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20 THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

As if to remind him, the telephone
rang in the quiet of the big room. Van
stepped to a secretary desk to answer it.

“Just a moment, please,” the operator
said. “Chicago is calling.”

Next, Havens himself was on the line.

“Van,” asked the newspaper publisher,
“how soon can you be on a plane for
Chicago?”

“Just a minute . . .” Van said, talking
with the abrupt quick efficiency of the
Phantom. He knew, now, the reason for
his restlessness of the past few minutes.
There was something wrong out there.
He reached into a drawer of the desk,
found an airlines time table, talked as he
flipped its pages with his right hand.
“Something’s wrong.” It was a statement,
not a question.

I(Yes.’7

“Not Muriel—" Van started to say, con-
cerned for an instant.

“No, Van. Muriel’s right here in the
next office.” Swiftly, then, the publisher
told about Senator Midworth’s sudden
death on the convention platform. The
Phantom caught the tension in Havens’
voice.

“It wasn’t a heart attack?” he said.

He could almost see the publisher shake
his head. “Van, there’s something sinister
about the entire thing. I've learned that
Senator Midworth himself was here look-
ing for me just before he went to the Con-
vention Hall. He left a letter . . . gave it
to an elevator boy here—"

“What did the letter say, Frank?”

“I haven't seen it!” Briefly, Havens ex-
plained about the elevator operator being
found shot. “I have an idea that letter
contained something mighty urgent, Van,
otherwise Midworth would not have gone
out of his way to deliver it here in person.
He was even late arriving at Convention
headquarters. But now that letter has
vanished! All we found was that poor lad
—shot. He’s still unconscious in the hos-
pital. I'm going there right away. Then
I'll meet you at the airport here. . . How
about planes?”

The Phantom had been checking flights
as he talked.

“I can be on a DC-6 non-stop flight with-
in the hour,” he said. “Another three
hours to Chicago. Flight 16. You can check
at that end about arrival.” He named the
airline.

Uvan?”

‘(Yes"7

“You'll arrive as ‘Mr. Grey,’ under-
stand?” The publisher added, “I’ll tell
them here that you’re one of our reporters
from New York, coming out to work on
the Midworth story.”

The Phantom understood. In his famous
role, Van Loan often took the identity
of a “Mr. Grey,” a gentleman from Cleve-
land about whom inquisitive people knew
absolutely nothing. In Chicago, especial-
ly, and after he had changed his appear-
ance somewhat, no one would ever con-
nect him with Richard Curtis Van Loan.

Sharp eyes now thoughtful, the Phan-
tom asked a question. “What about Sena-
tor Midworth’s death? Do you think—"

“Yes!” exclaimed the publisher. “I won’t
keep you, Van. You'd better hurry. See
you out here at the airport.”

Moving swiftly after he had hung up,
the Phantom went to his bedroom, stepped
into a deep clothes closet and opened a
cleverly concealed door. A hidden room
was revealed beyond.

Here, with the simplest of changes, he
became a new identity.

THE secret room contained clothing used
for various disguises. He selected a
sport coat and summer flannels somewhat
on the rakish side, and a slightly battered
hat that was in keeping with one worn
by a typical newspaper reporter. With
deft fingers, the Phantom next used a
few creams and dyes to change the color
of his skin, or to add a few lines which
gave him a slightly dissipated look. A
touch of wax beneath thes skin dye
changed the appearance of his nose; it
seemed broader and flatter now.

There was nothing spectacular about the
manner in which he quickly changed his
appearance—no wigs, cloaks and fake
beards. Yet he appeared now as an older,
ordinary sort of man you would never
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Ten minutes before flight departure at
the air terminal itself, the Phantom lin-
gered in a quiet corner of the sprawling
building and watched Steve Huston. The
reporter was outside, near the gates that
separated the observers’ walk from the
ramps leading to the big planes. He spoke
to an attendant who was moving toward
the ramp with a flat truck loaded with
suitcases. Steve was checking to be sure
that his bag was tagged for the right
flight. The Phantom recognized his own
bag on the truck. And he had been stand-
ing near the reporter when Steve checked
in at the reservations desk.

Steve was on the same flight, which the
Phantom had suspected. Havens had lost
no time in contacting his top reporter,
ordering him to Chicago. The Phantom
was anxious to learn what further news
Steve might have heard from Chicago.

He saw the reporter pat his coat pock-
ets, then suddenly stride toward the wait-
ing room. He’d probably overlooked buy-
ing cigarettes. As the Phantom watched
Steve through the wide glass windows,
his sharp eye caught something else. He
tensed.

It was obvious that a short, thickset
man with the mashed ears of a former
wrestler was following Steve Huston.
There was something furtive yet purpose-
ful about the man’s movements. Now that
the Phantom thought of it, he had seen
the same man near the reporter when
Steve went out to the observer’s walk.

He watched the fellow mingle with a
group of sightseers as Steve stopped at
the cigar stand. But the heavy-shouldered
man wasn’t losing track of the reporter
for a single moment. He had cold, pale
gray eyes that remained constantly on
the newsman,

Steve Huston glanced at an-overhead
‘clock as he left the newsstand. It was
only seven minutes until the departure
of Flight 16. A loudspeaker was announc-
ing the flight. Outside, the ramp gates
had opened and some passengers were
starting toward the huge four-engined
plane. Steve looked once again at the
clock—then started in an opposite direc-

tion than the doorway to waiting planes,
He disappeared down a stairway, probably
headed for the wash room.

The Phantom’s eyes narrowed. The
thickset man followed down the stairs
too! )

Concerned, the Phantom followed. The
man with cauliflower ears certainly bore
every resemblance to a hoodlum. There
had been a strange glint in his stony gray ~
eyes, an expression of elation as he saw
the reporter move toward a less-populated
area of the big air terminal.

The Phantom noted something else. The
muscular-built man’s right hand slid

toward his suit coat pocket as he went
down the stairs. A too-prominent bulge of
that coat pocket clearly indicated that a
gun was concealed there.

Steve Huston was in real danger!

UNAWARE that he was being closely
followed the redheaded reporter
reached a lower-level hallway, and moved
in the direction of the washroom. He
hurried along the momentarily deserted
hallway, was a half dozen feet from the
washroom door when, without warning,
something jabbed into his back.

His first impulse was to swing around.
But experience flashed a warning to his
brain. - This wasn’t the first time in his
career as a top crime reporter that he’d
had a gun shoved into his ribs.

And even as the split-second reaction
took place in his thoughts, the hard voice
said close behind him, “Just keep walk-
ing, doc—straight down this hall.”

Steve Huston followed orders, his mind
quickly estimating that he had less than
five or six minutes until plane departure
time, that he had to be aboard that plane
when it took off. How could anyone have
learned, so swiftly, that he was going to
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man behind him rasped.

The reporter turned warily. His quick
eye took in the stocky, powerful build
and the mashed ears. A tough character
under any circumstances, he told himself,
even without a gun. The fellow’s unusual
pale gray eyes gave him the most uneasi-
ness however. They bored right through
him in a cool, relentless way.

The man stood just inside the door,
training his gun on Steve, his left hand
going behind him to reach and close the
door. The reporter was thinking rapidly.
He even knows my mame. How did he
know I was going to Chicago?

And in the same heartbeat of flepting
time Steve was telling himself that if a
porter did come in here, the gunman
would bat him down with the weapon
as if he were no more than an annoying
fly. '

He’s going to shoot, Steve thought. It’s
in his queer eyes.

The man’s left hand, still outstretched
behind him, was now closing the door.
But his penetrating eyes remained fast
on the reporter.

Then—a sudden thing happened.

NOTHER hand flashed in the doorway
before the door could shut complete-

ly. That hand seized the gunman's left

arm, as it was stretched out behind him,
yanked it upward in a painful hammer-
lock between his thickset shoulder blades.

In the same smooth movement the ar-
rival’s free hand closed like a vise over
the gunman’s wrist, twisted the gun arm
down and to the right, so that the weapon
aimed away from the reporter’s body.

The stocky gunman grunted with pain,
tried to double forward in order to re-
lieve the elbow-snapping pressure on his
left arm. He dropped the gun when the
pressure was increased. He tried a wres-
tler’s trick of bending far forward to break
the hammerlock.

Then, suddenly, he found himself re-
leased. He pitched forward.

“Hit him, Steve,” said the Phantom,
“hit him hard!” - ‘

For the second time within a moment

B}
.

Steve Huston was astounded that com-
plete strangers knew him by name. But he
had already moved quickly, even as the
order was given. His fist lashed out in a
power drive that caught the thickset man
flush on the jaw.

The man’s head snapped sideways as
he stumbled and clutched at the report-
er’s agile body. Steve’s right came up in
a smashing uppercut.

That did it. The man collapsed, spread
out on all fours on the floor.

Steve turned quickly toward his bene-
factor, a tight grin on his face. “Thanks,”
he said. He gave a quick, explosive
sigh. “That was close. He might have—"

“Hurry,” the stranger said. “We have
only two minutes to catch the plane.” Al-
ready he had slipped the gun beneath his
belt, was reaching for a small coil of
baling wire hanging on a nearby hook.
The wire was no doubt used for opening
clogged drains.

Steve stepped in to help, surmising
the stranger’s purpose. He swiftly rolled
the hoodlum on his side, pulled the fel-
low’s heels up behind him. Working to-
gether, the reporter and his good sumari-
tan friend wired the gunman’s hands and
legs behind him. When the man came to
he would be unable to move.

“There’s no time to call the police—
now,” said Steve’s helper. “We’ll handle
that from the plane.”

As both men straightened up, ready to
leave the room, Steve’s eyes had sharp-
ened and he look closely at the other
man.

“I've got it!” he exclaimed softly.
“You're Mr. Grey!” His eyes became
bright with interest. “The Phantom!”

Van jerked his head briefly. “And I'm
aboard that Chicago-bound plane with
you. There’s no time to be held up an-
swering questions for an airport cop now.
Let’s go, Steve!”

Closing the door behind them, they re-
turned through the long passageway, took
the stairs three at a time, slowing to a
walk when they reached thé main con-
course of the waiting room. Their steps
were quick, but no more so than anyone

PRV TN
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moving to catch a departing plane. The
loudspeaker had already announced the
last call for the flight as they came up
from the lower level.

An instant later they were moving
across the ramp. Outside the air-condi-
tioned building the air was warm and
still. An airline attendant in natty uniform
waited for them at the foot of the portable
steps leading up to he cabin doorway of
the plane. “You almost missed us, gentle-
men,” he said, smiling courteously.

At the top of the steps the trim, pretty
stewardess also stood waiting, her pas-
senger check sheet fastened to the clip-
board in her hand. She greeted them with
a quick smile, said, “Mr. Grey?” Mr. Hus-
ton?” and checked the names off the list
she held. She nodded toward a double
seat just ahead, near the rear of the huge
airliner. “Would you mind fastening your
safety belts right away? We're all ready
to take off.”

Van Loan delayed an instant to say
something quietly to the stewardess. The
backs of the other passengers in the plane
were toward them, and a second steward-
ess was busy near the small food galley
just across from the entrance doorway,
as he handed the first stewardess his small
leather case, saying, “Show this to the
captain.”

The girl nodded, turned back to the
open door, gave an all-clear signal to the
attendant below. \

Then the heavy door was shut and the
portable steps rolled back out of the way.
As the stewardess locked the door from
the inside, the Phantom went to his seat.

Steve looked at him as he sat down, but
said nothing, for it was quiet in the plane.
The light was already on at the front of
the cabin. “FASTEN YOUR SAFETY
BELTS. NO SMOKING, PLEASE.”

Then one engine coughed, vibrated, and
finally started, followed by the other three
" at brief intervals. They started taxiing
toward the main runway.

BELOW the rumble of the plane as it
trudged like a giant, bulky monster
down the field, the Phantom spoke auiet-

ly to Steve Huston.

“As soon as we're airborne, I'm going
to call the tower here at the field and have
a message relayed to Inspector Gregg at
Police Headquarters here in New York.
Let’s hope our, trussed-up friend is still
there when Grégg assigns some men to
pick him up. I want to know who that
fellow is and what his connections are.”

“It beats me,” said Steve in a voice
soft enough to be covered by the rumbling
engines. “Havens called me less than an
hour ago. No one except him knows I'm
flying to Chicago.”

Van Loan and the reporter checked on
times of the call. It appeared that Steve
had been contacted right after Van had
heard from the newspaper publisher.

“I gather,” said Van Loan, “that Sena-
tor Midworth’s death there at the Con-
vention was not a natural one. Our friend
Havens hinted at foul play. But he had
no time to go into details.”

Steve looked at him sharply. “Didn’t he
tell you about the television cameraman?”

It was the Phantom’s turn to look curi-
ous.

“What about him?” »

Their soft-spoken words were well cov-
ered now as the captain revved up his
engines preparatory to his take-off run.
The mammoth plane strained against the
brakes which momentarily held it fast un-
til the engines were given this final check.
The ship trembled from end to end.

Steve was saying, “This cameraman,
whoever he is, came to see the boss at his
office. I guess Havens talked to him just
before he called me long distance. That
was right after he called you. Well, the
cameraman was there at the Convention,
taking pictures for the TV network. Seems
he saw something peculiar just before
Midworth’s death—a hand, visible through
his viewer as he aimed his camera at the
stage, replacing a silver water carafe that
had been put there only a few moments
before. Hell, the first carafe hadn’t even
been used!”

“So?” The Phantom waited for the ex-
planation.

“Right after Midworth’s death. during

<
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proved that.
ceeding.

“You’ve known that family a long time,
haven’t you?” Havens said.

The big, austere man nodded slowly.
His face was grave now. “Ever since ‘Hon-
est John’ first started out campaigning
for a small town alderman’s job. I've
known Marie, his wife, since high school
days. I knew the two of them when theyv
didn’t have a nickel to their names, right
after they were first married.”

Havens shook his head. He could un-
derstand how Karrisson felt.

There was a surge of people around
them, many moving closer to the gates to
greet arrivals coming off the plane, which
was now stopped in the unloading area.
Others were merely curious onlookers,
thrilled by sight of the big plane.

Arriving passengers streamed toward
the gate. Havens spotted his top reporter.
He called Steve Huston a greeting, then
looked for Mr. Grey himself. A frown
touched his eyes.

Steve came bustling through the gate,
a brief case swinging in his hand, a quick
smile on his lively face.

“The assignments I get!” he said breez-
ily. “Did I arrive here fast enough for you,
boss?” He took Havens' outstretched
hand, caught the frown on the publisher’s
face. His own eyes sobered. “Anything
new on Midworth? When you phoned you
hardly had time—"

“Where’s . .. Mr. Grey?” asked Havens,
peering past the reporter, trying to pick
out Van Loan in the moving groups of
people. Any one of the men getting off the
plane might have been the famous crime-
fighter; Havens was confused. He looked
back at Steve again, eyes questioning.

The reporter glanced from Havens to
the big, important-looking man with him.
He didn’t answer.

The investigation is pro-

THE publisher quickly understood the
reason for Steve’s hesitation. He said,
“It’s all right, Steve. I'd like you to meet
Arnold Karrisson, Senator Midworth’s
campaign manager, business friend—just
about anything you can name. It’s all right

to talk, Steve. Mr. Karrisson’s all right.”

The reporter shook hands with Karris-
son, then said quickly, “That’s different.
;('es:, Mr. Grey was on the plane with me.

“But where is he?” Havens said, still
looking around, puzzled.

The quick grin touched the reporter’s
features for an instant. “Gone. Said he’d
meet you at the office a little later.” Steve .
pulled the baggage checks from his pock-
et, went on. “I have to get our luggage
first.”

They headed inside the terminal, and
while they were waiting for the bags to be
unloaded from the plane’s cargo compart-
ment, Steve told them about the incident
at LaGuardia.

He ended with, “Mr. Grey figures that
the hood who tried to eliminate me got
his orders from Chicago—but fast. Grey’s.
probably going to check with Inspector
Gregg in New York to see what kind of
line he got on that hot rod. I’'m sure he’ll
show up at your office shortly.”

Havens looked at Arnold Karrisson. “I
wanted you to meet him. Grey is one of
the sharpest reporters in the business.
Crime is his specialty.” He glanced at
Steve Huston.

Steve jerked his head. “The best!”

Karrisson said, “Bring him around to
the hotel later, then. Mrs. Midworth will
want to meet him also. She’ll welcome
any help in cracking this horrible thing.”

When the luggage arrived, and Steve
had claimed his bags, Havens said, “I have
a cab waiting. We'll drop Mr. Karrisson
first, then hurry to the office. Muriel’s
there waiting.”

Steve was on the verge of saying that
he wished lovely Muriel were waiting for
him, but he checked himself.

They headed outside.

The Phantom’s exit from the airport
waiting room had been done with dis-
patche Just before he swung into a cab
he had a glimpse of Steve Huston, Havens
and the third man inside, awaiting the
baggage truck. A quick smile flickered
his features. He had practically rubbed
elbows with the publisher as he passed
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“Van,” she said softly, “it isn’t really
you?”

She took in the loud sports coat, his
seemingly gaunt, dissipated-looking fea-
tures.

He smiled. “Printer’s ink now flows
through my veins, ma’am. Would you
grant an interview to this lowly re-
porter?”

With a little cry of delight, Muriel
rushed toward him. He took her briefly
in his arms, was keenly aware of her
lovely, shapely form close to his own.
Then, still a little self-conscious over this
love which she had recently revealed to

- him, he stood back, clasping her hands.

“Madam,” he said lightly, “careful of
my makeup!”

Muriel felt his cheek lightly with her
fingertip. She shook her head in puzzle-
ment. “Van you should have been an ac-
tor. I'd never have known you!”

“I hope no one else recognizes me as the
Phantom.”

The girl’s pretty features became seri-
ous. “Didn’t you see father?”

“There was a stranger with him at the
airport—someone your father’s secretary
just referred to as a Mr. Karrisson. So I
gave Steve Huston the job of meeting
them and came directly here. A little
incident happened in New York which
has me puzzled.” He shrugged. “So—"

Muriel explained quickly, “You needn'’t
have worried about Arnold Karrisson,
Van He was Senator Midworth’s”—her
eyes held shock as she mentioned the
name—*“best friend. It was Karrisson who
helped lead the Senator to the top. Mrs.
Midworth, too, has aided even more. She
devoted her life to helping the Senator
climb the ladder . . . served on commit-
tees, worked in campaigns—"

Van said, “Tell me about the letter your
father mentioned in the long distance call
—the one Midworth was supposed to have
left for him. Would Mrs. Midworth
know—" )

“Father’s already called her,” said Mu-
riel. “She has no idea whatsoever about
what might have been in it. Apparently
she left their North Shore estate early

this morning, to help out at the party’s
hotel headquarters here in Chicago. The
Senator came in later. They’ve checked
the butler out there and the Senator’s
chauffeur. Neither has any idea what was
in the letter.”

“And the elevator boy—how is he?”

Muriel shook her head. “Still uncon-
scious. No one’s permitted in the room—"

“Good Lord,” said Van Loan, “haven’t
they assigned a policeman to guard his
room? Even though someone obviously
got the letter from that kid, he’s still in
danger of—"

She was quickly shaking her head. Van
paused as Muriel explained, “Father took
care of that immediately.”

“Good.”

Then she told Van about the strange
way in which Midworth had started his
speech, about how he started to say some-
thing about not accepting the nomination.

“Evervone was dumbfounded. Then . . .
then. a moment later, he was dead!”

The Phantom. remembered Steve Hus-
ton’s words about the TV cameraman. He
repeated the information to Muriel.

HE nodded even before he finished.

“His name is Johnnie Garrett. He was
here earlier, to see father.” Muriel re-
peated the details which Steve Huston
had already told him about the exchange
of water bottles on the speaker’s plat-
form. “Father wants you to see Johnnie
Garrett as soon as possible.”

“Where is he now?”

“He had to return to the auditorium.
Then he called later and said that the
place is being locked against the public
while the police finish their checking over
there. So he’s going to wait for you at
his apartment. It isn’t far. Here. . . .”

She went to the broad desk across the
room, returned with a slip of paper which
she showed Van.

Muriel pointed out, “It’s an address not
far away on the Near North Side. I can
take you, Van. I've rented a car while
father and I are here, so—"

“He said, “I know enough about Chi-
cago to find it, Muriel. You'd better wait

s
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for the others. I'll be back in a hurry.”

He wanted to call Inspector Gregg in
New York, but he had decided to put the
call through from outside this office. For
one thing, he wondered if someone here
at Havens’ Chicago paper could have
known about the publisher’s call to Steve
Huston. Also, he didn’t want Muriel to
hear the discussion about the man they
had left for the police in New York. The
feeling was building up in him that as
soon as it was known the Phantom had
entered this mystery, there was going to
be menace against himself as well as
Steve Huston. Probably more. He didn’t
want Muriel to worry. . . .

Van Loan, assuming his offhand, easy-
going reporter’s role again, started
toward the door. But he paused to warn
the girl just before leaving. “Be careful
you don’t call me Van whenever this
door is open—or anywhere else around
this building.”

Muriel was at his side. Her hand held
his arm briefly. There was a worried
crease between her pretty eyes. “Do you
think there’s danger?”

“We'll soon know.”

He went out.

UST across one of the many short

bridges spanning the narrow Chicago
River, which wound through the outer
fringes of the Loop, was one of noisy
Chicago’s many railroad stations. Van
Loan crossed the bridge just outside the
Press Building, quickly located a battery
of telephone booths in charge of an oper-
ator. He gave the number of New York’s
police headquarters, stepped into a booth
the woman indicated. By making the call
‘ from here he was certain that no one
could trace it to “Mr. Grey’'—or the
Phantom.

Shortly he was talking with Inspector
Gregg.

The New York headquarters man said,
“Grey? I figured it was just about time
for your call. I checked arrival of that
plane from this end . . . Well, we got
him!”

The Phantom’s pulse quickened. “He

. ing, too . .

.

?

3
was still wired up the way we left him?”

“He was still in dreamland. But he's
wide awake now, I can tell you. Sweat-
. but a tough one to crack,
Grey. We've been questioning him for
two hours. This baby’s been around. Nev-
ertheless, we've got him pegged—whether
he talks or not.”

“Swell!” said Van. “Who is he?”

“A bad one, Grey. One of the boys
recalled a flyer we got recently on a Chi-
cago hoodlum wanted for questioning in
the .shooting of a ward leader out there.
Name’s Bruno.”

“Connections?”

“Al Capone—"

“Who happens to be dead,”
Loan drily.

“Of course. But not the syndicate, my
friend. Rumor has it that it's more pow-
erful than ever out there. Except today,
it’s not just vice and booze, as in the old
days. The juke box racket—five million
alone, each year, out there—horse racing,
horse meat and politics. Which will you
take?”

“The last, Inspector.” He repeated what
details he knew about Senator Midworth’s
death, added, “I suppose the wires are
buzzmg about that?”

“They’re burning up!” exploded the
voice in New York. “The opinion every-
where is that, having won the nomination
in his party, Midworth was a cinch to be
elected president in November. Brother,
things are in an uproar. I've talked to
one of my friends there at Chicago head-
quarters. The verdict is that Midworth
was poisoned—a swell guy like him! How
or by whom is still a mystery. In fact—"

He stopped talking abruptly, asked,
“Say, how are you involved in this thing,
Grey?”

Van Loan gave him a brief rundown,
explained about publisher Frank Havens.
“He and Midworth were very good
friends. It seems that Midworth delivered
a very important letter to Havens' office
shortly before he was murdered. The let-
ter has since disappeared. What it said,
we don't know—but it might be the an-
swer to everything. Havens figures that

said Van
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if I pose as an ordinary reporter working
for his paper here, I might uncover some-
thing big.”

Inspector Gregg was silent a moment.
Then, ‘“T'll tell you what. This friend
of mine at headquarters out there works
undercover out of a special unit set up
by the Chicago Detective Bureau a few
years ago. Name’s Jim Rush.” He gave
Van Loan a telephone number. “I’ll call
and tell him you’ll contact him. This man
Rush knows more about political crime
tie-ups than the commissioner there him-
self! See him.”

“Thanks,” said Van. “Perhaps he can
give me something on this hood, Bruno,
also.”

“Probably. Watch yourself, Grey!
Those babies in the Chicago rackets—
whatever this one is—deal in death.”

“I know. And I have an idea this one
ties up with important people.”

“Well—luck,” finished Gregg. “I'll call
Jim Rush right off. He’s a detective-lieu-
tenant, by the way, but you’re liable to
find him as a laborer, a bum, or a barfly
when you see him. That’s the way he oper-
ates.”

Van Loan left the booth, made sure that
no other persons had occupied the booths
on either side of him, paid the woman
for the call and went toward an arched
exit that led 'to the taxi stands.

He gave the driver the location of a
street corner on the Near North Side and
swung into the rear seat.

He wanted to question Johnnie Garrett
even before he saw Rush. It was Johnnie
who had seen that bottle of drinking water
switched. Perhaps, with prodding, he
could remember more about the person
who had put the second bottle there.

In a few moments, the Phantom hoped
to know. ’

MYSTERY NOVELS IN
EVERY ISSUE OF

TRIPLE DETECTIVE

Now on Sale—25c at All Stands

T THE corner of State and Division,

Van Loan lingered until the cab
pulled away. Fast, streamlined Chicago
streetcars swung the busy corner, loaded
with commuters going home from the
Loop. Office girls came out of delicates-
sens, carrying supper wrapped in paper
bags. Newsboys hawked extras about the
sudden death of Senator Midworth. No
mention yet about murder, though, Van
Loan observed. The police were playing
it cagey.

Bums brushed by well-dressed business
people here on this crossroads of the Near
North Side. A block toward the lake, and
you could walk into the exclusive Drake
Hotel; a long block west, and you found
yourself in a honkytonk area of saloons,
strip-tease night clubs and joints that
catered to sexy-looking young white girls
and their zooty Chinese escorts. And only
two blocks north were quiet side streets
lined with residential apartments and old
structures made over into modern, high-
priced efficiency flats.

The Phantom headed north, cut through
a short street to Gothie, checked building
numbers until he located Johnnie Gar-
rett’s place.

It was a long, three-storied apartment
building built alongside a vacant lot. Rear
of the building ended at one of the many
alleys which bisected each square block
throughout the area.

A bored-looking young man sat near a
switchboard behind a small cubicle inside
the lobby. Van Loan asked for Garrett.
“He’s expecting me.. The name’s Grey.”

Scarcely turning his head to glance at
the switchboard, the fellow pushed in a
jack and buzzed the apartment. He mum-
bled something, looked briefly at the
Phantom.

“All the way back on your right,” he
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“Oh, yes!”

“Could it have been one of the page
boys they have for carrying messages and
doing errands at the Convention?”

“I don’t . . . think so,” Garrett said
slowly. “I’m sure it wasn’t.”

“T don’t suppose any of that TV broad-
cast was recorded—I mean, on film?”

“No, it was going right out over the air.
It's gone and done with now. I—"” He gave
a start, then stared at the Phantom “What
a dope I am! Of course. One of the boys
from National Newsreel-was there. He'll
have the thing on film!”

“If he happened to record that particu-
lar action,” Van Loan pointed out.

“But it’s worth checking, Mr. Grey.”

“Absolutely. Do you know where we
can see the film? I'll want you along, too.
If this newsreel cameraman did catch that
little scene, perhaps you can identify the
person when you can study the film."”

“It’s worth a try,” Garrett agreed with
enthusiasm. He stood up abruptly. “Let’s
go down to the National outfit now. Per-
haps—"

The ringing of the telephone interrupted
them. Johnnie Garrett stepped to a small
corner desk to answer it, said, “Yes?
Who? . . . Okay, I'll come out and get it,
kid.”

He hung up, looked at the Phantom
and said, “Wait’ll I pick up a telegram

that was just delivered for me. The kid "’

out front can’t leave the desk right now.”

Leaving the apartment door open, Gar-
rett took off down the long hall. The
Phantom, waiting, could hear his quick,
impatient steps echoing along the cor-
ridor. . ..

It was somewhat sticky and humid in
the apartment, as it was everywhere this
warm summer’s afternoon. He stepped to
the window, where Garrett had flung it
open earlier. A desultory movement of
air ruffled the curtains, but at least it felt

- pleasant.

Just below the open window was a nar-
row alley that cut behind the building.
Another, running north and south, bisect-
ed it at the far side of the apartment
building. In the distance he covid hear
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the faint hum of traffic streaming along
the Outer Drive, alongside Lake Michi-
gan. Somewhere in the neighborhood a
dog was barking, and there was the laugh-
ter of kids playing.

And then there were two gun shots,
spaced close together, flat and hard, like
two boards being slapped sharply to-
gether.

Startled, the Phantom stood tensely,
trying to locate the source of the shots.

THEN he realized the gun sounds were
echoing along the outside hallway, just
as Garrett’s footsteps had echoed. . . .

Garrett! Someone delivering a tele-
gram!

Van Loan whirled toward the hall.

At the same time the voice of the young
man up front at the lobby switchboard
came tumbling down the long hall. Only
now that bored fellow had snapped out
of his lethargy and was screaming, ap-
parently, in terror!

“Help! He’s shot! Help—somebody!”

Along with the frantic scream, there
was the other sound.

A car motor roared as if it were being
pushed to the limit in low gear. Thwo
strides down the hall Van Loan jerked to"
a stop, his sharp ear following the sound.
Oddly the engine roar seemed to be com-
ing closer. He wondered. . . .

The alley — the narrow thoroughfare
alongside the building!

Someone was trying to use the alley
as an escape shortcut. If he could head
that someone off. . . .

He spun back, cut quickly through the
apartment living room, flung a leg over the
window sill and dropped to the ground
all within seconds. He plunged toward the
bisecting alley, only feet away. Even as
he did so he heard the thundering car
approaching the intersection of the two
narrow passages.

Unconsciously, his hand went beneath
his coat, toward his left armpit—until he
remembered that his automatic was
packed in his suitcase and that the lug-
gage was still in Steve Huston’s care.
Along with the weapon they’d taken from
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true identity. This menace, whatever its
source, struck like lightning—and there
was no telling when it would seek him
out.

Perhaps he had already been spotted,
he realized with dim alarm.

He stood up as he heard the dying moan
of a police siren out front, quickly fol-
lowed by the clanging bell of an ambu-
lance.

Two prowl car cops from the local pre-
cinct hurried into the lobby, one already
reaching for his notebook as he saw the
still figure on the floor. People and young-
sters of the neighborhood began to gather
outside the building and the second cop
ordered them to remain where they were.
An interne and another uniformed police-
man pushed their way in through the curi-
ous mob that was forming just outside the
entrance, morbid appetites whetted by the
scent of death.

The Phantom waited quietly as the
switchboard boy blabbered details of what
he had seen. Piecing the disconnected
statements together, Van Loan was able
to visualize what had probably happened.

The young man had still been alone at
the desk when a messenger had entered,
saying he had a telegram for Mr. Garrett.
The man had dropped the wire on the
counter of the small open office and gone
out. At least he thought the man had gone
out, explained the excited young man.

He stammered, “I called Mr. Garrétt in
his apartment. . . and he came out here
to pick up the wire because I was alone
and couldn’t leave the board, and. . .and
then that man, the messenger, was over
there in the doorway shooting, ahd he shot
Mr. Garrett!”

“Then he hadn't left?” said the tall,
rangy cop with the notebook.

“T thought he had,” gasped the clerk.
“But he must have been waiting there jin
the doorway. He called to Mr. Gar 2tt
right after he stopped at the desk md
picked up the message. And when ﬁ/l.r
‘Garrett turned toward him, he was ¢ pot.
I mean—by the messenger over there in
the doorway. Then the man ran out and
jumped in a car and it went down the

alleyway here.” He pointed in the general
direction of the side of the building.

THE cop, who had arrived with the am-
bulance and interne asked, “You said
a man. Wasn’t the messenger a boy?”

The clerk shook his head. “But he wore
a messenger’s uniform.”

“What did he look like?”

The switchboard clerk stared for a mo-
ment. “Why. . .why just like any man
wearing a messenger’s uniform. I think he
. . . he was dark-haired.”

The cops exchanged glances. One had
been watching Van Loan. The interne
went into the small office and called some-
one. Another siren sounded far dovn the
street.

Van Lodn said quietly, “What happened
to the telegram, young man?” '

The youth jumped, stared toward the
office, said, “I just remembered!” He went
over to the counter, reached inside, re-
trieved a yellow sheet of paper and en-
velope from a small desk. “I. . .I guess I
picked these up after Mr. Garrett dropped
them when he. . .he fell.”

The rangy cop with the notebook took
them. He looked at the envelope, then at
the telegraph blank. He passed them to
one of the other cops.

“Blank message,” he said. “Just a gim-
mick to fool the kid, here, and get him”—
he jerked a thumb at the inert figure on
the floor—“out here.”

The young clerk was suddenly pointing
at the Phantom. “He was with him, He
came in with Mr. Garrett and went to his
apartment. . .and was there when Mr.
Garrett got shot!”

Everyone looked at Van Loan—includ-
ing a solid-built, ruddy-faced man in a
plain business suit who had come in ac-
companied by another officer in uniform.
He had paused a moment, somewhat to the
rear of the other officers, listening to the
conversation. Seeing him now, they
stepped aside.

“Hi, lieutenant,” said one with respect.

Headquarters man, Van Loan knew,
probably Homicide Division. He looked
smart and tough.
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followed by a mixed expression of respect
and wonderment. He finally said ,“Okay
.. I see,” and ended the call.

He turned hastily to Van Loan and said,
“He wants to see you right away.” He
looked past him and barked a sharp order
to his assistant. “Reilly, run Mr. Grey
down to headquarters—Jim Rush's office.
Quick, see?”

The lean, towheaded patrolman nodded
hurriedly. “Yes, sir!”

The lieutenant said to the Phantom,
“The name’s Broderick, Mr. Grey. Any-
thing I can ever.do, just let me know, see?
Any friend of Jim Rush’s is a friend of
ours. We get anything on this shooting of
Garrett, here, and we’ll give you the first
lead on it, Mr. Grey.”

Lieutenant Broderick and his man Fri-
day motioned building tenants aside as
they escorted Van Loan through the lob-
by. Outside, there was a black, hearse-
like car drawn up at the curb now. The
ambulance had departed. From the black,
closed-panel car two attendants were re-
moving a long wire basket.

The detective asked only one question,
“You have no idea who might have mur-
dered Garrett, sir?”

Van Loan shook his head. He didn’t
mention the TV cameraman'’s story about
the switched water bottles at the Conven-
tion hall. First, he wanted to talk to this
crack detective Rush. And next he wanted
to see Frank Havens.

“Well, we’ll get right on it,” said Broder-
ick. He held open the front door of the
police sedan as Reilly hurried around ‘the
car to slide behind the wheel.

As the car shot away from the curb, Van
Loan knew that Lieutenant Broderick was
standing there a moment looking after
him. He wondered what he had been told
over the phone. He hoped that Broderick
had not guessed he was the Phantom De-
tective.

THE third-floor office was practically
lost in a forgotten corner of the Detec-
tive Bureau. A stranger would have
thought it was being saved as a storeroom
for odds and ends. Old sagging wooden
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file cases lined one wall. An ancient oak
rocker with a hard black leather seat was
the only other chair in addition to a
straight-backed uncomfortable-looking
chair in front of the roll-top desk. The
place needed dusting. Chicago soot and
grime covered the windows. An old-fash-
ioned fan vibrated noisily on the wall.

The fairly young man who got up quick-
ly and came to the open door moved lith-
ly and smoothly. His entire manner was
in extreme contrast to the atmosphere of
the room.

“Mr. Grey?” he asked.

Van Loan nodded, stepping inside.

“Sit down,” said Rush, closing the door.

He was not a big man, nor was he tall
But there was a suppleness about him that
spoke of quick strength and fast coordina-
tion. His eyes were a pale blue, his face
smooth-shaven. His hair was sandy and
close-cropped.

It came to the Phantom, then, that he'd
heard and read about this well-known de-
tective. Jim Rush had cracked some of the
toughest cases in Chicago. It was said that
when this man was on an assignment, he
would sleep wherever his quarry led him
—on roof tops, in bars or hotel lobbies. He
would spell an assistant for forty winks so
that the trail would never get cold as long
as he was on the case.

In addition, the Phantom had seen
write-ups about him in various magazines
—how he was a fair artist, and oftentimes
sketched dozens of faces of a killer merely
from descriptions handed to him by eye-
witnesses; and that more often than not
his final, composite drawing turned out to
be a true likeness of the murderer’s face.

He was a Judo expert, a musician. .

‘and he was clever and tough as they came:

He smiled easily as the two men mo-
mentarily sized up each other. “Lieuten-
ant Broderick’s going to pester me to
death with questions later, Mr.—ah—
Grey,” he said. “I gave him to understand
you were not to be delayed up there an-
other moment. Now he’s wondering who
you are.” '

He paused, face becoming serious. “In-
spector Gregg called earlier, as you
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understandable that certain people were
out to eliminate Midworth. Yet it wasn't
like that. Midworth was the unanimous
choice.”

“I know,” said Van Loan thoughtfully.
“Another curious thing,” he pointed out.
“I understand Senator Midworth started
to say he couldn’t accept the nomination
—just before he died. Why, I wonder?”

Rush shook his head slowly. He stood
up, paced up and down the small cluttered
room once, stared toward the windows.

“There’s a clue somewhere that will
give us the right lead. I wish I knew what
it was!”

The Phantom thought, the letter! The
letter which had never reached Frank Ha-
vens. He had an idea it contained a solu-
tion to Midworth’s strange actions before
his death, and to the murder itself. He de-
cided not to tell Rush about it, however,
until he had obtained a little more infor-
mation from the newspaper publisher him-
self. He ought to be getting back there,...

Coming to his feet, he said, “There’s one
angle. Perhaps you’d like to check it while
I see Havens.” He told about Garrett re-
calling that a National Newsreel camera-
man had also been taking shots at the
Convention. “Young Garrett mentioned it
just before that fake telegram was deliv-

 ered and he was shot down in cold blood.”

The detective’s eyes brightened. “The
film might possibly show something—give
us a clue!”

“Yes‘"
On a sudden impulse, Rush said, “Wait
a minute. . .” and stepped to the telephone

on the old-fashioned roll-top desk. The
Phantom listened to him speak to the radio
tower dispatcher. Rush listened a mo-
ment, then hung up, shaking his head.

“No trace, yet, of that sedan Garrett’s
killers used in their getaway. Damn!"

Van Loan had his hand on the door-
knob when the undercover man said, “I'll
run you up to Havens’ building. From
there I'll go over to the National News-
reel—"

“Thanks,” said the Phantom. “But per-
haps it would be better if I left here alone.
You can understand why, Rush.”

“Yes,” agreed the lithely built detective.
He joined the Phantom, motioned to a
side hallway nearby. “There’s a back way
out of here. You'd better take every pre-
caution. Ornce they learn you’re on this
crime—" He broke off, but the implica-
tion was clear and disturbing. Van Loan
had to keep moving fast, and incognite.
Perhaps even now some sinister foe had
guessed the true identity of “Mr. Grey”
and he was being trailed.

OGETHER Rush and Van Loan rode a
freight elevator to the basement, came

“up a flight of stairs that opened onto a side

street lined with warehouses. The neigh-
borhood was deserted and quiet now.
Dusk would soon be settling over the city.
A slight, refreshing breeze could be felt
moving in from nearby Lake Michigan.

Rush left Van Loan at the exit door,
asking, “Where can I reach you?”

He named a hotel that faced on the
Outer Drive near the Drake. “It’s a rather
small, quiet place,” he explained. “I
usually stay there when I'm in Chicago as
Richard Curtis Van Loan. I asked Steve
Huston to make the reservation for me
under the name of ‘Grey.’ I'll be there
later tonight. Or you can try Havens’ of-
fice at the newspaper.”

“Watch yourself,” said Jim Rush with
feeling. ’ ,

Nodding, Van Loan went up the quiet
street.

The evening shadows were deepening
now, and the big warehouses around him
were dark and gloomy. His footsteps
sounded lonely and lost in the approach-
ing night.

Shortly, though, he was on South State
street, where he swung north watching
for a cruising cab as he moved along.
There were gaudy flashing lights now,
cheap movies and questionable burlesque
houses, second-hand clothing stores,
lunchrooms and beer parlors. Already
Chicago’s lower-level night life was on the
move. Any one of the characters he passed
along this seamy section of State Street
could have been carrying a gun, a knife.
or a sap. A nice neighborhood. And right
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arrival. I dropped him off up there at Gar-
rett’s place.” Her eyes were troubled.
“That poor young man. . .Van, how did
they ever find out about Garrett. Who
found out?”

The Phantom shook his head. Then he
“asked, “How did you learn about me—
where I'd gone?”

Muriel explained, “Leave it to dynamic
Steve Huston! Somehow he wheedled the
"information out of a detective lieutenant
named Broderick up there at Garrett’s
building.” Her voice lowered intimately.
“I was worried about you, Van. So I drove
down here—"

“And,” he urged, “I think we better
keep driving, Muriel. You found me down
here. There’s no telling who else might
have me pegged. We can talk while you
drive.”

They started up, continuing down the
side street toward the lake and Michigan
Avenue. She told him, “Steve also re-
served a small suite for you at that hotel
you told"him about. He left your bag up
there.” She glanced at the dashboard
clock. “It’s after eight-thirty now. Father
went on ahead to the Midworth’s estate
out on the North Shore. Mr. Karrisson's
with him. We're to meet them out there
and see Mrs. Midworth. Father wants to
find out anything he can about that
strange letter.” _

“How’s the elevator boy?”

“We phoned the hosiptal again, Van.”
Muriel shook her blonde head. “It doesn’t
look good. They’re going to operate on his
spine. He's still unconscious.”

THEY reached Michigan Avenue, wait-
ed for the lights to change, and were
now rolling northward in a steady stream
of traffic. Some distance ahead the bril-
liantly floodlighted Wrigley Building
stood majestically just beyond the North
Michigan Avenue bridge. A pleasant
breeze swept in from the lake. Gone, now,
was the sultry heat of the afternoon.

Van Loan spoke, “Do you know where
the Midworth place is? I could take a cab.”
He hesitated at telling hér he’d rather go
alone. He did not want to hurt her, yet

he was thinking of her safety. . .

“Nonsense!” Muriel exclaimed. “I know
just where it is. Besides, I want to offer
my condolences to that poor woman.
Imagine how she feels, regardless of the
way Mr. Karrisson says she is holding
up'n

The Phantom had to agree. It would be
better, he told himself, if Muriel was
along.

They reached the end of the Avenue,
but instead of continuing onto the Outer
Drive, Muriel swung the coupe deftly -
right along a street that bordered it, close
to the lake and a beach, visible beyond the
Outer Drive. They pulled up in a block
lined by smaller, exclusive, residential
type hotel buildings.

“I'll bet you haven’t eaten!” Muriel ex-
claimed abruptly as they stopped at the
curb.

“I can wait.”

“You check in and clean up,” the girl
said. “They don’t have a restaurant here.
I'll drive around the block and get you a
sandwich or something. You can be ready
by the time I'm back.”

He watched her drive off. He wished he
didn’t care for her so deeply. This was a
horrible way to think, he told himself, yet
in his business there was no telling when
danger lurked nearby. It wasn’t fair to
Muriel to expose her to that danger. At the
same time, he admired her. She was fear-
less.

Putting the thought momentarily out of
his mind, he went inside to check into the
hotel. . . .

When he opened his suitcase, he found
the gun which he had taken from Bruno
at the New York airport. It was wrapped
carefully in a clean handkerchief, and on
top of this was a note scribbled by Steve
Huston: It read: .

I imagine your friend Jim Rush at the
Detective Bureau would like to check this
rod. Wouldn't be surprised if it had quite a
history—of murders! Will contact you later.
Watch yourself.

Van Loan put the gun carefully in the
bottom drawer of the dresser, quickly
stripped down and headed for the shower.

Van Loan was just putting the final
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holster—and then carefully placed the
well-oiled automatic in position. He
glanced once in the dresser mirror, saw a
face that looked quite gaunt and fine-lined,
and much older than his own. His hair

‘was combed in a manner that also helped

to change his appearance.

Well, he thought maybe Muriel was
right. Certainly no one should recognize
him. . ..

LITTLE over half an hour later the
outlying residential communities of
Winnetka and Glencoe were well behind
them and they were following winding,
less heavily traveled Sheridan Road. Now
and then Lake Michigan appeared in the
clear night on their right. Houses became
fewer and they entered an exclusive area
of well-kept estates. Even these became
farther and farther apart, and now the big
mansions were set far back from the road
and hidden by high walls and hedges.
Presently the girl leaned forward, peer-

.ing ahead through the aisle of trees. “Slow

down, Van. I think we're near it.”

He had taken over the wheel when they
left the hotel.

Muriel kept watching for the occasional

high stone columns that marked the en-

tranceways to various residences. Soon
she said, “There it is—just ahead. The one
with the big stone flower vases atop the
columns.”

The Phantom swung the car to the right
and along a gravel roadway that quickly
was winding and curving through a nar-
row lane of trees. The night suddenly be-
came black-shrouded, impenetrable all
around them.

Muriel said, “The house sets well back,
close to the lake. It’s about a half-mile
from here.”

They could not see it through the thick
curtain of trees. The Phantom felt as if a
dark blanket had been drawn about them.

He stopped the car in the winding lane.
The girl glanced at him quickly.
“Something wrong, Van?”’

He cut the ignition, turned partway in
the seat to face her. The dim glow from
the dashboard faintly outlined her fea-
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tures, giving them a softness that made her
more beautiful than ever.

“No-0,” he said slowly. “There are just
a couple of things we ought to check be-
fore reaching the house, however. Remem-
ber, Muriel, we don’t know anything
about the employees here. One of them
might have been planted recently by who-
ever ordered Midworth’s murder.”

“There are only two or three—and as I
understand it they’ve been with the Mid-
worths for years.”

“Just the same, be careful. From now
on, don’t forget, I'm ‘Mr. Grey.’” You'd
better stop calling me Van, even when
we're alone, You might make a slip.”

Muriel nodded..

They sat silently a moment. Faint night
sounds reached them: a cricket rubbing
its legs together to create that sound erick-
ets make, the brief flutter of a bird some-
where above them, disturbed in its sleep
by the arrival of the car. The soft rustle
of leaves as a breeze reached them from
the lake. The night was cool now.

The girl sighed. “It’s so peaceful here.”

He moved his shoulders. Van Loan
sensed that uneasiness again. He couldn’t
explain it. '

Abruptly he said, “Tomorrow I'm going
to see that you get a gun to carry. I'd feel
better if—" )

Muriel was opening the glove compart-
ment. “I told you,” she said brightly, “I'm
learning fast.” She half removed the small
automatic from the compartment, slid it
back again, closed the little door. “Satis-
fied, silly?” :

He chuckled softly. “Blame it on the jit-
ters. From now on, young lady, you're on
your own. I'll give no further orders.
That's a promise.”

“And that,”” Muriel said cheerfully,
“makes me feel better. You have been
tense tonight—for no reason whatsoever
that I can see. Why should—"

Suddenly the car door beside the Phan-
tom flew open and the point blank beam
of a flashlight blinded them both. A cold,
harsh voice rapped:

“Reach for anything, my friend, and you
get a bellyful of lead. All right—get out!
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You, lady, stay right there and don't
move.”

It was odd, the Phantom thought, the
odd things you are aware of in a moment
of danger like this. He remembered that
the crickets were not the least bit dis-
turbed; they went right on chattering to
each other.

Carefully, he got out of the car—his mo-
tions slow and deliberate because he was
concerned over Muriel’s safety. He said
without looking at her, “Do exactly as he
says.”

The flashlight beam was still blinding
him, but he caught the glint of gun metal
beyond the stabbing cone of light. His
feet lightly touched the ground, scraped
the gravel, touched soft lawn as the gun-
man snapped, “Over here, pal’’

The man kept backing away from the
car, the light still trained on Van Loan’s
face. He wanted desperately to do some-
thing about that light; its stark, revealing
beam might show up the dye on his fea-
tures, help to give away his disguise.

Several paces from the parked car, the
gunman ordered, “Stand right there. Get
those hands up!”

Van Loan managed to turn a little as he
raised his hand. The movement was
enough to make the unseen gunman circle
a bit to the right. That was better. Now,
if he should get trigger-happy, the parked
car—and Muriel Havens—would not be in
the line of fire.

The flashlight snapped off. The man was
no doubt worried about attracting some-
ones’ attention with the light, but he had
been forced to use it momentarily to con-
fuse his captive.

Slowly, outline of the gunman’s form
took shape. Van Loan made out a pulled-
down cap that partially covered the fel-
low’s face—even if there was more light.
He was not a very big man. He looked al-
most thin and puny in the night. Van Loan
could not yet make out any part of his
features.

If he could get close enough to him,
within arm’s reach, Van knew a disarming
trick that was swift enough to deflect the
shot even if the trigger was pulled. Watch-
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ful, keenly alert now, he brought his arms
down slightly and made a small, helpless
gesture with his hands.

“What do you want, mister?” he asked
in a helpless tone.

The man came a step closer to him, the
gun pointed levelly—but within reach,
then, of Van Loan’s strong hands.

Just what I wanted, thought the Phan-
tom.

Now!

But the voice behind him said, “Watch
him, sweetheart, while I give him a frisk!”

T THE sudden knowledge that some-
one was behind him, Van Loan was
taken off guard. He had not figured on
the presence of a second man, Now he felt
big hands expertly frisk him, locate the
shoulder holster. The second man had to
move around partially in front of Van
Loan in order to get the automatic. As he
did so he warned his small partner, “Care-
ful, now!”

He came around on Van’s left, big hands
diving beneath the coat and quickly loos-
ening the weapon from its holster.

Van’s eyes, adjusted to the darkness
now, observed a hulking form with beefy
shoulders that were slightly hunched for-
ward. A fedora was turned down all
around the brim, almost hiding the fel-
low’s eyes, yet the Phantom had the im-
pression—though it was an impression
only—that the second man might be pock-
marked.

Out of the corner of his eye he saw his
own gun go into the big man’s side pocket.
Then the man said, “Next, pal, your wal-
let. We're gonna find out just who you
are!”

The small man still had his gun trained
on the Phantom. He waited as the Phan-
tom carefully reached to his hip pocket .
and passed over the wallet.
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And Van Loan appeared to be looking
at the big man as he gave him the wallet.
But at the same time, obliquely, he ob-
served the little man sharply. He saw the
first man’s eyes shift momentarily to the
wallet as it was passed over to his burly
partner.

Van Loan moved like a flash.

" His powerful hands came down in a
chopping, swift motion. As one of his
hands clamped over the small man’s gun
wrist, the other slapped the side of the gun
in a twisting, deflecting motion. The man
yelped with pain but at the same time he
pulled the trigger. Gun sound shattered
the quiet night.

Meanwhile there was another round
covering the first—a roar of pain from the
beefy fellow who had done the frisking.

Van saw him double his left arm up
against his chest. He had been nicked, ap-
parently, by the deflecting slug! Then the
man was trying to claw ihto his right-
hand pocket for the automatic which he
had taken from Van.

But his motion was far too slow to
match Van Loan’s amazing speed. The
crime-fighter had already reversed the re-
volver which he had deftly twisted from
the smaller man’s grasp. “The heavy butt
came down across the big fellow’s head, a
glancing blow, but it knocked the man to
the ground.

Van Loan barely glimpsed the man fall-
ing as he spun back to the smaller one.

Like a frightened terrier, the thin little
punk had taken off as though a pack of
hounds were on his trail. Already he had
scooted into the surrounding gloom, his
footsteps pounding the turf.

Other steps were running now, Muriel’s,
as she came toward Van Loan crying,
“Are you all right?”

She had seen him drop to one knee.
Fear and worry were in her words.

But he was quickly retrieving his own
automatic from the fallen man'’s coat pock-
et. Over his shoulder he called to the

girl, “Swing the car around and turn on-

the lights. Hurry, Muriel; See if you can
pick up that other one.”
Muriel surmised his intention. She
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started the car, expertly maneuvered back
and forth in the narrow roadway, located
a break in the trees and shot it forward
onto the sweep of broad smooth lawn re-
vealed by the headlamp beams. It was
easy to see that the estate covered many
acres, bordered by thick groves of trees.

Van Loan was running in the direction
the little thin man had disappeared. But
the fellow could move like a deer. As
Muriel swept up near the Phantom in the
drive-yourself coupe, he vaguely made out
the man's dashing form far ahead. He also
noted that the tough little man was trying
to gain the protection of tall trees revealed
well across the stretch of lawn.

URIEL swung the car close and the
Phantom leaped up on the running
board on the driver’s seat. “Overtake him
before he reaches the woods!” he directed.

They were too late.

The figure had disappeared from sight
before they reached the far side of the ex-
pansive lawns. The car headlights barely
penetrated a dozen feet of the thick woods.

“Drive along the edge,” the Phantom
called out as he leaped to the ground and
plunged toward the spot where he’d seen
the man vanish. He wished the car had a
spotlight which Muriel could train on the
woods. As it was, the Shadow ran along
parallel to the car, hoping the reflection
from its headlights would penetrate deep
enough so that he could again locate the
fleeting figure.

But in a few moments he realized that
the chase was futile. The fellow had van-

- ished. He could have taken off in a dozen

different directions.

Returning to where Muriel had mo-
mentarily stopped beyond the woods, he
said, “Hurry back to where we started. I
only stunned that other one.” He hung
onto the open door window frame as the
girl raced the car back across the lawn.

Seconds before they reached the spot
Van Loan knew that he was already too
late. The beefy thug who had frisked him
was gone.

Muriel stopped the car, cut the motor,
and they listened. They heard no sound.
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He put his own automatic back in its
holster, felt his coat pocket to make sure
he had not lost the small man’s revolver
when he was racing across the lawn.

“Well,” he said quietly, “perhaps the lit-
tle fellow’s gun will tell me more than my
wallet will tell them.”

Muriel caught her breath sharply. “But
your wallet!” she gasped. “Don’t you see?
They weren’t robbers at all. They want to
find out who you are and—"

“Of course,” he agreed. He gave a quick
chuckle. “I only carry a couple of dollars
in that wallet, anyway. But the cards and
various identification in it were all spe-
cially printed and carefully planned.
They’ll have no idea who I am when they
get done inspecting the contents.”

“You mean, you carry that wallet as a
precaution?”

Van nodded. He patted an area just be-
low his belt, at the left side of his midriff.
“I carry another wallet here.”

The girl started to say, “You were right
—there’s every reason to be very, very
cautious from now on.” She spoke low and
softly, hardly above a whisper. “Van, it’s
uncanny the way someone seems to know
every move that we—you—make. I can’t
understand how they do it!”

“I know. If—”

He paused, listening. Muriel heard it,
too.

Somewhere in the general direction of
the main entrance to the estate, they heard
a car motor start up. Gears ground and
then the car was rapidly picking up speed.
Even as they listened the engine roar
started to fade in the distance.

Muriel said, “We couldn’t overtake it
even if we wanted to. This rent-a-car has
a governor on it set for fifty miles an
hour.,”

“They all have,” Van said. “Let’s get on
to the house. We can notify the police
from there.”

While Muriel drove, he carefully placed
the small gunman’s revolver in the glove
compartment beside her own light auto-
matic. “Lock this up after you stop,” he
suggested.

In a few moments they swung the last

turn in the roadway, found themselves on
a wide drive that bordered sunken flower
gardens. The huge, many gabled stone
house loomed up before them. They rolled
to a stop before the broad steps of dan open
veranda that ran along the entire front of
the house.

As they climbed out, the girl pausing a
moment to lock the glove compartment,
Van recognized straight, military-looking
Frank Havens at the top of the steps. The
big, distinguished looking-man he had
spotted with Havens at the airport was
also there, as well as a younger man in
chauffeur’s cap and rolled-up shirt sleeves.

All three men appeared disturbed about
something as they hurried down the wide
stone steps to greet Van and Muriel now
getting out of the gray coupe.

“What happened back there?” asked
Havens, Muriel’s father. He looked from
his daughter to Van Loan, and there was
deep concern in his eyes. Then he indi-
cated the younger man with them. “Har-
ry, here, said he heard a shot!”

THE husky man in rolled-up sleeves and

chauffeur’s cap nodded. “I was back
near the garage, just getting some air.” A
sweep of his arm indicated that the garage
was somewhere at the rear of the main
house. “I ran around here to tell Judson
and Mr. Karrisson.”

“We just came out as you folks drove
up,” said the man called Arnold Karrisson.
Looking at the Phantom with steady, dark
eyes, he said, “I don’t believe we’ve
met. ..” His glance swerved to smile brief-
ly at Muriel.

Havens stepped forward, “That’s right,”
he said quickly. He introduced Van as
“Mr. Grey.” The big, bushy-browed man
gripped the Phantom’s hand, said, “So
you're this ace reporter of Frank’s from
New York? Sorry we missed you this
afternoon. I. . . Did you see anything as
you drove in just now?”

Briefly, the crime-fighter told them
what had taken place.

Austere-looking Arnold Karrisson lis-
tened closely, then exclaimed, “Good God,
we never have trouble with prowlers or
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thugs out here. We even have a special
police patrol for the estates in this com-
munity.” :

He swung, led the way back up the
steps. “Let’s report this immediately.
Maybe they can be headed off.” His big
head turned quickly to look at Van Loan.
“Did you see their car?”

“Hardly,” Van said.

Entering the broad center hallway of
the house ahead of them, Karrisson called
out “Judson!” as he moved with deter-
mined steps.

Muriel touched her father's arm, asked
quietly, “How’s Mrs. Midworth? Is she—"

“Upstairs,” Havens said in an under-
tone., “She asked to be called as soon as
you arrived. She’s in her room telephon-
ing about funeral arrangements for the
Senator.”

“The poor woman,” said Muriel with a
shake of her head.

An elderly, slightly bent man with a
kindly face and white hair appeared from
an archway on the left of the hall.

Van Loan heard Karrisson say, “Jud-
son, what is the phone number of that
private police patrol out here?”

The butler said something quietly, then
Karrisson motioned to Van Loan. “Per-
haps you’d better talk to them too, Grey,”
he said in a precise manner. “You know
exactly what happened.”

Karrisson had opened one of two heavy-
paneled doors, led the way into what was
obivously the library. Deep carpeting muf-
fled their steps as he led the way to a mas-
sive desk. Above a fireplace, Van Loan
saw an oil painting of ‘Honest John’ Mid-
worth himself.

Then he listened to Karrisson as the
deep-chested, deep-voiced man got hold of
the local operator and told her to rush
through the call. )

Karrisson was the type of man, Van
Loan quickly surmised, who knew how to
get things done. He reminded one of a

. successful, hard-hitting, action-getting
Congressman.

Without any wasted words Karrisson
identified himself, gave part of the details
to a patrol officer at the other end of the

line, then stated that “Mr. Grey,” a guest
who had just arrived here at the estate,
would fill in remaining details. He mo-
tioned for Van to take over, held out the
receiver, then stepped aside, waiting.

Van Loan repeated what he had told
them outside when he and Muriel got out
of the car. He ended with, “I think your
best bet is to alert prowl cars in the com-
munities south of here. They headed
toward Chicago.” He described the two
assailants as best he could, added, “I see no
need for your coming here. It might upset
Mrs. Midworth right now—" He glanced
at Arnold Karrisson, saw him nod quickly
in agreement. “One of them was clipped
by a gun shot. You might ask for a check
of doctors’ offices—though I doubt if that
will help you. That type of hoodlum uses
doctors who don’t report gunshot wounds
to the police.”

He listened a moment, learned he was
talking with an Officer Culp, was told that
they would call back if anyone was picked
up. _

He hung up.

ARRISSON said, “That was the sensi-
ble thing to suggest, Grey. Marie—
Mrs. Midworth—isn’t a woman to go to
pieces and show her innermost emotions.
Nevertheless, we want to spare her all we

can.”

He started toward the hall, paused,
asked with a slight frown, “Do you think
that attack was simply a holdup—or some-
thing else? What could they have want-
ed?”

Van Loan did not answer-for a moment.
Presently he said, “They might have been
after a letter.”

“Letter?” Arnold Karrisson frowned.
Then his heavy-browed eyes widened and
he exclaimed, “Of course—the letter Hon-
est John wrote to Havens!” Karrisson's
heavy fist came down and smacked the
broad desk. “By God, we've simply got to
find out what was in that letter! It’s the
clue to the Senator’s strange actions just
before his death—"

“_and to his murder, perhaps,” remind-
ed Van Loan.
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“Exactly!”

Karrisson swung his big figure toward
the butler, Judson, who had been standing
discreetly in the background.

“Isn’t there anything you can think of
which the Senator might have said before
he left here this morning? You said, Jud-
son, that he was in here writing the letter,
and that he seemed disturbed and preoc-
cupied about something as he went out.”

The white-haired, soft-spoken man
shook his head. “I’'m sorry, sir,” he said.
“T told you everything I know.” The lines

ZURELLA'S GNARKE

N BALTIMORE, a shapely dancer named

Zorella did a dance with a seven-foot
snake in a night club. Zorella didn’t seem
to have much more clothing on than the
reptile and police haled her into court, where
she righteously informed the judge that her
dance interpreted a legend of mythology—
something to do with a princess who danced
with a prince who had been turned into a
snake.

‘“Interesting—tell me more,” said the judge.

But that’s as far as Zorella could go—she
admitted she was a little rusty on her
mythology.

“Forty dollars and costs.” said the judge,
definitely bringing her back to current
civilization.

—William Carter

in his aged face seemed to deepen even
as he spoke.

Van Loan put in, “You’ve questioned
the chauffeur also?”

Karrisson jerked his head. “Harry says
the Senator didn’t have a word to say
all the way to Chicago.”

“How long has Harry worked here?”
Van Loan addressed his question to the
elderly butler. :

“Five years, sir. And his father for
many years before him. The father died

before Harry took over the job, sir.”

Then, with a slow shake of his head
and pointing toward the big desk, Jud-
son added, “It was right here he was
writing that letter Mr. Karrisson is refer-
ring to. Only this morning—"

He broke off and turned away. The
Phantom had caught the glisten of tears in
the poor old fellow’s eyes. There was no
doubt whatsoever about the servant’s de-
votion to the family.

Karrisson added a word. “Mrs. Mid-
worth and I both searched this desk from
top to bottom. There’s no hint at all about
what the Senator was writing. I doubt if
we’ll ever really know—"

-He snapped his fingers. “That reminds
me!” Karrison picked up the telephone
again, asked the operator for one of the
Chicago hospitals. It was the one Muriel
had mentioned to Van Loan earlier, the
hospital where the elevator boy now lay
hovering between life and death.

Karrisson spoke first to a desk clerk,
then was connected with a staff doctor.
Then he was listening to the doctor’s
report, saying, “I see . . . I see . . .” He
finally hung up and turned to Van Loan.

“He’s still unconscious. You've heard
about that boy, of course?”

Van nodded.

He moved toward the center hallway,
where he could see Havens and his daugh-
ter talking quietly, waiting for them to
come out.

Karrisson followed, saying, “I'll get
Mrs. Midworth. She wants to see you,
Grey.” He headed toward a flight of curv-
ing stairs as Van joined Muriel and her
father.

The blond-haired girl asked anxiously,
“Do you think the police will catch those
two men—Mr. Grey.?” She added the last
as she saw the butler come out of the
library and turn toward the rear of the
wide hallway.

Van Loan shook his head. “I doubt it.
They probably had their movements well
planned.”

“Muriel] tells me the one you momen-

tarily stunned with the gun butt managed
to join his partner. Are you sure? Maybe
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almost black in the hall light.

“I'll help in any.way I can,” he said.
“I wonder”"—he glanced at the others—
“if we could have a few moments alone?
It might be easier if all of us weren’t con-
fusing you with questions.”

“You're very considerate, Mr. Grey,”
she said, stepping toward the arched door-
way of the living room. She attempted a
brief smile as Muriel put her arm around
her for an instant and offered, “If there’s
anything I can do about the ... arrange-
ments. . .”

“Thank you, darling.” Marie Midworth
shook her head. “I have everything al-
ready organized. I believe in keeping
busy at a . . . time like this. But I'll
surely call upon you if I need something.”

Havens said quickly, “We'll wait in the
library.”

Arnold Karrisson's steady, dark eyes
followed the tall, well-proportioned figure
as Marie Midworth went on into the liv-
ing room. He shook his head in admira-
tion. “An amazing, capable person!” he
said softly.

Van Loan followed her.

The beautifully furnished room was ex-
pansive, long, ending at a music room far
back at the other end. Somewhere there
came the soft, faint, steady hum of air-
conditioning equipment. Otherwise the
deep carpets and rich furnishings gave a
sort of hushed silence to the place.

He waited until Marie Midworth had
selected a straight, gold-painted chair,
then drew up an occasional chair to face
her. He was aware of her dark, sharp
eyes studying his features carefully. She
said without preliminary:

“You have changed your appearance
somewhat, Mr. Grey. I believe I can de-
tect skin dye and other tricks of the trade.
Why have you done that?”

A discerning person, Van Loan told
himself. And cautious. Even though he
knew Frank Havens had recommended
him highly as a top-flight reporter, Marie
Midworth wanted to be reassured.

“Sometimes,” he explained, ”in my
work of reporting . . . crimes . .. I rub
elbows with the underworld. Naturally

51
I've made enemies. I can't be too care-
ful.”

“Who are you, really?”

He smiled, shrugging. “Just call me a
man with a nose for news. I've simply
been luckier than some at uncovering
crimes. I guess that’s why Mr. Havens
called me in on your husband's . . .
death.”

HETHER she was convinced or not,

was hard to tell. And he had to admit
that he had met few women with such
sharp, analytical, discerning minds. Here
was a woman at once beautiful and intel-
ligent, one who believed in getting things
accomplished. She’'d never allow her emo-
tions to interfere with straight thinking.
No wonder ‘Honest John’ Midworth had
climbed to the top. For an instant, he was
tempted to reveal his actual identity. That,
he knew, would gain her full confidence.
But he had never let anyone in on the
Phantom’s secret other than Havens and
his daughter Muriel, and so he put aside
the thought now.

He said, “Tell me, Mrs. Midworth, ev-
erything that happened this morning up
until the time you . . . last saw your hus-
band. What I'd like to know is, how did
he act, what did he say . . . anything like
that?”

She shook her head. “Mr. Grey, you
know just as much as I do. Perhaps mdre.
I understand Frank Havens gave you all
the details . . . I mean, the way my hus-
band acted just before starting to speak,
about writing some mysterious letter that
has now disappeared, about . . .” She
spread her expressive, well-cared-for
hands, caught her breath sharply. “You
see. I don’t know what was wrong with
hjm. I didn’t even see Martin today!”

In response to his puzzled regard, she
explained, “I left quite early for our par-
ty’s headquarters in Chicago. There was
so much to do, and as you probably know,
I've been quite active in the campaign.”

He nodded.

; “Martin was still in his room when I
,eft. I didn’t disturb him because he
“seeded the rest. The past few weeks had
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been mighty strenuous on him. He was
to stop by the headquarters hotel where
I was, before going on to the Convention
Hall. But he never—"

For the first time, it appeared she might
break down. She reached in the pocket

of her dark palm beach suit for a small

lace handkerchief, then squared her shoul-
ders and went on. “He had told me last
night that he would pick me up there.
But Harry, our chauffeur, tells me they
were late and rushed right to the Press
Building and then to the hall itself.”

“He was anxious to deliver that letter,”
the Phanitom said. “Haven’t you any idea
what was in it?”

“None whatsoever.”

“Just before . . . he died,” the Phantom
went on, trying to keep the word “mur-
der” out of the conversation, “your hus-
hand started to tell the Convention dele-
gates that he could not accept the unani-
mous nomination. Why? 1 can’t under-
stand—" .

Marie Midworth came to her feet. She
was trembling now. “Neither can I, Mr.
Grey! Together, we worked for years
toward this goal. He would have been our
next president. The opposing party hasn’t
'a man strong enough to be president of
the Ladies’ Aid! They have half a dozen
men who have no more influence than . ..
than . . .” She gave a half sob, turned
away, stood leaning on a grand piano that
was beside her chair. Her head was bent.

White-haired Judson appeared in the
doorway from the living room. He spoke
softly, “A telephone call for you, sir.”
He motioned to a handset on a table in the
adjoining room. “You can take it on this
extension.”

The butler turned away and moved
noiselessly through the long. quiet room.

AN LOAN was almost thankful for the

interruption. It would allow Marie
Midworth a moment to regain her com-
posure. He stepped into the next room to
pick up the receiver, wondering who, be-
sides Steve Huston, knew of his where-
abouts. :

“Grey?” Van Loan instantly recog ized

S
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the voice of Jim Rush, undercover man
he had met earlier.

“Speaking,” he said.

“Thought you might be able to describe
those two hoodlums who jumped you out
there tonight. I'm curious.”

“You're also fast,” said Van Loan. He
spoke in a low voice, so that the woman
in the next room would not be disturbed
for a moment. “You must have good con-
tacts.”

“I have.”

As best he could, Van Loan described
the small, thin, tough little man and his
burly partner. “I think the big one was
pock-marked, but it was difficult to tell in
the dark.”

“l heard about it in a flash from the
private police out there,” said Rush.
“Those punks haven’t been picked up. but
at least you've given me something. Like
Bruno, they’re also wanted for murder—
if they are the pair I have reason to think
they are.”

“I also have another gun for you,” the
Phantom said quietly. “That might help.”

“You're a regular antique collector!”
said Rush. “Be careful, though, you don’t
collect a few slugs. . . Yeah, that gun
might help. Do you think the same two
might have been at young Garrett’s apart-
ment building this afternoon?”

“I'm sure of it.”

“The dirty—"” the undercover man
cursed profanely. Then he said, “About
that National Newsreel film taken at the
Convention—"

“Yes?” Van Loan asked quickly, his
hopes rising.

“They’ve airmailed the darned original
negative to their New York laboratory for
printing and distribution.”

Van groaned. “Can’t you catch the plane
it’s going on?”

“Already thought of that,” explained
Rush. “Got a man over at the post office
now. Near as we can figure, it’s in a sack
scheduled for a midnight flight from the
airport. We’ll do our best to intercept it
before the plane leaves.”

“I know you will, old man.”
Stating that he would either see Rush
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later that evening or first thing in the
morning, Van Loan hung up. He went
through the living room to the wide cen-
ter hall for a moment, caught Frank
Havens’ eye, motioned for him to come out
of the library.

When the publisher joined him, he sug-
gested, “Try to locate Steve Huston for
me, will you?” He told about the film ship-
ment.

Havens nodded, asked, “How’s Marie?”

“All right, I think. I'll be finished in a
few moments. Tell Steve I'll pick him up
at the Enterprise offices—if you should lo-
cate him.”

He went back to the music room, found
Marie Midworth standing quietly waiting
for him., Dry-eyed, she had quickly re-
gained her composure.

She said, “I couldn’t help hearing part
of that phone conversation, Mr. Grey. I
take it those two marauders escaped.”

He nodded.

“Did they rob you?” She explained that
Arnold Karrisson had told her about the
incident when he came upstairs to her
sitting room.

Again Van shook his head. “I don’t
think robbery was the motive.”

“Then what—"

“Let’s,” he suggested, “worry about you
instead of me. I doubt if those two char-
acters will return, but nevertheless you
should have some protection out here.
Who_”

FOR the first time, Marie Midworth gave
a little laugh. He decided, however, it
was more of a nervous laugh when she
sald quickly, “Protection? Heavens, no
one is going to bother me. Besides, I have
the chauffeur and Judson.”

“Who else?”

“The cook, Mary, has a month off. You
see, Martin and I had been spending prac-
tically all our time at the hotel in Chi-
cago. We—I rented a suite there.”

“How about a gardener, someone
around the grounds?”

“I use a landscaping service. They come
once a week.”

“Then,” he said, “there’s only Harry,

the chauffeur and your butler?” He
couldn’t imagine the elderly Judson being
much help in an emergency. “Does Harry
live here in the house?”

“He has a small apartment on the top
floor.” She smiled briefly again. “Look,
Mr. Grey, please believe me—I'm in no
danger.” Her intense dark’eyes clouded
and she came close to him. She lightly
touched his arm. “It’s you we should wor-
ry about. If my husband’s . . . death is
the result of some horrible political-under-
world setup, then it’s you we should think
of. Anyone who tried to oppose the pow-
erful crime syndicate here—" She broke
off, shuddered. . “Do be careful. And
please consult me on every step you make.
I know many influential people in the
State. Perhaps I can help.”

“I'll remember that,” the Phantom said.
He was aware of this woman’s magnetic
personality, the purposeful drive that was
part of her makeup.

She finished, “Remember, tell me every-
thing you uncover in this horrible situa-
tion. It’'s quite possible that something
you tell me might give me some idea who
was responsible for my husband’s death.”

She accompanied him as far as the hall,
murmured quickly, “Please make my
apologies to the others. Tell Muriel to
call me in the morning.” For the first
time she indicated weariness by pressing
her slim fingers briefly to her smooth fore-
head. “I think T'll go to bed.”

Van Loan nodded, watched her disap-
pear around the curve of the stairs. He
had never met another woman with the
ability to conceal grief as Marie Midworth.
A truly remarkable person!

E FOUND Muriel and her father alone
in the library. The newspaper pub-
lisher explained that Arnold Karrisson
had gone outside looking for the husky
young chauffeur. “He’s going to give
Harry instructions about watching the
grounds. Karrisson wanted Mrs. Mid-
worth to stay in Chicago at the hotel to-
night, but I imagine she’s too exhausted
to go in until morning.”
“Any word about Steve Huston?” Van
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to the Crimson Cat Club?”

“It sounds like a hot spot. No, I haven’t
been there. Why?”

“It’s hot, all right—in more ways than
one. It’s a big gambling joint out near
Cicero. Where are you now?”

Van Loan told him.

“Got any fancy sports shirts at the
hotel so you can look like a gambler? You
know the way those race-track hot shots
dress—no ties, fancy slacks, a pocketful
of cigars.”

“What’s up?” Then Van Loan added,
“Yes, I think I can dress the part.”

“Good!” said the reporter. “Look . . .
I’ve been in touch with your friend Jim
Rush. He’s out at the airport trying to
intercept that movie film shipment. He'll
try to meet us at the Crimson Cat later.
Meanwhile, we're to get right out there.
He wanted me to tell you that he’s learned
those two gunsels—the ones who jumped
you at the Midworth place tonight—hang
out there. It was also our friend Bruno’s
bailiwick. Catch on?”

Van Loan’s interest sharpened. “Which
means it might be the spot where more
important people meet?”

“Right! I’ll meet you at your hotel. It’ll
only take us a little while from there out
to Cicero. See you. . .” The connection
was broken.

Van Loan had wanted to ask him just
how they were supposed to get into the
gambling club. He knew there was sev-
eral such spots on Chicago’s fringes, and
Cicero was probably the hub of them all,
but it usually took influence—as wéll as
a bulging bank-roll—to get in.

Knowing Steve, though, he had an idea
the reporter had worked something out.

Following the multi-laned Outer Drive
along the lake shore, he was impatient be-
cause of the governor on the rented car
which held him down_to fifty miles an
hour. But with traffic now thinned to a
trickle, he pulled up several doors away
from the quiet, residential hotel in a little
over twenty minutes.

Steve appeared magically as Van Loan
was hurrying toward the entrance. The
reporter said, “Thought it a good idea to

make sure neither of us was followed
here.”

“There isn’t another car or a person
within a block Steve.”

“I know.” Then he added, “I'll wait until
you come out—just in case.” He melted
away into the night shadows again.

It took only a few moments for the
Phantom to make a swift, striking change
of clothes. The pearl gray, open-necked
sports shirt and specially padded shoul-
ders of the checkered sports coat gave
him a shorter, wider appearance. Low-
heeled suede sports shoes also helped
change his height. His skin now had the
bronzed appearance of an hamitué of the
Florida race tracks during the winter
months, the northern tracks come Spring.
Deft touches of dye at the temples made
him seem older, a little gray.

He found Steve sitting in the coupe,
alertly watching the quiet street that bor-
dered the lake shore drive. On the way
to Cicero Van Loan brought him up to
date. Finally, because he was still won-
dering how they were going to get into
such a gambling place as the Crimson Cat,
he asked,

“How did you manage it?”

The redheaded reporter took a business-
type card from his pocket, passed it to
Van Loan. “A couple of press men over
at the Enterprise go out there on rare
occasions to gamble.”

N THE outskirts of Cicero, Steve Hus-

ton directed the way to a highway
that led west out of the notorious town.
He selected a route previously mapped
out by his friends at the downtown news-
paper. They crossed a through highway,
shortly found themselves in an area of

" occasional eating places and scattered

gas stations, all closed for the night. The
sky overhead was moonlit and clear.
Shortly they picked up the glowing
neon sign ahead. The outline of a huge,
springing cat took shape. As they neared
the long, low white building set far back
in a parking lot alongside the road, they
could see that the red-outlined cat’s eyes
were a baleful green. They swung in.

R
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while he paused to speak to someone. The
second man looked like he might be the
manager of the gambling part of the club.
He wore a tuxedo and a white carnation
in his lapel. He also wore glasses and re-
minded the Phantom of a well-dressed
vice president in a bank.

Gangling Rudolph Bliss talked to the
other man for a moment or two, then dis-
appeared into the game rooms beyond to
join his friends. ]

Van Loan picked up his glass, held it
near his mouth as a cover while speaking
to Steve Huston. “I have an idea Rudolph
Bliss is looking for someone,” he said qui-
etly. “It might be interesting to find out
who. We'll stroll back there. On the way,
though, we might check on exits. Just in
case.”

The redheaded reporter didn’t need a
blueprint. “I was thinking of that,” he
said in a low voice. “Say we—er—run into
any trouble, we'll meet back there at the
car.” As an afterthought, he said, “That
scarecrow Bliss reminds me of a skinny,
hungry vulture.”

Nodding, the Phantom picked up his

change and they moved casually toward "

the game rooms.

A WIDE foyer separated the bar from
the gambling part of the club. It was
lined with settees, deep armchairs and
convenient cocktail tables on which to
place drinks. Several groups of people sat
along the foyer, talking. There were signs
indicating rest rooms further along the
passageway. »

The reporter and his friend walked
that way, entered the men’s rest room,
saw that the place was in charge of an
elderly colored man.

Van stepped to a basin to wash his
hands. The attendant opened a glass cabi-
net to get him a clean towel. While his
back was turned, Van nodded toward
windows at the rear of the room. He said
very quietly, “There’s one of your exits.”

Steve gave him a quick grin, nodding.

A few moments later they entered the
busy game rooms. The place was as ornate
as the main entrance foyer, beautifully

furnished, and one room gave onto anoth-
er. The decor was different in each.

There were massive crap tables, each
surrounded by a tense, avid group. Typi-
cal race track followers in flashy sports
shirts rubbed shoulders with business
men, clerks, suave-looking playboys and
fashionwise women in low-cut gowns.
There were blackjack tables, rows of one-
arm bandits lining the walls and roulette
tables spotted throughout the place. They
passed the open doorway to a small room
in which a group of men were seated
around a poker table. Husky waiters
moved in and out with trays of drinks.

Van Loan appeared to be looking for a
roulette table where there might be a
couple of vacant stools as they walked
slowly through the crowded rooms. No
one paid the slightest attention to him and
the reporter. Each group was too' intent
on the dice, cards, or the little bouncing
white ball as it dropped into a numbered
slot. '
Steve asked quietly, “See anything of
your hoedlum pals from the Midworth
estate?”

Van Loan shook his head negatively.

They paused near a row of slot ma-
chines, located just inside the doorway of
another room. The reporter fished in his
pocket for a couple of quarters. Next to
him a young woman—she couldn’t have
been more than twenty-one—fed half-
dollars into the adjoining machine. Lem-
ons kept appearing beneath the glass win-
dow on the front of the machine. Her face,
though pretty, was strained and pallid.
There was a bright intensity to her eyes
each time she pulled down the handle and
watched the triple wheels spin around.
Again the machine failed to pay off. The
girl stamped her foot, gritted her teeth,
reached into her purse for several more
half-dollars.

Steve dropped a quarter in his machine,
pulled the crank, stared idly around the
room. He heard the wheels stop spinning
with that familiar click. A lemon and two
plums. No pay-off.

As he reached to drop in the other quar-
ter, he glanced again across the big room
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before them and looked at Van Loan.
The tall, hawklike man who had so recent-
ly been released from the penitentiary,
Rudolph Bliss, was with his party at one
of the roulette tables not far away. Van
Loan, Steve noted, had seen them also.

Tall, baldish Rudolph Bliss was not
playing. He stood behind the others in his
party as they placed chips on the various
numbers. His head turned, looking toward
the doorway, even as Steve spotted them.

The reporter let his quarter drop and
pulled down the handle again. He was
curiously watching the young girl beside
him when there was a clatter at his own
machine and coins rattled into the trough
at the bottom.

The girl gasped, “Three bells—the sec-
ond time!”

Grinning, Steve Huston scooped the
eighteen quarters out of the trough and
dropped them in his coat pocket.

“System,” he said knowingly, winking.

The girl shook her head sadly as he
moved off after Van Loan.

Rudolph Bliss did not even glance at
thenr as they joined the group around the
roulette table. Instead, he kept watching
the doorway. Van Loan sat down at one
of the high stools as it was deserted by a
middle-aged, refined looking man in eve-
ning clothes. The man gave a long sigh as
he moved away. Tiny beads of perspira-
tion covered his forehead.

AN LOAN purchased a stack of one-

dollar chips, placed five of them on the
Double 0. Red 19 came up and the chips
were swept away by the croupier at the
end of the table. He placed five chips
each on 13, 19, 25 and 31. The white ball
dropped into Number 5. '

He saw the manager with the white car-
nation in his lapel come up and speak
quietly to Rudolph Bliss. The ex-convict’s
eyes brightened. He followed the manager
out of the room, pausing only long enough
to say something to his friends.

Van Loan stacked the remainder of his
chips on the Double 0 again. He was posi-
tive he had seen everyone in the club now.
He was just as certain that the burly pock-

marked man and his tough little partner
were not in sight. He had not seen them,

Steve Huston, standing directly behind
him, remarked casually, “It’s time your
luck changed.”

The white ball stopped spinning and
dropped into a slot. :

“Single 0,” said the croupier.

He glanced at Van Loan as he scooped
in the chips and shook his head politely
as though he were heartbroken because
the ball had not dropped into the Double 0
slot.

Van Loan pulled a bill from his pocket
and handed it to the man. Without bat-
ting an eye, the croupier looked at it and
said, “You’ll have to ask the manager, sir.
He'll get it changed for you as soon as
he returns.”

Crumpling the thousand-dollar bill up
in his fist, Van Loan sat waiting. Behind
him, Steve said, “I'll be around.” He left
the table. Steve surmised Van Loan’s
plans.

Five minutes passed before the busi-
ness-like man in the tuxedo reappeared.
He caught the croupier’s slight head move-
ment, came over to roulette table. The
manager glanced at it, said matter-of-
factly, “I'll have to get it changed in the
office. I'll be right back, sir.”

“That’s all right,” said Van Loan.

He got up, shoved his hands in his
pockets and strolled toward a water foun-
tain near the doorway. No one looked at
him. He went out through the doorway
and followed the manager along the heav-
ily carpeted foyer where people sat gos-
siping or complaining about their run of
bad luck.

Steve wasn’t in sight.

The manager stepped briskly along the
hall, opened a door on the left, almost
across from the men’s wash room, went
inside. The heavy carpeting hushed any
sound of Van Loan’s steps behind him.

Having no idea what was beyond the
door, Van Loan waited a moment as he
reached it, made certain that no one was
behind him, then .opened it. He heard
footsteps echoing at some distance on bare
wood floors.
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Quietly, he closed the door behind him,
found that he was in a long room lined
with rows of wooden arm chairs. A dim
night light burned in an overhead drop
light. On one wall, along the entire length
of the room, were tack-up sheets printed
in large type and listing horses’ names and
numbers. The sheets designated various
race tracks across the country.

He was in the horse-betting room,
closed now until tomorrow afternoon.

Van Loan saw all this in a glance, while
his sharp ear located the spot where he
had heard the manager’s footsteps fade
away as he, himself, slipped in here. He
made out a doorway in the far corner
of the long room. A wedge of light angled
out from the room beyond and told him
that there must be the -office where the
manager had gone to change—but first
get okayed—the bill. A murmur of voices
reached his ears across the empty horse-
betting room.

Quietly, he walked toward the vertical
shaft of light. Just outside the partially
open door, he paused. He could not see
inside, but he heard a voice say, “Let’s
hope he cashes a few more this big. If he
keeps losing, buy him a drink or two.”
There followed a short, harsh laugh.

Van Loan pushed open the door and
stepped inside. Three of the men seated
in the office he had rather expected to
see. Sight of the fourth, behind the olive-
green, modern metal desk, almost brought
him up short.

F THE four men in the office the
Phantom recognized three. One was
the business-like manager he had followed
. here from the game rooms; the second, the
tall, hawkish-looking ex-convict and sus-
pected underground spy—Rudolph Bliss.

The third was the thin, tough little

man who had shoved a revolver in his
face as he and Muriel had stopped for a
moment in the gravel drive of the Mid-
worth estate tonight. As a result of Jim
Rush’s information, relayed by way of
Steve Huston, Van Loan had hoped to
find the little gunman and his burly pock-
marked accomplice here at the club. He
wondered where the pock-marked man
was at the moment.

But he didn’t wonder about the fourth
man in the plain, orderly, efficient-looking
office. :

The fourth man sat behind a kneehole
desk directly facing the doorway and Van
Loan as he came quickly into the room.
He was not a big man, but about him
there was a solid, squat, powerful appear-
ance that belied the almost innocent-look-
ing, rotund features. He was almost fifty,
Van Loan judged, but that naive, wide-
eyed stare gave him a younger look.

Looking up, the fourth man said, “I
believe you've made a mistake, sir. Were
you looking for the men’s room?”

Van Loan was studying the man. He
didn’t answer immediately. Instead, he
was aware of the man’s shor® stubby fin-
gers, Those hands were holding a thick
sheaf of bills, and had been in the act of
counting out change for the thousand-
dollar bill placed to one side. A ten-carat
diamond gleamed in a heavy gold ring
worn on the small finger of the left hand.
From a long, thin cigar resting on the
back edge of the desk, tendrils of rich-
smelling cigar smoke drifted lazily up-
wards.

“No, I didn’t make a mistake,” said Van
Loan quietly. He nodded toward the layer
of bills which were being counted out on
the desk. “I merely came for my change.”

The man with the carnation in his lapel,
standing at one side of the desk, exclaimed

" coolly, “What’s the idea? I told you I'd

bring you the change for the bill?”

“I just like to keep a thousand dollars
in sight,” said Van Loan blandly.

“Just the same—" the manager started,
but the squat, round-faced man behind the
desk cut him off.

“All right, Nelson.” Without hurry, he
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finished counting out a thousand dollars,
picked up the bill which he had laid to
one side, added it to a fat roll which he
pulled from his pants pocket. Van Loan
was aware of his short, heavy legs visi-
ble through the kneehole section of the
desk. Those legs barely reached the floor
as the man sat in his swivel chair.

“There you are, sir.” The change was
pushed across the desk. Van Loan saw
well-manicured fingers set off by the glit-
tering diamond. The round. innocent-
looking face broke into a smile. “I wish
you luck tonight, sir.”

“That,” Van Loan said, “is one for the
book.” He pocketed the money. The easy
manner about him concealed the tense-
ness that flowed through his lean body.
This man here before him, that wide-eved
manner of staring at a person. . . .

“My dear fellow,” said the man across
the desk, “I really do wish you luck. We
operate on a very small percentage here.
Many of our customers are lucky. We do
not believe in gouging the public—"

Van Loan laughed then, a short, quick
laugh that stopped the squat, round-faced
man in mid-sentence. He reached for the
cigar, started to put it in his mouth, then
lowered it again. The thick fingers tight-
ened slowly around it. He looked steadily
at the intruder.

On the verge of commenting again on
the squat man’s pretended generosity. Van
Loan checked himself. But it was all he
could do to maintain his casual manner.

For this individual seated across the
desk was the overlord of a crime empire
that spread far beyond Chicago’s limits.
Recent Senate Crime Committee investi-
gations had proved that it was linked
with vice, rackets, gambling and politics
in Miami, New York, St. Louis. Kansas
City and other major cities across the
continent.

“Boy-face” Gulick was the crime king'’s
name. Ia all his career he had spent but
three years at Stateville Penitentiary in
Illinois. He controlled rackets whose take
ran into the millions. That innocent-look-
ing face had fooled many people in its
time. In years gone by it had misled juries

and helpless victims alike.

HE man himself was a millionaire

many times over, Van Loan well
knew. Seeing him sitting there in a plain
dark suit, an ordinary office, it was hard
to believe. But the diamond ring, the
expensive cigar, the well-cared-for hands,
and the well-cared-for chunky body told
the story. Yes, here was a dangerous man
who held power and ruthlessness in his
pudgy hands.

Van Loan’s apparently casual gaze slid
to the little. tough man sitting across the
room with his chair tilted back against
the wall. The fellow appeared to be busy
cleaning his fingernails with a small pen-
knife. He didn’t look up.

More tension built up in Van Loan’s
tall form as his eves swept across the man.
Could he be young Johnnie Garrett’s kill-
er? It was quite possible. The orders
could have come right from Gulick.

His gaze went on to the next man—
Rudolph Bliss.

Steve was right. The long man’s gaunt,
pasty face made you think of a vulture.
The eyes were deep-sunken in their bony-~
sockets. They returned Van Loan’s
glance with an unblinking, cold stare.

The efficient-looking manager of the
game rooms watched him impatiently.

Gulick said, “Looking for something?”

The Phantom’s glance around the room
had been a camera-quick flash that per-
manently recorded each face in his memo-
ry. It had taken but an instant, as if he
had just glanced away from Gulick and
then back again. But those wide, inno-
cent-looking eyes had not missed it. There
was a watchfulness now, a hint of suspi-
cion, in their depths.

“No-0,” Van Loan remarked casually,
“T guess that’s all.” He heard the penknife
snap closed in the wiry little man’s hand,
the front chair legs come down and touch
the floor. “I'll see you around,” he finished.
“Maybe I will be lucky to—"

He spun, then, as he caught the swift,
quiet movement behind him. The office
door slammed shut even as he came
around.
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It was the tough little guy, his features
hard as dried cement, his thin voice harsh
. as he stood with his back against the door.
He cried out, “I thought I had him figured.
This is him, boss!”

Tension was a live, vibrant thing in the
room. No one spoke for a moment. No
one moved—or at least Van thought so.
, But when he turned back to look bland-
ly at Boy-Face Gulick, there was a snub-
nosed .38 in the pudgy man's right hand.

Gulick, keeping his eyes on Van Loan’s
tall figure, demanded of his aid, “This is
who, Runt?” And to Van Loan, “Just
stand as you are, friend, until we get to
the bottom of things here.”

Van Loan knew better than to try any-
thing. Probably every man in the office
carried a gun—except little Runt. It was
his weapon that now reposed in a bottom
dresser drawer in Van Loan's hotel room,
alongside the one taken from Bruno at
the New York airport. But even Gulick’s
.38 trained on his stomach was enough
to hold him unmoving.

The tough little fellow called “Runt”
slid away from the door, circled to face
Van Loan along with Gulick. Sharp little
eyes blazing, Runt said shrilly:

“He's that guy named Grey. I can prove
it, boss. Ask Mim for his wallet out of his
hip pocket!” He quickly added, “Careful!
He packs a rod under his coat!”

His eyes never leaving Van Loan's face,
Gulick ordered, “Take a look, Nelson.”

The club manager came around from
the side of the desk, where he'd been
standing motionless and watchful. Ru-
dolph Bliss was standing now, also, but he
did not speak.

“Raise your hands—high!” said the man-
ager. He stood carefully on one side.

Van Loan put his hands up, his eyes
never leaving Gulick’s face. Quickly, he
was relieved of his gun. i

“See if he has a wallet,” the crime king
then snapped.

The manager felt of the Phantom’s hip
pocket, slid his hand inside the coat,
missed the special bill fold that was clever-
ly concealed behind the Phantom's belt.

“The Runt’s right,” he said, stepping
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quickly back, away from Van Loan.

“I told you!” cried the little man. “I
was sittin’ there listenin’ while he was
talkin’ to you, boss. I knew there was
somethin’ familiar about this guy’s voice.

He’s the same one was out there at High-
land—"'

“Shuddup,” said Boy-Face Gulick.

IT WAS the only word he said, and it

wasn’t very loud, but accompanying it
there was an amazing change in the man'’s
features.

Lines came into the flesh that, relaxed,
had appeared almost youthful. The mouth
pulled down at the corners; the eyes
seemed to recede into his head and become
gimlet-like in apparance. The face became
ugly, vicious, and the man'’s entire person-
ality seemed to change with it.

“So,” he hissed, “maybe we’ll get better
acquainted with Mr.—ah—Grey. But not
here.” His head moved slightly as he kept
his eyes steadily on Van Loan. “All right,
Nelson.”

The club manager went across the
room, still holding Van Loan’s gun in his
right hand. He reached down, gripped
what appeared to be part of the baseboard
molding, pulled, and the entire wall panel
slid outward and upward like an overhead
garage door operates. Van's swift sidelong
glance caught what looked like a black
abyss beyond.

“Go on ahead and turn on the lights,
Runt,” ordered Gulick.

The quick-moving little man scurried
across the room. He was as fast and agile
as a fox. No wander he had reached and
slammed the office door before Van Loan
could spin around.

A switch clicked and a stairway leading
downward was revealed.

“Go ahead, Nelson,” snapped Gulick.

The manager disappeared through the
secret doorway, but Van Loan knew that
Nelson would be standing at the bottom
of the stairs to cover his descent.

Stocky Gulick was on his feet now. He
was even shorter than Van Loan had
imagined. But he was as solid-looking as
a stout keg of beer.
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“Get going—Mr. Grey!” he growled.
Still holding his gun, he picked up his
cigar.

Van Loan, Gulick behind him, moved
carefully toward the hidden stairs. He
passed directly in front of motionless Ru-
dolph Bliss, who still had not spoken. He
felt the man’s weird, sunken, hawklike
eyes upon him. Those eyes gave one a
crawly feeling.

Gulick said to the gaunt man as they
passed him, “Follow us down. Pull that
panel closed after eyou.”

The procession went down the flight of
wooden stairs, reached a long hall that ran
beneath the club. Van Loan saw a heavy
door, padlocked, down the hall to the
right. From behind the door came sounds
of kitchen help working: the rattle of
china, the splashing sound made by a dish-
washing machine, the murmur of voices.
Apparently the kitchen was kept locked
off from this part of the basement.

They turned in the opposite direction.
Nelson stood to one side with Van Loan’s
automatic ready-in his hand. The Runt
had disappeared some place ahead of them.
Then he popped out of a door at a point
which must be near the rear of the gam-
bling club. A leer was on his thin, tight
face as Van Loan was ordered into the
room where he waited.

“Wait’ll Rocky shows!” he said almost
gleefully.

Rocky, Van guessed, was his burly pock-
marked partner.

Things-were not becoming very cozy.

Just before he was marched into the
basement room, Van Loan was aware of
the creaking of heavy beams overhead,
the sound of many people moving back
and forth. He wondered if Steve Huston
was up there looking for him in the vari-
ous game rooms. _

As soon as they were inside the room
where the little man called Runt waited,
however, all overhead sound vanished as
the heavy door closed behind them. A
stout Yale lock held it firmly shut.

Van Loan saw a room strikingly differ-
ent than the ordinary-looking office above.
This basement meeting place was as ele-

gant as any of the rooms upstairs,

I{NOT’I‘Y pine paneling covered all four
walls. At one end of the room was a
small bar made of the same colorful wood-
work. Around the room were placed
heavy red leather arm chairs, sizable
chrome ash stands, reading lamps with
mural-typed shades in the new style cre-
ated by well-known artists.

Main feature of the room, though, was a
huge rectangular mahogany table that
might be found in the board of directors’
room of any major industry.

Here, obviously, was where the “top
brass” of Gulick’s empire held their secret
meetings. From here, at a few casual
words spoken by a man with relentless
power, orders went out to eliminate some
victim around the corner or thousands of
miles away.

Again Boy-Face Gulick’s sharp eyes had
not missed the Phantom’s swift appraisal
of the meeting room.

“Consider yourself honored,” he said.

- “Strangers do not come into this room.”

Or leave, thought Van Loan grimly.

Outwardly, however, he remained re-
laxed. He took his time moving to a posi-
tion against the far wall that chunky Gu-
lick indicated with a motion of the snub-
nosed gun. He kept thinking about Steve
Huston, and where the reporter might
have disappeared. It wasn’t like the quick-
acting redhead to wander off some place.
Van Loan was attempting delaying tactics
by acting casual and unworried.

The club manager, still holding the
Phantom’s automatic, little Runt and
vicious-looking Gulick formed a semi-cir-
cle around him.

Rudolph Bliss again stood to one side,
watchful, his almost bald head reminding
the Phantom of a bird of prey. :

“Now, my friend,” Gulick started, “we’ll
take first things first. Where’s the Runt’s
revolver?”

So that proved it! It must be a murder
gun, the Phantom felt certain now. And
Gulick was afraid that weapon might get
into the hands of the law, be put to a bal-
listics test.
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Van Loan merely smiled easily.

Runt yelped, “He hasn’t got it on him,
boss. That means he’s probably stashed it
wherever he’s stayin’ in town!”

“Where are you staying?” demanded
Gulick, his glittering eyes never leaving
Van Loan’s face.

“I shall tell you,” said Rudolph Bliss.

It was the first time the very tall, gaunt
man had spoken. There was an accent to
his words, a guttural sound that could not
be disguised even by his slow, careful
choice of words.

He stated the name of the hotel where
the Phantom was staying, adding, “He is
registered under the name—Mr. Grey.”

“Bah!” said Gulick. The word burst
from his mouth like an epithet. “Grey!”
he snarled. “We're going to find out just
who you are, my friend. You’re no snoop-
ing reporter and that isn’t your name. I
happen to know!”

Without turning his head, he growled at
Runt, “Get down to that hotel. You can
probably reach his room by way of the
fire escape. Tear the place apart. Find
that gun!”

“Don’t worry, boss,” assured the tough
little man.

Van Loan could well imagine the agile
little man gaining entrance to his suite by
using the fire escape. And if that didn’t
work, he realized the shrewd little man
had other methods.

The Runt had started toward the door,
stopped abruptly when Gulick said, “Wait
a minute.”

Then the crime overlord directed, “Find
Rocky on the way out. He’s probably in
the kitchen helping himself to -a steak
again. Tell him he’s got a job to do here.”
His evil eyes shone as they held on Van
Loan’s. “Grey, is it? We'll see.”

The Runt looked sad as he paused in the
doorway to complain, “This I wanted to
see!”

Then the door slammed behind him with
finality.

Three against one. Two of them armed.
The calm expression on Van Loan’s face
concealed the tremor that flowed through
his arms and legs. He was poised. taut.

ready for the slightzst break, . .a break
that must come before the burly, pock-
marked man’s arrival. Rocky was going
to enjoy working Van Loan over. He had
a little score to settle.

And Van Loan saw no way to trick the
three men watching him.

TEVE HUSTON had found a hallway
that ended at the rear of the wide, glit-
tering, mirrored entrance foyer of the
club. And he also located the telephone
booths there.

He called the Enterprise newspaper, was
connected with an editor there who had
once worked in New York. The friend
was busy helping put the morning edition
to bed, but he said with pleasure at sound
of the reporter’s voice; “I heard you were
here today. Like to see you, boy. Say,
where are you—in jail, at this hour of—"

Steve said, “Listen, Ben, remember
Rudolph Bliss, the close-mouthed charac-
ter they sent up for contempt of court—
the one suspected of being an under-
ground worker for one of our country’s
enemies?”

“Sure, sure,” said the voice at the other
end of the line.

“Well, he's out of the pokey now. I want
to get some information on him. Be a good
lad and have someone down there dig up
all the photos and stories they can about:
him in the Morgue.”

“Sure,” said Ben agreeably. “Where the
hell are you? What gives?”

“I”11 tell you tomorrow. No time now.”
He was anxious to join Van Loan again.
“Have the stuff left on Frank Havens'
desk. I'll pick it up in the morning.”

He hung up, pulled back the folding
door of the booth, stepped out into the
hallway—and crashed into the lean,
sandy-haired man stepping quickly toward
the adioining booth.
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The stranger was forced to grab the re-
porter to keep him from tripping. His grip
was like steel; his movements smooth and
precise.

“Sorry,” the man said. “I didn’t mean
to—"
Then pale, sharp blue eyes studied

Steve’s face and the man said quietly,
“You’re Steve Huston, aren’t you? I've
seen your picture.” He glanced briefly
toward the main part of the foyer, then
back at the reporter again. “Is Mr. Grey
with you?”

“Who?” asked Steve, looking deliber-
ately vague.

The stranger said, “Oh, I forget.
name’s Rush-—Jim Rush.”

The reporter’s eyes brightened. “That'’s
better!” he said with relief. “You had me
guessing there for a moment. Yes, Grey
hoped to find you here. 1 just left him
in_Y’

“Where?” Jim Rush interrupted, frown-
ing.

“Why, back in the game rooms. He
asked the manager to change a thousand-
dollar bill for him. Then he sort of trailed
after the guy just to be certain he got his
change.’

The powerful, viselike grip was clamped
on the reporter’s arm again. “How long
ago was that?” Rush seemed deeply dis-
turbed. .

“Just a few minutes ago.” Then, curi-
ous, Steve Huston wanted to know, “How
did you get in here?” He was remember-
ing what Van Loan had told him about
Jim Rush, and that he was one of the top
sleuths of a special detective squad in Chi-
cago.

“I'm not known in Cicero,” the under-
cover man said quickly. “But I know a
guy out here who got me a pass to this
place from a bookie.” He glanced at the
phone booth, said, “I was going to check
in with headquarters, but never mind that
now.” His quick gaze flickered toward the
entrance beyond the foyer. “Something’s
up here. It’s possible Grey’s been spot-
ted!”

Steve Huston almost jumped.
come?”

The

“How

AREFUL that no one noticed them
from where patrons passed back and
forth between dining room and cocktail
lounge, farther along the hall, Rush ex-
lained, “I got a tip-off that the two gunsels
who jumped Grey out at the Midworth es-
tate hang out here. So I came here right
from the airport. And I just spotted one of
those punks hurrying out of here. He was
in one hell of a dither about finding his
partner, a bruiser named Rocky. Seems
this Rocky is around some place. The one
I saw is a tough little article called Runt.”

“And you say he came out of here?”

“Just as I was parking.”

“That’s funny,” said Steve softly, frown-
ing. “Our friend”—he did not use the
name Phantom—‘“was looking for those
two birds in the game rooms. There wasn’t
a sign of them—"

He stopped, tense, added sw1ft1y, “We'd
better take a look and see—

“Wait!”

The wiry undercover man’s quick, rest-
less eyes had centered on the entranceway
again. He pushed Steve into the booth,
said, “Make believe you’re phoning! I'm
just a guy leaning in the open doorway,
waiting while you try -to get me a blind
date. Make it good. He’s heading this
way!

“Who?"” Steve whlspered from the small
seat behind the booth. He had reached up,
was holding the receiver to his ear.

“The one they call Rocky!” said the de-
tective.

Then he rested both hands on the frame-
work of the telephone booth, leaned part-
way inside, said, “Ah, tell her she’s gotta
bring a friend along for me.”

Huston picked up the cue, started put-
ting on a pleading act with a mythical girl
on a-dead line. He heard heavy feet pound
past the small booth, managed to get one
quick look at the man beneath Jim Rush’s
upstretched arms.

Rocky, he decided, was the correct name
for him.

Solid, burly, thick-shouldered. There
was a red welt across his temple that did
not enhance his mean-looking face.

“Let’s go!” said the detective, dropping

',’
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his hands.
booth.

Rocky had reached the far end of the
hall, went through a doorway that Steve
Huston, himself, had used when coming
out here from the game rooms. The report-
er saw him turn lefi in the direction the
club manager had gone.

He said quietly, “Keep him in sight.
He’s heading the same way that manager
went!”

“And our friend Grey,” Rush added sig-
nificantly.

They slowed their steps as they reached
the wider hall that came from the game
rooms, walked casually past couples sitting
there. They saw the burly figure open a
door some distance down the hall and dis-
appear.

When they reached the door, they noted
it was unmarked.

Rush paused outside the door. “Take a
look back in the game rooms just to be
sure Grey or the club manager isn’t there.
I’ll stall here a moment.”

Nodding, the reporter returned along
the hall.

He was back in a couple of moments,
his eyes concerned, his dvnamic body
tense. “We're going in there!” he said, in-
dicating the door. “Neither Grey nor that
manager have returned!”

Huston got out of the phone

Rush already had his hand on the knob. -

Both men stepped quickly inside, closed
the door carefully behind them. They
found themselves in the long, deserted
horse-betting room Van Loan had entered
earlier. They stood quietly, listening.

Then the detective nodded toward a
doorway in the corner of the long room.
“Someone’s poking around in there,” he
said quietly.

Carefully, they made their way to the
door. No light showed. It was closed tight.

RUSH leaned near the panel, again lis-
tening. His right hand was partially
raised toward his coat. Steve knew he
probably carried a holster beneath his
plain dark suit. But with that sandy, short-
cropped hair, he looked more like a college
student than a tough undercover man.

Steve, too, could hear movements inside
the room. But no voices. He nodded when
Jim Rush held up one finger significantly.
The big fellow, Rocky, was in there alone.

Cautiously, Rush took hold of the door-
knob and very slowly turned it. Then he
shook his head. The door was locked.

Both men heard a sound like a drawer
opening. Shortly it closed again. Then
there was complete silence. Jim Rush mo-
tioned the reporter away from the door.
Each moved back, one on either side of
the panel.

Nothing happened. No one came out.

Redheaded Steve Huston’s jaw stuck
out. “Daminit, something’s fishy. It sounds
like he isn’t in there at all. What do you
figure, Rush?”

“This!” said the detective grimly. He
stepped in front of the door again, a scant
yard back from the latch. He threw a tight
grin ‘at the reporter, saying, “I’m out of
my jurisdiction in this town. But the hell
with it.”

And with that, he raised his leg and sent
a smashing kick at the door close to the
lock. Wood splintered, the door swayed
open. Both men Jeaped inside.

They saw only a plain-looking office,
with no windows, no occupants. And there
appeared to be no other entrance or exit
from the room.

“There’s got to be some way that bruis-
er went!” snapped Rush.

Hurriedly, then, he moved around the
walls, tapping, pressing his ear against the
panels. Steve did likewise, seeing his ac-
tions.

It was the reporter who discovered the
fake panel. He heard the hollow sound it
made when he rapped with his knuckles.
Quickly, he started pressing on it in vari-
ous areas. Nothing happened.

Jim Rush, joining him, scrutinized the
panel inch by inch. He saw the slightly
darkened area down low near the base-
board, as though the woodwork was
stained by hand prints. He bent down, felt
along the cap molding of the baseboard.
His fingers touched something and the
entire panel swung out.

“So!” he exclaimed.
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In the next moment both men were pad-
ding down the stairs to the basement.

At the bottom of the steps they stopped,
looking up and down the long cement cor-
ridor. They heard the kitchen sounds,
muffled, beyond the locked door to their
-right. And faintly, to their left, another
sound.

It was a man’s deep guffaw, an unpleas-
ant sound. ’

They located the heavy door from be-
yond which the laugh had come. Rush
sized up the solid panel, shook his head.
“You'd never break that down!” he said
softly.

They heard the bellowing laugh again,
and then the words, “Will I enjoy makin’
this guy talk! A’right, Mister Grey, you
asked for it!”

Steve stiffened.

The detective said, “That’s the big fel-
low—Rocky. Our friend Grey’s in trou-
ble.”

Then, as if he were merely reaching for
a key, he removed the Police Positive from
his shoulder holster, said to Steve Huston,
“Stand back in case these slugs ricochet,”
and fired two quick shots downward at the
lock.

The racket was deafening in the base-
ment corridor. .

But Steve Huston saw the lock shatter.
A piece of metal barely missed his cheek.
Together, both men gave the door a ter-
rific kick. It crashed open.

TEVE remembered an amazing sight as
he flung into the room beside the un-
dercover man. He saw his friend Grey
falling backward to the floor, the burly
man called Rocky leaping toward his vic-
tim. But that was only a part of it.
As he fell, Grey’s hands shot out,
grasped Rocky by the shoulders and

pulled him along. At the same time Grey’s
legs doubled and his feet found the big
fellow’s stomach. All in the same fast
movement, the legs straightened out again
in a powerful thrust and Rocky was cata-
pulted through the air as his intended vic-
tim’s back and shoulders hit the floor.

Only the short, thickset man with the
long cigar in one hand and the gun in the
other jerked around as the door crashed
open. The other two onlookers in the room
were so intent on the other thing that they
did not hear the door slam open for an in-
stant.

Vicious-looking Gulick yelled, “Nelson,
you fool, get the lights! One of these guys
is a Chicago dick!”

Big Rocky had landed on his back with
a sound like a side of beef falling off a
truck. But he rolled, cursing, started to
his feet. The Phantom dove headlong at
his midriff. Tall, gaunt Rudolph Bliss,
standing near the hurtling figures, was
knocked to his knees.

Then the lights went out. The club man-
ager, Steve Huston remembered, had run
behind the struggling men to reach what
was a switch in a small wall box. The re-
porter dared not fire; there was too much
danger of hitting the fast-moving Phan-
tom. He had been everywhere at once!

But now utter confusion filled the big
room. Chairs went over. Glasses and bot-
tles crashed along the bar. Chubby Gulick
yelled again. “Don’t shoot, Nelson. One
of us might get it!”

Then Gulick snapped orders in a foreign
tongue that might have been Italian. In the
shaft of light angling in from the hall,
Steve saw the baldish, hawklike Rudolph
Bliss run out of the room. He made out
short Gulick’s figure right behind him. His
impulse was to follow. But Jim Rush’s
words stopped him. :

The detective was struggling with some-
one in the gloom at the other end of the
room. Panting, he called out, “Get those
blasted lights on, Steve!”

There was more crashing of glasses
again also. Steve tried to find the light
switch. He was worried about the Phan-
tom. He swore, knocking into a heavy
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ried no police identification whatsoever.
License plates were not of a series usually
designated for Chicago police cars.

" The detective reached inside the car,
brought forth a set of steel bracelets. They
handcuffed the big fellow’s hands behind
his back. Rush pushed him into the front
seat, pulled a handkerchief from his pock-
et and tied a make-shift gag on the man’s
mouth. All fight seemed to have gone out
of the hoodlum. Sweat still poured from
his face like water.

“Where’s your car?” the detective asked
Van Loan. ‘

“Right over there,” He pointed. Most
of the machines had left since he and
Steve Huston had parked. He spoke quiet-
ly in the half-gloom.

“I’ll be ready to roll,” said Rush. “Swing
over here. Follow me...."”

Nodding, Van said, “One thing. . .as
soon as we're out of this town, find a
phone. I want to call the hotel. They sent
the runt there to search my rooms. Gulick
wants that revolver I took away from the
Runt earlier. Without it, he knows we
can’t pin down these killers.”

Rush swore. “How right you are!”

He slid behind the wheel, watchful as he
waited for Van and Steve to reach the
coupe. He glanced at his captive, said
coolly, “If you have any ideas about jump-
ing out after we get rolling, that's okay
with me. Break your neck and it will save
the state some money. Or try interfering
with the wheel and you get filled with lead.
Take your choice.”

The handcuffed man, sitting hunched
forward awkwardly with his hands behind
his back, showed no inclination to do much
of anything. He merely grunted behind
the gag.

Van and Steve reached the coupe, start-
ed in the direction where Jim Rush was
waiting in the darkness. They saw no
one.

The reporter remarked, “Funny some-
one isn't throwing a few slugs at us.”

“I'm wondering about that,” said Van
thoughtfully as he drove "without lights
across the rear of the big parking area.
“But I think I know the reason.”

“Rudolph Bliss?”

“Right. I think they want to get him
under wraps. Somehow, Bliss fits into this
murder picture—maybe in a bigger way
than we know.”

“But how?”

“Let me think about it. There’s some-
thing that should connect, but for the life
of me I can’t put my finger on it.”

They pulled up beside Jim Rush’s car.
The detective called out, “Switch on your
lights. Pull ahead and follow the roadway
through the dump. About half a mile from
here you’ll come to a main east-west high-
way. Swing east and keep going until I

-signal you. I'll cover you from the rear.”

They started out. . . .

SHORTLY after they passed the city line

into Chicago’s outer limits, Van Loan
saw the "headlamp beams flick up and
down on the car trailing him. Just ahead,
the lights of a tavern indicated the only
place open along this drab section of tene-
ments, auto repair shops and dismal-look-
ing store fronts. He pulled into the curb
near the bar.

The undercover detective whipped his
sedan up beside them. There wasn’t an-
other car moving at this hour. Rush called
out, “One of you watch this clunk. I'll
phone headquarters, notify them to get
right up to your hotel and try to grab that
Runt.”

“Steve,” the Phantom said, “you watch
Rocky. I want to make a call, too.”

“With pleasure!” said the reporter, leap-
ing out and hurrying around to the detec-
tive's sedan.

Going into the barroom, Jim Rush ex-
plained, “I don’t have any two-way radio
equipment in that jalopy. Otherwise, I
would have been spotted long ago.”

They found the saloon practically de-
serted. A fat man in a long white apron
sat at a table quietly playing cards with
two customers. They were drinking beer.

The fat man in the apron looked up.

“It’s all right,” Rush said quickly. “Just
going to use the phone.”

There was a telephone booth at the
front of the place. The men went on play-



CANDIDATE FOR DEATH

ing cards, ignoring them.

Waiting impatiently now, Van Loan
barely heard the murmur of the detec-
tive’s voice inside the closed booth as he
put a quick call through to headquarters.
Van wanted to make certain that maybe
Runt had not already been at his hotel and
obtained admittance to his rooms under
some phoney excuse. If so, there might
be a way to intercept him. Certainly he
would head back toward Cicero. ... .

He slid into the booth as Rush stepped
out, dialed the hotel. It was some time be-
fore the night clerk answered. He sound-
ed drowsy when he came on the line.

He identified himself as Grey, asked if
anyone had been there in the past half
hour asking for him.

“Why, yes, there was,” said the clerk.
“It was your sister, so I let the boy take
her up and—"

“My sister?”

“Yes, Mr. Grey. She was quite upset
and worried about you. She had phoned
here several times. So she thought she
ought to wait until you came in—"

Van broke in, his pulse pounding now.
Could it be Muriel, looking for him? And
that hard, tough little Runt maybe there
right now! He could just visualize the
clever gunman gaining entrance by way of
the fire escape. He remembered that one
of the fire escape plaforms was outside his
living room window, and that he had left
those windows opened!

Swiftly, he described Muriel. “Was that
the woman?” he demanded.

“Why, yes, it was. She—"

“Call the room!” he snapped. “Tell her
to get out of there—fast.” Then he briefly
explained that police were already on the
way to the hotel. “Hurry!” he said, and
hung up so that the clerk could call his
room.

He grabbed Jim Rush’s arm as he swung
out of the booth and urged him quickly
toward the street, telling what he had
just learned. He added, “That coupe has a
governor. It only crawls.”

“Leave it here,” suggested Rush. “Hus-
ton can come out later and pick it up. Get
in my car.”

kh!

In a moment they were under way
again. The undercover man’s sedan hur-
tled toward Arched Street; a direct route
into the heart of the city. Steve Huston
had swung into the back seat with Van
Loan. Both kept their eyes on silent Rocky
as they raced through the quiet night.

Only once did Van express his feelings.
He said, “I'll never forgive myself if some-
thing happens to her.”

XVI

MURIEL glanced at her wrist watch.

Three o'clock. Her usually pretty
eyes were somewhat red-rimmed from
strain and worry. She paced up and down
the big living room of Van’s suite, stopped
abruptly to listen when she heard a car
outside in the breathlessly quiet night.
The fine, white rayon curtains at the open
windows moved slightly with the motion
of night air.

The car did not stop. Silence settled
down again. For the past half hour she
had not even heard the occasional hum of
the elevator out in the corridor. The mid-
dle-of-the-night quietude oppressed her.

Where was Van? Where could he possi-
bly be?

After leaving him, earlier, she had gone
to her father’s rented apartment at a near-
by hotel. But an hour after retiring she
had come awake with a start, terribly wor-
ried about Dick Van Loan for some rea-
son. She vaguely remembered there had
been a horrible dream of some kind, and
that Van was in extreme danger.

She had called the hctel. No, Mr, Grey
was not in, the clerk told her. She had
called several times during the next hour.

Concerned, then, she had quickly
slipped into a two-piece light summer suit
and walked over here from her father’s
place.

The night clerk downstairs had seen in
her a beautiful, refined woman who was
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visibly upset about something concerning
Grey. He had a bellboy let her into the
suite, where she could await his return.

That was almost an hour ago. Then the
house phone had rung with a message that
Mr. Grey wanted her to leave. That only
puzzled her. How did Van know she was
here? Now she was even more determined
to wait for him. . ..

Her eyes smarted from forcing herself
to stay awake in the quiet, empty room.
The place seemed a morgue without Van's
magnetic presence. She went into the
bathroom, adjoining the expansive bed-
room, to bathe her hot eyes.

Coming out, she paused before the large
square mirror of the dresser to look at
herself. She was a sight, she thought. She
went to get her compact out of her purse
and as she came back into the bedroom
again thought she heard a faint click. The
apartment door she thought. . .Van was
coming! She put down the compact and
turned to meet him.

And she froze motionless, her slim
hands reaching out along the dresser top
for support, her straight tall figure pressed
rigidly against the woodwork.

She stared fixedly at the man standing
in the doorway -to the living room. He was
small, thin—but looked as mean and crafty
as a fox. It was the knife in his hands that
caused her blood to run cold.

The knife blade was of the type that
springs open from a long-handled pocket-
knife. That was the click she had heard!

He said, “If you're thinking about
screaming—don’t! This knife is fast, an’
quiet.”
~ Muriel saw that he held the knife in a
manner for throwing, by the long blade.
But as he approached her in a quick, cat-
like padding manner, he deftly reversed
the knife in his hand, held the wicked
point lightly against her breast. He mo-
tioned with his head.

“Sit down in that chair!”

HE KEPT the knife point against her as
he backed her away from the dresser
and toward a chair beside the bed. She
sat down stifly, managing an expression

of wide-eyed horror which she hoped con-
cealed the quick thinking that was taking
place in her mind. She was afraid, yes, but
she was not helplessly terrified. Perhaps
there was some way to trick this in-
truder. . . .

“Where’s he got it stashed?” Runt de-
manded.

“What are you talking about?”

“The gun, babe, the gun! Don’t give me
that!” His lip curled viciously.

She said honestily, “I don’t know.”

With a snort of disgust, he glanced
quickly around the room, sharp eyes light-
in%i on the suitcase on the rack near the
bed.

Still holding the knife in his right hand,
darting glances at her every other instant,
he started flinging clothing aside as he
searched the bag.

Next he turned toward the big dresser,
opening and closing the empty drawers in
which Van, apparently had not had time to
place some of his things.

Runt’s thin, hard face became more
menacing as he slammed the empty
drawers. He kept glancing at Muriel's
stiff, motionless figure, and she didn’t like
the expression she saw on his face. He was
desperate now, seeking the gun. She re-
membered Van twisting the gun out of his
hand. Certainly that revolver must link
this little man with the killing of Johnnie
Garrett. Why else would he be seeking it?

She moved her foot very slowly, an inch
or so at a time. He had not caught the sly
movement, Now he had pulled open the
bottom drawer.

He cursed as he saw only the extra
woollen blanket stored there, a service
used by most hotels. He started to shut the
drawer, looked down at the blanket again,
then reached and pulled it partway out of
the drawer. Something thudded against
the wood at the bottom.

Eyes lighting, he bent down and scooped
up the handkerchief-wrapped revolver.
Another weapon lay beside it, but he ig-
nored it. Putting the knife down for a mo-
ment, he unwrapped his own weapon and
gave a grunt of satisfaction.

During that moment of concentration on
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Runt’s part, Muriel had finally slipped her
high-heeled shoe off, bent quickly to pick
it up. Using the spiked heel as a weapon,
she dashed toward the little man.

He whirled fast at the whisper of move-
ment, his left hand flashing out to pick up
the knife.

But Muriel’s sudden move was faster.
The pointed heel of her shoe came down
and caught the little man on the back of
his left hand. He growled with pain,
ducked his head to protect himself from
the rain of hammered blows, threw his
left arm around her waist..

Muriel dropped the shoe and grasped
the man’s gun hand with both her own.
She had a strong grip. She tried desper-
ately to twist the gun away from his grasp.

But he was as wiry and quick as a whip-
lash. Keeping his left arm around her
lithe, tall figure, he extended his right arm.
He attempted to keep the weapon out of
her reach. Struggling, they swayed across
the room.

The back of her legs hit the edge of the
bed. She fell. Instantly the quick-moving
little man’s left hand slipped from her
waist and clamped on her throat. She
tried to pull his fingers loose with one
hand as her other still fought for the gun.

But she was choking. He had fingers as
strong as steel wire. Muriel used both
hands now as she tried frantically to break
his hold and get off the bed. For the first
time she was really frightened. She
couldn’t breathe. Her head pounded and
the room spun, turning black.

Half conscious, it seemed that a noise
like a shrill siren was keening through her
brain. She stopped struggling and blacked
out. . ..

UST as the slender, shapely girl started

to go limp beneath his strangling grasp,
Runt heard the police sirens. It was close
by!

In the next moment he heard rubber
tires skid on the pavement below. He
leaped across the room, peered through
the bedroom curtains, saw uniformed men
jumping out of a squad car and heading
into the hotel.

He ran back toward the dresser, remem-
bering the other gun he had seen in the
bottom drawer. Swiftly he closed the knife
and dropped it in his coat pocket. All the
time his eyes were darting back and forth,
like a cornered animal’s. The girl was still
motionless on the bed. He spotted the lo-
cation of the light switch.

Holding a gun in either hand now, he
shut off the bedroom lights with the heel
of his hand, dove into the living room,
where he snapped off the remaining lights.
Then he scurried to the open living room
windows. He peered down through the
fire escape platform, just outside the win-
dow, whence he had made his quiet en-
trance. The platform led to steps at the
corner of the building front. The steps
ended in a side alleyway below.

The cops had disappeared inside the
hotel. He scrambled outside, reached the
steep ladder, gained the floor below. Only
four more to go.

The second squad car rolled up, a sedan

“right behind it. Someone spotted him, and

from one of the cars a voice called out:

“There he is!”

The Runt reversed his steps and started
back up the ladder. Then the beam of a
powerful spotlight on the prowl car found
and entrapped him. :

He stopped, turned, raised one of the
guns and leaned over the railing to aim at
that blinding light. He started firing reck-
lessly.

He never heard the answering gunfire.
Something slammed against his side,
knocking him off balance. He felt no pain,
but he knew that he was falling.

He went over the low iron railing and
started a slow-motion arc in the air as he
plunged toward the ground.

IT WAS three days later, late in the after-
noon of a sultry Chicago August after-
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noon. In an office near the “morgue” of the
busy Enterprise newspaper, Van Loan sat
at a long table with his two friends, Steve
Huston and sandy-haired Jim Rush. All
were in their shirt sleeves, their ties loos-
ened. Newspaper “clips” and photos were
piled on the table.

Steve mopped his sweaty brow with a
handkerchief and let out his breath. In
front of him were a large foolscap writing
pad and a pencil. .

“Well, that’s about it,” he said. “Can
you think of anything else to add to the
list?”

Rush shook his head.

Van Loan sat looking at an 8 x 10 inch
glossy print which he held in his hand.
“Rudolph Bliss,” he said musingly, study-
ing the hawklike man’s features. “The key
to whatever is behind the murder of Sen-
ator Midworth. And now Bliss seems to
have vanished into thin air.” He shook
his head.

“Well,” said Steve Huston wearily, pick-
ing up the big yellow pad and reading
from some of the notes which he had made
there. “The Runt’s gun, found near him
along with Bruno’s when he tumbled from
the fire escape the other night, proves he
murdered young Johnnie Garrett. That
solves that.”

Rush nodded. “Ballistics showed it fired
the same slug they dug out of Garrett’s
heart. It also ties in big Rocky. The kid
at the switchboard there at Garrett’s
apartment building definitely identified
Rocky as being with the Runt. Rocky's
being held without bail until his trial.”

“Right,” said Huston, checking his notes.
Then he went on, “Next, we have Bru-

”

no.

“He’s being extradited from New York,"”
put in Jim Rush. He looked at the Phan-
tom. “The gun you took from Bruno, and
found when the Runt fell from the fire es-
- cape, ties Bruno in with the killing we had
here recently—the shooting of a ward
leader on the South Side. Bruno will come
up for trial, too.”

Van Loan picked up some clippings.
“True,” he agreed. “But we have these
other murders, some of small time politi-

cians, others of well-known people. There
seems to be a pattern, even though they
happened in various cities—New York,
Chicago, Minneapolis, other places.”

Rush nodded. He took the pad from the
reporter, ran his eye down one of fhe
sheets, “The thing I can’t understand is
that every murder was that of someone
active in the party that opposed Mid-
worth's own party. If it was a united
movement on the part of some subversive
organization to weaken the opposing party
and strengthen Midworth’s own, then why
was Midworth killed?” He looked again at
Van Loan as if for an answer. “Rudolph
Bliss?”

Van Loan shook his head. “It goes be-
yond Bliss. He's in it, of course, some-
where. But remember, Bliss was still in
prison when this program of murder first
started. We’ve seen that from a study of
these newspaper clips.”

“Yes.” Rush had another idea. “What
about Boy-Face Gulick? We finally got a
state’s attorney’s order to bring him in.
But already that slippery crime leader has
three of his high-priced lawyers scream-
ing that it’s a frameup.”

“They would,” Van said grimly. “Gul-
ick, thoigh, even as powerful as he is,
probably is taking orders from someone
higher up. And he’ll never talk.”

IT WAS Steve who put in, “What about
the movie film?” as he checked his
notes. “Will it be back here from New
York by tonight?”

The newsreel film had not been inter-
cepted at the Chicago airport, as Rush had
explained later on the night that little
Runt was shot and killed coming down the
fire esape. Too late, the film had been
traced to an earlier flight. The detective
had checked the New York laboratories of
the company, agreed to let the newsreel
outfit go ahead with developing the film
for their own use and sending him an
extra print.

“It should be at my office a little after
nine o’clock,” said the undercover man.
“I’ve made arrangements with the local of-
fice of the company to have a man avail-
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able tonight so we can use their projection
booth. It’s down on South Wabash.”

“What else do we have?’ said Van Lean,
looking at his friend Steve Huston.

“Well, there’s that chauffeur, Harry, out
at the Midworth estate. Also the butler
. . .” He stopped, frowned. “I went out
there to talk to that young Harry. He's a
close-mouthed guy. Said Mrs. Midworth
was closing up the place right after the
funeral yesterday. She’s staying at a hotel
here in the city. He was going home to
Indianapolis for a few days. At least, that’s
what he said.”

“He did,” said the Phantom. He mo-
tioned to Jim Rush. “We checked. And
the butler, Judson, is out on a little farm
he owns near Arlington Heights, west of
here.”

“What else have we?” asked Rush.

“The elevator operator, who might have
told us who got Midworth’s letter died
without regaining consciousness at the
hospital last night.”

The warm room was silent for several
seconds. Van Loan stood up, moved
toward a window and stared down at the
winding, canal-like Chicago River far be-
low. He still held the photo of Rudolph
Bliss in his hand.

“Ruthless,” he said softly and grimly.
“Someone who is absolutely ruthless. That
poor kid.” :

He turned, facing the other two, his lean
face moist from the heat, his eyes blazing.
“Gulick has probably ordered many kill-
ings in the past. They were connected
with vice, gambling and the rackets. They
merely killed off their own kind. But this
is different. Gulick has been hired—for
millions, in my opinion—to branch out.
When honest, fine people like Senator Mid-
worth are viciously murdered—"

He broke off, clenched his hands, came
back to the table again. “Perhaps that
print of the newsreel will tell us some-
thing tonight.” He tapped the glossy print
in his hand. “Perhaps this will, but let’s
not overlook any bets. Look, Steve, could
the newspaper here blow up this photo-
graph—make it large enough to put on the
wall?”

EY
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“Sure!” said Steve quickly. He ran a
hand through his flaming red hair, wiped
sweat from his face again. “But we know
it's Rudolph Bliss. What—"

“Yes,” agreed the Phantom. “It’s a court-
room scene. Taken at this trial. You can
see some of the people seated in the audi-
ence. I want to see everyone seated there
in the courtroom. Call it just a crazy idea
if you like. But how soon could we have
the blowup?”

Steve said, “I'll call Frank Havens. He'll
see that we have it by tonight.”

“That reminds me,” said Van. “I have a
dinner date with Muriel. I'll have to go.”
He looked at Rush. “Let’s arrange to meet
at the newsreel place first. We’ll come over
here after that. What time shall we meet
y ou?” -

“Say a little after nine o’clock tonight.”
The undercover man gave them the ad-
dress on South Wabash. He looked at the
tall Phantom. “By the way, how is Muri-
el?”

“Fine. I reached my room the other
night seconds after Runt went out the liv-
ing room window. She was just coming to,
but she had a nasty scare. She’s been
spending the afternoon with Marie Mid-
worth. Yesterday she was with her at
‘Honest John’s’ funeral.”

“What'’s the latest on a man to replace
him in the party?”

“T understand,” said Van Loan, “they're
trying to draft Arnold Karrisson as a dark
horse. But he doesn’t want the job.”

Steve drew a finger across his throat.
“Maybe he’d like to stay healthy.”

“I don't blame him,” said Rush. “Even
with Gulick in jail, I don't feel satisfied.
The idea of Rudolph Bliss being on the
loose bothers me.” He nodded toward the
photograph in Steve's hand. “Who is he,
really? Does anyone know?”

“I don’t think it matters so much who he
is,” said Van. “It’s more important to
know what he represents. . . ..

DINNER with lovely Muriel was pleas-
ant, relaxing and intimate. Because
Dick Van Loan was still playing the part
of Grey, a reporter, he selected an out-of-
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the-way eating place that was small and
uncrowded. He would be glad when they
were back in New York again and he
could dress smartly and really step out
with Muriel Havens.

But he also selected the little restaurant
for another reason. He was still concerned
about her safety, after the incident in his
own hotel suite.

They sat in a secluded corner. The place
seated no more than two-dozen people and
was run by an elderly Italian couple. It
was eight o’clock by the time they finished
their demitasse.

Muriel said, “I told Marie Midworth I'd
come back and spend a little time with her
this evening. We've had little time to talk.
She says the evenings, when she is alone,
are unbearable right at the moment.” She
shook her blonde head. “But honestly,
Van, I don’t know how she does it. Phone
calls, people from the political party in and
out every minute, conferences with vari-
ous officials. She is an amazing woman—
amazing in the way she gets things accom-
plished and in the way she handles people.
In between times she asks me countless
questions. Now she’ll want to know every-
thing that you men did today. She’s deter-
mined to find out who murdered her hus-
band.”

Van said, “Is the Midworth estate closed
up permanently?”

“Apparently so. Marie’s thinking of
selling it. No one’s out there.”

“Does Arnold Karrisson live at the
Blake Hotel also?”

“He's just staying there during the
political convention. I believe he has a
place out in the country somewhere. He's
a bachelor, you know. He was in and out
several times today.”

Presently, they got up and left. Dusk
was settling over the city, but the street
outside was warm and close after the
pleasantly air-conditioned restaurant.
They walked three blocks across Ohio
Street to Michigan, then a block north to
the Blake, near Muriel’s own hotel and
not many blocks from Van's.

Just before he left her, Muriel asked,
“How soon will you know about that

newsreel film? I'll be anxious to hear.”

He explained that it would be sometime
after nine o’clock, and that afterwards
they were going to her father’s newspaper
to view the blowup of Rudolph Bliss’
courtroom photo.

“Will you call me right away?”

“Where will you be?”

“Call me at Marie Midworth’s apart-
ment here. I'll stay with her this evening
a while.”

“Okay.” He squeezed her hand briefly,
gave her a fond smile and hurried out to
the curb to hail a cab. Climbing in, he
said, “Take me to the telephone company
main offices.” :

He knew the business office would be
closed at this hour. That’s why he did
not phone. Perhaps, by going in person,
he could obtain the information he
wanted. . . .

THE three of them sat tensely in the
small viewing room of the newsreel
company on South Wabash. An operator
ran the film off from a projection booth
behind them. They relived, for the mo-
ment, the excitement, the noise, the cheer-
ing of thousands of voices that had taken
place in the auditorium just a few days
ago. They heard, over the sound track,
the bedlam that cut loose when Senator
Midworth came to the rostrum.

Steve Huston said, “What a show!”

“Nothing like it,” said Jim Rush.

Van Loan was silent, watching.

He saw Midworth approach the battery
of microphones. A chairman was rapping
for quiet, but the roaring cheers continued
for another minute or two. Then, finally,
Midworth started to speak. Van Loan
noticed the seriousness of his face. Not
once had Midworth smiled. He appeared
to be under some great strain.

“Ladies and gentlemen . . . I have some-
thing very startling to tellyou . . . 1....”

He stopped. A murmur ran through the
crowd. Van Loan saw him reach for the
water carafe, then the camera shifted
to a shot of the crowd for a moment.
When it swung back Midworth was saying
slowly, “. . . within the past few hours I
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And Steve adding, “And you’d better
call headquarters, Jim, and have a war-
rant issued for Arnold Karrisson’s arrest.
Every move we've made so far seems to
have been known to Karrisson. Maybe he
even knows that we have this newsreel.
He'll act fast now—if he’s the one behind
all this.”

Van Loan thought of these same things
the instant Steve Huston identified the
wearer of the diamond-studded cuff links.
His mind. however, leaped ahead to a
more imperative phone call that must be
made before they even notified headquar-
ters.

Muriel!

Muriel Havens was at Marie Mid-
worth’s apartment at the Blake Hotel
And Karrisson had a suite right there in
the same hotel. Muriel, herself, had told
him just tonight that Karrisson had been
in and out several times during the day,
visiting with both herself and the Sena-
tor’s widow. Naturallv Muriel had not
suspected the man. Karrisson had prob-
ably been around when Muriel brought
Marie Midworth up to date on what “Mr.
Grev” was doing to solve the murder of
her husband.

Muriel also knew that they had planned
to view the newsreel film tonight. If Kar-
risson had dropped into the Midworth
apartment he knew it too!

He found the small office. impatiently
waited to be connected with the Midworth
apartment after he called the hotel. Then
the hotel switchboard operator said. “T'm
sorrv. but thev do not answer.”

“Try Arnold Karrisson’s suite,”
Van Loan tensely.

“Mr. Karrisson went out about half an
hour ago, sir. Do you wish to leave any—"

Cutting in, Van Loan demanded, “Find
out if anyone was with him!” .

“Just a moment, please.”

He hung on, and the headquarters de-
tective and Steve crowded into the small
‘room behind. Rush said, “Make it quick,
will you? I want to call—"

“Wait,” said Van, waving them aside.
Then he was listening intently for the
switchboard girl to come on the line again.

ordered

The detective and Steve Huston saw
the strained, sharp look that came over
his features as he listened closely to what
was being told him.

“You don’t know where they went?”

There was another pause, then he said
brieflv, “Thanks.” He broke the connec-
tion, but did not hang up the receiver.
He held it out to Rush and said hurriedly,
“Karrisson went out with both Muriel
and Mrs. Midworth approximately a half-
hour ago. Tell headquarters to send out
a general alarm for Karrisson’s arrest.
But for God’s sake warn them to be care-

ful!”

NODDING, Jim Rush had taken_the

phone and slid into the desk chair
which the Phantom vacated. The moment
he was connected with headquarters he
gave quick, precise orders.

Before Rush finished, the Phantom told
him. “Have them assign men to the hotel
right away, in case he returns—which I
very much doubt. Also cover all of Boy-
Face Gulick’s known clubs or hangouts.
Can vou get me a car in a hurry?”

In between ﬁring orders to someone at
headquarters. the sandy-haired undercov-
er man looked up. said, “Use mine. I
brought it here. It’ll have a detective bu-
reau car pick me up.” Then he went on
talking.

“Where are you going?” Steve asked
him.

“The Midworth Estate,” answered Van.

“But it’s closed up!”

“Is it?”

The reporter gave him a quizzical look.
“You've figured something out,” he said
quickly. “What’s the angle?”

“T don’t know. Maybe it’s just a wild
hunch . . . a remark Muriel made on the
way back to that hotel tonight. I started
wondering about it on the way down
here.”

“Then we'll go with you!” announced
Steve.

But Van Loan shook his head. The
headquarters man, too, had finished now
and was standing up, catching the last
part of their conversation. Van Loan spoke
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to them, giving last-minute instructions.

“Both of you are needed here in town.
Steve, get in touch with Frank Havens.
He might have some suggestions. He
knows where Karrisson’s estate is. Have
someone check there, too. Besides, there’s
that blowup of Rudolph Bliss in the court-
room. See what it shows. I want to know
as soon as possible.”

He started toward the hall. They met
the projection booth operator coming
down a short flight of steps with the sec-
tion of film, which he handed to Jim
Rush. '

Rush was saying to Van Loan, “I'll

show you where the car is.” He handed

over his keys. “I'll call the private police
out there near Highland Park and have
them either meet you or go right to the
estate itself. And I can have—"

“Don’t call anyone out there yet,” said
Van Loan sharply. “Don’t you see? Kar-

_risson’s liable to get panicky if the police

close m on him. I'm thinking of Muriel.
I'm not sure that he’s gone there. But
if I can get in the place alone, quietly,
there’s less danger of stampeding him.”

Rush’s pale blue eyes were somewhat
skeptical. “All right, it's your problem.
And there are plenty of things to check
here in the city. Maybe Karrisson hasn’t
gone out there at all. He could be any
place.”

“How right you are,” said Van Loan.

They reached the street. Rush pointed
to his car parked a few doors away.

It was Steve Huston who asked, “But
how will we reach you out there? If the
place is closed up, that means the tele-
phore is shut off—"

“It isn’t,” finished the Phantom.
checked on that tonight.”

He left the reporter staring after him,
and as he pulled away from the curb a

¢‘{

- moment later he heard the police siren in

the distance—no doubt the car that Jim
Rush had ordered for himself.

Van Loan parked some distance beyond
the main entrance to the estate some for-
ty-five minutes later. He ran the detec-
tive's sedan beneath some trees close to
the highway, locked it, kept to the shad-

" the trees.
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ows as he made his way back on foot. The
night was mild and the air motionless,
but not hot enough to bring the fine beads
of perspiration that covered his face. He
was worried and upset about Muriel. If
his one hunch about Karrisson coming
here to the supposedly locked-up mansion
were correct, then another he had been
turning over in his mind might be correct
also.

HOW long could Karrisson have pre-
ceeded him? Less than half an hour,
surely, because he, himself, had broken a
few speed laws driving out. And Karris-
son would have been mighty careful not
to pick up any speed cops along the route.
Van Loan reached a wall surrounding
the front part of the estate, pulled himself
up easily and lithely, dropped silently to
the grass on the other side. Avoiding the
gravel roadway winding in to the house,
he took a short cut through the small
woods and then across the wide lawns. He
was thankful there was no moon as yet.
The big stone house, gloomy and with-
out a single light, became visible in the
night. He circled it at a distance, reached
the rear driveway leading to the garages.
Not a glimmer of light showed anywhere.

Nevertheless, he moved with extreme
caution. He remembered there were heavy
drapes at the downstairs windows. Drawn,
they would easily shut out the light from
within.

First, he went to the garage. The over-
head doors were all closed. But he found
a small entrance unlocked around at the
side. The instant he opened it carefully
and slid inside, he knew that a car had
recently been parked there. He felt the
increased warmth of the place, heard the
intermittent cracking sound a cooling en-
gine makes. He saw the outline of the big
limousine in the half gloom.

He went outside again and ducked
toward the house, keeping close beneath
He knew the police dog, the
one the chauffeur had shown him, had
been taken to a boarding kennel when the
place was supposedly closed up. He had
learned this when checking on the chauf-
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feur himself. But he proceeded cautiously. if he could have heard anything upstairs

At the back porch of the house, he
paused, listening for a brief moment.
There wasn’t a sound. The night was
eerily quiet. He padded softlv up the steps
and tried the back doot. Locked. as were
the windows—when he pried at them qui-
etly.

Next he slowlv circled the house until
he made out a basement windnw bhehind
the shrubberv. Dropning to his hands
and knees. he crawled carefullv toward
the window. mindful of rustling the shrub-
berv

The small
locked.

Keeping close to the wall, he located
the next window. His hands touched wire
screening. But immediately he was bent
close to the screen. listening.

There was the unmistakahle sound of a
refrigeration unit running quietly in the
basement. The window beyond the screen
was open. And, without a doubt, someone
was in the house!

Using a small. compact kit of efficient
burglar tools which he carried in an in-
side, built-in pocket, he swiftly cut part
of the screen wire. Presently he was lean-
ing inside the opening, his agile body dou-
bled like a jackknife. He could see noth-
ing.

So he had to chance striking a match
from a pad he had in his pocket. From the
rear, he felt sure he was covered by the
heavy shrubbery growing alongside the
stone walls.

He held the match stretched out before
him, got a swift photographic impression
of the basement layout. He saw the flight
of steps and the route he would have to
follow to reach them. He also noted that
the floor directly beneath him was clear.
He blew out the match, dropped it, turned
around and quickly wriggled his legs and
hips over the sill. Then he dropped to the
floor below.

Van Loan’s right hand went instantly
to his shoulder holster to be sure the
automatic had not been loosened. He lis-
tened again, but heard nothing. The house
was so solid and well built that he doubted

window was closed and

regardless.

Depending upon his accurate memory
now, he made his way silently toward the
stairs. He knew almost exactly when his
toe was ready to touch the first step. He
started up, stepping close to the outside
of each rise.

AT THE top he paused, felt carefully
for the doorknob, turned it slowly,
found that the door was open. The heavy
automatic was in his right fist now. He
opened the door. saw dim light at his right,
stepped out.

He was in the kitchen of the house.
The room itself was dark, and he noted
that every shade was drawn to the sill.
but there was a doorway that led to what
seemed to be a large butler’s pantry. A
door beyond this was onen and he could
see the wide front hallway beyond. A
light was turned on there He moved
silently that way. .

A murmur of someone talking reached
him then. It came from the direction of
the library on the left. as he prowled
toward the front part of the house.

As he came closer to the open door lead-
ing to the library, the voice became clear-
er. A man’s voice. No one else seemed
to be talking.

But it was not big Arnold Karrisson’s.
This voice chose words carefully, was pre-
cise and held an accent.

The voice was that of Rudolph Bliss!

This house. then, had been his hideout
since he had disappeared at Gulick’s gam-
bling club. Either that—or he had met
Karrisson some place tonight.

Well, in another split instant Van Loan
would know He was six paces from the
doorway, the gun held ready, every nerve
alert.

He heard the slightly guttural voice of
Rudolph Bliss saying, “Quick thinking,
sir.. She could be very, very dangerous to
us if she escaped.”

And there was a sound like a grasping,
choked cry, cut off.

Van Loan covered the remaining ex-
panse to the open door in a flash. At the
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same time it was a silent approach that
brought him inside the room without a
sound.

He stood unmoving. No one had seen
him. He knew that he dare not make a
mistake when those in the library did spot
him, for Muriel’s life might be the forfeit
of any mistake on his part.

The slim, lovely blonde-haired girl was
held firmly in a half strangling grasp by
tall, heavy Arnold Karrisson. He must
have seized her as she made a frantic
dash toward the french doors on one side
of the room. The heavy drapes covering
those doors were still moving slightly. He
had grasped her by the throat, from be-
hind, the craek of his elbow now pressing
against the smooth lines of her neck.

Van Loan’s blood suddenly boiled. Only
caution held him motionless an instant
longer.

For the gaunt, hawklike man—Rudolph
Bliss—stood near the middle of the room
facing Karrisson and his captive. There
was a gun in the ex-convict’s hand. And
there was a deadly glow in his strange,
watchful eyes.

“All right,” he was saying, addressing
big, gray-haired Karrisson. “Let her go.
I’ll take care of her now.”

The fourth party in the tense scene was
dark-haired, strikingly attractive Marie
.Midworth—the murdered Senator’s wid-
ow. She stood behind the wide mahogany
desk, motionless, her eyes frozen on the
three near her. She was directly in front
of the Phantom, so she could not see him.

It was austere-looking Karrisson him-
self, following Bliss’ orders as he released
the girl, who first saw the Phantom. A_
gasp escaped his lips.

“Grey!" ‘

So fast was Van Loan’s actions and
thinking that he momentarily ignored big
Karrisson. He whirled toward gaunt Ru-
dolph Bliss, because it was he who held the
gun.

And it was Bliss who fired.

The shot came too late.

Two closely spaced shots, coming so
fast they sounded as one, ripped from Van
Loan’s automatic. They were a split sec-

ond ahead of the ex-convict’s. His shot
went wild, boring into the ceiling over-
head as his arm flung upward. He stum-
bled two or three steps forward, then
crashed to the rug.

But Van Loan did not wait to see this.
He know with certainty that Bliss was
dead before he struck the floor.

He spun to cover Arnold Karrisson, call-
ing a warning to Muriel at the same time.
“Get away from him!”

MURIEL ran out of the line of any fire.
Karrisson’s right hand came toward
his breast pocket as he cried out, “Wait!
Let me tell you what—"

A gun blast rocketed in the room. Big
Karrisson was turned half around. He
staggered toward the drapes which cov-
ered the french doors, as though trying
to escape. The second shot caught him in
the back. With a horrible scream he flung
out his heavy arms to seize the drapes.
Instead he started falling. He crashed right
through the glass of the french doors,
carrying the drapes down with him as
he went.

Van Loan turned toward. the desk near
the fireplace. Slim-built, tall Marie Mid-
worth slowly lowered the revolver in her
hand. Apparently it had come from the
purse lying open in front of her on the
desk.

She stared sort of fixedly at the Phan-
tom and Muriel, who had now rushéd up
beside him.

“He . . . he was going to kill her,” Marie
Midworth said slowly.

The woman appeared dazed. Her usu-
ally dark, flashing eyes looked dull.

Voice low, the Phantom said, “Get that
gun she has.”

He still stood with his own automatic
leveled, but he lowered it when Muriel
picked up the revolver which Marie Mid-
worth had placed on the desk top.

Suddenly there- was a commotion out-
side in the driveway near the french
windows and side veranda. A second later
fast-moving Steve Huston popped into the
big library.

“Damn!” he said, taking in the scene
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within the room in one hurried glance.

Van Loan handed him his automatic.
“Watch her!” he rapped. His nod indi-
cated the apparently dazed, smartly
dressed woman behina-the desk.

Then he hurried toward the broken
doors.

- Hatless, sandy-haired Jim Rush was out
there, along with men in plain clothes who
were either from headquarters or the local
private police patrol out here in the North
Shore community. Two men were bent
down over big Arnold Karrisson, support-
ing his head a little off the floor.

To the undercover man, Van Loan said
briefly, “You didn’t lose any time getting
here.”

“You didn’t expect me to, did you?”
said Jim Rush. “Hell, if you hadn’t broken
all speed laws we would have been here
sooner. I had an idea—"

Van Loan cut him off with a quick
grasp of his arm.

“Listen!” he said.

Arnold Karrisson was talking.

Everyone listened, and only once did
anyone interrupt the low, gasping words
coming from Arnold Karrisson’s throat.
He was dying, but he managed to hold on
long enough to choke out the words.

Rush whispered to one of the men with
him, “Get all this down in writing!”

Someone had turned on the porch
lights.

In a few moments it was over, and the
big man lay dead.

Van Loan and the short, wiry headquar-
ters man went inside.

1\ ARIE MIDWORTH sat in the chair
at the big desk now, her well-mani-
cured hands stretched out gripping its
edges. Steve Huston stood nearby, the
Phantom’s automatic still in his hand, a
curious expression on his face as he
watched her. Muriel stood near him, also
staring, wonderment in her ordinarily
pretty eyes. )

“What’s . . . wrong with her?” she
asked, staring at Van Loan.

He looked at Muriel, shook his head,
then at the woman in the desk chair. He

said quietly, “Karrisson’s dead, Marie. He
told us most of it.”

Then he opened his clenched hand. The
folded, blood-stained letter was crushed
there. .

He spread it out, read silently, passed
the letter to Jim Rush.

He went on talking to the woman again.
“Karrisson had the letter in his breast
pocket—the letter your husband, ‘Honest
John’, tried to deliver at the newspaper
office the other day. Karrisson has always
been your dupe, hasn’t he? And he did
the jobs you ordered because he has al-
ways been deeply in love with you.” His
lips thinned in a grim expression for a
moment. “Karrisson wasn’t reaching for
a gun a moment ago. He was reaching for
this letter, to prove to me that you were
the one behind it all. So you shot him’
before he said anything—only he lived
long enough to talk.”

Marie Midworth continued to sit there,
arms taut and outstretched along the desk.
Her eves were wide and staring.

To the others, the Phantom said, “She
was the power behind Senator Midworth
—a ruthless power that ‘Honest John’ dis-
covered only the day before his death.”
He tapped the letter in his hand. “It’s all
here in the Senator’s last letter. Karris-
son’s dying words also verify it. She
worked with the crime syndicate and
crooked millions, manipulating political
machines, buying off the right people
so that Midworth could reach the top. He .
thought people around him were honest—
especially his friend Karrisson.”

Muriel gasped, “I can’t believe it!”

Van Loan told her, “No wonder she told
me the first time I came here, ‘I'm in no
danger’. Of course she wasn’t. And she
used you. Muriel, as another dupe. She
know everything that was going on by
having you stay with her, reporting what-
ever we were doing.”

He turned, looked down at Rudolph
Bliss’ still figure. “But it takes money to
make money—and to gain more power.
Working through Bliss, an enemy agent,
she collected more millions from an enemy
source in order to buy her husband’s way
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a better frame of mind. I was steamed up
about the crooked jerks who managed the
Shore City branch of my detective agency.
I had founded, built up and ran the Black-
moor Detective Agency. From a lone-
handed, shoestring private eye, I had built
up to a head office in New York; a branch
here in Shore City and another in Philly.
I'd never been crooked—at least not
crooked enough to get caught.

And now I was being taken for a schlup.

A telephone call from here in Shore
City to my New York office today put me
hep to my crooked hired help. I flew down
here to keep a date with the girl who had
phoned me. She was already fifteen min-
utes late.

Her voice over the phone had made me
think of long legs, hard liquor and soft
lips. When she told me. that my branch
manager was blackmailing her, all I could
think of was bashing in his stupid head.
She said that she had been pushed to the
desperation point. If I couldn’t help her,
she was going to the police—and to hell
with everything.

My volcanic eruption of violent cuss
words must have assured her that I had
no part in the blackmail. She promised to
come to me here.

And now she was twenty minutes late.

She had said that she would be an-
nounced as “Miss Jones.”

By the time I had finished my third
scotch-rocks she was three quarters of an
hour late.

I took my bulldogged .44 belly-gun and
shoulder clip from the desk and strapped
it under my left armpit. Then I made a
fourth drink and decided to sweat out an-
other fifteen minutes.

It had been a waste of time. I put on a
light summer jacket and left the room,
not even taking one more peek at the sun
deck next door.

My branch office was on the second floor
of a two-story building on the big square
facing the railroad terminal. The ground
floor was handily occupied with a modern-
istic bar and grill. I had selected the of-
fices and put Franklin Jissup, one of my
New York operatives, in as manager. I

told him to hire his own help and run the
show himself. All I wanted to see was a
profit on the monthly balance sheet. I
guess you can’t work that way with some
men.

I went up the one flight of steps. The
legend on the door—BLACKMOOR DETECTIVE
AGENCY—made me feel good for a second.
Then a black anger churned in me. 1
stormed into the reception room, which
was empty. I had picked out this leather-
upholstered furniture and the secretary’s
desk. It was a good front. I'd gone whole
hog to give Jessup a good start.

Next I went into Jessup’s office. He was
coming around his desk, evidently having
heard the outer door slam. His face was
away from the window so I couldn’t see
what his eyes and mouth were doing. But
his whole figure had stiffened. Then his
hand came out, and his voice was hearty:

“Hiya, Jack: What a surprise!” .

“I'll take that hand gladly, Frank, when
you give me the straight of this blackmail
business.”

\|OW I could see his face. It started to
come apart before he caught himself.
The stupid, baffled expression he put on
didn’t go right with Franklin Jessup’s
rather intelligent face. He was tall, well
set up with the hint of a pot. He cocked
his head, asking:

“What blackmail case, Jack?”

I said evenly: “Look, Frank. Don't
futz around. You just tipped your mitt
with your lousy acting. I've seen enough
people squirm to know when a jerk is
squirming. I'm laying it on the line. Trot
out the blackmail list and what evidence
you have. You can give it to me, and get
the hell out of here. Or I'll start taking
you apart until you do give it to me. Take
your choice—and take it damned fast.”

Franklin Jessup sagged. “Honest, Jack,
I don’t know—" He stopped, looked over
my shoulder.

I took a look, too, knowing I could get
my .44 out and light a cigarette before
Jessup could draw.

There was a guy standing just inside the
door. He was holding an automatic. He

-
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was shorter than Jessup but more com-
pactly built. B-girls would have consi-_
dered him flashy and good looking. I
said to him:

“Keep your gun steady till I finish with

Jessup.” Then I looked back to Jessup, -

asking: “Were you about to say that you
didn’t know what made you do it? That’s
the usual line in a case like this.”

The guy behind me spoke up. “He

wasn’t going to say anything.” When I

ignored him, he spoke to Jessup. “Frank,
is this our big boss from New York?”

I stared open mouthed at Jessup. “God
Almighty! Don’t tell me that you hired
that two-bit twirp in my organization!
He'd do us more harm than a blackmail
rap.” :

The jerk behind me said: “You go
right on, Mr. Blackmoor, and you'll talk
yourself into an open grave. Frank
couldn’t give you the list you want, if you
clawed his eyeballs out. I've got them.”

I still ignored him. “Listen to his talk,
Frank. God-awful tough, isn’t he? The
boys on Broadway would laugh me off the
Big Stem, if theyknew a schmoe like this
was working for Blackmoor.”

Whispering footsteps sounded behind
me. I turned. The guy had reversed his
automatic and the butt aimed for my
head. I flicked out my .44 and grinned
at him.

His handsome face got fish-mouthed. He
stood there frozen, too startled to move.
I raked my .44 sight across his chin. He
went down, his automatic bouncing on the
rug. I put the automatic in my hip pocket,
and turned back to Jessup.

“You're more stupid than I thought. If
you hired that punk why the hell didn’t
you tell him how to club with a gun? Did
you see how he held it?” Then I grabbed
Jessup by his lapels and shoved my .44
into his throat. “Now you tell me what
hapened to the girl who phoned me in New
York?” S

As I said, Franklin Jessup was a lousy
actor. The bewildered surprise on his
scared face was an honest reaction. I let
him see the pure hell in my eyes, then I
viciously jabbed my belly-gun into his

THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

pot. A gust of air whooshed from his
mouth. He jackknifed in half, wrapped his
arms around his belly and dropped to the
floor. -

The other guy would be coming around
now. Working him over would be a dis-
tinct pleasure. I turned to prod him with
my foot.

He'd come around all right. He'd
scrammed the hell out of the office. I
growled at the moaning Jessup:

“You see what bad company does for a
man? I'm getting as lousy as you two. And
I must be going soft. I should've hit that
jerk hard enough to break his damned
jaw.”

If Jessup made any reply it was man-
gled with his moaning. I walked out of the
office and into the reception room.

TANDING just inside the corridor door
was a redhead in a too-tight green
dress. She was digging furiously into a
big handbag. Lipstick, compact and ciga-
rettes flew to the floor. I walked over to
her and took the bag from her hands. She
gasped and crouched back against the
wall, her green eyes glaring hatred at me.
I fished a tiny .25 revolver from the bag.
Then I dumped the rest of the junk from
the bag onto the floor, put the gun back,
zippered it and tucked it under her arm.
I said:
“We can walk ten paces, turn and fire.”
Her lips drew back from sharp, cat-like
teeth. “So you're the big stink.”

I stared at her. My voice was a hoarse
croak when I managed: “Don't tell me
that you work here.”

She slanted her hating eyes toward the
steno desk. “That’s the salt mine.”

I took her by the arm and walked her
into Jessup's office. He had dragged him-
self up into his chair. “Jessup,” I yelled"
at him, “this dopey broad can’t even get a
gun out of a trunk.” I cupped my open
hand over her sneery face and shoved
her. She landed sprawling in the chair
beside Jessup. Her tight skirt had man-
aged to ride high enough to show the lace
of her frosty blue panties.

She let her skirt stay that way while
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she called me twenty names without a sin-
gle repetition.

When she took a breath, I cut in with:
“Listen hard, you two—and you can tell
that schlup with the pretty puss. I want
that blackmail evidence in this office by
tomorrow morning. If it isn’t, I'm going to
track down every one of you and break
every damned bone in your bodies.” I
walked out.

The redhead dredged another name to
- fling after me. She knew them all. an
they came fast and easy. :

When I got back to the Beach-View
Hotel desk, the clerk handed me an en-
velope of hotel stationery. I must have
sweated forty bullets while I ripped open
the flap. The note read:

I AM THE GIRL AT THE END OF

THE BAR. BRUNETTE. WHITE

SUIT. LAVENDER BLOUSE. ¢
MISS JONES

The hotel bar was mostly empty now.
The cocktail-hour crowd had either fil-
tered into the dining room or gone up-
stairs to pass out. Several die-hards were
gulping down just “one more™ before the
distasteful chore of killing the glow with
food.

At the far end of the bar sat “Miss
Jones.” She was a brunette all right, with
jet-black hair caressing the shoulders of
her white suit. She had mentioned her
lavender blouse, but she hadn’t said how
beautifully filled it was going to be. And
she had definitely neglected to mention
her pale-lavender nylons and spike-heeled
white shoes. »

There were several empty stools be-
side her. Her frosty, minding-my-own-
business mien had something to do with
this unusual situation. Also, the nearest
man to her, drooling over his nth “white
lightning” martini, was talking to himself.

I walked over to her, seeing that her
eyes were following my reflection in the
back-bar mirror. I paused beside her, con-
scious that her delicate perfume was
touching me with tantalizing fingers. I
murmured: ’ ¢

“Miss Jones?”

She turned her head and I got the full

impact of her startling eyes. Her eyes, a
light violet, were in startling contrast to
her jet-black hair and sun-tanned skin. I
started thinking of her violet eyes, black
hair, lavender nylons—and decided I had
better first get to the business at hand.

Her voice, which over the long-distance
phone had reminded me of long legs, hard
liquor and soft lips, now packed an even
higher voltage. “And you?” She was a
sultry, slow-talking gal.

“Blackmoor,” I said. “When you didn’t
show for our appointment, I. was afraid
something had happened to you.”

“And you did something about it, Mr.
Blackmoor?”

“I wasn’t sure that you had been hurt,
so I just asked some questions.”

Her violet eyes ran over my six feet and
some inches. A hard glint came into those
eyes. “They’ve made my life a living hell.
Tell me what you did—please, Jack.”

Y FIRST name coming from those red,
wet-looking lips made me feel good.
“Nothing much. I just wiped my gun-
sight on pretty-puss’ chin, and punched
the barrel into Jessup’s belly. By morn-
ing they'll either hand over their records,
or land in the hospital, maybe the morgue.
How about a refill on your dry manhat-
tan?”
She rested slender, lavender-tipped fin-
gers on my arm. ‘“Just like that. Sure,
fella, let’s have a dozen dry manhattans.”

When the drinks came and we each had
a healthy swallow, she said: “My name is
Sandra Hale.”

I took another quick drink. Her family
name was one of the most distinguished in
both Philly and Shore City. I wagged my
head. “I can see how those jerks had you
over a barrel.”

“They literally suggested that, but I de-
cided to use my allowance and what I
could borrow from Dad. But they kept on
demanding more and more. I'm at the
point now where I can’t borrow or beg a
dime from anyone. You can see what
you’ve done for me, Jack.”

I put my hand over hers. “In the morn-
ing I'll see what shape the accounts are in,
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In any event, you'll get back every dime.”

Sandra squeezed my hand. “I never ex-
pected that. I won't let you do it. Just to
feel free again is all I want.” She looked
down into her cocktail glass. “You haven't
:fasked me what they were blackmailing me
or.”

“None of my business,” I said. “What-
ever they have on you will be burned un-
opened. Forget it.”

“I was once very foolish,” said Sandra
slowly. “If my stupidity became gener-
ally known, it would very likely mess up
other people.”

“Skip it, Sandra. You were foolish once
—okay. I've been foolish many times. The
difference is that blackmailers know that
you won’t shoot holes in their guts.”

Sandra leaned close to me. “I'm going
to kiss you, Jack. Pinch me—if I forget to
stop.”

“Hold it, sugar. Damn the luck! There’s
a redhead in a green dress over at the
door. Do you know her?”

“No,” said Sandra. “Didn't you want
her to see me kissing you?"” ,

“I definitely want her to see us kissing.
But as long as you don’t know each other,
you won'’t get a bullet in your back. She’s
Jessup’s steno. And she’s got a gun in that
bag. . .. Now, sugar, make like a B-girl."”
I drew her toward me.

Sandra slipped one arm around my neck
and pressed her scented lips to mine. All
of her months of nervous tension seemed
to release itself in her quivering kiss.
Then her mouth formed a smile. Her in-
credibly soft tongue traced the line of my
lips. I had just decided to carry her up
the seven flights to my room when the
redhead’s voice intruded into the bliss:

“Nice going, Mr. Blackmoor.” -

Sandra and I reluctantly drew apart.
Her violet eyes, now a deeper shade of
purple, told me she didn’t want to stop.

I turned to the redhead. “What do you
want?”

“To be friends,” she said, moving closer.

Sandra coolly looked over the redhead,
then slanted a glance at me. “I didn’t
know there was going to be competition,
fella.”

I gaid:
Smith.”

The girls didn't even bother to look at
each other.

Sandra went about the pleasant task of
repairing her smudged lips, and ignored
both the redhead and me. .

The redhead looked almost pretty now
that she wasn’t shooting sparks of hatred
from her green eyes. She picked up a
cocktail napkin from the bar and wiped
Sandra’s lipstick from my face. Then the
redhead said:

“Mr. Jessup will meet you in your room
in fifteen minutes, Mr. Blackmoor. He is
fully prepared to carry out your wishes.”

I could feel Sandra’s thigh stiffen against
mine. Outwardly she betrayed no emo-
tion.

“Damned nice of Jessup,” I told the red-
head. “But he can cool his heels while I
have another drink. What are you drink-
ing, Red? Join the party.”

“Miss Jones, meet Miss—er—

E ALL had a drink in front of us. I

took a sip from mine and slid from
the stool. “Dont you girls claw each other
while I'm powdering my nose.” I left
therg before any reply could be made. I
asked the bartender where “It” was. He
pointed his thumb, and I went in that di-
rection until I was out of the cocktail
lounge. Then I made a bee-line for the
stairs and ran up to the seventh floor.
When I got there, I realized I wasn’t quite
as young as I used to be. I let myself into
my room. :

The so-called “sitting room” was empty.
The bathroom was empty. But Franklin
Jessup occupied the bedroom floor. His
skull had been cracked by a deft, clean
blow. There was no mess or blood. Pretty-
puss evidently could do a good job, if he
sneaked up behind a man. And he could
do a fairly good lock job in getting in and
out of a person’s hotel room. His stock
went up a few points in my estimation.

I quickly took the screen out of my liv-
ing-room window, then snicked out all the
lights. In the darkness I lugged Jessup’s
mortal remains over to the window and
dumped him out. I heard a dull thud
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when his body hit the sandy back yard
between the two hotels. I replaced the
screen. I had just stepped ihto the corri-
dor, closed the door and locked it—when
the elevator door opened.

Pretty-puss and another man stepped
out and came toward me. Pretty-puss had
a strip of adhesive tape on his classical
chin,

He called to me, having a hard time
keeping the gloating out of his voice:

“Oh, going into your room, Mr. Black-
moor? We're just in time. This is Mr.
Rawson, the hotel detective. . . Mr. Raw-
gon, this is the great Mr. Blackmoor of the
Blackmoor Detective Agency.”

Rawson shook hands as if he meant it.
I returned the friendly pressure.

I don’t know what kept me from blast-
ing Pretty-puss’ jaw, unless it was because
I wanted to see the surprise on his face
when he discovered there was no corpse
in my room. I said:

“I was just going back to the bar. We
can talk down there.”

Pretty-puss was almost grinning at me.
“Here’s your room. Why not go in there?”

“I've got two girls down at the bar. We
can make a party of it.”

“We can do that later,” said Pretty-puss.
“I've frankly told Mr. Rawson of the
threats you made to Jessup this afternoon
because you didn’t like the way he was
running this brafich. Jessup told me he
was coming here to see you. I was afraid
for his safety.”

Rawson put in: “If there might be some
trouble, let’s keep it out of the har. Sup-
pose we step into your room, Mr. Black-
moor.”

I was laughing inside at Pretty-puss
when I opened the door, and turnéd on the
lights. Pretty-puss almost knocked both
Rawson and me down to get inside. I could
see the sneery grin on his face. It was
worthwhile not punching him just to
watch his face fall like soft, wet putty. He
ran into the bedroom, even looked under
the bed. Then the bathroom. When he
came out, his face was working.

I ignored him and went over to the
scotch bottle. “Mr. Rawson, while we are

waiting for Jessup we may as well have
a snort.”

That was all right with Rawson.

PRE'I"I‘Y~PUSS got up the nerve to con-

front me. When he started to open his
mouth, I hit him. Not a bad punch for the
short distance it traveled. My fist almost
tore his head from his shoulders. He
wouldn’t be leaving this room for the next
half hour, unless someone carried him
out.

Rawson sprang to his feet, his hand on
his hip-pocket gun.

I said: “Relax, Rawson. The schlup had
it coming to him. Let's have another
round and I'll tell you a story.”

Rawson was wary, but he took the re-
fill of scotch. I lugged Pretty-puss, who
wouldn'’t be pretty again for one hell of a
long time, into the bedroom and placed
him in just the same position Jessup had
been. Then I pulled the spread of the bed
and threw it over him. Going back to
Rawson, I said:

“Not ten minutes ago, Jessup was in
that position with his skull bashed in. I
tossed him out the window.”

Then I told Rawson the whole damned
story from the phone call to New York to
my smacking Pretty-puss, with the excep-
tion of Sandra’s name. When I finished,
he said quietly: “You're still in the soup,
Blackmoor. I know that you tossed the

stiff out the window.”

“Nuts to the stiff,” I said. “No one can
prove it was ever in this room, or that I
tossed it out. Now, look, I have a ltitle
scheme in mind. Play along with me, and
you’ll discover I always return a favor.”

“Meaning what, Blackmoor?”

“Meaning I'm going to need a branch
manager here in Shore City. You look like
a good Joe to me, and this is your town.
When this scheme of mine works out, the
job is yours. And your first assignment is
to find out where that jerk in the next
room is hiding the blackmail stuff. When
you turn it over to me unopened, we’ll
burn it together. Then you’re top eye in
this man’s town. Is it worth a try?”

Rawson stood up. “You have a fair rep
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- with the boys, Blackmoor. It’s sure worth
a try.”

“Then stand in the shower behind the
curtain—and listen.”

I went to the phone, got the bartender
and told him to put on the redhead I'd
bought a drink for.

She wasn’t long in getting on the wire.

“Red,” I said huskily, “I've got to see
you. Come up.”

“Isn’t Randy there?” she asked. So that
was Pretty-puss’ name.

“No,” I said. “And I want to see you
before anyone comes. You can help me.”

“Imagine that, Mr. Blackmoor. Poor lit-
tle me helping great big you.”

“Please,” I muttered, and hung up. Be-
fore the instrument hit the cradle bar I
heard her bark of a laugh.

She’d come up. She couldn't resist the
chance to see me squirm.

And she did come up, swinging her hips
jauntily as she came into the room. She
flashed a glance at the bedroom, saw the
body on the floor, and smiled sweetly at
me.

I said: “Thanks for coming up, Red.”

“What can I do for you, you baboon? I
can’t grab your face and shove you into a
chair. Maybe I can give you a last treat,
though.” She sank into a chair and crossed
her legs, letting her dress ride high enough
for me again to see her frosty blue panties.
She said: “Take a good look. You won’t
be seeing any of this where you’re.going.”

I turned my back on her, and picked up
my straight scotch. I had to turn away
from her, or I might have belted her. If I
had been in the spot she thought I was in,
she was doing the lowest, meanest thing
she could possibly do. Not that I would
have been giving that very much thought,
but in her twisted brain she figured it was
uppermost in every man's mind. When I
finished my scotch, I turned and said:

“Drink?”

“Sure, I'll have a last drink with you.
I'll drink to your being well broiled in the
hot seat.”

When I handed her the drink, I said:
“You seem to know a lot about what hap-
pened in. the other room.”

She smiled sweetly at me, raised the
glass and sipped. She had lowered her legs
somewhat now and was just showing her
stocking tops.

I WAS beginning to wonder how I could
stall her. And I was afraid I had hit
Randy too hard. He might be out for two
hours.

The redhead sipped her drink slowly.
Her eyes never left mine. I tried to act
like I was squirming. The act must have
been fairly good, for she seemed to be
having a hell of a good time.

Rawson was a pretty good egg to stand
so long and so quiet. Most guys would
have come barging out and said nuts. But
then most guys are not taken from hotel-
dick jobs and put into an agency manager-
ship.

It was then that the low groan came
from the bedroom. The redhead leaped
from her chair as if someone had thrust a
hot poker through the seat. She crouched
in feline tension, stared wide-eyed into
the bedroom. Another groan came—and
then the “corpse” decided to move.

“He’s alive!” I yelled at her. I snatched
up the phone. Holding the bar down, I
yelled excitedly: “Send me a doctor!
Emergency!” v

The redhead was clinging to the back of
the chair, watching the “corpse” twitch
from time to time. Then she covered her
eyes and sank back into the chair.

I said softly: “And now Jessup can
name his would-be killer.”

That brought her head up, got her think-
ing a moment. She said hoarsely: “He’ll
think it was me. He was facing me.”

“It’s sure going to be tough on you, Red
—if you are innocent. Jessup will remem-
ber the last face he saw before he blacked
out. He'll tell that to the police.”

She clutched the arms of the chair. “I
didn’t do it. I didn’t even know it was
going to happen.”

“Tough, Red. When Randy gets wind
of this, he's going to lose himself in dark-
est Africa. You’'ll take the rap. ... Damn,
where’s that doctor!” I ran into the bed-
room, gently kicked Randy in the temple
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and came out again. “He’s alive all right,”
I said quite truthfully.

Then the redhead blurted: “Randy
killed him—or tried to kill him. I saw him.
I'll tell the cops! T'll tell the world!”

I raised my voice: “Okay, Rawson.”

Rawson came out of the bathroom. I
pulled the counterpane off Randy, but by
then the redhead had gone into a real, hon-
est-to-God faint. She went head first to
the floor.

Rawson wagged his head at me. “It was
a beaut, Boss. I'll learn a powerful lot
about thls detectlve business workmg for
a guy like you.”

“Fine, Rawson. You're on the payroll
starting now. Get the cops up here. I'll
see you later. I have something important
to do.”

Rawson frowned. “The cops won't like
your leaving—" Then he grinned. “You're
the boss.”

OWN in the bar Sandra was still
perched on her stool. She was slightly
tight. Her voice was smokier and her
words a bit slower when she said, “Now
that you’ve finished with the redhead—"
I lowered my voice: “The redhead fin-
ished herself. She’s about to be arrested.
Pretty-puss Randy will fry in the. sizzle
seat, and Jessup is dead. Let’s get out of
here quick. I don’t want you to become in-
volved.”

We left the hotel in no time. Sandra’s
car was in a nearby parking lot. As she
got the car rolling down Surf Avenue, she
took a breath. “All that in.a half hour!”

I grinned. “And I got me a new branch
manager to boot. Talking him into taking
the job was the toughest part of the whole
deal.”

Sandra pulled up into a dead-end street
that faced the moonlighted ocean. She cut
the motor and lights, and leaned back in
the seat. Then I heard a sob. I looked
closely and saw the tears streaming down
her cheeks. I got out my handkerchief.

“Now, sugar, take it easy. The whole
thing is over. You should be happy.”

“I am happy,” she said in a small voice.
“The happiest I can ever remember hav-
ing been.”

I put my arm around her. She snug-
gled tightly against me. She rested her
head on my shoulder, her nose against my
cheek. We sat that way for a long time.
Presently she said:

“This calls for soft music.” She pressed
in a station featuring dreamy band music.

I closed my eyes to let her perfumed
hair and the music engulf me. Then my
eyes shot open. An announcer was saying:

“

. and will Mr. John Blackmoor of
the Blackmoor Detective Agency please
call Police Headquarters. The au-’
thorities would like a statement from
him ....”

The dream music came on again.

I said: “Like old times, by God! The
cops looking for me—and my holding a
witness.”

Sandra’s arm slid around my neck.
“Hold this witness tighter.”

I gave her a bear hug. When she opened
her mouth to gasp, I kissed her.

I

Muriel Havens was slated for a horrible death because she
was the only one who could identify . . .
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Then the job was Al’s, a job he knew well,
He took only the furs which she had ap-
praised, only pieces which were on display.

“Yes, dopey,” she said. “I can still get
us out of this. I'll have to.”

Just hearing this from her made him lean
back and relax a little, She had the brains.
She would get them clear somehow. He was
the dumb one. He had loused it up. He
. thought of the fifteen thousand dollars in her
" purse. All gotten with her brains. He was
only the muscle hoy, the hood.

Nobody ever suspected a heautiful woman

like her, a woman who could dress to kill
and look like a million dollars, of working
on a layout for a thief. It had worked fine
for months. She could walk into a fur salon
with her haughty air and get a look at every
fur within reach—and she could come out
with the location of every alarm wire in the
place memorized.
Surprisingly enough, these furs were often
harder for their owners to describe than furs
from their vaults. And the fences liked to get
the goods in small bunches.

E KNEW that lfe had started their run

of bad luck when he had gone away
from the house with his billfold in his pocket,
as she had told him never to do. Then. inside
the darkened fur shop, right where she had
told him to be extra careful, he had stumbled
right into the damn alarm. Tt was more bum
luck that the police car was so near when the
alarm went off. They had pulled up in front
before he could reach the street.

The cop who piled out of the cruiser had
been a rookie, or he would never have asked
for Al’s identification without frisking him
first. Al could still see the look of surprise
on the cop’s face as he had brought the
wallet out in one hand and the gun in the
other.

He hadn’t meant to kill him, but when he
started shooting he couldn’t stop. And he
was scared after he dropped the wallet. The
other cop had yelled and shot at him, but he
hadn’t been too keen about following him far
with his buddy already dying on the pave-
ment. Al had gotten away, knowing that the
wallet would cause trouble, with Madge’s
picture in it and everything.

Madge had been mad clear through, but
she had known what to do. They had been
on their way within fifteen minutes after he’d
told her about the wallet : and they had hardly
passed the suburbs before the car radio had
brought them the first bulletins.

“Where are we going, Madge?'” Al said.
“Out of state?”

“Ha, ha,” she said humorlessly. “Just try
it now. You killed a cop, remember? We're
going north into the timber, up to Widow
Bluker’s place.”

“But that's where vou grew up,” Al ob-
jected. “They'll look there sure.”

“Sure they will,” she said. “But they
won’t look hard. They won’t expect to find
us there. We’ve got to outsmart them. Al.”

“Yeah.” he said nervously. “And I guess
you can do that.” He thanked his stars that
she was a woman with brains.

They drove in silence for four more hours,
keeping far away from the main highways.
Al kept the radio dials spinning, picking up
news broadcasts. They were all the same
now. The poljce weren’t giving any more
information on the search: but Al knew that
they would be looking all over the state by
now.

Long after midnight, Madge turned the
car onto a gravel road beside a river. She
stopped where the road turned back from a
high bank above the water. ‘“Better get the
stuff and get out,” she said.

“What are you doing? You ain’t ditchin’
the car?”

She glared at him. “Maybe you think we
ought to park it in front of Bluker’s? Use
your head for a change.”

“Sure. You're right.” Al took their bags
from the car and stood by the side of the
road as she held the car in gear and eased it
off into the water. “That’s Pike’s Hole
there,” she said. “Thirty fect of water and
ten more of mud.”

Now they walked away from the river,
and Madge led the way on a road which
was little more than a path. They came out
of the woods at the rear of a small frame
house in a clearing. “Bluker’s,” Madge said.
“The widow’s in bed.” She went to the back
door and knocked.

An upstairs window opened, and the head
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of a woman in night dress appeared. “Land
sakes,” she said. “Is that you, Madge?"”

;‘"Sure enough, Blanche. Can you let me
in?

“Well, T guess I can. I can’t think of
anyone I'd rather let in. You just hold on
a minute.” Her head disappeared from the
window, and in a moment she unlocked the
door for them. She hugged Madge fondly
and cried. o

Inside, after the greetings, Madge told
Blanche Bluker a story which made even
Al blink a little. She told the widow that she
was in trouble with the city police and that
they would have to stay here for a while.
According to Madge, the trouble with the
police was all a terrible mistake, and she had
a high-powered lawyer hired to straighten
things out. The lawyer had hired Al, she
said, to come along and protect her.

Blanche Bluker appeared to believe every
word of it. She patted Madge's shoulder
consolingly and said, “You’re welcome here.
You know that. You can stay as long as you
like, and I'll shoo away anyone who comes
looking for you.”

SO MADGE went to bed in Blanche’s bed-
room, and Al was given the guest room,
while the widow slept on the couch by the
door. After he was sure that the old lady
was asleep. Al let himself into Madge’s
room. She was in bed, wearing pink pajamas
and reading.

* “Is, she going to swallow that story?” Al
said. “What are we going to do if the cops
should come here tonight?”

Madge smiled slyly. “Sure she’ll believe it.
She brought me up from pigtails. I could
always cry a little and make her believe any-
thing I told her. She doesn’t take a news-
paper, and she doesn’t have a radio.

“Don’t worry about cops tonight. Every
cop in the state couldn’t get Sheriff Dalm
out here from town tonight. He’s too sweet
on Blanche to wake her in the middle of the
night. We can stay here as long as we like.
There’s a big root cellar under the house,
and we can hide there if anyone comes. Quit
worrying and go to bed.”

Al padded down the hall again, and the
more he thought about it the prouder he was

of Madge. There couldn’t be any place bet-
ter than this, with the old lady to cook for
them and everything. They could stay here
until things cooled off and then drift.

In the morning they took their baggage
down into the root cellar, and Madge threw
a bunch of dirty things at Blanche to wash.
“We’ll be snug enough here,” she said and,
wheh Blanche’s back was turned, added,
“You’ll get sick and tired of reading farm
magazines, but it'll beat jail.”

She was right. By noon Al was so sick
of reading about feed mixtures and potato
planting that he was almost glad when
Blanche came from the kitchen and said,
“Sheriff Dalm’s car just came around the
river bend. You two better go and hide.”

They went down into the root cellar, and
in five minutes they heard the sheriff’s car
stop beside the house. He knocked on the
back door, and Blanche let him in.

“Afternoon, Bianche,” he said. He stam-
mered and mumbled something about not
wanting to bring bad news, and then asked
if Blanche had been hearing from the adopt-

. ed girl she used to have around.

“No,” Blanche said smoothly. “I haven’t
heard from her for months. She was doing
fine in the city the last time I got a letter,
but she don’t write much any more. Why
do you ask, Sheriff?”

“Oh, it isn’t much,” the sheriff said. ““She’s
in a little trouble with the police, but it
isn't a matter of life and death—for her. If
you should get a letter from her or if she
should drop in, you let me know right away.
Okay?”

“I certainly will, Sheriff,” Blanche re-
plied. “And you let me know if you hear any
more about her, won’t you?"

“T'll let you know right away,” the sheriff
said. “’By, Blanche.” In a moment they
heard his car pull away, and Madge smiled
and lifted the trap door to let them out of
the cellar.

Blanche Bluker grinned impishly. “I could

always handle that Sherxff Dalm. He's been

sweet on me for years.”

Within another hour Al grew tired of
playing solitaire. The afternoon sun had
warmed the house, and he walked to a win-
dow to let in a breeze. He opened the win-
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bunch of kids who had gotten into a fair
share of trouble. But the trouble we
got into was the kind all kids love. It was
never anything really bad.

Sam was different. In the neighbor-
hood, it was too important to be tough,
to be big. It meant you commanded a cer-
tain respect not given the little ones. And
Sam Ancero was little. It was strange,
because Marty was a big lug, but Sam
was a runt and it rankled in his soul.

From the first, Sam was quiet and surly

" and friendless. He was mad at the world,

but none of us thought anything about
it. Then Sam shot the thug raiding his
dad’s fruit market. After that, it was pret-

ty plain that Sam was heading for real -

trouble. After that, he walked big and
talked big and wasn’t ever without a gun.
His folks tried to discipline him and failed,
so Marty tried. Sam liked Marty, but he
wouldn’t listen even to him. He began
to run with a tough crowd and when he
was eighteen, he left the neighborhood
for good. He came back for occasional
visits and he was always well-dressed and
driving a good car. But there were bad
rumors around about him.

Marty and I grew up and he took over
the fruit market when his dad had the
stroke. I joined the force and worked my
way up to lieutenant after ten hard years.
I learned a lot more about Sam Ancero.
He had a bad reputation, even in the
underworld. The hoods were scared of
him, scared of his hair-trigger temper and
his meanness. He would shoot anytime
and they all knew it.

The boys walked soft around Sam
Ancero.

He was thought by the department to
have had a hand in at least ten gangland
killings, but there was never anything
proved against him. The name of Sam
Ancero was a name to be reckoned with
in the underworld, but down in the neigh-
borhood, it was a matter of deep shame
that killed Sam’s parents. It was a tough
burden for Marty too, but he never said
anything.

I reached Headquarters and climbed
the three flights of stairs to Captain

Shang’s office. He scowled when I came
in, but in thought, not in anger. He was
moving a pencil around the top of his
desk with his blunt fingers, a sure.sign
He was worried. I knew part of the news,
so I wasn’t surprised.

“I suppose you heard,” he said.

“I heard a little of it,” I said and took
a chair. :

“The mayor wants Sam Ancero
knocked off. He says the Farley killing
Wednesday was the last straw. Between
us, Farley had a lot of powerful friends,
even if he was a crook. They're puttin’
the heat on the mayor and he’s passin’ it
on to us.”

“We haven’t any proof it was Sam. He
and Farley were feuding, but we don’t
know he did it.”

“There’s a witness. She saw Sam at the
time near the scene of the shooting. With
what we have, it’s enough to get a con-
viction. She was found last night, after
you went home. She says she didn’t know
it was important, so she didn’t come in
earlier. There wasn’t anything in the pa-
pers about us thinkin’ Sam did it; so that
sounds all right.”

“Who's the witness?”

ELEN CONNORS,” he replied softly.

He watched my face then, to see what
was going to happen. I don’t know wheth-
er he saw anything, or not, because I've
been covering up my emotions for a long
time, but it was a real belly-punching
shock. I leaned across the desk, breath-
ing hard.

“You're takmg care of her, aren’t you,
Dan? You aren’t letting her walk around
outside?” I was scared. My mouth was
dry and I felt my skin prickle. I had
known Helen Connors since we were both
six years old. We had grown up together
and she was the first date I ever had.
We had gone together off-and-on ever
since. The way it was, we were miserable
together and miserable apart, so we final-
ly gave up and dropped it. But she was
still the finest person I'd ever known and
Malone knew how I felt about her.

“Sure, kid,” he said softly. “We wouldn’t

e



98 THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

be foolish enough to leave her out where
he could get at her; you know that.” I
leaned back in the chair and breathed a
little easier.

“Where is she?”

“At her place. It's a fourth-floor apart-
ment and doesn’t connect in any way with
the adjoining apartments. The only way
anyone can get in is through the front
door. I've got three men stationed there
and a policewoman inside with her. She's
safe.”

“Have you picked up Sam yet?”

“No. He got word somehow that a pick-
up was out for him and skipped. He’s hid-
ing out somewhere around town, is my
guess. I have men combing the city for
him.”

“Listen, Dan, this is serious.”. I was
sweating and my stomach was tight. I
remembered how Sam Ancero was, and
I was scared. Not for me, but for Helen
Connors. “You've got her covered, but
he'll get to her somehow, sometime. She
has to come out sometime, and when she
does, he'll get her. You don’t know him
like I do. He's got some screws loose and
he’s as vicious as a mad dog. He's cun-
ning, too."”

“That’s what I wanted to see you about.
You've got to find -him.  You know him;
you’re the only man I've got that does.
Find him and bring him in and she’ll be
safe. No one in the underworld will do
anything to help him once he's put away.
They'll be glad to be rid of him. As long
as he’s out, he can hire things to be done,
but once he’s in here, he’s as good as sit-
ting in the hot seat. Find him and bring
him in.”

I stood up and I guess the fear I felt
was showing, because he nodded soberly,
“Sure, kid, I know how it is, but she saw
the guy and she’s the first one who ever
has. It’s the first crack we ever had at
him and we have to chance it.”

I left then, before I forgot I was a cop
and started begging him to drop it. I
couldn’t stand the thought of Helen being
stalked by the kill-mad Ancero. I went out
to my car and drove to her apartment
house. I took the elevator up to four

and went down the long hallway to 415.
The cops at the door were watching me
from the moment I turned the corner and
they didn'’t relax until they were sure who
it was. They were being cautious, which
was a tribute to Ancero’s toughness. They
weren't foolish enough to take any
chances. I stopped and talked to them
a minute before I knocked.

“You're watching close enough, boys,”
I said, “but don’t relax for a second. And
don’t let anyone you don't know into the
place no matter how hard they beg. Even
if they look like your sainted aunt.”

“Don’t worry, lieutenant, they won't
get to her,” Bill Frailick said and gave
me his grin. Having him there reassured
me. He's a good man and lightning with
a gun.

I KNOCKED lightly on the door. It came

open an inch and the pinched face of
the policewoman stared out at me. “It's
okay,” Frailick said and she opened up.
She didn't know me and I was pleased
that she had waited to be told. The
detail was being run right.

I went inside and Helen rose from the
davenport and came to meet me. She was
tall and her figure was perfect. Her pretty
face was a small oval, but what you no-
ticed were the eyes. They were green,
green as an emerald is green and you
could swim in their depths.

“What's the idea of being in the wrong
place at the wrong time?” I asked and
grinned. She smiled back and from the
smile I knew she thought this was all a
lot of foolishness. That wasn’t good. That
made it tougher.

“They’re making too big a thing of it,
John,” she said gently and put her hand
on my arm. “Don’t worry ahout me. I've
known Sammy Ancero all his life. He
wouldn’t hurt me.”

“You don’t know him at all,” I said -
harshly. “You knew a kid and he’s not a-

kid any more. He’s killed people before
and he’ll be after you. I know him. I
know what he’ll do. For my sake, do
what we tell you until after the trial.
Don’t think this is foolish, because believe
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It’s hard- to figure what a guy like that’s
going to do. But until we find him. you're
going to stay put.”

“But he’s after you, too. He'll shoot
you from ambush. You won’t have a
chance. You’ll have to hide, too.”

“I have to keep looking for him. He’ll
come out after me, and he might give us a
chance at him. If both of us are on ice,
he'll lay low.”

“Why won't Marty tell you where he
is?”

“He doesn’t realize how far Sam’s gone.
They're brothers and Marty can’t forget
that. If I could ever make him realize that
Sam is trying to kill you and me, he'd
turn him in fast enough.”

HEN an idea whirled me around and

I ran for the phone. Mavbe, just may-
be, I had stumbled on the answer. Helen
started to ask a question, but I cut her
off with a wave of my hand. I dialed the
number of Marty’s fruit stand. knowing
he stayed open until nine o’clock. He
answered after a short wait.

“This is John, Marty. Listen, kid, I'm
going to ask you another favor, a big one.
You heard about the cop that was shot
this afternoon?”

“Yeah, I heard.” His voice was cool.

“They were trying to get Helen, Marty,
and the cop got in the way.”

“It wasn’t Sam,” he said. but there was
a shade of doubt in his voice.

“It was Sam’s men, because we got 'em.
Now listen, kid, I want you to do this.
You contact Sam and let him know I'll
be there at your place at nine o’clock.
when you close. Tell him I'll be there
alone and that I don’t know you’re con-
tacting him. If he’s the fair-haired boy you
think he is, this won’t hurt him. If he
isn’t, it’s time you were finding it out.”

He thought about it for quite a while.
“You’'ll come alone? No tricks?”

“No tricks, kid. You have my word.”
“All right, John, I'll do it. But you're
all wrong about Sam.” He hung up and I
turned to Helen with a triumphant grin.
“We’ve got a chance; he’s going to do
it. Sam won’t pass up a chance at me,
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especially since he trusts Marty and
knows I'll be there alone. He'll figure I
wanted to question Marty.” Helen stood
up and came to me. She put her arms
around my neck and looked up into my
eyes.

“Be careful, darling,” she said, very
softly. I saw what was in her eyes and I
bent my head and kissed her, feeling very
humble. I knew then that we had been
fools, that we should never have stayed
apart so long. But it wasn’t the time to
say anything, not with Sam Ancero look-
ing for mé. I put her gently away from
me and went to the door.

“You stay right here until I come back,
understand?” She nodded and blew me a
kiss as I stepped out into the hall. They
had taken Frailik away and there were
four new men there now. The police-
woman was with them and she went into
the apartment when I came out.

I went downstairs, got my car and start-
ed across town, really moving. It was
already eight o’clock and I wanted to get
to the market before Sam had a chance
to lay a trap. Everything hinged on get-
ting him inside.

I parked directly in front of the market,
which was still open, and hurried inside,
my back muscles crawling as I passed
through the lighted doorway. Marty was
waiting on a late customer and didn’t look
at me until the woman had gone. Then
he turned his black eyes on me and I saw
that they were glittering wickedly.

“If you're wrong, John, I'm going to
break your neck.”

“If I'm wrong, I'll let you. Now, pull
all the shades.” He went to the windows
and pulled the shades and then clicked
the locks on both front and back doors.
He came back to the counter where I was
sitting and he saw the .45 automatic I had
laying there beside me. I shoved it at
him.

“You might need this. If I'm wrong,
just keep it out of sight. Sam’ll have some
playmates with him.” He stared at me for
a minute, but in the end, he picked it up
and stuck it in his waist-band, under his
apron. It didn’t show.
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We sat and waited then. Time crawled
by, gradually tightening our nerves until
we were as jumpy as a pair of cats. I lit
a cigarette, didn’t like the taste, and
ground it out. Marty had a bunch of
grapes in his hand and he kept popping
one into his mouth and then spitting the
seeds savagely across the room. I glanced
at him and saw harsh, deadly implacabil-
ity stamped on his broad face.

The door handle rattled slightly at ten
after nine. Marty looked at me and I
nodded. He slid off the counter and
walked to the door. I went along beside
him and stopped to the left of the door,
against the wall. I didn’t draw my gun
apd I realized suddenly that I didn’t feel
anything at all. I was as cold and nerve-
less as death. This was for all the chips
and I knew it and that was that.

THEY came through the door fast and
sliding, like the rats they were. There
were two of them, sallow, young-old men
with the mark of the professional gunman

written all over them. They saw me there -

against the wall and wheeled on me. They
weren’t carrying guns in their hands and
they didn’t start anything right away. I
moved out from the wall to face them and
then one of them turned toward the door
and nodded and Sam Ancero came in.
He looked the same, so little he was hard
to believe, with his savage face and his
small eyes and his out-size nose. ‘But
there was a difference in the face now
and at first I couldn’t place it. When I
did, it came as no surprise. The difference
was that now he was crazy, as nutty as a
fruit cake. That was what made the dif-
ference in his ugly face. It was a long
time before anything was said. Then it
was Marty, standing behind the three of
them, who spoke.

“John’s got a crazy idea, Sam. He says
you're tryin’ to kill Helen Connors. I told
him he was screwy.” Sam ignored Marty
‘completely and spoke to me.

“I told you I'd get you, Boyle, and now
I got you.”

“Maybe, Sam, but you missed Helen.
You won’t get another chance. The wit-
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ness against you is still alive and you’ll
burn.” I was playing for the audience and
it was working.

“I’ll get her, copper, just like I got you.
They can’t keep her bottled up forever
and when they bring her out, I'll get her.”
I didn’t look directly at Marty, but over
Sam’s shoulder, I saw his eyes widen. A
look of unbelieving horror spread across
his face. His voice cut across the room
with the sharpness of a swung axe.

“You tried to kill Helen, Sam?”

Sam flung his words over his shoulder,
keeping his crazy eyes on my face. “Hell
yes, I tried to kill her and next time I
won’t miss. Now, shut up and keep out of
this, Marty. This is between me and this
dumb cop. Don’t worry about any trouble.
We’ll take him somewhere and dump
him.”

I was watching closely now, waiting
for a sign. It was coming. The two thugs
were bent slightly forward and their
hands were getting restless. I made my
choice between them. The skinny one
would be the fastest, so he got it first.
Then the fat boy. After that, if Sam
Ancero wasn’t taken out, I got it.

“Turn around, Sam,” Marty said soft-
ly, “this is between you and your broth-
er.” It was just loud enough to be heard,
but it pulled Sam around.

MARTY STOOD there with the big .45
in his hand and Sam’s back hunched
in surprise. At that instant, I saw the
skinny gunman’s eyelids flicker. I snapped
my hand up to the .38 in the clip-spring
holster under my arm and chopped down.
My first slug caught the skinny guy right
in the mouth and he pitched forward in a
shower of blood, dead before he hit the
floor. I jumped sideways as the fat one
fired and felt a slug slam into the fruit
stand beside me. Then I threw three shots
as fast as I could yank the trigger and
saw them slam like a sledge against the
fat man’s chest. He made a very polite
curtsy, coughed once with a liquid sound,
and went down with a crash. I put my
gun on Sam Ancero, but he still stood
motionless in front of Marty.
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“All right, Sam,” I said, “we’ll be go-
ing downtown.” He didn’t even look
around. He was staring at Marty, who
held the .45 loose and pointed at the floor.
“Put down the gun, Marty; you
wouldn’t shoot your own brother.”

“Reach up with your left hand and
throw away your gun, Sam,” Marty said
and his voice sounded very weary.
“You're going to stand trial for what you
did. Do it, or I'll kill you where you
stand.”

Sam began to edge his left hand up-
wards, but his right was rising with it.
And then he was drawing, his arm flicking
upward with frantic speed. The .45 in
Marty’s hand jumped level and bellowed
once, the sound unbelievably loud in the
closed room. The slug caught Sam in the
chest and threw him back against me. I
caught him and tried to hold him up, but
he was as limp as a sack of potatoes, and
he simply wilted through my arms to the
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sawdust-covered floor.

Marty stood with the smoking .45 in
his hand and stared at his brother. There
wasn’t anything to say at all. I went to the
phone and made my report to Captain
Malone.

“Good, good,” he said when I had fin-
ished. “Then no one got hurt?”

I paused a minute and then I said, “No,
no one got hurt,” and put the phone gently
back on the hook. I came out info the
main part of the store and Marty was
sitting there beside Sam, holding his dead
hand. He looked up at me and I wished I
hadn’t seen what was in his eyes. I wanted
to say something, but it wouldn’t come.

“So long, kid,” I said finally and walked
away. I got in my car and drove slowly
uptown, to Helen and the welcome
warmth of her arms. But all the way,
I kept seeing Marty Ancero’s face as he
sat back there and held that dead hand.
I felt like hell. ‘

PICKLED PICKEREL AND PUTRID PICKLES

PICKLED pickerel and putrid, non-bouncing pickles tended to get a score
of fellows into some law trouble recently in Orange and Duchess Counties,
New York. Fishermen noticed that there were too many dead pickerel (and
other fish) in a brook. They hazarded a good guess as to what had killed
those fish, and notified police. Came the cops, viewed the scaly corpses,
reached the same verdict as had the fishermen, and said, “A case for the

federal boys—definitely.”

Came some revenue agents shortly, angled around, located a “still”’ near
the brook, set a trap, sprang same, and reeled in 15 bootleggers—who were

promptly haled into court and indicted on charges of defrauding the govern-
ment of $520,000 in alcohol taxes. The error those concocters of ‘“‘unlawful
hootch” had made was in dumping the mash from their still into the brook.
It was this discarded mash that had pickled the pickerel (but permanently)

and led to their downfall.

As for the “affair of the non-bouncing pickles”—it took place in Ellington,
Connecticut. Seems the State Food & Drugs Department takes a mighty sour
view, indeed, on those pickles which refuse to bounce—as a pair of “picklers”

learned much to their sorrow.

These picklers were plodding along their profitable way bottling and
peddling putrid pickles to everybody and anybody—unti! somebody took sick,

and registered a complaint with the Food & Drug people. The F. & D. people,
with the aid of federal inspectors, acted swiftly and seized a batch of pickles

from onc of the picklers' warehouses.

“Ripe, healthy pickles.” quote Food & Drugs Commissioner Frederick H.
Holbrook, “should not only remain whole, when dropped from the height of

one-foot, but should. also, bounce.”

The confiscated pickles (which were decomposed and contained rattail
maggots) were put to the test. They not only failed to bounce, but splat-
teringly disintegrated. So. naturally, the pair of picklers were promptly
pinched for peddling such putrid pickles to the poor public. .

—Joseph C. Stacey
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She came off duty at 11 o’clock the night
of June the twentieth. She was an unat-
tractive girl, her face too long and faintly
lopsided. Her skin was pitted—she had
suffered from acne in her teens. But her
figure was not bad and she dressed rather
well. Many girls far less prepossessing
acquired husbands and babies, but at thir-
ty she was still single and desperately
anxious for a husband.

Perhaps it was this very desperation
that frightened men away, for marriage
bad always been an cbsession with her—
the only goal worth achieving.

NOBSERVED by two other nurses.

she paused at the entrance to the
dressing room and listened to their con-
versation.

“Stevie’s out with Claire tonight."” said
one running a comb through her clipped
curls.

“I don’t know what she can see in that
long drink of water.” retorted the other.
“It would be nice if this hospital could get
something besides married men and dopes
for internes.”

“He's not so bad,” the first replied. con-
sidering. “Kind of easy-going and good-
natured.”

“Which is why he lets Gulick keep him.”
The second lit a cigarette and settled her-
self for an interesting vivisection. "“He
just hasn’t enough energy to sav ‘No’
when she suggests they go some place and
she’ll foot the bill. If he doesn't watch out
one of these davs she’ll go down to the city
hall and buy a license and say "Here's five
bucks for the preacher. let's get married.’
And he won’t know what it's all about un-
til she’s been Mrs. Owens for a couple of
years.”

The first nurse laughed. “Oh. I
know. He's pretty gone on Claire.”

Her companion blew out a puff of smoke
and nodded wisely. “Granted. But if Gu-
lick can provide him with the little lux-
uries he loves, she’ll get him.”

Gertrud turned and walked swiftly and
silently down the darkened corridor and
left the hospital. The hot Chicago night
stifled her. Instead of going tc her apart-

don’t
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ment she walked down North Ave. to Lin-
coln Park. She hadn'’t guessed that Stevie

‘had a date; when she told him she’d be

through work at 11 o’clock he muttered
something about a medical meeting at
Northwestern.

For a moment rage at him and that sly,
conniving blonde engulfed her, then fran-
tic worry replaced it. Was she going to
lose him as she had lost Vern and Red?

This was the third time she had written
her family that she was engaged. She
could almost feel their laughter beating
against her eardrums once they learned
that Stevie, too. had slipped from her
grasp. She couldn’t remember a time
when her mother hadn’t remarked to
someone, anyone, “It’'s too bad Gertrud
didn’t get my looks the way the other two
did. With that long jaw and pointed chin
of her father’s she’ll never get a man. You
wait and see.”

She walked, unconscious of the moist,
green smell of shrubbery, not even feel-
ing the gentle brush of the lake breeze.
When at last her sturdv legs felt tired
she sat down on a bench near the south
lagoon hardly aware that a man was
already on the other end of it.

BIE ROBERTS looked up. Gertrud's

white uniform showed plainly, and
the darkness, like a painter’s glaze of ul-
tramarine and umber, softened and en-
riched her face.

He cleared his throat. “Swell night.”

Without interest she agreed.

If the police had had any knowledge of
Obie’s character. they would have realized
that he practically brought about his own
demise. As it was, they concentrated on
what thev knew. but previously had been
unable to prove—that he was a purveyor
of marijuana and heroin. So they searched
among his associates for motive and op-
portunity.

What really killed him was his insatiable
need to brag.

He had been talking to Gertrud less than
ten minutes when he pulled out his gold
and tortoise shell cigarette case.

“Take a look at that,” he said. ‘“Bet you
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away from the stirring city heat and fol-
lowed the outer drive north along Lake
Michigan.

Claire was a scrub nurse in surgery and
since the services had changed the first of
the month, Stevie was on P.D. and saw her
infrequently. He had a birthday the four-
teenth and Gertrud suggested an evening
at the Pump Room. She had wrapped the
cigarette case and gave it to him when
they got in the car.

“Just something a little different I hap-
pened to run across in Lawrence of Lon-
don’s,” she murmured with a deprecating
smlle.

He untied the ribbon and pulled back
the wrappings carefully. “Say, that's
really neat,” he exclaimed. I never saw
one just like that before.” He turned the
case over in his hands enjoying the feel of
the smooth tortoise shell. The two jewels
intrigued him. “An opal and a ruby.,” he
said. “Now I wonder how they happened
to put them there.”

“I can't imagine.” She laughed lightly,
“But it seems so appropriate, our two
birthstones together. July and October.
When I noticed them I just couldn’t resist
getting it for vou.”

“That was nice of you, Gert,” he said
awkwardly. “Thanks a lot. T'll keep it for
special occasions.”

It was in the middle of August that Ste-
vie confessed to Gertrud that he was in
rather a jam. He had a fondness for play-
ing the horses and he’d run up an account
of $125 with his bookie. He didn’t know
where he was going to find the money
and Joe Madden was pressing him pretty
hard for it.

“I'll take care of it.”" she told him swift-
ly. “Der’t give it ancther thought. Where
is this Madden?”

“Just call him,” said Stevie.
anywhere to collect a thin dime.”

Gertrud’s intention had been to pay the
money herself, . .anything to bind Stevie
closer to her. But she didn't have it. The
money she’d gotten from Roberts was
gone. The car and their evenings together
cost a lot because Stevie enjoyed the real-
ly nice places. And just the previous week

“He'd go

THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

she had splurged on an elaborate negligee
thinking it would be perfect for her trous-
seau.

Stevie had never actually proposed, but
from the first, Gertrud talked about mar-
riage and children and a home, and since
he never said he wasn’t going to marry her
and he did continue to accept her invita-
tions, she had been encouraged as far back _
as last May to write her mother that she™
was engaged to an awfully nice man and

they hoped to be married after he was es-

tablished.

THE plan of killing Madden and so rid-

ding Stevie of his debt hit her fully
matured. There was no need to mull over
elaborate methods. Her first idea was sim-
ple and, she felt, workable.

The following evening at 8:30 she tele-
phoned Madden.

“I'm a friend of Dr. Owens,” she told
him. “and he was called out of town unex-
pectedly this morning. Before he left he
gave me some money for you, but I got
busy and forgot all about it. Could you
pick it up?”

“Sure,” he said. He probably guessed
that she was the one providing the money
but it made no difference to him who the

sucker was so long as he got it. “Where-
abouts are you?”
“That’s the trouble,” she said. “I'm just

leaving now with some friends to go down
to Lincoln Park and I don’t want to keep
them waiting. But I could meet vou there,
right by the LaSalle monument. It
wouldn’t be any more bother for you than
coming here.”

“Okay,” he said.
be there.”

“I'll have on a black linen dress.”
told him and hung up.

She was there, waiting in the shadow of
the statue when he arrived. She moved
forward. her white arms and face gleaming
eerily in the gloom.

“Mr. Madden? I'm Stevie’s friend.”

He looked around apprehensively.

“Where are your buddies? I thought
you said you were coming here thh some
people?”

“Malke it 9:30 and I'll

she
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