined 
like that of Poe's unfortunate Usher 
family. 

Tim knew that he was in the worst 
p ossible place. Getting dow11 the ven
tilator shaft was one thing and getting 
up it was something entirely different. 
There was nothing to do but face what
ever music was in store for him in Mr. 
Hornaday's living room. He held the 
grating as · far up and to the right as 
possible and scrambled through. 

Holding the grating up with his right 
hand hampered him in drawing his 
gun. Hornaday remembered his own 
weapon, which he held in hia left hand, 
but as he raised the gun he was taken 
with the ague of fear. He fumbled, 
dropped his heavy gun, and then came 
down from his thin and lofty height to 
pic·k the gun up again. 

By that time Tim was in a position 
to offer argument. He stood in the 
middle of the room, his ten-shot Span
ish .25-caliber automatic in both hands 
and trained on Mr. Hornaday. Tim's 
heart was beating rapidly, but with ex
citement. The marines, he felt, had 
definitely landed. 

t "Ah-ah, Mr. Hornaday !" Tim cau .. 
tioned as Hornaday would have p icked 
up his big gun. 

0 R N A D A Y straightened the 
crook in his back, stared at Tim, 

and was probably more astonished by 
· Tim's childish voice than he was im

pressed by the danger from the little 
man's gun. For a moment he couldn't 

• 

do anythiag but stare. And then he 
came near enough to his senses to call 
for help. 

- "Hey, don't !'' Tim said, realizing 
that instead of merely pointing a gun 
at Hornaday he should have warned 
the man not to utter a sound. 

Footsteps sounded in the hall out
side the living-·room door. Tim knew 
that he would have to move now and 
fast. He . darted across the room to 
kick Hornaday's gun bey-ond reach. He 
heard the rattle of a doorknob and im
mediately ducked around behind 
Hornaday's big chair. Peeking around 
the back of the chair, Tim baw Horna
day's bodyguard come into the room. 
The man was massive. He moved with 
the grace and speed of a dredging en
gine. H e  stared bewilderedly around 
the room and at Mr. Hornaday. 

"What's the matter with you, Boss ?" 
he asked, his small dull eyes on the 
lean figure of Mr. Julian Hornaday. 

"Matter ? Matter enough ! The 
fiend ! The damned little fiend. Get 
him ! Don't stand there goggling !" 

Hornaday pointed at the chair be
hind which Tim was hi.ding. The body
guard, not quite clear as to what he 
was expected to face, advanced cau
tiously with his gun drawn. He didn't 
see anything. It would have been im
possible for him to have seen Tim be
cause of the shadows and because the 
little man was pressed tight up against 
the back of the chair. 

"The devil's behind the chair !"  
Hornaday yelled. "Look out ! He's 
dangerous ! No doubt at all but what 
he's after me. Wants to murder me 
as he murdered Barton Clay and Frank 
Dyer." 

The bodyguard looked at 1-Iornaday. 
He blinked his eyes. 

"Where, Boss?" 
And that was when Tiny Tim Terry 

went into action. H e  shoved forward 
on the chair with both hands. The 
chair unexpectedly caught the body
guard at knee height. The big man fell 
forward, both hands going out straight 
in front of him. His grasping hands 
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missed the top of the chair back. He 
• I 

folded 'forward, arms, head and neck 
over the chair back. · 

Down there in the shadows, he saw 
not a drag·on, which he might have ex
pected from Hornaday's warning, but 
what appeared to be a child dressed in 
man's clothes and carrying a man's 
gun. Had he met a crouching gun
man, it was entirely possible that he 
would have conducted himself a bit dif
ferently. But what he did now was 

· just lianded that big egg, you'd better 
be good !" he piped. 

• 

HORNADAY stared at his 
fallen Goliath and then raised 

trembling hands above his head. 

. not to his credit. He simply stared �t 

"Don't hurt me,'' he pleaded. !If he 
had had a mirror in which to view this 
situation he might have realized the 
absurdity of it. "·Don't torture me . .  
Don't kill me, please. · The key you'll 
find i� in the tobacco jar over there on 
the table." 

• • 
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• 

Tim and asked what the hell this was 
-some sort of a kiddie game, huh ? 

Tim got mad at that. He raised his 
gun in both hands, stood on tiptoe, 
brought the gun barrel hacking down 

"That's just fine," Tim said.. "That'-s 
very fine indeed. Only you've got a 
lot of wrong notions._ I'm not a mur:. 
dere� not so long as people do what . 
I say, anyway." 

· · to the center of the bodyguard's fore
head. The bodyguard stiffened, rolled 
sideward, and plunked woodenly to 
the floor . 

He walked toward the thin, trem-
bling Mr. Hornaday. He held his 
automatic in his right hand while his 
left went to his pocket to procure a _ 
loaded hypodermic needle which the . 
Ghost �ad given him. A shot of the 
stuff would knock a · man out at once 
and painlessly, producing a period of 

• 

Tiny Tim danced from behind the 
chair and brought Mr� Hornaday un
der the watchful eye of his gun. 

''If you d·o'n't want more of what I 
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oblivion of about ten or fifteen minutes. 
Tiny Tim came within striking dis

tance of the trembling Hornaday and 
jabbed the needle into Hornaday's 
thigh. Hornaday took two faltering 
steps backward. Then his bony knees 
hinged. His lean body all but clat
tered, striking the floor. 

Tim shoved his automatic into his 
pocket and strutted out to find the 
front door in order to admit the Ghost . 

• 

• 

• 

• 
• 

CHAPTER XVI 

Alias the Miser 

0 one could have 
done b e t t e r · than 
Tim had done. 

"You're dynamite, 
Tim," I said as I came 
into the living room 
o f t h e Hornaday 

house and saw the 
two men stretched 
out on the floor. 

''Nothing at all, Ghost," Tim said. 
"I had all the breaks. When the big 
lug came into the room, I thought I'd 
pass out. It was tough getting him 
down to where I could hit him." � 

I chuckled as I went to work on 
Hornaday and his bodyguard. Strong 
silk cord from my pocket was what I 
used to bind the two men. Then be
hind shaded windows I went to work 
to reproduce Julian Hornaday's dys
peptic face with my own features as 
a foundation. I had brought with me a 
gray toupee which duplicated Horna
day's hair close enough. As for Horna
day's clothes, there was nothing much 
I could do in that direction. The man's 
shoulders were entirely too narrow, 
and if I had put on one of his coats I 
wouldn't have been able to move my 
arnns. . 

I examined the results of my facial 
makeup in the mirror and decided that 
in. the dim light, whjch seemed to be 

· about the only kind you could get in 
the miser's dingy house, I was passably 

- like Julian himself. 
• -

• -

• 

• 

''You look good enough,'' Tiny Tim 
said gravely. "I might even say per
fect. Now what do we do?" 

''You," I said as I added a fiital 
wrinkle between my eyebrows, "will 
have to get out of here. If I'm expect-

. ing visitors, I can,t run the risk of your 
being on hand. Because the lad I'm 
hoping will visit me is not exactly a 
gentleman." 

Tim looked at me reproachfully. 
''I might be able to help, Ghost," he 

said. 
"Help ?" I stooped to put a hand on 

Tim's shoulder. ''Tim, you've helped 
me tonight where no one else in the · 
world could have helped me. But if I 
have to pull a ghost act and the crim .. 
inal audience happens to find you 
around, the audience might get the idea 
that the Ghost and George Chance are 
one and the same. You understand 
that, don't you ?" 

Tim pulled his jaunty hat well over 
his eyes and left the house. 

· 

My first job was to revive Julian· 
Hornaday. Why? Simply becau�e 
while I had feasted my eyes on Julian's 
beautiful countenance long enough to 
be able to impersonate his appearapce, 
I had never heard the man speak. I 
sat Hornaday in a chair and it wasn't 
long before he came out of his doped 
trance. 

The drug which Tim had used on 
·Hornaday hasn't a very long hangover. 
Nevertheless, I think Hornaday must 
have thought himself drunk when he 
came to and saw a like-ness of himself 
standing in front of him. His first im
pression was that it was all done with 
mirrors, I believe, for he looked at my 
face for awhile and then down at my 
dark suit, finally looking at his own 
gray trousers and maroon smoking 
jacket. No, mirrors could not be the 
explanation, he must have decided. 

U L I A N HORNADAY'S ja�v 
dropped. Sweat: came out on his 

high forehead. He fumbled for a hand-
. 

kerchief and blew noisily into it. 
"No," he said, trying to convince 

• 

• 

• 



• 

• 

• 

THE CASE OF' THE LAUGH ING CORPSE 67 
• 

himself about something. · 

"Yes," I contradicted, my voice now 
an echo of his own. "Yes, Mr. Horna
day. The age of miracles has not yet 
passed. Don't you know who I am ?" 

"I never bad a brother," Hornaday 
denied. "Twin or otherwise. I don't 
believe in you." 

"I'm the Ghost," I told him. "I want 
to help you, and this seemed to be the 
only way I could do it. I came in here 
and found you and your bodyguard 
pretty well tied up." 

Which was true enough and cer
tainly implied no connection between 
Tiny Tim Terry and the Ghost. 

"You're not a whole lot of help," 
Hornaday said. ''I'm still tied up." 

"That," I told him, "is because I 
wasn't expecting to get any coopera
tion from you. Some people refuse to 
be helped. You know your life is in 
the gravest danger ?" 

Hornaday nodded slowly. 
"That damned Emery Faust. I 

know why he remembered me in his 
will now. It was because he hated me. 
He left me one of those damned brass 
keys just so that someone would try 
and murder me for it." 

"I think you're just about right," I 
· said. "Have you any idea why some 

perso·n would want to get hold of the 
brass keys ?" 

"None whatever. They are probably 
valueless. I happen to know some
thing about Emery Faust that prob
ably no one else knows." 

"And what's that ?" 
"That he was broke," Hornaday said. 

"Four months ago he came to me want
ing money. He tried sobbing on my 
shoulder, recalled old t imes and how 
he and I had always been enemies, but 
now that we were both getting older 
didn't I think we ought to become 
friends ?'' 

Hornaday uttered a sharp, harsh 
laugh that was entirely without humor. 

"Friends ! And look what he did to 
my good right hand !" He held up his 
maimed hand. ''And look into my face. 
The prison sentence he. framed me with 

• 

is indelibly written in my face." 
Hornaday leaned as far forward in 

his chair as his bonds would permit. 
"Look here, I don't know who you 

are or what you are. I don't know what 
you intend to do with me. Only if 
you've really come to help me, for 
God's sake get me out of here. Frank 
Dyer is dead. The papers say that he 
was walking in his sleep and fell from 
the roof of a building, or something 
else equally absurd. H e  was murdered. 
I know he was murdered !" 

• 
• 

OW do you know ?" I asked. 
The captive drew a deep 

breath. 
"I just know. It's those damned 

brass keys. They're not safe to have 
around. And yet if I threw mine away, 
what good would it do, since this mur
dering devil kills even after he gets 
hold of the keys ? And Barton Clay 
was murdered, too. There are others 
who have brass keys. One of them, a 
Chinese by the name of Henry Fu 
Chang, called me on the phone the 
other day and proposed that all owners 
of brass keys get together and compare 
notes." 

"You didn't go," I said. 
''I didn't. How did I know but what 

the Chinese was arranging some sort 
of a meeting where he could get all the 
brass keys together and then kill us 
off for the possession of them ?" . 

I hadn't given that much thought
not with Henry Fu Chang as the cul
prit, anyway. Somehow the fat little 
Chinese didn't impress me as being the 
murderous sort. Carter Nash might 
murder, Nell Lafevre might murder, 
even Hornaday looked as though he 
was capable of some dirty work but 
not Mr. Fu Chang. . 

"You wouldn't, then, object to hand
ing over your brass key to me ?" I 
asked. 

Hornaday eyed me ·suspiciously. He 
was afraid again afraid that I was the 
collector of brass keys. He didn't 
answer. 

I walked over t� Iiornaday's tobacco 
• • 

• 

• 
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jar, lifted the cover, felt around in the 
shaggy tobacco within, located �is 
. brass key. 

Hornaday cursed softly. · 

"Who are you ?" be whispered 
tensely. "You seem to know my own 
mind." 

I laughed. "The Ghost knows quite 
a bit," I said mysteriously. Why spoil 
the show by telling him that Tiny Tim 
had told me the location of the key be
fore he had left? 

I looked at the brass key. It might 
have been made from a Yale blank 
aside from the fact that it was brass. 
One curious thing about it was that in 
the long guide groove that extended 
the length of the key blade six letters 
were engraved minutely : 

H U DSON 

I put the key into my pocket. Horna
day, in the chair at the other side of 
the room, struggled against his silk 
bonds. 

"Don't worry," I said. "If this thing 
has any value, I ' l l  see that you get it 
back." 

I walked over to Hornaday and 
picked him up. He wasn't much of a 
load. I carried him into his somber 
bedroom and put him down on the bed. 
Then I proceeded to gag him. 

• 

That done� I returned for the body
guard who was showing signs of com
ing to his senses. He was a bigger 
load than Hornaday, but I managed to 
drag him into the bedroom and gag 
him in similar fashion. 

WENT back into the living room 
and sat down. I took another look 

at J ulian Hornaday's brass key and 
then put it inside a secret locking flap 
of my c igarette case. In magical per
formances I had frequently concealed 
a card behind that flap and handed out 
the case for examination. If a critical 
audience bad failed to find it, it wasn't 
l ikely that any of the Ghost's criminal 
playmates would be apt to discover the 
secret of the case. . 

• 

• 
• 

There were two ways in which I 
might hope to encounter the murderer . 
One was to sit patiently i n  the Horna
day house with the front door open 
and wait for the killer to turn up. 
Another was to go out and hope that 
the Hornaday h o u s e was being 
watched so that I vvould be shadowed. 
I decided on the latter. -

I made a great show of turning on 
the light in the front hall and also on 
the porch. Then I went out the front 
door, taking plenty of time about it so 
that m:r features or should I say 
Hornaday's features were clearly i l -
luminated by the porch l ight. · 

Across Waverly Place, a man was 
leaning up against a lamp post, smok
ing end on end cigarettes. Maybe he 
was watching the Hornaday house. 
Then again he might simply be one of 
those lads who enjoy holding up a 
lamp post. 

I crossed the street, skirting the 
lamp · post by about ten feet, and 
turned south, walking slowly. Again 
I had given any possible watcher 
plenty of opportunity to get a look at 
my face. I was gratified by the sound 
of hard heels on the pavement. The 
Hornaday house had been watched, 
probably for several days. 

Half a block ahead of me, I saw 
another man who was leaning up 
against the brick front of a building, 

. apparently interested in something 
across the street. The man behind me 
coughed. It was a signal. The man 
in front of me left his building, started 
walking toward me. I stopped, half 
turned, just as Mr. Hornaday might 
have done if afraid. 

I got to the curb, made as if to run 
across the street. But I didn,t try too 
hard ! I was grasped by both arms. A 
harsh voice said : 

"Listen, old geezer, we like you bet
ter cooped up in your dump. Let's go 
home, huh?, 

"What do you two men want ?" I 
quavered in Hornaday's voice. ''You 
let me go or I'll call the police !" 

"Don't be like that, old geezer," the 
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man with the harsh voice said. "You 
got any idea what it's like to be dead ?" 
· The snout of a gun was thrust into 
.my side. And for once in my l ife I 
didn't care at all ! 

-

• 

CHAPTER XVII 

Trial by Fire 

Y two escorts didn't 
' 

show much of their 
faces until we were  
beneath t h e porch 
l ight. Then I saw 
that the man with 
the harsh voice was 

.. young and hungry-
� lo

h
oking, w�t

d
h e

1
yes 

t at were WI e, b ue, 
and expressionless. 

The other man was s h o r t and 
square-shouldered. The untrimmed 
hair at the back of his neck brushed 
the soiled top of his collar. 

We went into the l iving room of 
the house. I was told to sit down. 
The young man with the glass-blue 
eyes went at once to the phone. 

"What do you men want ?''  I whim
pered in Hornaday's voice. 

"Never mind," said the younger of 
the two as he  dialed the phone. 

There was ominous silence unti l the 
buzz of the phone stopped and a loud 
voice on the other end of the line said 
hello. 

"Boss," the man with the glass-blue 
eyes said, "we're in the house. The 
old geezer hasn't given any trouble 
up to now. You coming in on this, or 
do you expect me and AI to do the 
dirty work ?" 

I couldn't hear the answer of the 
man addressed as "boss." The young 
man hung up and said to the other : 

"We wait." 
That, I thought, would be very nice. 

Perhaps now I would see the face of 
the murderer a face that up to now 
had been as the face of the Gorgon, 
bringing sure death to all who saw it. 

We waited. We waited for forty-

• 

· five minutes. And I didn't take a 
single deep breath in all that time. 
You see, I was worried about Horna
day and his bodyguard in the next 
room. Any kind of sound, such as the 
creak of a bed or a low groan, would 
have been enough to cause rriy captors 
to investigate. 

And then the front door opened and 
Mike Pannard came into the room---
Mike Pannard of the gray face, the in
significant� nose, the cruel steel-gray 
slots of eyes. I hadn't seen Pannard 
since the night he had led the attack 
on the Faust house, and neither had 
the police. I would have given a good 
deal to have known exactly what tele
phone number the young man with the 
glass-blue eyes had called in order to 
get hold of Pannard. · 

Mike was wearing a blue serge suit 
and a perfectly unnecessary topcoat 
that was turned up at the collar. His 
pearl gray hat was turned up at the 
brim so that his rather wide face was 
boldly displayed. · 

Mike pulled a footstool up in front 
of the chair in which I had been forced 
to sit. He got astride the stool and sat 

• 

there a moment, exam ining my face 
with his slots of eyes. 

"You're in a hol e, Hornaday," Mike 
said quietly. "I guess you know that. 
But it's pretty damned easy for you 
to get out of i�. All you've got to do 
is pass over that brass key that Emery 
Faust left you. You do that and for .. 
get you ever saw any of us and I don't 
think we'll hurt you." 

I shook my head. 
"You expect me to believe that ?"' I 

asked in Hornaday's voice. "After 
what happened to Clay and Dyer ? 
You killed them after you got their 
keys. You don't think I'm a big 
enough fool to hand the key over to 
you, do you ?" 

IKE didn't say anything for a 
few moments. His narrow 

eyes kept boring into my face. I had 
faith in my makeup. The only flaw 
i.n it at all was the fact that my right 

' 

• 

� 

• 
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hand was not maimed as Hornaday's 
was, and you can be sure that I kept 
my right hand hidden in my poc.ket. 

"You got a lot of screwy notions 
under that mop of gray hair, Horna
day," Mike Pannard said. "One of 
those screwy notions is that we'll let 
you live just as long as you don't tell 
where that brass key is .. '' 

Mike stood up, stuck his nands in 
his hip pockets. His coat hung down 
across his wrists in back like the tail 
of a wet rooster. 

· "Maybe you're right, old man. May
be we won't kill you. But maybe after 
we're through with you, you'd rather 
be dead than alive." , 

Mike walked across the room . to a 
door, pushed it open, saw that the 
kitchert was beyond. He crossed the 
kitchen and I heard the opening of 
another door.. Then he returned to 
the living ro�m and said to his two 
henchmen : 

."You bring Mr. Hornaday down into 
the basement. He can yell his head off 
down there." 

I cringed. I clutched the arms of 
the chair. 

� 

"No !'' I said. -= ''I won't go. You just 
want to torture me. You want to tor-

• 

ture a man - old enough to be your 
father !" 

"Old enough, maybe," Mike said, 
"but my old man would sure have 
enough sense under his hat to know 

. when he was lickt:d. You coming 
across with the key or are you going 
to listen �to the sizzle of your own 
hide ? "  

"No ! I won't tell you where the 
key is. You'll kill me !'' 

As I said this, I thought I heard 
the patter of footsteps somewhere in 
the lower part of the house. I 
couldn't be sure at the moment, be
cause the young man with the glass
blue eyes chimed in just then with a 
bit of advice: 

"Listen, old geezer," he said, "there 
ain't nothing in the world wortn hold
ing out against the sort of torture 
Mike hands out. He'll burn your 

• 

creepers clear off to your ankles." 
Mike Pannard spread his hands in a 

gesture that said plainly that he was 
doing all the talking during this a·ct. 

"Let Mr. Hornaday make his O\vu 
decisions, Eddie. Don't y·ou see he 
likes to have his feet burned ? He "s 
looking forward to it, understand ? 
If that's what he wants, bring him 
along down into the basement." 

Struggling with about as much 
strength ·as I thought the gaunt 
Julian Hornaday could have mus
tered, I was dragged down the base
ment and into a combination furnace 
and laundry room. Mike Pannard . 
kicked a wood box up alongside a gas 
hot-plate and I was made to sit down. 

E man Pannard called Eddie re 

moved my right shoe and sock. 
Mike lit the gas hot-plate. The young 
man called Eddie lifted my bare foot 
toward the gas flame. 

"Just a minute," I said. · 

"Wait, Eddie," M ike Pannard or
dered. "Maybe Mr. Hornaday would 
like to change his mind. ·There's no 
use to be stubborn about this, Mr. 
Hornaday.'' 

' 'If you would tell me why you want 
the brass key, maybe I'd hand it over 
to you,, I said. 

"You're in a hell of a position to 
bargain. On with the heat, Eddie.'' 
. Eddie started toward me again. I 
lifted my bare foot before he could 
reach me and put it intQ the gas flame. 
I said in a conversational tone : 

"I don't think this is going to do 
much good, do you ?" 

You see, it wasn't the first time that 
the Ghost's underworld playmates had 
tried torture by fire, and I was pretty 
well prepared for such things.. The 
soles of the feet are the pet torture 
areas of such men, but I had succeeded 
by my own special and regular treat
ment, in making mine sufficiently cal
loused to be at least temporarily im-

- pervious to pain caused by heat or. fire. 
I leaned forward toward the stove, 

my foot still resting in the "cool" part 

• 

• 

• 
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at a touch of the trigger would fire 
eight blank cartridges automatically. 

- Considering the thing for � moment, 
it wasn't hard to discover what had 
happened to the murderer. He had set 
this device on the table, turned it on, 
walked out of the room, while I con
centrated on shooting at harmless 
noise and flashes. 

Fists pounded on the door. I turned 
to Henry Fu Chang. His moon of a 
face was gleaming with the sweat� of 
fear. 

''Mr. Julian Hornaday " he began, 
forgetting his bow. 

"If that's the police at the door," �I 
cut in, "send them away. You and I 
have to talk.'' 

� 

uBut the shooting ?  How can I ex
plain that?" 

''Some of your imported firecrackers 
exploded," I said. "Everything is now 
under control.'' 

Fu Chang went to the door, opened 
it a little way. A cop in uniform stood 
outside. He wanted to know what all 
the racket was, and Fu Chang fed him 
the line about the firecrackers. The 
cop didn't look satisfied, and I knew 
that he would be keeping a watch on 
the house from the outside, but there 
wa5 no way he could legally force his 
way in without a warrant. 

When the Chinese was rid of the cop 
and ·the door. closed, Fu Chang turned 
to me. 

"It bad not penetrated this thick 
skull of mine until now, but I realize 
I am indebted to you for my worthless 
life." 

I nodded, for I had observed no 
modesty in the makeup of Julian 
Hornaday. 

"This little adventure with the mur
derous key collector seem� to prove 
two things,'' I said. "First that the 
killer works alone and therefore would 
not think of tackling more than one 
victim at a time. Second, that he is 
afraid of light. I think if you had ·not 
interfered when you did, we might 
have bagged the devil., 

''I am an ass," Henry Fu Chang said . 

• 

• 

"But I do not understand how the 
man vanished." 

• 
EXPLAINED to the Chinese the 
blank cartridge device by means of 

which the killer had held my attention 
and concentrated my fire, and then put 
the device into my pocket. It was 
something which the Ghost could use 
very nicely. 

· · · 

"I am afraid that I made a mistake 
• • • • • 

tn not accepttng your tnvttatton to 
talk over these brass keys in the be
ginning," I confessed for Julian �orna
day. "Do you suppose the keys have 
any real value ?" 

''Inestimable value," Fu Chang said 
quietly. "Please be seated, Mr. Horna
day. We will talk." 

And talk we did. Fu Chang clung 
stubbornly to the idea that Emery Faust 
had been rich and that there was noth
ing to explain what had happened to 
his money except the brass keys. He 
was of the opinion that the six brass 
keys together would unlock some sort . 
of a treasury, the contents of which was 
intended for Faust1S heirs. This was 
entirely. out of keeping with Faust's 
character, it seemed to me, but this Fu 
Chang was a forgi.ving soul who pos
sessed the idea that Faust had re
gretted his misdeeds and hoped to 
make amends for them. 

I gained Fu Chang's confidence, got 
him to show me his key which I kept 
in my possession only long enough to 
make secretly an impression of the key 
blade� in a cake of magicians' wax. That 
done, I had complete records of how 
four of the brass keys had been made 
and originals of the other two keys. 
The murderer, to the best of my knowl
edge, had only three of these keys. 
How to use them was the problem that 
had faced me continually from the be
ginning of the mystery. 

I advised Fu Chang to seek police 
protection at once, and then left for the 
Ghost's rectory. I felt intuitiyely 
that the mystery was beginning to un-
ravel. · 

• 

As I was opening the door of the 

• 

• 

• 

• 

• 
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rectory basement I heard the telephone_ 
ringing. It was answered immediately 

·and the person who answered it was 
Merry White. I entered the room, 
glanced at the clock, saw that it was 
not yet midnight. She should have 
been at Lafevre's supper club. 

Merry listened closely for a moment. 
"He isn't here, Tim,'' she said. "And 

I don't like him running around dis
guised as somebody who might turn 
into a corpse any minute., 

I walked quietly up behind Merry. · 

· "Well, I'll tell him when he comes 
in, Tim. What do you suppose hap
pened to them?" She hung up then 
and I put both hands on her shoulders. 
She turned quickly, starMed a little by 
my appearance, then threw both arms 
around my neck and snuggled her head 
on my chest. 

"I hope it's you. I hope it is, but if 
it isn't, this will sure do nicely until 
you really come." 

ASKED her what Tim wanted. 
uO·h, he wanted me to tell you 

that Mr. Hornaday and his bodyguard 
escaped. The bodyguard must have 
been a pretty resourceful person be
cause he cut himself loose with a piece 
of watch crystal. Tim doesn't think· 
either of them could hav-e been tied up 
very long." 

"Well," I said, "it's of no particular 
importance. Only thing it does, it 
prevents us from eliminating Mr. 
Hornaday from our list of suspects, 
since I can't be sure where he was 
when Mr. Fu Chang was having a little 
trouble with the key collector. What 
I want to know is what you're doing 
away from the club at this hour." 

''I was fired," she said, moving her 
copy of Tennyson's poems in order to 
get closer to me. "Nell thought I was 
the one who swiped her brass key. 
Woman's intuition, and it was right 
this time. But that wasn't it, I don't 
think. Y·ou see, I discovered some
thing that maybe Nell wouldn't want 
known. Sh� sure doesn't look like Lady 
Macbeth, does she?" 

.. 

• 

• 
• 

"What's this?" 
"Nell Lafevre and that blond young 

Wilkins fellow. Tonight they split the 
insurance money that Wilkins got 
from Faust's death." 

· 

"You mean that?" I grasped Merry's 
hand hard. 

''Sure. I'm one of the best eaves
droppers that ever dripped. Only Nell 
caught me in the act and she sent me 
home. She would have smacked my 
face, only the Wilkins lad did the 
knightly thing and prevented it. They 
split the money tonight." 

-

I got up and went to the phone. I 
called Standish at his office, couldn't 
get him, tried his apartment with 
better luck. I told him this new ver-

• 

SlOn. 
"How about it, Ghost?, 
"Arrest the pair, of course," I said. 

"It's the best lead \ve've got so far. If 
they're in this together, there's a 
chance of getting the truth from one or 
the other of them. When thieves fall 
out, you know." 

"I'll have that attended to at once. 
Are you making any progress in any 
other direction?" 

"In probably all directions except 
the right one," I confessed. "You see, 
I met the n1urderer tonight. We shot 
it out. Only when the smoke cleared 
away a little, I found that I had been 
shooting at a teak table in the home of 
Henry Fu Chang. I don't know when 
I ever felt so completely up against 
that well known blank wall of enigma." 

And I told Standish of the affair at 
Fu Chang's. , 

'' One thing, though, we've done a 
little eliminating, by the process of 
trail and error," Standish commented. 

"Most by error," I said. "We can 
pretty well eliminate Mike Pannard. 
He wants the brass keys and probably 
knows what they're good for, but he's 
not the sort to tackle anything like this 
alone. And this murderer was alone. 
He was out after Fu Chang, and when 
I showed up disguised as Hornaday 
and carrying a gun, he decided that 
two people were too many.'' 

• 

• 
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TAN DISH was silent a moment. - pick up the book and the picture and 
"Probably didn't think you deliver them at the rectory in pecson. 

·were Hornaday at all, no matter how - .. �'But you don't need a book of Ten
well you were disguised," he finally nyson," Merry said. '�I've got one 
said. ''You were handling your gun right here. I've read it from begin .. 
with your right hand, I've no doubt, ning to end. There's nothing in it at 
and Hornaday couldn't very well do all that has any bearing on the case." 
that." I went back· to the couch, picked up 

, 
I had to admit Standish had some her bOok of poems, went through it 

1ogic there. carefully. In the middle of the book 
"It also eliminates Fu £hang �rom was ·a brown-tone print photograph_ 

our list of suspects/' I told Standish. taken from the portrait of Alfred, Lord 
"So all it'l all, perhaps the evening Tennyson. I studied it care_fully, won
wasn't too poorly spent." dered if I would find such a porfrait in 

I hung up and returned to where _the book of poems that Faust's dying � 
Merry was sitting on the couch. I re- fingers had searched for. 
moved from my pocket the block of There was no rest for the wicked 
wax on which I had taken the impres- that night. While waiting for Stand
sian of Fu Chang's brass key. The ish to show up, I ran over to my own 
key blade looked like the silhouette of house, woke Glenn Saunders, put him 
a short, fat bullet, or maybe the door of to work making me a complete set of 
a church. brass keys. That is, he made duplicates 

�'They all look like something, don't of five of the keys, for I had Horna
they ?" Merry said. "I mea� something day's original keys, and impressions 
besides keys. Why, do you suppose ?" and photographs of the other five. 

uit's a puzzle/' I said. "What do 
you think of this one ? '' I showed her 
the brass key I had taken from Horna
day the one that looked like a Yale. 

�, , I '�.',1 . ,. ' -•• - ! 

• 

Y the time I had returned, I found 
. 

Merry White was entertaining 
Ned Standish. 

She examined it closely. "Look here, Ghost," Standish said, 
"It doesn't look like anything unless looking at me with tired eyes, "I've 

it would be a bunch of hills on the had about enough of this mystery.. �If 
horizon.'' you know who the killer is, I wish 

·I looked into Merryjs sweet face. you'd tell me.'' 
Hills on the horizon I snapped my . "I can't tell you," I said. "I'm not 
finger. sure. But it's all here. You know as 

"Comes the dawn!, I said. "Over much as I do. It's a matter of putting 
the hills on the horizon, comes the the puzzle together, considering all the 
dawn !" · clues. First, let's have a look at the 

I got up, went to the phone, called book that was found iri Faust's hand." 
Standish. Standish handed me the book of 

''Sorry to bother you again at this poems. As the commissioner had said, 
time of night, Ned," I apologized, "but the book showed no signs of use. About 
this is important. I wonder if you half the pages hadn't been cut. We 
could see that I got that framed pho- cut them now, though, and I examined 
tograph that was on Emery Faust's each page in turn. I nodded slowly as 
desk and also the copy of Tennyson's I came to the end of the book. 
works that was found on the corpse." "Something's missing,') I said. 

"Of course,, Standish said. "To- "There's no picture of Tennyson in the 
morrow '' book at all. That's what Faust was • 

"I mean tonight," I said. looking for.. Faust wasn't a student of 
"Don't you ever sleep ?" Standish poetry, but he was a collector of paint

complained. But he finally agreed to ings. He was looking for a portrait 

• 
• 

• 
• • 

• 
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of Tennyson. And he didn't find it. Millais stroked Nell Lafevre's hand, 
, 

There's a portrait of Tennyson in this tried to calm her down. �I didn't think 
·book Merry has, but not in the one that that Nell's state of nerves was the re
Faust had. But Faust knew enough suit of anything but anger. Her skin 
about paintings and painters to sup- was thick as well as beautiful. 
pose that he might find such a portrait Standish leaned across his desk, his 
reproduced in this book." · bunchy brows drawn together above 

"I don't get it," Ned said. his close-set eyes. He drilled Nell and 
"Me too," Merry put in. "But of young Wilkins with his glance. 

course I'm just a dumb girl. What's "But you can't deny that the money 
this photograph that was on Faust's Mr. Wilkins realized from the death 
desk have to do with it?'' of Emery Faust has been divided be-

l picked up the framed photograph tween you two," Standish said. "You 
of hills rising above a shore line. I understand the grave situation that 
carried it across to the other side of puts you both in?" 
the room, put it on a table. Then I "Nothing of the sort," Nash said. · 
took out the brass key I had taken "You're jumping at conclusions, Com
from Julian Hornaday, held it hori- missioner. You're considering Faus�'s 
zontally in front of my eyes, backed life insurance as the only possible . 
away from the photograph. About spoils from the murder of Faust. What 
seven feet away I made an amazing about these brass keys? Someone cer
discovery. tainly puts a good deal of value on the 

The "bumps" on the key blade cor- keys. Someone entered my house and 
responded exactly with the hills on the stole mine." 

·"\ 

horizon in the photo! "For which you can thank your 

CHAPTER XX 

Dead Man's Treasure 

OUNG Stanley Wilk
ins and Nell Lafevre 
were brought into 
the office of Com
missioner E d w a r d 
Standish the follow
ing morning. They 
were not alone. Nell 
h a d engaged t h e 
shrewd but entirely 

unprepossessing looking Carter Nash 
as her attorney. And because Nell had 
every appearance of a nervous break
down looking for a place to happen, 
the soft-spoken Dr. Millais was also 
with her. 

The Ghost was on hand, too, dis
guised as Dr. Stacey, but he sat quietly 
in one corner, his Oxford glasses 
pinched upon his nose, looking, I hope, 

r intelligent.-
Nash pulled at his ugly lower lip 

while Standish was talking. Dr . 

• 

• 
• • 

• • • 

lucky stars,'' Standish said. "Because 
if your key hadn't been stolen quietly, 
it's entirely possible you'd have been 
tortured into giving it up. All of 
which is beside the point." He turned 
to Wilkins. 

"And you still deny any connection. 
with Emery Faust? You deny that 
you and he plotted originally to fake 
Faust's deathJ collect on the insurance, 
and split it between you?'' 

Wilkins knotted his fingers. 
"I repeat that until the insurance 

money was paid over to me on Mr. 
Faust's death, I was entirely ignorant 
that he had named me beneficiary. And 
I might add that what I did with the 
money .is entirely my own business, to 
put it bluntly." 

"Don't, Stan," Nell Lafevre said. 
"You can't get tough with these cops." 

"Please, Miss Lafevre," Dr. Millais 
said softly. "Don't excite yourself." 

"Shut up, Millais," Nell said tartly. 
"I'm not exciting rnyself. I just hap
pen to know when I've reached the 
end of my rope. I'm going to make a 
clean breast of things." 

• • 

• 

• 
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ELE DAFEVRE took a long 
breath. The blue shadows 

around her eyes weren't the result of 
makeup. I studied her face carefully. 
There were certain sensitive lines 
around her mouth and nose which I 
had never noticed before. It was as 
though that mask of artificiality, that 
veneer of sophistication with which 
she artnor-plated herself, had fallen 
away. She looked tired and a little 
old. 

"I killed Emery Faust," she said. 
''And I have no better reason than that 
�I was once married to him. You can't 
know what that means, but it's motive 
enough for anybody to kill him.'' 

I interrupted. "You don't by any 
chance think that Stanley Wilkins 
killed Faust, do you, Miss Lafevre ?" 

She looked at me sharply. Stanley 
Wilkins got out of his chair, ,came 
over and put a hand on Nell's shoulder. 

"Please " Wilkins whispered. 
"You know that isn't true. You know 

\·-··you couldn't have killed him. You 
( 

were at the club when Faust was 
killed. You can find any number of 
witnesses to prove it." 

"And," I said, "Wilkins couldn't 
have been the murderer eithe-r. Dr. 
Millais and Dr. Demarest both are of 
the opinion that Wilkin's was quite 
thoroughly knocked out at the time 
of the murder. That true, Millais ?" 

"I came to that conclusion," Millais 
said, looking owlishly at me. 

"There is a certain marked resem
blance between you and Wilkins," I 

• 

said to Nell Lafevre. "I hadn't noticed 
it before." 

� 

Wilkins laughed tautly. 
HThere should be," he said. "She's 

my mother. And I didn't know it until 
last night, but Emery Faust was my 

·father. Mother never wanted me to 
know, but I came to that conclusion 
last night. That's why I was named 
beneficiary in his insurance.''_ 

"Is that true, Miss Lafevre ?'' Stan
dish prodded. 

Nell nodded slowly. 
"The only decent thing Emery 

Faust ever did. You see, he discovered 
he had what was in his case an in
curable disease cancer of the stom
ach. He knew he was going to die 
soon, but just how soon he didn't 
know. He put his last penny into life 
insurance, hoping to die a natural 
death before it became impossible for 
him to pay the regular premiums." 

"Is that possible?" Standish asked, 
addressing Millais. 

"Entirely so, Commissioner. Can-
cer of the stomach is difficult to detect 
without X-ray examination. Faust 
fooled the insurance doctors into 
thinking he was a pretty good risk, in 
spite of his age." 

"That," Nell explained, -"must have 
been the reason why Emery faked his 
own death in the train accident. Sui
cide was impossible, of course, if he 
expected Stan to get the money. You 
might have called it a decent gesture 
on Faust's part, I suppose." 

.. [Turn page] 
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"Hardly," Standish said, "inasmuch 
as in order to fake his own death, 
Faust murdered his servant to do so. 

• 

That isn't being exactly decent." 

ASH interrupted. 
" I  believe that Miss Lafevre 

can r�tract her confession, especially 
since it wouldn't be at all difficult to 
prove it false. And there really aren't 
any grGunds on which you can hold 
either Miss Lafevre or her son, are 

• 

there, Commissioner?', • 
· "Standish was silent a moment. I 
kn.ew how he hated to give u p. Yet, by 
accusing Wilkins and Nell of murder, 
he had brought certain things to light 
that might not have otherwise been re
vealed. 

uYou can go," he said, waving his 
hand at the door. 

When Millais, Nash, Nell and Wil
kins had left, Standish turned to me: 

"Joe Harper called me and told me 
to tell you he wanted to meet you this 
noon at the Hotel Girard. He didn't 
say what was up his sleeve. Have you 
come to any conclusions?" 

uQuite a few,'' I said. "This little 
interview this morning was enlighten
ing. I want it repeated tomorrow 
morning. It's most important. Have 
the same people, plus Fu Chang and 
Hornaday and Pannard. I want them 
all · absolutely every one of them." 

"We don't have to go to Chang and 
Hornaday," Standish said. "They've 
come to us for police protection. If 
it's humanly possible to get Pannard, 
we'll get him too. Things are coming 
to a head, eh ? '' 

"They are," I said. 
I left Standish, went to the Hotel 

Girard. Joe Harper was waiting for 
me in the lobby. Familiar wjth my 
alias of Dr. Stacey, he had no difficulty 
in picking me out of the crowd. We 
went into the ·grill for a quick lunch. 

"That key I swiped from Nash," Joe 
confided quietly, "put me on the trail 
of something. I happened to remem

-ber an old gent who used to make pine
apples and the like for some of our 

• • 
• 

. best hoodlums. I called on him, an<l 
I'm pretty damn sure he recognized · 

Nash's key. I put the pressure on him . � 
I did everything that was legal and 
some things that weren't, but he 
wouldn)t come across with the truth. 

· I think he made that key and probably 
the others. I think he designed the 
lock. If  you'd give him a shot of 
truth serum and the third degree, we 
might find out where the door is that 
can be unlocked with the keys, and 
maybe some more stuff about this dead 
man's treasure." 

I shook my beau, smiled at Joe's 
lean, wolfish face. 

"It won't be necessary, Joe. I think 
we can find the place easily enough on 
our own hook. You see, the keys them
selves give tbe location of the dead 
man's treasurer' 

"I'll be damned!" Joe said.. "And 
I've worn my legs off to the knees 
trying to find this locksmith. Maybe 

• 

I took my life into my hands, I don't 
know. Anyway, I was followed last 
night by a hard-looking number. And

. 

then when I get the dope, all ready .. 
to pass it over to you, you say no 
thanks. That is sure a rotten brand of 
gr.ati tude., 

"How'd you like to take a run up the 
Hudson with me ?" I a�ked Joe. "I 
may be entirely wrong, but I've got a 
hunch that we'll find Emery Faust's 

·treasure house." 

OE'S black eyes glittered in the 
shadow of his green hat brim. 

"If," he said, "treasure is to be taken 
as accumulated wealth, I think I could 
be fascinated strangely by your pro
posaL" 

"I don't think you can definitely· 
count on the wealth part of it," I said. 
"From what I get, Emery Faust was 
broke. I think he went broke on that 
dope deal he tried to pull off shortly 
before his death." 

"I'm still interested," Joe said, push .. 
ing back from the table. "Shall I 
struggle with you over the check, just 
�or appearances' sake?" 

• 

.. 

• 



• 

THE CASE OF THE LAUGHING CORPSE 81 

• 

' 

The Door with Six Locks 

P into West chester 
along t h e  Hudson 
past Ossining, Joe 
and I drove. We 
kept our eyes on the 
palisades o n t h e  
Jersey side, since it 
was obvious that the 
shoreline photo that 

· bad stood on Faust's 
desk represented these hills. You will 
remember that the word "Hudson" 
had been engraved in the guide· o£ 
Hornaday's brass key. � 

We didn't make very good time. 
Every now and then we'd come to a 
place which looked a good deal like 
the picture, but a careful comparison 
would prove we were wrong. It wasn't 
until we were up as far as Verplank 
and looking across in the general di
rection of Topkins Cove, that we 
found a horizon scalloped with peaks 
and corresponding exactly with the 
photograph and also the edge of the 
key. A notch on the edge of the key 
indicated the exact position of a road 
that wound up through a correspond
ing notch between two hills. 

"So what?" Joe asked, as he gazed 
on our find without enthusiasm. 
"What do we do now? Swim the • 
Hudson?" 

"We don't. We drive up to Bear 
Mountain. Bridge and across and back 
on the ] ersey side until we reach that 
winding road we can see from here. 
I've a hunch the brass keys will carry 
us on from there." 

My hunch was right. When we had 
again found the winding road up 
through the hills, we didn't have far 
to go before we came to a driveway 
leading up to the right. In front of 
the drive was a gate with two concrete 
posts topped with stone balls. A sil
houette of that gate corresponded ex
actly with the duplicate of Frank 
Dyer's key • 

• 

• The gate was unlocked but we didn't 
enter at on·ce. Just to be prepared for 
any eventuality, I thought it would be 
wise to wait until dark before Joe and 
I went farther. We had no idea what 
we might meet at the other end of our 
·trail. Also I couldn't very well run 
the risk of meeting a whole lot of 
action in the disguise of Dr. Stacey. 
The good doctor just wasn't the type 
of person to be giving it and taking it 
with criminals. The Ghost was the 
man to handle this job. 

So with the coming of darkness, 
I altered niy facial makeup and also 
did some work on Joe Harper's face, 

· 

giving him a wide putty nose that hid 
his own lean beak, darkening his com
plexion with grease paint. I think al
most no one would have recognized 
Joe without his hat, but I couldn't pre
vail upon him to give it up. 

''After all," he said, as we left the 
car and started up the drive, "there 
must be a lot of green hats in this 
country." 

We didn't go very far before we ' 
came upon a gray stone house. And 
here again the first key I had found
that of Barton Clay gave us our clue. 
The house had stone battlements about 
the top, corresponding exactly with 
the ·indentations on Clay's key. And 
as we approached the front door an 
arched affair of oak I saw clearly 
that this was a silhouette after which 
the rounded key of Henry Fu Chang 
had been made. 

E front door was locked, but 
with an ordinary skeleton lock 

that yielded readily to one of my mas
ter keys. Inside the house we turned 
on lights, found that it was completely 
furnished. 

"Look at the art work," Joe said, 
turning his flashlight on paintings that 
hung on the walls of the living room. 

"This place was Faust's all right," I 
said. ''He was hipped on the subject 

· of paintings. But let's see where we ' 
go from here." .· .. 

• 
We searched the house from top to 

• -

• 

• 
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bottom. but found nothing that gave us 
any further clue until we once more 
returned to the living room. l'here we 
found a full iength portrait of • 
a woman in a hoop skirt. I took out 
the dupli cate of Nell Lafevre's key 
and came to the conclusion that the 
blade of it looked a lot more l ike a 
woman in hoops than it did like a 

- chessman. · 

Joe and I took down the picture. It 
covered an ordinary stock door which 
opened af a turn of the knob, revealing 
steps leading downward. Steps and 
Joe immediately recognized them as 
being represented by the blade of the 
key he had from Carter Nash's safe ! 

At the bottom of the steps was a 
door with six locks. 

"The saps !" Joe said as we hurried 
down the steps. ''The poor saps! If 
they'd all got together, they could 
have worked this thing out them
selves. But all the brass key owners 
seemed to be suspicious of each other. 
A little cooperation, and whatever is 
behind this door would have been 
theirs." • 

I didn,t say anything. It seemed to 
me that Joe was crowing a l ittle too 
soon. After all, we didn't know what 
was on the other side of the door. 

The six locks were arranged in a 
:.ircle in the center of a steel panel. 
We fitted the keys into the proper 
locks, one at a time, turning each one. 
When the last key was inserted and 
turned, the door opened of its own 
accord. Joe and I stepped into a 
totally dark basement room. 

.Joe, usually cautious enough, 
rushed in ahead of me. He fell over • 
something, cursed. I stepped in, 
stooped to pick Joe up. He got to his 
feet quickly enough, and I turned on 
my ftashlight. , 

It was a small room. There were 
shelves on three sides of it and card
board boxes were stacked on the 
shelves clear to the ceiling. Joe and I 
hurried forward, took down one of the - -
boxes, opened it. It contained a pack-
age sealed in waxed paper. Joe's 

• • 

. trembling fingers ripped the paper 
apart. White crystaline powder 
snowed down between his fingers. 

Joe looked at me. In t�e light from 
the flashlight I could read the disap-• 
pointment in his face. 

-- · 

"Hop/' he said .. 
"Morphine sulphate," I said, more 

correctly. ''A fortune in the drug 
stored right here in this room. No 
wonder Pannard wanted to get in on 
the brass keys. Pannard's a dope mer
chant. He must have known that 
Faust bad purchased a large supply 
of drugs. Faust must have put the 
biggest part of his fortune into the · 
contents of this room. And then 
found the Federal agents on his trail. 
couldn't get rid of the stuff without 
getting caught.'' 

OE nodded agreement. 
"He stashed the stuff here, in

tending his heirs to inherit it. But 
wliy leave this fortune in drugs to 
people he hated? I don't get it. It's 

• 

nuts." 
"Not any nuttier than wanting to 

be murdered," I said. 
"Wanting to be murdered?" Joe 

stared at me. ''Are you nuts, too?'' 
"Maybe. But Faust did want to be 

murdered.. He had an incurable d is-• 
ease. He didn't know when he was 
going to die. But being murdered was 
better than a slow death. And if Stan
ley Wilkins, Faust's son, was to cash 
in on the life insurance, Faust couldn't 
kill� himself. So he made his worst 
enemies his heirs, hoping that he could 
goad one of  them into killing him. If 
not, he might taunt Pannard or some
one else to do the job. Faust had to 
die and he had to die before he let his 
life insurance lapse. And it couldn't 
be suicide. Faust wanted to be mur
dered !n 

"And this," Joe said as he turned -

around, looking at the walls of the 
room packed with a fortune in drugs, 
"is Faust's treasure. This is  -'' 

Joe stopped suddenly. His hand 
gripped my arm hard. His beetle-

.. 

• 

• 

• 

• 
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black eyes stared across the room. 
"Hell and damn," he said quietly, 

''who did that?" . 
I followed Joe's gaze. And as I 

, looked across the room, yet another 
reason for Faust making his six ene
mies his heirs came to me. A seco.nd 
panel of steel had closed upon Joe 
and me not the door with the six 
locks, but a second door. And as I 
looked at the floor in front of the door, 
I saw what Joe had tripped over. It 
was a piece of wire stretched at ankle 
height. How I had happened to step 
over it, I didn't know. But its obvious 
purpose was to operate this second 
door which had inexorably swung into. 
place. 

This second door had a lock. You 
could see where the cylinder was in
serted in the steel. But there was no 
keyhole and no handle a� all on this 
side. 

Joe ran across the room and hit the 
door with his shoulder. He bounced, 
and the door did not tremble. 

"Hey, they can't do that to us," Joe 
said. � 

C(He can't do this to us, you mean," 
I said. 

"He? Who?" 
"Emery Faust, of course. Up to this 

point, I don't think we ever fully re
alized what a complete beast Faust 
must have been. Do you happen to 
hear a ticking sound?" 

Joe listened. He opened his mouth, 
closed it, swallowed. 

HYeah," he said faintly. "A ticking 
sound. I've heard lots of sounds in 
my time, Ghost, but I don't think I 
ever heard one I liked less. What do 
we do now?" 

"The hate of the laughing corpse 
seems to have been visited upon the 
wrong people," I said. "This place is 
mined. No wonder Faust's own death 
was such a good joke. Faust made 
sure of taking his six enemies into hell 
with him. If they didn't kill them .. 
selves off trying to get their hands on 
the brass keys, they'd eventually wind 
up in here and be blown to. bits." 

• 
• 

OE'S gaunt face stiffened with an 
audible chatter of teeth. 

''Hush," he said. "I'm beginning 
not to like this! Can't we stop it? 
After all, we're the wrong guys for 
this big blow-out!" 

"I'm afraid Emery Faust doesn't 
know about that," I said quietly. 

And even as I spoke came the hollow 
sound of laughter within the room. 

Joe Harper beamed his flashlight 
around frantically, finally pointing it 
at the ceiling. Set high above our 
heads was a radio reproducer, and from 
this came the hellish sound of Emery_ . 
Faust's taunting laughter, reaching to 
us from beyond the grave. 

CHAPTER XXII 

Dynamite 

' 

LL of it was operated 
by electric and clock .. 
w o r k mechanism, 
beautifully s y n .. 
chronized the clos
ing of the door, the 
starting of the time 
bomb, and the phono
graph record which· 
was responsible for 

the dead man's voice that taunted us 
from the radio speaker above our 
heads. 

''My very good friends," dead Mr. 
Faust chuckled, "I have prepared a 
place for you, you that are left alive. 
It was to be hoped that you would kill 
yourselves off, bickering over the lit
tle brass keys. But such of you as have 
managed to reach this spot, know that 
you haven't much more titne to live. 
About eight minutes, as a matter o£ 
fact. Then you'll be nicely blown to 
bits. 

"There's no possible escape. It's all 
been worked out so nicely. There's 
dynamite packed around the walls and 
under the floor. The electrical con-. 

.. 

nections can be broken only from the 
outside, so there's really .no way of 
stopping this thing. But if· it's any 

• • 
• 

-

• 

• 
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consolation to you, I don't mind tell
ing you that I'll see you all in hell !" 

That was the end of the record. 
Faust's laughter drifted off, and then 
there was complete silence except for 
the unalterable ticking of that damned 
clock. 

Joe Harper, quite as pallid as the 
. Ghost himself, looked at me. 

� "We can't just sit here waiting." 
"We're not going to," I said. ''Get 

these boxes of dope down from �the 
shelves. Stack them on the floor. If 
we can reach that radio speaker above, 
we may be able to short an electrical 
circuit." 

I didn't have a whole lot of hope in 
that. Even if we could short the 
speaker) it was folly to suppose that 
Faust would have overlooked this 
means of getting out of his trap. The 
electrical detonator that would fire the 
dynamite was probably on a separate 
circuit. But it was better than waiting. 

As we worked, I kept my mind busy, 
did my best not to hear the ticking of 
that clock that counted out the seconds 
of life left to us. I recalled what 
Stanley Wilkins had said the first time 
I had met him, when he was still stag
gering under that blow that Faust,s 
murderer had handed him. Wilkins 
had told of the quarrel between Fau�t 
and the killer. Wilkins had overheard 
something about dynamite, and the 
killer had boasted that he could handle 
dynamite all right. 

That meant, I told myself, that Faust 
had told the killer· something abQut,tne 
dynamite that mined this storehouse. 
And the murderer, had he obtained the 
keys and solved the mystery of the lo
cation of this place, could have helped 
himself to the dope, first cutting the 
el�ctrical connections fr.om the out
side. 

• • 

In all probability the quarrel had 
been eyer this store of drugs. The 
killer knew what he wanted and was 

-

going after.it. Faust had deliberately 
taunted 'him, perhaps by telling him 

· that if he could find out where the 
· . . drug den, he couldn't touch it 4 

• 

because of the dyna.mite. Faust had 
taunted the man because he wanted to 
be murdered .. • 

ND when the murderer's knife had 
at last struck home, Faust had not 

died at once. He had lived to try to 
tell the police the name of his killer • 

At first he had tried to write that name, 
as was indicated by the paper and the 
pen on Faust's desk. l3ut he had found 
the pen bro�en. With his last ounce of 
strength he had crawled into the 
library and taken down that book of 
Tennyson. 

· 

Joe Harper interrupted my train of · 
thought. 

"Only six more minutes, Ghost. 
Let's snap it up." 

I reached for another armload of 
dope boxes, stopped halfway between 
the wall and the pile we were forming 
beneath that radio speaker in the ceil· 

• 

tng. . 
"Hush," .I said to Joe. Outside the 

room I could hear voices. 
"What you mean, this isn't the 

door ?" a voice asked. "Come across .. 
You designed it. Yo� open it." 

·I looked at Joe. 
"Pannard !'' I whispered. I thought · 

of what Standish had said about the 
difficulty of getting to the racketeer. 
Fate had revised our hope -Pannard 
h.ad got to us ! 
· "But you don't understand," a timid 
voice squeaked. "This is the second 
door. It means that someone is inside 
there. Someone has beat you to it, 
Mr. Pannard." , 

"That's the locksmith," Joe whis
pered. · "I told you someone followed 
me there. It must have been one of 
Pannard's men. Well, nothing like a 
crowd at a big blow-out, is there ?" 

Mike Pannard pounded on the door 
with his fist. 

"Come out o£ there !" he yelled. 
"Come out or  I'll blast you out. I've 
got a tonuny-gun out here. You come 
out before I count ten or by bel�; I'll 
start shooting.'' -

I thought by the time Pannard 

• 

• 

• 
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counted ten there would probably be 
some shooting from another quarter. 

· I went to the door. I t�ied Emery 
Faust's own tactics. I summoned my 
most teasing laugh, being pretty care
ful that it didn't sound like the Ghost's 
laugh, however. Scaring Pannard 
away was the last thing I wanted to 
do. 

"Come in and get us, if you think 
you can!" I taunted. "We've beat you 

. . � . 
to the dope and we're sttttng on 1t. 
If you want it, come and get it." 
· I hardly had time to push Joe back 
from the door and get out of the way 
myself before Pannard opened up with 
his machine-gunw In the small room 
in which Joe and I were prisoners, the 
roar of those slugs pouring into the 
lock of the door was deafening. Even 
so, I welcomed every slug that was bent 
on destroying the lock. 
. Somehow above the roar, I heard 

Joe's voice, hoarse and strained. 
"My God! Two minutes." 
And I wondered at the very moment 

that the hail of machine-gun slugs 
broke the lock if --there would be time 
for us to get clear of the building be- · 

fore the blast came. Because we had 
a Rttle more to do besides just run 
from the building. There was Pannard 
to deal with. If we told him the build .. 
ing was about to blow up, he'd think it 
was a bluff • 

• 

S the door swung back and Pan
nard nosed his smoking machine

gun into the room, my right hand 
slipped to .a pocket inside my .coat. I 
pulled out one of those self-blowing 
balloons used in magical productions. I 
gave it a quick squeeze, broke the acid 
bulb inside that caused gas to be 
formed within the balloon immediate
ly. This particular balloon was espe
cially suited to ghosting, for it had an 
evil face drawn on it in luminous paint .. 

I gave th� balloon a little shove and 
it floated right into the path of Mike 
Pan nard. 

Pannard raised hi"s machine-gun, 
stepped forward to kill the balloon, and 

• 

• • • 

• 

I landed on him from the side. My 
automatic hammered down on Pan
nard's head. No gentle blow. There 
wasn't any time to estimate foot 
pounds of force or the resistance of hu
man bone. Pannard folded down into , 

• 

my arms. 
I got him onto my shoulder. Joe 

Harper, in the meantime, had got clear 
of the room. · He was han-dling the 
locksmith, and having an easier time 
pushing the man ahead of him than I 
was in carrying Pannard .. 

We crossed the living room, ran 
tlirough the wide open door. My heart 
seemed to have enlarged until it pushed 
up through my throat and to the bot
tom of my brain. I spurred fagged leg 
muscles to keep going, though the 
weight of Pannard's body was making 
them feel like fence posts. 

I judge we were fifty feet from the 
house when· the explosion came. Some
thing . struck me in the small of the 
back. I pitched forward on my face. 

• • 

CHAPTER XXIII 
• 

I Ghost at Headquarters 
• 

to think. 

HEN I came to, I was 
back in the rectory, 
and Merry White's 
cool soft hands were . 

g ent ly p r e s s e d  
against my forehead . 
For awhile I just 
looked up into her 
sweet face and was 
perfectly content not 

• 

After a bit I managed to drag my 
eyes away from Merry's face to dis- · 

cover that Joe Harper was lounging in 
a chair, his feet on the cocktail table, 
his drink poised on a "footstool beside 
him. Curious how Joe always got 
those two articles of furniture con-
f�e� . 

• 

. Tiny Tim Terry was curled up . in 
another chair, smoking one of his ·huge 
cigars at a furious rate. T:he electric 
clock on the modernistic �1.ip eabinet 

_ ... __ N 

• 
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• 

told me it was one o'clock in  the morn-
• 

tng. · 

"You take it easy, dar lin','' Merry 
said. "Joe has taken care of every
thing. He handed Pannard over to the 
cops for torturing the poor locksmith 
into telling where the dope supply 
house was. Everything is okay. Dr. 
Demarest was in here to look at you, 
and he said you weren't ready for the 
morgue yet for awhile. You just got 
hit by a piece of stone from the build
ing." · · 

· 

''Thanks, Joe," I said. 
Joe lifted his drink to his lips, sipped 

slowly, which indicated that he had had 
many drinks. He watched me with 
his black beetle eyes, said nothing. 

''I thanked him for you, dar lin'," 
Merry said. "I kissed him. He hasn't 
be·en able to talk since." 

I could understand that. 
''You mind bringing me the telephone 

over here, Tim?" I asked the midget. 
"I'm too comfortable to move." 

Tim got the phone, brought it over 
to me. I told Merry to dial my own 
house and get Glenn Saunders out of 
bed. Shortly I was talking to my 
double . 

"Gle,nn, you know that little theatre 
over on East Fiftieth Street the one -
that's used for amateur theatricals now 
and then ? · I want you to call up the 
Dramatic Club and rent that theatre 
for tomorrow night. Not in my name 
or yours either. Then you get over 
there the first thing in the morning 
and fix the place up for the Blue Ghost 
illusion, but with this alteration: I 
want a high speed camera behind the 
mirror exactly where the image usu
ally appears. And I'll need plenty of 
light and fast film in it, because this 
murderer moves in a hurry." 

Glenn promised to take care of ev
erything. I relaxed and went to sleep. 

The following morning, the Ghost 
went to Police Headquarters, but no 
one saw him go. He went in the dis
guise of Dr. Stacey and immediately 
aisappeared-into a little private cham
ber just off the commissioner's office . 

• 
-

• 

• 
• 

• 

There he underwent certain altera
tions that made the Ghost of him again. 
So I was all ready for the group of 
suspects t.hat were shortly brought in, 
presumabl� for a conference with 
Standish. 

TANLEY WILKINS had linked 
arms with his mother, Nell La

fevre. They were followed closely by 
Carter Nash, whose disagreeable lower 
lip was dangling a little more than 
usual. Henry Fu Chang, his round yel
low moon of a face wreathed in smiles, 
came in and bowed to everybody, but 
especially to the police commissioner.· 

Mike Pannard was escorted by In
spector Magnus, that mountain of man 
from the Homicide Bureau. And Dr. 
Millais came quietly after Pannard, 
blinking uncertainly through his thick
lensed glasses. Julian Hornaday 
brought up the rear. In spite of the 
thick walls of the building and the 
presence of the law, Hornaday looked 
upon everyone and everything with 
suspicion. The two fingers that re
mained on his right hand were crossed. 

Yes, they were all here. But this 
was not to be the final scene, nor even 
the next to the last scene in the bitter • 
and bloody drama to which Emery 
Faust's laughter had been the tragic, 
incidental music. This was, and could 
only be, the preparation for that final 
scene in which I hoped to drag the 
murderous key-collector out into the 
open and pin his horrible guilt upon 
him for all men to see and condemn ! 
I was laying the groundwork that 
would compel him to attempt one more 
kill, with myself the intended victim ! 

Standish had everyone seated before 
he began his summing up. He covered 
the case briefly, adding what informa
tion I had given him together with 

• 

what the police investigation had re-
vealed. He told of Emery Faust's kill
ing of his servant in an effort to fake 
his own death. Then he brought out 
that Faust actually wanted to be mur
dered in order that his son, Wilkins, 
might realize on the life insurance. He 

• 
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revealed the relationship between Wil
kins and Nell Lafevre. 
. Next he brought out the fact that the 

treasure which Faust had left behind 
was simply a quantity of morphine 
stored in his house near Tompkin's 
Cove. This drug supply represented 
about five hundred thousand dollars 
retail value. 

"Dope ?J' Carter Nash gasped. "What 
would any of us want with dope ?" 

HThat, Mr. Nash," Standish said, "is 
exactly what worried Faust. He had 
the stuff, had risked most of his money 
to get it in one grand gamble. And 
then the Federal authorities got on 
his trail and were waiting to arrest 
him ·as soon as they got any sort of  
proof. Faust couldn't move the stuff. 

, But some other people might have han
dled it easily enough. 

"The brass keys were left with a 
single purpose in mind. Faust hated 
his six heirs. Perhaps he hoped that 
one of them would be greedy enough 
to kill the others in order to obtain 
the key to the supposed treasure. That 
failing, he had the storehouse mined 
with dynamite, a trap for anyone who 
succeeded in finding the place and em
ploying the brass keys. Faust was a 
man who lived and died by hatred. That 
hatred has reached out-from the grave 
like a ghost and bred murder ! But 
another 'Ghost' has been working day 
and night to bring the murderous 
spawn to book at last !" 

Standish paused. It was time enough 
for me to leaye my hiding place, make 
my appearance before them all. Quiet .. 
ly, I opened the door of the private 
chamber. I came out backwards, closed 
the door, then turned around. The 
Ghost was "turned on" as I faced my 
audience. 

Julian Hornaday saw me, turned 
deathly white. Nash's lower jaw 
dropped. f;lell Lafevre uttered a faint 
cry. Pannard cursed. Dr. Millais re
moved his glasses and cleaned them on 
his tie before replacing them<J 

'·The Ghost !" Standish said simply. 
In my best graveyard voice I said : 

• 

• 

"You have neglected one point, Cc;>m
missioner. One very important point. 
If the murderer of  Faust simply 
wanted to get hold of the valuable sup .. 

ply of dope, why did he kill those peo
ple from whom he got the brass keys? 
You will remember that he tortured 
Clay and Dyer into giving up their 
keys ? Why did he kill them after-
ward?" . • 

There wasn't any answer. All within 
the room were too startled by my sud
den appearance to speak. 

"The reason is," I went on, "that the 
murderer was recognized by the per
sons he tortured. Clay knew him and . 
Dyer knew him. Anyone would have 
known him who saw him in the light.'' 

''Why didn't he wear a mask ?" Nell 
Lafevre asked. 

"He did, my dear lady,'' I said. "He 
wore a mask. But there was something 
about him he could not disguise. Not 
even the greatest makeup artist in the 
world could have concealed it. · 

"That," I concluded, "is why the 
murderer is known to me. If you will 
all appear at the Dramatic Club Thea
tre on East Fiftieth Street tonight at 
eight o'clock, I will show you the face 
of the murderer !'' 

I faded back into the private cham
ber. The stage for the penultimate 
scene in this case of the laughing 
corpse was set. I was slated for mur
der but forewarned is forearmed ! 

CHAPTER XXIV 

The Murderer's Face 

A R R I V E D a t the 
theatre long before 
the appointed hour. 
I did so purposely. 
I was ready for the 
murderer, I was cer
tain that he would 
come before the oth
ers did! 

The illusion which 
is known sometimes as "'Ehe Blue 

· Ghost" is most difficult to describe. It· 
• 

• 

• • • • • • 

• 

• 

• 

• 
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employs hundreds o f  pounds of  mir
rors and is one the oldest tricks in the 
magician's bag. It is really a peri
scopic effect, in which an image on a 
lower plane is  projected upward so 
that it  appears to be on the stage when 
actually it  is out of  sight beneath the 
stage. 

To .manage this, there bas to be 
rather a wide slot in the floor of the 
stage. Beneath the stage, slanting up
ward toward the slot, is a mirror il
luminated by a powerful light. On the 
stage, but toward the back, is another 
mirror, set at the same angle, so that it 
reflects the image in the lower mirror. 
A numb�r of  ghostly effects can be 
created with this basic arrangement, 
but I was interested chiefly in being 
below the stage when the murderer 
thought I was in  a much more vulner
able position. 

It was at exactly seven-thirty that I 
heard the front door · of  the old build
ing open. Below the stage, I switched 
on the powerful light, waited for the 
killer to approach. Glenn Saunders 
had arranged a camera back of the 
above-stage mirror so that the jerk of  
a string would enable me to take a 
picture of  anyone facing the mirror. 

I had my back toward the mirror, so 
that it  would seem that I had no way 
of knowing of  the murderer's ap
proach. Yet I heard the quiet footsteps 
o.n the boards above me, and when the 
killer was quite close to the illusion 
which he undoubtedly mistook for me, 
I turned around. In  the mirror, I could 
see him as clearly as he could see me ! 

He was a man of medium height. His 
face was covered with a black mask. 
His right hand held an automatic. 

"You came a l ittle early, didn't 
you ? "  I said. 

"Look at me," said the masked man .. 
"Take a good look, Mr. Ghost ! Your 
groaning and chain-clanking may 
frighten the half-witted criminals 
with whom you are accustomed to _ 
dealing, but you don't frighten me at 
all. You're about to d ie." 

And, as he br9ught his gun up for 

the k ill, I pulled the trigger that was 
· to snap his picture ! 

The shot came. There was a crash 
of glass as the bullet smashed into the 
mirror. Realizing for the first time 
that he had been aiming at_ an image 

· rather than at a living thing, the mur
derer turned and ran ! Maybe he wasn't 
afraid of  the Ghost nor of the rollick
ing, ghostly laughter that followed 
him as he ran from the theatre, but he 
was certainly afraid of the blunder 
that he had made. 

CAME up from beneath the stage, 
rescued the camera from the sup- · • 

port back of the shattered mirror. I 
removed the film, hurried with it to 
the stage door where Merry White was 
waiting to take it to Glenn Saunders. 
And then the thing was done. I had 
captured the killer on film, and that 
was as good as having him in irons. I 
knew he would be back ! He couldn't 
afford not to. He would be back with 
the others. 

Yes, he came back at eight o'clock, 
with the others ! All were searched. · 
He, like several of the other suspects, 
had his gun taken from him by Inspec
tor Magnus. 

It was a rapid scene, this last one. 
Standish lined the suspects up on the 
front row Nell Lafevre, Stanley Wil· 
kins, Julian Hornaday, Dr. Millais, 
Carter Nash, Fu Chang, and Mike Pan
nard. Merry White was at the back of 
the theatre, concealed in  a small 
projection booth with a projector and 
the negative of the developed film. A 
glass-beaded movie screen was placed 
on the stage. 

At the appointed time, I stepped out 
onto the stage. I spoke quickly. 

"I  have promised you the picture of 
a murderer ! I can make good my 
promise ! I told you that he had one 
defect which no mask could hide, no 
makeup conceal. But before I show 
you that picture, I want you to know 
that Emery Faust actually tried to tell 
us who his murderer was ! First he 
tried to write the murderer's name. 

• 

• 

• 

• 

• 

• 

• 
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Failing to do that, because he found 
his pen broken and had · nothi-ng to 
write with, he went into his library and 
got a book of  .Tennyson's poems. 

"Faust knew little about poetry. Or 
if  he did, he certainly hadn't used that 
particular book much. But he did know 
paintings. Why then, did he pick a 

. volume of ·Tennyson's verse ! Not be
cause of the poems it contained. No, 
he hoped to find a picture in that book 
-a picture of Tennyson ...... ·a very 
famous ·portrait by a famous and well
known painter. Unfortunately, the 
book did not contain that portrait. 

"Do you know -vvho painted the most 
famous portrait of Tennyson ? Faust 
knew. And because that artist had the 

• • 

- . 

• 
ORNADA Y shouted from the · • 

darkness ! 1'That's a lie ! I have 
killed no one !'' 

• 

''No one is accusing you.'' I said 
quietly. "You could not have disguised 

• • 
your matmed hand. But neither could 
you have handled an autorr.iatic with 
your right hand.. No, the defect is in 
the face !" _ 

And with tl1at, Merry projected a 
close-up of  the killer's face. All in · 

• 

the audience must have seen the 
. . 

glasse.s through the eyeholes of the 
killer's mask the glasses he cou1d not 
have seen without. All could see the 

\ 

� 

malformed pupils of the eyes w�ere � 

the surgeon's knife had removed �the 
natural eye lenses which had been {es-
troyed by cataracts ! { 

-
For that was the defect wbic�1 no 

. 

one could have disguised. Once i:' vic-
. . . ' ttm had clearly seen the murdere·c s 

eyes, he could not have forgott�� 
� . 

them, for they were as ugly as the· 
crimes of their owner. 

"And," I added, "the portrait of 
Tennyson which Faust was trying to 
find in the book of poems was painted 
by Sir John Everett Millais, the fam
ous artist, and no relation at all to our 
murderer, Mr. Millais !'' 

• 
"Lights !" Inspector Magnus yelled . 

same last name as the-man who mur- And there was light light that 
dered him, it was that painting Faust found Dr. Millais racing up the aisle, 
was lo.oking for when he died ! trying to get to the door before Mag-

''And now for our picture of the nus could he·ad him off. Needless to 
killer ! ' '  say, the doctor didn't have a chance 
.,That was my signal to Merry. Lights when Magnus leaped upon him. 

went out. The beam of  the projector What did Dr. Millais want with the 
flashed to the beaded screen. Clearly dope that he knew Emery Faust had 
the man in the black mask was re- hidden away ? Well, we were some 
vealed, standing there with a gun in time getting the straight of that. But 
his hand. · when it all came out, we discovered 

HAnd now," I cried, "for an enlarge- that Millais had been wholesaling 
ment of the face. We will simply put dope to most of the dealers in New 
another lens in the projector and fill York, and getting by with it nicely be-
the entire screen with the killer's cause of his professional standing. Be ... 
masked face. You see, I knew the kill- cause he had lost most of his practice 
er had something about him that he since his cataract operation, ·Millais 
couldn't disguise. Julian Hornaday had used the dope racket te augment -· -

.. . 

• 

• 

• 
• 

couldn't have disguised the fact that his dwindling income. · 
=-· _ _ 

•• 

there were three fingers missing from My friends and I spent a goqd deal : · · 

his hand _' >  . of time talking over the .case after . - · -�· :-
' ' 
s 

l • 
• 

• 
• 

-
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M.illais had been tried and convicted. 
The oddest angle of all was the unholy 
mess of things that dead Emery Faust 
had made. Many .times, when we stop 
to consider how his hatred had reached 
from beyond the grave to kill, we won
der if Emery Faust isn't feeling the 
�es of hell and laughing at us. 

"And if he is," Merry White always 
� '•.1 hope he gulps in a big mouth-

, 

• 

• 

• 
• I 

• 
\ 

• 

I • 

ful of brimstone and slowly chokes to 
death.'' · · 

She forgets, I think, that man can 
die only once. Even though Faust did 
make a noble effort to pull a repeat 
performance. 

The Case of the Laughing Corpse 
was closed. What would be the nature 
of the Ghost-Detective's next case ? 
Time alone would tell. · 

• 
• 
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FEATU R I NG MORE EXPLOITS OF -GEORGE CHANCE 

• 

You've got a shaving treat in store-

Try Thin · Gillettes ten cents for four I 

They whisk through stubble extra quick-

You look well-groomed your face feels slickl 
• 

• 

• 

New lci�tcl ol eJo .. 011 stee I 
ltord e11ouglt to cur glaaa I 
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Jed swung a hard 
blow at Snlith's face 

• -

WANT you to take a goo4 
look at him, Jed," said Chief 
of Detectives Mike Slossen, 

as they sat at a ringside table in the 
Elite Club, on upper Broadway. "He 
just beat a murder rap, got turned lose 
this morning. And he's already back 
in his old haunts, looking for angles." 

. Fighting the World's Fastest 

Killer, Detective Ma reus 

S aw a Speedy Ride Ahead ... 

Unless He Found a SwiftWa_y 

of Slow i n g  Mur der Down 

Jed Marcus stared at the young man the wisdom of the devil in them, which 
with the dark complexion, the slick made him seem ageless. 
hair and perfectly tailored evening He hadn't once looked at Slossen or· 
duds, who also had a ringside table, Marcus, but Jed had· the feeling that 
but across the floor from the two men he still, somehow, managed to subject . 
from headquarters. The fellow across them to close scrutiny. �is eyes never· . . 
the way was about Jed's age, twenty- . rested more than a split second .On an.v 
six or seven. But his face and eyes had thing. He did·n't see1n to. have�·:�-o 
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at anything directly. He gave the im
pression of seeing everything as his 
head turned, and his eyes roved. 

"What,s his real name again?" asked 
Jed Marcus. 

Slosson chuckled. "Henry Smith. 
It's his real name, believe it or not. 
But until he cracked the newspapers, 
not one person in a thousand in New 
York knew anything except his mon
icker." 

. "And that?'' asked J e_d Marcus. 
' 

Marcus was an out-of-town detec-• 
tive brought in on special duty, and 
could not be e�pected to know all the 

41Broadway characters. 
"Give hin1 a good looking over, Jed,'' 

said Slossen, "before I spill his mon-
. icker. · When I do, it'll probably make 

you jump. Go ahead. He doesn't know 
me _either, strangely enough. I had 
noth(ng to do with bringing him in. 
I wasn't at his trial, but of course, 
somebody may tip him off who I am. 
However, I come here three times a 
week, purely for relaxation, so he 
won't even think it strange. Twig 
him, of course, '\Vithout him knowing 
who you are.. Use some of his own 
tactics/' 

Jed Marcus looked svviftly back and 
forth along the far side of the dance 
floor, as though he were hunting some
one .. Once or twice, he lifted his hand, 
as though acknowledging a nod or a 
similar salute. But in reality, his eyes, 
kept roaming back to Henry Smith
who had just beaten a murder rap. 

Henry Smith's eyes kept roving. His 
right hand, on the table, kept tapping, 
as though he were signaling to the men 
and women with him, in Morse code" 
Only they paid him no heed, and be 
scarcely noticed them. 

"Part of his old mob," said Slossen, 
as though he had read Jed's thought. 
"They're used to him. He pays no at
tention to them. He pays the check, 

· 

. ·and· beyond that takes the attitude, to 
- · 

.. '-.ell with 'em." 

• 
• 

t right hand of Henry Smith's 
s · odcl t�ttoo. Then it disap-

• 

• ... 
' 

• 

peared below the table, and the other 
hand came up. It reached onto the ta
ble, touched a cruet, a bouquet of flow
ers, a folded napkin, an ash tray, a 
book one of the women with him had 
brought, another woman's pocketbook. 
Henry Smith touched everything on 
the table, even while his eyes were 
roving ceaselessly. -

• 

• 

• 

• 
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frowned, got a look at Smith's face, 
stepped back. Smith started dancing 
with the girl without looking at her, 
his eyes still roving over the crowd, 
the floor, the club. He seemed totally 
uninterested in the girl with whom he 
was dancing. The urge, the need for 
movement seemed to possess him. Mar
cus wondered if his brain were as rest
less as his body. 

"Yes," said Sloss en, "and his trigger 
finger, too, though we never seem able 
to prove it on him." 

The manager of the Elite Club, see
ing Smith cut in where cutting in 
wasn't allowed, started across the floor. 
One of the men from Smith's table 
rose, stepped in front of the manager, 
spoke to him softly. The manager 
bowed, his face very red, and went 
back to wherever he had come from. • 

The man who had relinquished his 
girl stood on the sidelines and looked 
unhappy. Finally he settled his coat 
by pulling on the bottom of it, crossed 
and cut in in his turn. Without even 
looking at him, Henry Smith went 
back to his table. 

"I don't exactly blame him," said Jed 
Marcus. "It must have been pretty 
confiningt being locked up in a cell for 

- a year, awaiting trial for murder, and 
wondering all the time if he were go
ing tQ beat the· rap or burn." 

LOSSEN chuckled. 
" 

"Nix. He's slowed down. Be-
ing in a cell slowed him. He's trying 
to get back his nervousness." 

"But what's the idea? Why did you 
bring me on to tail him?" 

"Your reputation, Marcus. You're 
supposed to be the coolest dick in the 
business. Henry Smith gets every
body d-own who ever tries to do any
thing with him. Makes 'em want to go 
to the booby hatch and a couple have 
gone." 

· "Isn't he ever still?" · 

"Never. That's why, in underworld 
circles, they call him the 'Flitter
mouse.'" 

• 

• ' 

.. 

''Flitter}!louse? That's a bat, in or· 
dinary language.'' 

"Yes, but a bat flutters around, is 
never still, always comes back to the 
same spot to flitter. A dozen men have 
tried to apply that idea to Henry 
Smith. He has never yet come back 
to the scene of a kill, but they still call ' 
him the Flittermouse." 

"I thought he didn't know you, Slos
sen," said Marcus. · 

"One never knows what the Flitter
mouse knows or doesn't know," said 
Slossen. ''Well, good-night, and don't 
let this buzzard give you the screaming 
meemees. He's dynamite." 

"But if he's so nervous, he can't pos
sibly shoot straight, and I'm pretty 
fast with a gun." 

"Not as fast as he is. He aims, 
squeezes the trigger, gets his man, all 
between bats of the eye. He has to do 
it fast, so he won't be still too long. 
Probably scream if he did. Don't fool 
yourself. When the Fli ttermouse really· 
gets going, he'll show you something." 

Slossen left, and Marcus deliberately 
turned his back to the dance floor. He 
seemed to be lost in thought. He hated 
to admit it, but Henry Smith got his 
goat. A man who couldn't sit still, or 
stand still, or hold his head still, was 
likely to do that to anyone. 

Marcus, though, was a man without 
. nerves. Nothing ever really stirred 

him, except on the surface. Now he 
drew a pack of tobacco from the inner 
pocket of his jacket, rolled a ciga
rette. It was blasphemy in such a place 
to roll your own, but Marcus always 
had, saw no reason to change. 

He sat in thought a long time, try-
• 

ing to figure out what a man like the 
Flittermouse, whose brain, they said, 
was as agile as his body, was likely to 
do. The unexpected, of course, and be
tween two bats of the eye. 

''How can you sit so still?" said that 
calin voice, at his elbow. He turne-d. 
Henry Smith was sitting across the 
table from him, eyes roviqg. But right 
now they were roving all over Marr 

.... :- . .. ..  
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"I'd go nuts, but I envy you. How 
soon do you expect to get me?" 

· Marcus was taken aback, but didn't 
show it. He'd expected some such 
lightninglike stab at him. 

"Why should I get you?" he coun
tered. 

"Oh, I don't know. 
nice pay-off if you did. 
I'd collect, if I could." 

There'd be a 
In your place, 

ERE was ominous warning in 

. Henry Smith's voice, though it 
was controlled, well modulated� ex

. tremely polite. He grinned at Marcus. 
Both his hands were on the table-top, 
tapping out code of some sort. 

"You ought to give a guy a break, 
when· he's been jugged for a year," he 
said. "Somehow a gent should have a 
�hance to fix up the bankroll." 

"I'm not bothering you," began Mar
cus, when the right hand of Henry 
Smith slid under the table. · 

Marcus moved, but not fast enough. 
Henry Smith pushed the table into his 
lap. Then Henry Smith rose, faced 
the mob on the dance floor. His men 
had moved with the speed and grace 
of cats. The women had their hand ... 
bags open on their table, and their 
hands were in their bags. 

''Sorry, folks," said Henry Smith. ''I 
need some mouthpiece dough. You all 
know why, if you read the newspapers. 
Line up, in the middle of the floor, all 
of you, and fork over." 

The whole club froze. The orchestra 
had gone silent when Henry Smith 
pushed the table into Marcus' lap. 
Now, while Marcus struggled to get 
his legs free, Henry Smith, without 
looking, kicked the table, knocking 
him over again, not even looking at 
him. Jed Marcus felt liKe a fool. 

"I'll get you for this, Smith," said 
I\{arcus, "if I have to live forever to do 
"t , 1 • 

''Shut up, dick, or I'll drill you," 
Smith snarled. 

<'You wouldn't dare!" 
,.e _ _  was the glint of electric light 

• 

• 
.. 

on metal, partially screened by a pot
ted palm beside the orchestra. Henry 
Smith slanted his gun in that direc
tion, apparently not aiming, and fired. 
A bulky man stumbled forward, fell, 
slid over the railing onto the floor . 
Blood spurted from his head. He didn't 
move after he stopped sliding. 

"Think I wouldn't, dick?'' said 
Henry Smith. · 

The dead man was the manager of 
the Elite Club. Henry Smith's men 
were everywhere now, among the 
guests. W '?men didn't scream. Some
thing about Henry Smith kept them 
from it. The men didn't curse, not 
after seeing what bad happened to the 
manager. Cold-blooded murder, which 
didn't touch Henry Smith in the slight- � 

est. . 
"Okay, Flit," said one of his men 

hoarsely, "we.'ve got everything." 
"How's it tally?" 
"Enough for a little while. , Go 

ahead, scram. We'll cover you!" 
Henry Smith went out o f  the club, 

without taking his hat and coat from 
the checkroom, Marcus noticed. The 
women with him went next, walking 
leisurely, as though nothing untoward 
had happened. Then the men backed 
out. After that there were screams, 
and a few women fainted, but Jed Mar
cus didn't wait for aftermaths. 

It was the coolest thing he had ever 
seen, and the coldest. He couldn't 
hazard a guess at the amount the band
its had got.. He wondered, as he left 
the club without his own hat and coat, 
why Smith had let him live.. Prob
ably held him in contempt. Marcus' 
face burned when he remembered how 
ignominiously he himself had been 
handled. 

UTSIDE, no one apparently had 
noticed anything. But the alarm 

had gone in now, for he could bear 
screaming sirens approaching. He 
walked around in the cool summer air· 
for a bit, trying to pick up scraps of 
conversation, something, anything, 
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that would lead him to the Flitter
mouse. Nobody could miss the Flit
termouse. Obviously, this holdup had 
been planned while Henry Smith had 
been ·locked up, awaiting trial, or dur
ing the two weeks the trial had lasted. 

"I'll see him burn," Marcus prom
ised himself, "for shooting that man
ager. There was cold-blooded murder 
if I ever saw it. And yet, could I my
self swear that it was Smith that did 
the shooting?" 

That hadn't occurred to him before. 
Henry Smith was faster than any gun 
slinger Marcus had ever seen. Marcus 
gave Slossen time to get home, then 
phoned him, told him what had hap-
pened. 

· · 
· 

"Why didn't he bump me?" he asked. 
�'He never bumps cops," said Slos

sen. "Against his principles, he says. 
They do their duty, and should be com
mended for it. He pushes them 
around, but he has never shot one yet . 
No, he does worse than that. He gives 
them the jeepers creepers." 

"What do I do next?" said Marcus, 
helplessly. 

"Follow your nose. You and Smith 
have made contact.. Your nose will 
lead you to him sooner or late·r. He,ll 
see to that himself. :Maybe a couple of 
his men will pick you up when you step 
out of that booth. It would be just 

''Why no, Flit, of course not. Where 
are you?" · 

A foolish question, and the Flitter
mouse promptly said so, with no venom 
in his voice. 

"I'm glad I'm not as nerveless as you 
are, Marcus," he concluded. "I'd go 
nuts." 

"Who told you my name, Smith?" 
asked Marcus. · 

"Oh, I asked around. A good way to 
get information, asking around if 
you're careful what information you're 
after. Get me?" 

Marcus knew what he meant.· 
The Fli ttermouse hung up.. Marcus 

bad heard the strains of an orchestra, 
over the telephone. A haunting mel
ody was being played. It might lead 
to something, again it might .. not .. 
Couldn't trace that call now. 

Marcus got to thinking about the 
Flittermouse, how awful it would be to 
be like him, never able to stand still, 
or sit still, or to hold still, even while 
held. A brain like a morass of jumping 
beans, or squirtning worms. A man so 
different from everybody else that he 
knew he stood out, and probably had a 
Jehovah complex. He took what he 
wanted, held everybody else in con
tempt and didn't even mind turning his 
back on his worst enemy. 

like him." HITE-F ACED women w e  r e 

Slossen hung up without giving any · passing Jed Marcus. There were 
instructions. If, Marcus thought, he two showgirls, heading out, and their 
had had any idea of the hideouts of the faces weren't white. They didn't seem 
Flittermouse, he would have said so. to be disturbed as they walked past Jed 
Jed Marcus went back to the club, got Marcus. 
his bat and coat. An attendant touched "Flit'Il be sore if we're too late," one 
him on the arm. of them said. 

"Your name Marcus, sir?" Marcus didn't seem to hear, but he 
"Yes." didn't miss. He followed the girls. 
"Telephone, sir." One of them, as she walked, lifted her 

' Marcus took the telephone. mirror, patted her hair, and Marcus 
"Aren't sore are you, Marcus?, a grinned inwardly. That girl had seen 

soft voice said. "Too bad I had to him in the mirror. He was supposed to 
make you look so silly, in front of follow. Near the door, they started to 
everybody. But I couldn't have you get into a taxicab, and Marcus walkert· 
spoiling everything, could I?" up to them. 

Marcus retained control of  himself. "Do I go right with �o�, or p# 
• 
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let the girls pass. He held out his hand 
to Jed Marcus.. In spite of himself, 
.Marcus took the hand of the killer. 
He wanted to laugh and realized that 
if he had, it would be hysterical laugh
ter. Smith pulled him into the room. 

"Nice of you to come, Marcu$/' he 
said. "We need an impartial referee. 
Take off your things. You clean?" 

"Absolutely. Gats don't go with 
dinner jackets." 

"Matter of opinion," said the Flit
termouse. "I manage all right! Boys, 
�his is Jed Marcus, from Saint Louis. 
You've heard me speak about him. 
Jed, meet the boys and girls." 

They were the outfit which had held 
. up the Elite Club, and the two sh·ow

girls who hadn't been spotted, at least 
by Marcus. 

"This young lady, Jed, is Marion 
Prouty. · This one is J e�n Carson." 

''Flit!, said the girl just named. 
"Never mind, Jean," said the Flitter

mouse. "It won't matter.. Jed's a good 
guy, or will be." 

It was then that Marcus realized the 
deadly danger to which he had fool
ishly exposed himself. He wasn't the 
cat in this crazy drama, but the mouse, 
and just a poor weak field mouse at 
that. The Flittermouse was now play
ing cat. Henry Smith had neatly 
pulled him in, intended to kill him, but 
wanted to have his fun first. Henry 
Smith continued the introductions. 

"This gentleman is Mike Raines, 
wanted for murder in three states, in
cluding Missouri, Jed," said the Flit
termouse. 

Marcus started. He knew the name 
of Mike Raines, all right, and that he 
was wanted in Missouri for murder! 
This thing became crazier every min
ute. He looked at Raines, expecting to 
see him turn truculent, reach for a gat. 
But Raines grinned, laughed, shook his 
head and winked, as though he would 
say: . 

"Ain't Flit a card, Jed?" 
And then, right afterward, he said 

exactly that. Stnith told him to shut 

• • 

. up, which he did, his face going white. 
Men did what Smith told them, appar
ently. Only then, did Marcus realize 
how deadly dangerous the Flitter
mouse was. He wondered how many 
other cops and dicks had bee11 played 
with like this by Henry Smith. 

"This other chap is Jack Riegel, 1 ed. 
Fourth-time offender. If caught steal
ing an apple, he'll get life. · It would 
Be a feather in your cap to get this 
mob, Jed .. Maybe you should really 
have made a stab at it, instead of " 

"Walking right into the parlor?" 
said Jed Marcus, softly. 

• 

"That's the idea. Got it right off, · 

didn't you?" 
"Well, I'm here. What do you want 

of me?" 
The Flittermouse pointed at a table 

Marcus hadn't noticed until now. On 
it was piled all the stuff that had been 
taken from patrons of the Elite Club. 
Diamonds, pearls, rubies, sapphires, 
emeralds, bracelets, rings, tiaras, neck
laces, and a big wad of currency. Mar
cus saw at least one thousand-dollar 
bill.. He looked a question at Henry 
Smith. 

"Divide it for us, Jed," said Henry 
Smith, grinning. 

He teetered back and forth, heel and 
toe. His thumbs fastened in his Ia· 
pels, held for a moment as he rocked. 
Then he stood still, took his hands 

· down, began to snap his fingers, thumb 
and forefinger of each hand, as though 
he were trying to think of something. 

"It'll make me an. accomplice," said 
Jed Marcus, but he moved toward the 
table, trying to think as fast as he knew 
the Flittermouse must be thinking, 
and fully expecting a bull�t in the back 
at any moment. "I hate being an ac· 
complice." 

E wanted to turn around, but he 
kept going. 

"You can't help it, J ed," said the 
Flittermouse. "And by this ti�e to

morrow morning nobody will. earP · 

"Meanint I'll be dead.. Oka• 
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I'll call you. Write down tlie percent
ages for me. But I don't know the val- · 
ues of jewelry. Somebody will have 
to tell me." 

"Jack Riegel knows," said Henry 
Smith, "and what he doesn't know I 
do. If he doesn't- tell you within a 
grand, it'll be just too bad for Jack 
Riegel. Start, Jed." 

Jed Marcus tossed aside his coat and 
hat. Raines caught them and carried 
them to a divan where two of the four 
girls were sitting, one at either end. 
Marcus picked up a bracelet. It spar
kled brilliantly under the cluster of 
lights from the ceiling. This room 
must have been a gambling joint at 
some time, Marcus decided. He held 
up the bracelet. 

"Ten grand," said Jack Riegel. 
"Twelve!" snapped Henry Smith. 
"It's worth thirty thousand if it's 

worth a penny," said Marcus. 
''I forgot, Jed," said Henry Smith 

apologetically. "We figure by fence 
prices. This stuff is hot, remember?" 

"Okay, twelve grand." He held up 
a bracelet. 

"Seven grand,'' said Jack Riegel. 
Henry Smith did not correct him. 

Jed Marcus went swiftly through the 
stuff, his mind working fast. This was 
really a terrific haul, even figured at 
prices obtainable from fences. Over a 
hundred thousand dollars. And forty 
thousand in cash. · 

"I make it a hundred and forty 
grand, Flit," said Marcus, calmly. 

He waited for a moment, then took 
out his sack of tobacco, rolled a ciga
rette. His hands did not shake. Henry 
Smith seemed fascinated by that fact. 

"Hell," said Henry Smith, "haven't 
you any nerves at all? How the devil 
do you live?" 

"I live right," said Jed Marcus. 
"And you've forgotten something, or 

at least we did, at the Elite.'' 
''So? What?" asked Jed Marcus .. 
"Your own dough, Jed. Sorry, but I 

' .. e it a rule to make a clean sweep 
r plumb fQrgot the guy I had fast 

• 

• 
• 

• 
• 

under the table. Silly of me, eh ?" 
"I've got about a grand," said Jed 

.Marcus. "I guess I'm not going to 
need it after tonight." 

• 

"Frisk him. I never take a sucker's 
word for anything," said Henry Smith. 

The Flittermouse, all during the 
counting of the take, had never for a 
single instant been still. Jed Marcus 
backed away. Henry Smith hadn't 
patted him when he had come in. Been 
too sure of himself. Knew his men 
would halt any gunplay the stranger 
could possibly pull. 

Henry Smith's grin faded. Jed Mar-
cus had tossed his wallet on the ta-
ble, showing the thick sheaf of paper 
money. Raines had counted it out, 
nine hundred and eighty-seven dollars. 

"Lot of dough for a dick to be car
rying,'' said the Flittermouse. "But 
what are you backing up for? Why 
don't you want to be frisked?" 

Jed Marcus stopped, his back against 
tlie wall. Raines and Riegel grabbed 
him. The Flittermouse went ·through 
his clothes. He came out with a long 
flat wallet that didn't look a bit like a 
money container. He opened it, gasped, 
moved to the light. Raines and Rie
gel, surprised, released Marcus and fol
lowed. 

• 

"My God/' said the Flittermouse, 
"the Blakesley Emeralds!'' • 

E four girls, chattering excit· 
edly, jumped up, ran to stand 

around Henry Smith. Now the Flit
termouse came back, stared into Jed 
Marcus' face. 

"Who the devil are you, anyway? 
Where did you get the Blakesley Em
eralds? You don't deny they are the 
Blakesley Emeralds, do you?" 

"No," said Jed Marcus, "I don't. 
They are exactly what you say, the 
Blakesley Emeralds, the very stones 
you murdered Jonathan Blakesley for. 
You didn't get the stones, I did. Does 
that mean anything to you, ;denry 
Smith?" 

"Only that I've got the stones final-
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ly, anyway, that I didn't pull an empty 
·. bump�off. But if you're not a dick� 
who the devil are you? Where do you 
fit in?" 

. ",I'm just a jewel thief, working out 
of Saint Louis, where competition isn't 
so tough," said Jed Marcus .. ''I came 
on to New York a year ago, and heard 
it whispered that you were after the 
Blakesley Emeralds. I kept an eye on 
you, f ollowed you, let you do- the dirty 
work, take the rap, wpjle I got away 
with the emeralds." 

"And the cops blam�d me for it! 
They used the hose on me in the 
Tombs� I told 'em I didn't have 'em. 
They wouldn't believe me for a minute. 
And all the time you you '' 

Henry Smith, while the faces of his 
men went grave, masklike and white, 
and the four girls retreated to the di
van again, swung a swift right at the 

·face -of Jed Marcus. Jed scarcely 
seemed to move. But his left shot 
straight and true to the jaw of Henry 
Smith. The blow landed. Henry 
Smith tottered. Jed Marcus got him 
with his left hand, in his coat, and held 

·him up while he got his gat with his 
· right, pushed it against Henry Smith's 

belly. 
· 

- -Then, carefully, with Henry Smith 
looking glassy-eyed, Jed Marcus spun 
him,. so that Henry Smith faced away 
from Jed Marcus. 

"I'll drill the first one of you mugs 
that makes a move for a gat,'' he said, 
quite calmly. 

"Hank, hold still, ·or I'll let daylight 
through you! And when I say still I 
mean still! Cut out the blasted jitter· 
ing. H·old your feet still, and your 
hands. I'm ready to scream, from 
watching you, as it is. You've done 
that to other men, Flit. You know 
what they can be driven to by wha�
ever your affliction is. What do you 
do, Hank, sniff it, shoot it in the arm, 
or dangle on the bampoo ?" 

He didn't care much what the Flit
termouse answered, knowing him to 

· be no addict, even of whiskey. His 

• -
• 

• 

• • + 

• 
• 

eyes played over the faces of the other 
four men. The Flittermouse was very 
·still, perhaps for the first time in his 
life. He was watching the fa�es of his 
four men and reading in them exact
ly what Jed Marcus was reading. They 
were quick to double-cross, to shift 
allegiances. 

"Take Flit's divvy, Marcus," said 
Raines, "and we'll play ball with y·ou$ . 
after this. We didn't go for that club 
knockover �tonight, and you wouldn't · 

go for that, either. We like your 
style" " . . 

ENRY SMITH couldn't take· it 
any more. He yanked free of 

Jed Marcus, flung himself, spitting · 

and snarling like a cat, on Raines. He 
had Raines' gat, was whirling on Jed 
Marcus whe·n Marcus shot liim in the 
mouth with his own gun. The Flitter
mouse went down. All eyes were ·On 
him.� One of the girls sq·_:ealed, then 
put both hands over her mouth . 

''The rest of you," said Jed Marcus, 
his eyes on them as he stooped and 
gathered up the emeralds, "march to 
the door and out. There's a cop on 
the corner. I'll get a Black Maria." 

Then they realized that he really 
was a cop, and started shooting. So 
that, when the smoke cleared, all he 
had to take in were the four girls who 
.were laughing and crying hysterically. 

"Flit was still, still as a mouse, for 
the first time since I knew him!" one 
of them kept saying. "I can't believe -
it simply can't." • 

Later Slossen grin·ned, a bit wliitely, 
at Jed Marcus. 

"You were right, though it was an 
awful chance to take with the Blakes
ley Emeralds even to throw that 
wacky Flittern1ouse. off guard for a. - · · 

minute or two, �d excite the cupidity 
of his pals." 

"Not to mention the awful chance I 
took,u said Jed Marcus, dick extraorr 
dina�y. "But when I realized_, ,_ 

Flit played with coppers and· 

• 
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By 
HAL G. VERMES 

Author of uThe Dily I Die," etc. 
E old frame house creaked in 

the winter wind. The sky was 
leaden, and flurries of snow 

· whistled along the rutted road. The 
wind shrieked down the stone chimney, 
chased under doors, through secret 
crevices, and rattled yellowed papers 
on a dusty table in the deserted upper 
story, making quarrelsome sounds like 
the whispering of angry spectres. 

The weird noises crept into the large 
living room where two men sat at their 
evening meal. One was old, palsied; 
the other middle-aged, grey and grim. 

· ''Looks like it's going to be a hard 
winter," Walter Leavitt, the elderly 
man, said in a high, cackling voice. 

"Yes,'' Farn Mantell muttered, his 
head bent low over the table. ''We'll 
probably be snowed in again for at least 
a month.'' His voice suddenly was 
filled with anger. "It's enough to drive 
a man mad!'' 

• 

• 

"Why, Farn/' the old man said pla
catingly, "we've got everything we 
need: plenty of provisions; lots of fuel 
for the furnace. And" he lifted a . 
trembling hand toward the shelf-lined 
walls "'there's a wealth of good books 
to read." · 

Fam Mantell glanced across the 
table from under heavy brows. His 
ebony eyes glowed with hatred. 

''I've been in this hell-hole for six 
years!'' he spat out the words. "And 
I'm sick of it!" 

' 
.. 

''But,'' Leavitt protested, "you want 

Farn Mantell Couldn't 

Wait for His Inheritance .... • • 

-,d There Are More Ways 

""Murder to Kill a Man! 
• 

• 
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_to comfort your old uncle for his re-

maining years, don't you?" 
·: ."1 have been taking care of you!" 
Mantell shouted. 

· 

"Yes," the ola man hesitantly agreed. 
"But I don't want to rot here!" Man,. 

tell went on. "Why don't you give me 
some money so I _can hire a nurse for 
you? Then I'll be able to go out into 
the world and live!,. 

"You
,
d just spend it foolishly like 

you did before.'' The old man's eyes 
were thoughtful, kindly. ''We're com
fortable here and there's hardly any 
work to do since you closed the upper 
floor four years ago. We could be happy 
enough, you and I, if you'd only forget 
about gambling and whiskey."· 

''What else is there to live for?" Man-
tell angrily demanded. 

• 

"Peace, contentment, and rest." 
Mantell snorted in disgust. 
"Don't you see?'' his uncle patiently 

explained. "Money goes through your 
hands like water through a sieve. If I 
gave it to you now, you'd just throw 
it away; and there�d be nothing left to 
take care of me. After I'm dead you 
can have it all, and do what you like 
with it. But in the meantime/' he smiled 
whimsically. "you never can tell. May
be I'll live to be a hundred." 

Mantell glared angrily, and slamming 
fork and knife on the table, got up and 
stalked out of the room. 

"Don't take on so, bOy," the old man 
said soothingly. "Perhaps it won't be 

1 ,, so very ong-· .. 
• 

. .-..RN MANTELL sla1mned the 
door, cutting off the feeble string 

of murmuring words. He stopped in 
front of a circular mirror in the hall and 
ran thin, nervous fingers through his 
greying hair. 

He was geting old old! Wasting 
the best years of his life waiting for a 
palsied fool to die. What difference 
did it make how he spent the money? 

Just because he had run through half 
of his inheritance, ·the twenty-five 
thousand dollars he received when he 

• 

• 

• 
r • 

reached llis majority Leavitt wouldn�t 
give him another penny� And being 

.broke, he'd had to con1e back to the old 
homestead. He'd taken care of his 
uncle for the past .six years. just the 
two of them in this isolated spot, nine 

· miles to town and a half ... mile to the 
nearest neighbor. 

• 

But he had to stay on. If he left now, 
his uncle would cut him off without a 
cent. · And how could he leave without • 

even money enough to get down to 
Cliicago? Yes, he had to stay and con
tinue serving his un�le, waiting hand 
and foot on ·a soft-spoken but' deter-
nlined old man until he died. · 

Until he died I 
When would that be? When he, too, 

was white-haired and feeble? What 
good would the money do him �f he 
was old when he got it? If his voice 
was cracked and his trembling hands 
couldn't lift a glass of whiskey? If 
women laughed into his wrinkled, 
toothless face? What use would the 
money be to him then? _ . 

But he could stand one m.ore winter 
here if Leavitt died by spring.. -or 
maybe sooner. 

Farn Mantell went into his own room 
and, standing by the window, looked out 
speculatively at the falling snow. The 
wind had died down now and the white 
flakes fell softly, covering the woods 
and the fields, wrapping the lonely 

·house in a blanket of deep silence. It 
was cold in his room but, as he stared 
unseeingly into the storm, his hands 
tightly gripping the back of a chair, 
glistening globules of sweat broke out 
on his forehead. 

Uncle Leavitt had a gun. It was 
small a .22 pistol. But it was deadly; 
it could kill. Mantell knew just where 
it was. His uncle always kept it in the 
living room in an unlocked wooden box 
underneath the co�ch on which he slept. 

Mantell had held it in his hands a 
month before,. while the old man W?' 

sunning himself and dozing in fror 
the house. The revolver was oil 
chamber fully loaded. - LiVin,_· 

' . • • 
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the country, ·rus uncle always kept it 
handy, ready for an emergency that 
never came to pass. . 

If the old man should die in a little 
L 

while-
His uncle had lived too many years 

already, he thought. For the past four 
years he ha.dn't been able to travel up or 
down stairs. That was when he had 
started to sleep in the living room ; and 
Mantell had shuttered and. locked the 
upper floor so that he needn't bother to 
clean it, and wouldn't have to fire the 
furnace so often in winter. 

A curious staccato sound tapped 
through the deadly quiet. Mantell 
jerked up his head, listened. But the 
noise drifted away into silence. 

Yes, the old man had lived too long
Mantel! st"rode out of his room and 

glanced into the kitchen, where his 
uncle was fumbling with the dishes, 
slowly and painfully washing them and 
putting them away. 

Then Mantell went in to the living 
room and, crouching beside the couch, 
slid the revolver silently out of the 
wooden box. Strange, he thought, hold
ing the gun in his hand, how such a 
small, innocent-looking thing of smoked 
steel could be so deadly. With just one 
click of the trigger it could blot every
thing out of a_man's mind in an instant: 
the past, the present, and all of the fu
ture. 

EARING his uncle's slow, creak
ing footsteps coming down the 

hall, Mantell thrust the gun into his 
pocket and sprang to his feet. Slowly 
pushing open the door, the old man 
crossed the rug and dropped wearily 
into his chair with a sigh. 

Mantell stared at the drooping figure, 
a grey shadow in the gloom. Fierce ex
citement rose within him, tightening 
the tendons in his throat. He gripped 

-his hands, the fingernails biting into his 
"alms. His feet slipped noiselessly 

ss the floor, a murderous despera
�iving him toward the back of his 

'"-air. -His right hand jerked up 
• 

• 

• • 

-automatically and slid into his coat 
pocket, tense fingers deterrninedly grip-
P.ing the gun. � 

Then the startled sound of rhythmic 
rapping swept through the house again. 

"What's that?" the old man asked, 
without looking up. 

They both listened intently to the 
sharp tap, tap, tap as it rose and fell, 
racing through the house, seeming to 
come from everywhere and nowhere. 
Suddenly it died and mysteriously 
faded away. 

"What was it?'' Leavitt asked again. 
"Nothing,�' Mantell snapped curtly. 
He was o�ly a step behind the old 

man's chair now. The gun metal 
warmed under his hot hand. He pointed 
the muzzle of the revolver at the back 
of his uncle's head at the spot where 
the flury of white hair made a V on the 
thin, leathery neck. One shot and he'd 
never have to listen to that broken, 
quavering voice again. He wouldn't 
have to spend another winter in the 
damned, ghostly old house. -He'd be 
free! But it  was murder! 

At the sudden realization, Me1n:ell 
trembled with fear. If he killP-d his 
uncle he'd hang! Quickly he loosened 
his grip on the gun and, thankful that 
he had caught himself in time, he broke 
into a storm of violent, hysterical 
laughter. 

• "What's so funny?'
, Leavitt piped. 

Mantell fell back on the couch, tears 
streaming from his eyes. He slipped 
the revolver back into the wooden box 
and rubbed his ·palms together, wiping 
the feel of the steel from his hands. 

"Be careful,'' the old man warned, 
"or you'll be going crazy from laughing 
at nothing.'' 

His laughter spent, Mantell's face set 
into a mask of hatred, his anger mount
ing sharply again at the sound of 
Leavitt's high-pitched, grating voice. 

''It's easy to go crazy here," his uncle 
continued, "unless you've got some way 
of occupying your rpind. I used to do 
it by reading, but my eyes are too feeble 

(Turn to page 104) . 
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' 
now. You ought to read! Fam." 

Mantell only grumbled in reply. 
. "I've got some mighty interesting 
books," Leavitt went on. "There's a lot 
of war books, histories of flagellation, 
tortures of the Chinese, the Spanish In .. 
quisition .. , He smiled reflectively. ''I've 
lived such a peaceful, quiet life that I 
had to get all my excitement and thrills 
out of  books." 

Leavitt would go on talking like that 
all evening, until he finally dozed in his 
chair. But Mantell had·heard him too 
often already and he couldn't stand it 
any more. Get_ting up abruptly, he·went 
down into the cellar to fire the furnace 
so the water pipes wouldn't freeze. 

. ' . - r . � . 
-

\ -• . -
.. . . 

• • . . . � 

• 
from overhead; then from the left, and 
then from the righte · He groped around 
the dimly lit cellar, stumbling over. 
· boxes and barrels, cursing as he tore his 
hands on nails and wire. But he found . 
the source of the sound at last. And 

·the simple explanation made him chuc-
kle nnirtblessly . 

The noise came from a laqndry sink 
in a far comer. ·The rusty faucet leaked. 
�he drops of water falling into the deep 
wooden tub1 which acted as a sound 
box-, were amplified into a drum-like 
tattoo that rose and fell regularly. 

An interminable, insistent tapping 
like that was enough to drive any man · 
insane. It reminded him of the Oriental 
torture he had chanced to read about in 
one of his uncle)s books: how Chinese 
bandits drove a man mad by binding 
him in a chair beneath a 'vater keg, 
tying his head back, and letting the· 
water drip slowly, drop by drop, on his 
forehead. 

Mantell sweated profusely as he 
imagined the agony of watching a crys
tal drop form and hysterically wait�ng 
until it fell on one's head. Then another 
and another--a a hundred, a thousand, 
te·n tho·usand drops of water, falling, 
falling, until to the victim's tortured 
mind they struck into his brain like 
smashing blows of a heavy sledge ham
mer. 

Mantell licked his dry, fevered lips 
and vainly ·struggled to force his 
thoughts back to sanity. But the vision 
of Oriental cruelty flamed in his imagi
nation, and when he went to his room 
and threw liimself on the bed, it would 
not let him rest . 

All night he s�ared fixedly out of the 
window, his eyes glowing with the 
reflection of the falling snow. The 
hatred he had been nursing so long 
pounded in his heart and pulsated 
through his veins. 

The old man had childishly com
plained about the strange sounds. He 
was nearing his dotage and little things 
like that irritated him beyond endur
ance. It made no difference to Mantell 
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whether his uncle died or went crazy.· 
In the latter event, he would be de
clared incompetent to administer the af
fairs of his estate. Then he could get 
the other half of his inheritance, and all 

L"tthe rest of the old man's money, too. 
When the light of day filtered 

- through the still drifting snow, Man
tell's eyes were bloodshot and bubbles 
of saliva were caught in the comers of 
his mouth. But his eyes gleamed and 
his thin lips pressed against his teeth 
in an evil smile. 

ETTING up quickly but quietly, 
he went down into the cellar to 

the laundry sink. Then he opened the 
leaky faucet a little. He adjusted it 
carefully until the drops of water fell 
with regular, hollow rapping that was 
reflected against the floor above and ran 
between the wooden walls, finally 
spending itself in ghostly echoes some
where in the deserted rooms on the sec
ond floor of the old frame house. . • . 

"Breakfast is ready,'' Mantell an
nounced, noting with grim satisfaction 
that the slow drumming sound was 
heard with particular distinctness in the 
raftered living room. 

The old man was half through his 
meal before he noticed it. Then he 
cocked an ear and listened. 

"What's that?" he mumbled, tooth
less gums munching soft toast. 

Mantell cracked an egg and, carefully 
peeling the shell, made no answer. 

"What's that noise?" Leavitt re-
peated. · 

His nephew casually glanced out
doors. It was still snowing and the 
drifts had already crept up to the win
dows. 

"Farn !" Leavitt shouted . 
If he admitted hearing the sound, it 

would lose most, if not all, of its effect 
on the old man. Mantell smiled to him
self because his plan was much more 
clever than that. . 
, "What is it, Uncle?" he finally asked. 

''That regular, muffied tapping." 
· "Why,'' Mantell said slowly, after 

• 

pretending to listen, ''I don't hear any-
thing." · · · 

"Clean out your ears then," the old 
man grumbled. " It's a dull hollow 
noise; like the rap of a light hammer on 
a drum. It's coming from the cellar, or 
upstairs; or somewhere.'' 

"Sorry," Mantell insisted, "but I • 
don't hear it." 

''You're a blasted fool." 
· · 

Mantell's teeth clicked but he forced 
a grin to his lips. 

"Somebody's hammering, I tell you !'' 
Leavitt's fork dropped to his plate with 
a clatter and, getting up, he painfully 
shuffled across the floor. "I'll look in 
these rooms," he said. "And you search 
the upstairs and the cellar." 

"But it can't be anything on the sec
ond floor," Mantell protested, following 
him. "It's been boarded and nailed up 
for four years. Besides, there's nothing 
in the cellar, either. I went down to fix 
the furnace before breakfast. I don't 
hear anything, anyway." 

"I hear it out here, too," Leavitt cried . 
from the hall. ''In your room and the 
kitchen. Everywhere!" 

''You'd better go back to your chair 
and rest," Mantell soothed. ul'll look." 

He went down to the cellar and 
kicked the empty pails and boxes 
around. Then be returned to the living 
room, where his uncle waited impa
tiently:. 

"What was it?�' he demanded. 
"I didn't find anything. And," Man

tell slowly emphasized the words, "I 
don't hear any noise.'' 

"I'm not crazy!" the old man 
screamed. "I tell you there's somebody, 
something!'' His voice rose to a pierc
ing shriek. ''I hear a hammering, ham
mering! It must be upstairs. Search 
upstairs, I tell you !" 

''Get hold of yourself,'' Mantell said 
sternly, helping him to the armchair. 
"Read a book and you'll forget about . 
•t " 1 • • 

uYou've got to Don't leave !""" • 
the old man begge� as Mantell !'' 
to leave the room. • .. • -

• 
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But Mantell wasn't able to conceal 
his elation any longer.. Ru_nning to his 
roo1n; he fell on the bed and burst into 
a paroxysm of hysterical laughter. 

S plan was working like a voodoo 
charm. He'd tell the old man 

that he'd searched the upper floor. He'd 
even create a racket to pretend he was 
unboarding the closed portion of the 
house. 

He rubbed his hands together im
patiently, as he listened to the ghostly 
tapping of the drops of water in the • 
wooden tub. He went down to the cel-
lar and adjusted the faucet again, tight
ening it a little so that the water would 
leak more slowly, so that tHe drops 
forming would fall with tantalizing reg
ulatjty. 

Mantell h.rept away from the old man 
all day, leaving him to focus his atten-

. ti.on on the mysterious sound. ThougH 
it echoed in Mantell's ears, too, he 
could forget the noise because he knew 
what it was. But his uncle wouldn't be 
able to shake off the insidious hammer
ing because he didn't know! 

At nightfall) exhausted with the ten
sion of waiting, Mantell finally fell 
asleep to the accompaniment of the 
steady, never-ending rapping of the 
drops of water. 

In the morning he was still tired but, 
going out on the small front porch, he 
rubbed his face vigorously with a hand
ful of refreshing snow and felt better. 
Even outdoors, the dripping of the 
water could still be plainly heard. 

Before going back into the house, he 
noticed with satisfaction that the snow-• 
drifts hid the road completely, its cold 
white arms imprisoning them in the old 
house. 

When he took their breakfast into 
the living room, his uncle's pale blue 
eyes burned with a growing horror. 

"Famt•' he cried, his high voice 
17acking. "I heard that unholy noise all 

�t!"' It never stopped for an instant. 
-=twake, _listening, waiting, listen-

1�ept on and on! I still bear it ! 
• 

• • 
• • 

' 

• 

• 

• t 

· You searched upstairs didn't you? 
Wasn't there anything anything at 
all?'' 

"I'm sorry, Uncle," Mantell softly 
said, lowering his eyes so that the old 
man could not see his look of triumph •. 

"I'm afraid:you need a doctor.'' 
"That's right. Get a doctor!'' 
''We're snowbound," Mantell pointed 

out. "We have no telephone. Nobody 
can-get to us and it will be at least two 
weeks before I can break through those 
deep drifts.')< 

''Farn,'' Leavittt pleade-d, his lips wet, 
slobbering. "Can,t you hear that hell- · 

ish hammering? Listen, Farn. There 
it is: tap, tap tap! It drums on my 
ears, in my brain. Listen, Farn !'' 
- "I'll try.'' Mantell cupped his hand to 

an ear, hearing the steady, subtle souna 
plainly. "No," he said with an air of 
hopelessness, '.'I can't hear it. 'The 
house is as silent as a tomb .. 

, · 
''Then I must be going mad,'' the old 

man chattered, sinking back into his 
chair. "Take the food away. I can't eat .. 
I can't sleep!" . 

� 

Mantell watched as his uncle's mind 
slowly broke and went to pieces. Two 
weeks had passed now. By that time 
Leavitt was completely insane. Sitting 
in his chair all day and all night he 
muttered madly �o himself, saliva 
drooling from his trembling lips.. _ 

Mantell s�ood in the doorway each 
·day, bright black eyes following his 
uncle's hand as he automatically lifted 
and dropped it on the arnt of his chair, 
keeping'time with the steady stamp of . 
the drops of water. The sound at times 
seemed louder, then softer. Now sharp, 
metallic hammering; then deadly, 
measured drumming. Rising and fall
ing but never stopping as the eternal 
minutes marched tiy. 

N.E stormy night, while Mantell 
. lay fitfully sleeping, he was sud .. 

denly awakened by the sharp report of 
a gun. He jumped out of bed and, in· 
his haste stumbled over a chair. Spring
ing to his feet, cursing, he ran into the 
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living room. The place was dark ex
cept for a wide ribbon of moonlight that 
enveloped the still form in the armchair 
in a soft, glowing radiance. • • 

The old man's head had fallen to hts 
chest. And at the temple, just below 
the unruly shock of snow-white hair, 
a thin rivulet of blood crept slowly over 
his cadaverous cheek. A living red scar. 
which glistened in the moonlight! 
Clasped in the death grip of long, bony 
fingers was the little revolver. 

"You old fool!" Mantell yelled sav
agely at the dead figure. "Listen! Cock 
your dead ears, you dithering idiot, and 
listen to the pounding hammers of hell! 
What?" He widened his eyes in moc"k 
surprise. '.'You don't hear it any more? 
You're damned right you can't hear it·
you're dead!'' 

He was breathing heavily. 
"But I can hear it!" He laughed 

shrilly. "I've heard it all along, day and 
night, the same as you. And I still hear 
it. Because I'm alive alive!'' 

He shot a look of black hatred at the 
quiet, shriveled form, transfixed in 
death. Then he turned on his heel and 
hurried out of the room. 

The snow had piled against the out
side door·and the wind blew it into the 
hall when he went out on the porch. 
The deep drifts still undulated in high 
waves over the land, making it impos
sible, he realized, for him to get away 
for at least another week. But he could 
stand a few more days alone, now that 
the old man was dead. 

• 

"By heaven," he ·shouted over the 
silent landscape, beating his chest, "I'm 
alive!" 

As soon as the roads were cleared 
he'd go straight to Chicago. There 
he�d see Leavitt's lawyers and arrange 
for a substantial advance while the es
tate was being settled. There wouldn't 
be any trouble about that, because it 
was perfectly obvious that his uncle had 
committed suicide. He'd tell the doctor • • 

in the village below that Leavitt had 
been ailing, and because they were 

(Continued on page 108) 
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stop him now for luck was with him 
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would come his way. 

The rhythmic tapping noise slipped 
out through the open door and whis- · 
pered in his ears, reminding him again 
that his uncle was dead. He rubbed a 
hand over his hot face and grinned. In 
his excitement he had forgotten to shut 
off the water. 

Running down the cellar stairs, he 
grabbed the handle of the faucet and 
closed it tightly. Then he went to his 
room and began to pack. 

There wasn't much to put in his suit
case, just some well-worn clothes which 
he would throw away after he bought 
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E thought at first that perhaps he 
had left it on the upper floor when 

he and his uncle were sleeping up there. 
But he finally located it in the medicine 
chest in the downstairs bathroom. Then 
there was a pair of patent leather 
pumps. He chuckled as he jammed 
them into the suitcase. He'd make 
good use of them soon ! 

J 

That was all. Now there wasn't any-
thing to do but loaf around unt•l the 
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snow had cleared off the road. Maybe, 
he thought, he might pass the time 
pleasantly by reading a couple of the 
9ld man's curious books. He'd get some 
from the shelves and then lock up the 

. living room. 
-

A dull, smoky sun rose in the East as 
be went in. The crouched form in the 
armchair seemed to have shrunk still 
smaller. The livid red lines of blood 
stamped a ghastly look of horror on the 
tired old face. The room was deathly 

• qu1et except.-
As he was crossing the rug, Mantell 

suddenly stopped abruptly, frozen into 
sheer terror. His jaws shut with a snap, 
his face turned scarlet; and fear swelled 
the veins in his temples, making them 
bulge out in bursting purple cords. 
Straining every muscle to keep motion
less, he shut his eyes and listened in
tently. 

The hammering ! 
He beard it again! It echoed against 

the walls louder and louder. His tongue 
slid over his dry lips and he bit them. It 
must be his imagination he argued. 
He'd heard the sound for days and 
weeks, and naturally he thought that • 
he still heard it. • 

But he actually did hear it! The slow, 
measured pounding : one, two, three · ,, 
drop; one, two, three drop. It had 
beaten against his ears a hundred . 
thousand times, and it was going on 
and on ! 

What a fool he was, he thought, ab
ruptly laughing. e faucet was leaky 
and rusted, and evidently he hadn't 
closed it all the way off. He raced down 
into the cellar again and banged on the 
faucet until it was shut tight. 

But he still heard the hammering ! 
The faucet leaked no longer. He 

could clearly see that there weren't any 
drops forming on the nozzle. But the 
steady pounding K:ept on ringing in his 
ears! 

Mantell rushed upstairs and, poised 
in the hall, listened while the tapping 
boom of the hammers continued to re-

(Continued on page 110) 
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(Continued from page 109) 
verberate in his mind. He ran from one 
room to another but the demoniacal 
sound followed him everywhere. The 
noise was high, metallic, victorious. 

Wherever he went, he couldn't escape 
from it. Breathing heavily, sweating, 
he tore in agony at his ears. Blood 
rushed to his head, amplifying the 
deadly beating in his brain. He
slainmed open the front door and the 
noise swept outside with him, making 
him tremble from the vicious vibration. 

�e struggled into the deep snow but, 
after a few steps, fell headlong. Clammy 
perspiration ran in icy rivulets all over 
his body. Crawling to his feet, wildly 
swinging his arms in the sparkling 
white drifts, he stumbled back into the 
house. He was shivering with cold and 
his teeth chattered madly. 

. In his burning tortured orain the 
deadly drops of water seemed to ham
mer ever louder. They rang with the 
heavy crash of cymbals, echoing with · , 
the deep-toned clang of large brass 
gongs. 

Tripping, falling, he ran from room 
to room, striking futilely at t�e closed 
faucet in the cellar and the others in the 
kitchen. He banged insanely at the 
locked and barred door which led to the -
deserted second floor. Blood spurting 
from his hands breaking the windows 
with his fists, he vainly sought to escape 
from the torrnenting violence which 
engulfed him. 

OME evil force drew him back into 
the living room to the rigid, grey 

old man in the armchair. Mantell's 
head swelled ready to burst as the 
sound swirled around him. Agonized, 
he shouted curses, trying to drown out 
the pounding of the drops of water. But 
it mounted ever higher and higher. 

He would stop that devilish noise! By 
heaven, he'd stop it forever! 

He tore at the gun in Leavitt's hand, 
but the dead man clutched it in tena
cious, stiffened fingers. Swearing in
coherently, Mantell ripped it from .the 

IN 

• 

• 

• 

• 

' 

• 

f 

• 

• 

• 

• 

�· • 



• 

• 

nand of the corpse. He s11apped up his 
arm and pressed the small muzzle of the 
revolver against his ear. He jammed 
the cold steel hard against the madden
ingly vibrating eardrum and pulled the 
trigger. · 

There was a sharp report. Mantell 
slumped to the floor writhing in pain. 
His eyes, fixed with fear, became glassy 
and sightless. His ears dulled in death 
and he heard no more. 

Now there was no one left to l isten. 
B ut the slow metallic pounding kept 1 on. On the deserted upper floor that ' 
Mantell ·had neglected to search, water I 
continued to drip from a faucet that had I 

I developed a slow leak.. 1 
The ghostly sound echoed in the tin 

sink and, like the insistent rapping of a 
vengeful ghoul, seeped eerily all 
through the dead, desolate old house. 
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�'Will you stop that ?'' said Slossen. 
Jed Marcus had �his hands on Slos

sen's desk. He was tapping with all 
his fingers, as thought he were ham
mering a typewriter, and fast! He 1 
went very pale for a moment. Then I ' 
he stuck his hands in his pockets, and 1 
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"I'm taking the next train back, Slos
sen," he said. "Back to Saint Louis, 
where a man can relax. Look, Slossen, 
if you ever send for me again, make it 
for a nerveless, cold-blooded murderer, , --- -·- - -" · - - · --4......., __ ____ .....;;o.--:..-�----· -
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ly. Then he caught himself at that. 
He swore savagely, and hurried away l 
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A DEPA RTMENT FOR READERS 
• • 

HE CASE OF THE LA UGH- -
ING CORPSE is closed, to ·?
George Chance's satisfacti.on . 

and, we hope, to yours. The macabre-
laugh of the Ghost fades away into- si
lence, not to be heard again until . the · 

call for his help rings out once more. 
We leave him and his likable aides, 
Merry White, Tiny Tim, Joe Harper, 
in the comfort and security of the rec
tory we have all come to know so well. 

As we visualize them there Joe 
Harper stretched out with his green hat 
shading his eyes Tiny Tim puffing his 
huge cigar Merry White seated at the 
side of the man who means so much to 
her we ask : What next? 

Where again will crime strike ? 
Whence will come the call for aid ? 
What dangers will the Ghost-Detec
tive face and what prodigies of magical 
prowess will he exercise in counter
venting them ? In short, what will be 
the subject of George Chance's next 
m emoir ? • 

Thank You,. Readers !  
But first, before giving you a hint of the 

answer to this intriguing question, let us 
thank all of you who have written in to ex
press you� appreciation of these stories. � 

Your splendid reception of them has been 
most heart-warming. That is why we are 
so pleased, even thrilled, that the next issue 
of what is �ast becoming a favorite detective 
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