(i o

SUPER-DETECTIVE

M

IDIIII'
Fealnmq

i{* Mjvliijini) Expluilv
fiijlii' Maaii i.in Mi‘iilM



ouyoutchoict
FEATURES

SEND ME *1

and I’ll send your choice
of these selected VALUES
for 10 DAY TRIAL and
10 MONTHS TO PAY.
Money back if not
Satisfied . . .

fs'l"ooe- Yes —your credit i* OK with me - I'LL
TRUST YOU. Tell me what you want-pul
a dollar bill in an envelope with your
name, address, occupation and a few
other facts about yourself—I’ll send your
choice of these select values for your
approval and 10 day trial. If you are
not satisfied that you have received

good, honest dollar for dollar value,

” .
BULOVA S $W send it back ond L promp‘tly return
Mi A R fvw your dollar. If satisfied, you’ll pay ia
ISS America 10 small monthly amounts you’ll never

MSI-Newest Belova feotur

miss.

LB WhYabasily 0K vellg -

geous creation priced lo

“mplete in gift box.

P58 % month YOUR CHOICE #iggr Sales Mgr

KENT WATCHES
P200-Ladies' Kent Heart Watch FREE TO ADU LTS .t
with bracelet to match. K152- A Postcard brings my complete 4fi-Page
Man’s Kent round watch with Catalog showing hundreds of diamonds,
sw_eep—second hand. Both watches, jewelry and silverware, all
7 jewels; 10K vyellow rolled offered on my 10-Months-to-Pay Plan.
gold plate cases. $1.50

mow,,. "el\o«9*

bo™ 51.88 » MAN’S Initial RING crfto ¢ K E T
\  $I6%D $450
1202-M assive Ring with
. - diamonds_ apd initial
Aon tleoHoM % X o *R yrkaJ Qg'd- wiith chain.
VoU» 7 3»9S3g0d5,,t a nonth cVes1,n'on<l’_
wyteva: £ All.Sneet
™ew Senator L
melJi ; BUDV?'! "aW,  feature (or MAILORDER DIVISION » FINI AY STRAUS
ellow rollid ' ft TOK

new 1940 feature 1670 BROADWAY*NEW YO R K



OFFICE SIZEAMODEL

/ THEGREATESTTYPEWRITER
' BARGAINEVEROFFERED!

VIoT.PRtCE,

direct from us and save* ever
$70.00 on genuine office modal
Underwood No. 5. Beautifully re-
built and unconditional 2 year
uarantee. No money down — See
efore you buy on 10 day trial.
Pay on easiest terms—only 60c a

Thousands paid $103.60 for
this machine, but itk pours
for only $31.86 {cash Erice)
and you get FREE with Un-
derwood No. 5 a sturdy Roll-
A-Way Typewriter Stand and
Touch” Typing Course.

ROLL-A-WAY SECRETARIAL
TYPEWRITER STAND

Big
Working LY&VlmnS‘s
Surface correct
working
height.

YOURS AT NO EXTRA COST WITH

YOUR UNDERWOOD—If you send
your order now. Makes every type-
writer portable.  Sturdy, compact,

weighs but a few pounds—can be moved
by touch of Anger Try Underwood No. 6

10 days, and stand goes to you
|mmed|ale|y on receipt of first payment.

FREE—a complete home_study course
of Famous Van Zandt Touch Typin
system. Learn to type quickly” an
easily.

UNDERWOOD- The World’s

NO MONEY

NO OBLIGATION. SEND NO

MONEY—Try Universal No. 5

for 10 full days in your home
—uwithout risk. "See for yourself
the neat, perfect work it does.
Decide without salesman’s pres-
sure—without hurry.

10 DAY TRIAL

SEE BEFORE YOU BUY—Test,
Inspect, Compare. Ibis Under-
wood No. 5 is shipped to you on
Its merit alone. It must sell
itself—must convince you of its
tremendous value.

Most Popular Typewriter!

Underwood — the typewriter recognized as
the finest, strongest built! Think of this
value! World Famous office size Underwood
No. 5 completely rebuilt with late improved
features—Yours for less than 1/3 the mfrs.
orig. price. This Underwood No. S has all
standard equipment®—84 character, 4 row
keyboard, 2 eolor ribbon, back spacer, auto-
matic reverse, tabulator, shift lock, etc. A
perfect all purpose typewriter—stands hard,
long service—No risk—You See Before You
Buy—Fully guaranteed and backed by 30
years of fair dealing.

EXTRA—14 Inch oversize carriage for only $3.00

2 YEAR GUARANTEE

Our 2 yr. guarantee is your as-
surance of satisfaction. You must
be satisfied that this |? the big-
gest value ever offered In a type-
writer.

Easiest Terms
Only 60c a Week!

Only 69c a week soon pays for
your typewriter at this low price.
U3e machine as you pay for it.

more.  Provides 12" writing line for large office Only $2.50 a month—Ie3s than

forms, billing. eto. the cast of renting an inferior
machine.  Order your Under,
wood now |

Accept this offer now

—Ilimited quantity

—no more when

they're gone. Send

no 'money. Try ma-

chine for 10" days—Pay on easiest
terms. 2 yr. guarantee.” Avoid dis-
appointmént—Mall now.

INTERNATIONAL
TYPEWRITER
EXCHANGE

231 W. Monroe, Chleago, IT.
-

Over 200,000 SATISFIED CUS-
TOMERS All Over the World

‘ Name

INTERNATIONAL TYPEWRITER EXCHANGE |
Dept. 688. 231 W. Monroe Sh. Chicago, Il
Send Underwood No. 5 s ..0. B Chicago
10 days' trial. If | keep it, | will pay $2.5
month until easy-term price ($36.35) is paid.
I am not sallsfled | can return it express collecl
% SHIPMENT GIVE OCCUPATION |
AND EFERENCE

for |
per I

Age |

NOTE: Tyilewrlter stand sent on receipt-of first
payment. " If payment la enclosed, mark here O
STATE CARRIAGE SIZE HERE ...
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FEATURING THE MAGICIAN-DETECTIVE
IN

MURDER MAKES
A GHOST

A Complete Book-Length Mystery Novel

By GEORGE CHANCE

The Ghost Flashes into Action with His Magical Arts when
Grinning Death Stalks—and Tackles the Puzzling Case of the
Steel-Hat MUFders!. ... 14

OTHER GRIPPING STORIES

THE COCK CROWS “MURDER?” ......cccceovnene Robert Leslie Bellem 90
Sheriff Vormer Puts Spurs to Law Enforcement when Death Strikes.
POOR LTTTLE WISE GUY ..ot Thomas Lamar 99
His Father’s Slayers Threaten Pro-Footballer Shane’s Life!
AND
THE MAGICIAN-SLEUTH ..o Biographical Sketch 21
CALLING THE GHOST ..ot A Department 111

THE GHOST, published auarterly and copyright, 1940, by Better Publications, Ino . 22 West 48th Street, New York, N. Y.

Read our compramon magazine*: The Phantom Detective, Thrilling Detective_Popular Detective. ThrlllmgNSpy Stories, Thrill-
u rlllm ove Thrllllng Ranch Slorles Thrlllmg estern. Thrll mg Sports, ThrilRn onder Stories, The
Magazine, Popuilal nular Western Ever\{Nay Astrology,

Sky" est, Pop!
Masked Rid te M
Texas Rangers, Range Rld%s ‘élartwégt Slorl%% ﬁr%ngg Sm”ﬁg Dﬁdct%e egoigls Itlve I\jll:geazmel er Western Maga-

PRINTED IN THE U. S. A



| Will SEND MY HRST LESSON FREE

H ShowsHow | Train You
atHomein YourSpareTimetora

mOO0D JOB IN RADIO

Clip the coupon and mall it. I'm certain
can train you at home in your spare time to
be a Radio Technician. |1 will send you my
first lesson free. Examine it, read see
how clear and easy it is to understand
J. E. SMITH, President Judge for yourself whether my course |s
National = Radio Institute &)Ianned to” help yon get a goo tj
Fstalished 25 _years, dio, a young growing field W|th a uture

fapsgmm fornelUto YoU,QonTngep 9 PR (Ul ieszntdah

echnl(:lan tram you at home in your
| TRAINED '™

Jobs Like These Go to Men
THESE MEN Who Know Radio

(N

Radio hroadcaating station* employ engineers, operators,
technicians and pay well fbr trainéd men. Radio manu-

Service facturers employ testers, inspectors, foremen, servicemen
Manager In good pay jobs with opportunities for advancement.
for Four Radio jobbers and deale rs emDkvy installAtion and_ ser-
Stores wfemen y Many gdlu Techmcngns o;i{en &helr gx\(/)n l;gdlo
ales and repair businesses and make \
‘T was work- week. kOfthers hé)l%thelr regular Jobs aRd makg |$5 tol$10 You Get Practical EXperIence
ing In a garage a week fixing Radios in snare time. Automobile police
whgenlengrollgd aviation, commercial Radio loudspeaker systems, elec- Whlle Learnlng
with N.R.L In a few months tronic devmes are newer fields offering good opportuni- | ssnddyou special Radio squlé}mem show you how
I made enau%h to pay for ties to quallfled men. And my Course includes Tele- to conduct experiments, build circuits illustratin
the course ree_or " four vision, which promises to open many good jobs soon. im For[am principles used in modern Radio an%
time*. | am fnOV{lhRa’\(/illo ser- e\élslon recﬁl\(ers broadggsgng st‘aﬁl%n afn{i loud-
vice manag er for the M ------- speaker installation -50 “method of trainin
Furniture Co. for their four W Man Radlo TeChnlClanS gll]ves ou_both printed |)nstruc1|on and actual worg
stores. "—JAMES B. RYAN. e $3 $4O $50 a Week with Radio parts—makes learning at home inter-
143 Slade St Fall River, Radlo is already one of the country’s large_industries esting, fascinating, practical.
Mass. -
«x*> though it Ia still young and growing.™ The arrival
of Telewsglon the use ):)f adio lP?lnclplgs in industry, Flnd OUt What Radlo Offers
$200 to $300 " b28 00felv(\sot()thmany rhecent Radio develo) rgems Tl\‘lore You
o Month in anmrw F(iadlos ?hm:ns r:l‘(/eehl:)n:esor rg‘%(re ae:i?smulmens Act today. Mail the coupon for Sample Iesson and
Own Business : of Radios get out of date"ang. are rep! ac%’d MUHnpn My 64-page Book, "Rich. Rewards in Radlo The
- oint out. Radio’s spare time and full portu-
more need new tubes, repttlra. etc. Over 5.000.000 airte p[ d th Tel 1 F bout
Tor the last Radios are In use and thuusands mare_are being sold [NU'€S an ose_coming in eewslon oil abou
2 yoare | have ovary day. In every branch Radio Is offering more op- ¥ COUse i" hRad”z andd Tellelwslon hSho"‘(1 letters
been _in busi- ponunmesfopportunmes for which | give you the re- drom medn ave raldne telling bw lfl they are
ness for myself uired knowledge of Radio at home in your ‘spare time, 40ing and earning. Read my money back agreement.
Find out what Radio offers'YOU! " MAIL OUPON

q
making between $200 and Yea. the few hundred $80, $40, $50 a week jobs of 20
$300 agmonlh Business hag years ago have grown to thousands. J in an envelope, or paste on a poetcard—NOW
sleadlly increased. | J. E. SMITE, PRESIDENT. DEPT. OFC9

oo oy & Many_ Make $5_to $10 a Week MG ARG, HETTUTE
EROEHINER, $00 W, Texas Extra in Spare Time
: : While Learning MAIL
The day you enroll, in addition to my regular course,

| start ‘sending you Extra Money Job Sheets which start
showing you_how to do actual Radio repair jobs. Through- COU PON
out your Course, | send plans and directions which
have helped many make from $200 to $500 a year In

spare time while” learning. / "
ed N OW RB'VA(IDS

g A. 7 regair ir
f, » ® many |o Radio

*  sets when |
64 PAGE BOOK

was on my tenth lesson and

' }aavyef?radme Rl courss GOOD FOR BOTH sampLE Lesson

also m |nstrumen

really do seeh r}ow yoﬁ
can give so much for sucl i
a smgall amount of money, Mr.»J. E. SM!TH, P.resment, D_ept. OF09
| made $800 in a year and National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C.
a half, and 1 have made an
average of $10 to $20 a Dear Mr. Smith: Mall me FREE, without obligation, your Sample Lesson and
week — just spare time.” 64-page book, ich Rewards in Radio” which tells about Radio's spare time aud full-
JOHN JERRY. 1529 Arapa— time opponunmes and explains your 50-50 method of trainins men at home to be Radio
hoe St., Denver, Colo. Technicians. No salesman WI|| call. (Please write or print plainly.)
NAME LAGE...

ADDRESS-
2FR

CITY-
tiH rrrrrrrrtvivYaM M VW AYISMM MV UITUNILTIH TLLETTIEW M LHTHTU aaiH iainM i



The Thrill Scoop of the Veor!

ROD THE JURCLE mURDERS
n BRnnn-iiEui cbuipiete houei

By EUGRR RICE BURROUGHS

AMERICA’S MOST POPULAR AUTHOR

turfll inglthe Jumne Issue of

NOW ON SALE - 10/ — AT ALL STANDS



TRAIN TO QUALIFY FOR

RADIOTH B

A Flexible Plan to Fit Your

Immediate Needs

National Schools’ training is planned to fit a/our present circumstances.

You can master 10, Te evision, Soul

exc usive plan. Actual shop and studlo tralnlng

I gfo c?nnot Lﬁ;rlvre'eéj&you Oljpreseréte
verii Ign g and- Alwdys-interas

IEVIOUS pre aratl n have

it
te raining given exclusively b yNat%rM

ed trades by Natignals
so _complete tramln
d income, A def I{%

b ol

he tho ou
ocate gI t

a t e heart of ofe-of the most active centers of Radio in the

A MilHon-Ooltar Institution

Think of the advantages of a million-
dollar school. You can learn
thing about Radio, from building and
repairing receivers and transmitters
to every phase of operation. Such

training fits you for choice Radio posi-

tions—on land, water or in the air.
A chance for adventure and good pay.

National Schools offers you fully illus-
literature about the opportu-

trated
nities for fascinating and highly paid
employment in Radio, Television,
Sound Recording and related activities.

NATIONAL SCHOOLS. Dept. TGR-8
4000 South Figueroa Street, Los Angeles, Calit
Request for Free Literature on Radio aad TeUvilina.

every-

Pre-Tested Training for You

For 35 years National Schools, recog-
nized leader in Trade instruction, has
helped wide-awake men to success.
Transportation allowance offered from
any point in U. without extra cost.
Earn room and board while learning.
More than 35,000 graduates hare been
assisted. Natlonal Schools will supply
you with a sincere, honest statemerit
of facts about the opportunities in
Radio and Television ‘and show how
you can earn more pay. No exaggera-
tions; no misstatements. Pre-tested,
easy-to-learn methods. Amazmlg facts
are” yours for the asking. Simply mail
the “coupon for free Tliterature. No
obligation.

We are definitely

Interested in help-

ing men of limited
income and “Blind
Alley” job holders.

COMMAND ANY
OF THESE JOBS

Radio Expert
Radio Broadcasting
Sound
Talking Pictures
Studio Technician

Television Technician

Complete Course
Qualifies You

National Schools' training
is complete, including full
instruction in  Electrical
Circuits, Broadcasting,
Tubes, Receivers, Trouble
Shooting, Antennas, Public
Address Systems, Micro-
phones, Amplifiers, Loud
Speakers, Recording, Tele-
vision Oscillators. Modula-
tion, Transmitters, Projec-
tion—everything to qualify
you for the job you want
in stations, studios, service
shops, factories and at sea.

NATIONAL SCHOOLS

LOS ANGELES, CALIF.

(Established 1905)



NMELECTRICITY

WEEKS TRAINING
THIS QUICK EASIER WAY

ACTUAL SHOP WORK-

Haveyoueverj]reamedoPfiotdingdown fi P nsi
a good Rayjo —that} would give you A/TjC. LfiOf<€
all'the thingsin life you wanted? If so, quitdreaming and
owenareforsuch ajob.Electricity offersyou arealjobana
il future If }/un will gre are ¥0urse|f by training to
yourplace In this giantindusStry
‘reatmy school youare trained in 13 weeks tor you*
startforabetter joband areal future. You aretrainecpp
real electrical machlnery and equipment. You woilk
on generators, motors, dynamos, you wire houses, wind
annatures, etc. You also gettralnlng in Diesel, Electric
Refrlgeratlon and Air Condltlomng plus an extra 4
weeks course In Radio. M ethods malt> it easy to
learn—Firstyouare told how to do a thing—then you are
shown how to do it—that you do the work yourself.

I’LL FINANCE YOUR TRAINING

You can getthistraining first—then pay
forthe mostofItafteryou graduate:

If you need part time work to help with
living expenses, we will help you ret It. After
graduation you get lifetime employment service.
AncornforfrM jA2gsndM dettM sj

] SOOSJPaana St., Dept. AO-84

' Dear LeW|s Send me the book that tells -
» tne story of you® training gad your offer to help n
I get this training

s NAME e
J ADDRESS. . 1

/ﬁﬂm-nnrmmrmmmmmmmrrﬂ

SONG & SONG POEM WRITERS

We want original songs, poems and Igrics with commercial aneaI
ric:

for recordings. UPPLY MELODIES for poems and
accepted. Monthly awards for best sougs. HOLLYWOOD RECO
IN6 STUDIOS, Dept. S2, Box 87, Preuss Sta,,

FREE! TO INVENTORS4

NOWI FREE to inventors—an amazing beautifully illua-L
trated 3?-rage booh which gives “inside” information/
on inventing forJJrofn No coat. No obligation. Write/
for our book to

SCENT TOOL CO Dept TR, CINCINNATI. OHIO

Earn Extra Moneyat& me

Wentworth torial Co., Ltd.,

supplies, works INSTANTLY Off any light
socket. Does a thousand and one repair jobs
atamazingly LOW COSTon ilaminom.iron,
Steel and other metals. Indispensable tot
Auto, BOdK and Fender Repairs” and home
repairs—Bhop, facto? farm, engineer, jani-
tor, sheet metal, radio and blcycle repairs.
Anyone can handle without previous expen-

SA"fefclO-MY HOMETRIAL

W ritestonca for Special Introductory Low Thee OF

fer. Try Sin XElectric Torch for 10 days at omnsk

argetone frée byJsetpinc to Intreduce WEELRETR
CHC ~HZ.Michigan Ave., cmcago

Los Angeles, Callf.

Increase your income at home by new,
simple Wentworth Tempera Colormethod,
We instruct you and supply you with
work. Write today for FREE BOOKLET.

Dept. 160, Hamilton, Ont.

THE SINISTER
DR. CYCIOPS!

Y QURDR o %etr(g vsylll s00Nn be featur-

strange drama
of me |n ature on the scr en. But
you can rea |s sart r[%sog/ FIRST
vUnen I—fén Kuttner star fantasy au%mr
brin u a. complete science fiction
novelet you will never forget!

UR. CYCLOPS is the dramatic stol
a suen%st vested with unemZH

mraﬂ%e UB ? a¥ experlments are r(){odu%p

(T}/?n ops a |eves hIS master secret—men
anE)I%ﬂCYCLOPS is packed with thrills

Read it in the June

THRILLING WONDER
STORIES

NOW ON SALE 15/ AT ALL STANDS



No SIR! - ATLAS
Makes Muscles Grow

I Fast/ rrrrore

Will You Let He
PROVE | Can Moke YOU
a NewNan?

LET ME START SHOWING RESULTS FOR YOU

I Whata

«r - ( 5 inches fferenee:

of new
Muscle

“My arms Increased I'A", “y—
mm- chest 2'/i", forearm % .5 #rtwpfnded!t®)—nF.2/.,

-C s-w V>

For quick results

Here’s what ATLAS | recommend
1 did for ME/ > S-n m CHARLES
O- ATLAS

“Am sending snapshot show-
ing wonderful progress. Cer-

talnli/ recommend you for qulck CHARLES
results’ ATLAS
Arecemphoto
GAINED of Cnarle
Atlas, tW|ce
29 winner and
o s hollder othEe
o title e
POUNDS: Wo{ld ? Moat
“Tour method gives Perfectl
veloped
John Jacobs Iong smooth muscle.

When | started, |
Weighed only 141. Now

7-Day TRIAL OFFER f

I could fill this whole magazine with en-
thusiastic reports from OTHERS. But what THIS STERLING
you want to know is—“What can Atlas do g'l';/‘éENRAVCVLAﬁ( BE'T’\f].G
for ME?” ; Tstands

valuable cup stands
Find out—at my risk! Just give me a about 11" high on a
7 day trial. Just one week!—and even |n mahogany base:
that short_time 1Nl start glvaq RESU | will ‘award it to my pupil who makes
ND it will be the kind of SULTS that lhe[hmosl}1 |mpro¥e{rﬁem in hll?] development
K/(I)EAéungEan %ne else)l can SEE, FEEL, within the next three months CHARLES ATLAS. Dept. 776.
with a tape!

115 East 23rd Street,

FREE BOOK ! e e

h : wankt the proof thefn DYNAMIC leENFAONh Wlin
m help make a new man of me—give me a healthy, hus
Yself was once a 97-pound weakling—sickly, half-alive. " g, and big muscle developmgent Send me y):)ur fre%e,
Then discovered “Dynamic Tension." And | twice won the L book, “Everlasting Health, and Strength”"—and full
title, “The World’s Most Perfectly Developed Man” | J details of your 7-DAY Trial Offer.
“Dynamic Tension” has done so much for other fellows that
I simply ask you to let me prove that it can make a new man
of YOU—that it can start new inches of power pushing out | NamMe .. e s s :
your chest—build up your shoulders to champion huskiness— (Please print or write plainly)
put new, hard, firm "muscles on your biceps — make those
stomach muscles of yours hard ridges! | Address — )
Why not risk a posta&e stamp ? Send coupon for my 48-| page
illustrated FREE NCE! Address me pérsonall .
Charles Atlas, Dept. 776, 115 E. 23rd Street, New York, N. I City s State




AUDELS Carpenters
and Builders Guides

Inside Trade Information On:

vols.$6

Carpenters, Bui . ..
... Buildin* Mechanics a
Il Woodworkers. These
Guides rive you the short-cut
instructions that you want—
including new methods, ideas,
solutions, plans, systems and
money caving euxxeetion*. Aa
easy proaresaive course lot the
apprentice and student.
practical _daily helper _and
Quick Reference for the master
Worker.  Carpenters every-
where are usin* these Guides
as a Helping Hand to Easier
Work. Better Work and Bat-
ter Pay. To cat this asawt-

onoo 10r yourself,_simply il
in_and mail the FREE CGU-
PON ' below*

How to use the Bteel square—How to £Ha arid set
saws—How to build furniture—flow to use a
mitre box—How to use the chalk line—How to use
rales and scales- -How to makejoims—b(:arpemers

Arithmetic—Solving mensuration problem

s—Es-

timating strength of timhara—How to fifth girdera
and sills—Howto frame houses and roofs—How to
estimate costs—How to build houses, barns, gar-

e?es* bungalows, etc.—How to read and draw
plans—Drawing up Bpeclfications—How_to

ex-

cavate—How to use settings 12, 13 and 17 on the

steel square—How to huild hoists and sca
skylight*—How to build stairs—How to

ffolds—
put on

inferfor trim—How to hang doors—How to lath -

lay floors—How to paint

THEO. AUDEL & CO,, 43W. 23rd St,, New York City

Mail Audsls Carpenters and Builders Guides, 4 vols,, on 7 days' free trial. O.H>
| will remit$1in 7 days, and 51 monthly until 86is paid. Otherwise 1will return them*

Na obligation unless’1 am satisfied

Occupation

Hith School Course
at

ome

Many finish in 2 Years

Enllrancec I% c'ollege. Slandartli
iploma. Credit for H. S_subjects alre
AT Sedit e Gudbisatatie .rv
SRSl Vot gy niuty st secall, Bom pe

%&ﬁ'ﬁu’ng novy. &ree Bulistin on rg‘anes . No o‘f)'ﬁggﬁon' Tt your
American School, Dept. HA-58, Drexel, at 58th, Chicago

BE A PASSENGER TRAFFIC INSPECTOR

Railway and Bus— Study in Spare Time
You can qualify by our simple, home-study course

as Railway Traffic” Inspector and earn up to
per month plus expenses at start. We place
uates or refund tuition. Agreeable, interesting
Free Booklet describes our 21 years’ experten
this_service. STANDARD
INSTITUTE, Olv. 8508, Buffalo, N. Y.

$135
grad-
work.
0e in

BUSINESSY RAINING

cA jPaugh on

Svery“Page

Now on Sale 25C At All Stands

EXCITING STORIES OF THE
WAR ON ESPIONAGE

IN AMERICA

in

AGenTS MAKEMONEY  THRILLING  SPY

start_making mon-

ey at once" in

simple, pleasant,

all year "round

business, distribut-

ing home necessi-

ties, Over 200 fast

selling, quick re-

Eeallng. nationally

nown prod ucts

guaranteed to sat-

isfy. Earnings start very

first day with my sure-fire

Plan and big Outfit, includ-

mﬁ a large assortment of

full size packages. Full or
t time. Liberal credit

plan, Old-eetabUshed com-

pany. Write quick for my Offer,

E. J. MILLS, 1717 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, O.

STORIES

ON SALE EVERYWHERE

AT ALL STANDS



chmerica*s (New — ACCOUNTANCY

Favorite!

OPPORTUNITY DAYS

for the Trained ACCOUNTANT!

ITH new state and federal legislation requiring
more accurate accounting from businesses than
ever before, the trained accountant is certainly a man
to be envied. Much in demand, member of “America’s
best-paid profession,” an_important figure in affairs,
he is one of the most influential and necessary indi-
viduals in the whole business scheme! =~ .
His is a profession YOU may be considering at this
NOW ON SALE 1 0 / A'|' ALL STANDS moment. If so, don’t fail also to consider critically
how, when, and from whom you will secure ?/our
ngher Accountancy training. Consider particularly

LaSalle’s record of more than 500,000 Accountancy-
trained men and women during the past thirty years
t_ta' record unsurpassed by any othereducational insti-

H ution.

TO ur Star-..Qu Ide fo r Remember, too, how numerous are the available
accountancy schools and courses in the country. Yet,
despite thisfact, approximatelyone-tenthofallC'P.A.’s

H ' have been student members of LaSalle.
t e n tl re T ear As to the training itself, you will find it absolutely
= complete; from Elements through to Accounting
Systems, and a choice of twelve post-graduate elec-
tives, including C. P. A. Coaching that qualifies you
V thoroughly.

Spare-time study does it all! No interference with
V your present work'and a careful analysis of thousands
of student histories reveals that someé have realized, in
V increased later earnings, as hlé;h as $50 returns on

every hour devoted to such study. .
V If ‘you are actually in earnest—are willing to work
hti devotedly for your future success, look into this

/S*1940 subject carefully, thoughtfully, and from ever%_angle.

Full information_and "a 48-page survey of this op-
portunity field will be sent you on request

Sign and mail coupon for complete details

\% LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
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As the knife struck the master criminal his machine gun came up to threaten the Ghost
(Chap. W ill)
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MURDER MAKES
A GHOST

By GEORGE CHANCE

Author of “Calling the Ghost,” “The Ghost Strikes Again,” etc.

CHAPTER |

Death Haunts the House
HEN I got wind of this par-
W ticular murder case, | was ac-
tually in no position to get
wind of anything. At the time Com-
missioner of Police Edward Standish
called me on the phone to tell me
about it, | was sealed up in a coffin.
If you’ve ever been bothered by a per-

4 Complete Book

Length
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sistently ringing phone when you’re in
the bath tub, you have a very faint no-
tion of the inconvenience of my posi-
tion. Because, you see, the coffin | was
in was at the bottom of a water tank
in the basement of my brownstone
house on East Fifty-fourth Street.
Also, | was a bit hampered by a set
of leg irons and a pair of handcuffs. In
short, | was having a tough enough
time to assist myself, let alone the
troubled Commissioner Standish.

Mystery Novel
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It was my friend and assistant, Glenn
Saunders, who finally answered the
phone. Glenn was standing by the
water tank just in case my thirty min-
ute option on life ran out before I could
escape from the coffin.

Such is the life of George Chance, the
Magician—continually working out
new tricks and practicing the old ones.
This coffin and water tank escape de-
pends a whole lot upon Houdini’s prin-
ciple of controlled breathing. Unless
you practice it once in a while, you're
apt to lose the hang of it and put your-
self in a nasty spot.

As for the life of George Chance, the
Ghost—that phone call typifies it. The
Ghost is always being dragged into
bizarre mysteries that happen in and
around New York. Perhaps | shouldnt
say “dragged in,” for he goes willingly
enough, pursuing his avocation of crime
detection even harder, sometimes, than
his profession of magic.

Glenn Saunders beat on the steel tank
with a hammer, knocking out a code
message. Ned Standish, | gathered,
was up to his ears in a murder mystery
and wanted to talk to me. That was
all, but it was enough to put a spur into
me. Standish never called the Ghost
in on the unimportant or the ordinary.
I got out of the coffin and tank in record
time.

Perhaps | would not have been so
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Into Action With His

eager had | known that there would be
times in the near future when | would
look back with longing for the compar-
ative safety of that coffin in the water.

Dripping wet, a bit chilly with noth-
ing on but a pair of trunks, | snatched
up the basement phone extension.

“Yes, Ned?”

And the story Ned Standish re-
counted to me, shifts the scene to the
abode of a certain Peter Kendle in the
Bronx.

ETER KENDLE, owner of the
Kendle Trucking and Transfer
Company, paced the living room of his
house on Haight Street. He gave the
impression of an individual in the proc-
ess of being quietly frightened to
death—a thin gypsy of a man with a
long face, sardonic lips, up-slanted
black brows, and calf-brown eyes, who
was afraid of something he couldn’t see.
Racially, Peter Kendle seemed to be-
long to that vaguely outlined district
between the Ukraine and the southern
tip of the Balkans. Financially, he
might have been expected to live in
something swankier than this nice yel-
low brick house in the Bronx.

He was wearing slacks and a yellow
silk dressing gown, the latter enhanc-
ing his foreign appearance. He paced
the floor deliberately, like a man who
tries to hide his nervousness even from
himself. His twitching fingers were
clasped behind him.

He was not alone.

The small, washed-out man with the
yellow-brown eyes who sat in a teak
chair and toyed with the carvings on
the arms was Mr. Samson Andros. Mr,
Andros looked as though he would be
of slight help to anybody, yet he had
helped himself quite nicely in a financial
way. He was one of the key men of
the manufacturing concern of Paton &
Andros.

George Paton, on the other side of
the room, was more impressive. He
was as short as Andros but thick-
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bodied. His shoulders were like halved
watermelons. He had one of those
beefy necks that was being sliced into
by a wing collar.

Still another of the very nervous Mr.
Kendle’s guests was Calvin Pieper, cor-
poration lawyer—a man with pink
cheeks, a fit-at-forty look, white hair
and no visible eyebrows.

Finally there was the furtive man
with the red nose, who mumbled his
words into his collar and seemed to
have had a little too much to drink—
Dr. Stockbridge, physician and sur-
geon, semi-retired.

The florid George Paton and the
pink-and-white Calvin Pieper talked
business in a general way—merely to
make conversation. Dr. Stockbridge
frequently put his red nose into his
glass of whiskey and soda. Andros sat
quietly, watching his pacing host with
ugly yellow-brown eyes.

As Peter Kendle passed him once
again, he leaned forward and took up
a fistfull of the dressing gown. Kendle

stopped, looked down. Andros darted
a glance at the others and then his col-
orless lips formed words for Kendle’s
ears alone.

“Any more warnings, Peter?”

Kendle nooded slowly.

“We’re marked,” he said. “l am, at
least. And if | am, it can’t be long be-
fore the others—”

OUDLY from the other side of the
room. George Paton’s harsh voice
cutin:
“Where’s that remarkable Swede
bodyguard of yours, Kendle?”
Kendle turned.
“Owen Marsh isn’t a Swede,” he ob-

jected.

“Looks like one,” Paton said. “Same
thing. Where is he?”

“My servant is out for the evening,
so Marsh happens to be mixing drinks
in the kitchen.”

“Good,” Dr. Stockbridge mumbled.
“Nothing like a drink now and then.”

“Looks as though you needed a
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drink, Kendle,” Calvin Pieper said,
smiling broadly. “What’s all this about
warnings? Sorry, but | happened to
overhear that remark Mr. Andros made
to you. And you’ve got us on edge with
your everlasting pacing.”

Kendle looked sharply at Andros and
then at George Paton. It was as if
phantom wires linked the three men’s
eyes—wires along which mental mes-
sages were telegraphed. Kendle ran a
hand through his thin, dark hair. There
was sweat on his brow.

“It’s a voice,” he said, his own voice
high and scratchy like a slate pencil
moving along a blackboard. “I hope it
comes tonight. Because if I’m the only
one who hears it, then I’'m a very sick
man.”

Kendle jerked his head toward Stock-
bridge.

“That’s why you’re here, Doctor—to
help me if I’'m sick. And you, Pieper—
well, I may want to make my will if
this danger is something real.”

“You ought to call in the police,”
Pieper said distinctly.

“Owen Marsh is perfectly capable of
protecting me,” Kendle said. “If,” he
added, “the danger is a tangible thing.”

“You calling me, Mr. Kendle?”

In the doorway of the living room
appeared a tall, chesty man with a foot-
ball player’s build. Owen Marsh was
blond, flat-faced. He had heavy brows
and curiously brilliant blue eyes. His
eyes compensated for his lax lower lip,
which gave him a not-too-bright ex-
pression.

Marsh’s huge fists were awkwardly
clamped on the edge of a large tray
which carried bottles, decanters, and
two soda syphons.

“| just brought the stuff right in here,
Mr. Kendle,” he said. “When | mix
drinks, | get to taking too many sam-
ples. 1 got to stay sober, don’t 1?”

Kendle smiled a little and nodded at
Marsh. There was strange companion-
ship between the dark gypsy who was
Kendle and this blond muscle-man who
was his bodyguard.

“So,” said Marsh, “suppose the gents
mix their own poison.”

“Poison?”

Samson Andros tasted the word on
his colorless lips. His small body
shuddered. It was not a tactful word
to use in the already strained atmos-
phere.

Kendle mixed the drinks, passed
them out.

HE thing happened then—the

whispering voices! At first they
were low, but they were audible
and brought a sudden silence to the
men in the room. Dr. Stockbridge
lifted his glass with a trembling hand.
Who was speaking—what man, what
ghost? The voices grew louder—Dr.
Stockbridge gave up drinking, tried to
balance his glass on the arm of a chair,
dropped it to the rug where it over-
turned and dribbled beads of liquid on
the thick nap.

The voices that came out of the dead
air were muffled and weak, as though
the dead in some graveyard crypt were
arguing among themselves.

On George Paton’s face a sick smile
had frozen; it was as ugly as the grin
of a skull. Andros got up from his chair
and edged closer to Paton. Some of
the pink drained out of Calvin Pieper’s
face. Pieper looked at Stockbridge.
The doctor’s furtive glance ducked
away to follow Kendle, who had
stepped to the front window, where he
seemed to be listening intently.

But the voices were not coming from
the window. The voices were inside
that room—voices that babbled and
clamored, yet spoke no sense.

“Listen,” Dr. Stockbridge rasped,
“does anybody understand that stuff?
It sounds fuddled to me, but maybe I’'m
a bit tight. Can anybody understand?”

“It’s crazy stuff,” said Owen Marsh.
“Aint it, Mr. Kendle?”

“You werent imagining things any-
way, Kendle,” Calvin Pieper said, ner-
vously. “We all hear them. But what
kind of gibberish—"
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And then, remarkably enough, all
within the room could understand the
ghostly whispering—the whispering
gibbering was coming in English!

“My shadow lies upon you from the
ends of the earth. My shadow is death
to you who have wronged my house.
For every stain upon my house there
shall be a stain of fresh blood to match.
And one shall die tonight. Beware—"

Silence cut sharply through the sen-
tence. A silence that was absolute. And
suddenly the room was plunged into
total darkness. There was a single
sharp dot of sound from the blackness
outside the house, like a period to the
unfinished sentence. There was no
flash of flame—nothing but that sharp,
distant sound that could only have come
from a gun.

Owen Marsh jumped toward the win-
dow, cursing. The silhouette of Peter
Kendle, which had been pasted against
the dim light-glow for an instant, had
been wiped out. Kendle was on the
floor.

“Blood!” Marsh’s voice sounded
sharply. “It’s Kendle. He’s hit. Some-
body give me a hand.”

“Get him to the couch in the study,”
Calvin Pieper snapped.

The lawyer stumbled forward, got
his hands on Kendles legs, helped
Marsh lift the man.

LICKERING flame from George

Paton’s lighter guided them into
the next room. They stretched Kendle
out on the couch. Andros shouted for
Dr. Stockbridge. The drunken doctor
staggered forward. Whispering sounds
came from Kendle’s lips:

“No good.”

“What’s no good, Peter?” Andros
asked quietly.

“I—I’'m dying.” Kendle’s eyes stared
fixedly at the flame of Paton’s lighter,
his gaze going out toward it as if to
some distant star.

Dr. Stockbridge elbowed Andros out
of the way, all but fell down on his
knees in front of the couch. He

fumbled for Kendle’s wrist, trying to
feel the pulse. Kendle was trying to
speak and Stockbridge’s head bent low
over the man’s lips.

“What’s he saying?” Andros de-
manded, his voice shrill.

“Something about jewels,” the doctor
mumbled. "1 think just the one word
jewels’. He—he’s dead.”

Paton’s lighter went out, but Paton’s
deep voice sounded from the darkness.

“Oh God!” he said, and covered his
face with both hands.

CHAPTER I
Vanishing Dead

Y the time Inspector

Magnus and his

Homicide Squad ar-

rived at the Kendle

house in Haight

Street, Owen Marsh

had replaced a short-

ed fuse and repaired

the lights. Magnus

tramped through the

confusion in the living room and en-

tered the study where the body lay
alone.

He stooped ponderously over the
couch with its dead Mr. Kendle, reached
out puffy finger's toward Kendle’s
wrist, felt for the pulse, could not find
it, then suddenly jerked around. The
door of the study had been quietly
opened.

Standing in the door, wearing an un-
necessary top coat and flop hat, was a
figure well known and not to well loved
by Inspector Magnus. The man was
Ronald Wick, a police reporter on the
Trib, and at the present time a portion
of his shrewd, hatchet-edged face was
hidden by his Graflex camera.

As Magnus uttered a roar and
lunged at the reporter, the flash gun on
the camera popped off and Wick had
taken a pix of the corpse and possibly
Inspector Magnus along with it.

Wick didnt begin his retreat soon
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enough. Magnus managed to get his
hands on the camera. He wrestled it
out of Wick’s grasp, booted Wick out
of the door, and then followed him into
the living room where he could issue
orders for Wick to be taken in hand
by the cops.

To be perfectly sure that no one got
near the body until after the medical
examiner had taken a look, Magnus
cautiously locked the door of the study
and went to the telephone to see what
was detaining Dr. Robert Demarest.

AGNUS finally located Demarest
at Belleview Hospital.

“On my way,” said Demarest. Mag-
nus grunted, was about to hang up
when he heard the sound of breaking
glass. He dropped the phone, bounced
into the living room in time to see Sam-
son Andros and George Paton pound-
ing at the door of the study where the
body lay.

“Here, what goes on?” Magnus bel-
lowed.

Andros shrivled at the sound of the
inspector’s voice, but George Paton
turned from the door in defiance.

“Didn’t you hear?” Paton shouted.
“Somebody in there broke something—
a piece of glass.”

“You're crazy! There’ only a dead
man in there.”

“Sounded like a window,” Attorney
Pieper suggested.

Magnus crowded Paton and Andros
aside, rattled the doorknob. He took
a moment to recall locking the door.
His mind was a whirlpool of impossible
conjectures. There wasn’t anybody in
that room. There was a body but not
anybodK.

On the third stab, Magnus got the
key into the lock, twisted it, stepped
into the room. His eyes went first of
all to the couch. The corpse wasnt
there! His eyes went to the window.
The pane had been shattered!

Magnus got to the window, quickly,
saw at once that the glass had been
smashed from the inside. Short hairs

on the back of his neck stood up. No
one could have smashed that window
from the inside except Peter Kendle!
Peter Kendle, was as dead as the pro-
verbial doornail. Dr. Stockbridge had
so pronounced. He, Magnus, had felt
for the pulse and found none—

Magnus looked out the window, and
what he saw sent his logical and un-
imaginative brain into a whirl. A car
was rolling out of the Kendle drive.
Fluttering over the sill of the driver’s
open window was the yellow sleeve of
a silk dressing gown!

Magnus would have dived through
the window if it hadn’t been for the
saw-tooth edges of glass still clinging
to the frame. He turned, dashed back
through the room, upsetting a glassy-
eyed Dr. Stockbridge and knocking the
wind out of George Paton.

He went through the living room,
into the little hall, out the front door.
He was conscious of the fact that he
was being followed by his own men
and also by the late Peter Kendle’s
guests, but he didnt look behind him.
His eyes were set on that fluttering bit
of yellow silk which he could see out the
window of the car now moving down
the street.

He scrambled under the wheel of his
official car, made a loop turn that
brought him around to follow the
Kendle car, now picking up speed as it
turned left at the first corner. Magnus
spurted, and then, as he dragged off on
his speed in order to make the curve,
he heard a crash and a shriek of tor-
tured metal.

He rounded the curve, saw the Ken-
dle car cracked up against the side of a
concrete garage. More than that, he
saw a flash of pale silk on the tall figure
of a man disappearing around the end
of the garage!

Magnus braked almost in the middle
of the street. His heart was leaping
around in his thick chest. In his police
career, he had chased everything from
a small boy who had stolen a bottle of
milk to a number one public enemy, but
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George Chance

N the last issue of THE GHOST George Chance tackled the perplexing problem of

the lisping man murders. We are happy now to present his third memoir, MURDER
MAKES A GHOST, in which his courage, cleverness and skill continue to shine brightly
despite his innate modesty.

Seldom has a new magazine been greeted with the enthusiasm that marked the first
public reception of THE GHOST. This gratifying response was a tribute to George
Chance— master of criminology and magic whose exploits are always fascinating.

George Chance, writing about himself, doesn't brag— but he cannot stop us from
bragging about him. He cannot stop us from saying that he ranks at the top of his
profession— the profession once graced by Harry Houdini, master of the escape tech-
nique.

In employing his magical talents in his crime-fighting role as THE GHOST, George
Chance has perhaps done more in the service of the Law than any other crusader for
justice. Small wonder that criminals quake at the prospect of tangling with THE GHOST
— savant of the science of criminology, remorseless crime-tracker and criminal-catcher.
When THE GHOST walks, the underworld stirs into deadly life to combat him.

Remember these things when you read this and future memoirs of George Chance.
You see, this modest, kindly, humorous magician is a far bigger man that he makes
himself out to be. He won't say so himself. That's why we are once again saying it for
him.

— THE EDITOR.
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this was the first time he had ever
chased a corpse. And if Peter Kendle
wasn’t dead, this Dr. Stockbridge, who
was apparently the personal physician
of Kendle and Paton and Andros, had
fools for patients, and he, Magnus, had
insensitive claws for fingers.

Some of Magnus’ men were follow-
ing behind him on the run. He waved
them on and gave chase. Behind the
concrete block garage was a wilderness
of shrubs. Everything there was as
still as a church. Magnus got out his
flashlight and sprayed its beam around.
The yard wasnt as big as he had
thought at first and most of the shrubs
were too small to conceal a full grown
man.

Magnus rounded the house that
fronted this miniature forest. Owen
Marsh, doubled up close under his
shoulders and powerful chest thrown
back, was running toward him.

“Hey!” Magnus shouted.

Marsh pulled up. His blue eyes be-
came brilliant in the beam of Magnus’
flash. Close behind Marsh was George
Paton.

“W-w-was it the murderer?” Paton
panted.

“Murderer, hell!” Magnus exploded.
“It was the murder—I mean the corpse.
It was Kendle, damn it T’

CHAPTER 111
I Go Ghosting

DT all of this came to
me over the phone

while [I" listened to
Commissioner Stand-
ish. | picked up a

good deal of it later,

in the course of the

investigation. But

that’s the gist of

what went on before

the Ghost got called out of his under-
water coffin.

If it takes a thief to catch a thief,

Standish had good reason to believe one

ghost might have a chance to catch an-
other ghost. Was Kendle dead? The
question was up in the air. Neverthe-
less the tentative status of the case was
one of murder—Dr. Stockbridge had
pronounced Kendle dead, Magnus had
found no pulse. Perhaps Dr. Stock-
bridge had been too drunk, perhaps
Magnus would have found the pulse if
he had not been interrupted by Wick.
Who knew?

I hung up and turned to Glenn Saun-
ders.

Every time | look at Glenn | see a
reflection of myself, almost as though
I were looking into a mirror. For he is
tall, broad-shouldered and lean-waisted.
His hair is wavy and red-gold as mine
is. He has the same broad forehead
and high cheek bones; the same thin
nose.

Glenn Saunders is my identical
double—the ablest assistant a stage
magician can have and certainly the
most vital accessory to the Ghost. You
see, in Glenn Saunders | have the per-
fect alibi. Crime strikes. The Ghost
is called. | hit the trail in the disguise
of the Ghost. Presto—Glenn Saunders
steps into the shoes of George Chance,
lives the life of Chance, proves to the
underworld, if it ever has cause to think
so, that its ghastly Nemesis, the Ghost,
simply can't be George Chance.

So Glenn Saunders has deliberately
shucked his own identity to become my
double. And his reward lies in one
word—magic. All Saunders asks in re-
turn for the service he does me is a
complete working knowledge of magic.
And he gets it.

George Chance has some reputation
in the magical world. My youth in the
circus gave me a start in the field. With
magic as my ladder, I climbed from an
obscure sideshow mentalist and fire-
eater up to vaudeville, night club acts,
and finally toured the world with my
Own magic revue.

Finally | established the School of
Magic in New York, where many stu-
dents study the art and buy their gim-



MURDER MAKES A GHOST 23

micks from me. The resultant income
enables me to give many public per-
formances for benefits without personal
profit.

Glenn Saunders looked at me. “Some-
thing- interesting?”

“Yes. A corpse that got up and
walked. You'll have to stand-in for
me, Glenn. Standish wants me in a
hurry. Don* forget I'm slated for the
Milk Fund Benefit tomorrow night. In
case I’'m not back, you’ll have to put on
the show.”

LENN took his briar pipe out of

his mouth and put it aside on a
work bench. This signified clearer than
any words that he was stepping into
George Chance’s identity. He would
have to forego the pleasure of pipe
smoking until | was through ghosting,
for I smoke only cigars and cigarettes.

"Good ghosting, George,” he said.
“I’ll take care of things.”

| dressed quickly and left the house
under cover of darkness. On East Fifty-
fifth Street, a short walk from the home
of George Chance, | came to the home
of the Ghost.

The place looks its part. In the
shadow of towering church steeples is
the square brick house once used as a
rectory for the church pastor. The
place always displays a FOR RENT
sign, but any possible inquirers are dis-
couraged by the absurdly high rental
price. | own the place and | encourage
its reputation for being haunted. In
the basement of this apparently unoc-
cupied rectory is the headquarters of
the Ghost.

I hurried around the side of the house
to the basement stairway, unlocked a
door, went down the dim flight, un-
locked a second door. The apartment
disclosed isn’t anything like the gloomy
exterior. It’s nicely furnished and en-
tirely livable.

It has to be, because if a mystery in-
vestigation drags on for any length of
time, this basement of the rectory must
serve as my home. To continually step

in and out of my own identity would
only be adding unnecessary risk to
what is dangerous enough business al-
ready.

In this rectory basement there is a
small room devoted entirely to the
Ghost’s large wardrobe and collection
of makeup materials. Impersonation is
one of the best defensive weapons
against a world of crime. | got my
foundation in it early training in the
circus.

Ventriloquism and voice impersona-
tion, which dovetail so nicely with the
mastery of disguise, | had picked up
from that sideshow artist, Professor
Gabby, bless his dummy. All told, |
was well equipped to slide from one
alias to another.

One of my favorite disguises is the
one which | now assumed—that of Dr.
Stacey. As Dr. Stacey, | was known
to the police as a friend of Commis-
sioner Standish and Medical Examiner
Demarest—an unofficial adviser, if you
will, to these two experts.

A few deft touches with a lining pen-
cil added signs of approaching age to
the comers of my eyes. Metal “plump-
ers” filled the hollows of my cheeks and
assisted in making Dr. Stacey’s voice
depart sufficiently from the tones of
George Chance. A false moustache
that was going into gray gave me the
dignity of years, as did the grayish
powder which | scattered through my
hair. Then, for a touch of professional
wisdom, | mounted a pair of Oxford
glasses on my nose.

GRAYED my eyebrows and

brushed them out, drew them to-
gether in a scowl and darkened the re-
sulting wrinkles with black pencil.
Then | changed to one of those re-
markable black suits worn in my alias
of the Ghost but which suited Dr.
Stacey well enough. The black suit is
well equipped with secret pockets and
numerous magical gimmicks which |
have found useful in moments of dan-
ger.
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The small automatic, with which |
am none too good a shot, though | am
constantly improving under the tute-
lage of Standish, was held by a clip at
the bottom of my coat. My knife, which
I handle a good deal better, went into
its place in my right sleeve.

| left the rectory, walked to Madison
Avenue, hailed a cab and taxied to Ho-
tel Penn.

Ned Standish was standing in front
of the hotel waiting. He gripped my
hand. His hard, close-set eyes drove
into my face. You can almost feel the
impact of the man’s gaze. The pro-
nounced muscles of his chops lent a thin
line to the lips beneath his precisely
trimmed square moustache.

“Get moving right away,” he said.
“I'm parked conveniently where |
shouldn’t be. Abusing my special priv-
ilege, | suppose.”

And he hurried me off to his official
car in which we were to drive up to
the Bronx.

So the Ghost began his figurative
walk—a pace that was destined shortly
to break into a run.

Inspector Magnus himself came
plodding to meet us as we alighted in
front of the yellow brick house of Peter
Kendle. He has always looked upon
Dr. Stacey as an unwanted meddler,
but | think tonight even the assistance
of Dr. Stacey would have been welcome
to him. Magnus looked like an artist’s
conception of “the baffled police” which
certain newspapers like to talk about.
His eyes were actually popping.

On the doorstep of the house were
several newspaper men, among them
this Ronald Wick who was a particular
pain in Magnus’ beefy neck. Wick
snatched at Magnus’ sleeve as we
passed.

“Give us a break, fats!” he whined
through his thin hatchet-blade nose.
“What about my camera?”

“Out of the way,” Magnus threat-
ened, “or I'll give you a break over your
head. When there’s any news to give
out, you'll all get it at the same time.”

Wick grinned maliciously at Magnus.

“You’re hanging onto the camera be-
cause you think the only time you’ll see
the run-away corpse again will be on
the filmP

Magnus reddened and pushed the
commissioner and me into the house.

Magnus had insisted on Kendle’s
guests remaining for the investigation,
though exactly what was being investi-
gated Magnus himself didn’t know. You
certainly couldn’t call it murder if there
wasn’t any corpse.

W E found Kendle’s guests divided
into two groups. Dr. Stock-
bridge, Owen Marsh, and George Paton
composed one group. On the other side
of the living room Samson Andros and
Attorney Calvin Pieper were giving in-
formation to one of Magnus’ detectives.

Magnus introduced the commissioner
and me. George Paton began to high-
pressure Standish to be permitted to
leave at once, and | got little attention
from any of them, which didnt dis-
please. | didn’t want attention. From
an obscure comer of the room | took
in Kendle’s guests one at a time. Per-
haps | was lurking, as befits a ghost.

| didnt take to George Paton at all.
I have never seen a frog smile, but if |
ever do, | shall be reminded of Paton.
And Dr. Stockbridge did not look like
a credit to the profession to which Dr.
Stacey was supposed to belong.

Calvin Pieper looked like a guileless
cherub. 1 judged the guilelessness to
be a mask.

The bodyguard, Marsh, talked too
much and too loudly.

Samson Andros was like a fine ex-
ample of what a diet of skim milk will
do to a man. He was a physical cow-
ard, no doubt, but behind those ugly
eyes, | would have wagered, was a
clever brain.

“Where did the shot come from,”
Standish asked Magnus.

“That open window.”

The answer had come from Owen
Marsh, not Magnus. Marsh had taken
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one too many bracers from the whiskey
decanter.

| walked to the window. | stood
there a moment beside the commis-
sioner. Since no one had seen the flash
of gunfire, the shot couldnt have come
from close range. But outside the win-
dow there was a wall of tall shrubs
which would certainly have screened

was pouring himself a drink and put a
hand on his arm. He scowled up at
me and pouted his full lips. He was a
big bruiser. He didn’t mix well with
alcohol.

“Been working for Kendle long?”
| asked.

"Two years. Not much of a job be-
cause nothing ever happened until to-

Tim lilted himself, one hand on the robe rail, and kicked out with both feet at the man
called Mack (Chap. X)

the window from any marksman across
the street—unless that marksman hap-
pened to be in a position of sufficient
elevation to shoot down and over the
top of the shrubs.

I think this was a point that Magnus
missed at the time, and he missed it be-
cause of the utter confusion into which
his mind had been thrown by a happen-
ing essentially inconceivable—the flight
of a corpse. | didn’t blame him.

| stepped back to where Owen Marsh

night. And then | wasn’t ready.”
“Use a gun well?”

E pulled a .45 Colt automatic and
put the muzzle of it to my nose.
“I didn’t kill him, if that’s what you
think. Smell the gun. Clean. Why
would 1 kill him? I'm out of a job.
And | don’t know if | could get back
on the Coast Guard or not.”
“You’re drunk,” | said.
“I’m getting that way,” he said, low-
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ering the gun. “l cant carry whiskey.
I wouldn't be drinking now, only seeing
Kendle get it in the neck, hearing those
damned ghost voices—hell, it got under
my hide.”

Marsh’s “hide” seemed pretty thick
to me. | walked over to the group
Standish was questioning. Calvin Pie-
per was telling about the ghost voices
speaking in some gibberish and then in
English. There was one word in the
gibberish part that had sounded famil-
iar, though he could not recollect it now
and had not been able to think of its
meaning when he had heard it.

“More like the name of something or
someone,” he said. “It may come to
me after a while.”

“Before he died,” Standish said—"if
he died—Kendle said something about
some jewels. Any jewels in the house?”

“Kendle wore a sparkler on his
finger,” Marsh said. “That’sall | know
about.”

Standish took me aside into the
study.

“It’s a lead,” he said. “Mighty con-
venient if this turned out to be a jewel
robbery. Give me something simple
every time.”

He looked at me for information.

“Maybe so, maybe not,” | said.
“There’s as much reason for looking for
a man named Jules. Jewels—Jules—
phonetically, spoken by a supposedly
dying man, they’re about the same. |
wouldn’t be surprised if, lifting the rock
off this case, a Jules crawled out.”

Magnus unlocked the door of the
study and we trooped in. The room
contained two large bookcases, a
lounge chair, reading lamp, and the
studio couch where the body had rested.
I went over to the broken window. The
glass had been smashed from the in-
side, all right, but what annoyed me
was the fact that the latch was wide
open. | studied Magnus through the
lenses of my Oxford glasses.

“Well,” the inspector asked irritably,
“what’s eating you, Doc?”

“Just my infernal curiosity again,” |

said. “Why would a man, dead or
otherwise, smash a window glass to get
out of this room when all he had to do
was raise the sash? It would have been
less dangerous and certainly less
noisy.”

“He was in a hurry,” Magnus said.
“His car was outside in the drive.”

“You don’t believe Kendle was dead,
do you, Inspector?”

“I don’t know what to believe. If he
was dead, someone killed him. If he
was dead, he couldn’t move. If he was

dead, someone took his body away. But
I saw him running. Tie that.”

“Then he wasnt dead. Isnt that the
logical conclusion, Inspector?”

Magnus snorted and left the room.
The others followed. 1 was the last
to leave, but no one saw me go, for |
went by way of the window through
which it was supposed the living corpse
of Kendle had gone.

HE house across the street was

owned by a Stephan Orestes. |
had learned that from scraps of con-
versation picked up in the Kendle living
room. The name had registered on my
mind at once. Stephan Orestes was one
of the most acute financiers in the city,
and quite as necessary to the future of
the firm of Paton & Andros as George
Paton and Samson Andros themselves.
Orestes, in fact, was treasurer of the
firm.

The police would undoubtedly elimi-
nate the name of Orestes from their list
of suspects, for he had an excellent
reputation. But what Magnus and his
men had missed was the fact that, be-
cause of the shrubbery in front of the
Kendle living room, a distant shot pass-
ing through the living room window
would have had to come from the roof
of the Orestes house!

That was the way | figured it, any-
way, and to prove my point | intended
to get up on the Orestes roof as soon
as possible.

The disguise of Dr. Stacey would no
longer have been convincing if the
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grave, gray doctor were caught climb-
ing up some gutter spout, so | had de-
termined to switch to the most useful
of all my disguises. | was about to be-
come that grinning, ghoulish character
known throughout the underworld as
the Ghost.

CHAPTER IV

| Face the Murder Gun

MAGICIAN de-
velops eyes on the
ends of his fingers. In
the shadow of Ken-
dle’s garage, my fin-
gers saw to it that
the identity of Dr.
Stacey merged with
that of the Ghost. |
got rid of the pads
that filled my naturally hollow cheeks,
removed glasses and moustache, dusted
the gray from hair and eyebrows.
From my makeup kit came a set of
celluloid shell teeth that fitted over my
own teeth. These shells were the color
of old ivory. Brown eye-shadow deep-
ened the pits of my eyes. Ovals of wire
inserted in each nostril tilted the tip
of my nose and the same eye-shadow
darkened the nostrils. Over my entire
face | applied a coating of heavy pow-
der that gave me a ghastly pallor.
Such is the makeup of the Ghost.
Simple, yes, but there’s a bit more to
the trick than that. In this makeup
with my black crusher hat pulled low,
| can pass unnoticed in a crowd, appear-
ing only as a person who has, perhaps,
had a bout or two with pneumonia. But
when | relax the muscles of my face,
let my lips part to show my skull’s
teeth, permit an unblinking, vacant
expression to come into my eyes, the
effect is entirely different. By this re-
laxation | literally “turn on the Ghost.”
Ask any criminal who has met the
Ghost on a dark night. His shudders
may flatter me!
In the obscurity found in my black

suit, | passed the group of police and
reporters gathered at the front door of
the house. | crossed the street. The
Orestes house was ugly—a plain square
of hrick rising three stories to a flat
roof. There were awnings at some of
the windows, otherwise the addition of
a few iron bars would have made a good
imitation of a prison out of it.

A car that was caked with dust was
standing in front of the house and two
men were unloading baggage from the
trunk compartment. As | passed, |
heard one of them say:

“What goes on at the Kendle place
across the street?”

“l dont know,” the other said. “But
as we came in with Mr. Orestes tonight,
| heard a shot. The boss has had the
jitters ever since he lit, hasn't he?
Funny guy we’re working for.”

I walked by the house but doubled
back as soon as the men had gone in-
side with the baggage. It was obvious
from what | had overheard that the
Orestes household had returned to the
house at just about the time the shoot-
ing of Kendle had occurred. Such being
the case, and if 1 was right about the
shot coming from the roof, how the
devil had the gunman slipped down
from the roof without being noticed?

I prowled back to the Orestes
grounds, saw what | had not noticed
before. There was a sign in the front
yard and | could read the lettering on
it:

ROOF REPAIR BY KURTCHNER

I didn’t know Mr. Kurtchner, but if
he fixed roofs he used ladders. | moved
into the shadows, rounded the house,
came into the back yard.

HE ladders the roofer had used

rested horizontally against the
foundation. | checked carefully the
impression they had made in the soft
earth. There was only one impression
for each ladder, which indicated that if
the gunman had mounted the Orestes
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roof he hadnt had the same brilliant
idea that | had of borrowing Kurtch-
ner’s ladders.

Not making a noise is a specialty of
the Ghost just as it is of George Chance
the Magician. No black-stage magician
was ever more careful about putting
one solid noiselessly against another
than 1, as | rested the upper end of the
ladder against the eaves of the house.

I was behind the ladders, shrubbery
at my back, making sure that the bot-
tom of the ladder was well founded,
when a slight sound made me glance
quickly to the right. A man was lean-
ing up against an old pear tree, lighting
a cigarette.

Matchlight gave me a glimpse of the
man’s face—a dredging-engine jaw, a
thick-lipped mouth, a large hooked
nose. | was sure he hadn’t been watch-
ing me put the ladders in position, but
if he didnt notice the ladders leaning
up against the roof edge he was as blind
as a mole. 1 shrank back into the
bushes and held my breath.

He saw the ladders. He tossed his
cigarette away, came toward the house
at a curious, loping gait. Two feet from
the ladders he stopped, looked up to-
ward the roof. | had to eliminate him
from the picture—at least temporarily.

With a slight motion that didn’t
cause so much as a rustle of the branch-
es, | got my gun down into my right
palm. The man extended both hands
to the side members of the ladder. |
reached out fast and hard to rap the
man smartly on the side of his head. |
stepped out of the shrubs and looked
down at him. He was out for a con-
siderable count.

Kneeling beside the man, | opened
his coat. A gun-holster harness was
strapped to him and there was a small
shield on his vest. | didnt dare risk a
light, but | explored the engraving on
the face of the shield with my thumb.
The Man was a private detective. Well,
| had done him no permanent harm.

It came to me as | started up the
ladder that the gunman who had done

for Kendle may not have got off the
roof at all. He hadn’t employed the
ladders to get up there, | was certain,
and except from the interior of the
house, there was no other possible
means of getting to the roof. Orestes
and his staff had returned at about the
time of the shooting, and since the gun-
man must have got to the roof by means
of some skylight opening from the in-
terior of the house, the man was prob-
ably up on the roof now, trapped there,
and waiting for the household to quiet
down before attempting to make his
escape.

That was not a comfortable thought
for me. Another thing that bothered
me a little was this staff of musclemen
and private dicks assembled on the
Orestes grounds. There didn’t seem
any reason for it. The man | had
knocked out at the foot of the ladder
had obviously been guarding the
grounds and the house.

O sooner had the top of my head
cleared the eaves than | saw how
my reasoning had taken the most direct
course to the exact truth—I found my-
self staring into the cold, hollow eye
of a long-barreled revolver. Behind
the gun was a black, formidable figure
that crouched on the edge of the roof.
| was three stories from the ground.
Height has seldom meant anything to
me, which isnt remarkable considering
that my mother was a trapeze per-
former. But I've got to admit that |
gave a wee worry about how far | was
going to fall. Not that it matters par-
ticularly how far you fall when you’re
dead. 1 was simply considering that
if | jumped backward to escape the
shot, my probable alternative was a
broken neck.

My left hand hooked me to the lad-
der. It was the right hand that now
pulled the trick that cheated death and
disturbed the gunman considerably. In
a special pocket of my coat | keep a
supply of certain carefully mixed and
cushioned chemicals. My right hand
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obtained a pinch of this mixture be-
tween thumb and second finger. |
raised my hand and simply snapped
my fingers in the gunman’s face.

The result was a small thunder bolt
combined with a lightninglike flash.
The surprise of it took the gunman
back on his heels, and even if he had
used his gun, his jolted nerves would
have made him a rotten marksman.

Another thing—that brief flash of
light had showed me the man’s face. It
was a wide, flat face with an undershot
jaw. His lower teeth were caught on
his upper lip. Something had smashed
his nose flat. His eyebrows were a dis-
tinctive marking because they weren't
more than an inch in length—like some-
thing a clown might have painted with
grease paint. It was a face hard to
forget.

You can be sure that when | faced
this man on the roof | had “turned on
the Ghost” in order to give him that
frightening dead-pan stare to add ter-

ror to the surprise of the fingertip ex-
plosion.

As soon as the man jumped back on
the roof, | scrambled up and rushed
him. He crouched, bunched himself
into a hard-to-hurt package. He lashed
out with his gun when | came within
reach, didnt touch me because | dived
over him, turned a flip | had learned in
the circus, landed on my heels behind
him.

He was fast for a man of weight, but
still a bit slower in turning than I. |1
came in close, got hold of his gun wrist.
| tried to upset him, but he knew most
of the tricks.

Together we wrestled along the roof,
not far from the edge. Most of the time
he had me on the outside track, a posi-
tion that’s worse in roof-fighting than
it is in horse racing. | felt my feet
skidding along the freshly pebbled roof
toward the edge. Then my right foot
locked in the eaves-trough and my
ankle twisted painfully.
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If it hadn’t been for that sharp gouge
of pain that passed up my leg and
into my brain, | dont think the crude,
brute-strength tactics of the man would
have taken me so easily. But at the
same time the pain shocked me, he
drove a hammer of a fist in just below
my ribs. My sense of balance went
haywire.

My right hand still clung to some-
thing that later turned out to be the
man’s gun. | hung onto it as | plunged
into space, just as though it offered
some support.

Below me | glimpsed the slanting
plane of a small roof or perhaps an
awning. If it was a roof | was going to
plow it up with my face. If it was an
awning | would do a midair bounce
and eventually land where | wouldnt
bounce at all.

| did neither. It was an awning |
hit, but the cloth was rotten and split
beneath me. My fall was broken a bit
and | had time to grasp the steel frame-
work of the awning with my left hand
as | went through.

I still had the man’s gun in my right.
Holding on with my left hand, | dang-
led there, ready to use the gun if the
man came down the ladder, some ten
feet from where | hung. But he didn't
do that. | don't know why he didn't
unless it was that he thought the Ghost
had a charmed life and would be wait-
ing for him at the bottom of the ladder.

I heard the man running across the
roof, heard the opening of a skylight. |
thought for a moment that this bulldog-
faced gunman was an inhabitant of the
Orestes house, but in another moment
my question was answered. He wasn’t
a member of the household—not unless
those in the house were accustomed to
indulging in a little gun play before
retiring. For inside the house, shots
stumbled over each other, mingled in a
roar that echoed from room to room.

I put the man’s gun into my pocket,
gripped the awning support with both
hands, and swung to kick the screen of
the window out with my heels. | swung

back and forward again, gathered mo-
mentum, let go of the support on the
forward swing, landed in the room. My
twisted ankle made itself felt. | set my
teeth and limped forward in the dark.

CHAPTER V

The Frightened Men

‘N the upstairs hall 1
leaned over the carv-
ed rail that guarded
the stairwell and
looked down into the
reception hall below.
There were two men
who wore hats and
J I\/I T who had smoking re-

volvers in their
hands. They were taking peeks through
the open front door.

A third man who was bald and pretty
stout stood in front of a closed door
with his hand on the knob. His atti-
tude was much like that of a hunted
animal sniffing the air before diving
into the shelter of its hole.

“Gave us the slip, Mr. Orestes,” said
one of the men at the front door. “Did
my damnedest to wing him, but he was
a pretty fast moving target.”

The “target,” | presumed, was my
sparring partner on the roof. He had
made a wild dash through the house,
escaped Orestes’ guards. Perhaps he
had the idea that the Ghost was work-
ing for Orestes—an idea which had
changed any thought he might have
had of staying on the roof until he had
the opportunity to slip out quietly.

“That isnt the man,” the plump
Stephan Orestes said. His voice sound-
ed as though it was coming out of the
barrel his body so closely resembled.
“That isn’'t the man at all.”

“Maybe,” said the other man at the
door, “he was a stooge for the guy
you’re looking for.”

Orestes shook his head vigorously.

“You don't understand. He would
be working alone!”
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“But you said you wouldn’t know
him.”

“Enough!” Orestes stamped his foot.
“That is not the man. But you are sure
he has gone? He isn’t prowling around
outside the house?”

The two men at the door looked at
each other. One of them said they
would go out and look around the
grounds. Orestes agreed that this
would be the thing to do, so the two
men went out the front door and left
it standing open. Orestes walked on
tiptoe to the front part of the hall,
leaned out the door and sniffed. |
thought again of a fat woodchuck who
feared a farmer’s gun.

Orestes’ barrel-toned voice sounded
outside the door:

“Who’s with you, Clark?”

The voice of a bodyguard replied:

“It’s Mr. Andros, sir. He wants to
see you on urgent business.”

SAW the doorknob of the room in
which I had hidden turning. There
was no place of concealment except a
Chinese screen of costly wrought-iron
work that offered a poor hiding place
for even a ghost. But there wasnt any
choice. 1 got behind the screen and
depended a lot upon my black suit and

the dim light to conceal me.
| raised my right arm to the lower
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I went to the top of the stair and
stole quietly down, my body flattened
against the panneling. | was down in
the hall, moving across it toward the
closed door in front of which Stephan
Orestes had stood, when the sound of
footsteps outside the front of the house
announced the return of Orestes’ body-
guards.

| sprang to the door, pushed it open,
stepped into a somber, book-lined room
that had no apparent window and only
one door. If | was to be trapped by
Orestes’ guards, |1 couldn’t have picked
a more convenient place from their
point of view. If they discovered me,
I was sunk.

part of my face to hide the whiteness of
my skin.

Stephan Orestes came into the room.
His skin was olive-complexioned and
he lacked only a white cap and pinpoint
moustache to act as a stand-in for some
foreign chef who tasted his own past-
ries too frequently.

Behind him was that washout little
man | had met at the Kendle place a
short while ago—Mr. Samson Andros.
Holding on to one of Andros’arms with
one hand, carelessly swinging his big
Colt automatic by its trigger guard
with the other hand, was big, blond
Owen Marsh.

Stephan Orestes patted his cranium
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with a wadded handkerchief. He smiled
rather feebly.

“We've had a little shock here. A
burglar or something,” he said.
“Nothing at all, Samson, really.
Nothing at all

Andros and Orestes exchanged
glances that were probably significant
to them.

Owen Marsh’s forehead crimped into
a scowl.

“Listen, dont anybody start to deal
me in as their bodyguard. | didnt
mind seeing you across the street, Mr.
Andres, if it makes you feel any safer.
But the way | leaked out tonight, not
saving Mr. Kendle, I don’t think 1’'m so
hot in this racket.”

“I have plenty of bodyguards,” Ores-
tes said. “Good of you to look out after
Samson, though.”

Samson Andros moistened colorless
lips. “You dont know, then? You
dont know that he got Kendle?”

Orestes” pallor resembled yellow
jaundice, what with the naturally dark
color of his skin.

“Peter?” he gasped. And then re-
peated dully: “Peter.”

And that was all there was to it. That
was the beginning and the end of the
conversation. Andros turned and left
the room. Owen Marsh divided a puz-
zled stare between the two older men,
and then walked out behind Andros.
Orestes put his fat self down on the
edge of a chair and his fat shoulders
drooped dejectedly.

| stepped from behind the screen,
took two steps away from it until |
came to the edge of a small round table
where stood the lamps that dimly il-
luminated the room. The light played
upwards onto my face, adding to my
ghastly appearance. | did not know
what | was in for. Swiftly and noise-
lessly 1 made certain preparations that
might help me if defensive measures or
a sudden exit proved necessary.

“Stephan Orestes,” | then said softly.

Orestes didnt move. He sat there
as though examining the buttons on his

vest. | repeated his name and he raised
his fat face slowly. His lower jaw
sagged.

“Dont be afraid,” | said quietly. “I
want to help you. What is it you are
afraid of? Tell me and | may be able
to help you.”

RESTES stood up. His mouth

was still open but nothing came
out of it. His small dark eyes glanced
toward the one door of the room. |
thought | knew what was coming.

“Dont call out,” | cautioned.
"There’s nothing to be afraid of. | am
the Ghost and | make it my business
to help people in danger from some
criminal scheme.”

As | said this, | completed my prepa-
rations for eventualities. | lifted my
right hand to the edge of my vest.
There was a small black button there
where another man might wear a fra-
ternity pin. The button came away
with my fingers. Attached to the but-
ton was a strong black silk thread
which fed out invisibly from a small but
powerful spring. The button itself had
a sharp needle point in its center, this
point being covered with “magnetic”
wax.

When | lowered my hand again to
my side, it carried the button and pulled
out a length of the strong but nearly
invisible black thread. | gripped the
edge of the table, fastened the needle
point of the button to the underside.
It was then, fully prepared, that |
walked toward Stephan Orestes.

Orestes got behind his chair. He
closed his sagging mouth for a moment.
The next time he opened it, he called
out.

“Help, Clark! He limps!” Orestes
pointed a trembling forefinger at me.

| didnt quite get it. | limped. So
what? And then the door of the room
burst open and the two men | had seen
in the hall outside shoved into the
room. The guns in their hands swung
in my direction, centered their deadly
stare on my middle.
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| stood there between Orestes and
his guards, my hands down at my sides,
making no defensive move. There was
a lot going on here which | was only
beginning to understand. The guards
were perhaps a little bit awed by my
appearance, for | was giving out with
my skull grin in the approved ghostly
manner.

Orestes began hopping up and down.

“Take him!” he shouted. “Take him
out of here and kill him. It’slegal. It’s
all right to kill him. He’s a burglar.
He tried to murder me, | tell you. He
—he limps. Ten thousand dollars to
the man who kills him!”

I might have told them that the rea-
son | limped was that | had twisted my
ankle, but there just wasnt any time
to argue. Orestes had talked money
and money talks for itself.

The two men started for me at once,
and | knew by the look in their eyes
that my life hung by a thread. Literally,
it hung by a thread, for you will re-
member that | was attached by that
means to the small table across the
room.

| slapped myself smartly across the
front of the vest, and this released the
spring catch. The small table started
sliding, apparently of its own accord,
across the room, toward me, and toward
the vortex of the private war about to
be declared in Orestes’ library.

HE lamp remained on the table just
as long as the length of its exten-
sion cord lasted and then it crashed to
the floor. It was my hard luck it didnt
break. But perhaps it was just as well
| pulled the trick in the light. | dont
know of anything that could have added
more to the general confusion than that
table that was trotting across the room
at my bidding.
| think Orestes fainted, for | saw him
collapse into a chair and stare glassy-
eyed at the ceiling. The table got in
the way of the big feet of one of the
private dicks, tripped him up.
The table moved right into my hands

and | lifted it with a snap that tore the
attaching button from the under side.
The one man who remained on his feet
tried a shot, but by that time | was
rushing him with the table held in
front of me. One leg caught his gun
arm, spoiling his shot. Another leg
gouged into his ribs. | drove him hard
against the wall. He probably didn’t
have much wind left with which to
carry on.

I went through the door of the li-
brary, slammed it, twisted the key in
the lock. Then I simply ran out of the

front door, rounded the house, cut
through backyards, came out on the
next street.

From this adventure on Haight
Street, which | figured | had pretty well
concluded, | had learned a few things.
First of all, if Kendle had been murd-
ered, | would be able to recognize the
gunman who had done the job—the
man who had been trapped up on the
roof of the house across the street by
the untimely return of Orestes and his
staff of guards.

Second, all appearance to the con-
trary, Samson Andros believed that
Peter Kendle was deal. At least he had
told as much to Orestes. Third, both
Andros and Orestes were afraid of
someone —someone who would be
working by himself and who limped.

I reasoned in this manner because
Orestes had made no move to have any-
body tackle me until he saw that |
limped.

After that, nothing would do but
what | was to die.

In addition to all that, | had a sneak-
ing suspicion that the limping man was
called Jules.
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CHAPTER VI
At the Rectory

HAD left word with
Glenn Saunders that
it might be well if he
contacted the Ghost's
three able assistants
and had them assem-
ble at the rectory. It
was midnight when |
arrived at the rectory
basement. As | un-
locked the door, it occurred to me that
it might be said the rectory was haunted
with the rattling of bones, for | could
hear evidence that Tiny Tim Terry and
Merry White were occupied with one
of their dice games.

Joe Harper, that artist among chisel-
ers, that parasite from Broadway who
had appropriated my guest room for
one night and liked it so well he re-
mained for years, would be asleep on
the couch or perhaps drinking from the
Ghost’s little bar.

When I had the door open, | saw that
my three friends were occupied exactly
as | had anticipated. Joe Harper, in his
checked suit with its piped vest, had
stretched his lean, wolfish length on
the couch. His offensively green felt
hat covered his face and the hands on
his chest were clasped around a high-
ball glass.

Merry White, that honey-hive of
dynamite who is one day to become
Mrs. George Chance, scrambled up
from the floor where she had been roll-
ing dice, danced across the room to
stand on tiptoe to be kissed. She is the
prettiest little thing, with her silky
black hair, her green eyes, and her
roguish smile.

“A nice time for you to come in!”
she laughed. “You break up the game
when I'm four bits up on Tim.”

Tiny Tim Terry, my smallest and
oldest friend, a circus midget from the
old days, strolled over to me with the
gravity of a senator and reached up his

baby-sized hand. The enormous cigar,
which is as much standard equipment
of his face as his button of a nose, tilted
and breathed the aroma of Havana. |
stooped to shake his hand.

After that he strutted over to where
Joe Harper lay, lifted the horrible green
hat, was on the point of flicking cigar
ashes into Joe’s mouth when Joe opened
one black-beetle of an eye and stabbed
the midget with it.

“Go away, small and loathsome,” Joe
said. Then he opened both eyes, sat
up, took his hat from the midget and
placed it back on his head.

“How’s ghosting, George?” he asked
me.

“Not so good. | need help.”

Joe got up from the couch, took a
chair. Tiny Tim began to pace the
floor, because he’s more comfortable on
his feet than dangling his legs from a
full sized chair. I related the events of
the evening as clearly as | could, with
Merry picking lint from my lapel, fixing
my tie and otherwise annoying me in
the most charming manner.

“Now this man | encountered on the
Orestes roof,” | concluded. “Joe, you
ought to be some help there. The man
had a pug’s face and short black eye-
brows like something a clown might
paint.”

Joe nodded, dangled a fresh cigarette
loosely from his lips, lighted it from the
butt of another.

“If he’s findable. I'll find him,” he
said.

OE’S career is as checkered as his
suit. While he is attached like a
leach to my income, | put up with him
good naturedly because he is extermely
valuable when it comes to placing some
underworld character, shadowing a sus-
pect, or contributing information con-
cerning some night-owl who flutters
from one Broadway spot to another.
Until he discovered the conveniences
of my guest room, Joe Harper had been
booking agent, gambler, pitchman, and
race track bookie. He’s a hard guy,
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with a sharp chin that would break a
fist, with close-set ears tuned to eaves-
dropping, with discerning black eyes
that are shutters for a photographic
brain. He has the illusion that my
money is his money, yet curiously
enough he would give me his right arm
if | needed it.

“Now,” | said, “it’s obvious to all of
you that Andros and Orestes are afraid
of the same man. Somebody who limps.
Maybe the man’s name is Jules, but
that’s just my idea. The man on the
roof who killed Kendle—or if he didn’t
kill Kendle, he certainly shot at him—
doesn’t limp. That’s the man Joe is
going to concentrate on. But this
limper— think we ought to watch for
him near the Orestes place. There’s
a house for rent on the same block.
You, Tim and Merry—"

Tim wilted a little.
drooped.

“More baby stuff! I can see it com-
ing. Oh, I can read you like a book,
George Chance. |'m supposed to cut
out smoking and be Merry’s little boy!”

“Well,” | said, “it’s certain Merry
can’t move into that house all by her-
self. Butwith a small son as an excuse,
it would look okay.”

“Snow White and her Seventh
Dwarf,” Merry giggled. “It’s fun, Tim.
Make a fuss and 1’1l spank you!”

“Frail,” Tim threatened, “if you hand
me any of that baby-talk stuff!”

“Cut it,” Joe Harper said. “The pair
of you remind me of a couple of chorines
fighting over the same sugar papa. |
want to get some of this straight. What
about Peter Kendle? Was he the guy
who drove away from the Kendle house
in the Kendle car.”

“With the Kendle bathrobe flying out
the window,” Merry added. “He wasn',
was he, darling? That was Kendle’s
murderer, wasnt it?”

“If Kendle was murdered,” | said,
“then it wasn’t his murderer. His mur-
derer was marooned on the Orestes roof
for at least an hour after the shot was
fired. Magnus wouldn’t have missed

His cigar

finding out where the shot was fired
from if it hadn’t been for the run-away
corpse. Magnus is a smart cop, but
the dead man taking it on the lam upset
his orderly mind. It’s a nice hunch
from a nice girl, but it doesnt fit the
facts.”

“Listen, Ghost,” Tiny Tim Terry
said. “Anybody could have put on
Kendle’s yellow dressing gown and
pulled that getaway. There’s some-
thing in the crack-up of the Kendle car
that looks almost as though it was in-
tended to stand Magnus on his ear.”

“Agreed,” | said, “but the locked
room and the disappearance of Kendle’s
body considerably complicate that pic-
ture.”

Joe Harper stood up and stretched,
yawning.

“You sound like you have some ideas
on the subject, George.”

“Ideas, yes, but no facts—and one
idea is that it was worked by magic.”

CHAPTER VII
Under the Steel Hat

IE next morning |

was once again in the

disguise of the digni-

fied Dr. Stacey. From

a nearby garage |

procured a car which

carried the Stacey

alias on its title card.

Andros was the

man | intended to

see. | expected to play upon his phys-

ical cowardice to get him to tell me

exactly what he was afraid of. Stephen

Orestes shared that fear, but Orestes

was unapproachable, what with his

hired army of private detectives sur-
rounding him.

Samson Andros lived in an apartment
on Amsterdam Avenue near Oije Hun-
dred Twenty-second Street. He cer-
tainly could have afforded something
better for the firm of Paton & Andros
had prospered well and the current
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stock quotations indicated that it was
a booming business.

A glance at the apartment building
directly told me that while Samson
Andros might be living rather obscure-
ly for a millionaire, he wasn* stinting
himself. He apparently leased the en-
tire third floor of the building. The ele-
vator operator told me that his cage
couldnt stop at Mr. Andros’ floor and
that | would have to take a private ele-
vator.

| took the private automatic elevator
which stopped and left me out in a small
windowless cubical with the gray steel
walls and a single door that wouldn't
have looked bad on a bank vault. |
pressed a signal bell and eventually a
small opening appeared in the steel
panel and a grim, gray face with alert
blue eyes looked out at me.

“Well?” challenged the old man be-
hind the door when he had given me
two or three once-overs.

“l want to see Mr. Andros,” | said.
“You can tell him it’s Dr. Stacey, a
friend of Police Commissioner Stan-
dish.”

“Mr. Andros isnt up yet. You can
come back later.” Gray-face would
have slapped his peep-hole and with-
drawn from the door if | hadnt stopped
him.

“Look here,” | said, “I’'m sure Mr.
Andros is awake. He telephoned my
office not more than thirty minutes ago.
Having a little trouble with his indi-
gestion and he asked me to have a look
at him.”

Gray-face considered this. “Well,
he could have called you from his sit-
ting room, | guess. And if he don’t
stop eating out with people who don’t
know how to cook for him he’ll kill his
fool self.”

The lucky guess that Andros suffered
with indigestion, was responsible for
my being admitted into his sanctuary.

The steel door took at least two min-
utes to unlock. After it was Cpen | was
surprised to find the rooms beyond spa-
cious and beautifully furnished. My

judgement of Andros abode had been
hasty and inaccurate. Here was a small
palace and an outlay that had cost a
fortune.

HE gray-haired retainer led me

from room to room, always un-
locking doors with keys that clinked on
a ring at his belt. But aside from our
whispering footsteps and the metallic
sound of the old man’s keys, the place
was as quiet as a church.

“Are you the only servant?” | asked
the old man.

“l am. | been with Mr. Andros for
ten years. And | cook for him, too,
which is something a mighty few peo-
ple could do. Yes, sir, a mighty few.”

We came to another door of gray
steel and here the old man pressed an
electric button. Behind the door a
chime sounded. Its echoes died, but
there were no answering footsteps.

The old man gave me a look with
his sharp eyes.

“Maybe he’s bad sick,” he said.
“Maybe that’s what it is.”

He bent over the keyhole, fumbled
with a key, finally swung the door open
on a long low room that fronted the
street. Steel-framed casement windows
were closed, but the morning sun
streamed through cleanly washed glass
and fell upon the shriveled figure of
Samson Andros sitting in a chair in the
center of the room.

As | entered the room, a certain
nauseating smell came to my nostrils.
And as | approached the man in the
chair | saw that he wore a hat, which
would not have been particularly re-
markable had the man in the chair been
Joe Harper, for instance. But this was
Mr. Samson Andros, who should have
known better.

The closer | got to the chair the more
that hat fascinated me. My first im-
pression was that it was a flattened
brown derby. My second was that it
was awoman’s hat. My third and only
accurate impression was that the hat
was an army helmet made of steel and
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with the unmistakable O.D. coloring.

“Wh-what’s that?” the old servant
whispered.

He had noticed the hat.

“Is—is he dead?” Jingling keys be-
trayed the trembling of the old servant
behind me.

I walked around Mr. Andros and his
chair. Andros was dead. He had been
dead for some time. But how had he
died? His left trouser leg was rolled
up to expose a bare ankle. Around the
ankle was a burned brown band.

The Ghost snapped his finger. The result was
a small thunderbolt and lightning flash that
took the gunman back on his heels (Chap. 1V)

The hands of the corpse were clasped.
Bracelets of brown, charred skin
marked the flesh of the wrists. Cau-
tiously | put out my hand and lifted
the steel helmet from Andros’ head.
The helmet had sagged down so far
that until it was removed | did not
notice that a gag had been stuffed into
the man’s mouth. But the gag was
scarcely worth noticing because of the
condition of Andros’ head.

The head had been shaved com-
pletely and the scalp was crisply
burned.

Now | knew what that sickening
smell, noticed on entering the room,
was. Only once before in my life had
I smelled it, and that had been in the
death house at Sing Sing prison, when
Commissioner Standish and | had wit-
nessed the electrocution of a criminal
convicted of murder.

Samson Andros had been electro-
cuted!

| repeated that thought out loud. |
dragged my eyes from the charred
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scalp of the corpse to the inside of the
steel hat | held in my hand. The lin-
ing had been removed. Steel had rested
on Andros’ head, acting as the elec-
trode that had introduced the killing
current into the man’s head. Andros’
easy-chair had been turned into an
electric chair.

He had been fried, burned like a con-
demned criminal. There were only two
things niissing—his executioner and
the necessary voltage for the execution.
| mean, of course, Andros’ murderer
wasn’t there, nor could the ordinary
house current have killed this man in
this manner.

A dry sob sounded behind me. Turn-
ing, | saw the servant sitting on the
edge of the bed, his head bent, tears
dripping from the end of his nose.

“Ten years,” the old man blubbered.
“Ten years | served him and never
missed a day. And last night—last
night | failed him.”

“Oh,” | said. “You werent here last
night, eh?”

“l was at my brother’s house in
Brooklyn. | got a letter yesterday
afternoon saying my brother was sick.
It said he was too sick to write himself
and that a friend was doing it for him.
So last night | went out to my brother’s
place only to find he was all right. It
was crooked work, that’s what it was.
Crooked work, and 1 should have
known it and come right back to Mr.
Andros. Now—now—"

The old man buried his face in his
hands. 1 let him cry. | returned the
steel hat to the head of the corpse, but
as | was stooping over the hairless
cranium to do so, | noticed a peculiar
mark on the scalp, nearly obliberated
by the burning of the flesh.

The mark, as near as | could make
it out, was like two straggling letters—
two twisted letters “S.” There was
more to it than that, but | couldn’t make
it out because the flesh was burned.

Back of Andros’ death chair there
was half a sheet of newspaper and on
it was piled little wads of hair, some of

which was stuck together with dried
lather—hair that had been shaved from
Andros’ head so that contact with the
deadly steel hat would be certain.

| stooped over, doubled up the news-
paper with its contents, carried it to
the window. | picked up one of the
pale hairs and examined it closely in the
daylight. It was Andros’ blond hair,
no doubt of that, but near the point
where it had been severed by the mur-
derer’s razor the hair was darker, al-
most black.

I made an envelope of a piece of the
newspaper and put several of the hairs
into it. Then | went to the servant and
put a hand on the old man’s shoulder.

“That note that sent you to Brook-
lyn last night,” | said. “I wantit. Per-
haps it was written by Mr. Andros’
murderer.”

The old man fumbled in the breast
pocket of his shirt and pulled out a
small slip of paper that had been folded
several times. | opened the paper and
read the typewritten lines on it:

Your brother is bad sick. He
asked me to write this for him and
send it to you. You’d better come
at once.

| put this into my pocket along with
the hairs. Then | phoned Commis-
sioner Standish and told him what “Dr.
Stacey” had discovered.

CHAPTER VIII
The Word for Death

R. ROBERT DE-

MAREST was sit-

ting beside Stan-

dish’s desk; his heavy,

sleepy - looking eye-

lids drooping over

his slightly protrud-

ing eyeballs, when |

entered the office that

afternoon.  There’s

a good deal about Demarest besides his
title of Medical Examiner that reminds
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you of the morgue. Gloomy saturnine,
cadaverous—all describe Bob Demar-
est. Yet he is one of the most interest-
ing and brilliant men it has ever my
pleasure to know.

Standing in front of the commis-
sioner’s desks, talking, was Attorney
Calvin Pieper. Back against the wall,
floppy hat, sagging top coat and all was
the hatchet-faced police reporter. Ron-
ald Wick.

“Well, Doctor!” Demarest lent a
nasty emphasis to the title as he ad-
dressed me. He knew well enough that
all that Dr. Stacey knew about medicine
was what he had soaked up from asso-
ciating with the medical examiner him-
self.

Standish shook hands, reminded me
that | had met Calvin Pieper on the
night before.

“Mr. Pieper has called something that
was in that incomprehensible spirit
message that heralded the shooting of
Kendle last night,” Standish informed
me

Before | had a chance to discover
what it was that Peiper had re-
membered, | felt a tug at my arm and
turned to face Ronald Wick. It has
been a mystery to me how Wick man-
aged to sink his teeth into his chewing
gum with every word he uttered and
still articulate fairly well, but somehow
he did it.

“Maybe you can answer a few ques-
tions,” he said.

“He can’t, Wick.” the commissioner

cut in. “You came here to get your
camera. Go down to the Homicide
Office and | think Magnus will let you
have it. You've got all the dope on the
Andros death you’re going to get.”

“Was there any chance of Andros’
death being suicide?” Wick persisted.

Standish pointed at the door. "The
answer is no, and if you don’t get out
I’ll apply the toe of my shoe to the seat
of your pants!”

Wick left. | turned to Pieper.

“l was just telling the commissioner
that | remembered something that was
said in that portion of the ghostly warn-
ing last night which no one seemed to
understand. Perhaps you know that |
said | recognized a name that stood out
from the rest of the gibberish.”

| nodded.

“It was the name of a poem,” Pieper
said, “It was repeated several times.
Remember that poem about death.
Goes something like this:

“Remember when thy summons comes
To join the innumerable caravan,
Where each shall take his chambers
In the silent halls of Death. ...”

THINK that’s misquoted,” De-
marest said, “though the thought

is there. You mean that joyous, happy
graveyard lyric called ‘Thanatopsis’.”
“That’s it,” Pieper cried. “Thanatop-
sis. And the word spolicen several times
in that part of the message that didn't
[Turn Page]
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make sense—it was ‘thanatos’.

“And does this—this thanatos make
sense?” Standish asked. “Who is he?”

“Death,” sighed Demarest. “Thana-
tos is Greek for Death. | often won-
dered what | would do with my college
Greek. Now | know | was being pre-
pared for the illuminating moment.”

No one is so adept at dampening en-
thusiasm as Robert Demarest. Calvin
Pieper was thoroughly dampened. |
dont know what he expected Standish
to deduce from this information, but
he was certainly disappointed that no
one volunteered to name the villian of
the crime as soon as Pieper had voiced
this clue. He left us, looking a little
crestfallen.

“Well, Mastermind,” Demarest said
to me after Pieper had gone, “what do
you think of the electrocuted Mr. An-
dros?”

“As a murder method.” | answered
somewhat absently, since | was still
meditating over the ‘thanatos’business,
“| should say it was something new.”

“Thats where you’re wrong,” De-
marest said. “It’s epidemic. Out Ja-
maica way, a young Negro came across
a second corpse wearing a steel hat.
This one was in the middle of a field
with not so much as a flashlight on his
person, and yet he was electrocuted.
How do you like that?”

“Net as much as you seem to,” |
said. “Who was it?”

“You dont know him,” Demarest
said. “But one of his names is Gimp
Taylor. He holds up banks for a living,
or did until this mad-hatter turned his
life off.”

| sat down. Andros. Then a man
named Gimp Taylor. What possible
association could there be between the
two except the manner of their death?

“Crazy, isn't it?” Standish said. “We
start with a run-away corpse named
Kendle and gradually work up to tin
hats and vengeful bolts of lightning
from the blue. Have you anything at
all, Ghost?”

“I ve something for Demmy,” | said.

| showed Demarest the hairs and the
note | had brought from the Andros
apartment.

“The hairs came off Andros’ head,”
| explained. “They look as if they were
originally brown or black and had been
bleached.”

“I’ll give them a look,” Demarest
said. He went out to have a look at the
hairs through a microscope.

“Ghost,” Standish said, “Kendle can’t
have been killed, and that’s a fact. This
Dr. Stockbridge was drunk when he
looked at Kendle after Kendle had been

shot. It’s his vanishing into thin air
that has me dizzy. How could it
happen?”

“Don’t look too hard at me,” | said
with a smile. “l've vanished a horse
from the middle of a lighted stage, but
I never did any tricks with a corpse.
Let’s take stock. What are we doing—
tackling three separate and distinct
cases at once, or are they all connected?
There’ the shooting of Kendle, murder
or not. There’s the electrocution of
Samson Andros, definitely murder,
though somewhat inexplicable. Then
there’s the electrocution of this Gimp
Taylor. Any connection?”

TANDISH thoughtfully stroked
his moustache.

“Gimp Taylor hardly seems to be on
the same plane as the other two, yet he
was killed by the same method as An-
dros. And then there’s something else.
Less than a week ago, Gimp Taylor and
mob of stick-up men pulled a vanish
that was just as clever as the one Peter
Kendle seems to have pulled. Remem-
ber the Western National Bank job?”

| nodded. Bank jobs aren’t in my
ling, but | had read about the crime in
the paper.

“Gimp Taylor’s mob pulled it”
Standish said. "We were tipped off.
We were tipped off just in time to get
onto the tail of the mob as it made its
get-away. We were sure we had them.
Then what? We closed in on nothing.
Gimp and his boys slipped through our
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net like so much sea water through a
sieve.”

Standish leaned across his desk. His
close-set eyes bored into my brain. His
voice was low and grave.

“This town has got so it is full of
leaks. Don’t we have the finest police
force in the world, yet we have a whole
mob like Gimp Taylor’s get out from
under our noses. And that isn’t the
first. There’s some illegal traffic in this
town. Somebody’s helping those crooks
disappear.”

“If,” Demarest’s voice sounded flatly
from the doorway, “if they all turn up
eventually as Gimp Taylor did, cooked
to a turn in some hot seat, think of the
money it will save the taxpayers.”

“Not,” said Standish, “if the taxpay-
ers have to buy all the headache pills
for the police.” He sighed, elevated his
brows as though his eyes hurt him.
“Anything in those hairs, Demmy?”

Demarest looked sourly at me.

“l hate to say you're right, Doctor
Stacey. These blond hairs of Mr. An-
dros’ were originally dark brown.
Mother Nature didn’t have a chance
after Mother Peroxide went to work.”

“l wonder,” | mused, as | started to
leave the office, “if that Greek word
thanatos held any meaning for Samson
Andros.”

“It’s Greek to me,” said Standish.

“That’s just it,” | said. “The thread
running through this seems to be Gre-
cian. That’s why the death of Gimp
Taylor seems a false note. ‘Thanatos’
is a Greek word, Andros and Orestes
are Greek names. It’s Greek to me,
too, but perhaps in a different sense.
So long.”

RETURNED to the Ghost’s rec-
tory shortly after an early dinner,
expecting to get some word from Joe
Harper. As I unlocked the second door
of the basement rooms, | could hear the
Ghost’s telephone ringing insistently. |
hurried across the room to scoop up the
phone.
“Darling, darling, I’ve been trying to

get you for ages of minutes!”

It was Merry White and she was ex-
cited.

“What’s up?” | asked. | think she
was still talking but a thunderous roar
at her end of the line cut through her
sentence.

"The limping man!” | heard next.
“Tim and | saw a man who limped
prowling around in front of the Orestes
place this afternoon. We’re on his trail.
He’s dreadful looking and—"

“Where are you now?” | asked.

She didn’t answer.

“Merry, where are you?” | repeated.

“Darling, Jane—"

The connection was cut off by a crash
that nearly broke my eardrum. What
had happened!

CHAPTER IX
The Limping Man

N the morning in
which the murdered
body of Samson An-
dros was discovered,
Tiny Tim Terry
somewhat unwilling-
ly took Merry
White’s hand and
permitted himself to
be led up into the
Bronx where Merry engaged a house
at the end of the same block in which
the Orestes and Kendle houses are lo-
cated.

It wasn't a large house, but much too
generously proportioned for Tim Terry.
The full sized furniture—for it was to
be let furnished—contributed to Tim’s
inferiority complex.

The landlord, who was very anxious
to rent the place, thought it the very
house for a widow and her little boy.
Merry thought so too, and her quick
acceptance led the landlord to become
exceedingly generous. He patted Tim
on the head and said he was a fine little
man, finally adding injury to insult by
handing Tim a bag of peanut brittle.
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Merry contained her laughter only
until the landlord was out the door.
Then Tim called her a giggling frail
and threw the bag of peanut brittle at
her.

“l cant eat that stuff, damn it!” he

said.
Merry gave him a tantalizing,
roguish grin.

“That’ what’s so funny my fine little
man! Peanuts ruin your forty-year-old
digestive system and besides that false
upper plate of yours—"

“Cut it, frail!” Tim shrilled at her,
then broke off short. He was looking
out of the window, and he saw the limp-
ing man.

HE man was tall and thin. He

carried himself like a butler or pos-
sibly a clothes prop. His right leg, in-
deed, seemed made of wood, for it was
stiff and he swung it along as if it was
a pendulum on a clock.

The man walked by the house. Tim
got a look at the man’s face. It was
as dark as walnut stain, and as wrinkled
as a walnut shell. It was a face that
pain had carved. It would have fright-
ened children.

Tim forgot his feud with Merry.
“The limping man’s out there,” he said
quietly. “I'm trying to keep ducking
out to see what he’s up to.”

Merry shook her head vigorously.
“No, Tim. Every time you go out alone
you get into trouble. George has
warned you time and again not to try
to carry too much on your shoulders.”

She was looking out of the window
now, and she too saw the limping man
walking back in front of the Orestes
house again.

“Watch him,” she said. “I’ll see if
I can get hold of the Ghost.”

She went to the prone, dialed the
number of the Ghost’s rectory which
was written in her mind if not in any
phone directory. She got no answer,
hung up, went to see what Tim was
doing.

Tim had on his hat and was already

going out the front door with a stump
of his cigaT in his mouth.

“Tim!”

Tim turned around and looked at her
coldly.

“Your cigar. Put it out. Hide it.”

Tim felt a little sheepish.

“I'm slipping,” he said. “This is the
first time |Vve forgot about the ci-
gar—”’

“Since the last time you forgot,” she
said, picking up her hat and a light coat.
“And the last time you forgot you near-
ly ended up on one of Dr. Demarest’s
post-mortem tables.”

Together they left the house, Tim
holding onto Merry’s hand.

The limping man walked on as
though he knew where he was going
and eventually boarded a west-bound
street car.

Merry and Tim got on behind him
and Merry nearly disgraced Tim by
starting an argument about Tim riding
for half-fare.

The limping man got off one street
car and transferred to another, eventu-
ally alighting at Franz Sigel Park. As
Tim got off, still clinging to Merry’s
hand, he looked back over his shoulder
and noticed that three men left the car
at the same time. Two of them were
tall and well-made, while the third was
short and skinny. Tim didn't like their
faces.

Their eyes were too steady, like the
eyes of skilled poker players. Maybe
he was over-working his imagination,
but Tim got the idea that here was a
trio of very tough babies.

ERRY, apparently, had eyes

only for the limping man who
was walking along East One Hundred
and Fifty-eighth Street and looking
neither to right nor left.

“l dont want to scare you, frail,”
Tim whispered to Merry, “but if you
should have to powder your nose, you
might mirror a backward glance and
see if three hard-cooked eggs aren’t
following us.”
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Robert Demarest

Merry did as Tim suggested, nodded
her head a little.

"They’re across the street now," she
said. “They’ve been following us al-
most as far as we've been following the

limping man. | didnt want to scare
you, Tim."
“Nuts!" Tim said.

The limping man turned north into
Cromwell Street and then left at the
next block to walk under the el and
to the Anderson Avenue station. There
he boarded the downtown el. Tim and
Merry did likewise.

“And,” Tim whispered, “the unholy
three are right on our heels, Merry.”

Merry nodded, turned to the man on
the seat next to her and asked him if
he wouldn’t move over so that her little
boy could sit down.

The man moved over and Tim got
into the seat beside Merry, his cheeks
burning.

Tim salved his hurt pride by thinking
just how perfect this set-up was. No
one else could have helped the Ghost

as he could. Merry might be suspected,
Joe Harper might be suspected. But
Tim—well he had a man’s brain and—
even a man’s body traveling around in
the disguise of a child.

Even the Ghost couldnt disguise
himself as a child.

HE el dropped swiftly into Lower

Manhattan. The limping man sat
with his ugly face turned toward the
window. At West Fourteenth Street
station, the limping man got up into
the crowded aisle and alighted with a
lot of other passengers. Tim and Merry
got off also, and in the crowd Tim lost
track of the three tough-looking men
entirely.

He was a little disappointed.

The limping man walked into Hud-
son Street. It was then that Merry
used her vanity mirror again.

“Tim, they’re right behind us! Those
three men. Tim, |ve got to get to a
phone, quick! Watch Limpy while |
telephone!”
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CHAPTER X

The Wire Mask

IGHT off Hudson
Street, the limping
man turned to the
left. Merry was walk-
ing six feet ahead of
Tim, trying to hurry
the little man’s steps.

“Hurry, sonny,”
she kept saying to
him.  “Mama wants
to find a drugstore.”

Where the el cut down Greenwich
Street, Merry stepped into a drugstore.
Tim glanced around the corner, saw
the limping man go into the doorway of
a narrow brick building that looked like
cheap office rent. There was a sign in
one of the windows of the building, and
Tim became curious about that. Tim
kept on up the street, watching the
building into which the limping man
had disappeared. The street narrowed.
It was hardily more than an alley. It
was dark, too, and sharp gusts of wind
blew in from the Hudson. It was a
warm enough afternoon, but Tiny Tim
Terry found a shiver racing along his
back.

Behind him he saw three tough look-
ing men go into a huddle that lasted
only a few seconds. The huddle broke
up and one of the men cut across the
street while the other two remained on
Tim’s side of it.

The sign in the window of the build-
ing across the street said Messenger
Wanted. Maybe the limping man was
trying to get the job. Or perhaps he
was less innocently employed. Any-
way, he was in there quite a time and
Merry didn't reappear from the drug-
store where Tim knew she was trying
to get in touch with the Ghost.

Tim kept to the sidewalk across the
street from the narrow building. So
did two of the tough men. The third
tpugh—the skinny little man, was lean-
ing against the wall of the building

into which the limping man had gone.
He was smoking, but he kept his right
hand tucked up into the top of his loose-
fitting suit coat.

The limping man appeared in the
doorway of the dingy office building for
only an instant. During that instant,
the skinny man pulled his gun and fired.
That one shot was like a signal for bat-
tle. The two men on Tim’s side of the
street drew guns and let them talk.
From the doorway across the street,
nothing could be seen of the limping
man except long splinters of gun flame,
orange-red in the half-light.

Lame the man might have been, but
he was in no way blind. The skinny
man ventured too far out from his shelt-
ering wall and took a slug somewhere
in the chest. His gun slipped from
fingers that rose to claw at the bloody
region of the wound. He spilled for-
ward to flop on the pavement. And
the limper trained his gun across the
street.

Tim Terry’s eyes strained from their
lids. He had wanted action and ad-
venture, but he had no desire to collect
a passing bullet intended for one of the
two hoods behind him. He glanced
around desperately, saw a coal window
curbing that would make a decent
enough trench for him, dove for it.

OLICE whistles shrilled above the
racket of gunfire. Tim raised his
head above his concrete entrenchment,
saw the two hoods bearing down on
him. One of them was dripping blood
from his side. It looked as though all
the blood in his face was draining out
of his side. The other was whole, mov-
ing swiftly, letting go with shots for
the doorway across the street and send-
ing a few back over his shoulder toward
the police. Tim thought that if Merry
White were to step from the drugstore
at this moment she would be lucky if
she didn't get hit by one of those wild
slugs.
It was just when his brain was offer-
ing this unselfish thought for Merry
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that the gunman who wasn’t wounded
stooped, seized Tim by the shoulder,
pulled him from the depression in front
of the coal window.

“Come on, kid!” the gunman said
hoarsely. “You’ll do to put those cop-
pers’ shots wide.”

“Mack!” the wounded man groaned.
He bounced in close to Tim and the
other rodman. “Mack, that's the boss’
car back there. We’re going the wrong
way!”

"He’ll pick us up,” the other man
panted, struggling to keep Tim in hand.
“Cops back that way. Head toward the
dock.”

The bleeding man stumbled, got to
rubber legs, lurched along, hanging to
his partner’s shoulder.

AT the sound of the first shot, Merry
White ended her telephone con-
versation with the Ghost. She had every
intention of calling him back as soon
as she had made certain that Tim was
safe. But knowing the midget’s un-
equaled ability for getting himself into
scrapes that he wasn'’t strong enough to
get out of, her first fear was naturally
for Tim.

Merry ran out into the street, got
there just in time to see Tim jump into
that depression in front of the coal win-
dow. She was over a block from where
the actual shooting was taking place,
so it appeared to her that Tim might
have fallen to the sidewalk, hit by one
of the slugs.

She was on the point of rushing head-
long into the danger spot herself when
a hand dropped on her shoulder. She
turned her head and raised it to look
into the strangest face she had ever
seen. The face reminded her of Na-
poleon or rather a portrait of Napoleon.
There was something lifeless about it.
The eyes seemed painted and stared
fixedly down the street. But she had a
gueer notion that there were eyes be-
hind those painted eyes and that the
hidden eyes were looking into hers.

She opened her mouth, would have

cried out. She realized that this was no
face at all but a mask that completely
covered the face—an artfully made
mask, painted on a shaped piece of wire
mesh screening which enabled the com-
pletely hidden eyes to see unhampered
in all directions without being seen by
anyone.

For the first time in her life she was
too frightened to move or utter a sound.
A gun hidden in the pocket of the man’s
long dark raincoat shoved into her side.
A gloved hand motioned to a car that
waited at the curb. She obeyed that
gesture without question. She slid in
under the steering wheel and to the
other side of the cushions while the
man in the wire mask followed her
closely.

Merry saw two police in uniform race
by the car, guns drawn from their hol-
sters. She heard the scream of their
whistles. The man in the wire mask
kicked his car to life, gave it the gun,
made a loop turn that carried his front
wheels up and over the sidewalk. The
car sprang out like a live thing under
the spur of the accelerator. The car
burned off rubber going around a
corner.

Merry felt dizzy. Beside her the man
in the wire mask was speaking in a
muffled voice:

“You're one of Orestes’ hired agents,
aren’t you?”

“l—1—No, I'm not.
not.”

“It wouldn’t pay to lie, little lady. No,
it wouldnt pay at all.”

The man in the mask slammed on his
brakes.

“Mack!” his muffled voice rang out.

Merry turned, saw one of the three
toughs who had followed her and Tim
stagger across the sidewalk to the car.
His face was a mask of blood, his eye-
lids dripped crimson from a scalp
wound high up on his forehead. He had
Tim with him.

The man called Mack opened the
door of the car quickly.

“They got me in the back, boss. The

Of course, I'm
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damned dirty coppers. Rufe got it in
the belly. The limping guy musta killed
the Runt.”

“Can y*u get in? Who’s the kid?”

“Belongs to the jane, boss. Her
kid—"

“Kick him in,” the boss said. “We’ve
go to step. Put you off at the dump.
The boys will take care of you.”

Mack put one bloody hand out and
grabbed Tim by the back of his coat,
lifted him into the car. Tim’s face, a
crinkled mask of mixed emotions, look-
ed up into Merry’s face. Then he piv-
oted, put one hand on the robe rail and
the other on the front edge of the back
seat cushion, lifted himself, kicked out
with both feet at the man called Mack.

Mack cursed, fell to his knees on the
running board, lammed Tim in the face
with his fist. Tim fell, lay still.

“You hurt Tim!” Merry cried. She
remembered suddenly that she carried
the small automatic the Ghost had
given her. It was in her pocket book.
Shetried to get it now, but the eyes of
the man in the mask were watching her
closely—those eyes you couldnt see,
couldnt tell where they were looking.
One of his hands closed on her wrist.
The crushing strength of his fingers
brought tears to her eyes.

“The sack,” the man in the wire mask
said.

Merry looked up to see a bag of vel-
vet cloth held over her head. She ut-
tered a small scream as the bag dropped
and its blackness engulfed her head.
The sweetish odor of chloroform as-
sailed her nostrils. She stopped breath-
ing. She’d rather smother, but she
wouldn’t take any of that stuff into her
lungs. God only knew what would
happen to her if she did.

Her temples throbbed. Red clouds
swirled before her eyes. Lights flashed.
She wouldn’t. She wouldn’t—and then
the involuntary nerve centers dictated
against her will. She opened her mouth,
sobbed the drug into her lungs. Her
head spun like a top. Strange, terri-
fying noises shrilled in her ears. Then

the spinning slowly stopped. The
sounds faded. After that there was
nothing—no beginning and no end. An
infinity of blackness.

CHAPTER XI
Trail of Blood

HE break in the con-

nection that ended

my conversation with

Merry White stag-

gered me. | wasted a

few seconds in the

futile effort to re-es-

tablish the connec-

tion. Finally, I

dropped the phone

back into its craddle, crowded down

my frantic fear. There was only one

thing for me to do and that was to use
my head, hope, and be patient.

Merry’s last word had been “Jane.”
| had asked her where she was. Jane’s
house? Who was Jane? Merry had
never mentioned anyone by that name
to me in all the years we had been on
the stage together. And then it snapped
to my mind. She had started to say
“Jane Street,” of course.

And that roar | heard in the phone—
could it have been the sound of an ele-
vated train rushing by the place where
she had stopped to telephone? The el
did cut across Jane Street.

Anyway, that was the morsel of in-
formation | had and there was nothing
to do but make a supper of it. | left the
rectory still wearing the disguise of Dr.
Stacey, employed the car which was
registered in Stacey’s name, drove west
to Ninth Avenue and then south along
the el.

Police had blocked off Jane Street
and over the heads of the crowd of
watchers | could see the top of an am-
bulance. | angled the nose of the car
into part of a parking space, got onto
the sidewalk. | elbowed my way
through the crowd and got to the edge
of the street just as the doors of the
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ambulance were slammed and the
driver gunned his motor.

I dodged past a cop, ran into the
street, sprang onto the running board
of the ambulance which was already in
motion. But a cop took hold of me from
behind and dragged me off the ambu-
lance.

“What’s the matter with you, Mis-
ter?” the cop demanded.

“What’s happened?” | asked, looking
after the ambulance. “Who’s in there?”

“By the looks of you, Mister, | would
say it was no friend of yours in that
wagon. There was a bit of shooting
and a little man who was hopped to
the eyes got his everlastings. What
business would it be of yours, now?”

“Was there a gun battle here?”

“That there was. 1°d have given me
right arm to put in a pot-shot at the
rats myself. Dont ask me what it was
about. But this little one was jit and
one of the boys shot another in the get-
away, but he’s given us the slip, I'm
afraid.”

I got away from the cop, went back

to the crowd. My eyes searched from
face to face. Strangers all, and again
I had to beat back the urge to-call out
for Merry White.

Then I heard a couple of men talking.

“One of them got away, they say,”
said the first man.

“Two of them. They were taking a
little boy as hostage and the cops had
to pull their shots. That’s what | heard.
But one of the cops said he hit one of
the gunmen. And the other was al-

ready wounded from the gun battle.
Step oyer here and you can see the
blood on the sidewalk.”

I WAS the one who stepped over to

see the blood. And as soon as |
saw those dark stains against the gray
pavement, | began following the grue-
some dotted line that ran away from
them.

A block farther along Jane Street to-
ward the river, the bloody trail became
even more pronounced. There was no
one on the sidewalk now to get in my
way and | followed swiftly.



18 THE GHOST

Darkness came swiftly to the narrow
street and as | hurried along alone, my
head bowed, | realized for the first time
that in acting as | had in the disguise
of Dr. Stacey | was in danger of expos-
ing my most valuable alias. But when
Merry’s call to the rectory had been
broken through, I had been in no state
of mind to act as | otherwise might
have done. There was certainly no way
of switching to another disguise in the
middle of the street.

As | neared the docks, the blood trail

came to a sudden end. There was an
old brown brick building that might
possibly have been used as a warehouse
and the blood led to the sill of a broken
wiudow of the basement. | crouched
low and looked into the darkness of the
cellar below. 1 saw nothing, heard
nothin%<.
I looked up and down the street, saw
that | was the only soul in sight. |
dropped on my belly on the sidewalk
and snaked backwards through the
opening.

| dropped about six feet to the base-
ment floor, stood there for a moment
listening before | ventured a beam of
light from my flash. To my right |
heard the sound of labored breathing.

| turned on the flash. Over in one
corner of the filthy little basement room
huddled the figure of a man. There
was blood on the floor, quite a rivulet
of blood coming from the middle of the
man’s shirt front.

“Mack,” the man whispered in agony.

I moved quickly across the room to
drop beside the wounded gunman. |
took my left hand and put it in his
grasping fingers. Eyes that had a
glassy look about them sought my face
which was shadowed by the darkness.

“That you, Mack? | knew you
wouldn't desert an old pal, Mack.”

“It’s not Mack,” | said. “I'm a doc-
tor. Maybe I can help you.” 1 knew |
couldn't. This man was going fast.

“Too late, Doc,, 1'm going to croak.
Mack said he’d send some of the boys
from the bump for me.”

“The Dump,” | said. “Where’s that?”

The man coughed.

“Sure, everybody knows where the
Dump is. Didnt Mack send you here?
Mack said he needed a doc hisself.
Ain’t you the one he sent?”

“Yes. But there was a girl, wasnt
there? Wasn't there a girl with you and
Mack?”

“l dont know anything about the
girl,” the dying man worked out.
“There was a girl and a little kid fol-
lowing the limping guy, too. Mack
grabbed the kid. | don’t know any-
thing about the girl.”

HE “kid,” I knew, must be Tim.
“Why were you following the
limping man?”

“The boss—he said to. We were to
gun the limpy or else. The boss—uwell,
you got to do what the boss says. He’s
hell—"

The gunman gripped my hand hard.
His eyes seemed trying to drill past the
beam of my light to find my face.

“You, Doc, you can't help me—any,
because I'm going to—to—"

He tried to sit up, clawed weakly at
the darkness which must have come
over him like a smothering blanket.
Then he did what he said he was going
to do. He died.

I left him there. My feelings towards
him weren’t particularly generous, |
suppose. There are numerous varieties
of rats and one of the most noxious
kind, to my notion, is the kind that uses
a woman or a defenseless and innocent
man as a shield against police bullets—
as this man and his companion had evi-
dently used Tim and possibly Merry.

Once back on the street, | lost no
time in getting to my car. There was a
drugstore on the corner beneath the el
tracks and | turned into it. The pro-
prietor asked me what | would have
and | asked him if a young girl of
Merry’s appearance had used his tele-
phone, sometime during the past hour.

“Maybe so, mister. A lot of people
come in here to telephone.”
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In my opinion, it was an odd man
who wouldn’t have marked Merry
White well in his memory, but | sup-
pose there are all sorts of tastes. | asked
the man where | could find a place
known as the Dump.

He jerked his head in the direction of
the river.

“It’s on West Street and down about
a mile,” he told me. “A little eating
joint—eat and drink, but mostly drink,
I guess. |ve never been there.”

| returned to my car, drove over to
West Street and south, my eyes wide
open looking for the Dump.

It was just a door and a window in
the wall. The red letters that named
the place were partly pealed away from
the dirty window pane. | rolled on by
and parked. Before I left the car | in-
tended to make certain alterations in
my makeup which would protect my
alias of Dr. Stacey.

But | had hardly time to raise my
fingers to my face before the door of
the Dump opened and two men came
out. In what light there was from the
dirty window, | got a glimpse of a pair
of hard-looking faces. The men were
coming in my direction and | waited,
hoping to pick up a scrap of their con-
versation.

But as they passed me they were si-
lent. | watched them go up the street
a couple of doors and stop in front of
a brick front building. 1 noticed then
that the building had a small illumi-
nate sign which read:

Dr. G. A. Ray, Surgeon.

IT occurred to me what the dying
gunman had said about his partner
being hit by a bullet in the gun fray.
I wondered if | was going to be given a
break. Even a chance to make my own
break would have been welcomed with
open arms.

The two toughs knocked at the doc-
tor’s door and received no answer. They
talked in low tones together for a few
seconds and then sat down on the steps,

intending to wait for the return of Dr.
Ray, | presumed.

Here was my chance. It was about
as thin as a soap chip, but | was beggar
enough not to be too choosy about it.
If these two mugs didn’t know Dr. Ray,
I was all set. If they did know, | was
probably about to commit suicide.

I resolved to step into the shoes of
Dr. Ray, regardless of their size.

CHAPTER XII

Alias, the Doctor

FLATTENED the
beetling brows of Dr.
Stacey, removed the
Oxford glasses,
pulled away the false
moustache. That left
me but little in the
way of makeup to
conceal the face of
George Chance —a
few lines of age, gray temples, and ar-
tificially fattened cheeks. | intended
to depend almost entirely on control of
the facial muscles to hide my real
identity.

I gave my mouth a one-sided quirk,
kept it in that position. | raised my
left eyebrow, held the muscle that con-
trolled it taut, giving a quizzical ex-
pression to my eyes. Next | reached
into the rear compartment of my car
and brought out a suitcase. It wasnt
anything like a doctor’s satchel, but it
had certain magical properties that
might better serve me where | hoped
I was going.

I got out of the car and walked
straight toward the door that was
marked by Dr. Ray’s illuminated sign.
As | walked | whistled and took a ring
of keys from my pocket.

I walked up the three steps directly
between the two toughs, and tried to
put the first key that came into my
fingers into the lock of the doctor’s
door.

“Nice evening,” | said as | stooped



50 THE GHOST

over the door. “You gentlemen wait-
ing for me? | was detained at the hos-
pital—"

| held my breath. Either my act was
going to go over or it was going to
flop.

“Doc,” one of the men said.

| turned, glad enough to give up
fumbling with the lock my key didn’t
fit.

“Yes?” | said.

“We’d like you to do a little job for
a friend of ours. How about it?”

“The man sick?” | asked.

“Well, in a way,” said the other man.
“It’s more like he had an accident.”

| tried to look severe. Actually, I
could hardly keep from smiling. My
act was going over.

“You mean he’s been in a fight?”

“Yeah. With guns.”

I shook my head.

“Sorry, but | can't touch a case of
that kind. Too dangerous. Of course,
if | can look the man over in the pres-
ence of the police—"

“Don’t make it hard, Doc,” the first
man said. “We don't want to make it
that way. How’d you like to make a
hundred bucks?”

“Not that way,” | said, turning once
more to the door.

A gun jabbed into me. It was prob-
ably the first time | welcomed that un-
friendly gesture.

“Come on off the high horse, Doc.
You fix our pal up or we give you the
works, see?”

“You do the job,” said the other man,
“and keep that twisted trap of yours
shut and everything is going to be jake.
You let out a squawk and the next nap
you take is going to be in the morgue.”

I CAME down from the steps, a man

on either side of me, the man on the
left keeping his gun nosed in under my
arm, | was “forced” toward the illumi-
nated doorway of the Dump.

The smoke-choked, dim-lit room in-
side, with its crepe paper festooning,
was so narrow that we had to walk

single file between tables and bar. |
was sandwiched in between the men so
that | couldnt have got away if | had
wanted to. We went through a swing-
ing door at the rear, across a dirty little
kitchen, out of a back door into a six
by ten yard that was the result of an
off-set in the building at the rear.

The man in front of me knocked at a
door located in the wall of the off-set
part of the building. It was opened at
once and we filed into a room.

The place looked like a small version
of a two-bit flop house. There wasn't
enough floor space to have the mat-
tresses spread on the floor, but there
were double tiers of bunks on each
wall. Two of the bunks were occupied,
one of them by Tiny Tim Terry.

Tim was bound with rope, his hands
tied behind him. .A dirty quilt was
tossed over his feet. He was alive,
thank heaven, and his eyes met mine
eagerly as | approached his bunk.

"That isn't the guy,” said a red-
haired giant of a man who had been in
the room when | had entered with my
two captors. “That’s just the kid. He
ought to be asleep by now. We take
the best care of him we can, but what
he needs is a mamma. You aint got a
mamma, have you, kid?”

Somebody snickered, but it wasn’t
Tim. | put my suitcase down on Tim’s
bunk and turned around to the patient
on a bunk on the other side of the room.

“He’S got lead trouble in his back,
Doc,” the redhead told me. “I think
the slug is squeezing on his spine. He
can't use his hands.”

“Impinging on a motor nerve,” |
said professionally.

I looked down into my patient’s face.
The man's lips were set tight, every
muscle of his face wooden. He was one
of those guys who could take it. Blood
smeared his face from a scalp wound
that didnt bother him much, he said.
What got him was his back. Was he
going to croak, did I think?

“Someday,” | said. “Maybe not
now.”
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| turned to the redhead and told him
we’d have to get our patient over on
his belly so | could slit the coat and
shirt up the back and get a look at the
wound.

“And there will have to be a clean
sheet under him,"” | said. “We don’t
want blood poisoning to set in.”

“No,” said the wounded man. “That’s
bad, ain’t it, Doc.”

“It’s hell,” | said. “We’ll have to give
you lockjaw anti-toxin as a precaution

anyway.”

EDHEAD and the other two men
lifted the patient and took the
bloody sheet out from under him. |
took the sheet from their hands, carried
it to the other side of the room and
draped it over my suitcase and over
Tim. It looked like a thoughtless move-
ment, but it was far from that. The first
finger of my right hand touched a con-
cealed catch on the side of the case
that allowed a secret flap on the side
nearest Tim to drop down.
When | turned around, two of the
men were holding the wounded hood

while another put a clean sheet on the
bunk with characteristic male awk-
wardness.

The wounded man was put on the
bunk face down. | took out my knife
and ripped his coat and shirt up the
back, peeled sticky cloth away from
the wound.

“There isn't enough light,” | told
them. “Bring that extension cord over
here.”

Redhead took the one light bulb from
its hook in the ceiling and brought it
over to the bunk, trailing the light cord
behind him. | still complained about
the light, gave my flashlight to one man
to hold and told the other to strike
matches. Then, with all hands occu-
pied, all backs toward the bunk where
Tim Terry lay, | started to probe the
wound, or rather the region around it,
with my fingers.

The wounded man started to moan.
| hated to torture him, even if he was
a rat, but the noises he made effectively
concealed Tim’s movements on the
other side of the room. All Tim had to
do was roll over onto the flap of my
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magical suitcase and | would be ready
to pull a vanishing stunt. The midget
would have no trouble doubling his
supple little body into the inside of the
case.

When | thought Tim had had time to
accomplish that, | straightened, gravely
told the crooks that | would have to
operate.

“That means,” | said, turning toward
the bunk where Tim and my suitcase
were, “that | will have to go to my
office for instruments and ether.”

I crossed the room. | jerked the
bloody sheet away from my suitcase
and at the same time touched the hid-
den spring which caused the secret flap
to fly back into its original position. |
doubled the dirty sheet up and tossed
it on the bunk, hoping that it would
hide the fact that Tim was no longer
there.

"I"ll be right with you, Doc,” the red-
head said, “and don’t try any funny
business.”

I could scarcely conceal a smile. After
all, the funny business had been ac-
complished. | took hold of the handle
of the suitcase which contained Tim,
turned quickly, started for the door.
The redhead was right behind me.

We got just as far as the tavern
kitchen, when the two able-bodied
crooks left behind discovered that Tim
was missing.

CHAPTER XIlI

Dead End

UDDENLY, they
burst through the
back door of the
kitchen and called
out to the redhead or
perhaps to me to wait
a minute. | waited
less than a fraction of
a second. Something
like this was bound
to have happened. After all, getting
Tim into the suitcase was about as

brazen a stunt as | had ever pulled. It
was really remarkable that | had got as
far as | had with it.

The suitcase was in my left hand.
As soon as the two men broke through
the rear door, my right hand went to
the lower edge of my coat, my palm
slapping against the concealed gimmick
that delivered my little automatic
smoothly into my hand. | drove my
right hand, carrying the gun, hard to
the side of the redhead’s face as he
turned to see what the trouble was. The
man dropped as though he had been
struck dead on his feet.

I hoped my sudden movement would
cause enough surprise so that the draw
of the other crooks would be delayed.
But they must have had their guns out
almost as quickly as 1. Considering my
doubtful marksmanship, there wasnt
much point in trying to shoot it out,
especially since a stray bullet would
have snuffed out Tim’s life if it hap-
pened to find its way into the suitcase
I was carrying.

“Drop that gun, Doc!” one of the
men ordered.

| delayed in obeying just long enough
to manipulate a strong loop of trans-
parent gut over the butt of the automa-
tic with my right little finger. This gut
loop was attached to what is known to
magicians as a wrist reel. It has many
handy uses, but I am probably the only
person who ever uses it in conjunction
with a gun. That done, | dropped the
gun to the floor in front of me.

One of the crooks advanced, pushed
my gun aside with the toe of his shoe.
He thought the gun was beyond my
reach, but just as long as the thread

.connecting the wrist reel and the gut

loop had not been broken, the gun was
actually as conveniently placed as when
it had rested in its usual gimmick.

“Let’s see what you've got in that
suitcase, Doc,” said the man. “I don’t
know how you worked it, but | got an
idea there was some funny business
went on under that sheet you threw
over the suitcase.”
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The gunman stooped over the suit-
case and tried to open it. He couldnt,
simply because the regular clasp at the
top was securely locked.

“I’ll show you,” | said. “YouVve got
to unlock the thing. 1 don’t know what
you’re talking about. | haven' tried
any doublecross.”

As | stooped over the case, my left
hand made a brief visit to a secret
pocket in the tail of my coat. My left
hand came away pretty well filled and
worked under my right which | used to
unlock the suitcase. | opened the case
just far enough to put my left hand in-
side. Through the opening | could see
Tiny Tim curled up like a worm in a
cocoon. His eyes questioned me. And
then | pulled the trick.

I had filled my left hand with what
is known as a “production baby” in
the magic profession. It has a hollow
rubber head molded into the face of a
baby doll and a body that consists
mostly of a silk dress formed over a
spiral spring of wire. Expanded, the
baby is full size, but when collapsed
it is just a handful! Of course | pro-
duced it from the suitcase full sized.

The effect went over big in front of
my criminal audience. If the crooks
had supposed that Tim was inside
there, they now saw me remove a Six-
months-old baby instead. And | em-
ployed ventriloquism to give the col-
lapsible baby a lusty voice, and then
handed it to the gunman.

But | have my own ideas as to the
baby-out-of-the-hat trick. Beneath the
dress of the production doll | always
have a piece of magnesium flash-paper
and a phosphorus cap for firing the
flash-paper. As | thrust the baby into
the startled gunman’s hands, | fired the
phosphorus cap. The baby immediately
became a ball of fire. Flames shot up
into the gunman’s face as the dress
caught from the flash-paper.

I closed the suitcase, picked it up.
The crook who wasnt occupied with
the burning baby showed signs of com-

ing out of his dazed trance. | pressed
the catch on my wrist reel and my auto-
matic skated across the floor and jump-
ed up into my hand.

“You're covered,” | said. “Dont try
anything or I'll kill you where you
stand.” And | backed swiftly from the
room.

One crook had burned fingers and the
other seemed to be badly troubled with
paraylsis, for he stood there with his
mouth hanging open and his eyes shut-
tling around as though searching for
the nearest exit.

I ran the length of the tavern, opened
the front door and raced to my car. |
put the suitcase containing Tim in the
front seat beside me, started the car
and spurted down the street.

As | left, | heard cries of “fire” com-
ing from the Dump. Evidently the
crooks had found the Ghost’s baby too
hot to handle. | could have had a big
laugh out of this if | had been sure that
Merry was safe.

When | had driven well out of the
neighborhood, | stopped, opened the
suitcase, got Tim out and cut his bonds.

“Where’s Merry?” | asked him.

“I don’t know,” he said. “She was in
the car that took me to that place, up
in front riding with somebody called
‘the boss’. The man had some sort of
a mask over his face.”

“And you don’t know where she is 7’

“No idea,” Tim said. “I tried to start
a fuss in order to let her make a break
for it, but one of those mugs hammered
me into the floor of the car.”

drove on in down-hearted silence,

hearing only about half of Tim’s ac-
count of how he and Merry had fol-
lowed the limping man.

“In the Dump,” Tim said, "l got
along all right. They thought | was a
kid until they noticed tomorrow’s beard
showing up on my chin. Then they got
the idea that both Merry and | were
agents for this man named Orestes and
they were going to torture me, only you
came along in time.”
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“Was Merry in that tavern at all?”
| asked.

Tim shook his head.

| tried to think. Merry kidnapped.
I reviewed the case up to that point.
Kendle shot, possibly murdered. A
crook named Gimp Taylor electrocuted.
A millionaire named Samson Andros
electrocuted. A crazy mark on Andros’
head. Andros and Orestes both afraid
of a man who limped. The boss of a
crooked outfit after agents who were
supposed to be protcting Orestes and
also out to get the limping man. Where
did any piece of the puzzle fit?

We reached the rectory. Medical Ex-
aminer Robert Demarest was lazing in
a chair and smoking a pipe. It was
like coming home to a nice cheerful
raven. Merry was gone, and | did not
know where to look for her.

CHAPTER XIV

The Third Hat

ER USUAL, Tim
found solace in one
of his cigars. Demar-
est soberly smoked
his pipe. | took ner-
vous puffs on a ciga-
rette. | wheeled on
Demarest.

“What have you
got?”
limping man,” he said quietly.
“You were right about that ‘Jewels-
Jules’ business. The man’s name is
Jules Kalkis.”

| sank my teeth into the case again—
anything new on it might be a lead to

its solution and also a lead to Merry.
“Kalkis,” | said. “Another Greek
name. Orestes, Andros—all Greek.
Ditto, the word thanatos. The message
that came mysteriously out of the air
before Kendle’s death—it was incom-
prehensible merely because it was in
Greek. The source of this case goes
back to Greece. George Paton, the
late Andros’ partner —1 shouldnt be

surprised if he were Greek to0o.”

“l was coming to that,” Demarest
said. “Standish has an appointment
with Paton tonight.”

“They’re scared, all of them,” | said
“all afraid of this Jules Kalkis.”

“Right. According to what Paton
has already hinted, he and Andros left
Europe to get away from the wrath of
some vendetta.”

“l think Paton is holding back,” |
snapped. “I think that’s true of Ores-
tes too, and Kendle. | think they’re
all tied together.”

The phone rang. | froze.

“That’s either Merry—or news of an-
other murder.”

| broke my paralysis, snatched up the

phone. Ned Standish was on the other
end.

“There’s been another steel hat kill-
ing,” he said.

“Paton,” | said.

Standish gasped.

“Pa