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RADIOJOB5

working with Radio parts.

Name. Age
Address
City. 2FR3State

TRAIN YOU AT HOME 
PAY IN RADIO

Radio at home interesting.

J. E. Smith, President 
Dept. 1NO9, National Radio Institute 

Washington, D. C.

lail me FREE, without obligation, your Sample Lesson and 64-page book 
‘Rich Rewards in Radio.” (No Salesman will call. Please write plainly.)

thanks to 
SPANG- 
Gay St.,

J. E. SMITH 
President 

National Radio Institute 
Established 25 Years

I’LL SHOW YOU HOW TO MAKE $5. $10 A WEEK 
EXTRA IN SPARE TIME WHILE LEARNING 
Nearly every neighborhood offers opportunities for 
a part time Radio Technician to make good money 
fixing Radio sets. I give you special training to 
show you how to start cashing in on these oppor­
tunities early. You get Radio parts and instruc­
tions for building test equipment, for conducting ex­
periments that give you valuable, practical experi­
ence. You also get a modern Professional Radio 
Servicing Instrument. My fifty-fifty method—half

MAIL THE COLTON. I'll send you a Sample 
Lesson and my 6L-page book FREE. Learn about 
my Course; the types of jobs in different branches 
of Radio. Read letters from more than 100 men I 
have trained so you can see wtiat they are doing, 
earning. MAIL THE COTTON in an envelope or 
paste it on a penny postal.

Extra Pay in 
Army. Navy, 

। Too
Every man likely to go into 
military service, every soldier, 
sailor, marine, should mail 
the Coupon Now! Learning 
Radio helps men get extra 
rank, extra prestige, more in­
teresting duty at pay up to 
fi times a private's base pay. 
Also, prepares for good Radio 
jobs after service ends. ITS 
SMART TO TRAIN FOB RA­
DIO NOW*

$5 to $10 
Week inSpare Time

• *’1 ara cnsaged
8Pftre time 

Radio work. I 
average from $5 
to $10 a week. 

zSSs I often wished 
that I hftd enrolled sooner 
because all this extra money 
sure does come in handy." 
THEODORE K. DuBREE, 
Horsham, Penn.

BROADCASTING STATIONS (top illustration) 
employ Radio Technicians as operators, installation, 
maintenance men and In other fascinating, steady, 
well-paying technical jobs. FIXING RADIO SETS 
(lower Illustration) pays many Radio Technicians 
$30. $40, $50 a week. Otheis hold their regular 
jobs and make $5 to $10 a week extra in spare 
time.

Texts—makes learning 
fascinating, practical.

FIND OUT HOW I
FOR GOOD

Hero is a quick way to better pay. Badlo offers 
you the opportunity to make $5, $10 a week extra 
in spare time a few months from now and to pre­
pare for good full-time Radio jobs paying up to 
$50 a week. MAIL COUPON. Get my Sample Les­
son FREE. Examine it, read it—see how easy it is 
to understand. See how 1 train you at home in spare 
time to be a Radio Operator or Radio Technician.

REAL OPPORTUNITIES FOR BEGINNERS 
TO LEARN THEN EARN UP TO 550 A WEEK 
Broadcasting stations (S82 in the U. S.) employ 
thousands of Radio Technicians with average pay 
among the country’s best paid industries. Repair­
ing, servicing, selling home aud auto Radio re­
ceivers (there are 50,000,000 in use) gives good jobs 
to thousands. Many other Radio Technicians take 
advantage of the opportunities to have their awn 
service or retail Radio businesses. Think of the 
many good-pay jobs in connection with Aviation, 
Commercial. Police Radio and Public Address 
Systems. N. R. I. gives you the required knowledge 
of Radio for those jobs. N. R, I. trains you to be 
ready when Television opens new jobs. Yes, Radio 
Technicians make good money because they use 
their heads as well as their hands. They must bo 
trained. Mail the COUPON, NOW IMakes $50 E 

a Week
*‘I am making t 
around $50 a [ 
week after all I 
expenses are I 
paid, and I am I 
getting all the J 
Radio work I 
can take care of, 
N. R. I." H. W. 
LER, 1261/. S. 
Knoxville, Tenn.

r-WWHia Chief Operator 
: .1 Broadcast! noU Station
' 1SO';S 1 "Before I com- 

:4J Dieted your les- 
sons' I obtained

. jggggn/'. 1 my Radio 
i Broadcast op - liKIIII iilx-zd eratcr’s license 

and immediately joined Sta­
tion WMPC where I. am now 
Chief Operator." HOLLIS 
F. HAYES, 327 Madison 
St.. Lapeer, Michigan.

S'CH

This FREE BOOK has Helped Hundreds 
of Men to Make More Moneq



• EVERY STORY BRAND NEW

VoL XXXVII, No. 3____________ DECEMBER, 1941____________________ Price 10c

Featuring the World’s Greatest Sleuth 
in

A Full Book-Length Novel

Murder Stalks a Billion
By ROBERT WALLACE

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

Spydom’s Crimson Undercurrent Sweeps the Phantom Detective 
into a Baffling Sea Mystery when the Fate of Free France Hangs 
in the Balance as Modern Pirates Create Panic! . .... 15

GRIPPING SHORT STORIES
LEAD POISONING..............................Allan K. Echols

Painter Ed Fry is Confronted by Two Deaths of the Same Name
96

JEWEL BAIT................................................ Benton Braden 99
BiS Barnes and Jennie Hale Go Fishing for Big Game

AND
THE PHANTOM SPEAKS .... A Department 10

Join FRIENDS OF THE PHANTOM! Coupon on Page 13
Published monthly by Standard Magazines, Inc., 10 East 40th Street, New York, N. Y. Entire contents copyrighted, 1041, 

by Standard Magazines, Inc. Subscription yearly, $1.20; single copies, $.10; foreign and Canadian postage-extra. Entered as 
second-class matter November 10, 1932, at the Post Office at New York, N. Y., under the Act of March 3, 1879.
Names of all characters used in stories and semi-fiction articles are fictitious. If the name of any living person 
or existing institution is used, it is a coincidence. Manuscripts must be accompanied by self-addressed, stamped 
envelopes, and are submitted at the author's risk.
Bead our companies magazine*: Thrilling Western, Thrilling Ranch Stories, Thrilling Wonder Stories, Thrilling Adventures, 
Thrilling Sports, Thrilling Love, Thrilling Mystery, Thrilling Detective, Thrilling Football, Popular Western, Popular Detective, 
Popular Sports Magazine, Popular Love, Popular Football, Texas Bangers, G-Men Detective. Air War, West, Sky Fighters, 
The American Eagle, Detective Novels Magazine, Everyday Astrology, Masked Rider Western, Range Riders Western. 

The Ble Kid Western, Black Book Detective, The Masked Detective. Captain Future, Startling Stories, 
IA F Acea, Exciting Love, Exalting Sports, Exciting Detective, and Exciting Wester*.
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AMAZINGLY easy way

times and bad times—a

W.
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NAME,Wig SBi
STATE,

Learn Without Books

Home of 
Coyne 

Electrical School

Get into the fascinating, fast growing, well paid field of Electricity— 
a field that oSers you opportunities and a future—in good 
times and bad times—a field that is a permanent necessity in 
prosperity or depression. Here is your chance to prepare yourself 
for a lasting permanent future.

H. C. Lewis, President,
COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOLS500 S. Paulina St.. Dept. 91-84 Chicago, III.

Please send me your Big FREE Book and all the facts about 
Coyne and your plans to help fellows like me get aliead.

JOBS LIKE THESE
Armature Winder 

Sub-Station Operator 
Auto & Aviation Ignition 
Maintenance Electrician 

Service Station Owner Air Conditioning 
Electric Refrigeration Radio Servicing 
< and many others

Our Employment Bureau for 
graduates gives FREE life­
time employment service.

NO BOOKS 
NO CLASSES

Here at Coyne, tn 90 days, you can train for your Big Opportunity 
by working on real electrical machinery. Here you learn airplane 
ignition, wind armatures, learn power plant operation, do house and

Eumitrn
Jl'M

■ tisement — then mail coupon for all the facts.
I MAIL COUPON FOR FREE BOOK
F I want to tell you my comple^ story—how I have helped hun­

dreds of other fellows get good-pay jobs and how l ean help you. 
I want to send you your copy of my Big FREE Book, packed 
with pictures of students at work in my shops. I want to tell 
you how you can “Earn while learning’*and how I give my 
graduates free employment service for life. Send for my 

' complete story. Na obligation. No salesmen will call. Mail 
coupon today.

President * COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 
500 S. Paulina St. Dept. 9l-b4 CHICAGO, ILLINOIS

be amazed at how little money you need to 
get Coyne training. If you need part-time 
work to help out with living expenses while 
you train, my employment department will 
help you find it. Lifetime em- 
ploymeat service after you 
graduate. Mail coupon 
for all the facts.

to help pay your living ex­
penses 1'11 help you get ft. 
Then, in 12 brief weeks, 
m the great roaring shops 
of Coyne. I train you as 
you never dreamed you 
could be trained...on one 
of the greatest outlays of 
electrical apparatus ever 
assembled, real dynamos, 
engines, power plants, 
antes, switchboards, 
transmitting stations . . . 
everything from doorbells 
to farm power and lighting 
- . . full-sized ... tn full 
operation every day!

get individual training on 
Coyneto&yoSs <3d’S sch°^’

EARN WHILE 
LEARNING

Doing”, not by books. Not a correspondence course. You don’t 
need previous experience or advanced education. With this brief de­
scription of my school I want to bring out this important fact

—you don’t need much money to get my training. IEHQK have many plans to help the fellow who needs traia- hiri Imcn't- miiz'Fi mruiov oil ■f-hJa orlv£»t-—



Play the melody of

so dad-dy let me stay out late
Just strike the notes indicated above, and you’ll 
be actually playing the melody of the popular hit 
tune of Paramount’s picture, “Kiss the Bovs 
Goodbye,” starring Mary Martin and Don Ameche.

Copyright 19 M ty Famous Music Corp.

Prove to yourself how easy it is 
to play the piano or any 

other instrument

for os little as 7$ a stay
SIT DOWN at a piano right now and see how 

easily you can pick out the melody of “Kiss the 
Boys Goodbye,” following the simple diagram 

above. And you can do the same thing with other 
popular melodies, too, when you use the wonderful 
“Note-Finder” that guides your hands on the key­
board.

This invention of the U. S. School of Music takes 
the mystery out of the piano keyboard, does away 
with tedious study and practice, enables anyone to 
play a real tune almost from the start. And that’s 
the way this modern method works. You learn to 
play by planing. Soon you will be thrilled and de­
lighted to find that you can pick up almost any 
piece of popular music and play it at sight. And 
that applies to the piano or violin, the saxophone 
or guitar, the accordion or whichever instrument 
you choose for your own!

Takes Only Few Minutes a Day!
Do you wonder that over 700,000 people all over the 
world have taken advantage of this easy way to 
learn music at home? Don’t let old-fashioned ideas 
deprive you of the joys of playing any longer. 
You don't need special talent; you don’t need any 
previous knowledge of music; you don't need to 
spend months on monotonous drills and exercises. 
It’s fun to learn music this modern way; It’s easy 
as A-B-C; it takes only a few minutes a day. But 
see for yourself! Simply send today for our

Free Print and Picture Sample
This Print and Picture Sample will give you the surprise 
of your lite. It will show you, in black and white, how 
you can quickly realize your dreams of playing your 
favorite instrument. With the Print and Picture Sample 
you will also receive a handsome illustrated booklet and 
details of the remarkable, money-saving offer that enables 
you to learn music at home for but a few cents a day. 
All this material will be sent to you by return mail. If 
interested, mail the coupon or write, mentioning instru­
ment of your choice. Do it today. Note: instruments sup­
plied when needed, cash or credit. U. S. School of Musie, 
28412 Brunswick Bldg., New York City, N. Y. (Est. 18SS.)
FU. S. School of Music. 29412 Brunswick Blda., New York, N. Y.

I am interested 
Please send me 
at Home," and
Piano 
Violin 
Guitar 
Cello

In learning the musical Instrument indicated below, 
your free illustrated booklet. "How to Leam Music 
the free Print and Picture Sample.

Trombone 
Banjo 
Ukulele 
Cornet

Mandolin 
Saxophone 
Trumpet

Piano Accordion 
Plain Accordion 
Hawaiian Guitar 
Other instrument

Have You Instrument? ........................................................................ ..
Name
Address .......................................................................................................... ...
City ........................................................ State...

□ Check here if under 16 years of age.



IC Minutes a Day!
AGive mekjast this
and Fil prove I can R make you

ANEW MAN!
I’M “trading-in” old bodies for 

new! I’m taking men who 
know that the condition of their 

A arms, shoulders, chests and legs— 
k- their strength, “wind,” and endur- 

ance—is not 100%. And I’m mak- 
jC ing NEW MEN of them. Right 
p noiv I’m even training hundreds of 
t” soldiers and sailors who KNOW 
!* they’ve got to get into shape 
; FASTI

OnJy 15 Minutes a Day
Are you ALL MAN—tough-mus­

cled, on your toes every minute, 
with all the up-and-at-’em that can 
lick your weight in wildcats? Or do 
■you want the help 1 can give you—. 
the help that has already worked 
such wonders for other fellows, 
everywhere?

All the world knows I was ONCE a 
skinny, scrawny 97-pound, weakling. And 
NOW it knows that I won the title, “The 
World’s Most Perfectly Developed Man.’* 
Against all comers! How did I do it ? How 
do I work miracles in the bodies of other 
men in only 15 minutes a day. The answer 
is Dynamic Tension, the amazing method I 
discovered and which changed me from a 
f)7-pound weakling into the champion you 
see here!

In just 15 minutes a day, right in the 
privacy of your own home, I’m ready to 
prove that Dynamic Tension can lay a new 
outfit of solid muscle over every inch of 
your body. Let me put new, smashing power 
into your arms and shoulders—give you an 
armor-shield of stomach muscle that laughs 
at punches—strengthen your legs into real 
columns of surging stamina. If lack of 
exercise or wrong living has weakened you 
inside. I’ll get after that condition, too, and 
show you how it feels to LIVE!

■—actual photo 
of the man 
who holds the 
title, “The 
World’s Most 
Perfectly De­
veloped Man.’*

Charles Allas—America's 
Greatest “Builder of Men'* 
Among all the physical in­

structors and “conditioners of 
men” ONLY ONE NAME 
STANDS OUT. That name is 
Charles Atlas!

In every part of the country 
Charles Atlas is recognized as 
“America's Greatest Builder of 
Men." Almost two million men 
have written to him. Thousands 
upon thousands have put their 
physical development into his 
capable hands!

And now that the call is for 
men capable of helping America 
meet and conquer any national 
emergency, many thousands of 
others (even those already in 
their country’s Army and Navy) 
are calling upon Charles Atlas 
to- build the kind of < 
men America vitally 
needs.

P® O ET E? Famous Book fhaf Tells You How to Gel
H qV&L&h a Body that Men Respect and Women Admire

Almost two million men have sent for and read my book. 
“Everlasting Health and Strength." It tells you exactly what 
Dynamic Tension can do. And it’s packed with pictures that SHOW 
you what it does. RESULTS it has produced for other men. 
RESULTS I want to prove it can get for YOU! If you are 
satisfied to take a back seat and be pushed around by other

MAIL THIS 
COUPON NOW!

I 
I

CHARLES ATLAS. Dept. 77 M 
115 East 23rd St., New York City

I want the proof that your system of “Dynamic Ten- I 
ft ion” will help make a New Man of me—give me a " 
healthy, husky body and big muscular development. Send S 
me your free book, “Everlasting Health and Strength.” - ”

fellows week-in, week-out, you don’t want this book. But if you 
want to learn'how you can actually become a NEW MAN, right 
In the privacy of your own home and in only 15 minutes a day, 
then man!—get this coupon into the mail to me as fast as your 
legs can get to the letterbox! CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 77 M, 
115 East 23rd St., New York City.

Name..
(PLEASE PRINT OR WRITE PLAINLY) g

§ Address..........~.........   |



Banked Qa&w&litf, Cbm/patuf,
OFFERS THE NEW

FnmiLV GROUP POLItV
THAT

Insures Entire Family

The Murray Family, 4712 Leamington Ave., Chicago, III.

10 DAY 
FREE OFFER

Mail Coupon!

Send No Money

oo

TOTAL 
COST

A MONTH 
FOR ALL!

Baby-Children-Pai'ents-Grandparents
AS PLAINLY STATED IN THE POLICY

YOUR ENTIRE FAMILY
IS INSURED UP TO: 

<1,000°°
Maximam—For Natural Death 

$2,000°° 
' Maximum—For Auto Accidental Death 

<3,000°° 
Maximum—For Travel Accidental Death 
The policy is not cancelled by the death of 
one of the insured members. The benefits 
are paid and the policy remains in force 
on the balance of the insured group as long 
as premiums are paid. Monthly premiums 
are divided equally between the number 
insured and benefits are graded according 
to the attained ages of members insured.

ACT NOW • SEND COUPON!

STAGES 1 TO 75... at Same Cost!
This wonderful Family Group policy now gives your whole family safe, reliable 
insurance, paying benefits for natural death, double amount for auto accidental 
death, and triple benefits for travel accidental death. One policy, one premium 
insures all your loved ones—baby to grandparents—all for only $1.00 per month!

no IREDItRL EKnmHIATIOn
We have thousands of satisfied policyholders all over the country, many of whom' 
could not afford to pay big prices. Now YOUR ENTIRE FAMILY can enjoy 
real life insurance protection. No agent will call. No medical examination, no in­
vestigation, no red tape. This remarkable Triple Indemnity policy sold by mail 
on Bankers Life and Casualty Company’s ironclad guarantee. You take no risk.' 

send nomoniv
Remember, you do not send one cent with coupon—just your name and address,' 
and we send vou our 10 Day Free offer and full details. Be sure to write today.' 
Don't put this off. Just mail coupon. No obligation. . . ,

NO AGENT 
WILE CALL
Send coupon quick 
for full details and 
cur 10 Day Free 
offer. No obligation 
or single oenny ex­
pense to you. Act 
today for this new 
low cost family 
group policy.



WORLD’S LARGEST DENTAL PLATE MAKERS

FALSE TEETH
$795 I|—by------

MAIL
SEND NO MONEY! Posed by a Professional Model •

BEFORE AFTER

Mrs. Elsie Boland of Norton, Kansas, writes:
"Enclosed find two pictures, 
fore I got my teeth; the other 
are certainly beautiful. I have 
not had mine out since the 
day I got them, except to 
clean them."

One shows how I looked be* 
one afterwards. Your teeth

Harry Willoughby, Adair­
ville, Kentucky, writes:

"I have received my teeth 
and am PROUD OF THEM."

Mrs. Geo. G. Conklin, 
Bridgeport, Connecti­
cut, writes:

"I received my set of 
teeth. I wear them day 
and night. I have good 
reason to be well pleased 
with them. Thank you 
very much.'*

MADE - TO - MEASURE 
DENTAL PLATES DI­
RECT FROM OUR LAB­

ORATORY TO YOU!
We make to measure for you 

individually—BY MAIL—Dental 
Plates for men and women—, 
from an impression of your own 
mouth taken by you at your 
home. We have thousands of 
customers all over the country 
wearing teeth we made by mail 
at sensible prices.

AT ROCK-BOTTOM 
PRICES

If you find out what others 
have paid for theirs, you will be 
astounded when you see how 
little ours will cost you I By 
reading our catalog, you will 
learn how to save half or more 
on dental plates for yourself. 
Monthly payments possible.

ON GO DAYS’ TRIAL
Make us prove every word we 

say. Wear our teeth on trial for 
as long as 60 days. Then.if youare 
not perfectly satisfied with them, 
they will not cost you a cent.>

WITH MONEY-BACK 
GUARANTEE Op
SATISFACTION

We take this risk. We guar­
antee that if you are not com­
pletely satisfied with the teeth 
we make for you, then any time 
within 60 days we will immedi­
ately refund every cent you have 
paid us for them. Wo take your 
word. You are the judge.

HAND-CABVED SET

PARTIAL

BOOTLESS

The foregoing are a few of thousands of 
unsolicited letters. We do not Imply that you 
will obtain the same results. What is im­
portant to you is WE GUARANTEE YOUR 
MONEY BACK IF YOU ARE NOT 100% 
SATISFIED.

HIGH-GRADE MATERIAL AND EXPERT 
WORKMANSHIP

TRY our practically unbreakable ROOFLESS, PARTIAL and 
TRANSLUCENT plates. Our dentures are set with pearly-white, 
genuine, porcelain teeth; constructed from high-grade materials, 
with expert workmanship. We make all styles of plates. A dentist 
supervises the making of each plate. . . .

FREE IMPRESSION MATERIAL. Catalog with our now low 
prices and information. Don't put this off. Do it 
TODAY! CLIP COUPON OB WRITE. A one cent 
postcard with name and address plainly written is all 
that is necessary.

We also Repair or Reproduce Old Plates—48-hour Service

UNITED STATES DENTAL COMPANY
1555 Milwaukee Ave., Dept. C-82, Chicago, ill.

—--------- MAIL THIS COUPON NOW 
<7 ISS ms united states Jr Ju dental company
Dept. C-82, 1555 Milwaukee Ave.t
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS.
Send, without obligation, your FREE impres­
sion material, catalog, and information..



DEEP sea fishing is a sport that provides adventure for the wealthy, the near 
wealthy, and the vacationists out for a good time at the Florida Winter re' 
sorts. Miami Beach is one of the centers for this activity, and naturally when 

a cloud is thrown over the deep-sea fishing fleet, it is likely to cause some misgivings 
among the local business-men and vacationists alike. When this cloud resolves itself 
into the cloaked weapon of a callous group of murderers the threat is even more far- 
reaching.

It was a murder menace against this background that plunged me into the case 
which Robert Wallace is going to tell about next month in MURDER MOON 
OVER MIAMI—a complete book-length 
novel packed with excitement, suspense, 
and dramatic impact from start to finish.

Vanishing Fishing Boats
There didn’t seem to be a reason in the 

world why expensive fishing boats should 
head out into the Gulf Stream with their 
gay parties of fishermen, never to come 
back. None of these boats carried anything 
of real value that would tempt a modern 
pirate. There might have been some point 
in attempting to kidnap the wealthier fish­
ermen, but this angle did not crop up at 
all.

The boats merely vanished, once they 
had left Miami Beach behind them and 
journeyed over the horizon.

Naturally the local police did everything 
in its power to solve the mystery of these 
disappearances, and even the United States 
Coast Guard took time out from its Neu­
trality patrols to investigate, but all of 
these searches were in vain. My own diffi­
culty with the case, one which ran from 
the center of the lively, bustling vacation 
capital of Florida to the fastnesses of the 
jungle and the depths of coral islands 
and isolated key, proved a real challenge 
to me.

A Chain of Murder
“Corpse Cay” is a sinister name, and at 

first seemed to be merely intended as at­
tractive local color for tourists. But as 
the murder chain in MURDER MOON 
OVER MIAMI developed and unraveled, 
I sensed that the Corpse designation might 

not be entirely a matter of innocent de­
scription. The island might harbor all 
sorts of horrible activities. None of the 
people I encountered in Miami seemed to 
know. Folks just didn't go to Corpse Cay. 
There was a story current that the Corpse 
Cay was the center of a whirlpool cur­
rent that brought flotsam and jetsam 
from the open sea and cast it up on the 
beach.

My investigations in the vicinity of 
Corpse Cay revealed a number of inter­
esting and romantic things. They involved 
the security of some of the most honored 
names in southern Florida, especially a 
family headed by a prominent jurist. This 
judge was being threatened by a criminal 
he had sentenced to prison; a criminal who 
had succeeded in breaking jail.

It Looked Simple, but—
If this had been the only complication in 

the case, the solution might have been 
much simpler than it actually was. But we 
in the criminal investigating field know 
a case that appears simple, seldom is when 
it comes time to run down the culprits and 
round up enough evidence to convict them. 
But I’m afraid that is as much of a hint 
as I can give you about what you’re going 
to find in MURDER MOON OVER 
MIAMI. You'll have to follow me through 
the ramifications of this baffling crime 
chase—and see for yourself next issue.

Be sure you’re on hand for the January 
issue of THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE 

(Continued on page 12)
io



don’t WoiTy about
Rupture
•’ Why put up with days months > > . YEARS of dis­
comfort, worry and fear? Learn now about this perfected 
invention for all forms of reducible rupture. Surely you 
keenly desire—you eagerly CRAVE to enjoy life’s normal 
activities and pleasures once again. To work < to play 
... to live... to love... with the haunting Fear of Rupture ban­
ished from your thoughts! Literally thousandsof rupture suffer, 
ers have entered this Kingdom of Paradise Regained. Why not 
you? Some wise man said, "Nothing is impossible in this 
world”—and it is true, for where other trusses have foiled 
is where we have had our greatest success in many cases! 
Even doctors—thousands of them—have ordered for them­
selves and their patients. Unless your case is absolutely 
hopeless, do not despair^ The coupon below brings our 
Free Rupture Book in plain envelope. Send the coupon now.

Patented AIR-CUSHION Sup­
port Gives Nature a Chance 

to CLOSE the OPENING
Think of it! Here’s a surprising yet simple-acting invention 
that permits Nature to close the opening—that holds the rup­
ture securely but gently, day and night, at work and at play! 
Thousands of grateful letters express heartfelt thanks for re­
sults beyond the expectation of the writers. What is this 
invention—How does it work? Will it help me? Get the 
complete, fascinating facts on the Brooks Automatic Air 
Cushion Appliance—send now for free Rupture Book.
Cheap—Sanitary—Comfortable 
Rich or poor—ANYONE can afford to buy this remarkable, 
LOW-PRICED rupture invention! But look out for imita­
tions and counterfeits. The Genuine Brooks Air-Cushion 
Truss is never sold in stores of by agents. Your’Brooks is made up, after 
your order is received, to fit your particular case. You buy direct at the 
low “maker-to-user” price. The perfected Brooks is sanitary, lightweight, 
inconspicuous. Has no hard pads to gouge painfully into the flesh, no 
stiff, punishing springs, no metal girdle to rust or corrode. It brings 
heavenly comfort and security—while the Automatic Air Cushion con­
tinually works, in its own, unique way, to help^Nature get results! Learn 
what this patented invention can mean to you—send coupon quick!

Wheres YOUR Rupture?

g
I

SENT ON TRIAL!
No . don’t order s Brooks now—FIRST get the complete 
revealing explanation of thia world-famous rupture Invention. 
THEN decide whether you want the comfort—the freedom from 
fear and worry—the security—the same amazing results thou­
sands of men, women and children have reported. They found 
our Invention the answer to their prayers! Why can’t you? 
And you risk nothing as the complete appliance Is SENT ON 
TRIAL. Surely you owe it to yourself to Investigate this no- 
risk trial. Send for the facts now—today—hurry I All cor­
respondence strictly confidential.

FREE! Latest Rupture Book Explains All! 
^S»M.Just Clip and Send Coupon*^
Brooks Appliance Co., 182 A State St., MarshalLWlich.

PROOF! r . ■
Proof of the value and outstanding 
merit of the BROOKS APPLIANCE 
is clearly shown by the fact that over 
9000 doctors have ordered it for them­
selves or their patients. One doctor alone 
has ordered for his patients over 400 
Brooks Appliances. Follow your doc­
tor’s advice! If he says you have a 
reducible rupture and advises a proper­
fitting support, don’t subject yourself 
to further delay, which may prove 
dangerous, but send us your name 
and address immediately. Stop Your 
Rupture Worries! Enjoy the comfort, 
freedom of action and physical security 
which this made-to-order appliance 
will give you.

BROOKS APPLIANCE CO........._182.A State Marshall Mich.
Without obligation, please send your FREE 
Book on Rupture, Proof of Result., and. 
TRIAL OFFER—all in plain envelope.

Name-------------------------- —----------------------------—

Sinti----------------------------------------

City-------------------------------------------.State———.

State whtihtr fee Matt □ orChiU- O



—WANTED— 
MEN and WOMEN 

WORK for the U. S. GOVERNMENT
Salaries $1700 - $2600 Per Year 

NO LAYOFFS! VACATIONS WITH PAY! 
PENSIONS! REGULAR RAISES!

A LIFET5W8E JOB 
RAILWAY POSTAL CLERKS 

City Mail Carriers Clerks-File Clerks
Post Office Clerks Steno-Typisfs
Rural Mail Carriers Customs Inspectors

PATROL AND IMMIGRATION INSPECTORS

Pay for Coarse Only 
After You Are 

Appointed and Working
So sure are we that our simplified Interstate Home Study Course 
of coaching will result in your passing the Government examina­
tion and being appointed, that wo are willing to accept your 
enrollment on the following basis. The jrice of our complete 
10 week lesson course is $30, plus $3 Examiners' Fee.

We are willing to give you any course with tho 
understanding that you are to pay for It ONLY 
AFTER YOU ARE APPOINTED AND WORKING 
FOR THE GOVERNMENT.

FULL Particulars FREE!
- ——Clip and Mail this Coupsn NOW -
INTERSTATE HOME STUDY ACADEMY T-IO
901 Broad St., Div T-10, Newark, New Jersey
Please BUSH me FREE particulars, without obligation, how to 
Qualify for a Government Job.
Name..........................................................................................................

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

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

Choice of the LATEST STYLES-remaricably LOW PRICES. SATIS­
FACTION GUARANTEED or your money back. If you are not satisfied 
—they wi!I not cost you a cent.

Writ, tor FREE Wtalcx todaySENDFiO MOSEY
ADVANCE SPECTACLE C0.1
537 S. Dearborn Sl..(23EJ3l Chicago, ill. ’

“‘RHEUMATIC PAINS” 
MAKE THIS TEST FREE
If you'll just send me your name and address, 1’H mail you 
ABSOLUTELY FREE a generous trial" teet supply of the NEW 
IMPROVED CASE COMBINATION METHOD for relief of those 
agonizing pains commonly associated with RHEUMATIC, SCI­
ATIC, ARTHRITIC, and NEURALGIC conditions. No matter how 
long you have had those awful pains you owe it to yourself and 
jouj dear ones to try my new improved Case Combination Method. 
IT DOESN’T COST YOU ONE PENNY TO TRY IT, SO SEND 
YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS TODAY.
PAUL CASE. Dept. 448 Brockton, Mass.

Tan SKI.NS, Make Up FURS 
Be a Taxidermist. Double yourhuntinajun. We teach 
you at Home. Mount Birds, Animals, Pets. Heads 
and Fish. Save your hunting trophies; decorate noxnA and 
dra. MAKE MONEY. Mount and Krorne-top for others. 
»« sparetime profit*. INVESTiSaTE TODAY.

6Q Aft with 100gamepictures.48pastes. ___
•Ktt OWV* Hunters, get yours! It’s Now.Free, ~ XI
good postal card TODAY — This Minute! State your AGE. •BBSWRBMHMHaBs' 
M9RTHW&9TERN SCHOOL OF TAXIDERMYi Dept. 4179. Cmaha, Nebr-

THE PHANTOM SPEAKS 
(Continued from page 10)

—and MURDER MOON OVER 
MIAMI.

Letters from Readers
Just before sitting down at my type­

writer to jot down these thoughts concern­
ing next month’s novel, I had a chance to 
go over some of the fine letters you folks 
have been sending in. It’s a real pleasure to 
know that I am not only doing a real serv­
ice in the matter of crime solution and in­
vestigation, but that the stories of my ex­
ploits are also providing you folks with 
entertaining relaxation. Keep those letters 
coming in, and be sure that I’m more than 
glad to have them.

Here’s one from Clark Danforth of Ash­
land, Kentucky:

Sure got a big kick out of the last issue of THE 
PHANTOM DETECTIVE. THE BLACK GOLD 
KILLERS is the sort of a story I can always go 
for. That Empire State Building must be a wow 
of a building. I like the authentic background in 
your stories and the air of authenticity that sur­
rounds them.

Mary Foster of Minneapolis, Minnesota, 
has this to say:

Glad to see that Muriel Havens is taking part in 
the Phantom stories. I’m the kind of a reader that 
likes to have good he-men heroes, but I think that 
the women also ought to have an opportunity to do 
something worthwhile in stories of this type. After 
all, they do have policewomen, don’t they?

They sure do, Mary, and here’s hoping 
the law-abiding gals will be just as good 
Phantom fans as their big brothers. Now 
comes a missive from Elmer Considine of 
Los Angeles, California.

THE THOUSAND ISLANDS MURDERS was my 
first Phantom Detective novel, but I can promise 
you here and now that it's not going to be my last. 
I used to think that most of these detective maga­
zines were rather uninteresting, but I’m glad to 
say that the Phantom Detective was a pleasant sur­
prise to hie. Keep Richard Curtis Van Loan work­
ing along the same lines as at present.

There are a myriad others—many of 
which we’ll let you glance at from time to 
time in coming issues. You may feel sure 
that all of these letters help us in shaping 
our future case histories, and we like to 
have our readers’ reactions, whether they 
come in sealed letters or postcards.

Join FRIENDS OF THE PHANTOM
Are you a member of our active, world­

wide organization? THE FRIENDS OF

True Picture Stories of
The World's Greatest Heroes in

REAL LIFE COMICS
An Inspiration to American Youth

Only 10c at all Stands



THE PHANTOM has many thousands of 
members in all parts of the globe, and all 
of these people are fellows and girls like 
yourself, who realize their responsibilities 
as conscientious, law-abiding citizens. If 
you’re not already a member, by all means 
fill out the coupon on this page at once. 
There are no dues or fees.

Just as a matter of caution, I want to 
point out that membership in FRIENDS 
OF THE PHANTOM does not confer 
upon you any special privileges with re­
spect to local, State or Federal law enforce­
ment agencies.

When you send in your membership ap­
plication, I will see that you receive the 
membership card at once. If you would 
like to have an official insignia, you may 
secure it by following the instructions on 
the coupon. This is entirely optional with 
you and is not required—your membership 
card is ample evidence of your association 
with FRIENDS OF THE PHANTOM.

Don’t forget those letters and post cards. 
Keep them coming. Send your communica­
tions to the Editor, THE PHANTOM 
DETECTIVE, 10 East 40th Street, New 
York, N. Y. Thank you.

Let’s meet again in this magazine next 
month. So long!

—THE PHANTOM.

"I will teach you Finger Print / -
Identification — Firearms K ride-. 
Indentlflcation—Police Pho- / *'A'GF» 
tography—and Secret Serv- f nPRlNTtK,~ 
Ice 1” That’s what I told the / .. 
men who now handle the 
good jobs listed in the col­
umn at the right. Give me a 
chance and I’ll train YOU 
to fill an Important posi­
tion in the fascinating j 
field of scientific crime / 
detection. /

THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE
10 East 40th Street
New York City

I wish to join the FRIENDS 
OF THE PHANTOM. I 
promise to uphold the laws 
of the nation and do all in

my power to aid in their enforcement.

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

State ....................................... Age...........Sex.............

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

TO OBTAIN THE PHANTOM EMBLEM, our 
official insignia, enclose the name-strip THE 
PHANTOM DETECTIVE from the cover of 
this magazine plus ten cents in stamps or euln.

Note: if you do not enclose the name-strip, 
send 15c in stamps or coin. This nominal charge 
is made merely to cover our expense in mailing 
this valuable bronze badge.

□ If already a member, eheck here.
Foreign readen are requested to aend Inter­
national Beply Coupons or American Stamps 
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I TRAINED ) 
THE MEN I 
WHO THEN I
GOT THESE!

-^BlG JOBS J

GET IN NOW!
But don't be misled. Scien­
tific crime detection is not 
simple. It’e a science—a real 
science, which requires very 
special training. I teach you 
this science so that you should 
be competent to do the work 
of a thoroughly trained em­
ployee in a bureau of identifi­
cation, for the rest of your 
life. I give you something no­
body can ever take from you.
LOOK AT THE RECORD!
43% of ALL Identification Bu­
reaus in tho United States are 
headed by our students and

Here are a

Cur students and
nates.

STATE BUREAU 
DELAWARE

STATE BUREAU 
FLORIDA

STATE BUREAU 
MAINE

STATE BUREAU 
MICHIGAN

STATE BUREAU 
NEW MEXICO

STATE BUREAU
RHODE ISLAND

STATE BUREAU

OY.

CT

OF

CF

OF

OP

OF
SOUTH CAROLINA 

STATE BUREAU OP

STATE BUREAU OP 
UTAHgraduates. They have regular

jobs—salaries—often collect re- LINCOLN, NEBRASKA
ward money — and many of 
these men knew absolutely noth­
ing about thia work before they 
began their training with me.

CONCORD, N. H. 
ALBANY, N. Y. j 
TRENTON, N. J.

£* D C E” BLUE BOOK CANTON, OHIO F fl&Ei OF CRIME TULSA, OKLA.
Tbli book 1b fnH of exciting informa­
tion od scientific crime detection. It 
will show YOU how YOU, at a cost so 
low you shouldn’t even think of It, 
can get started without delay. Don’t 
wait. Clip coupon ... lend U NOW I

MOBILE, ALA.
PHOENIX ARIZ.
LOS ANGELES, CAHEF.i
SEATTLE, WASH.

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
1320 Sunnyside Ave. Dept 7969 Chicago, UI.

IMSTITUTS OF APPLIED SCJENCR
1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept, 7959, Chicago
Gentlemen: Without any obligation on my part, send me the “Blue Book 
of Crime,’’ and complete list of 750 bureaus employing your grab or. tee. 
together with your low prices and Easy Terms Offer. (Literature will be 
sent ONLY to persona stating their age J

Name.

Address

, , , ,.............  Age.



MR. BOSTON

THE "SOVEREIGN OF THE 
SEAS" could show her stern 
to any square-rigger... sailed 
1478 miles in four days back 
in 1853! In those days cap­
tains lashed kegs of whiskey 
to quarterdecks . . . where 
the pitching motion rocked 
it to smoother flavor.

Try Rocking Chair...smooth and mellow as 
the Wave-rocked whiskeys that inspired it!

I
I

RETIRED, these old salts “rocked the 
keg”—with a rocker replacing the briny 
deep! Mr. Boston took a leaf from their 
log! The Rocking Chair Whiskey he 
brings yeu today was inspired by fa­
mous “rocked” whiskeys of yore.

MR. BOSTON RECAPTURES the long- 
forgotten mellowness of whiskeys 
“rocked in the keg” through controlled 
agitation in his special process of blend­
ing. Get a bottle of Rocking Chair — 
and port your helm for solid enjoyment!

ROCKING CHAIR
BLENDED WHISKEY

86 Proof • 75% Grain Neutral Spirits • Ben-Burk, Inc., Boston, Masa.



Murder Stalks 
a Billion

A Complete Book-Length Mystery Novel
By ROBERT WALLACE

Author of “Race Horses of Death," “The Thousand Islands Murders," etc.

Van could hear the girl’s hoarse, gurgling breath (CHAPTER XIV>

CHAPTER I
The Sea Won’t Tell

TTENDEZ! Everyone! There 
is a billion in gold!”

Shouted in French, the
words were cut oft as with a knife. A 
solid blow crunched like metal on 

bone. A deep, soul-chilling groan, a 
comparatively quiet splash was heard.

Two white hands jvere briefly 
thrust upward, drifting away on a 
gray-green sea. A pallid face showed 
vaguely.

A man had cried out strangely into 
the Caribbean night But he never



Spydom's Crimson Undercurrent Sweeps
would furnish details about “a billion 
in gold.” He had disappeared into a 
sea that never has been known to tell 
its secrets.

“Lecoque was most injudicious!” 
a voice said calmly. “I, Captain La- 
tore, have seen nothing, Lamont. 
Vive la Francaise!”

The man who had gone into the sea 
was casually, perhaps unfeelingly dis­
missed from mind, and the offi­
cial record. Except for a few more 
words from the man called Lamont.

"One Frenchman’s hand should 
never be set against another,” he said. 
“Since the other war of honor, when 
I was but a boy, I never have been 
guilty of the blood of another, and 
never before of my own countryman. 
Vive la Francaise!”

Metal grated. There was the gur­
gle and the high smell of running oil 
in pipes. These connected two drift­
ing ships. One was a monster liner, 
looming high and proud above the 
sleek, greyhound lines of the other.

The smaller ship was sharp-prowed. 
At its stern a triple wake poured 
phosphorescent fire from three pro­
pellers. Such a light cruiser could 
show its heels to most ships. But if 
it were armed for battle, the guns 
must have been light and well camou­
flaged.

Only those of the crew attending 
oil pipes linking the ships, and the 
uniformed commander were on the 
deck of the liner flying the tri-color 
of France. The commander bulked 
large as he leaned over the rail.

“Captain Latore,” he called, “we 
can spare but four tons. We must 
make the island to transfer our pas­
sengers for the States. I have hope 
that none aboard heard that one cry 
out.”

“We have suspected, Captain Jar­
dine, that the man who unfortunately 
fell into the sea was not of the Free 
French,” replied Captain Latore. 
“But we must have more oil quickly, 
Captain Jardine, so that we may 
reaclr a safer haven.”

“Oui, Captain Latore. You will 
send the emissary with my ship? He 
will transfer at the island with others 
who are bound for the States!”

’ “Pierre Lamont, who is to be 
greatly trusted, Captain Jardine,” 
said the cruiser commander, “will 
make his way to New York City, and 
there contact friends of freedom. He 
comes aboard your ship now.”

A SLIGHTLY built, active figure 
came up the Jacob’s ladder to 

the deck of the liner, a grimly serious 
fellow with jet-black hair and glis­
tening, dark eyes. He touched his 
peaked cap to Captain Jardine.

“I am Pierre Lamont, Captain Jar­
dine,” he said simply. “I am at your 
command, and deeply in your debt for 
this service you are doing our coun­
try.”

The liner captain saluted Lamont 
on the cheeks.

“It is unfortunate that one should 
have cried out about the billion in 
gold,” he said. “It is well that all of 
my passengers have been warned to 
stay below during the blackout. 1 
hope that none heard.”

The fuel oil having passed from the 
larger ship to the smaller one, the 
pipes were withdrawn. The grap­
pling mechanism that had held the 
vessels together was unlocked.

The light, speedy cruiser vanished 
like a wraith of the sea, leaving its 
triple trail of phosphorescent fire 
upon the lonely Caribbean. The Gar-

The Fate of Free France Sways in the



the Phantom into a Baffling Sea Mystery!
gantuan bulk of the liner shivered 
and rumbled, moving more slowly, a 
stately craft, bound for some island 
port where passengers would trans­
fer to coastal ships which would 
carry them to the surer freedom of 
the United States.

Pierre Lamont had not the appear­
ance of a man who had just been 
compelled to end the life of a fellow 

necting pipes that had tapped the 
fuel of the liner’s tanks to supply this 
mysterious ghost cruiser. They had 
heard, and seen everything.

“Dupre, we must never speak of 
th’s,” one of them whispered. “We 
did not hear a man fall into the sea, 
nor hear his words when he cried out 
that there was a billion in gold on 
that fast cruiser!”

THE PHANTOM

countryman as he moved with the 
liner captain toward his quarters. But 
the captain’s hope that none of his 
passengers had witnessed that, or had 
heard that outcry of the now de­
parted friend of the Laval and Hitler 
regime in his beloved France was 
futile.

Two passengers who stood under a 
life-boat had been close to the con-

“Oui, oui, Chaumon,” agreed the 
other. “Only perhaps we should re­
member this Pierre Lamont who just 
came aboard. We might need such a 
friend in New York City, and—”

Chaumon was a big Frenchman, 
with broad shoulders. His hands shot 
out. Gripping Dupre by the shoul­
ders, he lifted the man’s feet from 
the deck as he shook him.

Balance as Modern Pirates Create Panic!



“That is the talk of Vichy!” he 
grated harshly. “I will hear no more 
of it! I do not know, and you do not 
know any of this! A billion in gold? 
A man thrown into the sea! Absurd! 
Ridiculous! Remember that!”

Dupre, set down hard upon his 
heels, spoke weakly.

“Surely, Chaumon, mon ami, you 
misunderstand. It is only that if 
Monsieur Pierre Lamont should need 
our services in New York, for what 
he seeks, we should be ready to aid 
him.”

Chaumon growled, as if somewhat 
appeased.

“See then, Dupre, that is the way 
of it, if we should meet Pierre La­
mont in New York City. In the 
meantime, we must hope to find the 
job of singing, which we will sorely 
need.”

HE STOPPED short as bells 
clanged inside the liner. The 
vast ship moved forward, but the 

throbbing of its engines ceased.
Commands of officers came from 

loud-speakers along the decks.
“All topside! All preservers! Take 

stations at boats assigned! No lights! 
No cigarettes! There is no danger! 
We are too far in western waters! 
We make only the drill!”

A sizzling, fiery streak of phos­
phorescence hissed along the sea, be­
lying such assurance.

Even before the startled, rushing 
passengers caught the sound of the 
ripping explosion, they felt the thud 
and the sudden heeling over of the 
liner.

A second, then a third torpedo 
found their marks. One rapid-fire gun 
on the high fore deck punched a chain 
of futile shells into the sea where 
there was no visible target. Perhaps 
the periscope of a submarine was 
there, and perhaps it was sliding un­
der the sea to join the man of the 
pallid face and the white hands.

But, miles away by this time, a 
gray, ghostly cruiser was churning 

a high bone in its teeth, making bet­
ter than thirty-seven knots per hour, 
which in land miles would better 
forty miles per hour.

Life-boats rattled down as the 
liner settled and fire broke out. Some 
made the boats, and some died in the 
sea.

A dozen life-boats were sucked 
dowm by the sudden plunge of the 
stricken liner.

Three life-boats pulled toward the 
closest land, an island not far off the 
coast of Haiti. In one of these boats 
was Pierre Lamont. He wore a bitter 
smile.

The last words of Captain Jardine 
who had stayed with his ship, came 
to him.

“I should have pumped the gold 
ship’s tanks full,” Captain Jardine 
had said solemnly. “Now the fuel oil 
is wasted. But you must fulfill your 
mission. Success, Monsieur Lamont. 
Vive la Francaise.”

Lamont had gripped the captain’s 
hand, and all he had said was, “Vive 
la Francaise,” only adding, “A free 
and more glorious France.”

IN THE same boat with Pierre La­
mont, the big Frenchman, Chau­

mon, glanced at Lamont’s white, stern 
face.

Then he looked at the narrow fea­
tures and the sharp little eyes of 
Dupre.

He liked what he saw in the face 
of Pierre Lamont. He disliked the 
glint in Dupre’s eyes.

“A billion in gold is a stupendous 
amount,” Chaumon muttered. “In­
spiration to treachery and murder, or 
to loyalty and sacrifice, depending 
upon the man’s nature.”

That fast cruiser, he knew, like 
some ghost ship, was out on the vast, 
dark ocean somewhere, continuing to 
dodge its enemies above and under 
the sea.

It carried a billion in gold, bait for 
the sharks of the deep, or the wolves 
of the land.



CHAPTER II
Strange Witnesses

ITNESSES to the 
strange murder 
were odd figures. 
They were four, 
two women and two 
men. They looked 
like Okies from the 
“Grapes of Wrath” 
play. In fact, they 
were directly from 
the stage of “Cotton

Road,” one of the long-run shows of 
Broadway, and had come to the Hud­
son River waterfront in their cos­
tumes and make-up.

Ina Lou, younger of the two women 
had come to find Homer Kent, princi­
pal owner of the show, and her fiance. 
She had told others she feared for his 
safety.

Homer and Fred Kent were the 
Kent Brothers Oil Company. Their 
offices, loading wharves and big stor­
age tanks were here on the water­
front. Outside, a score of tanks that 
loomed starkly contained the life­
blood of power for many ships at sea.

At this unusual hour, young Fred 
Kent was alone in his brother’s pri­
vate office. He had the furtive air of 
a man who knew he should not be 
here. He was puzzling over some pa­
pers from his brother’s desk.

Fred Kent’s clear eyes were trou­
bled. Homer had been acting queerly. 
There had never been a secret be­
tween them, until now. Something 
was troubling Homer Kent that he 
was keeping to himself.

Fred Kent’s hand unwittingly 
touched a spring concealed under the 
edge of his brother’s desk. A drawer 
shot out. Some folded papers showed. 
Fred Kent swore. He had not known 
about that drawer.

“I’ve never before intruded into 
Homer’s private affairs,” he mut­
tered. “But this may be for his own 
good.”

He was lifting papers out of the 

drawer when a sinister voice filled 
the room.

“Don’t move! Drop those papers!”
Fred Kent dropped the papers— 

but he shut the drawer with the sin­
gle movement. He ducked as if ex­
pecting a shot, but none came. Two 
bulky, heavy-jawed men closed in.

Young Kent looked about help­
lessly. He could hear the rumbling 
of engines on ferry switch tracks a 
block away. He had timed his visit 
so the night watchman would be at 
the other end of the storage yard.

Seeing that both ruffians held au­
tomatics, and that their eyes were 
about as friendly as those of trapped 
rodents, Fred Kent lifted his hands.

“You’ve made a mistake, gents,” 
he said calmly. “We don’t keep cash 
on hand here. As for what little I 
have on me, you are welcome.”

A voice like steel rubbed on steel 
spoke from near the doorway.

“Unless we are mistaken, you have 
sufficient on you, Kent. We have come 
to find only a date and a place. And 
if you’re a good fellow and play ball, 
it will be worth plenty to you.”

At once Fred Kent knew that he 
was being mistaken for Homer Kent, 
head of the Kent Oil Corporation. 
And it naturally followed that these 
holdups might be seeking the very 
thing that had puzzled him, a secret 
that had been worrying his brother.

He temporarized. Perhaps these 
violent visitors might reveal some­
thing of what he had not been able 
to discover.

"And how do I know you’ll keep 
your word, if I give you the date and 
place?” he said, without the slightest 
idea of what they might be.

He could not see the leader back 
in the darkness. All he saw was the 
flash of brilliant stones in the dim 
light—diamonds or other jewels *n 
the man’s fingers.

“You don’t know,” the leader said 
promptly. “Only what is at stake is 
so great that even a trivial split could 
buy out your whole corporation!”



Fred Kent shook his head. All 
he knew was that his brother had 
been distraught for days. He had 
imagined it might be that “Cotton 
Road” was beginning to fall off when 
its returns were sorely needed to bol­
ster up the heavy expansion their oil 
concern had begun.

Or it might be the new government 
emergency regulations that virtually 
took their business out of their hands.

CHIP DORLAN

Or it might be their failure to ob­
tain the fuel oil and gasoline needed 
to fill increasing orders.

But this was something else. A 
place and a date? Worth a huge 
amount of money?

Of enough attraction to bring these 
gunmen in a raid on the isolated of­
fices?

“And if I give you the name and 
the date?” felt out Fred Kent. “What 
then?”

One of the gunmen suddenly peered 
closely at Fred Kent’s face. He swore 
violently.

“Hey, Diamond! We’ve got the 
wrong egg! This ain’t Homer Kent!

But maybe he is in the know, any­
way!”

Fred Kent then made a fatal mis­
take.

“Certainly I am. But I’m not talk­
ing. You’ll have to see my brother.”

The thug leader called “Diamond” 
spoke slowly.

“To what part of the mountains 
are you sending the trucks? And 
when do they pass through Belle­
ville? That’s all we want to know, 
and we’ll guarantee not one driver 
will get a scratch.”

Fred Kent still held the idea he 
might trick his visitors into betrayal 
of something that his brother had 
been withholding from him.

“Well, that isn’t exactly set yet,” 
he said slowly. “We will learn the 
exact time and the place just before 
the trucks are to leave—” He got no 
farther.

“So you don’t know a thing about 
it!” snarled the man marked only by 
the scintillant flash of brilliant 
stones. “But now you do know too 
much about us! Okay, Pete! Quick! 
There’s a car stopping!”

Youthful Fred Kent had been a 
college athlete. His eyes had been 
fixed upon the gun hand of the rough- 
featured man nearest to him. He 
made a clean, lurching side dive.

A spiteful crack, not much more 
than the snapping of a lead pencil, 
came from the pocket of the other 
gunman. Fred Kent turned slowly, 
teetering back to his heels.

WHEN he fell, there was a blue 
hole under one ear that did not 
bleed. The death bullet had been ac­

curate and of small caliber.
“You always leave youi’ mark, 

Dude,” approved the man with the 
diamonds. “Give that drawer he had 
open the once-over.”

Diamond came into the circle of 
light. He was a solemn, black-haired 
man, with a long face that would have 
befitted a deacon or an undertaker.

One of the gunman started prying 



at the hidden desk drawer. He swore, 
as it was without result.

“Hurry!” Diamond said sharply. 
"Here, give me that rod, and I’ll 
smash it!”

The smashing was not accom­
plished. A car had stopped outside, 
among the oil tanks. Steps sounded 
on the concrete walk.

CURSING, Diamond gave up his 
effort to open the drawer'

“Quick! Out! Anyway, we’ve left 
Homer Kent a nice sample of what 
to expect! It’ll help soften him up!”

Four people came hurrying openly 
along the walk that curved in just 
below the Hudson River Parkway. 
They first appeared where the walk 
circled an immense, silver sphere, 
shining in lights from the parkway 
above it.

This seemed to be a miniature of 
the perisphere that for two years 
had been a feature of the New York 
World’s Fair, but it was a pressure 
tank containing tons of the highest 
octane gasoline, the type employed 
for airplanes.

Of the four approaching the office 
where young Fred Kent lay beside 
his brother’s desk, with a blue hole 
under one ear, two were women. One 
was so big she waddled. The other 
was so small and slim that she seemed 
elfin.

All wore ragged, ill-fitting and 
torn clothes.

“I’m tellin’ you, Ina Lou, it’s unbe- 
fittin’ for you to be galivanting like 
this to meet the man you’re goin’ to 
marry,” said the big woman in a 
heavy bass voice. “According to the 
stars—”

“Sure, sure, Martha,” said the girl 
in a silvery voice. “I know the stars 
indicate that calamity is about to 
overtake me. As for coming to find 
Homer, it is a daring thing to do, I’ll 
admit. What will the gossip columns 
say about Ina Lou, of ‘Cotton Road,’ 
meeting Homer Kent with only her 
godmother Martha, old Whickers, and 

Slowboy to keep the proprieties? It’s 
scandalous. We should have brought 
the marines.”

The oldest man of the pair snick­
ered, his opening mouth showing 
where front teeth had been. Evi­
dently he was old Whickers. The 
vague light showed a face as wrin­
kled as any human face could be, and 
what little hair he had was snowy 
white.

The younger man, who had been 
called “Slowboy,” let out a cackling 
laugh that might have been expected 
from a weak-minded youth.

“Ina Lou, you still oughta listen 
to me,” said Slowboy. “I won’t keep 
you pining and wondering where I 
am. I don’t like Homer Kent, and I 
never will, even if he does pay our 
salaries.”

INA LOU laughed merrily. Old 
Whickers caught her wrist.

“Psst!” he warned. “Lookit—over 
on the other side of that big metal 
ball.”

Three furtive figures were filing 
from the office, placing the metal tank



between themselves and the four on 
the walk. But all that could be seen 
distinctly under a light beside the 
metal tank, was the gleaming flash of 

Blue fire streaked from 
the thug’s automatic 

(CHAPTER X)

stones upon one man’s hands. Then 
the unexpected prowlers disappeared.

“Sakes alive!” Martha, the big 
woman cried out. “One of ’era’s wear­
in' diamonds that look like head­
lights!”

None of them saw the abrupt pause 
of the man called Diamond and his 
two gunmen.

“Diamond, why do you keep on 
sportin’ them things?” one gunman 
muttered. “Some day they’ll pin a 
rap right on your nose.”

The murder leader’s eyes were 
fixed upon the two women and the 
two men j ust about to enter the Kent 



Oil offices. There was killer intent­
ness in his black eyes, speculation.

“That’s Ina Lou from ‘Cotton 
Road,’ and them three stooges that’s 
always trailing her around,” he said. 
“We can’t turn on the heat here, and 
besides, that girl may be the best bet 
in putting the pressure on Homer 
Kent.”

DIAMOND and his two gunmen 
moved on quickly, silently. Their 

car was speeding away when old 
Whickers pushed open an unlocked 
door in the Kent Oil offices.

Ina Lou screamed once. Old Mar­
tha promptly clamped a hand over 
her mouth.

Old Whickers, was the first to find 

the bullet-hole under the ear of the 
dead man.

Whickers’ eyes went about very 
shrewdly. They held on the desk 
where marks showed that an effort 
had been made to pry open a drawer.

“Thank the Lord is wasn’t Homer,” 
said Whickers. “Not saying I’m lack­
ing sympathy for his brother. Ina 
Lou, you and Martha had best get 
back to the car. I’ll be calling the 
police.”

Ina Lou had an arresting face. It 
was pretty, but strong and purpose­
ful, too. Her eyes were like green 
zircons, and her hair was a natural 
auburn.

“I know this has something to do 
with what has been wrong with 
Homer for days,” Ina Lou said, re­
pressing her scream. “Whoever did 
this thought that poor Fred was 
Homer!”

“Wouldn’t say so,” drawled Slow- 
boy, who showed freckles and queerly 
crossed eyes under the light “Looks 
like a hold-up. Fred Kent was down 
here alone. He tried to draw a gun 
maybe, and they killed him.”

Old Whickers shook his gray head 
slowly.

“It wasn’t a robbery,” he said. 
“For they left that diamond-studded 
watch, and I’m betting his wallet is 



still in his pocket. No, they wanted 
something else.”

Old Martha, holding Ina Lou in her 
arms, was rolling her eyes as if in­
voking the mysterious.

“All of us had best be going,” she 
said. “And if we’re smart, we’ll not 
say a word about what we saw out­
side.”

“Well, I’m calling the police,” 
Whickers cut in impatiently, “and 
we’re telling all we know. We did see 
that one killer who must have been 
wearing a flock of rocks. We—”

Rubber squealed as a car was 
pulled up outside. A tall man came 
dashing in. His wide eyes took in the 
little group, the still body on the 
floor.

“Freddie! Freddie!” he cried, 
kneeling beside the body. “I didn’t 
believe it! When they phoned me, I 
thought it was some horrible joke! 
And you—”

He was staring at the others as if 
he had not seen them before.

“Ina Lou!” he cried, then leaped 
to his feet, to take her into his arms. 
“Why did you come here? What did 
you see? Whickers! Did you get a 
look at the killers? Someone called 
me—told me my brother was dead, 
and he laughed! Laughed!”

“TV/fR. KENT,” Whickers said, 
1VJL “We have a show going on in 

an hour. We saw three men here, 
running away, but none of us were 
near enough to identify any of them. 
I think we had better go, before the 
police hold us up.”

“Yes, yes, Whickers,” said Homer 
Kent. “I’ll call the police myself. 
Later you may be wanted. I can’t 
understand this.”

Utter pain was in his voice but 
in his deep eyes and handsome face, 
was something that gave the lie to 
what he said.

Homer Kent did understand why 
his brother had been murdered—and 
he was afraid!

CHAPTER III
Murder in the Sky

and the five 
passengers.

WO moving stars of 
red and green high 
over Long Island 
Sound were the rid­
ing lights of a con­
tinental passenger 
plane coming in 
from the west. The 
night was clear and 
the landing field in 
sight for the pilot

men and two women

Two men in a small car, parked at 
one side of the airport landing run­
way, were expressing their satisfac­
tion that the plane was coming in 
from Washington on time. They 
could not know that another pair of 
men who were also watching the 
plane were sure the plane would not 
land safely.

“Phantom,” one of the first two 
men said, “if it were any other re­
porter but Steve Huston, I would say 
he has been seeing Fifth Columnists 
in his sleep. But when Steve says he 
has come upon a plot that threatens 
many lives, and involves the stagger­
ing sum of a billion in gold, I have to 
put credence in it.”

The speaker was Frank Havens, 
the rugged, middle-aged publisher of 
the New York Clarion and a chain 
of nation-wide newspapers. Steve 
Huston was the ace reporter of his 
New York newspaper. For several 
days, the red-headed reporter had 
been running down a story that there 
had been some mysterious, unusual 
activity among certain leading oil 
magnates of the country, in which it 
was rumored that a cold billion was 
involved.

“A billion in gold is quite a bit 
more than pocket change,” said the 
man whom Frank Havens had ad­
dressed as Phantom. “And you tell 
me that of all curious places, Steve 



Huston has been getting most of his 
information from show people, some 
of the members of that ‘Cotton Road* 
cast?”

“Right, Phantom,” said Havens. 
“It seems that Steve at last has a se­
rious affair of the heart. Her name is 
Penny Lake. She’s understudy to 
Jewel Madison, the society actress, 
the ‘Ina Lou’ of Cotton Road. I un­
derstand that Penny Lake was to 
meet Steve in Washington to give him 
some information she had picked up.”

The Phantom was not exactly stag­
gered by even such a figure as a bil­
lion in gold. As he now appeared, he 
was a rather seedy-looking individual 
in a loose sack suit and a slouch hat. 
But when he was not engaged as the 
Phantom, in running down major 
crimes, and in seeing that justice was 
done, he spent his own inherited for­
tune as if it might be somewhere 
around a billion, rather than a mere 
million or so.

He was in reality, Richard Curtis 
Van Loan, playboy and cynical so­
ciety sportsman. Frank Havens, who 
virtually made him the world’s most 
famous manhunter, was the single 
living person who knew his real 
identity.

A friend of the Phantom’s dead 
father, Frank Havens had first in­
terested the bored, carefree young 
Van Loan in a newspaper murder 
case. Since then, Dick Van Loan had 
perfected himself in all the arts and 
science of criminal detection.

Physically he approached masculine 
perfection, and had been trained in 
both Oriental and Occidental methods 
of fighting. His laboratory had en­
abled him to perfect scores of ad­
vanced police devices that put him 
ahead of other detectives.

Called “the man of a thousand 
faces,” he could make himself the 
double, in appearance, voice and man­
ner, of anyone with whom he had 
once had contact. Ventriloquism, 
hypnotism, and other arts enabled 

him to meet any and all of the clever­
est criminals on their own grounds.

HE WAS known wherever law was 
administered throughout the 

world; known and liked. He was like­
wise known wherever the brainiest 
crooks assembled; known and feared.

The conversation between Frank 
Havens and the Phantom, however, 
was no more intriguing than that be­
tween the other two men in a car that 
was parked near a boat-house, on the 
shore of Long Island Sound. From 
within the boat-house came the puls­
ing of an idling boat’s motor.

One of the men raised a heavy, 
long-fingered hand, and great dia­
monds flashed with myriad colors.

"There she is, Spud,” said the be- 
diamonded man. “Right on the dot. 
Now if Ackers has his plans working, 
it won’t be long. Right over the 
Sound,” he said.

"But Diamond,” said the other 
man, who had slaty eyes, “suppose we 
get there too late, and he doesn’t free 
himself from the chute?”

“In that case,” said Diamond, “we 
make sure that he doesn’t free him­
self from the chute.”

The slaty-eyed man swallowed 
hard, staring at Diamond’s long, sol­
emn face.

“Because, Spud,” said Diamond, “if 
one body is missing when the bodies 
are found in the plane, that man 
might be remembered from the Wash­
ington end. We wouldn’t want that, 
would we?”

The other man’s slaty eyes wid­
ened. Plain enough what he was 
thinking. In a murder mob like this 
—suppose the time should come when 
he, “Spud,” was on the short end of 
the same kind of a deal?

The green and red lights of the 
plane were low now. The ship was 
directly above the wide Sound. Some­
thing like a murky cloud appe&red 
against the star-filled sky between 
the plane’s riding lights.



“That’s it!” announced Diamond. 
“Come on, we’ll do a bit of cruising!"

In the Phantom’s car, Frank Ha­
vens and Dick Van Loan saw the 
smoke billow out between the green 
and red lights of the Washington 
plane.

“Good glory!” shouted Havens. 
“It’s an explosion! Dick, I should 
have called Steve Huston off of this 
trip! He said he was convinced that 
two oil men who would be on the 
plane were not intended to reach New 
York! But he could not explain 
why!”

In that plane they saw, Steve Hus­
ton had been sitting. The young 
reporter was rusty-headed, freckle­
faced and stubborn of chin. And his 
engaging grin had fooled many who 
made the mistake of trying to trade 
punches with him.

The slim girl beside him was 
slightly snub-nosed, but it was so 
much a Judy Garland kind of nose, 
and the rest of her was so perfect, 
that the nose was scarcely ever no­
ticed. The nose wrinkled when she 
looked at red-headed Steve Huston.

They were just passing over the 
lights of Manhattan, with the dark 
streak of Long Island Sound showing.

“I wish I hadn’t got you into this by 
eavesdropping,” said Penny Lake. 
“Only it has thrown us together a lot, 
and I guess I like that.”

“You better like it,” growled 
Steve. “Two weeks ago you heard a 
man talking in the wings of the 
theater, when he thought no one was 
around. And you heard him say that 
any oil man who came here thinking 
he would grab that big contract might 
not even arrive. Since then, two oil 
men from the West have disappeared 
strangely while driving to New 
York.”

PENNY LAKE nodded her well 
poised head.

“You don’t know who was doing 
the talking,” said Steve, “because you 
didn’t see the speaker. Then you hear 

the same voice again in one of the 
dressing rooms, saying that Leonard 
and Traynor, the big oil men up there 
in the front seat, will not reach New 
York.”

Penny was still nodding.
“I can’t identify men by their 

voices,” she said. “Maybe I’m tone 
deaf. Anyhow, the man was wrong, 
because we’ve already reached New 
York.”

“But you did hear him say some­
thing about a billion in gold, didn’t 
you, Penny?” asked Steve.

“I certainly did,” said Penny. “He 
said there was a cold billion in it for 
the one who played it right. But it 
seems hard to believe there’s that 
much money in the world.”

“Well, as soon as we land,” said 
Steve, “I’m tackling Leonard and 
Traynor. If there is anything like a 
billion in the offing, I’ll smoke it out 
of them.”

Penny Lake smiled, looking at 
Steve as if she believed he could ac­
complish anything. Which was all 
right with Steve.

Steve had carefully studied every 
passenger. The oil men were obvi­
ously avoiding each other. The other 
men were students. A fifth man was 
scholarly looking absorbed in a book. 
The women passengers were too obvi­
ously of the social type to arouse any 
suspicion.

Steve felt the surge of motor power 
ease off. The big plane was gliding 
now, high over the Sound. The man 
with the book got up and walked to­
ward the front of the plane.

Just then the stewardess opened 
the pilot’s door, which is usually kept 
locked, glancing in. And then it hap­
pened so fast that Steve had no 
chance to reach for the automatic bol­
stered under his arm. The man with 
the book thrust the stewardess to one 
side. The man threw the book into 
the pilot’s cabin, then snapped the 
door shut.

As the man turned, Steve was on 
his feet.



“Sit down!” shouted the man 
harshly, and Steve Huston was look­
ing into the bore of a gun. “Don’t 
anyone move I”

He was backing toward the door. 
His coat seemed to split and the 
packed folds of a parachute appeared 
back of his hips. The man freed a 
catch of the door and jammed his 
weight against it.

Steve Huston dived then, throwing 
himself at the gunman and hoping 
for the best. He heard the vicious 
snap of the man’s weapon. A red-hot 
finger ran along the back of his neck, 
but he was reaching to grip the man’s 
ankles.

Then it seemed as if the gliding 
plane had hit the Empire State Build­
ing or something else equally solid. 
That was the pilot’s cabin splitting 
apart, with the violence of an explo­
sion.

The door burst open. Blue flames 
and smoke rolled into the cabin. 
Steve’s hands missed their hold upon 
the wrecker’s legs, and next it seemed 
to him as if his eyes had been burned 
out.

He was but vaguely conscious 
that the saboteur had forced the 
door open and propelled himself into 
space.

The women were screaming shrilly. 
The pretty stewardess was rolling in 
the slanted aisle, trying to extinguish 
fire that had Converted her into a 
human torch.

Steve heard Penny Lake cry out, 
then he was being slammed from seat 
to seat as the big plane went into a 
gyrating spin.

Steve fought to his feet and got 
one arm around Penny Lake, holding 
her steady as the plane continued 
its crazy, screaming dive.

Steve Huston never knew how he 
forced his way to the plane door, 
wedging it partly open so fresh air 
could blow on Penny Lake’s face. As 
the plane spun, he could see the dark- 
water of Long Island Sound rushing 
up to meet the doomed ship.

CHAPTER IV
Reward for Murder

THE instant of that 
first burst of smok­
ing flame from the 
continental plane, 
the Phantom went 
into action. His car 
motor roared.

“Steve ■was right, 
and he’s on that 
plane!” groaned 
Frank Havens.

“And Penny Lake’s with him!”
The publisher could see little if any 

hope for the passengers of what sud­
denly had been converted into a gy­
rating, flaming coffin.

Tongues of fire shot out from the 
spinning ship.

The Phantom was turning his bat­
tered old coupd in the minimum of 
space. Its powerful motor roared. As 
the coupe leaped into life, hitting the 
first side road from the airport to­
ward the Sound, Van said tightly:

“That could not have been a motor 
or a fuel tank explosion. It mush­
roomed from the pilot’s cabin. It 
might have been a set time bomb, but 
I have another idea.”

Havens was clinging to any hold he 
could find as Van made the coupe do 
sixty on a road built for wagons haul­
ing dirt.

“What can we do, Dick?” said 
Havens despairingly. “Everyone in 
that plane must be dead! Look!”

Even above the roar of their own 
car, they could hear the resounding 
crash as the burning plane landed in 
the Sound. When they reached the 
shore, Van leaped to the ground, run­
ning down over the rocks to the edge 
of the water. Havens stumbled after 
him.

“There’s what I mean’” exclaimed 
Van pointing into the murky sky. 
“See that little light? Flashing on and 
off?”

Havens saw the light. It came on 
and off at five second intervals, and 



each time it was a little lower and 
farther to the northward.

“Unless some passenger was lucky- 
enough to get a parachute, which isn’t 
likely, there’s the murderer who set 
off that blast!” declared Van. “He’s 
due to land in the water, not far from 
the middle of the Sound, and I’ve a 
notion that’s exactly what he planned 
to do.”

Van was running along the shore 
as he talked. Havens was breathing 
heavily, but keeping pace with him.

“If only Steve—”
Havens said that much and stopped. 

It was unlikely that Steve Huston 
would have got hold of a chute. It 
was more unlikely that he would have 
used it unless the other passengers 
were similarly equipped.

Sirens of coast guard and police 
boats were wailing out in the Sound. 
Large and small vessels were making 
their way toward where the plane had 
dropped. But all that could be seen 
now was a spreading pall of smoke.

Van saw that the flashing light, 
such as might have been made by the 
flicking of a cigarette lighter, was 
close to the water. He looked around 
for a boat of any kind, but the shore 
was only blank rocks. Swiftly he 
stripped his coat and shoes.

“Someone in a boat surely will have 
seen that light,” Havens said, “but I 
don’t hear any motor up this way.”

“With that explosion and the fast 
fall of the plane, it is doubtful if the 
police or anybody else would be on the 
lookout for a chute,” said Van. “And 
that’s just what that chutist may be 
depending upon.”

As the Phantom took to the water, 
Frank Havens continued along the 
shore where presently he found a 
leaky rowboat with one oar. Pushing 
the boat into the water, he paddled 
out.

VAN swam with long strokes. Only 
champions could distance the 
Phantom, and but few of them could 

equal his ability as a diver.

He kept an eye out for the little 
light. It did not appear again, but 
suddenly he heard the throbbing of a 
small boat’s motor and caught the 
light of its exhaust. It was making 
toward the spot where the parachute 
must had dropped.

Van was half a mile from shore 
when he heard the crack of a shot 
that could have come only from a 
small-caliber gun equipped with a si­
lencer. It sounded dead ahead, not 
far away.

The motor of the boat he had heard 
had been pulsing along at a moderate 
speed. Suddenly it awakened with a 
roar. Van could just make out the dim 
whiteness of its wake.

The tangled, floating chute was 
deeply sunken. In another few mo­
ments it would have been dragged 
under. But when Van reached the 
mass of silk and cord, he was in­
stantly aware that this was a new 
type of parachute.

“From its fineness, that chute could 
be packed under an average coat,” he 
thought, swimming around it. “And 
there’s only one reason for it to be 
sinking. The occupants of that motor­
boat must have rescued the chutist, 
and attached a weight to sink the 
thing, or else—”

Van dived. Under the chute he 
came upon the body of the man still 
fastened in the chute harness. As Van 
brought him to the surface, he knew 
the man was dead.

Van put his flashlight upon the 
dead man’s face. The features were 
heavy above a thick neck, but the man 
had long, tapering fingers and a 
pointed beard. He seemed above the 
average type of mob killer.

“French, I’d say, from the cut of 
his beard and hair,” decided Van, 
"though it was unlikely that any 
other plane passenger had survived, 
to confirm or deny his having been 
aboard the plane, or to tell what hap­
pened.”

Van’s heart was heavy at this 
thought. Steve Huston who had been 



a passenger had been more than an 
occasional aid to him. He had been a 
loyal friend.

Van uttered a sharp exclamation as 
his light touched the dead chutist’s 
neck. There was a little blue hole 
under one ear. The bullet that had 
killed the man had been of small cali­
ber, but it had pierced the throat and 
emerged on the other side of the 
jagged flesh wound.

“Reward for murder,” Van mut­
tered. “This fellow was alive when 
that boat arrived. The shot I heard 
was a neat and final pay-off without a 
kick-back."

Frank Havens called out, paddling 
along in the old boat he had com­
mandeered. He and the Phantom 
lifted the corpse into the rowboat. 
There, Van quickly searched the dead 
man’s pockets.

“Look here, Frank,” he said 
abruptly. “What’s this?”

A soggy card was stuck in the lin­
ing of the dead man’s vest. It was 
only after Van applied a chemical 
from his body make-up case that 
dimly penciled words were brought 
out. One line read:

See Big Dan at Club Nineteen. Do not 
approach anyone. Play the Number Four 
roulette table. You will win the five grand.

“Club Nineteen,” said Havens. 
“Big Dan Spade? That doesn’t sound 
reasonable. Spade is notoriously 
crooked as a politician, but he never 
has gone in for murder or mob stuff."

Van smiled grimly. “I have an 
idea,” he said studying the face of 
the corpse, “that someone may see a 
ghost shortly. And that someone was 
in the motorboat that replied to the 
chutist’s signal light. Perhaps it was 
believed cheaper to remove a killer 
than to have him win five grand. I 
think I will be playing table Number 
Four, at Club Nineteen, Frank.”

THE words had scarcely left his lips 
when a series of roaring explo­
sions broke out not far away. A beam 

of blinding light shot across the 
Sound, catching and holding the 
small, drifting boat in which Van, 
Havens and the corpse were riding in 
its dazzling radiance.

“They’ve fished Ackers out, blast 
’em!” a voice shouted. “A’right! Give 
’er the gun!”

The blinding searchlight seemed to 
leap straight at the flimsy rowboat. 
The speed-boat came on with a roar­
ing rush. Van’s hand moved with the 
speed of light. It was filled with the 
heavy automatic from under his arm.

His racketing shots were as fast as 
a machine-gun burst. The blinding 
light wrent out with a blue flash of 
flame. A man screamed with pain and 
the speed-boat swerved. Its wash nar­
rowly missed capsizing the smaller 
boat.

Van had caught Havens, rolling 
him into the water, so that both were 
clinging to the edges of the rowboat. 
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He was just in time, as lead clipped 
splinters that stung their faces.

“That got ’em!” exulted a voice. 
"C’mon, make sure that corpse has 
gone to the bottom!”

“Swim low and deep—drift with 
the tide, Frank,” directed Van.

As he spoke, he pulled the dead 
chutist into the water. Quietly, he 
went under, carrying the corpse with 
him.

* * * *
Steve Huston had often faced what 

he had thought was his last moment 
on earth. Frequently working with 
the Phantom, nearness to death was 
not unusual.

But this time Huston was con­
vinced there could be no last second 
reprieve. He was bitterly sick, with 
Penny Lake'held firmly in the crook 
of his arm. Her eyes were closed. 
She had passed out from shock and 
the horror of death that had come 
to other passengers in the spinning 
plane.

Steve was glad it was this way. He 
hoped Penny Lake would know noth­
ing of the final crash. Even as the 
plane’s side-slipping gyrations diz­
zied him, he kissed her cold lips.

One second the sky seemed to be 
below the opened door of the flaming 
coffin to which Steve clung, and the 
next the water of the Sound replaced 
the sky. Suddenly there was a splin­
tering, rending sound.

“There goes the port wing, an’ the 
last chance for a pancake,” Steve 
thought grimly, for he had been hop­
ing desperately that the ship might 
stall at the instant of its final plunge 
and lessen the force of its collision 
with the water.

Now the tearing off of one wing 
caused a skidding motion. The weight 
of the three motors in the nose turned 
the fuselage to lessen its frightful 
whirling. Sky and water appeared to 
be fused into one mass, filled with 
stars.

Huston could not have told whether 
he consciously jumped with Penny, 

or if he was thrown clear as the re­
maining, wide wing slipped into the 
water of the Sound. The impact 
seemed to pulverize his bones and 
turn his muscles to jelly.

The cold darkness of deep water 
closed over him. He was sinking, yet 
he was conscious that one arm still 
encircled Penny’s soft body. Un­
doubtedly Huston was but seconds 
under the surface, but never before 
had his thoughts so speeded up, re­
calling all that Penny had confided in 
him about hearing unnamed men dis­
cussing a mystery that dealt with oil, 
with a billion in gold, and with two 
oil men from the West who had al­
ready been killed in automobile acci­
dents.

STEVE’S speeded brain caught at 
one elusive thought he had over­

looked. Penny had said she could not 
identify the men by their voices, but 
she mentioned that one had a French 
accent. Had she been holding any­
thing back?

Steve queerly recalled that some 
members of the “Cotton Road” cast 
were of French origin. Two French 
singers had recently been added to 
the cast.

“Chaumon and Dupre,” came to 
Steve.

And what was another angle he 
had been overlooking? Yes, it was 
about Homer Kent, the backer of the 
show. It was said that Kent favored 
actors and actresses from stricken 
France, because his mother had been 
a Frenchwoman. His father had 
married her in Paris during the 
World War I.

None of this made sense to Steve 
now, although as death seemed to be 
pressing closer, his mind had star­
tling clarity.

All of that passed when again he 
was looking up at the stars. A great 
ache in his lungs was being eased by 
cold, fresh air. Something gave his 
head a cruel bump.. ..

A few minutes later, choking over 



a hot drink, Steve Huston looked at a 
kindly face under a coast guard’s 
peaked cap.

“You’re lucky, fellow,” said the 
guard. “Too bad about the others 
though.”

“You mean I’m the only one?” 
Steve gulped.

The guard smiled, jerking his 
thumb.

“Not quite,” he said. “We had to 
pry the little lady loose from your 
arm. You’d just about choked her, 
trying to save her life. She’ll be all 
right, so take it easy.”

From the way he felt Steve Huston 
knew now that Penny Lake was more 
than just a passing fancy. The others 
in the plane—he couldn’t think of 
them. He would be a long time getting 
the pretty stewardess out of the back 
of his mind. If he ever did.

CHAPTER V
Meet the Corpse

ERHAPS twenty 
minutes later, a 
motorboat came 
alongside. Steve 
Huston really came 
to life then. Frank 
Havens’ brusk voice 
was better than any 
stimulant he had 
been given.

“I will always be­
lieve in miracles after this, Steve,” 
said Havens. Thank God you and 
Penny Lake are safe!”

A limp and sodden corpse was being 
lifted onto the coast guard cutter’s 
deck. A man with straggly light hair 
appeared from the water and climbed 
aboard. Huston was staring at him 
when the man pulled the lobe of his 
left ear gently.

“The Phantom!” breathed Steve. 
“Score one. That dead man is the 
fiend who blew up the plane!”

The Phantom’s tug at his ear lobe 
was a signal he always used for Steve. 
Havens, Chip Dorian, his youthful 

protege, and others to whom he 
wished to identify himself when ap­
pearing in a new disguise.

“I judged the dead man to be the 
saboteur and killer,” said the Phan­
tom.

“He was, Phantom,” Steve said 
quietly. “And remembering now that 
he looked like a Frenchman, I have 
something more to tell you about 
Frenchmen, Phantom.”
He did not get a chance then, be­

cause the commander of the guard 
boat came over.

“I’m Captain Rogers,” he said. “I 
know you, of course, Mr. Havens, and 
Steve Huston here, but this gentle­
man with you . . . and what is this 
about the dead man you brought 
aboard ?”

Van acted so quickly that others 
nearby missed his movement. He pro­
duced and palmed a gleaming object 
—a pure platinum badge in the shape 
of a domino mask, and set with tiny 
diamonds.

“The Phantom!” said the guards­
man. “I might have guessed that, you 
being with Mr. Havens. You know 
this dead man to have been respon­
sible for this terrible thing?”

Captain Rogers, like other law en­
forcement officers everywhere, 
evinced the heartiest respect for the 
Phantom. That domino badge was 
known throughout the world. Wher­
ever and whenever its platinum and 
diamonds flashed, it was like serving 
notice on the perpetrators of a crime 
that their day of reckoning was at 
hand. For officers of every branch of 
law enforcement had come to know 
the Phantom as the Nemesis of the 
cleverest killers and of the craftiest 
of society’s despoilers.

“This dead man was the plane 
■wrecker,” the Phantom said quickly, 
so that only Captain Rogers heard. “I 
heard him called Ackers by men in a 
speed-boat. He was shot after he 
landed in a chute. But his execution­
ers may not be sure he is dead. For 
tiie present, I ask that the recovery of 



the body be kept secret. And I would 
like to be alone with the corpse in 
your cabin, Captain Rogers.”

The captain stared curiously at the 
Phantom, but nodded. He had the 
corpse moved into his own cabin as 
the boat turned toward the Manhat­
tan shore.

The great skill of the Phantom was 
never more fully or more quickly 
demonstrated than when he was alone 
with the corpse.

A small mustache and a pointed 
beard gave the corpse a foreign ap­
pearance. The features were heavy. 
Van was thinking that the frightful 
tragedy of the plane could be con­
nected with sabotage in line with the 
war, as he produced a new contrivance 
of his own for making up. It had the 
shape of a halved human skull and 
face. It was quickly made to duplicate 
the features of the corpse.

When Van slipped it together about 
his head, its snug fit was perfect.

HE WAS thinking as he worked 
deftly. Of all the nations in the 
war, France was the most divided. In 

New York were Free French who 
hated Hitler, while other Frenchmen 
in Vichy and Paris had helped to be­
tray their country.

Also in New York were other 
Frenchmen who were adherents to 
the traitorous cause of the Fifth Col­
umnists who had originally aided in 
the downfall of their country. And 
fierce hatred existed between these 
two groups.

Van knew that oil supply was one 
of the biggest elements of the war. 
Any and all factions of all the nations 
recognized America’s oil as the pos­
sible life-blood of the battle fleets that 
must eventually win.

This startling tragedy of an Ameri­
can continental plane might be simply 
an offshoot of the struggle for the 
sorely needed oil. But that something 
more murderous, more criminal was 
linked with this Van was convinced. 
And the key to the real motive for the 

gruesome murders in the sky might 
be in the soggy card he had taken 
from the dead man’s pocket.

“Anyway, this Ackers will not be 
expected at Club Nineteen,” Van 
mused. “It will be interesting to see 
if table Number Foui* is ready to pay 
off five grand should Ackers appear 
there as a player.”

Van’s flat make-up case was spread 
before him. He studied his new head 
mask in his make-up mirror, moving 
his hands expertly, until his own face 
was a replica of the dead man’s in 
every detail.

At the last, he slipped in thin eye­
shells of pale blue. These covered the 
normally brown orbs of Richard Cur­
tis Van Loan.

The dead man had been near to 
Van’s size and the Phantom was sat­
isfied when he had donned the clothes 
from the corpse. His rap on the door 
summoned Captain Rogers.

If the captain had seen a dead man 
arise and walk, he could not have 
been more dumbfounded. His eyes 
rolled from Van to the corpse on the 
floor of his cabin.

“I see it, and I don’t believe it, in 
spite of all I’ve heard of you, Phan­
tom,” he said. “All you need now is a 
wound.”

Captain Rogers stopped short, star­
ing, as the Phantom turned his head 
slightly. For there was the undeniable 
mark of a bullet. And on the other 
side of his neck was an apparent 
wound that had been taped.

“That death bullet could have fol­
lowed a slightly different course, 
through the dead man’s neck, Cap­
tain,” he explained, “and the man 
could have survived. It is always well 
to be realistic. Some man believes he 
inflicted that bullet wound.”

Steve Huston and Frank Havens 
came into the cabin. They had long 
since ceased to marvel at the Phan­
tom’s impersonations. Steve was sup­
porting Penny Lake.

“I’m against your idea, Phantom,” 
Havens soberly announced. “I have



been talking with Miss Lake. It would 
seem that all of the plot resulting in 
the plane tragedy, and possibly in 
other deaths of oil men may have 
originated in the Old Forties Theater, 
and that some of the cast of ‘Cotton 
Road’ may be implicated. You are 
taking a chance on being killed on 
sight if you go to Club Nineteen.”

Van smiled a little. Havens always 
talked like that, but it never changed 
the Phantom’s plans.

“I’ll shift into some other clothes 
and be hanging around the club, 
Phantom,” Steve Huston said briskly. 
“This is my story, and I’ll follow 
through.”

HAVENS pulled Steve’s coat collar 
to one side. There was a red and 

ugly furrow made by a bullet along 
the back of Steve’s neck.

“Your assignment will be to attend 
to that wound, Steve,” said Havens. 
“After that, if you’re okay, I believe 
I will join you for the last act of 
‘Cotton Road’ tonight.”

It was at just this point that the 
guard-boat radio picked up a special 
news bulletin. The announcer re­
ported :

“It is believed that at least two men 
who may be responsible for the mur­
der of Frederick Kent in the Kent 
Brothers offices made their get-away 
by motor-boat from a dock on the 
Hudson River. All police have been 
warned to be on the lookout for a 
green and red boat equipped with a 
high-speed outboard motor. No de­
scription of Kent’s murderers has 
been obtained. Police are convinced 
that a mysterious mob killer sus­
pected of other racket murders in the 
past fired the death shot. A small 
caliber gun was used.

The death wound was under the 
left ear.

“In at least three other murders 
that are not believed to have had any 
connection with the Kent death, or 
with each other, the same sort of 
small-caliber bullet wounds were in-

FRANK HAVENS

flicted. The identity of the unerring 
gunman has never become known.

“Homer Kent, backer of the famous 
‘Cotton Road,’ discovered his 
brother’s body. Kent is being closely 
questioned. Some members of the 
‘Cotton Road’ company are reported 
to have visited the Kent Oil offices at 
about the time of the murder. Among 
these are Jewel Madison, the star 
singer of the company.

“The police believe the murder was 
committed by hired killers who have 
been employed in the other murders 
mentioned. The theory is held that 
the gunman in this case is only a mur­
derer for a price paid by those desir­
ing the death, and that he may be a 
member of a murder syndicate that 
has been operating for considerable 
time.”

“Four other murders?” thought the 
Phantom. “All by a small-caliber bul­
let under the left ear, as Ackers was 
killed. And that furnishes an entirely 
new plan.”

He was watching Penny Lake, un­
derstudy to Jewel Madison in the “Ina 
Lou” role. The girl’s hands clenched. 
She was staring at Steve Huston. 
When she spoke it was as if she 
were putting some inner thought into 
words.



“It has come,” she said. “They 
meant to kill Homer Kent. He is the 
one who knows about the billion in 
gold.”

“Who said Homer Kent knew about 
a billion in gold?” Van asked quietly. 
“Who told you that? And where is 
this billion?”

“Why, I—” Penny Lake hesitated, 
as if awakening from a dream. “I just 
heard it, I guess. I don’t know why I 
said that. Homer Kent isn’t threat­
ened by anyone, so far as I know.”

The Phantom glanced at Huston’s 
puzzled face.

“It doesn’t matter,” he said quickly. 
"You’ve had quite a shock, Miss 
Lake.”

But the Phantom was convinced 
that Penny Lake had been shocked 
into her exclamation concerning 
Homer Kent knowing about a myste­
rious billion in gold. He was sure she 
had been surprised into speaking the 
truth when she had said that the life 
of Homer Kent, producer of "Cotton 
Road,” was in danger.

YET it was instantly obvious that 
she was suddenly afraid. She 
must know much more than she had 

revealed to Huston.
But the shocking news of the mur­

der of Fred Kent, and of the nearness 
of members of the “Cotton Road” 
company to that crime, had hit Penny 
Lake with devastating impact. Sud­
denly she had been ridden by a secret 
fear, overcome by terror, though she 
had tried to conceal it.

Van’s conjecture was that Penny 
Lake would probably cease to be a 
reliable medium of information. And 
the change had come over her aftei’ 
hearing the radio bulletin that had 
mentioned that Jewel Madison and 
other members of the cast of her 
show had been at the scene of the 
murder.

Could that mean that Penny Lake 
knew something that made her sus­
pect who were the murderers? Why 
had she so instantly believed that 

Fred Kent had been killed in mistake 
for his brother, Homer?

Was her sudden fear and denial in­
spired by loyalty to Jewel Madison? 
Or was it through some fear for her­
self?

“It would be loyalty,” thought Van. 
“Penny had little fear for herself 
when she was giving Steve informa­
tion that appeared to concern only 
persons outside of the ‘Cotton Road’ 
show.”

CHAPTER VI
Murder Pay

UST as the guard 
boat was landing, 
Steve Huston drew 
the Phantom to one 
side. Van could see 
that Steve had been 

| hard hit by the lit­
tle actress, Penny 
Lake, but he was 
puzzled and disap­
pointed by the girl’s 

sudden change, her apparent fear 
since she had learned of the murder 
of Fred Kent.

“You should know this, Phantom, 
although it may be groundless suspi­
cion,” said Steve. “Penny has in­
sisted that she has not known the men 
who were discussing a plot against 
oil men, and an unbelievable billion 
in gold at stake. But now since this 
murderer from the plane you are im­
personating is without doubt a 
Frenchman I believe you should know 
there are two French actors singing 
in ‘Cotton Road’—Chaumon and 
Dupre. I also happen to know that 
Fred and Homer Kent had a French 
mother. It may or may not tie up 
with tonight’s murders, and Penny’s 
reason for being afraid.”

“That angle can wait awhile,” said 
Van. “Undoubtedly it has some bear­
ing upon the crimes. In the meantime, 
Steve, I am paying a little visit to 
Club Nineteen. I may be in the pe­
culiar position of collecting five thou­



sand as a murder pay-off, and I 
expect to see Big Dan Spade, the 
politician.”

Steve’s teeth clicked together. His 
eyes were hard.

“He’s one tough number, Phantom. 
And smooth. He owns Club Nineteen 
all right, but it can’t be proved. The 
club is run by Diamond Render, and 
Big Dan Spade only hangs around. 
There have been killings that the po­
lice have known were of great ad­
vantage to Big Dan, but never a shred 
of evidence that he had any direct 
hand in them, or that Diamond Ren­
der had either.”

“Someone must have slipped then 
in giving Ackers a note that mentions 
Spade,” said Van. “And this angle 
about Homer Kent being partly 
French may mean nothing.”

“There is another angle I don’t like, 
Phantom,” Huston said reluctantly. 
“ ‘Cotton Road’ is about to close its 
run. And Jewel Madison has been 
singing at Club Nineteen after the 
show. Wherever she goes, you’ll find 
Homer Kent. I don’t know why Jewel, 
who is real society outside the show 
business, should appear at Diamond 
Render’s club. She is to be starred 
in a new show that Homer Kent is 
making ready for next season.”

“This is becoming rather crossed 
up,” Van said quietly. “Perhaps it 
will be best just to take one item at a 
time, beginning with what may come 
out of a supposed corpse appearing 
at Club Nineteen for a little game of 
murder pay-off.”

A police squad car racketed onto 
the landing wharf. Gruff, red-faced 
Inspector Thomas Gregg, came strid­
ing over as he spotted Frank Havens 
and Steve Huston.

The Phantom quickly made his dif­
ficult role known to Inspector Gregg, 
although he did not go into details.

“I’ll put some of the boys on the 
club, Phantom,” said Gregg. “If 
something can be pinned upon Big 
Dan Spade, I’d like to have it.”

“I prefer a lone hand for the time, 

Inspector,” said the Phantom. “There 
must be no intimation of police activ­
ity.”

For the first time Inspector Gregg 
noticed the apparent yet inconspicu­
ous blue hole under Van’s left ear and 
the taped bandage.

“Great gravy, Phantom!” he ex­
claimed. “That bullet-mark. It isn’t 
real, is it?”

“Merely realistic, Inspector.” Van 
smiled. “It was the murder pay-off 
for Ackers. I had intended the wound 
to make my appearance at Club Nine­
teen more interesting. But after the 
news bulletin telling of a suspected 
small-caliber gunman who gets his 
victims under the left ear, I have a 
new and better plan. It seems the 
Fred Kent murder and Ackers’ blast­
ing of that plane may be closely con­
nected, even if a murder syndicate is 
being employed.”

“By glory!” exploded Inspector 
Gregg. “That wound would be identi­
cal with that of Fred Kent! The 
Ackers’ bullet will match up.”

“If it were not at the bottom of 
Long Island Sound,” said the Phan­
tom. “But I have an idea that this 
particular killer can be baited into 
making another try.”

“It’s risking too much, Phantom!” 
declared Inspector Gregg. “If the 
killer should happen to be in Club 
Nineteen he would not dare permit 
the man he will believe to be Ackers 
to get away.”

“Exactly,” said Van. “That makes 
the plan more perfect. Also it gives 
me a chance to try out something I 
have only recently perfected. I hope 
to be shot at, and to collect that bullet. 
I have every idea of living to bring 
back both the bullet and the gun that 
fires it.”

LONG association with the Phan­
tom had taught Inspector Gregg 

one thing—if the Phantom said he 
would bring back a bullet and the gun 
of the killer who fired it, it was a ten 
to one bet that he would do just that



"You intend to risk a deliberate 
attempt to kill you?’said Gregg.

“I hope to be shot at, and that the 
gunman’s aim is accurate.” Van 
smiled again. “If he fails to hit me 
under the left ear, I may collect a 
serious wound. . . .”

The smart impressario of the floor 
show at Club Nineteen had converted 
his feature act into a replica of the 
third act of the long popular “Cotton 
Road,” since Jewel Madison, society 
actress, the “Ina Lou” star of “Cotton 
Road” had become a singer at the 
club.

It was a novelty that was rolling in 
business. “Cotton-Road” was a daring 
play. The “Ina Lou” of the show was 
at the moment, Broadway’s leading 
star of song.

At one o’clock the act was on. It 
was a riotous singing act. The music 
was savage and filled with drums. 
Cymbals clashed. The orchestra was 
concealed by the club director’s con­
ception of a cotton patch “way down 
in Georgia.”

The Phantom walked into the club 
at a moment when the crash of drums 
and the rhythm of voices were at 
their height. It came to him that if 
there ever was a moment for murder 
in a night-club, this would be it.

“Anyone might easily be shot right 
now. without the sound being no­
ticed,” he thought. “Especially if a 
gunman with a good eye employed a 
small-caliber gun, with or without a 
silencer.”

While the club tables were filled, 
and patrons were being turned away, 
Van had at once become aware that 
every visitor was put under the keen 
scrutiny of cold, critical eyes.

Two men on the door had such eyes. 
Another man stood near the check 
room. Still another was in a waiter’s 
uniform, but evidently concerning 
himself only with entering guests.

The Phantom had waited until this 
hour to appear. He had used the time 
to duplicate the dead Acker’s clothes 
with some garments of his own. His 

coat and vest could be swiftly re­
versed, converting them into both an­
other color and another cut. For he 
might find it necessary to drop the 
role of Ackers at a second’s notice.

It was his plan to get inside the 
club before he could possibly be iden­
tified, in case any of the keen-eyed 
boys happened to have been ac­
quainted with the murdered Ackers. 
For to his mind any of those cold- 
eyed men observing incoming patrons 
might have been in the murder speed­
boat on Long Island Sound. And 
those who had been in the speed-boat 
could not be sure that Ackers was 
dead.

As he removed his topcoat at the 
check room, Van knew he had been 
spotted. The watchful attendant 
stared at him as if seeing a ghost. 
Then the man moved swiftly to the 
head-waiter and the other waiter by 
the inside door.

Four guests had just been turned 
away.

“Everything’s taken,” Van heard 
the head-waiter say apologetically. 
“Can’t admit anyone now without 
reservations.”

Van saw the idle waiter move 
slowly around the side of the crowded 
dining space. The head-waiter was 
observing Van closely as he stood in 
the check room.

THEN he saw the other two men 
reach a side table. A black-haired 
man with a long, funereal face looked 

up. The solemn man moved hands 
that reflected the dim lights from 
huge, glittering diamonds.

“Diamond Ronder,” was Van’s 
thought. “It is an even bet it is not 
too crowded for me to be admitted.”

Those who had just been turned 
away were watching as Van walked 
coolly up to the head-waiter.

“Your table is waiting, sir,” the 
head-waiter said loudly. “You were 
lucky to make your reservation 
early."

At this moment the banging drums



As Van brought the parachutist to the surface, he knew the man was dead (CHAPTER IV)

of the floor show act reached a cre­
scendo of thumping, accompanied by 
a savage cadence of singing voices. 
Van saw Diamond Ronder leave his 
table, walk to one side and disappear 
through the heavy draperies of a door 
that appeared to lead toward what 
might be dressing rooms.

But the two men who had spoken to 
Ronder stayed where they were, their 
eyes turned much too obviously upon 
the singers. The face of the head­
waiter was a blank.

Van judged the time had come to 
make his bold play. He had been 
spotted as Ackers, and he was sure 
there would not be a table in reserve, 
at least not here among the diners.

“I’ll see Big Dan Spade first,” he 
said abruptly.

The head-waiter nodded.
“I am following instructions,” he 

said. “You will go first to the table 
reserved. You will see Mr. Spade 
later, I understand. Come this way.”

The head-waiter parted the dra­
peries at the side. The door through 
which Diamond Ronder had disap­
peared opened at the waiter’s touch. 
Van could see only a dimly lighted 
corridor.

His eyes went back to the two men 
who had first recognized “Ackers.” 
They had not moved. But another 
man was seated at the table which 
Diamond Ronder had left, a slender 



man, faultlessly dressed. He had a 
drink before him, but he was giving it 
no attention.

Van could detect his hard, glitter­
ing eyes fixed upon him with all the 
cold deadliness of a snake about to 
strike.

And Van swiftly read in the man’s 
features the sharp lines of disbelief, 
as if he were trying to puzzle out how 
Ackers could be at Club Nineteen.

“It’s more than an even bet he does 
not believe I am Ackers,” thought 
Van. “He is sure that when he turns 
on the heat his victim will not be 
walking around afterward. But he 
will wait. They are intending to play 
out the hand, perhaps in the back 
room.”

ALL AT once it became apparent 
why police raids — Inspector 

Gregg had spoken of some unsuccess­
ful ones upon the club’s gambling lay­
out—had met with no success. The 
head-waiter paused beside what ap­
peared to be a blank wall, pressed his 
shoulder to the wall. A whole panel 
moved back silently. There was an­
other short corridor, then a door. A 
ramp led downward.

The gambling room was one of the 
most elaborate Van had ever seen. 
His eyes sought the tables. Six rou­
lette wheels were operating.

Full play was swinging on all 
tables, and at the other games in the 
room.

Van quickly decided that there 
were underground exits, and that all 
evidence of gambling could be quickly 
concealed.

He found what he thought must be 
the No. 4 table, for the head-waiter 
was leading him directly to it. The 
waiter touched the shoulder of a 
player.

“Special reservation,” he said. 
“Sorry, I’ll find you another place.”

Van looked into the cold eyes of the 
croupier. There was no start of sur­
prise. Merely a nod and a little smile.

“How many?” the croupier said.

CHAPTER VII
Chips for Death

AN slipped into the 
vacated chair and 
bought chips. His 
hand was steady as 
he placed the three 
stacks in front of 
him. There was 
nothing to indicate 
that he was other 
than a regular
player. Who could 

have guessed that a supposed mur­
derer had just seated himself to col­
lect in this queer, prearranged manner 
for commission of such fiendish mur­
ders as those that had occurred in the 
plane explosion over Long Island 
Sound ?

Van placed his first chips on thir­
teen. The croupier’s ferretlike eyes 
followed the movement of his hands. 
Then the little eyes snapped to a man 
seated in a raised chair that over­
looked all of the huge underground 
room.

• The look-out climbed down from 
the chair. The wheel was spun. Thir­
teen paid. off. Van merely stacked the 
chips agspn on thirteen.

It was impossible to study all of the 
immense game room. As in the main 
club, heavy drapes swayed along the 
walls. There were half a dozen red 
lights, probably marking ready exits 
in case of a raid alarm.

Players near him hushed their 
voices as he won again on the thir­
teen. Van rubbed his fingers softly 
over the side of his neck. He had a 
feeling of sensitivity at a spot just 
under his left ear.

But the sensitive spot was in his 
mind rather than on the skin for he 
had removed the expertly made 
wound when his better plan had come 
to him. His left side was turned to­
ward the raised chair which the 
watcher had left.

Now as the wheel spun, Van saw 
another man ease himself into the 



high chair—the dapper man he had 
seen sitting at Diamond Render’s 
table, the man he had believed might 
be the mysterious gunman whose un­
erring aim had baffled the police in 
several murders, including that of 
Fred Kent. Yet in this taut interval, 
the Phantom gave no evidence that he 
was aware that his neck just under 
his left ear was a perfect target.

He did not catch it if the crou­
pier gave a signal, though other play­
ers at his table did move aside. 
Perhaps they were simply interested 
in watching his winnings and looking 
for better vantage points.

Suddenly a player not far from 
Van spoke as if in surprise.

“Look! There’s Homer Kent! You 
wouldn’t think he would be here to­
night, with his brother—”

Van glanced up to see a tall man 
with a square-jawed face. Homer 
Kent’s eyes were handsome, but they 
appeared too brilliant in their deep 
sockets even at his distance. With an­
other man he was moving toward a 
small table at which drinks were 
being served.

The man who had exclaimed at 
Homer Kent’s appearance here was 
still talking, but he had dropped his 
voice. Van, however, could read lips 
as easily as he could hear spoken 
words.

“He’s with that Frenchman, Pierre 
Lamont again,” the man was saying. 
“And that Rod Sherman was outside 
in the club. Maybe Kent doesn’t want 
his Ina Lou to have too much free­
dom, and is keeping an eye on her.”

Van gave the dark featured French­
man with Homer Kent a swift, but 
thorough study. Pierre Lamont 
seemed to be an unusually serious 
man. Or perhaps it was his sympathy 
for Kent in his grief for his brother 
had set his features in a grave mask.

Van permitted his chips to ride, 
surreptitiously watching. Kent’s back 
was turned as he sat down at the 
table. Van could see Pierre Lamont’s 
lips, could read the words he uttered.

“It’s certain now, Kent, that the 
plan has become known,” said La­
mont. “We cannot wait longer. As 
soon as we get the signal, we must set 
the time and place.”

Homer Kent nodded.

TT FLASHED into Van’s mind that 
J- the words just spoken could be 
connected with Penny Lake’s sudden 
fear when she had learned the news 
of Fred Kent’s murder. And he was 
not forgetting the mention of Homer 
Kent keeping an eye on Ina Lou, or 
Jewel Madison, his fiancee. And of 
the man who had been called Rod 
Sherman.

Van did not need to be informed 
about Rodney Sherman. For some 
time the name had been heard along 
Broadway. As Dick Van Loan, the 
Phantom had met this newcomer a 
few times.

Sherman’s penchant for playboy 
spending along the White Way out­
distanced that of Van Loan himself. 
Sherman’s yacht, the Barracuda 
which for several months had been 
anchored in the Hudson, was one of 
the finest craft of its kind ever laying 
off Manhattan.

The Sherman parties had become 
famous or notorious, according to the 
point of view of those who spoke of 
them. Van now recalled a publicity 
yarn about a party on the Sherman 
yacht for the cast of “Cotton Road.” 
And now, apparently, the names of 
Jewel Madison and Sherman were be­
ing linked.

“A strange interlude in a little 
game of playing chips of death,” Van 
thought.

But the interruption in his strange 
gamble occupied but a few seconds. 
As Van resumed his play, perhaps it 
was the sly movement of the croupier 
—or it may have been the Phantom’s 
trained instinct—that warned him he 
might at any time expect the small­
caliber bullet he was deliberately in­
viting.

He was set and ready, on edge for 



action. Yet he could not betray him­
self until a killer’s gun actually sent 
its unerring lead at the plain target 
he was making of himself.

What preliminary would there be? 
How would the dealer in death seated 
in the watcher’s chair cover himself?

The answer to that came with the 
sudden crashing of drums.

The heathenish music of the “Cot­
ton Road” act outside suddenly beat 
through the underground gambling 
room.

A loud-speaker here had been 
switched on.

As he had entered the club Van had 
thought that music could cover any 
sound of shooting. Now the rich con­
tralto known to theater-goers and 
radio listeners as that of Jewel Madi­
son swelled through the room.

Van saw Homer Kent quickly turn 
his face. And he read a quick oath 
upon Kent’s lips, as if the man were 
cursing because his singing star’s 
voice was being heard here.

Van kept his eyes determinedly 
away from the dapper man seated in 
the look-out’s chair. But his right 
hand slid from the table casually, 
down to his side.

He did not hear the slight crack of 
the silenced gun. The shot was 
drowned in the staccato noise of the 
drums.

It was the strangest moment that 
had ever come to the Phantom in all 
his varied career. He had been ex­
pecting the bullet. The impact of it 
was a sharp blow upon the side of his 
neck just under his left ear. And be­
fore anyone could possibly have seen 
any slight smoke that might have 
come from the gunman’s small 
weapon, the lights went out. The 
snapping of the light switch must 
have been timed exactly with that 
shot.

The Phantom had expected some­
thing like that, too. But the next mo­
ment even the savage music failed to 
cover the hard, sharp crack of Van’s 
own automatic. In the darkness a man 

screamed. It was high and filled with 
pain.

VAN was already on his feet, hurl­
ing himself through the opaque 

blackness. The outline, position and 
distance to the w-atcher’s chair were 
all fixed in his mind.

Men were cursing all around him. 
Women were screaming. The little 
red lights still glowed over the emer­
gency exits, but gave no illumination 
in the big room as Van hurled himself 
toward that killer.

“The police!” a harsh voice cried. 
“Get out! Swing the tables! Step on 
it!”

Then Van’s hard shoulder hit the 
stand upon which the watcher’s chair 
was set, sent the chair crashing over.

His groping hands missed the dap­
per man who had posted himself 
there to fire a murder bullet. But one 
arm of the chair was wet, and it was 
splintered.

Van rolled quickly, questing the 
floor about the chair. But the man he 
knew he had hit was no longer there. 
But Van’s hand did encounter the 
metal of a small gun. He felt a si­
lencing cylinder as he thrust the 
weapon into his clothes.

“Dude!” A voice called the name 
softly. “Where are you? Dude! What 
happened to you? Listen! Ackers’ 
gone. You must have missed.”

Van tensed, ready to spring at the 
sound of a reply, but there was none.

“The lights!” another voice was 
shouting then. “Someone’s been 
shot!”

Van’s neck was paining where the 
bullet had hit. Queerly enough, he 
knew the lead -was imbedded, but he 
was smiling a little in the darkness. 
Howrever, he could not afford to be 
trapped now when the lights were 
turned on. He could hear players 
jamming the emergency exits under 
the little, red lights, but made no ef­
fort to escape with the crowd.

Instead, he rolled until he came in 
contact with one of the big tables. He
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Van hacb bounded 
over the big desk 
as a falling trap 
door was shooting 
Big Dan to safety 

(CHAP. VIII)



was concealed under it while con­
tinued cries came for the lights. 
Quickly he felt for the wiring for the 
row of lights edging the tables. One 
wrench of a powerful hand tore the 
insulated wire free and he stripped it 
down to the copper with a twist of 
fingers that fastened with the grip of 
steel pliers.

He was holding the bared wire in 
contact with the metal rim of a rou­
lette wheel when someone finally 
threw the switch. There was a blind­
ing, blue flash. The flame from the 
bared wire and metal seared Van’s 
face and, oddly enough, that split-sec­
ond blaze from the short-circuited 
wire hurt more and did more damage 
than had the bullet under his left ear, 
the bullet that was still firmly im­
bedded.

“The fuse has gone 1 Hey! Some­
body bring a torch 1”

Men were milling around, kicking 
at the tables.

“Kent—Kent—where are you?” he 
heard a voice cry in a low tone, and 
speaking French. “Keep down 1 They 
may try again!”

That must be the voice of the man 
called Pierre Lamont who had been 
with Homer Kent. Plainly the 
Frenchman feared for Kent’s safety, 
and for some reason believed all of 
this had been intended as an attack 
upon the owner of “Cotton Road.”

From the instant the short-cir­
cuited wire had blown the fuse, Van 
had been working fast, huddled under 
the table in case lights were brought 
too soon. He was making a remark­
able transformation.

The identity of Ackers, the plane 
destroyer, was erased from the mask 
that seemed to be the Phantom’s own 
face. Swift work with his fingers and 
his features thinned. New eye-shells 
were slipped in, and they gave him a 
mild appearance. Ackers’ light hair 
disappeared and sparse gray hair re­
placed it.

When Van had quickly turned the 
coat and vest that had seemed like 

Acker’s clothes, he was ready for the 
lights. He was a man completely 
changed except that the gunman’s 
bullet was still imbedded in his neck. 
It would remain there until he wished 
to produce it.

THERE was no magic whatever 
connected with the phenomenon 
of the bullet remaining under his ear 

without having done serious damage, 
except perhaps the magic of Van’s 
own genius. For what had appeared 
to be the skin of his neck and head 
was simply the covering of a new type 
of plastic Van had evolved after long 
experiment.

For months he had worked at odd 
times in his modem crime laboratory, 
producing combinations in plastic 
that would, he hoped, eventually re­
place all of the cumbersome bullet­
proof material ever used by the police 
and others.

This plastic mask had been a com­
plete success with the small-caliber 
bullet. For its outer layer was so 
made as to retain the lead, while the 
inner layer was impervious to pene­
tration by any average caliber gun.

Even with this protection, few men 
other than the Phantom could have so 
stiffened the neck muscles to resist 
the sharp impact. He had been 
bruised and dizzied a little by the 
shock, but that was all.

CHAPTER VIII
Big Dan’s Defiance

Y THE tim.e the 
lights came on, Van 
was set, watching 
first for the appear­
ance of Pierre La­
mont and Homer 
Kent. And he saw 
Pierre Lamont.

The Frenchman 
was looking about, 
his cool eyes search­

ing the floor and the vicinity of the 
tables.



“Have you seen Homer Kent?” Van 
heard him ask an attendant. “He was 
right here when the lights went out. 
Then someone hit me, and I was 
knocked down. When I came to my­
self, Kent was gone.”

“I haven’t seen Mr. Kent,” the at­
tendant said. “Guess he went out 
with the crowd. Funny, I thought the 
cops were raiding. But the emergency 
signal was cleared right after the 
lights went out.”

Van was beside Pierre Lamont. He 
watched Lamont’s eyes as he spoke, 
commenting as might any other cas­
ual bystander.

“I know Mr. Kent,” he said. “I was 
right back of him, and it seemed to 
me that he cried out and that some 
men grabbed him as they pushed by 
me.”

No man could read another man’s 
eyes more thoroughly than the Phan­
tom. And something like quick fear, 
even something of hopelessness came 
into Lamont’s gray eyes for all of 
their coolness.

“Thanks,” he said. “But you must 
be mistaken. There would be no rea­
son for any attack upon Mr. Kent.”

“But I thought I heard you say in 
French for Mr. Kent to keep down for 
they might try again,” Van said 
quickly.

There was instant, steady menace 
in Lamont’s gray eyes then. Here 
was a dangerous man, Van quickly 
decided, one who would permit noth­
ing to stand in his way, a man who 
would kill if he felt it justified.

“You are an American,” Lamont 
said in French challengingly. “It 
would be well if you forget what you 
think you heard me say. It might be 
better if you forget that you know 
French, at least in connection with 
what has just happened.”

“We shall probably meet later, 
Pierre Lamont,” Van said quietly. “I 
heard your name mentioned. You 
might find it advisable to have me as 
a friend. In the meantime, possibly 
Homer Kent has gone to join Miss 

Madison, perhaps to make sure that 
he is the one to escort her from the 
club.”

He turned abruptly, leaving the 
Frenchman. But he was not sure that 
his words would not invite sudden 
violence. Lamont, however, did not 
move.

“And he isn’t the man to let me 
get away with talk like that unless 
he is desperately determined to avoid 
serious trouble except where it can 
become a finish fight,” thought Van, 

Pierre Lamont was still watching 
as Van moved toward the hidden cor­
ridor through which he had been con­
ducted into the gambling room. And 
there he was abruptly blocked by the 
head-waiter.

“Okay, Mister,” said the head­
waiter. “Take one of the other exits. 
No one goes back through the club.”

He was standing in the draped en­
trance to the corridor. Behind Van 
men were still moving around, with­
out doubt still quietly searching for 
the missing “Ackers.”

Van’s right hand shot out. The 
head-waiter was powerful, with 
bruiser hands. He started one fist in 
a short punch, but his arm fell nerve­
less.

Van had him gripped by the side 
of his neck. As his fingers tightened 
the man groaned and his knees 
started to buckle. ■

“You’re taking me to Big Dan 
Spade,” Van said quietly. “I under­
stand he has a private room here and 
that he will be here at this hour. He 
won’t like it if he finds out you re­
fused me.”

THE HEAD-WAITER led the way 
along the blind corridor. He did 
not open the wall leading to the main 

club, but turned to another hidden 
door. Van released him suddenly as 
he saw the well-known features of 
“Big Dan” Spade, reported to have 
political power that successfully de­
fied police authority.

Big Dan was seated behind his 



desk. He was a florid man. His chief 
bids to distinction at the moment ap­
peared to be a violent red necktie and 
an equally red carnation in his but­
tonhole. His big hands fiddled with 
a bunch of keys as he leaned back 
in a swivel chair.

As the door had opened to the 
waiter’s signal, the Phantom's quick 
eyes had caught the exit of another 
man through a side door of Big Dan’s 
private office. And in that swift in­
stant he had recognized Rodney Sher­
man, the yacht-owning spender of 
Broadway. Sherman, the party man 
and rival of Homer Kent had been 
closeted with Big Dan.

“Well, what’s all this?” Big Dan 
said gruffly, glaring at the head­
waiter. “Who is this man you’ve 
brought here? You know my orders 
about coming through that door?”

“He had no choice,” said Van, be­
fore the waiter could reply. “I brought 
him along for company. I heard you 
usually were around Club Nineteen, 
and thought it might be a good idea to 
get acquainted.”

“You thought what?”
“I said it might be well for us to 

get acquainted,” said Van. “I under­
stand that, like those of your kind, 
you hide out and let others face the 
music when there’s trouble. Sure, I 
know, you won’t admit owning Club 
Nineteen, and it’s always up to Dia­
mond Bonder to do the explaining, 
but I happen to want my information 
from the top.”

Big Dan’s fat hand was reaching 
under the edge of his desk.

“I wouldn’t call the boys, Spade,” 
Van said calmly, “until we have a lit­
tle talk about this second attempt to 
murder a man who had already been 
murdered.”

Big Dan’s hand became motionless.
“A cop, huh?” he said. “One of the 

snoopers? I’ve never seen you before, 
and I probably won’t see you again, 
so what’s this about a two-time mur­
der?”

Of all crooks, killers or otherwise, 

the political brand of fixer was the 
type for whom the Phantom felt the 
greatest contempt. He hated men 
who could cover themselves by in­
fluence that reached into high places. 
Though the Phantom seldom troubled 
directly with the political type, unless 
their greed lapped over into the ac­
tual channels of crime.

Often he had encountered politi­
cians who were known instigators of 
every brand of crime up to and in­
cluding murder, but always keeping 
just inside the law. Inspector Gregg 
had admitted he wanted, more than 
all else, to get something on Big Dan 
Spade. Yet even the murders that 
might have been charged to this 
man’s door, were covered by the in­
fluence he could wield in the proper 
places.

The moment that Big Dan Spade 
thought he had guessed correctly, his 
contempt for the police and the law 
was in his voice.

“Well, I asked you a question, cop­
per?” he snapped. “I usually get an­
swers. What do you think you know 
about a murder? Not that I’m inter­
ested, but I don’t like snoopers break­
ing into my office. I rent this room 
here because it’s private, and that 
happens to be my only connection 
with Club Nineteen.”

The Phantom spoke slowly, choos­
ing his words with deliberation.

“You’re not a very good liar, Spade. 
Suppose you tell me what happened 
a few minutes ago to a gunman called 
Dude? I understand he has a smashed 
arm, his gun arm I believe.”

BIG DAN’S hand again snapped 
down to the edge of his desk. But 

it stopped abruptly.
“Don’t do it,” Van said quietly. “I 

asked about a man called Dude? He 
goes around shooting helpless vic­
tims under their left ears. That’s 
where he shot Fred Kent. And that’s 
where he got Ackers. Or perhaps 
you’ll tell me you don’t know Ackers?”

“Listen, copper, I don’t know what 



kind of a dumbhead you are,” Big 
Dan said slowly, “but there might be 
some others around the club who’ll be 
right glad to see that you don’t leave, 
unless I give them the word. . . . 
Sure, I know Dude, and I know 
Ackers. But what they are doing now, 
or what they have done while hired 
out to others doesn’t interest me.”

“You’re telling me that you hire 
out men like Dude and Ackers?” said 
Van. “You aren’t admitting that?”

“Why not, copper? I get jobs here 
and there for lots of the boys. I al­
ways advise them to stay out of trou­
ble, and if they get careless, it has 
nothing to do with me. The cops have 
tried plenty, and they’ve always 
found me clean.”

“About as clean as any other sewer 
rat,” said the Phantom. “I don’t hap­
pen to be of the cops, and this is one 
time you are about to discover you’re 
far from clean. About Dude—I 
smashed his arm after he shot a 
player known as Ackers at one of the 
tables, and I shot after the lights 
went out. Moreover, the bullet Dude 
fired tonight, and his gun already are 
on the way to the police, to be com­
pared with the bullet that killed Fred 
Kent.”

Even though he despised Big Dan’s 
type, Van was forced to admire the 
man’s sheer nerve. For Big Dan lay 
back in his chair and laughed heart­
ily.

“Now ain’t that too bad, copper!” 
he roared. “If that’s youi’ only reason 

for forcing your way in here, you can 
take a powder now. This is probably 
one of Inspector Gregg’s tricks. He 
never knows when he’s licked.”

“That’s right—Gregg never knows 
when he’s licked,” agreed Van. “But 
this isn’t one of his tricks. I thought 
of this one myself.”

Spade’s big hands fumbled with his 
keys. His confidence seemed colossal. 
Big Dan Spade was plenty smart, too 
—smart enough that, no matter what 
murder he was responsible for piling 
up, he had a system whereby the law 
could not touch him.

Van debated this swiftly. Inspector 
Gregg had spoken of a murder syn­
dicate. Big Dan had almost admitted 
how it might operate. Then there 
was that gambling table pay-off for 
Ackers.

As a political boss, Big Dan had 
said he got the boys jobs here and 
there. And that he always told them 
to be careful.

Much more than that would have 
to be pinned upon him before the law 
could take hold. For once the Phan­
tom had trailed murder of the vilest 
kind directly to its source, only to 
discover that Big Dan Spade still 
could laugh at the law.

“You’re pretty sure of yourself. 
Spade,” he said. “So I’m letting it 
ride this way for tonight. But when 
I have finished, I’ll know whether Big 
Dan Spade can sit back and hire out 
the boys to commit other men’s crimes
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when he knows there happens to be a 
clean billion in gold in sight?”

Van was moving to one side as he 
spoke. He had seen one little black 
hole in the wall, then another. He 
was convinced that death was in each 
of those little black holes, but it would 
not be released by Big Dan Spade un­
til the political boss was sure he was 
no longer safe, personally.

BUT the words “a clean billion in 
gold” snapped all the scornful 

confidence with which Big Dan had 
been talking. He reared up from his 
chair.

“Now I know you!” he grated 
harshly. “No one but the Phan­
tom—”

On the last word Big Dan seemed 
to drop feet first. And from the little 
black holes spurted snaky lines of 
bluish smoke that spread instantly 
into mushrooming clouds enclosing 
the Phantom.

Big Dan had vanished behind the 
edge of his desk as if snatched down­
ward by some invisible force. But as 
fast as he had been, Van had been a 
split second quicker. He had bounded 
over the big desk as a falling trap­
door was shooting Big Dan to safety.

Van turned his head in mid-air as 
he sprang. He realized then that but 
for his ability to hold his breath and 
close his lungs against that spreading 
blue vapor, his life would be snuffed 
out.

The head-waiter who had been 
compelled to bring him to Big Dan’s 
secret room went down as his con­
torted face was wreathed by the blue 
gas. His hands went out and his arms 
became as stiff as those of some 
Christmas doll.

No doubt but that the man had 
died instantly. And that had been the 
death planned for anyone who came 
too close to Big Dan’s slimy business!

With that picture of the stricken 
■waiter in his mind, Van landed upon 
the fallen trap-door just as a power­
ful spring was snapping it back into 

place. His weight forced it down­
ward. His feet slid and a black space 
was rushing up.

The Phantom had one automatic 
in his hand before he hit bottom. His 
fall was broken as if by a springy 
mattress. As he fell, he collided with 
the bulky body of Big Dan who was 
on his hands and knees in the dark­
ness.

The Phantom shot out a fist, aim­
ing in the darkness. Soggy flesh cush­
ioned his knuckles. Big Dan grunted 
an oath.

Brilliant, flooding light flashed on. 
Van was looking at three men. Each 
held a rod centered upon him.

“Here’s your answer, Dude!” one 
man growled. “This is the mug that 
won’t stay dead!”

“He’ll stay dead this time!” snarled 
a venomous voice.

The dapper Dude once more was 
holding a small-caliber, long-barreled 
target pistol, of the type that Van had 
found in the gambling room. The 
weapon was aimed at a spot below 
the Phantom’s left ear.

Dude fired before he had finished 
speaking. Van felt the hard impact 
of the bullet. This time he fell, face 
forward. His fall took him dowm be­
hind Big Dan’s portly figure.

The Phantom now had four ene­
mies in a small room that must be 
far underground. They were so 
placed that to cut all of them down 
was more than even the usually un­
erring Phantom could undertake with 
any chance of winning.

None saw his hands move. They 
were as quick as light as he lay partly 
concealed by Big Dan’s body. His 
fingers moved some plastic on the 
neck of his strange mask. A blue hole 
and another wound appeared.

PERHAPS Van would not have 
been fast enough to perform the 
quick feat of deception he planned if 

there had not come a sudden inter­
ruption. A cursing man stumbled 
through a hidden door, propelled 



backward into the room by a punch­
ing fist. The serious Pierre Lamont 
followed the fist.

Perhaps Lamont had not expected 
to walk into a ring of guns. He was 
given no time to pull back. In spite 
of a profane order from Big Dan, one 
of the men snapped his rod around 
and fired.

Pierre Lamont’s hand went to his 
breast as he fell forward. If he were 
not dead, he lay very still.

Big Dan looked down at the Phan­
tom.

“You got him that time, Dude,” he 
said. “But I wanted Lamont to live 
awhile.”

Big Dan had seen a blue bullet­
hole under Van’s left ear.

CHAPTER IX
What Does Penny Know?

OVELY Penny Lake, 
understudy to Jewel 
Madison, was with 
Steve Huston as the 
curtain fell upon 
the last act of “Cot­
ton Road.” Frank 
Havens had left 
them, saying he in­
tended to call Chip
Dorian and have

him arrange to contact the Phantom.
“It seems to me the Phantom will 

have use for Chip,” Havens had said. 
“I have an idea that he’ll want some 
of the cast of ‘Cotton Road’ kept un­
der surveillance. I wish he had not 
gone to Club Nineteen alone.”

Chip Dorian was the Phantom’s 
youthful protege. He was a thin­
faced, fighting youth. His first en­
counter with the Phantom had been 
in San Francisco two years before 
when the Phantom had saved Chip’s 
innocent brother from execution at 
San Quentin. Chip thereafter had 
remained with the Phantom. He had 
come up the hard way, and that was 
the way he worked and fought.

“Want to tell me something more 

before you go home?” Steve said to 
Penny Lake, as the curtain fell. “If 
you’re afraid of trouble for Jewel 
Madison, which seems likely, or for 
Homer Kent, I’ll keep mum and help 
you.”

The life seemed to have gone out 
of the usually vivacious girl.

“There’s nothing more, Steve,” she 
said, with a sigh. “Only please take 
me to Club Nineteen. I must see Jewel 
after she does her number there. It 
may be important.”

Penny and Steve had been sitting 
in one of the lower boxes. As they 
were preparing to leave, Steve saw 
the curtain pulled back at one corner. 
A man’s face appeared briefly. He 
was looking directly at Penny.

Steve identified heavy features, the 
big figure of one of the “Cotton Road” 
singers — Chaumon, a Frenchman. 
But why was he looking so intently 
at Penny, marking her movements?

“One of the men you heard talking 
about that dream billion in gold 
wouldn’t be Chaumon, would it, 
Penny?” asked Steve.

The girl’s face whitened. ,
“I’ve told you I wouldn’t know,” 

she said. “Please, let’s be on our way, 
Steve.”

Steve Huston had his own car. It 
was but a few blocks from the Old 
Forties Theater to Club Nineteen. As 
he drove, he tried to think of some 
way in which he could break the cold­
ness in which Penny had encased her­
self.

As Steve Huston turned from busy 
Lexington Avenue in the direction of 
the club, he was unprepared for the 
sudden turning of a sedan in the 
street ahead of him. His brakes failed 
to prevent his bumper jamming into 
a fender of the other car.

He was climbing out to swear at 
the other fellow, when a big man 
came suddenly from behind the 
stalled sedan. A fist like a sledge­
hammer blurred under Huston’s ear.

As Steve went down he rolled, at­
tempting to reach his gun. A hard 



toe cracked on his wrist and Steve 
abandoned the idea suddenly.

“What the thunderation?” he 
snapped, trying to get to his feet.

He was suddenly assisted to stand 
erect. But the man who helped him 
had a snub-nosed gun jabbed under 
his armpit.

“You will get into the car quietly,” 
the man said, with a trace of accent. 
“You will not be hurt, but no talk.”

Penny Lake was being assisted into 
the sedan. A hand was clamped over 
her mouth.

“You will not believe it, but we are 
trying to save Miss Lake’s life,” said 
the man beside Steve.

THEN Steve saw that he was Chau­
mon, the French singer. He got 

into the sedan. There was a glint in 
Chaumon’s eyes that said he would 
kill any man quickly if he thought it 
necessary.

As the sedan moved away, Steve 
Huston saw three other men in the 
car. They were speaking in French, 
in low voices. Huston could not make 
out enough of it to understand.

The sedan rolled north in Third 
Avenue, turned at Fifty-ninth Street 
and headed toward the Hudson River.

“What’s this all about?” demanded 
Huston, his anger boiling. “You can’t 
get away with stuff like this in New 
York!”

“It is the easiest city in the world 
to get away with stuff, as you put it,” 
Chauman said suavely. “I am afraid 
you already know more than is good 
for you. You will get out at the next 
corner. You will have company for 
a little while, then you will be free 
to go.”

Huston debated his chance of start­
ing a fight. He might attract atten­
tion and have the sedan stopped. 
Also, he might collect a bullet in his 
ribs. Chaumon’s tone and his eyes 
told Steve that one life more or less 
would not stand in the way of this 
man.

“Would it be any good tc ask where 

you are taking Miss Lake?” asked 
Steve.

“It would not be any good,” Chau­
mon said calmly. “Already you have 
endangered her life by hearing too 
much. We intend to see that she 
doesn’t talk any more.”

Huston had abouz decided against 
risking sudden action, but oppor­
tunity came along and fairly pro­
pelled him into it.

The sedan driver overshot the stop­
ping mark at Seventy-second and 
Broadway. A traffic cop whistled and 
walked over.

Steve Huston let Chaumon have all 
he could put behind a stiff punch. He 
opened his mouth to yell. How Chau­
mon rapped his head with the gun 
without the policeman seeing it, Hus­
ton was in no condition to know.

As Steve Huston sagged against 
him, Chaumon said pleasantly:

“We are very sorry, Officer. My 
friend here has had too much, and he 
has been causing us trouble.”

Penny Lake was staring straight 
ahead. In her eyes were stark fear. 
But it was evident the fear was not 
for herself. She said nothing as the 
lights changed and the sedan moved 
on. . . .

Steve Huston came back to a bad 
smell and a headache. Also he felt as 
if someone were bumping him up and 
down.

The smell he quickly identified as 
oil. He was in a bunk that was being 
jarred by the movement of a boat 
through choppy waves.

When he attempted to move, he dis­
covered that his hands were tightly 
secured to an iron ring back of his 
head.

“Steve! Steve! You all right?” 
The voice was Penny Lake’s.

“Sure—sure!” grunted Steve. “I 
always like to take trips this way. 
Unexpected, and not having to plan 
anything in advance. . . . Say, you’re 
in on this!”

Penny was standing beside the 
bunk, bending over him.



“I knew nothing of it until it hap­
pened,” she said quietly.

“Chaumon means well. I think he 
is trying to save my life, as he said 
—and yours, Steve.”

“I suppose he goes around cracking 
the skulls of his friends to show what 
a good guy he is!” growled Steve. 
“Now what is all this?”

“I can't tell you any more, Steve. 
You’ll have to be patient. You’re 
safer here than in the city just now. 
I told you too much.”

“So Chaumon is the guy you heard 
planning all the murders,” said Steve. 
“Penny, untie my wrists. I’ll get out 
of here. I guess you’re just a double- 
crosser, but I won’t make you any 
more trouble.”

PENNY did a funny thing. She 
bent over and kissed Steve.

“I want you to cause me trouble, 
Steve darling,” she said. “But if you 
were free you couldn’t get away. 
We’re outside New York harbor, and 
it would be a long swim back.”

“Let me talk to Chaumon!” de­
manded Steve. “If he’ll talk, I will,” 
said Penny. “I’ll call him.”

She did not call Chaumon. It 
seemed as if the smelly boat had sud­
denly run upon a rock. Apparently it 
was another craft. Shouts and oaths 
floated down into the forecastle. 
There was fighting outside, above. A 
hatchw’ay door burst open.

Chaumon, the big Frenchman, 
came hurtling down the few steps. 
Blood was oozing from a cut between 
his eyes. He landed and lay still on 
the floor.

“C’mon!” commanded a harsh 
voice. “Here’s the Clarion guy an’ 
the dame! Get ’em out before the 
other mugs wake up! We’ll find out 
how much the dame has spilled, and 
how the Phantom got this thing lined 
up before Dude rubbed him out!”

Steve was sick at those words, even 
if he did not quite believe the Phan­
tom had been killed. It was not the 
first time he had heard that one. And 

somehow the Phantom always man­
aged to show up alive.

There was a flash of hands at the 
top of the steps. Steve could see head­
light diamonds waving about. His 
spirits dropped a few degrees.

“Diamond Ronder,” he thought 
grimly. “Maybe the Phantom has run 
into something.”

Two tough boys freed Steve and 
pulled him to the deck of what he 
now saw was a small oil tanker. Sev­
eral men were sleeping or laid out.

Steve Huston had all he could do 
to restrain his fury as he saw Dia­
mond Ronder gripping Penny Lake’s 
arm to bring her along. They were 
pushed overside and down into a 
small, black cruiser, probably the 
craft that had stopped the tanker.

Five minutes later, Diamond Ron­
der faced Steve and Penny Lake in 
the cruiser cabin.

“Okay, Huston,” he said softly. 
“You’ll have one chance to talk, you 
and the girl. If you decide to keep 
your lip buttoned up, you will have 
a long, cold ride back to town. We 
want to know the time and place that 
has been fixed?”

“If I knew of any time and place, 
which I don’t, I’d see you burn before 
I’d tell you,” said Huston. “Big Dan 
Spade sent you on this dirty job, just 
as he sent fliat other rat on that plane 
to kill innocent people?”

“Too bad, too bad,” Diamond Ron- 
dei- said mournfully. “That won’t get 
us places. Either you know the time 
and the place, or you know when the 
signal will come through. If you 
don’t, the dame does. It won’t be 
funny riding out there on a surf 
board while we’re giving the motor 
the gun.”

STEVE was studying Penny. He 
knew nothing of a time or place 

or a signal. In fact, he had not the 
slightest idea of what Diamond Ron­
der was talking about.

But there was a furtive watch­
fulness in Penny’s bright eyes that



Steve did not like. Did Penny Lake 
know what Diamond Ronder meant?

Steve was afraid she did, and it 
seemed certain when she said quietly:

“If you will let Steve Huston go, 
and I know he is safe, I will tell you 
what you want to know.”

“So you have been kicking around 
with that gang of Free Frenchies 
long enough to find out?” said Dia­
mond Ronder. “But it’s no dice on 
Steve Huston being turned loose first. 
You talk now.”

“I’ll not say one word while he’s 
a prisoner,” said Penny. “There’s 
nothing you can do can make me 
talk.”

Diamond Ronder looked at the girl 
steadily.

“We have to do this before daylight 
gets us,” he said. “Okay. You’ve 
asked for it. It will be too bad if 
you’re not tough enough to take it. 
This old ocean is plenty cold in De­
cember.”

CHAPTER X
Signal to the Dead

TEVE HUSTON was 
clinging to the surf­
board that was 
slipped over the 
cruiser’s stern. 
Penny Lake was be­
side him The board 
submerged them at 
first, then it lifted. 
The cruiser picked 
up speed.

Icy spray slapped over their bodies. 
Penny’s thin dress was scanty pro­
tection for her. The girl’s white 
hands clung to the rope that held her 
on the board.

Huston himself was becoming 
numb. The cruiser slammed the surf­
board along, jerking their bodies 
cruelly.

The reporter was compelled to 
shout to make the girl hear.

“For Pete’s sake, Penny! If you 
know anything, why don’t you tell 

them! If you don’t drown, you’ll die 
of pneumonia!”

Her words came faintly as the 
grinding spray hammered like small 
shot at their faces and bodies.

“I don’t know what they’re talking 
about, Steve. I was only bluffing.”

“Bluffing to make them turn me 
loose, Penny?”

He saw her nod, then one of her 
hands was slipping off of the rope. 
Steve caught at her wrist, but missed.

At intervals a searchlight had been 
played back over them. It was dark 
now. Huston could see the rows of 
lights that marked the shore-line of 
Brooklyn near Coney Island. The 
Staten Island lights were obscured by 
the fog and darkness.

Steve Huston knew the tide rips 
run swiftly and treacherously here in 
the channel that entered New York 
harbor. In that cold water, he would 
stand little chance of swimming, and 
none whatever of saving Penny.

He called out, but Penny did not 
reply. He saw her other hand slip 
from the rope. He hung on with one 
hand, grabbing at her dress.

Steve’s closing fingers held a bit of 
cloth that tore off. Then Penny was 
gone without a cry. Heartsick, more 
hopeless than he had ever been, Steve 
Huston let go of the surfboard and 
was instantly submerged.

The breath seemed to be driven 
from his body by the hard impact 
with the water. He kept going deeper 
and deeper, and the numbness 
throughout his muscles prevented 
him from fighting.

Subconsciously he uttered the name 
“Penny.” Salt water filled his throat 
chokingly.

* * * * *
<<T7’0U croaked him okay that time, 

X Dude,” said Big Dan Spade.
“But blast it all, you’ve bumped 
Pierre Lamont, too. That was an out 
we might have counted on as a last 
resort. Now it has to be the other 
one or nothing. We’ll leave them here



until Diamond brings up the meat 
wagon.”

Big Dan was looking at what he 
believed was the blue bullet-hole un­
der the Phantom’s left ear. And an­
other jagged flesh wound showed on 
the other side of the throat.

“Punched right through that time,” 
said Dude’s cold voice.

The killer was standing beside Big- 
Dan. Ue bent lower, a glint of ap­
preciation in his eyes for his own 
deadly marksmanship.

“I believe he’s the same egg that 
played he was Ackers out in the gam­
bling joint, only I don’t see how I 
missed him,” said Dude. “Maybe the 
smoke got in my eyes. I never like to 
pull a job where there’s a lot of 
smoke.”

“Then he would have your other 
gun, Dude,” said Big Dan. “Better 
lift it. Would be bad if that got into 
Inspector Gregg’s hands.”

Dude put a hand down beside the 
Phantom. During all of this time 
there had not been so much as a flut­
ter of Van’s breathing. It was an 
attitude approaching suspended ani­
mation, which but few men had ever 
learned to hold.

Dude sent One probing hand toward 
the inside of Van’s coat. And some­
thing like a steel trap snapped onto 
his wrist. He was using his left hand, 
his right arm being bandaged to his 
side. The usefulness of the right hand 
had been permanently impaired by a 
bullet the Phantom had fired on a 
remembered aim in total darkness.

Dude started a surprised squawk. 
It ended in a scream of agony. The 
killer would be a long time turning 
the heat upon another victim, if he 
lived. For as Van twisted once, 
Dude’s arm cracked like a dry stick. 
As he landed on his back, Big Dan 
recovered from the sudden shock of 
a corpse putting up a fight, and 
jumped feet-first for Van’s stomach.

The Phantom’s hard head was his 
weapon as he came up, driven by all 
the power of his heavily muscled legs. Steve hung on with one hand and grabbed at

Penny's dress (CHAPTER X)



Big Dan doubled like a suddenly punc­
tured balloon.

Van let Big Dan have it then. His 
fist was a blur of speed just before it 
clunked solidly upon Big Dan’s jaw­
bone.

Three amazed gunmen saw all of 
this happen so fast that their rods 
remained hanging idle in their hands. 
The one who first recovered the use 
of his faculties was the unluckiest.

Blue fire streaked from an auto­
matic that had slipped into Van’s 
hand from one sleeve. The slugs must 
have crossed each other. One whiffed 
past Van’s ear, and he dropped to the 
padded floor as the remaining pair of 
gunman started shooting wildly. He 
was rolling and twisting, a poor tar­
get for rats accustomed to have the 
broad backs of their victims pre­
sented at the opening of back alleys.

Van did not shoot wildly. He fired 
but two more shots.

The room became quiet. Only the 
heavy breathing of Big Dan who was 
out, and the groaning of Dude, with 
his freshly broken arm, could be 
heard.

In spite of the padded room, the 
shots appeared to have been heard. 
Van heard heavy blows, as if police 
or firemen might be swinging axes.

HE GLANCED at the suffering
Dude. He could find but little 

sympathy for the killer. Then he 
paused briefly beside Big Dan Spade.

“So the police have never had any­
thing on you, Big Dan,” he muttered 
grimly. “Too bad to Have that record 
broken.”

The attack upon hidden doors from 
the outside became louder. Van gave 
his attention to Pierre Lamont. From 
the size of the stain spread upon the 
bosom of Lamont’s white shirt, it 
seemed that the Frenchman was writ­
ing finis to whatever his career might 
have been.

But Lamont’s gray eyes opened. 
They were clearly sane. There was 
a bitter smile on his lips.

“You’re the Phantom,” he said 
huskily. “I’ve heard of you, and when 
you spoke to me out in the other 
room, I should have known. I’m glad 
you’re here.”

“What can I do, Lamont?”
“Perhaps a great deal, perhaps 

nothing, but there is one thing. Have 
you a radio receiver with power 
enough to pick up a signal anywhere 
within two thousand miles?”

“Anywhere in the world,” said 
Van. “What is the signal?”

Lamont was growing weak. Blood 
flecked his lips. He was speaking lit­
tle above a whisper.

“The signal—yes,” he said. “Homer 
Kent must get it, and he does not 
know when to be ready. I held that 
back.”

“Where is Homer Kent?” asked 
Van. “Or don’t you know?”

“I don’t know—I’m afraid they’ve 
got him. But the signal, before—be­
fore I pass out—listen—b e t w e e n 
five and seven this morning—French 
—my initials—PL—PL—t hen the 
time—the place—I must trust— 
P h a n t o m—billion in gold—find 
Homer Kent—signal—”

The Great Keeper of all radio 
called the signal then. Pierre Lamont, 
loyal to his last breath to whatever 
cause he was committed, had given 
his faith into the keeping of the 
Phantom.

Van placed Pierre Lamont’s hands 
peacefully across his breast. The lit­
tle smile was still upon the French­
man’s lips, but it was no longer bitter.

Inspector Thomas Gregg barged 
through a shattered door at the head 
of a squad with axes and guns. They 
had no use for their guns. Van 
whirled, and his hand shot up to his 
ear-lobe in the signal which Gregg 
also knew.

“Phantom!” he exploded. “Great 
glory! You’re all right?” Then he 
grinned wryly, looking at the bodies, 
at the helpless, moaning Dude, and at 
Big Dan Spade. “You make one clean 
job of things Phantom!”



“Only defend myself, Inspector,” 
said Van. “This man was Pierre La­
mont. Whether he was straight or 
otherwise, he was a man in a million. 
They got him. I would advise, In­
spector, that you take Dude out first;”

As the crippled Dude was being 
removed, Big Dan Spade pulled him­
self to a sitting position, blinking.

Van was peeling plastic from the 
neck of his strange mask. Under this 
plastic was this, flexible steel. He 
extended the rubbery plastic.

“In this little neck warmer, In­
spector Gregg, you probably will find 
one bullet that matches the slug that 
killed Fred Kent,” he said. “I col­
lected two bullets, and it became 
necessary for me to uncover the 
made-up wounds I had under the 
plastic.”

BIG DAN SPADE’S confidence in 
his own power could not be kept 

down for long. True, there were 
white lines around his mouth as he 
saw the gunmen upon whom he had 
depended, but Big Dan believed that, 
as always, he was personally in the 
clear.

“The Phantom had luck,” he said. 
“I told him that some of the boys of 
the club would be lying in wait for 
him. They were, and I tried to pre­
vent Dude’s attempt to kill him, but 
I was too late. I’m glad everything’s 
okay.”

“So everything’s okay, is it?” bel­
lowed Inspector Gregg. “And what 
about all of these gunnies doing your 
murdering, and this dead Frenchman 
here? I can hold you for—”

“For what, Gregg?” cut in Big 
Dan. “The Phantom will tell you I 
didn’t have a gun at any time, and 
I would have stopped the shooting if 
I could. I don’t know exactly what all 
of this jam is about. How about it, 
Phantom?”

Inspector Gregg uttered an expres­
sive oath.

“I might have known you’d slick 
yourself out of it,” he said with dis­

gust. “Some day I’ll get something 
on you that will keep any mouthpiece 
from prying you out of jail.”

“That will be the day," Big Dan 
said scornfully.

The quiet voice of the Phantom fell 
upon Gregg’s raging disgust and Big 
Dan’s self-confident smartness.

“On the contrary, Big Dan Spade, 
this is the day,” he said. “Inspector, 
I have said that you have a bullet in 
that plastic that will match the Fred 
Kent murder slug. I would not be 
sure who fired that bullet or the other 
one in the plastic, but a few minutes 
ago Big Dan tried jumping on my 
stomach and fell over me. It seemed 
to me he had some weapon concealed 
under his coat.”

“That ain’t so! I never had a—”
Big Dan shut up with a groan as 

Inspector Gregg slammed him with 
a fist that had been long aching for 
just that sort of a punch. Gregg 
nailed Big Dan’s wrists as he went 
down. He darted his hands under Big 
Dan’s coat.

“So for once you slipped!” exploded 
Gregg. “I suppose you were just 
keeping these rods for your boys!”

Big Dan’s eyes were about as ex­
pressive for a moment as those of a 
dead fish. Gregg was holding two 
small calibered target pistols. On one 
was the cylinder of a silencer.

Big Dan sputtered oaths.
“It’s a trick! Them rods belong to 

Dude! He’s the one—”
Gregg seemed to take pleasure in 

slapping a hand across Big Dan’s 
mouth.

“Now isn’t that just dandy!” he 
said. “I’ve got you dead to rights, an’ 
you try to pass the rap along to an­
other guy! All us dumb cops know 
is what we see! It’ll take more than 
your mouthpiece and your own bail 
bondsmen to give you your next whiff 
of fresh air, Big Dan!”

“But Phantom—listen! You 
know—”

“Like the dumb cops, I know only 
what I see,” Van said calmly. “I’m 



surprised myself, seeing that you 
bragged only a little while ago that 
you had been hiring out killers, but 
you knew how to keep yourself clean.”

For the first time in his politically 
rotten career, Big Dan Spade was up 
against something he could not beat. 
He could only stare. “Thanks for 
coming along, Inspector,” the Phan­
tom said. “For the present I have 
other business.”

CHAPTER XI 
Out of the Sea

ARELY did the 
Phantom resort to 
the method that had 
placed Big Dan 
Spade saf ely behind 
bars, at least tem­
porarily. Charged 
with suspicion of 
first degree homi­
cide, no mouthpiece
or bondsmen could

free the political boss.
“And that will undoubtedly save 

other lives,” mused Van, as he drove 
swiftly toward the East Bronx. “Too 
bad justice cannot be as effectively 
applied to other such instigators of 
murder.”

It was a little before daylight, 
nearly five o’clock. Van pulled his 
coupe up before a building that looked 
like an abandoned factory.

When he unlocked a system of com­
plicated bolts that held a heavy door, 
he was apparently a stooped, mild old 
man who peered near-sightedly 
through glasses. But he was entering 
one of the world’s best equipped lab­
oratories.

Out here he was known as Dr. Paul 
Bendix, a reticent sort of scientist 
who used the old building for experi­
ments. His neighbors would have 
been amazed to have seen the furnish­
ings of that building.

Only the Federal Bureau of Inves­
tigation had a more complete labora­
tory for the study of crime. The 

equipment graded from a great elec- 
tronoscope that would magnify thou­
sands of times, to a library of all the 
world’s best books on criminology.

Van was not now concerned with 
these. He went directly to a compli­
cated panel of dials and hook-ups. 
When he turned a switch, there was 
a murmur of great power coming 
from a concealed dynamo, pouring 
super-power into a short-wave listen­
ing set. It was of the type that could 
“fish for signals” all over the world. * 
Only the big New York stations had 
other such sets in this area.

Van touched special controls. Above 
the building slender steel shot up, 
carrying special aerials. Being close 
to water, the receiving aerials were 
capable of bringing in signals from 
any other short-wave radio set in the 
world.

Van turned a dial, slipped on a 
headset. He first heard a smooth 
voice speaking from London. Next 
there was a burst of weird tribal 
music that came from some spot in 
Africa.

Van got Berlin and heard a blast 
in German at the latest world hap­
penings displeasing to Hitler. He 
was ranging, listening, swinging the 
dials, especially attempting to pick up 
messages from the sea.

Van’s expression was bitter as he 
got an SOS.

“Water is coming into the cabin,” 
an eerie voice from the sea was say­
ing. "We cannot last much longer! 
It was an aerial bomb—”

Grim death and gay life alternated 
in the head phones. But Van kept 
swinging for messages from the sea. 
It was now nearly six o’clock.

“Some time between five and 
seven,” he mused. “On the signal PL. 
Pierre Lamont. Right or wrong, there 
was a man who died gallantly.”

Then at last it came in faintly, as 
if powered by a weak generator.

“PL—PL—PL—”
Van nerves tightened. Was he 

about to be given a key to the strang­



est murder mystery he had ever en­
countered? Was he about to learn 
the truth concerning a fantastic bil­
lion in gold? Or was all this simply 
some eover-up for smuggling crooks?

Whatever it might be, the Phantom 
was convinced that what he was about 
to hear might be the means of saving 
lives. Many already had died in this 
mysterious cause. It seemed fated 
that others must die.

AN threw a switch.
“PL—PL—PL—come in," he 

said in French.
He was hoping for a reply that 

would give him an identification. 
Something more than a time and 
place, as Pierre Lamont had sug­
gested.

Then it came, in French.
“PL—PL—must h u r r y—cannot 

wait—twelfth date—two in morning 
—about nine miles east by south 
Orient Point—confirm, PL—confirm, 
PL.”

Van never had taken a stranger 
message. His brain was seething with 
questions he dared not ask. Any slip 
now might destroy a chance to follow 
up the break that had been given him 
by Pierre Lamont.

He confirmed the message from the 
sea. The twelfth of the month was 
three days away. Orient Point was at 
one extreme eastern horn of Long 
Island. Montauk was at the other.

That meant that a vessel was to be 
there, nine miles east by south. Un­
doubtedly another craft was expected 
to meet it

“That probably solves the problem 
of murdered oil men,” mused Van. 
“Several were contacted by those 
wanting oil. Someone did not want 
those from the West to get in on the 
deal. That means Homer Kent him­
self, or someone who is sure that 
Homer Kent can be controlled while 
the other oil men could not.

“Homer Kent could be involved, or 
other oil men eliminated because 
strong pressure can be brought to 

compel Homer Kent to play along. 
The ship wanting oil could be a sub­
marine, or a raider. This may be the 
business of war.”

But he was thinking of the fan­
tastic report of a billion in gold, and 
of the murder of Fred Kent.

“The next business is finding Homer 
Kent,” he decided. “In the meantime 
it might be well to round up Steve 
Huston and find out if anything new 
has broken.”

He was putting in a call for Hus­
ton when a low buzzing signal 
sounded. Chip Dorian was standing 
outside the laboratory door.

“Phantom!” burst out the thin­
faced Chip. “Steve Huston and that 
Penny Lake, the actress, have been 
kidnaped! The police got the report 
too late. Before they could run it 
down, it seems that Steve and Penny 
Lake had disappeared off the earth. 
I wish there weren’t any girls, Phan­
tom ! They’re always getting someone 
into jams.”

Van smiled a little, although this 
latest news was a shock.

“It is certain Steve and the girl 
were seized, Chip?”

“The police found Steve’s car a 
block from Club Nineteen,” said Chip. 
“There had been a collison. There 
was a report that a man and a girl 
were taken into a sedan that stopped 
Steve’s car.”

“A block from the club?” mused 
Van. “That would mean Diamond 
Ronder. Yes, Penny had some reason 
for fear. She must have been trying 
to reach Jewel Madison.”

Still as Dr. Bendix, the Phantom 
was striding toward his coupe.

“Where are we going?” asked Chip.
“We are probably inviting trou­

ble,” said Van. “I mean to pay a sur­
prise visit to the well known ‘Ina 
Lou,’ of ‘Cotton Road.’ And it might 
be well to discover if she knewr a man 
who died only two hours ago.”

Van parked the coupe in a quiet 
street. Working from the secret com­
partments of the car he converted his 



face into the serious, dignified fea­
tures of the dead man of whom he 
had spoken.

HALF an hour later he was push­
ing the buzzer of an apartment 

on Park Avenue. He was a distin­
guished figure. For he was appearing 
to Jewel Madison at eight o’clock in 
the morning in the person of the mur­
dered Pierre Lamont.

The first buzz brought no response. 
Then Van saw an impeccable figure 
suddenly appear at the end of the 
corridor, as if the man had come up 
the stairs instead of the elevator.

Seeing Van before Jewel Madison’s 
door, the man ducked from view. But 
that one glimpse had been sufficient 
for the Phantom. The mar who had 
been about to make this early morn­
ing call was the yacht-owning Rodney 
Sherman.

Van might have followed Sherman 
personally, but Jewel Madison’s door 
opened suddenly. A roly-pcly woman 
with a huge face looked at him with 
penetrating eyes.

It was easy to identify the “Mar­
tha” of the play “Cotton Road,” even 
without her make-up. She was of a 
type that Van suspected might smoke 
a pipe in real life as well as in the 
play.

He expected sharp inquiry, or a 
rebuff, but Martha smiled as if she 
had expected him. .

“On the tenth is Ina Lou’s propi­
tious day for encountering unexpected 
adventure and a fortunate time to 
meet with strangers,” she intoned in 
a sing-song voice. “Not that you are 
a stranger, Pierre Lamont.”

Recalling that Martha was the 
star-reading grandmother of cotton­
picking share croppers in “Cotton 
Road,” Van smiled.

"I will not detain Misu Madison 
long,” he said. “But it is important 
that I see her immediately.”

In the famous play, “Ina Lou” was 
a wild, bare-footed girl with a com­
plex for getting her man. But Jewel 

Madison herself was a languid, beau­
tiful, but bored young woman of Park 
Avenue. She appeared so quickly that 
the Phantom was convinced she had 
not retired since leaving Club Nine­
teen.

“Unexpected, Monsieur Lamont, 
but a pleasure,” she said, extending a 
small hand that was cool and pleasing. 
“I don’t often have visitors at this 
hour.”

Van wondered about that. Would 
Ina Lou be wearing such a fetching 
dress, with little rubies in her ears, 
if she had expected to be retiring 
quickly? But he made no mention of 
having seen Rodney Sherman outside.

"I am concerned, Miss Madison,” 
he said, “with knowing whether 
Homer Kent accompanied you from 
Club Nineteen last night, or if you 
have seen him?”

Van did not appear to be scrutiniz­
ing the girl, but he was studying her 
wide eyes, like green zircons. If she 
had said in words, “There is someone 
behind that door,” he would not have 
got it more quickly than he did when 
the green eyes flicked toward a door 
momentarily.

“Why, yes, Mr. Kent escorted me 
home as usual,” she said. “And I 
received a phone call from him only a 
minute or two ago. There couldn’t be 
anything wrong?”

"Why, no, Miss Madison,” Van 
said. “Only Mr. Kent left me rather 
abruptly, and I was not sure he had 
left Club Nineteen. By the way, 
would you have been expecting some­
one else about this time?”

Sudden hot flushes in the girl’s 
cheeks informed Van he had hit 
home. Ina Lou’s tone, however, was 
indignant.

"That is scarcely a reasonable ques­
tion, Mr. Lamont,” she said. “No, I 
was not—”

INSTINCT that accompanied his ex­
traordinary powers of observation 

doubtless saved the Phantom’s life. 
The door toward which the girl’s eyes 



had turned had to be opened a crack 
before a gun could be fired.

The vicious snap came quickly 
though. Van did not make the mis­
take of ducking or trying to dodge 
the bullet from the exploding weapon. 
He hurled himself in a long, low dive 
toward the partly opened door.

He hit it before the door could be 
closed. He was out of position, how­
ever, flat on the floor as the door 
slammed open. Nevertheless, his 
heavy automatic was in his hand.

There was a confusing sway of the 
draperies over one window. Van saw 
a man’s leg and planted lead in it 
with unerring aim. The man cried 
out, but Van heard him go scuffling 
across the window sill.

“No— No!” came Jewel Madison’s 
anguished voice. “Don’t shoot again! 
Please!”

Then both she and the heavy Mar­
tha were upon Van before he could 
rise. With such gentle force as he 
could apply he got the clawing women 
to one side.

“Homer—Homer!” Jewel cried. 
“You are hurt!”

Van was somewhat amazed to see 
the draperies parting. The tall, bril­
liant-eyed Homer Kent was crawling 
back through the window from the 
fire-escape.

Homer Kent’s hands were empty, 
and he was supporting himself by 
clinging to the draperies. Van sprang 
past the man he had wounded.

It was six stories to the ground 
down the fire-escape, but Van saw no 
one. He turned back.

“For heliven’s sake, Lamont!” Kent 
said. “You’re quick and careless with 
your gun! That fellow who tried to 
kill you would not have got away 
from me if you hadn’t pegged me in 
the leg!”

Van said nothing for several sec­
onds as he gave attention to Kent’s 
leg. Luckily the bullet had inflicted 
only a flesh wound. Homer Kent must 
have been hiding in the room ever 
since Van had entered.

CHAPTER XII
Hate’s Cross Pattern

HE Phantom knew 
that Jewel Madison, 
lovely society girl, 
the noted “Ina 
Lou,” must have 
been lying when she 
had said that 
Homer Kent had 
been with her only 
a few minutes after 
coming from Club

Nineteen. This did not concern him 
especially. That Homer Kent, want­
ing sympathy in his grief for his 
murdered brother, might have re­
mained talking with Ina Lou and 
Martha, who seemed devoted to her, 
would be reasonable.

The attempt upon his life, believ­
ing him to be Pierre Lamont, was 
another matter. It was not impos­
sible that another man could have 
gone down the fire-escape while Van 
had been disengaging himself from 
the two women. It was entirely pos­
sible that Homer Kent had been at­
tempting to catch an intruder.

Kent had no weapon. But Van 
wondered if a paraffine test would 
show that Kent had just fired a gun? 
He had his own methods by which 
to obtain such a test without Kent 
suspecting it.

Pulling the draperies aside, he saw 
a pair of gloves, made of heavy, sur­
gical rubber—and knew instantly 
that a paraffine test would not bring 
out indication of burned powder upon 
Kent’s hands.

“You didn’t see the man come 
through the window, Kent?” he asked. 
“He knocked you out?”

“That’s right,” said Kent. “And 
when I came to I was just in time to 
see someone going through the win­
dow. I went after him, and then you 
got me.”

Van’s thoughts jumped to another 
matter. He appeared to be Pierre 
Lamont. As such, an attempt had just 



been made upon his life. Pierre La­
mont had been killed at Club Nine­
teen. And Homer Kent had vanished 
from the gambling rooms when the 
lights had gone out. And Pierre La­
mont had said he had been knocked 
down by someone he had not seen.

Lamont had been deeply concerned 
for the safety of Homer Kent. Then 
Lamont had been seized by Diamond 
Ronder’s killers, or those of Big Dan 
Spade, and had been shot down ruth­
lessly. Yet it appeared that Homer 
Kent had not been apprehensive for 
Pierre Lamont’s safety, and had not 
even remained at the club to make in­
quiries.

Word of Lamont’s murder had not 
yet gone out by radio. The Phantom 
was sure of that. So when he had ap­
peared here in the person of Pierre 
Lamont, an attempt had been made 
upon his life.

This was an intriguing combina­
tion. Then add the presence outside 
of Rodney Sherman, said to be mak­
ing a bid for Jewel Madison’s hand, 
and it was a tangle to tax the imagi­
nation and deductive resources of 
even the famous Phantom.

For the present Van chose to accept 
Kent’s somewhat dubious story of the 
murderous intruder. He could see no 
evidence of a blow that could have 
knocked Kent out, but a sap might 
leave no mark.

“I think we should have a talk 
alone,” he said. “The time for some­
thing that both of us understand has 
passed. Because of the excitement at 
the club, I was unable to receive a cer­
tain signal. You did not know its 
time, Kent, so we must make new ar­
rangements.”

In the back of Van’s mind was, 
“Why did Kent leave Lamont at the 
club? Could he have been double­
crossing Lamont and have known 
that Lamont had been seized? Had 
Lamont been mistaken in believing 
that Kent did not know of the time an 
important short-wave signal was to 
come froEs the sea? ,

Or more probably, knowing of such 
a signal but not the time to fish for it, 
might not Homer Kent have been 
keeping someone listening constantly 
for such a signal?

AGAIN loomed the thought of 
where Rodney Sherman fitted 

into the picture. Or was the yachts­
man merely concerned with the 
charms of the lovely actress?

"You were about to tell me the time 
you speak of,” Homer Kent said 
calmly, “when that trouble came and 
the lights went out. I tried to find 
you, but failed. After the lights came 
on one of the club employees told me 
he had seen you leave.”

Van nodded. But he was thinking 
that if Homer Kent had been playing 
double, and someone had been keep­
ing tuned in on short-wave, fishing, 
he might have been given that signal.

It was then that he noticed the 
table telephone near the window with 
a small memoranda pad attached to 
the stand.

"I judge we had best postpone 
further conversation, Kent,” said 
Van. “You should have that wound 
looked after. It may mean a few days 
in bed.”

“You know well enough I have no 
time to waste resting.” Kent said 
testily. “But we should talk this over 
a little later, at some other place. Miss 
Madison is tired.”

Van’s observation at that minute 
told him two things. Jewel Madison 
was not in the least tired. And with­
out betraying herself openly, she was 
deeply interested in whatever might 
be between Homer Kent and Pierre 
Lamont.

Van was convinced that the girl 
was unaware of Kent’s involvement 
in what might be international schem­
ing. But it was in her eyes that she 
was afraid of something. And prob­
ably Fred Kent's murder was still 
keenly in her mind.

“Homer, darling!” she said. “You’ll 
be careful, won’t you? Mr. Lamont, 



what has made Homer so unlike him­
self these past few days? Once he was 
interested only in ‘Cotton Road’ and 
his oil business. Now he seems to 
have forgotten both.”

“I’m sure you have no reason to be 
anxious, Miss Madison,” Van assured 
her, but still in her eyes he could rec­
ognize something of the same fear he 
had seen in Penny Lake’s eyes.

No one had detected Van’s quick 
movement as he had managed to place 
himself unobtrusively neai* the tele­
phone stand.

“All right, Kent,” he said, “I will 
be going. I called only because I was 
concerned about your disappearance 
from the club. It appears that some­
one is worried about my health, but in 
the reverse. I’m sorry I made the 
mistake of shooting you.”

In Van’s hand as he moved toward 
the door was the top, blank sheet off 
the telephone pad. Homer Kent might 
or might not have received a message 
in that room. But if he had, and it 
had been the signal from the sea, it 
was unlikely that he would have 
trusted his memory wrhen a pencil and 
pad were at hand.

Van was halfway to the door when 
the radio that had been playing low 
music, suddenly blared out a news 
bulletin.

"Special bulletin. Big Dan Spade 
was arrested early today on a suspi­
cion of homicide. Pierre Lamont, a 
French refugee, was found murdered 
at Club Nineteen shortly before the 
arrest.”

Homer Kent may have been 
astounded, but he was quick-thinking, 
and fast with his hands. He was 
standing beside a table where a 
drawer was open. His hand snapped 
up. It held a revolver leveled steadily 
at the Phantom.

“Put them up, you I You’re as per­
fect in make-up as any man I have 
ever known, but you are not Pierre 
Lamont!”

Van never made a mistake in men. 
Some would shoot. Some would bluff.

The coldness of Homer Kent’s bril­
liant eyes was proof he was the 
shooting kind.

Van laid his cards on the table.
“I’m the Phantom,” he said quietly. 

“I was with Pierre Lamont when he 
died. When you ran out on him at the 
club, I was interested in knowing 
why, Kent. I also wished to discover 
how deeply Miss Madison might be 
involved in a queer transaction be­
tween you and Lamont.”

Kent’s gun did not waver.
“I’ve known it, Homer!” the actress 

said tensely. “It’s what cost Fred his 
life! You’ve been lying to me about 
what you were doing! Fred was 
killed! Now Pierre Lamont! You will 
be next!”

“Never mind that,” said Kent. “I 
want to know if this impostor is the 
Phantom.” His eyes held Van’s. “If 
you are, I have nothing to conceal 
that you should know. But that does 
not mean that I have to divulge pri­
vate business between myself and 
Pierre Lamont.”

VAN’S hands went to his face.
Moulages slipped from place. His 

hair turned as if by magic from deep 
black to silvery gray. His shoulders 
seemed to shrink. His voice changed 
to that of a man well beyond middle 
age. Then he palmed a glittering, 
domino mask badge of platinum in 
his hand. The tiny diamonds of the 
badge threw out scintillating lights.

Kent slowly put down his gun.
“I have heard of some of these 

things about you, Phantom,” he said, 
"but I’ve never believed them until 
now. Well, just how deep are you in 
this, and why?”

“The odd deaths of some oil men on 
their way to New York, the killing of 
your brother, and some startling in­
formation that has come out of your 
‘Cotton Road’ company are some of 
my reasons,” said Van. “Moreover, a 
good newspaper friend of mine and 
Penny Lake, of your own show, have 
been abducted.”



There was sincerity in the grieved 
cry of Jewel Madison.

“Penny? Something has happened 
to Penny? Homer, you’ve got to do 
something!”

“I’ll do all that is humanly possible 
to find her,” Kent said firmly. “Phan­
tom, what would you advise ?”

Van chose his words with slow, de­
liberate intent.

“Just in case it was not you who 
tried to kill me when you thought I 
was Pierre Lamont, I may help you," 
he said.

Kent exclaimed angrily, but Van 
silenced him.

“Wait a moment, Kent,” he ad­
vised. “I wish to examine something 
I picked up.”

He palmed the square of paper he 
had taken off the telephone pad, held 
a peculiar tube slanted toward it. This 
was a powerful rumbascope of his 
own devising. It followed the prin­
ciples of the larger electronoscope, 
being a thousand times more effective 
than the ordinary microscope.

Faintly traced lines leaped out dis­
tinctly :

NINE MILES EAST BY SOUTH 
ORIENT POINT 2 AM TWELFTH

With honest intention or otherwise, 
Homer Kent had received and copied 
the same signal from the sea that Van 
had fished from the air waves!

THE Phantom smiled, placed the 
paper and the tube in his pocket.

“Yes, I have reason to believe you 
might have wanted to kill Pierre La­
mont, Kent,” he said quietly. “I think 
we will not wait for a talk . . . No, 
don’t move for that gun again.”

Without appearing to move either 
hand, the Phantom held his small 
automatic pointing at Homer Kent’s 
stomach.

“We will go out together, Kent,” he 
said. “In spite of some damning cir­
cumstances, I’m still giving you the 
benefit of a doubt until we go into 
this.”

The Phantom had not expected 
trouble to come from the massive, 
slow-moving Martha.

He went to his knees under a blow 
that seemed to crack the back of his 
skull.

He had not seen Martha’s quick 
movement behind him, or the heavy 
vase she had brought down with tell­
ing effect.

What happened for the next few 
minutes in the apartment of Jewel 
Madison was beyond Van’s conscious 
knowledge.

CHAPTER XIII
Run of the Tide

T WAS partly the run 
of the tide, and 
partly the indom­
itable courage and 
fighting spirit of 
Steve Huston that 
saved his life. Fight­
ing his way to the 
surface against the 
icy chill of the chan­
nel, he fancied he 

saw Penny Lake’s bright dress.
He compelled his numbed arms to 

move heavily, swimming toward the 
spot The circular swing of a boiling 
tide rip forced him back. Penny Lake, 
if it w'as she, was being carried away 
from him.

“Getting myself out won’t be worth 
a hoot if Penny goes,” he thought des­
perately. “That crazy little dame pre­
tending to know something and 
getting herself tortured just to save 
my worthless hide!”

Suddenly a high, white shape 
loomed out of the morning fog and 
darkness. Steve heard bells jangling. 
The white shape appeared to hold 
stationary for long minutes, then it 
was swallowed.

He heard bells jangling faintly 
again. The white shape was gone. It 
might have been a cruiser painted 
white, or a yacht.

“They might have seen Penny and 



picked her up,” he thought hopefully. 
“And now—”

The tide rip continued to drag at 
his nerveless body. He did not know 
whether it had been minutes or hours 
when his feet touched welcome foot­
ing.

The vagary of the channel tide had 
carried him to shoal water.

Steve Huston lay on the rocks a 
long time before he could beat new 
life into his congealed muscles. To 
his amazement he found himself in 
the shore suburb of Seagate, near 
Coney Island.

Steve called Frank Havens. The 
amazing events of the night had just 
come to the publisher, who was hold­
ing off for a time at the request of In­
spector Thomas Gregg.

“Big Dan Spade is pinched, and the 
Phantom fixed it to make it stick!” 
exclaimed Steve when Havens told 
him. “Now I do believe in miracles. 
I’m hoping some miracle has saved 
Penny, but you’ll have the Clarion 
start the harbor police looking for a 
black cruiser, a stray oil tanker, a 
small one, and Diamond Ronder, 
won’t'you?”

“Sure, Steve,” promised Havens. 
“We’ll do all we can to find Miss Lake 
for you. In the meantime, get some 
rest.”

“Okay, Chief,” said Steve.
Steve Huston’s idea of rest brought 

him into Park Avenue shortly before 
nine o’clock. There had been no word 
of Penny Lake being rescued.

"Jewel Madison has some answers 
to all of this screwy set-up,” Huston 
told himself. “Penny buttoned up her 
talk the minute she heard Fred Kent 
was killed and imagined Jewel was in 
danger. A little early morning talk­
talk may jolt Miss Madison before 
she wakes up to what I’m after.”

Steve was too much newspaperman 
to have himself announced. Not at 
that hour in the morning. He entered 
the building from a side entrance. 
Which was -why he missed seeing 
Chip Dorian cooling his heels in the 

Phantom’s coupe where he had been 
waiting for nearly an hour.

“Yassah, 'at’s Miss Madison’s 
place,” said a colored maid Steve en­
countered on the sixth floor. “But you 
is too late to see her, Mister. Miss 
Madison and 'at fat Martha moved 
out, bag an’ baggage, less’n ten min­
utes ago. I’m goin’ in there to clean 
up right now.”

BEFORE the disgruntled Steve 
could reach the stairs, he heard 

the colored maid scream. She was 
backing out the door of an apartment. 
When Steve rushed to that door, the 
Phantom was the last person he ex­
pected to see. But Van was slowly 
getting up from the floor. The gun in 
his hand had evoked the maid’s hys­
terics.

Five minutes later, the Phantom 
and Steve Huston had traded infor­
mation.

“I suppose you'll have Homer Kent 
and Jewel Madison rounded up right 
away, Phantom?” asked Steve.

“On the contrary, I am anxious 
that Kent, Miss Madison and Martha 
stay at liberty, and that they be in­
formed they have nothing to fear 
from me,” said Van. “Things look 
bad for Homer Kent, but I haven’t 
forgotten that Rodney Sherman -was 
on his way up here, and ducked. Kent 
may be only a victim of circum­
stances.”

“I’ll never get your reasoning, 
Phantom,” said Huston. “You put 
Big Dan Spade away so easily he’ll 
never recover from it, even if he 
misses a date with the. hot seat. And 
you have Homer Kent open and shut, 
and you do nothing. Say? It couldn’t 
be that Homer Kent had a hand in the 
killing of his brother, Fred?”

“If he was trying to kill Pierre La­
mont, as all the circumstances seem 
to prove, then I would say it is pos­
sible. But I think bigger stakes are 
involved. Homer Kent has had some­
one fishing for short-wave radio mes­
sages from the sea. He has picked up 



one mysterious signal. Without doubt, 
he has that same listening pest on the 
job steadily, in case there might be 
some sudden change in the plan. 
We’re sending Homer Kent his ‘Ina 
Lou’, and Martha a message.”

“What will Chip Dorian and I be 
doing to stay in the game?” Huston 
asked.

“You said Chaumon, a ‘Cotton 
Road’ singer, led the first kidnapers 
of Penny, Steve,” Van said. “He 
knows you, but does not know Chip. 
I’ll have Chip on the Hollyhill House 
where the most of the cast stay. And, 
Steve see if you can pick up Rodney 
Sherman. He may go out to that 
yacht of his, the Barracuda."

Van produced a tiny camera from 
his clothes. He dusted the edge of the 
table where Homer Kent had stood. 
The camera clicked. Van had taken 
fingerprints for some reason of his 
own.

“Rod Sherman’s yacht?” Huston 
said suddenly. “Phantom, there was 
a big, white boat stopped where 
Penny disappeared. You bet. I’ll get a 
line on Rod Sherman!”

Hastening back to his Bronx labor­
atory, it was not long before the 
Phantom was in front of his super­
powered short-wave set. He was send­
ing out a call, instead of fishing. He 
wished this signal to cover only the 
New York area.

“PL—PL—PL,” he repeated. These 
call letters would mean something to 
whoever might be listening for Homer 
Kent. “This is for HK and IL—HK 
and IL—Phantom talking. HK, you 
will not be annoyed—IL and M, the 
show must go on. If right, I’ll work 
with you."

Amateurs and larger “fishing” sta­
tions that might pick up this cryptic 
signal would not understand it.

Van repeated it over half-hour pe­
riods.

“I hope Kent gets the idea,” he 
muttered. “If he is behind the Pierre 
Lamont murder, the message will do 
no good. But if he happens to be a 

victim of circumstances, I’ll soon 
know.”

VAN produced the heavy surgical 
gloves he had found in the room 
where an intended murder shot had 

been fired. He had a small print he 
had taken just before leaving the 
hastily vacated apartment of Jewel 
Madison.

The print was a photograph of the 
edge of a table. Where Homer Kent 
had rested his hands before he had 
jerked the gun out of a drawer.

Van turned the surgical gloves in­
side out. He used a special dusting 
powder, then applied the searching 
power of his rumbascope.

“And that makes it just about cer­
tain that ‘Cotton Road’ will go on to­
night, and that Ina Lou will appear,” 
said Van. “Homer Kent did not wear 
those gloves. Kent must have been 
telling the truth about a man going 
down the fire-escape."

One element in the Phantom’s 
make-up nearly always carried him 
to just conclusions. In this case, his 
keen respect for a man who, dying, 
had carried on to his last breath for 
whatever cause or friends he had, had 
won the Phantom’s undying regard 
for Pierre Lamont. Lamont had tried 
to make sure that somewhere at sea 
those who trusted him would not be 
let down. Now that it was apparent 
that Homer Kent had not tried to kill 
Lamont, Kent became a part of carry­
ing out Pierre Lamont’s last loyal de­
sire.

The Phantom was ready now to 
give Homer Kent every benefit of the 
doubt. If Kent was intending to carry 
on as Pierre Lamont wished, then he 
had the Phantom’s whole-hearted 
backing.

“Which would appear to indicate 
some rest,” the Phantom decided, 
“with theTlext act of this tragedy to 
be the show of ‘Cotton Road’ itself.”

On a cot in his laboratory, Van re­
stored his vigor with a few solid 
hours of sleep...,



It was not unusual for Richard 
Curtis Van Loan, cynical playboy and 
lavish spender, the despair of design­
ing society mothers, to occupy a box 
at any show, as this night he had se­
lected “Cotton Road.”

Nor was it out of the ordinary for 
Dick Van Loan casually to drop into 
another box to greet friends. One of 
the occupants of this second box was 
Muriel Havens, daughter of Frank 
Havens. Muriel was a picture of 

Havens whose deep, gray eyes met 
Van’s with understanding. For both 
knew that Muriel was occupying this 
box tonight at the direct request of 
the Phantom.

She had been directed to become 
friendly, if possible, with Rodney 
Sherman, yacht owner, who always 
had an eye out for the prettiest girls 
at hand. Why she was to do this, 
Muriel was unaware, just as she was 
unaware that in talking with Dick
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charm, with her cloud of dark hair 
and her bright-eyed smile for Dick 
Van Loan.

“Hello, lazy,” she greeted. “You 
shouldn’t bother a poor working girl.”

“Working?” questioned Dick Van 
Loan, a bored smile lighting his 
brown eyes. “You? What—”

“Run away, Dick,” said Muriel, 
laughing, “and find some other play­
mate. What I’m doing is a deep, dark 
secret.”

Dick Van Loan glanced at Frank

Van Loan she was in conversation 
with the mysterious Phantom who 
was a magic figure in her life.

SHE knew Dick Van Loan as what 
others believed him to be. She 

knew the Phantom only in various 
disguises. None but her father could 
have told her that Van Loan and the 
Phantom were the same. Havens was 
often vastly amused, knowing that 
Muriel was half in love with Dick 
Van Loan, and half with the Phan­



tom. In fact, Muriel often struggled 
trying to make up her mind between 
them.

As for the Phantom, he deliberately 
put away all serious thought of any 
woman being involved in the constant 
danger of his career. Though there 
were times that he knew he thought 
perhaps too much of Muriel for his 
own good.

As Van left Muriel and Frank 
Havens to return to his own box 
where he was entertaining a group o*f 
his society friends, his eyes swept 
over the crowded house. With the 
publicized word of Penny Lake’s dis- 
appearnce, and the murder of Fred 
Kent striking so close to the show, 
“Cotton Road” had packed them in 
tonight.

Van believed his short-wave assur­
ance to Homer Kent and Jewel Madi­
son had been sufficient to allay any 
fear of reprisal from the Phantom. 
He was sure of that when he saw 
Kent appear in an upper box opposite 
him.

Kent was studying the faces of the 
big audience, and Van smiled. He was 
sure Kent was wondering if the 
Phantom was there somewhere ?

As for Kent suspecting the play­
boy, Dick Van Loan—that was ab­
surd. Such a suggestion would have 
got a laugh from any of Van Loan’s 
friends.

CHAPTER XIV
His Best Disguise

3K VAN LOAN was 
talking with his 
party when he saw 
Rodney Sherman 
come into one of the 
boxes not far from 
Muriel Havens. Van 
smiled as he saw 
Muriel catch Sher­
man’s eye, and 
Sherman appear a 
the box beside the 

girl.

Van, apparently, was watching the 
orchestra coming into the pit, but he 
saw Muriel Havens drop her opera 
glasses.

Rodney Sherman bent low, retriev­
ing the glasses.

Van could see the rich yachtsman’s 
face distinctly. Sherman went in for 
a trick mustache. His blond hair was 
short and brushed straight back. Van 
closed his eyes, and in his analytical 
brain a picture formed. Sherman’s 
mustache appeared to be extended to 
points that were waxed and turned 
sharply upward. His blond hair was 
even shorter, and stood up like rows 
of bristles instead of being combed 
smooth.

“And he does have a lot of money 
to spend, without anyone seeming tn 
know much about his origin,” mur­
mured Van. “Well, I may be guessing 
wrong. All of his fancy for Jewel 
Madison may be only a pose. He likes 
publicity and playing for ‘Ina Lou’ 
is one way to get it.”

When the curtain was raised, Van 
was positive that his radio message 
had been accepted. The opening set 
was a cotton field. The ragged, dirty- 
faced Ina Lou, with her torn dress 
showing her shapely legs, and her 
impudent Southern drawl, was not in 
the least reminiscent of Jewel Madi­
son, society darling.

Jewel Madison was more than a 
singer. She was a great little actress. 
Even at the rising of the curtain the 
audience got a kick when Ina Lou 
scrambled quickly out of the arms of 
a youthful share cropper, a cotton 
picker, whose cross-eyed stare at the 
audience was a laugh in itself.

Seated. on a pile of cotton sacks, 
was fat Martha. In her sing-song 
voice she was telling what the stars 
said. Cotton pickers were busy in the 
rows.

After getting a laugh from the 
audience by her scramble from the 
arms of the cross-eyed character 
known as “Slowboy,” Ina Lou burst 
into song. Her throaty contralto



had a real Georgia swing and accent: 
Lawdy, how long will de cotton grow? 
Lawdy, de pickin’s come mighty slow— 
Other voices swung into a spiritual 

type of chorus. Van’s eyes went to 
one big cotton picker whose bass voice 
rolled in a deep undertone. He might 
be a suspected abductor, and his busi­
ness of the previous night may have 
been far from lawful, but the voice of 
Chaumon, the Frenchman, was full 
and resonant.

Van found he was comparing the 
big Frenchman with the dead Pierre 
Lamont. There was a physical simi­
larity, and there was something 
deeper. It was of the spirit.

Chaumon’s head was held proudly, 
defiantly, as if he might be expecting 
the law to step into his life at any 
moment, and he was ready to face it.

Van glanced at the program. A 
tenoi' near Chaumon, a small, quick 
man, was listed as Antone Dupre.

Once, Van saw Chaumon glance to­
ward Dupre. It seemed to him the 
eyes of the two men clashed. Van put 
his glasses on Chaumon’s face during 
a pause, and saw Chaumon was 
speaking low to Dupre. Van’s ability 
to read lips brought him the astound­
ing words:

“I will keep on watching you, 
Dupre. If this goes wrong, I will 
break you to death with my bare 
hands.”

Dupre’s lips moved. Van read:
“I have but to speak, and you will 

be in the hands of the police.”

BOTH singers spoke in French, but 
Van read the words clearly.

“I believe I’ll manage to have a 
little visit with Chaumon between 
acts,” Van decided. “In the mean­
time—”

Van arose, slipping quietly along 
the boxes. He was can-ying opera 
glasses that were identical with those 
belonging to Muriel Havens. Muriel 
did not know when her father deftly 
removed her glasses and substituted 
an identical pair that Van slipped to 

him, unseen by the girl. As Van 
wrapped Muriel’s glasses, which Sher­
man had retrieved from the floor, in 
a handkerchief, he was smiling.

“Muriel would be furious if she 
knew I already have them,” he 
thought. “She will go through the 
show without using the other glasses 
because she wants to preserve pos­
sible fingerprints.”

Suddenly Van saw Homer Kent 
’eave the opposite box and go out, 
probably toward backstage. Van 
turned his attention to the play. Ina 
Lou brought laughter, after some 
dramatic lines, when she gave Slow­
boy a resounding slap that staggered 
him.

Fat Martha had some more to say 
about the stars, then Van’s eyes were 
suddenly upon old Whickers, the male 
star. The old man was threatening to 
give Ina Lou an old-fashioned tan­
ning with a peach tree switch.

The show, as a play, did not make 
much sense. It did get laughs, though, 
and the music was rated as tops. And 
the show had been running for nearly 
seven years.

The first act was nearing its cli­
max. Old Whickers was sniveling and 
whining because he had been soundly 
smacked by fat Martha for tanning 
Ina Lou. The close of the act saw the 
performers swinging back into the 
phony cotton rows.

Ina Lou had been picking in the 
row nearest to the audience. Just as 
the closing song began and Ina Lou 
started going through the motions of 
picking cotton, Van noticed that old 
Whickers appeared to step out of the 
line of script. He suddenly caught 
Ina Lou and thrust her back to the 
second row. Slowboy stood uncer­
tainly for a minute, shrugged, moved 
into the row vacated by Ina Lou.

It appeared to be only a part of the 
business of the play, but abruptly a 
little bell of danger rang in Van’s 
brain. And when he saw fat Martha 
start waddling across the stage, that 
seemed out of keeping with her part.



Van would have said that for some 
reason old Whickers and fat Martha 
were suddenly coming to the fore to 
defend Ina Lou from some unseen 
danger.

Ina Lou’s voice rang out, high and 
clear, above the chorus. The heavy 
bass of Chaumon rumbled. Dupre’s 
tenor lifted.

Cross-eyed Slowboy had been sing­
ing, too. He suddenly paused, looking 
at a bit of cotton he had just pulled 
from one of the rough, hard bolls. He 
was still looking at his hand when he 
fell.

The audience roared, at first. It 
seemed to be a part of his clumsiness. 
But when the actor lay crumpled on 
the stage, one of the girls nearest to 
him screamed.

Van was out of his seat instantly. 
Back of the box he took a domino 
mask from inside his coat. His face 
was covered when he reached the 
door leading down to the stage.

Here he could hear a char ged note 
sweep over the audience. The scream 
of the actress had been taken up and 
it went through the house.

WHEN Van reached the wings, 
memory was clicking. He had 
seen “Cotton Road” several times, 

and knew there was no business in 
the first act where Ina Lou moved out 
of the spot, the row of cotton nearest 
the audience.

Old Whickers had forced the 
switch. Fat Martha had been moving 
toward the girl, and that was not in 
the act either.

Van reached the wings just as the 
curtain came down. He heard the 
wheezing voice of old Whickers.

“Martha, you stay right by Ina 
Lou! Slowboy’s dead!”

“Slowboy isn’t dead!” another 
actoi’ shouted. “His eyes are open! 
He’s trying to talk! Hey, don’t touch 
him!”

His face masked, his coat swiftly 
closed, Van pushed through the 
crowding cast behind the dropped cur­

tain. He heard Homer Kent’s hard 
voice calling out the usual question 
from in front of the curtain.

“Is their a doctor in the audience?” 
Probably several would respond.
The stage folk gave wray as Van 

reached the fallen Slowboy’s side. 
They scarcely seemed to notice his 
domino mask until he had bent over 
the actor.

Van had some of the cotton from 
Slowboy’s hand. He had seen a slight, 
bleeding scratch. He had turned to 
the roughly pointed boll from which

the cotton had come when the bulk of 
Chaumon, the singer, confronted him.

“Here, you can’t do that!” Chau­
mon protested. “Who are you! 
What’s the mask for?”

Van’s reply was low and edged.
“I have "what I want, Chaumon. As 

you value the lives of your friends, 
keep away from me.”

Van looked around quickly, but he 
did not see Jewel Madison.

“Chaumon,” he said sharply, “take 
me to Ina Lou’s dressing room 
quickly! It may be life or death!”

Chaumon’s dark, unfathomable 
eyes were hard.

“I don’t know you! What is your 
right?”

“If I am correct,” Van said, so only 
Chaumon could hear, “you would be a 
friend. I saw Pierre Lamont killed. I 
sent the instigator of his murder be­
hind the bars. Now hurry, Chau­
mon.”

Chaumon’s big right hand made a 
quick sign. Then his huge arms swept 
back others.

“This way,” he said. “I know now. 
You are the Phantom.”



Van nodded, moving with silent 
speed back of the wings. His eyes 
missed nothing as members of the 
cast began to run into their dressing 
rooms.

“Has Slowboy been poisoned?” 
Chaumon asked. “Will he die?”

“No,” said Van. “He probably will 
live. But it may be many months be­
fore he can speak, if I have judged 
correctly. His vocal cords will be 
paralyzed for a long time.”

“Now I see it!” exclaimed Chau­
mon. “That was the cotton row that 
Ina Lou should have been picking 
when it happened.”

The Phantom nodded, his eyes 
upon a gold star on one of the doors, 
Ina Lou’s dressing room. Martha 
must have taken her there.

Then a girl’s voice screamed ter­
ribly. The cry came from behind 
the golden star. There was but one 
scream. Chaumon was at Van’s shoul­
der as he hit the door. It had been 
locked inside.

“There’s another door at the back!” 
shouted Chaumon.

But Van’s weight had smashed the 
star’s door with the force of a batter­
ing ram. It burst open. All of the 
lights inside the dressing room had 
been smashed, but the outside light 
dimly revealed a girl in a torn and 
ragged dress.

Van’s hand encountered warm 
blood as he felt for the girl’s heart. 
Chaumon went on through the room. 
His weight hit a rear door, but it re­
sisted him. Evidently it had been 
quickly blocked by a trunk on the 
outside.

Chaumon plunged, carrying door 
and trunk with him in his second try.

Van could hear the girl’s hoarse, 
gurgling breath. He bent low.

“Can you hear me?”
“Yes—yes. He—it was dark—I 

saw—diamonds—diamonds—”
Van could tell the words had come 

on her last breath. Her life had flowed 
out from the knife wound that had 
come close to piercing her heart.

CHAPTER XV
Vanished Ina Loh

EW bulbs — two of 
them — gave the 
Phantom light. He 
was thinking that 
at last Diamond 
Ronder himself 
might be a direct 
killer. The front for 
the owner of Club 
Nineteen had often 
been suspected as

heading murderers, but had never 
been pinned definitely on a death rap. 

Old Whickers was in the room be­
side the Phantom.

The actor’s teeth were blacked out 
for his lead role.

“I guess I saved Ina Lou that time,’* 
he mumbled, “but I was so all-fired 
busy thinking of her I didn’t notice 
Slowboy go into that front row of cot­
ton.”

The dead girl on the floor was not 
Ina Lou. In the play she was Mari­
anna, Ina Lou’s share-cropper sister. 
Van had a crumpled paper from the 
dead girl’s hand. He had quickly de­
ciphered its scrawled lines.
Ina Lou:

See you at Club Nineteen. Have real 
party arranged. Don’t fail me. The old 
boat is decorated in your honor.

Rod.

Looking around, the Phantom 
quickly decided that two, perhaps 
three men had been lying in wait in 
this dressing room. He found a 
dropped roll of tape and a black hood 
with a draw string that might have 
been intended to be placed over some­
one’s head.

“If the trick on the stage should 
fail—as it did—they were evidently 
prepared to kidnap Ina Lou,” he said 
to big Chaumon who had come back 
through the broken door empty- 
handed. “Or perhaps they intended 
to seize her, even if she had been hit 
by the drug that put Slowboy out”



Chaumon’s face was a set mask, as 
if carved from dark stone.

“This business tonight will be paid 
for,” he said. “You know of that 
paralyzing drug. Phantom?”

“Yes,” said Van. “Of the common 
marihuana or cannibis indica family, 
but not quite the same. Its effect may 
last for weeks, but it is seldom fatal.”

He studied Chaumon’s cold eyes, 
thinking of what Chaumon had said 
to Dupre, shortly before the felling of 
Slowboy and the murder of Mari­
anna— “I will keep on watching you, 
Dupre. If this goes wrong, I will 
break you to death with my bare 
hands.”

Van turned suddenly to old Whick­
ers.

“You knew the stuff was on the cot­
ton boll, Whickers. How?”

Whickers’ filmy eyes turned upon 
Chaumon. There was more than a 
little fear there.

“I wasn’t sure,” mumbled Whick­
ers. “But one of the actors put some­
thing from a small bottle on some of 
that cotton, while the singers were 
moving about. I thought of that being 
Ina Lou’s spot just in time.”

“Which actor?” snapped Van.
“Why—well, it wouldn’t be ethi­

cal—”
An expressive French oath came 

from Chaumon.
“The devil -with ethics!” he said 

then. “It would be Dupre, none 
other.”

“And would that be why you told 
Dupre you would break him to death 
if something went wrong, Chaumon?” 
Van asked instantly.

Chaumon stared at him. “You 
heard that, Phantom?”

“No, I was in a box, Chaumon. I 
saw it. Was that it?”

“This was part of it,” said Chau­
mon slowly. “But exactly the opposite 
of what I meant. It is now my duty to 
kill Dupre quickly as soon as I can 
find him.”

“He has disappeared?”
“I have looked everywhere. He was 

gone before the trouble broke. I wish 
I had known he had set that trap for 
Ina Lou. I repeat, that is a part of 
what I meant by things going wrong. 
But I am not privileged to tell you 
any more.”

VAN had Chaumon to one side. The 
dressing room was filled now with 
infuriated actors and hysterical 

women.
“What has all this to do with a bil­

lion in gold, Chaumon?” Van shot at 
the Frenchman. “And isn’t this a di­
rect drive to intimidate Homer 
Kent?”

“You know of that, Phantom?” 
Chaumon, asked in a hoarse whisper. 
“As I said, I shall kill Dupre. I shall 
kill him slowly and with pleasure, 
just as Pierre Lamont killed one—” 
He clamped his teeth tight.

“Go on,” demanded the Phantom.
“If one removes a rat of the sewers, 

the act should be forgotten,” said 
Chaumon.

The Phantom nodded. He was 
thinking of Big Dan Spade. Only he 
could not quite forget that Big Dan 
was not actually guilty of the murder 
for w’hich he was being held. He 
would attend to that later.

Homer Kent pushed into the room, 
his face white and strained. He did 
not see the masked Phantom as he 
bent over the murdered girl.

“If I knew who did this!” he said 
tensely, his hands clenched until his 
knuckles whitened. “I swear now that 
I put the avenging of this girl’s life 
in the same oath I have sworn for my 
brother!”

The Phantom never missed sincer­
ity. It was in Homer Kent’s voice.

“Mr. Kent,” old Whickers said un­
expectedly, “just before Marianna 
died, she spoke of seeing diamonds in 
the darkness. It was diamonds we 
saw after your brother was killed.”

The Phantom had a thought of his 
own then. Diamonds pointed straight 
to Diamond Ronder. Perhaps too di­
rectly. Some other person might be 



employing diamonds to have them 
seen, so that later blame for murder 
could be pinned on Diamond Ronder.

Homer Kent’s eyes suddenly lifted. 
They rested upon Van’s masked face, 
upon the domino of black that effectu­
ally covered the features of Richard 
Curtis Van Loan.

“The Phantom,” Kent said quietly. 
“I thought you would be here. What 
do you make of it? You know much 
that should not be discussed here, but 
this murder, and that out there on 
the stage, are open matters.”

“It would seem that you have been 
harboring a murderer, or at least a 
spy in your company, Kent,” the 
Phantom said. “The singer, Antone 
Dupre, has disappeared. What would 
you know of him?”

“Dupre! So that’s it! It’s where 
everything—”

Chaumon touched Kent’s arm.
“Not here,” he murmured in 

French. “You must see now that Ina 
Lou is safely guarded, then we must 
have a confidential talk with the 
Phantom. Perhaps we can tell him 
something, and perhaps nothing that 
he doesn’t already know.”

It was at that moment that the po­
lice arrived. Inspector Thomas Gregg 
had one look at the Phantom and his 
mask, then mumbled with satisfac­
tion.

“Do you only smell out murder, 
Phantom?” he asked. “Or do you just 
mumble words and murder comes to 
where you are?”

Van swiftly recited what he had 
learned. He presented the Rodney 
Sherman note to Inspector Gregg.

“There are probably prints on that 
note, and I have others on opera 
glasses, Inspector,” he said. “It might 
be well to have both checked with the 
Federal Bureau of Investigation. Not 
that Rodney Sherman could be sus­
pected in this tonight, seeing he sent 
a note to Miss Madison about a pai-ty 
after her Club Nineteen number—”

Van’s final words carried- a slight 
emphasis. It was not losK.upon'the 

acute perception of Gregg’s trained 
police mind.

“Good alibi, that note, Phantom,” 
he muttered.

“That’s what I mean, Inspector,” 
said Van in a low voice. “It might be 
well to learn if Sherman is giving a 
party on his yacht in the Hudson 
after midnight.”

OLD Whickers who had stepped 
out, was back in the doorway of 

the star’s dressing room.
“Mr. Kent! Chaumon! Who has 

seen Ina Lou and Martha? They 
started back here when the curtain 
dropped! I have been to every dress­
ing room! No one has seen Ina Lou 
or Martha!”

The Phantom was moving swiftly 
from the room, out into the wings. 
Everything had been happening so 
quickly as to create complete confu­
sion among members of the company 
and the stage-hands.

Gregg had police spotted here and 
there. But Van recalled that for min­
utes after Slowboy’s drugging, and 
Marianna’s murder when she had run 
upon lurking kidnapers, several 
means of exit had been wide open for 
killers and kidnapers to escape.

Van made for the side exit, looking 
around for the old doorman who 
should have been there. Inspector 
Gregg was behind him.

Van found the old doorman. But he 
never would tell who had passed him. 
His skull had been crushed in.

Inspector Gregg uttered an expres­
sive oath behind the Phantom.

“We should have rounded up Dia­
mond Ronder and every last rat that 
has ever been fed by Big Dan Spade!” 
he roared. “Only we haven’t had the 
slightest line on Ronder or any of his 
hottest boys since we took Big Dan 
over! Now he bobs up here!”

Again it came to Van that suspi­
cion was being directed too closely to 
Diamond Ronder. That note from 
Rodney Sherman interested him 
deeply. Could some other killer have 



been flashing diamonds to put the 
finger on Ronder?

At that moment, Van saw fat 
Martha. She was motionless near one 
of the back wings of the big stage. 
Instantly he was moving toward her 
noiselessly.

He was close when he saw the fat 
woman’s lips move. She was uttering 
soundless words.

“Look out! Ina Lou’s gone! Man 
up above trying to escape! I can’t 
talk!”

“Martha’s eyes rolled with fear. 
Van did not move his head, but he 
saw the furtive figure crouching on 
the catwalk sixty feet above the stage. 
The man was apparently trying to 
make his way to an open skylight that 
gave exit to the theater roof.

Fear for the fate of Ina Lou, pos­
sibly for herself, had kept fat Martha 
from speaking.

The Phantom did not appear to 
notice the figure on the catwalk as he 
stepped casually to one side.

The Phantom’s ascent to the high 
catwalk of the Old Forties Theater 
was to become an epic story of the 
New York Police Department.

Van believed the man seeking es­
cape from the open skylight must be 
one of the killers, possibly the mur­
derer of Marianna. Certainly he must 
be associated with those who had kid­
naped Ina Lou, and killed the old 
doorman.

Van moved warily, convinced that 
the fugitive would be armed. If the 
killer gained the roof, he might de­
scend to some street anywhere within 
a long block.

The Phantom passed behind a wing. 
Here swung the ropes that operated 
some of the set, dropping down from 
the flies.

IT WAS Chaumon, the big French­
man, who suddenly saw Van 

swinging upward with amazing 
speed. The Phantom’s full, hard 
weight was upon his arms. Yet he was 
paying out rope below him as if the 

rope were slack and he was solidly 
upon the ground.

Van reached the catwalk. He 
heaved himself upward. The walk 
was but two feet in width. He landed 
on his feet, balancing himself lightly. 
The killer was crouched flat upon the 
walk, directly under the open sky­
light that gave him an edge for quick 
escape.

Martha screamed. Big Chaumon 
cursed.

CHAPTER XVI
Dead Men Can’t Talk

EN the Phantom 
could not duck a bul­
let by dropping 
down where there 
was but the narrow 
catwalk between 
him and sixty feet 
of space. When the 
killer’s gun belched 
fire, sidestepping 
was impossible.

So he neither dropped nor side­
stepped. He sprang directly upward 
with a leap as swift as a panther’s. 
Lead nipped at his feet, but his unex­
pected action disconcerted the gun­
man.

The killer then made the mistake of 
attempting to gain his feet, when he 
might have made more certain of his 
aim by remaining flattened on his 
stomach.

After Van’s jump, his toes scarcely 
seemed to touch as he alighted. His 
next jump was almost like that of a 
man letting go of a flying swing.

The gunman’s rod was rimmed 
with spitting flame. But the killer 
was in an awkward position. When 
Van’s body hit him both were hurled 
flat.

The gunman screamed as he 
slipped off the catwalk. But Van’s 
fingers were twisted into his collar, 
and Van was balanced across the cat­
walk. For five seconds or more, the 
killer remained suspended, turning 
slowly..



Van saw big Chaumon directly be­
low. Inspector Gregg was there also, 
roaring. Stage-hands and police had 
caught up a square of stage canvas 
and were stretching it as a life-net.

Van had time to glance into the 
writhing features of the man he had 
nailed. He was looking at Antone 
Dupre, who according to old Whick­
ers, had planted a paralyzing drug to 
trap Ina Lou.

Van let go his hold. Dupre landed 
in the canvas below and bounced 
high. The next time he came down, 
he rolled to the floor. Van was on his 
feet, but he was held by the sudden 
shouts, and the commotion below.

He saw Dupre being whirled high 
above the head of big Chaumon. Po­
lice were attempting to reach the 
pair, but none was in time to prevent 
Chaumon carrying out the threat he 
had made before Van.

There on that stage, with police 
and others ringing him in, trying to 
interfere, Chaumon broke to death 
the singer, Dupre, as he had promised 
he would. When he tossed Dupre 
from him, the man apparently had 
nothing but jelly for a spine.

The Phantom slid down a rope. In­
spector Gregg had Chaumon by the 
arm.

“I have to take you in for this,” 
said Gregg. “He may have had it 
coming, but we don’t work our execu­
tions that way over here.”

There was a calm, bitter smile on 
Chaumon’s lips as the Phantom 
reached him.

“It would be much simpler if you 
handled your killers that way,” said 
Chaumon. “I regret that I must be de­
tained. It is of serious importance 
that I should be free for another 
forty-eight hours. After that, well, I 

. shall come in myself, as I will have no 
further urgency for my time.”

“Sounds just plain nuts to me!” 
said a policeman harshly. “Come on! 
You heard the inspector.”

The Phantom intervened. “I believe 
that Mansieur Chaumon is a man of 

his word,” he said. “I back my faith 
in him by taking responsibility for 
his appearance in forty-eight hours. 
Now what has Martha to tell?”

MARTHA was sobbing, talking in­
coherently.

“Two men seized Ina Lou,” she 
said. “I guess I was too fat for them 
to handle. They said if I uttered an 
alarm within ten minutes I would be 
shot. One of the men was masked, but 
he had big diamonds on his fingers. 
They said I could say that Ina Lou 
will be safe, but that she will never 
sing again in ‘Cotton Road’. You 
know, when Fred Kent was killed, I 
saw diamonds shining in the dark­
ness.”

Van saw there was no more to be 
gained from Martha. At last he got 
Chaumon to one side.

“All right, Chaumon,” he said. 
“Except for my interference, you 
would be locked up. Isn’t it about 
time to come clean? You had more 
than a desire for vengeance in killing 
Antone Dupre. Dead men can’t talk. 
What is it you wanted kept secret?”

“Come into my dressing room,” 
Chaumon said quietly. “A time comes 
when a debt of gratitude may be 
greater than all else.”

Often a sixth sense of impending 
danger had saved the Phantom. He 
was on guard, although he liked this 
big Frenchman. There was something 
forthright about the man that did not 
indicate deception.

Van walked into Chaumon’s dress­
ing room, alert for a sudden move. 
There was something under all of 
this, in the deliberate killing of Dupre 
to close his lips, that made Van cer­
tain that Chaumon would not divulge 
■what he knew.

His guess was one hundred per 
cent. Chaumon was ahead of Van, 
entering his small room. He was still 
turned away as Van closed the door 
behind him. Then Chaumon struck.

The big Frenchman whirled, one 
huge fist snapping upward. And be­



cause Van had paid attention to his 
warning sixth sense, he rolled with 
the surprise punch and shot over a 
right cross with an impact that even 
Joe Louis could not have withstood.

Chaumon’s knees buckled. As he 
went down, a faint smile made his 
broad mouth both humorous and sad.

“All right, Phantom, you win," he 
said, moving his jawr with one hand. 
“I cannot tell you all that you wish to 
know, for I am honor bound against 
that. But I know you are always for 
the right, and that is enough for me. 
We will go together.”

Van grinned a little. “That isn’t 
quite enough, Chaumon,” he said. 
“Where do wre go together, and why?”

“I go tonight to blow up a boat,” 
Chaumon said, as calmly as if he had 
said he intended having some pie and 
coffee. “It cannot wait now. It would 
have been done before this time, but it 
would have given too much time to 
prepare another craft. But when I 
destroy this one boat, and the one 
who has planned to use it, everything 
will be completed. I will be free then 
to surrender myself to your police 
who will doubtless understand that I 
have acted only in a just cause.”

The Phantom had listened to many 
fantastic proposals. Never before had 
he heard a sane, apparently law-abid­
ing man coolly declare he was prepar­
ing to bring about a fatal explosion. 
It might have seemed incredible, but 
Van had to remember that Antone 
Dupre was dead because, this same 
Chaumon had said he would kill him.

“PERHAPS we should discuss
-L this,” suggested Van. “After all, 

we have certain laws against some 
forms of violence. I don’t believe our 
police would understand as readily as 
you imagine, Chaumon.”

Chaumon shrugged.
“Understand, or not, Phantom, I 

have only my duty to perform, and I 
must not delay,” he said. “It is what 
you would do, if you understood all 
that is at stake. I do not intend to kill 

anyone who should not be removed.”
“But I should know more about 

your plans, Chaumon, if I am to help 
you,” Van protested, though he was 
assured that Chaumon was a man of 
his word and intended to do exactly 
what he said.

Big Chaumon smiled.
“Why not, for you are just,” he 

said. “I have some little flasks in a 
belt around me. They contain a high 
explosive. I am convinced that ene­
mies of my people, the Free French, 
are aboard a yacht called the Barra­
cuda, in the Hudson River. That 
yacht should be destroyed, with all on 
it.”

This was fitting in with Van’s own 
ideas concerning the yacht Barracuda, 
and its owner, Rodney Sherman, but 
he scarcely favored Chaumon’s vio­
lent impulse.

“Perhaps you are correct, Chau­
mon,” he said. “But you might be 
mistaken. I am responsible for you to 
the police. I ask your word that you 
will go to the Hollyhill House and 
wait there-for me one hour.”

“That is fair enough,” said Chau­
mon. “I will wait one hour. After 
that, I intend to blow up this 
boat. ...”

The Phantom passed nearly an 
hour of intense activity. First he con­
tacted Chip Dorian. That loyal youth 
had been keeping continuously upon 
the trail of Chaumon, the Frenchman.

True, Chip had been slightly side­
tracked by the events in the theater, 
but he was still waiting to pick up 
Chaumon when he would appear.

“Stick to him, Chip,” directed Van. 
“Especially see to it that he is warned 
if others follow him. He just killed a 
man.”

“A murderer?” Chip perked up 
with interest. “Gee whiz!”

“Rather an executioner, Chip,” ob­
served the Phantom.

Van made an effort to contact Steve 
Huston who was supposed to be shad­
owing Rodney Sherman. Steve was 
missing.



In only a short time Van was again 
in the Bronx. In his laboratory he 
glanced at his super-power short­
wave listener.

“If I could only know what other 
short-waves are fishing the air for 
calls from the sea!” he mused. “It 
may be that those who should not be 
informed have been successful in 
picking up that strange signal. Well, 
there is one way to learn that.”

Van intended taking that way. To­
night’s events had added up his de­
ductions. He now was convinced that 
all of the murders and other crime 
had been directed at, rather than by 
one man—Homer Kent, oil man and 
producer of “Cotton Road.”

Van was planning to become the 
direct bait that might bring him into 
direct danger of extinction, but it was 
one sure means of getting at the 
truth.

HE DUSTED and studied the opera 
glasses which Muriel Havens had 

tricked Rodney Sherman into han­
dling. He compared the prints with 
those in the surgical gloves found in 
Jewel Madison’s apartment, gloves of 
the man who had tried to kill him.

The Phantom then made a quick 
card of the fingerprints. He dropped 
this into a sensitive machine at the 
end of a long steel file. A little motor 
buzzed. Then a white card appeared 
from a slot.

That steel file had the prints and 
records of many notable criminals. 
Its system was similar to that of the 
F.B.I. file machine.

Van studied the card he held. His 
lips moved and formed names that 
had the same initials.

“Rodney Sherman — Rudolph 
Schermell—”

He knew now the past identity of 
Rodney Sherman, yacht owner and 
playboy. The F.B.I. would also have 
that record.

“And now it remains to be deter­
mined just how Homer Kent may be 
tied up with all of this,” decided Van.

The answer to that might have a 
great deal to do with his own safety 
in the next few hours, and upon it 
might depend the lives of others and 
the solution of the mysterious mur­
ders.

Once more the Phantom’s deft 
hands worked from his make-up case. 
When he drove from his laboratory, 
he was in every detail the tall, bril­
liant-eyed, hard-voiced Homer Kent.

CHAPTER XVII
One Kent Too Many

OLLYHILL HOUSE 
finally came into 
sight after Van had 
driven there by an 
indirect route. He 
stopped at several 
places, entering 
cigar and drug 
stores, and one 
restaurant in the
vicinity of Club 

Nineteen. “Which just about makes 
it sure I have been seen by some who 
know and may be interested in Homer 
Kent and his various movements,” he 
thought as he parked near the Holly­
hill House.

His hope was confirmed. He was 
convinced that a car which pulled up 
behind him had been trailing, and two 
hard-eyed men came into the Holly­
hill House lobby as he delayed before 
entering an elevator.

The Phantom kept a close eye upon 
Chaumon as the Frenchman opened 
his door to his rap. If there was some­
thing between Homer Kent and this 
French actor who had so calmly 
broken Antone Dupre to death, now 
was the time to discover it.

“I did not expect you, Mr. Kent,” 
said Chaumon. “But come in.”

Chaumon closed the door carefully, 
turning the key in the lock.

“You probably have been followed 
here, Mr. Kent,” said Chaumon. 
“Have you heard anything of Miss 
Madison?”



“No,” said Van, realizing that 
Chaumon was ill at ease.

That might be because Chaumon 
had expected the Phantom alone. He 
wondered if Homer Kent would know 
that Chaumon was planning to blow 
up a boat? Chaumon’s next words set 
Van to thinking fast.

“I am worrying about Jewel Madi­
son as well as Penny Lake,” said 
Chaumon. “I wish I could be sure 
where they have been taken.”

“If I had any idea of that, Chau­
mon, I wouldn’t be here,” said Van. 
“You killed Dupre. I thought you 
might know more than the others. At 
least, why did you kill Dupre?”

Van had to take a chance on feel­
ing out Chaumon. He got unexpected 
results.

“We can quit pretending, Phan­
tom,” he said. “I think I know some­
thing of what you have in mind, and 
it is dangerous. You are one great 
detective, and as Homer Kent you are 
perfect. It happens that Homer Kent 
and Whickers talked to me on the 
phone less than a minute before you 
arrived. They are still at the Old 
Forties Theater.”

Van smiled. “Would you care to 
accompany me, Chaumon?” he said. 
“I have given my word to look after 
you.”

But Chaumon appeared to have a 
one-track mind.

“I intend to blow up that boat,” he 
insisted quietly. “That must be done 
before daylight, otherwise I might 
have trouble. I would not like to have 
any trouble with your police. It would 
be embarrassing at this time.”

Van knew then that he must take 
extreme measures with the deter­
mined Frenchman. As justified as 
the man might be in blowing up the 
Barracuda, perhaps removing per­
manently some of those upon such a 
boat, this was a little beyond the 
Phantom’s most violent methods of 
administering justice.

He gave Chaumon no warning. The 
Frenchman was big and fast, but he 

did not see the fist that socked him 
squarely upon the button. Van’s arm 
ached with the force of the punch.

FIVE minutes later Chaumon was 
securely bound. He would be safe 
for the remainder of the dark hours.

Van examined a row of crystal 
flasks fastened to Chaumon’s belt. 
There seemed no doubt these con­
tained high explosive, as the French­
man had said, so it seemed best to 
the Phantom to remove this tempta­
tion from Chaumon. He was about to 
do this when a voice spoke behind 
him. He dropped Chaumon’s shirt, 
concealing the belt as he turned.

A little man stood there, his eyes 
squinting along an odd weapon.

“Just a minute, Kent!”
The weapon had a long barrel, with 

sliding sections similar to a telescope. 
There were two other pairs of eyes 
and two more similar weapons 
pointed at Van.

Evidently the three, hard-eyed men 
had entered quietly from an adjoin­
ing room, or they had come through 
one of the windows with a fire-escape 
outside.

Van had the instant thought that 
perhaps Chaumon was a party to this 
unexpected ambush. The men could 
have been concealed in the adjoining 
room, listening.

“Well?” Van drawled. “You seem 
to hold all the cards. What’s wanted ?”

The last person that Van expected 
to see here came through the doorway 
—the funereal-faced Diamond Ron­
der.

Van instantly noted something that 
partly confirmed a theory he had 
formed. Diamond Ronder was not 
wearing his diamonds. Perhaps he 
laid them off when out on a killing 
job. That made it more likely that 
someone might be trying to implicate 
Ronder in more killings than he had 
really committed.

“We are going for a little ride, 
Kent,” said Diamond Ronder.

Without attempting to guess what 



the strange telescope weapons might 
be, the Phantom was in splendid posi­
tion to have drilled Diamond Ronder 
before any man could have crooked a 
finger. But he had not converted 
himself into Homer Kent to avoid the 
men now in the room.

Van decided to bluster some. “You 
can’t get away with this in the Holly­
hill House!” he said angrily. “You 
wouldn’t dare start shooting up 
here!”

Diamond Ronder almost smiled.
“These little gadgets don’t make 

any noise, Kent,” he said. “We’ll get 
away with. it. All right boys, let him 
have it. And cut Chaumon loose. 
We’ll take him along, too.”

“But wait—”
A sinister hissing suddenly filled 

the room. There were no signs or 
smell of gas. Van just had time to see 
Diamond Ronder clap a masklike 
contrivance over his face, and to see 
that the other men also had these 
masks before the room started whirl­
ing around him.

He imagined he was on a giant, 
spinning top. Centrifugal force 
hurled him oft. He landed with a 
force that jarred him. His head 
rapped a hard wall. That snapped 
his eyes open.

It was the shortest dream the 
Phantom had ever experienced over 

a lengthy period of time. The time 
must have been extended, for he was 
looking up at cold, winking stars in. 
a shifting sky.

Then he felt nauseated. It was not 
the sky, but the earth that was sway­
ing. Water slapped near him and cold - 
spray doused his face.

MEN’S voices murmured nearby.
Van recalled vaguely that he 

had succumbed to something entirely 
new in the form of gas. Invisible, 
odorless, it had erased his conscious­
ness instantly and completely.

From the swirling sound of a pro­
peller and the steady hum of a motor. 
Van realized he was in a launch of 
some size, in the bottom of a cockpit. 
The men talking were in a cabin, but 
no light was visible.

Van tried to sit up. Although com­
pletely conscious now, and without 
the slightest pain beyond the faint 
nausea, he discovered that his mus­
cles were flaccid and his nerves now 
seemed to have no more contact with 
his brain than so many dead strings.

Then a man lying beside him 
moved. Van’s heard a hoarse whis­
per: “Coming around, Phantom?

The man was Chaumon. Van tried 
to reply and discovered his vocal 
cords were paralyzed. Chaumon must 
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have escaped the strange, drugging 
.! gas. Chaumon had been bound and

possibly the Frenchman had been re­
moved from the Hollyhill House with­
out being put under the gas.

“Let me see your eyes,” said Chau­
mon. He saw Chaumon’s face above 
him. “You’re all right,” the French­
man said. “Now you know why I 
have to blow up that boat. It can 
throw that stupefying gas to cover 
an area of a mile or more, and knock 
out everything alive.”

To Van’s consternation, Chaumon 
was arising quietly, was listening to 
the voices in the dark cabin.

“This is my best chance, Phantom,” 
he said. “I hope you have luck. I can 
make shore from here easily. We’re 
still in the Hudson if you want to 
know. Au revoir, Phantom. Inside 
of an hour from now I’ll blow that 
boat to Kingdom Come.”

Never had the Phantom been in 
such a spot. Powerless, speechless, 
he watched Chaumon’s big body slip 
silently over the side of the moving 
launch. The’re was not the slightest 
splash as he disappeared.

Minutes passed. Every effort Van 
made to find some responsive nerve 
was a failure. He could see lights 
passing on a bluff. He judged this 
must be the New Jersey shore, not 
fax- from the Palisades.

Suddenly the launch swung along­
side an old wharf. Its motor was cut 
off and it glided all the way under 
the floor of an old warehouse.

Lights came on. Van first saw Dia­
mond Ronder. Then half a dozen 
other men were crowding into the 
cockpit.

Diamond Ronder swore slowly, 
heavily.

“I told you to put that fool Chau­
mon under the gas!” he said. “He’s 
gone. Kent! How long ago did he. 
. . . Hmmph! I forgot. You’re about 
as much use as a corpse until we give 
you a shot.”

A heavy door slipped down into the 
water, closing the small launch un­

der the warehouse floor. One of the 
men came out with a hypodermic 
gleaming in his hand. There was no 
sting as the needle entered the Phan­
tom’s arm.

CHAPTER XVIII
Keep Them Alive

EENLY awrare of all 
that had been hap­
pening, Rodney 
Sherman expressed 
deepest anxiety as 
he came aboard the 
palatial twm hun­
dred thousand dol­
lar yacht Barrar 
cud a. He was 
speaking with In­

spector Thomas Gregg and Frank 
Havens. He apologized for the noise 
made by his guests at the party be­
low.

“I heartily wish I had called it off 
under the circumstances,” he said, 
rubbing his wisp of a mustache. “This 
business about JewTel Madison takes 
about all the joy out of everything. 
You know, of course, I sent her a note 
inviting her to the party after hei’ 
number tonight at the club?”

“We know, Mr. Sherman,” In­
spector Gregg said gruffly. “It is just 
a matter of checking up on little de­
tails. Your note is an alibi. Not that 
anything or anyone has connected 
you with tonight’s affairs, except for 
you having been competing with 
Homer Kent for the Ina Lou, of ‘Cot­
ton Road.’ But where there are alibis, 
it’s always nice to see that they’re 
good.”

Sherman bristled, but tried to cover 
it with a short laugh.

“I guess I can’t get sore over police 
routine,” he said. “I shall send my 
guests ashore right away. I’m as 
worried about Jewel as Homer Kent 
is.”

Inspector Gregg and Frank Havens 
climbed the gangway. The party was 
a little wild and a little loud. Frank 



Havens identified a dozen of the so­
ciety set.

“I guess that’s that, Inspector,” 
said Havens. “I’d like to know though 
what the Phantom has been doing. 
He walked out of the theater, and 
that was the last of him.”

“Also of that fellow Chaumon,” 
said Inspector Gregg. “I hope the 
Phantom didn’t make a mistake about 
him. . . .” •

And it was at about this time, that 
life was returning to the Phantom.

And in a small stateroom, two 
young women sat facing each other 
bleakly. They sat on single, white 
beds. The stateroom had but one door, 
and but twro port-hole windows 
through which nothing larger than 
an alley cat could have passed.

The droopy-eyed man seated in a 
chair leaning against the one door 
half dozed, but his eyes never quite 
closed.

“For heaven’s sake,” Jewel Madi­
son exclaimed, impatiently. “How 
long do we have to be kept here? If 
no harm is intended, why doesn’t that 
Diamond Ronder let us go?”

The small, charming Penny Lake 
replied to her. She was wrapped in a 
gay blanket, it being evident that she 
lacked proper clothing.

“I’m glad enough to be alive,” she 
said. “Don’t you know, Ina Lou, what 
this is all about?”

Penny, as well as everyone else in 
the cast of “Cotton Road” had called 
Jewel Madison by the name of Ina 
Lou ever since they had -worked to­
gether in the show. The girls looked 
oddly alike, only Jewel Madison -was 
more languid than Penny who was a 
brisk, vivacious girl.

“I’m afraid,” said Ina Lou. “I’m 
sure Slowboy is dead, and I -would 
have been .if he hadn’t taken my place 
tonight.”

“Forget it, sister,” growled the 
man in the chair. “Nothing’s gonna 
happen to either of you dames. You 
just got to wait until the boss brings 
this Kent guy to his senses. As soon 

as Kent says the word, you’ll be 
turned loose.”

“I wish I could believe that,” said 
Ina Lou. “If that’s true, why doesn’t 
Homer get here?”

“He’ll be along,” said the guard. 
“Providing he sees the light and does 
as the boss wants. In case Kent don’t 
think enough of you dames, the boss’ll 
bring him here to put on the pres­
sure.”

“Diamond Ronder wouldn’t dare 
do anything to Homer Kent!” flared 
Ina Lou.

The fat face of the man at the door 
merely showed a derisive grin.

“Anyway, while I don’t know 
where we are, it happens that the 
Phantom is working with Homer 
Kent,” said Ina Lou. this time 
he is probably nearby.”

“The Phantom?” the guard ejacu­
lated and added an oath.

The stateroom prison for the two 
girls seemed deep in the hull of the 
boat. From the solid construction, it 
appeared that this section of the ves­
sel had previously been employed for 
restraining prisoners.

Jewel Madison and Penny Lake 
could see a narrow, rough space. In 
this was a long box which, wThile they 
did not know it, housed the propeller 
shaft. Slender steel cables ran over 
pulley wheels above the shaft hous­
ing, the cables that operated the rud­
der of the craft upon which they were 
being held. . . .

& *

SATISFIED that Rodney Sherman 
was actually giving a party to 

■which he had invited the missing Ina 
Lou, Inspector Gregg, with his po­
licemen and Frank Havens, departed 
from the costly white yacht.

The Barracuda, -was anchored in 
the Hudson, almost directly across 
from the Soldiers’ and Sailors’ Monu­
ment near West Ninetieth Street. The 
boat had occupied this berth for sev­
eral weeks.

Scarcely had the police Launch 



started toward Manhattan than a 
small rowboat appeared near the 
Barracuda. In it were two figures. 
They held the small boat outside the 
circle of light cast by the brilliantly 
illuminated yacht.

Chip Dorian and Steve Huston 
were in the rowboat. Huston had 
come upon Chip Dorian only a short 
time before. Chip had been directed 
to keep an eye upon Chaumon, and he 
had.

Now, as Chip had seen it, Chaumon 
was somewhere on a launch where 
he had been taken with the man Chip 
believed to be Homer Kent, and had 
no idea was in reality the Phantom. 
While ranging the waterfront, seek­
ing a boat, Chip had encountered 
Steve Huston.

Not for one minute had Huston 
abandoned the idea of finding Penny 
Lake, if she were alive. Now there 
was a direct reason for Chip and 
Steve being close to Rodney Sher­
man’s yacht.

“I didn’t know that Jewel Madison 
had been kidnaped,” said Steve. “But 
not long ago some men helped a veiled 
woman from a car on Riverside Drive, 
and brought her to a boat at the foot 
of Eighty-sixth Street. I’m sure the 
boat headed for Sherman’s yacht.”

“If I only knew what became of the 
Phantom!” complained Chip. “But he 
said for me to watch Chaumon, and I 
did. Now how would that launch have 
disappeared with Chaumon and 
Homer Kent?”

“There are good places along the 
Jersey shore to hide a boat,” said 
Huston. “And .. . Look! Isn’t that a 
man swimming?”

The movement in the water was a 
man. Chip pushed their boat closer 
to the stern of the yacht. A figure was 
seen to swing onto an anchor chain.

The man went up the chain with 
trained skill. Apparently he waited to 
avoid any crew member on watch, 
then he was briefly outlined in the 
light as he heaved himself over the 
rail.

“Chaumon 1” exclaimed Chip. 
“Chee, Steve! He must’ve swum all 
the way across the river! Now what 
do we do?”

THE little matter of what they 
should do was abruptly taken out 
of their hands. A low motor-boat, al­

most silent, and fast, came around the 
yacht. A searchlight sliced the night.

It was useless for Chip and Steve 
Huston to attempt to get away. Two 
men in the cockpit of the motor-boat 
raised slender snouts of guns that 
covered them. A hard voice gave a 
command. “Hold it! So you’re want­
in’ a closer look! You’ll get it!”

The motor-boat swung alongside 
the yacht. Steve Huston kept silent, 
but Chip protested. Hard knuckles 
cracked his teeth. Both were lifted 
into the motor-boat. On the yacht’s 
deck the party was still riotously 
noisy.

What appeared to be wide doors 
into the hull were opened for the 
motor-boat. When the craft slipped 
in, it could be seen that the yacht was 
unusually equipped. It contained an 
inside dockage space for four motor­
boats.

Chip and Steve Huston saw a 
weapon that looked like a telescope. 
Three men slipped small masks over 
their faces. Chip and Steve saw noth­
ing come from the telescope instru­
ment. They simply became insensible 
to all that surrounded them.

They did not know when they were 
put into a roughly finished stateroom 
somewhere near the stern of the pala­
tial yacht, which would not have been 
suspected of having such quarters.

“Good work!” one of the youths’ 
captors said. “By the time the boss 
is ready, we’ll have a full cargo of 
rats to go for the ride!”

The men did not know that some­
where on board the yacht was a gi­
gantic Frenchman. They had not seen 
the swimming Chaumon climb 
aboard. They might not have been so 
assured if they had known of Chau- 



men's oft-expressed determination to 
blow up a boat before daylight. Or 
that this same Chaumon was wearing 
a belt of blasting death....

* * * * *
The Phantom had as good a work­

ing knowledge of strange drugs as 
most expert chemists. Without time 
for analysis, he had been fairly sure 
that Slowboy, the actor in “Cotton 
Road,” had been paralyzed physically 
and vocally by some variation of the 
powerful alpha eucaine, a narcotic 
similar to chloral hydrate.

Now he was reviving quickly after 
an injection. He judged that ben­
zedrine or some related drug was 
being used as an antidote for the gas 
that had rendered him unconscious, 
then left him paralyzed. And out of 
this knowledge, the Phantom took 
hope for the fate of Jewel Madison. 

® Slowboy had received what had been 
intended for her, so it was evident the 
intent was only to cause paralysis.

Especially, reasoned Van, to still 
her singing voice, the great asset of 
Homer Kent’s “Cotton Road.” Then, 
with Penny Lake either dead or a 
prisoner, someone would have a pow­
erful whip over Homer Kent. If Jewel 
Madison could not sing, his show 
must close ahead of time. Also, it 
would be useless to go ahead with 
plans for another big production at 
the Old Forties Theater, with Jewel 
as the star.

The Phantom’s reasoning from 
this point was quick and sound. 
Someone had killed Fred Kent. Some­
one had wanted to know “a time and 
place.” And through Pierre Lamont, 
Van was convinced that he knew of 
the time and place wanted.

“About nine miles east by south of 
Orient Point at two a.m. on the 
twelfth,” repeated Van softly.

He had picked that up on his own 
powerful listening set, and Homer 
Kent also had been informed of it 
from some other listening post.

But others wished to know of the 

same time and place. And they had 
not been able to listen to the short­
wave signal.

That would be because they were 
uninformed that there was to have 
been such a signal.

All of this whirled through Van’s 
brain as he felt life come back into his 
nerves and muscles. He was looking 
at Diamond Render’s mortician face, 
and at Render’s tough men.

CHAPTER XIX 
Greed of a Woman

RIMLY Van took in 
h i s surroundings 
under an old ware­
house. The water 
was closed off by a 
gate, and walls ex­
tending down the 
pilings all around 
into the river.

There was a
strong odor of 

burned gas. Van’s quick eyes detected 
what appeared to be a fleet of at least 
fifty small, high-powered boats. They 
were ranged around the walled space, 
and some of the motors evidently 
were being tuned up.

“Interested, Kent?” exclaimed 
Ronder, watching Van’s eyes.

Van’s role of Homer Kent was per­
fect.

“Of course,” he said, in Kent’s 
voice. “It looks as if you have a sub­
marine-chasing mosquito fleet. Only 
the boats don’t seem to be carrying 
guns.”

Diamond Ronder smiled solemnly.
“Seeing it won’t get you anything, 

Kent,” he said. “Those boats don’t 
need guns. Remember the gadgets 
that sent you bye-bye? Well, each of 
those boats has the same gadgets, 
only ten times larger. They could stop 
and put the biggest liner out of com­
mission in five minutes.”

The Phantom recalled what Chau­
mon had told him. About a gas that 
could paralyze everyone, every living 



thins; within a radius of a mile or 
more.

Van knew that many new gases 
had been tried since the start of the 
war in Europe. He could himself 
have formulated a gas, on the order 
of liquid chloral hydrate converted 
into spraying fumes, that would be 
paralyzing, at least temporarily.

Diamond Ronder was studying 
him closely.

“You’re probably guessing, Kent, 
what all those mosquitoes will be used 
for?” he said. You can imagine how 
invisible they will be on a dark sea, 
especially if they are surrounding a 
vessel that may have good reason for 
being-blacked out.”

Van nodded. “I can see that. Only 
you have first to find a vessel that 
would make it worthwhile.”

Bonder’s voice hardened to a cut­
ting edge.

“That’s where you come in, Homer 
Kent,” he said harshly. “The boss is 
sure you know of such a ship, and 
that you intend to have a load of oil 
meet that ship. So it’s up to you to 
tell us when and where that is to be.”

“Suppose I have not yet been given 
such an order, or other parties have 
been hired for the job,” said Van. 
Then he made a guess. “Pierre La­
mont was dealing with others, you 
know.”

Diamond Rondei' laughed shortly.
“Sure, Kent, there were other oil 

men invited in by Lamont, and they 
might have taken on the job of fuel­
ing that ship down in the Gulf or 
somewhere else. The boss didn’t want 
that. Not when he could tie you up 
here, and he could not control outside 
oil men. Dupre kept the boss tipped 
off, so those other oil men met with 
bad accidents.”

Diamond Ronder seemed only kill­
ing time, waiting for a signal from 
his boss.

“Suppose you had the time and 
place, which I don’t know yet my­
self,” Van said, “how could your little 
gas boats attack a submarine?”

“Sub, huh!” grated Ronder. “It’s 
a surface boat. And we’ll have men 
planted with explosive bombs of the 
gas on your oil tanker when it starts 
the refueling job. That will get them, 
if the little boats miss.”

A low murmur came from a short­
wave radio set inside the launch. Ron­
der went into the cabin and came out.

“We move, and if you let out a 
squawk, Kent, we’ll make it unpleas­
ant for you,” he 3aid. “When you see 
what may happen to your one and 
only Ina Lou, you’ll sing a different 
tune. All right, boys! Slap the blind­
ers on him.”

Blindfolding the Phantom accom­
plished little. His ears and other 
senses told him when the launch 
seemed to enter the side of some ves­
sel. He was sure it was a yacht, and 
that the yacht was Rodney Sherman’s 
Barracuda. . . .

JEWEL MADISON, the society 
actress, sat staring at the Phan­

tom strangely. When he had been 
brought into the little stateroom 
where she was being held with Penny 
Lake, she had cried out, “Homer, dar­
ling!” She had put her arms around 
his neck and kissed him.

Perhaps the Phantom was not as 
expert with kisses as he should have 
been. At least, he had no means of 
knowing how Homer Kent would 
have greeted Ina Lou.

The danger point was past, how­
ever. And suddenly there was no 
longer reason for the Phantom to 
speculate upon the man who had 
probably been behind all of the mur­
ders, and all of this plot to control 
Homer Kent from the beginning.

Rodney Sherman came into the 
stateroom, smiling. He paid little 
heed to the surprised outcry of Jewel 
Madison.

“I guess you’ve known all the time 
that I have been in this, Kent,” said 
Sherman. “So we’ll come right down 
to cases.”

Though the Phantom was here in 



the role of Homer Kent, he had al­
ready fixed the status of Rodney 
Sherman. Now he again pictured that 
wisp of mustache, as it might appear 
with longer, -waxed points, and the 
smooth, blond hair as it would be if 
short and bristly. There was none of 
the reckless gaiety of the Broadway 
playboy in Sherman’s light blue eyes 
now. They -were killer-cold, proof of 
Van’s own filed record.

“Yes, I’ve known you were in this, 
Sherman,” he said. “I have only been 
waiting to make sure you had a per­
sonal hand in the murder of my 
brother, Fred.”

“As for that, Kent, I can assure 
you I regretted it, and that it was a 
mistake,” said Sherman. “But that 
has nothing to do with our business 
tonight. I think you know what I 
want.”

“Yes, I know, Sherman,” said Van. 
“You want the time and the place for 
refueling a boat in -which you are in­
terested. If I knew that, I would not 
give it to you.”

Sherman rubbed the tip of his fin­
ger along his mustache, and seemed 
to be curling long ends that were not 
there.

“I don’t go in for torture, old man,” 
he said pleasantly. “But circum­
stances sometimes are compelling. 
Let’s put it this way. You are to de- 
livei' oil, contrary to national and 
international law. Now, nothing is to 
prevent you doing that. We have been 
informed you are to receive a hun­
dred thousand or more for a few tons 
of oil worth less than ten thousand 
dollars, because of the risk involved.”

Van was tense. Here was irre­
futable evidence that the story of a 
billion in gold might not be greatly 
exaggerated.

“But,” continued Sherman, “we 
have a better offer. You deliver the 
oil on schedule, giving us the time and 
place. We are so sure of what we can 
do, and what we will gain, that we 
can agree to pay you a million. In 
fact, as a guarantee of good faith, 

half of it can be placed in your hands 
before the deal is completed. And 
that’s some price for oil.”

Van apparently debated this. He 
could see a greedy light come into 
Jewel Madison’s green eyes. But in 
the equally green eyes of Penny Lake 
was something else.

“Mr. Kent,” Penny burst out, “you 
would be accepting money for mur­
der ! For the murder of your brother, 
and those poor people burned to 
death on that plane!”

Diamond Render’s long fingers 
cracked cruelly across Penny Lake’s 
red lips. Van restrained himself with 
an effort. He must play out this part.

“I can only refuse, Sherman,” he 
said. “There’s no way you can learn 
what you are after.”

RODNEY SHERMAN’S smile was 
unchanged, perhaps a little 

colder.
“Your Ina Lou will not sing again 

in ‘Cotton Road,’ if you refuse, Kent,” 
he said. “What happened to Slowboy 
can happen to her in the next few sec­
onds. Penny Lake will also lose her 
voice. And that means your show 
will close, and you will have no star 
to open one next season.

“Then there is the expansion mort­
gage on your oil company. You 
wouldn’t know I am in position to 
call your notes on that. So you see, 
you can have a million, and do noth­
ing but speak a few words, or you can 
be a ruined man within the next 
twenty-four hours. Even if you did 
collect for delivering that oil, and we 
cannot cash in on it, the government 
will be tipped off in such a way as to 
finish your business and you person­
ally.”

There it was, cold turkey—ruin or 
a million for Homer Kent! All of it 
revolving around the singing voice of 
Jewel Madison whose zircon eyes 
were now staring at Van.

The Phantom could read the greed, 
the avaricious soul behind her eyes. 
The words “ruin or millions” seemed 



to do something to her beauty, to put 
a brand upon her charm.

Not so with Penny Lake. Penny 
was looking at the actress she had 
apparently idolized in the part of Ina 
Lou. Something like unbelieving 
scorn came over Penny’s pretty fea­
tures.

“Homer, darling,” Jewel said, “do 
you intend to refuse your chance, to 
risk my voice, perhaps my life? You 
can’t do that.”

“Mr. Kent, please!” cried out 
Penny Lake. “Even if it means all of 
our lives, don’t you listen to them!”

“Remove that little fool!” ordered 
Rodney Sherman sharply. “How 
about it, Kent?”

Before Van could reply, the state­
room door opened. One of the yacht 
officers pushed in his head.

“Mr. Sherman!” he exclaimed. 
“We have a skulker on board, sir! I 
saw him myself, and then he got 
away! I think he slipped in among 
the stores aft, sir!”

Sherman emitted an oath.
“Perhaps a river thief, Hauler,” he 

said. “But when you round him up, 
I’ll have a look at him.”

“No, sir, he isn’t a river thief, Mr. 
Sherman,” said the officer. “I had a 
look at his face before he ducked. He 
is that French singer, Chaumon, 
from Mr. Kent’s show'.”

Van’s skin tingled. Chaumon was 
aboard the yacht! And Chaumon had 
but one fixed purpose—to blow up 
this boat before daylight! What was 
more, the Phantom had learned the 
unsw'erving character of the big 
Frenchman, knew that Chaumon 
might carry out his violent idea at 
any time. All the more so since he 
had been pursued, and might fear he 
would be caught before he could ac­
complish his fixed purpose.

Van’s position as Homer Kent held 
him off for a moment in delivering a 
warning. Yet the yacht must be 
saved. Sounds of merriment, of a 
party on deck came through a ven­
tilator. Those innocent people would 

all be sacrificed. Besides, there were 
Penny Lake and Jewel Madison to be 
considered.

The time had come to drop the role 
of Homer Kent. The Phantom took in 
the position of each man in the room 
with a lightning glance. His hands 
■were slipping tow’ard twin automat­
ics.

Diamond Ronder, the cold killer, 
would be first. Van would try hold­
ing Rodney Sherman as hostage for 
an escape.

Behind the yacht officer called Hau­
ler came a shout. Hauler stepped to 
one side.

“Where are they? I tell you I 
know! I’ve given you the true time 
and place! Now’ you’ll let Ina Lou 
and Penny Lake go free!”

CHAPTER XX 
Ina Lou at Heart 

fLD Whickers, the 
| queer old man of 
| “Cotton Road,” was 

pushed into the 
stateroom. Beside 
him was fat Martha, 
her eyes blinking. 
She extended her 
big arms toward 
Ina Lou.Ready for a light­

ning move, the Phantom was effec­
tually blocked for the moment. Old 
Whickers was held by two men. An­
other man had one of the telescope 
gas guns aimed and ready.

“Just w’hat is this?” demanded 
Rodney Sherman.

“We ain’t keepin’ quiet any 
longer!” shouted old Whickers, his 
sunken eyes upon Ina Lou and Penny 
Lake. “One of them French boats 
ain’t worth the life of Penny, it ain’t. 
I heard Inspector Gregg say Rodney 
Sherman might be in on this, and 
right aw’-ay I got me an idea. I know 
what time an’ place Homer Kent is 
meetin’ that—”

In his excitement, old Whickers 



had been looking at Rodney Sherman 
and Diamond Ronder. Now his old 
eyes fell upon the Phantom in the 
role of Homer Kent. He gasped and 
shook his head.

“It can’t be you, Mr. Kent!” he ex­
claimed. “I left you gettin’ that oil 
tanker started out to meet the French 
boat! You couldn’t have beat me 
here! I found that note with the time 
an’ place on it. . .. Listen! You ain’t 
Mr. Kent!”

Van attempted to move sideward, 
but he had the choice of putting 
Penny Lake, Jewel Madison and 
Martha in the line of fire in that small 
stateroom or of making a try for the 
door.

He drove for the door. His auto­
matic spurted fire as he jumped, re­
moving two of Diamond Bonder’s 
boys. Van tried to get a bead on 
Diamond Ronder, but that smart 
killer dropped, rolling behind the 
three women.

It was the officer, Hanler, who diz­
zied Van with a blow from a swing­
ing gun. Then two other men hurled 
their weight upon him.

“The Phantom?” Rodney Sherman 
swore, then he smiled evilly. “Well, it 
was a good game, but this is better. 
What a round-up! Now Whickers, if 
you want Ina Lou and Penny Lake 
free, what is this you know?”

Old Whickers looked at the Phan­
tom.

“I have to do this, Phantom,” he 
quavered. “Penny Lake is my daugh­
ter. It’s like this. Homer Kent’s oil 
tanker is meeting the French boat 
nine miles east by south of Orient 
Point at two o’clock in the morning, 
the eleventh, which is tomorrow.”

Van was firmly held. For a mo­
ment his spirits arose. Whickers had 
named the wrong date, a day ahead. 
Then his hope faded.

“How would we know you’re tell­
ing the truth, Whickers?” asked 
Sherman. “You say Kent has started 
a tanker out to meet the French 
boat?”

“That’s right,” said old Whickers. 
‘I heard Chaumon and Pierre La­

mont talkin’ a few days ago about 
getting a radio signal. And they said 
that whatever time was given by the 
signal, it was understood that the 
time of the meeting would be just 
twenty-four hours earlier, in case 
there were listeners.”

Diamond Ronder swore heavily.
“Sherman,” he said, “that spot off 

Long Island is a long way for the tug 
and the garbage barge! The small 
boats have to make it out singly! 
They would draw attention any other 
way, and it’s slow going if they hit 
rough water! Of course the yacht—”

“Shut up, Ronder!” rapped out 
Sherman. “All right, Whickers, I 
have to count on you telling the 
truth!”

“Then you’re letting us go, Rod­
ney?” asked Jewel Madison. “And I 
think you ought to give Homer Kent 
something of what you were promis­
ing. I was sure from the beginning 
that this fool here was not Homer.”

VAN had never seen more bitter 
disgust than was now in the eyes 
of Penny Lake. She had made an ef­

fort to reach old Whickers. Then she 
had her arms around him.

“Dad, I’m sorry you did this to 
save me,” she said. “I’d rather be 
dead than have anything happen to 
any of my friends.”

Old Whickers looked at Rodney 
Sherman.

“You’re setting us free, Mr. Sher­
man ?” he said wistfully.

“You fool!” spat out Sherman. 
“Free you to spill all you know? That 
may come later, much later! But now 
this yacht is moving and you’re going 
with it! Diamond, see that the Phan­
tom and the others are battened down 
safely!”

Van could be grateful, for but one 
break. Surrounded by men with guns 
and gas gadgets, the prisoners were 
left unbound. They were hustled 
from the stateroom along a passage­



way, which ended up in the extreme 
stern.

Here there were only solid timbers, 
with no port-holes. A solid door of 
teakwood, unbreakable, closed off a 
bulkhead to shut them in. The yacht’s 
steel plates sheathed this innerwork.

Van saw Steve Huston and Chip 
Dorian, apparently sleeping peace­
fully on two bunks. He noticed the 
propeller shaft housing, the steel 
cables to the rudder, and the other 
evidence that but one way out ex­
isted—the heavy door through which 
they had come.

His guns had been swiftly removed, 
and even if Van had wished to take a 
chance on using them, there would 
have been too much danger to the 
others.

Rodney Sherman stood in the door­
way as it was about to close.

“Thanks again, Whickers,” he said 
tauntingly. “Even if Penny Lake 
doesn’t go free, you will have the 
pleasure of being with her on her last 
ride.”

He paused, looking at the Phantom.
“I have had a suspicion, Phantom, 

that you have come close to knowing 
who I really am,” he said. “I can’t 
take any chances. To make your com­
ing hours pleasant, you need not 
worry about the yacht taking part in 
any battle at sea. In fact, I am sacri­
ficing this two-hundred-thousand-dol­
lar boat as a decoy for other possible 
ships, w'hile a real fleet of stingers 
spell the finish for one fast French 
cruiser. For what’s a mere yacht 
or two when compared to a billion in 
gold ? It’s too bad you don’t know all 
that is about to happen.”

All of the time, Chaumon had been 
in the back of Van’s mind. He now 
understood the cruelty and ruthless­
ness of Rodney Sherman, whose real 
name he did know.

Van’s excellent records had sup­
plied the name and some of the record 
to fit the picture in his mind of a 
waxed mustache, bristly, short hair, 
and a recent number in a Federal 

prison—Rudolph Schermell, German 
birth, international spy, renegade 
from at least two countries, radical 
agitator.

Too late now this knowledge to 
help him or the others. But Jewel 
Madison, who must have been a real 
Ina Lou at heart, was beside Sher­
man,.

“Take me with you, Rodney,” she 
pleaded. “Homer has been a fool to 
refuse the real fortune he might have 
had.”

Sherman’s hard, blue eyes had no 
love or respect in them. He had 
merely the look of a man who would 
accept Jewel Madison simply because 
she was beautiful.

He permitted her to pass through 
the door.

AT THIS moment, Van wished
Chaumon could, somehow, make 

good his threat to blow up the boat. 
That might give them a chance. But 
his wish wras blasted. Four men 
shoved Chaumon into the bulk-headed 
prison. Two of the men had broken 
noses. One had lost his front teeth. 
Chaumon was bloody and bruised. 
He had not been easy to take.

“This Frenchy threatened to blow 
us all sky high when wre caught him,” 
said one of the men. “I guess he was 
trying to find our powder magazine.”

Van was grimly silent. Chaumon’s 
captors had not discovered the deadly 
belt of explosives.

“Too bad you didn’t blow us all up, 
Chaumon,” said Sherman. “It might 
save your friends from roasting. 
They’ll go now with this yacht. Bat­
ten them in, boys.”

The Phantom caught a glimpse of 
Diamond Ronder behind Sherman. 
Van spoke quickly, for he saw that 
Bonder’s diamonds were once more 
on his fingers.

“It couldn’t be, Ronder, that Sher­
man had been borrowing your dia­
monds or wearing imitations to pin a 
few murders on. you if anything goes 
w’rong, could it?”



“What’s that?” Diamond Bonder’s 
voice was curiously hard.

“He might want you to take a rap, 
or he might rub you out, Ronder,” 
said Van, but he got no farther.

He thought there had been the 
quick sound of a blow as the bulkhead 
door slammed shut, but he could not 
be sure.

The Phantom was certain that his 
words had hit home. It might accom­
plish nothing, but he had created a 
suspicion between Diamond Ronder 
and Rodney Sherman that might in 
the end work to some advantage.

Big Chaumon stood there, looking 
ruefully at the Phantom.

“I’ll take the belt, Chaumon,” said 
Van, extending his hand.

Chaumon slowly unbuckled the 
belted flasks and handed them over. 
But he did not give up easily.

“I’ll blow up this boat yet—you’ll 
see,” he said.

CHAPTER XXI
Flaming Decoy

OR hour after hour, 
the powerful 
motors of the Bar­
racuda sent life 
pulsing along the 
shaft that ran 
through the bulk­
headed prison. The 
Phantom could 
judge the yacht’s 
speed and its loca­

tion fairly well by its movement.
The craft passed from the Hudson 

into the harbor. Swells hit it heavily 
in the Gate. The open sea gave it both 
roll and pitch off the south shore of 
Long Island.

Chip Dorian and Steve Huston had 
recovered. Huston was doing his best 
to comfort Penny Lake. The girl’s 
spirit seemed broken by Jewel Madi­
son’s selfish treachery.

Old Whickers sat bowed and silent. 
Fat Martha mumbled some jumbled 
stuff about the stars.

Big Chaumon was silent, but his 
eyes seldom left the Phantom.

“It is better to be blown up than to 
burn slowly, Phantom.” he said after 
a long time. “And I shall not die un­
til I have made a last fight for my 
people.”

Chaumon’s people — the Free 
French who' continued to stand out 
against Hitlerism and slavery.

“It seems to be meant for us to 
burn,” said the Phantom. “Fire 
bombs undoubtedly have been set so 
as to start a fire that will draw pa­
trol boats and planes away from the 
scene of the intended piracy.”

“That is what I learned while I 
was hidden,” said Chaumon. “The 
motors will be the last to be hit by 
fire. And you know of the little 
boats?”

“Yes,” said Van. “I heard discus­
sion of the plan while I was in the 
launch. Homer Kent’s oil tanker is 
lying off Orient Point. But Kent’s 
crew has been replaced by Sherman’s 
men, who will use paralyzing gas 
bombs while those on the French 
cruiser are trusting they are to be re­
fueled. The burning yacht is merely 
a decoy. Throwing away a quarter of 
a million in a yacht as a gamble for a 
billion is not bad odds. There is a 
billion in gold on that fast French 
cruiser, and it is poorly armed.”

“Not a billion, Phantom,” said 
Chaumon with forthright honesty. 
“The figure is nine hundred and 
eighty-five millions, four hundred and 
seventy thousand, to be exact.”

Van was compelled to smile. “The 
difference would scarcely be impor­
tant,” he said. “You heard all of the 
plan?”

“Yes. Two hours before the agreed 
time for Homer Kent’s tanker to meet 
the cruiser, to fuel it for a getaway 
dash to the Pacific, Sherman will have 
this yacht stationed just a few miles 
away.

“Sherman, Diamond Ronder and 
the others will desert the yacht. Its 
steering apparatus is to be locked on 



a course due south. Its motors will be 
left running at high speed, giving it 
more than twenty-five knots per 
hour.”

Van nodded. “Clever. Patrol boats 
and planes will naturally want to res­
cue those believed to be on it. It will 
draw all attention in that two hours 
far from the place where the French 
cruiser is to be fueled, and the gas at­
tack made.”

“The fire will reach the secret pow­
der magazine,” Chaumon said simply, 
“so why not blow the ship up now, 
Phantom? The explosives in my belt 
will exterminate all of the rats before 
they can leave.”

“There are a few of us here that 
still have hope,” Van said laconically. 
“We object to being exterminated.”

“But it will stop the attack upon 
the cruiser and save nearly a billion 
in gold for my people to carry on their 
fight,” said Chaumon. “It is a worthy 
cause.” Big Chaumon was a simple 
and direct soul.

THE yacht motors slowed, stopped.
It was stiflingly hot in the bulk­

headed space.
Sherman did not come to the prison 

of death, even when night fell, and 
Van was checking the passing hours. 
It must have been about midnight, 
two hours until a French cruiser with 
nearly a billion in gold was taking a 
chance on getting the oil to carry it 
to safety. The Phantom believed the 
Barracuda must be somewhere close 
to that secret fueling place. He could 
picture the fifty or more little wolves 
of the sea, the boats armed with 
bombs for throwing.

By this time, the heavy, stupefying 
gas would have been released from 
bombs, or possibly poured into the 
cruiser through the pipe connections 
used for refueling.

“They will not let it go at that,” 
thought Van. “Sherman will want 
all of the witnesses annihilated. He 
will not -want any survivors to tell of 
the hijacking of that billion in gold. 

Even Diamond Ronder and his killers 
are not likely to survive after Sher­
man has used them.”

He thought of the cross angles. 
How Big Dan Spade had hired out 
Diamond Ronder and his gunmen to 
Rodney Sherman. How Homer Kent’s 
show, “Cotton Road,” and his finan­
cial difficulties had been meant to 
compel Kent to cooperate with the 
gold pirates.

And the Phantom knew at this 
minute that the only hope was that 
his own acute brain, his resourceful­
ness, and some luck could prevent 
Rodney Sherman and the killers from 
accomplishing the greatest single rob­
bery in all history!

The seizure of a billion in gold that 
could be converted into even greater 
value when melted down and sold in 
the United States. The theft from a 
free people desperately determined 
to cany on. to eventually restore 
their enslaved country.

Faint sounds of Rodney Sherman 
and the others leaving the yacht came 
into the bulk-headed prison. Van pro­
duced a pocket compass from his 
make-up case. The yacht’s course was 
set due south. That meant it was 
traveling nearly thirty miles per hour 
directly away from the stage where a 
play of piracy and murder had been 
set.

Van saw that the steel rudder 
cables had ceased to move. The pilot 
wheel had been set on the course. The 
motors throbbed with power. The 
yacht quivered with speed.

“Mon Dieu!” exclaimed Chaumon. 
"Phantom, soon it will be too late! 
Give me the belt!”

Ciying out madly, he suddenly 
flung himself upon the Phantom, his 
big fists flailing. But Van had been 
set for that. His eyes signaled Chip 
Dorian as he countered Chaumon’s 
attack.

That fight was brief. Van’s fists 
blurred. Chip Dorian was upon the 
fallen Chaumon promptly, and bind­
ing his huge arms and legs.



“Phantom, is there no way out?” 
old Whickers pleaded. “For myself I 
do not care. I am old. But Penny!”

Whickers darted here and there, 
clawing desperately at timber as 
tough as iron, until his hands were 
bleeding. Fat Martha mumbled. 
Chaumon was conscious, but helpless, 
his eyes blazing hopelessly.

“You are with our enemies, Phan­
tom!” he shouted madly.

For twenty minutes the yacht had 
been rolling and pitching, driving 
steadily southward on its set rudder. 

Penny Lake and fat Martha were 
coughing, choking with the smoke 
and heat.

“Phantom!” cried the reporter. 
“Can’t we blow out the hull?”

“Not yet, Steve,” Van said quietly. 
“Listen!”

The motor of a plane suddenly 
droned outside. Then another.

Old Whickers suddenly joined 
Chaumon in madness.

“Curse you, Phantom!” he 
wheezed. “You’ll let us all die! I 
want my Penny to live! Next season
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Then by the one small light bulb near 
the steering cables, Van saw the 
smoke come. It began seeping 
through tiny cracks high in the bulk­
head. And through small slits where 
the rudder swung, he saw the red 
glow begin to spread.

“Mon Dieu!” cried Chaumon. “The 
yacht now is burning, Phantom!”

THE Phantom was watching the 
time and his compass. Even Steve 
Huston grew doubtful that the Phan­

tom could do anything, as more smoke 
filtered in. The heat was increasing 
on the other side of the bulkhead. 

she would be the star! She is a 
greater singer than Jewel Madison!”

Old Whickers threw himself at 
Van, clawing. Quickly Penny had her 
arms around her father. Van saw the 
girl’s clear, green eyes as she glanced 
at him.

“You will save us, Phantom,” she 
said confidently. “But it must be 
soon. My Father is weak and old.”

Now there were other sounds. The 
vibration of engines came through 
the yacht’s hull. The Barracuda, had 
been driving south, flaming, for more 
than an hour. It was most unlikely 
that any of the alarmed guardsmen 



or patrol pilots could closely approach 
the blazing yacht.

Then when tongues of fire started 
licking through at the top of the bulk­
head, Van moved swiftly. His power­
ful fingers caught the swivel links 
holding the rudder cables in place. He 
twisted slowly. One link gave way.

“What are you trying, Phantom?” 
demanded Steve Huston. “It’s hottei’ 
than the hinges of Hades in here 
now! We can’t last!”

“We’ll last,” assured Van. “Every­
one lie down, breathe what cool air 
there is.”

An amazing thing was happening 
then. For the Phantom -was perform­
ing one of the most incredible feats 
of his career.

Setting his strength against the 
rudder cables, he bowed his shoul­
ders. The rolling and pitching of the 
yacht changed slowly.

Sweat burst from Van’s forehead. 
He was watching the compass he had 
placed upon the floor. As the yacht 
came around, he was actually swing­
ing its weight upon the rudder, where 
the steering mechanism itself re­
quired vast leverage to change the 
vessel’s course.

Chip Dorian and Steve Huston 
sprang then to Van’s side.

“By glory!” shouted Steve. “I see 
it now! If we can only hold out with­
out being roasted alive! The yacht is 
a flaming ship of fire, carrying a 
warning t" all patrol boats! We came 
south for naif an hour!”

“And if we can hold out driving 
north for another half hour,” Van 
said between set teeth, “we will send 
Sherman’s own decoy of fire directly 
upon what he had hoped would be the 
scene of a billion dollar crime!”

Two planes above the burning 
Barracuda continued to thrum and 
dive outside. The coast guard and the 
patrol pilots must be completely puz­
zled. They had been following a burn­
ing ship, and now that ship had 
turned and was retracing its course.

The fire broke through the top of 

the bulkhead, but by this time Van 
had lashed the rudder cables, holding 
the yacht upon its course. Still it 
must cover miles before it would 
carry the patrol planes and the coast 
guard cutters into the area where the 
billion dollar attack was about to be 
made.

Then Van saw that fat Martha was 
unconscious. The heat had become 
unbearable. Old Whickers -\^as trying 
to shield Penny Lake from the sear­
ing flames.

All the time the motor-driven pro­
peller shaft had been throbbing with 
speed. Every minute had carried the 
yacht back closer toward the spot 
where it had been abandoned.

Then the shaft suddenly ceased to 
vibrate.

“That ends it!” groaned Steve Hus­
ton. “Phantom! We can’t get out! 
Even if we have saved that cruiser, 
we haven’t a hope!”

CHAPTER XXII
A Billion in Gold

OMENTARY, only, 
was the cessation of 
power. The driving 
shaft to the power­
ful, high-speed pro­
peller took up its 
whirling again. It 
throbbed like a live 
thing under its box 
casing.

All of the time
the Phantom had been considering 
every possible means of escape from 
the solidly walled prison. He thought 
of the belt of high explosive flasks 
he had taken from Chaumon.

“But use of these would be suici­
dal,” he decided grimly.

Then his eyes went to the quiver­
ing box of the propeller shaft. The 
yacht was now meeting a head -wind. 
When the stern lifted, the propeller 
raced. The stern supports of rudder 
and propeller shivered each time.

Without a word of explanation, 



Van was opening an emergency tool 
box set near the drive shaft casing. 
Seconds later he was ripping loose 
the wooden boxing of the drive shaft.

“Give me a hand, Steve,” ordered 
Van. “Tear loose all of the boxing. 
Unscrew the grease cups of the shaft. 
There’s some sand along the bottom 
planks. Scrape it up and pour it into 
the oilers where it will hit the shaft.”

Steve Huston knew little of me­
chanics, but he did understand that 
sand instead of grease would not be 
good for a propeller drive shaft re­
volving at full speed.

Then he stared at the Phantom. 
Van was turning a wrench on the 
bolt heads that held the shaft bear­
ings in place.

“If only the motors keep turning 
it,” he said tightly. “There’s nothing 
more disastrous than a propeller on 
the loose, either on a plane or a 
yacht.”

As the bearings were loosened by 
the heavy wrench plied by the Phan­
tom, a slight wobbling was created 
in the whirling shaft of steel. Sud­
denly it seemed as if a thousand ham­
mers were pounding at the rising and 
falling stern.

Van gave the bolts more turns, 
loosening the bearings more.

“Everyone get as far forward as 
possible!” he ordered. “Keep down 
and away from the shaft boxing. If 
the steel breaks, it may be murder­
ous.”

Steve Huston and Chip Dorian 
stuck close to Van until he ordered 
them away. He gave the farthest 
aft bearing bolts a final turn. Some­
thing like a small earthquake rocked 
the yacht.

Van knew that the drive shaft was 
only part of an inch off its true cen­
ter, but that was sufficient. The hold­
ing timbers at the stern, and the iron 
braces were splintering and ripping 
loose. Each time the stern lifted on 
the sea, it w’as like the attack of a 
thousand horses of power.

Into this bedlam of sound and fury 

created by Van’s clever freeing of 
the whirling shaft, came the reports 
of guns. The staccato rat-a-tat-tat 
of machine-gun fire joined in.

“Attack!” shouted the Phantom. 
“At least we have drawn the patrol 
boats and planes to the scene! Only 
I fear we are too late to prevent the 
gold being taken from the French 
cruiser! It depends upon our own 
escape and quick action whether 
Sherman’s piracy succeeds or fails!”

The Phantom was certain that 
when the paralyzing gas was poured 
into the billion dollar cruiser by the 
killers aboard Homer Kent’s oil 
tanker, that Sherman’s first act 
would be to start the transferring of 
the tons of gold.

THE smoke was growing thicker 
in the bulk-headed prison. The 
crazily gyrating drive shaft was act­

ing as if it would split the trembling 
yacht. Outside, the propeller was 
spinning off center.

Fresh air and spray broke through 
where the wild shaft suddenly 
smashed the stern timbers and plates. 
Steve and Chip were quick to cheer, 
but Van silenced them.

There was a ragged hole that gave 
fresh air and the red glare of the 
burning yacht. But it was still too 
small for anyone to pass through.

The propeller gave one final, 
mighty crash, bending the shaft. It 
snapped off and dropped into the sea. 
The freed shaft spun weirdly for a 
few seconds, then tightened in the 
bearings that remained intact and 
stopped the motors dead.

“What now?” yelled Steve Huston. 
“That’s all it will do, and it’s not 
enough!”

Van could see the rough sea out­
side. Some water slapped through 
into their prison. The sounds of guns 
was louder.

“Everyone get back!” Van sud­
denly commanded sharply. “Down 
behind the ribs and away from the 
broken end!”



He was pulling one of the high ex­
plosive bottles from Chaumon’s death 
belt.

"No, Phantom, no!” cried Huston. 
“You’ll blow yourself to bits!”

Van’s smile was grim. He was 
gambling his own life against escape 
for the others. The heat was grow­
ing more intense each moment. More 
water was coming into the break 
where the propeller had torn loose. 
The Phantom sighted upon the 
jagged timbers at the side of the 
small break, and hurled the high ex­
plosive flask with unerring aim. He 
threw himself back and down while 
the flask was in mid-air.

All calamity ripped through the 
compartment. Van felt as if his ribs 
had been caved in. His lungs ap­
peared to collapse.

But the sharp sting of the explo­
sive fumes was a powerful stimu­
lant. Blinded temporarily, Van 
groped his way to the others. He 
could feel the rush of welcome air 
through the break made by the final 
blast upon which he had risked his 
life.

"Get Martha and Penny out!” he 
called. “I’ll free Chaumon! Keep 
the women afloat! You’ll be picked 
up!”

Quickly freeing Chaumon, Van 
thrust old Whickers into the French­
man’s care. The oily swells outside 
lifted the escaping prisoners as they 
went into the sea, with the Phantom 
the last to make the leap.

The blazing Barracuda was heel­
ing over, starting to go down by the 
head. Van glimpsed a coast guard 
cutter circling the yacht. He swam 
swiftly to Steve Huston.

“See that all get on the cutter, 
Steve!” he directed. “I have other 
business!”

Any other man might have been 
satisfied with having brought about 
the escape of the prisoners, and too 
exhausted to attempt more. Not so 
the Phantom. And now' the amazing 
Phantom was swimming against the 

boisterous sea. He could see the gray 
shape of a slender cruiser. Near it 
floated a small oil tanker.

A COAST guard boat and a plane 
were near the two crafts, and 

Sherman’s mosquito fleet was dart­
ing around.

“And the coast guardsmen and the 
patrol haven’t the slightest idea why 
they came upon what looked like a 
battle at sea,” Van thought grimly. 
“They know nothing of the billion in 
gold. Sherman and his killers prob­
ably have had time to be well on their 
way with the gold before the patrol 
boats and planes arrived. And there 
is one way they might escape with 
it!”

Van lifted on a roller. He was near 
the drifting oil tanker and a coast 
guard cutter. The patrol planes were 
dropping flares. Machine-guns were 
still picking off some of the small 
motor-boats laden with'killers.

Then Van saw the shapes for which 
he was searching. They were beyond 
the line of shooting—innocent-look­
ing, unsuspected vessels. For one was 
an old garbage scow', the other was 
a small tug towing the scow' slowly 
along, proceeding on a course that 
would bring the tug and barge into 
the Gate and New York harbor.

Van hailed the patrol plane afloat 
near the apparently deserted cruiser 
and oil tanker. He knew these craft 
were not deserted. They were filled 
with unconscious, stupefied men.

The plane pilot taxied over the 
rough water as he saw Van’s bobbing 
head and shoulders. Van climbed 
onto a w'ing close to the cabin.

The flares were dying, but Van’s 
eyes were fixed upon the blacked-out 
space where he had last seen the tug 
and the barge. He wasted no time. 
His platinum badge identified him 
to the startled patrol pilot.

“Hold down!” he instructed. “Taxi 
along southeastward! You’ll come to 
something quickly! It would be well 
for the gunner to be prepared!”



The plane nosed swiftly along. The 
bulky, clumsy shape of the old gar­
bage scow loomed up suddenly.

“Hit them with a light!” directed 
Van. “And look out for trouble!”

The pilot sliced a light beam into 
the rolling darkness. It picked out 
the lumbering barge and the small 
tug. At that, the rapid reports of 
a machine-gun burst out. Segments 
of the w’ing under Van’s feet were 
chewed off.

Spider webs appeared in the pilot’s 
window. Before the plane’s machine­
gun could reply, the plane was within 
a few yards of the tug and barge.

Then Van’s right hand lifted. A 
glittering object flashed through the 
plane’s searchlight beam. It seemed 
as if the squat stern of the small tug 
was lifted by a giant hand, tipping 
the vessel upon its prow. The tug 
heeled over, propeller and rudder 
torn away. The blast shook sea and 
sky. Again with unerring aim, the 
Phantom had hurled one of Chau­
mon’s death flasks of high explosive.

As the tearing explosion heeled the 
tug forward, the old garbage scow 
rolled sideward in the heavy wash of 
the sea. The plane’s pilot, virtually 
taxiing blind because of the hail of 
machine-gun slugs raining into his 
front glass, swung the ship.

There was a ticklish moment when 

the plane’s wing scraped the side of 
the rocking scow. The Phantom 
jumped. Jolted and confused by the 
explosion, the machine-gunner never­
theless swung his slim-snouted weap­
on directly upon the flying figure of 
the Phantom.

Had Van remained erect, landing 
upon his toes, the whistling hail 
of lead would have caught him 
squarely. But he turned with the 
acrobatic twist of a diver doing a 
one-and-a-half in mid-air.

He had the sensation of falling, 
with the breeze of lethal lead fanning 
his face. But he struck the deck on 
the flat of his hands.

Again the killer attempted to 
change the direction of the deadly 
chopper. He could not have gone 
down more quickly had it been his 
own stream of slugs hitting his knees 
instead of the Phantom’s steel-mus­
cled body.

Van himself was partly stunned by 
the impact. Splinters furrowed 
from the barge deck stabbed his face. 
On both sides of the open carrying 
space of the scow flashes of bluish fire 
sent tongues laden with lead darting 
toward him.

There was no counting the number 
of gunmen who were making a last 
desperate stand. Van had no time to
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gain his feet before the hot barrel 
of the machine-gun was in his hands.

The gunner of the partly disabled 
plane apparently had been silenced.

The machine-gun jolted in Van’s 
hands. The flashes of killers’ guns 
were suddenly erased. There were 
splashes in the sea, and some slumped 
figures left along the rim of the 
scow’s open space.

The machine-gun clicked upon an 
emptied drum.

For the moment, the scow’s narrow 
side decks were clear. Van could see 
the boxing of an open hatchway at 
the far end of the barge. Dropping 
the machine-gun, Van crouched, run­
ning lightly along the side, making 
for the hatchway.

His face was numbed where it had 
been stung with bullet-ripped splin­
ters. Unarmed now, except for two 
little flasks of high explosive still in 
Chaumon’s belt, Van gripped one of 
the terrible missiles.

“Sherman and Ronder—if Ronder 
is still alive—would be with the 
gold,” was in his mind as he balanced 
the high explosive in his hand.

He slowed, became wary. Except 
for the rolling wash of the sea there 
was no sound. Yet Van could not be­
lieve that the suddenness of his sur­
prise attack had exterminated all of 
Sherman’s gunmen.

A high-pitched scream came from 
the open hatchway. Van promptly 
tossed the deadly flask into the sea. 
The voice was that of Jewel Madison, 
Ina Lou of “Cotton Road.”

There was but the yawning, black 
hole that formed the square of the 
hatchway. From this came the cold, 
hard voice of Rodney Sherman.

“Stay back, or I take the girl with 
me! Rudolph Schermell knows how 
to die!”

Sickness went through the Phan­
tom. For in that yawning black hole 
came the quick flash of a gun. Its 
light was instantaneous, then gone, 
and there was a screaming groan of 
death.

Perhaps none but the eyes of the 
Phantom could have caught that 
other flash, illuminated for the tenth 
part of a second. A gleaming incan­
descence that was other than gun­
fire.

Van’s instant realization of what 
had happened, and his lightning tim­
ing of his own action were based upon 
that odd flash of cold fire. For he 
was sure the glitter could be none 
other than the reflection of diamonds 
upon the fingers of Diamond Ronder.

And without doubt that scream 
had been Render’s death cry.

VAN was jumping feet first, even 
before the split second light was 
gone. He was hurtling down into the 

blackness when the gun exploded 
again. Something like a red-hot fin­
ger ran along his left arm.

One shouldei- encountered a soft 
body that fell to one side. Van could 
not know in what position his feet 
had caught Rodney Sherman who 
was wielding his flaming gun. He 
went down into the darkness, a blow 
of metallic force crashing the side 
of his skull.

Dizzied, entangled by the flailing 
arms of his unseen enemy, Van 
jabbed short punches with both fists. 
His knuckles sank into flesh and 
brought grunting response.

But Sherman was a trapped, des­
perate animal now. Foreseeing only 
death were he captured, he was bat­
tling to take with him the man who 
had blocked perhaps the greatest 
robbery in history.

Van felt the cold muzzle of the gun 
jabbed 'into his neck. Only his in­
stinctive, lightning reaction caused 
the fire and lead to furrow the flesh 
instead of penetrating to a vital snot.

Both men were down now, and Van 
felt water rising, engulfing them. 
Sherman struck again and again -with 
his free hand, still trying to make the 
gun reach a mortal contact.

Van could hear the gurgling rush 
of the water. Sherman, international 



criminal and killer, failing in his 
greatest coup, intended not only to 
die, but to sink nearly a billion in 
gold in the sea as his final gesture.

Once more the cold gun touched 
Van’s flesh near his jaw. This time 
he was prepared for it. It was his 
fist, with all of his trained power 
behind it that smashed the gun away, 
even as it exploded. Smashed it 
straight into Rodney Sherman’s face.

Sherman became as limp as a sack, 
In the following minute, Van fought 

with the body of Diamond Ronder. 
The boss killer -who worked for Big 
Dan Spade would never talk. He had 
been shot in the back.

Rodney Sherman was conscious as 
he was brought up in the grip of 
guardsmen. The Phantom held the 
Luger pistol with which Sherman had 
attempted to take others with him in 
death.

“What is all this?” exclaimed the 
coast guard captain. “I’m told you’re 
the Phantom!”
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his way through the fast rising 
water, found the opened seacock and 
closed it.

Van was lifting Jewel Madison to 
the barge deck when one of the coast 
guard cutters came alongside.

“I’m Captain Bascom,” announced 
the cutter’s commander.

Van saw Homer Kent standing be­
side the coast guard’s captain.

Steve Huston, Chip Dorian, Penny 
Lake, Chaumon and old Whickers 
were coming from the cutter' onto 
the scow, as guard sailors came up

“Right!” Van said grimly. “Cap­
tain Bascom, I want you to meet Rod­
ney Sherman, who is actually Rudolph 
Schermell, saboteur and international 
agent! He was in the act of mak­
ing away with nearly a billion in 
gold!”

“A billion?” gulped Captain Bas­
com. “That’s a little steep, isn’t it, 
Phantom? You’re sure!”

“As sure as I am that Sherman, or 
Schermell just shot Diamond Ronder, 
boss of killers, in the back to silence 
him. It was a little plan Sherman 



had all along There have been sev­
eral murders. And Diamond Ronder 
was seen, and was being used by 
Shennan, with the intention of pin­
ning the crimes upon him in the end 
if anything went wrong. And I see 
you have Homer Kent and some 
others on your boat, Captain. They 
will be interested, so they might come 
aboard.”

THE sullen Rodney Sherman stood 
helpless in Van’s grasp. A woe­
begone, haggard young woman ap­

peared from the hatchway. Jewel 
Madison.

Homer Kent was brought aboard 
with Chaumon and the others whom 
the Phantom had saved from the 
yacht.

“Phantom, you?” Homer Kent 
said. “I’m glad. My oil tanker was 
seized. I was made a prisoner. They 
killed my crew, and had gas bombs 
ready when they contacted the French 
cruiser. It was all over quickly, I 
guess, for I passed out awhile.”

Jewel Madison moved toward 
Homer Kent.

“Homer, darling!” she cried. “It 
has been terrible! I’m so glad that 
you are all right!”

Homer Kent’s brilliant eyes were 
hard, uncompromising. The girl ex­
tended hei’ white hands imploringly. 
But he put her roughly from him.

“I’m afraid you’ve learned to live 
the role of Ina Lou,” he said. “It is 
no time to discuss it now, but next 
season the Old Forties Theater will 
have a new show, thanks to the Phan­
tom. After what Penny Lake has 
gone through she’ll have enough pub­
licity to make her Broadway’s big­
gest star-.”

Captain Bascom’s men were bring­
ing up small boxes. They had im­
mense weight, as small as they were. 
The coast guard captain wiped per­
spiration from his forehead.

“Gad, that I should have lived to 
see so much gold in one place, Phan­

tom!” he exclaimed. “It’s all stacked 
down there! What a trick! That old 
garbage scow could have sailed right 
into the Hudson with a billion in 
gold, and never have been suspected. 
Man! I never expected to be respon­
sible for a billion!”

“It is not a billion,” said Chaumon 
quietly. “It should be nine hundred 
and eighty-five millions, four hundred 
and seventy thousand, to be exact. 
Of that, our Free French owe Homer 
Kent a good reward for his loyal 
effort to aid us.”

That’s close enough to a billion to 
have me dizzy,” said Captain Bas­
com. “I suppose this money will not 
be frozen, when its ownership is es­
tablished, and I’m sure Homer Kent 
deserves plenty for saving it.”

“Not one penny, after the lives it 
has cost,” Kent said firmly.

The Phantom had been watching 
Penny Lake. She had been with old 
Whickers who was becoming more 
lively. Penny left her father and went 
over to Steve Huston.

“We’ve had a lot of fun, Steve,” 
she said. “But I’m afraid—”

“Yeah, I know,” said Steve, and 
kissed her. “It’s always that way 
with me. When it comes to dames, 
they’re here today and gone tomor­
row. Best of luck, Penny.”

“Rodney Sherman, alias Rudolph 
Schermell will be handled by the Fed­
eral government,” the Phantom said 
to Captain Bascom. “In a way, he 
has been most useful. Because of 
Sherman, one killer, Diamond Ron­
der, has been removed. A politician, 
an instigator of murders, he was too 
smart to commit himself. He will 
undoubtedly serve a long stretch for 
homicide he did not commit. It’s un­
fortunate that Sherman probably will 
only be interned, now that the billion 
in gold has been saved for his right­
ful owners, to be employed against 
their enemies.”

Big Chaumon looked sad.
“Mon Dieu!” he exclaimed. “Only, 

interned! I should not have waited.



I should have blown up that boat 
when Sherman was still on it!”

FOR the first time in all the history 
of great gold shipments to the 
United States, nearly a billion in gold 

moved through New York harbor all 
in one consignment.

A billion in gold! And all that 

thousands of ferry passengers saw 
■was an old garbage scow powered by 
a coast guard cutter.

However, they stared at the patrol 
convoy of coast guard cutters and 
circling planes. No other garbage 
scowr in all history had ever sailed 
past the Statue of Liberty with such 
majesty.
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Lead Poisoning 
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With Two Deaths of the Same Name Facing Him, Painter Ed Fry, 
Makes a Quick and Decisive Choice—For Neither!

F
ROM his perch on the scaffold 
where he was repainting the 
empty second-floor-front apart­
ment, Ed Fry could see the sidewalk 

across the street. Only half con­
sciously, he had seen a bareheaded 
young man in 
tweeds walk into 
the small jewelry 
store. His own 
troubles were too 
many for him to 
pay any attention.

It was hot in 
the apartment, 
and the fumes of 
the paint bit into 
his nostrils and 
gave him a head­
ache, as they had 
done for years 
now. Ed knew 
■what was wrong 
—lead poisoning. 
Slowly he was be­
ing poisoned, and 
as susceptible as 
he was to it, it wouldn’t be long un­
til he was dead—if he didn’t give up 
this trade in a hurry.

He dipped his brush in the half­
filled five-gallon bucket sitting on the 
board between his two ladders, and 
spread another yard of flat ivory on 
the ceiling. If only he could get Kitty 
and the two babies out to some vil­
lage where they could get plenty of 
sunshine and fresh milk, maybe he 
could raise a few chickens, do a lit­
tle painting now and then before the 
chickens began to produce.

The shot that barked across the 
street was not loud—but it was a 
shot, not a car backfiring. Ed Fry 
looked out the window. The bare­
headed man was coming out of the 
jewelry store in a hurry. He had a 

gun in his hand. 
He looked both 
ways, then dart­
ed out across the 
street.

Fry saw his 
face, young and 
white, and excit­
ed. Ahold-upthat 
had somehow 
missed fire, had 
thrown the lone 
robber’s plans 
out of gear. The 
man disappeared 
from Fry’s sight, 
and a youngish 
man ran out of 
the store shout­
ing for the police. 
It all seemed far 

away to Ed Fry, though, and the 
whole thing didn’t seem real.

He saw people running toward the 
store, saw arms waving and people 
talking, then he turned back to his 
work. In the light of his own 
troubles, the robbery of a little 
jewelry store didn’t interest him 
much. After all, he was facing death, 
and he had a familjr of three who 
were going to suffer when he couldn’t 
make a living for them.

If he only had enough money to
get out of this city and get a start in 
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a good, healthy village. He’d work 
with a pick and shovel, anything to 
escape the prison of their cold-water- 
flat existence. But the absence of 
money was a lock which fastened him 
to the death which was sure to over­
take him from this poison of white 
lead.

The pain in Fry’s head made him 
dizzy as he worked overhead. The 
fumes rose upward, naturally, and he 
couldn’t keep the doors and windows 
open because dust would settle on the 
fresh paint.

That was why Ed Fry noticed that 
a door must have been opened. He 
didn’t hear it, but he felt a draft of 
air, and when he looked down to dip 
his brush into the bucket he saw the 
man standing there.

Fry froze, standing on the board 
perched high between the two lad­
ders. He was looking down into the 
muzzle of a gun whose barrel seemed 
as big as a stovepipe. And, looking 
at him in cold speculation, was the 
white-faced, black-haired young man 
in the tweed suit. The face didn’t 
look so young now. It was shaved 
close, and powdered, but it was hard, 
and the eyes were like ice. Ed Fry 
knew the type. He had seen too many 
of this kind standing around the cigar 
stores where the bookies hung out 
near the telephones not to know.

Fry wiped the sweat off one of his 
hands on his overalls, and gripped the 
brush a little tighter with the other 
as he straightened up. A trickle of 
ivory paint, thick like cream, dripped 
onto the newly varnished parquet 
floor.

The siren of a police car screamed 
in the distance, grew louder, and 
came to a whining stop down under 
the window. The cold young man in 
tweeds listened, but did not turn his 
face away from Fry, standing high 
on the board. It was as though he 
wanted to give the painter plenty of 
time to realize the gravity of the sit­
uation before he spoke.

Which was just what Ed Fry was 

doing, while his gaze was focused on 
the man with the gun. Thinking. . . . 
It was a funny thing, too, add Fry 
almost laughed. He had been looking 
in that window only last night, think­
ing of what he could do with the 
money represented by the diamonds 
nestling under a blue.light, diamonds 
in little blue velvet boxes. And idly 
he had noticed the silver plaque stat­
ing that the store was protected by 
some association or other which had 
a standing reward out for ... Funny, 
that thought. . . .

The white-faced man’s gun made 
a weaving motion, and he spoke in a 
low tone.

"Get down off that ladder.”
"Why?”
It wasn’t an intelligent answer, but 

all Fry realized was that he was fac­
ing a faster kind of lead poisoning, 
and the thought was a little confusing 
in its suddenness.

"Because I’m taking your place,” 
said the gunman. “Get down and get 
those overalls off.”

SO THE man had figured he couldn’t 
get away, so he was going to stick 

it out inside the police cordon, dis­
guised as a painter. Not a bad idea, 
Fry thought, if the man he stole the 
clothes from didn’t squawk—didn’t 
live to squawk.

Fry heard an ambulance pull up 
and saw a couple of men in white go 
inside the store, while the cops made 
a lane for them through the crowd. 
One of the men in white was carrying 
a rolled-up stretcher. That wouldn’t 
be for the jeweler’s clerk, because he 
had been able to run out and shout 
for the cops.

Fry looked back at his captor.
"Did you kill Uncle Benny?” he 

asked.
The man had come closer, still 

keeping away from the window, and 
now his head was just about on a 
level with Fry’s feet, and he was 
pointing his gun almost straight up­
ward at Fry’s chest.



“You got the idea,” he said coldly. 
“And you better use it. That old bird 
got stubborn and he got a dose of 
lead poisoning—just like you’ll get 
if you got any notions about getting 
stubborn. You’re trading places with 
me. While you wait in that closet, 
I’ll be wearing your clothes and doing 
your painting. Either that, or—”

“I’ve already got lead poisoning,” 
Ed Fry argued. “You might get it 
yourself if you fool with paint.”

The man smiled coldly. “I’ll take 
my chances. That punk of a clerk got 
a good look at me and the cops’ll have 
this block sewed up so tight I couldn’t 
get through with a cannon. So we’re 
stayin’ right here till the heat’s off. 
Get down! Before I—”

“All right!”

AS FRY started to get down, his 
foot shoved the big paint bucket 

before him. The bucket toppled over, 
landed bottom side up ovei’ the killer’s 
head like a big diver’s helmet. Two 
gallons of creamy paint smothered 
him and ran down his tweed suit like 
thick milk. The five-gallon bucket 
rested upside down on the man’s 
shoulders while its viscous liquid 
choked him.

He dropped the gun and clawed at 
the bucket. He crashed it to the floor 

and stamped around in circles as he 
tried to claw the paint out of his eyes.

The paint saturated his hair, filled 
his ears, and ran down to fill the col­
lar of his shirt. His gasping breath 
made thick bubbles of paint at his 
nostrils, and at every curse it ran 
into his open mouth. He wrestled 
with the liquid like a hypnotized man 
wrestling with an imaginary oppo­
nent.

Fry was on the floor now, and the 
man’s gun was in his hand, its muz­
zle boring into the fellow’s back. Fry 
placed a big wad of paint rag in his 
captive’s hand.

“Here, wipe it out of your eyes,” 
he said, “so you can see to walk down­
stairs and across the street. You and 
me are going to get cured of lead 
poison right quick. The cops’ll see 
that it don’t have time to work on 
you. And I want the address of that 
jeweler’s Protective Association! 
They’ve got a standing reward that’ll 
cure me.. .. Say, you happen to know 
how much they get for chicken farms 
around Vineland, New Jersey?”

But the killer must not have been 
interested in chickens, because he 
didn’t answer. He only cursed, and 
dripped paint along the hall and down 
the steps. But Ed Fry didn’t care. 
He wouldn’t be here to clean it up.

TWO COMPLETE NOVELS LN EVERY LSSUE OF

IN THE DECEMBER ISSUE

THE DIAMOND DEATH 
TRAIL

A Crimson Mask Novel
By FRANK JOHNSON

MURDER DOWN BELOW
A Novel of Stolen Plans 

By JOSEPH J. MILLARD

OUR COMPANION
DETECTIVE MAGAZINE

NOW ON SALE 3.0c EVERYWHERE



JEWEL BAIT!
By BENTON BRADEN

Author of “Blackmailer,” “Sign of a Killer,” etc.

VJe l&ft Mabe! on the floor to come out of it

Biff Barnes and Jennie Hale Are a Good Pair to Tie to When They Go 
Fishing for Big Game—But When They Get Tangled in 

Their Own Line, There's the Devil to Pay!

J
ENNIE HALE and I were 
planted at a table at the Blue 
Moon and we were both hoping 
that these crooks would fall for .the 

scheme. It was all a plant. I’m a cop 
and so is Jennie, although in this pale 
blue evening gown that she’s wearing 
tonight you’d never guess it. Jennie 
looks like a deb and that’s the reason 
she was assigned on this detail.

Jennie had on a lot of jewelry that 
was mostly paste, but good paste. 
Some of the smaller diamonds were 
real and it would take an expert to 
appraise what she was wearing at 
less than fifty grand. Those diamonds 
were the bait. Tonight we were pos­
ing as out-of-town buyers—Mr. and 

Mrs. Joe Helwich of Keokuk, Iowa. 
Some of those buyers who had been 
robbed before had been spotted first 
at the Blue Moon, so Jennie and I 
were planted here to see if the crooks 
would bite again.

I’m “Biff” Barnes and just a rough- 
and-tumble cop and why I was put 
on a detail like this I don’t know. I 
don’t look like a hick. I got on 
my thirty-five-buck tuxedo that I had 
pressed Christmas and as I only wore 
it once since it hasn’t got more than 
a couple of wrinkles in it. I guess 
Jennie was picked because she is a 
looker and plenty smart.

We were sitting there, trying to 
look like we were awed by cafe so­



ciety when a big guy and a dame 
start to crowd by our table. Only the 
big guy suddenljr stopped and smiled 
like he had found a long lost friend.

“Say," he said, "didn’t I see you at 
the Minerva Dress Company today? 
Aren’t you Joe Helwich of Keokuk? 
I’m George Tucker of Kokomo. The 
Tucker Emporium.”

I grimaced and figured this was a 
tough break. Here we were all set to 
nab some crooks and these hicks had 
to butt in on us and crab the play. 
This big red-faced George Tucker 
had yokel written all over him. I was 
going to tell him he had made a mis­
take and that I had never heard of 
Joe Helwich when Jennie kicked my 
shin hard under the table. And she 
beamed like she had found some old 
friends.

“Why, of course, Mr. Tucker,” Jen­
nie gushed. “We were just sitting 
here enjoying this marvelous atmos­
phere—only a little lonesome. Why 
don’t you two sit down and join us?”

I stared for a moment. I thought 
Jennie was crazy. But I got it—by 
the time Jennie and this Tucker had 
got the introductions all straightened 
out This big red-faced George 
Tucker and the smooth looker that 
he introduced as his wife, Mabel 
Tucker, were plants, too. Jennie Hale 
had spotted them the minute Tucker 
had made his first crack.

It was reasonable enough when you 
figured it through. Jennie and I had 
walked into the Hotel Breshire two 
days ago and registered—with Jen­
nie’s Aunt Hetta along, though no­
body knew why that was but us. We 
had been Mr. and Mrs. Joe Helwich 
from that moment on. We had toured 
the wholesale houses and Jennie had 
displayed her diamonds right and left 
because it was suspected that some 
employee of one of those houses was 
tipping the crooks to prospects.

GET it? These crooks were playing 
the same game right back at us.

This “George Tucker” and his dame 

in black satin were using the same 
gag. Pretending to be buyers from 
the sticks so they could get acquainted 
with us and grab Jennie’s sparklers.

“Yes, sir!” this George Tucker said 
expansively. “It’s just like meeting 
folks from home running across you 
here. I guess these city people are 
all right, but I don’t understand ’em. 
They ain’t like us folks from the 
Middle West. Yes, sir, we sure are 
glad to meet up with you.”

“We are, indeed,” Mabel Tucker 
agreed quickly. “I was getting so 
lonesome that I was ready to take the 
first train home.”

Well, I almost laughed in their 
faces. Because I could see plain 
enough now that this red-faced 
Tucker is the biggest kind of a phony. 
And he was all set to take us. It was 
a laugh to me when I thought of what 
a big surprise he was going to get 
when he made the play for Jennie’s 
rocks.

They’re not going to leave Jennie 
and me tied up out behind a billboard 
somewhere, like they did a couple of 
other buyers. And there was a kill 
on one of those jobs, too. That isn’t 
so hard to believe because I could see 
behind this good cheer front that 
George Tucker is putting on. I got 
a hunch that he was plenty tough. 
And this dame in green that he was 
palming off as his wife had eyes as 
hard as ten-penny nails.

Jennie was already chatting with 
Mabel like she had known her all her 
life, so I forgot my bruised shin and 
started laughing at the joke that 
Tucker was spilling. I came right 
back at him with that one where the 
goat walks out on Hitler and Tucker 
laughed so hard that the people at 
the other tables gave us understand­
ing glances. It was plain enough to 
them that we were four hicks out 
painting the town red.

We had a couple of rounds of 
drinks, then George Tucker made his 
first crack.

“Helwich,” he said, “this place is



all right, but the last time I was here 
in town I found a little spot where 
there was really something doing. 
Mabel and I had the time of our lives 
down .there. We talked about it all 
winter. What say we run down there 
and give it the once-over? It’s only 
about a ten minute ride.”

“That’s okay by me, Tucker,” I 
said. “I don’t know much about these 
places. We’ll leave it to you. I guess 
you know' the town pretty -well.”

"That’s right, Mr. Tucker,” Jennie 
chimed in. “I had a hard time drag­
ging Joe out tonight because he’s a 
little bashful about the night spots. 
I don’t see why we should sit here all 
night in one place.”

“That’s exactly the idea, Mrs. 
Helwich,” Tucker said heartily. 
“Folks like us that only come to the 
city once or twice a year ought to see 
all we can while wre can. You just 
leave it to me. And from here on out 
you folks just call us George and 
Mabel.”

So we pulled out of the Blue Moon 
and piled in a taxi. I didn’t mind it a 
bit when Tucker did all the talking. 
I wasn’t forgetting that somewhere 
along the line something unpleasant 
is slated to happen to me and Jennie, 
and for all I knew it might happen 
right in this taxi. So I was ready. 
If this George Tucker and his slick 
dame tried to pull a rod on us while 
we were in the taxi I was set to cool 
him so fast that he wouldn’t have 
known what had happened to him. 
That’s where I shine. Jennie may 
have the brains, but when it comes 
to mixing it in a free-for-all I can 
take it and hand it out with the best 
of them.

But that wasn’t the play. George 
and Mabel just sat back against the 
cushions and poured on the Kokomo 
stuff. I’ve never been in Kokomo or 
even in Indiana for that matter, so he 
was on safe enough ground. I couldn’t 
have disputed him if he had said the 
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Kokomo city hall was built out of 
platinum. I just kept my eye on him, 
watched to see where he was taking 
us.

I wasn’t too surprised when he 
ordered the cabby to stop on Fill­
man Street. The neon sign on the 
dump said, “Green Owl.” We got out 
of the taxi and went in. The minute 
I got inside I had a pretty good idea 
what was going to happen to us. This 
was a clip joint if I ever saw one.

There was plenty of room in the 
place and it was getting a good play 
—from a certain class of people. The 
lights were low, and a four-piece or­
chestra was blaring away in a corner. 
The waiters had on greasy coats and 
tire hostess looked weary.

GEORGE TUCKER led the way in 
like he owned the place. Maybe 
he did for all I knew. The table we 

got was off to one side and next to a 
wall. No lights directly over it.

“Just wait till they get to going in 
here,” Tucker promised. “You’ll see 
something then. They got a floor 
show that is plenty hot.”

I could guess that. The show would 
be hot—and punk like everything 
else connected with the place. There 
was no telling what might be con­
nected with a joint like this. I figured 
I might as well be ready for any­
thing. I knew I could take care of 
myself, but I was a little bit worried 
about Jennie. If things started to 
pop I might be ganged and have a 
hard time protecting her.

We had hardly settled in our chairs 
when the lights went even lower and 
the floor show came on. Five girls 
pranced out and fell all over them­
selves. A two-hundred-pound Ama­
zon came out and started a ballad. 
Even George Tucker winced a little 
when she hit a sour one on the first 
three notes.

“I guess this place ain’t what it 
used to be, Joe,” he said apologeti­
cally. “It’s been a year since I was 
here, and the whole place is different. 
Must have changed management or 

something. Yes, it’s gone to pieces. 
So we’11 just have one quick drink 
and blow. Waiter!”

Tucker lifted his hand and there 
was a waiter standing by the table 
before you could count three.

“Four Old-fashioneds,” Tucker 
said, and added, “Is that all right 
with you?”

But the waiter was gone before any 
of us had a chance to open our 
mouths. Tucker grinned feebly, and 
went into another old joke.

I grinned back at him—but I was 
hep now. I knew where the play was 
coming. It was coming in the drinks. 
It was all set. That waiter had been 
too fast for a dump like this. Right 
now he was back at the bar getting 
those drinks and adding a hopper to 
them. If Jennie and I swallowed that 
stuff all they’d have to do -would be to 
strip her of the rocks and make a 
quick getawray in the confusion.

I tried to give Jennie the eye. But 
she and Mabel seemed to be com­
pletely absorbed in feminine chatter. 
They both had their handbags open 
and were pawing for lip sticks and 
powder puffs. That’s the way with 
dames. Crooks or cops they’re all 
alike. They had those bags crammed 
with an assortment of junk and they 
had to finger forty different things 
before finding what they wanted.

I was glad Jennie didn’t have her 
gat in that bag or this Mabel Tucker 
might have spotted it. Jennie had her 
gat in a holster on her right leg.

The way things were breaking she 
wasn’t going to need that gat. When 
the pinch came I’d have to knock her 
drink out of her hand, pull both my 
gats, and call the play right there.

This George Tucker was a cool 
article. He was rambling right along 
in his role of a bumpkin.

The waiter came back in a few 
minutes and carefully placed the 
drinks. Right at that moment the 
house lights went off. A big spotlight 
played on the dance floor and a dame 
in a veil drifted out into it and began 
to do her stuff.



The break was that the Tuckers 
were seated with their back to the 
dance floor and they turned around 
to see what was going on. I only 
needed two seconds’ leeway and I had 
it. I switched those drinks so fast 
that there wasn’t a chance for the 
Tuckers to catch me at it. Mabel got 
Jennie’s and George got mine. When 
they turned back I had my glass up 
and was taking a good swallow.

There was a wide grin on my 
face now, and nothing phony about 
it. I had a big laugh coming. 
These two smart crooks was going 
to get their own Mickeys. I gave 
Jennie a quick glance and she was 
smiling, too. George Tucker picked 
up his glass and downed a big gulp.

“Yes, this place has gone to pieces,” 
he said wisely. “We’ll just polish off 
these drinks and blow. I know an­
other place that a salesman told me 
about yesterday. He said it was 
tops and he ought to know.”

“Anything you say, George,” I said 
cheerfully. “All you got to do is pick 
the spots and we’ll tail along.”

I could see his eyes on me as I tilted 
my glass and drained it. I could see 
that he was getting a bit nervous 
about it too. Those drinks were go­
ing to take effect in a few minutes 
and there couldn’t be too much delay 
in getting us out of the place. He 
didn’t have connections to finish the 
job here. Probably he just had that 
waiter fixed to dope the drinks.

“Well, let’s go,” he said jerkily, as 
Jennie finished her drink. “’Phis 
place kinda gets on my nerves. Let’s 
go now.”

That suited me fine. Because I 
could handle this pair a lot easier 
where there weren’t so many people 
around. And I could send back and 
get that waiter later, before he tum­
bled that anything had misfired. The 
four of us got up, picked our way 
among the tables, got our things, and 
went out to the street.

A taxi pulled right up and we piled 
in. The Tuckers and Jennie sat three 
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abreast in the seat while I pulled out 
the little seat, the one right in front 
of Tucker. This was going to be 
funny. Because I knew the Tuckers 
were going to stall until we passed 
out.

That’s what they thought. But 
George Tucker was going to be a 
mighty surprised man when those 
drinks began to take hold. Probably 
he would go for a gat when he found 
out that the drinks had been switched 
on him, and that his brain was be­
ginning to play tricks on him. But 
I was sitting right over him, watch­
ing him like a hawk, and it was going 
to be a cinch.

Tucker had mumbled something to 
the driver as we got in and the cab 
pulled out. It was pretty chilly and 
the windows were closed. That suited 
me because cold air might have made 
the drinks work slowly. The glass 
partition between the driver and the 
rear was closed and the heat was 
coming in strong. I figured it wasn’t 
going to be long until Tucker started 
getting woozy.

I had to smile a little when I saw 
Mabel put a handkerchief up to her 
mouth and nose. The foxy she-crook 
was beginning to get a little sick. 
Right away Tucker goes for a ker­
chief, too, and puts it up to his face. It 
was their own medicine and I hoped 
it would make ’em both good and sick 
before they passed out. They prob­
ably wouldn’t tumble that they had 
drawn the doped drinks until they 
were so far gone that they wouldn’t 
be able to make a move.

Jennie didn’t seem to be worrying 
any. She was at the right and she 
seemed to be resting her head against 
the window pane there. She would 
loiow that I could handle ’em with­
out any trouble from here on out.

It looked like Mabel was really get­
ting sick now. She had that hand­
kerchief pressed hard against her 
mouth and I thought I saw her chok­
ing a little. I almost laughed out loud.



In another minute they were both 
going to pass right out, and wouldn’t 
they be surprised when they woke 
up.

My nose itched a little and I 
rubbed it. Something seemed to be 
irritating my eyes too, and brought 
tears to them. The air in the cab 
seemed pretty stuffy. I straightened 
my shoulders and took a good deep 
breath. All of a sudden I didn’t feel 
too good. I was getting a little dizzy. 
The smart thing to do was roll a win­
dow down.

I lifted my right arm to roll down 
the window. My right arm felt like 
lead. I tried to move my left arm. I 
got it up but it felt like it was par­
tially paralyzed. I couldn’t figure out 
what was wrong with me. Surely 
that dumb waiter hadn't doped all 
the drinks and we were all going to 
pass out in the cab.

I COULD see George Tucker watch­
ing me. Yes, he was watching 

me like a hawk and he still had that 
handkerchief pressed tightly over his 
nose and mouth. I got it then—at 
the last minute. That smooth pair 
was holding their handkerchiefs over 
their faces so they wouldn’t get too 
much of that stuff that was coming 
in the cab. Those weren’t ordinary 
handkerchiefs. They were treated 
with some chemicals that would neu­
tralize gas.

“Jennie!” I yelled. That is I 
thought I was going to yell but all 
that came out of my throat was a 
croak. “Jennie! Gas!’’

I couldn’t be sure that she even 
heard me. At least she didn’t seem 
to move. But I moved. I tried to get 
to a gat. I saw Tucker pull down his 
handkerchief and jump toward me. 
I lunged toward him and tried to cool 
him with a wild right. But I moved 
in slow motion and Tucker nailed me 
with a right instead.

I yelled at Jennie again and tried 
to rough it with him. Maybe I did , 
manage to poke my left into his face.
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OUR AMAZING OFFER
Do&rt suffer Embarrassment and discomfort caused by tons* 

Cental tflatee. Apply CROWN RELINER. In a diffy your plate Rte, 
like new ,end stays that way up to 4 months. No . old fashioned ' 
heating- toburn your mouth. Just squeeze CROWN from tube and 
put your teeth back tn. They'll fit as snugly as ever, inventor 
to a recognized authority in dental field. A patent has been ap­
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were so bad they rattled v/hon I talked.“ 
“Now I can eat steaks or com on the cob.** 
Reline your plate with CROWN. It's taste­
less. Has that natural pink color. Order a 
tube of CROWN R.EUNKR today . . . enough 
to last a year. Wo include FREE a tubs 
of CROWN plato cleaner. SEND NO MONEY. 
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I BROKEN GLASSES 
I —R E P A I R E D—

UC EYE-GLASSES CO., Dept. C-82
• 1557 MILWAUKEE AVENUE, CHICAGO, ILL

ROLLS DEVELOPED 
25c Coin. Two 5x7 Double Weight Professional 
Enlargements, 8 GTbss .DecEle Edge Prints. 
CLUB PHOTO SERVICE, Dept. 15, LaCrosse, WIs.

&TftTTTC! headcolds dlNUd CATARRH
TRY THIS FOR RELIEF OF THE NASAL CONGESTION 
To ease such nasal congestion symptoxns^as sniffling, 
sneezing, hawking, stuffed-up feeling, watery eyes, 
rearing ears and poundingpressure, FLUSH thenasal 
passage with SINASIPTEC. Based on a physician’s 
successful prescription. S1NASIPTEC washes out 
thick, crusty, sticky, old mucous as it soothes and re- 
duces,swollen, irritated tissue. Ask your druggists. 
Send Today for An Amazing 25c Test 
Just mat! 25e with name, address today for new special con> 

too and Naet^Douche package for thorough trial 
to A«srican Drug Corp., DepU A12. OO’db Maple, St. Louis, Ma,



MOTORISTS fcW/

FITS fill CARS

TO MAKE THIS UN/QUE 

JAS SAVING TEST
Will you permit us to send you at our risk 
the-Vacu-matic, a device which autoowners 
everywhere are praising? Install it on your 
car. Test it at our risk. Unless it trims dollars off 
yourgas bills by saving up to 30% on gasoline con­
sumption, gives more power, quicker pickup and 
/aster acceleration, the test wifi cost you nothing.
AutomaticSupercharge Principle 
Vecu-m&tie fg entirely different! It operates on 

> the supercharge principle by automatically add- 
> ingachargeofextraoxygen.drawnfreefromtba 

- - ------outer air into the heart of the gas mixture. It is 
CoOBtractedof sixparta entirely automatic and allows the motor to ’ •breathe’ ’ at 
fused into a Birurle unit the correct time, opening and closing aa required. Saves 
adjusted and sealed ah pD to 80 % on gaa coats, with ©otter motor performance. 

sfesdieiiiTs
FOR INTRODUCING. Here’s a splendid opportunity for unusual sales 
and profits. Every car, truck, tractor owner a prospect. Send name and 
address now for big money making offer and how you can get yours Free. 
Th® Vacs-matic Co,, 7617-618 W. State Street, Wauwatm»Wi».

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED
Sizo 8 x 19 Inches or smaller If do- an MB 
sired. Same price for full length or Jfl (: 
butt form, groups, landscapes, pet# j3„ S ** 
animals, etc., or emlatgernente of anvBwi S 
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original photo guaranteed. 3 fCF $ 1.00
SEND NO MONEY'^?^ 
and within a week you will receive your beautiful 
enlargement, Ruaraateed fadeless. Pay postman 47c plus 
Doytaxe—orsend 496 with order nndwg pay postage. Big 
16x2 O-inch enlargement sent O.OT D. 78a ptos postage 
orsond 80 c and we pay postage. Take advantage of this amaz­
ing offer now. Send your photos today. Specify sire wanted.fauj offer now. Send your photos today. Specify tire wanted.
STANDARD ART 8TUDI OS. 113 S. Jefferson St., Dept 4OI-W. Chltaoa

SONG & POEM WRITERS
Siva you a song, poem or Just a lyric? WE SUPPLY THE 
MELODY and make recordings of your original tongs.

Send yours to
CINEMA SONG COMPANY, P.O. Box2828, Dept. B-9, Hollywood,Cat
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rvv vwnu—KVlUdl VtlHIV
Act Quick/—We will send yon this stirring 

book on Cnms Detection, Secret Service and Iden­
tification Work for SO days free reading Send ne 
money. If you decide to keep it, then send me only 
81.00. If not, return it. WRITE TODAY. Liter- 
atnre sent only to persons stating their age.

G. Cooke, Dept 7969, 1920 Sonnyside Ave., Chicago, lit

ASTHM TREATMENT mailed on 
Free TrlaL If satisfied 
send JI; if not, it’s Free.i

■ Write me for your treat­
ment today.

W. K. STERLINE. 830 Ohio Ave., Sidney, Ohio

Fp F r SAMPLES OF REMARK- & ABLE TREATMENT FOE 

Stomach Ulcers
Due to Gastric Hyperacidity

H, H. Bromley, of Shelburne. VU 
writes: “I suffered for years with 
acid-stomach trouble. My doctors told 
me I had acid stomach ulcers and 
would have to diet the rest of my 
life. Before taking your treatment I 
had lost a lot of weight and could eat 
nothing but soft foods and milk. 
After taking Von’s Tablets, I felt 
perfectly well, ate almost anything

and gained back the weight I bad lost." If you suffer from Indigestion, 
gaitritig, heartburn, bloating or any other stomach trouble due to 
gastrio hyperacidity, you, too, should try Von’a for prompt relief. 
Bend for FREg Samples of this remarkable treatment and details 
of trial offer with money back guarantee. Instructive Booklet is 
included. Write: .
FHTLADEDPHIA VON CO. Dept. 138-J

Fox Bull dins, Philadelphia. Fa.

Then I saw his gun coming down at 
my head. I tried to duck it, but I was 
too far gone. I was fading fast. At 
that last instant I knew what had 
happened. Those drinks hadn’t been 
doped at all. These smart crooks had 
taken us down to the Green Owl to 
make sure that they weren’t being 
watched or tailed.

The driver of this cab was one of 
the mob. The big play had been to 
get us into this cab. Once in, Tucker 
had given a signal and the driver 
up front had turned on the gas. And 
I had gulped the stuff in and hadn’t 
noticed it at first because I was so 
sure that Tucker and his dame were 
going to fold up. Now I got it I That 
gun connected with my cranium and 
I passed out of the picture. . . .

Either my hat had protected me 
some, or it had been a glancing blow. 
I knew I was still in a car when my 
brain began to work a little again. 
I was in the car but I -wasn’t rest­
ing comfortably on any cushions. I 
was on the floor boards and a pair of 
big feet were perched on my chest. 
I tried to shake my head a little to 
clear it. I got a whiff of fresh air 
and it helped a lot. The voices that 
had been a distant murmur came 
closer.

“We’re almost there.” That was 
Tucker speaking and his voice still 
sounded far away. “You got all her 
stuff? We’ll dump ’em behind that 
billboard, the same one we used last 
time. Okay, Lefty. Stop in the next 
block. You get out and help me lift 
this yokel out. Then we’ll come back 
for the girl."

“I got all her stuff." Mabel said 
that. “She’s still out cold. Hasn’t 
moved. But make it snappy.”

The cab rolled to a stop. The driver 
was getting out. Tucker shifted his 
feet off my chest and climbed out, 
too. Then he reached in and got me 
by the shoulders. I was still so be­
fogged I couldn’t even begin to put 
up a fight. Tucker pulled me out of 
the cab to the ground. The driver 



picked up my feet and they moved 
with me across a dark lot, I couldn’t 
see but I could guess they were car­
rying me in behind a billboard. I 
didn’t know whether I could move 
much or not. But I was going to have 
a try at it when they laid me down 
on the ground.

It was a scream that changed the 
situation. A high piercing scream.

Tucker yelled when he heard it, 
and they dropped me. I heard their 
feet pounding away. I tried to get up 
on my own feet but I couldn’t make 
it. I heard more yells and a quick 
burst of shots. There was something 
going on out there but I was so dizzy 
I couldn’t figure it out. I got up on 
my knees as I heard two more shots. 
I heard running feet again and two 
figures came at me in the darkness. 
I tried to get up and make a fight of 
it but one of them clipped me on the 
jaw hard and I went right back to 
dreamland. . . .

I MUST have been out considerably 
longer this time. The first I knew 

was when somebody was throwing 
water in my face, plenty of it. I was 
drenched. I opened my eyes. There 
were a dozen people dancing around 
in front of me at first, but when my 
eyes finally came into focus I saw 
that there were just three of them. 
The two Tuckers and the cabby.

I was lying on the floor. When I 
tried to move I found that my hands 
and feet were tied. The trio stared
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Getting Up Nights
Makes Many Feel Old

Do you feci older than you are or suffer from Getting Up Nights, 
Backache. Nervousness, Leg Tains, Dizziness, Swollen Ankles, lUieu- 
matic Pains. Burning, scanty or frequent passages? If so. remember 
that your Kidneys are vital to your health and that these symptom* 
may be due to non-organlc and non-systemat io Kidney and Bladder 
troubles—hi such cases CYSTEX (a physician's prescription) usually 
gives prompt and joyous relief by helping the Kidneys flush out 
poisonous excess acids and wastes. You have everything to gain and 
nothing to lose in trying Cystex. An iron-clad guarantee wrapped 
around each package assures a refund of your money on return of 
empty package unless fully satisfied. Don’t take chances on

u any Kidney medicine that In not
n tt o T ’XT* guaranteed. Don't delay. Get Cystex 
W J V a, (Siss-tex) from your druggist today.

7 u < rr Only 35 o. 1119 guarantee protecta.* Helps Flush Kidneys you.

FALSE TEETH
15^1 SO DAYS’ TRIAL

AS TEST THEM 
examine them

We make FALSE TEETH for you by mail 
from your awn impresalons. You have satis­
faction of MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. Customers In United States 
and Canada report SATISFACTION but you be your own JUDGE. QFNh MOMFV WRITE TODAY tor FREE uUlW IW lYiUHLf BOOKLET and MATERIAL.
CLEVELAND DENTAL SUPPLY CO

Dept. 2T-1, East St. Louis, Illinois

INVENTORS
Protect your Idea with a Patent Don't delay. Get Free "Patent 
Guide." No charge for preliminary information. Write us today. 
CLARENCE A. O’BRIEN—Registered Patent Attorney 

IM8 Adams Building Washington, D. C.

Free for Asthma
During Winter

IF you suffer with those terrible attacks of Asthma when It la 
cold and damp; if raw, Wintry winds make you choke as if each 
gasp tor breath was the very last; if restful sleep Is impossible 
because of the struggle to breathe; if you feel the disease 1* 
slowly wearing your life away, don’t fall to send at once to the 
Frontier Asthma Co. for a 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 thia free triad. If you have suffered for a 
lifetime 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. 41-J Frontier Bldg.
402 Niagara SL Buffalo. N, Y.



Learn this 
Profitable 
Profession

ha 90 Days at Home
Hundreds of men and women of all ages 18-50 make $10.00 to 
$20.00 in a single day giving scientific Swedish Massage and 
Hydro-Therapy treatments. There is a big demand from 
Hospitals, Sanitariums, Clubs, Doctors and private patients as 
well as opportunities for establishing your own office.
Learn this Interesting money-making profession in your own home 
by mail, through- our home study course. Sarno instructors 
as in our NATIONALLY KNOWN resident school. A diploma 
is awarded upon completion of the course. Course can be 

completed In 3 to 4 months. High School train-
Ing is not necessary. Many earn big money while 
learning.

Anatomy Charts & Booklet FREE
Enroll now and we will include uniform coat, 
medical dictionary, patented reducing roller and 
Bydro-Therapy supplies without extra cost. The 
reducing course alone may be worth many times 
the modest tuition fee.
Send coupon now for Anatomy Charts and booklet 
containing photographs and letters from successful 
graduates. These will all be sent postpaid—FREE.

THE College cf Swedish Massage
Dept 963—30 E. Adams St., Chicago
You may send me FREE and postpaid, Anatomy Charts, booklet con­
taining photographs and letters from graduates, and complete details 
of your offer.
Name ...............................................................................................................
Address ............................................................................................................
Oty ...................................................................... State..............................

SONGWRITERS
We want your song- or song poem. Melodies written for songs, 
poems without charge. We also revise, record and market your 
song. We have helped others, why not you? Send your song 
or poem today for free examination and details.

Hollywood Recording Studios
Dept. B15, Box 87, Preuss Sta., Los Angeles, Calif.

ANY BOOK IN PRINT!
Delivered at your door. We pay postage. Standard 
authors, new books, popular editions, fiction, refer­
ence, medical, mechanical children’s books, etc.— 
ALL AT GUARANTEED SAVINGS. Send card 
now for Clarkson's 194.2 Catalog.
FREE Write for our great illustrated book 

catalog. A short eburse in literature.
The buying guide of 300,000 book lovers. The 
answer to your Christmas gift problem. FREE U 
you write NQW—TODAY!

CLARKSON PUBLISHING COMPANY
Dept TH I, 1253 So. Wabash Ave., Chicago, HI.

SXSTWAY....
_ , - -A.Wz;
Tints Hair

B^'JLCX
■ This remarkable CAKE discovery, 

iTHTKyet Black Shampoo, washes out 
dirt, loose dandruff, grease, grime and 
tafely gives hair a real smooth JEF BLACK 

■ TINT that fairly glows with life and lustre. 
■ Don’tpatup with faded dull, burnt, off color hair 
' fi minute longer. TINTZ Jet Black Cake works 
gradual». .each shampoo leaves your hair blacker, lovelier, softer, 
easier. t6 manage. No dyed look. Won’t hurt permanents. Full cake 
,50o (3 for $1). TINTZ comes in Jet Black, light, medium and dark 
, Brown, Titian, and Blonde. Order today I State shade wanted.

SEND NO MONEY
once of satisfaction in 7 days or your money back, (We Pay Postage 
5f remittafiee cornea with order.) Don’t wait -Write today to 
TINTZ COMPANY, Dept 703.207 N. MICHIGAN, CHICAGO

OFFIGff? •TRUCT, TQMOMT* 

down at me and they didn’t look too 
happy about the whole business. 
Tucker stooped down and took hold 
of my hair and shook me.

“Snap out of it, guy!” he ordered.
I didn’t say anything, and I guess 

my eyes looked so glassy he didn’t do 
anything about it. I moved my eyes 
a little and what I saw didn’t look 
encouraging. This looked like a room 
in a house or an apartment, but there 
wasn’t much furniture in it. All I 
could see were three cheap chairs and 
a table. Tucker took a pitcher from 
the table and emptied it in my face. 
I sputtered and he nodded his head.

“So you’re coming out of it,” he 
said with satisfaction. “It’s about 
time. I got a few questions I want 
answers for. What’s your name?”

“I’m Joe Helwich,” I told him. 
“From Keo—”

“Don’t give me that Iowa stuff!” 
he cut in sourly. “We’ve found out 
better than that already. Dames 
from Iowa don’t carry gats in leg 
holsters. That one you had with you 
pulled a fast one on us and cracked 
down on us when we tried to chase 
her. That was the tip-off. She wasn’t 
no farmer’s daughter.” He turned 
and scowled at Mabel. “That cousin 
of yours isn’t so bright,” he said to 
her. “Spotting her as a sucker.”

“You can’t blame Emma,” Mabel 
snapped back at him. “They came 
into Warburg’s and spent three hours 
buying dresses and suits. The girl 
wore her rocks and acted just like 
you’d expect the wife of a depart­
ment store owner to act. Emma 
thought they were on the level. So 
did you till she pulled that rod and 
cut loose on you and Lefty. You fell 
for them, too.”

“Yeah, I did,” Tucker growled. 
“They fooled me. But I ain’t fooled 
now. They were planted at the Blue 
Moon—because we had started a cou­
ple of other jobs from that spot. They 
knew who we were the minute we 
gave ’em the big hand. Cops! That’s 
what they are. You ain’t denying 
that now, are you, fella?”



“Sure I’m a cop,” I told them. 
“And if you hadn’t shot that gas to 
me I’da mopped up on all three of 
you.”

“You ain’t a very smart cop”— 
Tucker grinned—“or you’d guessed 
that we didn’t maneuver to get you 
in that cab just for the fun of it. 
You sat there like a big sap until you 
were in a fog. That little dame was 
smarter than you. She must have 
tumbled to the gas. I don’t know why 
it didn’t get her. Maybe it did and 
she just came out Quick. While Lefty 
and me were carrying you out to the 
billboard she smacks Mabel one and 
beats it, then guns Lefty and me 
when we tried to run her down. She 
got away all right. But that ain’t 
going to do you any good.”

I didn't like that last crack. I fig­
ured I was in for it. They were talk­
ing a little too freely in front of me. 
That meant that they intended I 
should never* get a chance to tell what 
I was hearing.

Mabel came over and dangled tire 
stuff that Jennie had worn in front 
of my eyes. “How much is this stuff 
worth?” she asked.

“A. lot,” I answered. “It was the 
best paste we could get hold of. I 
expect it’s worth two or three hun­
dred bucks.”

She spat at me and kicked me.
“What did you expect?” Tucker 

asked her. “You might know by this 
time that cops wouldn’t be toting 
around real rocks for a come-on.”
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BLEEDING CUMS 
TRENCHMOUTH 
MOUTH INFECTIONS

Bad enough in themselves but some 
of them may lead to other infections, 
such as:

PVODBHEA
If you are a sufferer from any of these mouth infections, 

why not try PY-RO, a simple home remedy which haa beau 
used with beneficial results many times.

If your gums bleed ... If there is evidence of pu» ... or 
your teeth are loose, give PY-RO a trial and see for yourself 
if it does not give you the aid you are seeking.

We have on file numerous letters from grateful persons who 
have used PY-RO, evidencing the improvement of gum infec­
tions and of the satisfactory results obtained.

USE PYRO!
will quickly convince you of 
its ability to help correct 

any of the above conditions from which you believe you are 
suffering. DO NOT DELAY! Send 12.00 and we pay postage, 
or pay postman $2.00 plus C.O.D. charges. Use PY-RO as di­
rected and if not entirely satisfied with the results, we will 
gladly refund the purchase price in full.

ORALENE, INC., Dept. 812
501 West 139th Street New York City. N. Y.

MAKE THIS MAN 

SMILE! 
Prove to Yourself You Can 

Learn to Draw

LEARN flQTIOT by sparb-time traiwng 
10 BE AN Am lol earning

Prepare for an Art career through 
oar practical, proven method—prepare at home in your spare time. 
COMMERCIAL ART, ILLUSTRATING, CARTOONING all in one 
complete course. Write for FREE BOOKLET, “Art for Pleasure 
and Profit"—tells all about our method and opportunities in art. 
TWO ARTISTS' OUTFITS with training. Mall postcard for full 
particulars. No obligation. State age.

WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART, Studio 4412T 
M15-15th Street, N. W, Washington. D. C<

WORK FOR “UNCLE SAM”

City and Rural Carriers — Postoffice Clerks — 
Messengers — Accountants — Stenographers — 

Typists—Many other Goverumeut Jobs.

$1260 to $2100 First Year
Mail Coupon Before You Lose It

f FRANKLIN INSTITUTE. Dept. C258.
j Rochester. N. Y.

f Sirs: Rush to me. without charge, copy of 32-page book,
/ "How to Get a U. S. Government Job," list of positions, and

y full particulars telling haw to qualify for them.

f Name ............................................................ ....................... . ......... ..

3 Addreaa .................................................................... ................. ..



FREE BOOK ON
RECTAL AILMENTS

Here is good news. A new 122-page, up-to- 
the-minute hook on Piles, Fistula and other 
related rectal and colon ailments — will be 
sent free for the asking. It may save you much 
suffering, as well as time and money. Write 
today — naming ailments — to The McCleary 
Clinic, 1297 Elms Blvd., Excelsior Springs, Mo.

WE!

Double the life of your 1
coat and vest with correctly
matched pants. 100,000 paHerns/^^
Every pair hand tailored to your measure 
Our match sent FREE for your O. K. before 
pants are made. Fit guaranteed. Send piece
of cloth or vest today.
SUPERIOR MATCH PANTS COMPANY

209 S. State St Dept. 276, Chicano

DICE. CARDS.
Specialties for Magicians use. Inks. 
Shiners, Check-Cop, Daubs. Catalog 
ten cents, stamps or coin.
HII/L BROS., Box T, Salida, Colo.

r—SPECIAL WORK FOR—. 
MARRIED WOMEN

Earn up to $23.00 weekly and your own dresses 
Free. No canvassing, no investment. Full or 
part time. Write fully, giving age, dress size.
FASHION FROCKS, Inc., Dept. 26042, Cincinnati, O.

Quit Using Tobacco!
Write for Free Booklet and Learn How.
Results Guaranteed or Money Refunded.

THE NEWELL COMPANY
165 Clayton station St. Louis, Mo.

100,000
Satisfied 

Users

rSheGefMOO^ 
■ for a. Half Dollar

pb ^WlDiqUMsYBltJLS^ stamps! 
TfPOCTWUnSErmtpaysI^S^

I paid $400,00 to Mra-. Dowty 5&O. 
'• or Texas, for one Half Dollar: (

BmT J.D. Mai tin of Virginia $200.00
single Copper Cent. Mr. 1

Nov? Yo r ** $2,500.00 for 
Eg^j^i2^*oneSil ver Dollar. Mts .G. F. Adams,Ohio, 
received $740.00forafewoldcolns. I will paybigpricea. 
tw all kinds of old coins,-piedajs, bills and stamps. O

> I WILL PAY $100.00 FOR A DIME! • 7^3 
1894 S. Mint: S50.00 for 1918 Liberty Head^ickel(aotBnffalo) nOjl
mean much proijt to you. Write today to a
B. MAX MEHL 133 Mefcl Bldg., FORT WORTH, TEXAS

Stories of British Pilots in Action

RAF ACES
No* on Sale 10c At All Stands

I had a laugh coming. Not only 
because of the phony stones but also 
because of the livid little welt that 
I spotted on the right side of Mabel’s 
head. That was easy to figure. They 
had left Mabel in the cab with Jen­
nie when they had carried me to the 
billboard. Jennie had socked Mabel 
and run for it. It was Mabel who had 
screamed when Jennie had started 
to work on her.

“We better start movin’,” “Lefty” 
put in nervously. “That little dame 
might be smart enough to spot us.”

“Not a chance,” Tucker scoffed. 
“She got away all right. But we 
know there was no tail on us when 
we drove away from the billboard, 
and she ain’t got a chance to get next 
to this place. And even if that 
dame can pick us out from pictures 
they’d have to find us before they 
could do anything. No, we’re in the 
clear. All we got to do is get rid of 
this dumb cop and beat it. But we’ll 
move him out back, Lefty. You get 
him by the shoulders and I’ll take 
his feet. You get the weights ready, 
Mabel.”

I winced a little at that weight 
business. That meant that I was go­
ing to be sunk somewhere in the 
drink, sunk in a hole where my body 
might never be found.

Lefty came around and caught 
hold of my shoulders. Tucker bent 
down to get my feet. My feet were 
tied together—but Tucker made a 
mistake there. I was a bit more 
awake than he suspected. I pulled 
my feet back as he reached for them, 
then shoved them forward together 
with every ounce I could put behind 
them. The heel of my right shoe 
caught him flush on the jaw and the 
sound of that impact was music in 
my ears. Tucker went backward and 
over like he had been hit with a 
sledge-hammer. He settled in a heap.

Mabel shrieked and kicked at my 
head, then ran to Tucker.

“He’s hurt bad!” she moaned. 
“His jaw is broken.”

“It’s going to take more than cold 



water to bring him ai’ound,” I told 
her. “Those solid oak heels of my 
Number Elevens have come in handy 
before. I wouldn’t be surprised that 
he’s going to chew with a lower plate 
from here on out.”

She got up and glared at me.
“A lot of good that’s going to do 

you,” she flared. “You know where 
you are? You’re in a bungalow that’s 
right on the edge of City Lake. The 
back door is just forty feet from the 
water. The water is more than thirty 
feet deep there. Now guess what's 
going to happen to you! Lefty, you 
go out and get the things to weight 
him down with!”

Lefty went out. Mabel went back 
to Tucker and tried to revive him, but 
her big boy friend wouldn’t open his 
eyes. She came over and tried to kick 
me in the head. I jerked my head 
away and snapped at her ankle as it 
went by. She jumped back, scared.

I figured I was doing pretty well 
for a guy who was supposed to be 
helpless—until I saw Lefty coming 
in with the stuff. He had a jack and 
two heavy wrenches and some wire. 
He went to work on me but he was 
cautious about it. He got the wire 
around my midsection and then tied 
the tools to it.

“Be careful,” Mabel warned. “I’ll 
open the door and you drag him out 
by the shoulders. Drag him right 
across the yard and let him slide off 
that big rock into the water.”

She went to the door and opened 
it. I saw her backing out into the 
darkness. Then Lefty got me by the 
shoulders and started pulling me, and 
it swung me around so I couldn’t see 
her any more. I slid over the door 
sill and bounced down some steps. 
He started to drag me across the 
grass of the back yard. I tried to let 
out a yell but his hold on my collar 
choked me so that all I could get out 
was a squawk.

He tightened his hold and lifted 
my shoulders a little higher. That 
gave me a little traction on my heels 
and I flipped myself over to the right 
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For Beginners 
or Experts 

Written so you can understand 
every word, by well known 
engineers. Do Luxe modern­
istic, washable cloth binding, 
over 1600 pages, hundreds of 
blueprints, charts and dia­
grams : prepares you for a good 
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use if you mail coupon Im­
mediately.

BOOKS SENT FREE1
BRAND NEW EDITION

Only 15 minutes a day with thena 
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portant complex plans. A step at a 
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300 pages on machine design. In­
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Quickly with these books—send coupon for a eet and see for yourself.

IT A year’s consulting service now given to all buyers of this 71 
famous cyclopedia of drafting. Jj

AMERICAN TECHNICAL SOCIETY
Publishers—Home Study Courses

DDrexel at 58th St., CbJcagoTliu
Fwin Newovolomeoetof *' Drafting for MacklneTralcs.*•
iw. L^y^k1do,1’Kr3I^aIr5*,Ior'ly- lf 1 I ray return books in 10 days airf

1 decide to keep them. I will aend 82.00 after 10 dare $2? .‘S&S’O? • ?>«nth onttl $19.80. the total price, u paid. Sead Braud Nawadt 
Uoq aad mciudo uouaultiag Service UartihcaLo. wm-

Nmw.. .........................................

Addrae....................................................................

make more mokey
TaWnaOrdersForThe NIMRODLine

Earn more every day in the year represent­
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INDIGESTION
may excite the Heart

Gas trapped in the stomach or gullet may aet like a hair- 
trigger on the heait. The heart is not hurt but it skips and 
races like mad. At the first sign of distress smart men and 
women depend on Beil-ans Tablets to set gas free. If the 
FIRST DOSE doesn’t prove Beil-ans better, return bottle to 
us and receive DOUBLE Money Back. 26c at all druggists.
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Industrial welder^I^
WORKS Off llO-VoItUett
WSoekst. This marvelous SEO 
f.ynai.-ue Power Welder does the S.JT 
work of much higher priced types. It :a RETAIL 
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ter and all other metals. Men without previous 
experience can moke as much as $5.00 on a ono 
tour repair job. In a year’s time a Dynamle-Welder 
cv%sJs LESS THAW S CENTS A DAY' 
Instructions Free—Open a welding shop now. AGENTS—-Make big 
profits Selling to garages, factories, janitors and machine shops. Write 
today for our 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER. DYNAMIC WELDER 
COMPANY, 2226-SC SILVERTON ROAD. CHICAGO, ILLINOIS
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jects. Money-back guarantee. Cash 
paid for used courses. Full de­
tails and illustrated 72-page bar­
gain catalog FREE. Write today! 
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HAND-COLORED in Oil
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and jerked out of his arms. I tried 
to roll away from him but he jumped 
on me and held me. I got out a good 
loud yell but with only a wild hope 
that anyone would hear it.

“I got a rock,” Mabel snarled. “I’ll 
shut him up. I’ll beat his brains out. 
Let me sock him.”

“Drop that rock! And both of you 
put your hands up!”

That voice came from the dark­
ness at the left, and it belonged 
to Jennie Hale. Lefty hesitated just 
a fraction of a second, then charged 
into the shadows where Jennie was 
standing. Jennie fired two quick 
shots and Lefty folded up.

Mabel had frozen for a moment. 
She turned and tried to run. But I 
had wiggled around and I kicked out 
and knocked her feet out from under 
her before she could get started. Jen­
nie stepped in and put the gun right 
in her face.

“Get up!” she ordered. “Get up 
and untie him! You try any tricks 
and I’ll slap you silly with this gat.”

Mabel used some fancy words on 
us but she untied me when Jennie 
prodded her a little. We took a look 
at Lefty and then marched Mabel 
into the house. Jennie socked her 
once more for luck, after a good look 
at me, and we left her on the floor to 
come out of it.

“You better go somewhere and find 
a phone,” I told Jennie, “while I stay 
here and keep the peace.”

“There’s a phone here some place,” 
Jennie replied.

“How do you know?”
“I got a copy of the order to install 

it and a receipt for the installation 
payment. It had the address on it. 
That’s how I found the place.”

"Where’d you get hold of that?” I 
asked her.

“I spotted it when Mabel and I 
were putting on a little make-up at 
the Green Owl. You know, when we 
had our handbags open on the table. 
I saw some carbon writing on a bit 
of paper. You were so busy switch­
ing those drinks that you didn’t see



me dive into her bag and grab the 
paper and shove it in my dress. I 
didn’t know what it was, but I hoped 
it might identify them later.”

“How come you didn’t get gassed 
as much as I did?” I questioned her.

“There was some cool air coming 
through a crack on my side of the 
cab," Jennie explained. “I noticed it 
when I first got in the cab. I thought 
there was something funny about the 
way Mabel was holding that hand­
kerchief to her nose. When I began 
to get a little dizzy I leaned my head 
against the window pane and got the 
full effect of that fresh air. I was a 
little befuddled when you had that 
mixup with Tucker. But after he 
cooled you with his gun they rolled 
the windows down and I began to 
come out of it. I slumped against the 
cushions and played dead.

“When Tucker and the driver car­
ried you to the billboard I got to my 
gun and hit Mabel with it. But I 
only got in a glancing blow and she 
screamed. Tucker and the driver 
were after me before I had more than 
got out of the cab. I ducked back 
into a yard and shot at them. I guess 
I missed, but they didn’t try to close 
in on me. I saw them carry you back 
to the cab, but I couldn’t open up on 
them without taking the chance of 
hitting you.

“As soon as I got to a light I looked 
at that paper. It showed that a phone 
was being installed at this address 
under the name of Mrs. Hayward. It 
took me quite a while to get a taxi in 
that neighborhood. When I finally 
got one I came right on out here. I 
had the taxi stop a block away and 
sneaked up to the house. Their driver 
was getting something out of the car 
—those weights I guess. I was just 
about to take a chance and come in 
when the door opened and they 
dragged you out.”

“Swell, Jennie,” I told her. “You 
find the phone and call in. Then hunt 
me some aspirin. A lot of aspirin. I 
got three different headaches.”
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^WHPRICES

and Other Standard Makes
Only our 25 years’ experience, big 
buying power and volume production 
make it possible to offer these amaz­
ing tire values. Think of it;. Stand* 
ard Brand reconditioned tires, ser-1 
viceably repaired by experts with high­
grade materials at a fraction of original 
cost. Order now. Enjoy the tremendous 
savings our cut prices make possible.
BALLOON TIRES
Size Tires Tubes 

29x4.40-21 $1.85 $0.85 
29x4.50-20 1.85 .85
80x4.60-21 
28x4.75-19 
29x4.75-20
29x5.00-19 
80x6.00-20
28x5.25-18 
29x5.25-19 
80x5.25-20
81x5.25-21

5.50-17 
28x5.50-18 
29x5.50-19

5.00-16
80x6.00-18 
81x6.00-19 
S2x6.00-20 

3x8.00-21
82x6.50-20

1.95
1.85
2.10
2.25
2.40
2.49
2.45
2.50
2.80
2.75
2.75
2.75
2.85

.95
1.05
1.05
1.15
1.15
1.16
1.15
1.15

HEAVY DUTY 
TRUCK TIRES 

Size Tires Tubes 
80x5 >3.50 >1.95 
32x8 6.95 2.75

TRUCK 
BALLOONS 

Size Tires Tubes 
6.00-20 $3.10 $1.65 
6.50-20 3.35 1.95
7'.50-20 SllS S176

L95

EVERY TIRE 
GUARANTEED 
Our Guarantee 
Bond agrees to 
replace at S price 
tires failing to give 
full 9 mon Li ri' serv­
ice. Replacements

1.15
1.15
L45
1.15

34x7 
38x7 
36x3

8.99
9.49
9.6S

■10x3 11.60
2.83 1.15
2.85 1.15
2.95 1.25
3.10 1.25
9.20 U85

8.95

ALL OTHER 
SIZES

DEALERS 
WANTED

f.o.b. Chicago.
Don't Delay- 
Order Today

SEND ONLY $1.00 DEPOSIT on each tire ordered. 
($3.00 on each Truck Tire.) We ship balance C. O.D. 
Deduct 5 per cent if cash is sent in full with order. To 
fill order promptly we may substitute brands if neeea- 
sary. ALL TUBES BRAND NEW—GUARANTEED— 

PERRY-FIELD TIRE & RUBBER CO.
(720 S. Michigan Avenue, Dept. TF-49, Chicane

SONG POEM
feet, for our plan and FREE 
RICHARD BROS., 74 Woods

WRITERS:
Send us your original poem. 
Mother. Home, Love, Sacred. 
Patriotic, Comio or any «ub- 
Rhyming Dictionary at once. 
Building, Chicago, Illinois

High School Course
at Home Many Finish in 2 Years

Go as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Course* 
equivalent to reeldent school work—prepares for college 
entrance exams. Standard H.S. texts supplied. Diploma- 
Credit for H. S. subjects already completed. Single subjects tfde- 
sired. High school education is very important for advancements® 
business and industry and socially. Don t be handicapped au goer 
Ufe Be a High School graduate. Start your training DOW, 
Bulletin on request. No obligation.
tAnwtan School, Dpt. H -958, Dmel at 58th, Chlcag.

SONG POEMS WANTED
TO BE SET TO MV8I0 

Frw Examination. Sand Your Rooms to 
J, CHAS. McN’ELL, MASTEB OF MUSIC 

S10-TF So. Alexandria Ia>a Anceles. Calif.

BE PREPARED! LEARN TO SHOOT WITH BENJAMIN 
Made in U. S. A.

For Target—Small Gam»~Camplng—Guaran­
teed—Accurate—Practical—Economical—Safe—4 
Su iot. Adjustable Force-—Amazing Maximum Velocity.

o Smoke or Fumes. Bolt Action — Hammer Fire — 
Hair Triaaer—Safety Lock—Hand Pump. Single Stoor 
With 1 lb. shot 88.50; Single Shot cat 177 or 22 RIFLED— 
with 300 Pellets $10.00; Holster $2.00. Also a complete 
line of Benjamin Genuine Compressed Air Riflea for BB and 
SI. 177 or 22. No license required from dealer or factory. Write

lay for complete specification® and free taruete. . M _
BENJAMIN AIR RIFLE CO- 880 Marian SU St. Loufe. V. S. A*

TEETH 
AS LOW AS $7.95 
Per Plate. Dental plates are 
made in our own laboratory 

_____ ________ from your persona! Irnprea- 
rion. WORKMANSHIP and Material GUARANTEEDor PURCHASE 
PRICE REFUNDED. We take this risk on oor 60-Day Trial Offer. 

Do Not Seno Ant Money and catalog of our LOW PRICES. 
DON'T PUT IT OW —Write ua today! 
Brighton-Thomas Denta! Laboratory 
DEPT. 9SS 6217 S. HALSTED STREET, CHICAGO, ILL.
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WITH U. S. DEFENSE

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
CELEBRATE 50 YEARS OF SERVICE TO AMBITIOUS AMERICANS

Today, the trained man in industry 
marches shoulder-to-shoulder with Amer 
ica’s armed forces in defense of his conn
try! The man who wilfully neglects his 
training is a slacker—for Uncle Sam ex 
pects every one of us to “get in step,” and 
help out-produce the gangster nations of 
the world!

Would sound, practical, modern training 
help you do your part better? Then mail 
this coupon, and learn how an I. C. S 
Course in your line of work will prepare 
you for the bigger opportunities that lie 
ahead—fit you for success! You’ll be sur­
prised to find how little it costs to become 
a trained man the I. C. S. way

1891*1941
BOX 3968-T, SCRANTON, PENNA.

Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins
and Why,” and full particulars about the course before which

□ Agriculture
□ Air Conditioning
D Airplane Drafting
□ Architectural Drafting
□ Architecture
□ Auto Engine Tune-up 
□ Auto Technician

□ Air Brake
TECHNICAL AND

□ Contracting and Building
□ Cotton Manufacturing
□ Diesel Engines
O Electrical Drafting
□ Electrical Engineering
□ Electric Lighting
Q Foundry Work □ Heating

D Aviation □ Aviation Mechanic O Heat Treatment of Metals
D Boiiemiaking
□ Bridge Engineering
D Chemistry
□ Civil Engineering
D Coal Mining
O Concrete ICxncinoering

□ Highway Engineering
□ House Planning
□ Locomotive Engineer
□ Machinist
□ Management of Inventions
O Mfg. of I’ulp and Paper

INDUSTRIAL COURSES
□ Marine Engines
□ Mechanical Drafting
□ Mechanical Engineering
□ Mine Foreman
□ Navigation
□ Pattcmmaking
□ Pharmacy □ Plumbing
E Poultry Farming
□ Practical Telephony
C Public Works Engineering
O Radio, General
□ Radio Operating
□ Radio Servicing
63 R. JL Section Foreman

I have marked X
□ R. R. Signalman □ Refrigeration
□ Sanitary Engineering
□ Sheet Metal Work
C Ship Drafting
C Steam Electric

□ Shop Practice 
□ Steam Engines

D Accounting O Advertising
D Bookkeeping
D Busineas Correspondence
D Business Management
□ Cartooning □ Civil Service

D Advanced Dressmaking 
□ Foods and Cookery

□ College Preparatory
£j Commercial
O Cost Accounting
□ C. P. Accounting
□ First Year College

HOME

BUSINESS COURSES
C-Fore manahip □ French 
□ Good English
□ High School
□ Illustrating
□ Managing Men at Work

ECONOMICS COURSES
□ Home Dressmaking
□ Professional Dressmaking and Designing

Name. Age.
Oitv. .State.

..Address.................
.... Present Position.

□ Steam Fitting
□ Structural Drafting
D Structural Engineering
□ Surveying and Mapping
Q Telegraph Engineering
□ Telephone Work
□ Textile Designing □ Toolmaking
3 Weldins. Electric and Gas
D Woolen Manufacturing

□ Railway Postal Clerk
□ Salesmanship
□ Secretarial
□ Showcard and Sign Lettering 
D Traffic Management

□ Tea Room and Cafeteria 
Management, Catering

□ Spanish

Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada 
British residents send coupon to I. C. 8., 71 Klngsway, London, BL C. %> England



YOUR WHOLE HOUSE WILL BE WARMER, cozier, more 
healthful with the New Duo-Therm Fuel-Oil Heater 
with patented POWER-AIR—the most amazing, new- 
style heater ever made! Duo-Therm’s new Power-Air 
blower warms your whole house fast; gives you comfort­
able, even warmth, floors to ceilings! And Power-Air 
is adjustable, to give you just the amount of circulation 
desired. (Remember: heat that is not power-driven 

floats lazily to the ceiling. But Duo-Therm’s patented 
Power-Air drives lazy ceiling heat down, keeping floors 
toasty-war rn ! Comfortable!) Duo-Therm with 
Power-Air saves up to 25% on fuel oil over a heater 
without Power-Air. Duo-Therm will open your eyes to 
a new standard of clean, cheap heating comfort . . . com­
fort that no other heater can give you! See the new 
ROYAL model below . . .

DUO-THERM GIVES BETTER HEATING... 
AND CONSERVES OIL TOO!

An Amazing New Heater, really two 
heaters in one! First: it circulates 
forced warmth to the whole house 
fast, with Duo-Therm’s efficient 
POWER-AIR! Second: with Radiant 
Doors open, it radiates warmth like a 
fireplace! As sturdy as a furnace . . .

DUO-THERM...THE MOST POPULAR 
FUEL-OIL HEATER IN AMERICA I

as beautiful as any piece of modem 
furniture!
New Standard off Beauty! New, mod­
ern styling—new rounded contours 
—new Duo-Tone finish—make the 
Duo-Therm Royal a lovely addition 
to any room! The handsomest heater 
ever made!
New Standard off Efficiency! Now, 
more than ever before, fuel-oil con­
servation is important! And Duo­
Therm’s new, improved patented 
Dual-Chamber Burner, with com­
plete flame control, saves oil . . . gives 
you more heat from every single 
drop! And only Duo-Therm has it!

Extra Features! Handy Front Dial 
gives just the degree of heat you want. 
Duo-Therm’s Radiant Doors open 
to give floods of “fireplace” warmth! 
Special Waste-Stopper saves fuel. 
Coordinated Control insures proper 
draft for perfect combustion. Safe! 
Duo-Therms are listed as standard by 
the Underwriters’ Laboratories.
Small Down Payments! Duo-Therm 
offers a complete line of heaters, all 

styles, all sizes, 1 to 6 rooms. Easy 
terms. See new models at your dealer’s 
today! Mail the coupon now for com­
plete information!

RADIANT - CIRCULATOR

ONLY $QQ95
MODEL 575-2 < -------
Model 575-2 Duo-Therm is the 
perfect answer for room heating 
comfort. Radiates and circulates.

Copr. 1941. Motor Wheel Corp 

— TEAR OUT AND MAIL—TODAY!—

Duo-Therm Division, Dept. TG-5A 
Motor Wheel Corj>oration 
Lansing, Michigan
Send me, without obligation, com­
plete information about Duo-Therm
heaters. I am also interested in | 
Duo-Therm Furnaces □ ... Wa ter ■ 
Heaters □ . . . Trailer Heaters □ ' 
Ranges □

,, IName........................ ।

Street .......................................................... I
I

। City............................ County............... |

I State........................................................... 1
L____________________ I



While THEY Last!
PRICE

$125^

MFRS.
ORIG. 

SELLING

OR
EASY

Truly an outstanding 
offer! Only because of 
an exceptional purchase 
can I sell these rebuilt 
Noiseless machines at 
the sensationally low 
price of $37.85 cash, or 
at only 70c a week on 
my easy term price. 
Each one carefully re­
built so that it looks like 
a new machine costing 
three times as much. 
The mfrs, orig. selling

EXTRA VALUE!
TYPEWRITER STAND

price on this Underwood 
was $125.00. It’s sent to you in Under­
wood packing box with Underwood book
of instructions on care and operation.

A NOISELESS MACHINE
Latest achievement in typewriters! 
Provides writing perfection with 
SILENCE. For those who want the 
advantages of a quiet home or office. 
This Underwood’s Noiseless mecha­
nism eliminates the nerve shattering 
clatter common to many models. .4n 
aid to better work because it allows 
clear thinking, reduces fatigue, im­
proves accuracy. This typewriter dis­
turbs no one. for it is almost im­
possible to hear it operate a few 
feet away. You get all the features 
of an Underwood PLUS Noiseless 
typing.

FIRST CHOICE OF TYPISTS

For those who have no typewriter stand or 
handy place to use a machine. 1 make this spe­
cial offer. Ttiis attractive stand that ordinarily 
sells for $4.85 can be yours for only $3.00 extra 
—payable 25c a month. Quality built. Note all 
its convenient features. (Seo coupon )

NO MONEY DOWN 
10 DAY TRIAL 
Easy Terms—10c A Day 
No oilligation. See before you buj 
on wide open 10 day trial. Pay no 
money until you test, inspect, com­
pare, and use this Underwood Noise­
less. Judge for yourself without 
hurry and without risk. When you 
are convinced that this is the biggest 
typewriter bargain you have ever 
seen then say. '*1'11 Buy.” Send only 
70c a week or $.3.00 a month until 
term price of on|y $41.S3 is paid. 
Try it first, enjoy a full 10 days’ 
steady use. There is no red tape or 
investigation—My offer is exactly a*- 
I state it.

2-YEAR GUARANTEE
I back this machine with my per 
sonal 2-yr. guarantee that it Ir in 
A-l condition in every respect—that 
it will give first class service. Over 
.30 years of fair dealing and my 
200,000 satisfied customers prove the 
soundness of my golden rule policy 
and prove that dealing direct witl
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OVER 5.000.000 UNDERWOODS NOW
Recognized as the finest, strongest built! ------ ~ -
office size Underwood witn late modem features that 
give you SILENT TYPING Has all standard equip­
ment— keyboard. 2 colors, back spacer, automatic re­
ver e. tabulator, etc. THERE IS NO RISKL SEE ------------ -------- ------ MY 1Q DAY NO OBLIGA-

IM
BEFORE YOU BUY ON 
TION TRIAL PLAN. If 
back at my expense.

you wish send the machine

Touch Typing Course
A complete home study course of famous Van Sani 
Touch Typing system. Learn to type quickly and easily. 
Carefully illustrated. Written expressly for home use.

WIDE 14” CARRIAGES
Wide carriage machines for government re­
ports, large office forms, billing, etc., only 
$3.00 extra with order. Takes paper 14" 
wide, has 12" writing line. A Kcal Buy In 
a rebuilt Underwood Noiseless!

(See Coupon)

MAIL COUPON NOW • Li/nuted quantity cm Sate.
• International Typewriter Exchange. Dept. 1288. 231 W. Monroe St., Chicago, III.
I Send Underwool Noiseless (F.O.B. Chicago) for ten days' trial. If I keep it. I will pay I 
■ $3.00 per month until easy term price ($41.85) is paid. If I am not satisfied I can return ■ 
I it express collect. □ 10" carriage. □ 14" carriage ($3.00 extra1 I
I □ Check for typewriter stand ($3.00 extra—payable 25c a month). Stand sent on receipt I 
■ of first payment on Underwood.

International Typewriter Exchange
231 W. Mtnroi St Dept. 1211 Chicago. III.

Typewritten signatures not acceptable

I Address ............................................................................................................................................................
City .............................................................................................................. State.......................................
CAUTION—For quick shipment give occupation and reference


