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STOPyour Rupture
Worries/

FIG.4

Shows perfected Inven­
tion in place. Not* how 
edges are drawn togeth­
er tn normal position.

Shown old - atjle truss In 
place The walls of wound 
cannot come together. A 
cure is Improbable.

Showa rupturo 
before Auto­
matic Air Cush­
ion is In place.

Showa rupture 
before oiu-atgU 
truss waa ap­
plied.

Learn About My Perfected 
Unique Rupture Invention!

Why worry and suffer with that rup­
ture any longer? Learn now about my 
perfected rupture invention. It has 
brought case, comfort, and happiness 
to thousands by assisting Nature in 
relieving and curing many cases of 
reducible hernia! You can imagine 
how happy these thousands of rupture 
sufferers were when they wrote me to 
report relief, comfort and cures! How 
would YOU like to be able to feel that 
same happiness—to sit down and write 
me such a message—a few months 
from today? Hurry—send coupon 
quick for Free Rupture Book, PROOF 
of results and invention revelation!

Mysterious-Acting Device 
Binds and Draws the Broken 
Parts Together as You Would 

a Broken Limb!
Surprisingly — continually — my per­
fected Automatic Air Cushions draw 
the broken parts together allowing 
Nature, the Great Healer, to swing 
into action! All the while you shoyld 
experience the most heavenly comfort 
and security. Look! No obnoxious 
springs or pads or metal girdles! No 
salves or plasters! My complete Appli­
ance is feather-lite, durable, invisible, 
sanitary and CHEAP IN PRICE! 
Wouldn’t YOU like to say ’’goodbye” 
to rupture worries and ’’hello” to 
NEW’ freedom . . . NEW’ glory in living 
. . . New happiness—with the help of 
Mother Nature and mv mysterious-act­
ing Air Cushion Appliance?

BROOKS RUPTURE APPLIANCE
SENT ON TRIAL!

My invention is never sold in stores nor by agents. Beware 
of imitations! You can get it only from my U. S. factories 
or from my 3 3 foreign offices! A nd I'll send it to you on 
trial. If you don’t like it—if it doesn’t ’’work”—it costs you 
NOTHING. But don’t buy now. Get the facts about it 
FIRST! Write me today. I’ll answer in plain, sealed en­
velope with amazing information Free. Stop Your Rupture 
Worries—send coupon now!

MAIL COUPON QUICK 
For Free Rupture Revelations!

। CONFIDENTIAL COUPON 
for RUPTURE SUFFERERS 
II. C. BROOKS,

| (103-11 State St..
{ Marnhall, Midi.
' Rush me your new Free R<xik. 
| amazing rupture method revola- 
। tion. Proof of results, all without 
I obligation. and in plain, sealed 
I envelope.

I State whether for Man . Woman fl. or Child



that I am responsible>roud to
this vast army

Name— 
Address.

INCHES TO 
YOUR BICEPS

MonldlngpMW
Moulding Mighty

INCHES TO
YOUR CHEST

George F. Jowett: Your 
Send, by return mail, prepa 
for which I am enclosing 41* 
O Moulding a Mighty Awn, 25c 
□ Moulding a Mighty Back, 26a

WHAT ABOUT YOU ?... Do YOU know the courage, strength and 
health that comes with physical development ? I am sure you too 

* ' ; \ would like to add 2 inches to each of your biceps ... 3 inches to 
X,\ your chest... and have big muscular arms, a broad powerful back 

SmUi and *eR’ that will be columns of power for speed and endurance. 
gffiWffiT1 Give me 15 minutes a day and I will do iust that. 1 will give you a 

he-man’s physique that men will respect and women admire 1
Read my guarantee that is unqualifiedly given to every pupil who enrolls — 
“I WILL GUARANTEE TO ADD AT LEAST...

gained big developed muscles, broad chests and strong legs by 
spending just a few minutes each day following my instructions. 
It makes me fee! might 
for the physical fitness

Many of these men were sickly boys when they first came to me... too 
weak to raise their fists ... TODAY they take their place with the many 
thousands who have doubled their strength and are proud of their prowess! 
Many of my pupils haw vomfamc as Strength Athletes... winning great 
honors at the Olympic gam is.

or it won’t cost you one penny!” Signed: GEORGE F. JOWETT 
And you are to be the sole judge—can anything be fairer than that?

All I want to do is to get you started on my secret method of muscle build­
ing! But... once you've started, it’s easy, for when you see your muscles 
growing bigger and stronger everyday .. . when you feel yourself getting 
more ‘pep’ everyday . . . when you get up in the morning feeling like a 
million dollars you'll thank me for all I have done for you I

Don’t wait any longer, get going NOW... Try one of my test courses 
first... it will give you the big URGE —
Send for"MOULDING A MIGHTY ARM"a Complete Course for 25c

It will be a revelation io you. You can’t make a mistake. The guaranty of 
the strongest ermed man in the world stands behind this course. I give you all 
the secrets of strength illustrated and explained as you like them. You. coo.

can get an unbreakable grip of steel and a Herculean arm. Tty any 
rs. one of my test courses at 25 c. Or, try all six of them for only *1.00.

I writ iHciune a 
FREE COPY OF 

“Nerves of Sleet, Mu*, 
elee use Iren”, tie*. 
BcribcH my rise from a 
pony boy to be on* of th* 
world'* Btrooffect ath­
letes. ft explain* all of 
my secret methods of de­
velopment...it is brimful
atrong men. St will re­
awaken Within you that 
des Ira for a strong power­
ful body, and it will show 
yaa how H to for yon
to 00 aa strong as I am.

ILLUSTRATED BOOK INCLUDED FREE
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Easy as A*B*C
to learn music this way

JUST gee how easy it is! The 
lines are always E-G-B-D-F. 

Memorize the sentence, Every 
Good Boy Deserves Fun” — 
and there you are! Whenever 
a note appears on the first line, you 
know it is e. Whenever a note 
appears on the second line, you know 
it is g.

And the spaces—just as easy to re­
member, The four spaces are always 
F-A-C-E. That spells “face”—simple 
enough to remember, isn’t It? Thus 
whenever a note appears in the first 
space, it is f. Whenever a. note ap­
pears in the second space, it is a.

You have learned something already ! 
Isn’t it fun? You’ll just love learning 
music this fascinating way! No long 
hours of tedious practice. No dull and 
uninteresting scales. No “tricks” or 
'‘secrets”—no theories—you learn to 
play real music from real notes.

You don’t need a private teacher 
this pleasant way. In your own home, 
alone, without interruption or embar­
rassment. you study this fascinating, 
easy method of playing. Practice as 
much or as little as you 
like, to suit your own 
convenience, and enjoy 
every minute of it.

Yon learn frsm the 
start—Previous 

training un­
necessary

So elear and simple are 
these fascinating “music 
lessons" that even a child 
can understand them. You 
do not lose a minute with 
unnecessary details — only 
ihe most essential prin­
ciples are taught. Clear, 
concise, interesting and at­
tractive — that is how each 
lesson la presented to you. 
And at an average cost of 
only a few pennies a day!

Choose Your 
Course

Plano Viefln
Organ Clarinet
Ukulele Flute
Cornet Saxophone
Trombone Ha»*p
Piccelo Mandolin
Guitar ’Cello
Voice and Speach Culture 

Plano Accordion 
Hawaiian Steel Guitar 

Harmony and 
Composition 

Sight Sinolog 
Drums and Traps 

Automate Finger Control 
Italian and German 

Accordion 
Banjo (Plectrum, 

5-Strlnoe or Tenor) 
Juniors’ Plano Course

The surest way to popularity
Don’t be just “another ene of the guests’’ 

at the next party you go te. Be the center 
of attraction! The most popular one at a 
party 13 always the person who can entertain 
—and there is no finer and more enjoyable 
kind of entertainment than music.

Never before have you had such a chance to 
become a good player—quickly—without a 
teacher. And this method does not mean that 
you will be able merely to read notes and 
play a simple tune or two—but it means you 
will become a capable and efficient player. 
Many of our pupils now have positions with 

professional bands and 
orchestras.

No alibis now for not 
learning to play 

your favorite 
instrument

Like having a phantom 
teacher at your side every 
minute, encouraging you, 
teaching you, smoothing the 
way so that it becomes so 
much easier, so much quicker 
for you to master your fa­
vorite musical instrument.

You simply cannot go 
wrong. First you are told 
how a thing is done, then 
by graphic illustrations and 
diagrams you are sSown hew. 
and when you play — you 
hear it.

Don’t be afraid to begin

lessons at once. Over 6H.IOO people learned 
to play this modern way — and found it 
as easy as A-B-C. Forget that old-fashioned 
idea that you need special “talent." Just 
read the list of instruments in the panel, de­
cide which one you want to play, and the U. S. 
School will do the rest.

Send for our free book and 
demonstration lesson

Our wonderful illustrated Free Book and 
our Free Demonstration Lesson explain all 
about this remarkable method. They prove 
just how anyone can learn to play his favorite 
instrument by note in almost no time and for 
just a fraction of what old, slow methods cost 
The booklet will also tell you all about the 
am axing new Automatic Finger Control,

Act NOW. Clip and mail this coupon to­
day, and the fascinating Free Boek and 
Free Demonstration Lesson wUi be sent t<< 
you at once. No obligation. Instrument - 
supplied when needed, cash or credit. 
U. S. School of Music, 9988 Brunswick Bldg.. 
New York City,

Thirty-fifth Tear (Established 1808)

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC
3988 Brunswick Bldg., N. Y. City

Plpnso send me your free book. 
“How You Can Master Music in 
Your Own Home,” with inspiring 
message by Dr. Frank Crane, Free 
Demonstration Lesson and partic 
ulars of your easy payment plan. 
I am interested in the following- 
course:

Have You 
.................................................. Instrument f ..............

Name .............................................................................

Address........................................................   •.» f....

City............ ........................... State......... .



A NEW LIFETIME BUSINESS
qdcmed TO EARNEglSB]

NO HIGH PRESSURE SELLING 
NO HOUSE-TO-HOUSE CANVASSING 
INCOME EQUAL TO REQUIREMENTS 
OF THE HIGH-GRADE BUSINESS MAN 
E. Lawson, of Tennessee, clears $108 profit his first 3 days in this 
business. He tops off these earnings with $113 profit on a single 
deal a few days later. J. C. May, Conn., cleared $268.35 the first 
nine days he worked. J. E. Loomis, Oregon, earns $245 his first 
nine days. A. W. Farnsworth, Utah, vets $64-16 his first day, a 
Saturday. S. Clair, N<*w York, writes he is clearing as high as $70 
a day. W, F. Main, Iowa, cleans up $291.50 in 9 days. B. Y. Becton, 
Kansas, starts out with $530.35 net for 40 days work! These men 
are beginners. How could they enter a field totally new to them and 
earn such remarkable sums in these desperate times? Read the 
answer in this announcement. Read about a new business that 
does away with the need for high pressure selling. A rich field that 
is creating new money-making frontiers for wide-awake men. 
Those who enter now will pioneer—to them will go the choicest 
opportunities.

-------------------------- ------------_----- -----------__................. ■

FOUR!5 SALES DAILY PAY?280 WEEKLY
' --——Zj—— "■■ ■■- '-- - -*• -• '............. Ji—________________/___ :___ :__________ :____________ J______ :__ LL_____ __2_______-2__________________________ ' ....... ........................

INSTALLING NEW BUSINESS SPECIALTY ON FREE TRIAL- 
MAKING TREMENDOUS CASH SAVINGS IN OPERATING COSTS FOR 
THOUSANDS OF CONCERNS THROUGHOUT THE U.S. AND CANADA
S4,707 Savings For 
One Kansas Store 
in Two Months
Sanders Ridgeway c-f Kansas 
invests $83.60 and saves 
$4,707.00 between April 
Sth and .Tyne 29! Bowser 
Lumber and Feed Co., West 
Virginia, invests $15. report 
ravings well over $1,000.09 I
Fox Ice and Coal Co., Wis-

consin, 
Baltimore

save $3,5 6 1.00!
Sporting

Et ore invests $45,
Goods 
sorts

$1,600! Safety Auto Lock Hfl 
Corporation, New York, in- Ml 
rests $15. srttes $686.45! BN 
With these and scores of sim- Ui 
liar results to display, our W 
representations interest every W 
business man, from the very W 
smallest to the very largest. No ■ 
one can dispute the proof in 1 
the photo-cop'es of actual letters ' 
which our men show.

NO HIGH PRESSURE- 
SIMPLY INSTALL- 
SELLS ITSELF

COMPLETE 
TRAINING 
FURNISHED

Every man with ng today 
started at scratch, with­
out previous experience, 
many coming out of 
clerking jobs, many out 
of small businesses, some 
out of large concerns.
We teach you every ■ 
angle of the business. * 
We hand you the big- > 
g« st money-making, busi- ■

L ness of its kind in the > 
k country. You try out ' 1 this business. ABSO- 
Hk eutely without 
Hk risking a RED 
wSk COPPER CENT OF 

YOUR OWN. Can’t pos- 
gi-bly tell you all in the 

limited space ayail- 
. able here. Mail the m 
Ik coupon now for |

Brilliant Record of Success
B America's foremost concerns are among our customers: 
B Timken Silent Automatic Co.. Central States Petroleum 

Corp-, Houghton Mlltiin Co.. National Paper Co., Interna- 
* tional Coal, General Brake Service. National Radio, and 
H scores of others nationally known. Thousands of small busi- 
r ’Hesses everywhere, professional businesses, such as schools, 
F hospitals. infirmaries/ doctors, dentists, buy largo installationB 

and heavy repeat orders.

Customer Guaranteed Cash Profit
Customer gets signed certificate guaranteeing cash profit on his 
investment. Very few business men are so foolish as to turn down 
a proposition guaranteed to pay a profit, with proof from leading 

concerns that it does pay. Pretexted by surety bonded national 
organization.

Portfolio of References from
America’s Leading Concerns

is furnished you. A handsome, impressive portfolio that repre- 
sents every leading type of business and profession. You show 

L immediate, positive proof of success. Immediately forestalls the 
i argument, "Doesn't fit my business.” Shows that it does fit, 
H and does make good. Close the deal.

Here is a business offering an inven- BgSk 
lion so successful that we make it sell ^^Hk 
itself. Cur representatives simply tell ^aggjk 
what they offer, show proof of success in 
every line of business and every section of ^HH 
the country. Then install tho specialty with- 
out a dollar down. It starts working at once. 
producing a cash saving that can be counted 
just like the cash register .money. The customer 
sees with his own eyes a big, immediate profit on 
his proposed investment. Usually he has the in­
vestment, and his profit besides, before the repre­
sentative returns. The representative calls hack, 
collects his money. OUT OF EVERY $75 PI bl- TC, 
NESS THE REPRESENTATIVE DOFS, NM.RIA $60 ISHIS 
OWN PROFIT! THE SMALLEST HE MAKES lh $a ON A $7.j0 
INSTALLATION. Our men are making sales running into the hundreds. 
They are getting the attention of the largest concerns in the country ana 
selling tn the smaller businesses by the thousands. You can get exclusive 
rtfidits. Business is GOOD, in this line, in small towns or big evty atUce! 
Jri on the boom now. Get in while the business is young!

Mail Coupon for Information
. Complete training furnished. You try out this

A business absolutely without risking a penny. If
A you are looking for a man-size business free from

MH the worries of other overcrowded lines, get in touch
rl with us at once. Use the coupon for convenience. 
’ H It will bring you our proposition immediately.

full information— 
. nothing to ri&k, 
jfes. everything to 

gain.

MAIL FOR FULL INFORMATION
F. E. ARMSTRONG, Pres.,
Dept. 4068-D, Mobile, Ala.

Without obligation to me, send me full information 
on your proposition.

Name

Street or Route

City

F. E» ARMSTRONG, Pres., Dept. 44Xi8-D, Mobile, Alabama.
State

1



the cenler of attract ion

Weekly. ,^D1'

HARMONY

lO{>

Stradivari ns modol.

Rosin,

$12.95. $3.00 Deposit. $1 Weekly.

'^[MT EQMMWf/VSi
Gentlemen: Enclosed find

N ame
CARLI PIANO KEY ACCOR- Model

DION. Street
/ will pay balance of.

Box

i, Full Chrotnatie. 
e l“v a r let1 e finish.
15 fold leatherettebatwe? 

Steel

d iaiufwid 
wd’ bell.

i\ era'o1

TAR: 
mWeil.

polished.
rest and

helio ws. 
Ri line st

Professional Style. 
25 piano keys, 12

....... ...... ........  (amount) 
for whn-ch please send me

inlaid with 
gold; leather

?wtsi tea Uy 
l if li dari; 
:iish, shad-

This MINUTE. 
FW.TI Play . .

Play a musical instrumroi i«i 
get mwb oat of Ute. Sim win 
!•» popular . . . you will Im tfce 
lite of the party . . . you will lie

no. 2 — "nAmxr to tutww, 
iOMg model, lAWtli IPM i-n.flies. Perfect 
intnnat wii, light action phstmi valws, pearl

FREE CATALOG 
of ail musical instruments on 

retju est.

Reference; Manufacturers 
Trust Co.. N. Y., or your 

own banker.

InstT’-.m ent 
mi. FREE,

strip, with brautiful sidwwd curly 
Shiva, wren $nrww» top., fine
tlirougiwra-t.. Y^r-aish of rich golden 
frukatiow teathvr. fs.il tA-mwl lined. 
Bow of Rbp QU-aHtv. Brazil wood.

awil back : adjustable 
r-n’fk. Cawwhdt* 

with strings aeiw-l 
■■KS. full e< IU ip - 

rn mt. H a a 
: natures of 
$50 onttrt.

< 'TWfflfcV $14.75A ' 3|il $3.50
Asi®!! Deposit.

you buy, we gi 
a COMPLETE 
struct ions. Th

tionai vahim THESE ARE 
it’s too late . . . t-kv”" i> 
time itn.ly. ^tart ww

p rad 0 v. i>xkni an - 
Huajibi* back and 
ebony trirrmilngs 
red color. <'as® 

American lock.

Kt'DV FAI-L Rt’ECMT, I
151 !»DY ROtlERS, rnit I5AKEU, I
HARKV REISER, NICK LUCA^, L
KOl’Sxl, and thousands of others tetvo. \ 
bought inslrunv.'Rtg from New York ' 
Ba-nd. You, t.rw». pojwh tfeo top.
It’s easy I And th<> ^isiost way to start is 
with an from "Nw Y otk
Band.” Ask vonr musical friends. TIIEY 
KNOW what fhw (patdtty th»w 
inontR ar 'rhoy’ll yon what s“nsa-

;hoinld<*r strap, and case. Rahinee
B33.50. $8.00 Deposit. $1 Weekly

vised. It is simple ai: 
. , . and Q^rtCK.

Guarantee

111 East 14th Street, 
New York City, N. V.

the fallows—alld tho git'll. M;<k- 
rng iwouyy . . . BI(,i nio-ney i& 
aavth^r mtvy. nt age . Yoh can 
join an orchestra or fortw y^vir <>wn

cr»verwti-. Ni'i'ke-I pkited twk and
c‘I?t.*HS. Musie rack and silvcF pkd*? Bach 
modwl mouthpiece, slide grease and mute 
tiicludod. Balance
$13.“fj. $4.50 Deposit. $1 Wwkiy.

After a few lessons j’O'.i can 
play ccwnpletfs Riimbers. At 
thn ro.(iEpi:Hinrt of tlM» fill' 
course yon will tr* a a efficient.

POPULARITY-BIO INCOME

FREE J 
6 MONTH! COURSE OF- 
PROFESSIONAL LESSONS



i MW. I WISH • APF0R1& TO MAKE Y®tt 
‘MM® ftAStS* lW'/‘ rvtWTWNC ij &>HOS»M£$$'* 
as® no jog or mom£v rw $*o«t an/w+ifw?

What Will You Do With
$350000 casA

I Give it to YOU?________ ,

1‘LL PAY $250.00

^330000

. . .AM? A wxfi t 
t'KV-i.T Ar T-*A

/< 1 fc>A-. ®Fi L
I ) .' TC 'A 'AC'.’-O 

H i'.vw AU, !**«_■ 
twf.

U 35OOOO H.r.f 
&•»*$ ui >

BE PROMPT! ... I Will Send YeaOne thousand 
$1,000.90 Cash Certificate AT ONCE! ^^742*, 
and wft» first priz& in final distr Ibu tlen. dent deUy. Every person 
who takes an active part will be rewarded fn «Mh . , . Write your

Just Sending Answer Qualifies You for 
Opportunity to

WIN $3,500.00 
Some say I am wrong. They say that the people 
who get money from roe will spend it fOolUhly. 
Not I want to find out. I am going to give 
away over $6,000.00. Someone is going to get 
SS.SOO.OO AU Cash. If I gave you the $3,800.00 
what would YOU do with it t Tell me in 20 words 
or less. Think, NOW, How You Would Spend 
$3,500.00! Would you start a business—invest 
in bonds—pay off a mortgage, or buy new fur­
niture? Just Minding1 an answer qualifies you 
for the opportunity to win $3,600.00. If you are 
prompt I’ll scad yea a $1,000.00 Cash Certificate 
AT ONCE! Hero is an opportunity of a lifetime. 
Rush.your answer today. Yours may be a winner.

< TOM WOOD. Manager
Dept. W-704-F, H-0 Bldg., Cincinnati, O.

Just for the winning answer to this question 
I am going Io give $3,500.00 to some deserving 
man or woman who answers my announoaments. 
you may ba the one to get it! But, i-efars I 
give it to( anyone I womd like to know r„t tha 
XTHa Z What Mil yo„ do
With this fortune if I give it to you? Just nnswm- 
this question—toll me in a sentence of 20 word, 
or lass what you would do with the $-5,500.00— 
nofnin^ more fo 4a fowerd the cash
prise! Sounds easy? It is easy! Nothing ‘fancy’* 
is needed—just fell me in plain words what you 
would do with the $3,500.00.

20 Simple WordsWin $250.00 
Nothing more for you to do! Costs nothing 
to win—nothing to buy—no selling. This 
$250.00 Prize given just for on onsv/er to 

my question.
There Is no way you can lose, Simply tell tn 4 
what YOU will do with $8,500.00 if I K;<? it to 
you. The prize for the winning answer is $250.00. 
Just sending- an aasw Qualifies for an 

port unity to win S3,500.00 in Hn.a.I pri-o dis­
tribution. Think what an amazing- opportunity 
—why, many people work hard for & ilfotime 
without ever having; tuch a vast ajjwcmt o£ 
money as you may now win,
RULE®^Only <m answer fr&ni * fmfly. Twi
mn<t bo ow 16 jt»ar» of wl re<W 0 btinent.'I 
k Will. Ymi
Do With $3,500.09 If I Givo It to You? Am«wrs musfi 
be postmarked no* later than Sake. 16, Judges uiii 
pwsidfr answer only for pwlteal valuo of tte Idea. fife* 
structimi, jpeUW, aM Ewtsum nut cassid^M.

YOUR PRIZE COUPON
TOM WOOD, Manager.
H-O Bldg., Dept. W- 704-F, Cincinnati, Ohio.
If you give me the $3,500.00 prize, I will use it as follows: 
(Write your answer plainly fa here, fa 20 words or less)

NAME
ADDRESS
TOWN. STATE...,.



In

PHANTOM 
TRIUMPHS/

Hunted, hated and feared by the denizens of the 
underworld, Richard Curtis Van Loan—the Phan' 
tom Detective—marches bravely forward in his 
lone wolf war on crime.

His task is never'ending. Again and again he 
triumphs—yet each victory leads but to more diffi' 
cult problems, more powerful foes.

And among the most formidable enemies of 
his entire career are those whom he faces in 
this month’s exciting full book-length novel: 
THIRTEEN CARDS OF DEATH.

A novel so thrilling, so gripping and all-absorbing 
that it will hold you breathless from the first page 
to the last.

Start it now—join the world’s greatest sleuth on 
the perilous trail of the most diabolic human fiends 
that ever menaced law-abiding citizens!



Thrills, Action, Suspense and Mystery in an Exciting 
Full Book-Length Novel of the Phantom Detective’s 
Daring Campaign Against a Sinister, Masked Band 

of Fiendish Masters of Murder and Crime
PROLOGUE

D
EATH lurked in the shadows 

of the room. Invisible, in­
tangible, yet permeating 

the very atmosphere with his gaunt 
and fleshless presence. His unseen 
scythe was raised, ready to strike, 
ready to cut down his victims, ready 
to execute the fiendish plans of the 

cunning distorted brains that were 
gathered in the chamber, preparing 
to institute their campaign of avarice 
and slaughter.

A single white light hung sus­
pended from the center of the ceil- 
ing. A single shaft of illumination 
flung itself down upon the black 
cloth which covered the long table. 
In the background, ebony drapes



hung over the walls, enveloping the 
room in a slimy darkness, eerie and 
impenetrable.

Six figures sat on each side of 
that black topped table; and at its 
head, more gaunt and terrible than 
the others was another, whose very 
bearing stamped him as their leader; 
whose black flashing eyes which 
peered ,from behind the mask he 
wore marked him as a man of des­
tiny, a man who shall wrest more 
from life than ever he surrenders to 
it.

Face up on the table, directly be­
fore each individual, was a playing 
card. Thirteen hearts turned their 
red and white faces up toward that 
garish light. Thirteen hearts from 
the Ace to the King lay upon the 
black cloth; and stamped in crim­
son upon the sleeves of the sinister 
group were the insignia correspond­
ing to the numbers of the card be­
fore them.

At the far end of the long board 
stood a tremendous drum-like object. 
It had no top, and inside it were 



myriad slips of white paper, folded 
neatly over in the manner of lottery 
tickets. The man at the table’s 
head—the dominating figure with 
the ace of hearts stamped red and 
menacing upon his sleeve, rose in 
his seat and addressed the others.

“It is done,” he said in a low 
rumbling voice. “There are ex­
actly five thousand, six hundred and 
seventy-two of them. Fully ninety 
per cent of them will come to terms. 
As for the others—”

He paused for a moment. The 
twelve listeners took his meaning 
clearly enough; and back there, in­
visible in the infinite shadows of 
that chamber of death, the Reaper 
grinned horribly, and his bony fin­
gers flexed about the handle of his 
scythe.

The speaker continued.
“Each of us shall attend to one 

of them. If he proves amenable 
to our demands so much the better. 
If not, you shall strike quickly and 
mercilessly* Terror must be struck 
into the hearts of the others. De­
cisive action taken now will make 
our task simpler later.

“In this drum I have their names. 
Each slip of paper bears a name. 
We will draw. The thirteen of us 
will draw. The name that each 
draws shall be his personal victim. 
Action shall be taken within the 
week. I shall call your names in 
order. The King of Hearts!”

A BLACK-GLOVED hand stretch­
ed forth. On its sleeve was em­

blazoned the emblem of the king of 
hearts. The black fingers took a 
slip of paper from the drum, then 
withdrew. “The Queen of Hearts!”

A second black hand stretched 
itself toward the drum. The fingers 
were slimmer than those of the 
first hand. And they trembled al­
most imperceptibly as they hastily 
snatched a slip of paper from the 

cavernous receptacle. “The Jack of 
Hearts!”

Twelve times that rumbling voice 
called a card; twelve times black 
sinister fingers stretched forth and 
selected a slip of paper.

“Now,” continued the voice of the 
Ace of Hearts, “you have the names 
and the addresses. You know what 
to do. Are there any questions?”

A grim, significant, eerie silence 
was his only answer.

“Good. And now you know what 
you seek?”

Again there was an instant’s 
silence, then it was broken by a 
surge of voices, like waves breaking 
upon some desolate and rocky shore.

“We know what we seek.”
The gleaming black eyes of him 

called the Ace of Hearts glanced 
around the table at the dozen who had 
sworn to follow him. He spoke again.

“And with what do you reward 
him who fails to render to you what 
you seek?”

Again came that maddening 
silence that seemed to shriek of evil. 
And then as if they were one, 
twelve voices lifted themselves up 
and spoke the dread name of the 
fourteenth person in that room; the 
fourteenth person that none of them 
could see, that none of them could 
hear, yet of whose presence they 
were all acutely and fearfully aware.

“Death,” they said in a chorus 
that sounded like the blasphemous 
chant of a Black Mass. “Death!”

CHAPTER I
Death Takes Two

R
ichard summers sat alone 

in his luxurious library. An 
u expensive cigar was in his 
hand, and a rare first edition in his 

lap. He read quietly in the solitude 
of the huge room. Relaxed from his 
banking cares of the day, this dis­
tinguished multi-millionaire bachelor 



browsed over his book, well content 
with life.

The big grandfather’s clock at the 
far end of the room melodiously 
chimed the hour of midnight. Sum­
mers, engrossed in his book, did not 
hear it. Neither, for that matter, 
did he hear a soft footfall near the 
French windows which opened out 
upon the garden.

Beyond the radius of light which 
was shed by the reading lamp, a 
figure stood near the window. It 
was clad in black, and an ebony 
mask obscured its features.

Something gleamed dully in a 
black-gloved hand as it glided noise­
lessly across the room. It was stand­
ing less than two feet away from 
the banker when he became aware of 
its presence.

R
ichard summers looked up.
his brow corrugated, then his eyes 

dilated in mingled fear and amaze­
ment. For a full minute the masked 
figure and the banker stared at each 
other. At last the latter found his 
voice. “Who are you?” he said. 
“What do you want?”

By way of answer the intruder 
brought the revolver in his hand 
slowly upward until its muzzle 
pointed directly at the other’s heart. 
Then with his left hand he thrust 
a piece of pasteboard out toward 
Summers. “Do you recognize that?” 
he demanded.

The banker’s frown grew deeper. 
He stared at the card in the black 
figure’s hand. It was an ordinary 
playing card—the three of hearts. 
For a moment Summers did not an­
swer. By now his first shock had 
departed, leaving him calmer. He 
was by no means a timorous man, 
as his many enemies could well tes­
tify, and now' that his first wave of 
surprise had passed, the inherent 
courage in the man asserted itself.

"What child’s play is this?” he de­

manded testily. “I see that you’re 
holding an ordinary playing card in 
youi' hand. To be specific, it’s the 
three of hearts. That much I recog­
nize. But if there’s any more sig­
nificance than that to it, I fail com­
pletely to understand it.”

Steely blue eyes behind the other’s 
mask flashed grimly.

“Tell me,” he said softly, “have 
you not seen the counterpart of this 
card within the past twenty-four 
hours?”

Something clicked in the back of 
Summers’ brain. He sat upright in 
his chair. “Yes,” he exclaimed. “The 
letter. The—-”

“Exactly,” said the voice in tones 
filled with menace. "The letter. And 
why did you not obey its instruc­
tions?”

Summers nodded slowly.
“I remember now,” he said. "The 

three of hearts was in that letter. 
I thought nothing of it at the time. 
I get lots of crank letters. Every 
prominent man does. I threw it 
away.”

The masked man nodded.
The revolver in the man’s hand 

still held its steady bead on the bank­
er’s heart.

“It’s not too late,” he said. “You 
may yet comply with that letter’s 
terms.”

A peculiar glint came into the 
banker’s eyes.

“And if I don’t?” he asked.
The black figure did not speak, 

but the barrel of his weapon moved 
almost imperceptibly.

SUMMERS nodded. “I see,” he 
said. “Very well, I suppose you 

win. I think I can take care of 
you with what’s in that desk. Do 
you mind if I walk over to it?”

“Go ahead,” said the other. "But 
any trick will spell immediate death.”

Summers rose from his chair and 
walked steadily across the room to-. 



ward the huge mahogany desk in 
the center of the floor. The peculiar 
glint in his eye became more pro­
nounced as he approached it.

He reached down and opened the 
desk drawer. His hand reached 
within. Then came out again.

He whirled around on his heel to 
face the intruder, and as he did so 
the metal of a revolver flashed in 
the light of the room. His right 
hand held the butt of an automatic 
and even as he swung around his 
finger constricted upon the trigger.

TWO staccato reports ripped 
through the room. Two jagged 

spurts of flame leaped like chain 
lightning from the muzzles of two 
guns. But the weapon in the grasp 
of the black figure uttered its sin­
ister report an infinitesimal fraction 
of a second before that of the banker.

One bullet buried itself in the 
tapestry of the eastern wall, the 
other ripped searingly through flesh, 
thudded into a living, pulsating 
heart and stopped its beat. Rich­
ard Summers slumped to his knees. 
The gun fell from his hand and 
clattered harmlessly to the floor. 
Blood rushed from a gaping hole in 
his breast. He pitched face down­
ward on the thick oriental rug.

The shadowy figure glided silent­
ly, swiftly across the room to­
ward the French windows through 
which he had entered. Into the 
night he evanesced, the black of his 
raiment merging into the blackness 
of the evening. Then he was gone, 
leaving no trace behind him, save 
an ordinary playing card which lay 
on the rug near the murdered 
banker. It was the three of hearts, 
the murderous visiting card that had 
been left by the first grim messenger 
of the thirteen who had vowed to 
deal swift and sudden death to those 
who dared defy them.

And of those thirteen whose 

names had been selected from the 
drum, it was destined that ten of 
them should capitulate to the de­
mands made upon them. Ten of 
them, when confronted with the dire 
threat that the organization whose 
symbol was a crimson heart had de­
livered to them, rendered up that 
which was asked of them. Three of 
them did not. And of those three, 
two died upon the same night, with­
in the same hour.

One of these was Richard Sum­
mers, the banker, of Summersville, 
Illinois. The other was Trent 
Wells, the copper king of Montana. 
These men never knew each other. 
Their trails which merged in death 
had never crossed in life. They 
were a thousand odd miles apart 
when the Reaper swung his silver 
scythe and cut them down, yet they 
died for the same reason, in the 
same manner, for the same cause.

And the third man of that chosen 
thirteen who did not accede to the 
demands made upon him, heard of 
the demise of the other two, heard 
of the playing cards which had been 
found beside their prostrate, lifeless 
bodies, heard of these things and 
was afraid, terribly afraid.

And it was his fear, his over­
whelming terror, that eventually 
proved the thing which placed the 
thirteen heart murderers in jeopardy, 
which brought the Phantom himself 
into the game to struggle with one 
of the most terrible enemies of his 
career.

This third man’s name was Nor­
well Rains, and he lived in Holly­
wood.

CHAPTER II
The Clutches of Fear

IT WAS said by his enemies that 
Norwell Rains possessed infi­
nitely more money than brains.

This may have been true, but it was 
certain that the women of America



Gaunt and fleshless, death hovered menacingly over the room!

would not have subscribed to this 
belief. For Rains was the most pop­
ular matinee .idol on the screen.

He was tell and handsome, with 
an almost perfect physique, which 

successfully concealed the smallness 
of his soul. In his meteoric rise to 
fame he had amassed a fortune of 
well over two million dollars; and 
that fact coupled with his good looks 



more than compensated him for the 
many failings which he possessed.

His secretary brought him the 
letter containing the jack of hearts. 
It came to light half way down a 
pile of fan mail. The secretary, re­
garding it as something of a joke, 
handed it to his master. Rains took 
the card in an over-manicured hand 
and looked at it with a puzzled ex­
pression marring the perfection of 
his brow.

THEN he read the letter and his 
face grew pale.

“The police,” he said to the sec­
retary. “Martin, have you notified 
the police?”

“I just opened the letter, Mr. 
Rains,” said Martin. “Do you want 
me to notify the police?”

Rains gulped. The hand which 
held the letter trembled slightly.

“Of course,” he said in a thin 
strained voice. “Phone the police. 
Then call the studio and tell them I 
shan’t be able to work today. I’m— 
indisposed.”

The secretary bowed, left the 
room. Rains fell into a huge 
leather armchair and read the letter 
again. What he saw there was ap­
parently not reassuring. His face 
was ashen now. His eyes distended. 
His nostrils quivered, and his sen­
sual lips were parted, as he stared 
alternately at the card in his hand, 
then at the letter.

He was not a brave man physi­
cally. He had little taste for com­
bat, and the slightest suggestion of 
bodily injury made him feel ill. 
Crank letter or no crank letter, 
Norwell Rains was not the man to 
take chances. This, undoubtedly, 
was a case for the police.

He sighed, lit a cigarette with 
shaking fingers. Then he threw the 
letter aside and picked up the morn­
ing paper, striving in this way to 
take his mind off the missive that 

he had just read. But the tiling that 
leaped to his eyes from the front 
page set his heart to thumping 
harder than ever, set him to staring 
once more at the letter, fear and 
panic stamped indelibly in his 
eyes.

The secretary returned from the 
telephone to see his employer glar­
ing at the paper as though it were 
an evil unclean thing.

“What’s the matter, sir?” he 
asked.

Rains pointed a trembling finger 
at the headlines.

“Look,” he said. “Read that. 
Look. Two men have been mur­
dered. Two men. A banker and a 
copper magnate. Murdered, and by 
their bodies were found playing 
cards. The trey and the nine of 
hearts.”

Martin looked at the paper in a 
bewildered manner.

“Don’t you see,” screamed Rains. 
“The trey and the nine of hearts. 
Now I get this. The jack of hearts. 
Don’t you see, you fool? They plan 
to murder me. They’ll kill me as 
they killed those other two! Did 
you get the police?”

The secretary nodded.
“They’ll be here immediately, 

sir,” he said. "No harm can come 
to you.”

RAINS did not answer. His vocal 
chords were paralyzed by the 

terrible apprehension which welled 
up in his breast. He was still sitting 
there when Inspector Harlow of the 
police department entered the room. 
Then with an effort he broke the 
thrall of terror which held him in 
its grip, and with a quivering voice, 
quite unlike that which had thrilled 
the moving picture fans of America, 
he stammered out the story. Then 
he handed the inspector the card, 
the letter and the newspaper.

Harlow examined all three cur­



sorily, .but thoroughly, then said: 
“There’s nothing to be alarmed at, 
Mr. Rains. You have been threat­
ened with death unless you comply 
with the demands listed in this let­
ter. There is no danger.”

“No danger!” shouted Rains. 
“They threaten to kill me and you 
say there’s no danger!”

“They won’t kill you,” said Har­
low soothingly. “As a matter of 
fact, they’ve been considerate enough 
to let us know when they’ll make 
their attempt. They say that if you 
have not obeyed theii- instructions 
by midnight they shall kill you on 
the stroke of twelve. Well, armed 
with that knowledge, it will be easy- 
enough for the police to protect 
you.”

PERHAPS,” said Rains with gray 
lips. “Perhaps that is what 
Summers and Wells thought. Per­

haps that is what their own police 
told them.”

"Now, Mr. Rains,” said the in­
spector earnestly, “there’s no need 
to become alarmed. I’ll have this 
house surrounded by police all day. 
At midnight, the guard shall be 
doubled. Myself and half a dozen 
of my most trusted men shall sit 
in the room with you. Isn’t that 
assurance enough?”

Rains swallowed hard.
“I’ve got money,” he shouted in a 

voice two points this side of hys­
teria. “I want the best protection 
that money can buy. Further, I 
want the writer of this letter ar­
rested. You may protect me to­
night, but I can’t go on the rest of 
my life, with a death threat over my 
head. Who’s the best detective in 
America? Do you know?”

The inspector nodded.
“Yes, I know,” he said gravely.
“Then get him. To hell with the 

cost. Get him. I don’t care about 
money.”

“Neither,” said the inspector 
quietly, “does he.”

Rains stared at him.
“What do you mean? Who is this 

detective that doesn’t care for 
money?”

Harlow met the frantic man’s eye 
squarely for a moment.

“They call him the Phantom,” he 
said quietly.

Into Rains’ eyes there came a 
faint gleam of hope, almost of cour­
age.

“The Phantom,” he repeated. 
“I’ve heard of him. Get him, In­
spector. Get him at once.”

Harlow shrugged. “I’ll try,” he 
said. “But as I told you, the Phan­
tom isn’t interested in your money. 
He’s a rich man in his own right. 
Besides, there’s only one man in 
America who knows his true iden­
tity. I’ll have to get in touch with 
him.”

“Then do it,” said Rains. “Do it 
at once. I’m sure that he can get 
the villains who have threatened 
me with this terrible thing.”

“Very well,” said Harlow. “I’ll 
do my best, and I’ll have a cordon 
of police thrown about the house at 
once.”

He turned and left the room, 
leaving the matinee idol of the 
country a sorely worried man. His 
poise and nonchalant attitude had 
deserted him. The virtues which had 
been foisted upon him by a high- 
salaried press agent had fallen from 
him, and he was, at this precise mo­
ment, merely a rather cowardly, 
young man who was experiencing 
the fright of his life.

CHAPTER III
Midnight Peril

IT LACKED some twenty minutes 
to twelve the following night. 
The small platinum clock on the 

mantelpiece of Norwell Rains’ living 



room ticked the minutes away with 
relentless monotony. Every light in 
the room was turned on. The shades 
had been removed from the bulbs 
and the powerful electric light shed 
a garish revealing luminosity about 
the room, banishing shadows from 
the remotest corner.

THE actor sat huddled up in a
Morris chair at the center of the 

room. Surrounding him were five 
police officers, none of whom pos­
sessed a rank lower than that of a 
sergeant. Half a dozen patrolmen 
stood about the room. The windows 
and door were closely guarded.

In the hall outside were a score 
of armed men in uniform, and be­
low in the street and in the garden 
was another score of policemen, 
keeping the vigil over the life of 
Norwell Rains.

The little clock on the mantel 
ticked three hundred more times. 
The actor glanced at it nervously. 
Then he looked up at Inspector Har­
low, who stood at his side.

“Where :fc he?” he whispered. 
“Where is the Phantom? He prom­
ised to come, didn’t he?”

Harlow nodded.
“I received a message that he 

would be here before midnight. He 
was to fly from New York. But 
don’t worry, man. Good God, what 
can happen to you? You’ve got a 
miniature army surrounding you.”

Rains shuddered but said nothing. 
Despite the extraordinary precau­
tions taken to safeguard him it was 
apparent that his nervousness re­
mained with him. It was equally 
apparent that the Phantom’s tre­
mendous reputation made Rains 
feel that he could breathe easier 
when the celebrated detective ar­
rived.

The platinum clock pounded out 
ten minutes more. Its hands indi­
cated five minutes to twelve.

A footfall sounded outside in the 
hall. Rains sat bold upright. Har­
low’s hand dropped instinctively to 
the .32 in the holster at his side. 
The policemen exchanged significant 
glances.

A gentle tapping came at the 
outer panel. Rains blanched. Har­
low, hand on gun, crossed the room.

“Who’s there?” he called.
A policeman’s voice from outside 

in the hall answered:
“It’s the Phantom, sir.”
Rains’ eyes lit with hope as Har­

low opened the door. The others 
stared curiously in the direction of 
the portal to watch the scourge of 
the underworld enter.

A tall figure clad in immaculate 
evening clothes stepped in. A silk 
hat was on his head. His carriage 
and bearing were those of a gentle­
man. The upper half of his face 
was obscured by a black silk mask 
through which his eyes gleamed in­
telligently.

HARLOW shut the door behind 
him. Rains, staring at the 

masked figure, seemed to have re­
gained his confidence.

“Thank God, you’ve come,” he 
said. “For heaven’s sake catch 
these devils who’ve threatened my 
life.”

The masked man inclined his head 
slightly.

“I shall do my best,” he said 
Quietly. Then he turned to Harlow. 
“Midnight, they said. Didn’t they?”

Harlow nodded. The Phantom 
walked around the room, taking close 
stock of the entire situation. The 
room was filled with police. He 
paused for a moment by the window 
and glanced out. It was some fif­
teen stories to the street. He turned 
back to Harlow, a faint smile upon 
his face.

“I’d say that Mr. Rains was as 
safe as the President himself," he



“You have defied us," he said, “and for that you die.”

observed. “It’s impossible to get to 
him here.”

Harlow nodded, and Rains 
breathed a sigh of relief. The color 
flowed back into his cheeks and his 
complexion was normal once more. 
The little hand of the platinum 
clock edged over toward the hour. 
Then it struck.

And as the first muffled chime 
reverberated through the room, an 
electric tension filled the air. De­
spite the fool-proof precautions 
which had been taken, there flashed 
to the mind of every man present 
the picture of two dead men, with 

playing cards of the heart suit ly­
ing at their sides.

The policemen stood alert and vig­
ilant, their hands hovering above 
their holsters. Rains sat upright 
in his chair breathing loudly. The 
Phantom alone seemed calm. He 
stood between the window and 
Rains’ chair. He had taken a slim 
automatic from his pocket, and the 
bright light of the room was re­
flected in its metal barrel.

The little clock had struck eight 
times, when Harlow relaxed. He 
was the first to realize that the ten­
sion that gripped him was engen­



dered solely by nerves. After all, 
it was impossible for anything to 
happen to Rains here. It was im­
possible for the enemy to get to 
him.

The clock tolled its eleventh 
stroke—and then it happened!

The Phantom suddenly galvanized 
to action. Even as the last stroke 
of midnight echoed through the 
room, he flung himself before the 
actor, his revolver in his hand. Be­
fore a man could divine his purpose, 
his finger had constricted on the 
trigger. The automatic poured a 
steady stream of lead into the actor’s 
body.

BLOOD stained his expensive 
suit, and ran crazily down upon 

the floor. Then without releasing 
his finger from the trigger, the 
masked man who had called himself 
the Phantom turned the muzzle of 
his weapon and shattered the chan­
delier overhead. The room was 
plunged into darkness.

Now, at last, Harlow broke the 
surprised paralysis which gripped 
him. He raised his voice.

“Get him, somebody. For God’s 
sake, get him! Don’t let him leave 
the room.”

But above the scuffle of swiftly 
moving feet, above the febrile ex­
citement of the room, there came a 
mocking laugh.

“Those who defy the Thirteen 
Hearts shall die! Nothing shall 
stop that death. No one can stay 
our hand.”

There was a sudden crash. Glass 
shattered. Foi' a single instant, 
silhouetted against the moon outside, 
Harlow saw a tall figure clad in im­
maculate evening clothes leap to the 
window sill, leap through the jagged 
frame into the space beyond.

Harlow’s pistol was jerked up in 
his hand. But before he could fire 
the figure had dropped out of sight.

Now half a dozen flashlights were 
clicked on and their white beams 
illuminated the room. Harlow knelt 
down beside the riddled body of the 
actor. His breast was riddled with 
steel. He slumped forward in his 
chair, still, silent, inert.

And on his lap, where Harlow 
was certain it had not been when 
the lights went out—was the jack 
of hearts. Harlow came to his feet.

“Well,” he said grimly, “even if 
they did get Rains, that fellow cer­
tainly did for himself. He must 
have killed himself when he landed 
below. Besides, we’ve got enough 
men down there to stop a regiment. 
Let’s investigate.”

The policemen quitted the room 
and hurried downstairs. A moment 
later Harlow was interviewing his 
men below. They regarded him 
blankly. One of them said in an­
swer to his questions:

“No, sir. We were standing di­
rectly below that window. Nothing 
came out of it. Nothing fell to the 
ground. I’m sure of it.”

Harlow screwed up his brow.
“It’s a clean getaway,” he said. 

"A clean getaway and a miracle.”
One of his assistants at his side 

spoke gravely.
“If the Phantom himself has 

turned criminal, sir,” he observed, 
“we’re up against the toughest job 
of our lives.”

Harlow nodded soberly.

YOU’RE right,” he said. “If the
Phantom has gone over to their 

side, if he belongs to the Thirteen 
Hearts, God help us all. But still, 
somehow, even though I saw it with 
my own eyes, I can’t quite believe 
it. I can’t quite believe the Phan­
tom has turned traitor to himself 
and the rest of the world.”

But whatever Harlow may have 
thought, the fact remained. The 
Phantom, Harlow told himself, had 



kept his rendezvous as he had prom­
ised. The Phantom with his own 
hand had shot down the man the 
Thirteen Hearts had vowed to kill. 
He had leaped out into space and 
never come to earth, had vanished 
completely in the night.

And though it was a warm Cali­
fornia night, perspiration stood out 
on Harlow’s brow.

CHAPTER IV
The Queen of Heaets

T
HE WHITE stone building 
stretched its massive granite 
shoulders high above the 
city and towered arrogantly from 

its Park Avenue base over the rest 
of the municipality, as if completely 
conscious that the rentals of its 
apartments were the highest in 
town. Below the metropolitan traffic 
streamed through the granite can­
yons, while above a soft summer 
night caressed the urban scene.

In a luxuriously furnished pent­
house high on the roof, there sat a 
man. He was bent over a desk 
studying a newspaper. A quizzical 
frown played upon his brow as he 
digested the startling headline that 
leaped to his eye; the headline that 
told him of the Phantom’s perfidy, 
of how the masked sleuth had 
turned traitor to the law and had 
joined forces with the underworld 
at last.

The press was in a furore regard­
ing the matter. The Phantom’s ex­
ploits were well known. His adven­
tures were respected, and now that 
he had turned against the forces of 
law and order, the country trem­
bled. The police of a hundred cities 
were alert, ready to pit all their re­
sources, all their courage and brains 
against the Phantom, whom they 
now believed, incredible though it 
seemed, had turned his talents to the 

other side; who, apparently tiring 
of throwing his strength, courage 
and inimitable sleuthing facilities 
on the side of the law, had deserted 
and gone over to the enemy.

But the tall young man in that 
Park Avenue penthouse knew that 
the papers lied. He knew that pub­
lic opinion was wrong. He knew 
that the Phantom had not killed 
NorweH Rains. And though there 
may have been others who believed 
with him that the Phantom was 
innocent, there were but two living 
persons who knew that fact posi­
tively and apodictically.

THOSE two men were the killer 
and the Phantom himself.

And the man in that penthouse 
was not the killer! Though he was 
known to the renting agent of the 
apartment, to the exclusive society 
of New York, to a hundred clubmen 
acquaintances as Richard Curtis 
Van Loan—that man was none other 
than the Phantom himself!

With the exception of Frank Ha­
vens, the newspaper publisher, not 
a man in the whole world knew that 
Dick Van Loan, playboy and was­
trel, was the greatest sleuth that 
lived.

Born to ample wealth and luxury 
and left an orphan at an early age, 
Richard Van Loan had celebrated 
the advent of manhood with all the 
prodigal vices that youth dreams of. 
His life had been an empty, pur­
poseless thing until the war.

In that titanic struggle where 
most men lost themselves and their 
dreams, Van Loan had found him­
self and his own career. Gazing eye 
to eye with Death in the clouds as 
part of his diurnal duty in the fly­
ing corps, he had found life a dull 
and deadly thing after the Armis­
tice. The fleshpots had lost their 
savor. The old pleasures seemed 
hollow and empty. Life, in short, 



had become a deadly bore, which 
could be relieved only by the final 
adventure of death.

AT the suggestion of Havens, his 
father’s lifelong friend, he had 

solved a murder mystery for the 
publisher’s string of papers, after 
the police had failed. In that ad­
venture he had discovered that this 
was the one profession, the one 
career he could follow that fed the 
necessary amount of spice to his 
jaded nerves.

Sleuthing gave him a lifelong con­
tinuation of the excitement that the 
war had offered him. So, throwing 
himself whole-heartedly into this new 
venture, he became the Phantom.

However, his rise to the peak of 
his chosen profession was not a 
simple thing. He builded on a solid 
foundation, and it was to that fact 
that he owed his life many times 
over. Disguise he had studied and 
practised until not an actor that 
ever* trod the boards was his mas­
ter.

Languages he spoke like a pro­
fessor. Ventriloquism and hypno­
tism were no secrets to him, and 
only the incomparable Lombroso, 
himself, had devoted more time to. 
the study of criminology. In short, 
Dick Van Loan, the playboy of the 
clubs, had developed into a serious 
student. And though he took pains 
that no one should notice the change 
in him, he was no longer the jaded, 
carefree scion of gold that he had 
been for the first twenty-odd years 
of his life.

Of course, he had discovered early 
in his career that there were cer­
tain sacrifices that must be made 
upon the altar of the path he had 
chosen. He paid the price of his 
double life. The things which the 
normal man prizes and works for 
were denied the Phantom. Home, 
domesticity, feminine companionship 

were not for him. His duplicity pre­
cluded that.

No, the ordinary items of life for 
which the average man strives 
mightily were not for him whom 
the world called the Phantom. He 
had chosen his path, and he must 
follow it, alone and lonely, no mat­
ter where it lead, until the grim 
reaper himself cut him down at the 
end of the trail.

Now on this particular night fol­
lowing the murder of Norwell Rains, 
Dick Van Loan had returned from 
a hunting trip near the border. 
Arriving home with the latest edi­
tions of the papers tucked under 
his arm, he had donned a dressing 
gown and relaxed to read the news 
of events which had occurred since 
he last saw a paper some six days 
ago.

THE first item that leaped to his 
eye from the headlines was the 
startling story that the Phantom 

himself had turned traitor to the 
law, that he had aligned himself 
with the underworld and with his 
own hand shot down the famous 
Hollywood star.

His brow corrugated as he read 
the story of Rains’ death. He re­
alized that whoever had concocted 
this scheme was diabolically clever. 
The criminal had accomplished two 
things at one fell blow. First, by 
appearing as the Phantom, the killer 
had easily obtained access to Rains’ 
house, well guarded as it was. And, 
second, he had put the Phantom at 
a frightful disadvantage, should the 
detectives take his trail and attempt 
to capture him.

For now the police were no longer 
the Phantom’s allies. He was a 
hunted man. And this fact would 
render it infinitely more difficult for 
him to track down the real criminal, 
inasmuch as Van Loan would be 
compelled to evade the long arm of 



the law while he was exonerating 
himself.

He read the news story again. It 
mentioned the fact that Rains had 
asked for the Phantom’s protection. 
It also mentioned that a long dis­
tance call had been put through to 
Frank Havens asking him to use 
his influence to get the famous de­
tective to take the case.

Van’s frown grew deeper. It was 
impossible that Havens should have 
slipped up. The publisher knew that 
he was away. There must have been 
a leak somewhere. Perhaps Havens 
had never even received the mes­
sage.

Van reached for the telephone 
and put through a call to Havens’ 
home. The butler answered and 
said that neither his master nor 
Muriel, his daughter, were in the 
house. Van hung up, deciding to 
call later.

HE relaxed in his chair and 
smoked a long black cigar medi­

tatively. He needed no further sum­
mons to take this case. He was 
compelled to do so as a means of 
self-protection, in order to exonerate 
himself from the ugly murder 
charge that was facing him.

In the story he had just read, he 
had noted the two other deaths sim­
ilar to that which had struck down 
Rains; the fact that the three death 
cards were hearts of different de­
nominations. He had noticed these 
things and now he wondered.

Who was this mysterious gang 
who were committing wholesale 
murder? What was their motive? 
Apparently their leader was a man 
of diabolical ingenuity. The imper­
sonation of the Phantom to achieve 
one of the killings demonstrated 
that.

He smoked slowly, lost in thought.
Then as his eyes fell upon the 

desk again, he noticed a pile of 

mail there—a pile which had accu­
mulated since he had been away.

WITH a perplexed frown still 
upon his brow, he stretched 
forth his hand and picked up the 

top letter from the pile before him. 
Still engrossed in his own thoughts, 
he ripped open the envelope and 
withdrew its contents. Then, as his 
eye looked at the things which he 
held in his hand, the frown grew 
deeper and his heart picked up a 
beat.

For there before him was an ordi­
nary playing card—the queen of 
hearts. The symbol of death which 
had been left at the side of the mur­
dered men of whom he had just 
read in the newspaper. Van placed 
the playing card upon his desk and 
turned his attention to the type­
written message which had accom­
panied it. He read it slowly.

To Richard Curtis Van Loan:
Before eleven o’clock on the 

eighth of the month you will 
throw one hundred thousand 
dollars in cash from your auto­
mobile, exactly nine miles out 
of Bergton, New York. You will 
throw it into the bushes at the 
side of the road. Then drive 
on.

If you fail to have done this 
thing by midnight of the eighth, 
you shall die as others who re­
ceived this warning and did not 
heed it, have died.

The Thirteen Hearts.

Hastily he glanced at the post­
mark. The message had been mailed 
four days ago. This was the eighth, 
and the ticking clock on the mantel­
piece told him that it was already 
within three minutes of the time 
which the note had predicted as his 
death moment.

He flung open a drawer of the 



desk and withdrew an automatic. 
Then lighting a cigarette, he re­
turned to his thoughts, augmented 
by his new knowledge. From his 
outward bearing no one would have 
dreamed that he was a man who 
waited for such a grim visitor as 
Death.

So, the Thirteen Hearts, who had 
already slain three men, had threat­
ened him. Quite evidently they were 
unaware of the fact that he was 
the Phantom. Had they known this, 
they probably would have slain him 
without the formality of making a 
demand for money. No. For some 
reason that he did not know, the 
gang had selected him as a victim 
of their blackmailing scheme, little 
realizing that they had threatened 
the man whom they had imperson­
ated yesterday when Rains had been 
murdered.

THE letter he had received cleared 
things up a little. The motive of 
the gang was at least apparent now. 

It was simply a tremendous black­
mail plot backed by a campaign of 
terror; and there was no way of 
knowing from how many of their 
victims they had already collected.

They had killed three men with 
such vicious despatch and savagery 
that the bulk of those with whom 
they had communicated had un­
doubtedly acceded to their terms.

And now, for some ironic reason, 
they had threatened the Phantom 
himself, though, it appeared, they 
had no knowledge of the fact that 
Richard Curtis Van Loan, million­
aire clubman, was that dreaded 
scourge of the underworld.

His sharp ears heard a faint click 
in the hall. His hand tightened on 
the butt of his automatic. His eyes 
narrowed slightly, but he gave no 
other indication of his alertness, his 
tenseness. The little clock on the 
mantel chimed the hour of midnight.

A soft footfall sounded from the 
foyer. Van Loan leveled his weapon 
at the doorway, expecting any min- 
ute to see the brutal, evil face of 
the killer of the Thirteen, the man 
who had come to snuff out his life 
as the price of his daring to defy 
the blackmailers.

THEN, of a sudden, he saw the 
gleam of metal appear through 

the doorway. A slim gloved hand held 
a revolver firmly. Then the figure 
itself entered the room. Dick Van 
Loan gasped with surprise as he 
saw that figure closely.

For instead of being a desperate 
murderer* as he had suspected, it 
was the figure of a woman, slim 
and blonde, dressed in a trim suit. 
Silently he dropped his weapon into 
his pocket, then rose to his feet to 
greet his fair intruder with a smile.

She advanced across the room, 
the gun held firmly in her hand. 
Some four feet away from him she 
stopped and regarded him with 
wide blue eyes. He returned her 
gaze debonairly, with an air of gal­
lantry. Then he spoke, and his voice 
held a faint bantering quality.

"Good evening, madame,” he said. 
“And are you usually in the habit 
of entering strange men’s apart­
ments without the formality of ring­
ing the doorbell?”

Her face remained impassive. Her 
eyes remained cold under the 
warmth of his smile.

“When I come on this sort of busi­
ness, I enter without formality,” 
she said icily.

Van Loan raised his eyebrows. 
His smile grew broader.

“Indeed,” he, said, much in the 
manner of one speaking to a recal­
citrant child. “And what may that 
business be?”

“Death,” she said in a tone as 
ominous as the word which she had 
spoken.



Van’s smile left his face, and his 
voice dropped its mocking note.

“Do you intend to kill me?’’ he 
asked.

Her lips were tight red lines 
against the pale background of her 
fragile face. She nodded her head.

“But why?” he asked. “Why 
should you come to kill me?”

For answer, she thrust her left 
hand into the pocket of her suit. 
She extended an oblong piece of 
pasteboard toward him. He looked 
down to see it was the queen of 
hearts!

“You have seen that before,” she 
said.

Van glanced toward the desk, 
where the counterpart of the card 
lay, face upward.

“Yes,” he admitted. “Only a few 
moments ago, when I opened your 
letter. But I’d still like to know 
what you have to do with it.”

“I am the Queen of Hearts,” she 
said simply. “It is my duty to kill 
you because you have not done as 
our letter demanded.”

CHAPTER V
The Vanishing Man

V
AN regarded her with serious 
eyes. It seemed impossible 
that this girl, this blue-eyed, 
white-faced girl with her incredible 

air of ingenuousness could be a 
killer, that she could be mixed up 
with the Thirteen Hearts who killed 
in cold blood.

Still, in his adventurous career, 
he had seen many strange sights, 
and he was worldly enough to know 
that things are not always what 
they seem. “So,” he said slowly, “it 
is your duty to kill me.”

She nodded.
“Then,” he said with the same 

slow deliberation, “it is quite ob­
viously my duty to prevent you 
from doing it.”

It was as if the last word that he 
spoke was a signal from his brains 
to his muscles. Even as the syllable 
left his lips, he flung himself to one 
side and ducked. His left hand shot 
up and gripped her slim white wrist 
even as her finger constricted upon 
the trigger, even as the savage steel 
from her weapon ripped through 
the room and found its internment 
in the far wall.

H
IS right hand had dropped with 
incredible speed to his coat 

pocket, and now it appeared again, 
holding his automatic firmly. His 

left hand forced her wrist down un­
til the muzzle of her revolver pointed 
toward the floor. His automatic now 
aimed unwaveringly at her heart.

“Will you kindly drop your gun?” 
he asked softly.

She obeyed. Her gloved hand 
opened and the weapon feH with a 
dull thud to the expensive rug. Van 
fixed her with his eyes. If he ex­
pected her to break down, to throw 
herself upon his mercy, he was bad­
ly mistaken. She looked at him 
calmly and it seemed to him that a 
mocking light lurked in her eyes.

“So,” she said evenly, “what 
now?”

Van shrugged. “The police, prob­
ably,” he said. “However, I might 
forego that if you’ll do a little talk­
ing.”

“Talking?” she repeated. “What 
do you want me to talk about?”

“The Thirteen Hearts.”
The mocking light in her eyes 

grew more pronounced. Her lips 
curled.

“I don’t betray my friends,” she 
said shortly. “And besides, you un­
derestimate the resourcefulness of 
the Thirteen Hearts. You have 
claimed your victory too soon.”

“I’ve checkmated you for tonight,” 
said Van. “And that’s enough for 
the time being.”



“Ah,” . she said with a little 
throaty chuckle. “But have you?”

He frowned. She seemed so con­
fident. Her manner was jeering, as 
if she yet had a trump card to play, 
a trump card that would turn the 
game in her favor once more. Now 
her ironic eyes traveled past him to 
the huge double window at the far 
end of the room.

For a moment he almost turned 
around, then he smiled at himself 
for coming so close to falling for 
an old, old trick. Of course, there 
was no one there. It was impos­
sible for anyone to be there. The 
street was seventeen stories below 
that window, and it was impossible 
to gain the roof, save through his 
own apartment. No, she was merely 
striving to divert his attention so 
that she might again get the drop 
on him.

He had thoroughly convinced him­
self of the soundness of his reason­
ing, when all his logic was shat­
tered by a cold, hard voice from the 
rear.

It said: “Put up youi’ hands, Mr. 
Van Loan, or you’re a dead man.”

DESPITE his surprise, he obeyed.
He had learned early in his 

career that when such an order is 
given, it is better to act at once and 
investigate afterwards. The auto­
matic fell from his fingers, fell to 
the floor and lay beside the weapon 
of the girl. Then the voice spoke 
again.

“You may turn around now.”
He turned slowly. There, seated 

on the sill of the window, was a 
man. A man clad entirely in black. 
Black gloves encased his fingers. A 
tight black suit was on his body and 
a black mask covered his face. The 
only splash of color on his drab out­
fit was a crimson heart on his 
sleeve, beneath the letter “A”.

For a full moment Dick Van Loan 

spoke no word. An anxious bewil­
derment was upon him. How had 
this man come here? How had he 
gained that window? Was the Thir­
teen Hearts privy to miracles that 
would permit them tQ defy seven­
teen stories of space and appear at 
their victim’s windows? He thought 
for a moment of the mysterious dis­
appearance of the false Phantom in 
Hollywood.

Now the man in the window was 
speaking again.

“You have defied us,” he said, 
“and for that you die. You die as 
others have died before you. You 
can not escape the Thirteen Hearts.”

Van’s brain clicked on all cylin­
ders. Despite the peril of the situa­
tion, he could vaguely see in it an 
opportunity to gain some knowledge 
of the mysterious Thirteen. A sud­
den illuminating plan came to him.

HE feigned abject terror. His
calm, confident air suddenly van­

ished. His hands trembled at his 
sides. His eyes opened wide. And 
when he spoke, his voice held a vi­
brant terror, a pitiful appeal.

“Don’t shoot,” he said quaver- 
ingly. “Give me a chance to ex­
plain. Give me a chance.”

“You had your chance,” said the 
girl coldly. “And you failed to take 
it. Now you can take the alterna­
tive.”

“But,” said Van tremulously, “it 
wasn’t my fault. I just got back to 
town. I only got your letter a few 
minutes before you came in. Give 
me a chance. I’ll come through. I’ll 
have the cash for you tomorrow.”

“Yeah,” said the man in the win­
dow. “How about that play you 
just made? How about the gun you 
just pulled on her? How about tak­
ing her own weapon away from 
her?”

“You can’t blame me for fighting 
for my own life,” said Van. “I’ll



not only fight for it, but I’ll will­
ingly pay a hundred thousand dol­
lars for it. For God’s sake, give me 
a chance! If you don’t, I lose my 
life and you lose the money. If you 
don’t believe me, you can check up 
on my story downstairs. The super­
intendent’ll tell you that I only re­
turned home tonight.”

A SILENCE gripped the room. A 
silence that seemed to whisper 

of impending doom. At last the 
girl spoke.

“Maybe he’s right. If he’s lying, 
if he’s stalling, we can get him as 
easily tomorrow as tonight. Besides, 
as he says, we’d sooner have the 
money than the corpse.”

The black-garbed man considered 
this for a moment. Then slowly he 
nodded his head.

“All right,” he said finally. “You’ll 
get telephoned instructions as to 
how the payment shall be made. 
And don’t try any double-crossing. 
The police can’t help you. If you 
read the papers, you must know 
that we’ve already proved that 
much.”

Van nodded. It seemed that fear 
made it necessary for him to fight 
for his voice.

“I know that,” he said in a husky 
whisper. “I know that. I won’t 
double-cross you. I swear it.”

“Okay,” said the man. Then to 
the girl: “You get out. I’ll keep 
him covered until you’re gone.”

The girl turned her steel-blue eyes 
upon Van.

It seemed to him now that there 
was something of contempt in them 
as she regarded his apparently ab­
ject fear. Then she silently turned 
on her heel. Her foosteps fell softly 
on the rug as she disappeared into 
the foyer. Van heard the metallic 
click of the outer door as it closed 
behind her.

He stared at the figure on the



window sill, and wondered if the 
man wduld leave in the same mys­
terious way as he had come. Then 
before his very eyes the miracle 
happened!

Without a word, the man swung 
his leg over the sill. For a moment 
it seemed as if he were suspended 
in space. Then he sprang out into 
the night, the darkness of his ap­
parel blending with the sable of the 
evening.

Then he was gone!

CHAPTER VI
Fighting for Life

V
AN gasped in amazement, 
then raced to the open win­
dow. He stared out into the 
night. Below, the lights of the Me­

tropolis twinkled merrily. Above, 
clouds obscured the sky. Yet there 
was no sign of him who wore the 
emblem of the Ace of Hearts. He 
had vanished completely into thin 
air, as mysteriously as he had come.

But despite his amazement, he 
realized that if he were to seize the 
opportunity which the moment of­
fered, he must work swiftly. He 
paid no more attention to the weird 
disappearance of the figure on the 
window sill. He turned hastily and 
raced to his desk.

There he withdrew something 
from the top drawer and thrust it 
into his pocket. Running to a closet 
he jerked an old pair of trousers 
and a coat from a hanger, and, 
flinging off his dressing gown, don­
ned them breathlessly. Then, pro­
viding himself with some cash, he 
crossed the room and entered a 
private elevator. In another minute 
the small steel car was dropping 
him swiftly to the street below.

He emerged into the avenue in 
time to see the girl leave the front 
door of the apartment house and 

enter a taxi. He breathed a prayer 
of gratitude to the Fates for this 
kind turn. Then springing to the 
running board of another cab, he 
said quickly:

“Follow that cab. Stick tight to 
its trail and there’s twenty dollars 
in it for you.”

The chauffeur needed no more 
stimulus than that. His foot jammed 
down on the accelerator. The wheels 
turned, and the cab raced recklessly 
through the streets.

Inside the cab Van withdrew the 
make-up box which he had thrust 
into his pocket upstairs and pro­
ceeded to draw the stick of grease­
paint swiftly and deftly across his 
features.

When the cab bad gone ten blocks, 
the face of Richard Curtis Van Loan 
would have been unrecognizable to 
his closest friend. His complexion 
had lost its freshness and assumed 
a yellow jaundiced hue. His nose 
was broader, having been thickened 
by tiny pieces of wax. His mouth 
was large and ugly.

In short, once again, his adept 
skill in the art of make-up had com­
pletely disguised his features.

THE brakes whined protestingly 
as the cab came to a full stop at 

the curb. As Van peered through 
the front window of the cab he saw 
the girl alight from the car before 
him, pay the driver and disappear 
into the doorway of an old brown­
stone house at the side of the street.

He sprang from his own car, and 
flung the driver the promised 
twenty. As the cab rolled away up 
the street, he scrutinized the brown­
stone house with narrowed eyes, as 
his alert brain mapped out a plan 
of campaign.

Entrance through the front door 
was impossible. Undoubtedly, the 
gang had a man on guard there. He 
glanced down to the basement. Two 



steps below the street level an iron- 
grilled door led into a darkened cor­
ridor. He decided to try that door­
way.

He descended into the concrete 
court. From his pocket he pro­
duced a bunch of skeleton keys. He 
fitted one to the lock 'and without 
much difficulty succeeded in turning 
it. The grilled door swung open.

For a moment he stood upon the 
threshold, peering into the darkness. 
He could see nothing. He could 
hear nothing. Yet he knew well 
enough that in that gloom ahead a 
savage, merciless death lurked, ready 
to pounce with cruel lethal claws 
upon an intruder.

His right hand had closed about 
the butt of the automatic in his 
pocket as he entered the corridor 
and silently closed the iron door be­
hind him.

SILENTLY, like a tiger on the 
trail of prey, he crept along 
the concrete passageway. Appar­

ently the gang did not use the base­
ment. He knew he must search for 
the stairway that led to the upper 
part of the house.

Then, of a sudden, he stopped 
dead. The automatic came from 
his pocket and was held firmly in 
his hand, pointing straight ahead. 
For there, twinkling through the 
chink of a half-opened door, there 
shone a line of brassy light.

Slowly he advanced. On the 
threshold of the room he peered 
through the crack of the door. The 
room itself was empty. Bare of 
furnishings and with no sign at all 
of any humanity. He was about 
to enter, when a voice trickled into 
his ear, and something hard and 
metallic rammed itself into the small 
of his back.

The voice said: "Put ’em up. 
Drop that gat and turn around so 
I can get a look at you."

Van did all three things simul­
taneously. Then he found himself 
gazing into the black eyes of a 
black-clad figure who was wearing 
a mask. A .38 stared at him like an 
unwinking Cyclops.

THE voice spoke again, and there 
was a contemptuous mocking tri­
umph in it.

"So you’ve got this far, eh? Who­
ever the hell you are. Well, before 
you die, you can talk. Who are you? 
And how did you get here?"

For a full moment Van stared at 
his captor without speaking. The 
man wore the crimson heart insig­
nia upon his sleeve. The emblem 
was surmounted by the numeral ten. 
This then was the Ten of Hearts, 
who for some reason had been wan­
dering about silently in a dark base­
ment.

“Well, come on. Start talking. 
Don’t stall."

The Ten of Hearts moved a step 
nearer. His weapon prodded Van’s 
stomach.

And now Dick Van Loan realized 
that conversation was useless. To 
pretend that he had entered this 
locked cellar by mistake would 
never get by. Even if the gang 
had not the slightest idea who he 
was they most certainly would not 
let him live. Already he had had 
evidence enough of their ruthless­
ness.

No. He must gamble. Somehow 
he must overpower this man. Some­
how without the firing of a shot. 
But to do that he must first have 
the muzzle of the weapon which 
threatened him removed from its 
vulnerable target.

"Wait,” he said at last. “I’ll talk. 
But not to you. I’ll only talk to 
the big guy. I’ll talk to the Ace of 
Hearts, but no one else."

Beneath the black silk mask of 
his captor a surprised glint showed.



For a second he hesitated. Then 
he said:

“Okay. Come with me. Turn 
around. Go through that room to­
ward the stairs.”

VAN turned and entered the 
empty room. At the far end of 
it a narrow flight of stairs ran to 

the upper part of the house. With 
hands upraised, he crossed the room.

The muzzle of the other’s gun no 
longer pressed his back. From the 
sound of the footsteps he estimated 
that his captor was at least two 
feet behind him. He tensed his 
muscles and steeled his nerves, re­
alizing that his desperate effort for 
escape must come before he gained 
the top of that stairway.

Suddenly he turned. Turned with 
the agility of a beast of prey. 
Turned with such swiftness, such 
adroitness that the trigger finger of 
the man behind him was momen­
tarily stayed. And that moment was 
enough for him, whom they called 
the Phantom.

As he pivoted on his heels, he 
ducked and threw his body to the 
right, banging his torso against the 
wall at the side of the stairway. 
His right hand shot out and gripped 
the wrist of the hand that held the 
gun.

His left clenched itself into a fist 
and swung in a short, sharp arc 
through the air.

It landed with a dull, sickening 
thud against the side of the other’s 
jaw. The man spoke no word, ut­
tered no cry, as his knees buckled, 
and he tottered on his feet. Van’s 
right arm prevented him from fall­
ing.

The detective took the gun from 
his nerveless fingers, then dragged 
him down the staircase to the bare 
room at the bottom of the flight. 
He laid the prostrate figure on the 
floor, then with swift, dexterous 

movements, proceeded to strip the 
black garment from his body, to 
take the black silk mask from his 
face.

It was the work of but a moment 
to attire himself in the clothes and 
mask which he had purloined from 
the other. Now he dragged the un­
conscious figure from the room. An 
old piece of clothesline he found in 
a corner served adequately as bonds 
to truss him up. Van Loan left him 
lying in the darkness of the cor­
ridor.

Then, arrayed in his garb, with 
the black mask obscuring his fea­
tures, with the captured .38 in 
his pocket, he boldly mounted the 
stairs to the upper part of the 
house. And as he went, he was 
aware of a surge of triumph in his 
breast. For now that Fate had 
been this kind to him, it would ap­
pear that the menace of the Thir­
teen Hearts was almost at an end.

As a matter of fact, as Van 
gained the upper floor, he made the 
mental note that if things continued 
to break for him as they had in the 
past two hours, this would be the 
shortest adventure in his case book, 
the most swiftly and easily solved 
crime that had come into his hands.

However, he was destined to re­
verse that opinion before the night 
was many minutes older.

CHAPTER VII 
Grim Gathering

W
HEN the Ten of Hearts 
entered the assembly room 
of the gang, the others 
were already gathered there. At the 

head of the table Van saw the man 
who had disappeared so mysteri­
ously from his apartment window 
less than an hour ago. Seated 
around the table in order, from the 
Deuce to the King, were the others.



Silently, though with a beating 
heart, Van took his place at the 
table, sitting down at the place 
where the pasteboard before him 
showed the upturned face of the 
card whose counterpart was stamp­
ed on the sleeve of his own black 
garment.

No sooner had he seated himself 
than the grim, dark figure at the 
end of the table rose and addressed 
his men.

“Thus far,” he said in a deep, 
booming voice, “we have been re­
markably successful. Of the thir­
teen whom we communicated with, 
nine have paid in full. Three re­
fused outright, and those three are 
dead. The other one we have given 
forty-eight hours of grace, inasmuch 
as he did not receive our letter until 
a short while ago.”

HE paused for a moment, then 
continued:

“We have already netted nine 
hundred thousand dollars, and to­
morrow when the victim selected by 
the Queen of Hearts pays his assess­
ment, we shall have an even million. 
And that is just the beginning. In 
a short time we shall draw again. 
We shall select thirteen more names. 
This time, now that the world has 
learned that we mean business, that 
we strike swiftly and surely, we 
shall undoubtedly realize a larger 
percentage of collections. In short, 
we may safely expect mone^ ex­
ceeding one million dollars on each 
occasion that we draw those thir­
teen names from the drum.”

There was silence in the room, 
silence broken only by the breathing 
of its occupants, as they greedily 
contemplated the fortune that was 
about to be delivered into their 
hands.

Van glanced about him with 
eyes that were narrowed beneath 
his mask. It was impossible to rec­

ognize any distinguishing features 
of his fellows, so completely covered 
up were they in their masks and 
black raiment.

But already a plan was fomenting 
in his mind. Here he had the whole 
gang dead to rights. The only thing 
that remained was to contrive some­
how to get a message to the police. 
Then of a sudden the Ace of Hearts 
spoke again, and the purport of his 
words riveted Van’s whole attention.

“And now,” came that deep boom­
ing voice, “we come to the matter 
of the Phantom.”

Every eye at that table was on 
the speaker at that moment. The 
dread name of the Phantom attract­
ed their attention as a magnet.

“There were those of you,” went 
on the speaker, “who protested at 
my plan for killing Rains. There 
were those of you who claimed 
that my scheme of disguising myself 
as the Phantom and shooting him 
down was madness. That it could 
only result in the Phantom taking 
our trail. And you were afraid be­
cause he whom they call the Phan-, 
tom has never yet failed.”

THE speaker’s eyes momentarily 
met Van’s. The latter felt his 
pulse| pick up a beat, yet he gave no 

sign that the leader’s words meant 
infinitely more to him than to any 
one else in that room.

“But this is the time he shall fail! 
He can not outwit us. Thus far we 
have had no word of him, but if we 
do, I promise you we shall deal with 
him as we have dealt with the rest 
of our enemies. So much for that. 
Now we shall have the reports of 
the members. We shall start with 
the Deuce of Hearts.”

At the end of the table a man 
whose sleeve bore the numeral two 
stamped above a crimson heart rose. 
He walked to the head of the table 
and handed the speaker a sheet of 



foolscap. The Ace of Hearts took it, 
read it slowly, then waved the man 
back to his seat.

“The Three of Hearts,” he an­
nounced.

A second man rose and this time 
the same procedure was repeated.

As this was going on, Van’s brain 
was clicking on all its cylinders. 
When his turn came, he would be 
caught with no paper to turn in. 
And inasmuch as he had not the 
slightest idea as to what his paper 
was supposed to contain, it wa<s im­
possible for him hastily to scrawl 
some false report and hand it to the 
Ace of Hearts.

But even yet he might turn this 
moment to his advantage; this might 
be the break that would provide 
him with the opportunity to sum­
mon aid to apprehend the whole 
gang.

Sonorously the leader of the fiend­
ish mob called out the numbers of 
his men. Then at last Van’s turn 
came.

THE man at the head of the table 
turned his blazing fanatical eyes 
upon Van.

“The Ten of Hearts,” he called.
Van stood up. His eyes met those 

of the arch criminal, yet he made no 
move to leave his place at the table.

“Well,” said the Ace. “And your 
report, Ten, where is it?”

With the eyes of the dozen people 
in the room riveted upon him, Van 
spoke in a clear, resonant tone. And 
his voice, when it issued from his 
throat, was the voice of the man 
tied up in the cellar.

“I have not put my report on 
paper,” he' said quietly.

“No? And why not?”
“It was far too important. I 

dared not run the risk of writing it 
down. It is for your ears alone.”

The silence in the room became 
acute. The eyes that stared at him 

became filled with wonder. The Ace 
of Hearts spoke harshly:

“Why do you say this? Do we 
not trust each other? Do you sus­
pect treachery here?”

“It is not that,” said Van. “It is 
only that the news I have for you 
concerns one who is more dangerous 
than anyone else who may threaten 
us. He is capable of causing treach­
ery anywhere. He is capable of al­
most anything.”

The man at the head of the table 
snorted contemptuously.

“And who,” he said with a mock­
ing air, “who is this perilous won­
der of whom you speak?”

“I speak,” said Van gravely, “of 
the Phantom.”

AN audible gasp ran through the 
chamber. Van stood there, tense 

and still. This was the thing on 
which he had gambled. The crimi­
nal’s natural fear of the name he 
had mentioned.

He hastened to follow up his mo­
mentary advantage.

“Yes,” he said quickly, “it is news 
of the Phantom I bring. I dared 
not commit it to paper in case it 
might be stolen from me. He is a 
dangerous man, a relentless enemy. 
What I have learned is for your 
ears alone.”

Now the mocking light had gone 
from the eyes of the leader of the 
Thirteen Hearts. His eyes shone 
gravely through his mask. His tone 
was chastened as he answered:

“Very well,” he said. “Come with 
me to the anteroom and tell me 
what you know of the Phantom. 
In the meantime, the others of you 
will remain here until we return. 
Come, Ten.”

Van left his chair and walked to 
the head of the table, where he was 
joined by the other. Then he fol­
lowed the leader into a small room 
off the larger chamber. The Ace of



Dangling the hemp in 
hie talons, Foo Chang 
advanced with fiendish 
hate stamped on his 

cruel features.

Hearts closed the door and turned 
the key in the lock. Then with 
anxious eyes he turned to face Van.

“Now, what is it,” he said, his 
tone betraying the apprehension in 
his heart. “What is it you know? 
Is the Phantom on our trail?”

Van nodded.
“He is. And he is closer than 

you imagine at this very moment.”
The blackmailer licked his lips 

nervously.
“Well, speak up, man,” he said, 

with impatience. “What do you 
know? Where is the Phantom?”

Van’s right hand descended to his 
pocket. The .38 appeared suddenly 
in his hand. His voice was grim and 
cold as he spoke.

“He is here,” he said abruptly.

“Here to take you and your gang to 
justice. Put up your hands!”

The lower half of the man’s face 
was suddenly ashen. His eyes, which 
glittered through the holes in his 
mask, were evolved to startled, ab­
ject agates. Slowly he raised his 
hands, and Dick Van Loan noticed 
that those hands were shaking as 
he lifted them.

“What does this mean, Ten?” he 
demanded in a shaken voice. “Have 
you turned traitor?”

Van grinned at him.
“Ten is lying in the basement,” 

he told him, “trussed up like a 
young turkey. I took his place to 
have the honor of attending your 
meeting.” *•>

The other gasped audibly, then 



his eye lit up with sudden hope. 
Van caught the glint there, and 
reading what "was in his mind, hast­
ened to disillusion him.

“You’re thinking that I can’t get 
out of here because I’m outnumber­
ed,” he said. “You forget that you 
told your precious gang of murder­
ers to wait until you returned. 
They’ll stay there all right. At 
least long enough until you and I 
leave the house and dig ourselves 
up enough policemen to conduct a 
raid on your headquarters.”

For a moment it seemed as if his 
words had shattered the other’s des­
perate hope, but then at the men­
tion of the word policemen, his eyes 
had lit up again. Van paid scant 
attention to this phenomenon, how­
ever. There was speedy and peril­
ous work to be done, and the suc­
cessful capture of the gang depend­
ed on the despatch with which it 
was accomplished.

VAN thrust his revolver into the 
other’s ribs.

“Come on,” he said. “Lead the 
way out to the street; and make 
sure you choose a route upon which 
we shall meet none of your gang. 
The slightest false move on your 
part spells a death as merciless as 
that which you have delivered to 
your own victims.”

With a futile gesture of despair, 
the master-mind of the thirteen 
blackmailers turned around and 
walked slowly toward a door at the 
opposite end of the room to which 
they had entered. Van, his .38 draw­
ing a dead bead on the center of the 
other’s back, followed less than two 
paces behind.

The black-clad man led the way 
into a dimly-lit corridor. The pair 
of them walked slowly down its bare 
length. Some few paces ahead of 
them a door appeared. Then sud­
denly the man in front stumbled.

He flung up a hand to steady him­
self. That hand touched the wall.

Then there reverberated through 
the house the alarming clanging of 
a bell. Van took a swift step for­
ward. On the wall near the point 
where the captive’s hand had struck 
was an electric bell. It was this he 
had touched with his fingers, giving 
the warning, the alarm to the others.

In an instant the house which 
had been so silent, so quiet, became 
a bedlam of maniacal action. Foot­
steps sounded on the creaking floors. 
Men shouted orders. Van, realizing 
that he had been tricked by his 
prisoner, jerked him back swiftly 
as the Ace of Hearts essayed to 
take advantage of the confusion and 
run through the door ahead.

“No you don’t,” said Van grimly. 
"You’ll stay right here in front of 
me. Your comrades aren’t so liable 
to shoot when they see I’m using 
you for a shield. All right, keep 
marching now.”

With his left hand firmly gripping 
the other’s collar and his right 
thrusting the .38 into the middle of 
his back, Van forced his prisoner 
forward. As they passed through 
the door he saw a number of the 
gang in the foyer outside.

The metal of guns flashed in their 
hands as he advanced.

“Don’t shoot,” Van warned them. 
"At the first overt act, your leader 
dies. My gun is touching his body 
now. Let us pass and he shall re­
main unharmed. Attack, and he 
dies.”

Boldly he marched forward, still 
keeping his living shield in front. 
For a moment the men before 
him hesitated. A low murmur 
swept over them as they considered 
this situation.

Then, as they still pondered the 
answer to this dilemma, Fate and an 
alert member of the gang took a 
hand.



A sudden staccato report ripped 
through the air. Van heard the fa­
miliar whine of a bullet as a jagged 
piece of steel whizzed over his head 
and buried itself in the concrete of 
the wall.

Without releasing his grip on his 
victim’s collar, the Phantom half 
turned his body. His finger tightened 
on the trigger of his weapon. A 
second report echoed through the 
corridor. A screech of pain at­
tested to the accuracy of his aim, 
and the dark figure in the rear 
crumpled and fell to the floor.

But although the foeman’s shot 
had not taken effect, the damage 
was done. That single shot had 
detonated the indecisive spark which 
was flickering in the breasts of the 
men in the foyer. And now that the 
signal for battle had been given, they 
joined the fray.

HALF a dozen revolvers were 
suddenly uplifted. Van jerked 

his captive backward and slammed 
the wooden door. Lead and steel 
hurled themselves at the wooden 
barrier, ripping holes in the panel. 
Van, never releasing his hold on the 
man he had taken prisoner, beat a 
hasty retreat to the rear.

Once the Ace of Hearts tried to 
trip him. Van recovered his bal­
ance and jammed him roughly in 
the ribs with the muzzle of his 
.38.

“Don’t try that again,” he warned, 
“or else—”

He did not complete the sentence, 
but the threat in his tone was 
enough. The Ace ran docilely at his 
side.

They gained the foot of the stairs 
just as the raging mob from the 
foyer battered down the door and 
charged in murderous pursuit.

Swiftly Van dragged the other 
down the steps to the basement, in­
tending to leave the house through 

the same iron grilled door through 
which he had entered it.

The pair of them gained the base­
ment just as Van heard the tramp 
of footsteps upon the head of the 
stairs.

A voice yelled: “There they are!”
A reverberating barrage of re­

volver shots came down the stair­
way. The Ace ducked low and an 
expression of alarm escaped his lips. 
Van turned, and, constricting his 
finger on the trigger of his own 
weapon, held it there hard until a 
dull click told him that the weapon 
was empty.

Then, taking an even firmer grip 
upon the collar of his prisoner, he 
literally dragged him through the 
basement toward the door. Into the 
street he emerged in time to slam 
the iron gate shut behind him in the 
faces of the onrushing mob.

Fortunately there was a lock on 
the outside. He fastened it and re­
flected gratefully that this piece of 
fortune should hold them there un­
til he could find a policeman. Curses 
and shots followed him as he raced 
up the basement steps to the street 
level, never once relinquishing his 
grip upon the leader of the Thirteen 
Hearts.

At the far corner, idling beneath 
a street lamp, he caught sight of a 
policeman. He shouted loudly, then 
said in a quieter tone to his cap­
tive:

“Come on, you. This is your 
finish.”

TO his surprise the Ace did not 
demur. Instead, he turned to-, 

ward the startled officer with alac­
rity. Before Van could divine his 
intention, he jerked the black mask 
from his face and raised his voice 
in an alarmed cry.

“Police! Police!” he shouted.
For a moment Van thought the 

man had gone mad. Why on earth 



he should assist the Phantom in his 
own apprehension was beyond the 
detective. But the Ace’s next words 
made it only too clear to him. The 
blackmailer now waved frantically 
to the policeman who was running 
toward them.

“Help,” he yelled. "Quick, officer. 
I've got the Phantom! He’s wanted 
for murder. Hurry or he’ll get 
away!”

CHAPTER VIII
The Chase

IN AN instant Van saw through 
the other’s strategy. True, he 
had momentarily forgotten that 

the world believed that he, the 
Phantom, was responsible for the 
murder of Rains; that the police of 
the entire country would be looking 
for the masked man whom they once 
considered their ally.

But even then things could have 
been straightened out had it not 
been for the sudden panicky alarm 
of the officer.

As soon as he heard the name of 
the Phantom, his hand flashed to 
his holster and withdrew his heavy, 
service .45. Perhaps his immediate 
reaction was engendered by the fact 
that the Phantom had proved him­
self a redoubtable enemy.

Perhaps, now that he believed the 
Phantom had betrayed his allies and 
was now aligning himself against 
the police, he would prove as deadly 
as he had been when on the side of 
law and order.

In any event it seemed clear that 
the officer was about to take no 
chances. He spoke no word. He 
uttered no challenge. Yet, suddenly, 
from the muzzle of his gun two 
jagged zigzags of flame ripped into 
the darkness of the night.

For a single instant, and for one 
ci the few times in his entire ad­
venturous career, Dick Van Loan 

was absolutely nonplussed. Here he 
stood, within an ace of capturing a 
gang of blackmailers who menaced 
the whole nation; and the very per­
son who should have been aiding 
him was charging down with a 
drawn revolver shooting madly, and 
shooting to kill.

In vain he shouted in alarm to 
the policeman, then he raised his 
hands in a token of surrender. But 
before the onrushing patrolman 
could notice the gesture, the un­
masked blackmailer had yelled: 
"Watch him. It’s a trick. He’s 
armed. He’s got a bead on you 
now!”

This last speech was all that 
the thoroughly unnerved policeman 
needed. Now he would not have 
bolstered that gun for all the money 
in the world. Not he. He knew 
the Phantom’s reputation for squirm­
ing out of tight spots.

Van Loan hesitated no longer. To 
remain where he was was the act 
of a madman. Besides, even if he 
paused to reload he could not shoot 
down the policeman. He could not 
kill a man for an honest error, 
even if it had been made by a none 
too bright mind.

The one thing that he could do 
was to beat a hasty retreat. Either 
that or stand his ground and fall a 
victim to one of the policeman’s bul- 
lets. Further, he realized that the 
gang was powerful. If he did fall 
into the clutches of the law, it might 
be difficult to prove at this time that 
it was not really he who had slain 
Rains. And during that time it 
was inevitable that the police would 
discover his identity.

HE heaved a sigh, then galvanized 
to action just as the policeman 

came so close that even excitement 
could not ruin his aim.

With a sudden thrust he shoved 
the blackmailer directly into the 



path of the charging cop. For an 
instant the two bodies came into 
rough contact. There was a dull 
thud as they fell to the pavement 
together.

And at precisely that moment of 
impact, Van Loan turned on his 
heels and fled like a maniac down 
the street. Before he reached the 
corner, he heard two more staccato 
reports following him up the street.

A metallic clanging followed as 
the steel-jacketed rounds struck the 
pavement and ricocheted crazily 
against the wall of a building. Then 
the piercing shriek of a police 
whistle shattered the stillness of the 
night. The reverberations of a 
nightstick pounding on the concrete 
echoed and re-echoed in his ears.

HE turned the corner and raced 
uptown. Two blocks away he 

dared to twist his head around hur­
riedly. The sight he saw gave him 
no reassurance. Half a dozen blue­
coats had rallied to their comrade’s 
aid by now.

They were strung out behind him 
like cross country runners, and as 
they passed beneath the brassy light 
of a street lamp he could see the re­
flected light in the metal of the 
weapons they held in their hands.

And now before him he again 
heard the shriek of a whistle. Up 
ahead, two more minions of the 
law, having heard the signal for 
help, were cutting him off from the 
front. A voice thick with Erin’s 
brogue rammed itself into his ears.

“Stop! Or I’ll shoot!”
Van did not stop. But by the 

same token, neither did he con­
tinue. He turned suddenly and dis­
appeared into the entrance of a 
dilapidated tenement house which 
fronted the street. He bounded up 
the stairs like a rubber ball.

Before he gained the roof he 
heard the heavy pounding of the 

policeman’s boots upon the stairs. 
He emerged onto the roof, and 
breathed hard for a moment. Then 
he raced to the edge, seeking some 
manner of escape. The top of the 
next house was a sheer drop of 
some twenty feet, and between it 
and the abode on which he stood 
was six feet of space.

Yet he did not hesitate.
Tensing his muscles, he sprang 

into the air. For what seemed an 
eternal moment he hurtled through 
space, then with tremendous impact 
his feet struck the roof of the ad­
joining building.

No sooner had he landed than he 
heard shouts behind him. Shouts 
which in an instant were punctuated 
with revolver shots. The gravel on 
the roof top spurted up as bullets 
nosed their way into it. Van raced 
across the roof and disappeared into 
the kiosk leading to the stairs.

He realized, as he fled down the 
steps, that this was one of the most 
difficult dilemmas he had ever been 
in. Now he was being pursued by 
enemies whom he could not fight. 
He could not shoot down duly ac­
credited servants of the law who 
were merely discharging their duty. 
No, if he was to escape, he must 
rely solely on his wits and the 
agility of his legs rather than the 
steel death which lurked in the 
chambers of his gun. ,

Then swiftly he had an idea.

WITH the officers some twenty 
feet above him, and with his 
slightly, better speed, he would reach 

the street, perhaps, a full minute be­
fore they did. Well, it would be 
fast work, but perhaps that minute 
was margin enough for what he in­
tended to do.

With a swift, savage gesture he 
whipped off the coat and trousers 
that he had donned over his other 
clothes before he had left his apart­



ment. Then, even as he continued 
his mad rush down the stairs, he 
took a small box from his pocket 
containing a special preparation 
which, when he applied it, removed 
the makeup at once from his face.

He arrived at the ground floor, 
and his hastily wiped-over features 
were now those of Richard Curtis 
Van Loan.

He breathed deeply as he gained' 
the street, then staggered slightly 
along the pavement. He had just 
passed the doorway of the tenement 
where he had taken sanctuary when 
the policemen poured into the street.

ONE of them hailed him harshly, 
“Hey, there, you!”

Van Loan turned around, a fool­
ish, fatuous grin upon his face. He 
looked for all the world like a be­
wildered young drunk who is wan­
dering home by some devious and 
none too certain route.

“H’lo,” he greeted them. “Wash 
thish? The finest out for an air­
ing?”

One of the policemen came closer 
and scrutinized him sharply, then 
recognized him. The policeman now 
spoke with courtesy.

“Hello, Mr. Van Loan,” he said. 
“Did you see anyone come out of 
that house next door?”

Van regarded him gravely for a 
moment, as if having some difficulty 
in compelling his befuddled mind to 
comprehend the question. Then he 
shook his head.

“Not a soul,” he said emphatically. 
“By the way, officer, where am I? 
Can you tell me how to get home 
from here?”

The policeman explained tersely 
how Van could reach his apartment, 
then he turned back to his fellow 
officers.

“Come on,” he said. “He must 
still be inside.”

With a rush they left the street 

and charged into the tenement next 
door. Van reeled along the street 
until he found a taxicab. Once in­
side, his drunken air left him and 
a grim, worried look came over his 
face.

Foi’ now he realized what he was 
up against. The Thirteen Hearts 
were foemen worthy of his metal. 
They fought with their minds rather 
than with clubs; and Dick Van 
Loan realized that tonight’s work, 
with the police hot on his trail, had 
come closer to ending the colorful 
career of the Phantom than any 
other single adventure he had ever 
had.

CHAPTER IX
The Prisoner

IT WAS almost daylight when he 
reached the apartment of Frank 
Havens. Despite the hour, he had 

no qualms about awakening the pub­
lisher.

The stunt that the Thirteen Hearts 
had perpetrated in having their own 
man disguised as the Phantom kill 
Rains was having dire consequences. 
There was a great deal about that 
to be explained, too.

If the Phantom had been admitted 
to Rains’ home without question, it 
stood to reason that he had been 
expected. Probably a message had 
been sent to Havens for him, inas­
much as it was generally known 
that only through the publisher 
could the Phantom be reached.

And if that were true, the Phan­
tom had been betrayed. Havens had 
never received that message. Some­
how, it had fallen into the hands 
of the Thirteen.

Further—and now a cold appre­
hension gripped his heart—was it 
mere coincidence that Richard Van 
Loan had been threatened by the 
gang? Or had they the slightest 
idea that Richard Van Loan was the 



Phantom? Besides, how did they 
select their victims? Was it merely 
haphazard or was there some defi­
nite plan that they followed?

Having come in contact with the 
mind that ruled the destinies of the 
relentless gang, Van was inclined 
to believe the latter. However, no 
matter what happened tomorrow, he 
realized that he must see Havens 
now.

Perhaps the publisher could ex­
plain how the message to the Phan­
tom had been sidetracked. Perhaps 
through the medium of his papers 
and political influence, he could call 
the bloodhounds of the law off the 
Phantom’s trail until the detective 
had had an opportunity to prove 
himself innocent of the crime which 
was marked up against him.

AS his taxi drew up at Havens’ 
mansion,, he was rather sur­

prised to see a light burning in the 
library window. Then as he paid 
the driver he felt rather reassured.

Good old loyal Havens! Knowing 
full well that something was in the 
wind, he was sitting up, anticipating 
this call from his friend, the Phan­
tom.

With a smile on his lips, Van 
mounted the steps to the house and 
rang the bell.

Maynard, the butler, opened the 
door and regarded him peculiarly. 
Van grinned at him as he entered 
the hall.

“Hello, Maynard,” he said. “I see 
the boss is up.”

Maynard’s expression grew odder 
by the moment. He stammered for 
a moment, then the years of train­
ing asserted themselves.

“Mr. Havens is not in, sir,” he 
said.

It was Van’s turn to register sur­
prise.

“Not in?” he repeated. “Why are 
the lights on, then? Who’s up?”

“Miss Muriel, sir,” said the but­
ler.

Van tossed his hat on the hall 
tree, and briskly entered the library. 
He stopped dead on the threshold 
at the sight that met his amazed 
eyes.

A slim brunette girl sat on a lux­
urious divan with her head buried 
in her hands. Her body shook with 
sobs from time to time. Van re­
garded her with a puzzled frown on 
his brow.

This was Muriel Havens, the girl 
who, at times, Van realized, he 
cared for more than anyone else in 
the world—the girl whom lie would 
have asked to marry him, had not 
his activities in the Phantom’s role 
precluded a domestic life.

And now as he looked at her 
broken with grief, a strange and 
alien apprehension tugged at his 
heart. Swiftly he crossed the room 
and knelt at her side.

“Muriel! Muriel! What’s wrong? 
What’s the matter?”

She lifted a tear-stained face to 
his.

“Oh, Van,” she said, “I’m so glad 
you’re here. It’s Dad. They’ve ar­
rested him.”

“Arrested him?”

THE vague apprehension in Van’s 
heart crystallized into something 

definite.
The girl nodded sadly.
“Yes. About an hour ago, they 

took him away. They’re holding him 
as a material witness. I phoned the 
district attorney. But he only says 
he’s sorry; that the law doesn’t per­
mit him to grant bail to a material 
witness in a murder case. Although 
he hinted he might do it somehow 
if Dad would only talk. Only, of 
course, he won’t do that.”

Van’s brow was creased in a 
frown.

“What murder case?” he asked.



"And why should your father refuse 
to talk if he can bring a killer to 
justice?”

“It’s the Phantom,” explained 
Muriel weakly. “You must have 
read about it in the papers, Van. 
The Phantom killed a man in Holly­
wood. The police are looking for 
him. They know that Dad’s the only 
living person who knows the Phan­
tom’s true identity, so they’re hold­
ing him until he reveals who the 
Phantom is, and he’ll never do 
that.”

A COLD icy hand stretched forth 
from nowhere and laid its frigid 

fingers on Van’s heart. This was a 
development that he had not antici­
pated. So they had taken Havens 
to force him to identify the Phan­
tom.

This was a pretty mess now. In­
deed,. the Thirteen had builded far 
better than they knew when their 
leader had evolved his plan of im­
personating the Phantom.

His face was a mask, however, 
as he looked at the girl. No sign 
of the tumult within him showed in 
his bland, impassive countenance. 
His apparent indifference seemed to 
annoy her.

"Oh, don’t just stand there and 
look at me,” 'She said irritably. "Do 
something. Go and see Dad. See 
if he can suggest anything.”

Van nodded and stood up. This 
last suggestion was as good as any 
other idea under the circumstances. 
Perhaps he could snatch a moment 
alone with Havens in his cell. Per­
haps he could learn something which 
would enable him to evolve a plan 
to set the publisher free.

“All right,” he said reassuringly. 
“I’ll go and see him at once. In the 
meantime, cheer up. We’ll get him 
out, somehow. I’ll let you know the 
minute anything happens.”

He turned on his heel and strode 

from the room, a worried frown 
creasing his brow.

Another taxicab took him to po­
lice headquarters.

As the vehicle sped through the 
deserted streets of the metropolis, 
his brain worked furiously, essay­
ing to concoct some scheme which 
would free the publisher. Too well 
he knew police methods in impor­
tant murder cases.

Though he by no means doubted 
Havens’ loyalty to himself, he was 
nevertheless worried. He knew the 
relentless questioning that the pub­
lisher would go through; the lack of 
sleep, the worry as the police 
brought all their wits to bear to 
force him to talk.

At police headquarters a sleepy- 
eyed desk -sergeant regarded him 
suspiciously. ’

"Why do you want to see 
Havens?” he demanded. "Who are 
you?”

“I’m his lawyer,” he answered.
The sergeant grunted, and then 

scrawled something on a piece of 
paper; then he handed Van over to 
a guard who conducted him down 
the cell block, opened a door, then 
locked him in with his client.

HAVENS, white of face and hag* 
gard, peered through the dark­

ness of the cell. Relief spread itself 
over his features as he recognized 
his visitor.

“Van,” he said gratefully, as he 
wrung his hands. “Thank God 
you’ve come. Now what’s it all 
about?”

Van shrugged.
“I don’t understand all of it,” he 

said. “Save that it’s a blackmail 
scheme. What I can’t quite under­
stand is how they dared to arrest 
such an influential person as you.”

Havens smiled mirthlessly.
"Van,” he said, “you can’t im­

agine what a panic they’re in. They 



seem to have forgotten all your 
good work of the past, or perhaps 
they remember it too well, and they 
contemplate terrible things now that 
they’re convinced that the Phantom 
has gone over to the underworld.

“They insist I tell them who the 
Phantom is. The district attorney 

was polite but firm. Offered an im­
mediate release'if I told them. But 
said he had to hold me without bail 
as a material witness until I talked. 
I didn’t improve my ease by telling 
him to go to helV’

Van nodded slowly.
“I see,” he said quietly. Then he 

added: “Did you get a phone mes­

sage from Hollywood asking for me 
on the Rains’ case?”

A grim smile came over the pub­
lisher’s face.

“That seems to be the whole crux 
of the matter,” he said. “I claim I 
didn’t. But the telephone people 
and the police claim I did. It seems 

they traced the call. It was person 
to person and they claim that I an­
swered the phone. They didn’t give 
me much chance to do any investi­
gating. They seem to prefer to be­
lieve that you and I are mixed up 
in this affair. It’s ridiculous, but 
there you are.”

Van nodded his head slowly. In 



the back of his head there persisted 
, the picture of Muriel at home weep­
ing her eyes out while her father 
was held in this cell.

“Was there anyone else that could 
have taken that call?”

Havens shook his head slowly.
“I don’t know who,” he said at 

last. “Of course, Winters, my con­
fidential secretary, is usually in my 
office. But I’ve trusted him for four 
years. Besides, what possible motive 
could he have? He certainly couldn’t 
have known that Rains was going to 
call.”

Van remained silent for a mo­
ment. Then:

“Have they annoyed you much?” 
he asked.

HAVENS’ smile grew reminiscent 
and wan.

“Plenty,” he said. “They’ve been 
at me ever since they brought me 
in. I’ve protested again and again 
that you’re innocent and that my 
revealing your identity will ruin 
your career, but it appears that 
when the police get an idea they 
stick to it.”

Again Van nodded, and again the 
wistful picture of a heart-broken 
girl came to his mind. He glanced 
at the other man swiftly.

“Well,” he said, “time enough to 
fight our enemies later. In the 
meantime you must get out of here.”

Havens shrugged.
“They won’t let me out.”
Van’s face grew grim.
“They’re not going to have any­

thing to say about it,” he remarked. 
“Now take off your clothes.”

Havens stared at him.
“What do you mean?”
“I’m staying here,” said Van. “It’s 

you that’s going out. You’re going 
out as Richard Van Loan. I’m 
staying here as Havens. It’ll be 
easier for me to get out than for 
you.”

Havens’ eyes went wide apart, 
his shoulders shrugged in dubious 
gesture.

“Er—why, no that’s impossible,” 
the publisher stammered. “You 
mean that I am to change clothes 
with you and go out as Richard 
Curtis Van Loan?”

Van nodded, and smiled wanly 
“But even then,” Havens pro­

tested, “it wouldn’t be possible. I 
don’t look like you. The ruse would 
be discovered and both of us would 
be held here in jail interminably.” 
Havens shook his head emphatically, 
pounded his clenched fist into the 
open palm of his other hand. “No, 
that won’t work.”

Van smiled again, confidently. He 
took the make-up box from his coat 
pocket.

“Go on, strip off,” he ordered.
“I’ll take a chance on that.”

He eyed the publisher keenly, the 
smile faded from his countenance 
and in its place came a look of 
stern command.

As if hypnotized by the penetrat­
ing glare and moving with the mo­
tions of an automaton, Havens be­
gan to strip off his clothes. Van 
had his off in the twinkling of an 
eye.

While the publisher was donning 
Van’s raiment, the other went to 
work with his make-up box.

SWIFTLY Van applied the stick of 
grease paint to Haven’s counten­

ance, achieving a miracle which 
made the older man’s face suddenly 
become ten years younger. Then, 
after he had completed the job on 
Havens, he hastily donned the pub­
lisher’s clothes and proceeded to 
make his own features look like 
those of the other.

It occurred to him as he put the 
finishing touches on the task that 
there was something most important 
that he must tell the publisher.



“Listen, Frank,” he said. “You 
may call Muriel and tell her that 
you’re safe but pledge her to se­
crecy. As for the rest, you must 
stay indoors as much as possible, 
and at all times remember that 
you’re Dick Van Loan. Go to my 
apartment. Make your home there. 
But look out for—”

A heavy footstep on the flagging 
outside interrupted him. The guard 
thrust his face up against the bars 
of the cell.

“Sorry, sir,” he said. “But the 
sergeant says you’ll have to leave 
now.”

Before Van could protest he had 
opened the door, and gently seizing 
the bogus Van Loan by the arm took 
him from the cell and clanged the 
metal gate shut once more, leaving 
the Phantom, the man who had put 
countless criminals behind the bars, 
in precisely that dilemma himself.

CHAPTER X
A Dash for Freedom

F
OR a long time Van Loan sat 
still and silent. True, he had 
intended to escape from this 
jail all the time, but now as he real-, 

ized how important was the thing 
he had been about to say to Havens 
when the guard had interrupted, he 
knew that he must effect* that es­
cape immediately.

For tonight was the night that 
the Thirteen had threatened to kill 
Richard Curtis Van Loan, if he re­
fused to accede to their telephoned 
demands for money. Well, in the 
first place, not being at home, he 
would never receive their message. 
That in itself would probably be 
translated as some sort of a trick 
by the leader.

And now that Havens had taken 
his place, it would be the publisher 
whose life was in danger.

The day was long and monotonous. 
Hours of incarceration passed by on 
leaden wings.

Yet he dared make no move until 
the friendly cover of night had 
descended on the city.

AT last, there tolled into his wait­
ing ears the distant chimes of a 

tower clock striking ten. He braced 
himself for a mighty effort. Of 
course, he was still armed, being in 
possession of the weapon he had 
carried when he had entered the 
cell. Posing as Havens’ lawyer, he 
had not been searched.

Yet he realized that perhaps his 
weapon was not destined to do him 
much good. That all depended on 
the bluff that he could work. For 
he knew he would not shoot down 
one of the officers. If he could bluff 
them into believing that he would, 
so much the better. But suppose 
someone called that bluff?

He walked to the door of the cell 
and listened tensely. Save for a few 
scattered snores of early retirers 
there was no sound.

In a low voice he called the guard. 
The man approached his cell, his 
heavy bunch of keys jangling at his 
belt.

“Well,” he growled, “what is it?” 
“Water,” said Van. “Will you get 

me a drink?”
The guard went off mumbling to 

himself and a moment later returned 
bearing a tin mug filled with water. 
He approached the bars of the door, 
and thrust it through the opening 
to Van.

But Van never took it.
Instead his hand shot out and 

gripped the guard with a bulldog’s 
clutch at the jugular. His other 
hand flashed downward to his hip 
pocket and produced an automatic, 
whose muzzlg pressed up against 
the startled officer’s uniform at the 
heart.



“Don’t move,” said Van in a low 
whisper. “Don’t make a sound. In 
fact, don’t do anything except fit the 
right key to this lock and open the 
door.”

The guard’s face was suddenly 
ashy white. His eyes were bulging 
agates of surprise. A stunned 
paralysis was upon him—a paralysis 
which was broken as the automatic 
prodded angrily into his body.

WITH a shaking hand he selected 
a key and fitted it into the 
heavy lock upon the door. With a 

slight click it turned. Van hastily 
emerged from the cell.

“Now,” he said, “walk in front of 
me to the door of the tier. Once 
there, you will unlock it. Under­
stand?”

Apparently the man understood. 
He marched silently and sullenly 
along the. grim corridor to the steel 
exit at the end of the passageway. 
Then he repeated his process with 
the key.

Suddenly, even as the door was 
swinging open, the man turned des­
perately. He threw his body to one 
side to miss the flaming bullet that 
threatened him from Van’s weapon 
and wielded the bunch of keys about 
his head with all his strength. Then 
he brought them down like a knob- 
kerrie.

Van saw them coming. Had he so 
desired he could have simply pressed 
the trigger of his automatic and 
ended the reckless fellow’s career 
then and there.

Instead, he sidestepped. He was 
swift enough to escape the impact 
of the metal on his head, but not 
swift enough to miss it entirely. The 
jangling bunch of keys swept 
through the air and struck him full 
force upon his shoulder.

He staggered back under the im­
pact. And now the guard un­
leashed a bellow for help.

Van realized that this was one of 
those frequent occasions when dis­
cretion must prove the better part 
of valor. He did not wait to parley 
or to view the situation further. He 
turned and flew like a maniac 
through the grim stone corridors of 
the jail.

Now behind him he heard excited 
shouting as the guard’s comrades 
rushed to his aid, rushed to over­
power the prisoner who had dared 
escape. Van realized full well that 
the guard would lose no time in in­
forming the others that the escaped 
man possessed a gun; and he knew 
that the policemen would come 
shooting to kill.

Before him a flight of iron steps 
loomed up. He bounded up them 
in three leaps to find himself in the 
visitors’ room. Fortunately it was 
empty.

The door leading to the room 
from the cell block was unlocked 
and ajar. Van slammed it shut be­
hind him and shot the heavy iron 
bolts. Then he made his way across 
the darkened room to the other exit 
which led to the outer gate of the 
jail.

Already he heard excited shouts 
behind him as the guards rallied to 
prevent the escape. On the outside 
of the door of the visitors’ room he 
heard a . bolt shot. A peep-hole 
opened in the door, and a voice de­
manded: “What’s going on in 
there?”

THE sentence ended upon a minor 
note as the speaker found him­

self gazing into the business end of 
a revolver.

“Open that door,” said Van terse­
ly. “Swiftly and silently or else—” 

The guard’s face paled. He did 
not wait to hear what dire thing 
would happen if he refused. The 
key rasped in the lock. The door 
opened. A flying armed man raced 



through the door, down the iron 
stairs. Behind him now came the 
pack in full cry.

Van realized full well that the 
most hazardous part of his under­
taking still lay before him. At the 
main gate there were at least two 
men, two men selected for their 
toughness, their ability to cope with 
just such an emergency as this.

Still he did not hesitate as he 
charged down on the last lap of his 
mad dash for freedom.

GUN held firmly in his hand he 
raced toward the huge towering 

steel portals that opened on the 
street.

He caught the glint of a metal 
badge on the breast of one of the 
gatekeepers.

The guard peered through the 
darkness.

“Who’s that?” he demanded.
Van charged out of the shadows, 

his revolver a sinister threat held 
in his hand.

“Open that gate!” he cried.
His answer was a single staccato 

report. A bullet whined over his 
head. Now he dared not hesitate. 
He flung all caution to the four 
winds. His weapon was lifted above 
his head. Ere the man could fire 
another shot its barrel swung 
through the air and struck the 
guard on the temple. With a groan 
the man collapsed.

Van bent over him and snatched 
up the heavy bunch of keys that 
were dangling at his belt. As he 
straightened up he heard the clat­
ter of footsteps on the flagstones 
of the yard as the fallen man’s part­
ner came rushing up to the rescue.

Two more bullets sang a savage 
threnody over his head as he in­
serted the big key into the lock. 
From somewhere a siren shrieked 
its warning of an escaping prisoner. 
From the staircase behind came the 

tramp of many feet, the shouts of 
many men.

Van swung the heavy gate open. 
As the light of a street lamp filtered 
in through the oblong of space, a ter­
rific barrage of revolver fire spat 
viciously through the night behind 
him.

Still he did not return the fire. 
Though the air about him -was thick 
with flying lead and steel, he could 
not defend himself. He could not 
shoot at these men. After all, they 
were his allies, not at all responsi­
ble for the grave error they were 
committing.

He gained the street with a sigh 
of relief. He turned the first cor­
ner to which he came and scurried 
like a frightened rat toward the 
water front with the idea of losing 
himself in the winding alleys that 
faced the docks.

Behind him came the police, hot 
on the trail of the man they thought 
was Havens. Van ducked into a 
narrow lane. Piled up on the curb 
before a restaurant were boxes of 
rubbish. He flung himself into their 
midst, and buried himself beneath 
the distasteful filth.

He held his breath as he heard 
the pounding feet of the police clat­
ter by on the pavement a moment 
later. For a long time he remained 
there, then at last when he estimated 
the coast was clear, he cautiously 
thrust his head out from the debris.

CAREFULLY he climbed out of
the mess and set off in the direc­

tion from which he had come.
A few moments later a racing 

taxicab was carrying him uptown to 
a furnished room in the middle part 
of town which he rented to provide 
him with a hiding place in just 
such an emergency as this.

As the cab slithered through the 
streets he glanced at his wrist watch. 
It was almost eleven o’clock. He 



must hurry. There was work to be 
done within the hour.

CHAPTER XI
Rendezvous

ALL DAY long, Frank Havens 
wandered about the town 

Xjk feeling for the first time in 
his life like a homeless man. Even 
though he was disguised as Van 
Loan he dared not return to his 
own residence. Or, for that matter, 
he was precluded from frequenting 
any of Van’s own haunts.

True, Van had worked wonders 
with his features. True, even his 
intimate friends would not have rec­
ognized him. But Havens fully real­
ized his own limitations. He knew 
that he could not ape Van’s voice 
nor his mannerisms.

He knew that the only thing for 
him to do was to keep well out of 
sight of everyone who knew either 
of them.

He even avoided going to Van’s 
apartment until late that evening. 
He was afraid that an embarrassing 
conversation might arise with one 
of the employees of the apartment 
house.

He did, however, call up his 
daughter. In a guarded message 
he told her that he was free and 
safe. But further than that he told 
her nothing.

At about a quarter to twelve he 
decided that he would go to Van’s 
apartment. By now it was late 
enough to avoid any casual callers. 
He hailed a cab and headed up­
town.

He went up to Van’s penthouse in 
the private elevator. He admitted 
himself with the key he always car­
ried. As he entered the apartment, 
a faint scent came to his nostrils, a 
vague exquisite scent of the kind 
jvhich would be affected by a woman 

of culture. At the moment he 
thought nothing of it.

He turned on the light in the 
foyer. He entered the living room. 
Then he stopped dead on the thresh­
old and gasped.

For in that darkened living room 
stood two people. One of them was 
a girl, a pretty girl, whose beauty 
was rendered into a hard cruel 
thing by the bitter resolute expres­
sion on her face. The second per­
son was a man. A man armed with 
a revolver, a man wearing a mask, 
a man upon whose sleeve was im­
printed the symbol of the Ace of 
Hearts.

The man spoke first.
“You’ve avoided our telephone 

calls all day. You’ve played us 
false. You’ve rewarded our grant 
of mercy with treachery, and for 
that you shall die.”

For a moment Havens was too 
stunned with surprise to reply. He 
stood there gaping. The masked 
man turned to the girl.

“All right,” he said. “He’s your 
assignment, you know. Let him 
have it.”

With a steady hand the girl 
opened her bag and took from its 
disordered depths a small pearl­
handled automatic. With a firm 
grip she leveled it at Havens.

With death staring at him so 
closely, the publisher’s brain leaped 
to action. Time was the thing he 
must fight for. Time, while he 
grappled with this strange thing 
into which he had walked.

“Wait,” he said in a husky tone, 
“wait a minute.”

HIS voice was hoarse and indis­
tinct, like that of a man who 

has a bad cold. He realized that in­
asmuch as he could not simulate 
Van’s voice, this, perhaps, was the 
next best thing.

“Wait?” said the masked man, a 



rising inflection in his tone. “We’ve 
been waiting since last night.”

Havens’ brain raced. It was evi­
dent enough now that whoever these 
people were it was Van Loan that 
they were after. From the man’s 
words they had delivered some sort 
of a threat the previous evening; 
and now as Havens’ gaze became 
riveted on the crimson heart that 
each of them wore upon the sleeve, 
he realized that these were mem­
bers of the gang which was black­
mailing the country, the gang which 
had caused his own arrest, which 
had caused the police to take the 
Phantom’s trail.

CAN—I—have some more time?”
he stammered weakly. He could 

think of nothing else, no other 
words which might stay the death 
that had come so suddenly upon him. 
The only alternative to this fate 
was to reveal his own identity, and 
that would, by inference, reveal the 
identity of the Phantom, and Frank 
Havens, true to his trust, was pre­
pared to shed his life’s blood rather 
than betray his friend.

“Time,” said the masked man. 
“You’ve had more time than any of 
the others. Three of them were 
killed on the instant. You, I gave a 
day’s grace. Now. you die!”

The girl glanced at him. He 
nodded his head slightly. Her fin­
ger tightened upon the trigger.

Havens stood perfectly still. His 
face was ashen and a cold sweat ran 
down his forehead. He felt a trem­
ble in his knees, yet he made no out­
cry, he made no appeal for mercy. 
He was not ready for death, yet if 
it must come he would try to meet 
it as he knew the Phantom himself 
would.

But her slim black gloved finger 
never pressed that trigger. Her 
eyes stared at Havens and beyond. 
Her jaw dropped. Her face was sud­

denly pale beneath its rouge. She 
uttered a single syllable.

“Oh!”
The man with the ace of hearts 

looked swiftly in the same direction 
as the girl. His eyes widened. He 
made as if to’swing the weapon in 
his hand in the direction of the 
foyer, but before he could complete 
the move, a cold, hard voice spoke.

“Move and you die!”
The man froze to immobility. The 

voice spoke again.
“Drop your weapons.”
Two impotent revolvers fell with 

a dull thud upon the luxurious car­
pet. The masked man found his 
voice at last.

“The Phantom!” he muttered in 
a low, hoarse whisper.

Relief flooded Havens. Now that 
the muzzle of the vicious automatic 
no longer was trained upon his heart 
he turned slowly.

Standing in the door near the 
entrance to the room was a man. 
A man dressed in immaculate eve­
ning clothes. He wore a silk hat. 
A mask obscured the upper half of 
his face.

“Yes,” he said grimly, “the Phan­
tom, and it would appear not a mo­
ment too soon.”

For a moment he regarded his 
prisoners. There was a tense si­
lence in the room. The Phantom 
addressed Havens.

“Pick up their weapons,” he said. 
“Then call the police. I’ll keep them 
covered. Now is our chance to clear 
ourselves from the charges they have 
caused to be brought against us.”

HAVENS nodded. Briskly he 
crossed the room. On the way 

he stooped and picked up the weapon 
that had dropped from the girl’s 
fingers. Then he continued across 
the room to the side of the masked 
man.

As he bent down to retrieve the 



latter’s revolver, his body was, for 
the fraction, of a second, between 
the Ace of Hearts and the gleam­
ing barrel of Van’s gun. The arch 
blackmailer was swift to note this 
fact. He also noted that directly 
behind him on the wall was the 
electric light switch.

His black-sleeved arms moved 
like chain lightning.

One shot out behind him and 
touched the electric light button, 
the other swung viciously at Havens’ 
jaw. The publisher gave a groan 
of agony and tumbled over on his 
back. In the darkness Van heard 
the girl utter a little gasp.

HE cried out in a stentorian 
voice: ■

“Don’t move or I’ll shoot!”
Yet both he and the Ace of 

Hearts knew full well that he did 
not dare press the trigger in that 
darkness for fear Of hitting Havens. 
Van backed swiftly toward the foyer. 
There was another switch located 
on that wall which controlled the 
same lights. Further, it was the 
only exit from the room.

His hand groped along the wall, 
touched the button and flicked it on. 
The darkness flew as abruptly as it 
had come.

Van’s eyes widened as he stared 
across the room. The dark-robed 
figure of the Ace of Hearts stood by 
the window. In his arms he held 
the clinging figure of the girl. Al­
ready one of his legs was slung 
across the sill.

Van gasped.
He had entirely forgotten the 

criminal’s amazing trick of spring­
ing out into thin air.

“Stop!” he cried again.
The only answer was a mocking 

laugh. The man’s other leg drew 
itself up. Van’s finger constricted 
on the trigger of his weapon. Two 
staccato reports ripped through the 

room at precisely the same moment 
that the other threw himself from 
that seventeenth story window sill.

The steel bullets whistled out into 
the night. But the man and his 
living burden had entirely van­
ished. Van raced across the room. 
He stared out the window. The 
night beyond was pitch black. And 
in its ebon atmosphere he could see 
no sign of the black suited Ace of 
Hearts.

Once again the leader of the gang 
had performed his incredible disap­
pearing trick. He had vanished, 
completely, and into thin air, leav­
ing not the slightest trace behind 
him. And to complicate the feat 
this time, he had taken the girl with 
him.

Van turned from the window. 
Havens still lay unconscious on the 
floor. Van crossed the room, poured 
a stiff drink of brandy from the 
sideboard decanter and forced it 
through the publisher’s lips.

He lifted him to a chair. Havens 
stirred, opened his eyes.

“What happened?” he asked 
thickly.

Briefly Van told him of the leap 
into space which the Ace of Hearts 
had perpetrated. When he finished 
his recital Havens looked grave.

“We’re up against a tough prop­
osition, Van,” he said. “This man, 
whoever he may be, is dangerously 
sane. Apparently he has none of 
the weaknesses of the average crim­
inal. In fact, he’s so sane that I 
suspect he’s not a professional crook 
at all.”

AN considered this statement.
“Perhaps you’re right,” he 

said. “He was diabolically clever in 
the manner in which he made both 
you and me fugitives from justice. 
That hampers me more than any­
thing else he might have done.”

Havens nodded. The pair of 



them took cigars from an ebony box 
on the desk and smoked medita­
tively, while they considered the des­
perate situation in which the foe­
man had placed them.

Havens broke their reverie by 
reaching for the phone.

“I’m going to call Muriel,” he ex­
plained. “She doesn’t know where 
I am, but she insisted that I phone 
every few hours to let her know 
that I’m all right.”

Van nodded abstractedly, while 
the publisher put through the call. 
He remained lost in his own thoughts 
while Havens conducted a protracted 
conversation. At last he hung up 
and turned excitedly to Van.

“Something’s happened,” he said. 
“I don’t know whether it’s a trap 
or not, but it may be a clue.”

VAN stared at him eagerly. Un­
fortunately he had completely 
lost the trail of the gang of black­

mailers, and he was willing to clutch 
at the slightest vestige of anything 
that would once more set him after 
the murderous crew.

“What is it?” he asked.
“Muriel has a note which came 

for me. It says to inform the Phan­
tom that if he desires to know some­
thing about the Thirteen Hearts he 
will go to the Golden Peacock to­
night and speak to a man wearing 
a white ribbon in his lapel. He 
must go alone, however.”

Van’s eyes crackled.
“Where did she get this note?”
“Winters, my secretary, gave it to 

her. It was delivered to him at the 
office, and marked extremely per­
sonal, to be opened by Frank 
Havens only. Knowing I was in 
jail, he took it to her.”

“Who, outside of your daughter, 
have you told that you were out of 
prison?”

“No one.” J
Van’s eyes narrowed. His face

The revolver in the man’s hand still held its 
steady bead on the banker’s heart.

grew thoughtful. Havens stared at 
him in a puzzled manner.

“Why, what do you mean?”
“Simply this,” said Van. “The 

papers were full of news of youi’ 
arrest. Further, it stands to reason 
that any one familiar with or in­
terested in this case knew that you 
had been taken in by the police.”

Havens still stared uncomprehend- 
ingly. “So?” he said suggestively.

“So,” said Van deliberately, “if 
this person knew you were in jail, 
why should he address a note of 
that sort to your office?”

Havens whistled softly.
“You see,” went on Van, “I, who 

the police believed was Havens, only 
escaped an hour ago. The papers 
haven’t reported that yet. But this 
person, whoever it was that sent 



that note, knew damned well that 
you were already out of jail. That’s 
why he sent it to your office.”

Havens digested this for a mo­
ment, saw the inevitable truth of 
the theory, then shook his head com- 
miseratingly.

“That’s a shame,” he said. “I 
thought perhaps we had gotten hold 
of Something which would put us 
on the right track.”

“Well,” said Van with a grin, 
“how do you know we haven’t?”

Havens shrugged.
“After your deductions,” he re­

plied, “it seems quite obvious that 
the whole thing’s a trap. We’ll have 
to lay off.”

“No, we won’t,” said Dick Van 
Loan grimly.

YOU mean—you mean that de­
spite the fact that it now looks 
very odd, to say the least, you mean 

that you’re going to the Golden Pea­
cock?”

“That’s exactly what I mean. We 
can’t, afford to pass up the slight­
est thing. Even if it is a trap it 
will bring me into contact with the 
gang. Besides, do you realize that 
if I fail to bring this gang to jus­
tice, that both you and I are 
hounded men for the rest of our 
lives? To us, anyway, this is the 
most important thing I’ve ever 
handled.”

The publisher nodded slowly.
“You’re right,” he said at last. 

“We’ll go to the Golden Peacock at 
midnight tomorrow.”

Van smiled at him.
“We?” he said.
“Why not?” said Havens. “I’m 

in on this, too.”
“All right,” said Van. “But we’ll 

have to take it easily. Of course, I 
can go as Dick Van Loan, that’s 
safe enough. But I’ll have to daub 
a little grease paint on you, so that 
no one will know that you’re Frank

Havens, that desperate fugitive from 
justice.”

“Okay,” replied the publisher. 
“We’ll sleep on it, and remember 
that tomorrow night at the Golden 
Peacock, the Phantom has an as­
sistant.”

Van smiled appreciatively as he 
poured himself a drink from the de­
canter on the table.

CHAPTER XII
Cabaret Murder

T
HE Golden Peacock was sit­
uated in one of the winding 
side streets of Greenwich 
Village. Over the entrance multi­

colored electric lights were cleverly 
arranged in the semblance of a pea­
cock’s tail. At the head of a short 
flight of steps there stood a gor­
geously arrayed commissionaire.

A continual stream of taxis slith­
ered up to its doors, giving ample 
evidence of the popularity of the 
cabaret, and from the curtained 
windows there came the sound of 
raucous music, the high-pitched 
laughter of the revelers within.

It was almost five minutes to ten 
when a cab drew up at the entrance 
and two men stepped out. One was 
Frank Havens, the publisher; the 
other, Richard Curtis Van Loan. A 
casual observer would have imme­
diately categoried them as a pair of 
clubmen out for a night of mild 
dissipation.

Havens paid the chauffeur, and, 
pausing for a moment on the side­
walk, lit a cigar.

“You go in first, Van, and have a 
look around. Inasmuch as it’s well 
known that I am aware of the 
Phantom’s identity, it might engen­
der some suspicion in the mind 
of the man who wrote that note if 
we enter together. I’ll smoke this 
cigar out here, then come in. I’ll 



pretend that it’s a casual meeting.”
Van nodded and headed for the 

doer. But' it was destined that the 
arrangement suggested by Havens 
was never to be consummated.

Even as Van reached the bottom 
step of the flight which led to the 
entrance of the cabaret, the doors 
were flung violently open, and a thin, 
dark man hurled himself into Van’s 
arms with a force and speed that 
indicated that all the hounds of hell 
were snarling at his heeis.

It was Margo, proprietor of the 
Golden Peacock. His eyes were 
bulging like black marbles, and his 
olive face was stamped with an ex­
pression of utter horror.

“Police!” he cried excitedly. “Get 
me the police!”

Van took hold of his arm and 
steadied him, as Havens came rush­
ing up the steps.

“What’s wrong?” he asked the 
frantic Italian. “What’s happened?”

“Murder!” said Margo, flinging 
his arms to heaven in a gesture of 
appeal. “A man has been killed 
right in my busiest hour. Get me 
the police.”

THE commissionaire fled to do his 
employer’s bidding. Van and Ha­
vens exchanged significant glances, 

then hastily entered the cabaret, 
anxiety and apprehension in their 
hearts.

The interior of the cabaret pre­
sented a remarkable study in sus­
pended animation.

A bare moment before, all had 
been sound and movement—laughter, 
gay voices, the throbbing wail of 
the saxophone had vibrated the 
atmosphere. But now in that dread, 
ominous silence a butterfly could 
have been heard to rustle its wings.

The orchestra had broken off in a 
hideous crash of discord. The half­
dozen Negro musicians sat mute and 
fearful, as though carved of ebony.

Men and women in evening dress 
sat speechless at the tables, their 
faces white and drawn.

Sprawled face downward in the 
center of the dance floor was the 
figure of a man in evening dress. 
His arms were outflung and one leg 
was twisted grotesquely 'over the 
other.

He did not move.

THE headwaiter’s voice rang 
through the room. “No one is to 

leave, please. Keep your seats, 
ladies and gentlemen.”

A woman shrieked, then fainted. 
A pale-faced drunkard, sobered by 
this sudden turn of events, lifted a 
tumbler of whiskey to his ashen lips 
and drank deep.

It was upon this tableau of drama 
that Van and Havens entered the 
room. Behind them came a stolid 
patrolman whom the commissionaire 
had brought back with him. At his 
side stood Margo, explaining excit­
edly what had happened.

“There,” said the little Italian. 
“There! There was no sound, yet 
he fell, shot through the back. He 
was crossing the floor when, pouf! 
down he went.”

The patrolman took a little book 
and a pencil from his pocket and 
began asking routine questions, 
pending the arrival of his superiors 
from headquarters.

Dick Van Loan stared at the fall­
en body of the man on the floor. 
The figure lay face downwards, and 
there was a bullet hole through his 
dinner coat just below the shoulder 
blade. It was undoubtedly a case 
of murder. The wound could not 
have possibly been self-inflicted.

“I don’t know who it is,” blab­
bered Margo to the policeman. “He 
is a stranger. I never saw him be­
fore.”

The policeman grunted and knelt 
at the side of the prostrate figure.



Slowly he turned him over so that 
the garish colored lights from above 
shone down upon his face; and as 
his dead, impassive features were 
so callously exposed to the light, 
Havens grasped Van’s arm in a 
frenzy of excitement.

"My God!” he ejaculated. "It’s 
Winters, my secretary!”

VAN stood staring down at the 
corpse like a man in a trance.

His eyes •were not on the face, 
rather they gazed fixedly at the 
man’s coat lapel.

"Yes,” he said to the publisher. 
“And that’s not all, Frank. Look 
at his coat lapel!”

Havens’ eyes followed Van’s gaze 
and for the second time in as many 
minutes he uttered a gasp of sur­
prise.

For Winters was wearing a white 
silk ribbon, neatly tied in the right 
lapel of his dinner jacket. Undoubt­
edly it had been Winters who had 
made a rendezvous with the Phan­
tom, only to keep it with Death, 
himself.

Now Inspector Finley of Head­
quarters entered the room followed 
by half a dozen men. Van knew 
him slightly, and bowed as he en­
tered. The inspector glanced at the 
bloody body on the floor, then his 
gaze embraced the entire roomful of 
people.

"Let no one move,” he said. "The 
man who committed this crime must 
still be on the premises.”

A police surgeon w’ho had come in 
yrith the police, bent down over the 
injured man. He glanced up 
sharply.

“This man is still alive,” he said.
"But he’s sinking fast.”

The inspector bent forward 
eagerly.

“Is he able to talk?”
The surgeon looked dubious. "Per­

haps a shot of dope will keep him 

going long enough to name his as­
sailant.”

"Good.” The inspector beckoned 
to Margo. “Take this man to a 
private room. I want to question 
him.”

Margo issued staccato orders to 
his waiters, and a moment later the 
inspector’s eyes fell on Havens.

“You come along, too,” he said. 
“If he talks, I’d like to have a wit- 
ness outside of the department.”

Havens joined the group who fol­
lowed the bearers of the wounded 
man up the stairs. Van watched 
him go and smiled to himself. Lit­
tle did the inspector realize that the 
man he had taken to accompany his 
men as a witness was the man that 
the entire police force of the town 
was looking for.

For a moment he stood where he 
was and reviewed the situation. 
Undoubtedly Winters had been shot 
by a gun with a silencer. The flight 
sound that that weapon would make 
would have been effectively covered 
by the blare of the orchestra.

He realized, further, that the 
killer was in all probability still on 
the premises. The inspector’s men 
had arrived swiftly and the exits 
had been well guarded.

HE looked up as he saw a group 
of men entering the door of the 

cabaret. The policemen already in­
side greeted the newcomers with re­
spectful salutes. Van recognized the 
commissioner himself. The official, 
after asking a few questions, climbed 
the stairs to join the inspector in 
Margo’s private office.

Van’s brow narrowed as he did 
some fast thinking. At least half a 
dozen detectives in plain clothes had 
entered with the commissioner. 
Some of them had followed him up­
stairs while others were now ques­
tioning the guests of the cabaret. 
This circumstance gave Van a 



chance to do a little investigating on 
his own hook.

In his pocket he had a police 
badge that he usually carried with 
him. It was extremely unlikely that 
the uniformed man on guard at the 
kitchen door knew every Headquar­
ters man by sight. He resolved to 
try a bluff in order to get by and 
search the rear part of the cabaret. 
In the excitement the police had not 
yet done that.

He walked boldly across the floor 
to the door which led to the kitchen. 
As he was about to enter the police­
man moved forward as if to stop 
him.

HE took the badge from his 
pocket, flashed it and said: 

“Headquarters.”
The patrolman saluted and stepped 

aside. Van passed through the door 
swiftly, his hand upon the gun in 
his hip pocket.

He found himself in a white­
washed cellar lined with boxes of 
foodstuffs. Peering into the dim 
light of the basement, he thought 
he made out something white and 
moving flash past an aperture in 
the slightly open door ahead.

Probably the chef, he reflected, as 
he started to cross the room toward 
the door.

He had not taken two steps when 
he heard something hum past his 
ear like an angry wasp. A faint 
popping sound came to his ears. 
There was a hideous jangle of shat­
tered glass as a shelf of dishes be­
hind him was devastated by the 
bullet.

Then his alert eyes saw the muz­
zle of a revolver with a silencer 
attached, jutting out from the door 
jam. Again he heard that ominous 
popping sound. Desperately he 
threw himself to one side, and as 
he did so his own revolver spoke a 
savage word of death.

The revolver in the door jamb dis­
appeared. Van heard the sound of 
hasty footsteps in the next room. 
He raced across the cellar and 
pushed his way recklessly through 
the door.

On the floor at his feet lay the 
body of the chef, slugged into un­
consciousness. Hastily he stared 
around the room. There was no 
sign of any presence.

Already he heard voices raised 
in the main dining room of the cab­
aret. In a moment the police would 
be in here to investigate that shot. 
Whatever he decided to do he must 
do swiftly.

At the far end of the kitchen 
were three steps leading downward. 
Evidently to the street in the rear, 
an exit for the disposal of the 
garbage.

He tried the knob. The door was 
locked. As he thrust his shoulder 
against it, he heard a faint mocking 
laugh from outside. Then for the 
third time in as many minutes he 
was aware of that low puffing sound 
as of gas striking the air with ter­
rific force.

Miraculously a hole appeared in 
the panel of the door. A bullet 
whined across the room and buried 
itself in the far wall. Now, from 
the other room, he heard voices dis­
tinctly.

“Someone went into the kitchen,” 
one said. “He had a headquarters 
badge.”

“Let’s see,” said another.

A DOOR opened. Feet pounded 
on the concrete floor.

Van raced from the kitchen and, 
keeping well concealed in the shad­
ows of the cellar, he worked his way 
in the opposite direction to the run­
ning feet.

Suddenly he found himself at the 
bottom of a narrow staircase. Si­
lently and slowly he mounted. Be­



hind him he heard the policemen’s 
expressions of surprise as they 
found the unconscious figure of the 
chef in the kitchen.

His hand touched a door knob. 
He turned it, and passed through 
to find himself on a carpeted mez­
zanine that overlooked the dance 
floor. The mezzanine was empty, 
though some distance down it he 
saw an open door.

Without making a sound he walked 
down to that open door. Silently he 
stood on the threshold of the room, 
keeping his body well out of sight 
as he peered through the crack of 
light that was formed by the edge 
of the unclosed portal and the wall.

A strange sight met his eyes.

LYING on a couch at the far end 
of the room was Winters. Blood 

stained his coat and dripped crazily 
down to the floor below. Around 
him stood the disguised Havens, the 
police commissioner and the inspec­
tor. Winters was talking.

“I want to make a clean breast of 
it before I die,” he said. “The 
Ace of Hearts who leads the gang 
killed Rains. He impersonated the 
Phantom. The Phantom is innocent. 
That’s why I made a rendezvous to 
meet him here tonight.”

The inspector scribbled some 
hasty notes in his little book. Van’s 
heart skipped a beat with sheer 
happiness as he listened to this con­
fession. Havens’ face was a master­
piece of sheer bewilderment as he 
stared at his dying secretary, the 
man whom he had trusted.

Winters took a deep breath and 
continued:

“I was the Six of Hearts. And I 
can betray the Ace. I have the evi­
dence. I have the—”

He sank back exhausted. His face 
was white, bloodless. Eagerly the 
commissioner bent over him. He 
took a flask from his pocket and 

poured a drink down the dying 
man’s throat.

“Go on,” he said breathlessly. 
“You have the evidence, Winters. 
Where is it?”

The stricken man stared at him 
with glazed eyes. His lips moved 
slowly. He spoke like a man in a 
trance.

“He couldn’t do that to me. I’ll 
betray him. He can’t have—”

He broke off his incoherent sen­
tence. His head dropped back like 
a broken reed. A horrible gurgle 
came from his throat. An awed 
silence came over the room, as death 
himself, unseen and intangible, en^ 
tered.

The commissioner straightened up 
with a sigh.

“Tough,” he said. “A minute 
longer and we’d have had the clue 
which would have solved the Rains 
murder and probably a number of 
others.”

The inspector nodded.
“We certainly owe the Phantom 

our apologies.”
The commissioner frowned.
“We sure do,” he said. “And now 

with things left like this we need 
him more than ever. I wish he 
were here now.”

A soft, quiet voice spoke behind 
him.

“He is here now, Commissioner.”

THE commissioner inhaled sharply 
and turned on his heel. Instinc-> 

tively his hand dropped to his hip. 
The inspector stared around with 
dilated pupils.

Only Frank Havens remained 
calm. He smiled faintly as he 
moved his eyes to gaze at the figure 
upon which the attention of the 
others was focused.

For in the doorway of that room 
stood the Phantom!

Van Loan, realizing that the dy­
ing man’s words completely absolved 



liim. from complicity in the Rains 
murder, had with characteristic in­
cisiveness, come upon a plan. In 
the instant of its inception he had 
whipped his black silk mask from 
his pocket and jammed it over his 
eyes.

Now calmly and coolly he stepped 
into the room.

THE commissioner found his voice.
“My God!” he said. How did 

you get here?”
Van smiled.
“1 came to keep a rendezvous,” he 

said. “But I find myself keeping it 
with a dead man.”

“We almost had it,” said the com­
missioner. “He had almost told us 
enough to—”

“I heard him,” said Van. “And 
inasmuch as he’s cleared Havens and 
■myself, I think he may have told 
us enough to work on. If you have 
no objection to my coming in on the 
case.”

“Objection!” roared the police 
head. “I was hoping to heaven you 
were here when you so suddenly an­
nounced yourself. Have you any 
clues? Any ideas?”

“Not a clue in the world,” said 
Van. “But plenty of ideas.” -
- “Close that door,” said the com­
missioner to the inspector. “Good. 
Now let’s hear what you’ve got.”

The door slammed to.
“Listen,” said Van. “Somehow 

I want you to get Winters’ body out 
of here unseen. I want the story 
given to the press that he was only 
slightly wounded and has returned 
home.”

The commissioner frowned un- 
comprehendingly.

“Why?” he asked.
“It’s simple,” said the Phantom. 

“I shall take his place. I shall re­
turn to his residence disguised as 
Winters. Now undoubtedly the 
gang knew that he was about to be­

tray them tonight. That's why they 
shot him. As long as they think he 
lives they’ll be out to get him. If 
I take his place, it’ll be me that 
they come to.”

Havens shook his head.
“They’ll kill you,” he remarked 

with concern.
Van shook his head.
“We’ll have to gamble on that. 

At any rate, I’ll be expecting them.” 
A light broke over the commis- 

sioner’s face.
“It’s a grand idea,” he said. 

“Thank God you got here, and that 
Winters removed every vestige of 
suspicion from you before he died. 
I’ll send twenty of my best men with 
you.”

Van shook his head.
“No, thanks,” he said simply. “1 

prefer to work alone. I may have 
a better chance that way. If you’ll 
take care of the body of Winters 
and the newspapers, I’ll get started 
now.”

The police chief shrugged.
“As you will,” he said.
He bent down and hastily rifled 

the dead man’s pockets. Then he 
handed Van a business card.

“This is his address,” he said.
Van took the card and thrust it 

in his pocket.
“Thanks,” he said again. “If you 

don't hear from me within forty-> 
eight hours, you’d better investi­
gate.”

HE turned on his heel and walked 
to the door. Behind him the 

commissioner’s face had expanded 
into a wide grin of relief, as he 
thanked his lucky stars that once 
again the Phantom had taken the 
trail.

But had he known, had he pos­
sessed the slightest idea of the jeop­
ardy, the perils that the masked 
sleuth was about to undergo ere he 
reached his dangerous journey’s 



end, his smile would not have been 
so broad, so beaming.

CHAPTER XIII
Treachery

M
OST of the guests at the 
suburban hotel at which 
Winters lived had retired 

when Van reached the place. He 
stopped at the desk, picked up his 
key and the elevator took him up to 
the fourth floor. He walked slowly 
along the dimly lit corridor until he 
came to the room bearing the nu­
meral 408.

Here he hesitated for a moment, 
then inserted the key in the lock. 
Then again he paused for a cau­
tious moment. He flung the door 
open and stepped to one side as he 
did so. Simultaneously, he whipped 
an automatic from his pocket.

It was quite possible that the 
Thirteen already had a man am­
bushed in the room to make short 
shrift of the traitor that had escaped 
them at the Golden Peacock.

But as he stood there tensely for 
a moment, he heard no suspicious 
sound; no movement. He fumbled 
for the electric light switch, and in 
an instant the room was flooded 
with friendly light. A swift glance 
about the chamber assured him that 
all was clear. He stepped within, 
closing and locking the door behind 
him.

The room was simply furnished. 
He took the precaution of glancing 
under’ the bed, and investigating the 
interior of a bulky closet on the far 
side of the room. Then he crossed 
the room and lifted the window 
shade.

Without, the skeleton framework 
of an iron fire escape met his eye. 
It zigzagged from the roof of the 
building to a paved yard below. 
Immediately he surmised the most 

obvious method of the attack of the 
Thirteen Hearts. The fire escape 
offered the most convenient entrance 
to the room. However, on second 
thought he came to the conclusion 
that for one as resourceful as the 
Ace had proved himself to be, this 
method of access was perhaps too 
obvious.

A swift glance at his wrist-watch 
showed him that it was almost one 
o’clock. And now he prepared for 
his lonely vigil. Skillfully he ar­
ranged the pillows beneath the sheet 
in such a manner as to give the 
impression of a sleeping figure.

Next he switched off the light, 
pulled down the shade half-way, and 
squatted at the end of the bed in a 
position that gave him an unre­
stricted view of both the door and 
the window. In his hand, loaded 
and ready to unleash a hail of burst­
ing lead, was his trusty, redoubtable 
automatic.

The door was, of course, locked. 
But the window he had left open at 
the bottom in order that he might 
more easily hear the sound of a foot­
step upon the fire escape. The night 
was not dark, and a silvery gray 
from a new moon filled the room 
with an eerie half-light.

For a long time he waited. 
Wearily and dully the hours passed. 
Cold and cramped he sat up against 
the wall, every nerve, every sense in 
his body alert, keen, ready for any 
danger that the Fates might bring.

HIS left arm ached where the bul­
let had ripped the flesh, and as 

the moments ticked past he found 
it increasingly difficult to keep his 
eyes open.

Then it came!
Tap—tap—-tap!
A firm, deliberate knocking at the 

door. There was nothing furtive or 
secretive about the sound. It seemed 
merely intended to arouse the oc­



cupant of 408 without disturbing 
the other residents in the hotel.

Dick Van Loan was wide awake 
on the instant; keen and alert, he 
glided across the wall to the door. 
Yet he took good care to stand to 
one side of it as he spoke.

“Who’s there?” he asked in a 
voice drugged with sleepiness.

“The bell captain. I’ve an urgent 
message for you, Mr. Winters.”

Van hesitated for a moment. De­
spite the genuine sound to the 
speaker’s voice, the circumstances of 
this early morning call had all the 
earmarks of an unelaborate trap.

SWIFTLY he moved a chair over 
toward the door. He climbed 

upon it, and peered through the 
transom into the hall. Below him 
he saw the figure of a man dressed 
in the uniform of a bellboy. In his 
hand he was holding an envelope.

Van stepped down, and for an­
other instant hesitated. Perhaps 
this was a bona fide message for 
Winters—a message that would pro­
vide him with an important clue 
in his pursuit of the Thirteen 
Hearts. Still on his guard, he 
flicked the light switch and unlocked 
the door.

“Sorry to disturb you, sir,” said 
the bellboy. “A man just left this 
for you, said it was important that 
it be delivered immediately.”

Van glanced down at the envelope. 
It was addressed to Winters. He 
ripped it open, and caught his 
breath sharply as he examined its 
contents. On a slip of paper were 
scrawled the words:

Dead rats can’t squeal. We’ve 
come for you.

The Thirteen.

Underneath was stamped that 
awesome symbol of death—a crim­
son death!

Dick Van Loan raised his eyes 
and found himself staring straight 
into the yawning muzzle of a squat 
.38.

He was trapped!
Despite all his precautions he had 

been bluffed by one of the oldest 
tricks in the world.

“Put up your hands,” snapped the 
pseudo bellboy, tightening his finger 
suggestively on the trigger of his 
revolver. “One word out of you, 
Winters, and you die.”

There was f death in the man’s 
voice as he spoke, and his eyes glit­
tered cruelly as he regarded the 
man whom he considered had been 
a traitor to the gang. White with 
mortification, Van raised his hands 
slowly above his head, and stepped 
backward into the center of the 
room. He had been outmaneuvered. 
His daring plan had recoiled upon 
his own head. But that it had suc­
ceeded in its main object—that of 
making contact with the Thirteen, 
was apparent in the next moment.

There was a stealthy step in the 
corridor, and a tall black figure ap­
peared in the doorway. As Van 
glanced at the newcomer he saw the 
familiar insignia of the Ace of 
Hearts imprinted on his sleeve.

The thin cruel lips moved beneath 
his mask. He spoke in a threaten­
ing, rasping tone.

“Well, traitor. We meet again. 
You know the penalty for attempt­
ing to betray the Thirteen.”

VAN looked into those dark merci­
less eyes and experienced a sen­
sation of repulsion, as if he was 

gazing at some evil, horrible thing. 
He almost forgot the part he was 
playing as he stared at this sinister 
face.

Here, he realized, was criminal 
abnormality at its lowest and most 
debased type. A man utterly with­
out mercy, without morals, without 



any humanitarian instinct. A killer, 
as cold-blooded, as cruel, as veno­
mous as a preying tarantula.

The Ace spoke again.
“I’m not killing you now, Win­

ters,” he said, “because I want some 
information from you before you 
die.”

Van found his own voice. He 
spoke in an excellent imitation of 
Winters’ own tone.

“Do you think I’m fool enough 
to tell you anything when I know 
you’ll kill me as soon as I give 
you the information you want?”

THE dark figure laughed a hor­
rible laugh.

“Since you ask me,” he said mock­
ingly, “I think you will. You seem 
to forget the tricks of Foo Chang.”

Van said nothing. Never hav­
ing heard of either Foo Chang or 
his sinister tricks, he had not the 
slightest idea of what the man was 
talking about. However, he real­
ized quickly enough that the Ace 
would hesitate at nothing to force 
information from this man whom 
he believed was a traitor to his mur­
derous organization.

“Yes,” continued the Ace. “Be­
fore you die, Winters, you’ll tell me 
where those papers are.”

Van decided to gamble on a pro­
digious bluff. Of course, he had no 
more idea where the papers were 
than he had of what they were; still, 
he tried a shot in the dark.

“Those papers,” he said calmly, 
“are now at Police Headquarters.”

The Ace laughed again.
“Don’t try to bluff me,” he said 

menacingly. "You know damned 
well that if you had given those 
documents to the police, you wouldn’t 
be here now. You’d be in a cell. 
Well, we’ve wasted enough time in 
conversation. We’ll finish this lit­
tle chat at our own headquarters. 
All right. Bring him out.”

He shot the last three words at 
his henchmen, who had remained si­
lent during this colloquy. Now, the 
man with the gun stepped forward 
and prodded the muzzle of his 
weapon into Van’s breast.

“Come on,” he growled. “Let’s 
get started.”

For a second Van glanced down 
at the unwavering muzzle which 
aimed at his heart. He realized 
full well that if he once was cap­
tured, if once he was taken to the 
headquarters of the Thirteen, a sav­
age, tortured fate would be his.

In that instant he resolved to 
gamble on a single turn of the dice.

He gathered his legs beneath him 
and flung himself desperately to one 
side, grabbing for the revolver 
which he had left at the end of the 
bed upon opening the door. The 
rug slipped beneath his feet and he 
crashed to the floor. Even as he 
did so, a bullet crashed over his 
head and left a smear of gray lead 
on the iron bedpost.

He rolled over, his outstretched 
hand groping for the butt of his 
weapon, expecting every moment to 
feel searing hot steel rip through 
his flesh.

AGAIN the room echoed with stac­
cato reverberation. Again he 

heard lead scream over his head 
with a whining hum like a banshee’s 
wail.

And now his hand closed about 
the butt of his own automatic. He 
did not pause to aim at either the 
Ace of Hearts or his henchman. In­
stead he swung the muzzle of the re­
volver toward the single light which 
blazed from the center of the ceil­
ing. He pressed the trigger once. 
A thin tinkle of shattered glass min­
gled with the roar of the guns.

In the darkness he came to his 
feet. He rushed toward the door. 
In the confusion, the other’s gun 



was silent. He heard the Ace 
snarl:

“Don’t kill him, you fool. Take 
him prisoner. Stand by the door so 
he can’t get out and then strike a 
match.”

But Van rendered that order im­
possible of being carried out. He 
hurled himself at the doorway. A 
hundred and seventy pounds of 
sinew and muscle threw itself up 
against the man with the gun. He 
staggered back, and fell to the floor.

IN the grayish light of the room, 
the Ace swung a revolver butt 

viciously in the Phantom’s direction. 
Van sprang to one side and took the 
blow on the shoulder. At the same 
time he swung out with his left fist. 
It landed on the side of his ebon­
clad adversary’s jaw. The man reeled 
back.

By now pandemonium reigned in 
the hotel. Shouts were heard from 
the elevator. Somewhere a police 
whistle blew.

Van raced down the hall like a 
maniac. Disregarding the elevators, 
he leaped down the stairs. Behind 
him he heard the Ace cry out:

“Quick! After him. The boys 
will nail him downstairs.”

Van continued his rush toward 
the lobby with these words of the 
Ace still ringing in his ears. Ap­
parently the man had more mem­
bers of his gang waiting below. The 
Phantom would have to elude them 
also.

He thanked his lucky stars that he 
had driven his car out here with 
him. Even now it reposed behind 
a clump of bushes on the hotel 
grounds. If he could reach that he 
had better than an even chance of 
escaping the enemy.

Through the lobby he raced. At 
the door a porter with more cour­
age than discretion essayed to stop 
the crazy flying figure who tore like 

an express train toward the street. 
For his pains he received a stun­
ning blow behind the ear which 
knocked him to his knees.

The flying figure of Winters raced 
out into the night beyond.

A second later he sprang into his 
own powerful roadster, stepped on 
the starter and heard the motor 
roar to life. He jerked it into gear 
and pressed the accelerator down 
hard.

As the redoubtable car shot ahead 
as if propelled by some invisible 
hand, he saw two figures emerge 
from the hotel and race toward a 
svelte limousine parked outside the 
door of the hotel.

Down the road raced Van’s car, 
her headlights shooting white beams 
down the highway. Already in the 
mirror he could see the glowing eyes 
of the limousine in pursuit.

CHAPTER XIV 
“Take Him Alive!”

F | ^HREE staccato reports 
I sounded from the rear. He 
A passed through a breathless 

moment, praying that a stray bullet 
would not riddle his tires. Then he 
jammed the accelerator all the way 
down.

Like a stone from a giant catapult 
the roadster leaped ahead over the 
dirt road, stones and dust flying like 
hail from beneath its spinning 
wheels.

Again a legato crackle sounded 
behind him as the pursuers emptied 
their guns. Like lightning, jagged 
flashes of flame stabbed into the 
night from the muzzles of burn­
ing revolvers. Van gripped ths 
wheel grimly and wondered where 
the Ace’s reinforcements were.

He was shortly to find out.
His windshield shattered as if it 

had been made of papier mache as a 



screeching' piece of lead rattled 
through the glass. Yet the roadster 
kept on, gallantly, fearlessly.

Then of a sudden his headlights 
revealed something black and bulky 
ahead, lying across the road. It was 
a car pulled sideways to block the 
way.

This, then, was where the Ace had 
posted his allies in order to cut off 
any attempt at escape by the gang’s 
victim I

Van sensed the impending crash, 
yet he dared not hesitate. To do 
that was to invite certain capture 
by the car behind, and as long as 
there was a desperate fighting chance 
Richard Curtis Van Loan was not 
of the ilk that quits.

LIKE a flash he jerked at the 
steering wheel, and with a ter­

rific wrench, forced the plunging 
roadster round in a sharp sweep. 
The car canted violently, the loose 
road surface flying up from beneath 
its tortured tires, as cool and in­
trepid Van drove the bounding Jug­
gernaut directly into a ditch.

With a thud the wheels leaped 
into the gully, and the chassis 
jumped bodily as it waltzed crazily 
through the little trench at the side 
of the highway. For a second it 
skidded violently on the wet grass, 
and for a moment Van thought he 
had lost control of the reeling ve­
hicle, but then, after a snorting 
plunge, the tires held firmly once 
again on rough ground.

For an instant the car rolled like 
a fishing smack in a storm at sea, 
careening crazily like a Ferris 
Wheel gone suddenly mad.

But with a sickening lurch she 
righted herself, and swung clear of 
the ditch to gain the road again. 
Behind her the bullets of the evil 
Thirteen spat venomously through 
the air, as if cursing the escape of 
their quarry.

Now as he raced down the road, 
the headlights in the mirror became 
dimmer. Apparently the Ace’s car 
had stopped to parley with the other. 
Van breathed a sigh of relief, lifted 
his foot slightly from the accelerator 
and slackened speed.

He had gone a mile or so at the 
relatively easy speed of forty miles 
an hour when suddenly there flared 
again in his mirror the blazing 
white headlights of a car in the 
rear. Apparently the Ace had rallied 
his men once more and was charging 
down to take the traitor.

It was also evident that the car 
which had been used as the barrier 
was capable of more speed than the 
one which the Ace had used when 
he had started.

Again Van’s foot jammed down 
on the accelerator, as he realized 
the recurrence of the peril in his 
wake. Trees and telegraph posts 
whirled by him in flashing align­
ment, as the roadster roared down 
the highway.

HE could tell by those ever enlarg­
ing lights in the mirror that the 

car behind was slowly creeping up 
upon him despite the fact that he 
was coaxing a couple of miles more 
per hour than had ever been built 
into the roadster’s engine.

Ahead of him a strange glow 
gleamed in the sky, as the twinkling 
lights of New York cast their my­
riad reflections into the heavens. 
There lay safety. If he could once 
enter the city limits, he could easily 
evade his pursuers. Yet in each 
mile that he traveled the car behind 
gained fifty yards.

Twice he narrowly averted a 
smash-up as another car sped out of 
a crossroads. Then of a sudden a 
legato roaring at his side took his 
attention. He glanced sideways 
sharply to see a pounding motor­
cycle at the side of his car. Its



rider waved him over to the curb 
with a familiar imperious air.

For a moment Van hesitated. 
True, perhaps this man was a 
policeman, but on the other hand it 
might well be one of the Ace’s men 
who was trying to stop him by a 
ruse. He gestured to the man, 
thinking that if he was a genuine 
officer he would show his badge.

The motorcycle rider’s hand went 
to his pocket but instead of drawing 
forth the shield of authority, he 
pulled out a heavy revolver.

That was enough for Van. He 
gave the car all the gas she could 
take. She jerked ahead. Then ob­
ligato against the sound of his en- 

_ gine there sounded three crashing 
reports. Flame and steel hurled 
themselves forth from the muzzle 
of the cyclist’s revolver.

THEN came another explosion, an 
octave lower than the other 

three. Van’s tire went flat with an 
ominous hissing sound. The road­
ster swerved violently to one side. 
Van took his foot from the gas and 
jammed down the brake. With a 
protesting screech, and an arid 
stench of burnt brake bands, the 
car came to a jerky halt.

He sprang from the car, his own 
revolver in his hand, prepared to 
deal mercilessly with the man on the 
motorcycle. Then as his feet hit 
the ground he was blinded by a pair 
of glaring headlights which came 
around a bend in the road.

The flashing illumination in his 
eyes caused him to lose sight of the 
motorcycle. His ears heard the 
grinding of brakes, the tearing of 
tires as the other car came to a halt. 
Then he heard the familiar voice 
of the Ace of Hearts shouting to his 
cohorts:

“Take him alive!”
Van set his teeth, his lips were a 

thin grim line as he resolved that 

if he must be taken by the Thir­
teen, it most certainly would not be 
alive.

He put his back up against the 
body of the roadster, in order to 
render ineffective an attack from 
the rear, and held his gun firmly 
before him.

Though halted, the headlights of 
the other car still shone brilliantly 
in his eyes. He heard the crunch 
of many feet on the road at his 
side. Swiftly he aimed his gun and 
pressed the trigger.

He heard an alarmed shout and 
a scream of pain. He held his fire 
again for a moment and waited. Of 
course, he realized that with that 
gleaming halo of light flung about 
him he made a perfect target for 
the enemy. But he depended on the 
fact that the Ace of Hearts wanted 
some information from the man he 
believed was Winters, ere he dared 
deliver the death stroke.

No shot was returned to him from 
the darkness. Then as he stood 
there, tense and alert, he was 
abruptly aware of a clicking, me­
tallic noise behind him.

HE swerved around swiftly, real­
izing that someone was ap­

proaching from the rear, through 
the other door of the roadster. His 
gun came up. From the corner of 
his eyes he saw a dark object scram­
bling over the car’s seat. His finger 
tensed upon the trigger.

But that shot was never fired. He 
was an infinitesimal fraction of a 
second too late.

Something swung viciously through 
the air and struck him hard at the 
base of the skull. He felt his senses 
reeling. Rough hands seized his 
throat. He was flung savagely to 
the ground. That was his last con­
scious knowledge. An enveloping 
blackness fell about his eyes and his 
brain was numb.



CHAPTER XV
Foo Chang

LOWLY the blood throbbed 
back into the tortured brain. 
He stirred, and opened his 

eyes, to find himself in Stygian 
blackness. He felt bruised and sore. 
His muscles throbbed with pain. 
His hands running over his body 
found his clothes ripped in a score 
of places.

Where he was he had not the 
slightest idea. With an effort he re­
vived that portion of his mind which 
was dedicated to memory. Then he 
blinked slowly as he oriented him­
self.

Undoubtedly he was now the 
Captive of the Thirteen. He re­
called with a shudder that the Ace 
had threatened him with torture in 
order to get him to disclose a fact of 
which he had no knowledge. He real­
ized grimly that the worst was yet to 
come.

However, despite the both literal 
and figurative blackness of the sit­
uation, the inherent fighting spirit in 
his heart asserted itself. As long 
as life remained in the Phantom’s 
body, as long as his mind was cap­
able of functioning, he was a dan­
gerous enemy.

For a long moment he lay upon 
the floor, breathing deeply, recuper­
ating his strength. Then he came to 
his feet with the intention of ex­
amining his black prison.

Slowly, swinging his hands before 
him like tentacles of a blind octo­
pus, he groped his way about the 
ebony dungeon. He had not gone 
more than a few feet before he en­
countered a table. He came into 
violent collision with the piece of 
furniture and knocked it spinning.

Now he changed his direction, set 
out at a fresh angle and eventually 
found a wall that felt as if it was 
made of damp cement.

Following this, he made a rapid 
tour of the room, and established 
the fact that he was incarcerated in 
a small room of unplastered walls 
with, apparently, no windows.

Once his groping fingers came 
into contact with the knob of a door, 
but investigation proved that it was 
securely locked and bolted.

He ran his hands through his 
pockets in search of his flashlight. 
But it was gone. Gone as was every­
thing else which he had been carry­
ing. The thorough search to which 
he had evidently been subjected had 
not even left him a match.

He stood perfectly still in the 
center of the room and listened in­
tently. For a long time he heard 
nothing, then a faint melodious 
sound came to his ears. It was so 
vague, so indistinct that he could 
not place it. It sounded like a dis­
tant song carried by the wind from 
infinity.

Then something bit at his nostrils. 
Something which roused up a vague 
memory in his mind. It was a pleas­
ant odor and one which he had 
smelled before. It was a perfume. 
A perfume whose scent desperately 
essayed to unlock a bolted portal of 
his memory.

He shook his head in annoyance 
as he failed to place this thing. 
Then he dropped to his knees and 
placed his ear to the floor. Now 
the scent became stronger as did 
the faint sound of melody. Yet 
neither of them had power enough 
to stand definition nor analysis.

PUZZLED, he waited for a short 
while, and then crawling on his 
hands and knees, began a minute 

examination of the floor of his cell. 
At length somewhere in the center 
of the floor, his fingers encountered 
something hard and cold, which 
seemed to be imbedded in the floor 
itself.



When he touched the object it 
stirred slightly in an inanimate way. 
When he let it go it fell back with 
a slight clink. Still more puzzled 
he stretched his arm out until his 
hand touched the floor a yard away 
from where he knelt.

The surface which his finger tips 
encountered was hard and rough, 
undoubtedly concrete, yet the thing 
on which he was kneeling had the 
unmistakable feel of wooden plank­
ing.

Again his hands felt the floor 
carefully. Now they met with a 
clearly defined ridge in the floor 
running in rectangular form about 
him. It formed the perimeter of 
the wooden space upon which he 
knelt. Then it flashed to him. This 
must be a trap door! The small 
metallic object was a lifting ring.

He hunted for the ring once more; 
but as he found it a sudden sound 
made him pause. Something un­
seen went scudding past him in the 
darkness. It passed so close that 
he could almost feel the air disturb­
ance caused by its movement.

For a moment he remained para­
lyzed with a tense alertness, then 
as a shrill squeak came to his ears 
he recognized the motion for what 
it was, that of a scurrying rat who 
made its home in this dark fetid 
dungeon.

Finding the ring again, he tugged 
on it with all his strength. The 
boards creaked but did not move. 
Again and again he tried it. His 
fingers ached as the metal of the 
ring cut cruelly into his flesh.

Then desisting for a moment he 
ran his nails around the perimeter 
of the square door, and dug the dirt 
of years from the crevice. His 
fingers were black with dirt, as he 
returned to his task of tugging the 
door loose from its frame.

Then, of a sudden it gave. The 
trap moved half an inch. Hope 

surged into his heart, and he took 
a deep breath preparatory to sum­
moning up his last ounce of power 
to jerk the door from its moorings 
on a desperate chance at freedom.

Then suddenly he dropped the 
ring and sprang to his feet. The 
sound of footsteps on the other side 
of the door came to his ears. He 
stared in the direction of that door 
and waited.

The lock turned raspingly, and an 
oblong of light precipitated itself 
into his cell as the door of the dun­
geon was flung open. Van stood 
staring into the snapping eyes of 
the Ace of Hearts!

THE criminal stood upon the 
threshold. In his left hand was a 

flashlight which shattered the gloom 
of the prison and in his right was a 
snub-nosed automatic which drew, 
an unerring bead directly on his 
prisoner’s heart.

For a long moment the pair of 
them stood there staring steadily at 
each other. The blackmailer’s lips 
were distorted into a malevolent 
smile. The man whom he thought 
was Winters returned his gaze.

The Ace of Hearts walked for­
ward.

"So,” he said, “you’ve come out 
of it. All right. Now you can talk. 
You made an appointment tonight 
with the Phantom, didn’t you? You 
intended to turn over those papers 
you stole from us. All right, you 
didn’t have those papers with you 
when we found you. You didn’t give 
them to the cops or they would have 
made a pinch. Now, where are 
they?”

Van’s eyes narrowed.
“I don’t know,” he said truthfully 

enough.
Something flared in the other’s 

eyes, something evil and wicked, 
something which hinted definitely of 
death.



“You can save yourself a lot of 
trouble,” he said ominously, "if you 
talk now,”

Van shrugged.

YOU’VE already said you’re going 
to kill me after I talk,” he.said 
coolly. “What percentage is there 

in my talking at all?”
Again the other grinned horribly.
“You forget Foo Chang,” he said. 

"If you talk now you at least get 
the mercy of a bullet. If not—”

He left the sentence unfinished, 
apparently secure in the knowledge 
that his victim was familiar enough 
with the Chinaman’s methods to 
make delineation unnecessary.

Van thought swiftly. It seemed 
to him that the only possible wray 
out of this spot was to convince the 
other that he had already told his 
story to the police, that he had al­
ready given them the papers; and 
somehow to concoct a story that 
would dispose of the other’s argu­
ment, that had he done so he would 
have been at once arrested.

“Anyway,” he said, "you’re too 
late. The police know everything. 
As a matter of fact, I’m surprised 
they Jiaven’t come here yet.”

His heart bounded as he saw a 
flicker of apprehension come to the 
other’s eyes.

“You’re lying,” snapped the 
masked figure. "You’re trying to 
run a bluff.”

Before Van could reply, he 
stepped back into the hall without 
and lifted his voice.

“Foo Chang!” he called loudly.
There was a slither of slippered 

feet in the hall, then behind the Ace 
there appeared another figure. It 
was that of a huge Chinaman whose 
eyes glinted with evil pleasure as he 
regarded his victim. In his claw­
like talonous hands he held a thin 
piece of hemp. Van saw it, and re­
pulsion came to his heart as he rec­

ognized for what purpose it was to 
be used.

Before this he had seen strong, 
courageous men wilt beneath the 
torture of that rope. When it was 
affixed about a man’s forehead, and 
tightened by an inserted piece of 
wood used as a lever, the torture 
that this innocent appearing device 
was capable of was beyond all hu­
man imaginings.

“Now,” said the Ace, catching his 
eyes again, "will you talk?”

Van was aware of a sensation of 
grim despair enveloping him. How 
could he talk when he had not the 
slightest vestige of the knowledge 
that his captor wanted from him? 
And to tell the truth, to admit that 
he was not Winters, but the Phan­
tom, himself, was to invite a death 
as sure, as certain, as if he kept his 
mouth shut.

He remained standing there im­
mobile and silent.

An incredulous sneer crossed the 
masked man’s full, cruel lips,

"You have either forgotten the 
methods of Foo Chang,” he said 
slowly, “or you have learned cour­
age, Winters. Well, we shall see 
which.”

HE shrugged and shot a sidelong 
glance at the Chinaman.

“All right,” he said. "Go to it.”
The Chinaman grinned and nodded 

mutely. He took a step forward 
and entered the cell, fiendish and 
pleasureable anticipation stamped 
indelibly upon his repulsive fea­
tures. Dangling the hemp in his 
talons, he advanced toward Van.

“You come here,” he purred slowly.
Van glared defiance at him. If 

he must die, better far to fall a vic­
tim to the weapon in the Ace’s hand 
than the slow torture of the Chinese.

"Come and get me,” he chal­
lenged.

His eyes narrowed as he saw the



masked man’s finger imperceptibly 
tighten on the trigger of his gun. But 
the Ace’s shrewd brain controlled his 
murderous emotions.

“Take him,” he said to the China­
man. “Make him talk, or you’ll get 
some bullets yourself.”

Van backed up a pace. If he was 
to come to conclusions with the 
Chinaman it was not a bad idea to 
try to keep the Oriental between 
himself and the lowering automatic 
which still kept its unwinking eye 
gazing steadily at his heart.

For an instant the Chinese 
crouched, his huge body bent for­
ward, his almond eyes half closed, 
and his bony fingers working in 
febrile excitement. Just at the 
other side of the trap door stood 
Van, his shoulders squared, his 
body poised, ready to take immedi­
ate advantage of whatever oppor­
tunity offered itself.

Then with a muffled exclamation 
in his own language Foo Chang 
sprang with an agility amazing in 
one of his bulk. A human arrow 
from an invisible bow, he launched 
across the room like a jaguar pounc­
ing on his prey.

HIS clawed fingers, long-nailed 
and clutching, slashed at Van’s 

face as he landed. Even in that mo­
ment of battle, Van noted with sat­
isfaction that the Ace’s gun could 
not fire now without its deadly lead 
ripping through Foo Chang’s flesh 
before it reached his own.

Van sidestepped swiftly and his 
right fist crashed into the yellow 
evil face of his assailant. He heard 
the Ace chuckle in amusement.

With a curse, the Chinaman stag­
gered back, then almost instantly 
recovered and returned to the at­
tack. Now his hemp was held be­
fore him, his eyes grew cunning as 
he sought an opening that would 
permit him to drop the strong 

thread over his adversary’s head.
Warily Van evaded the cruel rope 

which could strangle the life from 
his body, and as the Oriental ad-, 
vanced once more, he smashed a 
stunning left into his jaw. Now 
the Ace took a step forward as if 
to end this horseplay, as if he had 
been amused long enough and was 
now ready to enforce docility from 
his prisoner.

BUT before he could speak a word 
the Chinaman, leaning breath-, 

lessly up against the wall, went sud-, 
denly beserk.

An animal snarl of rage rolled 
from his lips. He took a half pace 
forward.

His right arm moved in a peculiar 
jerk. The gleaming blade of a knife 
slipped down from his wrist to his 
hand.

The bony yellow fingers closed 
about its jade hilt. Forgetting his 
hempen cord, he shot through the 
air toward Van.

The blade swept through the air 
with a strange hissing sound like 
that of a rattler about to strike. 
Van sidestepped swiftly. The steel 
ripped his coat. As he moved he 
struck out with all his strength, but 
his frenzied blow just grazed the 
Oriental’s ear.

Carried forward by the force of 
his own inaccurate blow, he found 
himself off balance for a moment. 
From the corner of his eye he saw: 
that murderous blade lift itself, then 
swing downward again. He heard 
the Ace’s voice.

“Don’t kill him, you fool!”
Again Van jerked to one side, 

but this time the blade ripped into 
his flesh, into his arm. Blood de-, 
luged his coat sleeve. The yellow 
man turned while off balance, his 
eyes agape with the madness which 
was upon him. Deaf to the com­
mands of his master, who stood be­



hind him threatening with his re­
volver.

“Lay off,” cried the Ace of 
Hearts. “Let him alone or I’ll plug 
you!”

Then the vengeance of the yellow 
man upon the white who had humil­
iated him, who' had evaded and 
struck him was not to be denied. 
Again he sprang toward his victim, 
and Van was ready for him.

He had a fair shot at the saliva 
covered yellow jaw before him. His 
right moved like a steel piston. It 
did not move far, but it carried all 
Dick Van Loan’s weight and strength 
behind it. The Chinaman catapulted 
across the room as if thrown there 
by dynamite.

THE knife fell from his nerveless 
hand and clattered impotently 

down upon the concrete floor; His 
eyes were glazed and his knees bent 
slowly like pliable steel. Then with 
a faint groan he crumpled and fell.

For a moment the Ace of Hearts 
switched the gleaming bulb of his 
flashlight away from Van, played it 
on the fallen yellow body of his ally, 
to learn how badly injured the 
Chinaman was.

For a single instant Van was con­
cealed in a friendly shadow, and he 
took full advantage of that instant.

He bent down low over the trap 
door. He seized the metal ring in 
his hand. He flung it open. He had 
not the slightest idea where it led, 
but the knowledge that it turned 
away from this black hole was 
enough for him.

At his feet a hole blacker than 
the blackness of Iris cell gaped omi­
nously. Then at precisely the same 
moment that the Ace switched his 
flashlight back, he plunged through 
the yawning hole at his feet.

His enemy’s yell of alarm, and his 
enemy’s gun sounded simultaneously. 
The Ace’s cry was lost in the jar­

ring reverberation of the automatic. 
Flame seared the darkness of the 
room, crooked, jagged flame that 
conjured up the hell to which it 
would send its victims.

Two lead slugs crashed deafen- 
ingly into the wall beyond. And 
Richard Curtis Van Loan dropped 
like a plummet through space as 
black, as uncharted as the pit it­
self.

CHAPTER XVI
A Clever Plan

H
E landed on something hard 
but mobile, something which 
slipped beneath his feet and 

gave him no foothold. Then he fell. 
His hands, coming in contact with 
the substance upon which he was 
standing, showed it to be coal. He 
was in the basement of the house.

He scrambled down to the bot­
tom of the pile, just as the flash­
light from above penetrated the 
darkness of the cellar. Another 
shot rang out and the bullet rico­
cheted off the concrete floor. Van 
wasted no time in looking behind.

Before him he saw a door. Like 
a flying beast he raced through it. 
Beyond was a short flight of steps 
which led to the upper floor. Up 
the steps he charged blindly, trust­
ing to luck to show him an exit 
from this house of death.

He reached the next floor with­
out seeing anyone. Then from 
somewhere he heard a voice cry out:

“Winters has escaped to the cellar. 
Everybody after him.”

He heard the pounding of a num­
ber of feet from above and behind. 
He realized that to remain in that 
corridor was suicide. He advanced 
a pace forward. At his left was a 
door leading off the hall. Without 
hesitation he opened it, slammed it 
behind him and stood breathless in 
a small room.

A high-pitched gasp sounded in 



his ears. He turned swiftly and 
stared wide-eyed. The slim figure 
of a girl stood in the center of the 
room. She gazed at him strangely. 
The perfume that he had smelled in 
his cell came strongly to his nostrils 
now; and now, when it no longer 
mattered, he placed it.

It was the Queen of Hearts!

FOR a long moment they stared at 
each other. Van, knowing full 
well that this girl was as relentless 

and merciless as the men with whom 
she cast her lot, expected little con­
sideration at her hands.

At any moment he realized she 
would give the alarm. One shout 
from her would bring the whole 
mob charging in here after their 
quarry. Yet she did not make an 
outcry. Her eyes were fixed upon 
his face. They were vaguely moist 
as if she had been crying. Her 
firm’ little chin quivered slightly. 
Then her mouth opened as if she 
were about to speak.

Van, unarmed, realized the futil­
ity of attempting to still the girl. 
He stood there, his back against the 
door, resigned to his fate, ready 
once again to be delivered into the 
hands of the gang. Then the girl 
advanced a step toward him and 
Dick Van Loan received the surprise 
of his checkered career.

She flung her arms about his 
neck. Tears streamed unashamed 
down her cheeks. Her lips moved 
close to his ear.

“Oh, George,” she whispered, 
“can’t we get out of this trouble 
some way? I feel as if it’s all my 
fault. Please forgive me.”

Van fought down his surprise as 
his mind grappled with this strange 
turn of events. He decided to let 
the girl do all the talking for the 
time being. He had a great deal to 
learn about this situation. She con­
tinued :

“I understand that you did it all 
for my sake, George. But you 
didn’t have to steal the records. 
You didn’t have to go to the Phan-, 
tom. We could have run away to­
gether. Then he couldn’t have 
found us. But now—”

Slowly the truth filtered into 
Van’s brain. In the febrile excite­
ment of the past ten hours he had 
completely forgotten the identity 
which he was simulating. He had 
overlooked the fact that outwardly, 
he wore the appearance of Winters.

Now it became apparent that this 
girl cared a great deal for Havens’ 
dead secretary. And as she babbled 
on of him, Van came to realize that 
probably the Ace had made ad­
vances to the girl which Winters 
resented, and because of that the 
perfidious secretary had decided to 
betray the gang to the Phantom.

Outside he could still hear the 
footsteps of the searchers. Some­
one said:

“He must still be in the basement. 
He wouldn’t dare come upstairs.”

There was a low rumble of voices 
and footsteps died away again.

Van’s heart now was stimulated 
by new hope. With the girl believ­
ing he was Winters, with her will­
ing and ready to aid the man whom 
she loved, there was still a last des­
perate chance remaining to him. 
He put his arm around her and 
spoke softly.

“But what can we do?” he asked.

SHE looked up at him.
“Did you really see the po­

lice?”
He thought swiftly, then said:
“Yes. They let me go on the 

promise that I’d get them the papers 
in the morning. I refused to tell 
them where they were unless they 
released me.”

She thought for a long moment, 
then her eyes lit up.



“Listen,” she said. “I think we 
can make a deal. It’s impossible 
for me to get you out of here. 
[You'd be shot the moment you went 
out in the hall. Let me talk to him. 
I think we can fix it up. He’s 
deadly afraid you’ve talked too 
much. If we can refute what you 
told the police, if he can get back 
his papers, he’ll let you go. He’ll 
even lay off me.”

Van shrugged his shoulders and 
made a gesture which implied that 
he was leaving everything to her.

AS indeed he was. She certainly
knew what it was all about, she 

knew the temper of the gang, the 
motives and the reactions of their 
leader. If there was a way out 
she could lead him to it with infi­
nitely more ease than he could find 
it himself.

Knuckles rapped sharply on the 
door. A voice said: “Ruthie, open 
up.”

She shot a swift glance at Van. 
She squeezed his hands.

"Just a second,” she said.
The voice, which Van now recog­

nized, spoke again.
“Is Winters in there?”
She hesitated for a fraction of a 

second, then said:
“Yes. He wants to see you.”
A mocking laugh came from out­

side.
“I want to see him, too,” said the 

voice.
The girl’s face paled slightly, yet 

her chin was firm and her head 
held high as she walked across the 
room and flung the door wide open.

The Ace of Hearts, still arrayed 
in his mask and black garments, en­
tered the room.

Behind him came a quartette of 
his cohorts. They were armed but 
unmasked.

The last man to enter slammed 
the door behind him. The Ace re­

garded his recaptured prisoner with 
mocking eyes.

“So you want to see me, do you? 
You didn’t seem so anxious to stay 
in my company a few minutes ago. 
In fact, you half killed Foo Chang 
getting away.”

Van remained silent. The girl 
uttered a little gasp, and said in 
accents of horror:

“Foo Chang. Oh, you didn’t—”
“No,” said the Ace. “We didn’t, 

but it wasn’t our fault. He fought 
like a cornered rat. But this time 
I’ll take him properly. I’ll burn 
every inch of skin off his body if 
he doesn’t talk. Now, what do you 
say?”

Still Van said nothing.
The girl came forward. She 

stood very close to the masked man. 
It seemed to Van that his snapping 
eyes softened slightly as he looked 
down at her. Perhaps, if anyone 
could influence this perverted crim­
inal, it was she.

“He’ll talk,” she said simply. 
"And furthermore, he’ll undo all 
the trouble he’s caused. I have a 
plan.”

The Ace raised his eyes. They 
met Van’s squarely.

“All right,” he said. “Go ahead—, 
talk.”

“But,” said the girl, “if he talks, 
if he gets out of the jam he’s got 
you in, you’ve got to give him an 
even break.”

THE masked man shot a glance 
around at his armed guards. He 

looked at the tip of the barrel of 
the weapon in his hand.

“I don’t have to bargain,” he 
said shortly, “Talk, Winters, and 
take your chances.”

Now the girl was silent, and, tak­
ing this as his cue, Van began to 
speak.

“As I’ve already told you,” he 
said evenly, in perfect imitation of 



the dead Winters’ voice, “I’ve talked 
to the police. True, they haven’t 
got your papers. They released me 
in order to permit me to get them 
after I refused to go on with the 
deal if they held me. They know 
plenty now.”

HE paused, waiting for the girl 
to throw him a cue. Even 

now he had not the slightest idea 
of what she had in mind. Of what 
the plan she had mentioned con­
sisted.

The Ace snarled and took a pace 
forward.

“Good,” he snarled. “You’ve told 
me enough to sign your own death 
warrant. What you’ve told the po­
lice can’t be wiped out. But if they 
don’t know where those papers are, 
I’ve got nothing to lose by plugging 
you now!”

The hand that held his gun moved 
slightly. Van set his teeth grimly 
and stood stock still. The girl ad­
vanced and seized the masked man's 
am.

“Wait,” she said. “What he told 
the police can be wiped out. They 
can be made to believe it was a 
lie.”

The Ace of Hearts eyed her 
keenly.

“What do you mean?” he asked 
suspiciously.

“It’s simple,” she said. “Send him 
back there. Send someone with 
him. Someone to tell the police that 
he’s George’s lawyer. That he’s 
brought him back to admit that 
what he told them is lies. You can 
get a phony doctor’s certificate at­
testing to the fact that George is a 
pathological case, merely seeking 
notoriety. He won’t produce the 
papers, anyway. That’ll help the 
story along. Do you get it?”

The Ace of Hearts considered this 
silently for a moment. Van’s face 
remained impassive, but inwardly 

he was aware of a surge of admira­
tion for the girl’s astuteness. This, 
indeed, was an ideal plan.

With his supposed lawyer, with 
a doctor’s certificate that his sanity 
was not all it should be, and with 
no documentary evidence to back 
up the yarn he was supposed to 
have told the police, there was no 
reason why Headquarters should not 
believe that Winters was simply one 
of the myriad cranks with whom the 
department comes into daily con­
tact.

Yet a faint, imperceptible smile 
crawled over his features.

He could not help wondering at 
the consternation which would reign 
here had the gang the slightest idea 
that outside of clearing the Phan­
tom in the Rains murder, Winters 
had told the police precisely nothing 
at all.

Yet through all this profound 
planning of the girl’s he saw an ex­
cellent chance for himself. If one 
of the mob should escort him to Po­
lice Headquarters to repudiate his 
supposed confession, he would have 
a perfect chance to escape. Not only 
to escape, but to apprehend the man 
who was with him.

Now the masked man nodded his 
head.

“It’s a damned good idea,” he 
said. “Will you do it, Winters?”

Van nodded.

OF course you haven’t much choice 
in the matter,” he went on. “The 

man who goes as your lawyer will 
have his hand in his pocket all the 
time. That hand shall rest on a 
gun butt and at the slightest hint 
of the double-cross you get it. Do 
you understand?”

Van looked as contrite as possible. 
He said in a weak apologetic tone: 
“I understand.”

“But wait!” The girl thrust her­
self before the leader of the band.



“What do we get out of it? You’ve 
got to make a deal with us.”

The Ace looked at her with his 
snapping eyes.

“What do you want?”
“Let us go. Both of us. Swear 

you won’t annoy either of us again.”
He eyed her shrewdly.
“If you both go, if I don’t have 

you under my eye, how do I know 
you won’t betray me?”

“We won’t,” she cried, desperate 
sincerity in her voice. “I swear it.” 

The masked man smiled coldly.
“Your oath’s not worth much to 

me. Let Winters go through with 
this. Then let him return my 
papers. After that we’ll talk busi­
ness.”

The girl swallowed hard. It was 
apparent that she was by no means 
content with this arrangement, but 
as the Ace himself had pointed out, 
he was not compelled to bargain 
when he held all the trump cards in 
the deal.

CHAPTER XVII
Gas!

HREE svelte black limou­
sines pulled up outside the 
building which housed the 

police department.
It had already been arranged by 

telephone. that the district attorney 
should be present in the police com­
missioner’s office to meet Attorney 
Carson L. Downes, who had an ex­
ceedingly grave matter to discuss 
with both officials.

It was apparent from the number 
of men who comprised the escort 
that brought the lawyer to his des­
tination that he was a man of some 
importance in the community.

Three cars holding a dozen odd 
men parked at the curb outside the 
Tombs, and the lawyer and one other 
man stepped out. As they stepped to 

the curb a heavy bearded man 
leaned from the window. He spoke 
in a voice that was familiar to Dick 
Van Loan, though his face was dif- 
ferent than it had been on other 
occasions. The voice, though not 
the features, was that of the Ace 
of Hearts.

“Now, remember,” he said to the 
lawyer, “give me the signal at the 
slightest hint of any funny business. 
We know what to do if this is a 
frame. As for you”—he turned to 
Van—“if you try anything, first I’ll 
kill the girl, then I’ll kill you. Play 
square in there. Then give me 
those papers, and you’ve got a 
chance at an even break.”

Van nodded, but said nothing. The 
Nine of Hearts, who for the mo­
ment was masquerading for very ex-, 
cellent reasons under the pseudonym 
of Carson L. Downes, thrust his 
hand in his right coat pocket. Some­
thing hard and metallic stuck itself 
into Van’s ribs.

“All right,” said the lawyer. “Let’s 
get going.”

They walked away from those 
three parked cars toward the build­
ing. A moment later an elevator 
whirled them upward.

As they approached the commis­
sioner’s office Van reviewed the sit­
uation in his mind. He had Some 
here, he had acceded to the girl’s 
plan in order to effect an escape 
from the hands of the murderous 
Thirteen. But he realized that even 
now, on the threshold of police head­
quarters, it was not as easy a propo­
sition as it seemed.

FIRST, there was that gun in his 
escort’s pocket. Undoubtedly the 

man had his orders, orders that de­
manded he shoot and shoot to kill at 
the slightest hint of any overt act 
on Van’s part. Even though his 
own life be lost, it was inevitable 
that he would follow the orders of 



his fearful master, the Ace of 
Hearts.

Then again, there was the girl. 
No matter what her motive had 
been, no matter if she did believe 
that she was aiding the man she 
loved, the fact remained that it was 
solely due to her efforts that Van 
had been given this single chance 
of his life. He could not send her 
to her death.

The Ace had said that she would 
die if anything went wrong. Well, 
it seemed that the only answer to 
the whole problem was for Van to 
make his move so swiftly, so un­
expectedly, that the police could raid 
the house from which he had just 
come.

BUT the Ace had perhaps antici­
pated this very thing. And it 

had been for that reason that Van 
had been blindfolded before he left 
the house.

There was but one way to over­
come that difficulty, and that was to 
seize the Nine of Hearts, capture 
the supposed lawyer and make him 
talk.

But suppose he did not talk?
Van shrugged his shoulders, and 

wondered if he really had gained 
anything by managing to leave the 
house, by actually achieving entrance 
into the one building in the whole 
city where he should be absolutely 
safe.

As they stepped from the elevator 
he grinned at the bitter irony of it 
all. Here he was about to enter the 
office of the commissioner of police, 
to meet the district attorney, yet all 
the while he sat there beneath the 
very eyes of the men who were 
sworn to uphold the law, a terrible 
death hovered over his head.

The office to which they were led 
was on the fourth floor of the 
building. Its big windows, which 
completely replaced the wall on the 

street side, afforded a lucid view, 
of the avenue below. As they em 
tered the office, Van shot a swift 
glance through the glass panes. At 
the curb he saw the three limou-. 
sines parked, motionless, quiet, 
awaiting whatever signal it was that 
his companion had been warned to 
give in case anything untoward hap­
pened.

The commissioner frowned as they 
entered. He nodded to them both. 
The district attorney raised his eye­
brows when he saw the man with 
the lawyer.

The two newcomers seated them-, 
selves at the commissioner’s ges­
tured invitation.

“Well,” said the police official, “it 
was a rather strange request you 
made over the phone, Mr. Downes, 
and now that I see whom you’ve 
brought with you it’s even more 
strange.”

He glanced swiftly at Van, a 
swift shrewdness in his eyes.

“Of course,” he went on, “I had 
no idea what it was that you 
wanted to see me about. But now 
that you’ve brought Mr. Winters 
with you—”

He gestured and broke off. He 
had accented the name ever so. 
slightly, and he glanced again at 
Van. The latter, after making sure 
his guard’s eyes were not upon him, 
winked broadly at the commissioner, 
then he lowered his gaze and stared 
significantly at the man’s right-hand 
which still remained in his coat 
pocket, firm upon the butt of the 
weapon which still held Van in sub-, 
jection.

BOTH officials caught the glance.
The district attorney said softly : 

“And what is it, Mr. Downes?”
Mr. Downes, as he called himself, 

cleared his throat.
“This man is my client,” he be-, 

gan. “That is, his family retains 



me to look after his affairs. Now, 
I understand he came to you yester­
day and related some cock and bull 
story. What it was, I don’t quite 
know. But it’s false.”

The commissioner raised his eye­
brows.

“False?” he repeated faintly. His 
eyes watched the lawyer’s right hand 
intently.

“Yes,” continued the other. “You 
see, this man is not quite responsi­
ble for his actions. He—”

THE police commissioner leaned 
over toward the bogus lawyer.

“Will you have a cigar?” he asked 
as he tendered a box toward him.

Downes, suspecting nothing, 
reached forward with his left hand. 
The commissioner offered one to the 
district attorney, then ran his fin­
gers through his vest pockets.

“I never seem to have a match,” 
he complained.

The district attorney took up the 
cue at once.

"Don’t seem to have one myself,” 
he remarked. They both stared at 
Downes.

The latter shifted uncomfortably 
then thrusting his left hand into his 
pocket, he withdrew a book of 
matches. The commissioner was 
now leaning back in his chair, and 
in order to pass him the package 
the bogus lawyer was compelled to 
lean far forward.

At that moment the commis­
sioner’s eyes again caught Van’s. 
The crook’s body was bent forward. 
The muzzle of the gun in his pocket 
was for the moment aiming in the 
general direction of the far wall. 
That moment was enough for Van.

His left hand shot out sharply 
and caught the lawyer by the right 
wrist, forcing his hand down. The 
man stood up swiftly. The hand in 
his pocket jerked violently in Van’s 
grip. There was a sudden staccato 

explosion, and the stench of burning 
cloth as the bullet tore its way 
through the fabric of his coat. The 
bullet ate its way viciously into the 
floor.

At the same moment the door of 
the office burst suddenly open and 
two plainclothes men stood there. 
Swiftly they entered the room and 
pinned the bogus lawyer’s hands 
down at his sides. Then respect-, 
fully they waited for their superior’s 
orders.

Rage and fury glared from the 
captured man’s eyes. His face was 
a distorted grimace. One of the 
plainclothes men thrust a hand into 
the bogus lawyer’s pocket and tore 
the gun from his grasp. The dis­
trict attorney glanced at Van, a 
broad grin on his face.

“Well,” he said, “what now?”
“It’s all over,” said Van easily. 

“If you’ll send your men downstairs 
to those cars parked at the curb, 
you’ll pick up the whole gang of 
them.”

The commissioner rose to give the 
necessary orders. Then of a sud-< 
den Downes, with a terrific jerk of 
his body, broke free from his 
guards. Before anyone could stop 
him he raced across the room to the 
large windows.

ONE of these he flung wide open 
with his right hand while with 
his left he dove in his pocket and 

produced a brass whistle. He placed 
it to his lips and blew a single pierc-. 
ing blast upon it.

Then, before he could repeat the 
signal to his comrades below, one of 
the policemen had snatched it from 
his hand. The commissioner looked 
at Van.

“What’s that mean?” he asked.
“Probably a signal to run,” re-, 

plied the Phantom. “Hurry your 
men.”

The commissioner strode swiftly 



from the room to cope with this 
emergency. Van and the district 
attorney walked over to the win­
dow. Below them the Thirteen 
Hearts were piling from their cars.

But to Van’s utter amazement, the 
gang of blackmailers, instead of re­
treating hastily by way of response 
to their ally’s signal, came charg­
ing madly toward the door of the 
building which housed police head­
quarters I

NOW, he noticed that beneath 
their arms the eleven men car­

ried large bulky packages. Van’s 
own astonishment was reflected in 
the face of the district attorney.

“What’s the idea of that?” he de­
manded. “Are they saving us the 
trouble of getting them? Are they, 
running right into the jail for us?”

Van frowned, then shook his head.
“I don’t know what they’re doing,” 

he answered shortly. “But what­
ever it is, it spells trouble.”

He turned to the plainclothes 
men, who still held the figure of the 
bogus lawyer.

“In the meantime,” he suggested, 
“you’d better get him to a safe 
place, until we find out what all 
this means.”

The district attorney nodded cor­
roboration of this order. The po­
licemen dragged Downes from the 
room, but as he went he shot a 
malevolent glance at Van. His 
mouth curled into a bitter, con­
temptuous smile.

“There’s no safe place in this 
building,” he said. “I’ll be out of 
here within the hour, and so will 
you, Winters. Only you’ll be going 
to a worse fate than prison.”

Tire guards dragged him away. 
The district attorney’s face showed 
grave concern.

“What’s he talking about?” he 
asked. “Is it just a bluff?”

“The Thirteen Cards of Death 

don’t bluff,” said Van soberly. “I’ve 
had enough dealings with them to 
learn that much.”

The commissioner of police re­
turned to the office.

“I’ve got a score of men down­
stairs,” he said. “We ought to get 
them before they have a chance to 
get away.”

Van glanced out the window again. 
The limousines were empty.

“They’re not even trying to get 
away,” he said. “They’re coming in 
here.”

The commissioner glanced at him 
as though he had gone suddenly 
crazy.

“Coming in here?” he repeated. 
“What for?”

“We’ll know that in a minute,” 
said Van. “Give me a gun.”

The other whipped open a drawer 
of his desk and handed Van a .38. 
Then the two worried officials fol­
lowed Van from the room.

He raced down the stairs toward 
the low floors which held the cells. 
Far, far below him he heard ex­
cited voices. Someone said: “Put 
up your hands.”

A hoarse laugh seemed to be the 
answer. Then the familiar tones of 
the Ace of Hearts said sinisterly: 
“We’ve come for our traitor. Don’t 
try to stop us.”

VAN increased his speed. On the 
face of things it seemed ridicu­
lous that eleven men would dare to 

invade police headquarters to kid­
nap a man. But then of a sudden 
he understood!

From below came the horrible 
sound of a man gasping for breath. 
There was an alarmed shout.

“The rats,” said a voice, “they’re 
using—”

The sentence evolved to an inar­
ticulate gurgle.

Something bit acridly into Van’s 
nostrils. The membranes of his 



nose quivered sensitively, then his 
heart stood still.

It was gas! Mustard gas!

CHAPTER XVIII
Death Walks By

F
OR a moment Van stopped 
dead on the stairs. Again 
when he had considered that 
he had trapped the blackmailing 

gang beyond all escape, the re­
sourcefulness of their diabolically 
cunning leader had checkmated him.

He realized now that the Ace of 
Hearts had taken little chances with 
the treachery of the man he thought 
was the renegade, Winters. No, 
before they had come here to police 
headquarters, the signal had been 
agreed upon.

It had been prearranged that in 
the event of any double-cross that 
whistle blast of the bogus lawyer’s 
would tip off the gang waiting be­
low. And when that tip came, they 
were ready. Ready with their 
lethal deadly gas to invade even as 
redoubtable a stronghold as the po­
lice station itself.

And now they had come.
Again and stronger the deadly 

fumes bit into Van’s nostrils. He 
had recognized the odor for whdt it 
was. This was no mild tear gas, 
that merely reduced its victim to 
innocuous though painful suffering. 
This was mustard gas!

And Dick Van Loan had seen its 
effects more than once on the battle- 
scarred fields of France. He turned 
to the commissioner who stood be­
hind him.

“Gas masks,” he shouted. “You 
must have some here. Where are 
they?”

“Downstairs. On the second floor. 
Quick ! Let’s try to get them out.”

Together they raced down the 
stairs into the yellow cloud that was 

slowly filtering its way up. Van held 
his breath until it seemed that his 
very lungs must burst.

As they went they passed pros­
trate forms in blue uniforms, police­
men who had succumbed to the 
deadly fumes. Suddenly the com­
missioner clutched Van’s arm and 
pointed.

“The masks are in there,” he 
gasped. “You—get—them. I can’t 
go—on.”

He gripped the banister of the 
staircase to prevent himself from 
falling. Van leaped the last three 
steps and fled toward the door which 
the police chief had indicated.

His hand was on the knob. He 
was.about to enter, when he heard 
a footstep behind him and a rough 
hand sptm him about.

He found himself gazing into the 
unwavering muzzle of a colt. The 
man who held it resembled some 
gigantic ogre of a fairy tale.

A gas mask covered his face, and 
from behind the brown goggles two 
vic&us, threatening eyes bored into 
the Phantom’s. A gesture of the 
gun barrel made the man’s meaning 
clear enough. Van stepped back 
from the door. The colt prodded 
him in the back. Docilely he 
marched before his captor.

HE dared not breathe. Dimly as
if through a psychic screen he 

Saw indistinct forms about him 
crumpling to the ground beneath 
the savage attack of the lethal mist. 

Within his breast was a leaden 
sensation of utter and complete de­
spair. Once more he had been 
balked by the Ace of Hearts. The 
man could not be stopped! He left 
nothing to chance. Now Van could 
see it plainly enough.

The Ace had decided that if 
through some unforeseen circum­
stance there was a slip-up, he was 
determined to get Winters out of 



the clutches of the police before he 
could reveal the hiding place of the 
papers which he prized so highly.

And he had succeeded.
Mad as the scheme may have 

sounded, ridiculous as it appeared, 
to dare invade police headquarters 
when the whole force was combing 
the country for the blackmail ring, 
the Ace of Hearts had done it—done 
it as ruthlessly, as boldly, as suc­
cessfully as he had done everything 
else to which he had turned his evil 
bloody hand.

It seemed to Van that his lungs 
were bursting.

For a full three minutes now he 
had held his breath. Before his very 
eyes men were dying, falling stricken 
by the strangling atmosphere about 
them.

HIS flesh felt as if live coals were 
upon it, as the gas created red 

and ugly blotches upon it. Behind 
him the gun still prodded him in the 
back as he slowly made his way 
down the stairs toward the door, 
toward the clean fresh air of an 
outer world.

He never quite knew how he got 
into the limousine. All about him 
the universe was hazy, indefinite. 
His skin pained him horribly and 
cruel red blotches appeared upon his 
hands and face.

A bitter burning pain seared his 
lungs. Careful as he had been the 
insidious poison had seeped slightly 
into his nostrils, down into his very 
being.

He was aware of a sudden jolt as 
the car in which he was lying gave 
an abrupt jerk and shot ahead. He 
was also aware of a bitter vindic­
tive voice saying: “I’ll make him 
talk this time if we tear him apart 
limb from limb!”

Someone laughed shortly in an­
swer, and said: “You’re too good 
to them. If you’d made that gas 

full strength, you’d have killed half 
the police department.”

The Ace of Hearts grunted.
“It’s not necessary,” he replied. 

“We have nothing to fear from 
them. If we can beat them with 
our wits, we don’t have to kill. But 
as for this—”

He jerked a thumb toward Van 
and finished the sentence in a vol- 
ley of profanity.

Dick Van Loan reclined against 
the cushions in the rear of the car 
more dead than alive. The gas, it 
seemed, had stultified his mind as 
well as his body. For the time being 
he was rendered incapable of 
thought.

A vague relief came over him and 
assuaged some of his remorse as he 
realized from the conversation that 
the gas attack had not accomplished 
the wholesale slaughter which he 
had at first believed it would result 
in.

But despite that he was under no 
delusions as to the treatment which 
would be accorded him this time 
when the Ace of Hearts proceeded 
to make this traitor talk. Now, to 
his crimes he had added a second 
betrayal. And as a guerdon for 
this, death awaited him.

Death in itself he did not fear. 
He had felt the Reaper’s fetid 
breath hot upon his neck before this. 
But he realized full well that of all 
the dooms he had ever faced, this 
one might well be the most brutal, 
a slow tortured death, administered 
by the ruthless, the savage, the in­
human Ace of Hearts.

WHEN he regained enough of his 
senses to orient himself, he 
found he was in a large room. It 

did not look familiar to him, though 
he had seen the figures about him 
before.

The whole membership of the 
Thirteen had gathered to watch him 



die. Eleven masked men stood be­
fore him. In their center was the 
tall dominating figure of the Ace of 
Hearts himself. At his side, trem­
ulous and with a pitiful pleading 
quality in her voice, stood the Queen 
of Hearts.

“But there must have been some 
mistake,” she was saying in a weak 
voice pregnant with suffering. “I’m 
sure he wouldn’t double-cross you. 
He had everything to live for after 
you promised you’d let us alone. He 
had nothing to fear from you. He 
couldn’t have done it, I tell you. He 
couldn’t!"

SHE concluded her desperate ap­
peal in a frenzied shriek. Her eyes 

were agates of horror, as she made 
her appeal for the life of the man 
she thought was George Winters, 
the man whom she loved, for whom 
she was willing to risk everything, 
even the mighty wrath of the Ace 
of Hearts.

Roughly, brutally, he thrust her 
aside. His voice was harsh and for­
bidding.

“He’s guilty. There was no mis­
take. He overcame the Nine and 
talked to the police. For that he 
shall die. But first he shall give me 
those documents. Foo Chang shall 
flay him alive, shall perpetrate on 
him every single torture which his 
foul mind is capable of concocting.”

Van leaned back in the chair in 
which he sat and blinked his eyes. 
Now, for the first time since he had 
left the police station, he was func­
tioning normally. The effects of the 
gaseous fumes had gone now, and 
save for a throbbing headache, and 
a weary lassitude of his muscles, 
he was none the worse for his hide­
ous experience.

Now his mind worked rapidly. He 
saw clearly enough that unless im-> 
mediate steps were taken his death 
was a matter of moments. He re­

solved that if Foo Chang came with 
his tortures, he, Van, would make a 
speedy end of things.

He would throw hjmself unarmed 
upon the Ace.

That would compel his swift death. 
He would fight them tooth and nail 
until the life had been beaten from 
his body. That at least, was prefer­
able to the Oriental’s searing tor­
tures.

The Ace of Hearts turned to his 
men.

“Get the Chinaman,” he ordered. 
“The rest of you bind him. Bind 
him tightly so that Foo Chang may 
work more easily.”

“No!”
It was a monosyllabic scream and 

it came from the white lips of the 
girl. She seized the arm of the 
masked man who wore the insidious 
insignia of the Ace of Hearts upon 
his sleeve.

“No,” she said again. “Wait. 
Listen to me!”

The man looked down at her and 
that which was in his eyes was not 
a pleasant thing to behold.

“Look,” she said. “Let me speak 
to him alone. I can make him re­
veal the hiding place of that which 
you want. Then if you must—” She 
paused for a moment as a sob 
threatened to shatter the words in 
her throat. “Then if you must, kill 
him. But for God’s sake don’t let 
that Chinese devil manhandle him.”

“He’s earned Foo Chang’s atten-. 
tion,” said the Ace of Hearts, his 
voice surging with a terrible hatred. 
“He deserves exactly what he’s going 
to get.”

DON’T,” she pleaded. “If he tells 
you where those papers are, 
that’s all you want to know. Kill 

him, but don’t torture him. Please, 
please do this for me.”

She laid a slim hand on his arm 
and her eyes were wet with tears.



He regarded her steadily for a 
moment.

She met his gaze with courage.
“Very well,” said the Ace of 

Hearts. “I shall give you three 
minutes alone with him. That is 
all. When I return you shall tell 
me where those papers are. Then 
I shall kill him. Do you under­
stand?”

“I understand,” she said dully.
The masked man turned, made a 

sign to his cohorts. Silently they 
followed him from the room.

The door slammed behind them 
and Van was alone with the girl. 
She crossed the room and regarded 
him with eyes that mixed the emo­
tions of love and bitterness. For a 
moment she looked at him, and then 
she spoke.

“You shouldn’t have done it, 
George. I would never have gone 
to him, no matter what influence he 
brought to bear. You should have 
trusted me.”

VAN said nothing for the obvious 
reason that there seemed to be 
nothing to say.

She went on hastily:
“I prepared for this while they 

were gone. Now, listen to me. 
We’ve only got three minutes. In 
that closet over there, I’ve a ladder 
hidden. You can prop it up against 
the wall, smash the skylight and es­
cape that way. But hurry!”

Her last admonition was war­
ranted. Completely stunned with 
amazement at the turn events had 
so swiftly and suddenly taken, Van 
sat still and stupefied in his chair.

In a single instant he had been 
given a chance for his life. This 
girl, whatever her faults may have 
been, was proving loyal to the man 
she loved. She seized him by the 
shoulder.

"Hurry!” she said again.
But he did not move. Even though 

his life was at stake he was not pre­
pared to let this girl sacrifice her 
life in order to save his. He shook 
his head slowly.

“What about you?” he asked. 
“They’ll kill you if you let me go.”

She smiled a smile pregnant with 
wisdom beyond her years.

“No,” she said. “He won’t kill 
me. He—he likes me too much.”

She snatched up a revolver from 
the table and pointed it at him.

“You fool, will you go?”
Van rose to his feet. If he could 

escape and bring help at once there 
was little chance that the Ace would 
harm the girl. Perhaps she was 
right, he liked her far too much 
to injure her, no matter what she 
did to his plans.

“All right,” he said hastily. 
“Where’s the ladder?”

She led the way across the room 
to a closet. Between them they 
dragged out the ladder and placed it 
up against the wall. As he stood 
on the bottom rung she handed him 
the revolver.

“Here, take this, you may need 
it.”

He took it and thrust it in his 
pocket. Hastily he mounted the 
rungs. The girl, pale and anxious, 
steadied the ladder from below. As 
he reached the top he swung back 
the hand which held the revolver. 
It swung through space and struck 
the glass with a shattering blow.

AIR rushed in through the gaping 
hole. Glass fell upon the floor.

An errant fragment cut deep into 
his cheek and blood ran crazily down 
his chin.

“Good-by,” she whispered.
“Good-by," he said, and there was 

an infinite gratitude in his tone. He 
resolved at that moment to see that 
no matter what happened to the 
gang to make it his business to be 
sure that the girl received special 



consideration and leniency from the 
state.

He pulled himself up into the 
frame of the skylight, and at that 
moment the door burst open. The 
Ace of Hearts, followed by his mur­
derous horde, rushed into the room.

He glanced around the room and 
his eyes opened wide.

“You fool,” he cried to the girl. 
“Where is he?”

Van remained suspended where 
he was, not daring to move lest that 
movement should attract their eyes 
to him.

The girl faced the masked man 
defiantly.

“I’ve got him out,” she said. 
"After all, I love him.”

“You fool,” cried the Ace again. 
“That’s not Winters. I just had 
word from one of my men at the 
morgue. Winters is dead!”

IN his agitation his eyes lit on the 
ladder for the first time. He 

stared up toward the skylight. His 
eyes met Van’s. A revolver flashed 
to his hand and three shots ripped 
through the room.

Van waited no longer. Like an 
agile ape he pulled himself through 
the opening. His feet found the 
roof and he scrambled madly over 
the tar paper. Behind him he 
heard two voices projected through 
the skylight.

The girl screamed: “Not George? 
It must be George. It—”

A man gnarled: “I tell you Win­
ters is dead.”

“Then who-—who is that? Who 
is that that we all thought was 
George? Who could look so much 
like him?”

And as the Ace of Hearts replied, 
Van heard fear in his voice for the 
first time since he had known him.

He replied with a throb in the 
words:

“It’s the Phantom!”

CHAPTER XIX
A Clue

R
ichard curtis van loan 

sat once again in his pent- 
u house, high above the sleep­
ing city. Meditatively he smoked 

a pipe as he thought gravely and 
deliberately of the situation which 
confronted him.

Despite his fortunate escape from 
the murderous hands of the Thir­
teen Cards of Death, he was no 
nearer bringing the blackmailing 
gang to justice than he had been 
before. As a matter of fact, he 
was even further away than before, 
to the solution of the case, for he 
had completely lost the trail.

Within an hour after his escape 
from the house of terror, he had 
phoned the police and a raiding 
squad had been dispatched post­
haste to the building. But when 
they arrived the Thirteen had fled, 
and now that forty-eight hours had 
passed, neither the police nor the 
Phantom had a single clue that 
would lead them to the lair of the 
Ace ‘ of Hearts and his ruthless 
killers.

There was but one thing, and 
neither the Phantom nor the Ace 
of Hearts knew its location: the 
stolen papers which Winters had 
purloined from his chief. Winters’ 
hand in the matter was clearly de­
fined now.

Secure in his position of Havens’ 
confidential secretary, it had been 
he who had received the call from 
Hollywood. It had been he who had 
communicated this intelligence to his 
chief, furnished him with the neces­
sary information with which to con­
coct his diabolical plan to brand the 
Phantom as a murderer.

It was also evident that Winters 
and the girl—she who was known 
as the Queen of Hearts, loved each 



other; and that the leader, the sin­
ister Ace, had attempted to win the 
girl for himself. At this develop­
ment, Winters had rebelled.

Realizing that, alone, he could not 
hope to cope with the evil genius 
who led the Thirteen Hearts, he had 
decided to betray him, to deliver 
him into the Phantom’s hands in 
order to protect the woman he loved.

But that plan, that treachery, had 
cost Winters’his life. In some man­
ner the Ace of Hearts had learned 
of his henchman’s contemplated be­
trayal and had taken Winters’ life 
as forfeit.

VAN frowned and his teeth grip­
ped his pipe tightly as he re­
viewed things in his mind. True, 

past events were made exceedingly 
lucid by subsequent developments. 
But that fact in itself did him little 
good save to explain certain points 
of the mystery which had remained 
obscure.

Even now there was still one 
angle of the enigma that was far 
from satisfactorily explained. That 
was the matter of the Ace's myste­
rious disappearances.

Twice in Van’s own presence and 
once after the Rains murder, the 
leader of the gang had made his 
escape by that mad leap into the air 
from a high window.

And he had lived I
In some mysterious manner he 

had sprung out into the night, 
sprung to what seemed certain 
death, yet he had come to ho harm. 
In some occult manner he had per­
fected a mastery of space.

Van sighed. On more than one 
occasion it had seemed to him that 
the Thirteen Cards of Death had 
played their last hand, but each 
time he had been completely out­
witted by that sinister masked 
gang.

For three days now he had racked 

his aching brain for some method 
of tracking down the ominous or­
ganization, for some move which 
would again bring him into con­
tact with the Thirteen Hearts—and 
this time triumphantly,

But he had come upon no solu­
tion. A sensation of futile despair 
surged over him, as each idea he 
developed led into a mental cul-de- 
sac.

He came out of his reverie as the 
outer bell of his apartment rang 
six times. There was a short wait 
between each tinkle of the bell. It 
was the prearranged ring that 
Frank Havens used. Van rose and 
went to the door.

A moment later Havens followed 
him into his study. An eager light 
shone in his eyes, and his face was 
alight with suppressed excitement. 
Van regarded him with an inquiring 
look.

“Why' the late call ?” he inquired. 
“You look as if it’s important.”

“It is important,” said Havens. 
“Look at this.”

He threw a crumpled piece of 
paper upon the desk. Van picked 
it up, straightened it out, and read 
it swiftly.

Tomorrow at midnight you 
shall die unless you capitulate 
to the demand we made upon 
you yesterday. If you decide 
to accept our terms, follow out 
telephoned instructions. If you 
fail you die tomorrow-at pre­
cisely midnight.

The Thirteen Hearts.

VAN’S eyes lit up as he read this 
missive. Perhaps this was the 
break in the case; perhaps this was 

the clue that would lead him to 
victory over the nefarious gang of 
blackmailing killers.

He turned to the publisher 
eagerly.



“Who received this?’’ he asked.
“Ward Rochamber,” said Havens. 

“He communicated with me imme­
diately. Said he dared not tell the 
police. He dared not defy the 
gang. He said that if I could pre­
vail on the Phantom to guarantee 
him protection he would not pay 
the money. But if you refused to help 
him he would pay rather than rely on 
the law to protect him.”

Van’s brow corrugated into a 
frown.

“Rochamber?” he repeated slow­
ly. “Who is he?”

Havens shrugged. “Frankly,” he 
replied, “I don’t know. I never 
heard of him until tonight. I ex­
pect that he’s merely a wealthy man 
worthy of the attention of the gang. 
They seem to investigate their vic­
tims pretty thoroughly in a finan­
cial way before they send in their 
billet doux.”

A PECULIAR light came into
Van’s eyes. Something clicked 

in his mind.
“So you never heard of him,” he 

repeated slowly. “Now, you have 
a pretty wide acquaintance with 
wealthy and prominent people, 
Frank. Are you sure you’ve never 
heard of this Ward Rochamber?”

Havens shook his head.
“Positive,” he said emphatically. 

"I racked my brain when I got the 
message. I haven’t the slightest idea 
who he is.”

Abruptly Van changed the sub­
ject. To a casual observer it would 
have seemed that he was no longer 
interested in the identity of the lat­
est quarry of the Thirteen Hearts. 
However, from the faraway expres­
sion in his eyes, Havens knew that 
the keen brain of the Phantom at 
last had something tangible, some­
thing definite upon which to work.

“Have you discovered anything 
about Winters?” he asked.

Havens thrust his hand into his 
pocket.

“I searched his desk and belong­
ings pretty thoroughly, as you sug­
gested. But I found nothing other 
than personal effects that mentioned 
nothing about the gang. I brought 
this along to show you, though, be­
cause it wasn’t quite clear to me 
what it meant. Here.”

The publisher handed him a torn 
card. It was an ordinary filing 
card such as is used by thousands 
of commercial firms. Van glanced 
down at it. On the fragment of it 
some writing was legible. He read 
it aloud.

“From George Winters, received 
five dollars, for—” He paused for 
a moment. The line ended, there. 
Below it were the words, “For one 
year.”

His eyes grew more dreamy than 
before. He sat down at his desk 
again and inhaled deeply on his 
pipe. Havens watched him intently.

“Well,” he said, “and what shall 
I tell Rochamber? Will you help 
him?”

Dick Van Loan looked up at him. 
On his face was a faint smile of 
triumph. In his eyes was a danc­
ing light.

“I certainly shall,” he said em­
phatically. “I think that perhaps 
the Ace of Hearts has overplayed 
his hand this time.”

Havens stared at him eagerly.
“You mean you’ve figured out 

something? What is it?”
Van smiled.

I’LL let you know in due time,” he 
said. “I’d rather keep it to my­

self until I’m sure I’m right.”
Havens shrugged.
“All right,” he said. “Then I’ll run 

along now and leave you to your mas­
terminding. Shall I tell Rochamber 
you’ll be there? He wants no one to 
know if you are to be. He insists the 



police shall have no word of the

“Tell him I’ll be there,” said Van. 
“And that the police shall know 
nothing of it.”

“Good,” said Havens, his eyes 
lighting up. “Well, good-night.”

He crossed the room.
“Oh, by the way,” Van called 

after him, “will you hand me a 
book from the bookcase there?”

Havens turned and smiled.
“I thought you were scheming 

with yourself,” he observed. “Are 
you so sure of your plans that you 
can read for the rest of the night?”

Van smiled quietly.
“I’m not exactly reading for 

pleasure,” he said. “The book I 
want is that bound volume of in­
come tax reports that I got from the 
Government.”

CHAPTER XX
The Knife

A TERRIFIC storm lashed sav- 
ZA agely at the New Jersey 

X V coast. The Atlantic rose 
furiously and crashed her foaming 
breakers on the rocky cliffs with 
tremendous force. The night was 
black, ominous, and overhead the 
sky was a deep sable cloak from 
which no star cast its light, from 
which no moon shed its silver beams 
upon the earth.

Along a steep cliff there sud­
denly appeared a light which - 
pierced the blackness for an in­
stant.

Then it was gone. On a narrow 
road which fringed the rocky preci­
pice an automobile crawled along at 
a snail’s pace without lights. Its 
tires crunched on the stone bed of 
the road.

At its wheel sat a solitary figure, 
a solitary figure who wore a black 
silk mask, whose face was grim and 

expressionless as he continued his 
hazardous journey.

At last the car stopped, stopped 
at the entrance to a small rickety 
wooden bridge. The bridge ran out 
from the cliff into the darkness and 
apparently disappeared somewhere 
in infinity. However, the masked 
figure who stepped from the car 
knew that at the far end'of that 
swaying wooden structure there 
stood an island, and on that island 
was the residence of Rochamber.

FOR tonight the Phantom was 
keeping his rendezvous.

Swiftly he went about his work. 
From the car he took a small rocket 
pistol. In its barrel he thrust a 
small length of rope which in turn 
was attached to a thicker cable. 
Then, calmly, with the pistol in his 
hand, impervious to the lashing rain, 
he sat on the running board of the 
car and waited.

A few seconds later there came 
from the east a jagged flash of 
lightning ripping across the sky. 
Timing his movement exactly with 
the flash, the masked man pressed 
the trigger of his pistol. A rocket 
flared into the air toward the is­
land, and as it traveled carried with 
it the line which uncoiled with a 
hissing sound like an angry snake.

Now the Phantom returned to his 
car. Carefully he drove it toward 
the bridge, across to the island. He 
stopped it again at the other side, 
and on foot returned to the center 
of the swaying portage.

The wind howled in his ears; the 
rain pelted in his face. Yet instead 
of deterring him, the assault of the 
elements seemed to contain some sig­
nificance which he regarded favor­
ably.

“The weather clinches it,” he 
muttered to himself as he knelt in 
the center of the bridge. “This is a 
better break than I expected.”



For some little time he remained 
kneeling there, then at last he 
straightened up and walked back to 
the point where he had left his car. 
He waited there in silence for a mo­
ment, his eyes straining through the 
night, his ears tense as he listened.

THEN he heard the thing he was 
waiting for, saw the thing hap­

pen. There was a dully thudding roar 
as the nitroglycerine which he had 
planted at the bridge’s center ex­
ploded. The sagging transverse 
picked itself up in the middle and 
cracked in twain. Wood and debris 
filled the air.

The Phantom sighed.
Now he raced up the shore of the 

island. Searching carefully, he found 
the line which he had shot across 
the raging waters a few moments 
ago.

He pulled in the thin line until 
the heavy cable to which it was at­
tached was in his hand. Now he 
laboriously climbed the rocky cliff 
on the island. Half way up, he 
stopped and made the cable fast. 
Then, despite the savage pounding 
of the elements, he stood straight 
up and stretched himself. A smile 
of confidence was on his face.

The Phantom had made his plans; 
he was ready for the struggle to the 
death with the Thirteen Cards of 
Death. Let the blood fall where it 
may!

But still there was one thing to 
be done. He clambered down from 
the cliff until he reached the very 
edge of the slashing sea. Now, 
walking slowly, he proceeded to cir­
cle the entire island. The isolated 
body of land was about two miles in 
circumference, and during that walk 
the Phantom came across some 
dozen boats of various kinds.

Each time he found a craft a steel 
knife in his hand slashed at its 
painters, and the boats were cast 

adrift. With that task complete he 
was ready; and some full three 
hours after he had arrived at the 
now devastated bridge he approached 
the big house which stood in the 
center of the island, the home of 
Rochamber..

Van approached the house silently. 
The porch was dark, and though a 
light burned dimly within the house, 
there was no sign of life there. He 
took an automatic from his pocket, 
while his left hand held a flashlight 
before him.

He tried the door. It opened and 
he entered the room. The hall was 
deserted. He walked down the cor­
ridor until he saw an open door. 
There he entered.

The flashlight in his hand sent its 
beam of light into the square glass 
of a mirror on the other side of the 
room. Standing before the glass 
was a tall, dark man, clad in a 
dressing gown. In his fingers was a 
string of pearls. On the dresser 
was an open jewel case. As he en­
tered the man straightened up. He 
greeted the other with a tremor in 
his voice.

“The Phantom!” he exclaimed. 
“Thank God, you’ve come. I’ve been 
hiding my valuables just in case—”

HE did not say in case of what, 
but his bearing indicated that 

death was the thing he feared.
“Thank God, you’ve come,” he said 

again, wringing the sleuth’s hand. 
“I did not dare to trust anyone but 
you.”

Van returned his greeting. Then 
he glanced at his wrist watch. It 
was lacking but twenty minutes of 
twelve. He examined the room care-? 
fully, then he turned to Rochamber.

“Who else is in the house?” he 
asked.

“No one,” said Rochamber. “I 
dismissed the servants for the eve­
ning. I live here alone.”



Van nodded. His cursory exam­
ination showed him that there were 
a number of exits from the room. 
Six windows and two doors. For 
a moment he wondered at the 
man dismissing his servants on a 
night when it seemed that he might 
be in dire need of them. Then 
something striking his senses drove 
that thought from his mind.

Something fragrant floated into 
his nostrils. A vague and pleasant 
aroma was wafted to him. As he 
smelled it, he stood stock still in the 
center of the room. Something 
stirred within his memory. He had 
smelled this perfume before, and he 
remembered vividly the circum­
stances attending his last conscious­
ness of it.

YET he said nothing of the things 
in his mind. He was silent as 
certain vague suspicions crystallized 

into definite damning things. Be­
neath his mask an imperceptible 
smile wreathed his face. Again he 
glanced at his wrist watch. The 
hands indicated that it was now 
within two minutes of midnight.

Rochamber turned to him anxiously.
“It’s almost time.” he said in a 

husky whisper. “Are you ready?”
Van nodded.
“I’m ready,” he said, and there 

was a grim, sardonic note in his 
tone. “Now,” continued Van, “you, 
Mr. Rochamber, stand on the far 
side of the room with your back to 
the wall. I shall remain here 
directly opposite you, though some 
fifteen feet away.”

Rochamber looked at him for a 
moment, then silently obeyed his 
orders. Van took up his position 
against the wall. His right hand 
reached toward the shoulder holster 
beneath his left armpit and from it 
he withdrew a heavy .38.

He held it steadily in his hand as 
he gazed across the room, his eyes 

staring from behind the holes in his 
black silk mask directly into the 
dilated pupils of the white-faced 
Rochamber opposite him.

The large hand on Van’s wrist 
watch moved implacably toward the 
zenith of the dial. Uneasy silence 
seemed to permeate the room. At 
the far side stood Rochamber, dilated 
eyes fixed on the Phantom. Fear 
stamped indelibly upon his counten­
ance as his appealing glance was 
focused on the one living man whom 
he believed could save him from the 
lurking peril which threatened him.

From somewhere outside came the 
reverberating boom of a striking 
clock. Rochamber, back against the 
wall, opened dry lips and breathed 
audibly.

His nostrils widened.
Van’s hand tightened slightly on 

the butt of his revolver. His eyes 
were hard and cold, like frozen 
marbles. His face was grim and 
merciless, no kindness, no humanity 
showed there.

For the Phantom was waiting for 
the foe, waiting to come to grips 
with the Ace of Hearts for the last 
time!

HE had evolved a theory at last, 
evolved a theory that should 

spell the end of the nefarious gang of 
killers.

He knew that there still remained 
a remote chance that he was wrong. 
But that matter would be settled 
shortly, in something under ten sec­
onds now.

The tolling clock without boomed 
forth its chronological message. 
Mentally Van counted the chimes, as 
did the other two men in that room. 
As the last stroke of midnight came 
to his ears, his muscles flexed. He 
knew well that his life would be 
saved by his own physical agility in 
the next instant.

Now it happened!



And Dick Van Loan, fully expect­
ing the development, was ready for it.

From somewhere came a swift, 
dull click.

Simultaneously with that metallic 
sound the lights went out. The room 
was plunged instantaneously into an 
ebony and eerie darkness. Rocham- 
ber’s harsh breathing was the only 
audible sound.

At the second that those lights 
had been extinguished, Van moved 
swiftly, silently, to one side. In the 
infinitesimal part of a moment he 
had moved three lithe paces to the 
left of the spot where he had been 
standing when the lights were ex­
tinguished.

His left hand dropped to his 
pocket and whipped out a flashlight. 
His finger pressed its button and a 
shaft of white light cut through the 
darkness.

IN its beam of illumination some­
thing glittered, something metal­

lic moved with the speed of a bird 
through space, flashed in the light 
of the electric torch, and with a dull 
hum struck the wall.

The beam of light followed in its 
wake and came to rest, casting a 
halo of illumination on the wall, 
framing the quivering hilt of a 
knife that was imbedded cleanly in 
the panel.

At the far end of the room Roch- 
amber was shrinking up against the 
wall. Stark fear seemed written 
upon his countenance, yet a close ob­
server would have noticed a light in 
his eyes that appeared somehow to 
belie his apparent panic.

He stared at the vibrant hilt of 
the knife that was stuck in the wall 
at the very point where Van had 
been standing when the lights were 
so mysteriously extinguished.

“Good grief!” said Rochamber. 
“What happened? Who put out 
those lights? Who threw that 

knife? Shall I phone the police and 
have the house searched?”

Van shook his head slowly.
“No,” he said. “That won’t be 

necessary.”
Rochamber looked at him.
“Do it,” he cried. “Get the po­

lice. There’s a killer here in my 
house. Search the house!”

Again Van shook his head.
“There is no one in this house,” 

he said slowly.
Rochamber stared at him in 

amazement. Then he found his 
voice first.

“No one here?” he exclaimed. 
“Then who threw that knife?”

“The Ace of Hearts,” said Van 
easily.

Rochamber shuddered at the mere 
mention of the dread name, but his 
eyes held a peculiar light.

“But,” he objected, “you say that 
there’s no one in the house. Or do 
you mean that by now he’s es­
caped?”

“He’s still here,” said Van evenly.
His eyes met Rochamber’s and 

the latter regarded him strangely.
“What do you mean?” he asked in 

a voice husky with fear. "Where is 
he? Show him to me.”

"Certainly,” said Van. The hand 
that held his .38 tightened slightly 
on the revolver’s butt. He raised his 
left hand and pointed directly at 
Ward Rochamber.

"There,” he said dramatically. 
“You are the Ace of Hearts!”

CHAPTER XXI
A Conclave of Doom

F
OR the instant following this 
sudden accusation Rochamber’s 
face was a mask of immobile 
muscles. His eyes alone showed 

emotion.
Then slowly his lips were dis­

torted into a bestial snarl. Hate 



and murder shone from his face. 
The cringing fear which he had been 
simulating dropped from him like a 
discarded garment. He took a step 
forward. An inarticulate growl left 
his lips. He glared balefully at the 
Phantom.

Then swiftly as a rattler’s strike, 
his hand plunged down to his hip 
pocket. His fingers touched the butt 
of an automatic. He jerked it out 
into the air, but Van, seeing the 
flashing gesture of his gun arm, was 
ready for him.

The Phantom took a single step 
forward and before the other could 
level the muzzle of his weapon he 
brought his own gun barrel down 
upon Rochamber’s head.

The man reeled backward and the • 
automatic left his nerveless fingers 
as he fell to the floor. Van lost no 
time in bending over his prostrate 
form. Deftly he ran his fingers 
through the man’s pockets.

FINALLY he withdrew a piece of 
paper. Some handwriting was on 
it. Van studied it for a moment, 

then smiled grimly.
“That clinches it,” he murmured.
He thrust the piece of paper in 

his pocket, and started toward the 
door of the room. Thus far all his 
plans were working well. If he 
finished this deal as auspiciously as 
he had started it, this evening’s 
events might well spell the end of 
the Thirteen Cards of Death.

Then, just as he was about to 
leave the room, the telephone jan­
gled shrilly. For a moment he hes­
itated. Then with a shrug of his 
shoulders he walked toward the in­
strument.

In a perfect replica of Roch­
amber’s voice he said: “Hello!”

Another voice trickled to him over 
the wire.

“This is the Jack of Hearts. Is 
that job finished jet?”

“It’s finished,” replied Van.
“Good,” said the other. “I’m 

down here at the meeting room with 
the others. I’ll drive up for you.”

Before Van could demur, the other 
had hung up.

For a moment the Phantom stood 
there lost in deep thought. His 
original plan had been to leave the 
island via the swinging cable which 
he had strung from the cliffs to the 
shore. But the Jack of Hearts 
would be here at once. It would be 
impossible for Van to reach the 
spot where the cable swung before 
the other man arrived here and 
found the Ace unconscious.

With characteristic boldness Van 
made a quick decision.

He raced into another room of 
the house. Feverishly he searched 
every closet he found. Then at last 
in the bedroom he found what he 
was after — the black menacing 
robes of the Ace of Hearts. Swiftly 
he struggled into them, and no 
sooner had he completed his task 
than he heard a ring of the outside 
bell.

He stopped long enough to bind 
the prostrate Rochamber’s arms and 
legs, then he strode arrogantly out 
to meet the Jack of Hearts. The 
latter greeted him eagerly.

“Is it over, Chief?”
Van nodded. The Jack of Hearts 

led the way into the stormy night. 
Before the house a coupe waited. 
Into this climbed the Phantom, and 
a moment later he was traveling to­
ward the meeting place of the Thir­
teen Cards of Death!

THE Thirteen Cards of Death 
were already gathered when the 

man who wore the garb of their 
leader entered the room in which 
the conclave of doom had assembled.

As the tall dark figure with the 
crimson heart emblazoned on his 
sleeve entered the room, an awed 



hush came over the occupants. 
There was utter silence as Van took 
the place of the Ace of Hearts at 
the head of the table.

As he seated himself in the chair 
a feminine voice pregnant with a 
terrible hate came to his ears.

“Is he dead? Is the Phantom 
dead?”

Van nodded his head gravely.
“The Phantom is dead,” he said 

in perfect imitation of Rochamber’s 
harsh booming tones. “As all those 
who defy the Thirteen Cards of 
Death must die, so is the Phantom 
dead.”

A low murmur swept the table. 
From his seat Van could see the 
flashing bitterness in the girl’s 
eyes.

“I’m glad,” she said. “At last 
George’s death is partly avenged. 
It was the Phantom’s fault that he 
was killed.”

Van said nothing, though he failed • 
to see how anything, save perhaps 
feminine reasoning, could connect 
him with Winters’ death. He 
merely shrugged and kept his 
counsel.

AND now on his left a man bearing 
the numeral nine upon his coat 

sleeve rose from the table and ad­
dressed Van.

“And shall we draw tonight again,” 
he asked. “Shall we draw another 
thirteen from whom we shall collect 
our ransom?”

“Yes,” said Van, “we shall draw, if 
your hands are steady and ready to 
strike. For we shall slay those who 
defy us.”

A low hum filled the room as the 
Thirteen audibly concurred with their 
master’s sentiments. Number Nine 
left the table for a moment, then re­
turned with the tremendous drum 
that held the names of the potential 
victims of the Thirteen.

He placed the drum on the table, re­

turned to his seat and waited for Van 
to draw.

Van rose slowly. He withdrew his 
hand from the drum. He unfolded a 
slip of paper. His lips opened as he 
prepared slowly to read the names, 
planning to stall for as much time as 
possible. Then, he stiffened like an 
animal who has suddenly become 
aware of danger.

AT the front part of the house 
there came a faint rasping sound 

as of a key turning in a lock. A 
heavy footstep sounded in the hall.

The Thirteen exchanged signifi­
cant glances. More than one hand 
dropped beneath the edge of the table 
and came to rest on the butt of a 
revolver. Van’s own weapon was in 
his fingers. His heart picked up a 
beat.

Then swiftly a disheveled figure ap­
peared in the doorway. His hair was 
awry, and smeared with blood. His 
eyes stared wildly and a terrible 
hatred lived within them. Livid with 
rage and fury he stood in the dim 
light of the doorway and glared at the 
assembly.

As one man the Thirteen Hearts 
rose and leveled weapons at the in­
truder. Some one spoke.

“Who are you?”
The voice came back from the door­

way, harsh and booming, with a touch 
of shrill rage in it.

“Who am I? I am the Ace of 
Hearts!”

Van stared across the room at the 
distorted, evil features of the man 
who had called himself Rochamber. 
Now the eyes of every person in the 
room turned to Van.

The Phantom’s pulse raced rapidly. 
Whether or not any of them save the 
Queen of Hearts knew the real iden­
tity of their leader he did not know. 
Yet he realized that the genuine Ace 
of Hearts should have little trouble in 
proving his identity.



Again a voice ripped through the 
tense silence.

“Then who is this?”
“You fools! That is the Phantom!” 
A gasp swept that room. A gasp of 

surprise, and contained in it was 
more than a hint of terror. For a mo­
ment all of them stood immobile. It 
was that moment that gave Van a 
chance for his life. He whipped his 
.38 into view.

“If anyone moves,” he rasped, “he 
dies!”

The girl’s voice hit his ears.
“It is the Phantom, you fools I Kill 

him, or we shall all be put to death!”

THE desperate appeal in her tones 
rallied them. The deep voice of 

Rochamber shouted a mighty oath. 
Half a dozen revolvers were turned 
toward the man who stood calmly, 
fearlessly at the head of the table, 
clad in the ominous garments of the 
bloody Ace of Hearts.

But though a dozen barrels pointed 
at him, it was his own weapon that 
spoke first.

The dread silent room was suddenly 
reverberating with the detonations of 
Van’s spitting revolver. Lead, steel, 
and flame flung themselves across 
that table at which had been plotted 
such terrible things.

A man screamed and fell, blood 
gushing from a jagged hole in his 
throat. Five revolvers crashed their 
reports through the air. Van ducked 
low until his head was barely on a 
level with the table top. Then, firing 
as he went, he retreated to the door 
behind him.

Something bit his arm, ripped into 
the flesh and left a stream of blood 
in its wake.

Now he gained the door, fired a 
parting shot and ran madly up the 
stairs behind him. The Ace’s voice 
followed him.

“Get him quick! Kill him!"
Feet rushed across that room, feet 

bearing men who carried death in 
their hearts and in their hands, men 
who were bent on exterminating the 
enemy who had tracked them down 
again, who had frustrated their final 
desperate plan to send him to his 
doom.

Up the stairs Van raced, reloading 
his revolver as he did so. For a sec­
ond he paused on the landing and sent 
three well directed shots humming 
angrily through the air toward his 
enemies.

Pandemonium ran riot through the 
building. The girl’s thin voice shout­
ed imprecations until tears rendered 
her words inarticulate. Shots and 
powder smoke filled the air.

Still the gang came on!
The wound in Van’s arm throbbed 

painfully now. Blood dripped down 
from his sleeve and stained the floor 
as he fled and fought his running 
battle.

Then of a sudden he pulled up 
short.

THE hall ended abruptly. He had 
taken a wrong turn. In a moment 

the gang would turn the corner and he 
would be trapped. With a grim fixed 
smile on his face he swung around, 
prepared to sell his life as dearly as 
possible, prepared to inflict as exor­
bitant a toll as he could before he 
fell, pierced by the bullets of the 
Thirteen Hearts.

His hand was firm on his weapon. 
There were now five shots left in the 
magazine. He resolved inwardly that 
five men would die before the Phan­
tom came to the end of the long, long, 
trail.

Now they came!
A voice shouted triumphantly: 

“There he is! We’ve got him1”
Ten other voices took up the cry.
“Death to the Phantom! Death to 

the Phantom!"
Van’s finger constricted on the trig­

ger. Two jagged flashes left the 



barrel. Two men rolled over the floor, 
screaming in agony from their 
wounds.

And now, there came up, shouting, 
from the rear of his men, the Ace of 
Hearts himself.

“Leave him to me,” he cried in a 
voice of thunder. “I shall kill him 
myself.”

The pack, led by the Ace, closed in.
Then in an instant, Van saw a 

means of escape. At his very elbow 
was a small window. As it was cov­
ered by a black shade, he had not 
noticed it before. There was neither 
time to raise the shade nor to open 
the window. But even as the Ace of 
Hearts tensed his finger on the trig­
ger of his gun, Van hurtled through 
the air.

His body struck the window with a 
terrific crash. Glass shattered itself 
about him. His hands were held be­
fore his face to protect him from 
the flying fragments. Something 
scratched his flesh. Blood flowed from 
a dozen superficial wounds.

The steel from the Ace’s gun flung 
itself snarlingly over his head. Some­
one shouted in alarm. Van felt him­
self fall through space. The storm 
slashed at his body. From the jagged 
window frame above, a score of shots 
followed his descent.

“Downstairs,” someone cried. “He 
can’t get off the island.”

VAN hit the ground with a sudden 
jar. Swiftly he recovered his bal­
ance and ran like a deer through the 

night. Behind him he heard shouts 
and shots.

Straight toward the shore he sped. 
Before him the pounding of the ocean 
drowned all other, sounds. Over 
treacherous footing he raced until at 
last he reached the spot where he had 
made the cable fast.

He did not hesitate a moment. He 
flung himself at the line, seized it 
with his hands and threw his body 

off the cliff with a push of his legs. 
Now he was dangling in midair, mov­
ing swiftly hand over hand over the 
roaring chasm below.

The friendly darkness enfolded 
him. His swaying body could not be 
seen from the island. He realized 
that he had escaped the vengeance 
of the sinister organization of death 
once again, unless they located the 
cable before he reached the main­
land.

HE had almost attained his ob­
jective when he heard a mighty 

shout which came to his ears above 
the pounding of the waves, above the 
slashing storm of the night.

He felt the cable jerk and sag 
slightly. He realized that one of the 
cohorts of the Ace had started out 
on the same perilous journey via 
cable.

With a sigh of relief he pulled 
himself up on the jagged cliffs of 
the mainland. He whipped a steel 
cutting scissors from his pocket. Its 
blades opened and closed about the 
cable. Like a flailing snake it dropped 
into the waves below and with it 
went a man the Phantom could not 
see.

From the raging inferno some sev­
enty feet below there came a faint 
agonized cry of terror, as Neptune 
and Death rose arm in arm from the 
waves to claim a human life.

Van stood still foi’ a moment, 
breathing heavily. His arms ached 
from the terrific strain that had been 
put upon them. His lungs inhaled 
the fresh cold air gratefully.

The Phantom was free again I
Free to keep the rendezvous he 

had made that morning with the 
commissioner of police, free to lead 
the boats he had asked the law to 
anchor along the coast in case of 
need. Well, the need was here now.

On the island the gang was safely 
marooned. Their bridge was shat­



tered and broken. Their boats were 
cut adrift; and to attempt to swim 
on this evil night was to drown. The 
man who ventured forth in that rag­
ing sea was as good as. dead.

Dick Van Loan paused for yet an­
other moment to regain his breath; 
then, like Mercury himself, he sped 
along the tops of the cliffs to the 
point where a fleet of police boats 
awaited him.

CHAPTER XXII
Under Fire

S
IX boats hugged the rockbound 

shore, tugging at their anchors 
as if impatient to thrust their 

prows into the beating waves and 
break their tethers. The incipient 
dawn stained the black of the night 
to a cold gray.

The sea hissed angrily, and her 
waves reached up like beating arms 
and crashed against the hulls of the 
six vessels.

On the bridge of the largest, trim­
mest of these, stood a man anxiously 
eyeing the shore.

From time to time he turned his 
head and surveyed the six police 
boats which he had caused to be 
anchored here in response to a mes­
sage from the Phantom.

Now he glanced down at his wrist­
watch, and spoke to an aid who 
stood near-by.

“He’s overdue,” he remarked. “He 
said he’d be here at dawn.”

The other man scanned the 
jagged shore.

“He’ll be here,” he replied. “He’s 
never failed us yet, sir.”

The Commissioner shrugged.
“True. Though I wish I knew what 

he was working on. I wish he’d told 
me something of his plans. Then in 
case something has happened to him 
we could quickly go to the rescue.”

The Inspector gripped the Com­
missioner’s arm tensely. With his 

other hand he pointed toward the 
shore.

“Look!” he said.
The Commissioner’s eyes followed 

the direction of the other’s out­
stretched finger. Some three hundred 
yards away, rendered almost invisi­
ble by the opaque light of the early 
morning, a solitary figure slowly 
came toward the anchored vessels.

The Phantom was approaching!
Five minutes later, a breathless 

man, wearing a disheveled black 
suit and a black silk mask over his 
eyes, climbed up on the bridge of the 
flagship of the fleet of police boats.

The Commissioner greeted him 
eagerly.

“Thank goodness you’re here,” he 
exclaimed. “What’s up?”

“The Thirteen,” said Van grimly. 
“Or what’s left of them. They’re 
trapped a mile up the coast on an 
island. The island where Rochamber 
has his home.”

The Commissioner’s eyes widened.
“Rochamber!” he repeated. “But 

he got a warning from the Ace.”
“He is the Ace,” said’Van grimly. 

“But let’s get going fast before the 
storm abates enough to permit them 
to swim to safety. I’ll explain it all 
to you later.”

THE Commissioner gave an order 
to the skipper of the flagship. Sig­

nal flags were hoisted on her hal­
yards. With a rattle of their chains 
the anchors were hauled up. Engines 
trembled violently. Steel screws 
thrashed savagely at the sea.

And the gallant craft set off to­
ward the island to deliver the death 
blow to that murderous organization, 
which had so arrogantly called it­
self the Thirteen Cards of Death.

It was almost dawn when the six 
police boats crawled through the 
raging waters of the Atlantic and 
approached the island where the Ace 
of Hearts had maintained his secret 



headquarters. The red rim of the sun 
thrust itself over the horizon and 
bathed the ocean in an eerie pastel 
light as the redoubtable prows of the 
vessel staunchly ploughed through 
the foaming waves.

The Phantom stood on the bridge 
at the side of the Commissioner of 
Police.

“It’s an ignominious end for such 
an arch fiend as the Ace of Hearts,” 
commented the Commissioner. “We’ll 
simply overwhelm them, and they’ll 
have to surrender without a fight.”

Van shook his head slowly.
“I don’t think so,” he replied. 

“Rochamber will fight until death. 
He’s got courage despite his vices. 
We’re going to have trouble before 
we land.”

And even as he spoke his words 
were verified. The island was now 
within a scant two hundred yards 
of the approaching vessels. Sud­
denly in the dim dawn there 
streaked from the land a jagged 
red flash. A legato roar sounded in 
their ears.

“Machine-guns,” cried the com­
missioner. He turned to an aide 
who stood near-by. “Have the men 
prepared for action ?”

The flagship flashed a signal. Men 
lined the decks of the vessels. The 
ominous barrels of Lewis guns 
thrust themselves over the sides.

THEN like an exploding hell re­
verberating above the crashing of 

the breakers, the guns on the decks 
of the police boat shouted their 
staccato message of death. The dawn 
was shattered with the sounds of 
battle.

From the island came a roaring 
answer to the police challenge. The 
air was alive with steel and lead. 
Flame seared the coolness of the 
morning. Death, himself, walked 
upon those waters.

The Phantom sprang from the 

bridge and raced to the bow of the 
vessel where a staunch one-pounder 
thrust its nose out over the sea. In 
a single gesture he loaded it, and 
pulled the lanyard.

A crimson flash leaped into the 
air, and the shell ripped through 
space toward the nefarious island. 
Earth and debris flung themselves 
into the air as the shell landed.

Then of a sudden the deck about 
Van was riddled to a seive with 
machine-gun bullets. On the shore 
shouting to his men, Van made out 
the sinister figure of the Ace of 
Hearts.

HE was pointing to the easily 
visible figure of the masked 

Phantom in the prow. Now every 
weapon on the island was leveled 
dead at the form of the hated foe who 
had brought the gang to the end of 
the trail.

Van threw himself flat on the 
deck. Over his head steel flew 
through the air with a whine like 
a banshee’s wail and with as om­
inous a prognostication.

Despite the veritable hail of fire 
which swept down upon them from 
the murderous machine-guns on the 
shore, the gallant ships kept on, 
breasting the fury of the waves and 
the angry death that was in the 
searing lead which deluged their 
hulls.

But now the bulwarks of the 
flagship touched the piles of a 
dock which jutted forth from the 
island. A skillfully thrown line en­
circled a post. The vessel bumped 
the pier. The commissioner leaned 
over the bridge as if to give an 
order, but before he could speak, 
the Phantom had taken command.

He sprang down from the bow 
of the ship, and placed himself at 
the head of a platoon of police.

“Come on,” he shouted. “Follow 
me.”



A sweeping blue flood surged 
forth from the vessels behind the 
masked man. In the face of the 
wave of bullets which greeted them 
they pressed on, their advance 
covered by a devastating barrage 
from the ships.

On they charged until they 
reached the rocky barricade behind 
which the survivors of the Thirteen 
Cards of Death were making their 
last desperate stand. Without hesi­
tation Van sprang down into the 
makeshift trench. His men, without 
pause, followed their intrepid leader.

Van stood stock still as he landed 
on the bottom of the barricade. 
Slowly he replaced his revolver in 
his pocket and stared at the terrible 
scene of slaughter that met his 
eyes.

Of the diabolical gang but three 
remained. The others lay in a hud­
dled bloody heap upon the ground, 
as the death which they had dealt 
so freely came at last to claim 
them.

The three who still lived stood 
a little distance from Van. From 
their abject attitudes it was evident 
that there was no fight left in them.

TWO of them stared dully at the 
drawn guns of the police, then 

flung up their hands in despairing 
surrender.

But the third man did not sur­
render. A snarl distorted his lips 
as he glared balefully at the masked 
man who had frustrated him. Hate 
and murder shone from his evil 
eyes. His hand dropped to his hip. 
In an instant it moved upwards 
again and now it held a grim .38 in 
its fingers.

But the Phantom was not unpre­
pared. Though Rochamber’s move 
had preceded his own by a fraction 
of a second, his own flashing ges­
ture was completed an instant be­
fore the other’s.

The two weapons spoke as one. 
Two steel jacketed bullets whirred 
through the air, passing each other 
in flight. One of them tore through 
the Phantom’s left arm; the other 
thudded into a human breast, rip­
ped through the flesh and ate its 
avid way into a black ugly heart.

The Ace of Hearts staggered 
backwards. His hands clutched his 
throat. His jaw fell open, his eyes 
were dilated, glazed. He fell to the 
ground, blood spurting from an 
ugly hole in his chest. He turned his 
head slightly as he lay there, and 
in that last moment of his life, spat 
a fearful curse at the man who had 
ended his nefarious career.

THEN his head fell back. A hor­
rible gurgle emanated from his 

throat, and The Ace of Hearts died 
as he had lived, with an oath upon 
his lips and hatred in his heart. He 
lay there, a still, inert corpse, a 
gory sacrifice to the evil he had 
created.

Then suddenly there appeared 
around the end of the trench a 
figure—a figure upon whose sleeve 
there appeared the crimson symbol 
of the sinister society.

At Van’s side a policeman raised 
his gun. His finger tensed upon the 
trigger. From the corner of his 
eyes Van saw the man’s gesture. 
Swiftly he brought his hand down 
upon the other’s wrist.

The hand that gripped the gun 
dropped. The gun blazed forth. The 
bullet buried itself harmlessly in 
the soil. Now the figure came closer, 
and the Phantom stepped forward 
to meet the Queen of Hearts.

She regarded him with moist but 
courageous eyes. She indicted the 
over-zealous policeman with a nod 
of her head.

“You saved my life,” she said 
evenly.

Van nodded.



“You saved mine once,” he an­
swered gravely.

For some vague reason which she 
herself did not understand, her eyes 
filled with tears.

“Well,” she said brokenly. “This 
is the end, I guess. I’ll take my medi­
cine.”

“Yes,” said Van again as if he had 
not heard her. “You saved my life 
once and I’ll do my best to see that 
leniency is shown you.”

She flashed him a glance of grati­
tude and they walked toward the 
ship together.

CHAPTER XXIII
The Mystery Clears

IN THE little cabin off the bridge 
of the police flagship, three fig­
ures were sitting. The Queen of 

Hearts, her eyes moist, and her 
jauntiness thoroughly gone, stared 
moodily out at the raging sea, seeing 
perhaps, in the turmoil of the 
waters, an analogy to her own 
troubled life.

The Commissioner regarded Van 
curiously.

“Well,” he said. “I’m still in the 
dark. First, what on earth made you 
think that Rochamber was the Ace of 
Hearts?”

Van smiled.
“A number of things indicated 

that,” he replied. “I knew the gang 
selected its victims from the Gov­
ernment income tax report of those 
who made a million or over a year. 
Rochamber’s name was not on those 
lists.”

“I still don’t see it,” said the Com­
missioner.

“When I didn’t find him rated as 
a wealthy man—though he was 
wealthy enough unofficially—I sus­
pected that it was a trap. That 
Rochamber was the Ace himself and 
his appeal to the Phantom was mere­
ly a plan to trap me. It was only 

the fact that I suspected his trick 
that saved my life.”

Briefly he related to the Commis­
sioner the episode of the thrown 
knife in Rochamber’s house, and how 
he had sidestepped it.

AS he finished the police chief 
nodded sagely.

“Still,” he said, “I don’t see how 
you could be sure at all. That is 
until after the knife was thrown.”

“Winters’ stolen papers gave me 
enough verification.”

The Commissioner stared at him.
“You mean you found those 

papers?”
Van nodded.
“Yes. The torn card that Havens 

found in Winters’ desk was a receipt 
for the rental of a safe deposit box. 
It took me a little while to figure it 
out, for the only legible words on the 
card stated that something had been 
rented for five dollars a year. The 
only thing I could think of that was 
that cheap was a deposit box, so I 
investigated and finally located the 
bank which issued that card.”

“Whew!” said the policeman. 
“What was in the papers?”

“Plenty. I’ll turn them over to you 
for the trial of the captured members 
of the gang. They contain the names 
of all the gang, all their past criminal 
records, all the gang’s plans past and 
future. It’s damning evidence. A lot 
of it is in Rochamber’s own ’writing, 
although I was unable to get a 
specimen of that to clinch it until I 
searched him tonight.”

He paused and lighted a cigarette. 
The Commissioner surveyed him ad­
miringly, then another thought oc­
curred to him.

“But how did he work those disap­
pearing acts? That was the most 
mysterious part of the whole busi- 
ness.”

Van frowned.
“I don’t quite understand that my- 



seif,” he said. “In the papers there’s 
some mention of Rochamber’s expert­
ness as a trapeze man. That probably 
has something to do with it. Exactly 
what I don’t know.”

“I know,” said a voice behind them.
They both turned to regard the 

girl, whose presence they had almost 
forgotten.

“I know,” she repeated. “He was 
an expert at acrobatics. Whenever he 
wanted to use that trick he planned 
it days in advance. Some of the gang 
rented or planned entrance to an 
apartment below the one where he 
intended to be. They had a huge 
net attached to steel frames. They 
hung it out the window, and when 
he leaped out he landed in that. 
Then they pulled him in.”

“So,” said the Commissioner, “that 
was it!”

“That was it,” she said evenly and 
returned to her sullen contemplation 
of the more sullen sea. The Com­
missioner made some notes in a lit­
tle book. Van strolled aft to the 
poop. A strange moodiness had come 
upon him.

Once again he had been triumphant. 
Once again he had overcome an ene­
my that threatened society. But 
now that the chase was over, now 
that the excitement of the battle was 

done, his nerves had undergone a sud­
den reaction.

He knew that, now, until some 
other evil genius of crime should 
claim his attention, he would be dis­
contented with the normal routine of 
living. Now he stood there staring 
moodily at the approaching skyline of 
New York, tired and enervated, won­
dering how he could unearth enough 
excitement to relieve the prosaic 
existence of the ordinary man, won-* 
dering what adventure the future 
held in store for him.

BUT had the Phantom included 
clairvoyance among his other 

talents he would have spent no time 
speculating on the dullness of this 
civilization.

For at this very moment, there was 
a man—a man, far away in Haiti, 
who was already perfecting an ini-, 
quitous, gigantic plan of evil; a plan 
the frustration of which would tax 
the Phantom to his utmost, which 
would call into play all the talents, 
all the courage that he possessed.

But being unaware of these things, 
the man the world knew as the Phan­
tom merely sighed wearily — and 
the bullet scarred vessel continued 
through the gray seas toward New: 
York.

NEXT MONTH:
The Phantom Detective’s Gripping Combat with 

The Black Admiral, Arch-Criminal, in
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A Thrill on Every Page of This Fast-Moving, Action-Packed Novel 
of a Methodic, Nefarious Plot for the Wholesale Pillage and 

Destruction of a Great American Metropolis!
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Gamblers Handicap

Detective Banahan Runs Into Some Tough Customers 
on the Gory Trail of a Kidnaped Jockey

By ROBERT WALLACE
Author of “The Trail of Death," "Four Men of Power,” etc.

D
etective banahan 
crept slowly through the 
drizzling darkness of the 

deep grass pasture at the Oakmont 
track. Inwardly he burned with 
rage at the fate which had called 
him to the racing park from a 
warm bed.

Outwardly he was drenched to the 
skin, for the rain was the kind that 
penetrated.

Ahead of him dimly he could now 
make out the sketchy outlines of the 
first stable with here and there a 
thin crack of light where stable boys 

or trainers were sitting up guard­
ing their charges.

Hunched low as he walked, Ban­
ahan searched the gloom. Now and 
again he could hear the sound of 
a voice. Horses, those keen thor­
oughbreds who would draw thou­
sands to the track that very after­
noon, stamped and kicked nervously 
in their box stalls. Only the "mod­
ders” would have a chance.

Suddenly Banahan dropped to his 
hands and knees in the wet grass, 
his eyes fixed on three muffled figures 
pasted against the end of the stables.



He was still too far from them to 
make out what or who they were, or 
what they' were talking about.

AFOOT at a time Terry Banahan 
moved forward. He could see 

the arm of one figure moving, gestic­
ulating, and heard a voice low and 
complaining.

These three might belong to the 
Sure-Thing Syndicate; might be 
members of the gang.

Banahan watched them for a mo­
ment, saw them edge to the corner 
of the stables and, one at a time, 
look up along under the front shed, 
where in fair weather half a hun­
dred velvet muzzles protrude from 
stalls.

The detective drew his revolver 
and shoved it up his sleeve to keep 
it as dry as possible. Then, ris­
ing stiffly, he started toward the 
spot where the three lurked in the 
semi-darkness.

“Hey!” he called out as he went. 
“Stay where you are.”

The three slunk back against the 
building for an instant, then, with­
out replying, fled swiftly along the 
end of the stables and swung around 
the corner, out of sight.

Terry Banahan plowed through 
the tall grass as fast as he could, 
reached the harder ground, and 
raced to the corner of the stables. 
He had the gun in his hand, but 
held his fire when even in the dark­
ness he might have a fair chance to 
bring one of the fugitives down. 
Shooting like that, in the dead of 
night, might ruin some poor stable’s 
chance for a victory, might send one 
of the high-strung, nervous bundles 
of horseflesh into a tantrum.

Standing close to the comer, Ban­
ahan waited, watching narrowly for 
a movement, a sound, other than the 
stamping or snorting of a horse. A 
door might open. All Banahan 
wanted was sight of a head. But 

nothing disturbed the dismal silence 
along the row of stables.

“I’m in it, I guess,” he said to 
himself, squirming in the clinging 
wet of his clothes. “This thing is 
more than just a report.”

Stalking back toward the other 
row of stables, he looked here and 
there at the cracks of light. Then, 
keeping to the shelter of the over­
hang, he walked quietly until he 
came to a door, the upper half of 
which stood partly open. A small 
light gleamed inside, and Banahan 
looked in.

A small, narrow-shouldered el­
derly man sat on a cot by the wall. 
Behind him on pegs hung pieces of 
horses rigging—bridles, martingales, 
halters, saddles. Light from a single 
electric bulb threw strange stringy 
shadows over the wall.

The man was reading a magazine. 
Somewhere in the room, Banahan 
could hear snoring, but the snorer 
was out of sight.

“Whis-s-s-t!” whispered the detec­
tive. The man looked up, squinting. 
“Where’s the Ten Eyck stable, Mis­
ter?”
. “On the other side,” came the re­
ply. “Numbei' Five. Ask for Jim.”

BANAHAN grunted his thanks 
and went away, crossing the 

wide street to the shelter opposite. 
“Must be Kattersby,” he said to him­
self as he glanced at the number on 
the stable beside him.

Walking leisurely, he glanced 
right and left, making a note of the 
occupied stables, keeping an eye on 
his step, spanning puddles. He 
heard the unmistakable drawling 
note of a negro crooning to a blue­
grass colt, and stopped. Then to 
his ears came the shrill sound of 
someone whistling. Short, sharp 
and sudden it came. Like a signal.

Alert instantly, Banahan leaped 
forward. Running lightly a few 



steps, he found himself in front of 
Stable Five. The door to the tack 
room stood half open.

“Mister Kattersby,” called Bana­
han. He swung the door out and 
looked into the room. “Jim Kat­
tersby!”

He called, then saw the man, half 
on the floor, half on the cot, in the 
corner.

II

©
L D Jim Kattersby was 
known wherever barriers 
are sprung. He was More­

land Ten Eyck’s horse trainer. Thou­
sands of followers of the sport of 
kings were looking for Jim Katters­
by to send the winner to the post 
that day in the running of the Wood­
ward Memorial Handicap.

Terry Banahan had seen pictures 
of the great Arrow Head in the 
papers, had heard of the horse many 
times during the season. Now he 
stood beside the groaning Kattersby 
and saw the long sleek muzzle of 
Arrow Head hanging over the stall 
door.

“Kattersby!” said the detective. 
“What happened? Come on, old- 
timer; tell a feller!”

The gray-haired trainer groaned 
and his arms reached out, moving 
in groping circles. Banahan had him 
propped up against the wall on a 
bundle of blankets and was frisk­
ing him for wounds.

Kattersby’s eyes had opened. He 
was staring at the younger man, 
dazedly.

His lips moved soundlessly, as 
if trying to form words. Arrow 
Head, moved in his stall, snorted 
without warning and Terry Bana­
han swung quickly, dropping the 
trainer upon the blankets. It was 
the snorting of his charge as much 
as any efforts of the detective that 
aroused Jim Kattersby to his senses.

“Sid,” he cried. “They took Sid. 
He’s gone.”

A
nybody who followed the 
horses or read the sports pages 

knew that where Jim Kattersby was, 
where the great Arrow Head pawed 

with his fleet hoofs, there, too, was 
Sid Culver, the jockey.

Banahan shook the old trainer 
gently. “Where?” he asked, trying 
to force words from Kattersby. 
“Who took the kid? I’m from Head­
quarters.”

The old man’s hand stretched out 
weakly, as if pointing. Terry Bana­
han followed the line and saw a 
water pail with a dipper floating in 
it.

“Water, eh?” he said, stepping 
over and scooping some up. “Here, 
take a drink. We’ve got to hurry.”

Kattersby drank like a famished 
man and water dripped from his 
gray mustache as he lifted his face 
to the detective.

“It’s the Syndicate gang,” he 
cried out. "They came here—two 
of them—surprised us.”

“Yes,” cut in Banahan. “What 
for?”

“They’re out to make a killin’,” 
declared the old horseman, now afire 
with the spirit that made the Ten 
Eyck entries fight to the wire for 
years. “Tried to make us pull the 
Arrow tomorrow—today. The ham 
dicap, yuh know. And a wet track. 
They’ll shake the books all over the 
country at post time. See it? The 
Arrow is a mudder and they’ve got 
it fixed to scratch a coupla entries 
that’d give their outsider all the 
trouble.”

“What outsider?” demanded Bana­
han eagerly.

“Gun Echo,” said Kattersby, stag­
gering to his feet. “A gray geld­
ing they been holdin’ back this meet­
in’. He’s web-footed. They can 
make a killin’, What’s your name?”



“I’m Banahan,” said the detec-, 
tive. “They sent me out here on 
a phone call from Ten Eyck. Said 
there was talk of bad business here 
tonight.”

“Bad business,” repeated Katters- 
by. “Hell, I’m ruined! That horse 
never went to the Post without Sid 
Culver on his back.”

“You mean he won’t run for an­
other jock?” queried Banahan.

“Nobody’s ever been able to get 
speed out of him,” said Jim Kat- 
tersby. “They’ve lived together, eat 
and sleep together; the horse knows 
Sid. He needs him as much as he 
needs a leg.”

“Listen,” said the detective. 
Sounds of footsteps reached the ears 
of both of them. Banahan drew 
back against the front wall of the 
tack room. The feet came nearer. 
Terry remembered the whistle he 
had heard.

OLD Jim Kattersby scrambled
softly to the drawer of a dilapi­

dated bureau and drew out a huge 
horse pistol. He stood with his face 
to the door, the gun hanging in his 
fist.

Silently two men entered the tack 
room. They were clad in slickers, 
dripping.

“Hello, Jim,” said the first.
Kattersby raised a hand, hold­

ing the gun. “Oh,” he said, “we 
thought—”

The two men looked around, saw 
Banahan with his revolver centered 
on their belts.

“Banahan,” said the second man, 
stepping forward. “We been lookin’ 
for yuh.”

“Sid’s gone,” said Kattersby. “Old 
man Ten Eyck’ll—”

“We heard a whistle,” said Tar­
bell, the first of the two racetrack 
police. “We were over near the 
main gate keepin’ an eye on that 
parkin’ space.”

“You’re too late,” said Terry, hia 
tone hard as steel. “And so was I. 
How many ways can people get into 
this track?”

“If you know them,” said Tar­
bell, “there’s a dozen.”

As they stood there the sound of 
a motor and the shriek of brakes 
shattered the dull patter of the 
rain outside. Almost at once there 
were hurried footsteps approaching 
the stables. Tarbell, with a gesture, 
sent his mate to the door.

“Looks like Ten Eyck himself,” 
said the lookout. “His chauffeur’s 
with him.”

For his years Moreland Ten Eyck 
made a good job of running through 
the rain with his Jap driver at his 
heels.

He burst into the dim-lit tack 
room, sweeping his hat from his 
white head.

“Jim!” he said, rushing over to 
Kattersby. “Why, Jim—we saw the 
door open as we swung in—what’s 
happened? — didn’t Headquarters 
send a man?”

Kattersby pointed to Terry, and 
clutched nervously at his employer’s 
sleeve. He was trying to fight down 
the mixed emotions that blazed in 
his keen blue eyes.

THE kid,” he blurted. “We fought
’em as hard as we could, Morey, 

but they got Sid. He’s gone.”
Moreland Ten Eyck’s shoulders 

sagged but he threw an arm around 
his trainer and chewed his upper 
lip savagely, glaring around at the 
three lawmen.

“I knew it,” he said. “Something 
told me—but Sid—he couldn’t hurt 
a fly. Why he—”

“I’m Banahan,” said Terry, step­
ping up to the horse owner. “All 
I knew about this was that crooked 
gamblers were trying to put this 
handicap in the bag. I was sent 
here to find out how serious it was.



We never thought it would be black­
jack stuff, Mister Ten Eyck.”

“Black-jack!” snapped the sports­
man. “Why, this racing game is 
being black-eyed by gunmen and 
sure-thing gamblers. Every meeting 
casts more hideous reflections on the 
sport, on the honesty and sincerity 
of men like myself who love horse 
racing for the race itself. Why, I 
was called—mind you—Moreland 
Ten Eyck—called on the telephone 
early this morning—and told to pull 
Arrow Head in the handicap—and 
to watch my step if I did not.”

Banahan kept looking about the 
room as he listened. Now he raised 
a hand, halting the owner of Arrow 
Head.

“That’s what they said,” roared 
Kattersby. “They wanted me to 
send the horse out under a pull. And 
when I told them to go to hell, they 
cracked me over the head. The kid 
piled in, and I heard him fightin’ 
them as I went out.”

Banahan nodded, letting the situ­
ation sink in, and wandered around 
the room, examining the place.

ALONGSIDE the opening of the 
horse’s stall he stopped and 

leaned close to read a strip of paper 
which hung from a nail head.

“What’s this?” he said half to 
himself as he took down the paper 
and walked to the light, which 
dropped from the ceiling on a wire.

“Keep your face shut,” he read. 
"We’ll keep the kid until after- the 
race. You scratch the Arrow at 
post time and if you blab to the 
dicks before that you can kiss Cul­
ver by-by. We mean business.”

“Well,” said Banahan to the si­
lent faces around him. “They’ll kill 
Culver if you let this news get out 
before post time. They must know 
the boy is the only one can ride the 
Arrow.”

"Everybody knows it,” declared 
Ten Eyck bitterly, his eyes staring 
dully at the clotted blood on Kat-, 
tersby’s head. “We’re helpless, 
damn them.”

At the door Banahan spun around. 
He motioned to the two race track 
policemen.

“Come on,” said the detective. “I 
want help.”

Ill

W
ITH his flash in one hand 
and gun in the other Bana­
han led the way to the 
end of that stable row.

Stopping under the projecting 
shed, Banahan drew his companions 
toward him.

“Where is this Gun Echo’s 
stable?” he asked. “We go there 
first.”

Tarbell answered. “On the other 
side of the next row over,” he said. 
“I’ll show you.”

The three ran through the rain 
to the opposite row, cut around the 
end of the building and turned down 
to the right. All the stalls were not 
occupied. Banahan, the last of the 
three, looked into each lighted crack 
as he passed.

“Here,” said Tarbell, stopping. 
“In there.”

Banahan ran his hand over the 
lower half of the door, flipped up 
the hook and pulled the door open. 
Followed by the two raincoated po­
lice, he walked in.

"Don’t get up,” he said as three 
men arose from squeaky chairs. 
"Who’s the trainer of this horse?”

He motioned to the stall opening, 
where a black muzzled gray gelding 
head poked into the tack room.

"I am,” said a short, bulky man, 
rather good-looking in a fat way. 
“What’s the idea, Tarbell?” He 
turned to the track policeman with 
a nasty expression on his smooth 



face. “We got to race thia after­
noon.”

“You’re—”
“Jimmy Conselyea’s the name,” 

said the Gun Echo man. “What’s 
yours?”

Banahan unbuttoned his coat and 
flipped a lapel. “That’s mine,” he 
said coldly. “Who owns this horse?”

“Say,” growled Conselyea, turning 
to a burly giant at his elbow. “What 
right have you got bustin’ in here 
this time o’ night an’ cross-examin­
in’ me? This is a racin’ stable; ain’t 
no police court.”

“I’ll tell you, then,” said Banahan, 
jerking his gun from beneath his 
coat. “Get over there—against the 
wall there. You, too. All of you.”

“Frisk ’em,” he said to Tarbell.
Conselyea and his two companions 

cast fierce scowls over their shoul­
ders, but they edged up to the wall 
and lifted their elbows.

TARBELL went over them swiftly.
On the big brute he found a 

pearl-handled revolver. The third 
man, a tall, slender, sallow-faced in­
dividual, delivered a small auto­
matic.

“I’m not particular about finding 
out who owns this nag,” he said to 
the trainer. “But I’m telling you 
this. And let it sink. Gun Echo 
don’t run in the Handicap unless I 
find out who gives the orders—who’s 
the man that’s been holding him 
back in the last five starts.”

“I give the orders,” snapped Con­
selyea, his mouth screwed in a knot 
with rage. “And he’s never been 
pulled. Are you tellin’ me that I’m 
crooked?”

“I’m telling you that if Gun Echo 
hasn’t been under wraps,” declared 
Banahan, “then you’re a damn fool 
to think you can match speed with 
horses like Arrow Head and On 
File, or any of them. I’ve got you 
de^d to rights, pal. So come through.

Who makes the killing on this race?” 
“I don’t know a thing about it. I 

run this horse to suit his owner.” 
“Who owns him?”
“None of your business.”

OKAY,” said Terry Banahan, 
stepping nearer. “On your feet.

All of you. We’ll take you into town 
—you two for carrying concealed 
weapons—and you,” the detective 
tapped Conselyea on the shoulder, 
"for aiding a swindle.”

“I can’t leave the horse,” begged 
the trainer. “You can’t take me—”

“I’m taking you,” said Banahan. 
“That’s the proof. Come on.”

“Wait a minute,” whined Consel­
yea. “I’d get killed if I left the nag. 
My stable boy’s—”

“Who owns Gun Echo?” snapped 
Banahan. “Talk.”

“The West Farms,” answered 
Conselyea.

“Not enough,” said Banahan. 
“Don’t mean a thing. Get me, mis-, 
ter. I want the low-down. Who 
passes the word?”

“I’ll get killed. They’ll kill me. 
It ain’t my fault, officer.”

“Who?” Terry Banahan saw his 
man weaken, knew he was ready to 
spill over.

The whole atmosphere of the room 
was tense. Tarbell and Jensen, the 
other policeman, were covering the 
two gunmen. Conselyea almost 
shrank into his shadow. He tried to 
speak and all his throat would offer 
was a squeak.

“I don’t know who he is,” he spat 
out finally. “All I know is he tells 
me when.”

“What does he look like?” de­
manded the detective.

Conselyea described the go-be­
tween. Medium height, would be 
taller if he stood erect; light hair, 
brows and lashes very light; dark 
brown eyes, small mouth. Never seen 
without a cigarette hanging from his 



lip. Sharp face. Might be an al­
bino, except for the brown eyes.

“Okay,” said Banahan. “I’ll re­
member him. Take those two,” he 
pointed to the gun toting pair, “and 
turn them into the sergeant over at 
Rockford. Tell him I’ll see him. 
And you, Conselyea—I’ll see you be­
fore they go to the post. Come on, 
Tarbell.”

Banahan was first out in the rain. 
The track detectives came with 
their prisoners, and started across 
the grass through the paddock to­
ward the track entrance.

“And don’t let them get to a 
phone,” called Terry Banahan, turn­
ing, alone in the drizzle, to catch a 
fleeting glimpse of a figure darting 
around the corner of the third row 
of stables.

IV

W
HEN Banahan reached the 
spot there was no sign of 
life. He listened for a mo­
ment, tiptoeing along beneath the 

overhanging shed. As he came 
abreast of the fourth section he 
noted that the upper half of the 
door was open, creaking softly in 
the wind. But there was another 
sound.

It was as if someone, some man, 
stepped against an object in the 
dark. Banahan whipped out his 
flash. The place was littered with 
rubbish of all sorts; old riding gear, 
pieces of blankets, newspapers, cans 
and a battered trunk. The door to 
the box stall stood open.

Banahan gripped his gun and 
walked in. He seemed to sense the 
presence of someone near him, yet 
his flash showed nothing. As he 
neared the box stall door, there was 
a swift movement near the trunk 
and Banahan swung around, heard 
the scramble of feet, soft as velvet. 
The flashlight threw a wide circle 
across which a cat flew toward the 

open door. And in that flash the 
detective fell from a blow that al­
most tore the ear from his head.

There was little fight left in Terry 
Banahan, but he staggered drunk- 
enly around to face the figure that 
piled onto him like a roof falling in. 
His gun was chopped from his hand 
by a whistling crash on his lower 
arm. Toppling backward, he flung 
hands and feet in a mad effort to 
hold his own. But the first blow on 
the head had settled him.

“A copper, eh?” said the man who 
now stood in the dark. “Well, that’ll 
fix your wagon, yuh rat.” Then he 
was gone, after a brutal kick.

The badly beaten detective lay for 
some time until his natural recuper­
ative powers stirred the life in his 
limbs. With a groan of pain he 
rolled over on the floor.

He put a hand to his head and 
felt a trickle of blood behind his 
ear. The ear itself was swollen 
badly. His ribs—faintly he re­
called that final kick—burned with 
the bruises. Maybe cracked.

“I’m too tough,” said Banahan in 
a whisper, and almost the first 
thought that came to his conscious­
ness was Conselyea’s description of 
the man he wanted. “The Gat!” 
mumbled the detective. “Alias Nel­
son—alias—” Banahan stopped 
short as the facts assembled them­
selves in his rapidly clearing brain. 
“It’s the Gat! And—that means 
Packey Oliver, the gambler—Big- 
Shot Oliver.”

FEELING himself for wounds, 
Banahan rose slowly to his knees.

It was dark in the tack room, only 
grim grayness filtering in from a 
small window rather high up in the 
wall. He felt for his black-jack. 
Must have dropped it somewhere 
earlier in the night out in the grass. 
He had to have something.

Groping, he found his hat and put 



it on his head, the pain of contact 
making him flinch. Then he softly 
started a search for something he 
could use as a weapon. With all the 
junk that his hands encountered 
there was nothing. Small bits of 
reins, worn saddle pads, rags. He 
came to the trunk, eased up the lid. 
Then, lest he run his hands into 
danger, he drew out a match. Mak­
ing a quick light, he hooded it with 
his hat and peered into the trunk. 
Old newspapers, faded racing charts, 
a cracked photo of a proud mare 
with foal and a single racing stir­
rup.

“A bit of gas pipe is what I could 
use,” mused Banahan as he lifted 
the stirrup from the trunk.

He hefted the thing in his fingers, 
like a boy would swing a slingshot. 
Then he stood up. Somebody was 
standing outside the tack room, 
talking in an undertone.

V

T
erry banahan crept 
noiselessly over to the door 
and flattened himself out 
against the wall with the stirrup 

strap looped over his wrist.
Outside one man was talking close 

against the building.
“Get him away from here,” Bana­

han heard him say. “If he’s dead 
an’ anybody finds him there may be 
a fuss. This clean-up on the long­
shot’ll raise a holler anyways. Come 
on.”

Somebody shoved the bolts back. 
The door was pulled open and the 
detective, determined to take at least 
one of the thugs with him, froze 
against the wall. A sharp beam of 
light stabbed into the tack room. 
Behind it promptly came a man’s 
head. Banahan swung the stirrup in 
a short fast arc.

“Stick ’em up,” he shouted as the 
light fell and he heard the thud 
of the falling body. There was the 

echoing crash of a gunshot, a blind­
ing flash, and Detective Terry Bana­
han was fighting, locked tight against 
the body of the second prowler.

WITH a vise-like grip on the wrist 
of the hand that held the other’s 
gun, Banahan battled silently, 

smashing with his left fist into the 
other’s body, feeling the crunching 
blows of the other man’s bludgeon­
ing fists as they bumped along the 
face of the stable. For fear that the 
first man might regain conscious­
ness and come to his pal’s aid, the 
detective fought like a tiger, drag-, 
ging his enemy back again to the 
open tack room door, where the two 
fell in together, panting, using 
hands and feet. Rolling across the 
body of the first man, they came 
to a sudden halt against the wall 
amid a pile of refuse.

Banahan fought free of a grip 
around his throat, grabbed now with 
both hands on the gun fist of the 
thug and snapped the arm around 
where a quick twist and a smash to 
the jaw sent his enemy’s head 
against the wall with a dull thud. 
The gun slid from twitching fingers 
and Terry sprang to his feet with 
the weapon ready.

Banahan found a couple of 
reins, or halter straps, and quickly 
bound his prisoners. When he had 
both secured, he pushed the flash-, 
light into the conscious man’s eyes. 

“Where’s the Gat?” he demanded. 
“I’m giving you a chance to come 
clean. Where’s this guy they call 
the Gat? Name’s Nelson. Talk!”

“I dunno,” stammered the man.
“Where’s Packey Oliver hang 

out?” fired Banahan quickly.
“Search me,” said the man with 

the light in his eyes.
“I’ll search you,” said Terry, 

jamming the fellow’s own revolver 
against his throat. “I’ll search you 
with this. You came looking for it 



and you’re getting it. Where is the 
guy I want?”

“Waitin’ fer yuh,” came the an­
swer. “They’ll kill yuh sure, an’ 
I’m givin’ you a break. Keep away 
from them guys, copper.”

The bunch was primed for a kill­
ing. Banahan realized this. It was 
either a killing in the betting ring 
or a murder. Little Sid Culver 
would be the victim and racing 
would take another beating in the 
public prints.

“You’re giving me a break, eh?” 
sneered the detective, “and I’m giv­
ing you a tip. I’m pulling the trig­
ger on this gun, and I don’t know 
how far back she’s got to go before 
she jumps. Listen!”

BANAHAN’S gun drew back from
his adversary’s throat to where 

the light from the flash made 
the gun look as big as a cannon. 
The man’s eyes were fixed on the 
vicious weapon. He saw the cylin­
der begin to move, ever so little, saw 
the trigger dragging back, saw the 
steady, iron fist that gripped the 
trigger, fingers like claws of red- 
hot steel. He heard the sliding click 
of the ratchet. The pal beside him 
groaned and stirred.

“Wait!” cried the man. “Don’t 
kill me. 1’11—1’11 talk.”

Banahan leaned forward. “Say 
it,” he ordered. “Where are they? 
Where have they got this jockey?”

The answer came in the form of 
a gunshot. Somewhere out there 
around the track, a gun was fired. 
Banahan spun and dived out the 
door. It was just beginning to break 
light in the east. The detective 
raced into the open beyond the 
stable end. He saw Moreland Ten 
Eyck with his Jap chauffeur. They 
had just run from Arrow Head’s 
stall and Ten Eyck was pointing to­
ward the far turn of the track.

Four men were running swiftly, 

dragging another away from the 
grand stand, where a single figure 
stood, leveling a pistol. Banahan 
saw the flash, heard the bark, saw 
one of the fleeing men turn and fire. 
Then he was running to the paddock 
fence where he vaulted and went on. 
Behind him came the Japanese call­
ing out to take Mister Ten Eyck’s 
car.

Tarbell met him at the stand. He 
was panting as if from great ex­
ertion. “It’s them!” he shouted as 
Banahan came up. “They’ve got 
Culver. I saw them come out of the 
tool shed under the stand, but they 
had a head start. I was afraid to 
shoot to kill ’count of the jock.”

As they turned back toward the 
parking space Banahan heard the 
roar of a motor across the track.

“Get two guys in that third row 
of stables,” he told Tarbell, then 
turned to the Jap at his side. “Come 
on, pal. This is our last chance. 
Make this car roll.”

“Okay,” replied the Jap, stepping 
into the low-hung black coupA “You 
want to follow?”

“No,” said the detective. “Catch 
’em.”

Terry Banahan jumped into the 
dar beside the Jap. The little Jap 
started the motor, raced it twice 
with a wide-open throttle, gave it 
the gun and sent it around in a hair 
raising curve to shoot out through 
the race track gate.

VI

D
AYLIGHT was creeping 
over the countryside now, 
and the car ahead was hold­

ing a terrific pace. Mile after mile 
they shot along the road, straighten­
ing out the turns, taking them at 
fifty, and Banahan sat forward 
watching the masterful handling the 
little Oriental was giving that high-, 
powered road wagon. Slowly, 



surely, they were overhauling the 
gambler bus.

“Time her now, pal,” said the de­
tective. “Just keep ’em in sight. I 
want to give those gents a chance to 
make a break.”

“Okay.” The Jap’s shining black 
eyes never left the road. He poured 
gas into the motor with the smooth­
ness of an artist. Terry marveled 
at the skill, while he kept his own 
eyes on the rear window of the flee­
ing machine.

THE road was full of turns, snak­
ing through long stretches of 

wood, then out into the open country, 
between fence rows of farm lands 
and sparsely settled suburban com­
munities.

“You ain’t afraid?” said Banahan 
to the Jap. “If those birds start 
shooting you might get hit.”

“I am armed,” came the reply. “I 
do a little shooting myself.”

“Good!”
Like a thunder storm they roared 

into the shaded road, tearing along 
through the ruts of the first ma­
chine. Banahan saw the curve 
ahead and unconsciously reached his 
hand toward the Jap. But the 
little man never flinched. They 
rounded the curve on all four wheels, 
sweeping half the road surface into 
the ditch as they passed.

Straight ahead of them the road 
unrolled, but there was no sign of 
the fugitive machine. Banahan 
noted the dark old house on the left 
as they flew past. There was no 
sign of life there. And no car to be 
seen.

“Gone,” said the Jap, and gave 
the gas to her again. “We’ll catch 
up.”

For some distance he let the Jap 
burn the mud. Then they shot out 
of the woods and Banahan laid a 
hand on the driver’s arm.

“Pull her oyer in here,” he said, 

as they dipped into a hollow. “Quiet. 
Careful of the brakes.”

“This bus never squeaks,” the Jap 
said, guiding the car to the left of 
the road and swinging it off into 
a brush-rimmed clearing. “What 
now?”

“Now,” said Detective Banahan, 
“I’m walking back. Back to that 
old deserted house we passed in the 
woods. You didn’t see any auto 
tracks here, did you?”

The Jap glanced backward into 
the road, then at Banahan.

“Never thought,” he admitted.
“Pretty smart.”

“You wait,” said Banahan, “I’m 
sneaking up through the trees. My 
friends will not expect me. In 
an hour you can drive past, and if 
everything’s okay I’ll signal you to 
stop an’ pick me up.”

THE Jap shook his head. “No, no, 
no. I am with you. I go ’long 

now.” He whipped a neat automatic 
from his pocket, shoved it back 
again, and winked. “I am very in- 
terested in this detective game.”

“You’ll lose interest quick,” said 
the detective, “if you bump into one 
of those slugs. But it’s up to you.”

Banahan started off with the Jap 
behind him. Sticking close to the 
brush-choked roadside, he walked 
cautiously, slowly, toward the old 
house in the woods. When they saw 
the wood thinning out between them 
and the house, Banahan turned into 
the rain-soaked underbrush.

“Look.” The Headquarters man 
pointed between the trees, through a 
narrow opening. The Jap followed 
the direction, and saw the mud-, 
caked sedan where it was hidden be­
hind a ramshackle old shed.

“Careful, now,” Banahan called 
softly as he crept from tree to tree. 
The place was as still as the virgin 
forest, with only the occasional 
twittering of birds.



In the event that something un- 
forseen should happen Terry Bana­
han made a note in his address 
book of the car’s make and license 
number.

"You may get hurt, my friend,” 
warned the detective, as they started 
toward the back of the house. He 
noticed that the Jap neither replied 
nor held back. He was close at 
Banahan’s heels.

All the shutters of the house were 
closed, but Banahan was sure he 
saw a tiny light sifting through a 
window of the third floor.

Running swiftly across the space 
between the old barn and the rear 
of the house, the two men reached 
the shadow under the stool. Here 
a cellar window swung ajar. They 
listened there a moment, then Terry 
squirmed in and let himself down. 
The Jap followed, and together the 
pair groped toward the stairs.

Banahan was going up against a 
showdown.

VII

At THE foot of the stairs Bana- 
Z-A han removed his shoes. He 

X Jk motioned the Jap to do the 
same. Sock-footed, they slowly 
went up, opening the door at the 
top with the same meticulous cau­
tion that a safe man would use to 
feel for the tumblers as he fingered 
a crib. On the first floor they 
stood, listening, to voices coming 
down from above. Banahan mo­
tioned again and looked at the gun 
he held. The Jap slid hid own from 
his pocket and his beady eyes glit­
tered.

, Pantomime was best. Neither 
made a sound. Banahan heard the 
jumble of voices in argument above. 
One, a sharp acid tone, seemed the 
leader’s. Banahan judged this to be 
Gat Nelson’s.

"—fool o’ him,” the words floated 

down in groups . . . “Miles away by 
now . . . tell yuh, we’re sittin’ 
pretty. . . . This nag’ll breeze home 
... to Packey . . . he’ll clean up a 
half a million bucks. . . . Naw . . . 
hell with the jock . . . croak him.”

BANAHAN heard enough. Creep­
ing along the hall, he looked up.

There was another door near the top 
of that flight. The Jap was prowling 
like a cat. Terry saw him in the 
rear, motioning upward. A back 
stairs, too. The detective nodded 
and held up his hand.

“What's a jock?” said someone 
else. “Waddeyuh wanna bump him 
for? Them kids on’y does what 
they’re told. All we want is the 
dough anyways.”

“Shut yore yap!”
Banahan’s gun drove three bullets 

into the panel of the second floor 
door, and the detective stepped back 
out of range.

The crashing thunder of the gun­
fire echoed in the dark, dank house. 
Then all was silent, stiff, heavy still­
ness.

“Come down out of that,” called 
Banahan, “and come easy. We have 
you covered and we’ll rivet you on 
the first false move.”

“Go home an’ blow your brains 
out,” yelled the acid tone above. 
"You cops can’t shoot.”

Banahan grinned, but there was 
no humor in his face.

“We can wait,” he called back, 
“and if we have to wait too long 
we’ll put a match to this dump an’ 
cook you to the bone.”

“Go on, chase yourself,” bellowed 
the gunman upstairs.

For answer Detective Terry Ban­
ahan left the Jap to watch the spot 
and he himself returned to the cel­
lar. He had seen an old galvanized 
wash-tub there. In a few minutes 
he was back, silently setting the tub 
close by the foot of the back stairs.



In it he had packed a huge wad of 
inflammable materials, scraps. With 
a match he touched it off.

Standing away, he and the Jap 
now watched it blaze up. Smoke 
rose in clouds from the damp rags 
and moulded paper. Thick black 
curls climbed up the back stairs. 
It wasn’t long before Banahan 
heard them moving around, cursing, 
swearing, damning the police and 
their luck.

AGAIN and again the detective and 
his little companion fed fuel 

to the flames. Smoke grew thick­
er in the house, seeping through 
cracks in the second floor door. The 
crooks were trying to force the old, 
unwieldy, nailed down shutters open. 
Banahan heard them dash to the 
floor above. Heard them cough and 
sneeze and curse.

Every now and then he called for 
them to surrender.

Noon came and still they were 
holding out, hurling oaths at Bana­
han while he paced the floor, keep­
ing an eye on all four sides of the 
house. He had all the ground floor 
windows open to watch. It was one 
thing to be a brave copper and an­
other to be dead. To rush up those 
stairs shooting meant only one thing. 
He might get one or two of them, 
but he wouldn’t last long.

“We can go back in the woods,” 
suggested the Jap, “and shoot them 
as they come out.”

"We would get about five yards 
out of here,” said Banahan, “and 
they’d get us. We’re trapped as bad 
as they are. It’s a showdown, pal.”

Minutes passed now, packed with 
a tense, rife quiet. Banahan thought 
he heard careful footsteps.

Somebody was finally shoving 
up a front window in an upper 
story. They heard the landing of 
a heavy body on the porch roof. 
Then the old deserted house was the 

scene of as fierce a gun battle as 
a copper ever faced.

"Look!” It was the Jap shout­
ing.

Banahan saw a man jump from 
the porch roof. Saw the Jap drive 
a bullet into him as he struck the 
ground and turned to shoot. Another 
gangster plunged down the back 
stairs firing before him. Feet were 
rushing overhead toward the front 
stairs. The detective backed swiftly 
into the living room and sent a shot 
at the gunman who dived with a 
crash through the back door. Down 
the stairs came two more, snarling 
like caged beasts and pouring lead 
before them.

“Come an’ get it,” yelled Bana­
han, crouched in the middle of the 
floor. His gun snapped down on 
the first thug who stumbled, caught 
at his stomach, and fell forward. 
The second man vaulted the ban­
ister and fired from mid-air. Bana­
han heard a scream and saw the 
game little Jap fall forward on his 
face, his gun bouncing across the 
floor. In the hall that fourth man 
was either hiding or washed up.

THE detective looked at the Jap, 
sprawled face down, then at his 
left sleeve, that seemed all awry. 

Blood dripped from his own fore­
arm. Wet clothing stung his leg and 
he rubbed a hand down his thigh to 
bring it away smeared with his own 
life fluid.

“Nelson!” he shouted loudly. 
“Come on, Gat!”

There was a long silent wait. 
Then the voice from above. .

“I’m cornin’,” called Gat Nelson 
in a wavering voice. "But I gotta 
have your promise I can see my 
lawyer. You ain’t no double- 
crosser?”

Banahan crept cautiously into the 
old dining room and from there 
peeked out into the hall. Another 



half inch and he would have died 
from a gunman’s bullet. The lead 
tore a ragged splinter off the door 
frame as that fourth bird leaped 
for the door. Ethical or not, the 
Headquarters man pinned him to 
the floor with a clean shot in the 
middle of the spine.

“Come on, Gat,” said Terry Bana­
han. “That was one of your tricky 
pals. I let him draw the first card.”

“No dirty work, now,” argued the 
craftiest killer on Packey Oliver’s 
pay roll. “I’m cornin’ in.”

Down the stairs came the Gat, as 
he was known in underworld lingo. 
His hands were only half raised as 
if he were entitled to that liberty. 
Banahan’s gun was lowered as Nel­
son reached the floor and ap­
proached.

“Turn around,” said Banahan. 
“I’ll frisk you.”

Nelsen’s cruel sharp face wore a 
grin. He started to talk, and 
turned. There was a quick moving 
of feet and a short, brief tableau 
that lasted as long as it takes a man 
t® wink an eye; two shots almost 
like a single bullet. Gat Nelson fell 
sidewise, clawing at his heart, and 
the gun he had snaked from a shoul­
der holster, slid, smoking, across the 
floor.

“I heard about you,” said Terry 
Banahan. “Double-crosser, huh? 
The little Jap had more guts than 
you.”

VIII

B
ANAHAN went through the 

house from cellar to attic, 
but found no trace of Sid 

Culver. He closed the front door 
and hurried back to the car, saw it 
undisturbed. Then he searched the 
tumbling shed. He still had the 
old barn to look at and he was get­
ting shaky on his legs. At the door 
which hung from one rusty hinge. 

the detective braced himself and 
drew in a deep breath.

Holding it painfully, he listened 
for a repetition of the sound. Some 
one groaned or spoke as if locked 
in a closet.

He was taking no chances this 
time. Loading his gun, he stalked 
the sound.

“That you, Culver?” he called out. 
“Culver!”

It was a big barn with horse and 
cow stalls, feed bins and wagon 
space. Up above was a huge hay 
mow. At Banahan’s call there was 
a muffled answer, and Terry heard 
a scraping on the littered floor. 
Reckless now, he dashed into the 
darkness.

THERE, in an improvised prison, 
lay Sid Culver. Banahan had 

shot through the locked door. The 
jockey was bound firmly and gagged. 
Banahan yanked out his watch, 
glanced at it hurriedly, whistling, 
and dropped to his knees. With a 
knife he cut the bonds and tore the 
gag from Culver’s face.

“We can make it, kid,” yelled 
Terry Banahan. “Come on, you’re 
ridin’ the Arrow in the Handicap 
this afternoon.”

But little Sid Culver couldn’t get 
up. His muscles wouldn’t respond. 
He tried to climb to his feet, tried 
to work his jawrs to speak. Bana­
han’s face fell, Oliver’s killers were 
things of the past, but the long shot 
could win without Culver to ride the 
favorite. Banahan plunged back into 
the house and threw himself down 
beside the Jap.

The little yellow man groaned as 
the detective began searching his 
pocket for the car key. Terry found 
the key, felt the heart beat of the 
Oriental, and with a grim smile pick­
ed up the chauffeur and carried him 
out to the barn.

There he lay his burden on the 



floor and shouted to the dazed 
jockey.

“Be back in a flash,” he yelled, 
and started running as fast as his 
legs would carry him down the road.

Panting with the effort, he reached 
the mud-caked Ten Eyck car, jumped 
in and swung it out on the road. 
He was fighting now for time. For 
time and the life of a game little 
Jap. The roar of the motor echoed 
like the rattle of lightning.

SID CULVER was leaning, half 
erect against the bar door frame 

as the car came to a sliding halt. 
The detective swept up the jockey 
and tossed him into the seat, then 
ran back for the Jap. It was a close 
fit, three of them, and the yellow 
man still unconscious.

A swift glance at his watch and 
Banahan backed the machine out 
onto the road, spun the wheel, kicked 
gas into the engine and away. 
Thirty, forty, fifty, sixty, seventy— 
five—six. Pain of bruises, sting of 
the damp clothing against wounds, 
all were forgotten now. It was 
race.

“Stretch your legs, kid,” he spat 
at the jockey. “You gotta ride that 
old Arrow Head. Flex your arms. 
Don’t worry. I’ll get you there. 
Hold the Jap up a little, will you. 
He’s tippin’ over.”

Several times they were near 
death, but always the grim-faced 
copper snatched tbe car back onto 
the path. Two miles outside of 
Oakmont Track, Detective Banahan 
caught up with a motorcycle police­
man. He waved him the signal for 

an open road and they bore down 
on the track gate with a shrieking 
siren heralding the approach.

There was a rush toward the hot 
car. The cops held the crowd back. 
Banahan saw the horses being led 
into the paddock. It was the Ham 
dicap. Old Jim Kattersby and Ten 
Eyck saw the machine and came 
running.

"The Arrow runs!” yelled the 
trainer jubilantly. “Sid! What’s the 
matter, Sid?”

“Give me a hand, Pop,” shouted 
Culver. “I’ll be all right. Get me 
over to the tack room and into my 
silks.”

TERRY BANAHAN shouted over 
the hum of voices and called a 

couple of specials to get the Jap to 
the doctor’s office. Ten Eyck stared 
into the car, saw the blood on the 
wheel, the slash on Terry’s leg. The 
big horse owner made a few silent 
signals to some men who clustered 
about. Banahan was too far gene 
to argue as they lifted him out and 
carried him over to the track hos-> 
pital.

The blare of the band rocked the 
stands. The thousands that lined the 
track saw only the thrilling race, 
the color, heard the fearful din as 
the thoroughbreds hit the stretch. 
Only a paltry few at Oakmont knew 
that the man who won the Handicap, 
who lay sprawled a scant hundred 
yards away on a surgeon’s table and 
grinned while deft hands bandaged 
his wounds, was Detective Terry 
Banahan. And to Banahan it was 
just another brush with death.
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P
OLICE SERGEANT MUL­
DOON peered through the 
thick plate-glass window into 
the dim shadows at the rear of the 

bank.
“If there’s anything wrong, it’s an 

inside job," he commented.
Again he tried the door. Tight as 

a drum. The automatic time-lock had 
not been disturbed.

“An inside job,” he repeated.
Left in charge with three of his 

men while the Burglary Insurance 
Inspector, who had received the 
alarm from the Kingsbridge National, 
rushed off to telephone a superior 
officer who held special keys to the 

front door of the bank, Muldoon was 
impatient. He wanted action.

At that moment, Inspector Harris 
returned. “Crestway will be here in 
a few minutes,” he announced. “It’s 
best we wait for him,” he added.

Ten minutes later Inspector Crest- 
way arrived in a taxi. The door was 
quickly unlocked. Muldoon and the 
three patrolmen, with Harris close 
on their heels, rushed into the bank. 
Lights were turned on. But no sulk­
ing figure showed itself. No crash 
of glass, or sudden explosion of a 
revolver. Not a single familiar inci­
dent to make Muldoon and his men 
feel at home.



Only a ghastly, limp bag of bones 
that lay by the side of the safe 
door! A crushed, broken figure that 
had once been a man.

Muldoon approached the body, 
turned it over with his broad toe, 
revealing the terror-fixed face of 
John Waters, the bank watchman.

FOR a moment he stared stupidly
from the body to the open masonry 

door, stooped to look through the 
opening into the space beyond.

"What’s that?” he exclaimed, as 
he caught a quick motion and a glint 
of light in the dim interior. Gun in 
hand, he took a step forward.

"That’s the safe itself,” Inspector 
Harris said sharply. “It’s one of the 
new whirling safes. The light that 
startled you was reflected by the 
spinning steel. It whirls like a top 
after it is wound up and set to stop 
at a certain hour in the morning. 
It is absolutely burglar-proof. Even 
the motor that runs it and the time­
lock regulator are inside it. We can 
all be mighty thankful the safe is 
still whirling. That shows it hasn’t 
been opened.”

“What’s the dope?” queried Mul­
doon. “I never heard of a spinning 
safe.”

The inspector was examining the 
intricate lock on the vault door to see 
how it had been opened. "It’s a new 
invention,” he explained. “It’s just 
been installed here. You see, the 
safe is completely inclosed in this 
vault of masonry. In the old days a 
good gopher man could melt any 
steel safe door with an electric cur­
rent or an acetylene torch, if he could 
get to the door itself. On this type 
safe, your gopher can’t keep his elec­
tric drill or torch directed on any one 
spot. It’s impossible for him to melt 
or bore his way in!”

' “There’s no way of stoppin’ this 
baby, then?” As he spoke, Muldoon 

poked his finger in toward the re­
volving mass of metal.

“Be careful, Sergeant!” The in­
spector jerked the officer’s arm back 
by his sleeve. “You’ve heard of 
people having their fingers nipped 
off by an electric fan. This will do 
the trick, too—only a thousand times 
better.”

“Look! Here’s where they got 
him!” came an interrupting cry from 
one of the policemen, who had been 
examining the body of Waters.

“And here’s—” Another officer who 
had been scanning the floor stooped 
to pick up a small object from be­
side the safe. The thing was mot­
tled red, and badly discolored—about 
three-quarters of an inch square at 
the top and two inches long. At the 
bottom clung clots of blood.

“A finger, huh?” Muldoon grunted, 
thrusting his eager face close to the 
gruesome thing.

“Yes. It’s a thumb!”

TNSPECTOR HARRIS was on his 
J- knees, beside the night watch­
man’s body. “Look!” he indicated. 
“Waters’ thumb’s gone!”

“Bit off, prob’ly,” said Muldoon, 
stooping to examine the hand the in­
spector held up. “Plucky guy, that 
Waters. Prob’ly put up a stiff fight 
’fore the other guy got him.”

He pushed the corpse of the watch­
man, with his broad toe. As he did 
so, a bunch of keys came to light. 
Inspector Harris pounced on them.

“What’s Waters doing with keys 
to the vault that contains this safe?” 
he cried. He let the thumbless hand 
fall back to the floor in his astonish­
ment.

“I said from the first it was an in­
side job,” announced Muldoon.

“That’s how he lost his thumb,” 
agreed Crestway. He deftly fitted 
the keys in the vault door. “Got his 
hand in the way of the safe. It 



clipped the thumb off. Careless, 
don’t you think, Harris?”

“But he couldn’t have been alone 
on the job,” said Harris. He leaned 
again over the body on the floor. 
“Here’s a hole in the back of his 
head. It’s where someone hit him 
with a pipe or a gun, or some tool.”

Sergeant Muldoon kicked a heavy, 
smashed flashlight that lay near the 
dead man’s head. “It’s Waters’ lamp, 
all right,” he said. “When his thumb 
was cut off by the whirling safe, he 
fell back in the surprise of it—and 
landed square on his own lamp. 
That’s what it did for him.”

“Then what’s this trail of blood?” 
Harris pointed to a scattering of red 
drops across the floor in a wavering 
line to the signal-switch set in the 
wall.

SERGEANT MULDOON shrugged 
his shoulders. “Waters did the 
job," he said with finality, waving his 

hand about the big banking room. “If 
there’d been anybody else in it with 
him, where are they now? They’re 
not here. Nobody’s got away by the 
door—nor out between any of the 
bars. Talk facts!”

Facts were talked until early morn­
ing. And all of them pointed straight 
toward the guilt of the night watch­
man—the duplicate keys to the vault, 
the severed thumb, the fact that all 
the windows were secured and the 
bars in place, and the street door un­
tampered with.

The manager of the Kingsbridge 
National had been informed at once 
of the watchman’s attempt and his 
death. He arrived within the hour, 
heard the detailed story, quite agreed 
with Inspector Crestway and Ser­
geant Muldoon that Waters was 
guilty, relocked the vault door, and 
dismissed the police in an effort to 
hush up the matter.

As the whirling safe had proved 

an efficient guardian of the funds in 
its trust, public confidence could be 
best preserved in that way. There 
had been no loss to the bank—ex­
cept the lucky loss of a dishonest 
night watchman.

So the case rested—until shortly 
before nine that morning, when In­
spector Harris again arrived at the 
scene of the attempted robbery.

“I want to take another look at 
the safe,” he announced.

FRANK WALES, the cashier-man­
ager, led the -way to the vault. In 
the revealing light of day, Harris* 

steel-gray eyes moved deliberately, 
calmly, as he took in every detail of 
the room. He examined the safe 
again. There were streaks of blood 
on the metal surface.

“The body of Waters—has it been 
removed?” he inquired.

Wales led him into a private room 
where it had been carried. Harris 
scanned the corpse in a quick, com­
prehensive glance. “Where is the 
missing thumb?” he asked.

Wales pointed to a small table on 
which lay a group of objects taken 
from the watchman’s pockets, and 
the severed thumb. Harris turned it 
over between his fingers, went to 
the body and examined the blood- 
clotted hand of the corpse, compared 
the broken thumb with the thumb 
still intact.

“Kindly send a messenger with 
this digit to Dr. Haldeman,” he said 
to the cashier. “You have his ad-< 
dress. Ask him to cleanse it thor­
oughly, restore the skin where it 
has been bruised, and put some of 
his liquid glass mixture on it, so it 
can be handled and examined. Have 
him take off a print, send it to the 
Identification Bureau, see what 
they’ve got at Police Headquarters. 
Tell him to send the thumb to my 
office within two hours.”



Harris made a casual inspection of 
the personal effects taken from the 
dead man’s pockets. He asked ab­
ruptly:

“Where’s his watch? Wasn’t there 
one in his pocket?”

“Probably wasn’t carrying one,” 
Wales answered vaguely.

“He must have had a watch, all 
right,” Harris remarked. “It’s gone.” 
He examined the inside lining of 
Waters’ vest-pocket. “It’s lined with 
chamois. See where the weight sag­
ged it, and the wearing, blackened 
the skin. But no matter.” He 
stepped to a corner wash-basin, 
rinsed his,hands. “Now,” he said, 
“have the ‘janitor bring me a long 
ladder. I will see if I can crawl 
through the middle ventilator back 
there—the one with the glass miss­
ing.”

“What?” Wales stared up at the 
three narrow slits of windows in the 
rear of the open banking-room, 
twelve feet fjfom the top of the 
bookkeeping cages. The windows 
were secured with bars. At first 
glance, he could see no difference be­
tween the middle window and the 
other two. All were the same size, 
about a foot high and less than eight­
een inches wide.

“There’s no glass in that middle 
window,” Harris remarked. “It looks 
dull compared to the others. It 
caught my eye the moment I came 
in just now. The pane has been cut 
out around the edges, with great pre­
cision, so that the warning wires 
along the frame were not interfered 
with.”

AS the janitor set up the ladder 
against the rear wall, Harris 

stood for a moment inspecting the 
slight trail of blood extending from 
the vault to the signal-box. A mo­
ment later he mounted the ladder. 
When he reached the top, he rubbed 

his fingers along the edge of the sill, 
then flattened his palm against the 
ornamental bars that covered the 
aperture. As he did so, the grating 
of bars fell out.

Harris thrust his head quickly 
through the hole. Looked down to 
the ground twenty feet below. 
Glanced up at the overhanging bank 
roof. It seemed as impossible for 
anyone to have reached the ventila­
tor from there as from the ground. 
The only other way this window 
might have been gained was from 
the adjoining building, a vaudeville 
theatre, more than twenty feet away. 
There were no signs of a ladder or 
rope outside.

Wriggling back through the win­
dow, Harris descended to the floor. 
With a “See you later” to Wales, he 
hurried out to the rear of the build­
ing. He stepped into the twenty­
foot gap between the bank and the 
vaudeville house, picked up the steel 
grating which had dropped from its 
window-frame. The corroded metal 
showed the marks of the steel 
jimmy that had wrenched it free 
from its fastenings. He glanced at 
the wall of the theatre opposite.

AFIRE-ESCAPE jutted out about 
two feet beyond the line of the 
building, almost opposite the middle 

window, and ended in a wire-enclosed 
platform about two feet below the 
narrow ventilator. The flicker of an 
idea flashed in Harris’ steel-gray 
eyes. He made his way into the 
theatre.

Standing on the narrow platform 
at the base of the fire-escape, he saw 
that it was of the self-adjusting, 
counter-balance type — an arrange­
ment that permits the lowest section 
to connect with the ground only 
when actually required. The lower 
section, approximately sixteen feet 
long, folded up tight against the 



side of the fire-escape. It was bal­
anced by weights in such a way that 
when a person stepped out onto the 
platform, the ladder slowly descended 
in an arc and went down with the 
weight, readily righting itself after­
wards.

WTH a quick eye, Harris calcu­
lated that an agile man could 

run out rapidly to the end of the de­
scending ladder, hold on to the pro­
tectinghand-rails and, if he were won­
derfully dexterous of limb, reach out 
and catch at the ledge of the middle 
window opposite. He would have to 
be more than dexterous to be able 
to hold on while he jimmied the bars 
loose, cut the glass from the frame, 
wormed his body through that small 
opening.

Harris climbed the fire-escape 
stairs to the theatre roof. Inspected 
the door leading below. Found it 
securely locked from the inside. He 
searched everywhere for certain 
traces he hoped to discover, but found 
nothing. Then hurried down the 
fire-escape again. He entered by the 
iron-shuttered window that had been 
opened for him, asked the janitor to 
take him up the inside stairway. 
Harris examined the padlock on the 
door opening to the roof.

“Is this used much?” he asked his 
guide.

“Not very often. Only when my 
woman hangs her washing out, and 
sometimes when there’s a parade or 
something like that.”

“Then you live here in the build­
ing ?”

“I’m superintendent here. There’s 
my room.” The man pushed open a 
near-by door, indicated the bare hall 
with three or four rooms leading off 
it.

As Harris looked in, a harsh, shrill 
voice called out:

“Hello! What are you up to now?”

Tracing that raucous voice to a 
huge wicker cage sitting in one cor­
ner, Inspector Harris saw a sedate, 
grim-faced parrot blinking at him.

“Make a good watch-dog, that par­
rot," he observed.

“Sure would,” the man grinned. 
“But I ain’t much need of him here.”

“By the way,” said Harris, “where 
do you keep the key to that door?”

The janitor pointed to a nail on 
the kitchen door. “Right here,” he 
said. “My woman keeps it handy to 
hang out her clothes.”

“I see,” said Harris. He was stoop­
ing beside the corner cage.

“Hello, Polly!” he called out.
“Hello, yourself!” the parrot 

cackled back. “Beat it, you bum! 
Carajo!” it screeched. Then added 
a great string of assorted oaths.

“Don’t pay no attention to him, 
sir,” said the janitor nervously. “He 
don’t mean nothin’ by it. Some of 
the boys teaches him that talk.”

“The boys? What boys do you 
mean?” asked Harris.

THEM that always hang around be­
hind the stage, sir. Some o' them 
old friends of mine, in a manner of 

speakin’. Billy Yates, that used to do 
a song an’ dance here, an’ Cal Swen- 
ger—he had an animal act one time. 
An' Mex Acuna, him that billed him­
self The Great Zapo—that’s ‘frog’ in 
spiggoty language. They belong to 
the buildin’ as much as I do.

“Most of ’em seen better times an’ 
they can’t get away from stage 
props. They come up here for a lit­
tle friendly game of pinochle some­
times, an’ a quiet drink." He winked. 
“It’s a happy-go-lucky place here, 
sir.”

“I see. Play poker, too?” asked 
Harris, taking out his pencil and 
working a white poker chip along the 
bottom of the parrot’s cage toward 
the wires. The parrot screamed, 



snapped at the chip with her beak. 
Harris managed to extract it finally, 
held it up for the janitor to see.

“There ain’t none of ’em plays 
poker here,” the janitor announced 
as he scratched his head wondering- 
ly. “Don’t know where she could ’a’ 
picked that up. It weren’t here yes­
terday—I cleaned her cage last 
night.”

“Any of the boys play poker any­
where?” queried Harris quickly.

“Some of ’em do, I suppose. They 
got plenty time on their hands—Mex 
Acuna, for instance. He ain’t had an 
engagement for more’n three years.”

HARRIS stepped to the door, made 
a mental note of the relative po­

sition of the parrot’s cage and the key 
hanging on the nail. He slipped the 
janitor a half-dollar, thanked him, 
hurried abruptly down the stairs.

A short while later he had the in­
formation he desired.

Slade Connors, a “picker-up” for a 
gambling house in the theatrical dis­
trict, one of Harris’ acquaintances, 
looked at the distinctive counter 
handed him. “They use those at Joe 
Cantrell’s and Doc Kelley’s,” he an­
nounced finally. “Most likely this 
came from Cantrell’s place. There’s 
only two rings on ’em at the Doc’s— 
this chip’s got three.”

Hurrying over to the office, Harris 
found a small, neat package awaiting 
him. It was the thumb from Dr. 
Haldeman, the bruised skin nicely 
replaced, and the whole covered with 
a glass-like substance which made it 
easy to handle and much less dis­
agreeable. Under a strong light he 
studied the glass-encased thumb 
carefully. Methodically, he traced an 
outline of the digit on a piece of 
paper, made comparison with several 
prints and sketches in a book of 
photographs and drawings of thumbs 
and other fingers.

Finally, below the drawing he had 
made, he wrote: “Classification: 
Clubbed Thumb. Characteristics: 
Wilful, brutal, unreasoning, uncon­
trollable temper, vicious, unbalanced, 
partial, insanity, lack of reasoning 
powers.”

He picked up the white poker chip. 
Two deep wrinkles joined the corners 
of his nostrils and his lips as he 
smiled broadly. “It ought to be 
easy,” he said softly, dropped the 
thumb and poker chip into a loose 
outside pocket and strolled out of the 
building. He’d try his luck at Joe 
Cantrell’s gambling joint tonight. It 
might be just possible-—. He glanced 
at his watch.

At a dirty-windowed, apparently 
vacant four-story dwelling in the 
upper Fifties, covered with weather­
worn “For Sale” signs, and look­
ing as though it had been without 
a tenant for years, Slade Conners 
and his friend Harris paused at 
the basement entrance. They rang 
a seemingly useless bell, and waited 
until a tiny peep hole in the door 
had been opened and Conner’s face 
had been recognized by the look­
out. The door opened. Harris 
stepped in. His duty as Harris’ 
sponsor completed, Conners de­
parted for other fields.

THROUGH the bare basement,
Harris was taken upstairs. Things 

were different here. Deep-napped 
carpets caressed the feet. Glanc­
ing for only a moment at the group 
of men playing poker at a round 
table, Harris went on up to the 
second floor where there was a 
roulette layout. Eight players were 
already seated on high stools along 
the table, opposite the croupier.

Harris took a seat on a stool 
at the extreme end of the table 
beside a thin man bent over a small 
stack of chips, his greenish eyes 



glinting continually back and forth 
between the pile ■ of white chips he 
had placed on the red space before 
him, and the bouncing marble.

“Black wins!” cried the croupier.

THE thin man uttered a vicious 
oath, and turned his haggard, 

vice-lined face toward Harris. “Better 
not sit near me,” he snapped. “I’m 
a Jonah. Had thirty dollars when 
I came. But I got a slim stake 
left now—damn ’em—and here it 
goes!” He clapped down the re­
maining chips on the black.

“Black wins!” cried the man at 
the wheel again.

The man beside Harris gave a 
grunt of surprise. “Carajo!” he 
mouthed. He jerked out both hands 
to pull in his slight winnings, then 
changed his mind, leaving all the 
chips on the black.

Harris noted in the flash of a 
second, before the greedy hands 
were pulled back, that the left one 
was encased in a glove, and that 
the thin-faced man sunk his gloved 
hand deep in his coat pocket im­
mediately afterward and did not 
remove it again. On the next play 
he Icfet his little pile, and with an­
other vile oath pushed back his 
stool in savage disgust. A waiter 
standing at his elbow inquired soft­
ly what he would drink “on the 
house.”

“Tha house can go straight to 
hell!” the man shouted. He smashed 
his ungloved fist against the tray. 
One of the players, evidently one 
of the “cappers”, swung round and 
caught the excited man’s arm.

“That stuff don’t go here, Zapo!” 
he warned with threatening empha­
sis. “Get going—you. Come back 
when you feel better.”

“I’ll go and come when I feel 
damn good and ready!” the other 
shouted, flinging himself down 
again on the stool.

No one paid the slightest atten­
tion to him after that. The wheel 
rolled on. Harris had won and 
lost with the others. Finally his 
stack of chips grew very low. A 
waiter came to him with a sand­
wich and a glass of beer. He pushed 
back his stool and looked idly on 
as he munched his sandwich, chat­
ting meanwhile with the pasty-faced 
youth on the other side of him, who 
had also ceased playing for a few 
minutes. Harris picked up a white 
chip from his stack.

“A little white chip like this,” he 
said to the young fellow at his 
side, “with the same three circles 
and all, once trapped a murderer.”

“How was that?” The man at 
his side was languidly interested.

“The guy I’m speaking of was a 
gambler in one way or another all 
his life,” began Harris. He moved 
back slightly. The thin-faced man 
at his left could plainly hear what 
he was saying. “He started as a 
boy turning handsprings, wriggling 
out of strait-jackets, and things 
like that. He got so good he went 
on the stage as a contortionist. And 
he was a good one. But his success 
went to his head. Then booze got 
him. He dropped down till he was 
just a hanger-on behind the scenes 
at a vaudeville house where he used 
to work.”

THE thin-faced man was leaning 
toward Harris, blinking his 

sickly, greenish, red-rimmed eyes at 
each sentence Harris uttered.

“Finally,” Harris continued, “he 
got a big idea. Some guy suggested 
he rob a bank. He’d never tried 
anything that big before. Then this 
pal got pinched doing another little 
job, something like that. The guy 
I’m speaking of got hold of the keys 
his pal had, bought ’em or stole ’em, 
I don’t know—and the combination 
to a safe. He even failed at that.



But—on account of his ungovernable 
temper—he succeeded doing one 
thing. He committed murder.”

Harris was watching the thin, 
drab-faced gambler hunched on the 
stool beside him. The man was 
trembling and had turned his green 
eyes away.

WELL, he escaped through the 
door to the roof of the vaude­

ville house where he was accustomed 
to hang out. When he went to replace 
the key he had stolen from the 
rooms of the janitor—trying to 
cover his tracks—there was a parrot 
in the hall where the key was kept. 
In the excitement of his escape, the 
man had remembered to replace the 
grating from the bank window—he 
had remembered to replace the key 
—but he had forgotten the parrot.

“The bird heard him steal into the 
room, and hollered out: ‘What are 
you up to now!' Quick as thought, 
the murderer reached in his pocket 
and pulled out the first thing his 
fingers struck. He pushed it into 
the cage to distract and silence the 
bird he had overlooked. It happened 
to be a poker chip—a white poker 
chip like this.”

“Shut up—damn you!” screamed 
the trembling, thin-faced man, leap­
ing to his feet in a burst of uncon­
trollable rage and crashing his fist 
on the table. Great drops of perspi­
ration stood out on his pasty fore­
head.

Harris stepped back, smiled, 
reached into his side pocket and pro­
duced the chip he had rescued from 
the parrot’s cage. “Here is the iden­
tical chip I was telling you about,” 
he remarked, looking straight at 
Mex Acuna. “You are the man I 
referred to—the murderer!”

The wild-eyed man staggered 
back from Harris in horror, slip­
ping his ungloved hand behind his 
back. Suddenly, with a yell, he 

lunged at Harris, jerking a long 
knife from a narrow pocket beneath 
his belt, the bare edge of the wicked 
blade gleaming in his grasp.

The alert detective side-stepped 
quickly, caught the madman’s wrist. 
But the other vzas too dexterous for 
him. With a sudden twist he slashed 
the blade through the fleshy part of 
Harris’ arm. Harris leaped for his 
throat, but two powerful arms 
locked around his neck, and he was 
dragged to the floor.

The slight, wiry-muscled man, 
eyes aflare, thin lips chafing madly, 
wielded his weapon demoniacally, 
endeavoring to strike at Harris’ 
prostrate form through the ring of 
aims that were holding him back— 
for the croupier and two cappers 
had hurled themselves at the blood­
lusting maniac simultaneously. He 
wriggled and fought like a great, 
frantic, twisting eel. Finally, the 
group secured wrestling grips on the 
madman’s slippery, skin-creeping 
limbs, wrested the knife from his 
hand, floored him, kept him down.

“My Gawd!” Joe Cantrell yelled 
as he stepped into the room with 
two of his henchmen, taking in the 
cause of the trouble at a glance. 
“Is that wild man loose again? 
Who worked him up? What’s the 
trouble ?”

Harris caught his arm firmly, 
spoke low in his ear.

“Sure, we’ll get him out of here 
for you—quiet like, if—”

THE proprietor turned and glared 
at Harris. “Where’s your proof 

that Max here is a murderer?” he 
asked bluntly.

Harris coolly took from his pocket 
the glass-coated thumb. He dropped 
it into the gambler’s pink palm. 
“Remove the glove from his left 
hand and you’ll see!” The thin, 
malignant-eyed man on the floor was 
squirming again, endeavoring to 



loosen the grip of the eight strong 
arms that held him.

They were unable to remove the 
glove until the doughty little owner 
stepped over, and delivered a de­
liberately, sense-snuffing blow cold­
bloodedly, directly in the fear-frozen 
face of the writhing, twisting man.

THEY snatched off his glove, and 
exposed a wadded bandage at­

tached to the hand where the thumb 
should have been. Cantrell ripped 
that off with a brutal jerk, and dis­
closed an unsightly wound, freshly 
dressed.

“It’s his thumb all right,” agreed 
the gambler hesitantly. “But how 
does that prove he did for the 
Kingsbridge National watchman this 
morning? I read in the papers that 
the watchman lost a thumb, but— 
What’s the dope?”

Harris took the proprietor aside. 
He explained quickly.

“I’ll give you the straight of it,” 
he began. “Then we’ll take him out 
quietly, so your place won’t get a 
bad name. There were two thumbs 
nipped off at the time of that at­
tempted robbery this morning. One 
was the watchman’s. The other be­
longed to Mex Acuna.

“From the beginning, it was evi­
dent that nobody but a regular eel 
like our friend here could wriggle 
through the little window in the 
bank where they found the glass cut 
out. On a sill of the window there 
were little threads where a rope had 
rubbed. In fact, Mex here used two 
ropes—one tied high up on the fire- 
escape of the theatre at the rear of 
the bank, which he used to swing 
back when he made his getaway— 
the other to hold the grating in place 
as a sort of anchor while he slipped 
down inside to get at the night 
watchman, before tackling the safe 
door.

“He managed somehow to tie up 

the watchman—probably he was 
half-asleep when Mex pounced on 
him. There were marks on Waters’ 
arms and legs — showing that he 
had been bound. His watch, too, 
was missing. Then Mex went to 
work on the vault door. He 
opened it with the key and combina­
tion he had probably bought from a 
friend, who wasn’t able to use it 
himself. There was a new whirling 
safe in that vault—only recently in­
stalled. Acuna didn’t know about 
that. In his surprise he probably 
pushed in his hand to feel for the 
door—and got his thumb nipped off 
clean.”

“And the watchman’s thumb was 
taken off, too?”

“Just as Acuna’s thumb was 
nipped off by the safe, the watchman 
broke loose from the ropes and got 
across to the signal-box in the wall 
near-by. Mex sprang out on him, 
caught him, crashed in his skull with 
the butt of his gun, dragged him 
back toward the safe door. He did 
some fast thinking just then, helped 
out by the pain in his thumb. He 
realized all in a flash that his at­
tempt to rob the safe was a failure 
—that the police would soon be com­
ing in response to the watchman’s 
last-minute alarm. All of a sudden 
he decided to make things look as 
if the watchman himself had done 
the job.

He took off the ropes, smashed 
the watchman’s heavy flashlight, 
and put it alongside the watch­
man’s head. The keys, too. Then— 
to make it even surer—he carried 
the body to the side of the safe, 
stuck the dead man’s thumb against 
the whirling steel. It was clipped 
off neatly, and dropped. It had all 
worked fine, so far. But when he 
groped around in the dark to pick 
up his thumb, he got Waters’ thumb 
by mistake—leaving his own behind

,(Concluded on Page 128)



TIP-OFF

An Old Hand at Sleuthing Like Corrigan Has More 
Than One Trick Up His Sleeve, As This

Gripping Story Will Prove
By PRESTON GRADY

Author of “After Midnight,” etc.

IN THE East Fifties, Corrigan 
paused under a projecting side­
walk canopy. The building, ex­

cept for the marquee, was no dif­
ferent from the imposing residences 
which flanked it. There was nothing 
about it to indicate that it was the 
headquarters of a powerful liquor 
syndicate.

Outwardly, Corrigan was calm.
He glanced up and down the dimly 

lighted street.
A drunk approached from the cor­

ner, lighting a cigarette between 
cupped hands. When the drunk went

by, Corrigan spoke without moving 
his lips.

“Half an hour,” he said.
The drunk kept going.
Corrigan squared thick shoulders 

and walked to the grilled doors.
When he pushed the button and 

entered a foyer, a derbied sentry 
who also looked like a detective came 
into view.

The derbied man’s attitude plainly 
said: “Scram, flatfoot!” His eyes 
glittered. But his mouth said:

“Hello, Corrigan. Why so friend­
ly? I thought the boss had it fixed



so you guys wouldn’t be worrying 
us.”

Corrigan moved ahead and the 
house man stepped in front of 
him.

It happened before the sentry 
knew he was in danger. Corrigan’s 
right arm, hanging limply by his 
side, suddenly stiffened and his 
knotty fist flashed upward to the cor­
ner of the jaw beneath the slanted 
derby.

The hit man, his face gone dull 
and stupid, subsided like a wet rag 
to the floor.

Corrigan stepped over him, turned 
to the right, and began moving his 
feet around on the rug in front of 
a large inner door, at the same time 
grasping and turning the knob. Af­
ter a moment he pressed his left foot 
down hard and the door cracked 
open.

He took one long step into the 
doorway, caught a glimpse of three 
figures ahead of him, and looked 
back over his shoulder.

“The kids are fine, Frankie,” he 
said casually. “Thanks for asking. 
Be seeing you.”

His left hand pulled the door shut 
behind him and he faced into the 
anteroom. Sharp-angled mirrors 
created a modernistic brilliance 
there.

THREE tuxedoed hirelings eyed 
him speculatively.

“I want to see Hildreth,” he said.
Two of the men assumed glassy 

stares. The other turned to a mas­
sive steel-bound portal and held it 
open for Corrigan to enter. The 
big detective went through and the 
house man followed him into the 
vastness beyond.

The four-storied structure, once 
the home of a prominent banker, 
had been converted into a vaulted 
salon. Gleaming chromium set off 
a color scheme of black and red. On 

the mezzanine an orchestra played 
softly, and below men in full eve-, 
ning dress were sitting at a table 
with exquisitely gowned women.

It was midnight, and other cus­
tomers sat on high chairs around 
the bar, drinking and laughing, 
some of them shrilly. All the chairs 
were occupied.

Passing to the left of the bar, 
the house man led Corrigan to a 
small stairway. They ascended and 
turned into a corridor, back toward 
the front of the house. Before a 
heavy oak door, the escort stopped 
and knocked.

“Come in,” said a voice.

WHEN the door was opened by his 
usher, Corrigan entered alone.

The door was closed behind him.
The room was not large. It was 

richly furnished, yet it seemed ordi-, 
nary after the magnificence of the 
salon below. Directly opposite, two 
high windows afforded a view of 
the street.

On the left a closet door stood 
slightly ajar. Near it, against the 
wall, was an elaborate radio-phono­
graph. And at a flat mahogany 
desk in the center of the room sat 
a carefully groomed man of about 
forty, whose face, even while calm, 
suggested deadly possibilities.

“Good evening, Sergeant,” the 
man said. “To what do I owe the 
honor of this visit?”

“Never mind the high-hat stuff 
while I’m around,” Corrigan di­
rected, slicing outward with one 
hand. He was silent for a moment, 
and his jaws tightened. Then he 
added:

“I want the man who killed 
Padilla.”

If Hildreth was impressed, he 
gave not the slightest sign. He 
might have been acting in a play. 
He took a cigarette from a gold 
case, lighted it slowly and blew thin 



streams of smoke from his mouth 
and nostrils.

“The man who killed Padilla?” he 
echoed.

“Yeah,” said Corrigan.
“But you have the advantage of 

me, Sergeant,” Hildreth purred. 
“You see, I didn’t know Padilla was 
dead.”

Corrigan pondered. He took a 
sharp breath.

“Look here,” he plunged. “You’re 
a crook, Hildreth, and you boss one 
of the niftiest mobs in the country. 
But you've always been as much on 
the square with us as a mobster can 
be, No back-alley stuff. Now you’ve 
struck it rich, and I ain’t kicking, 
even if I ain’t on your pay roll.

“This is the swellest speak in 
town. That’s all okay by me. Es­
pecially since you don’t allow no 
rough stuff, inside or outside the 
house. But one of your punks has 
bumped off Padilla, and I want the 
murderer. I came to you because I 
wanted to give you a chance to shoot 
square, like you’ve always done.”

HILDRETH crushed out his ciga­
rette on a silver tray.

“Honestly, Sergeant, I didn’t know 
Padilla was dead,” he said.

“Well, it's barely possible you 
didn’t,” Corrigan admitted, brows 
furrowed. “Just barely possible. It 
happened just a little while ago. 
Time I heard it I headed this way.”

“Where was it?” asked Hildreth.
“In the apartment of Niccolo’s 

moll,” Corrigan said.
“Oh.”
“What do you mean, ‘oh’?” the 

detective pursued.
Hildreth’s eyes grew beady. “I 

mean you think Niccolo did it,” he 
said.

“That’s right,” Corrigan affirmed. 
“Well, what else?”

“I was just marveling at the 
amazing cleverness of you policet” 

replied Hildreth. “Padilla was 
found shot—ah—he was shot, wasn’t 
he?"

“Yeah.”
“Well, Padilla was found shot in 

the apartment of Niccolo’s woman, 
and you immediately stand ready to 
send up Niccolo for the murder.”

Corrigan looked unpleasant. “I 
said, to hell with the high-hat stuff, 
Hildreth. It’s open and shut. 
There’s no getting around it. You 
know and I know that Niccolo is as 
jealous and hot-headed as they make 
’em. Padilla had been hanging 
around his moll. Niccolo found him 
there tonight, and he shot him.”

“If that’s the case,” Hildreth ar­
gued, “why didn’t Niccolo kill the 
woman, too?”

“He didn’t happen to find her,” 
said the detective. “She heard 
someone come in and she slipped 
into another room. She says she 
heard this person come into the bed­
room and talk to Padilla in a low 
voice.

“She won’t say it was Niccolo, but 
that’s beside the point. She heard 
the shot, and then she heard some­
one go out. After she found the 
body, she called the station house.”

“And you believe everything she 
said?”

SURE. The elevator operator con­
firmed it. He remembers the pas­

senger, and his description fits Nic­
colo.”

Hildreth smiled and interlaced his 
fingers over his middle. “You po­
lice work pretty fast, don’t you?”

“We have to, in this town. Yeah. 
I got the part about the elevator 
operator over the telephone—talk­
ing from the joint on the corner 
just before I came in here.”

“So you were pretty sure about 
Niccolo before you came to see me?”

Corrigan moved over to one of 
the windows and stood looking down 



into the street. “That’s the size of 
it,” he said, rubbing the tip of his 
nose with a horny finger.

A minute passed in silence. Corri­
gan took an old-fashioned watch out 
of his vest pocket, looked at it ab­
sent-mindedly, and put it back. Hil­
dreth got up and drummed his fin­
gers on the desk, looking at Corri­
gan with a curious expression.

“Niccolo is one of my best boys, 
Sergeant. He’s never killed anyone 
before. And, mind you, I’m not say­
ing he has now.”

THE detective spoke slowly, medi­
tatively, over his shoulder:

“That’s the bunk, Hildreth. Nic­
colo is a rat, and you know it. He’s 
gunned out half a dozen men in his 
time. Besides, he’s a cop-fighter. 
I’ve always wondered why you kept 
him. We’ve been trying to pin a 
rap on him for a long time. One 
way or another. Padilla was a rat, 
too. The same kind.

“This town’ll be a lot better off 
with both of them out of the way. 
You might say, kind of, that the 
cops are glad this murder hap­
pened. It disposes of two of our 
worst enemies. Understand?”

Corrigan was looking down 
through the window. He turned and 
looked back into the room, at the 
big radio-phonograph. He walked 
over to it and inspected it, casually 
lifting one of the gadgets.

“You’re still a square shooter, 
aren’t you, Hildreth?” he asked.

“I try to be. As much as I can 
in this business.”

“All right/’ said Corrigan. “I 
just saw Niccolo getting out of a 
taxi down there on the street. I 
imagine he’s coming up here to see 
you.”

“Well?”
“I’m going to get into this closet 

over here”—he nodded toward it— 
“and leave the door open just 

enough to see you. I want you to 
be sitting there when Niccolo comes 
in, just like you always are. Don’t 
say anything except ‘hello.’ Let 
Niccolo talk. I’m betting that he’ll 
spill it.”

“But you’re asking me to—” Hil­
dreth passed a hand nervously over 
his mouth.

“That’s right. I’m asking you to 
let Niccolo spill what he knows. I 
promise you, though, that I’ll come 
out at once if he doesn’t mention 
about Padilla. The murder is the 
only thing I’m interested in.”

Hildreth sat down weakly.
“Very well, Sergeant. You’ve 

been on the level. So I’ll do it for 
you. Because I don’t believe Nic­
colo did it. Padilla was too clever 
to be caught in such a situation.”

MAKING adjustments on the 
radio-phonograph, Corrigan 

said:
“I see this thing has got a home 

recording trick on it. And it’s 
near enough to your desk to catch a 
voice there without extending the 
mike. I’m turning it on.”

There was a knock on the door. 
Hildreth started to say something, 
thought better of it and checked 
himself. His hands clenched.

Corrigan stepped into the closet, 
behind the door.

“Come in,” Hildreth called.
The outer door opened and Nic­

colo entered, kicking the door shut 
with his heel. He was darkly 
handsome. His hair was black and 
thick and wavy. He was slim, but 
his shoulders were broad. He wore 
a dinner jacket.

“Well, Niccolo?” Hildreth said.
“Gimme a drink.”
Hildreth reached to a bottom 

drawer and drew out a bottle and a 
glass. Niccolo poured himself a 
drink with fingers that shook a lit­
tle. He gulped the liquor.



‘ I just killed Padilla,” he said.
“Why?” Hildreth asked, without 

moving an eyelash.
"Found him in my frail’s apart­

ment. I let him have it, and came 
straight here. You’ll have to steer 
the dicks onto somebody else. I 
think—”

"I think that now you’ll fill your 
reservation in the Big House,” said 
Corrigan, coming out of the closet 
with his gun leveled. He moved 
over by the radio-phonograph.

“Keep your hands on the table, 
Hildreth,” he ordered.

Eyes shifting between Niccolo and 
the gang boss, he reached out with 
his left hand to the recording de­
vice. His forefinger caught and was 
pierced by the needle, and the sharp 
pain caused him to look aside.

A gat appeared to leap from un­
der Niccolo’s coat into his hairy 
paw, and then it exploded in a 
blinding flash.

The hot lead clipped Corrigan’s 
ear; his own revolver' spat fire. The 
bullet took Niccolo neatly in his gun 
arm, and the mobster’s weapon 
dangled and dropped from his 
fingers.

“Ugh!” Niccolo gasped.

CORRIGAN’S gun roared again, 
and this time the slug ate into 

Hildreth’s shoulder at the same in­
stant that the gang lord’s automatic, 
which had been grabbed out of a 
desk drawer, blazed away.

The two shots sounded as one, but 
Corrigan’s fire was barely enough 
ahead of Hildreth’s to spoil the mob 
king’s aim. Ducking, the detective 
heard lead zoom by his side and 
crash into the wall. He let go once 
more and blasted the automatic out 
of Hildreth’s hand.

Then Corrigan did a curious 
thing. Wordlessly, and with his 
eyes blazing like a tiger’s, watching 
his two disarmed enemies, he 

reached his left hand into his vest 
pocket and drew out the watch.

While he hesitated before look­
ing down, Hildreth slowly half rose 
and broke out: “For—”

The mob boss stopped, mouth 
agape, as the hall door whipped 
open. Three plainclothes men from 
Headquarters stood on the thresh­
old, guns pointing.

Corrigan bolstered his revolver 
and bit off: “All okay.” He was 
breathing hard. "A long chance, 
but it worked. Exactly half an 
hour since I gave you the high 
sign.”

HE took the record out of the 
machine tenderly. “I got evi­

dence, and bozos, what evidence! 
How about downstairs?”

“In the bag,” said one of the 
plainclothes men. “We’ve got two 
more men down there nursing the 
punks.”

Niccola shivered, clutching his 
wounded arm.

“You dirty rat—” he began.
Corrigan hit him with the back of 

his free hand, across the mouth. 
The mobster stiffened, then all the 
fight went out of him and he whim­
pered.

Lips in a thin line, Corrigan 
handed the record to one of the 
Headquarters .men, got cuffs from 
another and put them on Niccolo.

Hildreth stood up behind the big 
flat desk. There was a dull splotch 
on his coat, but it was safely high 
up on his shoulder. His attitude 
carried a question.

“Come on, Hildreth, get going,” 
snapped Corrigan. “I could have 
plugged you when you took a couple 
of shots at me, just then. But I’ve 
got you for assault and attempted 
murder and I think we can make it 
stick—even though you’ve beat many 
a rap before.”

(Concluded on Page 124)
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The big detective began to leave 
with his prisoners.

“Wait a minute,” Hildreth said, 
“I admit I’m licked. You’ve outr 
smarted me and you won’t have any, 
trouble pinning the rap on Niccolo, 
but—”

“Yeah,” agreed Corrigan, and fin-, 
gered his bleeding ear.

“But I don’t understand part of 
it yet,” Hildreth went on, growing 
calm. “A while ago I was almost 
certain you were kidding me about 
the murder. And then when Niccolo 
came in, he said he had ‘just killed 
Padilla.’ Said he came straight to 
me.”

CORRIGAN chuckled. “Well, Hil­
dreth you sized me up right. I 

was kidding you about the murder. It 
hadn’t happened when I started 
talking to you.”

“No?”
“No. You see, I just had an idea 

that maybe Padilla was going to be 
shot, and I came to see you. Stalled 
around a while. Kidding you.”

The mob chief touched his in­
jured shoulder reflectively. “One 
more thing, Corrigan. There’s some­
thing else I can’t understand. Who 
could have tipped off Niccolo that 
Padilla was with the woman?”

Corrigan grinned.
“Can’t you imagine?” he said. 

®T did. Yeah. Sure. I did.”
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W
HEN a nation’s rulers are 
corrupt — when a city’s 
guiding hands are in the 
mire of graft and dishonesty—it is 

reasonable to assume that crime will 
be rampant.

With competent, sincere persons at 
the helm, a municipality, state or 
nation can succeed, to a great extent, 
in conquering the pernicious, grasp­
ing octupus of crime.

I do not mean that crime can be 
entirely eliminated, but I have found 
in my long years of experience in 
the role of the Phantom Detective 
that it can be checked to a consider­
able degree.

However, let the reins of govern­
ment fall into unworthy hands, and 
at once the tentacles of crime tighten 
their grip—threatening the lives and 
safety of innocent, honest citizens.

When Leslie Nadal, a devoted pub­
lic servant, became mayor of Metro­
pole City, he pledged himself to give 
the best in him—to provide wise, 
worthy and able leadership.

But the previous occupant of the 
mayoral office had left a grim 
heritage—

For it was during Brandon’s reign 
that the Black Admiral—a fiendish, 
nefarious criminal—had arisen!

Dedicated to the spreading of 
death and destruction, this monster 
planned to wreak havoc — seeking 
complete control of Metropole City 
as a necessary step in the consum­
mation of his sinister plans for loot 
and power.

It was this arch-criminal I was 
called upon to combat. This inhuman 
killer whom Leslie Nadal could not 
cope with, whom all Metropole City 

feared. The Black Admiral's imperi­
ous demands could not be met with­
out robbing the community-—without 
giving up every vestige of pride. And 
they were always accompanied with 
dire threats of wholesale death ter­
rible enough to make the bravest 
man’s blood run cold.

The Black Admiral had Metropole 
City in his grasp—

A blight had descended upon a 
prosperous, progressive community—

A blight so frightful, so menacing 
that the very thought of it sent fear 
into hearts that had never known 
fear before.

The Black Admiral—whom I en­
countered both in Haiti and in 
Metropole City, and bent all my 
efforts toward capturing and bring­
ing to justice — had a myriad of 
servants at his beck and call, ready 
to do his every evil bidding.

How I strove to break his power— 
using all the resources at my com­
mand in a desperate, concentrated 
effort to vanquish his lawless band— 
how I endeavored to bring peace 
again to Metropole City and banish 
the gory figure of the Grim Reaper 
from within its limits—will be told 
in next month’s exciting full book­
length novel from my case-book:

CITIES FOR RANSOM
Packed with action! Replete with 

thrills!
This novel will keep you reading 

with bated breath from the very first 
page to the last as you join in the 
perilous pursuit of one of the most 
inhuman criminals that ever got a 
strangle-hold on humanity.

Dont miss CITIES FOR RANSOM.



Suspense, mystery, excitement, ad­
venture—it has everything that you 
want in a detective story, and more.

Your welcome letters show me just 
how much you liked the previous 
stories from my case-book that have 
appeared in this magazine. Thanks 
for all your kind words.

Grady L. Allsbrook, of Scotland 
Neck, N. C., writes as follows:

No use to argue the point at all, as 
to what are the best detective stories 
being written today. The Phantom De­
tective stories are the best, and every­
body who reads them knows it.

THE ISLAND OF DEATH has been 
the most thrilling to date. Next to 
that, THE SCARLET MENACE. As 
you are getting better each month, I 
am certainly looking forward to the 
next issue!
And Lee Williams, of Keiser, Ar­

kansas, writes this:
I have been reading your magazine 

since it started.
THE ISLAND OF DEATH is beyond 

comparison — it held me spell-bound. 
It had thrills, action, and everything 
else. Let’s have more like it—keep up 
the good work!
Lack of space prevents the print­

ing of more of your letters—but I 
want to acknowledge some especially 
interesting missives from the follow­
ing readers:

Harold Markins, Hollywood; Johnson 
Colby, Hartford, Conn.; Helen Ross 
Harwood, Montreal; John S. Walters, 
Tampa, Fla.; Harrison J. Brooks, New 
York; Edwin Morton Haley, Chicago; 
R. R. Jones, Cleveland, 0.; and Martin 
Salters, Nashville, Tenn.
Heartiest thanks! And I’m look­

ing forward to hearing what you 
think of THIRTEEN CARDS OF 
DEATH. Let me know — each and 
every one of you!

THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

High School Course
in 2 years You can complete

this simplified High 
„ . M , School Course at home inexie

two years. Meats all requirements for entrance to college and the

_ AMERICAN SCHOOL ©isMA-S-Bepfe Braal * 5th St. _________________ CWGAGO

TIRE USE1U
by the thousand* all over the
U. 8. A,vouch for the LONG, HARD/ 
SERVICE, under severest road condi­
tions of our standard brand Tires 
reconstructed by the ORIGINAL 
SECRET YORK PROCESS. OUR 17 

I YEARS IN BUSINESS makes it pos­
sible to off ertiree at LOWEST PRICES
tn hSatory with 12 month guarantee.

Don’t Delay — OrderToday 
BALLOON Tires CORD Tiresi.— -- — -’--tsiie Tires Tubes

FF
Size Rim Tires Tubes 

29x4.40-21 SI.90 $0.86 
29x4.60-20 2.10 0.85 
80x4.60-21 “ ~ 

80x3 £1.90 $0.65 
80x8^1.95 0.76 
81x4 2.75 0.85 
32x9 5.75 0.85 
83x4 2.75 0.85

0.85 
0.85 
0.96 
1.06 
1.06 
1.15
1.15

28x4.76-19 
29x4.76-20 
29x5.00-19 
80x6.00-20 
28x5.25-18 
29x6.25-19 
80x6.25-20 
81x5.26-21 
28x6.50-18 
29x6.60-19 
80x6.00 -18 
81x6.00-19 
82x6.00-20
88x0.00-21 
82x6.50-20

2.25
2.60
2.60
2.65
2.75
2.75
2.95

2.95
2.95
3.00
3.20
3.20

34x4 2.75 0.85 
32x4 W 2.95 1.16 
83x4 M 2.95 1.15

.__ 84X4M2.95 1.15
1.15 30x5 3.25 1.85 
1.16 83x5 3.25 1.45
- “ 35x5 3.50 1.651.16
1.16
1.15
1.15
1.25
1.25

All Other Sizes
DIALER# 
WANTED

SEND ONLY $ 1.00 DEPOSIT with each tire 
ordered. We ship — balance C. O. D. Deduct 

*' UtCMH ■ iriM 5 percent if cash in full aeeompaniea order. 
ALL TUBES BRAND NEW-GUARANTEED 
Tires falling to give 12 months* service replaced at half price. 
YORK TIRE & RUBBER CO^Dapt. 681-A 

3B55-59 Cottage Grove Ave. Chicago, HI-

LONESOME?
Let me arrange a romantic correspondence for 

you. Find yourself a sweetheart thru America’s 
__ foremost select social correspondence club. A friend* 

letter society for lonely ladies and gentlemen. 
Members everywhere; CONFIDENTIAL introductions by letter: 
efficient, dignified and continuous service. I have made thousands of

LOVE CULTS
A warning to all young girls In the most sen­
sational book of the twentieth century — a 
TRUE story of exotic, unbelievable orgies — a 
startling expose of get-acquainted clubs and 
strange and weird love societies—

The Most Daring, Frankest Book 
Ever Written!

Get the only work which tells the bare facts 
about woman’s love-life, adultery, sex and 
nature, free love, the badger game, drug cults, 
Hindu love beliefs, the dance ball menace and 
the fruit of illicit love—

MY LIFE IN A LOVE CULT
By the High Priestess of Oom

NOW Fourteen big chapters—one hundred 
r* /«s pages—size » in. by 12.
HiSI/b Cash U. S. Stamps or Postal Money 
JVL Orders accepted.

Mailed In Plain Wrapper 
Postage Prepaid.

BETTER PUBLICATIONS, Inc.
I Dept. P-8, 570—7th Ave., New York City. |

II enclose 50c. Please rush my copy of
MY LIFE IN A LOVE CULT to |

| Name .............................................................................. ।

(Address ..................................................................... ..
I

t City.......................................................State ..............
(No orders filled in Canada. 80c foreign.) J



I suffered untold misery 
from Sinus trouble for 
seven years. Every method 
known was tried to clear 
me up: I changed climateSINUS PAIN

. three times, had two op­
erations, used special electric appliances, but all. failed. Then I 
located a wonderful treatment, and now my head is clear as a 
bell. No more 12-hour headaches. No more sleepless nights. 
I am never bothered a single moment. Write me and I'll gladly 
tell you how I succeeded in curbing my Sinus misery.

3141 Magnolia, Apt. V-8 St. Louis, Mo.
CLARA BOSS, Inc.

«AHM9 
MAC MIOS

SHADO
BOXER

CXESdsa

HERCULES EXERCISER CO.
17 East 22nd St.

, New York, N. Y.Dept. E-41

Smashing
Bargain!
Send No Money)

You save over half on this big home Gym out­
fit and amazing course of Physical Culture. Husky 
10-Cablo Exerciser adjustable to 200 lbs. resistance. 
Wail Apparatus for Back and Shoulder develop­
ment Hand Grip for husky wrists and forearms. 
Reputation Heavy Skip Rope, Head Gear, Foot 
Stirrup and Harness, the Groat Shadow Boxer. 
Novel Rowing parts complete Course of Instructions 
"How to Box. “Hriw to Get Strong.'* "For Men 
Only," Ail This—For Only $2.75, Act quickly be­
low offer expires. Send your name and address.

\ Wo’ll ship everything out by 
return mall. Pay postman only 

. $2.75 Plus postal charges. Out 
side U. 3. cash with order.

THE SEVERED THUMB
(Concluded from Page 118)

in his hurry to make his getaway. 
He pawned the watch, and came 
here to gamble the thirty dollars he 
received for it.”

“He was a sure enough fool,” said 
Cantrell disgustedly.

“Strange enough,” said Harris, 
“Acuna had no police record. His 
prints were not on file at the Bureau. 
But the thumb turned the trick, all 
right. We had something to go by 
that indicated clearly the type of 
man we were after. We got a good 
description of our man just from 
the fact that he had what’s called a 
clubbed thumb. Besides—the skin 
under the nail was slightly bluish 
brown. That indicated that the mur­
derer had some Negro blood in his 
veins. The janitor at the Royal The­
atre set us first on Acuna’s track. 
Then friends in the profession gave 
us a good line on him. He was born 
in San Antonio. His father was a 
Mexican half-breed—his mother a 
Negress. That clinched things for 
us.”

Acuna — handcuffed now — was 
rushed through a secret door into the 
adjoining house. From that inno­
cent dwelling Harris phoned for a 
taxi. A few minutes later he had 
deposited his prisoner at police 
headquarters.

“An inside job, all right,” he re­
marked to Sergeant Muldoon. “An 
inside job of—” He tapped his fin­
ger significantly against Muldoon’s 
broad forehead. “I’m giving you the 
credit, old-timer,” he grinned. “Our 
organization is out of the picture en­
tirely. - You cops—you need breaks.”

Muldoon rubbed his heavy chin re­
flectively. “Damn decent of Harris. 
But— ‘An inside job!’ ‘You need 
the breaks!’ The hell with that guy. 
He didn’t need to take a double slam 
at me.”



BOYS! THROW YOUR VOICE
•AA|I//A Int<) a trunk, under the bed or 

anywhere. Lots of fun fooling 
tunuher, policeman or friends.

THE VENTRILO
b Httl® instrument, fits in the 

HM . mouth out of sight, used with

ttto Ventrllo and novelty catalog. All .for 10c.

.M^aSwE

BOY AMATEUR ELECTRICIAN 10c 
fiHA£2Mk . Tha HOW-and WHY of electricity fully told In simple 
yuqBMA language toat any boy can understand. Scores of plans and INSTRUMENT

GOOD LUCK RING

MIDGET "BIBLE*

SWEZING POWDER

swi

LEARN TO 
HYPNOTIZE

STAGE 
MONEY

RAD.o^Sffm «rr

PLAY PIANO 
1NONEHOUR 
sS&nx.K?£3S!

O MIC AL
Mono rings 

wanfiwaI;A Lou of lunnteM lua ini

THEBiwy

PERFORMING
LOcx/pd. SKELETON

JOHNSON SMITH & CO.. ,£&,%£

[ANARCHIST BOMBS

Withabuneh 
of these bins, 
ft is easy lor 
each -person 
.o! limited

YOUR OWN FORTUNE
-- With thfl aid of this

prosperoi

•theaa bli

fortune retiiEo’afcARM

Uttte Wonder Crystal Radio ReceiwrSl
JR Ra A Say what you Win about

Electrical and Battery Seta. 0 
CRYSTAL set has them all 
beat Ior simplicity and clear* WEwt /Wflr new of tone. There is abso-

BIG ENTERTAINER
*°d.J&Wl* 34

Mairio Tricks. 54 Parlor Games.
*3 Toasts. 15 Tricks with Cards.



New Amazingly Easy Way 
To Play PIANO...

NO NOTES! Beginners Play Pleasing 
Chords and Harmonies in First Five 

Minutes, Play Songs, Dance Music in 
Few Weeks! Simple as Childs Play !

Rew New Method Puts 
Fingers Right on Notes!

Simple, easily understood chord-finding charts 
Stand upright at back of keyboard. Colored 
blocks are located directly over notes to be struck. 
By reading up, line after line, whole songs are 
played in any key you wish. Any child can fol­
low it. Charts can be omitted after first few times.

REAL FUN...
FAST PROGRESS—< 
playing songs al­
most before yon 
know it!

HERE’S good news for you 
folks who are sick of being 
wall flowers at a party . . . 

sick of being just one of the 
crowd, forgotten, overlooked , . . 
unable to play, entertain or “do 
anything” to keep things moving.

Here’s a chance to win popularity for 
yourself — to show some life and pep 
and do something! Everyone knows a 
piano player is always in demand, wanted 
■everywhere, always admired—always a 
center of attraction. You know it too— 
and right here and now is a chance for 
you to step into the picture. Here’s a 
way to learn piano quickly—more easily 
than you ever dreamed possible—and do 
it (not with a lot of tiresome study and 
exercises and at a cose of #1, $3 or $5 
a lesson) but learn while you’re having 
a lot of fun and paying actually less than 
11c a lesson for it. Think of it!

This entirely new modem method, de­
vised by two of New York’s cleverest 
piano teachers, uses NO NOTES . . . 

and yet it’s so simple it’s like child’s play. 
And 10 times faster than the ordinary 
tiresome hard-to-Uara note method.

No Tiresome Exercises 
..Teaches Rhythm Harmony, 
How to Make Up Own Melodies

The very first time you sit down at the 
piano you’re playing chords and pleasing 
harmonies. Almost before you know it 
you’re dashing off popular songs and 
dance music—all by ear! And what’s more, 
you’re able to do it in any key, and 
switch from one key to another at will!

This amazing course teaches you all 
the fundamental chords, how to play 
melodies with perfect harmonies for the 
left hand base. How to harmonize 
chords with every note on the piano. 
Teaches you rhythm, time, how to com­
pose melodies of your own . . . how to

* * * 
transpose into any key. And—it actual­
ly places your fingers exactly on the 
notes you play!

Endorsed by eminent concert pianists, 
radio stars and teachers, this unique sys­
tem. is hailed as the greatest advance in 
teaching piano in 30 years.

SEND NO MONET
Write today. Don’t wait. Save dol­

lars on this limited, short time offer. 
Merely cut out and mail coupon below 
and complete course of 28 lessons will 
be shipped you by return mail. Pay post­
man only #2.95, plus few cents postage. 
Absolute satisfaction guaranteed. New 
York Institute of Music, Dept. H-7. 80ft 

^(5th Street, New York Qty.

MAIL COUPON
TODAY

New York Institute of Music 
Tiept. H-7, 305 E. 46th 8t., N. Y.
Gentlemen: Rush me complete N lesson 
piano course today. I will pay Postman 
$2,95 plus few cents postage when it ar­
rives.

Name........... ........................ ..................................

Street ....................................................................

City..................................... State......................



Ba rush Fear” 
Prev'-j- Disease 
End St il Dean;

KNOW THE AMAZING TRUTH
ABOUT 5EX AND LOVE!

Stop Wt;.i ’ yi.'kj 
Conquer l ineeiiue 
Ove’coii'i’ Shame

^he^ilndden Secneti eft Sex Mefyanuufy tteveMJ.
yVOi'AY with false modesty! At last a tarn- ............
*a ous doctor has told all the secrets of

WHAT EVERY MAN SHOULD KNOW Don't be a flare co ignorance and fear.

sex in frank, daring language. i\o prudish 
beating about the bush, no veiled hints, 
but TRUTH, blazing through 576 pages 
of straightforward facts.

Love is the most magnificent ecitacv in 
the world , . . know how to hold your 
loved one ... don’t glean hall-truths from 
unreliable sources ... let Dr. II. H. Rubio

MlHokot of Early Morrioft 
HoMoiOKualiiy To Gain Groator D«1I|M

WHAT EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW

Whol lo Allot

Enjoy the rapturous delights Of the per­
fect physical Jove!

Lost love . .. scandal. . . divorce ... can 
often be prevented by knowledge. Only 
the ignorant pay (he awful benaltiei ol 
wrong sex practices. Read the facts,clearly,

MORE THAN 100 VIVID PICTURES
The 106 illustrations leave nothing co 

the imagination . . . know how to over­
come physical mismattng . . . know what 
to do on your wedding night to avoid the 
torturing results of ignorance.

/.irr»/Zu»/g pertaining to sex is discussed 
in daring language. All the things you 
have wanted to know about your sex life, 
information about which other books only 
vaguely hint, is yours at List.

Proitilullon
Birth Control Chori

Knowledge is the basis of the perfect, 
satisfying love-life. Step out of the dark­
ness into the sunlight ... . end ignorance, 
fear and danger today! Money back at once 
if you arc nor completely satisfied!

5 7 6 DA 
106 VIVID 
PICTURES

RING PAGES

sex knowledge.

ai J2.9H. All xhout ihe thrill-
Ntfwe.

PIONEER PUBLISHING CO.
Addnit.

(rations, but the world has no longer any 
use (or prudery and false modesty.

DIVORCES ARE CAUSED 
BY SEX IGNORANCE!

Noi

startlingly told . . . study these illustra­
tions and grope in darkness no longer.

You want to know . . . and you thould 
know everything about sex. Sex is no longer 
a sin ... a mystery ... it is your greatest 
power for happiness. You owe it to yourself 
...co the one you love, co tear aside the cur­
tain of hypocrisy and learn the naked truth!

ATTRACT THE OPPOSITE SEXI
Know how to enjoy the thrilling experi­

ences that are your birthright . . . know 
how to attract the opposite sex . . . how 
to hold love.

T hi »c is no longer any need to pay the 
awful price for one moment of bliss. Read 
the scientific pathological facts told so 
bravely bv Dr. Rubin. The chapters on 
venereal disease arc alone worth the price 
of the book.

IS SEX IGNORANCE 
DRIVING THE ONE YOU 
LOVE INTO THE ARMS 

OF ANOTHER?

to win and hold your 
loved ooc!

THIS BOOK NOT SOLD TO MINORS

FREE! PHILOSOPHY OF LIFE

END NO MONEY • MAIL COUPON TODAY

PIONEER PUBLISHING CO.
Dant 84 UN jbrtk Aw.. N.wY.rk, N. V.

Hmm send me, Harmony and Eumies" in plain 
wrapper. I will pay the postman C.« (pfea postage) en 
delivery. If I am not completely utlriM. I ean retura 
the book and The cntiiy purchase price will be refunded 
Immediately. AJao send me, FREE OF CHARGE, your 
book on '"Die Philosophy of Ute.”

■Alt.



BLADDER WEAKNESS
GETTING UP NIGHTS

PROSTATE GLAND FAILURE
Which of
“AFTER

Troubles Is
rpOOAY thousands 

1 once resigned to 
from these common 
so-called “old age” 
new treatment which

of men, 
suffering 
signs of 
praise a 
they say

has worked wonders for them.
In. millions of cases, doctors 

say, “bladder trouble” is only 
another name for weakness of 
a vital male gland which often 
fails when men pass 40. Only 
a few realize the real reason 
for getting up nights and day­
time frequency, because there

40”
Yours?

These

not tell yourself: “Oh, but pro- 
State gland failure is a serious

is no pain at all from the gland itself, to give 
warning'. Millions spend untold sums on pills 
that cannot possibly reach the real cause of the 
afllidion.

stated flatly that if you are over fifty the chaiiees are 
more than equal I hat pn.Male ( roil hie is at I .'irking you.

Quick Relief Without Pills!

Air..oil il I,as br..light lllisp.aikable relief Io thou- 
"lls r..... Kinz.'il eases ol prostate gland trouble.

It has stopped so 
called ••bladder” 
ffymptmns in thou­
sands more who did 
not previously rec­
ognize t lo ir real ail­
ment.

Which of these 
“after in" ailments 
i> \oiirs? If you are 
getting up nights, 
loo; if you are 
bothered by heavy, 
druggy foot and leg 
pains, quick exhaus­
tion and frequent 
mental depression, 
you. loo, should 
suspect degeuerat ion 
of this vitally im­
portant malt* gland.

Neglect Threatens
Lives!

Do not negl e r t 
these symptoms. Do

New Confidential Hook Now Free 
1’rotect voiirself now! Learn at once how this


