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A Statuette in a

Dead ~_I‘\/V\an's Hand

asleep. Not lying like that on a dirty
factory floor. Muriel, hand me one of
those rocks. I'm going to break a win-
dow and go in.” ‘

_ This day, Frank Havens, who had
just spoken to his daughter, Muriel, did
not look much like the prominent and
wealthy newspaper publisher he was,
the owner and controller of big dailies
strategically placed from one end of the
country to the other. One of them was
the well-known New York Clarion.

In spite of his looks at present,
though, and his somewhat undignified
announcement that he meant to break a
small-town foundry window with a rock,
Frank Havens was an important man.
As a usual thing he looked the part of a
man-of-affairs, with his iron-gray hair,
his steady eyes, and rather bulky body
that was always faultlessly clad.

Right now, however, he wore a pair of
old trousers, run-down sport shoes, no
tie nor hat, and he needed a shave. His
summer home was only two miles east
of this particular foundry, and when-
ever he was staying there, as he was
now, he liked to forget formality.

Muriel, his daughter, was young and
lovely, as dark as a beautiful gypsy with
her black curls and dark eyes —and
clever, too. In more ways than one she
was as efficient as one of the new type
machines that turn out shells and gre-
nades. In a riding habit, such as she was
now wearing, she was something to look
at. :

Muriel passed her father one of the
medium-sized round stones he had asked
for. He smashed the window, pried
away broken glass and reached through
to twist the latch. He slid the window
wide and started to hoist himself up.

“Let me go,” Muriel said. “I'm much’

smaller than you. I'm not afraid.”

“Here,” Havens said, “I’ll give you a
boot up. Just open the door and let me
ln.”

Three minutes later Frank Havens
was kneeling beside the sprawled-out
figure.

“He must have been a watchman
here,” Havens said. “This isn’t a big
foundry, but I imagine it’s doing war
work and this man probably was kept
on duty Sundays and nights. He was

wearing a uniformed cap and there’s a
gun in his pocket. Must have had a
heart attack.”

HAVENS gently raised the body—
and instantly let it down again with
a sharp exclamation of surprise. The
dead man was lying on a knife, with the
pointed end of it buried to the hilt di-
rectly above his heart!

“Murder!” Havens breathed softly.
“That means we must notify the police.
But don’t go for the telephone yet, Mu-
riel. I want to look closer into this thing.
Why in the world would anyone murder
a watchman in a small place like this?”

He began a search of the dead man’s
pockets. Muriel touched him on the
shoulder. .

“Dad,” she said uneasily, “isn’t there
something in the police regulations about
moving the body of a murdered man?”

“There is,” Havens answered and
went on searching. “I was once upon a
time a reporter. That was a long time.
ago, Muriel, but I learned what it’s nec-
essary for a newspaper owner to know
—that no good reporter lets a story es-
cape him, police regulations or not. Now
what in thunder is this?”

Between the fingers of his right hand
he held a two-inch-high, splendidly
created little statue of solid gold.

“It looks like—like a religious em-
blem!” Muriel exclaimed. “Like one of
those saints they have in churches.”

“That’s exactly what it is,” her father
declared. :

He shoved the little image into his
own pocket and continued to.search.
“This man has been dead for some time,”
he observed. “His body is cold. Rigor
has set in, too . . . Ah—here is his name
and a permit to carry a gun. I was
right. The permit lists him as a watch-
man. His name was Tom Sayre. He was
a local man, too.”

Muriel seemed to have no fear of
being in the presence of a man who had
been violently slain. Instead, she seemed
to be thinking deeply, as if trying to dis-
cover a reason for this strange death
onto which she and her father had stum-
bled. :

“Dad,” she said abruptly, “that statue
reminds me of something. Does Rufus
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nize you at first, Mr. Havens. But I
certainly recognize that lovely daughter
of yours. Come in. Dad isn’t home, but
perhaps I can play understudy for him.”

Havens felt a sharp pang of uneasi-
ness that tied up with his finding that
corpse on his Sunday afternoon stroll.
Rufus Rutledge, the celebrated sculptor,
missing. At least temporarily. Could
his absence have anything to do with
the murder? »

“Where has your father gone?” Ha-
vens asked, without glancing at Muriel.
He knew she was as startled as he, and
of course would be absorbing all the
details. “When will he be back?”

Andrew Rutledge smiled a little, ma-
‘neuvered his wheel-chair from the door-
way and again insisted that they come
in. He rolled along ahead of them,
handling the chair as a veteran racing
driver handles his car.

When they were comfortably seated,
Andrew Rutledge answered Havens’
questions.

“Dad went to New York yesterday
morning. He didn’t say when he’d re-
turn. He rarely tells me anything, but
I expect him tomorrow, perhaps. He
hardly ever is gone much more than a
couple of days. Why do you ask, Mr.
Havens?”

Havens took the golden statue from-

his pocket. “Do you recognize this?”

Young Rutledge shrugged, without
much interest. “It belongs to my father.
He calls it his lucky token. Years ago,
in Paris, he made a tiny plaster saint
as a sample of what he could do. It
put him over and he became successful
from then on. So he cast the little
plaster saint into solid gold and kept
it with him always. I didn’t know he’d
lost it, but he’ll be grateful to you for
finding it.” )

“1 found it,” Havens said soberly,
“in the pocket of a murdered man. A
watchman down at the brass factory
just beyond the knoll. I think I'd better
keep it for the police. Muriel, you had
better phone the State Police about
what we discovered.”

“There is no telephone here.” An-
drew Rutledge seemed to have become
almost sullen. “Dad never would per-
mit one. Says it interferes with his
work.”

“T'll find one some place else,” Muriel
said.

THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

She knew this was her signal to get
the story in about the murder, the
golden saint and the fact that Rufus
Rutledge was missing.

AFTER she had gone, Havens sat .
down again.

“Look here, Andrew,” he said serious-
ly, “I want a little talk with you. About
your father. I happen to know that if
he were dead, you’d be anything but
sorry. You hate him, don’t you?”

“Yes—if you want to be so direct
about it, I do hate him. Do you know
why? I used to act as his model for the
statues he made—and still makes, with
out me. Once he was creating a big one
and it was standing on a scaffold that
was weak. I told him so and he re-
minded me that he was the sculptor
and I was just a model who could do
nothing but look like one. Maybe I never
did have many brains. He wouldn’t let
me go to school. He needed me to model
all the time. Well, he made me go closer
to the statue on the scaffold while he
stood off to compare his work. The scaf-
{g}d'?roke down, and it left me—like

st

Andrew Rutledge swept the blanket
away and revealed that his body stopped
at his hips. He had no legs at all.

“It was his fault!” he said vehement-
ly. “His carelessness! His insistence on
doing a job better than -anyone else,
even when it involved risks. He could
have waited to have the scaffold fixed,
but no—that statue had to be installed
on such-and-such a day when important
people would be at the church. So I
lost my legs.”

- Havens didn’t want to comment on
that.

“What I'm really getting at is this,”
he said. “Your father, from what I
know of him, wouldn’t take ten steps
without this golden statue. Certainly |
he wouldn’t go to New York with the
intention of doing business without it,
for he believes implicitly that it is his
good luck fetish.” He paused, then

- asked abruptly: “Andrew, do you think

your fathet is dead?”

“He’s too mean to be dead,” Andrew
retorted. “Heaven wouldn’t have him
and Satan wouldn’t want to be replaced
lizy ]him. He’ll never die. That’s how'I

eel.” :

Havens arose. “That reply evades
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them I hate don’t get along so good
around here. Suppose we just shake
hands, call everything off, and you tell
me just what you found down there in
the foundry.”

“I don’t have to shake hands and be
friends to tell you that,” Havens said
coolly. “I'm willing enough for you to
know all I know—which isn’t mueh. I
happened to be going by the foundry
with my daughter. We looked in through
a window out of plain curiosity. and
saw a man was lying in the middle of
the floor. Naturally I thought he might
be ill so I broke a window and we went
in. The man was dead—murdered.
Murder isn’t in your line so I had the
State police notified. Is that all you
want?” .

“Wel-I-1—” Kearny hesitated. “That
wasn’t exactly details. I want to know
the time, what window you looked in.
Was anybody around?”

Suddenly Havens got an idea that
Kearny was stalling him purposely.
Wasting time, holding him here for
some purpose of his own. Havens
shrugged.

“Ill tell you all I know when the
State police arrive,” he said shortly.
“I'll be going back to the foundry to
meet them there. You'll be there be-
cause you also have jurisdiction in town
and you have the right. Until then,
good night, Constable.”

Havens watched the constable’s car
vanish in a swirl of dust down the road.

As he turned into his own driveway
. it was now so dark that he couldn’t see
more than a few yards. Havens
frowned, deep in thought. The only per-
son who knew he’d sent Muriel to tele-
phone was Andrew Rutledge. Had the
young man immediately rolled his wheel-
chair to a phone and contacted Kearny?

How? There was no phone in the
Rutledge house, and if he had called
Kearny—why? And why hadn’t Kearny
mentioned the golden saint? If Andrew
Rutledge had phoned he must have told
him about that too. Havens automati-
cally patted the object in his pocket.

N TOTAL darkness, he went on

along the long driveway leading to
his home. Bordered as it was by those
thickly foliaged shade. trees it was as
dark as pitch.

He hadn’t heard the slightest warn-
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ing sound when something came down
from the lower branches of one tree,
two arms wrapped around his neck and
pulled him to the ground as the attacker
dropped. The arms held him firmly un-
til his struggles almost ceased.

Then the attacker proceeded methodi-
cally to smash one punch after another
into the face of his half-conscious, help-
less victim. They were vicious blows
with murder behind them, but the at-
tacker overdid things. He made too
much noise. Suddenly Muriel Havens’
voice came through the darkness and
the light of a flash swept down the drive-
way.

-CHAPTER 1I1I
SIGNAL FOR THE PHANTOM

N THE baroque garden
of one of the ultra-
smart estates on Long.
Island, a party was in
progress. A patriotic
party which would net
Uncle Sam a great
deal of money. Guests
were mostly people of
wealth but, because of
rationing restrictions,
: there were few cars
parked on the estate. An attendant
watched the handful. )

On a platform, in the glare of a
spotlight, nationally known actors and
actresses were being presented to the
audience by a slender, sleek man fault-’
lessly dressed in evening clothes. He
looked as though he had been poured
into them, and his appearance even put
some of the screen heroes to shame.

“Ladies and gentlemen!” This suave
man had one hand raised and it held a
wisp of a handkerchief. “You all know
who donated this handkerchief to be
auctioned off, You have seen her on
the screen, enjoyed her acting. Now,
any one of you can have this intimate
souvenir—it’s even perfumed—for a lit-
tle matter of ten thousand dollars. I'm
offering the first bid in that sum. Any-
one want to go higher? And remember,
some day you get your money back with
interest. Meanwhile, it’s doing a job
for Uncle Sam. How about it, folks?”

There was some eager kidding and
the price went to fantastic heights and
kept climbing under the smooth-tongued '




































































































MURDER OF A PLASTER SAINT

“And the lights on your car?” the
Phantom asked.

Kearny shrugged. “It was almost
dawn. I could see okay. Didp’t need
lights, and my battery i1s weak. I was
trying to save juice, that’s all.”

“A logical answer,” the Phartom ad-
mitted. “I'll take your word for it. Now
about this meeting between Oberthaler
and Andrew. Did they meet often?”

“Oberthaler doesn’t more than barely
know Andrew, but he used to meet
Rufus quite a lot. Oberthaler goes down
some stone steps built into the side of
the cliff, crosses the ravine and comes
up on the other side. I don’t know just
where, Oberthaler won’t let anybody
set foot on his estate.”

“I rather think Mr. Oberthaler will
change his mind about that,” the Phan-
tora said grimly. “That’s all, Constable.
1 might add that I intend to question
Andrew about this, so for your own
sake, I hope you’re telling the truth.”

R. CLAY was still trying to discover
something from the bones in the
open grave. He looked up suddenly and
the Phantom happened to catch his eye.
The Phantom wondered whether some
of the lime had eaten into Dr. Clay’s
ankles to account for that peculiar ex-
pression on his face, or whether Dr.
Clay had suddenly become worried and
afraid.

He and Muriel left the others to com-
plete the task, Brady promising to have
a complete report as soon as possible.
Muriel drove the car and at the Phan-
tom’s suggestion she headed for Andrew
Rutledge’s house. -

“Phantom,” she asked, “is all this
business leading to the murder of Rufus
Rutledge? It seems to me more and

more things complicate that investiga- -

tion, and that we're really getting away
from it.” A
“Everything stems from the murder
you and your father discovered in that
foundry,” the Phantom told her. “One
murder often leads to another. Killers
can’t stop once they get started and the
law begins to close in. They have to
keep going, and too often that means

more murders to cover up the original -

one.”

“Have you any inkling as to who this
Pete Lakeland was?”

“Not yet, but I have an excellent
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chance of locating him now. The num-
bers on the watch are clear. It's a fairly
new watch too, even though its old-
fashioned. Expensive, also, and there
will be records. Through the manu-
facturer I can trace it direct to the re-
tailer and he will most certainly know
who purchased it. The engraved initials
will help him remember, even if he
doesn’t keep records.”

Muriel remained silent until she ma-
neuvered an especially bad corner. Then
she said:

“I noticed that look on your face
when Brady spilled the beans. Too bad.
Now everybody there knows about that
clue, and if one of them happens to be
the murderer—”

“I know.” The Phantom sighed.
“Brady talked before he realized what
he was saying. Two suspects—Dr. Clay
and Kearny—were present, and I didn’t
like for them to hear. Kearny is a stub-
born fool. There isn’t much question
that he is mixed up in the business
one way or another, but perhaps he
isn’t even aware of it. Dr. Clay is dif-
ferent. He’s brainy, and would keep far
in the background.”

Muriel turned into the driveway to
the Rutledge home and the studios. She
came to a stop.

“I'll stay in the car,” she said. “I
d%n’t particularly like Mr. Andrew Rut-
ledge.”

CHAPTER XIII
RECEPTION COMMITTEE

ITH a nod, the Phantom
got out of the car and
walked up on the
porch of the Rutledge
home. He noticed that
a wide board had been
dragged across the
ground, then tilted un-
til it fell across the
steps so that a wheel-
chair might be piloted
up onto the porch.

Before he could announce himself by
knocking, Andrew Rutledge yanked the
door open and glared at him,

“T heard you coming,” he said. “What
are you after this time?” :

“Information,” the Phantom said,
“and I should strongly advise you to
give out with it. Kearny told me about
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back upstairs. If anyone hag been lis-
tening they might have hedard him talk-
ing to the watch manufacturers. And
he had repeated the name of the jeweler
he had jotted down the name and ad-
dress in Toledo. However he had only
mentioned William Crane’s name—not
where he was located.

“No one around—it may have been
the wind,” he told Havens and Muriel.
“My greatest worry is that a band of
crooks may be mixed up in all this. If
they can find out the address of the
jeweler 'm going to see, they might
beat me to him. And there would be an-
other murder.”

Havens nodded. “Murder always
gathers momentum and leads to more
bloodshed.”

“Dr. Clay should have left before you
heard that door close,” Muriel com-
mented. “I didn’t hear him go though.”

“Neither did I,” said Havens.

“He might have been listening,” the
Phantom thoughtfully agreed. “Clay is
an odd duck. I wonder if its just a form
of super-inquisitiveness that keeps him
around, or the fact that he knows I sus-
pect him and may be worried stiff. How-
ever, it might also have been Kearny.
We can omit Andrew Rutledge. No
matter how good he is with that wheel-
chair, he couldn’t have managed to get
away from the house as fast as our
eavesdropper did. If there was one. Dr.
Clay might have left the door open and
a breeze closed it.”

The Phantom breakfasted, rested for
a little more than an hour, and felt re-
freshed. He could get more rest on the
plane.

He drove Frank Havens’ car to New
York and left it in a garage near the
airport. He was stepping aboard his
. plane fifteen minutes before the take-
off time when a steward touched his

arm.

“Dr. Blanding ?” he asked.

“Yes,” the Phantom said. “I'm Dr.
Blanding.”

“You’re wanted on the phone, sir. It's
urgent.” ,

“Thank you,” the Phantom said.
“How did you find me so quickly?”

“The young lady who is calling said
you would be taking the Toledo express
and described you to the operator, sir.”
. The Phantom handed him a generous
tip and hurried to the phone booth. Two
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well-dressed men engaged in quiet con-
versation were standing some distance
away. Van did not pay any particular
attention to them as he stepped into the
booth, pulled the glass door shut, and

" picked up the receiver.

“I was afraid I'd miss you,” Muriel’s
voice came over the wire when he spoke.
“About twenty minutes ago the phone
rang. Some man who refused to give
his name asked for the Phantom. When
I asked to be given a message he said
if you’d call two-seven-one on the vil-
lage exchange you’d get some valuable
information. He insisted I get.in touch
with you immediately.”

“Thanks, Muriel,” the Phantom said.

““T’1l call at once.”

E HUNG up, waited a moment, then

got long distance. The connection-
to the village was promptly made. A
man’s voice answered—a familiar voice.
Constable Kearny’s voice.

“No, I didn’t leave word anywhere
for you to call me,” Kearny said, in an-
swer to the Phantom’s question. “The
less I see or hear from you, the better
I like it.”

He slammed up the receiver. Van
also hung up, he realized he had no time
to call Lieutenant Brady and start him
checking on this. The loud-speakers
were calling the Phantom’s flight. He
raced toward his plane and got aboard
twenty seconds before the hatch was
closed.

The Phantom didn’t relax much on
the flight to Toledo. He was much too
concerned with the most recent develop-
ments. Why had Muriel received that
phone call? If Kearny hadn’t made it,
why had the caller given the con-
stable’s number? What was it all about
anyway?

Van’s eyes narrowed slightly as he
stared fixedly at the two well-dressed
men he had seen near the phone booths.
Both were passengers on this plane.

Mentally placing himself in the posi-
tion of the murderer or an agent of the
killer, he reviewed what had happened
since the finding of the grave filled with
quicklime.

Suppose someone had been listening
when he had made the two phone calls
from the Havens house, one to the manu-
facturers of the watch, the other to
make his reservation on the plane for
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at'a man who had just appeared and
hurried over to him. “What it is, Ser-
geant?” :

“Just got a report from New York,”
said the officer who also was in plain-
clothes. “That crook has been caught.
He wasn’t on this plane after all. Shall
1 te1?1 the boys to dimiss the passen-
gers?” :

“Of course.” Johnson glanced at the
Phantom as the sergeant hurried away.
“You seem to be in an awful rush. If
I can be of any help just say so.”

“Perhaps you can,” the Phantom said.
“I may be racing against murder. Will
you have me taken to Waverly Place?”

“Ill take you myself.” Johnson
opened the door of the car. “Get in—
this is my own sedan. I let the boys
use the Department car. Waverly Place,
eh? Just where? That’s a pretty long
street.”

“I'll show you when we get there,”
the Phantom said as he climbed in be-
side Johnston. “And thanks very much.”

As Captain Johnson drove away from
the airport, along a busy avenue that
lednto the city, the Phantom asked cas-
ually :

“How is my old friend Inspector
Clark these days?”

“The inspector’s fine.” Johnson
chuckled. “And he’ll certainly be glad
to see you.”

“I'd be delighted to see him,” the
Phantom said quietly. “Tell me, was it
hard to steal a detective captain’s badge
and a police car, Mr. Johnson ?”

The stocky man glanced at him, sud-
denly wary and dangerous.

“I don't quite get you,” he said.

“Inspector Clark died two years ago,”
snapped the Phantom. “You’re a crook
sent to meet me and find out where I'm
going! I—" - :

Johnson acted fast, and recklessly.
With a savage jerk he sent the car skid-
ding off the road before the Phantom
could reach for his gun, the wheel, or
even for Johnson’s throat. At the same
instant Johnson smashed his foot down
on the gas pedal.

The car missed a truck by the scanti-
est margin. It climbed the curb, shot
across the sidewalk and hit a brick wall
head-on.

The Phantom was thrown forward by
the impact and stunned for a few sec-
onds. Johnson had been braced. He
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even had the door beside him partly
open and had hurled himself clear just
before the crash. He landed heavily,
but managed to scramble to his feet and
dart toward the nearest parked car. It
was unlocked, by the good fortune that
crooks seem to encounter now and then.
A moment later he was driving furious-
ly away. '

Other cars stopped and people came
over to help the Phantom. He shook the
cobwebs from his brain, found that he
had not been hurt, and asked one man to
drive him to Waverly Place. He was
still a little dazed, so he did not see the
car that followed—a car in which the
two well-dressed men who had been
with him on the plane were riding.

When the Phantom spotted the jew-
elry store of William Crane he thanked
his volunteer driver, jumped out and
rushed into the store. The car contain-
ing the two men sped swiftly by and
disappeared around a corner.

S the Phantom barged through the

door of the jewelry store a startled
man behind the counter reached for a
burglar alarm switch. Van was enough
to startle that man, for he was dis-
heveled, there were scratches on his
face and blood all over one hand.

“Wait!” The Phantom spoke swiftly
as he saw the salesman’s instinctive act.
“Are you William Crane?”

“Y-yes, I'm Crane.”

The Phantom whirled and slammed
the door. He locked it, turned, and laid
his badge on the counter. Crane watched
him, motionless and wide-eyed.

“I’'m the Phantom,” Van said hastily.
“And I have reason to believe you're
in danger. Certain men intend to kill
you, to keep you from giving me some
vital information.”

“Oh!” There was relief in the jew-
eler’s attitude and he bobbed his head
excitedly. “We’ll go into the back room.
I know that badge. It was discussed at
the last jewelers’ convention. Amazing
piece of work—" .

“Never mind the badge or the jew-
els!” snapped the Phantom as he
snatched up the badge and stuck it into
his pocket. “Your life’s more impor-
tant! Hurry!” .

In the back room the Phantom was
glad to see a washbowl against one wall,
with hot and cold running water. He
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“Teoo bad,” said Nash. “Now we'll
have to take you along with us to a place
where we’ll have time to question you.
We haven’t time to fool around here.
Customers might be coming in, or the
patrolman on this beat might be
curious.”

“You mean you’re going to kidnap
me?” demanded the Phantom nervous-
ly. “But I haven’t done anything.”

- “Don’t argue,” said Nash. “We both
have guns and we’d hate to use them—
but I'll put a bullet through your head
if you don’t obey orders.”

“All right—1TI’ll do what you say.” To
the letter the Phantom was showing all
the nervousness and fear that might
have been expected of Crane under the
circumstances. “Don’t shoot me!”

“Okay,” snapped Brown. “Where do
you keep a record of all sales for the last
couple of years?”

“In the—steel filing cabinet right be-
gide the safe. Everything is there,” an-
swered the Phantom.

“Get the stuff, Brown,” ordered Nash.
“Every scrap of paper. Put it in that
traveling bag I see back there at the end
of the counter, and make it fast.”

Brown got the traveling bag and
opened it. It was full of clothes and
he dumped them all out on the floor.

“Looks like Crane just got back from
a jewelers convention,” he remarked,
as he filled the bag with the papers in
the small filing cabinet. There were not
a great many of them. “All right—
that’s that.” .

Nash .had been busy searching for
the Phantom—but he had not even
found. Van’s gun. Brown closed the bag
and picked it up. The two men marched
the Phantom to the door.

“May I take my hat?” he asked.

“Sure. I'll get it for you.” -

Nash reached for the hat. As he lifted
it, he saw the automatic beneath it.

“Bad boy!” He smiled mockingly at
the Phantom as he dropped the gun into
his left-hand pocket. “You're likely to
get killed playing tricks like that.”

The Phantom said nothing as they
ordered him out into the street. At his
request they let him lock up the store,
then they made him get into the rear
of the car with Nash seated on one side
of him and Brown on the other. Nash
spoke to the driver and the big sedan
pulled away from the curb.

THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE ‘

THE car headed for the slum area
and stopped in front of a cheap ho-
tel. The Phantom got out, escorted by
Nash and Brown, and all three walked
up three flights of stairs.

Van was led into a room where two -
men in shirtsleeves were playing gin
rurmmy. They glanced up, not too in-
terested.

“Sit down,” Nash told the Phantom.
“Take off your coat if you like. You'll’
probably be here for some time.”

“Then you—you’'re not going to kill
me?” agked the Phantom anxiously, still
playing his part well.

“Not unless you make us do it,” said
Nash. “We're not killers. We just want
to have a confidential chat with you
about what you told the Phantom.”

Van dropped into a chair and sat
there studying the four men. The two
in shirtsleeves he was sure he knew.
Their pictures were on file in his secret
laboratory. They were crack confidence
men. The type who could put over a
phony oil or gold-mining stock deal with -
a smoothness that would leave their
victims -visualizing huge fortunes for
the sum they had invested.

Undoubtedly Nash, Brown, Johnson
and what others were working with
them were in the same racket. Confi- .
dence men rarely accept other crooks in
their schemes.

So far, the Phantom mused, although
he was at present a prisoner, his trip
to Toledo at least had brought tangible
results. Now he knew who Peter Lake-
land was. Also he had discovered that
somehow a gang of clever confidence
men were involved in the case he had
been investigating back in Connecticut.
Those results made the trip worthwhile.

Despite the fact that he was unarmed
the Phantom did not intend to stay
around much longer. He had discov-
ered what he had wanted to know, and
had saved the life of William Crane,
the jeweler, as well. He had not the
slightest doubt that these men would
eventually kill him—or Crane as they
thought him to be—for they had taken
absolutely no precautions to hide them-
selves nor the hideout where he was
being held. .

“I—1 don’t feel so well,” he said sud-
denly. “My heart—not as good as it
should be the doctor said last time, he
checked.”
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“if you know what is behind it all, why
don’t you tell us?”

_ “All right,” the Phantom said. “It’s
the'stars. Millions of them. The moon,
the planets. They all look down on mur-
der. They all know the secret and so
will you in a short time. If Dr. Clay
returns, hold him for me and don’t let
him talk—not even to you.” He rose to
h_is1 ?feet with a smile. “Coming, Mu-
riel ?” ,

He and Muriel drove to the edge of
the cliff where Moose had cornered her.
Even the memory of the experience
brought shivers to Muriel. With their
flashlights they located a well-con-
structed stairway cut into the stone wall
of the cliff.

They descended the stairs and discov-
. ered a well-worn trail across the ravine
to where more steps led to the top of
the opposite cliff.

“One thing we know is that these
steps were used a great deal,” the Phan-
tom commented. “We also know that
Rufus Rutledge and Oberthaler were

sam—

his way out on a limb and hung by his
hands for a second. He dropped, rolled
over and got back on his feet. Muriel
followed him. As she let go, the Phan-
tom caught her deftly. For a few mo-
ments she was held tightly by him and
smiled up into his eyes.

“Phantom,” she whispered, “if you'd
show up looking like the same person
two or three times, I think I could grow
to like you more than would be good
for either of us.” ' ‘

“You may be right.” The Phantom
laughed softly. “To be candid, I'd en-
joy that more than I should say, but—
it’s impossible. So long as I have to
keep my anonymity and fight killers,
I've no right to allow anyone else to
share the risks. Maybe some day—"

He put her down, and they walked,
hand in hand, along a fairly wide
path leading toward the massive obser-
vatory building. At close range and in
the gloom it had a formidable appear-
ance, looming like some monstrosity in
a nightmare. There was no moon, but

——

The strangest murder weapon ever used—in THE RUBBER KNIFE
MURDERS, next issue’s baffling complete mystery novel by Robert Wallace !

Je—

friends. In fact, Rufus is believed by
many to have been the only person out-
side of a few strangers who have come
here from a distance, who has seen
Oberthaler at close range for some time.
However, we shall see him ourselves
soon.” ‘ .

They moved forward until a high steel
fence barred any further approach to
the observatory. They followed the
fence to a sturdy gate that was locked.

“I could pick that lock,” the Phantom
said softly, “but I'll give you odds the
fence is either wired to stun or kill an
intruder, or wired to produce signals
that company is coming. Let’s look for
some other way of getting past the bar-
rier.”

That required only a few moments,
for both soon spotted a tree with thick
branches that overhung the fence.

“Almost too.good to be true,” the
Phantom said. “I'll go first. It’s quite
a drop so I'll cateh you. No noise now.
We want to surprise Oberthaler and
perhaps even keep him from knowing
we’ve been here, if necessary.”

The Phantom climbed the tree, worked

enough stars were in the sky to reflect
against the dome and give it a weird
color. -

They were still some distance from
the building when a searchlight’s beam
was snapped on. It darted down the
path, centered on them and held, mov-
ing as they moved. The light practically
blinded them until they reached a twist
in the path. Then, for a few seconds,
the spotlight didn’t penefrate.

“A bright welcome if not a warm
one,” the Phantom grunted. “I thought
that tree was a little too tempting. I'l
wager he had it rigged to flash a warn-
ing. Close your eyes! Here comes that
spotlight again.”

They moved on, careful not to look
directly at the white beam. When they
were within a dozen yards of the en-
trance to what seemed to be the living
quarters the light went out. For a few
moments they found it hard to see in
the darkness, but their eyes quickly be-
came accustomed to the gloom.

A door opened and a bearded man
stood there, plainly visible in the glow
from the room behind him.
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vine isn’t my idea of fun. Not at night.”

“I’l meet you at the bridge,” the
Phantom said. “I won’t bother Mr.
Oberthaler much longer. Run along.”

Muriel proffered her hand and Ober-
thaler took it awkwardly, like'a man
who has been away from things so long
these ordinary social amenities were
strange. Muriel left promptly. This was
all in accordance with a prearranged
plan of the Phantom’s.

Muriel was not going for the car, but
was to wait at the turn in the path
where the shadows were thickest. When
the Phantom arrived, he would be in the
glare of Oberthaler’s strange spotlight,
but for a few seconds the turn in the
path would hide him.

There he intended to drape his coat
over Muriel’s shoulder’s put his hat on
her head and send her on to the gate.
Oberthaler would never realize it was
Muriel and not the Phantom who was
leaving. :

She reached the turn and stopped.
Her heart was pounding furiously. The
Phantom had some scheme in mind and
she had an idea it might put an end to
all the mystery. But she also was sure
now that Oberthaler’s part in it, if he
even had one, was just that of an inno-
cent dupe. She had positively identified
the man as the great scientist who had
addressed her class. :

All at once, as she was thinking, she
heard something move. Muriel started
to run. A weird object came out of the
brush with a crashing sound. It was a
wheel-chair and before she could move,
Andrew Rutledge’s strong fingers fas-
tened around her wrist. .

“So the Phantom did it!” Andrew said
angrily., “He talked to the old man and
probably learned the truth. Yes—the
truth! But you won’t broadcast it! I've
got a gun in my other hand. Unless you
want me to shoot you, then lay in wait
for the Phantom, obey my orders.”

“Wh-what do you want me to do?”

Muriel’s only thought was for the
Phantom. He would fall headlong into
a trap if Andrew waylaid him. -

“Walk ahead of me,” ordered An-
drew. “Not too far ahead, and don’t
try to dodge because I can shoot faster
than you can move. Get going—or I'll
let you have it here. The Phantom won't
hear the shot. That place in there is
practically sound-proofed.”

MURIEL walked ahead of the roll-
Ing wheel-chair which Andrew han-
dled W;lth amazing, skill. Under the
cripple’s commands she found that they
were heading for the cliff. .

Smooth rock was under her feet and
the dark abyss of the cliff ten yards’
ahead when Andrew called a halt. He
began to laugh, and there was a note of
maniacal fury in the chuckles. Far be-
low, she sould hear the roar of a deep,
fast river.,

This was not the cliffside up which
she and the Phantom had come, but
much further down where the river
catapulted into the ravine over a falls.
Muriel shivered, but in her heart she
was glad of one thing. The Phantom
didn’t have to face the fury of the leg-
less maniac.

“Do you know what I'm going to do?”
Andrew barked, then answered his own
question, “I'm going to climb out of this
chair, hop to the edge of the cliff and
jump. Yes—jump!” .

“But why?” Muriel asked.

“You ask me that,” Andrew derided.
“That old man at the observatory knows
I did it! My father expected it, and he
must have told the old fool. My father
told him everything, but Oberthaler is a
fool, too. His mind is too filled with .
the stars and the planets for him to sit
down and think about anything that's
happened on earth.”” He laughed
crazily. “I suppose you’d like to know
—Dbefore I take the leap.” -

Muriel tried to speak, but her voeal
cords felt frozen. Somehow she had an
idea that Andrew didn’t intend to leap
alone. He still held the gun. She could
see it outlined against the light-colored
rock of the opposite cliff. .

“I'll tell you,” Andrew said. “I killed
my father! I’ve been intending to kill
him for years, but I never had the
chance until I became friends with-
Moose. He’d do anything for money.
He held the old idiot while I killed him.
Then we burned the body in the fur-
nace, but that nosy watchman had to
come back and see us, so he died t0o.”

“You killed your father?” Muriel
gasped. '

“Certainly I did. What do I care?
There’s nothing for me to live for. I'm
only half a man, and he was responsible
for that. Lakely found it out, too. He
was at the house when Moose and I re-
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ant manager of the Grand. That meant
nothing. He often dropped in at the
various theaters of the chain. Every-
body was used to seeing him around.

Leaky car or not, Lake finally man-
aged to rcach the Grand Theater, up-
town, and parked his car at the curb.
He climbed out—a big, heavy-set man
with an aggressive jaw and cold blue
eyes. Rain was still pouring down when
he entered the lobby. He asked the box-
office girl a few questions, then asked to
talk to the manager.

“Mr. Brown is on vacation,” the girl

told him. “Mr. Lawton, his assistant,
is in charge.” She pieked up the house
phone and spoke to Lawton. “All right,
Sergeant,” she said. “Go right in to Mr.
Lawton’s office. The door inside marked
‘Manager.” ™

Lake thanked her and strode past the
ticket taker with a nod. He had fully
meant to have a talk with Lawton, but
had net wanted to make it too obvious.
He was pleased at the way it had been
handled when he knocked on the man-
ager’s door. It opened and a tall,
smooth-shaven man stood there.

“Miss Marshall said you were from
Police Headquarters—wanted to see
me,” he said. “I'm Ralph Lawton.”

Lake nodded.
John Lake, from Headquarters,” he
said. “I'm trying to get some kind of a
line on that lone stick-up who has been
playing hob with movie theaters.
Thought maybe you might help me, Mr.
Lawton.”

“Glad to do all I can,” said the tall
man, as he led the way into the office
and shut the door. “Of course, the po-
lice have already questioned us all here.
Did it yesterday, right after we were
robbed. But perhaps you can think of
some questions to ask they have over-
looked.” )

“Hope so.” Lake glanced at his damp
clothing and smiled ruefully. “Sure is
mean weather out. . .. What did the rob-
ber look like?” )

“1 didn’t see him,” said Lawton. “But
Miss Marshall said he was about as tall
as I am, and had a yellowish complexion.
He had a scar on his left cheek that
looked purple. His eyebrows were quite
" bushy. I ... Pardon me.”

Lawton picked up the phone on his
desk as it rang. He listened a moment,
then answered.

“All right. I'll be there right away.”

“Detective-sergeant

He hung up and glanced at Lake apolo-
getically. “Seme trouble in the projec-
tion room,” he said. “Would you niind
waiting here a few minutes, Sergeant?”

“Go right ahead,” said Lake.

Almost as soon as the assistant man-
ager closed the door behind him, Lake
got busy. He stood up, glancing sharply
around, and decided the desk offered the
best possibility. Hastily he drew open a
drawer at random—the top right
drawer. And struck pay dirt.

A typewritten letter lay on top of a
small, square tin box in the drawer. It
was from the head of the theater chain,
informing Lawton that beginning the
first of the month his services would no
longer be required.

“Umm,” muttered Lake, as he pushed
the letter aside and opened the tin box.
“Umm,” he muttered again, as he saw it
was a theatrical make-up box. It’s mes-
sage was plain for Detective-sergeant
Lake.

He was closing the box when he saw a
bit of paper beneath it. He pulled it out
and glanced at it. It was a curt type-
written note that read:

Lawton:

Have ten thousand in cash ready by the 10th
or we’ll make it tough for you. Holding your
1.0.U.s—and remember, you have been playing
for marbles. J. S.

HE drawer was clesed and the ser-

geant was casually waiting, smoking
a cigar, and in a chair some distance
from the desk, when the door opened.
One of the ushers appeared.

“Sergeant Lake?” he asked, and when
Lake nodded, “Mr. Lawton asked me to
tell you he’s been suddenly called away
on important business. He’s sorry, and
says won’t you come back to see him
tonight?”

“All right,” Lake said, disinterest-
edly, as he got up and followed the boy
to the door. “Thanks.”

He glanced back over his shoulder—
and frowned as he saw that the door
leading into an inner office was open
just a crack. He called himself a few
harsh names. He hadn’t paid any atten-
tion to that door before. )

When he left the theater it was still
raining hard, and growing dark, for it
was late afternoon. Lake climbed into
the sedan, disgruntled. But one thing—
the water still sliding down the wind-
shield had washed it clean.
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