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BOMB HITS CROWDED ENGLISH HALL-GAS

[PERILS RESCUE RS A true experience of Frederick Mock­
ford, Incident Officer, Deptford Dis­
trict Civil Defense, London... as ca­
blegrammed by a war correspondent.

[high explosive bomb hit just before
[CLOSING TIME. BOMB WENT THROUGH [ 

[BILLIARD ROOM, CARRYING TABLES

|CLEAR DOWN TO CELLAR. |

Keep your batteries ready for emergencies!
Mr. Mockford's experience—like many such others 
that have come out of England —is typical of the 
many emergencies that call for the use of a flashlight. 
Any kind of open flame would have ignited the coal 
gas, blocking attempts at rescue.

For your own protection, as well as to conserve 
materials vitally needed elsewhere in this war, fol­
low the suggestions and instructions of your local 
Defense Council. Reduce the use of your flashlight 
co a minimum. Make the batteries last longer!

30 East 42nd Street, New York
NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC.

Unit of Union Carbide and Carbon Corporation

The word "Eveready" is a registered trade-mark of 
National Carbon Company. Inc.

FRESH BATTERIES LAST LONGER 
jgpijoitke DATE-LINE

lo’ng® 
batte*’



How ♦« Make YOUR Body

I don’t care how old or young you are or

in double-quick
your own home all the

strength

‘standing

'maybos.

FREE BOOK Name
(Please print or write plainly)

Addresswho

City

ted of your present physical condition 
e. If you can simply raise your arm / 
I can add SO LIB MUSCLE to your &

Everlasting Health 
and Strength"

feel there’s

biceps — yes, on each arm

Only 15 Minutes 
A Day

can shoot

time! Only 15 minutes a day — right in

What Dynamic Tension Will Do 
For You

time I ask 
I fail.

room” left for weakness and 
that lazy feeling! Before I 
get through with you I’ll have 
your whole frame “measured” 
to a nice new, beautiful suit 
of muscle!

CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 778, 
115 East 23rd Street, New York, N. Y.

Mail Coupon 
For My

FREE Book

In it I talk to you in straight-from- 
the-shoulder language. Packed with in­
spirational pictures ot myself and pupils—fellows 
became NEW MEN in strength, my way. Let

Just tell me where you want hand­
some. powerful muscles. Are you fat 
and flabby? Or skinny and gawky? 
Are you short-winded, pepless? Do 
you hold back and let others walk 
off with the prettiest girls, best 
jobs, etc.? Then write for details

into your old backbone, ex­
ercise those inner organs, 
help you cram your body so 
full of pep, vigor and red- 
blooded vitality that you won’t

I want the proof that your system of Dynamic Ten­
sion” will help make a New Man of me—gito me a 
healthy, husky body and big muscle development. Send 
me your free book, “Everlasting Health and Strength.

how ashan 
you may b 
and flex it

Holder of title. 
"The World’s 
Most Perfectly 
Developed Man.” 
As he looks to­
day, from actual 
untouched snap­
shot.

of you! And there’s no cost if
I can broaden your shoul­

ders, strengthen your back, 
develop your whole muscular 
system INSIDE and OUT­
SIDE! I can add inches to 
your chest, give you a vise­
like grip, make those legs 
of yours Jithe and powerful.

show you what I helped THEM do. See what I can 
do for YOU! For a real thrill, send for this book today, 
AT ONCE. CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 778, 115 East 
23rd Street, New York, N. Y.

about “Dynamic Tension” and learn 
how I can make you a healthy, confi­
dent, powerful HE-MAN.

“Dynamic Tension” is an entirely 
NATURAL method. Only 15 minutes 
of your spare time daily is enough 
to show amazing results—and it’s ac­
tually fun. “Dynamic Tension” does 
the work.

“Dynamic Tension!” That's the 
ticket! The identical natural method 
that I myself developed to change my 
body from the scrawny, skinny-chested 
weakling I was at 17 to my present 
super-man physique! Thousands of 
other fellows are becoming marvelous 
physical specimens—my way, I give 
you no gadgets or contraptions to fool 
with. When you have learned to de­
velop your strength through “Dynam­
ic Tension,” you can laugh at arti­
ficial muscle-makers. You simply 
utilize the DORMANT muscle-power 
in your own body—watch it increase 
and multiply into real, solid LIVE 
MUSCLE.

My method—“Dynamic Tension”— 
will turn the trick for you. No theory 
—every exercise is practical. And, 
man. so easy! Spend only 15 minutes 
a day in your own home. From the 
very start you'll be using my method 
of “Dynamic Tension” almost uncon­
sciously every minute of the day— 
walking, bending over, etc. — to 
BUILD MUSCLE and VITALITY.

me now, but I was once a skinny weakling who weighed 
only 97 lbs.! I tsras ashamed to strip for sports or un­
dress for a swim. I was such a poor specimen of physi­
cal development that I was constantly self-conscious and 
embarrassed. And I felt only HALF-ALIVE. >

But later I discovered the secret that turned me into 
“The World’s Most Perfectly Developed Man.” And 
now I’d like to prove to you that the same system /Qa 
can make a NEW MAN of YOU!

Will You Let Me 
Prove I Cen Moke You 

a New Man ?
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in a Full Book-Length Novel

The Red Bishop Murders
By ROBERT WALLACE

Taken from the Case-book of Richard Curtis Van Loan
(Profusely Illustrated)

The Phantom Detective takes the trail of an infamous masked 
menace who directs an evil crew dedicated to destruction of
America’s bastions of war production! ................................... 13
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Training Men for Vital

Age.

Name

Address

City 4FR-2

/TRAINED 
THESE MEN

"I cannot 
formation 
of work.

Extra Pay 
in Army, 

Navy, Too
Men likely to go into military 
service, soldiers, sailors, ma­
rines, should mail the Coupon 
Now! Learning Radio helps 
Service men get extra rank, 
extra prestige, more interest­
ing duties, MUCH HIGHER 
PAY. Also prepares for good 
Radio jobs after service ends. 
Over 1,700 Service men now 
enrolled.

Texas Are., GooseNER, 300
Creek. Texas.

War Jobs

33 SkM*

seta when I was on my 
tenth lesson, I really don't 
see how you can give so 
much for such a small 
amount of money. I made

$10 a Week 
in Spare

•'I repaired some More Radio Technicians and Opera* 
tors Now Make $50 a Week 

Than Ever Before

Signa! Corps 
divulge any In­
as to my type 
but I can say

Mail the Coupon for a FREE 
lesson from my Radio Course. It 
shows how N.R.I. trains you for 
Radio at home in spare time. And 
with this Sample Lesson I’ll send 
mv 64-page illustrated book, 
‘‘WIN RICH REWARDS IN RA­
DIO.” It describes many fascinat­
ing jobs Radio offers, tdlls how 
you can train for them at home in 
spare time!

_____ a year and a half, and I have 
made an average of $10 a week — just 
spare time.” JOHN JERRY, 1337 
Kalamath St., Denver, Colorado.

Time
Radio

There’s a big shortage of capable Radio 
Technicians and Operators because so 
many have joined the Army and Navy. 
Fixing Radios pays better now than for 
years. With new Radios out of produc­
tion, fixing old sets, which were formerly 
traded in, adds greatly to the normal 
number of servicing jobs.

Broadcasting Stations, Aviation and 
Police Radio, Ship Radio and other com­
munications branches are scrambling for 
Operators and Technicians to replace 
men who are leaving. You may never see 
a time again when it will be so easy to 
get started in this fascinating field. The 
Government, too, needs hundreds of com­
petent civilian and enlisted Radio men 
and women. Radio factories, with huge 
war orders to fill, have been advertising 
for trained personnel. And think of the 
NEW jobs Television, Frequency Modu­
lation. Electronics and other Radio de­
velopments will open after the war ! This 
is the sort of opportunity you shouldn’t 
pass up.

MR. J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 3HO9 
NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Washington, D. C.

Mail me FREE, without obligation. Sample Lesson and 64- 
page book, “Win Rich Rewards in Radio." (No Salesman 
will calL Write plainly.)

Many Beginners Soon Make $5, $10 
a Week Extra in Spare Time

There’s probably an opportunity right 
in your neighborhood to make money in 
spare time fixing Radios. I’ll give you 
the training that has started hundreds of 
N.R.I. students making $5, $10 a week 
extra within a few months after enroll­
ing. The N.R.I. Course isn’t something 
just prepared to take advantage of the 
present market for technical books and 
courses. It has been tried, tested, devel­
oped, perfected during the 28 years we 
have been teaching Radio.
Find Out What N.P..I. Can Do for YOU

MAIL COUPON NOW for FREE 
Sample Lesson and 64-page illustrated 
book. You’ll see the many fascinat­
ing jobs Radio offers and how YOU 
can train at home. If you want to 
jump ?/our pay—mail Coupon at once in 
an envelope or paste on a penny postal! 
J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 3H09, National
Radio Institute, 

Washington, D. 0.

that N.R.I. training is 
certainly coming in mighty ft. 
handy these days." (Name 
and address omitted for military 
reasons.)

$200 a Month

■
 in Own Business

•Tor several years I have 
$•] been in business for my- 

; self making around $200 
j a month. Business has 
I steadily Increased. I have 

-J N.R.I. to thank for my 
start in thia field." ARLIE J. FROEH-

GOOD FOR BOTH SAMPLE LESSON FREE



Which comes first — 
Your second helping ?

or our second front ?
X 7"ov want to see this war won—and won 
-i quickly. You want to see it carried to the 

enemy with a vengeance. Okay—so do all of 
us. But just .remember...

A second front takes food... food to feed 
our allies in addition to our own men.

Which do you want—more meat for you, 
or enough meat for them? An extra cup of 
coffee on your breakfast table, or a full tin 
cup of coffee for a fighting soldier?

Just remember that the meat you don’t get 
—and the coffee and sugar that you don’t get 
—are up at the front lines—fighting for you. 
Would you have it otherwise?

Cheerfully co-operating with ra­
tioning is one way we can help to 
win this war. But there are scores of 
others. Many of them arc described 
in a new free booklet called “You 
and the War," available from this 
magazine.

Send for your copy today! Learn 
about the many opportunities for 
doing an important service to your 
country. Read about the Citizens 
Defense Corps, organized as part 
of Local Defense Councils. Choose 
the job you’re best at, and start 
doing it! You’re needed—novA

Contributed by the Mcgcilne Publishers of America EVERY CIVILIAN A FIGHTER



this offer,

BLUEPRINT READING

Columbia U.

State.

Professor, < 
1919-1935;
POLT, B.S.

Name.... 
Address.. 
City.........
Reference.

Thru Naw -414^
SHADOWGRAPH
•—You Read Blueprints the First Day*

AUSTIN TECHNICAL PUBLISHEH8
275 7th Ave., Div. SM-8. New York. N. y.
Send mo on FREE APPROVAL your com­
plete 24-Volume Blueprint Reading Course 
with special "Working Model" Bookcase. I 
am to get FREE "Mathematics Made Easy** 
and Professional Slide Rule. I will pay post­
man $1.95, plus postage and C. O. D. charges 
on arrival. If I return everything within 5 
days you are to refund my money in full 
Otherwise I will remit $2 monthly for 
8 months and a final payment of $1 for the 
4th month until the total price of $8.95 is 
paid. (10% discount if full payment accom­
panies order—same refund guarantee.)

CREATED BY 
NOTED EXPERTS j 
R. V. WALSH, B.A.,

on sight. Thia simplified, snare-time. Home Study 
Course meeta all Blueprint Requirements (or (Aril 
Starv!oa a nr! TCatfnnal Dofonca Tnha

AUSTIN TECHNICAL PUBLISHERS
275 7th Avenue. Div. SM-8, New York, N. Y. 

Canadian and Ferdon order, acceded. Fall amount must accompany order.

NOW ANYONE CAN READ BLUEPRINTS
Everything about Blueprint Reading is put right st your 
finger-tips! Simple aa A, B, C. No need to attend an 
expensive trade or technical school. No previous techni-

and ALL TRADES 
if you are a

“l!Sh,,llc. Student, Welder. Car?; 
uenler. Plumber, Shipbuilder.1 
Tw|h'M?kerSh r! •!,“¥ W’fker •

QUALIFY QUICKLY 
FOR A BIG PAY JOB

Here la really big news for you — if you have 
a job, or if you want a job in any branch of 
aviation, shipbuilding, sheet metal work, weld* 
Ing, electricity, machine tooling, plumbing, car. 
pentry, radio, building automotive and Diesel 
Engineering, or any other of the mechanical, con­
struction or DEFENSE INDUSTRIES — the AUS-

Blueprint Reading’ 
to win promotion 
and bigger pay '-

AMAZING NEW INVENTION
MAKES BLUEPRINT READING EASY AS SEEING A MOVIE 
LEARN AT HOME — EASILY, QUICKLY — IN SPARE TIME

I Address............. ..........................................  j
NOTE: If you endow $1.95 with eoupon— I 
we will pay all postage charges. Every cent I 
refunded if not satisfied.

luiiiiBiinninuimiinl

School of Tech., City Col­
lege. N.Y.: F. E. BURNS, 
B.S., M.E.. Prof., Naw-. 
ark Col, of Engineering,

cal or special 
print Reading 
different. No 
doing — and 
FIRST DAY. 
minutes a day

Thousands of Men Wanted At Once!
Better Jobs •— Bigger Pay are waiting for men who can READ BLUEPRINTS. Here, at last. 
1b a new Quick and easy shortcut way to learn Blueprint Reading at Home in an amazingly 
Short time — at an unbelievably low cost. This sensational "Shadowgraph" Method of Blue­
print Beading was created by Nationally Famous Experts — skilled in teaching technical 
eubjectg to men without previous technical education. They have eliminated all complicated 
details, they explain all technical words in simple language, Contains everything you need 
to know about Reading Blueprints — no matter what __
kind of work you do.

education is needed. Here's a speedy Blue- 
Course for all trades that is ABSOLUTELY 
dry textbooks — you learn by seeing and 
you READ BLUEPRINTS from the very 
With this amazing new method .— a few 
is all you need to read Blueprints

TIN TECH. "Shadowgraph’* Method CAN HELP YOU QUALIFY for a BETTER 
JOB AND BIGGER PAY in an amazingly short time. This marvelous home- 
study method Is so easy — it enables even a schoolboy to leant Blueprint Reading 
from the first day!

This 24-Vclumo Blueprint Reading Course Is packed in a specially con- 
strutted bcokcase. which In itself is a unique "Working Model" designed 

rah to enable you to read Blueprints from the first day. The Course contains 
over €00 Actual Blueprints—Charts—Tables—Diagrams—Signs—Symbols WF 
and other Instructive Pictures that help you to read Blueprints practically 
on sight.

EVERYTHING IS SENT TO YOU AT ONCE!
The complete 24-Volume Blueprint Roading Course is sent to you together with 
the specially constructed "Working Model" Bookcase. You also get FREE—“Mathe- 
matio Made Easy” and Professional Slide Rale. Everything is sent In one ship- 
Cieot ACT TODAY—DUE TO RISING PRICES FREE GIFT OFFER IS LIMITED.

MB J®1? VALUABLE NEW BOOK’
efBSSSSv ESSBBSr BaWt? Mathematics Made Easy” — gives 

you simplifletl instruction in every 
£KB JwmCT Br Phase ot figuring ALL types of

gSBSEP Bg WOTk’ I’LUS a FREE DeLuxe Pro.
fcsslonal 10 inch SLIDE BULE..

SB eSSfSss^ , Saves time, simplifies all calculat-
Cvr lnK. fractions, estimating, percentage,

, — । ~ decimals, costs, ratios, etc. Complete
-'SiihMil I. . _______ instructions for using a. Slide Rule.

_______ BOTH FREE—withUfftOLl

FREE EXAMINATION

SEND NO MONEY

if you ivant j—- 
A BETTER JOB and BIGGER PAY 
O’fair Wiiwi_..  .2&gjul

BLO!Ni 
READING

WA L S H 
RAPPOLT 
BURNS



Red-headed steve huston, ace 
reporter for the New York Clarion, 

' has often been right in the thick of 
things with me on the cases we have tackled. 

But in the mystery which Robert Wallace has 
dramatised from my notebook under the 
name of THE BLACK MARKET MUR­
DERS, Steve really started things off with a 
bang—by getting himself beaten to a bloody 
pulp:

He was working late in his apartment, the 
only sign of life in the sleeping house being 
the click of his typewriter keys and the pool 
of light cast by his lamp. He was writing 
one of the most important stories he’d ever 
done. It was an expose of the huge Black 
Market in meat and of the sinister figure 
known as the Black Trader, who was ru­
mored to be the head of a vast criminal or­
ganisation. Wrote Steve:

The Black Market is not, as many people still 
complacently believe, a case here and there of a 
butcher charging above the ceiling price, of a tire 
sold clandestinely, of a few gallons of gasoline sup­
plied as a special favor.

It is a carefully organized and vicious criminal or­
ganization, operating on a stupendous scale. The 
brain and nerve center of this octopus, which has 
grown to monster size and now has its slimy tentacles 
spread out the length and breadth of America is a 
sinister personality who calls himself the Black Trader.

If you#have some information about Black Market 
activity, don’t hesitate to contact me through this 
newspaper at any hour of the day or night. Remember 
that a Black Market operator is as much of an enemy 
a8^j,'t as if he were sent directly from Berlin, Rome 
or Tokyo. You who cannot shoulder arms for America 
can tight the enemies from within—the furtive rats 
of the Black Market!

As he wrote this, his bell rang and a voice 
announced that the air raid warden was out­
side. Were it anyone else, Steve might have 
been suspicious. But a call from the air raid 
warden seemed logical. Perhaps the warden 
had seen his light and wanted to talk to him 
about shielding it. Steve opened the door.

Four Men of Evil
Four men crowded in. Three were gun­

men masked with silk handkerchiefs. The 

fourth was a tall man wearing a trench coat 
and a black hat. On his face were a pair of 
leather-framed, soft, motorcycle goggles. A 
black cloth, attached to the goggles and 
gathered with a drawstring under the chin, 
made a shapeless blob of the lower part of 
his face.

This apparition stalked to the typewriter 
and read the column Steve had just written. 
Then, quietly, unemotionally, he gave Steve 
his choice. Change his tactics, suppress the 
expose and fifty thousand dollars was his. 
Persist—and death. He gave Steve until the 
next day.

And—just to show that he wasn't bluffiing 
—his three killers swarmed in. They worked 
Steve over with fists and feet until the re­
porter was a helpless, bleeding, senseless 
hulk.

Enter—the Phantom!
When he came to, they were gone. And 

then he did the one thing left. He put in a 
call to Frank Havens, publisher of the 
Clarion. For Havens was the only man who 
knew the identity of, and who could always 
get in touch with myself—the Phantom.

As Richard Curtis Van Loan, millionaire 
playboy, I was idling away the time at night- 
clubbing. It wasn’t hard to break away when 
the call came. Stopping only for a quick dis­
guise I got to Steve’s apartment and heard 
his story. One thing troubled me. The Black 
Trader sounded smart. Too smart to give 
Steve until tomorrow. This whole thing was 
a trap, to get not only Steve, but me!

A quick check showed how right that 
guess was. A dictaphone was planted under 
Steve's desk—they were even then listening 
to every word he spoke. A big black car was 
parked across the street, guarding the front 
of the house and a few simple tests convinced 
me that the fire-escape, the roof and the halls 

(Continued on page 10)
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ELECTRICITY^^
NOW IN BOOK FORM-for War Workers and Men in Service

Look Them Over in Your Own Home-7 DAYS FREE
FOR “BEGINNER” OR ‘OLD TIMER”— 
PRACTICAL, EASY TO UNDERSTAND!

n „ bo’" ,-ti.cav ~ .tax

\ o*cr

This great 3-volume home-study and reference 
set contains the complete COYNE TRAININ G 
IN PRACTICAL ELECTRICITY ... RADIO 
. . . ELECTRONICS ... in book form! In 
your own home, you can go over each part of 
Electricity as if you were taking my course at 
Coyne. Then you keep the big, fully illustrated 
volumes handy to solve your everyday prob­
lems on the job, doing essential war work!

Includes New Field of Electronics
You learn A. C. and D. C. Motors, Armature 
Winding, Aircraft Electricity, Air Condition­
ing, Power Plants, Houst Wiring, Complete 
new up-to-the-minute training on Radio, Tele­
vision. and the sensational new opportunity 
field of Electronics. Every subject indexed for 
instant reference.

SEND NO MONEY!
Get Entire Course RISK FREE
I’m so sure you’ll never part with this set that I 
want to send it to you on 7 days FREE TRIAL. 
Mail coupon today. Books will arrive postpaid. 
Examine them in your own home. If satisfied, send 
$1.95 in 7 days and then $2 a month until the total price oC$13.95 is paid. If not, return them and YOU 
WON'T OWE A PENNY. Rush coupon NOW!

BOOK OF 150 SHOP PRINTS
Wiring Diagrams, mvni" 
Motor Windings, LULL 
Radio Hookups F |< F F

WITH YOUR 
REFERENCE 
* SET!

150 big Zx/2 x 11 Inch shop 
prints — actual wiring dia­
grams, motor windings, radio 
hook-ups. Now yours FREE 
with books. Big offer IACTI 
Also 1 year of Personal Tech­
nical Counsel by mall on any 
electrical or radio problem— 
FREE with your set. Mail 
coupon TODAY!

! h7”.”.””is”i””.”c ”ynt:”.lectric”” school””” 1 
• 600 S. Paulina St., Dept,C3-T5. Chicago. Ill.

hb ■ Send me the big 3-volume NEW EDITION Coyne Electrical" 
fl" CD w wa b ® Reference and Instruction Encyclopedia and 150 FREE Coyne $ 
Bjs IE I BW F | Shop Prints. Within 7 days after receiving the books, I'U either I 

■ । return them or send you $1.95 and then $2 a month until the total |
। price of $13.95 is paid. We pay the shipping charges.

H. C. LEWIS, Pres.

ELECTRICAL 
SCHOOL 

500S.PauHna$t« 
Dept. C3-T5 

Chicago, Illinois

SEE BOOKS J DAYS FREE ! SEND COUPON

■ NAME............................................................................................."
। ADDRESS....................................................................................... 8
I CITY.........................................................STATE......................... •
| OCCUPATION.......................................................AGE.............. |
I CAVE Send cash price, $12.55, with order if preferred— ■ 
■ vnVL IU /<* save $1.40. Same 7-d«y free trial, returnjirivilege.j



DRAFTSMEN 
NEEDED

THE PHANTOM SPEAKS 
(Continued from page 8) 

were also covered. We were thoroughly 
trapped.

gung, 
ing board, so it’s

Industry !s clamoring for 
more draftsmen for the 

**; job can’t start until plans are 
drawn. Buildings, airplanes, machines, 

tanks, bridges, all start on the draft- 
—„ ----- v a no wonder that every good draftsman 
nas a fine job. Yes. more draftsmen are needed NOW. The 
pay is good and the opportunities for advancement great. 

Learn at Home in Spare Time 
Begin now to turn spate hours into money. Be a draftsman, 
the connecting link between a mechanic and an engineer. 
I2ijoy the wonderful opportunities for promotion that exist 
now. No experience or artistic talent is needed. You don’t 
nave to leave your present job while learning. Use spare time.
American School, Dept. DDC58, Drexel Ave. at 58 St., Chicago

Gentlemen: Send me FREE information covering special 
training in subjects checked below. No obligation on my part.
□ Drafting and Design 

fc? men and women
□ Cost Accounting for

Manufacturing □ Plastics
□ Architecture and Building □ Meehan! 
□ Automotive Engineering " * ’ *’ —
□ Business Management

□ Electrical Engineering

B Diesel Engineering 
High School Course

_ Mechanical Engineering 
@ Aviation □ Radio 

Shipbuilding
Name ., 
Address

POEMSWANTED
I For musical Setting ww |
I Mother. Home. Love, Sacred, Patriotic. Comic B 
I or any subject. Don’t Delay—Send us your | 
I Original Poem at once—for Immediate con- | 
I sideration and FREE Rhyming Dictionary. I

RICHARD BROTHERS 74 c'h°cag'o^lu

HIS FINESUIT —
Will You Wear It and Show It to Friends?
1 need & r®Hable man In your town to wear a fine made- 
to-measure, all-wool Demonstrating Suit-ad ver tise my 

’ famous Union clothing—and take orders. You can make
up to $12.00 In a day. My line contains nearly 100 quality 
fabrics, all sensational values, guaranteed. You need no 
experience or money. I supply everything required FREE. 
Writ©today telling about yourself-age, etc. for FREE outfit.

STONEFIELD, 1330 W. Harrison, Dept. W-977, Chicago

don’t WORRY
Why put up with years of I ABOUT 
needless discomfort and iRTlPTURE 
worry? Try a Brooks Auto- y
maticAir Cushion; This 
marvelous appliance per- a 
mits the opening to close, I 
yet holdsreducible rupture q <1
securely,comfortably—day ■’
and night. Thousands report amazing results; 
Light, neat-fitting. No hard pads or stiff springs 
to chafe or gouge. Made for men, women ana 
children. Durable, cheap, Sent on trial to prove it.’ 
Never sold in stores. Beware of imitations. Write for 
Free Book on Rupture, no-risk trial order plan, and 
proof of results. All correspondence confidential, 
BROOKS COMPANY, 182-F State St, Marshall, Mick

The One Way Out
There was, perhaps, only one way out­

right through the downstairs apartment in 
which the killers were even now listening to 
us talk. So while Steve made conversation 
for the dictaphone, I went down the dumb' 
waiter and stopped outside the apartment 
directly below. A minute later I had my first 
brush with the Black Trader.

I came off second best in that encounter 
and with a vastly increased respect for the 
skill and brains of this super'criminal, as 
well as a loathing for his cold-blooded ruth­
lessness and willingness to kill. He made only 
one slip—he killed one of his own men whom 
I had wounded so as to prevent any possi' 
bility of the wounded man’s talking. And 
from the dead body I gathered my first lead.

Robert Wallace has taken the facts from 
my case book and worked them into one of 
the fast-moving and most engrossing yarns 
you’ve ever read. You’ll be thrilled and 
amazed by the swift pace and excitement of 
THE BLACK MARKET MURDERS, next 
issue’s complete book-length novel.

Join FRIENDS OF THE PHANTOM

The friends of the phantom is 
a friendly club composed of readers of 

our crime cases who are interested in the 
science of criminology and who like to be in 

touch with developments in this field.
It does not have any connection with any 

other club, nor is membership to be con- 
strued as carrying with it any special privi­
leges with respect to federal or local law- 
enforcement bodies.

Each one of our members receives an at­
tractive membership card to identify himself 
or herself to other members. If you would 
like to have a club pin—which is entirely op­
tional and not required for membership—■ 
instructions for obtaining it are printed on 
the coupon.
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MOW! MUSIC LESSONS
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WHICH INSTRUMENT 
DO YOU WANT TO 
LEARN TO PLAY?

Thousands have learned to play this quick, easy 
short-cut way, right at home—AND YOU CAN, TOO!
• Yes, thousands have learned toplay 
quickly and easily this remarkable 
“Print and Picture” way. And if you 
spend only a half hour of your spare 
time each day following the instruc­
tions, you, too, should be able to play 
simple melodies sooner than you ever 
dreamed possible.

HAVE REAL FUN LEARNING

That’s why it’s such fun learning 
music this modern, short-cut U. S. 
School way. You learn to play by play­
ing. With this amazingly quick, easy 
method you need no special talent or 
previous musical training. Neither do 
you need to spend endless hours on 
humdrum scales and tedious exercises. 
You learn to play real tunes almost 
from the start. And you can't go wrong. 
Because first you are told how to do a 
thing by the simple printed instruc­
tions. Then a picture or diagram shows 
you how to do it. Finally you do 
it yourself and hear how it sounds. 
Nothing could be clearer. And sooner 
than you ever expected you'll be 
thrilled to find that you cau pick up 

almost any popular piece and play it 
by note.

And just think! With the many U. S. 
School Courses to choose from, you can 
take lessons on any instrument you se­
lect, for less than 7i a day! That includes 
everything . . . valuable sheet music, 
printed instructions, diagrams and pic­
tures, and our Personal Advisory Service 
... no extras of any kind. Is it any won­
der that thousands have taken advantage 
of this modern way to learn music at 
home in spare time . . . and to win new 
friends, greater popularity, and enjoy 
musical good times galore?

SEND FOR FREE PROOF

If you really want to learn music . . . 
to be invited everywhere . . . and get lots 
more fun out of life . . . mail the coupon 
below asking for Free “Print and Pic­
ture” Sample and Illustrated Booklet. 
See for yourself how easy and pleasant 
it is to learn to play this modern, short­
cut, money-saving way. Check the instru­
ment you want to play. Don’t wait . . . 
do it now! U. S. School of Music, 2948 
Brunswick Bldg., N. Y. C.

PREFERS HOME STUDY 
METHOD

I hare taken lessens from a pri­
vate instructor, but grew tired of 
long hours ot practice and dis­
continued my study. After study­
ing your course for only 30 min­
utes daily, I am now playing for 
my Church Choir with much ease.

•X.L.W., Hubbard, Texas.

PLAYS ON RADIO
As a proud student I can’t keep 
from telling you that as a result 
ot my course I have a good posi­
tion playing front KTHS every 
morning.-* J.S.. Heavener, Okla. 
• Actual pupils’ names on request. 
Pictures by Professional Models.

PU. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC

I 2948 Brunswick Bldg., New York City
, See how easy it is!

My Country ’Tis of Thee Sweet Land Of Liberty

Look at the diagram. The first note on tho music is "C. 
Follow the dotted lino to tho keyboard and locale "C on 
the piano. Find the other notes the same way. Now strike the 
notes as indicated and you’ll be playing the melody of that 
famous patriotic hymn, "America.” Easy as A-B-C, isn t it?
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“How to Learn Music at Home."
I am interested In music study, particularly In the instrument 
checked below. Please send me your free illustrated booklet.

Piano Piano Reed Organ Trombone
Guitar Accordion Tenor Banjo Flute
Hawaiian Plain Ukulele Practical

Guitar Accordion Drum* and Finger
Violin Trumpet, Traps Control
Saxophone Cornet 

Have you Instrument?

Piccolo
Mandolin
Modern

Elementary
Harmony
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CPlease Print)
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r City State.
[ NOTE: If you are under 16 years parent must sign coupop. |
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FOR every word that has left the lips of bishops or states­
men to enlighten man, a thousand have been withheld. 

For every book publicly exposed to the inquiring mind, one 
hundred more have been suppressed—damned to oblivion. Each 
year of progress has been wilfully delayed centuries. Wisdom 
has had to filter through biased, secret sessions or ecclesiastical 
council meetings, where high dignitaries of state and church 
alone proclaimed what man should know.

Are you prepared to demand the hidden facts of life? Will 
you continue to believe that you are not capable of weighing 
the worth of knowledge that concerns your personal freedom 
and happiness? Realize that much that can make your life 
more understandable and livable has been left unexplained or 
intentionally destroyed. At first by word of mouth only, and 
nou> by private discourses, are revealed those truths which 
secret brotherhoods preserved in ancient temples and hidden 
sanctuaries, from those who sought to selfishly deprive hu­
manity of them.

Scribe W. X. X.
THE ROSICRUCIANS (AMORC)
Rosicrucian Park, San Jose, California, U.S.A.

Please send me your FREE Sealed Book. I 
am sincerely interested in learning how I may 
receive these long-concealed facts of life.

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

Address............................................................. .

THIS free BOOK OF EXPLANATION
Let the Rosicrucians, one of these ancient brotherhoods of 

learning, tell you about these amazing truths, and explain 
how you, too, like thousands of others, may now use them 
to enjoy the fullness of life. The Rosicrucians, (not a re­
ligious organization) invite you to use the coupon opposite 
and receive the FREE copy of the fascinating, Sealed Book, 
with its startling tale of self help.

We ROSICRUCIANS (AMORC)
SAN JOSE, CALIFORNIA, U. S. A.
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THE RED BISHOP MURDERS
By ROBERT WALLACE

The Phantom Detective takes the trail of an infamous 
masked menace who directs an evil crew dedicated 
to destruction of America's bastions of war production!

CHAPTER I
Unholy Alliance

T
HE big sedan slithered to an 
abrupt halt, and the driver, a 
tall, foppishly dressed Spaniard, 
wrenched open the door on his side and 
got out. There was something feline and 

cruel in his olive-tinted face, and a 
mocking devil lived in his black eyes.

“We’re here, folks,” he said.
He watched as a tall, shapely blond 

girl with a beautiful, but coldly expres­

sionless face, like that of a mannequin, 
got haughtily from the car. As she 
dropped a black veil, completely cover­
ing her face, the Spaniard masked his 
own dark countenance with a silk hand­
kerchief, and pulled his hat-brim over 
his eyes. ■ >

Another man who alighted from the 
car, coming up behind them, was a sin­
ister figure. A tall man, completely in 
black, except for his scarlet, silken hood. 
With diamond-shaped slits for the eyes, 
it entirely concealed his face. A painted

Taken from the Case-book of Richard Curtis Van Loan



A Modern Master of Murder Imitates the
black line on the scarlet silk bisected the 
hood vertically, and another made a 
cross-bar where the mouth should be. A 
cross—inverted!

For a moment, the girl stared at him. 
Then she said slowly:

“Maybe it wasn’t j ust a macabre whim 
on your part to borrow the name of the 
infamous Black Bishop of Toulon, ser­
vant of the^ Prince of Darkness. I am 
almost beginning to believe in some­
thing else now, Bishop.”

“And what is that, Anita?” the 
“Bishop” drawled.

“Reincarnation,” she whispered 
softly, and he laughed.

It was a bleak, gray November after­
noon. Dreary weather, and dreary, de­
serted countryside, with no sign of 
human habitation. And the only sound 
was the sobbing of the wind in the 
gaunt trees.

“How far is Matt Tasker’s place from 
here, Ramon?” the hooded man asked 
the Spaniard.

“A quarter of a mile. That way.”
Ramon pointed to a weed-choked path 

which cut into the red clay banks.
“Chances are fifty-fifty, Anita, that 

our greeting will be a tommy?gun 
burst,” the Bishop said. “Molloy’s 
nerves should befln bad shape by now. 
Wait in the car, if you like.”

“Of course, I’m coming with you,” 
she said, with a note of annoyance.

THE hooded man walked to the car 
and lifted out a portable phono­
graph. At the same time Ramon grabbed 

the ankles of a body slumped on the 
floor-boards, and dragged out a small, 
thin man with a pinched white face and 
a bald head. It lolled hideously as the 
Spaniard walked toward the path with 
the unconscious man over his shoulders.

The small procession followed the 
path in silence, rustling dry weeds and 
grass, moving through thick under­
brush, until at last they emerged 
■abruptly into a clearing. A prosperous 
farm had once been here. Now all the 
buildings were dilapidated, and no plow 
had touched that soil in many seasons.

But someone lived here. Smoke lifted 
from a chimney, and as the visitors ap­

proached a man flung open a door and 
stepped out onto the porch, watching 
them silently.

“Death is close now and watching us, 
Ramon,” the hooded man said softly. 
“Come on!”

The old man on the porch, whom they 
knew to be Matt Tasker, was gaunt, 
leathery-faced, with unkempt gray hair. 
Peering from beneath bushy eyebrows, 
he looked at the Spaniard with,the body 
slung over his shoulders, at the tall 
blonde with the frozen white face, at the 
scarlet-hooded man in black. He still 
said nothing. It was the Bishop who 
spoke.

“Andy Molloy,” he said. “I want to 
talk to him.”

Matt Tasker slowly shook his head.
“Ain’t nobody here by that name. I 

live alone.”
The Bishop raised his voice, a gut­

tural voice, with a Teutonic accent.
“Andy Molloy!” he called loudly. “I 

have no connection with the police! I 
believe you hear me, Molloy, are watch­
ing us. I know you are here—from 
Chick O’Keefe. Cluck is with us now. I 
must talk to you, Molloy. You have 
nothing to lose by listening, and much 
to gain.”

Silence again in the deserted country­
side. The listening group waited like 
figures of stone. Then a thin, wailing, 
flutelike sound came from some unde­
termined source. As it died away, the 
old man said shortly:

“Come on.”
He stepped off the porch and led them 

past the well to the tumble-down barn. 
Inside its sagging doors, they waited. 
Presently there came a rustling sound 
from one of the dirty stalls, and a trap­
door beneath the old hay was pushed up. 
A man’s head and shoulders -bowed 
above the opening; broad shou.-.. rs, and 
a massive, brutal head.

Years in the ring had given Andy 
Molloy a broken nose, cauliflowered 
ears, and one deeply-scarred cheek. But 
he was no punch-drunk ex-pug. His eyes 
were shrewd and hard and coldly intel­
ligent, and his body powerful. He held a 
submachine-gun covering the group as 
he climbed out with catlike grace.



Grisly Crime Pattern of the Middle Ages!
Three men followed him—a hard­

eyed, hard-mouthed youth, a squat, 
hairy, gorillalike man, and a big blond 
fellow who was handsome in spite of 
dissipation signs in his face. Each man 
was armed with an automatic.

In the tense silence a soft, moaning 
sound came from the man slung over 
the Spaniard’s shoulder.

“Put him down, Ramon,” the Bishop 
said. “Chick seems to be coming to just 
in time.”

“Start talkin’, pal,” Molloy said to the 
hooded man, his voice menacingly slow. 
“So you have to talk to me, eh?”

“Sure, Molloy,” the Bishop said. “And

THE PHANTOM

I’m handing it to you straight, because 
you’re no fool. Ten days ago you and 
your boys stuck up a bank in Trenton, 
after a huge defense plant payroll. But 
things sort of went wrong, eh, Molloy?”

“Sort of,” the gunman muttered.
“A guard went'for his gun. You shot 

him, but not before he ripped off your 
handkerchief mask. Thirty people saw 
you, Molloy, before you and your men 
blasted your way out and got out of 
Trenton—leaving six bodies behind you. 
All of which makes Andy Molloy and his 
boys about the hottest bunch of guys in 
America. There is a terrific manhunt 
out for you—and this is one rap you 
can’t beat, Mofloy!”

A SHADOW passed over Molloy’s 
brutal face.

“Now tell me somethin’ I don’t 
know,” he growled.

“I can tell you that one of the men on 
that job with you was Chick O’Keefe. 
He didn’t want to come to this hideout 
with you, because he couldn’t get any 
cocaine here. So you let him go on with 
the getaway car. You liked the idea bet­
ter, anyhow, of having the car found 
abandoned sixty miles or so away from 
where you actually were. So—”

The bald-headed little man on the 
floor moaned again, and his eyelids 
began to flutter.

"You still haven’t told me anything I 
don’t know, pal,” Molloy menacingly 
growled again.

The hooded figure came a step closer.
“I will now. A tire blew out on the 

getaway car when Chick was twenty 
miles from Philadelphia. He got out to 
fix it, leaving his overcoat and the five 
grand you had given him in the car. A 
police car came shooting up, and Chick 
had to make a break for it, without the 
coat. Now he had no money. And he 
had to have cocaine. So he came to 
Ramon, my friend here, whom he used 
to know on the West Coast, with a 
proposition.”

The little man was sitting up now, 
and terror was beginning to replace the 
bewilderment in his eyes. His heavy, 
panting breathing was the only sound 
as the masked man raised the cover of 
the portable phonograph, and started 
the machine playing a record that was 
on the disk.

“I’m goin’ nuts, Ramon!” came a 
high-pitched, hysterical voice. “I got to 
have some snow—and you can get it for 
me. Curse it, I'm puttin’ ten grand in 
your pocket! That’s the reward the bank 
is offerin’ for Molloy’s capture, dead or 
alive I All you gotta do is tip off the cops 
that Molloy and the mob is bein’ hidden 
out at Matt Tasker’s farm near Kent, 
Pennsylvania, and . . . Get me some 
snow! Or I’ll go off my noodle, you hear 
me? I tell you—”

The Bishop lifted the needle off the 
record.

“Plain enough, isn’t it, Molloy?” he 
murmured.



Chick O’Keefe’s face was livid with 
terror.

“Andy!” he screamed. “I was goin’ 
nuts for a sniftei-! I didn’t know what I 
was doin’! Andy, gimme a break!”

Molloy made a signal to the gorilla 
man.

“You handle this, Oscar,” he said. “I 
don’t want to risk somebody hearin’ a 
shot.”

“Andy!” Chick O’Keefe screamed 
again, as Oscar’s arm came from be­
neath his ceat, holding a murderous- 
looking knife.

He threw it with a peculiar wrist 
snap. Chick'©’Keefe’s scream became a 
gurgling, choking sound as the knife 
buried itself in his throat. Molloy looked 
down at the little man’s body in an ever­
widening pool of blood—once—and 
turned back to the heoded man.

“There’s still unfinished business,” he 
said. “This Hamon could have told the 
cops where me and the boys were hidin’. 
Instead, he came here with Chick, with 

'that girl there, with you. Why?”
“Because I told him to,” the guttural 

voice replied. “Chick came along just 
when we were looking for a mob to pull 
off a few jobs. I’ve got some big plans, 
Molloy, but I need men like you and 
your boys. So you go to work for me, 
and in return, I’ll destroy your worst 
enemies—your faces! They are your 
tickets to the,chair! But with a changed 
appearance that-the police cannot recog­
nize. ... ’You gdt it, Molloy? Free to go 
anywhere! That’s what I’m offering 
you.”

MOLLOY’S nostrils began to dilate.
“You one of them plastic sur­

geons?” he demanded.
“No. But I can bring one to you to­

night—and I never make idle promises.” 
He swung to the big blond gunman. 
“You used to be a physician, didn’t 
you?”

“I did.” The man smiled crookedly. 
“Park Avenue—the works.”

“Then you can see to it that the sur­
geon I’ll bring doesn’t play any tricks on 
you. All I want in return, Molloy, is un­
questioned obedience from you and your 
men for a couple of days. Is it a deal?”

“Who are you?” Molloy asked softly. 
“Why are you masked?”

“You may call me—the Bishop,” the 
guttural voice said coldly. “The reason 

we’re masked should be obvious. The 
most carefully laid plans may go wrong. 
Anyway, after the plastic surgeon gets 
through with you, I won’t know what 
you look like, either. So we’ll be even.”

“It’s a deal,” Molloy said. “Now how 
about givin’ us an idea of what you 
want us to do for you.”

“All right. There’s a factory not far 
from here, with four guards watching it 
at night. Some time between now and 
morning, those guards will be killed and 
the factory blown up.”

Johnny Kane, the tough kid with the 
bitter eyes, broke in savagely:

“That tips off who he is all right! 
He’s one of them Nazi rats—a saboteur! 
Andy, we’ll be takin’ orders from Ber­
lin!”

“So what do you care?” snarled Mol­
loy. “If takin’ orders from Berlin gets 
you a new face and a chance to scram 
out of this hole—”

The eyes peering through the slits of 
the hood appraised Johnny Kane for a 
few seconds.

“All right, Molloy," the man declared 
then. “I’ll be back in a few hours with 
the eminent surgeon I promised. Then— 
we’ll go to work. And ten thousand will 
be small change to what we’ll be out to 
get!”

CHAPTER II
A Doctor’s Ruse

R. JOHN GERRY, 
noted physician and 
surgeon, famed for his 
plastic surgery work 
which gave life back 
to those for whom war 
had destroyed hope, 
sat at a desk in a small 
Village apartment, 
busy with a manu­
script which lay before 
him.

Stiffly formal in evening clothes, an 
elderly man with thinning gray hair, 
and with the austerity of a scholar and 
an intellectual, he seemed to have little 
in common with that room. It was gay 
with pennants and relics of college days, 
and the doctor would have appeared 
more at home in his Park Avenue apart­
ment or his pretentious Westchester 
home.

But there was a reason he preferred



The guard staggered back as 
Ferguson's bullets struck him 

(CHAPTER XIII)



the little Washington Square walk-up to 
hie own oak-paneled and 'book-lined 
libraries. Foi- here Tommy Gerry, his 
only son, had lived and laughed and 
worked while a student at the univer­
sity, on the Square. Tommy had donned 
a uniform after bombs had crashed upon 
Pearl Harbor, and now flew a fighter 
plane at some far Pacific base.

Dr. Gerry had kept the little apart­
ment, and somehow felt when he was 
here that his son was near him. And 
only here was he able to concentrate as 
he should on the erudite treatise he was 
writing.

As he continued his work with slow 
deliberation, occasionally pausing to 
consult notes or thumb through index 
cards, suddenly he was startled by the 
peremptory summons of the buzzer over 
tiie door. That could hardly be Mar­
garet, his wife, he thought, as he got up 
to press the button which would open 
the downstairs door. She was not sup­
posed to stop by for him to go to Frank 
Havens’ reception until nine. More 
likely it was some friend of Tommy’s 
who had forgotten he was in the Army.

He heard footsteps in the corridor, 
and waited for a knock, knowing that 
the door was unlocked! But they came 
in without knocking—two masked men 
and a heavily-veiled woman. And Dr. 
Gerry, who had steady nerves, stared 
with incredulity.

One man was dressed completely in 
black, except for a scarlet hood dropped 
over his face, a hood on which, painted 
in black, was an inverted cross. As he 
advanced into the room he was a sin­
ister figure.

The woman behind him was slim and 
smartly dressed. Her black veil com­
pletely covered her face. And the other 
man’s face was masked with a silk hand­
kerchief.

Dr. Gerry’s stunned surprise was only 
momentary. Then he regained his cus­
tomary cold composure.

“I don’t find this intrusion amusing,” 
he said sharply. “I’ve no fondness for 
practical jokes. Though you must real­
ise by now that you are in the wrong 
apartment.”

The hooded man sauntered leisurely 
toward the desk and waved a gloved 
hand.

“No,” he assured, “we’re in the right 
apartment, Dr. Gerry. And we will'at 

once get down to business. You’re tak­
ing a trip with us, Doctor.”

The scarlet-hooded man seemed per­
fectly at case. The handkerchief-masked 
man at the door laughed softly. The girl 
had lifted her veil a bit and placea a 
long amber cigarette holder between her 
lips. She was now touching a lighter 
flame to the cigarette.

It was all casual—but it was suddenly 
hammered home to Dr. Gerry that this 
was no practical joke.

“I don’t understand,” he said slowly. 
“I am to go along with you? Where? 
Why?”

‘‘Where, I don’t mind telling you, is a 
rather dull little place called Kent, 
Pennsylvania,” the hooded man said in 
somewhat guttural, Teutonic accents. 
“Why? We’ll discuss that later. Now 
you will please make a copy in your own 
handwriting of this message.”

HE REACHED into a pocket and 
drew out a sheet of paper which he 

slid across the desk to Dr. Gerry. It was 
a typewritten letter, and read:
Dear Margaret:

I am sorry to take thia way of announcing 
my decision, but it may be easiest for us both. 
I must disappear for a few weeks, where I can 
be undisturbed and completely alone, with, the 
opportunity to finish my book. Do not think 
too harshly of me, for there is no need Jar you 
to worry. Be patient and understanding. I 
shall be back in a few weeks.

Love,
Jack.

He looked up, and saw the mockery in 
the eyes peering through the slits of the 
hood.

“Do you approve my literary compo­
sition, Doctor?” the masked man said. 
“Your wife, due here at nine, will find 
that note—in your handwriting— 
wedged in the mail slit above the down­
stairs bell. It will save her unnecessary 
worry and—what is more important—it 
will prevent her going to the police 
when you are missing.”

Dr. Gerry shook his head. “Surely 
you don’t think she will accept such a 
note? Of course, she will assume that I 
was forced to write it! Most certainly 
she will go to the police.”

Soft laughter came from beneath the 
hood.

“My dear Dr. Gerry, isn’t it obvious 
that before I could have written such a 
note that I must have learned quite a bit 



about your private life? I know, for in­
stance, that your wife calls you ‘Jack,’ 
not ‘John.’ And that you have become 
such a near recluse since your son 
joined the Air Force that your wife will 
not find too abnormal your sudden de­
cision to disappear for a few weeks.”

And a small voice within Dr. Gerry 
was whispering:

“That masked devil is right. Mar­
garet will believe it. In heaven’s name 
what is all this about?”

“Mind telling me how you happen to 
know so much about my private life?” 
he asked acidly.

The man in the hood merely shrugged, 
and the girl with the veil laughed husk­
ily-

“Please start copying that note, Doc­
tor,” the hooded man ordered sharply.

Dr. Gerry made no move. He was not 
frightened. He was coldly angry.

“The next step, I suppose,” he said 
evenly, “is physical violence and the 
threat of death. Go right ahead. I cer­
tainly will not copy that note.”

More mocking laughter came from 
beneath the red hood.

“That won’t be necessary, Doctor. We 
won’t do anything so crude. But I—er— 
understand your wife is in rather deli­
cate health; so we have been thoughtful 
of her. But since my object is to elimi­
nate the danger of her notifying the po­
lice, it will be necessary for us to take 
your wife with us when she arrives here 
—unless that note is written. It might 
be particularly terrifying for her to lie 
under a blanket in the rear of a car for 
hours, bound and gagged, and later to 
be forced into the company of men who 
harbor no gallantry for womanhood. 
And your wife is a beautiful woman . . . 
You understand, Doctor?”

Dr. Gerry’s logical scientist’s mind 
told him that this masked devil was not 
bluffing. Whatever the man’s plans 
were, Margaret, Tommy’s mother, must 
not be the brute’s victim.

He must copy that letter. But was 
there any possible way in which he 
could warn Margaret that he was in 
trouble and that she should notify the 
police? Ordinary methods seemed im­
possible, for he was not dealing with a 
fool.

No, it had to be something subtle 
tricky. And as much as he loved 
Margaret he could not consider her es­

pecially observant or brilliant. It seemed 
impossible to do anything. Unless . . .

With scientific detachment, he began 
mulling over an idea which had sud­
denly struck him. Yes, there was some­
thing he could try, something that 
would tip off what had happened. But 
would Margaret notice it? Would 
anyone notice it? Yet it was worth 
trying.

He reached for a blank piece of paper 
and, writing with his usual slow deliber­
ation, copied the note, word for word. 
He signed it and handed it to the 
masked man.

“Now,” he said, “I’ve one other ques­
tion. Are you aware that I am not a 
wealthy man? I am assuming, of course, 
that I am to be held for ransom.”

“Your assumption is incorrect, Doc­
tor,” the hooded man said shortly. “But 
enough of that—for now. We are wast­
ing time.”

He had reached into his overcoat 
pocket as he spoke, and now a short, 
brown blackjack hissed viciously 
through the air. It caught Dr. Gerry be­
hind his left ear. He made a soft, sigh­
ing sound, and his body slumped for­
ward against the desk.

“We’re off, Anita!” the hooded man. 
said exultantly, and as he flung up his 
arm he-.looked like a creature material­
ized straight from Dante’s Inferno.

CHAPTER III
The Phantom Gets a Lead

SMALL reception was 
in progress at the 
home of Frank Ha­
vens, millionaire pub­
lisher of the New York 
Clarion and a chain of 
other coast - to - coast 
newspapers. Interest­
ing people were pres­
ent, for Havens’guests 
were always those who
had gained recogni­

tion in some specific field, celebrities be­
cause of accomplishment.

All distinguished, with one exception 
—a tall, handsome young man who 
lounged in a deep chair near the port­
able bar. For Richard Curtis Van 
Loan’s only claim to distinction, if it 
could be so called, was the fact, that he 
was an outstanding figure in cafe society 



life and that, as he would have ad­
mitted, with his amicable grin, he was 
an excellent judge of French brandy.

It was a known fact that the reason 
he was on such friendly, intimate terms 
with the publisher was because Havens 
and Dick Van Loan’s father, now dead, 
had been lifelong friends. There could 
be no other reason, for there could 
surely be nothing in common between 
the two, since the life Havens led and 
that which apparently appealed to Dick 
Van Loan were a million miles apart.

Van Loan was a millionaire playboy, 
blithe and carefree, a young man who 
seemed to have no other object in life 
than the pursuit of pleasure. A playboy 
—and he looked it as he sat there, hand­
some, faultlessly groomed, a vague bore­
dom on his face as he twirled the stem 
of a brandy glass while he talked with 
some of Frank Havens’ guests.

Only the publisher himself knew the 
dramatic truth about this young Van 
Loan, one that would have electrified 
this room—and the outside world, as 
well. Of all the men in the world only 
Frank Havens knew that the supposed 
playboy was by far the greatest celeb­
rity in this company of distinguished 
people. For Richard Curtis Van Loan, 
the millionaire playboy, was in actuality 
that grim and mysterious personality 
known as the Phantom!

The Phantom—conceded by police all 
over the world as one of the greatest 
sleuths who ever lived. The Phantom 
—dreaded and hated by the underworld 
like the plague. The exploits of the Man 
of a Thousand Faces, as he was often 
called, were fabulous and legendary, for 
time and again he had single-handedly 
attacked and smashed vicious criminal 
organizations.

The fact that no one except Frank 
Havens knew the Phantom’s real iden­
tity was one of his most potent weapons. 
Since he was a master of disguise, al­
ways wearing a different disguise 
when on a case, criminals could not be 
on the look-out for him. Nor could there 
be retribution from friends of the 
human rats whom the Phantom had 
driven behind bars and into death cells.

That was why Van had deliberately 
and carefully kept up the pretense of 
being a playboy. It was an effective 
screen to disguise his activity as the 
Phantom, and anyone who wished to 

reach him could always do so through 
Frank Havens, the Phantom’s only con­
tact.

It was Havens who was responsible 
for Van entering the field of crime de­
tection. After Van’s parents had died, 
leaving him a great fortune, he had not 
known what to do with his life. The ex­
istence of rich man-about-town had soon 
palled, for Nature had demanded an 
outlet for his keen intelligence, his dy­
namic energy.

Havens had suggested that Van take 
a crack at solving a sensational murder 
which had been baffling the police. Van 
had taken the rather idle suggestion 
seriously. And three days later he had, 
anonymously, been able to hand over 
the killer to the surprised police. From 
that moment on, newspapermen who 
had been unable to get a line on the mys­
terious, but successful sleuth, had 
dubbed him the Phantom Detective.

Van had accepted that name and had 
gone seriously into the grim business of 
being a man-hunter. He had studied 
books on criminology and methods em­
ployed by noted detectives everywhere. 
He had perfected to a fine art his skill at 
various disguises, and had built a secret 
laboratory where he learned to use all 
the latest scientific equipment that could 
play a vital part in catching a murderer. 
He also spoke many languages, and as 
many dialects, as well as being an ex­
pert ventriloquist.

Knowing that he was in a deadly 
dangerous business, he kept his body in 
superb shape, mastering a grim effi­
ciency in the use of lethal weapons, as 
well as his fists, and a proficiency in ju­
jitsu. The underworld attributed super­
natural powers to him, but his success 
was simply the result of study and hard 
work.

But it took nerve and will-power to 
maintain the playboy affectation, espe­
cially with his country at war. But he 
could not share with the disapproving, 
what one of America’s leaders, sitting 
in his office in Washington, had told Van 
after war had been declared:

“You are doing a magnificent job, 
Phantom. For you to join the armed 
forces would be an error. To fight crimi­
nal rats on the home front, while the 
nation is at war, is more vitally impor­
tant than ever. In disguise as you are, 
naturally I don’t know you. But when 



you are called up, let me know immedi­
ately, Until then, forget your pride and 
let it be thought that you are not physi­
cally fit. For the Phantom must con­
tinue to function!” .

Frank Havens, a stocky, gray-haired 
man with a kindly, ruddy face, had ap­
proached Van and was passing a word 
oi' two with the young fellow when the 
publisher’s eyes lighted as a new guest 
—a slender, aristocratic, titian-haired 
woman—entered.

“Margaret Gerry,” Havens said, in 
answer to Van’s unspoken query. “Dr. 
John Gerry’s wife. Beautiful, isn’t she?”

“Beautiful, yes,” Van said, watching 
her narrowly. “And under some terrific 
tension she is almost desperately trying 
not to betray.”

Havens stared at him, startled, then 
hurried to Mrs. Gerry. She reached both 
hands out to him in an impulsive ges­
ture. They moved away from the crowd, 
and she spoke swiftly for a moment. 
Then Havens came back to the bar.

“Have some brandy sent into the 
library, Judson,” he told the bartender. 
Then he added in a low voice to Van: 
“You were right. She is upset—wants 
to talk to me, alone. I’ve a hunch you’d 
better listen in. Go into my study.”

Van strolled away, moved idly into 
the hall, and to Havens’ study. He had 
turned out the light and was in the 
darkness beside the partially-opened 
door- which connected with the library 
when Havens and Margaret Gerry en­
tered the library.

They sat down before the fire on the 
hearth, and when the man who served 
them with brandy had gone, Havens 
prompted gently:

“Now what is it, Margaret? What’s 
bothering you?”

Her lips trembled as she said:
“Frank, you always have been one of 

our closest friends—Jack’s and mine. So 
I want your advice. Jack—he’s left me. 
Just for a few weeks, but.. . Here’s the 
note I found when I called for him at 
Tommy’s little apartment. He’s been 
writing his book there.”

Havens read the note she took from 
her evening bag, and slowly shook his 
head.

“I’m mighty sorry, Margaret.”
She leaned toward him.
“You know, Frank, that I have never 

been a jealous and demanding wife. I
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love Jack, and I know he loves me. But 
he’s been acting so strangely recently— 
doesn’t want to go anywhere or see any­
one. And now he’s gone—somewhere.”

“John usually means precisely what 
he says,” Havens tried to soothe her. 
“If he says he’ll be back in a few weeks, 
he will. He may have war nerves—and 
he wouldn’t be the only one.”

“That’s what worries me,” she said 
quietly. “It just isn’t like him, Frank, 
to leave such a note. If he wanted to get 
away for a few weeks he might have 
told me. I . . . Oh, Frank, I don’t know 
what to think!”

She stood up and tried to smile. And 
Van knew that she was whistling in the 
dark as she said with forced lightness:

“Oh, I’m going to be an optimist, and 
hope for the best. And I mustn’t keep 
you from your guests. Let’s rejoin 
them.”

Van slipped into the library as the 
door closed behind them. He found the 
note that Havens had deliberately 
wedged between the cushions of the up­
holstered chair, read it, and shrugged. 
It seemed an anti-climax when he had 
anticipated something serious.

He was about to replace the note and 
return to the living room when some­
thing about it suddenly caught his at­
tention. His eyes narrowed.

“Well, I’ll be darned!” he muttered 
softly. “This is interesting!”

He was pacing the library when Ha­
vens returned to it ten minutes later.



“Well, Van,” the publisher said, grin­
ning, “I guess it was a false alarm. John 
Gerry just got fed up with social obliga­
tions and took himself off somewhere 
for a few weeks. I believe Margaret is 
persuaded of that, too, and no longer un­
happy over it.”

“Take a look at this note again,” Van 
said, a trifle grimly. “The handwriting 
is steady, firm, but—”

“What about it?”
“Now notice that Dr. Gerry went over 

certain letters, tracing them twice,” 
Van went on. “Any graphologist will 
tell you that denotes hesitancy and ner­
vousness. And semeone with such char­
acteristics would not write as evenly 
and precisely as Dr. Gerry has.”

Havens stared at him. “Say, are you 
inferring that Dr. Gerry deliberately 
emphasized certain letters?”

“Yes. Now look. His opening words 
are, ‘I am sorry to take this—’ He em­
phasized three letters by going over 
them again, blurring them just a bit. 
The letters S 0 S.’ Get it, Mr. Havens? 
S 0 S—the internationally accepted dis­
tress signal.”

“You’re right!” exclaimed Havens. 
“What other letters—”

“After several lines, the letter ‘k’ in 
the word ‘book.’ See it? And five other 
letters on the closing line, spelling, 
‘K-E-N-T-P-A.’ That could only mean 
—Kent, Pennsylvania.”

Havens stared at him incredulously.
“Good heavens, Van, what are we to 

deduce from that?”
“That Dr. Gerry was forced to write 

that note,” Van said grimly. “A clever 
man, he took that way of telling us that 
he’s in trouble, and that it has some­
thing to do with Kent, Pennsylvania.”

“Margaret and I got nothing out of 
that note,” Havens said. “Dr. Gerry is 
lucky because you’re here tonight.”

“Dr. Gerry’s good luck, as you put it, 
will not amount to much, unless we do 
something about it.” Van said. “Tell me 
something about him.”

“Well, John and I were roommates at 
the university, belonged to the same 
fraternity. He was a brilliant student, 
and after graduation soon began mak­
ing a name fox- himself as a surgeon. 
After the last war, when he saw what 
horrors some of the wounded men were 
when they returned, he took up plastic 
surgery. Today he is considered one of 

the greatest plastic surgeons in 
American, though he gives most of his 
time, free of charge, to those who need 
help, and cannot afford to pay.

“A plastic surgeon, eh?” Van re­
peated sharply. “That’s probably the 
reason for his abduction.”

Van was narrowed-eyed as he paced 
the room, no longer the languid and 
mildly bored young man of fifteen min­
utes ago.

“Dr. John Gerry is a great man,” 
Havens said quietly. “The world needs 
him. Van, we’ve got to do something.”

“We will,” Van clipped. “Only the 
name of a town isn’t much to go on. 
We’ve got to have more information. 
Perhaps the doctor’s wife can supply it. 
Ask her to stay after your other guests 
leave. I’ll be back at midnight—in dis­
guise, as the Phantom. Say you discov­
ered the secret message in that note, and 
called me. I’ll have had time, by then, to 
pay a visit to the apartment where the 
doctor wrote the note. Maybe I’ll pick 
up some clue there. Have the address 
ready for me when I call you.”

“I will, Van.”
“Another thing. Call Steve Huston. 

Tell him to check through the Clarion 
files for anything at all tied up with 
Kent, Pennsylvania. Have him here at 
midnight. I may find use for him.”

He paused, then added slowly:
“The abduction of a plastic surgeon 

implies still another criminal scheme 
that someone is concocting. There’s 
something ugly brewing somewhere, 
Mr. Havens, and I’ve a hunch I’ll be on 
the spot when it boils over.”

CHAPTER IV
Black-bearded Intruder

T WAS only a few.min­
utes’ walk from Frank 
Havens’ home to the 
Park Avenue apart­
ment building where 
Dick Van Loan had 
his penthouse. He 
passed the main en­
trance, turned the cor- 
ner, and walked up the 
side-street block, paus­
ing before a private 

entrance door.
Unlocking the door, he entered a 

small hall. Another key opened the 



bronze door of a private service eleva­
tor.

There was nothing Van appreciated 
more than he did the exclusive use of 
that private entrance. For without it he 
could not possibly have functioned as 
the Phantom from the place he made his 
home. A Bowery derelict—he had been 
so disguised on a recent case—could not 
have left the millionaire playboy’s 
penthouse without a scene from the 
amazed elevator operators and doormen.

But no uniformed lackeys knew who 
came and -went by way of the private 
elevator which serviced but one stop— 
Van’s own penthouse floor. Reaching
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his home now, he went straight through 
the palatial quarters to his bedroom.

Quickly ‘he removed his evening 
clothes, then crossed the room and 
opened a huge closet. It contained the 
usual assortment of a well-dressed man 
of wealth. But this cedar closet also 
held a secret which would have startled 
anyone who knew Dick Van Loan.

Sliding aside the suits on the central 
rack, Van touched a hidden button. 
Noiselessly the back of the closet slid to 
one side. An overhead light went on 
automatically in the secret inner closet 
now exposed.

Fine modern weapons filled one entire 

wall—racks holding rifles, shotguns, 
various calibered revolvers and auto­
matics. A deadly little Thompson sub­
machine-gun was cradled in a suspended 
canvas bag. And in pigeon-holes were 
proper cartridges for each gun.

Shelves on the opposite wall were 
piled high with disguise accessories— 
toupees and wigs, ties, caps, hats, shoes 
and socks. Even underwear suitable to 
all types of men, for all occasions.

The clothing hanging from the cen­
tral bar between the two walls, ranged 
from a sailor’s uniform to a priest’s 
somber robe, a Broadway gambler’s 
flashy garments, a train conductor’s 
uniform, or the nondescript garb that 
might just have come off the back of a 
derelict who had slept in some gutter. 
Other clothes were just cheap and 
shabby, while still others might have 
borne a Bond Street label.

From this closet the Phantom drew 
the disguises for the Man of a Thousand 
Faces.

In the present instance there was no 
need for any specific disguise, for he had 
merely to alter his appearance. He se­
lected a cheap, dark suit, a black hat, 
and a soiled trench-coat. He found a 
blue shirt and tie and a pair of thick- 
soled, cheap shoes. He backed out of the 
closet, to deposit the clothes on the bed.

Returning to the closet, he selected a 
.45 automatic, made sure that it was 
loaded and in perfect working condition, 
and slid it into a shoulder holster. 
Finally, from a small drawer he took 
three objects the Phantom always car­
ried with him—a black felt mask he 
used on occasion, a small badge in the 
form of a glittering little mask of plati­
num and precious stones—the Phan­
tom’s insignia—and his portable make­
up kit.

Closing the secret door, he sat down 
before his triple-mirrored dressing 
table, unlocking a drawer which dis­
closed rows and rows of bottles and jars 
containing every variety of make-up 
materials. Snapping on the side light, 
he studied his face in the mirrors, and 
his fingers deftly got busy.

A bit of paste from one tube, rubbed 
into his skin, promptly gave it a Medi­
terranean swarthiness. With a shading 
pencil he lowered his hair line and thick­
ened his eyebrows. A clever little rubber 
gadget, made to fit under his lower lip 



over the gum, gave a pugnacious cast to 
his underjaw. And tiny pellets within 
his nostrils flattened and broadened his 
nose.

THE face of the tough, swarthy man 
now reflected in the mirrors bore ut­
terly no resemblance to Dick Van Loan.

Swiftly donning' the clothes he had se­
lected, he strapped the shoulder holster 
over his vest and placed make-up kit, 
badge and mask in the especially con­
structed pockets with which all his dis­
guise suits were equipped. And when he 
gave the final adjusting touch to his 
black hat and drew up the collar of his 
trench-coat, it was the Phantom, grim 
nemesis of crime, who descended in the 
little private elevator.

A drizzle was dampening the streets 
as Van headed for the nearest drug 
store to call Havens’ home.

Frank Havens, waiting for the call, 
gave him the address of Tommy Gerry’s 
Washington Square apartment.

“And, Phantom,” Havens said then, 
“I’ve had a talk with Margaret. Kent, 
Pennsylvania, means absolutely nothing 
to her. She’s never even heard of it. Nor 
has Steve Huston. He’s checking the 
files now. They’ll both be here when you 
come.”

“Thanks, Mr. Havens,” said Van, and 
made a wry face as he hung up.

A thin clue to begin with, the fact 
that the Pennsylvania town meant noth­
ing to Mrs. Gerry made it even more 
vague. Dr. Gerry’s abductors might 
have mentioned the town in reference 
to something that had no bearing on the 
case, and Dr. Gerry had pounced on it as 
the only clue he had.

Van flagged a cruising taxi and drove 
to Tommy Gerry’s little walk-up apart­
ment. The outer door was locked, but he 
brought out an oddly-curved, flexible 
strip of steel which he always carried in 
his make-up kit. There were few locks 
made which he could not quickly pick 
with that little gadget. In moments this 
lock clicked, and he pushed the door in­
ward.

He walked up to the second floor. 
Apartment 2B that he wanted was in 
the rear. He tried the knob, and the 
door yielded before the pressure of his 
hand. That surprised him a bit, until he 
realized that there had been no need for 
Dr. Gerry’s abductors to lock the door 

when they left, and Margaret Gerry 
probably had not gone upstairs at all.

It was pitch-black in the apartment as 
Van entered, the door swinging shut be­
hind him. He began fumbling in his 
pocket for a match, to look for the light 
switch. And the lights suddenly flashed 
on! Glaring overhead lights, snapped on 
by a man who stood flattened against 
the wall six feet from Van.

He looked to be a foreigner—a tall, 
thin man wearing a fur-collared over­
coat and a Homburg hat. He wore a neat 
little brownish Vandyke, and cold blue 
eyes watched Van through horn-rimmed 
glasses. His right hand held an ineffec­
tive-looking .22 automatic.

Diagonally across the room stood an­
other man, a burly giant with a beefy 
red face. His big hairy paw brandished 
a heavy revolver.

The unexpected shock of it was like 
an abrupt plunge into cold water. Van 
controlled his nerves, and checked the 
impulse to go for his own gun. That 
would be suicide, though he might take 
one of these men with him. He was in 
the hopeless position of being covered 
from two sides.

“It pays to be cautious,” the bearded 
man said, in a steady, cold voice. “We 
had put out the lights and were ready to 
leave when we heard you in the corri­
dor. It was possible someone was com­
ing here. So now we’ll have a chat, eh?”

VAN had to think fast—and straight.
Simulating nervousness, he blurted:

“Say, what is this? What did I bang 
into?”

“Maybe it’ll all come out as we sort of 
keep chatting,” the bearded man said. 
“Who are you?”

“Why, I—I’m the upholsterer,” Van 
said shakily.

The man stared at him.
“You’re what?”
“Sure. Dr. Gerry—the guy who lives 

here—wants those two chairs and ths 
couch covered. I took the order, but 
didn’t have a chance to take the mea­
surements. He told me he won’t be home 
tonight but he’ll leave the door open and 
I could come right in. That’s why I 
didn’t knock. Look, what’s this all 
about? I got six bucks in my pocket. If 
you guys want that—”

“You don’t look like no upholsterer to 
me,” the giant said.



"I don’t? Well, what does an uphol­
sterer supposed to look like?”

Van was trying to make up his mind 
with which of the two he stood a better 
chance if he tackled him in the face of a 
ready gun. He decided on the giant. 
There was a calm assurance about the 
bearded man that seemed more danger­
ous than the other’s brutish hulk. Only 
he would have to maneuver himself 
somehow into a position where he would 
have a reasonable chance. One false 
move—

“Look,” he went on nervously, to the 
giant, “if you doubt that I’m an uphol­
sterer, I can prove it to you. I marked 
down some figures in chalk on the bot­
tom of the seat cushion of that chair in 
front of you. Here, I’ll show you. Only 
go easy with that gun, will you? Guns 
gimme the willies!”

He moved before the giant could 
reply, looking and acting like a badly 
frightened man as he edged hesitantly 
toward the chair.

“Maybe he’s telling the truth, after 
all, Finnegan,” the other man said 
coldly.

“Sure, I am,” Van said eagerly. 
“Here, let me show you—”

He began lifting the cushion. Only a 
few inches away was the thick wrist be­
hind that heavy revolver. Now! And in 
that breathless split-instant before 
swinging into action, Van knew that he 
was about to rub shoulders with death!

CHAPTER V
Private Detective

out,AN’S hand shot
steel fingers catching 
the wrist of the giant. 
He yanked it toward 
him, straightening the 
arm, holding it away 
from him. Then in the 
same fluid, continuous 
motion his right hand 
slapped upward to 
grip the big man’s 
arm just beneath the 

jutting elbow.
It was a trick of ju-jitsu—leverage 

against and beneath a stiffly out­
stretched arm. Had Van wanted to, he 
might now have flung Finnegan, big as 
he was, completely over his shoulder. 
But that would have made him a target 

for the other man. He merely swung the 
giant around, so that his big hulk was 
between himself and the bearded man.

The man who had been called Finne­
gan cursed and rammed his free elbow 
into Van’s solar plexus. It was a lucky, 
rather than a deliberate, blow. Van felt 
himself doubling up, choking for breath. 
He heard quick, running footsteps, 
heard the door open and slam shut. 
With a kind of incredulity, he realized 
that the bearded man had run out on his 
companion without making the least ef­
fort to help him.

He slid his right hand forward, until 
both his hands were on Finnegan’s gun 
wrist. Then he jerked each in the oppo­
site direction. A hoarse cry burst from 
Finnegan. He dropped the revolver.

“Now, you big ox!” Van panted.
He swung the big man around. Once, 

twice, three times his fists found Finne­
gan’s face. The giant went reeling back 
into the wall and crashed to the floor.

“All right, I’m through,” he gasped. 
“You—curse you, you broke my wrist!”

Van kicked the revolver across the 
room.

“Now isn’t that just too bad!” he said 
coldly. “Your friend certainly wasted 
no time trying to give you a hand.”

“Why should he? I don’t mean nothin’ 
to him.”

“No? Now it’s my turn to ask ques­
tions. Who are you?”

“You heard my name—Finnegan,” 
the giant growled. “The rest of it is 
Mike. I’m a private dick. Who in thun­
der are you ?”

“Also a private dick—of a sort. I’m 
the Phantom.”

Finnegan sat up, one hand support­
ing his injured wrist, and stared at Van 
as if seeing an apparition.

“The Phantom?” he echoed, and 
groaned. “And of all the guys to tangle 
up with, I got to get myself in a brawl 
with the Phantom. Why didn’t I pick 
Joe Louis?”

“Let’s see your credentials,” Van in­
terrupted curtly.

Finnegan reached into his pocket, 
drew out a wallet, and handed it to Van. 
A card under the cellophane bore the 
name of Michael Finnegan, licensed pri­
vate investigator. Van threw the wallet 
back to him.

“Who was the man with you?” he 
asked.



“Said his name was Berger. He called 
me up. Told me he picked my name at 
random out of the classified directory. I 
sleep in my office. That tips you off how 
good business is. Anyway, he asked me 
to meet him in a bar. 1 did. Then he 
told me that he’s married and he thinks 
that his wife ain’t doin’ him right. So 
he wants me to check on it with him. 
There’s nothing new about that.”

“Go on,” Van prompted impatiently.
“Okay, Phantom. He told me that a 

couple of hours ago his wife was sup­
posed to have gone to see her sister up 
in the Bronx. She took a taxi, and be­
cause he was suspicious he remembered 
the license number of the cab. When the 
hackie came back to the stand, he asked 
him where he took his wife. The hackie 
said he brought her to this address, and 
this ain’t the Bronx, see?

“He wanted me to come along with 
him and try to find out who she visited 
here. He acted kind of scared to come 
alone. So we came here. There’s only 
six apartments in this buildin’, and only 
one has a man’s name on the bell— 
Thomas Gerry. So we figgered that must 
be it.”

HE PAUSED, wincing, as he rubbed 
his wrist.

“Go on!” Van prompted again. “What 
happened after you got here?”

“Nothing much. We rang Gerry’s 
bell. No answer. So we rang another 
apartment to let ourselves into the 
buildin’. We went upstairs and tried 
that outside door. It was unlocked—on 
the level, Phantom. The guy looked 
through some of those papers on the 
desk and kind of generally snooped 
around.”

“Did he take anything?”
“No. But I didn’t like the set-up. So 

I told him we’d better get out, He 
said okay—and then we heard your 
footsteps outside. He pulled out a gat. I 
didn't know what was cornin’ next, so I 
thought I’d better have my Roscoe 
handy, too—just in case. He put out the 
lights and—well, you know the rest.”

Van watched the giant sprawled on 
the floor.

“I think you’re telling the truth,” he 
said slowly. “I don’t have to remind you 
that it isn’t smart to lie to me.”

“No, it isn’t. Finnegan affirmed posi­
tively. “I told you the truth, but I’m 

mighty sure the guy with me handed me 
a line. There must have been some good 
reason why he was scared to come here 
alone.”

“You say that all you know about him 
is that his name was Berger?” asked 
Van.

Finnegan hesitated, his eyes thought­
ful.

“Phantom, I ain’t in such a good spot 
now maybe, so far as my license is con­
cerned. So I’m goin’ to play ball with 
you. Maybe I can tip you off to some­
thin’ else about that guy. Like I told 
you, we met in a booth in a bar. We 
talked a while, then he remembered that 
he had to make a phone call. He left his 
overcoat when he went to make the call. 
I had a feelin’ the guy was a phony. So 
I—I kind of dipped into his overcoat 
pockets. I found this!”

Again he stifled a groan as he reached 
into his pocket. He dragged out a tele­
gram, han’ded it to Van. Tt was ad­
dressed to Norman Parrish, Hotel Win­
terset, New York City, and the message 
read:

LATHROP CALLING WHAT SECRE­
TARY DESCRIBED AS VITALLY IMPOR­
TANT MEETING AT 2:30 AM WHEN HE 
RETURNS FROM WASHINGTON STOP 
MEETING TO BE HELD IN STUDIO BE­
HIND LATHROP’S HOME STOP SUSPECT 
TROUBLE IS BREWING PARTICULARLY 
SINCE HUGH MARKHAM WILL ALSO BE 
PRESENT STOP DON’T FAIL TO ATTEND

DAN BOYLEN
Swift excitement narrowed Van’s 

eyes. The message had been sent from 
Kent, Pennsylvania! The wire had 
reached New York an hour ago, there­
fore the mysterious meeting was due to 
come off in a couple of hours from now. 
Had it some bearing on whatever devil­
try had made Dr. Gerry a kidnap victim ?

He crossed to the telephone stand, 
quickly looked up a number, and dialed 
it.

“Hotel Winterset,” a man’s voice an­
swered.

“Connect me with Mr. Norman Par­
rish, please,” Van said.

“Sorry, sir, but Mr. Parrish has 
checked out.”

“That’s impossible,” Van said curtly. 
“He’s supposed to await my call. Per­
haps I’ve the wrong hotel, and by sheer 
coincidence you’ve had another man 
who has the same name. Did your Mr. 
Parrish wear a small Vandyke and horn­



rimmed glasses, and register from Kent, 
Pennsylvania?”

“That's the man, all right,” the clerk 
replied promptly. “But he checked out 
a couple of hours ago.”

“Thanks.” Van hung up.

NOW the initial vagueness of the 
clue to the Pennsylvania town was 
being dispelled. He had something 

definite from which to springboard an 
investigation. A man who looked like 
Parrish shouldn’t be difficult to locate 
in a small town. And there were those 
other three names—Lathrop, Hugh 
Markham, Dan Boylen.

“It’s a break, all right—wherever it 
leads,” he thought, and began prowling 
about the room, his keen, experienced 
eyes darting here and there.

A single cigarette butt had been 
ground out in an ash-stand near another 
chair. There were no ash-trays on the 
desk, making it obvious that Dr. John 
Gerry did not smoke.

Van picked up the butt. The ciga­
rette was of a popular brand, smoked 
by millions. There were no discolora­
tions on the paper, and the tip was 
slightly puckered, obviously from hav­
ing been wedged into a cigarette holder. 
A slight clue in itself, perhaps. Men 
seldom used cigarette holders. Women 
did, frequently. Had a woman accom­
panied Dr. Gerry’s abductors?

The desk showed nothing of signifi­
cance, and Parrish had meddled with it. 
Van peered into the neat little bedroom, 
into the kitchen, into the yellow-tiled 
bathroom.

Some smudges on the gleaming white 
porcelain of the tub were noticeable be­
cause the rest of the bathroom was so 

immaculate. Van drew aside the shower 
curtain and saw that the smudges at the 
bottom of the tub were footprints. And 
one print wras of a woman’s high heel!

There was no great mystery why peo­
ple wearing shoes had stood in the tub. 
A window was beyond it. As Van him­
self stepped into the tub and raised the 
sash, he saw the fire-escape outside— 
the only window in the apartment look­
ing onto a fire-escape.

A. narrow black alley was below. That 
was how the abductors had left with 
Dr. Gerry. And a woman had been with 
them! A woman who used a holder 
when she smoked cigarettes.

Slowly, Van lowered the window, and 
his eyes were narrowed and thoughtful 
as he left the bathroom. The trip to 
this little apartment had paid unex­
pected dividends. He had a lead, some­
thing to work on.

Mike Finnegan was on his feet now, 
wincing as he rubbed his injured wrist.

“Would you mind if I left now, Phan­
tom?” he asked miserably. “I wanna 
have a doctor look at my wrist. It’s be­
ginning to give me fits.”

Van picked up the giant’s revolver, 
handed it to him.

“Yes, you should have it attended to,” 
he said. “It isn’t broken; just badly 
sprained. But before you go—listen to 
this! I doubt if the man who called him­
self Berger but whose right name seems 
to have been Parrish will try to contact 
you again. Yet he may, to find out who 
I was. If he does, tell him nothing over 
the phone. Make an appointment with 
him, and let me know about it, through 
Frank Havens.”

The giant nodded.
[Turn page]



“I’ll do that, Phantom.”
Van waved toward the door, and Fin­

negan lost no time leaving. In a few 
minutes Van followed him out into the 
rainy street. He flagged a taxi, and as 
he started for Frank Havens’ home, the 
publisher’s words were ringing in his 
ears: “Dr. Gerry is a great man. The 
world needs him. We’ve got to do some­
thing.”

“Yes, we've got to do something,” he 
muttered grimly. “And—we will!”

CHAPTER VI 
A Line on Kent

HE storm which mani­
fested itself only in a 
dreary drizzle in Man­
hattan was a torrent 
of rain and howling 
wind seventy miles 
away near the town 
of Kent, Pennsyl­
vania.

Johnny Kane, the 
kid killer of Andy 
Molloy’s mob, stum­

bled along in the wind- and rain-lashed 
blackness. He could not see where he 
was going. Again and again, some ob­
struction would trip him and he would 
go crashing to the ground.

Sometimes he would lay there, pant­
ing like a spent animal, the savage 
downpour pounding at him. Then he 
would get up, and keep going! He could 
not see six feet ahead of him. But he 
was sure that so long as he kept going 
downhill, he was bound to emerge onto 
a highway. And there, somewhere, he 
would find a telephone. If it was the last 
thing he did upon the face of this earth, 
Johnny Kane was determined to get to 
a phone and contact one certain man....

Johnny Kane, a kid brought up in the 
reform school, whose tool of trade later 
became the gun—Johnny Kane, society’s 
outcast, wanted for murder, a tough, 
bitter kid who had made a career of 
crime and in whom every finer sensi­
bility had been blunted and beaten— 
Johnny Kane had a hole, a soft spot, in 
his armor of cultivated hardness and 
callousness.

He had not dreamed that there was 
any crime at which he would balk. But 
he had discovered there was—when he 
thought he was being asked to help a 

Nazi saboteur! Johnny Kane, whom po­
lice were instructed to shoot on sight, 
would not be a traitor to his country!

He had brooded about it for hours, 
after that masked guy had talked about 
blowing up a factory. And at last it had 
been borne in on his atrophied soul that 
there was more to America than cops 
and rackets and suckers and blondes 
and what you could do with dough in 
your pocket. Sure!

And there was his old lady. She used 
to get him nervous, always trying to 
make him get a job and stuff, but she 
was pretty swell, too. His old man was 
okay, too. If he came home now, they’d 
hide him out and take care of him. Was 
he going to help guys who were liable 
to drop a bomb on their home? His 
brother Joe was one of those dumb hon­
est mugs, but he was all right too, and 
Joe was in the Navy. Was he going to 
help guys Joe was fighting? Not on 
your life, you Nazi rat!

Johnny Kane had held off doing any­
thing about it for a long time because 
Andy Molloy was no dope, and Molloy 
was already suspicious. Then, fifteen 
minutes ago, he had yawned and told 
Molloy that he wanted to go up and get 
some air. And now he was breaking his 
neck trying to reach a phone. If he 
could get in touch with one certain guy 
—no G-men or local cops for him-—if 
he could just tell a certain guy—

The wind howled and the rain 
pounded—both allies and menaces to 
Johnny Kane, although he did not know 
it. Allies, because the two men on his 
trail, also fighting the wind and the 
rain, had lost him in the blackness. 
Menaces, because if the night had been 
still he might have heard death pur­
suing him and, forewarned, might have 
done something about it.

Andy Molloy had. suspected that 
Johnny was up to something. With big, 
blond Ferguson he had trailed him out 
of the hide-out. He had seen the direc­
tion in which Johnny was heading be­
fore he had disappeared in the darkness. 
Downhill—and they had followed. . . .

******

THE butler who opened the door of 
Frank Havens’ home looked dubious­
ly at the swarthy, tough-looking man 

who had rung the bell.
“My name is Gray,” Van told him.



“Mr. Havens is expecting me.”
The butler’s attitude changed swiftly.
“Yes, sir. Will you follow me, 

please?”
There were no longer any guests in 

the great living room which Van crossed 
as he trailed tire butler. The party had 
broken up. The butler ushered him into 
Havens’ study, announced him and left, 
closing the door behind him.

Margaret Gerry was with the pub­
lisher. She looked pale but calm, and 
certainly less tense than the other per­
son present, a young man with a thatch 
of red hair and a freckled, pug-nosed 
Irish face. Excitement glittered in his 
eyes, for Steve Huston, an ace reporter 
for the New York Clarion was always 
eager when there seemed a chance to 
work with the Phantom. He often did, 
for Van not only liked Huston but re­
spected his courage, initiative and in­
telligence.

Van smiled at him. “How are you, 
Steve?”

“Swell. And on my toes, if I’m to 
be on a case with you. Or am I ?”

“I think so,” Van said.
“This is the Phantom, Margaret,” 

Havens was saying to Mrs. Gerry. “I’ve 
told him about our problem over the 
phone. He’ll be sure to find John for 
you.”

“Thank you,” Mrs. Gerry said, her 
voice low but steady. “And thank you, 
Phantom, for offering your help. It was 
clever of Mr. Havens to have noticed 
the secret message incorporated within 
that note, wasn’t it?”

Havens coughed, and Van said:
“You are sure that the town of Kent, 

Pennsylvania, does not suggest any as­
sociation in your mind, Mrs. Gerry ?”

“Absolutely none.”
Van turned to Hustom
“How about you, Steve? Were you 

able to dig anything up?”
“Well, I found one clipping—just a 

stick or two that ran in the Clarion sev­
eral days ago,” Huston replied. “But I 
can’t think of any possible connection 
it could have -with Dr. Gerry’s abduc­
tion.”

“What was it, Steve?” asked the 
Phantom.

“A Kent concern, manufacturers of 
cameras and optical equipment, re­
ceived a huge order to make cameras 
and binoculars and so on for the War Van's fist lashed out, and the blow sent the 

gunman hurtling back (CHAPTER XIX)



Department. Just a story in the busi­
ness section. The manufacturer’s name 
is Jonathan Lathrop.”

Van started. Lathrop! The name 
mentioned in that telegraphed message!

“Here’s the only other thing I dug 
up about Kent, Pennsylvania,” Huston 
said. “It can’t have anything to do with 
Dr. Gerry, either. Kent isn’t far from 
Trenton, New Jersey, and it’s within 
the area where Andy Molloy and his mob 
are supposed to be hiding out—if they 
didn’t somehow manage to break 
through the police dragnet. If you ask 
me, they did. Molloy’s smart.”

“Who is he?”
“Well, he used to run a lot of rackets 

in Philly, and a lot of the politicians 
there, too. A tough hombre who can 
think as fast and as straight as he can 
use his gun. No mug, by a long shot! 
G-men and local police have for years 
tried to pin something on Molloy—and 
never could. But he stuck his neck out 
too far when he and his killers tried a 
stick-up in a bank in Trenton.”

VAN nodded thoughtfully.
“I remember now,” he said. “A 

guard, shot by Molloy, jerked off a hand­
kerchief which had masked his face.” 

“And plenty of people saw Molloy’s 
face and can identify him—so it’s one 
rap he can’t beat! It’s the hot seat now 
for Molloy and his prize crew of killers, 
if they’re taken alive. After the stick- 
up they just vanished into the thin air. 
And for over a week now Pennsylvania 
and Jersey have had the biggest man­
hunt in their history. So far, they 
haven’t been able to pick up even a sin­
gle clue where that gang of killers might 
have gone.”

Van glanced at Margaret Gerry, and 
saw the haunting terror in her eyes.

“Phantom,” she said breathlessly, 
“you—you don’t think—those murder­
ers kidnaped my husband?”

“We’ve no reason to think so,” Van 
replied. “This Molloy and his mob may 
be hundreds of miles now from where 
the police have an idea they are hiding.” 

But deep down in his heart he won­
dered! Who could have greater reason 
to kidnap a plastic surgeon than a man 
in the desperate position of Andy Mol­
loy i

“Besides,” Huston added, “Molloy and 
his mob wouldn’t dare leave their hide­

out to come here to kidnap Dr. Gerry. 
All entrances into Manhattan are still 
being watched. They couldn’t possibly 
make it.”

And again Van wondered! A big shot 
like Andy Molloy had friends. Dr. Gerry 
might have been brought to his hide­
out—in Kent, Pennsylvania.

CHAPTER VII
A “Patriot” Dies

UDDY, and drenched to 
the skin, the scare­
crow that was Johnny 
Kane finally slid down 
the embankment par­
alleling the highway. 
The storm had lost 
some of its savage 
fury and the howling 
of the wind had died 
down to a sobbing 
sound. Johnny Kane 

crouched at the edge of the highway, 
trying to get his bearings.

Distant pin-pricks of light were visi­
ble through the thinning rain—outskirts 
of the town of Kent, Pennsylvania. 
Closer was a barely distinguishable 
black mass with several lights strung 
across its front. That, Johnny knew, 
was a big factory. The masked man 
had said “a factory near here,” so that 
must be the one he meant.

“And it ain’t goin’ to be blown up to­
night!” he muttered. “Not if I get that 
call through.”

As he began trotting toward the town, 
the headlights of an approaching car 
appeared, blurred and misty in the rain. 
Like a wary animal, Johnny darted to 
the side of the highway and sneaked 
behind a billboard, crouching there un­
til the car sloshed past. Then he trotted 
on along the wet, black highway.

Not far behind him, two other soaked 
and muddy scarecrows waited until that 
car passed before they slid down the 
embankment.

“Now what, Andy?” Ferguson panted. 
“This is still looking for a needle in a 
haystack. Assuming that Johnny has 
reached the highway by now, we don’t 
know in which direction he would pro­
ceed from there.”

Molloy jerked an arm toward the 
lights which marked the town.

“He’d go there. If he wants to take 



it on the lam from us—if that’s all he’s 
got in mind—then he’d try to hop a 
freight out of there. But if he went Boy 
Scout all the way, as I think he did, the 
town is where the cops are, too. Or the 
nearest telephone, anyway.”

“So?”
“So,” Molloy said savagely, “let’s 

make a run for it. Maybe we’ll overtake 
him if he’s on his way to town. Anyway, 
we’ve got to, curse it! We can’t sit down 
in the hide-out knowing that Johnny 
may be telling the cops all about it. 
Come on!”

THEY plunged on up the highway to­
ward town.

Johnny Kane was gasping for breath 
when he' reached the first building—a 
service station with gasoline pumps 
standing before it like sentinels. His 
shoes made a sloshing sound as he 
trotted up to the door of the locked and 
darkened place. With his gun he 
smashed out a pane of glass in the door. 
He froze instinctively at the crashing 
tinkle of broken glass, then thrust his 
arm inside, found the inner knob of the 
Yale lock, twisted it.

With the door open, he glanced up 
and down the highway. No cars com­
ing, no sign of life anywhere; only rain- 
splattered blackness. He glided inside, 
closed the dooi’ behind him. There 
should be a phone here. But where? It 
was pitch-black in the place. He reached 
in his pocket for matches, and made a 
wry face when he felt the soft, wet pulp 
that had been the match box.

He began groping around and his 
hand brushed a light switch on the wall. 
One moment of indecision, then he 
turned the switch and a glaring light 
went on overhead. In the instant before 
he switched it off, he spotted a desk on 
which was a telephone and a small, 
gooseneck reading lamp.

Johnny crossed to the desk. He re­
moved his wet cap, gathered it around 
the globular shade and tilted, the lamp 
on its gooseneck so that the bulb was 
close to the desk-top. Now when he 
snapped on the lamp, little light es­
caped. It would not be noticeable from 
the highway, and yet it dispersed the 
gloom sufficiently to enable him to look 
for a Manhattan telephone directory. 
He did not see one, however. ‘ He 
shrugged, turned to the telephone. His 

mouth was a thin straight line as he 
lifted the receiver and jangled the hook.

When the operator answered, he said 
in a cold, clipped voice:

“I wanna make a long distance call 
to New York City. This is government 
business, so snap into it! The man I 
want is Frank Havens, publisher of the 
New York Clarion. I don’t know his 
home number, but it’s listed in the 
phone book.”

“Is this a person-to-person call?”
“Get me his home,” Johnny clipped. 

“If he’s out now, maybe I could find out 
where I could reach him. And make it 
quick, Operator! This is important!”

“Do you -want to hold the wire or 
should I call you back when I put 
through the call?”

Neither of them knew then what tre­
mendous import hinged upon that harm­
less question. Normally, Johnny Kane 
would have hung on to the receiver. But 
when the operator suggested that she 
could ring him, he replied:

“Okay. Call me back.”
It would give him a chance to see if 

there was a cigarette around here, a 
chance to take out of his shoe a pebble 
that was driving him crazy. Certainly 
he could not guess that his answer 
would cost him his life—as well as the 
lives of several other men now ignor­
ant that death would soon reach for 
them. . . .

Outside, on the highway, Ferguson, 
running next to Molloy, said:

“Say, what was that?”
“What?” Molloy said, slowing his 

stride.
“A light went on and off up the road 

there a ways.”
“I didn’t see it.”
Then they were given something else 

to think about when they saw approach­
ing headlights. There was no con­
venient billboard nearby, and both were 
cursing under their breaths as they 
crawled into some bushes at the edge 
of the highway. It was a truck and it 
came rolling by slowly. They waited 
until it passed, then burrowed their way 
out and they continued running along 
the wet black highway.

“I think that’s where the light flash­
ing on and off came from,” Ferguson 
panted, indicating the dark, deserted 
gasoline station they were about to pass.

“Nuts, there’s nobody there,” Molloy 



said irritably. “Save your—”
He stopped short as the ringing of a 

telephone faintly reached them above 
the splatter of the rain. Then he caught 
Ferguson’s arm. Someone had answered 
the phone in the filling station supposed­
ly closed for the night !

“I think this is it, Doc!” Molloy said 
in a sibilant whisper. “Come on!”

And death which might have gone 
right by had found its quarry!******

Frank Havens’ British butler had an­
swered the phone. In reply to his query, 
a curt voice said:

“Never mind who this is. I gotta talk 
to Havens—quick, see? This is impor­
tant, so don’t ask any more dumb ques­
tions 1”

“Hold the wire, please.”
His nose quivering haughty disap­

proval, the butler knocked on the door 
of the study, entered at Havens’ com­
mand.

“There is a—er—rather odd person 
on the telephone, sir,” he announced. 
“He wishes to speak to you, but he 
would not tell me his name. It is a long 
distance call—from Kent, Pennsyl­
vania.”

The reaction startled the butler more 
than had the tough jargon of the man 
telephoning. Havens half rose.

“Kent, Pennsylvania?” he echoed 
tersely.

HE SNATCHED up the telephone on 
the desk. Another telephone exten­
sion stood on a smaller desk the pub­

lisher’s secretary used. Van was at that 
desk, snatching up the receiver, by the 
time Havens barked:

“Hello. Havens speaking.”
“Hello, Mr. Havens,” Johnny Kane 

said. “Look, I ain’t got time to answer 
a lotta questions. Just take my word 
that this ain’t no dopey gag. At least 
four guys I know of is gonna be bumped 
off between now and mornin’—and 
plenty else is gonna cut loose, unless I 
get hold of the Phantom. I gotta tip him 
off to somethin’. Where can I get hold 
of him on the phone? Or maybe you 
can get him to call me at—”

“He happens to be right here with 
me,” Havens interrupted. “Just a mo­
ment.”

One who lives by the gun, as Johnny 
Kane did, has sharper perceptions than 

a normal person. Johnny swiveled his 
eyes to the door. He thought he heard 
a sound out there that was not caused 
by the rain and the wind.

“Phantom speaking,” Van said.
“What do you want to tell me?”

Still staring at the door, Johnny Kane 
said:

“Hello, Phantom. You bein’ where 
you are is one lucky break. I’m crossin’ 
to your side of the fence now—though 
I won’t last there long. Listen!”

And then Johnny himself paused—to 
listen! He was a wild animal, startled, 
frozen, as suspicion swiftly became cer­
tainty. Suddenly he knew someone was 
lurking in the darkness outside that 
door!

A wild animal doesn’t pause to de­
liberate. Nor did Johnny Kane. The 
instinct of self-preservation swept his 
right hand for the big automatic in his 
overcoat pocket.

“I’ll call you back,” he snapped into 
the mouthpiece.

He hung up and swung around to 
turn off the shaded little reading lamp. 
Then, back to the wall, he crouched 
there with the automatic. And Andy 
Molloy’s cool, unhurried voice said:

“It’s the end of the line, Johnny.”
The door opened. Johnny Kane fired 

at the flashlight beam which lanced 
across and pinned him at the wall. Or, 
rather, he went through the mechanics 
of twice squeezing the trigger. No shots 
followed. He stared stupidly at the use­
less automatic.

“You left your rod in your coat pocket 
when I sent you to get some matches 
from Tasker,” Andy Molloy said, enter­
ing the service station. “Remember? I 
didn’t need matches, Johnny. But I was 
worried about you. I thought maybe 
you had things on your mind. So I 
emptied your gun. And now you’re not 
Johnny Kane any more.”

They stood just inside the doorway, 
two big men with guns, the flashlight 
beam still pinning Johnny against the 
wall. And death had come in with them. 
Johnny straightened. His white face 
was set and defiant. His bitter eyes 
were free from fear.

“So it’s the end of the line,” he said.
“But I’m still Johnny Kane.”

Molloy shook his head, his brutal face 
barely visible behind the flashlight.

“No. You’re Johnny Kane when



there’s a loaded rod in your fist. You’ve 
got something then. You’re my size 
then. But now, Johnny, you’re just a 
skinny kid holding a hunk of metal.”

MOLLOY edged to the desk. He sat 
on it, dangling one leg.

“What a difference little things make, 
eh, Johnny?” his lazy voice went on. 
“Like you being with or without a gat 
you know so well how to use. Like me 
before and after that guard pulled the 
handkerchief off my face. Like Chick 
O’Keefe getting a flat and leaving in the 
car the dough I gave him. Like that 
phone ringing just when Doc and I were 
going by.”

“And like me not havin’ another min­
ute to talk to the Phantom before I 
heard you outside that door,” Johnny 
Kane said softly. “I should have kept 
talkin’ anyway. I could’ve blurted out 
enough—”

“No, you couldn’t. I was all set to let 
you have it at the next word you said. 
I heard what you told him, but even the 
Phantom will have nothing to go on. 
If he gets the local police to trace the 
call the cops will find that somebody 
broke in here to use a phone—nothing 
else.”

“It ain’t like you to talk so much, 
Andy,” Johnny said. “You waitin' for 
somethin’?”

Molloy kept dangling his leg, watch­
ing Johnny.

“Maybe I’m waiting for you to tell 
me that you feel like a dope now. I al­
ways liked you. And here you put me 
in a spot where I got to bump you off. 
I—not the cops! It don’t make sense. 
Don’t you feel like a dope now, Johnny?”

There was a distant expression now 
in Johnny’s bitter eyes He was looking 
far beyond the killer facing him. And 
he was seeing many things in that mo­
ment.

“No, I don’t feel like a dope, Andy,” 
he replied, his voice slow and detached. 
“I feel pretty good. Yeah, pretty good 
—even with your gat pointin’ at my 
belly. I like myself now, see?”

“You like yourself, eh?”
“Yeah,” said Johnny Kane. “Me, I’m 

an American. That part of me ain’t for 
sale. If Nazi and Jap rats wanna come 
over here and muscle in on America, 
they ain’t got a pal in me. All right, so 
I didn’t make it. But I tried, see? That 

makes me like myself. Now laugh your 
fool head off! I still wouldn’t change 
places with you!”

Molloy shook his head again.
“By the eternal, Andy,” big blond 

Ferguson said softly, “Hitler should 
hear this. It ought to give him a bigger 
case of the jitters than he has already. 
Johnny Kane, American—even though 
his America has an electric chair re­
served for him, if he survives police 
bullets.”

Molloy’s big body swung off the desk. 
His left hand grabbed Johnny’s coat, 
bunching it at the throat, jerking 
Johnny’s thin body toward him. Then 
his right hand, holding the big auto­
matic by the barrel now, slashed 
around. With a crunch-thudding sound, 
the heavy butt smashed into Johnny’s 
right temple. Johnny’s knees buckled 
under him. He crumpled to the floor.

Ferguson turned the body over. 
Johnny Kane’s eyes were open, staring 
blankly into the beam of Molloy’s flash­
light. There was an ugly discoloration 
on his temple, and a thin trickle of blood 
traced a crimson rivulet across his 
white face.

OUR patriot has gone to Valhalla,”
Ferguson murmured, straightening. 

“That what you wanted, Andy?”
“That’s what I wanted,” Molloy re­

plied conversationally. “And I didn’t 
want the cops to find blood or bullet 
marks here.”

He put away his automatic and picked 
up Johnny’s gun. His flashlight poked 
around the little room, pausing finally 
on the telephone and Johnny’s cap 
which still hooded the reading lamp’s 
shade. He removed the cap and with it 
carefully wiped off all possible finger­
prints on the telephone, and everything 
else Johnny’s hand might have touched.

“The crack you made about not want­
ing the cops to find blood or bullet marks 
here—I don’t get it, Andy,” Ferguson 
said. “Such evidence wouldn’t mean a 
thing if we lugged the body away with 
us.”

“It might get the Phantom too inter­
ested—once he gets the idea that the 
guy who phoned him got knocked off 
here. He might come snooping around 
this neck of the woods. And, Doc, that’s 
something we don’t want!”

“You’re not kidding!” Ferguson said 



grimly. “What do we do with the pa­
triot’s corpse?”

Molloy rubbed his brutal underj aw.
“That’s the big problem now, Doc. 

The police aren’t so sure now we’re still 
hiding out in this part of the country. 
But Johnny’s body would be a sure tip- 
off that would turn the heat on all 
over again. So we’ve got to make sure 
it won’t be found in a hurry.”

“How about taking it back to the 
hide-out with us?” Ferguson suggested.

Molloy shrugged.
“We might have to. All right, let’s 

scram.”
He lifted the body by the wrist of one 

limp arm. Ferguson opened the door. 
Callously, as if handling a sack of po­
tatoes, Molloy dragged the body to the 
wet concrete outside the station. Fer­
guson closed the door. In a final check­
up, Molloy played his flashlight on the 
station. His hand paused as the beam 
of light brushed the window.

“Wait, Doc!” he said softly. “I think 
maybe I got an idea.”

He dropped Johnny’s arm and trotted 
around the station, the circle of light 
gliding on ahead of him. Ferguson re­
mained there, tense and crouched over 
the body, his eyes raking the highway 
for headlights. He had begun to mut­
ter under his breath when Molloy re­
turned, a triumphant grin on his brutal 
f HC6

“I’ve got it, Doc!” he said. “I don’t 
care now if the Phantom does snoop 
around here. It’ll be one long, long time 
before this body is found!”

CHAPTER VIII
Off to Pennsylvania

XPECTANT silence 
hung over Frank Ha­
vens’ study. Van, pac­
ing the room, was glad 
that Dr. Gerry’s wife 
had gone home before 
the mysterious phone 
call.

Four men scheduled 
to be killed between 
now and morning! 
Was Dr. Gerry to be 

one of the victims? What was the dev­
iltry planned in that little Pennsylvania 
town?

Havens’ brow was knitted as he 

watched the phone which, as tense mo­
ment after moment passed, did not ring 
again.

“Now why the sudden decision to call 
you back?” he finally said. “If your 
mystery caller started to tell you 
something, why didn’t he go through 
with it?”

“There could be a number of rea­
sons,” Van said soberly. “Someone 
might have come in, and he didn’t dare 
use the phone any longer. But I won’t 
just twiddle my thumbs here—and 
wait.”

He picked up the phone and spun the 
dial for long distance.

“Get me Police Headquarters, Kent, 
Pennsylvania,” he told her when she 
answered. And presently he was say­
ing, “Hello. This is the Phantom call­
ing. Who is in charge there now?”

The man’s voice that had answered 
lost its curtness as it said swiftly:

“The Phantom? Just a moment. I 
think the chief is still around.”

A brief pause, then another voice:
“Hello, Phantom. This is Chief Gil­

bert. What can I do for you?”
“Trace a call that someone made from 

Kent a few minutes ago to Frank Ha­
vens’ home here in Manhattan.”

“Right. And then?”
“Then,” said Van, “gear your investi­

gation to these facts: The man who 
telephoned and asked for me was about 
to tip me off to some crime scheduled 
for tonight. Before he could give me 
the details, something frightened him. 
He said he’d call again, and hung up. 
Maybe he will call again, in which case 
an open police raid on the source of that 
call might be a bad error.”

“You want me, then,” said Chief Gil­
bert, “to find out where the call came 
from, and quietly investigate just what 
may be going on there?”

“That’s it. Call me back here at Frank 
Havens’ home. And thank you, Chief 
Gilbert.”

Van hung up, and shook his head as 
he saw the questioning looks in the eyes 
of Havens and Huston.

“I won’t start guessing—if you’re 
waiting for me to begin expounding 
theories. We’ll just relax and wait un­
til we hear what that police chief has to 
report.”

It was not many more minutes of 
tense, silent waiting before the phone 



rang, and Chief Gilbert reported:
“The call came from a service station 

a couple of miles outside of town. Some­
one broke in—apparently just to use the 
phone. Several men, judging by the 
muddy footprints on the floor. No other 
evidence, though I carefully went over 
the place. Nothing seems to have been 
taken”

“Fingerprints on the phone?”
“No—and that may be the one sig­

nificant clue left. A thorough wiping 
job had been done on the phone and 
everything else there.”

“Who owns the station?” asked Van.
“An old man by the name of Sam 

Dickson. I’ve known Dickson and his 
son, who is in the Army now, for years. 
He’s beyond suspicion. Listen, did the 
man who telephoned you give you an 
idea of what the crime scheduled for to­
night is? Will it take place in Kent? I 
mean, just what am I supposed to be on 
guard for now?”

“I’d give a great deal to be able to 
answer these questions, Chief,” Van 
said grimly. “Unfortunately, I can’t! 
Not yet, anyway.. Here’s a question for 
you, Chief. Do you happen to know a 
man named Norman Parrish?”

There was an incredulous note in the 
police chief’s voice as he replied:

“Sure, I know Parrish. He’s the pub­
lisher of the Kent Gazette. What about 
him?”

Instead of answering that, Van 
asked:

“How about these two names—Dan 
Boylen and Hugh Markham? Do they 
mean anything to you?”

“Yes. Dan Boylen is the local sports 
promoter. He has bowling alleys and 
runs a big private gymnasium. Hugh 
Markham used to live in Kent when he 
was in partnership with Jonathan 
Lathrop. When he broke up the part­
nership, he opened his own plant—also 
manufacturing cameras and optical 
equipment—in Hurley, sixteen miles 
from Kent. May I ask why you’re in­
terested in these people?”

“You may—when I see you in Kent. 
Just one more question. Is Lathrop’s 
home in Kent?”

“Yes. It’s an estate just outside of 
the town limits on Route Seventeen go­
ing west.”

“And it has a studio somewhere on 
the grounds?”

The police chief began to sound be­
wildered.

“Yes, it has—behind the main house. 
There are two buildings there, in fact— 
one is his studio, the other is his labora­
tory. Look, has all this any connection 
with the call you had me trace?”

“That’s what I propose to find out,” 
Van said. “And you’ll get the full ex­
planation just as soon as I see you in 
Kent—probably tonight. Thanks again, 
Chief.”

When Van hung up both Havens and 
Huston began talking at the same time, 
then paused simultaneously. Finally 
Havens blurted:

“Those names—where did you get 
them? What’s all that about homes and 
studios? Where did you—”

Van smiled crookedly. “Here’s your 
explanation,” he said, and told them 
briefly what had happened at Tommy 
Gerry’s apartment

THEN he read the telegram which 
Finnegan had sneaked out of Par­
rish’s overcoat pocket

“Now let’s see what it all adds up to,” 
he went on quietly. “We know that Dr. 
Gerry was kidnaped. We don’t know 
■why. We were supplied the one slim 
clue—Kent, Pennsylvania. And some­
one telephoning from Kent, someone 
who broke into a roadside service sta­
tion to make the call, tried to reach the 
Phantom with the tip-off of a crime 
scheduled for tonight in which four men 
would be murdered!”

“What do you think happened to the 
man who tried to reach you?” Huston 
asked.

“He was interrupted—and he hung 
up quickly, because perhaps he thought 
he could bluff it through. I don’t believe 
he succeeded. For it isn’t likely, Steve, 
that he would remove his fingerprints 
from the telephone he used. That must 
have been done by someone who antici­
pated that when I failed to hear from 
that man, I would trace the call and at­
tempt to find out just who tried to call 
me.”

“So the would-be informer,” Huston 
said slowly, “was marched out at the 
point of a gun and is now held prisoner 
somewhere or is dead.*’

“Exactly. For the time being, I’ll 
accept Chief Gilbert’s word that there 
were no other clues at the service sta­



tion. And whether the crime that the 
man had spoken of is tied up with Dr. 
Gerry’s kidnaping—well, that’s some­
thing that we don’t know yet either.” 

“The same town—Kent—”
“Isn’t proof,” said Van. “Let’s stick 

to what we know to be positive fact. 
We do know that Norman Parrish, pub­
lisher of the Kent Gazette, came to the 
apartment from which Dr. Gerry was 
kidnaped. And we know, from the tele­
gram, that Norman Parrish will attend 
some mysterious meeting at two-thirty 
this morning. So what’s our next move, 
Steve?”

“My car is outside, and I’ll get you 
to Kent within an hour,” the reporter 
said promptly, a grin on his freckled 
face.

Van grinned back at him.
“Take another few minutes and get 

me there with a whole neck. All right, 
let’s go!”

Not much more than the hour later 
that Steve Huston had promised, two 
men stealthily approached the huge 
stone griffins which guarded the en­
trance to Jonathan Lathrop’s estate.

“It’s two o’clock, on the dot!” Huston 
whispered. “You’re here and with a 
whole neck.”

“Now start watching out for your 
own neck,” Van said, peering into the 
grounds. “We won’t use our flashlights, 
unless it’s absolutely necessary.”

It was a black night. The storm had 
blown itself out and it was no longer 
raining. But the clouds still hung low 
and there was a raw dampness in the 
air. Vaguely, Van could see the out­
lines of the main house. Only one shaded 
window showed a yellowish oblong of 
light. It emphasized the brooding dark­
ness of the big stone house, and jarred 
with the suggested invitation of the 
wide open gate at the end of the drive­
way.

Wet gravel made a faint crunching 
sound beneath Van’s shoes as he slipped 
through the gate. He proceeded up the 
driveway, moving close to the shrubbery 
which bordered it. Huston stuck close 
behind him, and their footsteps were 
the only sounds in the dead stillness of 
the night.

VAN increased his caution when he 
neared the house. Here the drive­
way split into a fork, one section of it 

curving directly to the main house, the 
other leading to the blurs of two build­
ings behind the house. According to 
what Chief Gilbert had said, one of 
them was the studio where the meeting 
would take place.

Van easily saw which was the studio 
—the larger structure that was built of 
unpeeled heavy logs to achieve a rustic, 
frontier cabin effect. It had a porch, 
and a kind of shed adjoined it in the 
rear.

One enormous, slanted window -was 
fitted into the north wall to supply the 
proper light.

The other structure—the laboratory 
—was just a utilitarian, squat little 
brick building.

“We’re early, Steve,” Van said. “Now 
we’ve got to find a vantage point from 
which we can see and hear whatever 
mysterious business is supposed to—”

He broke off and pressed a cautioning 
hand on Huston’s arm. There was a 
rustling sound somewhere near the 
other building. It was repeated—low, 
furtive, sinister in the darkness. Then 
Van felt the muscles on Huston’s arm 
tighten as an eerie sound lifted from the 
blackness.

It began as a moan, swiftly strength­
ened into a sound a crying infant might 
make, kept rising until it became a 
spine-chilling howl, prolonged and sav­
age and hideous.

“Good grief!” Huston exclaimed.
Abandoning caution, Van shot a flash­

light beam into the direction of the 
sound. The howling ceased as the light 
pinned a yellow mongrel dog near the 
door, squatted on its haunches. For an 
instant, the dog’s eyes reflected the 
light.

Then it bounded away, disappear­
ing wraithlike.

Van removed his finger from the 
flashlight button. Dead stillness and 
blackness again.

“A dog!” Huston muttered. “Just a 
dog howling. But I never heard one 
make a sound quite like that!”

Van felt a tightness at his throat. In­
stinctively, his right hand crossed his 
chest so that it was close to the auto­
matic in his shoulder holster.

“Dogs don’t make such sounds—nor­
mally,” he said softly. “They howl that 
way only when their masters are dead! 
Steve, there’s death beyond that door!”



CHAPTER IX
The Red Bishop’s Victim

INGERING across his 
chest, Van’s fingers 
moved until they 
gripped the butt of the 
automatic. He eased 
it out, pushed down 
the safety and waited, 
listening. Then he 
sneaked across the 
driveway to the door 
before which the dog 
had howled.

He turned the knob and the door gave 
before the pressure of his hand. With 
a swift gesture, he threw the door open 
and directed a beam of light inside as 
he crouched with the automatic. And 
then he saw!

Yes, death had called here, and had 
left a grisly memento of the visit. It 
was a long, white - washed room, 
crowded with complicated-looking ma­
chines. But the most complex machine 
of all which had functioned here—the 
human mechanism—was wrecked be­
yond repair. The skull of the fat man 
in a blue smock who lay sprawled near 
one wall had been split with a hatchet 
or an ax.

Van stepped inside. Huston trailed 
him. The reporter grabbed Van’s arm.

“Look, Phantom!”
Huston was pointing with his other 

hand, holding a flashlight to something 
on the wall opposite the corpse. Some 
symbol had been drawn with black and 
red chalk on the clean white surface— 
something that looked like a red hood, 
with diamond-shaped slits for the eyes. 
Across the hood an inverted cross had 
been drawn in black chalk. Beneath the 
hood had been printed, in bold black 
letters:

TOULON, FRANCE----1523.

A macabre sort of fascination held 
Van’s eyes to that symbol.

“Does that mean anything to you, 
Steve?” he asked.

Huston shook his head.
“Well,” said Van, “I suppose it 

wouldn’t, unless you had made a study 
of criminology. But no records of crime 
in medieval days are complete without 
the spine-chilling account of the fiend 

who called himself the Red Bishop of 
Toulon. He operated in and around that 
French town in Fifteen-twenty-three— 
the infamous Dr. Jekyll-Mr. Hyde of 
medieval France. During the day, a 
nobleman popular with his friends and 
the people; at night, a creature of terror, 
wearing a scarlet hood with the in­
verted cross, skulking with a hatchet 
through the streets of Toulon. Scores of 
men, women and children were the vic­
tims of that first so-called hatchet mur­
derer!”

“But why the .inverted cross and the 
title of the Red Bishop?” demanded 
Huston.

“He openly admitted at his trial, 
when he was finally caught, that he 
served Satan, the Prince of Darkness, 
whose symbol is the inverted cross. The 
murders were human sacrifices he of­
fered.”

“What finally happened to him?”
“He was burned at the stake,” Van 

said.
He paused inquiringly as he saw the 

excitement in Steve Huston’s eyes.
“And there,” said Huston, elated, “is 

your explanation of Dr. Gerry’s kidnap­
ing. Some homicidal maniac begins to 
believe he is the reincarnation of the 
Red Bishop of Toulon. But he isn’t sat­
isfied with just being imbued with the 
spirit of the Red Bishop. The mad devil 
also wants to look like him—exactly as 
the records describe him. So he kidnaps 
a famous plastic surgeon to force him 
to—”

VAN shrugged.
“Better put a check-rein on that 

fertile imagination of yours,” he said 
dryly. “Dr. Gerry’s kidnaping was too 
perfectly planned and executed to be 
the work of some homicidal madman. 
There’s a far more practical reason be­
hind that move.”

“How would you explain that, then?” 
Huston indicated the symbol on the 
wall.

“A macabre whim, perhaps—since 
the Red Bishop was the first hatchet 
killer. Ox* the murderer may want the 
police to believe a madman responsible 
for this killing. Many people are likely 
to recall the story of the Red Bishop of 
Toulon from the clue of that symbol.”

He paused, his eyes narrowing.
“Say, could this victim be Lathrop?



Returned earlier from Washington than 
he was expected?”

He swung to the body, but with the 
hideous mask of gore covering the face 
it was difficult to tell what the man had 
looked like. A big, fat man, heavy- 
jowled, thick-necked. The hatchet or 
ax had done its gruesome work well, 
too, for death had been practically in­
stantaneous.

Gently he lifted an arm of the corpse. 
It was still limber. The man had net 
been dead long. Thirty minutes,. per­
haps.

He knelt and wedged his hand be­
neath rhe blue smock to the dead man’s 
hip pocket and eased out a wallet. There 
he found evidence that the fat man was 
not Jonathan Lathrop. Various identifi­
cation papers in the wallet established 
the man as Henry Bevins, an engineer, 
forty-three years old, home address, 
Kent, Pennsylvania.

Probably Lathrop’s assistant,” Van 
said. “And robbery, obviously, did not 
motivate his murder. There are several 
hundred dollars in this wallet.”

He replaced the wallet and got to his 
feet.

“Couldn’t Nazi saboteurs be behind 
this killing?” Huston suggested. “If the 
guy was Lathrop’s assistant, and Lath­
rop has just got contracts from the War 
Department running into millions, and 
if he was contracted to manufacture 
some secret equipment, some secret 
weapon—”

“Maybe,” Van conceded, the clipped, 
grim note in his voice matching the ex­
pression in his eyes. “But guessing 
won’t give us the answer. Let’s find out 
first what this mysterious meeting is all 
about. Lathrop wouldn’t have called it 
at this hour, immediately upon his ar­
rival from Washington, if it wasn’t 
something of such great importance it 
could not wait until morning. Perhaps 
it may somehow tie in with this murder, 
with Parrish’s visit to that New York 
apartment, and with Dr. Gerry’s kid­
naping. But we’re going to tread softly, 
Steve. I’m a great believer in learning 
what cards other people are holding be­
fore I expose my own. Let’s take a look 
at that studio.”

The grounds still seemed deserted as 
they walked out of the laboratory. 
Through the darkness, Van appraised 
the blurry outlines of the studio fifty­

feet away. He edged to the shedlike 
adjunction behind it. A flimsy little 
rear door was set into it, one with a 
simple latch. Van expected it to be 
bolted on the inside, but the door 
creaked open on rusty hinges when he 
tried the latch.

Entering, with Huston close on his 
heels, Van snapped on his flash. The 
shed was a kind of storage room, with 
logs and kindling wood piled on one 
side, and the other littered with old 
magazines, picture frames, other things 
which usually found oblivion in an attic. 
An inner door obviously communicated 
with the studio.

THAT communicating door was ajar a 
few inches. Approaching it, Van 
threw a beam into the blackness be­

yond. It exposed a huge, lofty ceilinged 
room. The great casement window filled 
one entire side of it. Facing the window 
was a massive fireplace, with a pair of 
muskets crossed above it, and bookcases 
on either side. The furniture was sim­
ple, yet comfortable, and Navajo rugs 
and hangings lent color to the place. 
That it was actually used as a studio 
■was borne out by two easels and art 
material near the window.

“Well, luck’s with us, so far, Steve,” 
Van murmured. “We couldn’t ask for a 
more perfect set-up for some eavesdrop­
ping. We’ll just take it easy until—”

He jerked forward, listening. Then 
he snapped off the flashlight and quickly 
pulled the door to within an inch of clos­
ing. Faint footsteps had sounded out on 
the grounds somewhere. They became 
louder, more distinct as they crossed the 
wooden porch fronting the main en­
trance. There was the creak of a door 
opening, then a glaring overhead light 
flashed on.

The man who entered was a mousy, 
stoop-shouldered little fellow with thick- 
lensed glasses. In a fussy, old-maidish 
sort of way he began wandering about 
the room, turning on softer side lamps 
and flicking off the overhead light, 
straightening a rug here and a chair 
there. Obviously he was Lathrop’s sec­
retary or valet, tidying the place up for 
the meeting.

He turned to the door as there came 
the sound of a car approaching on the 
driveway. Headlights swept past the 
huge casement window. The car stopped 



and Van heard the slamming of a door. 
Once again footsteps echoed across the 
floorboards of the porch. A man saun­
tered into the studio.

Bitter mockery and a kind of savage 
defiance characterized the man's dark, 
handsome face. Dissipation had left 
heavy pouches beneath his eyes. He 
wore excellent clothes with a certain 
careless grace.

Pausing just inside the doorway, his 
white teeth showed as he grinned at the 
secretary.

“Hello, Weimar,” he said lazily.
“Hello, Mr. Markham,” the little man 

called Weimar replied in a squeaky 
voice.

Markham kept smiling.
“You know,” he said, “I’ve often 

thought about you, Weimar. There’s a 
bond between us. I really believe that 
your hatred of Jonathan Lathrop is as 
whole-hearted and intense as the one I 
bear for him.”

Weimar looked frightened for a mo­
ment.

“W-why should I hate Mr. Lathrop?” 
he stammered.

“You used to be a human being when 
you went to work as his secretary 
twenty years ago,” Markham said. “But 
Lathrop succeeded in bullying and brow­
beating all spirit out of you. Now you’re 
just a gray little ghost. Aren’t you 
aware of it sometimes?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking 
about,” Weimar squeaked.

Markham laughed.
“No, of course, you don’t!”
He sat down, crossed his legs. His 

head went back and he closed his eyes. 
And he seemed to go to sleep, with 
smoke still curling from his lighted 
cigarette. j

Van watched the dark, bitter face.
.A vicious devil lived within Hugh 

Markham, Johnathan Lathrop’s ex-part­
ner. The telegram forebodingly had 
stated—“Suspect trouble is brewing 
particularly since Hugh Markham will 
also be present.”

There had been deadly sincerity un­
derlying the mockery of Markham’s 
voice when he had declared he hated 
Lathrop.

Van felt that fresh deviltry was 
piling up, destined to explode when 
that mysterious meeting finally took 
place!

CHAPTER X
Secret Meeting

ILENCE settled down. 
Markham remained 
motionless in the 
chair. Mouselike Wei­
mar continued a half­
hearted t i dying-up 
prowl about the studio. 
Then came the sound 
of another car ap­
proaching along the 
driveway. Again Van
saw headlights splash 

past the window. The car stopped. 
Faint voices reached Van. Then foot­
steps—crunching the gravel of the 
driveway, crossing the planks of the 
porch. A group of five men came in, all 
pausing when they saw Markham. The 
man in the chair gave them the mocking 
smile with which he had greeted Wei­
mar.

“Would it be a bright guess to assume 
you boys held a jittery little get-together 
prior to showing up here?” his lazy 
voice drawled.

A thin, bony-faced, cold-eyed man 
who somehow seemed vaguely familiar 
to Van, said quietly:

“Yes, we held a jittery little get-to­
gether, as you put it. And we missed 
you. Don’t you think a bit of coopera­
tion might be intelligent—before Lath­
rop arrives?”

“Intelligent, maybe, but not nearly as 
amusing, Parrish,” Markham replied. 
“I’ll enjoy the spectacle of you boys 
squirming in anticipation of the grand 
surprise!”

Van knew now why that thin man’s 
bony face had been familiar. Parrish! 
He was Norman Parrish, the man who 
had been disguised as a bearded for­
eigner when Van had surprised him in 
Tommy Gerry’s apartment! Parrish, 
whom Van now knew to be the publisher 
of the Kent Gazette.

A husky, bald-headed man took a 
quick step past Parrish. His truculent 
little eyes glared at the mocking devil in 
the chair.

“For years,” he said thickly, his face 
contorted, “I wanted to bash your face 
in, Markham! And now, by the eter­
nal—”

“Take it easy, Boylen!” a third man 
cut in.



He stepped out of the group, a big 
man in tweeds who suggested the 
healthy, red-cheeked, bluff and sports- 
loving British country squire. But Van 
sensed hardness under his affability.

“Markham still might turn out to be 
the goose with the golden eggs,” the 
man was saying.

"Yeah, Haley,” Markham murmured.
“I’m just playing hard to get.”

Haley slowly shook his head.
“You’re putting up a good front, 

Markham. But you’ll crack, pal!”
“And that,” another man spoke up, 

“should be a pretty thing to watch!”
He had a hesitant, sibilant manner of 

speaking, the tall, pale man standing 
next to Parrish. There was something 
sly and furtive in the way he peered at 
Markham over his shoulder, a smile on 
his loose, thick lips. His hands were 
white and soft, and abnormally large, 
and he rubbed them together as he 
spoke. It suddenly occurred to Van that 
there was no form of treachery before 
which this man would hesitate.

Markham seemed utterly unperturbed 
by the comment.

“You remind me of a fat, soft worm, 
Morley,” he drawled. “Some day some­
one will step on you.”

That brought a low chuckle from the 
man who had not yet spoken—a gaunt, 
untidy, leathery-faced man, with shrewd 
little eyes and a thin trap of a mouth.

“The reference to being stepped on is 
certainly prophetic—for you, Markham. 
Don’t you realize that’s precisely -why 
Lathrop wants to see you here now?”

rpHEY all whirled as a heavy, booming 
1. voice said from the doorway:

“You’ve hit it on the nose, Flynn— 
though it applies to all of you, treacher­
ous vermin that you are! Yes, you’re 
going to be stepped on, all right!”

He made an impressive figure, the 
big, burly man who stood in the door­
way. He had a shock of gray hair and 
bushy gray eyebrows, and a face which 
a sculptor would have liked as a model 
—a rugged, high-cheekboned, Slavic 
face with a heavy underjaw anti a broad 
wedge of a nose. There was power in 
his face, and strength in his beamed 
shoulders and huge hands, and in the 
massive bulk of his body. But cold hos­
tility was in his eyes as he appraised the 
group.

“A nice, pleasant greeting, Lathrop,” 
Haley, the pink-cheeked man in tweeds, 
said with his affected geniality. “Noth­
ing like starting things off on an ami­
able note.”

Lathrop made a gesture with his hand 
which suggested the brushing away of 
an annoying fly.

“We’ll dispense with what you palm 
off as humor, Haley,” his deep voice 
rumbled. “I’ve got something to say— 
and I want to get it off my chest just as 
quickly as I can.”

He stepped inside, kicked the door 
shut and leaned back against it.

“Perhaps a bit of a summary might 
be a good introduction,” he said. 
“Twelve years ago, I broke up my part­
nership with Markham. I had finally 
perfected my automatic lens grinder— 
the only machine of its type in the world 
—and with it I was prepared to manu­
facture fine cameras and optical equip­
ment comparable to the best German 
products, the lenses of which are ground 
by hand. Markham had no faith in my 
machine. He wanted to continue manu­
facturing cheap cameras and other 
third-rate products. And he did—open­
ing his own plant in Hurley.”

“After your dramatic entrance,” 
Markham drawled, “the slow build-up, 
eh?”

Lathrop ignored the comment.
"After buying Markham out,” he con­

tinued, “I was a bit squeezed financially. 
So I offered the five of you—Parish, 
Haley, Flynn, Morley and Boylen—an 
opportunity to invest in my business. 
Each of you put up ten thousand dollars. 
I guaranteed you the full legal rate of 
interest, plus a certain percentage of the 
profits. You haven’t done badly. In the 
years since then each of you has more 
than quadrupled his original invest­
ment. I’ve always played straight with 
you. Will you concede that?”

“Conceded,” Norman Parrish’s cold 
voice said. “Goon!”

“All right! When America entered 
the war, business slowed up and finally 
came to a standstill. My business—and 
Markham’s. Priorities on metals and 
other materials just about crippled us. 
Markham had to shut down his plant. I 
functioned a little while longer, then I 
had to close down. Our one hope was 
Government orders. But at first all the 
emphasis was placed on guns and planes 



and tanks and ships. It took Washing­
ton some time to wake up to the short­
age—and importance—of cameras and 
binoculars and similar equipment 
needed.”

HE DREW a cigar from his pocket, 
bit off its end. Without lighting it, 

he went on in a savage undertone:
“A few days ago, I finally landed huge 

Government contracts. I won over all 
competitive bids because with my auto­
matic lends grinder, capable of duplicat­
ing much more quickly the finest hand 
work, I can manufacture an excellent 
product on a mass production scale. I 
called you in and told you about it. I 
also told you that my figures to the Gov­
ernment were based on Markham’s 
plant operating in conjunction with 
mine. I told you that Markham owed a 
hundred and sixty thousand dollars to 
the local bank, having given his plant as 
collateral for the loan; that the bank, of 
which I am one of the directors, in­
tended to foreclose this Saturday—three 
days from now. I gave you all that in­
formation, little dreaming that I was 
exposing myself to a treacherous stab in 
the back!”

“You ought to be on the stage, La­
throp.” Markham grinned. “A bit on 
the corny side, but not bad.”

Pale, furtive Morley chuckled and 
rubbed his soft white hands together.

“Shut up!” thick-necked, bald-headed 
Dan Boylen said savagely. “Go ahead, 
Lathrop. What stab in the back you 
talking about?”

Disgust was on Lathrop’s massive 
face.

“Maybe I’m just wasting my breath, 
but—all right. I went to see Markham. 
We dislike each other, but I still wanted 
to give him a break. I told him that I 
knew he could hot meet the bank loan, 
that he would lose his plant. I offered 
him thirty thousand dollars in cash, and 
a fifteen-thousand-a-year job managing 
the plant, if he assigned its ownership 
to me—ownership which I could have 
got anyway, through the bank. And 
what happened? Markham laughed in 
my face!”

“And was delighted to do that!” 
Markham’s lazy voice said. “I am still 
laughing in youi’ face, Lathrop. You 
never dreamed, you vulture, that the 
body on which, you were all set to feast 

was not really dead!’’
Van watched Lathrop try to control 

his welling fury. The huge hands 
clenched—relaxed. The purplish tint 
drained from the broad face.

“Markham told me,” he went on, 
“that I was a fool to think that he would 
accept my offer. He knew all about 
those Government contracts which 
hadn’t been made public yet! He knew 
the precise figures, knew exactly how 
much I depended upon his plant and 
equipment to fill the orders I had prom­
ised the Government I could fill. With a 
sneer, he informed me that he had found 
silent partners who had given him 
money to pay off the loan due Saturday. 
He would still work with me—sure. But 
only on a partnership basis!”

He paused, glaring at them, and 
thickness crept into his voice when he 
continued:

“Now who could have given Markham 
that information? There could be no 
leak from Washington. I know that. It 
leaves only you five men. I trusted you, 
told you something that no one else 
knew. Then you sneaked around my 
back to Markham. You gave him the 
money to pay off his loan, becoming his 
silent partners in return. Your greedy 
little souls quivered with delight at the 
thought of the share in profits that 
would flow from the sub-contracts that I 
would be forced to pass over- to Mark­
ham. That’s why I addressed you before 
as treacherous vermin! And that’s why 
you’re about to be stepped on—hard!”

CHAPTER XI 
Tongue-lashing

ASCINATED, Van kept 
watching Lathrop. A 
meaningful pause had 
come. Several of the 
other men seemed 
about to speak—then 
changed their minds. 
It was Lathrop him­
self who broke the 
tense, momentary 
silence.

“And here’s how I 
start cracking the whip,” the big man 
rumbled on. “Under our original agree­
ment, I had my choice, at the end of ten 
years, to refund your investment and 
drop you from the share in the profits. 



You were with me from the beginning, 
plenty of money was being earned, and I 
had no objection to your sharing the 
profits. It was plain generosity—to 
which I could not have been forced. 
Well, that ends right now' Each of you 
will be mailed my check for ten thou­
sand dollars—and you no longer have 
any connection whatsoever with my 
business!”

“Now hold on a moment!” Parrish 
said sharply. “You speak of fairness. It 
is true that the five of us held certain in­
formation. But it doesn’t necessarily 
mean that we, as a group, pulled the 
deal with Markham. Perhaps only one 
of us was guilty of that treacherous 
move. Why should the rest of us—the 
innocent men—suffer by it?”

“I’ll ask you .for the last time, Mark­
ham,” Lathrop said. “Who gave you the 
money to repay your loan at the bank?”

“I don’t mind telling you,” Markham 
drawled. “It was a little old man wear­
ing whiskers and a red cap who came 
down the chimney. I was so surprised!”

Lathrop shrugged.
“All right, I’ll answer your question 

now’, Parrish. I’ve two reasons why I’m 
breaking things off with all of you. 
First, because I know darn well that no 
one of you can raise the sum of one hun­
dred and sixty thousand dollars. You 
all must have pooled your resources. 
And my second reason: I haven’t given 
you men much thought during the past 
few’ years. You seemed to be pretty 
decent citizens when I originally allowed 
you to invest in my business. You 
couldn’t be called that now—as I real­
ized when I really thought about you 
after this slimy business happened.”

“And just what do you mean by 
that?” Parrish snapped.

“All right, you asked for it!” Lathrop 
clipped back. “You, Parrish, have 
turned the Gazette into a scandal sheet. 
I’ve heard rumors that blackmail is the 
club that you are holding over most of 
your big advertisers.”

“That’s a lie!” Parrish shouted.
Lathrop ignored him. His eyes bored 

into the next man.
“You, Harvey Flynn, former district 

attorney, were kicked out of office on 
proved bribery and collusion charges, 
missing jail gates by a hair’s-breadth. 
You can’t deny that.”

The gaunt, leathery-faced Flynn 

glared at Lathrop with his beady little 
eyes, but made no comment.

“Will you deny, Dan Boylen,” Lath­
rop went on, “that you are running a 
gambling house in addition to your le­
gitimate business? You also book bets 
on horses, and perhaps have other un­
derworld connections. . . . Don’t try it, 
Boylen! I’ll toss you through that win­
dow7!”

THE tough-looking bald-headed man 
had a murderous expression in his 
eyes as he advanced toward Lathrop, 

then paused as if his body had struck a 
steel wire. He contented himself with 
savagely muttering something under his 
breath.

“And you, Ed Haley!” There was a 
lashing quality in Lathrop’s voice now. 
“The good-natured, easy-going extro­
vert ! The good fellow who likes every­
body ! How about those real estate swin­
dles of yours—just a shade within the 
law—in which so many poor devils lost 
their shirts? Deals in which you were 
helped by the soft white sneak standing 
next to you—Philip Morley!”

A shadow passed over Haley’s face, 
and for a moment the devil peered out 
of his eyes. Yet his voice w7as still easy 
and genial as he said:

“You’ve got the wrong idea about me, 
Lathrop. I’m sorry!”

Morley, looking obliquely at Lathrop 
in his furtive way, laughed again. In 
that moment, he looked a moron—but 
Van knew that he was not!

“Don’t leave me out of it, please!” 
Markham drawled. “What evil can you 
tell the folks about me?”

Lathrop shook his head as he stared 
coldly at the bitter, mocking man.

“There’s no deviltry of w’hich you 
can’t be capable,” he said slowly. “Yet I 
still somehow respect you—as a man. 
Which is more than I can say for the 
others. You could be a dangerous 
enemy. But you won’t get the chance, 
Markham. You, and the men who dou­
blecrossed me, are through!”

“Meaning what, precisely?”
“Meaning,” said Lathrop, “that I’ve 

rearranged my production schedule. 
That’s why I went to Washington. Your 
heavy equipment is similar to mine, but 
it is no longer imperative to fill my con­
tracts immediately. I can begin produc­
tion in my own plant, and sub-contract 



elsewhere later. Do you get that, Mark­
ham? I no longer need your plant—and 
there is nothing you can do with it. And 
I am withdrawing the generous offer I 
made you before. So, whose turn is it to 
laugh now?”

Silence again in the studio—silence in 
which swirled something ugly and sav­
age and vicious. They hated Lathrop, 
those six men who ringed him. The 
burly man standing there alone re­
minded Van of a proud old bull caribou 
contemptuously holding half a dozen 
wolves with slavering jaws at bay.

“All right, this terminates our little 
get-together,” Lathrop said harshly. 
“I’ve nothing else to say to you. Except 
'—get out!”

Crouching outside the connecting 
door, Van knew he had to make a swift 
choice. Should he enter the scene now, 
or wait until the others, Parrish in­
cluded, were gone. No, perhaps it would 
be better to surprise them now. With 
the tension, other explosive evidence 
was apt to bob up.

He opened the door and walked in, 
Huston trailing him.

"Just a moment, gentlemen,” he said 
quietly.

Startled faces swung in his direction.
“Now what the devil!” Lathrop said. 

“Who are you?”
And there was a second period of 

startled silence as Van opened his 
clenched left hand and exposed a glitter­
ing little object on his palm—a tiny 
mask made of platinum and precious 
stones, the Phantom’s insignia.

Out of the corner of his eyes, Van 
watched Parrish. When Van had stepped 
into the room the man had looked as 
if someone suddenly had slapped 
him hard across the face. He looked 
dazed now. Van was positive that Par­
rish recognized him as the “upholsterer” 
who had surprised him in Tommy 
Gerry’s apartment!

WELL!” Markham said, no mockery 
now in his voice. “The Phantom!

Is this something else out of your bag of 
tricks, Lathrop? Have you had the 
Phantom eavesdropping on us?”

“Don’t be an idiot!” Lathrop snapped. 
“Didn’t you just hear me ask him who 
he was?” He faced Van, his eyes puz­
zled, curious. “Phantom, I hope you’ll 
forgive my curiosity, but what are you 

doing here? I am Jonathan Lathrop, 
owner of this estate.”

“I know,” Van replied, “and I’ll ex­
plain to you later why I’m here. Some­
thing else unexpectedly interests me at 
the moment. One of your guests seems 
—er—familiar to me.”

He turned to Parrish, who was light­
ing a cigarette, his bony face coldly ex­
pressionless.

“Have you a brother who looks much 
like you, except that he wears a Van­
dyke and horn-rimmed glasses?” Van 
asked casually.

Parrish shook his head, now in full 
control of himself.

“No, I haven’t.”
Van went through the pretense of 

studying the man, feigning to be unsure. 
And there was 410 apprehension in the 
way Parrish faced the appraisal. The 
man had steady nerves.

“You remind me strangely of some­
one I met several hours ago in New 
York,” Van said slowly. “You are sure 
you’ve never seen me before? I’m wear­
ing the same disguise I was then.”

“No, you’re a total stranger to me,” 
Parrish said coldly. “Who is the person 
of whom I seem to remind you?”

Parrish was subtly fishing for infor­
mation.

“Oh, someone I encountered for a 
couple of minutes in the apartment of 
Dr. John Gerry’s son.”

Parrish only shook his head.
“I haven’t been in New York in 

weeks”—there was cold finality in the 
denial—‘‘and I know no one by the 
name of Dr. Gerry.”

Parrish bluffed well, and Van knew 
that he was not the kind of man who 
could be easily bullied or trapped into a 
confession. Dan Boylen, who had sent 
Parrish the telegram, who certainly 
knew that Parrish was lying, stood by 
saying nothing, his beefy face set and 
frozen.

Again Van had to make a swift de­
cision. It seemed to him that it was 
smarter- to let Parrish think for the 
time being, that he had succeeded bluff­
ing it through. Van could always con­
front him again later—and Boylen, too 
—with perhaps more evidence in his 
possession.

“Well, it’s just one of those peculiar 
coincidences, I guess,” he said, shrug­
ging. “Sorry.”



‘'Look, Phantom,” Lathrop said, a 
helpless note in his voice, “what is this 
all about? Have you come to see me—or 
have you been trailing one of those men 
here?"

“I’ll explain, when we’re alone,” Van 
said.

“Oh! All right. Well gentlemen—” 
Lathrop stepped to one side and 

waved to the door.

CHAPTER XII
“Four Men Will Die!”

>T another word was 
said as the men walked 
out of the studio. The 
mouselike little secre­
tary, completely for­
gotten by Van in his 
interest, closed the 
door behind them.

Van heard one car 
pull out of the drive­
way. A few seconds 
later, another followed 

it. Lathrop lighted his cigar, quietly 
puffing on it, waiting for Van to speak.

“Who is Henry Bevins?” Van finalljr 
asked.

Lathrop looked surprised at that 
opening question.

“Bevins? Oh, he’s an engineer I em­
ploy. He should be working now in the 
building you may have noticed across 
the driveway. I can’t understand why 
he isn’t there now.” Lathrop frowned a 
little as he glanced toward the darkened 
place.

“How do you know he isn’t there?” 
Van asked.

“If he were the place would not be 
dark, would it?” Lathrop’s eyes flicked 
to his secretary. “Did Bevins tell you 
where he was going, Weimar? He’s sup­
posed to be working all night.”

“Working on what?” Van asked, be­
fore the secretary could answer.

“Oh, I am combining some of my ma­
chines, and making changes in the as­
sembly line, to be prepared to swing into 
production next Monday. Bevins is sup­
posed to be drawing up blueprints and a 
new floor plan for the changes.”

“You wouldn’t say, then, that he was 
working on something important?”

Lathrop stared at him.
“Noi, of course not. I mean—it’s rela­

tively unimportant. Routine stuff. Why 

are you so interested in Bevins and 
what he does for me?”

“You’d better see for yourself—in the 
laboratory,” Van said quietly.

Lathrop’s eyes narrowed and swift 
apprehension shadowed his face. With­
out a word, he whirled, swung open the 
door and darted outside. Van followed 
him, with Huston close behind him. 
They caught up with Lathrop when the 
big manufacturer opened the laboratory 
door and groped around for the light 
switch. A moment later, light flooded— 
the scene of murder ’

A choking sound came from Lathrop. 
He fell back, lurching into Van behind 
him.

A low, fervent curse spilled from his 
lips.

Slowly then, as if wading chest high 
in water, he entered the laboratory. He 
stopped, shook his head, and turned in­
credulous, horrified eyes to Van.

“I—I can’t believe it,” he said softly. 
“Bevins was one of the sweetest, gen­
tlest men I’ve ever met. Everyone loved 
him. I can’t conceive of any reason why 
someone should want to kill him. It’s—”

His voice broke off on another chok­
ing note. He was staring past Van now, 
and the expression on his face was that 
of someone who had j ust been kicked in 
the stomach. Van spun about. Lathrop 
seemed to be staring at only a blank 
wall. An empty work-bench rested 
against it. Nothing, surely, to warrant 
that violent emotional reaction.

He turned back to Lathrop and saw 
that the big man’s face was still stricken, 
grayish, his lower lip caught between 
his teeth.

WHAT’S the matter with you?” he 
asked sharply.

“A working model of my automatic 
lens grinder!” Lathrop panted. “It was 
on that bench. And now it’s gone!”

“You mean,” said Van, “you’ve made 
only one model of the machine which is 
so vitally important to your business? 
Surely, you couldn’t have been so fool­
ish. If it broke down—”

“Oh, I have two models, of course!” 
Lathrop said. “The other is at my plant. 
For the very reason you mentioned—in 
case something broke down on the ma­
chine at the plant, I could substitute the 
one I had here. And now I can no longer 
do that!”



“What’s to stop you from building an­
other machine?” Huston demanded.

“Young man,” Lathrop said harshly, 
“that lens grinder has literally hundreds 
of complicated and delicate parts—all of 
which would have to be made by hand. 
In several months, working day and 
night, I could duplicate those parts—if 
I had the necessary metals and alloys 
and other material. Unfortunately, be­
cause of the war, those materials are no 
longer available in America. Do you 
understand? It’s absolutely impossible 
to get them now! For the duration of 
the war, anyway, I cannot build another 
model of my machine. You may be 
skeptical, but it happens to be the bitter 
truth!”

“Now wait a moment!” Van said. 
“Let me get this straight Bevins was 
killed because someone wanted that 
lens-grinding machine. Since you hold 
patents on it, since—even more impor­
tant—a murder has been committed 

know of is gonna be bumped between 
now and morning—” Was it simply a 
coincidence that four men were on 
guard at Lathrop’s plant? Or were they 
the four men scheduled to be murdered? 
If the model at the laboratory here had 
been stolen and the only other one was 
at the plant—

An ugly premonition stabbed at Van.
“Lathrop,” he snapped, “let’s get over 

to the plant. And fast!”
The big man did not pause to ask 

questions. He understood enough from 
the expression in Van’s eyes.

“My car is at the gates, Phantom!” 
he said promptly. “Come on!”

They charged out and pounded along 
the driveway, past the main house, and 
through the gates guarded over by the 
stone griffins. A heavy sedan was 
parked there. Lathrop wrenched open 
the door and slid behind the wheel. Van 
joined him on the front seat and Huston 
piled into the rear.
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during its theft, no one can commer­
cially utilize that machine. Therefore, 
it must have been stolen solely to keep 
you from replacing the machine at the 
factory now, if something happened to 
that other grinder!”

Lathrop’s big body tautened, then he 
relaxed a bit. Drawing a handkerchief 
from a pocket, he mopped his face.

“The machine at the plant is safe 
enough, Phantom,” he assured. “I sus­
pected that Markham or those other 
rats might, out of pure vengeance, fry 
some dirty business at the plant. So 1 
have four armed guards watching the 
place. Anybody who comes prowling 
around there is going to get a warm re­
ception.”

Van stared at Lathrop, and for a 
breath he did not realize what prompted 
the sudden tension within him, the feel­
ing of ominous warning. What should 
he remember that was eluding him for 
the moment? Then he asked tersely:

"Did you say four guards, Lathrop? 
Four men watching the plant?”

Lathrop nodded.
“That’s right. Why?”
Van was hearing again in his mind 

the voice of the man who had called 
Havens’ home—“At least four guys I

The big car roared along the deserted 
highway at seventy miles an hour, 
with Lathrop at the wheel, grim-faced.

“I know that nothing could happen to 
the other machine, with the guards on 
duty there,” he growled. “But 1’11 feel 
better if I take it home with me tonight, 
and never let it out of my sight, from 
now on. Without that machine, I’m just 
about all washed up!”

VAN made no comment. The ugly pre­
monition still lingered with him, like 
some cold, leaden weight in the pit of his 

stomach. The viciousness he had seen 
pile up at the meeting in that studio, the 
hatred swirling there, the criminal po­
tentialities everyone of those men pos­
sessed—it implied trouble in the mak­
ing. Already it was building up; already 
it had made itself known in Dr. Gerry’s 
kidnaping; in Henry Bevins’ murder; in 
the theft of the lens grinder.

And even that, Van felt, was only the 
preliminary rumbling of the volcano, 
with the main eruption still to come!

And Van’s intuition—the uncanny 
sixth sense which the Phantom had de­
veloped over years of contact with 
danger—was correct enough as he sat 
there crouched forward tensely in La­



throp’s sedan. For the big car hurtling 
through Kent’s silent, deserted streets 
was racing death to the Lathrop 
plant. . . .

It had a few minutes’ start on the 
Phantom, that small black delivery 
truck, ascending from the opposite di­
rection the hill on which stood Jonathan 
Lathrop’s factory. The hairy, apelike 
near-human called Oscar was driving. 
Big, blond Ferguson sat next to him. 
There was an automatic in his fist, and 
another gun lay on the seat.

“That’s close enough, Oscar,” Andy 
Molloy’s voice said from the rear of the 
truck. “Stop just before you go around 
that next bend.”

Seconds later, Oscar jammed on the 
brakes. The real- doors opened. Andy 
Molloy jumped out, landing catlike on 
the road. A tommy gun wras cradled in 
the crook of his right arm.

“Okay, go ahead!” he called softly.
Slowly, in low gear, the truck rounded 

the final curve to the factory. Molloy 
trotted behind it, his crouched body 
close to the shadows cast by the under­
brush fringing the road.

Jonathan Lathrop’s plant was not 
large. The products he manufactured— 
cameras, binoculars, similar equipment 
—did not necessitate heavy machinery 
and much floor space. It was a neat 
modern brick building. Trailing ivy 
decorated its walls, and the grounds 
around it were as carefully landscaped 
as those on Lathrop’s estate.

The four guards at the plant had been 
hired from a big New York agency—ex­
perienced, efficient men. They worked in 
pairs, in one-hour shifts. Two of them 
now were patrolling the grounds, slowly 
circling with flashlights. Each wore a 
revolver at his waist. The other pair 
were inside the immaculate plant, their 
heads close together over a checker­
board.

The men outside converged quickly as 
they heard and saw the truck come 
around the bend.

“Now who could that be?” one of 
them muttered.

The pair inside straightened from the 
checker-board, listening. The truck 
stopped, backed, and made a U-turn so 
that it faced the direction from which it 
had come.

“Okay, here’s your generator,” Fer­
guson yelled cheerfully to the two 

guards. “But we’ll have to rig up a 
chain-hoist to get it out. The thing 
weighs over a ton.”

“Generator?” one of the guards re­
peated, approaching the truck. “We 
weren’t told nothin’ about no generator 
delivered tonight.”

“All right, so you weren’t told about 
it,” Ferguson said. “Lathrop said to 
bring it over as soon as we got through 
with it. It’s a rush job. What’s the mat­
ter with you guys ?”

SOME instinct must have warned the 
guard. He paused and his hand 

dropped to the butt of his gun. Two men 
inside, curious, opened the front door 
and looked out. They stood framed in the 
glare thrown by the light behind them 
now. And Andy Molloy, sneaking up 
along a hedge, said with soft contempt:

“So I figgered you’d do that, you 
dopes!”

He lifted the tommy. Unhurriedly, 
his finger depressed the trigger. The 
vicious hammering of the submachine­
gun ripped the silence. For an instant, 
the two guards in the doorway became a 
pair of dolls attached to a string that 
was jerked to make them perform some 
grotesque dance. Then they crumpled.

The guard speaking to Ferguson had 
gone as far as drawing his guns when 
two bullets from Ferguson’s automatic 
caught him in the chest. He staggered 
back, his hands making pawing motions. 
And he was screaming as he fell to the 
ground. The fourth man tried a desper­
ate dash to get around the wall angle of 
the factory. Grinning, his gun trained 
on the running man’s back, Ferguson 
played a sadistic cat-and-mouse game, 
waiting until the last moment. But it 
was Molloy who dropped the man, prac­
tically cutting him in two with another 
short"burst from the tommy.

Ferguson shrugged, put aw'ay his 
automatic and got out of the truck. 
Oscar followed him as he circled to the 
rear doors. Molloy came sauntering 
over.

“An efficient gadget, the tommy,” he 
murmured. “All right, let’s get that box 
inside. Some dopey farmer may be on 
the telephone now, reporting those 
shots.”

They lifted a wooden packing case out 
of the truck, one which seemed heavy 
even for men like Oscar and Ferguson, 



and carried it inside the factory, step­
ping over the bodies in the doorway.

“Park it about halfway,” Molloy di­
rected. “Just about where you are now.”

They lowered the case, and Molloy 
stripped off the lightly-nailed planks 
across the top of it. The case held per­
haps a dozen packages, each roughly the 
size and shape of a cigar box, and each 
resting atop a coiled cable to which it 
was attached. Lifting one, the attached 
cable trailing after it, Molloy carried it 
to one of the larger, tarpaulin-covered 
machines. He slid it beneath the ma­
chine, leaving it there. Ferguson and 
Oscar placed similar packages under 
other machinery.

They repeated the procedure several 
times, until the box looked like the body 
of an octopus, with a dozen long, black 
tentacles, each attached to a brown 
package, each tentacle reaching to va­
rious parts of the plant.

"All set!” Molloy clipped. “Remember, 
we’ve got only twenty seconds after I 
press that lever. Better get out there 
now, Oscar, and have that truck ready 
to roll!”

The hairy man ran outside, cursing as 
he slipped and almost fell on the blood 
in the doorway. Molloy stooped over the 
case. The only thing in it now was a 
square black metal box, with the radi­
ating cables attached to it, and a lever 
on one side.

Molloy pressed down on the lever. 
Immediately there was a faint clicking 
sound. The lever slowly began to rise, 
like the control gadget on an automatic 
toaster.

The truck’s horn blared outside, 
thrice repeating a strident warning. 
Molloy swept up his tommy gun, rushed 
outside with Ferguson. The truck was 
moving slowly as Oscar yelled for them 
to hurry.

Immediately they spotted the reason 
for his alarm. The headlights of a car 
were rushing along the gently sloping 
straightaway that led to the factory, 
coming in the opposite direction from 
which the gunmen had. Along that 
stretch a car was approaching at high 
speed.

Molloy and Ferguson scrambled 
aboard the slowly-moving truck. Oscar 
jammed down the accelerator and the 
truck shot away, open rear doors flap­
ping wildly.

CHAPTER XIII 
Explosion

TT'ONATHAN LATHROP
shouted above the roar 
of the motor as the 
sedan in which he and 
the Phantom and 
Steve Huston were 
racing to the factory: 

“A car just pulled 
away from there, 
Phantom! You see it?” 

“Yes!” Van yelled 
back, drawing his gun.

And I don’t like it! Keep after it.
Something’s wrong!”

And then Hades broke loose, stunning 
Van, even though he was prepared for 
some deviltry. He saw the red eye of a 
tail-light disappear around a bend. The 
sedan’s powerful headlights swept the 
factory, now some hundred yards away. 
At one moment, it was a graceful, ivy- 
draped brick building. And in the next, 
just a heartbeat later, it became a 
mounting geyser of flames!

There was an instant when Van, his 
brain numbed by the crashing roar of 
the explosion, watched the terrifying— 
and savagely beautiful—fiery bombard­
ment bursting upward and outward. 
The sedan lurched wildly to the right, as 
if recoiling from the red destruction. It 
left the road, plunging through a row of 
hedges and smashed head-on into a tree.

The crash of the impact seemed 
trivial after the explosion. Van uncon­
sciously rolled his eyes upward as un­
seen objects thudded on the roof. Debris 
was dropping all around the car.

And then Van was suddenly aware of 
silence, of an incredible stillness. He 
stirred, and felt the bruise on his shoul­
der where it had struck the windshield 
frame. His mind began, functioning 
again, like that of a man snapped out of 
a hypnotic trance.

His first concern was Huston and 
Lathrop. He flicked on the ceiling light 
Huston’s white face gaped at him from 
the rear of the car. The same dazed ex­
pression was on Lathrop’s broad face. 
Blood flowed from a minute cut on his 
forehead. Otherwise, both men seemed 
unhurt.

He wrenched at the door handle, got 
out of the car. The sedan was wrecked 
and steam hissing from the telescoped 



radiator. He turned and ran through 
the break in the hedge where the car 
had plowed through. And he stopped 
stock-still, cursing under his breath.

It seemed incredible that such havoc 
could be wrought in but a few seconds. 
Black smoke lifted from the shell which 
had been Lathrop’s plant. Flames hissed 
and leaped, visible through the paneless 
■windows, through the sections where 
the walls had been blown out. Their 
glare showed twisted junk of what had 
once been modern machinery.

But what of the four men who had 
been guarding the place?

Van had his answer when he circled 
swiftly to the front of the wrecked 
building. One man lay on his back just 
around the angle of the wall. The explo­
sion had not killed him. There was a 
devil’s stitch of a tommy gun burst 
across his chest. Another man sprawled 
a dozen feet away—also shot.

In moments Van spotted the other 
two men, lying within the rectangular 
opening where the entrance door had 
been. There was gruesome irony in the 
fact that, although the door itself had 
been blown off, and a section of the wall 
had collapsed only a few feet away, 
there was no debris on or around those 
two bodies. Had they been merely lying 
there, they would not have been, harmed 
by the explosion. But the two men 
hadn’t been just lying there. A machine­
gun had finished both.

Van’s fists clenched as a savage fury 
welled up within him. Four men—mur­
dered ! A plant about to produce equip­
ment needed for America’s fighting men 
—destroyed!

“I’ll get you, you rats!” he gritted. 
“I’ll get you!”

VAN glanced over his shoulder as 
Lathrop and Huston came around 
the corner of the building. The big 

man’s eyes were bloodshot and there 
was a grayish tinge in his face. It looked 
as if it were carved of granite.

“That’s cellulose for films and excel­
sior I used in packing that’s burning 
now,” he said tonelessly. “Highly in­
flammable stuff. Wouldn’t you say, 
Phantom, this is a most efficient job of 
destruction?”

“I would,” Van said grimly.
“I think I could do an effic.ent job of 

destruction, too,” Lathrop went on in 

the same toneless voice. “With these!” 
He extended his big hands. “With these 
—on Hugh Markham’s throat! With 
these—on the throats of the five rats 
who shifted over to Markham’s camp! 
It is their handiwork that we are watch­
ing now!”

"If it is,” Van said quietly,-“they’ll 
pay for it—in the electric chair.”

Lathrop took a quick step forward 
and lifted a piece of fused metal off the 
ground. He stared at it. shaking his 
massive head. When he swung to Van, 
there was a maniacal glare in his blood­
shot eyes.

"This is a part of the lens grinder I 
had in the plant. Now just a "chunk of 
useless metal.” His voice thickened. 
“Phantom, I never dreamed I could be 
capable of committing murder. I realize 
now that I can—and perhaps will! So 
help me, I’ll kill Markham for what he 
did tonight. And before he dies, when 
my hands are on his throat, he’ll tell me 
who’s in on it with him.”

“You’ll do nothing of the sort,” Van 
said sharply. “Leave vengeance in my 
hands, and in those of the police.”

And as if to accent what he said, a 
distant wailing sound suddenly became 
audible above the snarling hiss and 
crackle of the flames. Where the straight 
section of the road led toward town, the 
headlights of two cars were rushing to­
ward them, the moan of the siren 
swiftly becoming louder. Police!

A big touring car preceded an official 
police radio coupe. Both came to a slith­
ering stop within a dozen feet of Van, 
Lathrop and Huston. Men with drawn 
guns, some in plainclothes, others in 
uniform, piled out of the two cars. They 
stopped sharply, in stunned incredulity.

There wasn’t a single startled excla­
mation, a word of comment. The police 
officers simply stood there, staring at 
the murdered bodies of the four guards, 
gaping at the blackened, burning shell 
of what had once been Lathrop’s fac­
tory.

A tall, gaunt, leathery-faced man was 
the first move. He approached La­
throp.

“I’ve heard the saying before—‘where 
speech fails you, ’ ” he said softly. “I 
know what it means now. Anyway, this 
is an F.B.I. case, obviously.”

“Why do you say that, Chief?” La­
throp rumbled.



“Sabotage. Nazi or Jap rats. You’ve 
Government orders, and this was to be 
a defense plant. So—”

“Sabotage, no!” Lathrop snarled. 
“We know who did that!”

The police chief spun toward him.
“You do!” he shouted. “Who? Say, 

this must be the crime about which the 
Phantom had an anonymous tip-off!”

Lathrop checked what he was about 
to say.

His savage, bloodshot eyes swung to 
Van.

“What’s that? You knew that this 
devilish business was planned for to­
night, Phantom? And you, too, Chief 
Gilbert? And yet both of you got here 
too late! Curse it!” he yelled, swinging 
his clenched fists. “Why wasn’t I told 
about it? I might have stopped it!”

“Hold on there, Lathrop!” the police 
chief cut in curtly. “If the Phantom 
could have stopped it, he’d have done it! 
I know you’re upset, but try using your 
head. The Lhantom has a reputation 
that speaks for itself. And I’m no fool, 
either. Someone heard shots and tele­
phoned Headquarters. That was my 
first and only tip that anything was 
flaring up here.”

ATHROP tried to control himself.
“My apologies, gentlemen,” he 

said chokily. “I am upset, and I did 
speak hastily. But I wish you’d explain, 
Phantom. You still haven’t told me why 

you—and the chap with you—suddenly 
appeared in the studio.”

“Lack of opportunity was the only 
reason I haven’t,” Van said. “I’ll explain 
while we’re en route to pick up Norman 
Parrish. That’s our next move, Chief.”

“Okay. We try his home?”
“As the first stop, yes.”
Chief Gilbert gave clipped instruc­

tions to his men. One of them slid be­
hind the wheel of the touring car as Van 
and the chief, followed by Lathrop and 
Steve Huston piled inside and the police 
chief snapped:

“Norman Parrish’s home, Hennessy.”
The big touring car lurched away 

from the wrecked and smoking factory.
“Your explanation, Phantom?” La­

throp prompted. “Now?”
Van nodded. As briefly as he could, 

he sketched the clue to Dr. Gerry’s dis­
appearance, giving Havens credit for 
its discovery. He told of the subsequent 
scene with Finnegan and the bearded 
man at the apartment, and of the tele­
gram clue as well as the mysterious, un­
finished phone call. He detailed h;s dis­
covery of Bevins’ body at the laboratory 
and to what the symbol of the scarlet 
hood and the inverted cross referred.

For the dual purpose of clarifying it 
in his own mind, as well as telling the 
police chief about it, he gave a quick 
resume of what had happened at the 
meeting in the studio. And he concluded
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with Lathrop’s discovery of the theft of 
the lens grinder and the tenuous little 
clue which had sent them racing to the 
factory.

Chief Gilbert, who began muttering 
under his breath when he heard about 
Bevins’ murder, said slowly:

“Sure, Hugh Markham is a devil, if 
one ever lived. And those other five men 
—Parrish, Flynn, Haley, Boylen, Mor­
ley—they’re a smart and nervy bunch 
of crooks. If they weren’t smart, they’d 
all be in jail now. To get revenge on 
Lathrop, who slapped them down pretty 
hard, they stole one lens grinder and 
blew up the factory where Lathrop had 
the other. Okay! But I still don’t see 
where and how Dr. Gerry’s kidnaping 
ties in with this dirty business.”

Van was quiet a while, his eyes slitted 
and thoughtful.

“It ties in all right,” he said then, 
“and I think I’m beginning to see just 
where and how. Incidentally, forget the 
vengeance theory. Far more subtle rea­
sons than pure vengeance were behind 
the destruction of Lathrop’s plant. Any­
way, Chief, granting that Markham and 
those men are capable of murder, if the 
stakes were high enough, they are not 
professional killers. I can see one of 
them sneaking up on Henry Bevins and 
splitting his skull with a hatchet. But 
killing four armed guards—that’s a 
much trickier bit of business. The effi­
cient manner in which it was done—the 
tommy-gun stuff—smacks of gangland 
to me. Professional killers pulled that 
job, Chief.”

“Yes, that’s true,” the police chief 
admitted. “They might have imported 
professional gunmen—”

“Imported?” Van interrupted softly. 
“No, I’ve an idea the answer is far more 
dramatic, Chief—and it’s the only an­
swer that ties in with Dr. Gerry’s kid­
naping.”

“What the devil are you getting at, 
Phantom?”

“You’ll find out, when you hear me 
question Mr. Norman Parrish. He 
thinks he bluffed his way out of a tight 
spot. Well, Mr. Parrish is due for a rude 
awakening!”

The car swung to the curb.
“Well, it won’t be long now, Phan­

tom,” Chief Gilbert said. “Parrish is 
home. That’s his car in the driveway 
there.”

CHAPTER XIV 
Death Comes First

ARRISH’S home, set 
back a bit from the 
street, was a comfort­
able-looking place. 
Light showed beyond 
the frosted glass of 
the entrance door, and 
it also made a yellow 
rectangle of one of the 
windows upstairs. A 
heavy sedan was 
parked in the drive­

way on the left. Van was halfway to the 
front door when he suddenly left the 
group, cut across the lawn and ap­
proached the car. He touched the hood. 
It was warm. Not many minutes since 
the engine had been shut off.

He joined the others, awaiting at the 
entrance door, for though the button 
had been pressed, so far there had been 
no response. Chief Gilbert tried it 
again, his finger lingering on the button. 
Still there was unbroken silence.

“He’s home, all right,” Lathrop 
growled. “Playing ’possum!”

Vague alarm began to stir within 
Van. Suddenly he reached out a hand to 
try the door. The handle yielded. 
Frowning, he pushed the door open— 
and froze, his hand still on the knob.

He was facing a hall where a stair­
case curved upward. A body was 
sprawled on the hall rug between the 
door and the staircase. The man lay on 
his face, one arm twisted under him, the 
other extended as if still reaching for 
something. He had a little bald spot and 
a thick neck, and a heavy, burly body. It 
was not Parrish.

Van darted inside. He stooped and 
turned the body over. The man was 
alive, for a moan escaped him. But the 
beefy, blue-jowled face was strange to 
Van. Blood smeared the fellow’s fore­
head where some blunt instrument had 
struck him.

“That’s Bill Jamison. Parrish’s 
stooge, chauffeur and bodyguard,” Chief 
Gilbert growled behind Van. “Phantom, 
are you thinking what I am thinking?" 

“Yes,” Van forced through his teeth, 
sibilantly. “Yes, Chief, I think—”

He leaped to his feet and, with the 
others trailing him, raced up the stairs, 

gun out and ready. As he reached the 



second-story landing, he was recalling 
that lighted upstairs window. It must 
be the room ahead, at the end of the 
corridor. He ran to the closed door and 
swung it open. The gun sagged in his 
hand and he slowly shook his head.

“It looks as if again we’re just a few 
minutes too late, Chief,” he said softly.

Norman Parrish would never talk. 
His body slumped in a deep leather arm­
chair behind a desk, and death had 
glazed the eyes which stared back at 
Van. His skull had been split with a 
hatchet—as Henry Bevins’ had been. 
The head must have been tilted to one 
side as the death blow was struck, for 
blood from the hideous wound soaked 
his hair and right shoulder and arm, 
leaving his face unmarked. Even in 
death, it still recorded groveling terror.

A kind of savage frustration began 
gnawing at Van. Chief Gilbert’s voice, 
low and hard, summarized what Van 
himself was thinking.

“Somebody else at that meeting real-

“The Phantom! Well! Okay, here’s 
my story. It’s short and sweet—and 
crazy. I don’t expect you to believe it. 
Mr. Parrish came home and went up­
stairs. I was all set to get to bed when 
someone rang the bell. I opened the 
door and—” He hesitated. “Look, I 
know you’ll think I’m nuts, Phantom, 
but—”

“Go on!” Van said impatiently.
“All right, I open the door and—and I 

get scared stiff. There’s a guy standing 
out there who’s got a red hood over his 
face, with holes cut in for the eyes. And 
there’s a black cross on the red hood, 
sort of upside-down—I mean, if you 
took a cross . . . Phantom, I told you I 
don’t expect you to believe me.”

“I believe you,” Van said. “What hap­
pened next?”

“While I was staring at him, kind of 
hypnotized like, his right hand came up 
from behind him. It held a—a hatchet! 
So help me, it’s the truth! He swung it 
at me, and the flat side of it smacked me
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ized that you had Parrish spotted,” the 
police chief said. “And anticipated that 
you would crack down on him again. He 
got to Parrish first—with the hatchet!”

“That’s it exactly,” Van agreed. 
“Let’s see what Jamison downstairs can 
tell us. He isn’t badly hurt.”

Van felt a kind of lynch mood in the 
atmosphere as he led the group of grim, 
silent men down the stairs. He himself 
found it difficult not to succumb to sav­
age reaction which craved an outlet in 
counter-violence.

BILL JAMISON was conscious now, 
in a sitting position, dazedly shak­
ing his head. “Cops!” lie mumbled. “So 

it wasn’t all a bad dream?”
“What happened to you?” Van asked.
Jamison’s bleary eyes focused on him. 
“Something that nobody will believe. 

Say, who’re you?”
“He’s the Phantom,” Chief Gilbert 

said harshly. “Answer his question, and 
be quick about it!”

Jamison seemed abruptly to forget 
his throbbing head. 

on the head. And—fend that’s all I re­
member until I came to and saw you 
people—”

His voice trailed away, and in the 
sudden silence Steve Huston said with 
soft incredulity:

“The Red Bishop of Toulon! Phan­
tom, perhaps we are dealing with a 
madman!”

“For the love of Mike,” Jamison said, 
“what’s this all about? Where is Mr. 
Parrish?”

“Mr. Parrish,” Van replied, watching 
the man, “is upstairs—murdered!”

Jamison’s eyes widened and he 
pushed back against the wall.

“Murdered?” he whispered. “My 
sainted—”

“Can you think of anyone who might 
have reason to kill him?”

Jamison made a helpless gesture.
“No. He was what you might call a— 

a secretive guy. If he got into a mess 
with somebody, I don’t know anything 
about it.”

“Why did he make a trip to New 
York?”



Jamison shook his head.
“New York? I didn’t know he had 

been out of town. I’ve been in Philly the 
past three days, visiting my sister who 
got married. You can check on that 
easy. I got back late tonight.”

“Parrish tell you anything when he 
came home?”

“Not a word. When I opened the door 
for him he kind of nodded to me and 
went upstairs.”

Van shrugged. He swung to Chief 
Gilbert.

“Well, Chief, we may as well face it. 
There’s nothing further to be gained 
here. So we’ll call on someone else now 
—in a hurry.”

The police chief motioned to the pa­
trolman who had driven, the touring car.

“Stay here, Hennessy. . . . Okay, 
Phantom, let’s go.”

They ran back to the touring car. The 
police chief, sliding behind the wheel, 
threw a questioning look over his shoul­
der.

“Where do we go?”
“To have a chat with one man who 

knew that Parrish had gone to New 
York. The man who sent him the tele­
gram. The man who heard Parrish lie 
to me, and stood by with a dead pan. I 
am referring to Dan Boylen, Chief. And 
let's not,” Van added savagely, “be a 
few minutes too late this time!”

THE way Chief Gilbert drove the big 
touring cai- made Van regret his last 
admonition. The police chief, grim and 

savage at the wheel, seemed to think he 
was piloting a tank which could just as 
easily go through things as around 
them.

In a few minutes, they came to a 
screeching, tire-locked stop before Kent 
Arms, the town’s leading hotel.

“Dan Boylen has a suite here,” Chief 
Gilbert said, getting out. “Owns an in­
terest in the hotel.”

They crossed the sidewalk, with Van 
wishing now that Lathrop and Huston 
were not trailing with them. They en­
tered the ornate, modernistic lobby and 
before either of them had a chance to 
say a word, a pale-faced, skinny little 
night clerk came charging around the 
counter.

“Mr. Lathrop!” he chattered. “Is—is 
it true that your factory was blown 
up?”

Lathrop made a motion as if to brush 
him away, then he swung around and 
his big hands caught the clerk’s shoul­
ders.

“How do you know that?” he de­
manded. “How do you know that my 
factory has been blown up?”

The clerk looked frightened.
“Why, I—I heard what sounded like 

an explosion somewhere. Mr. Markham 
was talking to me then. He said it was 
probably your factory—blown up.”

“Markham here?” Lathrop panted. 
“He’s here now?”

“Yes, he’s here now,” Markham’s lazy 
voice said.

He sauntered out from a little side 
lounge, that handsome, saturnine-faced 
man, with a highball glass in one hand. 
Leaning against the wall, he took a sip 
of his highball, and grinned mockingly 
at Lathrop. Then following him out oi 
the lounge, strolled a tall, smartly 
dressed blonde, with a frozen, expres­
sionless, but beautiful white face. She 
reminded Van of a lovely icicle.

“You’re tight, Hugh!” she said 
quietly. “Don’t make a fool of your­
self.”

“Upon the contrary, Anita, my dear,” 
Markham said, “I am quite sober—for 
me. Yes, Lathrop, and gentlemen, I told 
Jerry, the clerk, here, that it was your 
factory when we heard the explosion. Of 
course, I couldn’t possibly know. It was 
wishful thinking. I was hoping it w’as 
your factory being—er—scattered to 
the four winds. Was I right, Lathrop?”

The big man’s face became a purplish 
blue, as if he were on the verge of an 
apoplectic stroke. Veins stood out, thick 
and corded, in his throat. He made a 
strangling sound—and both he and Van 
moved in the same instant. Lathrop, his 
arms wide apart, his fingers stiff and 
hooked talonlike, advanced toward 
Markham. And Van swiftly cut across 
the lobby to intercept him.

For murder walked with Lathrop. It 
was in his eyes, on his twisted face, in 
his dilating nostrils, in his animal-like, 
panting breathing.

Van shot a glance at Markham. The 
man’s right hand was unhurriedly 
reaching into his pocket. It emerged, 
holding a snub-nosed automatic. And 
there was murder in Markham’s black 
eyes, also, as he waited for Lathrop to 
reach him.



CHAPTER XV
Cross Questions

B FORE anyone had a 
chance to say a word, 
or move, Van knew in­
stantly that Mark­
ham’s gun was not 
going to check La­
throp. Only one thing 
could stop that giant 
who was advancing 
with murder in his 
heart-—and Van did it.

As he reached La­
throp, his right fist slashed around, 
starting at the hip for an uppercut be­
hind which were a hundred and eighty 
pounds of bone and muscle. It caught 
Lathrop full on the point of the jaw, 
snapping back his massive head. La­
throp’s rigid arms dropped to his sides. 
He tottered like some great tree under­
cut by a woodsman’s ax, then crashed 
to the floor of the lobby.

Van saw the blonde watching him 
with her greenish eyes. All through this 
brief but vicious little flare-up, on her 
face had been that same frozen, de­
tached expression. It was as if she were 
watching a stage melodrama that bored 
her.

“Whoever you are, thanks very 
much,” she said to Van coolly. “My hus­
band is tight!” .

“Which I’ll again deny, my dear,” 
Markham murmured. “Incidentally, 
Anita, the gentleman is the Phantom, 
the famous super-sleuth.” His eyes 
shifted to Van as he pocketed the auto­
matic. “If anyone should thank you,” he 
said casually, “it’s Lathrop, of course. 
You saved his life.”

“And I do offer thanks and apologies, 
Phantom,” Lathrop’s deep voice said. 
He was up on one arm, bleak defeat re­
placing the insanity which had been in 
his eyes. “I’ll curb my temper, from 
now on. I promise you.”

“.Okay, Lathrop,” Van said. He swung 
to Markham. “You might have men­
tioned that I also saved you a murder 
charge.”

“A murder charge?” Markham re­
peated, smiling. “Now really, Phantom. 
When someone who obviously belongs 
in a padded cell comes after me with 
homicidal intentions, haven’t I the right 
to protect my life? Why, you yourself 

and Chief Gilbert would have been my 
best witnesses.”

Van lifted a hand as he saw that Chief 
Gilbert was about to cut in with some­
thing explosive.

“Speaking of witnesses and alibis, 
Markham,” Van said quietly, “it might 
be interpreted that since you were in 
the hotel here, speaking to the clerk at 
the moment when the factory was blown 
up, that the clerk to whom you were 
speaking could testify that you person­
ally had nothing to do with it.”

Markham nodded.
“Yes, Phantom,” he drawled, “it 

could be. Naturally, I couldn’t be blow­
ing up Lathrop’s factory while I was 
here in the hotel. There could also be 
the simpler reason for my being here— 
to meet my wife and have a drink be­
fore driving sixteen miles to my home 
in Hurley.”

“Pretty sure of yourself, aren’t you, 
Markham ?”

The black eyes mocked Van.
“Perfectly. My wife will tell you, 

Phantom, that I never lose my temper, 
am never rattled—and almost always 
know precisely what I am doing.”

“Almost always, Hugh,” the blonde 
said tonelessly. “You might slip, one of 
these days.”

“Or you might be tripped,” Van said. 
“You’re clever, Markham. Perhaps your 
most vulnerable point is your conviction 
that you are super-clever. Lathrop’s 
factory was blown up. It was to be a 
defense plant—remember that, Mark­
ham. Four guards were murdered there. 
The fiend responsible for that outrage 
has also killed Henry Bevins and Nor­
man Parrish. Markham, if you are in­
nocent and don’t want to be tangled up 
with this vicious business, here is your 
chance to prove it. I want the answer 
to one question.”

MARKHAM’S hand was steady as he 
lifted his highball glass and 

drained it. There was a film now over 
his black eyes, and the bitter lines on 
his handsome face were more sharply 
etched. But he only said calmly:

“What is your question?”
Van’s eyes bored into those black 

ones.
“Who gave you the money—or prom­

ised it to you—to pay off the bank loan 
against your plant?”



Markham studied the highball glass, 
twirling it slowly in his hand. When 
he glanced up the mocking defiance was 
again in his eyes.

“I took a walk down Broadway a cou­
ple of weeks ago, Phantom,” he said 
easily. “I stopped off at a bar. Several 
strangers there asked me if I wanted 
to play poker with them. I did—and 
won two hundred thousand dollars.”

Watching that mocking devil, Van 
felt some of the emotion that must have 
impelled Lathrop to make his murder­
ous outburst.

“So that’s your story—and you’ll 
stick to it, eh?”

“That’s my story, Phantom—and I’ll 
stick to it,” Markham repeated. “I can’t 
give you a line about the other murders, 
but you might be interested if you check 
the known fact that it was Norman Par­
rish’s newspaper which exposed Flynn 
and Morley, wrecking Flynn’s career as 
district attorney, and ruining Morley. 
Parrish handed them a beautiful double­
cross.”

“Trying to shove guilt on somebody 
else—that’s being super-clever, eh?” 
Chief Gilbert growled.

MARKHAM grinned at him. That 
brought strained lines to the police 

chief’s mouth.
“If you’ve no objections, Chief—and 

you, Phantom—I’ll drive my wife home 
now. It’s getting rather late.”

Chief Gilbert was like a dog strain­
ing at the leash as his eyes lingered on 
Van.

The blonde waited idly, giving the 
impression that what was happening 
around her was completely outside of 
her world.

She intrigued Van, and he meant to 
bear her in mind, never forgetting that 
a woman had accompanied Dr. Gerry’s 
kidnapers.

“Okay, Markham,” Van said quietly. 
“You’ll trip yet—and I’ll be right there 
when it happens. You may go!”

Some expression in Van’s eyes 
checked what Markham was about to 
say. He ceased smiling and in a dead 
silence walked out of the hotel with his 
wife.

“You let him go.” Chief Gilbert mut­
tered. “He’s guilty, and you let him—”

“I let him go home,” Van said coldly. 
“But don’t forget, Chief, there are such 

things as proof and evidence. Right 
now, we haven’t a thing on Markham. 
We’ve got to keep digging.” He swung 
to the clerk. “Has Dan Boylen re­
turned?”

The frightened little clerk somehow 
looked trapped by the abrupt shift of 
attention.

“Yes, sir,” he stammered. “He came 
in about fifteen minutes ago. And—and 
a visitor went up to see him just before 
you came.”

“A visitor?” Van repeated. “Who?”
“Mr. Haley.”
“Is it possible,” Van said tersely, 

“that while we’re barking up the wrong 
tree . . . You stay down here with 
Lathrop, Steve. Come on, Chief, let’s 
call on Boylen!”

THE clerk took them up in an ele­
vator, and pointed out Boylen’s 
suite.

“The last door beyond the angle of 
the corridor there.”

Van and Chief Gilbert traversed the 
silent, carpeted corridor, rounded the 
elbow turn. Light showed through the 
open transom above the last door. And 
voices now reached them. A voice which 
Van instantly recognized as Ed Haley’s 
said curtly:

“I don’t want to bicker with you any 
more, Boylen. Either you tell me what 
I want to know, or I’ll pick up that 
phone and will try to reach the Phantom. 
Lathrop should know where he is. Now 
which will it be? When the Phantom 
is working on a case, I intend to keep 
my nose clean.”

“You asked for it,” Boylen’s clipped, 
thick voice snarled back, “and now 
you’re getting it, curse you!”

Van began running toward that door 
as he heard the scraping of feet, a 
smothered curse, then the thud of a 
body crashing to the floor.

Van’s gun was in his fist, thumb push­
ing down the safety, as he flung open the 
door. Dan Boylen, feet wide apart, 
stood in the middle of the room, his 
beefy face dark with rage. Bronzed, 
handsome Ed Haley lay on the floor, a 
thin trickle of blood flowing down one 
corner of his mouth. And no longer was 
he the genial country squire. His face 
looked ugly, and storm smoldered in his 
blue eyes.

The eyes of both men went to the door 



as Van. and the chief burst in. And Van 
noticed that both instantly tried to mask 
what they felt when they saw who con­
fronted them.

“All right, Haley,” Van told the man 
on the floor, “you don’t have to pick up 
the phone to reach the Phantom. Here 
I am. And I’ll start with you. What 
were you going to tell me if Boylen re­
fused to answer your question?”

“I no longer refuse to answer it, Phan­
tom,” Boylen panted. “It’s just that it 
was none of Haley’s cursed business—”

“I’m speaking to Haley now,” Van 
snapped. “You’ll have your chance.”

The bronzed man picked himself up 
off the floor. And Van thought that 
there could be something treacherous in 
the man whose face, coldly murderous a 
moment before, could so swiftly become 
genial and pleasant. He was a good 
actor—too good, perhaps!

“You asked Parrish some peculiar 
questions at the studio,” Haley said. “I 
didn’t know what it was all about, of 
course, but I was intrigued. More so, 
shortly afterward, when I overheard a 
little interchange between Parrish, and 
Boylen here.”

“What sort of interchange?” asked 
Van.

“We left in a group, as you’ll remem­
ber. Parrish and Boylen walked on 
ahead. They seemed to be discussing 
something, as I sort of caught up behind 
them in the dark driveway. I heard 
Parrish tell Boylen—I’ll quote it: 
‘Thanks again for keeping your mouth 
shut, Dan. You behaved like a good 
friend.’ ”

“Go on,” Van prompted.
Haley shrugged. “That’s all I heard, 

because they spotted me behind them.

They shut up. But I don’t happen to be 
a fool, Phantom. I knew that Parrish 
must have been referring to the ques­
tions you asked him. Boylen knew that 
Parrish was lying to you, and he cov­
ered it by saying nothing. That’s how it 
added up to me.”

“Why didn’t you come to me with that 
information, instead of contacting Boy­
len?”

“I’ll answer- that, Phantom,” Boylen 
said savagely. “The opportunistic sneak 
thought he’d come around and maybe 
blackmail his way into chiseling in on. 
something. That’s why I lost my temper 
and took a poke at him.”

VAN turned swiftly to the big sporty 
promoter.

“Okay, you can have the floor 
now,” he said. “Did Parrish say to you 
what Haley claimed he overheard him 
say?”

“Yes. I’m in a corner now, and Fil 
tell you the truth, Phantom. Yes, I knew 
that Parrish went to New York this 
morning—or yesterday morning, 
rather.”

“Did you know why?”
Boylen shook his bald head.
“No. He merely telephoned me and 

told me he was going to New York for & 
day or two. He didn’t explain why.”

“Then why did he take the trouble to 
telephone you?”

“Because he thought something new 
might bob up on the Lathrop-Markham 
business while he was gone. If so, he 
wanted me to wire him at the Hotel 
Winterset, Manhattan. I did wire him 
when Lathrop’s secretary told me that 
a meeting—”

[Turn pofre]



"I know that,” Van interrupted. 
“Your wire is in my pocket now. So it 
wouldn’t have been bright of you to 
have lied to me. But why did he ask 
you to contact him rather than his sec­
retary or someone on the staff of his 
newspaper?”

Van knew the answer to that, but he 
wanted Boylen to tell him.

Sweat began glistening on Boylen’s 
beefy face.

“I don’t know how much you over­
heard when Lathrop talked to us at the 
studio there. But—oh, I may as well 
admit it. The five of us did secretly con­
tact Markham behind Lathrop’s back 
and tried to chisel in on his plant, cap­
italizing on the information Lathrop 
had given us.”

“What do you mean, tried?” Van 
asked sharply.

Boylen hesitated, then went on in a 
low voice:

“Markham was willing at first. But 
the next day, he turned us down. cold. 
In his mocking way, he thanked us for 
the information and politely threw us 
out, explaining that he had been able 
to raise the money elsewhere. So in that 
respect, Lathrop was wrong—so far as 
I’m concerned, anyway.”

“Meaning,” said Van, “that some one 
of you doublecrossed the others and 
quietly contacted Markham again, offer­
ing him the money on better terms than 
those you had given him as a group?”

“Meaning that, exactly,” Boylen said. 
“For where else could Markham have 
raised a hundred and sixty grand ?

“And of the five of us,” Ed Haley cut 
in swiftly, “you, Boylen, with your un­
derground connections, with big-shot 
gamblers from Philly having poker ses­
sions in your gambling house here—you 
are the only one who could raise that 
much money. Sure, you hit the nail on 
the head, but you were pointing at your­
self!”

“You want another poke in the jaw, 
Haley?” Boylen snarled.

“Never mind that!” Van said coldly. 
“You’ve given me some interesting in­
formation—which I suspected anyway 
—but we haven’t come to the point yet. 
You admitted that you knew that Par­
rish. was lying to me when he denied 
having been in New York. Why didn’t 
you say something about it?”

“Because Parrish is a friend of mine,”

Boylan snapped. “I wanted to give him 
a chance first to tell me why he was 
covering up.”

“And he told you?”
“Yes. But he said he stalled you off 

only because someone was present in the 
studio he did not want to tip off about 
him being in New York and wrhat he had 
done there. He didn’t tell me any more 
than just that. But he did say that he 
was quietly going to get in touch with 
you before the night was over and tell 
you all about it. So Phantom, if you 
think I’m lying to you, just pick up that 
phone and call Parrish!”

“That’s no longer possible—unfortu­
nately,” Van replied slowly. “Parrish 
has been murdered!”

BOYLEN plopped heavily into a chair 
behind him. He opened his mouth 

to say something, closed it without ut­
tering a sound, and stared at Van, slow­
ly shaking his head.

Ed Haley muttered something under 
his breath and stunned incredulity was 
in his blue eyes.

If they were acting, both made an 
excellent job of it. And again savage 
frustration began gnawing at Van. This 
angle of investigation was rapidly bring­
ing him to a blank wall.

“Did Parrish drive home alone?” he 
asked Haley.

“Yes. The five of us met in his office 
at the Gazette. We left our cars there 
and he drove us to Lathrop’s place. 
After the meeting, he drove us back to 
the Gazette. We all transferred to our 
own cars and went home.”

“Not all of you,” Van corrected grim­
ly. “One of you did not go home. He 
followed Parrish, and killed him. Boy­
len, did Parrish drop some hint, some 
clue, regarding the identity of the man 
at the studio whose presence had 
checked him from telling me the truth?”

“No, Phantom.”
“I can give you a clue maybe—which 

is really common knowledge,” Haley 
said. “Flynn and Morley had sworn to 
get Parrish some day. He ruined both 
of them—and they’re men whose hatred 
should not be taken casually. I suggest 
you ask that pair a few questions.”

“No, I believe I’ve asked enough ques­
tions, for the time being,” Van said 
curtly. “No, I’ve other work to do. 
Good night, gentlemen.”



CHAPTER XVI 
A Barrel of Oil

ITH the police chief, 
Van descended to the 
lobby. Steve Huston 
and Lathrop were 
waiting, and all four 
went out and entered 
the police car at the 
curb. There, in a low 
voice, Chief Gilbert 
briefly outlined to 
Lathrop and Huston 
what had happened up 

in Boylen’s suite.
“Markham is the killer,” Lathrop de­

clared positively. “How can there be 
any question about it?”

“Markham might be the killer,” Van 
corrected irritably. “So might be Dan 
Boylen, who kept his mouth shut at the 
studio, who suspected that I would crack 
down on Parrish again—and who mur­
dered him before I had that opportunity. 
The killer also might be Ed Haley, who 
murdered to keep Parrish’s mouth shut, 
then went to pump Boylen to find out 
how much he knew. And there’s the 
hatred that Flynn and Morley bear for 
Parrish.”

“So what’s your answer?” Chief Gil­
bert asked helplessly.

“We have no answer—yet. It’s all ‘if’ 
and ‘maybe’ and ‘perhaps.’ Whoever 
that murderous fiend is, he’s in the clear 
so far. So we’ve got to make some 
moves of our own, and I don’t mean 
chasing around asking questions. Our
first move is to take Lathrop home.” 

Chief Gilbert stared at him.
“Do ydu consider that a move?” 
Van nodded.
“Definitely. I’ve specific reason for

wanting Lathrop to spend the rest of 
the night at home. But don’t ask me 
why now.”

The police chief shrugged.
“Okay. And what do we do next?”
“Next,” Van replied slowly, “we’re 

going to dig into the factor in this 
bloody business which is still unknown 
—but which I have never forgotten. 
Dr. Gerry’s kidnaping, Chief. The clue 
in the note leading to the town of Kent, 
the fact that I saw Parrish in Dr. Ger­
ry’s apartment, the fact that he was 
murdered because he could tell me wThy 
he was there—#11 that definitely links 

the two crimes as part of the killer’s 
scheme.”

“And I still don’t see how it can pos­
sibly tie in,” Chief Gilbert said. “You 
tried to tie it up before with the fact 
that professional killers pulled the job 
at the factory, machine-gunning those 
four guards. I’ll grant you that the— 
that mysterious Red Bishop guy im­
ported gunmen to pull that job. Yet 
what has that got to do with Dr. Gerry’s 
kidnaping?”

“Nothing,” Van said. “If gunmen 
were imported to Kent. But isn’t there 
a vicious mob of killers supposed to be 
still hiding near here somewhere?”

The police chief started, astonished.
“You mean Andy Molloy and his mur­

derous crew?”
“Yes. It may be a long guess, but it 

seems the only possible answer. The 
Red Bishop—let’s continue calling him 
that for convenience-employed pro­
fessional gunmen and kidnaped a fa­
mous plastic surgeon. Andy Molloy and 
his men are trapped and desperate. 
Even though they’ve evaded capture, so 
far, they’re bound to be caught, sooner 
or later. Unless a plastic surgeon so al­
ters their faces that they cannot be iden­
tified by the police! I believe that’s the 
reward that the Red Bishop offered 
them in return for their help.”

"It seems reasonable,” Chief Gilbert 
confessed reluctantly. “But it’s still 
just a theory. All efforts to find the 
hide-out of those rats have ended in 
dismal failure. Even if what you sus­
pect is true, what can you do about it? 
In other words, what’s your next 
move?”

“After dropping Lathrop off at home, 
take me to that gasoline station where 
someone tried to give me a tip about the 
devastation scheduled to come off at the 
factory. If I can find out who that man 
was, and what happened to him—”

“But I’ve already been there,” the 
police chief interrupted. “I’ve gone over 
the place carefully. There’s nothing. No 
clues—”

“I may be luckier,” Van said grimly. 
“Let’s get rolling, Chief!”

THE gasoline station was a few min­
utes’ drive from where they dropped 
off Lathrop. Chief Gilbert parked at the 

pumps. He led Van and Steve Huston 
to the front door, coldly pointed out the 



smashed pane.
“I phoned old man Dickson about it,” 

he said, “but he didn’t bother fixing it 
until morning. Said there was nothing 
in the place that was much worth steal­
ing. Now you can take a look inside.”

The police chief opened the door, en­
tered and turned on the light. Chief 
Gilbert considered this double-checking 
a slur on his efficiency, and he resented 
it.

“Here are the muddy footprints I told 
you about,” he pointed out. “There’s 
the phone—wiped clean of prints.”

Van nodded. He knelt and studied 
the footprints. It was a lore in which 
he had the skill of an Indian.

“This tough reddish clay that was on 
their shoes—where does it come from, 
Chief?” he asked.

“The hills hereabouts.”
“So the men walked up to this station 

after tramping across country,” Van 
said, his darting eyes tracing the clearly 
defined muddy footprints. “No car. 
Three men, I would say. I figure one 
got here first. Then the other two came. 
He heard them coming, and hung up. 
He backed to the wall there . . . See it, 
Chief? The footsteps, retreating? Shoes 
considerably smaller than those wmrn by 
the other two. Pointed toes.”

“I see it,” the police chief said, fas­
cinated despite himself.

“Something happened to him at the 
wall,” Van went on. “Those shoes with 
pointed toes never returned to the door. 
That man—”

He straightened, took three quick 
steps to the wall, stooped again.

“Blood-stains, Chief,” he said tersely. 
“See them on the floor here? Now don’t 
look so chagrined”—he had seen the ex­
pression on the chief’s face as he glanced 
over his shoulder—“because they’re just 
a few minute stains, and you had no 
reason to go over the place as thorough­
ly as I am doing now. He must have 
been slugged here. Then the other two 
wiped off his prints on the phone— 
which implies that he had a police rec­
ord. They carried him out of here and 
... no, they didn’t carry him!”

“What do you mean, they didn’t carry 
him?” the police chief put in. “How else 
could they get him out of here? If he 
didn’t walk and they didn’t carry 
him—”

“They dragged the body across the • 

floor,” Van said. “See how the frag­
ments of glass from the smashed pane 
are pushed up against the inner edge of 
the door jamb, as if they’d been swept 
there? In a way, they were swept—by 
the body dragged over them.”

He followed the imaginary trail out­
side.

“Now what?” Chief Gilbert asked.
“Now,” Van replied, poking about 

with a flashlight, “try to imagine your­
self with a body you want to get rid of 
somewhere where it won’t easily be 
found. You walked here. You haven’t 
a car. Where would you take it, Chief?”

Chief Gilbert shrugged.
“I’d bury it somewhere up in the hills. 

That’s a sparsely settled section. Only 
an occasional farm here and there.”

“If you saw a sign like that one,” Van 
said, his flashlight lingering on the win­
dow, “would it perhaps give you an 
idea?”

A NEATLY lettered sign which Van 
had just happened to notice read:

To My Friends and Customers:
I am closing the garage for the duration 

while I put on a uniform for Uncie Sam. Pop 
will continue running the service station. 
Thanks for your past business and hope to 
see you again when we clean out the Japs and
the Nazis. Bill Dickson.

“There’s the garage in the back 
there,” the police chief said. “You 
mean, the tip-off that it’ll be closed for 
the duration might have given them the 
idea to dump the body there?”

“Exactly, Chief. It gave me that idea. 
Why not them, too? And this,” he added 
tersely, “seems to prove that we’re on 
the right track.”

He indicated a minute fragment of 
glass some dozen feet to the left of the 
door. It was close to the driveway which 
ran past the corner of the wall to the 
garage in the rear.

“The door jamb apparently didn’t 
catch all the glass the body dragged 
with it. When they continued dragging 
the body to the left there, that bit of 
glass which was under it finally caught 
in the crack of the cement.”

He began trotting long the rutted lit­
tle driveway toward the weather-beaten 
garage doors, with the police chief and 
Steve Huston behind him. A simple 
hasp, with a clothes-pin thrust through 



to hold the flap in place, secured those 
doors.

“A trusting soul, young Dickson,” 
Van commented.

He slid out the clothes-pin, threw over 
the flap of the hasp and one of the dou­
ble doors creaked on rusty hinges as he 
swung it open. Three flashlights threw 
beams into the neat little garage. Its 
owner apparently had put away or got 
rid of most of his tools and equipment. 
There wasn’t much left here.

“False alarm,” Chief Gilbert said, and 
Van thought he detected a faint note of 
triumph in the voice. “If they had come 
in here, we’d see muddy footprints. 
That floor is clean.”

“They might have had the foresight 
to remove their shoes before entering,” 
Van suggested.

“That’s rather stretching a point, 
isn’t it?” the police chief said shortly. 
“Anyway, you don’t see a body lying 
around, do you?”

And then excitement began pounding

Chief Gilbert stared at the barrel.
“Why,” he said hesitantly, “it does 

look as if it had been full just a little 
while ago, and that eighteen inches or 
so were taken out.”

“With the bucket you see on the right 
there,” Van said. “See the oil slick in 
the bucket. One deduction—someone 
was here recently and removed a couple 
of bucketloads of old crank-case oil from 
that barrel which had been full to the 
top. But instead of oil being taken out, 
what would be a more reasonable deduc­
tion, Chief?”

THE police chief merely gaped at 
him, and Van went on evenly:

“The more reasonable deduction, 
Chief, is that some large object was 
placed into the barrel, raising the oil 
level almost to the top. But wouldn’t 
that instantly arouse the curiosity of 
someone who knew how much oil had 
been in that barrel? So oil was taken 
out to reduce it to its original level. The
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Van’s heart. His flashlight was resting 
on a large barrel—a hogshead—two- 
thirds full of some black viscous liquid.

“You’re wrong, Chief,” he said quiet­
ly. “The body is here. It’s in that bar­
rel!”

The police chief frowned.
“Now look, Phantom,” he said coldly. 

“I’ve the proper respect for your repu­
tation and all that. But aren’t you put­
ting it on a bit too heavily? Bill Dick­
son kept his used crank-case oil in that 
barrel. It stopped up his drains once, 
he told me, so he began dumping it into 
the barrel. Now I’ll concede that the 
bod.y of a small man could be in that 
oil, out of sight below the surface. It’s 
possible. But even you couldn’t be cer­
tain just by looking at that barrel!”

A thin smile hovered on Van’s lips.
“Sorry, Chief, but you’re wrong 

again. Take a good look at that barrel. 
It’s two-thirds full—yes. But notice the 
wet oil slick on the inner walls above the 
present level. It reaches almost to the 
top. What conclusion would you draw 
from that?” 

slick on the walls of the barrel, made 
by the rise and fall of the oil level, 
hasn’t had a chance to dry up yet.”

“I had it coming to me,” Chief Gilbert 
said quietly. “Thanks for slapping me 
down. I’ll know better next time.”

Van picked up a rusty old rake 
propped against the wall near the bar­
rel. He thrust the prongs into the heavy 
black fluid. They met something solid 
just below the surface. He tilted the 
rake handle and pushed upward on the 
resistance he felt against the prongs.

Like some macabre jack-in-the-box, 
the oil-dripping head and shoulders of 
a man rose out of the barrel. Van lifted 
the body completely out. The barrel 
rocked and there was a sloshing sound 
as the body dropped to the floor.

Chief Gilbert stooped over it with 
some rags he hastily picked up. Quickly 
he wiped off the oil smearing the face. 
He uttered a surprised ejaculation, rose 
and reached in his pocket.

“Take a look at this, Phantom,” he 
said tersely, extending a folded sheet 
of paper.



CHAPTER XVII
Killers Near!

NFOLDING the paper 
he took from Chief 
Gilbert, Van saw that 
it was a reward no­
tice. It offered ten 
thousand dollars for 
information leading to 
the capture of Andy 
Molloy and his gang. 
The photographs of 
five men were beneath 
the grim “Dead or

Alive” caption — brutal-faced Andy 
Molloy, a handsome man called “Doc” 
Ferguson, an apelike creature named 
Oscar (the Ape) Weimar, a bald-headed, 
wizened little man—Chick O’Keefe, and 
a hard-faced youth called Johnny Kane.

Van glanced down at the grimy face 
of the corpse he had just lifted out of 
the barrel. It was that of the gunman 
on the last photograph of the reward 
notice. Johnny Kane!

“So Molloy's gang is operating with 
the Red Bishop, Chief,” Van said slow­
ly. “One member of it—Johnny Kane— 
balked at the instructions to blow up 
what was to be a defense plant. He 
came to the station here, broke in to use 
the phone. Just about had the chance to 
contact me when the others caught up 
with him.”

“And that,” Steve Huston said, “was 
the end of Johnny Kane. But why did 
they take the trouble of removing 
Kane’s fingerprints, of hiding the body? 
Why not just kill him and let it go at 
that? If he was dead—”

“His dead body would still be a tip- 
off that Molloy and his gang are hiding 
out near here somewhere. It would nar­
row the locale in which to search for 
their hideout. Kane, leaving the hide­
out, would obviously try to reach the 
nearest phone. Neither he, nor the men 
who caught up with him, had a car. The 
red clay on their shoes—”

“Wait a moment, Phantom!” Chief 
Gilbert cut in sharply. “Going back 
from the highway here into the red clay 
country—of which there isn’t much, in­
cidentally—would bring you to Matt 
Tasker’s farm. He lives alone there, a 
slimy old coot who served a penitentiary 
term during Prohibition for running a 
still. He’s the only man in the rural 

section who could possibly be suspected 
of harboring killers like Molloy and his 
mob. And, believe me, we’ve checked 
his place with a fine-toothed comb.”

“You raided Tasker’s farm?”
“Of course. It was the first place I 

thought of. I did find a secret passage­
way between the barn and the well, but 
no sign of Molloy and his men. Of 
course,” he added with a wry smile, "I 
also didn’t find anything here, either.”

“Let’s take another look at that farm, 
Chief,” Van said. “But there’s one thing 
I want to impress on both of you. We 
will approach stealthily, and you’ll let 
me do all the snooping around.”

“Sure,” said Huston. “But why?”
“Because if Molloy and his killers are 

there somewhere, they’ll have nervous 
fingers on tommy-gun triggers,” Van 
said grimly. “You saw what they did to 
those guards. I can take care of myself, 
but I don’t want you two blasted apart. 
So if I spot some clue proving that they 
are there, I don’t intend to let them 
know about it—then. I’ll get them in my 
own way. All right, let’s go!”

Ten minutes later, the police chief 
stopped the sedan in a wild-looking, 
rutted side road.

“Now we hike—up the trail there,” 
he informed.

Silently, each man using a flashlight, 
they tramped the black, desolate coun­
tryside, following an old trail. Pres­
ently Chief Gilbert said in a low voice:

“Almost there, Phantom. The farm 
is just beyond that ridge ahead.

THEY topped the rise. Van saw the 
blurs of several buildings on a clear­
ing that stretched before them. And he 

realized then that a stealthy approach 
would have been difficult. For a dog 
began barking savagely near one of the 
buildings. A light went on inside, and 
another flooded the porch. As they ap­
proached closer, a gaunt old man 
stepped out of the front door.

“Hello, Matt,” Chief Gilbert said.
The old man shook his head.
“Now what?” he said plaintively. 

“This is a heck of an hour to wake a 
man up.”

“These two men are out-of-town de­
tectives,” Chief Gilbert said. “They 
want to look around here.”

“They can snoop all they want, but 
I’m goin’ back to bed.”



Van grinned at him and the old man 
glared. Without a word, he turned and 
went back into the house. Van’s eyes 
missed nothing as he followed Tasker 
through the kitchen and into a filthy 
living room. Tasker stretched himself on 
a couch and drew about him the folds 
of a ragged quilt.

“What’s in the other rooms, and up­
stairs?’’ Van asked casually.

“Dust,” growled Matt Tasker. “Cob­
webs. Go look for yourself!”

Van did, and found that Tasker had 
told the truth. Barren, long-unused 
rooms. Wall paper’ peeling from the 
walls. Dust and cobwebs. Nothing else. 
When he returned, Tasker lay with his 
face to the wall. Van ignored him, went 
outside, and shrugged in answer to the 
query in Chief Gilbert’s eyes.

“Nothing, so far. Where is that se­
cret passageway?”

“In the barn there. Just a little tun­
nel between the barn and the well. I’ll 
show you.”

Leading Van into the barn, the police 
chief brushed away the ancient hay in 
one of the stalls and raised a trap-door 
it exposed. A short ladder descended 
into a dank tunnel. Van lowered him­
self into it. A rat scurried on ahead of 
him as, stooping, he traced the little 
tunnel to its termination. It was a well, 
all right, dank with the stench of stag­
nant water. And the tunnel was like 
some huge sewer emptying into it.

A rusty iron ladder was fastened to 
the wall of the well. Van could see the 
circular and lidless w’ell-opening a half 
dozen rungs above the tunnel-opening. 
The same distance below his flashlight 
reflected on greenish, slimy-looking 
water.

It was obvious why the tunnel had 
been built. It was a hiding place and a 
way of escape through the well. And 
that was all there was to it! Certainly 
there was no place here where the killer 
could hide. He was about to retrace his 
steps, when he suddenly noticed two 
small objects floating in the water. 
Cigarette butts.

He stared at them. In half an hour 
those cigarette butts would have fallen 
apart, the soggy paper and tobacco sink­
ing. These were still afloat. So they 
must have been thrown down there re­
cently. Thrown from the passageway 
here, or from the top of the well. He 

stepped onto the rungs of the ladder, 
climbed up and crawled out of the well.

High weeds made a thick growth 
here. They did not seem to be trampled. 
The more Van looked around with the 
flashlight, the more he became positive 
that no one had been near the well. So 
how had those cigarette butts found 
their wray into the well? From the pas­
sageway—that wras the only answer.

Yet could Tasker have any reason to 
go down for a smoke in that dank pas­
sageway, throwing cigarette butts into 
the well when he was through with 
them? It seemed ridiculous, and Tasker 
had claimed that he was asleep when 
they came. But hang it all, what was 
the mystery of the two little cigarette 
butts afloat in the stagnant water at the 
bottom of the well?

Frowning, Van rejoined Chief Gilbert 
and Huston.

“I think maybe I’ve got something, if 
I can figure it out, Chief,” he said slow­
ly. “Which, for the time being, justifies 
the trip we made out here. Now’ let’s 
get back to towm.”

******

FOUR metallic strokes sounded from 
the old clock in the main hallway of 
Jonathan Lathrop’s home. Lathrop 

shifted his weight and wearily passed 
his fingers through his hair. Why was 
he sitting here, like someone atop a 
bomb—waiting, waiting? What could 
the Phantom have meant w’hen he said 
that he had a specific reason why he 
wanted him, Lathrop, to spend the night 
at home?

In savage exasperation, he lifted a 
huge fists, about to crash it on the desk. 
And it froze in mid-air, as someone 
rang the front door-bell. He leaped to 
his feet, crashing over his chair as he 
charged for the connecting door which 
led from his study to the hallway. In 
the stillness of the night, he could hear a 
car engine racing outside, and the whine 
of a car shooting away in low gear.

He reached the front door, slipped 
aside the bolt, flung the door open. 
There was no one there. No one in the 
driveway which curved to the gates. 
And the car which had been at the gates 
was only a fading sound in the night.

What did it mean? Who had rung his 
bell, and fled?

Then he noticed the package lying 



just outside the door. He picked it up, 
stared at it, turning it over and over 
in his big hands. It was a square flat 
box, wrapped in heavy brown paper, 
neatly bound with twine. Forgetting the 
open door, he returned to his study. 
And there was fascination on his broad 
face as he undid the wrapping and lifted 
up the cover of a white box.

His eyes widened and he remained 
frozen for seconds as he stared at the 
contents of the box. Then he whirled 
and his hand shot out for the telephone. 
He dialed a number.

“Let me speak to Chief Gilbert,” he 
yelled as a voice answered. “This is 
Jonathan Lathrop. . . . He’s out now? 
Then flash a radio call to him with this 
message. I must see the Phantom, in 
my home, immediately. It’s important. 
You get that? Important!”

Not far away, Van in the police car 
that was racing back to town, swung 
around at the sudden crackling from 
the radio receiver:

“Calling Chief Gilbert—calling Chief 
Gilbert!” The police announcer’s voice 
went on in a monotone: “Jonathan 
Lathrop wants to see the Phantom at 
his home, immediately. Says it’s im­
portant.”

“Let’s get over there!” Van said 
tersely.

The car lurched as the gas-pedal hit 
the floor-boards. Five minutes later it 
screeched to a stop in the driveway be­
fore the huge stone house. Before they 
had a chance to get out, Lathrop darted 
toward them.

“I think I’d better see you alone, 
Phantom,” Lathrop panted. “My apol­
ogies to you, Chief, and all that, but 
that’s how it is!”

“I’ll phone you at Headquarters, 
Chief,” Van said, getting out. “You’d 
better go along, Steve.”

The police chief made no comment, 
but showed how he felt about it in the 
savage manner in which he backed out 
of the driveway.

Alone with Lathrop, Van said:
“Was it a note or a telephone call?” 
Lathrop stared at him.
“I don’t understand.”
“I expected you to get a communica­

tion from the Red Bishop. Isn’t that 
why you tried to reach me?”

Van’s cold, efficient manner steadied 
Lathrop.

“You were right, Phantom, although 
it was neither a note nor a telephone 
call. Someone rang my bell and fled, 
leaving me the parting gift of—a phono­
graph record!”

Van nodded.
“Okay. Let’s see what cards that 

murderous fiend is prepared to slap 
down now.”

CHAPTER XVIII
Challenge of the Red Bishop

RIMLY Van followed 
Lathrop into the 
study, looked as grim­
ly at the contents of 
the package. It was 
a phonograph record 
to which shreds of 
fresh wax still clung. 
In the center disk was 
drawn the outline of 
a crimson hood bi­
sected by an inverted 

black cross!
Lathrop raised the lid of his fine 

radio-phonograph. He took the record 
from Van, fitted it over the turn-table, 
flicked the switch. The needle scraped 
over the revolving disk, then a guttural, 
Teutonic voice came through the 
speaker•

“This is the Red Bishop, Lathrop. If 
my self-imposed title doesn’t appeal to 
your sense of humor, at least you will 
know, by comparing the symbol on the 
record with the one I left on the garage 
wall after killing Bevins, that I am the 
man who now has the one remaining 
model of your automatic lens grinder. 
Now just relax—and listen carefully to 
what I’m about to tell you.”

Glancing at Lathrop, Van saw that 
the big man, shoulders hunched and 
crouching near the phonograph, was 
about as relaxed as a wild animal being 
prodded in its cage.

“First of all,” the voice on the record 
went on, “believe it or not, but Hugh 
Markham had nothing to do with the 
destruction of your factory. That was 
all my own bright idea. And my motive, 
Lathrop, is to wrest from you something 
that I want rather badly. I am refer­
ring to the magnificent jewels that the 
late Mrs. Lathrop owned, and which are 
still in your possession—jewels worth a 
quarter of a million dollars. To put it 



simply and bluntly, you can ransom 
your precious lens grinder with those 
jewels I”

“I’ll see you hanged first!” Lathrop 
growled thickly. “Why you murderous 
rat—”

Van checked him with a curt gesture. 
The guttural voice was going on:

“By blowing up your factory, Lathrop, 
I have forced a rather peculiar set-up. 
Hugh Markham’s plant and equipment 
is identical to yours, and it is the finest 
plant of its type in the country. But he 
still can’t fill those Government orders 
without the automatic lens grinder. 
You, on the other hand—if you agree 
to my terms and get your grinder back 
—cannot function without a plant and 
associated heavy equipment. So you 
need Markham fully as much as he 
needs you. Once you get your machine 
back, you can start production, as you 
planned, using Markham’s factory.

“Why am I telling you that, Lathrop? 
I am emphasizing the fact that you 
could still go to work making those 
cameras and optical equipment so badly 
needed by the Army and the Navy. Of 
course, you would do that at the cost 
of splitting profits with Markham—and 
losing the jewels. Normally, if just the 
loss of the jewels were involved, if you 
thought that Nazi saboteurs blew up 
your factory, you would not hesitate. 
Your course as an American would be 
clear. The needs of your country at war 
come first. But you may refuse my 
offer, being convinced that I am Mark­
ham, disguising my voice.

“If so, Lathrop—remember this. You 
have no evidence, only an emotional 
conviction, that Markham is guilty. The 
great Phantom, one of the world’s great­
est detectives—who, I am sure, is listen­
ing to this now—will ferret out the 
truth, sooner or later! If Markham is 
guilty, the Phantom will catch him. In 
the meanwhile, don’t let the Army and 
the Navy down. Give me those jewels, 
get your machine back, and swing into 
production!”

THERE was a glint in Van’s eyes as he 
watched the spinning record that 
boded no good to the anonymous 

speaker. That was a deliberate taunt, 
a challenge, and a contemptuous slap 
across the face. “The great Phantom 
will ferret out the truth, sooner or 

later!” There had been mockery in that 
remark. That clever devil was com­
pletely and utterly sure of himself.

“Well, Lathrop, I’ve said all I in­
tended to say,” the guttural voice an­
nounced. “Here are your instructions. 
Put the jewels in a small valise. Drive 
out to the Mill Pond Road where it 
branches off the main highway. Pro­
ceed from there at the speed of fifteen 
miles per hour until you see a flashlight 
beam somewhere along that thirty-mile 
stretch. Then throw out the valise—and 
keep going! Remember, Lathrop—I am 
saying this to you, too, Phantom—I 
have laid my plans carefully. Any at­
tempt at a doublecross will not succeed! 
The transaction must be completed be­
fore dawn, and you will get other in­
structions where and how you are to 
pick up the lens grinder. That’s all, 
Lathrop!”

The voice ended, and Lathrop flicked 
off the switch. There was a grayish tint 
in the big man’s face as he swung to 
Van. “I’ll do anything you advise me, 
Phantom,” he said quietly. “Personally, 
my attitude is this: I’ll compromise with 
a murderer, I’ll part with those jewels, 
if it means getting the needed equip­
ment to our Army and Navy. Whether 
Markham or one of those other men is 
the killer, I know you’ll catch him! In 
the meanwhile, let him win the first 
round—and get the jewels.”

Van hesitated, then slapped a fist into 
his palm.

“No!” he said grimly. “We’re not 
quitting without a scrap. Lathrop, I’m 
going to stick my neck ’way out, and 
ask you to have enough faith in me to 
allow me to risk the complete loss of the 
jewels, as well as your chances of get­
ting the machine back. Will you do it? 
Remember, I’m only human. I can make 
mistakes.”

Some color crept back into Lathrop’s 
cheeks.

“Anything you want to do is okay 
with me. What’s your plan?”

“I could probably trap whoever picks 
up the jewels. But I am positive it would 
not be the Red Bishop. He’d send some 
henchmen. So I’m going to try trailing 
the man who picks up the bag. ... Now 
get the jewels.”

Lathrop left the room. He returned, 
holding a small valise in one hand and 
a leather case in the other. As Lathrop 



opened the case, Van found himself 
staring at jewels that would have de­
lighted the eye of any connoisseur of 
gems. A single emerald pendant, finely 
cut and of beautiful coloration, could 
easily have graced a regal throat. And 
he knew what must be passing through 
Lathrop’s mind as he gazed at the mag­
nificent collection for what might be 
the last time.

“We’d better get started,” Van said.
Lathrop nodded, closed the box and 

led the way toward the rear door to 
leave the house for the garage. One of 
Lathrop’s cars had been wrecked that 
night, but he owned two others. One 
was a sleek, powerful roadster, the 
other an antiquated black sedan.

“We’ll use the sedan,” Van said. “The 
wide running-board on it will make it 
easier for me to lie flat along the side 
of the car. When you see the flashlight 
beam, throw out the valise; I’ll drop off 
at the side of the road.”

LATHROP drove off with no further 
comment, and a few minutes later 

the black sedan stopped before a dirt 
road that branched off from the main 
highway.

“Is this the Old Mill Road?” Van 
asked tersely.

“Yes,” Lathrop replied. “Why does 
that surprise you?”

“Chief Gilbert swung into that road 
when we went out to Matt Tasker’s 
farm.” He shrugged. “Okay, let’s get 
set.”

He got out, closed the door and 
stretched out with his chest on the 
fender and the lower part of his body on 
the running-board. A hood clamp gave 
him something to hang on to.

“Good enough,” he called softly. 
“Let’s go! And keep to the edge of the 
road.”

The car moved ahead and swung into 
the side road. The headlights, fanning 
out, showed rutted shoulders, choked 
with underbrush. Tall weeds resembled 
garish and startling dream figures in 
the strong glare. They whipped at Van’s 
face as Lathrop kept close to the side of 
the road, to prevent the Phantom, re­
cumbent on the running-board, from 
being seen. Though he made only a 
black blotch. But he was not overlook­
ing the chance that watchers might be 
posted in the underbrush.

A yellow moon rose and hung low on 
the horizon. Elongated shadows grew 
out of the silver landscape. Fortunately, 
Van was lying on the darker side of the 
car.

Then his body tensed as a beam of 
light streaked for an instant through 
the blackness. The flashlight signal! 
Almost at once he heard the thud of the 
valise as it struck the roadway. He let 
go the hood clamp, rolled over. There 
was practically no sound as his body 
dropped into a weed-choked, shallow 
ditch along the edge of the road.

The sedan’s tail-light finally blinked 
out in the distance. Van raised his head 
and peered cautiously through the 
screen of tall grasses that concealed him 
from the bright probing fingers of 
moonlight between the shadows thrown 
by two trees.

But the place seemed deserted. Not a 
thing moved on the moonlit ground. 
And yet Van could have sworn that the 
source of the flashlight beam had been 
the very spot on which his eyes now 
rested—a spot that was only a bare 
patch of earth between two trees!

A scraping sound startled him. The 
rustling weeds flicked his face as he 
peered ahead. And still he saw nothing. 
Yet that sound distinctly had not been a 
sound of the night. Something had 
stirred out there!

Van dared not move. The slightest 
motion might betray him. He heard it 
again, that elusive sound, sourceless and 
menacing. And suddenly a dark form 
dropped from the branches of a tree. It 
edged onto the roadway, emerged into 
the moonlight.

Van’s fingers tightened on the butt of 
his gun as he recognized the handsome, 
dissipated face of the ex-doctor, Fergu­
son, one of Molloy’s gang of killers!

Ferguson picked up the valise. Turn­
ing, he entered a narrow, dirt-packed 
trail that wound into the woods. Van 
waited a few seconds, then got to his 
feet. With the skill of an Indian, he 
stalked his quarry, careful to maintain 
the distance that separated them.

The path twisted snakelike among the 
trees. Patches of pale moonlight filtered 
through the overarching branches. Fer­
guson disappeared beyond the hump of 
a hill, then Van spotted him again, de­
scending the other side. At this point, 
the path veered in a hairpin turn. Again



Van lost his quarry around the bend.
Van cursed the winding path as he 

edged on. Then he caught a glimpse of a 
moving shadow in the trees on the left. 
The path had erratically doubled back. 
Vague alarm filtered through Van’s 
mind. Ferguson might have seen him.

And in that moment, the footsteps he 
had been hearing all along were abruptly 
silenced.

CHAPTER XIX
The Bottom of the Well

ROUGHING in the 
shadow of a tr e e 
trunk, Van listened. 
Seconds slipped by. 
Still no sound. Then it 
was that Van sensed 
danger lurking in the 
shadows. Yes, Fergu­
son must have discov­
ered that he was being 
trailed!

There was a clump 
of bushes on the left. The blurred mass 
behind it might be Ferguson. It might, 
and yet—

Abandoning caution, Van made a leap 
for the cover of the next tree. Instantly, 
a vicious spurt of orange lanced from 
the bush. Flying bark whipped Van’s 
face. His own gun spoke. The two re­
ports blended into one crashing roar, 
then silence again.

Grim lines drew down the corners of 
Van’s mouth. It had been close, and he 
was sorry that he had fired back. For 
there was no longer any hope of trailing 
Ferguson to the hideout. His only re­
maining chance was to try to take the 
killer alive, and force him to talk.

He glanced upward. A thick limb ex­
tended from the tree which sheltered 
him over the bush clump where Fergu­
son crouched. It might work! Slowly, 
cautiously, he began to climb. He was 
safe enough so long as the tree trunk 
was between him and Ferguson, but 
once he climbed out on the limb—

Blood pounded through his taut veins 
as he reached the limb and inched out on 
it like some great jungle cat. His heart 
leaped as he suddenly made out the 
darker blob in the shadows behind the 
clump of bush. Ferguson! Another foot, 
still another—and his body plummeted 
downward.

Van struck yielding flesh. A gun ex­
ploded in his face. Flame flared before 
his eyes, blinding him. Burned powder 
seared his cheek. His fist lashed out—a 
short, vicious uppercut to the grayish 
blob that was Ferguson’s face. The gun­
man was trying to rise, and the blow 
sent him hurtling back into a huge 
boulder. He dropped his revolver, and 
Van’s left hand swept up the weapon.

“Okay, Ferguson,” Van panted, get­
ting up. “We’ll relax now.”

The gunman was sagging back 
against the boulder, his legs out in front 
of him, his hands crossed on his stom­
ach. There VPas mocking defiance on his 
face, and the suggestion of a smile hov­
ered on his lips.

“All right, so we’ll relax,” he said in a 
hoarse whisper. “I’d heard the Phan­
tom’s been nosing around. You, I sup­
pose?”

“Yes, I’m the Phantom.”
The killer shrugged.
“All right, so you made it. Or did 

you?” He smiled. “Quite a problem to 
figure out who gained what on this deal. 
You’ve got the jewels back, sure. But 
what does it get you, as far as landing 
your killer is concerned? You’re back 
where you started, aren’t you?”

“Maybe not,” Van said. “Maybe you’ll 
still tell me something I want to know.”

Ferguson shook his head.
“You’re no fool, Phantom,” he said in 

that low, hoarse whisper. “What could I 
gain, by spilling information to you? 
And if you’re crazy enough to think you 
can force me to talk—”

“I won’t use force,” Van interrupted 
quietly. “It won’t work with a man like 
you. I’ll just tell you this, Ferguson. 
You know my reputation for always 
keeping my word. All right! Between 
now and daybreak there ought to be a 
fast freight leaving the junction not far 
from here. I’ll let you hop that freight— 
if you play ball with me. What do you 
say?”

Ferguson shook his head.
“No go, pal!” His hands slipped 

from his stomach, and Van saw an ugly 
dark stain spreading across the killer’s 
shirt. “You shoot too straight, Phan­
tom. You queered your own game.”

A low exclamation escaped Van. He 
dropped to his knees. The .45 slug had 
made a mess, all right. .



“No use,” Ferguson whispered. “I’m 
going to die, Phantom. I know it be­
cause I’m a doctor, see?” He tried to 
laugh. “Sure, Hugh Ferguson, m.d., 
Park Avenue. Lots of rich women used 
to come to me. And I fixed them fine— 
with cocaine. So they were always com­
ing back. Yeah, everything was swell, 
until one of them jumped from a twenty­
story window. The dirt came out at the 
autopsy. And so—and so—”

A shudder convulsed him. His head 
slumped forward on his chest. He was 
dead.

Van rose and stared bitterly at the 
black bag a few feet away. He had 
failed. Yes, he had the jewels. But now 
Lathrop would not get back the lens 
grinder upon which so much depended. 
Standing there, Van had to face the 
sickening realization that it would have 
been far better if he hadn’t interfered 
with the delivery of the ransom!

Where could that hideout be? Fergu­
son had been heading in the general 
direction of Tasker’s farm. Still, that 
proved nothing. The Phantom could not 
trap any admission from Tasker. Un­
less—

A daring idea suggested itself to Van. 
Maybe it wasn’t completely hopeless! 
He took another look at the body. Same 
height, same general build—it might 
work! If he went to the farm disguised 
as Ferguson, Tasker’s attitude would be 
a sure tip-off, one way or the other.

He drew his little portable make-up 
kit, quickly removed his current dis­
guise. Then he carefully studied Fergu­
son’s face, etching the details on his 
mind as on a photographic plate. Satis­
fied, he took from the kit a small jar 
containing a creamy substance ■which he 
rubbed into his hair. In a matter of sec­
onds, Van was transformed into a yel­
low-haired man. A comb fixed his hair 
in the manner that the killer wore his. 
The contents of a tiny tube gave him 
Ferguson’s sallow complexion.

Taking from the make-up kit a rub­
ber and porcelain gadget, he twisted it 
to a certain shape and inserted it over 
his lower gum, thus broadening his jaw 
bone. Ferguson’s nose was shaped 
similarly to his. A reddish pencil etched 
a faint scar on his left cheek.

Now there was a striking, twin­
brother resemblance between the face 
reflected in the mirror and that of the 

dead gunman. Unless he betrayed him­
self in some other way—and Van knew 
he would be balancing on a deadly tight 
rope during every moment of the imper­
sonation—he would probably get away 
with it.

There remained the matter of chang­
ing clothes. Although blood soaked Fer­
guson’s shirt, his lumber jacket and 
trousers had only a few small stains on 
them. They would go unnoticed. 
Quickly Van stripped to his shirt and 
underwear.

Next the gruesome task of undressing 
the body.

As he removed the killer’s trousers 
and lumber jacket, he noticed that both 
were wet, far more so than might be at­
tributed to the dew. He puzzled over 
that as he got into the wet clothes. Then 
his attention was diverted by something 
bulging in one of his pockets. He 
reached in and found a rubber glove, its 
opening tied with a piece of twine. In­
side the glove were matches and ciga­
rettes. Evidently Ferguson had expected 
to get wet.

HE CONCEALED Ferguson’s body 
in the underbrush, covering it with 
dead leaves. Then he set out in the direc­

tion of the farm. Streaks of gray were 
beginning to cross the eastern sky. As 
he strode along the trail, Van still won­
dered about the glove and the wet 
clothes. If the hideout was on the farm, 
how had Ferguson got so wet? The well 
seemed to be the only answer.

The well—where the cigarette butts 
had been floating in the water. Could 
they have been washed up from some­
where below? Perhaps from a sewer 
outlet beneath the surface of the water?

Excitement began to pound within 
him. Why, of course! What else could 
account for the wet clothes, the rubber 
glove? There must be another secret 
passageway at the bottom of that -well!

“That’s it, all right!” he told himself. 
“I’ll stake my life on it.”

- And just then, as he breasted the rise 
beyond which lay Tasker’s farm, it sud­
denly occurred to him that he was doing 
precisely that—staking his life!

Moonlight lay in a silver sheet across 
the roof of the farmhouse as Van ap­
proached it. Then the savage barking of 
the dog broke the stillness. Almost? im­
mediately, the front door creaked open.



Matt Tasker stepped out on the porch, 
an electric lantern in one hand and a 
shotgun in the other.

In another moment now, Van would 
know! Outwardly calm, he moved to­
ward the old farmer. And his face re­
mained calm as Tasker lifted the lantern 
and shone the light full on him.

“Get the stuff?” Tasker asked.
Van lifted the bag in mute acknowl­

edgement. Exultation pounded within 
him. So far, he had reasoned correctly. 
The farmer nodded and extended the 
lantern to Van.

“Here, you’ll need this. When you get 
down there; tell Molloy I’ll take him to 
the quarrj- whenever he’s ready.”

His manner casual and matter-of- 
fact, Van took the lantern. He still 
seemed to be on the right track. He 
would need the lantern in the pitch 
blackness of the tunnel. And the refer­
ence to “down there” implied a descent 
into the well. Nevertheless, if he made a 
mistake, and Tasker was standing there 
with a shotgun, watching him—

Van’s back felt as broad as the barn 
door as he walked quickly through the 
barn. And he breathed a" sigh of relief 
when he finally lifted the trap door and 
descended to the secret passageway. 
Quickly he traversed it to the well. 
Placid water reflected the beam of the 
lantern. It seemed incredible that the 
entrance to the hideout could be beneath 
the surface somewhere.

Van swung out onto the rusty iron 
ladder. Down, down, down he went. The 
icy water touched his ankles, crept to 
his knees, mounted to his waist. Then, 
as his foot groped for the next rung, 
miraculously the tip of his shoe con­
tacted—emptiness! He had found the 
opening!

A MOMENT later, Van found that he 
could stand on the bottom of the 

well, in about three feet of water. He 
took a deep breath, dropped to his knees 
and crawled into what seemed to be a 
steeply ascending passageway in the 
wall of the well just below the surface 
of the water.

Almost immediately, it seemed to him, 
holding his breath, his head emerged 
from the water into light and air. He 
advanced another foot, then he was com­
pletely out of the water, kneeling in a 
narrow, boxlike chamber hollowed out 

of the earth. A gasoline pressure lamp 
hissed softly. The place exuded damp­
ness, and a rank smell filled the air.

Van recognized the men there before 
him from their photographs on the re­
ward notice he had seen. Oscar the Ape, 
squatting on his hams near one wall, 
flicking a long-bladed knife into the 
earthen floor. Behind him, a body lay 
twisted in death. At the far wall, with 
his wrists roped to an imbedded iron 
ring, was Dr. Gerry, pale-faced, his cold 
eyes glittering defiance.

But it was the big, brutal-faced thug 
standing near Dr. Gerry who held Van’s 
interest. Andy Molloy! Now for the 
first real test of Van’s impersonation, 
with death as the swift penalty for one 
false move!

Molloy’s bloodshot eyes watched as 
Van rose to his feet.

“You sure nobody followed you, 
Doc?”

“Positive,” Van replied, in exact imi­
tation of Ferguson’s voice, though he 
had heard the man speak only a few 
words. “Here’s the stuff.”

“Hold on to it. We’ll wait a few min­
utes, to make sure that the coast is 
clear, then we’ll scram out to the quarry. 
And the Bishop had better have those 
medical supplies there.”

Dr. Gerry laughed. Molloy swung to­
ward him.

“What’s the big joke?”
Truculence smoldered in Dr. Gerry’s 

cold blue eyes.
“Do you take me for as big a fool as 

all that? What makes you think I’ll do a 
plastic surgery job on your faces—when 
I know you’ll kill me after it’s all over-?”

Molloy took a step toward him.
“1’11 tell you why, Doc. Because I will 

let you go, see? And I’ll be safe doing it. 
You won’t squeal. You’ve got a family. 
The minute the cops get on our tail, 
wee’ll add up that it came from the only 
guy who knew what we looked like. 
Even the Bishop won’t know, but you 
will, for our faces will be your work. 
And your family will take the rap for it 
if you even open your trap. Get it?”

Dr. Gerry closed his eyes. He made 
no further comment. Molloy began pac­
ing, measuring the little room with 
quick, tigerish steps. His big fists kept 
clenching and unclenching, and ugly 
tension lived in his eyes. Something 
worried the gunman. He paused 



abruptly, swung to Van and said sav­
agely :

“Maybe I outsmarted myself, Doc. 
Maybe I was a sap to lift up the Bishop’s 
hood when we swiped the machine from 
the lab. He laughed it off—sure, But I 
had a pretty little chopper undei1 my 
arm then!”

So that was it! Molloy had seen the 
Red Bishop’s face, and now he regretted 
that move, fearing some ugly reprisal 
from the hooded man!

“Oh, take it easy, Andy,” Van said. 
“So you obeyed an impulse—and why 
should the Bishop care a hoot about 
it? He knows you won’t be foolish 
enough to squeal on him to the cops.”

A shadow passed over Molloy’s face. 
His eyes narrowed with suspicion. And 
Van knew that, somehow, he had made a 
slip.

“So I obeyed an impulse, eh?” Molloy 
said slowly. “Maybe so. What’s your 
idea now about that little beard of his? 
You still think it was phony?”

A queasy feeling settled at the pit of 
Van’s stomach. His five suspects were 
all clean shaven. Molloy’s question was 
a deliberate trap.

“What’s the gag, Andy?” he said, 
feigning astonishment. “You know that 
the guy didn’t have a beard.”

The tight menacing line of Molloy’s 
mouth relaxed.

“Yeah, it was just a gag, Doc,” he re­
plied shortly. “But you said I obeyed 
an impulse lifting up his hood, when it 
was your idea for me to do it. But skip 
it! My blasted nerves—”

CHAPTER XX
Molloy Cracks Down

ESTLESSLY Molloy re­
sumed his pacing, and 
Van knew that he 
would have to put a 
double-watch on his 
step from now on. He 
had succeeded in lull­
ing the killer’s suspi­
cions, but the seed was 
planted. If Molloy 
should get the idea 
again that there was 

something strange about Ferguson—
“All right, let’s get over to that 

quarry,” Molloy said. “Get the machine, 
Oscar.”

The apelike thug ambled to a hogs­
head which stood near the entrance tun­
nel, with a heavy hand pump lying on 
the ground next to it. From behind the 
hogshead, Oscar lifted a canvas-covered 
box about three feet long and a foot 
square. That, thought Van, must be 
Lathrop’s automatic lens grinder.

For a moment, the hogshead and the 
pump baffled Van. Then as their inge­
nious import dawned on him, he realized 
how cleverly the hideout had been ar­
ranged. The hogshead contained water 
which, in case of a raid, would be poured 
into the opening to raise the water level 
in the well and conceal the entrance to 
the inner chamber. Those two cigarette 
butts had washed up from the floor of 
the chamber when the water had been 
dumped into the well when he, Van, had 
been there with Chief Gilbert.

“Do we have to get a bath, Andy?” 
Oscar growled. “Can’t we pump the 
water out of the well first?”

“No, you dope!” Molloy snapped back. 
“The Phantom told the cops he’d be 
back here to snoop around some more. 
Didn’t you hear the Bishop warn us 
about that? Get going!”

Molloy’s words echoed in Van’s mind 
as he followed Oscar through the icy 
water and up the ladder. What did that 
mean? He hadn’t told the police that 
he’d be back for another investigation 
of Tasker’s place. The Bishop had lied, 
deliberately.

Evidently, he wanted Molloy to keep 
the water in the well. Why? There was 
no need to warn Molloy to be cautious. 
There must be some other reason.

When they came up through the trap­
door, Matt Tasker awaited them at the 
barn doors.

“You all set?” he asked. “The quarry 
is just a little ways up over the hill 
there.”

“Let’s go!” Molloy clipped.
A gray, murky dawn was greeting the 

rising fog from the damp earth. The 
countryside was partially obscured, 
trees and fences looming ghostlike 
through the mist. They tramped over 
the shoulder of a hill, then Van saw the 
quarry—gray stones making wraithlike 
figures in the half-light. A small stream 
gurgled downward among the rocks.

They approached closer—then each 
stopped in his tracks, as if obeying some 
unspoken command. The mouth of a 



cave yawned from the wall on the ledge 
which they were traversing. A man 
stepped out of it—a tall man, masked 
with a handkerchief. A tommy gun was 
under his arm. But he was not the Red 
Bishop. Just a lookout.

“Okay, Molloy, go inside,” the man 
said.

Molloy, who also held a Thompson 
submachine-gun, said curtly:

“First put that chopper on your 
shoulder, like you’d hold a rifle. And 
keep it there—that way!”

The lookout obeyed and preceded Mol­
loy into the cave. In a moment, a light 
sheen framed the oval opening. Trailing 
with the others, Van found himself in a 
small natural chamber in the solid rock. 
A heavy electric lantern, suspended 
from one of the walls, illuminated the 
place.

TOWARD the rear, a deep pool of 
water, fed by a tiny rivulet which 
ran down from the rocks above, reflected 

the light. Beyond the pool was a low 
opening, leading apparently to another 
cave. And it was from this second open­
ing that the hooded man suddenly 
emerged. He nimbly leaped the pool and 
joined the awaiting group.

The Red Bishop! The sinister fiend 
who had blazed a trail of murder and 
destruction!

Van suppressed the cold fury that 
possessed him. Only a few feet sepa­
rated him from the man he had sworn 
to get, and only one thing held him back 
now. The odds were five to one. But if 
he could lay his hands on one of those 
tommy guns—

“We kept our part of the bargain, 
Bishop,” Molloy said. “How about you?”

The Bishop stepped back a pace and 
reached his hand into a fissure in the 
wall. He drew forth a large black suit­
case.

“The medical supplies are in here, and 
you’ll find everything you need,” his 
guttural voice said.

Molloy swung to Van.
“Give him the jewels, Doc. Then check 

this stuff.”
The Bishop’s gloved hand took the 

valise from Van, and Molloy passed 
back the black suitcase. Again Van 
found himself thinking about the Bish­
op’s lie to Molloy, and the hooded man’s 
evident desire to keep the water in that 

well. Some diabolical plot was brewing. 
Was it somehow based on the fact that 
the suitcase would have to pass through 
water before reaching the hideout?

He opened the suitcase and quickly 
checked its contents. Some of the arti­
cles were obvious—scalpels, bandages, 
hypodermic needles, various neatly 
labeled bottles, jars and tubes of drugs. 
A large and carefully protected object, 
cocooned in cloth with an outside husk 
of straw, baffled identification until Van 
removed the protective wrappers. He 
saw that it was only a quart bottle, 
sealed and labeled “Distilled Water.”

Merely distilled water! Yet why was 
it so carefully protected? Of course, 
glass might break, and there would be 
no way for Molloy to get the distilled 
water necessary for the operations. But 
wouldn’t boiled water be sufficiently 
sterile?

He frowned at the idea of wasting 
time unnecessarily, building up a mys­
tery. Yet if his earlier reasoning was 
correct, there should be some trick 
about that suitcase. Under the pretense 
of having trouble closing it, Van exam­
ined its exterior. Black Morocco leather 
—a new suitcase—waterproof, surely, 
at least for the few seconds it would 
take to pass through the well.

There was just one thing—a little 
thing which might have some signifi­
cance. Two of the four metal casters 
protecting the bottom of the bag seemed 
to have been tampered with, as if they 
had been removed and replaced again. 
Marks of pliers’ jaws had been left in 
the varnish.

Annoyed, he decided that could mean 
nothing.

“No,” he thought, “the next move will 
be motivated by the tommy gun the 
Bishop's companion left tilted against 
the wall when the hooded man tells him 
to take the machine from Oscar and 
carry it outside the cave.”

For once Van grabbed that subma­
chine-gun, the show would be over!

He restored the various objects into 
the bag and snapped it shut.

“It seems okay, Andy,” he casually 
told Molloy. “We can check it more care­
fully at the hideout.”

He lowered the suitcase, with only 
one thing drumming in his mind now. 
Two steps to the left—and that gleam­
ing, deadly looking tommy gun! ___ ,



Molloy made no reply. There was a 
frozen expression on his face that Van 
could not understand. And for the third 
time, he impatiently shrugged away 
what seemed only an irritant which 
meant nothing. The devil with what 
Molloy was thinking. That chopper— 
now!

But Van never had a chance to snatch 
up the weapon which would force the 
show-down. The submachine-gun which 
Molloy held suddenly swept around. And 
it was at the Phantom’s stomach that 
the ugly little snout was pointing!

Stunned silence, then Molloy’s voice, 
low, tense:

“Doc, you’re giving me the willies. 
There’s ice sliding down my spine. 
Yeah, Doc, because I can’t figure you 
out. And I don’t like things I don’t un­
derstand. There’s something screwy 
around here!”

Van stared at him, feigning bewilder­
ment, while a clammy paw seemed to 
have closed on his heart. At the last mo­
ment, something had gone terribly 
wrong. What? How had he betrayed 
himself'!

“What’s the matter, Andy?” he de­
manded sharply. “You gone nuts?”

The gunman’s little eyes held a 
strange mixture of fear and savage 
fascination.

“Maybe I’ve gone nuts, yeah. And 
maybe I haven’t. You made a queer 
crack back at the hideout. Now you’ve 
made another one. The plan was to 
check that bag—carefully—here, and 
not at the hideout, where it might be too 
late. We discussed that, remember?”

“Sure, I remember,” Van said. “So 
what? I only meant—”

“We won’t argue about it,” Molloy 
interrupted. “There’s one way we can 
settle this quick. Doc, what was the 
name of that little hoofer you used to 
mess around with in Atlantic City?”

The clammy paw on Van’s heart 
tightened, tightened. Yes, this was it! 
This was the pay-off, and Molloy was 
not on the receiving end. Nor was that 
hooded devil, a figure of stone as he 
watched the scene.

No, the pay-off was the Phantom fac­
ing a tommy gun six feet from his stom­
ach. By the time he could reach for a 
v,reapon, a stream of hot lead would rip 
him apart. Death—certain, inevitable!

“You can’t think of her name, eh?”

Molloy said softly. “Doc wouldn’t have 
forgotten it.”

“What in all thunder is this, Andy?” 
Oscar asked querulously. “You mean 
that ain’t Doc you’re talkin’ to now?”

“That’s what I mean,” Molloy said. 
"Oscar, you’re watching the Phantom— 
now stopping a bellyful of lead!”

In cold desperation, guided by in­
stinct, and determined at least to go 
down fighting, Van made a tigerish leap 
to the left. The hammering of the ma­
chine-gun was deafening within the con­
fines of the cave. Bullets chipped the 
wall where Van had been standing a 
heart-beat earlier.

His lunge carred him to Oscar, who 
still stood frozen with stupefaction. He 
swung behind Oscar’s brutish hulk. His 
shoulder went back to the wall, braced 
against it. Then his right foot lashed 
out. His shoe caught Oscar in the small 
of his back, terrific driving force behind 
him.

Oscar went hurtling across the cave, 
a human catapult when he smashed into 
Molloy. Both were cursing savagely, 
growling like battle-entangled beasts, as 
they slithered along the wall and 
crashed to the rocky floor of the cave. 
That gave Van his first chance to draw 
his gun. He jerked it out—and in that 
moment the Bishop hurled a short-han­
dled hatchet.

WHETHER by accident or design, 
the triangular steel head cracked 
across the top of the automatic. Van 

felt it torn out of his hand, heard a 
splash as it fell into the pool. And he 
realized that it was as effective as if it 
had split his skull. For, at the exit from 
the cave, the other masked man was 
now lunging for the submachine-gun at 
the wall. And Tasker was swinging 
around with his shotgun. A matter of a 
moment or two before death blazed!

The trapped animal instinct guided 
Van. The opening into the other cave— 
a hole in which to flee! One leap carried 
him across the pool. And he literally 
dived into the other cave as the shotgun 
blasted behind him. The pellets passed 
over him and made a vicious drumming 
sound on the rock. He hit the floor of 
the other cave, rolled over so that he 
was to one side of the opening.

“He’s trapped in there!” the Bishop 
shouted. “No other exit out of there.”



“Swell!” Molloy yelled. “We’ll smoke 
him out! Watch out, Oscar—he might 
have another gat.”

CHAPTER XXI 
Gun Test

S, that hooded devil 
was right. There was 
no other exit! Un­
broken rocky walls, 
with only one small 
opening leading into 
the other cave. But 
Van did have another 
gun! Ferguson’s re­
volver, which he had 
thrust into his belt. He 
yanked it out — a 

heavy, blue-barreled .38. He broke it 
open, looked into the cylinder. And a 
bitter smile passed over his lips.

There was only one unexploded car­
tridge left behind the firing pin! One 
shot—with five killers getting set to 
come after him! Yes, this was the end, 
all right. But if he could make use of 
that one bullet, if he could send it 
through the black heart of that hooded 
fiend—

He crept closer to the opening. None 
of the men were in sight now, obviously 
hugging the communicating wall be­
tween the two caves.

“We’ll get him in crisscross fire from 
two chopper’s.” Molloy’s voice was sav­
ing. “He's hound to stop lead, wherever 
he is!”

Van’s eyes veered to the black suit­
case, where he had left it on the incline 
leading to the pool in the center of the 
other cave. Thar blasted suitcase—now 
was the time to start puzzling over it 
again! And yer Molloy had feared the 
Bishop might pull some trick with it. 
Plant a bomb in it, maybe. A bomb?

Van’s mind began to race. The Bishop 
wanted Molloy to keep water in the well, 
wanted that suitcase to pass through 
water. He couldn’t have concealed a 
bomb in it. Even a casual check-up by 
Ferguson ’would have instantly spotted 
any bomb large enough to blow them all 
up. But that bottle supposedly holding 
distilled water—it could be nitroglycer­
ine!

It was carefully protected—yes, so 
that a jar wouldn’t set it off. That was 
for the Bishop’s protection, too. He 

would have to bring the suitcase, be 
around it when it was checked. But a 
tiny bit of explosive could be concealed 
in the lining at the bottom of the suit­
case, with a miniature battery wired to 
those two metal casters which seemed 
to have been tampered with. And water 
was a conductor of electricity. An ex­
plosion when the suitcase was immersed 
—a minor one, yet enough to set off a 
quart of nitro—

A kind of shiver passed through Van. 
He saw that the edge of the suitcase 
rested on a loose rock. If he shot the 
rock out from under it, the suitcase 
would slide down the incline into the 
pool. And if his reasoning was correct, 
and he lived through all that must fol­
low—

Van dared not think any more. He 
sighted the .38, gently squeezed the trig­
ger. The rock holding the suitcase on 
the incline flew from under it. It tilted 
to one side and began sliding toward the 
edge of the pool. There was a wild shout 
from someone, and Van caught a 
glimpse of the Bishop darting out of the 
cave.

The suitcase fell into the pool—and 
all Hades broke loose!

The pool of water suddenly became 
the crater of a volcano in eruption. 
There was a crashing, brain-numbing 
roar. Flame rose in a solid, awesome 
pillar. The terrific inrush of air was 
like a cyclone which lifted Van and 
tossed him a dozen feet from where he 
had been crouched. The world rocked 
and burst apart and became a mad 
nightmare of falling rocks and choking 
dust and lung-tearing black smoke.

Van felt a weight strike and pile up 
and grip the lower part of his body. He 
struggled instinctively, but it held him 
in a viselike anchor, rocks piling up on 
his legs, pinning him xdown to the 
ground. Something warm and wet 
bathed his face. In a dazed sort of way, 
he realized that it was blood, his own 
blood.

THE smoke and the swirling dust 
began to clear. And it slowly brought 
into focus a scene that might have found 

its conception in the crazed brain of a 
drug addict. It was a scene of carnage.

A few feet away lay a torn body 
which he only vaguely recognized as 
that of Matt Tasker. Andy Molloy 



sprawled near the still-smoking crater 
which had once been that placid pool. 
He had practically been decapitated, 
and Van quickly shifted his eyes from 
the gruesome horror.

A hairy hand sticking up through a 
pile of loose rocks, fingers hooked talon­
like, was all that was visible of Oscar 
the Ape. Near the mouth of the outer 
cave which had become several times 
its original size, with great fissures in 
the rocks, lay the twisted body of the 
other masked man. A huge boulder 
rested across his back.

There was a touch of irony in the fact 
that a tommy gun now lay near Van, 
tossed there by the explosion. It was 
available to him now when they wrere 
all dead! He jerked up his head.

All dead? No! Footsteps sounded on 
the ledge • leading the cave, then the 
Red Bishop’s sinister figure stood 
framed in the opening!

Van’s right hand groped for the sub- 
machine-gun, lying with its muzzle fac­
ing him. His fingers came within an 
inch or two of touching it, and could 
reach no further. The devilish rocks 
piled up on his legs held him fast!

The hooded man had recoiled when 
first he saw Van’s intention. Now he 
relaxed, and soft laughter came from 
beneath the hood.

“To voice a platitude,” he said, “ ‘so 
near and yet so far.’ Too bad you can’t 
quite make it, Phantom.”

He entered the cave, the valise hold­
ing the jewels swinging from one hand.

“You wouldn’t have caught me any­
way, Phantom,” the mocking guttural 
voice went on. “If anything, you’ve 
aided my plans. You tipped me off that 
Parrish held certain information that 
might have made trouble for me if I 
hadn’t learned about it. You destroyed 
Molloy and his gang, which was pre­
cisely as I had planned to do, anyway. I 
feel rathei* grateful to you, Phantom. 
But it still may be wiser to—er—liqui­
date you, while I have the opportunity. 
So here and now, my dear Phantom, 
your spectacular career comes to an 
end!”

He stooped and Van thought that he 
was reaching for the automatic which 
lay near Molloy’s body. But the Bishop 
ignored the weapon and picked up a 
heavy rock lying next to it. Apparently 
the sadistic fiend preferred this more 

brutal way of finishing him.
Frantically Van again tried to reach 

the muzzle of the tommy gun. He fought 
toward it, sweat on his face, his breath 
coming in harsh gasps. Just out of 
reach—and then he somehow gapped 
the tiny space and his fingernails caught 
the sights on the barrel. He slid the 
weapon toward him.

The Bishop, approaching with the 
rock lifted in his hand, stopped in his 
tracks. He hurled the rock. It caught 
Van on the side of the head. A red 
glare began to dance before his eyes. 
There was a roaring sound in his ears. 
He felt the nausea of unconsciousness 
sweep up to engulf him.

He fought it desperately. With awk­
ward hands which did not seem to be­
long to him, he began reversing the 
weapon. He thought he saw a blur of 
the Bishop fleeing from the cave. He 
squeezed the trigger, and the subma­
chine-gun vibrated in his hands, spew­
ing lead. But he felt that he was too 
late. The hooded devil had got out in 
time.

Van had no clear idea of what hap­
pened next. He knew that he kept fight­
ing unconsciousness, clinging to that 
tommy gun, and that it went on for an 
eternity. It seemed to fuse into a dream 
in which Chief Gilbert and Steve Hus­
ton appeared and he was talking to 
them, telling them what had happened, 
instructing them where and how to pick 
up Dr. Gerry. That, too, went on and 
on, getting more and more blurry and 
incoherent and vague. And at some 
point, blackness finally won out, obliter­
ating all thought. . . .

WHEN Van regained consciousness, 
he could not believe that he was no 
longer dreaming. He was undressed, 

lying on his back on a bed. Clean sheets 
and a soft mattress and an immaculate 
white room, and a pretty girl in a nurse’s 
uniform, gently pushing him back as he 
tried to sit up.

“Now, now,” she was saying, “you 
must rest.”

Van sank back on the pillow. His body 
felt bruised and stiff. He moved his 
arms, his legs. No broken bones. His 
head was bandaged, and he had a throb­
bing headache, but—

“Say, I’m all right,” he said, sitting 
up. “How did I get here?”



Before the nurse had a chance to an­
swer, the outside door opened. Chief 
Gilbert and Steve Huston tiptoed in.

“You can walk naturally, for heaven’s 
sake!” Van said. “I’m all right. How 
did 1 get here?”

They stared at him.
“Can’t you figure that out?” Huston 

asked.
“Give me a sensible answer, will you? 

Why should I be able to figure it out?”
“Look, Phantom,” Chief Gilbert said, 

“don’t you remember us arriving at the 
quarry ? A farmer phoned Headquarters 
and reported an explosion there. You 
seemed dazed, and there was blood all 
over your face, and we almost plugged 
you thinking you were Ferguson. But 
you talked all right. You explained why 
you were disguised as Ferguson, told us 
what had happened, told us where to 
pick up Dr. Gerry. Then you passed out. 
We rushed you to our infirmary at Po­
lice Headquarters.”

“I vaguely remember it now—yes,” 
Van said. “How is Dr. Gerry?”

“Well enough. We picked up La­
throp’s automatic lens grinder, also. It 
hadn’t been damaged by the explosion. 
And we identified the masked man who 
was killed with the other. He was an 
ex-convict, Ramon Gonzales, and he ran 
a clip joint roadhouse in Hurley where, 
just to remind you, Hugh Markham 
lives. Gonzales was indirectly respon­
sible for the Red Bishop getting in touch 
with Molloy and his mob.”

“How do you know that?”
“From Dr. Gerry, who heard them 

discuss it. There was a little cokie in 
the mob—Chick O’Keefe. You saw his 
body in the hideout, didn’t you?”

“I did, and wondered about it,” Van 
said.

“After the hold-up, Chick went on in 
the getaway car, dropping the others 
near Tasker’s place, because he was a 
hophead and would’ve gone nuts there 
without snow. Things went wrong with 
Chick and he had to beat it, leaving his 
money in his coat in the car. Chick got 
frantic. He heard about the ten-grand 
reward, so he contacted Gonzales, whom 
he knew, telling him where the hideout 
was because he wanted Gonzales to get 
him some cocaine. And Gonzales was in 
with the Red Bishop and—”

“I can surmise the rest of it,” Van 
interrupted. “Did Dr. Gerry find out 

why Johnny Kane tried to reach me?”
“Yes, and it’s a funny one, Phantom. 

Johnny thought the Red Bishop was a 
Nazi saboteur. He’d have no part of it.”

“Good for Johnny,” Van said. “Well, 
that cleans up a lot of loose ends, but 
leaves the big job still undone. The Red 
Bishop got away!”

“Did you get any idea who he might 
be?” Huston asked.

Van shook his head.
“No, Steve, unfortunately. Unless ... 

Now wait a moment!”

HE SAT there, frowning, his eyes 
slitted and thoughtful. Was it 

really sadism which had impelled the 
Red Bishop to pick up a rock, when he 
had the choice of a gun? Or* had there 
been some other reason?

“Maybe,” he said slowly, “the Red 
Bishop did leave a clue, Steve! An im­
portant clue.” He sat up straighter. 
“Chief, will you round up all the men 
who attended the meeting in Lathrop’s 
studio and bring them to Headquar­
ters?”

“Okay. But what’s it all about? What 
are you going to do?”

“I’m going to discover the identity of 
the murderous rat who calls himself the 
Red Bishop,” Van replied softly. “No 
explanations now, Chief. Just round up 
those men!”

Van was dressed and back in his orig­
inal disguise when, thirty minutes later, 
Chief Gilbert and Huston entered the 
infirmary.

“I’ve got them all in an office across 
the hall, Phantom,” the chief said.

“Now let me borrow your gun, Chief,” 
Van clipped.

The police chief looked startled as he 
handed Van his automatic.

“Well!” he said tersely. “You expect 
gunplay?”

Van smiled at him.
“Of a peculiar nature, yes.”
He further astonished the two men by 

drawing a file from his make-up kit and 
with it tracing four unevenly-spaced 
notches on the butt of the automatic. 
He held the gun in his fist as he walked 
out and entered the office across the hall.

They were all there, harassed-look- 
ing, jittery, curious. Five men—one of 
whom was a ruthless, cold-blooded mur­
derer !

“Sorry to disturb you, gentlemen, but 



there’s something I must find out,” Van 
said. “It concerns this gun.”

All eyes centered on the automatic 
which Van extended on his palm.

“As you will notice,” Van continued, 
“there are certain strange markings on 
its butt. I want each of you to examine 
them carefully and tell me if they hold 
any significance for you.”

Dan Boylen, standing closest to Van, 
shrugged and reached out his hand.

“May as well start with me.”
He took the gun, stared at the mark­

ings, shook his head and passed it back.
“Means nothing to me, Phantom.”
Morley was next to inspect the 

weapon. He repeated what Boylen had 
done. And ifi swift succession Flynn, 
Haley and Markham followed the same 
procedure, each stating that the mark­
ings meant nothing to them.

“All this still seems pretty ridiculous 
to me,” Markham commented as he re­
turned the automatic. “Why on earth—”

The roar of a shot drowned Mark­
ham’s words as Van’s finger furtively 
squeezed the trigger. There was a splin­
tering of glass as the slug crashed 
through the window. An exclamation 
from the police chief joined the chorus 
of startled cries. Then incredulous eyes 
stared at the smoking gun in Van’s 
hand.

Feigning embarrassment, Van said:
“Sorry, gentlemen. It isn’t often that 

I forget to notice the safety catch. 
Please accept my apologies—and thanks 
for* your cooperation. That’ll be all for 
now.”

THE five men looked dazed as they 
walked out.

“All right,” Huston said to Van, "I 
know it was a test of some sort. Guns 
don’t accidentally go off in your hand, 
Phantom. Well, what was the idea? 
What did you gain by it?”

“Steve,” Van replied grimly, “I know 
now who masquerades behind the scar­
let hood of the Red Bishop!”

“Who?” Chief Gilbert shouted.
Van shook his head.
“I won’t expose him until I’ve proof 

that’ll send him to the chair. And I 
think I know how to get it, by making a 
certain phone call.”

The police chief indicated a telephone 
on a desk nearby.

“Use that one.”

“No, Chief. When I make the call, I 
want to be within a few minutes of' 
Hugh Markham’s home in Hurley. 
That's where we’re going now—and 
we’ve got to get there fast!”

CHAPTER XXII
Double Doublecross

NGING up the tele­
phone in her living 
room, fear haunted 
Anita Markham’s eyes. 
And the frozen ex­
pression had left her 
face. It was as if ice 
had been broken, ex­
posing black and tur­
bulent waters racing 
beneath it. She wore a 
long, scarlet, form-fit­

ting dressing gown, and her blond hair 
fell loose to hex- shoulders.

There was the suggestion of a tigress, 
restless in her cage, in the way she 
began pacing the room. Back and forth, 
back and forth. Suddenly she froze like 
a startled animal. Was it her imagina­
tion, her strained nerves, or had she 
heard some furtive sound in a house 
where she believed herself to be alone? 
It seemed to have come from below 
somewhere—the basement.

Swiftly, she made her way to the cel­
lar door. Opening it, she stood there, 
listening. There was not a sound. She 
shook her head with savage annoyance. 
It must have been her imagination. She 
returned to the living room.

Van, crouching with Huston and the 
police chief beneath the cellar stairs, re­
leased the breath he had been holding. 
Then softly, carefully, trying each step 
before trusting his weight on it, he 
sneaked up the stairs.

She had left the door ajar a few 
inches. Van crouched there and waited, 
with Huston and the police chief on the 
step behind him.

Minutes slowly succeeded each other, 
then a car pulled into the driveway out­
side. The girl darted out into the hall, 
and Van watched her make an effort to 
control herself. She did not go to the 
door, but waited in the hall.

Hugh Markham came in. He hung sp 
his hat, began removing his gloves.

“Why the spectacular stance, my 
dear?” he asked in his lazy voice.



“You’ve something on your mind?”
She came closer to him and there was 

a panting note in her voice as she said:
“You know what’s on my mind. Hugh, 

were you serious? Or have you gone 
mad?”

“Two separate questions, eh? Do they 
necessitate a direct answer?”

“Cut out the comedy!” she said furi­
ously. “I phoned him and repeated to 
him what you told me. He’s on his way 
over here, will arrive any minute now. 
You want him to kill you, Hugh?”

There was an opaque expression now- 
in Markham’s eyes.

“Who’s on his way over here now?” 
he murmured.

She came closer to him and as she 
raised her hand Van thought that she 
•was going to slap him.

“The Bishop!” she panted. “I -wouldn’t 
give you an answer when you phoned 
me, but I’ll let you have it right now. 
Yes, I’m in on this business with him. 
And I’m in it up to my neck! Parrish 
was killed because he suspected that it 
was I w-ho was in contact with someone 
who w-ould give you the money to pay off 
the bank loan. He trailed me around. 
In disguise, he took the train with me to 
New York. I spotted him, but I thought 
I ducked him at Grand Central. Some­
how he traced me to Dr. Gerry’s apart­
ment. That’s why he was killed. You 
want your turn to be next? And are you 
forgetting the letter you signed?”

THE lines were deeper now in Mark­
ham’s bitter face.

“My dear,” he said slowly, “you fas­
cinate men. No, I am not forgetting the 
letter you made me sign. But that -was 
only admitting foreknowledge that La­
throp’s factory was going to be blown 
up. You, and whoever your mysterious 
friend is, said nothing about murdering 
Henry Bevins, killing Parrish, mas­
sacring those four guards. Bevins left 
a wife and three small children. And 
you, my dear, are in With that killer, 
whoever he is.”

“Why do you say ‘whoever he is?’ You 
named him when you phoned me.”

“Oh, I did, eh?”
“Listen. Hugh,” she said in a strained, 

low voice. “I won’t stand for any more 
of that! When you telephoned me you 
told me that the Phantom pulled a psy­
chological trick with a gun. You told 

me the Phantom was fooled, but that 
you weren’t! You named the man—-and 
you hit the truth. You asked me to con­
fess to you whether or not I was an ac­
complice of his, before you turned your 
information over to the Phantom. I told 
you I wouldn’t discuss it over the tele­
phone, and asked you to come home im­
mediately. Hugh, it was you with whom 
I spoke, wasn’t it?”

Perhaps it was pity that now twisted 
Markham’s face.

“No, my dear,” he said calmly. “I did 
not telephone you.”

She stared at him, and her cold white 
face now was a dirty gray.

“You’re lying, Hugh!”
Markham shook his head.
“Sorry, Anita. It’s the truth. But I 

hear your friend arriving. And I’ve a 
feeling, dear Anita, that both of you are 
through. I’ll include myself, too. The 
Phantom is living up to his reputation.”

He turned to the door as someone 
rang the bell. Without any show of 
nervousness, he opened the door. And 
the hooded man entered the hall! Van 
eased out an automatic he had borrowed 
from the police chief, and grim exulta­
tion pounded within him. The final 
showdown!

“Good morning,” Markham said 
calmly, closing the door. So you still 
thought it advisable to come masked?”

“Yes,” the guttural voice of the 
Bishop replied. “You’ve a theory, Mark­
ham. A clever one, but it’s wrong, of 
course. I came disguised because you 
still don’t know who I am. And I came 
because, even though you made a mis­
take, you seemed to show a willingness 
to betray me if you should discover who 
I am. So I want to warn you, Markham. 
Your wife was with me when I killed 
Parrish. That was just before she -went 
to meet you at the hotel. If I should be 
caught, she’ll get the chair with me!”

“A correction,” Van said, opening the 
door and stepping out into the hall. 
“You can take the ‘if’ out of that last 
crack of yours. You are caught, and you 
will get the chair! And now you can re­
move that hood—Ed Haley!”

The hooded man fell back against the 
wall, his arms flung outward. He looked 
as if he had been pinned there by a 
spear driven through his body. Then 
Chief Gilbert brushed past Van and 
pounded the length of the hall. He 



ripped off the scarlet hood, and if death 
ever showed itself on the face of a living 
man, it was imprinted on the sweating, 
distorted features of Ed Haley!

He tried to speak and couldn’t, his 
throat muscles convulsing.

“How—curse you—how did you spot 
me?” he croaked then.

“Worry about it in the death cell,” 
Van clipped.

“Phantom,” the police chief pleaded, 
“I’ll go nuts if you don’t—”

VAN shrugged.
“Okay. He used a hatchet to mur­

der Bevins and Parrish. Those w’ere 
cowardly murders of unarmed, unsus­
pecting men. A hatchet was adequate as 
a weapon—then. But Molloy and his 
men—there was something else alto­
gether! Haley went to keep a rendez­
vous with those killers, went there plan­
ning to doublecross them with the nitro 
in the suitcase, knowing that something 
might go wrong and his life would be in 
danger—and still the hatchet was the 
only weapon he carried! A hatchet, 
against guns!”

His eyes swung to the cringing, 
sweating animal that was Haley now.

“When I made a break for it in the 
cave, you might have shot me," he said 
to the man. “If you could draw the 
hatchet, you might just as easily have 
drawn a gun. You didn’t! Why? Be­
cause you did not carry a gun. Later, 
when you returned after the explosion, 
when you were all set to kill me, you 
might have picked up the gun on the 
ground, but instead, you picked up a 
rock lying next to the gun. An awkward' 
weapon like a rock, when a gun was 
available! It doesn’t seem to make any 
sense, does it, Haley? That’s wrhat I 
kept thinking about.”

“And what is the answer?” Chief Gil­
bert shouted.

“Haley has a psychological fear of 
guns,” Van explained. “It is not an un­
usual psychosis. As a child, he may 
have been terrified by the firing of a 
gun, and never got over that fear. A 
famous play once was written on that 
theme. There are such people—terrified 
of guns, yet normally courageous in 
every other respect. I realized that the 
Red Bishop was one of them. That was 
why I called in those five suspects and 
made that psychological gun test.”

“Maybe I’m crazy,” Huston said. “I 
figured it was some kind of a test or a 
trick. I watched every one of them. No 
one became a blabbering idiot when you 
fired that automatic.”

Van shook his head.
“I didn’t expect the guilty man to 

show a violent reaction when I fired the 
automatic. In fact, I was looking for a 
lack of reaction. Steve, four of those 
men had a perfectly normal attitude to­
ward the gun. Just an automatic which 
they were asked to examine. They were 
more curious as to why I asked them to 
look at it than in the gun itself. Each 
promptly forgot the weapon when he re­
turned it. It meant nothing to them.

“But because of the psychological 
twist in Haley’s brain so far as guns 
were concerned, that automatic to him 
was rot just cold metal. It was a gun— 
firing—firing—firing. He was hearing it 
in his mind. His nervous system was at­
tuned to it. That’s why he feared guns, 
don’t you see? The others betrayed a 
normal reaction when I fired—recoiling, 
making startled exclamations. Haley 
alone remained dead still. He didn’t 
move a muscle, he didn’t utter a sound. 
The shot did not shock and startle him 
as it did the others. That’s how he be­
trayed himself to me.”

STEVE HUSTON was still curious.
“Then what did you do ? What was 

that phone call you made?”
“Spotting Haley as the Red Bishop 

eliminated Markham. I felt pretty cer­
tain that Markham did not know the 
Red Bishop’s identity. Yet I realized 
that there must be some link, some tie- 
up between Markham and the devil be­
hind all that scheming. I reasoned that 
there must be some go-between—and I 
remembered that a woman had accom­
panied the Bishop when Dr. Gerry was 
kidnaped. The finger seemed to point to 
Markham’s wife whom I had instinc­
tively suspected and distrusted.

“I telephoned her, posing as Mark­
ham and faking his voice. I said I had 
overheard why the Phantom had pulled 
the trick with the gun—because he sus­
pected that the Red Bishop feared guns. 
Then I told her that although the Phan­
tom had missed the point, and that his 
little experiment had been a failure that 
I had figured it out. And I named Ed 
Haley as the Red Bishop, explaining 



pretty much the way I told it to you how 
I arrived at that deduction.

"She was beginning to crack then, be­
cause I was hitting the truth. She asked 
me what I intended to do about it. I 
said that the reason I telephoned was to 
find out how deeply she was mixed up 
with the Red Bishop. Before I took my 
information to the Phantom. She said 
she wouldn’t discuss it over the tele­
phone, and would I please come home 

but who would advance me the money, 
and whose underworld pals would blow 
up Lathrop’s factory. That’s all that 
was supposed to have happened! But 
actually, it was you and Haley. And you 
know that a calcium growth is slowly 
choking off my spinal cord, that I’ve 
maybe only another year to live. . . . 
Nice going, Haley! In a year, you would 
have had Anita all to yourself!”

“And a modern plant booming with
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immediately? I expected her to say that. 
And I also expected that her next move 
would be to contact Haley, who would 
come tearing out here. Which, gentle­
men, was precisely what happened!”

There was a pause. Haley kept 
breathing like a spent animal, crouched 
against the wall. The frozen look had 
returned to Anita Markham’s face, but 
she could not keep out the hideous ter­
ror in her eyes.

“A bright scheme, Anita,” Hugh 
Markham said softly, bitterly. “So 
Haley was the supposed old friend of 
yours who did not want his name known 

millions in war contracts,” Van added 
grimly. “And it wouldn’t have cost you 
anything. Lathrop’s jewels, which I’m 
sure we’ll find when we search your 
home, would have paid off Markham’s 
bank loan. You had Molloy and his kill­
ers do all the dangerous work for you. 
Sure, it was a bright scheme, Haley.”

“All right, now gloat over this, Phan­
tom I” said Anita Markham in a clear 
voice.

Site whipped out a tiny pearl-handled 
automatic from the pocket of her dress­
ing gown. But another gun spoke first 
—a gun fired right through the pocket of 



Markham’s overcoat. Once, twice, three 
times, and Van saw the triple jerk of 
the girl’s body as each slug found its 
mark. She made a soft sighing sound, 
and her red manicured fingernails 
scraped along the wall as her knees 
buckled under her.

Then there were two more shots, 
muffled. Markham had turned the gun 
on himself, sending two bullets into his 
body. He swayed there, smoke pouring 
from the shredded pocket. The old mock­
ery was back in his black eyes.

“A vindictive wench, that Anita of 
mine,” he whispered. “I want to keep— 
a date "with her—without cops—inter­
fering—”

He collapsed. Ed Haley leaped over 
his body. He darted toward the door. 

And he was clawing frantically at the 
lock when Van caught up with him. 
Haley snarled something unintelligible 
as Van gripped his shoulder and swung 
him around. Then Van’s fist smashed 
into the killer’s sweating, bestial face. 
Chief Gilbert caught Haley as he re­
coiled from the blow. There was a 
metallic click as handcuffs snapped.

“And that, Chief, is the end of the 
trail,” Van said grimly.

He walked out with Huston. It was a 
fresh and lovely morning and Van 
breathed in deeply the clean, cool air. 
Another vicious case lay behind him. 
And the quiet satisfaction that filled his 
heart was the only reward that the 
Phantom had ever asked for—or 
wanted.

Further Exploits of the Phantom Detective in
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Murder 
Jitters

By
DONALD BAYNE HOBART

Sample tombstones lead 
sleuth. Mugs Kelly to a murder 
trail that's all too real!

I
’M SITTING in my office trying- to 
decide whether or not to ask the 
wolf to come in off the doorstep 

and go into partnership with me, when 
the long and lugubrious guy barges in. 

That crack about the wolf is just a 
figure of speech, of course. My private 
investigation business hadn’t been doing 
so well and I was getting so short of 
dough, that if there had been a wolf out­
side, I’d probably have eaten it and 
saved a few points on my ration ticket.

“Mr. Kelly?” asks the walking corpse, 
sounding like he was going to burst into 
tears if I admitted it. “You are Mr. 
Kelly?”

He keeps looking at me as though he 
can’t quite believe his eyes. Maybe I 
do have a face that looks like some­
thing dreamed up by a Hollywood make­
up man for a horror picture. I wasn’t 
called “Mugs” Kelly because I collected 
beer steins.

“I’m Mugs Kelly,” I says. "And what 
can I do for you?”

“Langly Clement is the name,” he 
tells me. “And I’ve come to see you 
about your tombstone.”

I blink at that and give my visitor 
a careful gander from head to foot. 
Maybe I am big, dark and repulsive in 
a nice sort of way, but Langly Clement 
has a face like a mule I knew once. I 
hate to admit it, for I’m fond of animals. 
He’s dressed in dark clothes and car­
ries what looks like a heavy sample case 
in his right hand.

“My tombstone?” I finally manage to 
get out, sounding a lot like the voice 
from the morgue. “What do you mean?”
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"Every man wants to be assured that 
the stone that marks his last resting 
place will be a thing of beauty and a 
joy forever,” says Clement, placing his 
sample case on my desk and opening it 
up. “I have here a marvelous collec­
tion of miniature replicas of the line of 
headstones made by my firm and I’m 
sure you will be interested.”

Clement starts taking out little 
tombstones and arranging them on my 
flat-top desk. In a few moments he has 
what looks like a bird’s-eye view of a 
graveyard all spread out. His grave 
markers are from about three to eight 
inches high and they look like swell 
stone-carving jobs.

"Of course you want something nice,” 
says Clement. "Not too cheap and yet 
not too expensive.” He’s been keeping 
up the patter all the time he has been 
placing the miniature tombstones. “How 
could five hundred dollars strike you?”

“Right down the alley for a ten 
strike.” I says, thinking what I could 
do with that much money right then. 
It dawns on me he’s talking about five 
hundred bucks for my tombstone and it 
gives me the shudders. “But I don’t 
want to buy a stone,” I tell him. “I 
ain’t figuring on dying right away.”

"You never can tell about such 
things.” Langley Clement looks at me 
with a wistful expression on his long 
face like he’s hoping I’ll have a sudden 
attack of heart failure. “Death comes 
to us all.”



I PICKED up one of the tombstones.
It was heavy and I got to wondering 

if they really were made of stone. It 
dawns on me that it’s late—around six 
in the evening, and I’m hungry.

The outer door of the office opens just 
a crack and I get a glimpse of a hand 
holding a gun with a silencer on the 
end of the barrel. It’s pointed at the 
tall guy’s back.

“Look out’” I shout. “Behind you!”
There’s a little muffled plop and Clem­

ent staggers as a bullet gets him in the 
back. He goes down, clutching at one 
of the little tombstones, and getting a 
grip on it as he falls.

Mrs. Kelly didn’t raise any foolish 
children, though that’s not the way she 
tells it. I duck down behind the desk, 
snatching my automatic out of the 
shoulder-holster as I'do the disappear­
ing act. Before I can use it the guy 
with the gun pulls a smart trick. He 
reaches inside the door, finds the light 
switch and turns off the lights. The 
office is in darkness.

I take a shot at the door as it closes. 
My gun makes plenty of noise and the 
bullet cracks the glass in the door. I 
leap to my feet and rush to the door and 
pull it open. There’s nobody out in 
the hall, but doors of other offices are 
opening and people are sticking their 
heads out.

We had some trouble in the building 
the day before. A guy holds up one of 
the manufacturing jewelers up on the 
sixth floor, knocks out the boss of the 
firm and gets away with about ten 
thousand dollars’ worth of unset dia­
monds. The robber must have been able 
to get out, even though the downstairs 
exits are automatically locked at a time 
like that.

Now the tenants on the fifth floor 
where my office is located are jittery. 
That shot from my gun hadn’t made 
them happy at all. A .45 automatic 
doesn’t sound like a dame popping 
bubble gum and my office isn’t sound­
proof. They kept pestering me for five 
minutes when I stepped out into the 
hall.

“What happened, Kelly?” asked John 
Redwood, who deals in real estate and 
has the office next to mine, as he stepped 
out and joins the milling herd. “Who 
were you shooting?”

Before I could say anything the ele­

vator door opened and the hall was clut­
tered up with the boys on Homicide De­
tail. Lieutenant Tom Doyle is in charge. 
Doyle is a big gray-haired man who is 
all cop and knows his job.

“What’s this about a murder in your 
office, Kelly?” he says when he sees me. 
“We got the call about half an hour ago 
—and got uptown as fast as we could 
make it.”

I look at him with the blank stare of 
a window dummy. I knew it hadn’t 
been half an hour since somebody had 
fired that shot at Langly Clement. The 
police had been called about the murder 
before it happened.

“A guy got bumped off in my office, I 
think,” I says. “I don’t even know if 
he’s really dead or not, because it just 
happened.”

Doyle drops a handkerchief over my 
gun to keep from getting his finger­
prints on it and puts the automatic into 
his pocket. We got back into my office. 
Somebody had switched on the lights 
and Langley Clement is sprawled on the 
floor looking plenty dead. Then I glance, 
at the desk and make gurgling sounds. 
All the miniature tombstones are gone! 
There’s not a sign of any of them.

“Let’s hear your story, Kelly,” says 
Doyle.

THE door is closed and a couple of de­
tectives are on guard out in the hall.

There are six men with Doyle in the 
office, and while they don’t seem to be 
paying much attention to me I get a 
feeling that I’m in the middle of a pack 
of wolves who just aren’t hungry yet.

I tell Doyle about the way Clement 
barged in and tried to sell me a tomb­
stone. The police photographers have 
finished and one of the fingerprint men 
picks up the sample case that is closed 
and on the floor besides the corpse.

“Miniature tombstones, eh?” says 
Doyle. “That’s a new one to me.”

“Me, too,” I tells him. “Clement had 
them all ranged on my desk so it looked 
like a little graveyard. How could a 
dead man put all those gravestones back 
in the sample case?”

“He didn’t,” says the fingerprint man 
who had the case open on the desk. 
“There’s nothing but sample socks and 
neckties here.”

I looked in the case and he was right. 
Nothing but socks and neckties. I be­



gan to think I was off the beam. Then 
I looked at the corpse. Clement had 
fallen face downward with the lower 
part of one arm under him so that it was 
hidden by his body.

An assistant medical examiner came 
into the office and started looking over 
the corpse.

“Tombstones—little miniature tomb­
stones,” says Doyle, looking at me like 
he has decided he doesn’t like me much. 
“And they turn out to be socks and 
neckties!”

“Who phoned you and reported a 
murder in my office?” I asks.

“Guy named Redwood.” Lieutenant 
Doyle sounds like he is tired of the 
whole thing. “Said he heard loud voices 
coming from your office. You talking 
angrily with another man and then this 
other guy shouts 'Don’t kill me!* Then 
Redwood heard a shot and phoned the 
police.”

“What time was the call received at 
Headquarters?” I asks, feeling like the 
straw does when it is clutched by the 
drowning man. “Tell me that, Lieuten­
ant.”

Doyle takes a slip of paper out of a 
vest pocket and looks at it.

“At five thirty-two the call came in,” 
he says. “Why?”

“I wasn’t even in my office until a 
quarter of six,” I tells him. “You can 
check that with the elevator operator. 
I asked him what time it was when he 
brought me up to this floor and he looks 
at his wrist-watch and told me it was 
twenty minutes to six.”

Doyle nods and goes over and says 
something to one of his men. I didn’t 
need a map to know’ that the detective 
was being sent out to question the ele­
vator operator about the time. He left 
and Doyle came back to me.

The assistant M. E. turned the body 
over. We could see the dead man’s right 
hand. Clement was still clutching one 
of the little tombstones. Doyle looked at 
it—and then at me.

“So you weren’t lying, Kelly—there 
were miniature tombstones,” says 
Doyle, and the big lug seems pleased 
about it. “But how was the switch of 
the sample cases made?”

“The killer turns off the office lights 
and then closes the door from the in­
side,” I tell the lieutenant as I figured it 
out. “I head for the door and beat it 

out into the hall looking for the mur­
derer. While I’m doing it he’s in the 
office in the dark stuffing the minia­
ture tombstones in the sample case and 
substituting the other case for it.”

“Could be,” agrees Doyle. “But how 
did he get out of the office?”

“Just walked out w’hen you and the 
Homicide boys came out of the eleva­
tor,” I says. “There were a lot of people 
in the hall then. No one noticed him 
particularly.”

“Won’t do,” says Doyle. “I looked 
at the door of your office before I spoke 
to you just as I got out of the elevator. 
No one came out of there. I’m sure of 
that.”

IT DAWNS on me that I have been 
dumb. There is a door between my 

office and Redwood’s. At one time the 
two offices were part of a suite. The 
dooi- is always kept locked so I hadn’t 
thought much about it until that mo­
ment. I even keep a small bookcase in 
front of that door.

“Redwood couldn’t have done it,” says 
Doyle. “You were talking to him out 
in the hall when we came up.”

“That’s right,” I says. “And he came 
out of his office just a minute before 
that. Say, Doyle, didn’t I read some­
thing in the papers about a lot of manu­
facturing jewelers having a good many 
small diamonds stolen lately ? We had a 
robbery like that in this building 
yesterday.”

“I don’t know,” says Doyle. “Homi­
cide doesn’t handle that. The Safe and 
Loft Squad takes care of it. Why?”

I talk him into taking me with him 
w’hile he goes to John Redwood’s office 
and questions the real estate broker. 
Redwood sure proves a smug mug who 
acts like he’s going to cry all over the 
trouble I’m in.

“Save the crocodile tears about me,” 
I tell Redwood finally. “You must have 
been pretty greedy to have bumped off 
Clement like you did!”

“You’re crazy!” says Redwood. 
“Why, I never saw the man before he 
came in here, and tried to sell me some 
socks and neckties.”

“Nope.” I shake my head. “Clement 
was the guy who robbed that manufac­
turing jeweler up on the six floor yes­
terday. He was wearing a mask then. 
He knew he couldn’t get out of the build­



jug so he comes down to this floor and 
leaves his sample case of miniature 
tombstones with you.”

"Why should he do that?” says Red­
wood.

“Because you’ve probably been work­
ing with him,” I says. “A guy in the 
real estate business could get into a lot 
of buildings easy after hours. I’ll bet 
Clement cased the places of the jewelers 
by going around during the day and 
trying to sell them tombstones and then 
tiie two of you went back at night and 
stole the diamonds.”

“I like it so far, Kelly,” says Doyle. 
"Go on.”

"The diamonds are hidden in the 
miniature tombstones after they are 
stolen,” I says. “When Clement comes 
here to get the sample case today he is 
carrying a case just like it with socks 
and neckties in it. He had to come in 
with a sample case in order to get out 
again without being questioned, I 
guess.”

"And then what?” asks Doyle, like a 
kid being told a story.

“So Redwood gets greedy and decides 
to murder Clement and frame me,” I go 
on. “He knows that Clement will have 
to stop at one or two offices and make a 
sales talk before leaving the building 
with the sample case of tombstones. I 
guess they both figured that the police 
are still watching the building because 
of the robbery yesterday.”

“And Redwood phones Homicide and 
reports the murder in your office,” says 
Doyle. “But he didn’t know you weren’t 
there with Clement then. Guess Red­
wood thought Clement would go to your 
office right away, but Clement must 
have stopped along the hall at some 

other office first.”
“That’s it,” I says. “Redwood makes 

the call. Waits awhile then sneaks out 
into the hall with the gun with the 
silencer on it and kills Clement.”

John Redwood has been getting pale 
around the gills. I always figured the 
guy was a poor fish, anyway. He keeps 
edging back toward his desk all the time 
we’re talking and Doyle and I act dumb 
and let him do it.

REDWOOD goes into my office,” I 
say, “closing the door in the dark 

from the inside, gets out through the 
door between the two offices with the 
little tombstones, then pulls the book­
case back into place before he closes the 
door which opens out on his side.” I 
grin for the first time in what seems 
years. “To bad he hasn’t been able to 
leave. Those little headstones are prob­
ably still somewhere in this office.”

Redwood snatches the gun with the 
silencer on it out of the top drawer of 
the desk. Before he can use it I land 
a hard right on his chin and knock him 
cold.

“You owed him that one,” Doyle says. 
“I was waiting for him to make some 
foolish attempt to escape.”

“Murderers are always jittery,” I 
says with a sigh of relief.

The Homicide boys find the sample 
case with the tombstones with the dia­
monds in them hidden in Redwood’s 
office. There’s a reward for the capture 
of the diamond thief and I get it. Doyle 
and his boys won’t touch it. All the 
same it gives me the creeps when I see 
a full-sized tombstone. If I hadn’t talked 
myself out of it I might have been using 
one of those things permanently!
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The Safety of Your 
Country

By JOHN DOS PASSOS
Author of "The Forty-Second Parallel” and many other famous novels

T
HE people of the United States 
are fighting two of the greatest 
wars in history at the same time.

At the end of a year of fighting we 
are far from winning either the war in 
the Atlantic or the war in the Pacific, 
but we have made a beginning. We are 
beginning to hold our own. Our fighting 
men are learning their business. Our 
tremendously productive industrial ma­
chine has been switched from produc­
tion for consumption to production for 
destruction, destruction of the enemy 
nations who are trying to destroy our 
nation.

As a people we are learning the busi­
ness of producing weapons of war. We 
know that we can outproduce the world 
either for war or for peace.

Meanwhile it takes millions in money 
a day to keep the machine of production 
going.

There is literally no end to the amount 
of money that will have to be raised. The 
prospect would seem hopeless if it 

weren’t for the fact that the more food, 
the more guns, the more bombs our in­
dustry produces, the more money it 
turns back to the people in wages and 
profits. To keep the machine going the 
greater part of that money has got to be 
reinvested in war production.

Taxes will be one way, the hard way. 
The easy, best, and quick way of shov­
elling the money back where it will do 
the most good in keeping the machine 
of production running smoothly, is for 
the people themselves to loan the money 
back to their government as fast as they 
make it.

Perhaps you can’t put all of it back, 
but you can put a great deal of it 
back.

Wnen you buy war bonds or stamps 
you are investing your earnings in the 
safety of your own country. Everytime 
you buy a war bond or a war savings 
stamp you are telling the world that 
nothing can shake you.r confidence in the 
future of the United States.

A WAR BOND MESSAGE FOR ALL AMERICANS?



my STraignr left sent Tan Coat smacking into a brick wall

Daffy's Dead Duck
By C. S. MONTANYE

When, the Coast Guard sights a blonde, it's 
full steam, ahead and caution overboard!

I ^HERE must have been a hun­
dred fuzzy baby ducks in the 

JL pet shop window, and they ran 
all over the place. There were little 
houses with gangplanks, a fake lake 
made out of a mirror and a fence. Even 
out in the street you could hear them 
chirping. The sign said: BABY DUCK­
LINGS, 25c.

Merton, my sister’s kid, flattened his 
nose against the plate glass. You’d think 
he’d never seen a duck before. Maybe 
he hadn’t seen a live one. Merton had 
been raised in an apartment house, and 
was nine years old before he knew what 
a horse looked like.

“Gosh, Uncle Daffy,” he said, “they’re 
something! How’s about taking a couple 

84



of them home to Ma?”
“Yeah, and where are you going to 

keep ’em?”
“In the bathtub, of course,” Merton 

said, sneering at my ignorance.
While we were talking, a taxi had 

pulled up to the curb. Out of it stepped 
a gorgeous blond babe. 1 got a gander at 
silk stockings, a cute little suit, a saucy 
hat and a face that made me think of 
angels.

The gal glided by us and popped into 
the shop.

Merton tugged at my arm.
“You ain’t listening to a word I say, 

Uncle Daffy.”
“Maybe it might be an idea,” I told 

him. “A couple of ducks in the bathtub. 
C’mon, let’s go in.”

1 had a forty-eight hour pass from the 
Coast Guard barracks and a month’s 
nay in my sailor suit—so what could I 
lose.

Inside, the noise was terrific. Merton 
made a dive for the netting along the 
back of the window, but I just stood and 
watched Blondie. She certainly was 
sweet. Just the color hair I’d always 
liked, big blue eyes and a pair of red 
lips meant for playing post office.

“Your package is ready, Miss,” the 
proprietor of the pet shop said.

He turned to a shelf with about a 
dozen paper-wrapped square boxes on 
it. He took one down, looked at the 
name written on it and gave it to the 
girl.

She opened her purse, dropped her 
compact and said, “Oh, thank you so 
much,” when I picked it up.

The blue eyes smiled into mine. Mer­
ton was saying something but I didn’t 
hear him.

“A pleasure, sister,” I murmured po­
litely.

The girl paid for the package and 
headed for the door. I nudged Merton.

“We’re leaving, Mert.”
“Hey, where’s my pair of ducks?”
“Later, later. Come on, don’t make a 

scene.”

STILL protesting, I towed him out to 
the street. Blondie was halfway 

down the block, walking fast, and I 
churned along in her wake with Merton 
telling the world what a sour place it 
was to live in.

At the corner of Grumman Avenue 

and Dwight, the girl turned west. Mer­
ton began to slow down.

“What’s the idea of walking me so 
fast? I know. You’re following that 
dame!”

“Don’t be crude,” I said. “Pick up 
your feet and get the lead out of them.”

“Nix, nix. I ain’t turning a wheel.”
Merton wasn’t, but a big dark gray 

sedan was. It drifted past us and up to 
the comer of Dwight Street. It stopped 
and a man got out. A smallish guy in a 
tan overcoat with a hat pulled low over 
his ears. He crossed the sidewalk in 
three jumps and made a grab for 
Blondie.

I left Merton standing there and 
pounded down the street. Blondie didn’t 
let out a peep. I couldn’t figure whether 
the lug in the tan coat was trying to 
drag her into the gray sedan or merely 
attempting to snatch her pocketbook. In 
either case, the gal was putting up a 
good battle.

There wasn’t a soul on the street. No 
cop, no innocent bystanders, nobody. 
Except me, that is. I turned on more 
speed and reached them just as Tan 
Coat started trying ju jitsu.

He had the girl’s arm bent back, and 
her red lips were twisted with pain. He 
saw me coming and let Blondie go.

“Keep out of this, sailor!” he warned, 
sticking his hand in his coat pocket as if 
reaching for a gun.

A straight left caught him on the side 
of the head. A little lower and it would 
have been a clean kayo. It knocked him 
off balance and sent him smacking into a 
brick wall. He bounced off that, trying 
hard to yank the gun free. I socked him 
on the kisser and skinned my knuckles 
on his teeth. That should have done it, 
but didn’t.

As I closed in for the finish, I heard 
a police whistle behind me. The sound 
of it was inspirational to the party in 
the tan coat. He ducked an uppercut, 
dodged past me and lammed for the 
sedan. Another man at the wheel pulled 
Tan Coat in, the door banged shut and 
the car zoomed away.

Then Merton came up, blowing the 
police whistle.

“Gosh, Uncle Daffy, I didn’t know you 
could slug like that. What a left! You 
made a mistake though. You didn’t get 
in close enough. Always work an the 
body first and soften ’em up before—”



“Turn it off or I’ll soften you up!” 
“Okay, I was only telling you for your 

own good.”
“And stop blowing that whistle. First 

thing you know you’ll have a cop here.” 
I swung around to the girl. “All right? 
That ape hurt you?”

She tried to smile, and started to re­
arrange her hat.

“I’m okay, thanks to you. I don’t 
know what would have happened if you 
hadn’t come to my rescue.”

“I’m going to do more than that,” I 
said. “I’m going to take you home. You 
can tell me all about it on the way. See 
if you can dig up a taxi, Merton.”

“What are they doing—burying them 
now?” the kid cracked. But he got one 
and we climbed in.

Blondie said, “Forty-three, Willow 
Road,” and we buzzed off.

“I’d better introduce myself,” I began. 
“I’m Joe Dillon of the United States 
Coast Guard, Radio Patrol, Unit Fif­
teen, stationed at Bennett Point.”

“Call him Daffy. Everybody else 
does,” Merton said.

“My name is Marcia Smith,” Blondie 
murmured.

“How about the toughie in the tan 
coat? Know him?”

“I’ve never seen him before in my 
life,” she said. “I was frightened stiff 
when he rushed up at me and started 
grabbing at my package.”

I’d forgotten all about the pet shop 
package. She still clung to it. She got 
back her composure in another minute 
or two and smiled.

“When I saw the Navy barging up I 
knew everything was going to be all 
right,” she continued.

MERTON yawned and looked out the 
window. So did I. We were on 

Willow Road, one of the better streets of 
the city. It was lined with apartment 
houses, each one with courtyard and a 
square of lawn in front of it.

Forty-three was in the center of the 
block. I paid the hackie and Marcia led 
the way into a self-service elevator and 
up to the third floor.

“I live here with my Father,” she ex­
plained. “He teaches mathematics at 
the Colton Boys School. Won’t you come 
in and let me make you a cup of coffee 
or something?”

It was a nicely furnished place. Mer­

ton’s mouth opened when he saw all the 
books. I guess he thought he was in the 
public library.

We sat down and Blondie suddenly let 
out a squeak.

“My poor little duck. I almost forgot 
him in the excitement.” She began to 
unwrap the box. “I bought him for my 
niece, Barbara. She’s stopping in after 
school. I thought she’d like it. She’s so 
fond of animals.”

The last of the paper came away and 
Merton said, “Oh-oh!”

The duck, the same as the ones in the 
window, had given up the ghost. He 
was one dead duck!

“Too much brawling and too little 
air,” I said.

“What a shame.” Blondie was all up­
set. “I asked Mr. Schultz to have him 
ready when I came by. I thought sure 
he’d know how to take care of him.”

“Mr. Schultz being the pet shop pro­
prietor?” I asked and she nodded.

We had a cup of coffee and Merton a 
coke. There didn’t seem to be much 
more to keep us there. I thought of a lot 
of excuses, but they didn't work. I mean, 
they didn’t seem sensible enough to 
work.

“You wouldn’t like to go to the movies 
tonight?” I asked, when we were at the 
front door. “I’ve got a forty-eight hour 
pass and I won’t be getting another for 
some time to come.”

“Why, yes, I’m very fond of movies,” 
Blondie said. “I noticed there’s a good 
picture at the Elgin. Cary Grant and 
Ginger Rogers in something or other. 
What time?”

“I’ll be down to get you in a taxi, 
honey. You’d better be ready ’bout half­
past eight.”

“I will be,” Marcia Smith smiled, and 
then we were out in the street again.

“A lovely young lady. Isn’t she, Mer­
ton?” I said to my nephew.

“Aw, she’s a blonde and you can’t 
trust blondes,” the kid observed. “Look, 
Uncle Daffy. What are you going to do 
about the guy you smacked?”

“What is there to do? He made a try 
to hold Miss Smith up, flopped and took 
a powder. What else is there to do?”

“You might try checking the gray 
sedan,” Merton suggested. “I copied 
down the license number.” He grinned. 
“Why don’t we go to the Motor Vehicle 
Bureau and see who owns it?”



“That’s being smart,” I said. “How 
did you think that up?”

“Nuts. I don’t read detective stories 
for nothing,” he snorted.

A clerk listened to what we had to say 
at the bureau and went away. When he 
came back he had all the information 
typed neatly on a printed form.

“Here you are, sailor.” He beamed at 
us. “Get a Jap for me, if you have time.”

“What does it say?” Merton de­
manded, when we were halfway down 
the stairs.

I looked at the slip and felt something 
zip through me. According to the infor­
mation the gray sedan, a 1940 Buick, 
was registered in the name of Rudolph 
Schultz, 1490 Grumman Avenue! And 
Rudolph Schultz was the pet shop pro­
prietor !

“What do you make of that, Merton? 
You read detective stories. What hap­
pens now?”

The kid had an answer ready. “We go 
back to the store with the ducks in the 
window. You sort of snoop around and 
see what you can learn. By rights you 
ought to have a gat in your clothes. A 
gat and a flashlight and—”

“We go back,” I decided. “Maybe I 
ought to notify the police.”

“Them flatties?” Merton looked dis­
gusted. “They couldn’t find a horse in a 
garage.”

“Neither could you.”
“Even if there was one there,” Mer­

ton said brightly. “Don’t be a sissy, 
Uncle Daffy. You’ve got a chance to be 
a big shot. Look how proud the .Navy’ll 
be when you get your name on the front 
pages of the newspapers. They’ll prob­
ably give you a job hunting spies.”

WE HOTFOOTED it back to the pet 
shop. There wasn’t anyone in it 
when we opened the door. From some­

where in the rear I heard Schultz talk­
ing on the telephone.

I opened a door that stood between a 
pile of bird cages and sacks of dog bis­
cuits. I could see a light coming from a 
room down a short hall.

“Imbeciles! Dummies!” Rudolph 
Schultz was exclaiming. “I made a mis­
take, yes, I admit it. Everybody makes 
mistakes! I’m sorry it happened like 
that, but that is no excuse for you to 
make mistakes, too!”

Merton had lost interest temporarily 

in the case. He was sticking his finger 
through the wire netting in the back of 
the front window, trying to tickle a 
duck.

“All right,” Schultz roared. “So I am 
a stupid! But you—” He sputtered, 
broke off and I heard him- wheezing. “Do 
something! She lives at Willow Road. I 
don’t know the number but you’ll find it 
in the telephone book. The name is 
Smith—”

I’d heard enough. Somebody was com­
ing in from the street. A big, moon­
faced man with reddish hair. He wore a 
Homburg hat on the back of his head 
and wras smoking a cigar.

I spoke to Merton, but before I could 
get the kid and check out, Schultz came 
in through the rear door.

“You wanted something? I’m sorry I 
was h :sy—”

H broke off, his eyes widening. 
Schultz was a stocky, bullet-headed guy 
with heavy features and little pig eyes. 
He wore a white coat and gray pants. 
And when he realized my intentions, he 
let out a yelp.

“Stop him, Franz! Quick! Don’t let 
him get out! He’s the one w’ho inter­
fered with Otto. Do something!”

The red-headed gent tried to block my 
way to the door. I gave him a one-two 
and left him reclining gracefully over a 
tank of goldfish. Schultz picked up a 
hammer from the counter and let it fly. 
It missed by inches and smashed into 
the plaster wall.

Merton cleverly pushed a chair in 
Schultz’ way while I got the front door 
open. In my last glimpse of the pet shop 
proprietor all I could see was a windmill 
of legs and arms.

“Get another taxi, Merton!” I looked 
up and down the street. “Miss Smith’s 
in danger! That bullet-headed gorilla 
just passed the word on the phone to 
some of his pals and he gave them her 
address.”

“Looks bad, Uncle Daffy,” the kid 
said consolingly. “Not a clock-ark in 
sight, either.”

We kept moving, but it must have 
been ten or fifteen minutes before we 
found an empty cab in front of a tavern 
down the avenue.

I took Merton by the shoulder. “Look, 
kid. This is where you scram. Here’s a 
dollar. Ride home on the bus and treat 
yourself to a lollypop.”



“And miss the fun? Not a chance.”
He grinned. Time was awastin’ and I 

knew Merton’s stubborn streak. Com­
pared with him, Army mules were docile 
as doves. Clouting him wouldn’t do any 
good. So, glad I wasn’t his old man, I 
stepped aside and let him climb into the 
cab.

“Okay, nephew. But don’t blame me 
if you get shot so full of holes you die of 
acute ventilation.”

ABOUT twenty minutes, or more, had 
elapsed since we left Schultz’ pet 

shop. Just enough time for the enemy 
to make a flank attack and get away 
with it. The front door of the Smiths’ 
apartment was shut. But it swung open 
when I dropped a hand to the knob.

The rooms were empty. The room 
with the books wasn’t disturbed much, 
but that was explainable. Probably 
Blondie hadn’t had a chance to put up a 
scrap. Her visitors most likely rang the 
bell and when she opened the door 
shoved a gun in her face.

I felt baffled as I looked around. 
They’d certainly snatched her. But 
where had they taken her ? What would 
they do to her?

“It’s the cops, Mert, and no fooling!” 
I said. “This is too big for me.”

“That’s right—let somebody else get 
the gravy." The kid curled a lip. “You’re 
a fine sailor. The first sign of tough 
going and you fold like an accordion.”

“Any ideas, Master Mind?” I asked 
sarcastically.

“Sure. Come here, I’ll show you some­
thing.”

When I went over to a table in the 
corner where he was standing Merton 
pointed to two things. One was a tele­
phone with its cord twisted and dust 
marks showing where it had previously 
stood.

The other thing was a long cigar ash.
“So what?”
“Somebody’s made a call on this 

phone. Not the blond dame, either. She 
doesn’t smoke cigars. So all you do is 
buzz the telephone company and ask 
them to check what calls went out of 
here during the last half hour. Basil 
Barrington always does that.”

“Basil—”
“My favorite detective. Get busy!”
I tried it. It took ten minutes gab 

with the phone company’s business 

office, but I got the dope. A call had 
been made twenty minutes past. It was 
to some number in the Kelland ex­
change.

The name of the subscriber who had 
the telephone at the other end was 
August Horn and the address was 1709 
Bay Inlet Street!

“See,” Merton said, when I jotted the 
information down. “Just like rolling off 
a log, Uncle Daffy.”

The taxi was waiting. I got in and 
looked at the clock. I figured most of 
my pay would be traded in for transpor­
tation. I passed the address to the 
driver and Merton nudged me.

“Gosh, we made a mistake, Unk. We 
should have looked around for the 
duck.”

“Duck?”
“Sure. The dead one. It’s a cinch 

that’s what these monkeys are after.”
“What makes you think that?”
“Hunch.” Merton grinned crookedly. 

“Honest, you ought to spend some time 
reading detective stories. You’ll get 
angles. Right now, you don’t know noth­
ing about crime.”

I let that pass and watched the streets 
go by.

It was a twenty minute roll out to Bay 
Inlet Street which was in the shabby 
section of the city. A place of garages, 
warehouses, small frame cottages and 
taverns. Along the back of the buildings 
a river ran in from the sea. I knew if 
you followed it east it would take you to 
the harbor and Bennett’s Point where I 
was stationed.

“Stop anywhere along here,” Merton 
told the driver.

We pulled in to the curb. I told the 
kid to wait with the driver and got out. 
I expected argument, but Mert kept his 
clam shut. He asked for a dime to get a 
comic weekly at a nearby stationery 
store, so I gave him a quarter and 
hoofed down the street.

THE Horn house was one of the two- 
story cottages at the end of the 
street. A weather-beaten, dilapidated- 

looking dump. It had a marsh for a 
backyard. A plank walk led down to a 
small dock where a rowboat was tied up.

What interested me was the radio 
antenna sticking up from a shack a 
couple of hundred yards away from the 
house.



I wished I was in civvies. The sailor 
suit made me stand out like a bottle of 
rum at a prayer meeting. Anybody 
watching from the house could spot me 
a mile away. I was an open target, too, 
for anyone who wanted to sharpen his 
aim. It was too late to do anything 
about that, so I pushed on, keeping a 
weather eye on the building.

I went around to the back and saw the 
house was deserted. A couple of dozen 
empty milk bottles decorated the kitchen 
porch. Dust and dirt showered down on 
me when I pried the hook off the outer 
storm door and stepped into a small ves­
tibule.

The inner door was locked. However, 
half of it was a glass pane. I picked up 
a milk bottle and broke through it. Then 
I reached in and turned the key.

I waited, in case anybody came run­
ning to see what the crash meant. No­
body did. The place was as empty as it 
looked from the outside. I walked 
through the kitchen and took a gander 
at the dining room and parlor.

Then I went upstairs. When I got to 
the second-floor landing I stopped dead 
in my tracks. From behind a door of a 
room to my left I heard a familiar 
sound. I went on the rest of the way, 
cautiously opened the door and took in 
all the details of the radio apparatus 
cluttering up the room.

It was a short-wave, high-powered 
outfit, almost complete as the one we had 
out at the Point. Stuff was coming in. 
It was what I’d heard on the stairs.

The next minute a car had stopped 
outside. I heard something else. People 
were on the front porch. A key grated 
in a lock. And before I could get out of 
the room, there were footsteps on the 
stairs.

“Bring her up here,” a thick voice or­
dered.

I saw what had happened. Instead of 
being late again, I’d been too early. I’d 
somehow gotten there ahead of Blondie 
and the gorillas!

There was a wrench on a work table. 
I made a grab for it and froze in behind 
the door—just in time. The next minute 
a man crossed the threshold. The same 
party in the tan coat who had left his 
teeth marks on my knuckles.

He went over to the radio and pulled 
a switch. His back was toward me. I
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tiptoed out from behind the door, pick­
ing the place on his felt hat where I’d 
bounce the wrench. I took four steps 
and swung my right arm up to get a lot 
of power in the sock.

Somebody grabbed my arm from the 
rear, jammed a gun between my shoul­
ders and said:

“Take it easy, sailor!”
Tan Coat whirled around, his face a 

study in amazement. The gun didn’t 
feel any too good so I dropped the 
wrench and stood quiet.

“That’s better!”
I was shoved up against the wall by a 

man I’d never seen before. He was thin 
and wiry, with a dark-skinned face and 
slits for eyes. His hair was black patent 
leather and he wore a flashy set of 
threads. A form fitting suit with a pur­
ple tie.

“Him again!” Tan Coat licked his 
lips. I noticed they were still pretty 
swollen.

“One of those nosey guys!” Purple 
Tie cut in. “This time we’ll give him a 
fix that’ll keep him quiet permanent!”

I HEARD voices in the other room. I 
figured there were at least two or 

three more mugs in the party. It didn’t 
look attractive. From any angle I was 
in a tough spot and had to think fast 
and act quick.
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I put a knee in the pit of Pui'ple Tie’s 
stomach and caught his pistol wrist. 
He dropped the rod, but I didn’t get it. 
It slithered by the tips of my fingers 
and landed with a thud on the floor. The 
knee took all the breath out of him and 
backed him into Tan Coat.

He let out a yelp and bee-lined for 
the door. I tried to trip him, but he 
squirmed by. I cracked a haymaker off 
the peak of the dark-skinned guy’s jaw 
and piled after the wearer of the brown 
coat.

The yelp he had let out did it. There 
were three guys on the landing. I went 
in among ’em like an aerial torpedo with 
a Jap flagship’s address on its nose. I 
got the first with a belt full in the face. 
The second jumped me and while I was 
milling with him the third put an affec­
tionate arm around my neck and began 
to squeeze.

It was kind of dim out on the landing. I 
There was ah open door directly in front 
of me. I could see Blondie tied in a chair 
there, staring with wide eyes. Her look 
was like a jab with a needle. I really 
went to work when I realized what was 
at stake.

The second guy quit cold when I 
kicked him in the chest. I pried the arm 
off my neck, and I got him to the edge of 
the stairs, tipped him over and threw
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him down to the first floor.
Then the shooting began. Purple 

Tie had snapped out of it and gotten the 
gun I had neglected to pick up. Slugs 
whistled down the landing. His aim was 
rotten and the only damage was to the 
plaster.

The first and second of the bunch in 
the hall began to come to and add to the 
general merriment. The baby I’d kicked 
in the chest tried to tackle me at the 
knees. I must have dragged him ten 
feet in my attempt to get Purple Tie 
and divest him of the artillery he car­
ried.

Lead continued to pour past my head. 
I had an idea one hunk of it nicked my 
left ear. But I kept going, dragging the 
dead weight with me and the dark- 
skinned gent brought the cannon up for 
a final point-blank blast. The thing 
jammed, he tried to throw it, but I 
ducked and crashed with him to the 
floor the next second.

We were kicking around there, trying 
to dig our eyes out, when I heard the 
front door downstairs splinter open. I 
had a foggy impression of blue coats 
and brass buttons, night sticks and the 
regulation police department hardware 
that went with the Riot Squad.

And, at the foot of the stairs, when 
they hauled me to my feet and brushed 
me off, I saw Merton sucking on one of 
those ten cent popsicles!

The cops took care of the tough guys 
and Mert, Blondie and I rode back to 
Willow Road with an FBI man whose 
name was Dawson. He explained how 
Schultz’ pet shop was a downtown front 
for a crowd of enemy aliens, saboteurs 
and the like. My head was aching 
pretty bad so I didn’t get all of it until 
we reached Professor Smith’s apart­
ment.

“1 threw it in the garbage pail,” Blon-
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die said to Dawson. “That’s why they 
took me there—to make me tell where 
it was.”

“1’11 get it,” my nephew volunteered, 
through with the popsicle now and 
munching on the stick.

MERTON came back with the pack­
age the gal had gotten at Schultz’, 

the little wooden cage with the dead 
duck.

“How Schultz made the mistake of 
giving it to you instead of the redheaded 
Franz Weber is one of the lucky breaks 
we sometimes get. You see, what in­
formation Schultz picked up from his 
agents he transferred to Weber, or some 
of the others, who took it down to the 
house and put it on the air to be picked 
up by lurking submarines operating off 
these shores. For instance—”

Dawson took the duck between his 
hands. It was not only dead, but stuffed. 
It came in half and the FBI man pulled 
out a ball of thin paper.

On it, when he smoothed it out, were 
the inked names and tonnage of ships 
scheduled to sail that week, carrying 
supplies and munitions.

“The same old stuff,” Merton said, 
giving up on the stick and throwing it 
away. “They did that in the last issue 
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of Tied Death Crime,’ the magazine that 
features Basil Barrington. Ever read 
it?” he asked Dawson.

The FBI man said yes, and beat it for 
Headquarters.

When he left, I went into the bath­
room and and borrowed soap and water. 
I washed up and wondered if my left 
lamp was going to go black on me.

“Look, Mert,” I said to the kid. 
“Here’s another quarter. Slip out and 
get yourself a hot dog or something. 
Then wait for me downstairs and I’ll 
take you home.”

He took the coin and lammed.
Blondie came over to me, and she put 

her hand out to me. It was soft as silk, 
and her nails were a lovely ruby-red. 
I didn’t give it back to her, either, right 
away.

“That date’s still on?” I said, in a low 
voice. “For tonight, eight-thirty. May­
be the picture’ll be about spies or some­
thing and we can get a thrill out of it. 
Right?”

The big blue eyes looked into mine. 
The red lips parted in a dreamy kind of 
a smile. She drew a little breath before 
she answered.

“Right, Uncle Daffy,” Blondie mur­
mured. “But we don’t have to take Mer­
ton with us, do we?”

JUST OUT!
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THE PHANTOM SPEAKS
(Continued from page 10)

You are invited to join FRIENDS OF 
THE PHANTOM. There are no dues or 
fees.

Just fill out the coupon printed in this 
department and forward it to us with a 
stamped self-addressed envelope.

Letters from Readers

HERE are some letters selected from hun­
dreds recently received from readers. 

We start off with one from the Lone Star 
State:

I hive just finished readlOK MURDER MAKES THE 
BETS. I found it extremely inierrsting but solved 
tin* cu.se halfway through. This mighr have boon just 
a lucky guess, but I did it. How about making them 
a lit tie more bn (fling?

Also, I think the short stories should be cut out 
entirely and the novel made longer. If I want short 
stories I can buy them in your companion magazines. 
I am looking forward to your next issue.—Hite Fenn, 
Rell a ire, Texas.

Reader Penn was too smart for us that trip, 
I guess. Anybody else guess the answer half- 
wav through MURDER MAKES THE 
BETS?

If so, I’ll tel! Mr. Wallace to hide his clues 
better.

How about this idea of cutting out the 
short stories and lengthening the novel? We 
aren’t so sure it would be a good idea. The 
short stories provide a change in characters, 
scenes and action which should make a wel­
come bit of variety.

However, you readers out there are the 
real editors of this magazine, so let’s hear 
what you have to say on the subject.

[ Turn page ]

Buy ————

WMlSWINGS BONDS tSWS

a AUDELSAircraft
Worker

AUDEL, Publishers,

Answers Your Questions. Every 
Mechanic & Aircraft Worker should 
own this useful bock, containing clear, 
concise, practical information, point* 
ers, facts and figures relating to correct 
modern chop practice. -

9 Sections—240 Pages— 
Fully Illustrated—Covering

I—Aircraft Materials, Terms, Parts. 
2—Blueprints, Working Drawings. 
3—Mathematics, How to Figure. 
4—Layout and Bending. 5—Tools 
and Machines. 6—Riveting, Spot 
Welding and Hints. 7—Fabrication, 
Blocking, Angles, etc. 8—Assembly, 
Fuselage, WingEFFinal—How to Use 
Tools. g—Tables & Data, Symbols, 
Army 6? Navy Specifications, etc.

Money back if not O.K. To get 
this assistance for yourself mail cou« 
pon today.

SEK IT TODAY— —————— 
West 23rd Street, New York

Mall AUDELS AIRCRAFT WORKER (Price $t). If satisfactory, I wM remit 
$1 on Its safe arrival, otherwise I will return the book.

Address--------

Occupation--------

Employed by---------- ------

Over 200,000 Satisfied Users
w’htto STOP TOBACCO?

Banish the craving for tobacco aa 
thousands have. Make yourself 
free and happy with Tobacco 
Redeemer. Write for free book­
let telling ot injurious effect of 
tobacco and of a treat-f 
ment which has relieved I FREE]
many men.
THE NEWELL COMPANY BOOK
210 Clayton Station, St Louis, Mo.

Over 30 Years in Business

jSONG POEMS “A™ 
. Publishers need ^new songs 1 Submit one or more of your bort 
•F poems for immediate consideration. Any subject. Send poem.

PHONOGRAPH RECORDS MADE
FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS. 611 Beacon Bldg.. Boston. Mag.

So

FALSE TEETH
L OOSE? SUPPING?

EAT-TALK-LAUGH with FALSE TEETH that won't 
slip or slide. Use "GUM GRIPPER,” new plastic Dental 
Plate Reliner. Just squeeze on with handy tube. Place 
teeth in mouth. Wear them while they set—snug and com­
fortable. Easy to apply 1 Not a powder or paste. Can be 
scrubbed or washed. One Application Lasts 5-6 Month* 
—or your money back. Only 51.00. Try GUM GRIPPER 
today. FREE OFFER—Order now and receive FREE ot 
extra costt generous package Dental Plate Cleaner. 
Cleanses without brushing. Won’t harm denture.
SEND NO MONEY-TEST AT OUR RISK 
Send name and address. When package arrives, deposit 
$1.00 plus postage with postman I You must be satisfied or 
your money back. Send $1.00 with ord er and we pay postage, 
WEST LAB&. 127 M. Dear bora St, Dept MB, ChlcajoHIL

RflMens Them Qufcfcl^oHfa Cosf



Acid Indigestion
Relieved in 5 minutes or 
double your money back

When excess stomach acid causes painful, sufTocatinir gas, sour 
atomaoh and heartburn, doctors usually prescribe the fastest-acting 
medicines known for symptomatic relief—medicines like those in 
Roll-ana Tablets. No laxative, Bell-ans brings comfort in a jiffy or 
double your money back on return of bottle to us, 25',* everywhere.

Here's another idea from a reader:
I’ve been a reader of THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE 

for seven years anil have never missed a copy, so I 
think it’s about time to let mvsi'lf be known.' Have 
just linishc.l MI’IUIEK MONEY. A swell story!— 
George Johnson. Ashland, Kv.

DRAW for MONEY
Be An ARTIST!

Trained Artists Are Capable of Earning

$30-$50-$75 A WEEK
Use Your Spare Time to Prepare 

For a Profitable Art Career
It’s interesting and pleasant to study Art 
tho XV. S. A. way. COMMERCIAL ART. IL­
LUSTRATING, CARTOON I NG—all in ONE 
complete course*. No previous Art experience 
necessary—hundreds have profited by our 
practical home study method since 1911. 
Write today for information in FREE 
BOOK, "Art for Pleasure & Profit"—tells 
all about our course, service—and commer­
cial opportunities for you in Art. State age,

WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART
STUDIO 668-F, I115-I5th ST., N. W., 

WASHINGTON, D. C.

S&gl'S
NELSON CO.

Complete home-study courses and 
self-instruction books, slightly used. 
Sold, rented, exchanged. All sub­
jects. Satisfaction Guaranteed. Cash 
paid for used courses. Full details 
and 84-pase illustrated bargain 
catalog FREE. Write today!

321 S. Wabash Dept. 227 Chicago

, YOUR SPARE TIME-
GOOD MONEY?

Bo our Dealer In your locality for 
STRONG UNION MADE WORK AND SPORT 
GARMENTS. No experience necessary. Easy, 
work. Millions of defense workers buy 
work uniforms. Advertising- on garments 
big sales feature. We supply everything 
needed. Write immediately for FREE Outfit.

ROBT. STRONG GARMENT CO., 
2330 W.Cermak Bd.,Dei>t. AO.Chicaoo. III.

Thanks for the kind words about the maga­
zine! Now a letter from a defense worker, 
who writes:

I would like to know if the PHANTOM club is 
ofhcial or not. I am a d»‘fenj>e worker and h«::r and 
>v<* a lot of things which I Lave ’••■ported, bill without 
results from th*- State or City polkc. Is my <;;rd 
good on such work?—Mrs. Alvin J. Jackson.' Flint, 
Mich.

As already explained, Mrs. Jackson, our 
PHANTOM club has no official police stand­
ing and wc don't want you trying to arrest 
anyone. I'm sure if you report anything sus­
picious to the police or the F.B.I. they will 
make a complete investigation. The fact that 
you got no results undoubtedly means that 
their investigation showed the people in­
volved were apparently innocent, no matter 
how suspicious they looked to you.

Well, that’s all for this trip. Write to us 
and we’ll try to print as many letters as we 
can in each issue. Please address your letters 
and postcards to The Editor, THE 
PHANTOM DETECTIVE, 10 East 40th 
Street, New York, N. Y.

We’ll be waiting to hear from you—and 
we ll be grateful for your comments, sugges­
tions and criticisms.

Sec you next issue, readers. And mean­
while, just between us and Uncle Sam— 
don’t neglect to buy War Bonds and Stamps 
every payday!

—THE PHANTOM.
LODESTONE L,VE$iANP“r 5PT5?N&
■J Keys to Power, $1. Postage extra if C.O.D. Charms.
Powders. Oils. Herbs. Novelties, etc., described iu
FREE Catalog.
D. SMYTHE CO. Box T. NEWARK. MO.

i OLD LEG TROUBLE
■ Easy to use Viscose Method heals many old 

leg sores caused by leg congestion, varicose veins, 
swollen lees and injuries or no cost for TRIAL. 
Describo your trouble and get FREE BOOK.

T. G. VISCOSE METHOD COMPANY 
140 N. Dearborn Street, Chicago, Illinois

ENTERTAINING PUZZLES OF 
EVERY VARIETY

IN

POPULAR 
CROSSWORD 

PUZZLES

THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE
10 East 40th Street 
New York City

I wish to join the FRIENDS 
OF THE PHANTOM. I prom­
ise to uphold the laws of the 
nation and do all in my power 

to aid in their enforcement.
Name ...........~............... ...............................................
Aiblress ................................................. . .........................
City .....................................................................................
State .............................................. Age........ Sex........

Enclose a self-addressed stamped envelope if a 
membership card is desired.

TO OBTAIN THE PHANTOM E.MBLEM. OUT 
official insignia, enclose the name-strip THE 
PHANTOM DETECTIVE from the cover of this 
magazine plus W hi stamps or coin.

Note: If you do not enclose the name-strip, send 
15/ in stamps or coin. The nominal charge is made 
merely to cover our expense in mailing this valu­
able bronze badge.

□ If already a member, check here.
Foreign readers are requested to send Inter- 

8-43 national Reply Coupons or American Stamps.



Mystery Fans!
Here’s Your Chance to Obtain 

World-Famous Best Sellers
AT ONLY 25/ PER COPY!

FIRST FOUR TITLES 
NOW ON SALE!

CRIME OF VIOLENCE, by Rufus King 
MURDER IN THE MADHOUSE, by Jonathan Latimer 

SAINT OVERBOARD, by Leslie Charteris 
DANGER IN THE DARK, by Mignon G. Eberhart

Formerly priced at $2.00 and more, these 
masterpieces of mystery are now only 25c 
each at all stands in the new POPULAR 
LIBRARY EDITION — complete and un­
abridged—packed with thrills, suspense, sur­
prises, and action!

POPULAR LIBRARY books are easy to 
read and easy to carry—they represent Amer­
ica’s biggest entertainment value!

Only books of proven merit are selected— 
and they are printed and bound attractively 
for your permanent enjoj’ment.

Ask your newsdealer for Popular Library books
Or, to order direct, send 30$ for each title (which includes 
cost of mailing and handling) to POPULAR LIBRARY, Dept. 
PD8. 45 West 45th Street. New York, N, Y.

High School Course
I- at Home Many Finish in 2 Years
I Go as rapidly as vour time and abilities permit. Course 

equivalent to resident school work—prepares for coilego 
entrance exams. Standard H.S. texts supplied. Diploma- 
Credit for H. S. subjects already completed. Single subjects if de­
sired. High school education is very important for advancement la 
business and industry and socially. Don’t be handicapped all your 
life Be a High School graduate. Start your tramiag now. Free 
Bulletin on request. No obligation.

American Schaal, Dpt. H-C58. Drexel at 58th, Chicago

Owl rg, Box 112 Conoy Island. N. Y.

TO BE SET TO MUSIC
Send your Poems for our new offer 
and FREE “Rhyming Dictionary” today.

Phonograph Records Made
VANDERBILT MUSIC STUDIOS

Free for Asthma
During Summer

If you suffer with those terrible attacks of Asthma when it 
Is hot and sultry ; if heat, dust and general mugginess make 
you wheeze and choke as if each gasp for breath was the very 
last; if restful sleep is impossible because of the struggle to 
breathe; if you feel the disease is slowly wearing your life 
away, don’t fail to send at once to the Frontier Asthma Co. for 
c free trial of a remarkable method. No matter where you live 
or whether you have any faith in any remedy under the Sun, 
send for this free trial. If you have suffered for a life-time and 
tried everything you could learn of without relief; even if 
you are utterly discouraged, do not abandon hope but send 
today for this free trial. It will cost you nothing. Address 
FRONTIER ASTHMA CO. 359-K Frontier Bldg.
462 Niagara St. Buffalo. N. Y.



PARTNERS
IN THE BUSINESS OF

VICTORY!

When it comes to winning a war, one 
trained man is worth a dozen untrained men!

That’s true of America’s armed forces— 
which need chemists, mechanics, machinists, 
electricians, radio experts, accountants and 
a dozen other classifications of trained men. 
And trained men in America’s armed forces 
get better pay and higher ranking!

It’s true of America’s victory-vital in­
dustry. Today, business and industry are 
crying for skilled, trained manpower! Never 
was opportunity greater for the alert, 

ambitious man who has mastered his line 
of work through study and practice!

Yes, the trained man in uniform and 
the trained man in industry are “part­
ners in the business of victory.” Whether 
you’re serving Uncle Sam in barracks or 
factory, farm or office, training can make 
you a more valuable citizen and a real asset 
to your country!

Before you turn this page—tear off this 
coupon, mark it and mail it—just as thou­
sands of successful men have done!

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
HELPING TO TRAIN AMERICANS FOR VICTORY

BOX 3969-X, SCRANTON, PENNA.
Without cost or obligation, please send me booklet and full particulars
the course before which
C Air Brake
C Air Conditioning
□ Airplane Drafting
□ Architectural Drafting
C Architecture
C Auto Engine Tune-up
□ Auto Technician
□ Aviation □ Aviation Mechanic
□ Blueprint Reading
C Boil er in a king
□ Bridge Engineering
O Chemintry □ Coal Mining
O Civil Engineering
□ Concrete Engineering

I have marked X:
TECHNICAL AND

□ Contracting and Building
□ Cotton Manufacturing
□ Diesel Engines
□ Electrical Drafting
□ Electrical Engineering
□ Electrician
□ Electrical Maintenance
□ Foundry man □ Heating
□ Heat Treatment of Metals
□ Highway Engineering
□ House Planning
□ Industrial Metallurgy
□ Locomotive Engineer
□ Machinist □ Inspector

INDUSTRIAL COURSES
□ Management of Inventions
□ Marino Engines
O Mechanical Drafting
□ Mechanical Engineering
□ Mine Foreman
□ Navigation □ Patternrnaking
□ Plastics □ Plumbing
□ Public Works Engineering
□ Pulp and Paper Making
□ Radio, General
□ Radio Operating
□ Radio Servicing

about

SPECIAL 
TUITION PATES 
FOP MEMBERS

OF THE 
ARMED FORCES

D Sanitary Engineering
D Sheet Mef.d Work
□ Ship Drafting
□ Shiplitring p Shop Tractive
D Steam Electrio □ Steam Engines

□ R, R. Signalman C Refrigeration

D Accounting □ Advertising
□ Bookkeeping
□ Business Correspondence
□ Business Management
□ Cartooning □ Civil Service

□ College Preparatory
□ Commercial
O Commercial Illustrating
□ Cost Accounting
□ C. P. Accounting

BUSINESS COURSES
□ Foremans hip □ French
□ Good English
□ High School
□ Managing Men at Work

Hame.
City.

□ Advanced Dressmaking 
□ Foods and Cookery

HOME ECONOMICS COURSES
□ Home Dressmaking
□ Professional Dressmaking and Designing

.Age. .Address.
State. .Present Position.

C Steam Fit ring
□ Structural Drafting
□ Structural Engineering
□ Surveying and Mapping
□ Telegraphy □ Telephony
□ Textile Designing
□ Tool making □ Tool Design
□ Welding. Gas and Electric
□ Woolen Manufacturing

□ Salesmanship
□ Secretarial □ Spanish
□ Showcard and Sign Lettering
□ Tradie Management

□ Tea Room and Cafeteria 
Management, Catering

Canadian residents send coupon to International Carrespondtnce Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada 
Kritish residents send coupon to I. C. S., 71 Kingsway, London, H’. V. 2, England



"NOW Show me the 
AUTO REPAIR JOB 

leant DO!”

How MoToR’s NEW FACTORY SHOP MANUAL 
Serves as Your Complete Repair, Tune-Up & 
Service Guide for Every Car Built Since 1935!

Here's proof you CANdo it:

ANY expert mechanic can tell you 
. that this is the ONE and ONLY 
book needed to know everything ne­

cessary to keep America’s cars rolling 
today! Easy, step-by-step instructions 
anyone who can read can follow. Hun­
dreds of photos, diagrams and draw­
ings show exact how-to-do-it.

Packed full of short cuts, it saves 
time and money—even for the experts. 
Try it at our risk, and see for your­
self!

It’s a BIG BOOK, x 11 inches. 
More than 900 illustrations; over 600 
pages. Special water-proof binding. 
Lies open at any page for work-while-

Same FREE 7-Day Offer 
Applies on MoToR’s New

TRUCK
REPAIR MANUAL!
Just published, for truck spe­
cialists, service stations, fleet 
owners —the first complete 
TRUCK REPAIR MANUAL, 
covering EVERY jobon EVERY 
truck made since 1936! 1400 
pictures, 904 pages, 300,000 facts 
based on truck manufacturers' 
own official manuals. Used by 
U. S. Armed Forces. Every es­
sential fact you need to know to 
do ANY job. Strong, water­
proof binding, size x 11.

Covers all models, 1936-1942. 
All Gasoline Engines; ALL 
DIESELS, Hesselmans, Diesel 
Fuel Injection Systems. All bas­
ic adjustment and repair pro­
cedures described in easily-un­
derstood text and pictures: Fuel 
Systems, Governors, Lubrica­
tion Systems, Ignition Systems, 
Starters, Generators, Clutches, 
Transmissions, Front and Rear 
Axles, Torque Dividers, Trans­
fer Cases, Brakes, etc.

Offered to you on the same 
FREE 7-Day TRIAL offer. Just 
check box in coupon at right— 
and mail us coupon. 

you-read. The only up-to-date 
book of its kind in all America!

Just Like 150 Official Shop 
Manuals—But All in One Book! 
MoToR’s FACTORY SHOP MANUAL 
contains all essential information from 
each manufacturer’s own official shop 
procedure manual. Just look up the job, 
the model, the make, and go to work! 
Quick index gives you page and job in­
stantly. Clear instructions, detailed pic­
tures give you the “dope” you want at 
once. PARTIAL Contents here can only 
give you an idea of the jobs it covers!

Thousands Now in Use!
Used by the U. S. Armed Forces, trade, 
technical schools all over the country, 
auto servicemen in nearly every town.

Right now—to see how this book can 
help you get at each job easier, do it 
better, and finish it faster—send coupon 
below for a FREE 7-DAY TRIAL.

SEND NO MONEY 
When the postman brings you the FAC­
TORY SHOP MANUAL, try it out on a 
few extra-tough jobs. See how the book 
can pay for itself the first few days you 
use it! And unless thoroughly satisfied.

days and pay nothing.return book 
Send coupo: money. TODAY!

Desk 648.Address: MoToR Book Dept.
572 Madison Avenue. New York, N. Y.

Published by MoToR. The Leading Auto­

MoToR
standards of

azine. Where MoToR’s

are assured c£ high 
service and repair work.

MAIL COUPON NOW FOR 7-DAY FREE TRIAL

MoToR BOOK DEPT., Desk 048,572 Madison Avenue, New York, N. Y.
Rush to me at once: (cheek hex opposite book you want).
m MoToR’s FACTORY SHOP MANUAL 
'—'if O.K.. I will remit SI in 7 days, 
and $1 monthly for 4 months, plus 35c 
delivery charge with final payment 
($5.35 in all). Otherwise I will return 
book in 7 days. (Foreign price, $7 cash 
with order).

Name____
City_____
Employer.

□ SAVE 35c! Check here if enclosing payment (check or money-order) WITH 
coupon. We will then pay 35c shipping costs. Same 7-day return privilege.

Clear, Pictured, Job Facts on 
Every Car Built Since 1935!
Nearly 200,000 service and repair 
facts on all these makes:
American 

Bantam
Auburn 
Austin 
Buick 
Cadillac 
Chevrolet 
Chrysler 
Cord 
De Soto 
Dodge

Ford 
Graham 
Hudson 
Hupmobile 
Lafayette 
LaSalle 
Lincoln

. Lincoln 
Zephyr 

Mercury 
Nash

Oldsmobile 
Overland 
Packard 
Pierce 

Arrow 
Plymouth 
Pontiac 
Reo 
Studebaker 
Terraplane 
Willys

600 pages; 50 pages of carburetor 
text, charts, illustrations, covering 
all models.

Over 450 charts, tables covering 
important specifications, clearances, 
measurements, arranged in • handy 
form, including: Tune-up Chart; 
Valve Measurements: Compression 
Pressure; Torque Wrench Reading; 
Starting Motor; Engine Clearance; 
Mam & Rod Bearing Journal Di­
mensions; Generator: Clutch & 
Brake Specifications: Front End 
Measurements, etc.

Detailed, pictured instructions on 
Engines; Electric. Fuel, Cooling. Lub-

g Systems: Transmissions;

□ MoToR’s TRUCK REPAIR MANUAL
(Described at left in the box.) 

If O.K., I will remit $2 in 7 days, and 
$2 monthly for 3 months, plus 35c 
delivery charge with final payment 
($8.35 in all). Otherwise I will return 
book in 7 days. (Foreign price, $11, cash 
with order).

.Address______________________________
.State.

.Occupation.
.Age.



Food can fight, so serve your nation , , • 6 7. ^awSfew41?? Spade your yard to stretch your rahon

All the food you plant and raise 
Ill I • /Helps the war in many ways/

The whiskey with the 
"Happy Blending

Clear Heads Choose

Calvert Distillers Corp., New York City. BLENDED WHISKEY Calvert “Reserve”: 86.8 Proof- 657c Grain 
Neutral Spirits. Calvert * “Special”: 86.8 Proof —60% Grain Neutral Spirits.


