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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 coula
be no other reason, for there couid
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 pieasure. A playbov
~—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 oniy
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
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reach him could always do so through
tFr:imk Havens, the Phantom’s only con- -
act.

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
lknown 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 ksimply 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 oftice 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






























30 THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

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.”

AN 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 Melloy 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
1in :czhe desperate position of Andy Mol-
oy

“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 whieh 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
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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!”

HEY 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 door 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. 1 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
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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 metai.”

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

“What a difference littie 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 1
heard you outside that door,” Johnny
Kane said softly. “I should have kept
talkin’ anyway. 1 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
b{oke 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! 1t 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 iike 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 Ameriean. 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.

UR 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 tinally
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

“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
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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.

AN 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 adjcined 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-
licht 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!”
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CHAPTER IX
THE RED BIsSHOP’S VICTIM

INGERING across his
chest, Van’s fingers
moved until thev
gripped the butt of the
automatic. He eased
it out, pushed down
the safety and waited,
listening. Then he
sneaked across the
driveway te 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—15283.

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 completc 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?”

f;iHe 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_"

AN 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. Or 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?
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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?”

YHEY all whirled as a heavy, booming
. 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 hat 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 and 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 wag in his eyes as he appraised the
2rotp.

“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 myx 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 playcd straight with
you. Will you concede that?”

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

“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. Qur one hope was
Government, orders. But at first all the
emphasis was placed on guns and planes
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“Look, Phantom,” Lathrop said, a
helpless note in his voice, “what s 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 MeEN WILL DIE!”

OT another word was
said asthe 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 finally
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 vou
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.

“No, of course not. I mean—it’s rela-
tively unimpertant. Routine stuff. Why
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are you so interested in Bevins and
what he does for me?”

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

Lathropfs eves 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 looded—
the scene of murder!

A choking sound came from Lathrop.
}Il-!e fell back, lurching into Van behind

im,
i A low, fervent curse spilled from his
ips.
_ 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. Lveryone 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 just 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.

HAT'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!”
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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 mere
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 X1V
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 yielde.
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 oi
his face, one arm twisted under him, the
other extended as if still reaching for
something, He had a iittle 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 bodyguarad,” 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
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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,
‘tihrew a questioning look over his shoul-

er.

“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!”

HE way Chief Gilbert drove the big

touring car 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 .;;rue that your factory was blown
up.n

_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 yow know that?” he de-
manded. “How do you know that my
factory has bheen 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—Dblown 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 of
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 was
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 eyves, 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. .
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“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
th]efhead, 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 what 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 phlopped 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.”
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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 you consider that a move?”

Van nodded.

“Definitely. I've specific reason for
wanting Lathrop to spend the rest of
the night at heme. 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 why
he was there—all 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 Bishep 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—Ilet’s continue calling him
that for convenience—employed pro-
fessional gunmen and kidnaped a fa-
mous plastie 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!”

HE 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
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simply and bluntly, you can ransom
your precious lens grinder with those
jewels!”

“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 ashe
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
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“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 awa;. 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. Altheugh bloed soaked Fer-
guson’s shirt, his lumber jacket and
trousers had only a few small stains on
them. They would ge 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.

E 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 %ot 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.







































Murder
Jitters

By
DONALD BAYNE HOBART

Sample tombstones lead
sleuth Mugs Kelly to a murder
trail that's all too real!

'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 vet
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 mnever 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.”
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Acid Indigestion
Relieved in 5 minutes or
double your money back

When oxcess stomach acid causes painful, suffocating gas, sour
eoioach and hearthurn, doctors usually prescribe the fastest-acting
nedicines known for symptomastic relief—medicines like those in
Rell-ans Tablets,
duuble your moncy

No laxative, Bell-ans brings comiert in a )ity ar
back on return of botile to us. 204 everywhere.

RAW for MONEY
Be An ARTIST!

Trained Artists Are Capatie of Eaming
$30-$50-$75 A WEEK

Use Your Spare Time fo Prepare
For a Profitable Art Career
lls lntercslm.. and pleazant (o study Ar!
o W, way. COMMFRCIAL ART, IL-
L\JSTRATING CARTOONING—all in ONE
complete course. No plerious ATl experiency
necessary—hundreds have profited by ouc
practical home study methul since 1314,
\Write loLay for information in FREE
BOOK, “Art for Pleasure & Pront”"—tells
11 about our course, service—and_ corumer-
cial opportunities for you in Art. State age.
WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART

STUDIO 668-F, (115-15th ST., N. W,
WASHINGTON, D. C.

Complete home-study courses an.
sell-instruction begks, slightly used.
Sold. rented, exchanzed. All sub-

WSED

de ttced. Cath
courges. Full detaily

d S4-paze {llustrated bargaln

catalog FREE. Write lalay!
Dept. 227 Chicago

'GOOD. MONE f)

YOUR SPARE TIME.

ur Dealer in_your locality for B
QTROVG UNION MADE WORK AND SPORT
GARMENTS. Noexpurience necessary, Easy,
work. M.llllons of defense workers buy
work uniforms. Ad\cﬂlsmt on
LIig soles featurc. pply eve
needea Wnlelmnwulalelv. forFlu:E
STRONG GARM

c_oneSPCO\“ses

ents
Ing
.

¥ Co.r
g 2330W Cermak Rd.,Dent. Aa.cmnoo.lll
LIVE 'AND STRONG

LODESTO N E per Pair

7 Xeys to Power, $1. Postage extra if C.0.D. Charms.
Powders. Oils. Herbs. Novelties, etc., described in

FREE Catalog.
D. SMYTHE CO. Box T, NEWARK, MO.
OLD LEG TROUBLE

- Easy to use Viscose Method heals many old
leg sores caused by leg congestlon, varicose seins,
gwollen legs and injuries or no cost for TRIATL
Describo vour trouble and get FREE BOOKL

. T. G. VISCOSE METHOD COMPANY
140 N. Dearborn Street, Chlcago, !llinois

ENTERTAINING PUZZLES OF
EVERY VARIETY

POPULAR
CROSSWORD
PUZZLES

Only 10¢ at All Stands

Here's another idea from a reader:
I've been a reader of THE PIIANTOM DETECTIVE

for seven years and have never missed @ copy, so I
think it's about time to let mysolf be known.  Iave
just finished MURDER MONEY, A swell story !—

George Johuson, Ashland, Ky.

Thanks for the kind words about the maga-
zine! Now a letter from a dcfense worker,
who writes:

[ would like to know if the PILANTOM cinb is

othcial er not. 1 am a defense warker and hezr and
sce u lot of things which T Luve ronerted, hint wi

results from the Stae or City police. Ts my enrd
gowd on such work *—>Mres, Alvin J. Jackson, IMlint,
Mich.

As already cxplained, Mrs. Jackson, our

PHANTOM club has no ofhicial police stand-
ing and we don’t want you trying to arrcst
anyonc. I'm sure if you report anything sus-
picious to thc police or the F.B.I. they will
make a complete investivation. The fact that
you got no rcsults undoubtzdly mcans 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 maay letters as we
can in cach issuc. Please address your Icticers
and  postcards to The Editor, THE
PHANTOM DETECTIVE, 10 Euast 40th
Street, New York, N. Y.

Wc'll be waiting to hear from you—-and
we'll be grateful for your comments, sugges-
tions and criticisms.

Sce you next issue, readers. And mcan-
while, just between us and Uncle Sam—
don’t neglect to buy War Bonds and Stamps
cvery payday!

—THE PHANTOM.

THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE
10 East 40th Strecct
New York City

I wish to join the FRIENDS
OF THE PHANTOM. I prom-
ise to uphold thc laws of the
nation and do all in my power
to ald in their enforce

mient.
Name . ..iiieiiiiaae, e Ceteteeacas .
Address oo RN N feebeneainaanns .
City ceveviercnnnnns N [ e .
Ntate ...o..... Ciesessrnssseeas.. AZCL... Sex.....

Enclose a self-addressed stamped envelope if a
membership card is desired.

TO OBTAIN THE PHANTOM EMBLEM, our
ofticial insignia, enclose tho name-strip THE
PHANTOM DETECTIVE from the cover of this
magazine plus 10¢ in stamps or coin.

Note: If you do not vnclose the name-strip, send
13¢ in stamps or coin. The nominal charge is made
merely to cover our expeuse in mauiling tbis valu-
able bronze badge.

0O 1f alrcady a member, check here.
Forcign readers are requosted to send Inter-
national Heply Counons or American Stamps.
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