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Learn Profitable Profession 
in 90 Days at Home

LARGE INCOMES FROM
SWEDISH MASSAGE

Independence for Young and Older Men and Women
IF YOU are looking for a new and better way to make a living, and at the same time contrib­

ute to national health and happiness, learn Swedish Massage —a DIGNIFIED, FASCI­
NATING, PROFITABLE PROFESSION, and one of the few still open to men and women 
without college training. Hundreds of our home study graduates either have fine positions or a 
private practice of their own. Many report minimum earnings of $50.00 to $75.00 per week. 
Some make more. H. C. Crittendon reports an average of $60.00 per day.

Plenty of Opportunities Open
This interesting:, big pay profession was for 
years available only to a few. Its secrets were 
guarded jealously and fabulous prices were paid 
for instruction. This same instruction is now 
available to you at a mere fraction of the former 
price, and you need not leave your present work 
until you have qualified as an expert and can 
command an expert’s pay. There is a big de­
mand for trained men and women from beauty 
shops, hospitals, sanitariums, clubs, doctors and 
private patients. Prepare for this profitable 
profession now.

R Dignified Profession
The expert in Swedish Massage is recognized as 
a professional of the highest type, commanding 
the respect of everyone in his community. Here
is a profession, now open to you, which makes
you a public benefactor; for the skill we teach 
you is of great aid In many human ailments as

well as in building 
beauty — it offers you 
position, both profes­
sional and social, it of­
fers you independence, 
freedom from worry 
and the respect and 
admiration of your 
neighbors and friends.

YOU Can Learn at Home
Turn spare hours into money. Use spare time at 
home to master a profession which has made 
thousands of dollars yearly for ambitious men 
and women. Many graduates have completed this 
training in just a few months, but you can take 
your own time. It need not interfere with your 
other work or pleasure. All instruction has been 
prepared by the teachers in our well known 
resident school—the same material is used and 
a diploma is awarded upon graduation.

These photographs are rep­
resentative of hundreds 
received with letters of 
praise and recommenda­
tion. Send the coupon and 
we will include a booklet 
of names and photographs 
of graduates.

Large Incomes from Doctors, 
hospitals, sanitariums, clubs and private patients 
are bound to come to those of our graduates who 
profit by the thousands of opportunities avail­
able to make money. Mr. Charles Romer, Wis­
consin, writes, “At times I have had to turn 
away people; I have been so busy the depression 
never touched me.’’ Miss Childs. Baltimore, 
Maryland, says, “I already have over 40 patients. 
I hope many others take your course and profit 
financially and socially as I have.’’ Hundreds 
and hundreds of graduates have written similar 
letters. Get into Swedish Massage through our 
“Right in Your Own Home” Study Plan.

Regular Diploma Awarded
When you have completed our home study course 
(high school training not needed), you will be 
awarded THE College of Swedish Massage Di­
ploma. This diploma is a badge of honor, a war­
ranty to the public that you have qualified as an 
expert and should be accepted by them as proof 
of your proficiency in your chosen profession. 
Enroll now, before it becomes necessary to spend 
years of intense training to qualify for a permit 
to practice.

Anatomy Charts and 
Booklet of Photographs
Write now for our amazing offer 
of Anatomy Charts and Booklet 
of Photographs and letters from 
graduates. Medical Dictionary 
and Hydro-Therapy supplies are 
all included in our course with­
out one cent of extra cost. Send 
the coupon now—there is no 
cost or obligation. Don’t wait.

FREE

THE College of Swedish Massage
Dept. 263, 100 East Ohio Street, Chicago 11

Use this Coupon for FREE information

Plan for Future Income
Plan to minimize uncertainties of the future by learning 
a profession that will enable you to keep busy and provide 
an income when jobs are hard to get and when pay may 
be far below today’s high level. Study scientific Swedish 
Massage and Hydro-Therapy and be ready to establish your 
own permanent practice or to accept a good paying posi­
tion. Act at once — today 1

THE College of Swedish Massage, 
Dept. 263, 100 East Ohio Street, Chicago 11, III.

You may send me FREE and Postpaid Anatomy Charts. 
Illustrated Catalog, Booklet of Successful Graduates and 
complete details of your offer.

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

Address.....................  „...........................................  .........

City........ ................................................state........................ .........
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COYNE 1eam*by-Doinq* Shop Course

^ELECTRONICS
AIRCRAFT

6EF READY NOW FOR A GREAT VICTORY FUTURE

apparatus.
[TALKING PICTURES

.‘POLICE RADIO

SEND FOR MY FREE BOOK!Prepare now with Coyne “Learn-by-Doing” shop Viaill* ■ Vil Bill ■ WVila
field. Not by correspondence, but Find out all about the sensational new future for 

actual experience on real Radio and Electronic Coyne-trained Radio Operators and Industrial Elec­
apparatus. tronic Specialists. My FREE BOOK is full of photos

a .__ _ — - Pa4* and job information. There’s a place inSTART NOW— PflV I ATPRf this vast field for YOU. Age, lack of
%'inni 11 WWW I n I krilLrlii ppatoi experience bars no one. Coyne has been 
I make it easy for you to come to Chicago for my FACTSI Art^ow4 BseTandv coupon7No 

g»Di D° sale3'maa WiU ’CaU' Dont dClay’
I’ll even help you secure part-time work while at —
Coyne to help pay living expenses. My plan has 
aided thousands — coupon, brings complete 
details.

TELEVISION

See How Easily I
YOU can get my j 

| Radio Shop S
Training! jg
mail coupon jg

RADIO RECEIVERS

Prepares for Gov't License 
Many of the better Radio jobs require 
U. S. Govt, license. Coyne has pre- !e® 
pared hundreds of men for this test. 
Our graduates hold good positions in 
broadcast stations, air transport, police 
radio and motion picture studios.
Train on Real Radio and Electronic Apparatus ;■ 
At Coyne, you operate real up-to-the-minute Radio Q 
and Electronic equipment. Experts show you each step, _ 
train you thoroughly. You’ll learn to send Code rapidly ■ 
—do actual trouble-shooting on Television, short-wave 0 
and electronic devices. With this training you get my 8 LIFETIME EMPLOYMENT SERVICE. I train you B 
for a real job, then help you get itl g

Facilities for Men Partly Disabled or with 
Physical Handicaps. Write for details.

H. C. LEWIS, Pres., 
RADIO DIVISION 
COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL, Dept. 24-5K. 
500 South Paulina St., Chicago 12, UI.

Without obligating me, send your FREE BOOK. 
“Your Future in RADIO", and tell me about your 
"Pay-After-Graduation” plan.

H. C. LEWIS, President
AAVNE* ELECTRICAL SCHOOLVU IIME. RADIO DIVISION
500 S. Paulina Street, Dspt. 24-5K, Chicago 12

NAME.

ADDRESS.

CITY STATE.



Vol, XLIII, No, 1 EVERY STORY BRAND NEW February, 1S44

Featuring the World’s Greatest Sleuth 
in a Full Book-Length Novel

Murder of a Plaster Saint
By ROBERT WALLACE

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

When evil, swift-striking death stalks the town of Bradford, the 
Phantom Detective embarks on the dangerous trail of criminal 
conspirators who hide their nefarious activities behind a sinister 
cloak of mystery! ................. * 13

GRIPPING SHORT STORIES
COOK’S FIGHT OUT Richard Brister 72

Wiley Johnson puts a surprise for killers on the fire

WEATHER FOR CROOKS Frank Johnson 79
Detective John Lake trails an elusive theatre bandit

JOURNEY TO DOOM H. Wolff Saiz 83
Benny Brazil figured out a perfect plan for freedom

SPECIAL FEATURES
THE PHANTOM SPEAKS A Department 6

Join FRIENDS OF THE PHANTOM! Coupon on Page 95

LET’S KEEP OUR EYES ON THE BALL Bing Crosby 86
A message from the famous movie and radio star

Fubllabed every other month — February, April, June. Auguet, October and December— by Standard Magazines, Inc. 
N. L. Pines, President, 10 Eact 40th Street, New York 16, N. Y. Entire contents copyrighted, 1943, by Standard 
Magazines, Inc. Subscription (12 issues), $1.20: single copies, $.10; foreign postage extra. Reentered as second-class matter 
October 10, 194!), at the Post Office at New York, N. ¥., under the Act of March 3, 1879. Names of all characters used 
in stories and seml-fiction articles axe fictitious. If the name of any living person or existing institution is used, ___ 17$
it is a coincidence. Manuscripts must be accompanied by self-addressed envelopes, and are submitted 
at the author’s risk.
Read our companion magazines: Thrilling Western, Thrilling Raneh Stories, Thrilling Wonder Stories, Thrilling Adventures, 
Thrilling Sports, Thrilling Love, Thrifting Mystery Thrilling Detective, Thrilling Football, Popular Western, Popular Love, 
Popular Detective, Popular Sports Magazine, Popular Football. Texas Raimers, G-Men Detective, Air War, Sky Fighter*, 
West, Detective Novel* Magazine, Everyday Astrology, Masked Rider Western. Range Riders Western. The Rio Kid Western, 
Black Book Detective, Captain Future, Startling Stories, Rodeo Romances, Popular Crossword Puzzles. Best Crossword Puzzles* 

RAF Aees, Army Navy Flying Stories, Exciting Love, Exciting Sports, Exciting Detective, and Exciting Western.
PBJNTED IX TUB U. B. A,
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J. E. SMITH, President, 
National Radio Institute

Established 29 Years
He has directed the training 
of more men for the Radio 
Industry than anyone else.

________________Many 
Other Radio Circuits
With Kits I Supply!

By the time you’ve conducted 60 sets of Ex­
periments with Radio Parts I supply—have 
made hundreds of measurements and adjust-

BieseMen 
$200 A MONTH IN OWN 
----------- BUSINESS

I 'Tor several years 
I have been in 
business for my-
around $200 a 
month. Business 
has steadily in- 

--------- creased. I have 
N.R.I. to thank for my start 
in this field.” ARLIE J. 
FROEHNER, 300 W. Texas 
Ave., Goose Creek, Texas.
.$5 TO $10 A WEEK IN 

SPARE TIME
*T am engaged ---------------
in spare time ’ 
Radio work. I i 
average from $5 : 
to $10 a week. I 
often wished 
that I had en­
rolled sooner. t 
All this extra I _
money sure 
does come in handy.” 
THEODORE K. DuBREE, 
Horsham. Pa.

1st LIEUTENANT IN 
SIGNAL CORPS 

;_______  "I cannot divulge
any information
as to my type 
work but I

>e of 
can

say that N.B.I. 
training is handy 
these days.” 
RICHARD W. 
ANDERSON.
(Address omitted 

for military reasons.)

Now Make $50 a Week Than Ever Before
I will send you a sample Lesson, "Getting Acquainted 

with Receiver Servicing,” to show you how practical 
it is to train for Radio at home in spare time. It’s a 
valuable lesson. Study it—keep it—use it—without 
obligation! And with this Lesson I'll send my 64- 
page illustrated book, “Win Rich Rewards in Radio.” 
It describes many fascinating jobs Radio offers, ex­
plains how N.R.I. trains you at home for good pay in 
Radio!

Big Demand Now for Well-Trained 
Radio Technicians, Operators

There’s a big shortage today of capable Radio Tech­
nicians and Operators. Fixing Radios pays better now 
than for years. With new Radios out of production, 
fixing old sets, which were formerly traded in. adds 
greatly to the normal number of servicing jobs.

Broadcasting Stations. Artation and Police Badio, 
and other Radio branches are scrambling for Opera­
tors and Technicians. Radio Manufacturers, now 
working on Government orders for Radio equipment, 
employ trained men. The Government, too, needs hun­
dreds of competent civilian and enlisted Radio men 
and women. Then, think of the NEW jobs that Tele­
vision. Electronics and other Radio developments win 
open after the war.

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

The moment you enroll for my Course I start send­
ing you EXTRA MONEY JOB SHEETS that show 

l?«earn EXTRA money fixing Radios. Many make 
$10 a week EXTRA in spare time while still 

learning. I send you SIX big kiu of real Radio parts. 
You LEARN Radio fundamentals from my lessons— 
PRACTICE what you learn by building typical cir­
cuits like those illustrated on tais page—PROVE what 
you learn by interesting tests on the circuits you build.

Mail Coupon tor Free Lesson and Book
The opportunity the war has given beginners to get 

started in Radio may never be repeated. So take the 
first step at once. Get my FREE Lesson and 64-page, 
illustrated book. No obligation—no salesman will call. 
Just mail coupon in an envelope or paste it on a penny 
postal—J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 4B09, 
National Radio institute, Washington 9. D. C.

ments—you'll have had 
CAL experience.

valuable PRACTI-

You build this S X 
PERHETERt \ 
DYNE CIRC UI 
containing a prese­
lector oeciilator- 
mixer-flrst detector, - 
i. f. stage, diode- 

• detector-a. v. c. 
stage and audio 
stage. It will bring 
in local and distant 
stations. Get the

thrill of learning at home evenings in spare 
time while you put the set through fascinat­
ing tests!

work on neighbor­
hood Radios to pick 
up EXTRA spare 
time money. It is 
a vacuum tube 
multimeter, meas­
ures a. c., d. c. and 
r. f. volts, d. c. currents, resistance, re­
ceiver output.

Building this A.
M. SIGNAL 
GENERATOR 
will give you val­
uable experience. 
Provides ampli- 

, tude - modulated 
| signals for test 
. and experimental 

purposes.

Good For Both m^FREE

Men likely to go into mili­
tary service, soldiers, sail­
ors. marines, should mail 
the Coupon now! Learning 
Radio helps Service Men 
get extra rank, extra pres­
tige. more interesting du­
ties. MITCH HIGHER 
PAY. Also, prepares for 
good Radio jobs.

B 
I 
■
I 
I 
1
I 
1
S 
1 
t

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 4BO9, 
National I tad io Institute, Washington 9, D. C.
Mai! me FREE without obligation. Sample Lesson and 64-page book, "Win
Rich Rewards in Radio.” (No salesman will call. Write plainly.)

Name.

Address

City. State. 4FR



J
IM HENDERSON was a staid, success­
ful businessman—a broker. On the sev­
eral times I met him in. the company of 

frank Havens, he would have seemed to me 
the last man on earth anyone would have ex­
pected to see in tights of a sickening green, 
topped by a crimson jacket. The sort of out­
fit most people would have declared they 
“wouldn’t be found dead in.”

Don’t get an idea that Jim Henderson went 
to his brokerage office in any such regalia. 
It was, instead, the costume he wore at ama­
teur shows put on by stock brokers. The 
“Broker Follies” was an institution, a yearly 
affair, in which many of the boys took part. 
They were so bad they were good; so ridicu­
lous they were screamingly funny.

But things didn't end on a humorous note 
the night Jim Henderson was murdered. His 
green tights and crimson jacket became a 
shroud, and memory of their gaudiness sent 
chills of horror through all the well-to-do 
men who were present at the Follies.

The way Jim Henderson died was fan­
tastic. Dozens of us in the audience saw him 
pick up the rubber stage prop knife from the 
box held by a man in blackface and wearing 
a woolly wig. We all watched as Jim bent 
the rubber blade, did all sorts of tricks with 
it. Then suddenly he drove the rubber knife 
into his chest in a comic, melodramatic sui­
cide.

Comedy Becomes Tragedy
But it wasn’t comic. It was the real thing! 

Jim Henderson fell to the stage, his life’s 
blood dripping from the wound made by the 
rubber knife. You’ll say that was impossible. 
Others have said the same thing. Even eye­
witnesses wouldn't believe that the rubber 
knife was a murder weapon.

But that and a number of other fascinating 

problems tied up in the mystery are solved 
in Robert Wallace’s story of one of my most 
famous cases, “The Rubber Knife Murders.”

I was deeply interested, working on the 
case of “The Rubber Knife Murders,” and 
I’m sure you’re going to find it thrilling and 
exciting, reading about this crime chase. You 
all know just how masterful Bob Wallace is 
when it comes to getting the incidents and 
clues down on paper entertainingly and 
dramatically. He’s done one of his first-rate 
jobs on this story.

You’re going to get a kick in seeing how 
Steve Huston works with me to follow a lead 
that goes down to the New York waterfront 
and even out onto the waters off Long Island 
Sound and Ambrose Light.

Even after Henderson’s death, he has an 
important part in the working out of this 
curious mixture of clever plotting and cold­
blooded killing. You might say that this con­
tribution of his paid up somewhat for his 
association with a group of people who al­
most invited death from hidden killers. That 
particular involvement had ramifications that 
were startling in their promise of interna­
tional complication.

A Clever Crime Chief
Representatives of some of the allied coun­

tries of the United Nations were implicated 
to such an extent that for a time I was won­
dering just how these people could possibly 
have a connection with any such a melange 
of murder. When you find the answer to this 
angle of the problem in “The Rubber Knife 
Murders” you'll see just how tricky and un­
derhanded are those people who attempt to 
capitalize upon every current suspicion or 
misunderstanding. The possibilities will ap­
pall you.

(Continued on page 10)



NO MEDICAL 
EXAMINATION

,TUS $1,OOO&
IFSTITS NATURAL OR D&^&r 18 3 ACCIDENTAL DEATH

ered, at time Certificate ia issued. Nearly every 
family may soon have one or more members in the 
Armed Forces or War work. Although the risks are 
higher, Atlas Mutual is not “holding out” on 
patriotic Americans. Cover every member of your 
family! ONLY ONE DOLLAR A MONTH can 
cover entire family — Husband, Wife, Children; 
end Brothers, Sisters and Parents of applicant.

WHOLE FAMILY PROTECTION

MEMBERS FARMED FORCES 
and ALL

WAR WORKCRS'
INCLUDED in ATLAS MUTUAL

Ages 2 to 75—AH Covered 
for Only $1 a Month

Satisfied members throughout the U. S. No medical 
examination—just the fact that all in the family 
named in your application are now in good health.

NO SALESMEN
will call! You receive Your Whole Family Benefit Cer­
tificate by mail WITHOUT OBLIGATION and for 
10 DAYS FREE INSPECTION...and study it in the 
guiet of your home, with no one to influence you.

PARENTS • CHILDREN • HUSBAND

CCMH KffV AAfWrv

AND WIFE £nTeecfoav^a2
IMPORTANT! This protection ; 

covers deaths occurring ANYWHERE ! 
WITHIN THE UNITED STATES ' 
OF AMERICA OR ITS POSSES- i 
SIONS AND CANADA. Atlas Mutual : 
is Inspected and Licensed by the Dela- I 
ware State Department of Insurance. | 

Take advantage of this big I 
opportunity while still avail- 

Jable! Mail coupon today! ENTIRE FAMILY

10 DAY FREE INSPECTION OFFER FREE ,N^S0N COUPON
SPECIAL OFFER for 'I

PROMPTNESS
'Tlere’s no alligation in sending the coupon right 
eway. ACT PROMPTLY. Send today for full ex­
planation of all details. The coupon or a penny 
postcard witlr just your name and address brings 
the big Atlas Mutual offer!

MAIL TODAY for FULL INFORMATION
Atlas Mutual Benefit Association, 
Dept T302, Wilmington, Delaware

Without Obligation to me, send full information your
। Whole Family Protection., No salesman will call

I
| Name..................... ...... .  . .. ___ —... ......
I

ATLSS MUTUAL Benefit Asseeiation I M‘“- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -
Dept. 1-302, .Wilmington, Del. L:____ 1_ -_____ 1_____



Here’s What Hitler
Said About YOU!

"They are so meek I could crush them.”

... (dwt &i£&otic4,
"Theirs is the most corrupt church on 
the face of the earth.”

,.,a£ut (fewd
"The Jews’ final goal is the victory of 
Democracy. . . because it eliminates 
personality and puts in its place stu­
pidity and cowardice.”

“Hate the Protestants! 
Hate the Catholics!

Hate the Jews!”
Hate, hate, hate, says Hitler. Hate, hate, 
hate, say those who echo him, here and 
everywhere.

But this is America! And America is 
made up practically 100% of Protestants, 
Catholics and Jews. In the three quotations 
above, Hitler takes in just about all of us.

Nobody left out! Because, you see, 
it’s really a suicide pact to which we’re 
all invited. It was meant to be so. A suicide 
pact for all America.

Remember that next time you hear 
anyone insult any group here in America.

Remember, always that it’s someone 
just like him who is whispering the same 
kind of thing about the group to which 
you belong.

Look upon all such whispers as invi­
tations to join that national suicide pact.

Refuse to accept such invitations. And 
don’t hesitate to accuse those who offer 
them to you of working for America’s 
destruction.

DO THIS FOB AMERICA!

BUY WAR BONDS AND STAMPS! BE AN AMERICAN!



Would you give less than 
7/ a day for Music Lessons?

Didn’t Dream She Could Learn So Quickly!

Yes! That’s all it costs!
Amazing Print and Picture 
Method Teaches Thousands to 

Play in Their Own Homes
rPHINK of it! For just about the few pen- 

nies you spend for your daily newspapers, 
YOU CAN LEARN MUSIC! You can learn 
to play your favorite musical instrument. Any 
instrument—piano, saxophone, violin; guitar, 
accordion, etc. What’s more, you can learn 
right in your own home, in spare time!

Actually, your music lessons cost less than 
7c a day. And that includes everything— 
instruction, sheet music, personal Advisory 
Service. No extras of any kind, nothing more 
to pay.'

Easy asA-B-C
<<T DIDN’T dream I could actually learn to play 

X without a teacher. ... I had always heard it 
mldn’t be done. You can imagine my surprise when 

er 3 or 4 weeks I found I could play real tunes. Now 
; I play people will hardly believe that I learned 

y so well m so short a time. Any person who 
,es your piano course and studies it cannot help 

but learn to play.”—* H. C. S., California.

AMAZED FfelEHDSFOUND ACCORDION EASY
‘‘I’ve always wanted to play 
the piano accordion,” writes 
•H. E. from Canada. "But 
thought I’d never learn it. 
Then I read about your les­
sons. I don’t know how to 
express my satisfaction.”

"This course has been very 
interesting. Words cannot 
express how I have enjoyed 
it. My friends seem very 
much pleased with my play­
ing ; they can hardly believe 
I learned without k teacher.” 
—* E. G., Atlanta, Ga.

Nd hum-drum scales or exercises, either. You start 
playing real tunes — from the very first lesson. YOU 
LEARN TO PLAY BY PLAYING. Every move is 
clearly shown in charts and illustrations — with ac­
companying text to lead you easily from one step to 
another. And what a thrill to hear yourself actually 
playing popular songs and classical selections! What 
a surprise for your friends!

Find out about this easy, money-saving method at once. 
If you want to learn music but are hesitating because 
you may be drafted, 
we have made spe­
cial provisions forthose 
who are called. Mail 
coupon below for illus­
trated free booklet giv­
ing complete informa­
tion on how you can 
learn to play any instru­
ment in your own home. 
Free print and picture 
sample included. XI. S. 
School of Music, 2942 
Brunswick Bldg., New 
York 10, N. Y. (Forty- 
Sixth Year. Estab­
lished 1898.)

Send for Print and Picture Sample

Music is the magic key 
to friendship, fun, ro­
mance. The person 
who can play a musi­
cal instrument is al­
ways sure of a wel­
come. Why not let 
music open the door 
for you to a happier, 
richer life? Mail the 
coupon and find out 
how easily end inex­
pensively you can . 
learn at home.

! U. S. School of Music, 2942 Brunswick Bldg., New York 10, N. Y. 
I I am Interested In music study, particularly in the instrumentI checked below. Please send me your free illustrated booklet, "How 
* to Learn Music at Wnma " «nd Ffaa Print and Picture Samnle. 
| Piano

Home.' and Free Print and Picture Sample.

• Actual pupils’ names on request. Pictures bi/ Pratessimal Medels.

I Guitar
(Hawaiian Guitar 

Violin 4
“ Piano Accordion 

Saxophone
I 
I 
I 
1
I 
I

Kame
Address

City

Trumpet, Cornet 
Reed Organ 
Tenor Banjo 
Ukulele
Drums and Traps 
Trombone

Flute
Piccolo
Modern Elementary 

Harmony
Practical Finger 

Controlr

State.
NOTE: If you axe under 16 years of age, parent must sign 

this coupon.

SAVE 2c STICK COUPON ON PENNY POSTCARD^

1 
i 
t 
i 
I 
I

I
I 
I 
I



Don’t suffer embarrassment and discomfort caused by loos© dental 
plates. Apply CROWN RELINER. In a jiffy your plate fits like new 
and stays that way up to 4 months. No old fashioned heating to 
bum your mouth. Just squeeze CROWN from tube and put your 
teeth back in. They’ll fit as snugly as ever. Inventor is a recognized 
authority in dental field. A patent has been applied, for CROWN RE- 
UNER to protect you from imitators. After you reline your plate 
with CROWN, take your false teeth out for cleaning without affect* 
tog the CROWN RAHNER. GROWN RELINER is guaranteed . . . 
it’s harmless. NOT A POWDER OR PASTEI If not satisfied, even 
after 4 months, return partly used tube for full refund.

Rrtialo, Lowers
Perfect for

Detroit Mleh.Bent 7602,
CROWN PLASTICS 
4358 W. Philadelphia Am.,

J. Clement, of Algonac write,: “My 
plates were so bad they rattled when I 
talked. Now I can eat steaks, com on 
the cob.” Reline your plates with 
CROWN. It’S tasteless. Has that natural 
pink color. Order a tube of CROWN 
RELINER today . . . enough to last a 
year. We include FREE a tube of 
CROWN plate cleaner. SEND NO MONEY. 
Just send name and address. Pay post­
man $1.00 for combination, plus post­
age, or send cash and we pay postage. 
Act at once and enjoy this new happiness.

High School Course
at Home Many Finish in 2 Years

rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Course 
alent to resident school work—prepares for college 
- * exams. Standard H.S. texta supplied. Diploma.

H. S. subject* already completed. Single subject* if do­
ll sctrool education is very important for advancement fa 
nd industry and socially. Don’t be handicapped all yoar 
High School graduate. Start your training dow. Free 

j request. No obligation.
inwioan SdiMl. Dart. H.258A.Draxel»t58th,Chi«to37

\ song^^S>wnU '
Send your Poems for our new offer 
and FREE "Bbymlnir Dictionary" today.

Phonograph Records Made 
VANDERBILT MUSIC STUDIOS 

Dwt 18-B. Bax 112 • Coney Island. H. Y.

Free for Asthma 
During Winter

If you suffer with those terrible attacks of Asthma 
when it is cold and damp; if raw. Wintry winds make 
£ou choke as if each gasp for breath was the very 

set; if restful sleep is impossible because of the 
struggle to breathe; if you feel the disease is slowly 
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• THE PHANTOM SPEAKS
(Continued from page 6)

It’s the kind of a story that will really make 
your spine tingle, and I certainly hope you 
will approve of—and like—the way I went 
at it, and the results that were obtained. “The 
Rubber Knife Murders” were really worked 
out by a clever crime chieftain who called 
himself Mr. Blackout, and his method of as­
sembling his hirelings and giving them their 
orders so that they would not be overheard 
by the police or any private investigators was 
both original and adequate for his purpose.

Remember—there are real thrills in “The 
Rubber Knife Murders,” in the forthcoming 
issue of THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE 
Magazine. 

Are You a Friend of the Phantom?
Many readers of this magazine get a fresh­

ened interest in life and a brand-new view­
point on things in general through corre­
sponding with other member^, and sharing 
their desire for law-enforcement with their 
neighbors in person. I’m glad to know that 
this is so. It makes the task of crime-fighting 
that much more satisfying to any detective. 
Many have asked me how they, too, can help 
in some way to combat crime in our great 
country.

For ten years now, I’ve been trying to weld 
my reader group into a force that will be a 
real moral weapon in the hands of local com 
munities and their officials. This force has 
been growing in that time, and its importance 
is constantly increasing. Law-enforcement is 
doubly important now when the need for 
every American’s loyalty and cooperation is 
so great.

Our group is known as The FRIENDS OF 
THE PHANTOM. This is a fraternal organ­
ization, and every reader, whether interested 
in criminology or who has a desire for de­
cent, law-abiding life is invited to affiliate 
himself with our club.

Remember, however, that this club has no 
association with any other group, and mem­
bership does not carry with it any special 
privileges with respect to Federal or local 
law-enforcement bodies. When you sign up, 
you are sent an attractive membership card. 
You may have a club pin, too, if you wish it 
—that’s entirely optional with you, and is 
not required for membership. The coupon 
printed in this department will tell you how 
to get either, or both.

There are no dues nor fees.
We want all of you readers to become 

members of The FRIENDS OF .HE



PHANTOM. Just fill out the coupon and 
forward it to us.

Out of the Mail Bag
Letters and postal cards have been coming 

in to me rather heavily in the past few 
months, and I’m sure glad to have them, 
especially since a good many of them include 
suggestions for improvements in our maga- 
zine and its further development. I’m de- 
lighted to see these comments and criticisms. 
They are a big help to Mr. Wallace and my­
self in handling the various stories from my 
case-book, and also are an aid to the writers 
of other features in the magazine.

Here are some of the letters I particularly 
liked. You’ll note that they come from a va­
riety of readers in all parts of the country. 
First of all we hear from Buffalo, New York.
Dear Phantom:

Recently bought six copies of THE PHANTOM 
DETECTIVE (besides my own, of course) and sent 
’em on to men in Army eamps. I find this procedure 
is welcomed; and that The Phantom is, also!

It would be my suggestion to add a regular depart­
ment devoted to unusual crime and criminals. A page 
devoted to the odd and queer and strange. Of course, 
I would think of that, since I’m writing detective 
scripts (and others )for eornies magazines, and have 
just created a new kind of detective which a comics 
will shortly launch forth under my name! However— 
a real notebook of crime ought to be attractive, 
especially if you tell, briefly, some methods used and 
plots followed by actual criminals; or how a detective 
solved, cleverly, some really baffling case!

There are many odd facts still unpublished by de­
tective magazines—such as that a tendency to crime 
much more than to insanity, is inherited. That old- 
time Chinese debtors started fingerprinting when 
I.O.V.s were thumbprinted by them! Warm weather 
causes more crimes than colder weather. Blood tests 
can’t prove that a certain man is father of a certain 
child, but it can show the accused man could not be 
the father. A page of such oddities in cartoon, might 
go; yet I think a case-book of two to four unusual 
criminal methods would be doubly welcomed. Think 
it over.

My hobby is reading detective stories, particularly 
THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE, while I’m also Iden­
tification Officer in a warplant so that, taking finger­
prints, etc.. I am naturally interested in subjects such 
as you publish. Most heartily,

Montgomery Mulford, 
Buffalo 9, New York,

Thanks a lot for your suggestion, Mr. Mul­
ford. We'll put it on the file for early atten­
tion. Our next letter comes from out in the 
tall corn country.
Dear Phantom:

Thought I’d drop a line to your dept. I think THE 
PHANTOM DETECTIVE is okay, but got a brain­
storm on how to improve it. If my ideas don’t meet 
your fancy just ignore me. I’ll get over it. In the 
first place after you finish the main story of the P. D., 
the others are a let-down. You could make the maga­
zine a one-story magazine or get some real pep into 
the others. Besides this, why not have a department 
for showing and discussing the Phantom’s various 
equipment such as make-up kit and guns, etc. I still 
think the magazine’s okay, and don’t be too mad at 
me for suggesting improvements.

Wayne Bliven. 
510 Virginia St..
Sioux City 12, Iowa.

Don’t worry about our not liking your 
comments, Mr. Bliven, we’re glad to have

(Continued on page 94)
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reveal how to exercise the powers of self—which 
perhaps have remained a mystery to you. Write to- 
day. Use the convenient coupon below. Don’t delay!

waters of the once sacred Nile, and 
in the heights of the Himalayas, man 
began a serious search beyond this 
veil of today. For centuries* behind 
monastery walls and in secret grot* 
toes, certain men explored the mem­
ory of the soul. Liberating their con­
sciousness from the physical world 
to which it is ordinarily bound, these 
investigators went on mystical jour­
neys into celestial realms. They have 
expressed their experiences in simple 
teachings. They have disclosed 
whereby man can glean the true na­
ture of self and find a royal road to 
peace of mind and resourceful living.

Scribe J. S. L.
THE ROSICRUCIANS’, AMORC
San Jose, California

Phase send me the free, sealed book. I 
am interested in knowing how I may obtain 
the masterful Rosicrucian teachings.
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IS THERE a strange familiarity 
about people you have met for the 

first time? Do scenes and places you 
have never visited haunt your mem­
ory? Are these proof that the per­
sonality—an immaterial substance- 
can survive all earthly changes and 
return? How many times have you 
seemed a stranger to yourself—pos­
sessed of moods and temperaments 
that were not your own?

Prejudices, fears, and superstitions 
have denied millions of men and 
women a fair and intelligent insight 
into these yesterdays of their lives. 
But in the enigmatic East, along the

The ROSICRUCIANS 
[AMORC]

SAN JOSE, CALIFORNIA, U.S.A.

^a^ci4taiUuj. NEW !doaJ& tyiee.
Today there is no greater—or more respected—perpetuator of these 

ancient teachings and startling truths than the Rosicrucians (not a religious 
organization). Let them send you a free copy of the book, The Mastery 
of Life, It explains how you may receive, for fascinating study in the pri­
vacy of your home, this useful knowledge which will enlarge your mental 
vision. By means of its simple principles, you can learn to remove doubts 
and fears and to establish self-confidence in these troubled times. It will



MURDER OF A PLASTER SAINT
By ROBERT WALLACE

W/ien evil, swift-striking death stalks the town of Bradford, the 
world's greatest sleuth embarks on the dangerous trail of criminal 
conspirators who operate behind a sinister cloak of mystery!

CHAPTER I
The Golden Saint

I
T WAS a little Connecticut town 
called Bradford. It lay, sleepily, in 
the hc-llow of two small mountain 

ranges. On a week day it was like early 
Sunday morning in the city. On Sunday, 

it was even more quiet.

The man who lay sprawled on the 
floor of that small brass foundry was 
quiet, too. Ominously quiet, in the opin­
ion of the man and the pretty girl who, 
in walking past the closed foundry, had 
idly glanced through a window. Natu­
rally they had stopped to investigate.

"He’s dead,” the man said to the star­
tled girl. "I’m sure of it. He can’t be 

AN EXCITING COMPLETE BOOK-LENGTH NOVEL



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 
in.”

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 Sunday# 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. Rigoi' 
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



is the Key to a Baffling Crime Problem!
Rutledge still live in town? He might 
be able to tell you something about this 
statue—at least, he’s supposed to be one 
of the master craftsmen at creating re­
ligious statues.”

“I thought of the same thing.” Havens 
arose and dusted off his knees. “Yes, 
Rufus Rutledge maintains his studios 
here. His son lives with him. Rutledge 
is a peculiar person—an eccentric—but 
he’s famous enough so that when he 
makes demands on his csutomers he’s 
certain to get whatever he wants. That 
golden statuette couldn’t have come from 
anywhere but Rutledge’s studio — I’m

THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

sure of that. This watchman may have 
stolen it. Anyway, Rutledge should be 
able to tell us something about it. I 
think we’d better go see him.”

"Before we call the police?” Muriel

“Police? In Bradford?” Havens 
chuckled. "Sure you must know, 'Muriel, 
that the entire force is composed of a 
constable named Jim Kearny who hates 
everybody, including himself. The only 
reason he gets reelected every time is 
because he keeps the town free of 

tramps and makes cars proceed slowly 
in the town limits. Kearny’s specialty 
is writing speeding tickets. He wouldn’t 
know where to begin with something 
like this.”

“Dad,” Muriel sad with a touch of ex­
citement, “you’re not intending to call 
in the Phantom, are you?”

Havens shook his head. “Hardly, my 
dear. The Phantom works on big stuff, 
as you know. This is probably just an 
ordinary, run-of-the-mill murder. No, 
we’ll contact the State Police after we 
talk to Rutledge and learn what we can 
about the golden statue.”

THEY carefully closed the door of the 
foundry and walked briskly along 
the quiet road for two miles. A sharp 

bend in the road revealed Rutledge’s 
home and studio directly ahead. Beyond 
it—and at a considerable distance—was 
a ball of silver atop the mountain range. 
It glittered like white-hot fire and com­
pelled both Havens and his daughter 
to turn their heads away.

“Old Oberthaler’s observatory is 
something of a menace when the set­
ting sun hits it,” Havens said. “Well, 
here is Rutledge’s place. I know him, 
so we can probably get our story and 
phone it to the Clarion in short order. 
When I give you the signal, you slip 
away. Phone the office and ask for the 
rewrite man. Give him all the details we' 
have, even though most are vague. Then 
telephone the State Police.”

Havens found Rutledge’s door 
equipped with a bell pull and he gave it 
a yank. They stood there waiting for 
three or foui' minutes and Havens 
finally reached for the pull again. But 
the door opened as his fingers closed 
around the pull.

Seated in a wheel-chair, and wrapped 
in a blanket that covered his body from 
the waist down fairly well, was a young 
man with massive shoulders, a thick 
neck and a huge, perfectly proportioned 
head. Young Andrew Rutledge would 
have been unusually handsome except 
for the perpetual scowl that marred his 
looks.

“What do you want?” he snapped, 
before he looked up. “Oh-oh, I’m sorry,” 
he said then quickly. “I didn’t recog­



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.”

“I 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.”

“I’ll find one some place else,” Muriel 
said.

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
fold broke down, and it left me—like 
this 1”

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 father is dead?”

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

Havens arose. “That reply evades 



the question. I, at least, do not feel easy 
about your father, and I want to know 
where he is stopping in New York, 
where he can be reached.”

“I wouldn’t know that.” Andrew Rut­
ledge leaned forward slightly and as 
he said the next few words, he empha­
sized each one by tapping a finger on 
the arm of his wheel-chair. “If I were 
you, I wouldn’t pry. Old men should 
keep their noses out of other people’s 
business.”

Havens just smiled. “You’re bitter, 
Andrew, over what happened years ago. 
However, I’ve no reason to remain noi’ 
to pry deeper. I shall turn the golden 
saint over to the State Police when they 
arrive. Good night—and if your father 
should return, I think he’d save him­
self a lot of trouble by contacting the 
State troopers.”

Havens walked out, shaking his head 
in bewilderment. This seemed to be 
such a simple case, but he was stumped. 
He had been making a stab in the dark 
that perhaps Rufus Rutledge had been 
murdered, because of that little gold 
statue that had been in the possession 
of another man. There was no other 
slightest reason to hint that the sculptor 
was dead, or even missing.

That watchman was dead all right, 
though. Why? And how had he come 
by the gold statue? If by any far­
fetched chance Rutledge had been his 
killer, the last thing on earth Rutledge 
would have done would have been to 
leave that good luck emblem which 
would have been as plain identification 
as his fingerprints smeared all over the 
place.

Havens walked briskly along the de­
serted road. It was rapidly getting dark 
and he wanted to reach his home before 
real night fell. The private road lead­
ing from the highway to his summer 
home was long, winding, and deeply 
shadowed by thick-leaved trees even in 
daylight. Havens didn’t have a flash­
light, for he had hardly expected to have 
been gone so long.

HE WAS within a quarter of a mile 
of his own estate when he heard a 
car coming up behind him. He stepped 

to the side of the road. The car stopped 
and a hatchet-faced man opened the 
door. It was Jim Kearny, the constable.

“I want to talk to you,” Kearny said

in a tone conveying mixed authority and 
sarcasm. “I hear you been takin’ the 
law into your own hands, Mr. Havens. 
That don’t go here—no matter how 
much money you got, or how many 
newspapers you own.”

“I’ll talk to you later,” Havens said. 
“Unless you want to give me a ride 
home and talk while you’re driving.”

“No, sir,” Kearny snapped. “This is 
an official car and I ain’t supposed to 
take riders unless they’re my prisoners. 
I been down to the foundry. Poor Sayre 
is stone dead—murdered. But you know 
that. You were there before me—you 
found him. Somebody saw you come 
out. You and that daughter of yours. 
And nobody knows better than you it’s 
against the law not to report a murder 
soon as it’s found out, and that you can 
go to jail for touchin’ a corpse.”

Havens gave a weary sigh. “If I’m 
under arrest, then let me get into that 
official car and ride downtown.”

"I didn’t say you were pinched,” 
growled Kearny. “But I will say that if 
you weren’t so big—financially, I mean 
—you’d be in the clink now. I espe­
cially don’t like it because you phoned 
the State troopers instead of coming to 
me.”

“Who told you I phoned the troop­
ers?” Havens asked quickly.

“Ain’t saying. Now see here, Mr. 
Havens, I won’t warn you again. I can 
be a friend to a man or an enemy and 



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 mush. 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-1-1—” 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.

“I’ll 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.

IN 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

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 II
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 bidding and 
the price went to fantastic heights and 
kept climbing under the smooth-tongued 1 



urgings of this master of ceremonies. 
In the audience, two middle-aged men 
had kept out of it except to comment.

“First time I ever saw Richard Cur­
tis Van Loan do anything more stren­
uous than lift a cocktail,” one of them 
said.

The other laughed. “You’re a little 
new here, Ed. Van Loan looks and acts 
like a playboy. He is a playboy, I sup­
pose, with too much money, but don’t let 
him fool you. He’s a smooth talker and 
smoother on a polo pony, the very devil 
to beat in tennis, and as for chess, we 
all back away from the boards when he 
shows up.”

“I didn’t mean to say anything de­
rogatory,” the first man commented. 
“Van Loan is a nice chap. It’s just that 
—well, he so much ‘belongs’ in glitter­
ing affairs like this. The man doesn’t 
work at anything, does he?”

“No-o-o, he doesn’t.” His companion 
shrugged. “Why should he, with every­
thing he wants? Hey! Look at that! 
He jacked up that two-dollar handker­
chief to nearly twenty thousand. Boy, 
what he could do with a movie actress’ 
sarong!”

Richard Curtis Van Loan accepted a 
check from the buyer of the handker­
chief and turned to the next guest who 
was proffering a wallet for sale. He 
had not began his selling talk when a 
servant walked up on the platform and 
spoke softly in his ear.

“Sir, the attendant who is taking 
care of your car says the radio seems 
to be on and it’s making quite a din. 
He can’t shut it off and perhaps it 
might damage the radio or your bat­
tery.”

For one fleeting instant Richard Cur­
tis Van Loan’s eyes were no longer 
smiling, but grim and earnest. For he 
alone knew the meaning of what he had 
been told.

“Thank you,” he said. “It’s a tricky 
radio. I’ll be over immediately.”

Van Loan arranged with someone else 
to take his place and hurried to where 
his car was parked. He climbed behind 
the wheel, nodded to the attendant, and 
found the switch which cut the radio.

When the attendant was out of ear­
shot, he turned the switch on again, 
slid back a tiny panel and revealed a 
tuning dial. He began moving it a bit. 
The squealing ceased and a voice droned 

a few words over and over again.
“Calling the Phantom ... Calling the 

Phantom. . . .”
The voice was that of a monitor atop 

Frank Havens’ Clarion Building in New 
York, and it was starting certain wheels 
rolling which would put a master crime 
hunter into action.

VAN LOAN called the attendant back 
and handed him a bill.

“P?ease tell my host that I suddenly 
remembered another engagement,” he 
told the man. “Say that I’m very sorry 
to leave like this, that it is important.”

He backed the car up, headed it to- 
ward the street and, once out of sight of 
the house, he stepped on it.

Within the city limits, he stopped in 
at an outlying drugstore, having left 
the car half a block away. He walked 
into the store, purchased a pack of ciga­
rettes and made his way to the phone 
booth. With a quick look around to be 
sure no one could overhear, he dialed 
a number.

The same voice which had been com­
ing over that radio on its special wave­
length, greeted him.

“This,” Richard Curtis Van Loan 
said, “is the Phantom. I caught your 
signals. What’s up?”

“Please give the number of the tele­
phone from which you are calling,” 
droned the answer. “Remain there a 
few moments. Miss Muriel Havens is 
calling and wants to speak with you 
direct.”

The Phantom hung up promptly and 
tried his best to figure out why Muriel 
had called instead of her father. He 
had a feeling that something had hap­
pened, something not altogether pleas­
ant.

Soon the phone rang and Muriel’s 
voice came over the wire/ She knew 
Richard Curtis Van Loan and liked him, 
but she hadn’t the vaguest idea that he 
was the Phantom Detective.

“Phantom,” she said, “I’m calling at 
my father’s suggestion. He has been 
injured. Late this afternoon he and I 
discovered a murder. Not an important 
one from some viewpoints, I suppose, 
though everybody’s life is important. 
The thing is that in this case the victim 
was in possession of a golden statue 
which belonged to a famous sculptor 
named Rufus Rutledge.”



“I know of him,” the Phantom said. 
“He is famous. Go on.”

“Dad was on his way home after talk­
ing to Mr. Rutledge’s son, because Rufus 
Rutledge himself is in New York—or 
so his son said. At any rate. Dad was 
attacked along the dark driveway to 
our summer home. He was badly in­
jured and I think the attacker meant to 
kill him. But I heard the scuffling and 
when I ran toward it with a flashlight, 
calling to Dad, the man was frightened 
away.”

“The golden statue,” the Phantom 
asked quickly. “Was it gone?”-

“Yes—stolen by the attacker. Ap­

parently he wanted it badly—badly 
enough to commit murder to get it. Dad 
is home, under the care of a local phys­
ician. He is in no danger, but there was 
a near concussion and several sprains 
that just missed being fractures. Dad 
wants you to come out.”

“I had determined to do that,” the 
Phantom said grimly, “the moment you 
told me he was hurt. Go back to him. 
Tell him this. I’ll be there as soon as 
I can make train connections. You’d 
better meet me at the station. I’ll come 
as Dr. Blanding, a specialist for whom 
your father had you phone.” He gave 
Muriel a swift and brief description of 
how he would look. “Is that clear?" he 
asked.

“Quite. I’ll meet every train that 

comes in until I gee ‘Dr. Blanding.’ 
There aren’t many trains. Hurry, 
please. I’m afraid that—the murderer 
will come back. Dr. Clay is here now, 
but he can’t remain here. He’s the only 
physician left in town. The draft took 
the others and he is very busy.”

“I’ll be there as soon as possible,” 
the Phantom promised and hung up.

He walked out of the store with long, 
determined strides. Twenty minutes 
later, he put his car away and walked 
across the street to the towering Park 
Avenue apartment building where he 
maintained an elaborate penthouse.

A PRIVATE elevator took him up.
He was already removing his cloth­

ing as the lift ascended. When he left 
it he walked through a richly furnished 
living room and into his bedroom. There 
he opened a secret door which led into 
a large closet that contained every pos­
sible disguise that he might ever have 
reason to assume. Clothing, hats, ties, 
various accessories—everything was 
there.

Selecting., a suit, shirt and hat in 
keeping with the character of an im­
portant physician, he took them from 
the closet and laid them on his bed. 
Then, sitting down before his specially 
made triple mirrors over his big dress­
ing table, he unlocked drawers that con­
tained more kinds of make-up in bottles, 
jars and boxes than even the most ver­
satile theatrical artist would use.

Choosing -what he wanted, he went to 
work with deft fingers. In remarkably 
short order every trace of Richard Cur­
tis Van Loan was gone, and the face 
that looked out at him from the triple 
mirrors looked perfectly to be that of a 
prosperous physician. He had added 
years to his appearance.

In a vest pocket of the clothing he 
donned were two clinical thermometers. 
A stethoscope was carelessly jammed 
into one side coat pocket.

He took a physician’s bag from the 
big closet, opened it and filled it with 
equipment. Not the instruments of a 
doctor, but the articles necessary to the 
investigation of crime.

As he made a final check in the mir­
rors, certainly no vestige of Richard 
Curtis Van Loan, playboy, remained. 
Anyhow, he was far from being what 
one of the men in the audience at the 



garden party he had just left had be­
lieved.

Van was no idler. He maintained the 
appearance of being one so that no sus­
picion would be turned his way. But 
for years now he had been the Phantom 
Detective whose life was strenuous, 
whose very name was a challenge to 
criminals.

Only one person knew his dual iden­
tity—Frank Havens. The publisher had 
helped him into this strange, anony­
mous profession.

Once, at Havens’ suggestion, Van nad 
tackled a case -which had the police up 
in the air, and had solved it so success­
fully that he had known he had found 
his life work. At that time newspaper­
men, unaware of his identity, since he 
had worked in disguise, had dubbed him 
the Phantom Detective. And it was as 
the Phantom Detective that Van since 
had battled all manner of crime from 
one end of the country to the other.

His exploits were legion, and well- 
known. Police gladly worked with him 
when he asked for their assistance. 
Crooks kept out of his way, for they 
had long ago learned that it was health­
ier to- toy with nitroglycerin than with 
the Phantom.

Van Loan had studied this adopted 
profession thoroughly. He had made 
himself a master of disguise, and made 
use of everything of which he had 
learned to alter his appearance. He 
didn’t have to use mechanical contri­
vances to any great extent, except per­
haps to alter the shape of his nose or 
mouth, for he stepped fully into any 
character, helped more by his thorough 
knowledge of the type he was portray­
ing than even by the perfect disguises 
he assumed.

He knew all the scientific approaches 
to solving crime, had accumulated a 
complete file on important crooks, and 
was familiar with all their tricks. He 
had his own crime library, and a labora­
tory in the Bronx—where he was known 
as an old scientist named Dr. Bendix 
—that was second to none except that 
of the F.B.I. in Washington. He was 
a crack shot with any kind of weapon, 
an expert on ju-jutsu, and his activities 
as a millionaire sportsman and athlete 
kept him in perfect physical trim.

Usually a new case gave him a lift 
mentally. He was more than eager to 

come face to face with w’hoever was 
plotting some fresh crime wave, or had 
fashioned some new wrinkle on how to 
live without working.

This time, however, it struck closer 
home. Frank Havens was as near to 
him as a father is to his child. The 
Phantom took the attack on Havens as 
a personal matter, and he sensed that 
big things might develop from what 
now seemed an insignificant case.

He had checked on the train schedule, 
and now as he left his penthouse, he 
knew he had little time left to make the 
train he wanted. His private elevator 
took him to the side entrance of the big 
building. It looked like a tradesmen’s 
entrance, but it was never used except 
by the Phantom.

Van got a taxi at the corner for Grand 
Central, and made his train all right. 
Once in his seat he relaxed a bit. He 
leaned back and tried to puzzle out what 
things were all about, from what little 
Muriel had told him.

But he realized he had to know more 
—much more.

CHAPTER III
Grave off Ashes

URIEL HAVENS saw 
the somewhat pomp­
ous man step off the 
train, spotted the 
stethescope and physi­
cian’s bag and hurried 
up to him.

“Dr. Blanding?” she

“Yes,” the Phantom 
acknowledged. “I’m 
Blanding. How is your 

father, Miss Havens?”
“He needs you,” Muriel said, and she 

didn’t mean for professional reasons. 
“He keeps asking for you, Doctor. I’m 
sure he has a great deal of faith in what 
you can do for him.”

They got into Muriel’s car and she 
drove off. A few people on the station 
platform watched the car vanish. In a 
matter of minutes in that small town 
word would go abroad that a famous 
specialist had been called in to treat 
Frank Havens.

“You acted the part very well, Mu­
riel,” the Phantom told her.

She laughed briefly. “I acted the part?



Phantom, I’ve seen you in the guise of 
about every type of person I can think 
of, but you really almost smell of disin­
fectants this time. You’re perfect.”

“Thank you,” the Phantom said. “Per­
fect except for one thing. If a real doc­
tor asks too many questions, I’ll be 
stumped. My medical knowledge doesn’t 
go too far. Now, about your father. 
Give me every detail.”

“There isn’t much.” Muriel turned 
into the highway leading toward the 
vicinity of her home. “Dad and I were 
taking a walk this afternoon. We saw a 
little brass foundry and looked in a win­
dow. We saw someone lying on the floor, 
so Dad broke in. The man was a watch­
man. named Sayre and he had been mur­
dered. Stabbed through the heart.”

“And the golden saint?”
“It was in his left-hand coat pocket. 

Dad discovered it. We decided that be­
cause of its perfection Rufus Rutledge 
would probably be its owner or know 
something about it, so we went there. 
Andrew Rutledge, his son, said it was 
his father’s property. The sculptor, inci­
dentally, wasn’t home. He’s supposed to 
be in New York, but nobody knows just 
where he is, nor when he will return 
home.”

“A father usually tells his son such 
things,” the Phantom said quickly. “Is 
there anything wrong between Rufus 
Rutledge and his son?”

“A great deal,” Muriel said flatly. 
“Andrew is resentful about what he be­
lieves his father did to him once— 
gravely so. Andrew has no legs. They 
were amputated some years ago as the 
result of the collapse of a scaffolding 
holding one of his father’s statues. Scaf­
folding and statues fell on Andrew. He 
blamed the accident on his father’s care­
lessness and makes no pretense about 
hating him.”

“This promises to be interesting,” the 
Phantom declared. “Your father is in 
no danger, Muriel?”

“No—although at first it looked pretty 
bad. He’ll be in bed for days, however, 
and he has suffered a lot. The man who 
attacked him was evidently perched in 
the branches of a tree bordering the 
driveway to our house. He jumped 
down, knocked Father to the ground and 
then started hitting him. I frightened 
the man anyway, but neither Dad nor 
myself even had a glimpse of him.”

Muriel entered the driveway to the 
house and stopped in front of the door. 
The Phantom helped her out, took his 
professional bag and they walked in. 
She led him straight to one of the up­
stairs rooms where hei- father lay in 
bed.

FRANK HAVENS grinned weakly 
from beneath several layers of band­
ages that covered most of his face.
“My facial beauty has been ruined,” he 

chuckled. “Phantom, sometimes I think 
I made a mistake calling you in on any­
thing like this. It’s small stuff, obvi­
ously.”

The Phantom sat down at the bedside. 
“Sometimes small things grow into mon­
sters, Mr. Havens. I’ve a feeling some­
thing important is behind this one. 
Otherwise, why ■were you attacked? 
After all, you’re an important man, and 
the attack was bound to create a great 
deal of attention.”

“Whoever slugged me was after the 
golden saint,” Havens said. “He got it, 
too, darn him! Phantom, I’ve been lying 
here thinking this business over. There 
seems to be two obvious conclusions.”

“I know,” the Phantom said. “You be­
lieve Rufus Rutledge has been murdered, 
too. The watchman stumbled on the 
crime, somehow, got possession of Rut­
ledge’s golden saint, and -was killed him­
self. As an alternative, this watchman 
stole the golden saint and for some rea­
son greater than mere theft, Rutledge 
murdered the watchman and disap­
peared.”

“Unless,” Havens pointed out, “Rufus 
Rutledge returns from New York and 
has an air-tight alibi. He may have lost 
the golden saint, you know. It doesn’t 
seem reasonable he would have left the 
saint in the murdered man’s possession. 
It would have been a dead give-away.”

“That little statue is very important 
to somebody,” the Phantom mused. 
“Otherwise, there would have been no 
attack upon you. Rufus Rutledge would 
merely have claimed it and that would 
be the end of it all. Was there any par­
ticular significance to the golden saint?”

“It was Rufus Rutledge’s lucky 
token,” Havens said. “He created it, in 
plaster, as a sample of his work when 
he was just getting started. The sample 
was so good it gave him the break he 
needed, and from there on he really



The Phantom was blinded by the glare of the spotlight (CHAP. VII)
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went places. So he cast it in gold and 
carried it as a good luck piece.”

“Hmm,” the Phantom said. “That 
means Rutledge wouldn’t have been 
careless with it. He’d never give the 
thing away nor loan it. Frank, I think 
Rufus Rutledge is dead.”

“If he is,” Havens said, “it makes a 
case important enough for you. Rut­
ledge is famous and his work is com­
parable to that of almost any sculptor 
the world has ever known. Where do 
you intend to start?”

“At the foundry,” the Phantom said. 
“I’ll need the use of your car. For as 
long as possible I’ll keep up this pose of 
being Dr. Blanding. The deception can’t 
last, but, at least, I’ll have time to look 
around. What’s your local doctor like?”

“Clay? All right, I guess. Nothing 
outstanding. Why?”

The Phantom chuckled. “Because 
when I meet him, he’ll begin talking 
medical terms and while I can carry on 
to a certain extent, he’s bound to go be­
yond me. That, Mr. Havens, will com­
plicate matters. Therefore, I think we’d 
better let him in on our secret.”

“I wouldn’t trust him too far.” Muriel 
moved up to the bedside. “He’s crafty- 
eyed, in my opinion, and a couple of 
hours ago I caught him rummaging 
through your desk, Dad.”

“You did?” Havens tried to sit up, but 
the Phantom put a restraining hand 
against his chest. “Why didn’t you tell 
me before?”

“Because I didn’t want to excite you,” 
said Muriel. “Perhaps it was nothing 
more than idle curiosity.”

“Maybe I’m wrong about him,” Ha­
vens grumbled.

The Phantom arose. “Nevertheless, I 
can’t carry my deception long unless I 
stay out of his way and that’s obviously 
impossible. Before he does learn who I 
am, however, I’d better get as much 
work done as possible. I’m going to the 
foundry if Muriel will describe its loca­
tion and furnish me with a car.”

SHE did both and in a short time the
Phantom was outside the factory 

door. It was locked, but locks meant 
little to him. He had made a special 
study of them and carried instruments 
with him that would open practically 
any door. This one gave way in a few 
seconds.

He took a flashlight from his pocket, 
walked through the foundry office and 
into the sand- and spelter-laden foundry 
proper. He found the spot where the 
dead watchman had lain in death. It 
was outlined in chalk — the work of 
State Police investigators.

There were scores of footprints in the 
thin film of dust on the cement floor, but 
nothing in the way of a clue. The Phan­
tom shut off the flashlight and leaned 
against one of the molders’ benches to 
think.

A watchman had been killed. Unless 
this crime was directed straight at the 
man for a personal reason that murder 
had been committed for another reason 
that was plain. The watchman had seen 
or heard too much. There had been a 
gun in his pocket, besides the golden 
saint, according to Havens, so the killer 
must have been someone the watchman 
knew. Someone who had struck so fast 
he’d had no chance to draw his gun and 
defend himself.

The Phantom tried to puzzle out just 
what that watchman could have known 
which was important enough to cause 
his murder. The foundry, he already 
had learned, was a profitable venture 
and recently had been bought by a large 
manufacturing firm, but was still oper­
ated by local people. That it had any­
thing to do with the crime was doubtful.

That left only the fact that the watch­
man had either discovered his fatal 
knowledge outside the plant or that 
something had happened right here, in 
the foundry. The Phantom quickly dis­
carded the first theory. A murderer 
would hardly be apt to invade a factory 
and attack an armed victim. He would 
strike elsewhere and make the job easier. 
Therefore, something had occurred in 
the foundry itself and the watchman 
murdered immediately upon his discov­
ering the secret.

Rufus Rutledge was missing. Obvi­
ously, considering the golden saint, all 
this had something to do with him. The 
Phantom had to assume that Rutledge 
was either dead or that he had disap­
peared of his own volition. The former 
idea seemed the more logical.

The Phantom walked briskly toward 
the row of smelting furnaces at the far 
end of the room. He cautiously tested 
the first one for heat. These furnaces, 
he knew, retained heat for a long time 



after the fires were dumped, but that 
particular one was stone cold. He went 
on down the line of a dozen more fur­
naces. The seventh one was good and 
warm.

Below the Phantom’s feet was a 
heavy iron grating. He lifted this to 
gain access to the pits beneath the fur­
naces, the pits into which the fires were 
dumped. Heaps of cinders and slag pre­
sented quite a problem, but he concen­
trated upon a comparatively small area 
—that beneath Furnace Number Seven.

His flash swept the pile of burned-out 
fuel. Heedless of the damage to his 
clothes, the Phantom thrust one hand, 
wrist deep, into the soft powdery sub­
stance^ He kept fumbling around until 
his fingers encountered something hard. 
He drew this out, shook the dust off it 
and stared—at a human bone! It looked 
like a forearm bone.

Eagerly now, he started searching the 
whole pile of cinders. He was sweating 
profusely and covered with dust half an 
lour later, but had some definite results 
to show for his work. Piled up in the pit 
wrere many more bones. He knew now, 
without the slightest question, that 
someone had been murdered, the body 

-cut up and thrown into the blazing heat 
of the Number Seven furnace.

THAT explained the motive for the 
watchman’s murder. He must have 
found the murderer performing this 

gruesome task. Just how the watchman 
happened to have had Rufus Rutledge’s 
golden saint in his possession it would 
be hard to say, but the fact indicated 
strongly that Rutledge was, in all prob­
ability, the victim of this atrocious 
crime.

The Phantom spent a few more min­
utes going through the cinders, but he 
found nothing more in the ashes. Hoist­
ing himself up out of the furnace pits, 
he set about sifting the sand and dirt 
piled on the floor abotit the furnace.

In -what was just about the last seive- 
ful, he discovered something that glis 
tened faintly in the ray of his flash. He 
picked the object from the debris, 
cleaned off the dust and blinked.

He was holding a diamond of at least 
ten carats in size. A perfect stone that 
sent myriad rays of colored lights into 
the darkness beyond the rays of the 
flash.

He dropped the stone into his pocket, 
wrapped the bones in a piece of cloth he 
had found in the factory, and was try­
ing to dust off his clothes when his keen 
ears caught a warning sound—a strange 
clanking sound. He spun around, one 
hand darting for the gun under his arm­
pit.' The flashlight swept across the 
darkness of the foundry.

There was a heavy crane fitted on 
tracks just overhead and used in lifting 
the crucibles of metal from the furnaces 
and transporting them to the mold lines. 
It was equipped with a chain and hook 
that must have weighed a quarter of a 
ton and that chain was whipping toward 
him in a murderous arc.

A breath later would have been too 
late. The Phantom threw himself flat 
and with such force that the wind was 
knocked out of him, but he succeeded in 
avoiding the swing of that heavy hook 
and chain. They whizzed just above him, 
clanked and clattered and came back 
again so that he was compelled to stay 
there on the floor. At the slightest raise 
of his head he would have been brained.

When the swing of the chain slowed, 
he rolled over quickly, scrambled to his 
feet and raced to the further end of the 
room where the terminal end of that 
crane had been located. He noticed that 
the track tilted toward the furnaces to 
provide an angle for pouring off the 
crucibles. Anyone could have quietly 
opened a window at the far end of the 
room, reached in and grasped the chain. 
By manipulating it he could have started 
it swinging and sent the crane down 
along its track to become a terrific 
•weapon of murder.

The windows were all closed, but the 
Phantom discovered one was not locked 
and the dust on the window-sill had 
been brushed against. He was certain 
now that an attempt had been made to 
kill him. That complicated matters not 
only by placing his life in peril, but by 
the fact that someone had seen him. 
That person would know that the emi­
nent Dr. Blanding would hardly spend 
his time in the furnace pits, and there­
fore readily assume that Dr. Blanding 
was someone else.

The killer would also obviously know 
that Frank Havens would probably call 
on the Phantom, for it was common 
knowledge that Havens was the Phan­
tom’s only contact.



CHAPTER IV
Copper Bullet

CK at Frank Havens’ 
home, the Phantom 
met Dr. Martin Clay. 
The local physician 
was a short, bulky man 
with closely - cropped 
hair that stood up like 
that of a Prussian offi­
cer. He shook hands 
with a moist grip, but 
a strong one.

“Well, what do you
think of our patient, Doctor?” he asked 
Van. “And please don’t think I’m re­
sentful because you were called in."

The Phantom laughed. “Frankly, Doc­
tor, you have nothing to resent. If I 
treated Mr. Havens, I doubt he’d get 
well fast. You see, I’m not a physician.” 

“Not a—doctor?” Clay gaped. “But I 
don’t understand.”

“He is the Phantom,” Havens said. 
“He is merely posing as a doctor. I 
called him in to help solve this mystery 
of ours, but I didn’t expect he’d reveal 
his identity quite so soon.”

“It was necessary,” the Phantom said. 
“I need Dr. Clay’s help.” He smiled 
apologetically as he added, “Anyway, if 
he is the murderer, or associated with 
him, he’d learn my identity soon if he 
didn’t know it now. Someone knows it 
already, and that someone just tried to 
kill me.”

Dr. Clay didn’t hear anything beyond 
the Phantom’s veiled suggestion that he 
might be the murderer. He started to 
violently protest the matter.

“I didn’t accuse you, Doctor,” the 
Phantom said. “I merely stated that it 
made little difference if you knew who I 
was. Will you come downstairs a mo­
ment? I’ve a bag of bones I want you to 
examine. I think they are human bones.” 

“What on earth have you been doing?” 
Havens exclaimed. “Robbing graves?” 

“In a way, yes,” Van said soberly. 
“Though this grave happens to be in the 
ashes beneath one of the furnaces in 
that foundry. The murderer’s first vic­
tim was burned in Furnace Number 
Seven. I presume the corpse had been 
carved up. Tomorrow, I think the State 
Police should take charge of the foun­
dry'’. keep it closed, and make an exam­
ination for bloodstains.”

“Then the watchman was killed be­
cause he saw the crime!” Havens cried. 
“Who is the victim? And can you iden­
tify him with nothing but a few bones?”

“I’m afraid we can’t,” the Phan­
tom said. “However, I also found this 
in the sand and dirt about the furnace. 
Must have rolled from the victim’s 
pocket. It’s a huge diamond, easily 
worth twenty thousand dollars. It 
proves the crime was not committed for 
profit anyway. Take a look at the dia­
mond. You, too, Doctor. It’s rather out­
standing. Ever see it before?”

“Yes!” Dr. Clay shouted. “Yes, I’ve 
seen it many times. It was set in a ring 
worn on the third finger of Rufus Rut­
ledge’s right hand. I’ve seen it there 
often, and only a day oi’ two ago I heard 
him mention, down at the drug store, 
that he wished we had a jeweler in 
town, because the stone in his ring had 
fallen out and he wanted to wear it in 
his ring, not in his pocket. He used to 
be my patient until—”

“Until what, Doctor?” Van prompted.
Dr. Clay shrugged. “I might as well 

own up. Rutledge and I got along fine 
until a few months ago. He was a hypo­
chondriac, imagining all sorts of ill­
nesses and demanding attention by the 
hour. What with every other doctor in 
town called by the armed forces, I 
couldn’t waste time, and I told him so. 
When he persisted in calling me in the 
middle of the night, I jacked my fee 
good and high. That stopped it, but we 
had quite an argument.”

THE Phantom rotated the diamond 
between his fingers.

“A man who can afford to buy dia­
monds like this shouldn’t squawk at pay­
ing a doctor’s fee.”

“Rutledge was impossible,” Clay said. 
“He’d buy all manner of things for his 
personal use. Lived right up to a fancy 
income, but when it came to paying for 
services, he stalled as long as possible. 
Frankly, if he’s dead, I can’t feel too 
sorry.”

Dr. Clay and the Phantom went down­
stairs and the sack of bones was opened. 
The Phantom spread them on a table.

“Take a look, Doctor. We’ve got to be 
sure they’re human bones."

Clay examined several of them, cluck­
ing his tongue as he worked. Then he 
looked up.



“There are two hundred bones in the 
human skeletal frame. Quite a few of 
them are here. I’ve found here a com­
mon tibia, or leg bone. An inferior 
metatarsus, part of the foot, and a piece 
of cranial frontal bone. No question 
about it—these are human bones.”

The Phantom gathered them up. “But 
whose bones, Doctor? Though I know 
it’s impossible for you to tell.”

“Why Rufus Rutledge’s, of course," 
Dr. Clay declared half derisively. “He’s 
missing—at least he’s not where anyone 
knows him to be. That’s his diamond. 
Kis golden saint luck piece was found 
in that foundry and he’d hardly stir 
without that. Said it did him more good 
than all the medicines I ever prescribed. 
And”—he shrugged—“there certainly 
are enough people who would have en­
joyed killing him.”

“I know about his son,” the Phantom 
said. “Who else hated him?”

“Every man who ever worked for 
him,” Dr. Clay answered promptly. “He 
was inhuman in his demands. He needed 
strong men to shift his statues .around, 
but the only man who worked for him 
more than two or three months is a half- 
baked grounds-keeper who doesn’t know 
the difference between being perpetually 
bawled out and being praised.”

The Phantom sat down slowly and ac­
cepted a cigarette from Dr. Clay.

“Doctor,” he said, after a moment, 
“as the only practitioner in town, you 
can answer this question if anyone can. 
I noticed that the foundry where that 
murder was committed is in a sort of 
valley. On the knolls surrounding it are 
a lot of dwellings. Do you happen to 
know if anyone living in those houses is 
sick? Quite seriously, or with a chronic 
condition which prevents much sleep?"

“Why, yes,” the doctor said, but 
looked puzzled. “Mrs. Curtin is troubled 
with insomnia and is ill besides.”

“Will you take me to see her—now?” 
The Phantom arose.

Clay was still mystified, but willing, 
and soon the Phantom was talking to a 
gray-haired woman who was eager to 
help any friend of Dr. Clay.

“No, I didn’t sleep well on Saturday 
night,” she told him. “I was awake at 
dawn. I’m positive of it.”

“Did you happen to look in the direc­
tion of the foundry?” asked Van.

“Now that you remind me, yes, I did.



There was smoke coming out of the 
chimney and I thought it odd because 
the shop doesn’t operate Sundays, and 
this was Sunday morning at five o’clock. 
Exactly five. I remember because I take 
my medicine on the hour and I looked at 
the clock.”

VAN thanked her politely, listened 
while she complained of fresh symp­
toms to Dr. Clay, then they departed. In 

Dr. Clay’s car the Phantom gave a grunt 
of satisfaction.

“We’ve set the time when the mur­
derer was at work,” he said. “Five a.m. 
Sunday morning. That’s when he got the 
roasting ovens started. While we’re at 
it, Doctor, where were you at that pre­
cise hour?”

“Home in bed and sleeping like a log.” 
Dr. Clay grinned. Then the grin faded 
and was replaced by a worried look. 
“Say—do you suspect me?”

“Why not?” The Phantom grinned 
back at him. “You were here, and by 
your own admission you didn’t like 
Rufus. You have no alibi beyond being 
home in bed. But I wouldn’t worry 
about it, Doctor. You have Shown none 
of the possible reactions of a guilty man 
—and I have encountered too many of 
them to be easily fooled.”

Dr. Clay managed a sickly smile. 
“Now I know why crooks are so afraid 
of the Phantom. You just don’t miss a 
trick. Want to go back to Havens’ 
place?”

“Not yet. Drop me at the railroad 
station. I won’t keep you any longer, 
Doctor. I can get a cab from there.”

The Phantom did not immediately 
take a cab, though. He stopped long 
enough to question the station agent 
who was on duty all night.

“Yep.” The station agent sniffed of a 
cigar which the Phantom had given him. 
“Rufus Rutledge went to New York on 
the four-ten Saturday afternoon. He 
came back on the three twenty-five Sun­
day morning, and when he got off the 
train he seemed to be in a huff. There 
was a cab at the station, but he passed 
it up and started walking in the direc­
tion of his home. That’s the last I seen 
of him, like I told the State Police today. 
I expect Rufus is either1 good and dead 
or he killed poor old Sayre up at the 
foundry. S’pose you’re a State police­
man, too? One of them detective ones 

who don’t wear a uniform?”
“Thank you.” The Phantom an­

swered no questions. “Was Rutledge 
alone? Did anybody else get off the 
train here?”

“Rufus was always alone. Too ornery 
to have company much. Yep, some others 
got off. Don’t know who they were. 
Maybe folks on their way to see Old 
Man Oberthaler who has the observa­
tory on the mountain. You can check 
on them at the hotel.”

The Phantom hired one of the two 
cabs waiting at the station, had the 
driver drop him not far from Havens’ 
house and waited until the taxi disap­
peared. Then he turned and walked 
rapidly in the direction of Rufus Rut­
ledge’s studio.

It was a two-story building apart 
from his house. The Phantom passed up 
the house temporarily, went to the stu­
dio door and opened it with a simple tool 
that performed feats of magic in his 
hands.

The studio was dark and he used his 
flashlight sparingly. He didn’t want in­
terference from anyone. By day he 
could examine the place closer, but 
sometimes it was better to carry along 
an investigation of this type unexpect­
edly.

The first floor contained Rutledge’s 
workshop, a spacious room with several 
partly-finished plaster saints on their 
individual pedestals. Two were com­
pleted and he stopped to admire the 
skillful work. Rutledge was undoubt­
edly an expert and it was no wonder his 
work graced some of the largest 
churches in the country.

He thought it odd that a man of 
Rufus Rutledge’s temperament and 
character could create such exquisite 
reproductions. Detail was fine, the 
statues were life-size for the most part, 
and in the semi-gloom of his flash they 
seemed to be actually alive.

SUDDENLY the Phantom gave a 
start. The statue before him was 

somewhat different from the rest. Its 
quality and workmanship was exactly 
the same, but there was a hole through 
the plaster. A hole directly over the 
heart—a bullethole! There was no ques­
tion about it.

The Phantom walked to the back of 
the statue and discovered that the bullet 



hadn’t come through. He went to a 
work-bench, helped himself to some 
tools and went to work digging that bul­
let out of the plaster saint. It took him 
twenty minutes. When he was done, he 
rotated an odd bullet between his fin­
gers. It was made of copper. Pi-obably 
it had been subjected to a hardening 
process because the slug had not mush­
roomed out and that plaster had been 
hard.

“Now I wonder,” the Phantom asked 
himself mutely, “why anybody would 
want to murder a plaster saint? This 
business is developing some side issues 
that are most interesting.”

He stuffed the bullet into his pocket, 
decided he had done as much as possible 
here and headed toward the door. The 
way was clear, so he shut off his flash­
light.

Outside, it was as dark as it was in­
side. Ordinarily, he would never have 
known the door had been opened, but he 
felt a cool breeze rush through it and hit 
him in the face. Someone was coming 
in, stealthily, and probably with murder 
in his heart!

CHAPTER V 
Big Moose

OR a bare instant, as the 
Phantom snapped on 
the flash, the intruder 
stood revealed. He 
was an awe-inspiring 
sight. Huge, with long 
hairy hands, a stubble 
of black beard across a 
receding chin and a 
wild look in his eyes.

With a crazy shout
the man lunged for­

ward, swinging high over his head an 
axe he held in his hands. There wasn’t 
much question about what he intended 
to do with it.

The Phantom had no opportunity to 
reach for a gun. That axe was swinging 
toward his head. Trained, well-devel­
oped muscles went into action. He 
lithely ducked under the swing, heard 
the deadly weapon whiz over his head, 
then he hinged toward the big man.

The Phantom didn’t try to pull him 
down. The fellow was too big for that. 
It would have been like trying to pull 
down an oak tree. Instead, his right fist 

smashed into the pit of the man’s stom­
ach. That drew a loud whoosh of pain 
and the man was momentarily stunned.

He made one more attempt to get that 
axe into play, but the Phantom followed 
up the effects of the midriff punch too 
fast for him to get into action. Van 
shot home another and as the big man 
reeled backward, the Phantom planted 
an uppercut on the point of his attack­
er’s chin.

That did it The big man staggered 
back a few steps, then his knees buckled. 
The wildness left his eyes and was re­
placed by a glassy look. As he fell, the 
axe dropped out of his hand.

The Phantom approached his victim 
carefully, just in case the big fellow 
was playing dead dog. If those thick 
arms ever encompassed him, he would 
suffer broken ribs, at the least. But it 
seemed the brute had a glass chin. He 
was out cold.

The Phantom searched him carefully, 
found two pocket knives with broken 
handles, a score of half-smoked ciga­
rette butts which looked like snipes, 
some loose tobacco in one coat pocket, 
and precisely seven cents in pennies.

The Phantom glanced at the axe, 
grunted in surprise, and picked it up. 
The head of that axe was blood-stained. 
Old, dried blood that looked much like 
rust.

The big man finally stirred, opened 
his eyes and started to get up. He saw 
the Phantom standing there, holding the 
axe, and the brute cowered back.

“I could have put you away for a long 
time for what you tried to do to me," 
the Phantom said.

“You’re a thief!” the big man blub­
bered. “You was robbing the studio. I 
got a right to hit you. I work here. It’s 
my job to see nobody steals things.”

The Phantom eyed him narrowly. The 
man gave the impression of being mo­
ronic, but there seemed to be a certain 
amount of uncannily shrewd intelli­
gence in those deep-set eyes of his.

“Who are you?” he asked.
“I’m Moose. That’s all—just Moose. 

And I’m going to call Constable Kearny. 
You’re a thief! I’ll call him. I will un­
less—unless—”

“How much?” the Phantom asked 
quickly.

“Ten dollars,” came the prompt an­
swer. “That is, if you didn’t take any­



thing. I guess ten dollars ain’t too much 
to pay for what you did to me.”

. The Phantom hefted the axe. “I’ll 
give you twenty if you’ll sell me this axe 
and tell me where you got it. Twenty- 
five!”

The Phantom regarded Moose in- 
' tently. The big brute was a lot more in­
telligent than he looked to be, and he 
had the heart of a Captain Kidd.

VAN reached into his pocket and took 
out a twTenty-dollar bill and a five.

He handed these to Moose, who care­
fully scrutinized them, folded them into 
the tiniest possible wad and tucked the 
money into a watch-pocket of his trous­
ers.

“You can go,” Moose said. “I ain’t 
telling Constable Kearny. I don’t like 
him anyhow. He’s always wantin’ to 
put me in jail for being a bum. I ain’t 
no bum. I work for Mr. Rutledge and 
he pays me. I do the handy work. I—”

“What about the axe?” the Phantom 
interrupted.

“Oh, it’s yours. You paid for it, 
Mister.”

“Where did you get it? I also paid 
five dollars additional for that informa­
tion, and if you think I’m not going to 
get it, guess again, my friend. I’ll pound 
it out of you and take that money away.”

Moose clapped a protecting hand over 
the pocket where he had put the money.

“I found that axe down near the 
foundry,” he said quickly. “It was in 
the bushes. I needed an axe so I took it. 
That’s honest, ain’t it? She was just 
stuck in a log on the ground. Wasn’t no­
body around. Didn’t look like it be­
longed to anybody.”

“All right,” the Phantom said. “You 
may go now, but don’t start telling how 
you ran into a thief. I was in the studio 
on business. ... By the way—is there 
much hunting around here? Much shoot­
ing, I mean.”

“Everything is posted,” Moose said, 
shaking his head. “No huntin’ at all. No 
shootin’.”

“You haven’t heard a shot—or some­
thing that might have been a shot? That 
would be sometime yesterday or the day 
before.”

“Ain’t heard no shootin’. I been 
around here, too. If I don’t work, Con­
stable Kearny will put me in jail.”

Then, suddenly, and as if his mind 

had just delivered the thought, Moose 
turned and fled. He dived headlong into 
the brush surrounding the area of the 
studio and vanished.

The Phantom wrapped his handker­
chief around part of the axe handle so 
as to not spoil any fingerprints on it, 
then walked back into the studio. Ap­
parently Andrew Rutledge had heard 
none of the talking or the scuffle. At 
leart he hadn’t put in an appearance on 
the porch with his wheel-chair.

The Phantom returned to the work­
room where that punctured saint stood, 
imposing and so lifelike in the gloom as 
to make it seem almost dangerous. With 
a second look the Phantom’s perspective 
was better. He shot the ray of his flash 
on the bearded face of the statue, noted 
the long hair, the square cut beard, the 
thin shoulders and the simple robe.

He reasoned that because of its per­
fection, someone must have modeled for 
this statue. Not even the imagination of 
as great an artist as Rufus Rutledge 
could have imagined the fine details of 
that face.

The Phantom moved quietly out of 
the studio, skirted the house and went 
down the road to where his car was 
parked. A few moments later he was 
sitting beside Frank Havens’ bed, tell­
ing him and Muriel just what he had 
discovered.

Havens smiled beneath the bandages.
“That man you tangled with is known 

simply as Moose,” the publisher in­
formed. “No one knows who he really 
is. Does odd jobs, but for the last year 
or two most of his work has been done 
around Rutledge’s studio. I’ve always 
regarded him as an idiot, but idiots can 
be dangerous. You’re probably lucky he 
didn’t sneak up from behind and succeed 
in clouting you withrthat axe.”

THE Phantom placed the axe across 
the bed.

“Which reminds me of something else 
which is quite interesting,” he re­
marked. “There’s blood smeared all over 
this axe. It’s nicked pretty well, too, as 
if it had been used in great haste and 
with gross carelessness. I don’t know if 
this is human blood, but the murderer 
must have used some sharp-edged in­
strument in cutting up Rufus Rutledge’s 
body before it was stuffed into the fur­
nace. I’ve an idea this is that tool. I can 



readily find out by applying a simple 
test. I shall do so later.”

“Finding a plaster saint who’d been 
shot through the heart,” Havens said, 
“or where a heart would have been in a 
human being, is even more astounding 
than the discovery of the axe. What do 
you make of it, Phantom.”

“As yet, not a thing. I cannot under­
stand why anyone would shoot a statue. 
By the way, I noticed the dome of an 
observatory up on the mountain. Hadn’t 
seen it before. What is it—a private ob­
servatory?”

Muriel had the answer to that. “You 
noticed the moonlight glowing against 
the dome,” she told him. “If there 
wasn’t a moon, you would never have 
seen it. Old Otto Oberthaler owns it. He 
used to be one of the most prominent 
astronomers in the country until he re­

imagine Oberthaler was one of the first 
to condemn Hitler and what he stood 
for. More power to the old boy.”

“Oberthaler is all right,” Frank Ha­
vens put in. “He’s quite old, whiskered 
like a Santa Claus, and never leaves the 
estate which surrounds his observatory. 
I’ll say this much for him, though. He 
must be doing pretty well for a man 
practically living in retirement and as a 
hermit. He built the observatory only 
three years ago. On donated funds I’ve 
heard, but the donor has always re­
mained anonymous. I imagine Ober­
thaler still gets a little income from his 
books, and from other donations.”

“Men of science, like Oberthaler, 
should be granted money to carry on,” 
the Phantom said. “But as for Ober­
thaler living as a hermit, you’re wrong. 
He has visitors. A number of astrono-

“Don’t Move! Keep Your Hands Where They Are—
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tired about six or seven years ago. 
Wrote a lot of books and used to lec­
ture.”

The Phantom nodded. “I know of 
him. Some of his astronomical findings 
made history. He used to be one of the 
most prominent scientists in his line, 
then suddenly he dropped out of sight. 
I wonder why.”

“I can tell you that, too,” Muriel said. 
“Overthaler is a German. The old type 
of German. When Hitler warmed up to 
his attempt at World conquest, Ober­
thaler jeered at him first. Then, as most 
of the German people blindly followed 
the paper-hangei’ Oberthaler got to feel­
ing ashamed of his nationality, of his 
name, of himself. He stopped his writ­
ings and lectures, and since then has de­
voted himself to research alone.”

The Phantom nodded slowly. “Yes, I 
think I recall that now. Made quite a 
fuss in the newspapers at the time. I 

mers come to visit and consult with him. 
I’ve learned that much from the vil­
lagers.”

“I didn’t know that.” Havens 
shrugged. “But I can see why it is per­
haps necessary for him to break his se­
clusion. After all, he must make known 
what he has discovered in his work. 
Phantom, do you think he has anything 
to do with this business?”

“Hardly—if he is the kind of a man 
you describe. But we don’t know about 
the astronomers who visit him. Several 
arrived in town last night, so the station 
agent says, and took rooms at the hotel. 
Just out of curiosity I think I’ll check on 
them.”

HAVENS pushed himself up against 
the pillows.
“Phantom,” he asked, “haven’t you 

the vaguest suspicion as to what this is 
all about? Are there no good suspects?”



“Yes, there are,” the Phantom re­
plied. “We have Dr. Clay, for instance, 
who admits he hated Rufus Rutledge. 
And, mind you, a doctor could do a 
pretty good job of preparing a corpse 
for cremation in that furnace. There 
didn’t seem to be any blood spilled, al­
though the actual — ah — carving may 
have been done elsewhere.”

“For my money I think that fool con­
stable has something to do with it,” 
Havens grunted. “Not directly, perhaps, 
but as an abettor. I swear he delayed 
me along that road so the men who at­
tacked me had time to get set, and to 
have darkness as a cover.”

“Constable Kearny is a good suspect,” 
the Phantom admitted. “We also have 
Moose, the mysterious moron who may 
not be as stupid as he acts and looks. 
Then, there is Andrew Rutledge.”

“Not fratricide!” Muriel Havens ex­
claimed, shocked.

“It is rare, fortunately.” The Phan­
tom smiled at her. “However, we must 
accept all possibilities. From what I 
know of him, Andrew hated his father 
with a fury that probably was built up 
over the years. Soared high enough so 
that he lost his powers of reasoning— 
and murdered Rufus.”

“But he is a cripple!” Frank Havens 
protested. “A man without legs.”

“True,” the Phantom admitted. “If 
he were normal, I expect the police 
would have him locked up by now. Have 
you seen any of the State troopers, Mr. 
Havens?”

“There is a Lieutenant Brady in 
charge,” Havens said. “Good man. Effi­
cient and a plugger, but he’s getting no 
place. After all, how can we expect he 
would when you’re stumped?”

“Such compliments!” The Phantom 
grinned. “And who said I was stumped? 
Four suspects without alibis. Or good 
ones, at any rate.” He got up from his 
chair. “I’ll look in later. Muriel, will 
you see me to the door?”

She followed him onto the porch and 
the Phantom spoke in a low voice.

“Because we still don’t know what 
this is all about, we must assume the 
attack on your father had motives be­
yond the recovering of the golden 
saint,” he told her. “Mind you, I don’t 
believe there are other motives, but just 
in case—keep the house closed and 
locked. Be sure of whom you let in.”

“I’d already made up my mind to do 
that,” Muriel answered simply.

“Good. I’ll return as soon as possible.”
The Phantom walked down the path. 

When he was still within the boundaries 
of the porch light, he turned and waved. 
Then he was gone in the darkness.

Muriel leaned against a porch pillar 
and sighed. The Phantom was the 
strangest man she had ever known. He 
appeared in so many disguises she was 
never certain about him. She had no 
inkling of who he was and she was 
sworn not to ask or pry.

She knew the relationship between 
the Phantom and her father and was 
proud of it. Her father and the Phan­
tom made a wonderful team. A deadly 
team so far as killers and crooks were 
concerned. Yet sometimes she wished 
the Phantom would allow her to take 
more active parts in the cases than he 
did.

She went in, closed and locked the 
door. Then she made a methodical check 
of all windows and other doors.

CHAPTER VI
Peter What’s-His-Name

E Phantom drove his 
borrowed car to the 
village. For a town the 
size of Bradford, it 
sported a rather large 
hotel. The Ayer House 
it was called, and was 
quite well and favor­
ably known. It was 
five stories high, of 
modern brick con­
struction and because 

of the fishing, hunting and golfing near­
by, it did a good business during the 
various seasons.

The Phantom parked his car, walked 
into the fairly large lobby and saw, with 
considerable satisfaction, that it was 
empty. He went up to the desk and a 
white-haired man spun the old-fash­
ioned book-type register around.

The Phantom registered and paid for 
a room in advance. He hadn’t intended 
to stay over, but he could phone Frank 
Havens and explain.

As he wrote down the fictitious name, 
Dr. A. Blanding, he studied the listing 
of guests. There had not been many 
who had registered this week until Sun-



day and then about eight had checked in. 
On Saturday there had been two, and 
after the name of one was a notation in­
dicating he had been given the regular 
commercial traveler’s discount. The 
Phantom disregarded this name.

The other Saturday signature defi­
nitely interested him. The signature 
read “Peter Lakeland.” The “Peter” 
had been written in a flowing hand. The 
first four letters of the last name were 
likewise bold, as if the signer were ac­
customed to writing the name. But the 
last four letters were cramped and stiff. 
Obviously they had been added on the 
spur of the moment.

Whoever had written this signature, 
in the Phantom’s opinion, was named 
Peter, plus the first four letters of the 
last name, which made it Lake. Per­
haps there were additional letters in the 
name—letters which might make it 
Lakemore oi- Lakeman, for instance. 
Certainly not Lakeland.

The signer had evidently started to 
write his real name, had suddenly 
decided against it, but had proceeded too 
far to stop short, so he had merely 
added “land.”

“Glad to have you here, Doctor,” the 
clerk said affably. “You came to see Mr. 
Havens, I understand. Terrible thing 
that happened to him. How is he?”

“Fortunate that he was not killed,” 
the Phantom responded, then suddenly 
changed the subject to say, “I couldn’t 
help but notice a name on your register. 
A Peter Lakeland. I knew a man by that 
name and he was from New York, too, 
just as your guest is. Is Mr. Lakeland 
about fifty, short and stocky, getting 
bald?”

The desk clerk smiled. “No—he’s six 
feet tall and sixty years old. Has pure 
white hair and a regular barber shop 
trio mustache—also white. Funny thing 
about Lakeland. He checked in early 
Saturday night, went out about mid­
night, and never came back.”

“Perhaps he was tired of the town,” 
the Phantom suggested, “and just took a 
train back to the city on the spur of the 
moment.”

“Oh, no. He left his Gladstone bag 
here. A good one, too. We haven’t 
touched his room yet. He may be back 
and there is enough equity in the bag 
alone to pay any charges. Tell you what 
—I’ll give you the room next door to his. 

If he returns and you hear him moving 
about, you can calf on him and see if he 
is your friend.”

“Thank you,” the Phantom said. 
“That’s good of you. Rather crowded, 
aren’t you?”

The clerk shook his head. “Not so 
much. If it wasn’t for those star-gazing 
fellows, we’d be just about empty. Six 
of ’em checked in yesterday. They’re 
astronomers.”

“What on earth are they doing here?” 
the Phantom asked. “Holding a conven­
tion?”

“Oh, lots of astronomers make peri­
odic trips to see old Oberthaler,” the 
clerk informed. “He’s pretty good, I 
guess. Lives on top of the mountain and 
has a big telescope with a silver dome. 
These men stay here a couple of days, 
have their confabs with him, then leave. 
Pretty soon another batch shows up for 
the same routine. They come from all 
over the country, too.”

THE Phantom saw an excuse to swing 
the register around and study the 
names and addresses. In a remarkably 

retentive mind, he stowed away the six 
names and addresses.

“They certainly come from every­
where, don’t they?” he commented, as 
he righted the register. “Is there a 
phone booth here? I want to call my 
office.”

The clerk pointed to one in a corner. 
The Phantom walked over, idly glancing 
at a man who had just entered and 
dropped into one of the lobby chairs. 
This man returned the casual glance and 
didn’t move until after the Phantom had 
entered the phone booth. Then he got 
up, w’alked slowly toward the steps and 
suddenly bolted up them, not waiting 
for the elevator.

The Phantom called Frank Havens’ 
newspaper office and asked for Steve 
Huston. Steve was. an alert, red-headed 
Irish reporter who often worked with 
the Phantom, -but had no idea as to his 
real identity. Steve was always eager to 
help with anything, and this time was 
no exception.

“I’m an old friend of yours,” the 
Phantom said. “Remember me ?”

“You bet!” Steve said heartily. “Mr. 
Top flat and Tails, isn’t it?”

Steve referred to the fact that on 
many occasions the Phantom donned 



evening clothes in carrying out his 
work. Evening rig, somehow, he had ex­
plained, always gave him an added con­
fidence in himself.

“I knew you wouldn’t forget,” the 
Phantom said. “I want a favor, Steve. 
I’ll give you six names and addresses. 
They’re the names of men who profess 
to be astronomers. I want to know if 
there are such people, or whether as­
sumed names have been used. Directory 
references would be sufficient, but there 
is no New York directoi'y where I am 
now.”

The Phantom gave the names and ad­
dresses he had memorized from the 
hotel register. He held the wire while 
Steve worked fast.

“All okay here,” the redhead shortly 
reported. “Every one listed. Big shots, 
too, judging by the addresses.”

“Good. Now see if there is a Peter 
Lakeland listed.”

“Nope,” Steve answered, after a mo­
ment or two. “Not in the city directory. 
Some Lakelands, but no Peter. Can I 
meet you wherever you are and give a 
hand?”

“Perhaps later,” the Phantom said. “I 
may be in New York shortly and I’ll 
look you up. Have a list of all the 
astronomers you can dig up, will you, 
please? The important ones, especially. 
And do some more checking on Peter 
Lakeland—suburbs and so on.”

The Phantom hung up, but remained 
in the booth for a moment and pondered 
the news he had received. The guests 
really were astronomers then. Authen­
tic and above-board scientists. Their 
visile to this village was motivated by 
sound reasons. Oberthaler was assisting 
many of the best star readers in their 
studies of the heavenly bodies.

Peter Lakeland puzzled him. It 
seemed too much of a coincidence that 
he should arrive some time during the 
night of Rufus Rutledge’s murder, then 
disappear so suddenly that he left ex­
pensive baggage behind. Perhaps that 
Gladstone bag of his might give some 
clue as to why he had come to this little 
Connecticut town. The Phantom decided 
to find out.

He got his key, went to the designated 
room and laughed off the desk clerk’s 
apologies because their only night bell­
hop had been drafted the day before and 
they hadn’t been able to replace him. A 

bell-hop’s absence made the Phantom’s 
work easier. There- would be one less 
person prowling the halls.

HE ENTERED a comfortable room 
and sat down for a few moments. 
Finally he put an ear against the wall of 

the next room which had been assigned 
to Peter Lakeland. He heard nothing, 
stepped into the hallway and made sure 
he was unobserved as he examined the 
lock of the room next door. He got the 
door open without making any noise, 
pushed it wide, and reached for his 
flashlight.

As he did, there was a scurrying of 
feet. A heavy blanket suddenly envel­
oped him, but the Phantom had been 
prepared for attack. He threw off the 
blanket and at the same time stepped 
directly into the doorway to block it as 
an exit.

Free of the blanket he was just in 
time to see a leg go out of the one win­
dow in the room. Rushing to it, he 
looked out. A man, holding a Gladstone 
bag in one hand, was edging his way 
along a two-and-a-half-foot ledge just 
below the window. Obviously that bag 
was the one Van himself wanted, and 
just as obviously the thief was trying to 
reach one of the other’ rooms with it.

The Phantom never hesitated. He 
slipped through the window, got a firm 
foothold on the ledge and, with his back 
against the wall, started sidestepping as 
fast as possible.

There was no great degree of danger 
so long as he didn’t lose his balance. The 
ledge was comfortably wide. He started 
to gain on the thief and called out softly 
for him to halt or be shot. That was 
bluff, because the Phantom had not 
drawn a gun.

The man he pursued was half-hidden 
by the darkness. The center of town 
never had been strongly illuminated 
and, being near the coastline, under 
war conditions it was darkened almost 
completely. Shaded street lamps cast no 
glow at this height.

The man ahead was afraid. The Phan­
tom judged this by his slowness. In a 
moment oi' two Van would reach him. 
Perhaps he might not only capture a 
thief, but also would solve the whole 
mystery of two murders as well.

The Phantom was now convinced that 
Peter Lakeland had something to do 



with the crime. Perhaps Lakeland him­
self was making a surreptitious visit to 
his old room because he didn’t wish to 
be seen.

Then things happened. The man on 
the ledge knew he was in danger of 
being overtaken and captured. Further- 
more, he was scared stiff. The Phantom 
could tell that by the way his feet 
shuffled cautiously across the ledge. Cer­
tainly the thief didn’t look forward to a 
battle on a ledge five stories above a 
paved street.

“Mike!” the thief called out hoarsely. 
“Mike, I’m trapped!”

The Phantom’s heart missed a beat. 
This thief had help and if it was the 
type of assistance a crook usually calls 
on, the Phantom was going to find out 
what it felt like to have his back against 
a brick wall while someone made a tar­
get of him.

CHAPTER VII
Run-in with Hick Law

N THE street below, a 
car motor whirred into 
life. The Phantom hes­
itated. He didn’t know 
whether to make his 
way back to the win­
dow through which he 
had emerged or to 
keep going after the 
man with the Glad­
stone. He decided upon 
the latter, determined 

to take his chances.
The car slid from the curb directly in 

front of the hotel, shot across the street 
and stopped. A strong spotlight was 
turned on. It swept the building with 
an inquisitive ray. The light fastened 
upon the escaping thief for a moment or 
two, then flashed in the Phantom’s di­
rection.

At that precise instant a gun cracked. 
So did some bricks dangerously close to 
the Phantom’s head. The bullet-chipped 
particles bit like angry wasps into his 
cheeks. Somebody was shooting at him 
from one of the windows and Van felt 
like a wooden duck in a shooting gallery.

He had no opportunity to fire back be­
cause the spotlight was blinding him 
now, and anyway the gunman was well 
concealed by darkness. Forcing himself 
to think coolly, the Phantom recalled 

that every window he had passed had 
been closed and he didn’t recall hearing 
any one of them being opened. The 
shooting came from a window on the 
same level with him so it must originate 
at the same window through which he 
and the thief had made their exit.

Moving as rapidly as possible under 
the circumstances, the Phantom began 
his chase of the thief again. He was the 
most important. He and that Gladstone 
bag.

The two men were close enough so 
that the spotlight also illuminated the 
thief. He had turned a pasty white 
color and seemed to be frozen in one 
spot on the ledge. In a few seconds the 
Phantom would have him. Once he had 
yanked the precious and mysterious bag 
from the thief’s grasp, he could smash a 
window and crawfl to safety. The Phan­
tom’s hopes rose higher.

Then a man on the street called out 
an order.

“Drop the bag, you fool! Drop it! 
We’ll get the thing. Drop it—quick!”

Without hesitation the thief swung 
the bag out and let it go. It sailed down, 
hit the street with a muffled thump and 
the Phantom emitted a groan. He was 
not only beaten to the draw, but in a 
sadly-precarious position as well.

With the spotlight still fastened on 
him he was a perfect target, but the 
gunman hesitated to shoot, probably be­
cause he didn’t want to hit the thief who 
was also on the ledge. Now, with the 
bag safely in the hands of those below, 
the shooting was bound to start again.

“Get that guy!” the same voice roared 
from the street. “Burn him off that 
ledge and step on it before the whole 
town wakes up!”

The gun threw a brilliant flash of 
crimson flame. The bullet it dispatched 
burned past the Phantom’s face. An­
other inch closer to the building and he’d 
have been plummeting down, dead be­
fore he hit the street. The next bullet 
was almost bound to get him. Even a 
wound would do the trick by jarring 
him off the ledge.

The Phantom killed rarely, and then 
only because there was nothing else to 
do in order to save his own life or the 
lives of others who were innocent of 
wrongdoing. Such a situation was at 
hand now. He either had to kill or be 
killed. With a deft motion he whipped 



out an automatic from a shoulder hob 
ster and quickly sidestepped back to­
ward the window which framed the 
gunman.

In the reflected glow of the spotlight, 
he saw the man leaning far over the sill, 
trying to balance himself and shoot ac­
curately at the same time. The gun lie 
held was pointed squarely at the Phan­
tom.

THE Phantom’s automatic, with its 
muzzle slanted toward the sky, came 
down suddenly. As it did so, his finger 

pushed the safety off. The automatic 
roared—just once. The Phantom was a 
master at the art of snap-shooting and 
he didn't miss.

The killer’s gun went off, too, by re­
flex action of dying muscles only." The 
bullet went wild. The Phantom’s slug 
crashed into the murderer’s jaw, took 
an upward course and created perma­
nent oblivion for this armed bandit. He 
slumped through the window, arms dan­
gling over the sill. The gun he had held 
crashed on the ground below.

Without a second’s hesitation the 
Phantom turned his automatic street­
ward and fired two quick shots. The first 
one hit metal, with a clanging sound. 
That would be part of the car. The next 
smashed the spotlight and the Phantom 
quickly flattened himself against the 
brick wall. Sudden darkness after that 
brilliance caused him to go temporarily 
blind, and there was still plenty of 
danger in falling off the ledge.

When his eyes accustomed themselves 
to the darkness again, he twisted his 
head toward the direction of the thief 
who had been ahead of him. He was 
gone, apparently, through a window. 
The chances of getting him were slim 
indeed. The automobile on the street 
below pulled away with a wild clash of 
gears.

The Phantom started edging back to­
ward the window with a dead man now 
draped across its sill. It took a little 
time and he had to move cautiously. The 
shooting had aroused the hotel. Lights 
were on and cars were stopping at the 
entrance below.

The Phantom reached the window 
and maneuvered the corpse aside so he 
could crawl through. As he got his head 
and shoulders into the window, he 
looked at the business end of a large pis­

tol. Behind it was the grim, hard-bitten 
face of Constable Kearny.

Constable Kearny never quite knew 
how close he was to death at that mo­
ment. The Phantom’s automatic was 
still in his hand and ready for action. 
He didn’t know Kearny, but by sheer 
luck—for him—the constable identified 
himself in a three-word statement.

“You’re under arrest!”
, The Phantom kept on crawling 

through the window'. The gun suddenly 
pressed against the back of his neck.

“Drop that automatic, you killer!” 
Kearny roared.

The Phantom let go of his gun, fin­
ished crawling through, and stood erect. 
Kearny backed away a couple of paces, 
his big revolver steady, his beady little 
eyes shining with the fires of excite­
ment.

“Got you!” he gloated. “Got you cold! 
Heard the shooting and just happened 
to be down the street. Saw you kill this 
poor fellow, whoever he is.”

“Constable,” the Phantom said, “I’ve 
got my hands in the air. Search me. 
You’ll find a small pocket under my coat. 
It contains a leather case. Remove it 
and open the case.”

“What kind of a sap do you think I 
am?” Kearny sneered, with an aggra­
vating laugh. “You just want me to 
come close.”

“Then have someone else do it while 
you cover me. There are others in the 
hall. Only hurry! When you are con­
vinced I’m no murderer, you’ll help me 
throw out a net to stop that car which 
left here a fewr minutes ago.”

“Listen to him,” Kearny derided. 
“He’s got a leather case and it’ll make 
me help him. Him—a killer I saw com­
mit murder with my own eyes!”

“If you don’t make sure of my iden­
tity,” the Phantom said in a low, deadly 
voice, “you’ll wish you had been two 
hundred miles away from this town be-' 
fore morning. Get that badge case.”

“Badge?” Kearny’s deriding voice 
went down a notch. “Why didn’t you 
say you was the law? Mind you, no 
tricks now. Keep ’em high. I got my 
finger on the trigger.”

KEARNY threw back the Phantom’s 
coat, maneuvered around and lo­

cated the small pocket. He removed the 
leather case, opened it and a million 



tiny rays of light emanated from the 
jewel-encrusted badge. It was the Phan­
tom’s badge, fashioned of priceless gems 
and of such definite value that it could 
hardly be duplicated by anyone who 
merely wanted to pose as the Phantom. 
A badge well-known and authoritatively 
recognized by police agencies all over 
the world.

“What’s this?” Kearny blinked. “It 
don’t say you’re an officer. It’s just a lot 
of diamonds in the shape of a mask. 
That don’t mean anything to me.”

“It means I’m the Phantom Detec­
tive,” assured Van. “Kearny, unless you 
want suspicion to get hot on the back of 
your neck, lower that gun and let me ex­
plain. You recognize that badge. Every 
law officer does.”

“I don’t recognize no badge unless it 
says Police Department on it—like mine 
does,” Kearny said flatly. “I ain’t fall­
ing for no tricks either. You keep them 
hands up while I get my cuffs out. It 
won’t hurt you to be locked up for a 
little while. Then if you’re okay, I’ll let 
you go.”

The Phantom’s eyes narrowed. This, 
man, to all intents and purposes, was 
stalling. Killing time so those crooks in 
the car could get beyond any possible 
highway blockade and reach New York. 
There they would be safe.

As the Phantom considered tricking 
Kearny into turning the gun away for a 
second and then attacking him, several 
men in uniform brushed past the bug­
eyed hotel guests who were assembled 
in the hall. They were State policemen 
and the man in charge wmre the bars of 
a lieutenant.

“Lieutenant Brady”—the Phantom 
recalled Frank Havens’ saying that was 
the name of this trooper—“I’m the 
Phantom, and this stupid . . . Oh, dog­
gone it, look at the badge Kearny is 
holding, will you, please?”

Lieutenant Brady took the badge 
from Kearny and glanced at it. He said 
something in a low voice and Kearny re­
luctantly stowed his gun away. The 
Phantom dropped tired arms and 
stepped forward.

“I’m not sure what this is all 
about,” he explained, “but this room 
was rented by a man who vanished the 
same day of Rufus Rutledge’s murder. 
He may have had something to do with 
it. I was after the missing man’s Glad­

stone bag to see if I could find anything 
that would tie the man up with the 
crime but some crooks got it first. I was 
forced to kill this man in the window, 
oi’ be killed myself.”

“Naturally,” Lieutenant Brady said, 
“I believe you. I did learn that a car 
scooted out of here pretty fast, just be­
fore the shooting. I’ll call the barracks 
and have them stop all cars. There 
won’t be many at this time of night.”

“Hey—wait a minute,” Kearny ob­
jected. “I’m the law here, and this man 
shot someone. I got to lock him up, 
Phantom or no Phantom.”

“Try it,” the Phantom said grimly. 
“Take those handcuffs out of your 
pocket and step over here. I’ll wind them 
around your neck! Kearny, this isn’t 
the first time you gave evidence of stall­
ing. For your own discomfort you might 
know that I’ll check on you.”

Kearny did not reach for his hand­
cuffs, and he did not step closer. In 
fact, he decided that his presence in this 
room was obviously unwanted. He 
backed to the door, turned and squeezed 
through the crowd, muttering some­
thing under his breath.

CHAPTER VIII
Six Bullets

IEUTENANT BRADY 
who had gone out to 
telephone, returned 
after a few moments. 

“I sent out the 
alarm,” he told the 
Phantom, “but it’s 
probably hopeless. 
They had a pretty 
good start.”

“Thanks to Con­
stable Kearny,” the 

Phantom grunted. “Thanks, anyway, 
Lieutenant. You probably saved me 
from an unpleasant mix-up with 
Kearny. My patience was j ust about ex­
hausted when you showed up. May I 
have my badge now?”

Brady handed it back. They went 
over to the window-sill then and dragged 
the body into the room. One of the 
troopers closed the door in the disap­
pointed faces of the guests. The Phan­
tom knelt beside the corpse, turned it 
over- and searched the pocket. There 
was nothing in the -way of identification.



The Phantom arose, stepped away 
and studied the dead man’s blood- 
smeared face intently for a moment.

“I think,” he said, “we’ll find this man 
is known as MacLeland. I’m pretty sure 
I recognize him, but fingerprints will 
tell the story, for if he is MacLeland, 
you’ll find a nice fat file on him.”

“He’s new to me,” Lieutenant Brady 
admitted, and gave orders to have a fin­
gerprint expert sent over. “What's he 
specialize in, Phantom?”

“He used to be an unusually slick con­
fidence man. He’d handle anything from 
the old-fashioned badger game to pass­
ing counterfeit money. I’ve never heard 
of his resorting to violence before and 
maybe I’m lucky he had never had much 
such experience. Only the fact that he 
was a poor shot saved my neck.”

“But what in the world has a confi­
dence man got to do with the murder of 
the foundry watchman and the killing 
of .Rufus Rutledge?” Brady demanded, 
plainly puzzled, and somewhat exasper­
ated also.

“Ah,” the Phantom said, “there you 
have me. But all these things form an­
other piece of the jig-saw puzzle. When 
we get enough of them, we’ll have the 
true picture, and know what actually 
was at the bottom of those killings."

The Phantom checked the contents of 
the room which had been rented and 
briefly occupied by this mysterious 
Peter Lakeland. Bure'au drawers were 
empty, search of the medicine cabinet 
in the bathroom drew a blank, and there 
was nothing on the floor in the way of a 
clue. Then the Phantom glanced into 
the waste-basket.

It contained three or four sheets of 
blank hotel stationery, crushed into a 
ball. He carefully set these aside for the 
attention of the State Police fingerprint 
expert.

The bottom of the basket seemed to be 
empty until he jiggled it. Then several 
articles there rattled loudly. The Phan­
tom scooped up six bullets. They had 
steel noses and were .38 caliber.

Lieutenant Brady whistled softly. 
“Bullets, eh? Maybe you’re right, at 
that, and the tenant of this room was 
mixed up in the murders.”

“As far as we know, Lieutenant,” the 
Phantom mused, “no guns were used. 
Sayre, the watchman, was stabbed to 
death. Of course, we can’t be certain 

just what killed Rufus Rutledge—but 
I’ve a theory about these bullets that I 
believe holds water.”

Lieutenant Brady straddled one of 
the uncomfortable, "straight-backed ho­
tel chairs.

“I’m more than willing to listen if 
you want to talk, Phantom,” he said. 
“You don’t have to, of course. I realize 
that you play a lone hand most of the 
time, still our orders are to cooperate 
with the Phantom in any manner he 
wishes.”

The Phantom sat down on the edge 
of the bed. “I’ve no reason to hide clues, 
Lieutenant, but I "wouldn’t advise out­
lining them to Constable Kearny. I 
paid a visit to Rufus Rutledge’s studio. 
I discovered that a newly finished plas­
ter statue of a saint had been shot 
through the heart. Yes—look amazed. 
I felt that way, too, when I found it. I 
dug the bullet out of the plaster and 
here it is.”

Lieutenant brady rotated the 
odd slug between his fingers.

“This is made of copper,” he ex­
claimed. “And it didn’t mushroom. 
Those plaster statues run pretty hard, 
don’t they?”

“Yes. Apparently this copper was 
subjected to some hardening process, 
for ordinary copper is fairly soft and 
certainly would spread out." However, 
the most important thing is the caliber 
of the bullet. I’d say it was a thirty­
eight. Wouldn’t you?”

Brady nodded. “I see what you’re 
getting at. This Peter Lakeland, who 
rented this room, took regular bullets 
out of his gun and replaced them with 
copper bullets. The calibers agree and 
I believe we can assume that is what 
happened.”

“Exactly,” the Phantom said. “Now 
if we only knew why, we’d really have 
something. Lieutenant, I leave the rest 
of this up to you. Identify the body of 
the man I was forced to shoot. Have 
New York police check on his move­
ments if they can. Try to determine 
what kind of a car was used in the get­
away and what the men in it looked like. 
I’m going to find out, downstairs, just 
how at least two killer-crooks came to 
be loose in this hotel.”

In the lobby, the Phantom found him­
self the object of many pairs of curious 



eyes. The desk clerk knew his identity, 
for the news had traveled fast. He was 
almost pathetically eager to help.

“I swear I don’t know how that man 
who was shot got into the hotel!” he 
protested. “I saw him from the door 
and know he didn’t register here. In 
fact, sir, every guest we have registered 
is in the lobby now and I took the lib­
erty of checking each one against my 
register. They are all here.”

“You did well,” the Phantom compli­
mented him. “Now—are you in the 
habit of allowing strangers to have ac­
cess to the premises?”

“No, sir,” the clerk answered prompt­
ly. Then he amended this positive state­
ment. “Of course I can’t watch everyone 
who comes in. Those men could have 
entered and concealed themselves some­
where. Not in any of the rooms though. 
They are inspected or cleaned every 
day, and naturally are kept locked.”

The Phantom turned and surveyed 
the group of guests who had pressed 
quite close.

“I wonder,” he said, “if any of you 
ladies or gentlemen gave shelter to the 
crooks. Mind you, I’m making no ac­
cusation, but those men were hidden 
somewhere.”

There were protests all around. The 
Phantom waved them off.

“I was merely expressing an assump­
tion,” he said coolly. “Meanwhile, all 
of you will have to remain here until 
Lieutenant Brady is through with his 
investigation. I hope you will not be 
unduly inconvenienced.”

Outside, the Phantom found his car 
intact. He drove it straight to the home 
of Rufus and Andrew Rutledge. It was 
early morning, but time meant little to 
the Phantom.

He was pleasantly surprised to find 
lights going. He rang the bell and heard 
the approach of a wheel-chair. When 
the door was opened Andrew Rutledge 
looked up at the Phantom with anger 
in his eyes.

“I know this is an unholy hour to 
intrude,” Van said quickly, “but it’s 
quite necessary. I’m the Phantom.”

Andrew Rutledge was slightly taken 
aback at realization of the identity of 
his dawn caller. He rolled his chair 
aside.

“Come in,” he invited, though it was 
a little ungraciously. “Don’t tell me 

you’re working on the murder of my 
father? I didn’t think he was impor­
tant enough to interest the Phantom.”

IN THE living room, Van accepted a 
chair and a cigarette, held a match 

to Andrew’s smoke and they both set­
tled back.

“But he was that important,” the 
Phantom said then. “Rufus Rutledge 
was one of our foremost sculptors. His 
work is represented in almost every big 
church in the country. I’ve admired 
many of his creations. Your father was 
important because of his craftsmanship. 
He’ll be missed.”

“I suppose so,’’-Andrew agreed, al­
most reluctantly. “There’s no use hold­
ing anything back from you. I’ve heard 
how you work, so I imagine you kndw 
I didn’t like my father much.”

“Yes—I know that. It’s unfortunate, 
Mr. Rutledge, but of no particular con­
sequence in this case.”

“No consequence?” Andrew cried. 
“You’d think so if you heard what peo­
ple are saying. They insist I bumped 
off the old man! I had motive enough 
too.”.

The Phantom laughed. “People for­
get many factors. For instance, the 
foundry watchman was also murdered 
—by a knife thrust into him at a down­
ward angle while he was standing on 
his two feet. Now, how in the world 
could anyone expect you, a man with­
out legs, to accomplish such a crime? 
And if you didn’t murder the watch­
man, you didn’t murder your father, 
because the two killings go hand-in- 
hand. One occurred because of the 
other.”

Andrew breathed a great sigh of re­
lief.

“You’ve made me feel a lot better,” 
he admitted. “I didn’t kill my father, 
of course, though I won’t deny I thought 
of it a good many times . . . What did 
you want to see me about? I’ll talk to 
you—tell you anything you want to 
know that I can. But those State troop­
ers tried to handle me the wrong way. 
I won’t stand for being browbeaten.”

“And Constable Kearny?” asked Van. 
“I suppose he used his familiar tact in 
dealing with you?”

Andrew shrugged. “Kearny gave me 
no trouble. He’s a friend of mine. A 
little dumb, but otherwise okay.”



The Phantom made a mental note of 
that admission. Then he said:

“What I really came here for was to 
■ask if you or your father ever knew a 
man named Peter Lakeland. I may be 
wrong on the last name. It might be 
Lakeman or Lakeson or Lakely or even 
plain Lake. I’m not sure.”

“Never heard of him,” Andrew said 
promptly. “I’m sure my father never 
did either. I handled most of his corre­
spondence, so I’d know if he had been 
in touch with a man of that name. 
Why?”

“Peter Lakeland,” the Phantom ex­
plained, “registered at the local hotel 
the night before we discovered the mur­
ders. He vanished that same night. 
Now for something of even greater im­
portance. I have already examined the 
studio behind the house. I didn’t ask 
your permission, because I wanted a 
free hand.”

“The place is yours any time you 
want it.” Andrew waved his cigarette 
carelessly.

“Thanks. I found a newly completed 
statue of a saint. A man with a rather 
outstanding beard and flowing hair.”

Andrew grinned. “That would be St. 
Anthony. My father did it for a Mrs. 
O’Connor who was to present it to a 
Midwestern church in memory of her 
husband. Was there anything wrong 
with it?”

“Not with the craftsmanship. That 
was superb—but have you the foggiest 
notion why someone would have shot 
that statue of St. Anthony through the 
spot where his heart was supposed to 
be? And used a copper bullet to do the 
shooting?”

“Shot the statue?” Andrew gasped. 
“Copper bullet? My gosh, no. I never 
even knew it had happened.” Suddenly 
he threw back his head and roared with 
laughter. “St. Anthony,” he explained 
between gasps, “was supposed to Be my 
father's masterpiece. He spent months 
looking for the model. And now—now 
someone has put a bullet through it. I 
tell you, Phantom, it’s a good thing my 
father is dead because this would have 
killed him anyway—much more pain­
fully.”

THE Phantom wondered what manner’ 
of man Andrew Rutledge could be.

He found amusement in macabre things 

all right. He decided to cut off the 
gleeful laughter by a pointed question.

“Andrew,” he said, “after Mr. Ha­
vens left you, why did you get in touch 
with Constable Kearny? Why did you 
tell him the whole story of the murder 
of the foundry watchman, and even 
about the golden saint which Havens 
had in his pocket?”

Andrew Rutledge stopped laughing. 
He stared at the Phantom for a moment 
as if cannily sizing him up.

“Havens had no right to interfere,” 
he said then, resentfully. “After all, 
he’s nothing but a newspaperman. Sure, 
he owns the papers, but he grew up in 
the field and will always be a reporter. 
I didn’t want my name nor my father’s 
bandied about in print.”

“Calling Kearny wouldn’t have pre­
vented that,” the Phantom reminded.

Andrew shrugged those massive 
shoulders of his.

“I did it on the spur of the moment,” 
he said, “and without thinking. Any­
way, Havens should have given me that 
golden saint. It was my father’s prop­
erty, and if my father was dead, as Ha­
vens seemed to think, the saint was my 
property.”

“It was also a clue to a man’s death,” 
the Phantom explained, “and Mr. Ha­
vens meant to turn it over to the State 
Police. They would have given it to 
you—later. Now, I think you told Mr. 
Havens there was no telephone in the 
house. How then, did you communicate 
with Kearny?”

“There’s a phone in the studio.” An­
drew grew unexpectedly sullen. “Do I 
have to go through this third degree?”

The Phantom disdained an answer to 
that.

“Have you any idea who might have 
overheard your conversation?” he wrent 
on. “Someone did listen in. He got 
ahead of Havens, waylaid him and near­
ly murdered him just to get that golden 
saint.”

“No one overheard,” Andrew snapped. 
“The only man around was that idiot 
called Moose.”

“And did Moose stay around after 
you phoned?”

“No. But that’s not unusual. He 
drifts all over. Sometimes I wonder if 
I’ll let him stay on. He’s useless. Dad 
kept him because Moose would take his 
ravings and cursing. The poor sap 



didn’t know any better. My father used 
him as a football and mostly paid him 
what a football is full of—air.”

CHAPTER IX
Manhattan Mission

the Phantom

URING the conversa­
tion, the Phantom had 
studied Andrew Rut­
ledge intently. He re­
membered Frank Ha­
vens’ description of 
his attacker. A man 
with powerful arms— 
that was all he could 
recall. Andrew Rut­
ledge certainly filled 
the description, and 

wondered about those 
broad shoulders and powerful muscles.

As a man bereft of his legs, Andrew 
might have been expected to be thin 
and puny. Instead, his arm and shoul- 
dei' muscles were so well-developed 
as to make it seem he used them far 
more than would a man with all his 
limbs.

The Phantom idly toyed with an ash 
tray on the arm of his chair. Suddenly, 
the tray went over. With apologies, the 
Phantom bent to scoop up the debris 
and as he did, an envelope slid out of 
his inner pocket and fell behind the 
chair.

Apparently, the Phantom didn’t no­
tice the loss and Andrew Rutledge said 
nothing about it. The Phantom asked a 
few more questions about Rufus Rut­
ledge, then bowed out. He drove his 
car a few hundred feet, left the motor 
idling and ran back to the house. He 
quietly stepped up to a window looking 
into the room where he had left An­
drew.

As he w’atched, Andrew seemed to 
have his head cocked as if to listen for 
the motor of the Phantom’s car. Then, 
probably satisfied that his visitor was 
gone, Andrew quickly rolled his chair 
over to where the Phantom had dropped 
the envelope.

With a quick look around, one that 
reminded the Phantom of a cat about 
to dip a paw into the goldfish bowl, 
Andrew Rutledge put both hands on the 
arms of his wheel chair, gave a mighty 
heave and moved to the edge of the 
chair. Using his hands again, as a man 

with legs uses his feet to descend a 
stairway, Andrew climbed off the chair, 
swung himself across the floor and 
scooped up the envelope.

The Phantom saw him open it with 
fingers so eager they shook. Then An­
drew exploded with a curse, balled the 
empty envelope, and hurled it across 
the room. He lifted himself, via his 
hands, returned to the chair and climbed 
into it. He arranged the robe, settled 
back and kept growling curses.

The Phantom knew now that Andrew 
Rutledge was an exceptional cripple. 
He also knew the answer to the power­
ful arm muscles. Andrew was quite ac­
customed to moving about this way. 
Also, he showed a most peculiar curios­
ity concerning the Phantom. . . .

The Phantom used Frank Havens’ 
car further that night. First of all, he 
checked with Lieutenant Brady of the 
State Police and learned that the man 
he had killed really had been Max Mac­
Leland, expert confidence man. Then 
the Phantom drove to New York.

Police there always had worked close­
ly with him and they soon produced 
MacLeland’s record. It included the 
man’s last knowm address.

This turned out to be a boarding 
house. Wishing to attract no attention 
to the fact that he was on the trail of 
the men who had attempted to murder 
and had succeeded in stealing the mys­
terious stranger’s baggage, the Phantom 
decided to enter the place without invi­
tation.

He opened the door as easily as if 
the little steel instrument in his hand 
had been a pass key. It was a fairly 
large rooming house and a register was 
kept on a table in the hallway. Mac­
Leland was shown to have occupied 
Room 2B.

Finding that room was simple, and 
opening the locked door just as easy. 
The Phantom did not switch on lights, 
but used his flash instead. He whistled 
in surprise when he located many elab­
orately done brochures. All of them 
concerned the science of astronomy and 
bore the advertisement of one Samuel 
Martin who claimed to a vast knowl­
edge of the science, as well as expert 
in applying it to what he declared to be 
the allied science of astrology.

The Phantom was not half as inter­
ested in Samuel Martin, astronomer­



astrologer, as he was in the fact that 
a confidence man like MacLeland was 
mixed up in the same business. What 
could MacLeland have known of as­
tronomy? What interest could he have 
had in a scientist like Oberthaler, or his 
astronomical discoveries?

In his mind’s eye the Phantom could 
suddenly see that glistering round tur­
ret of the observatory belonging to Otto 
Oberthaler. And that place of mystery 
on a mountain top dominated the whole 
scene of the murders.

But there was more work to be done 
in town. Leaving the boarding house 
unseen, the Phantom went to the Miss­
ing Persons Bureau, identified himself 
to the captain in charge and made his 
request.

“ I’m looking for a man named Peter 
Lakeland. Now the last part of his last 
name may be different. I’m pretty cer­
tain of the Peter Lake part, and I’d like 
to know if this man has been reported 
as missing.”

“I’ll try to find out, Phantom.” The 
captain made a phone call to the filing 
room. The answer came back promptly.

“Sorry,” the captain said, “there isn’t 
anyone by any name like that on our 
lists.”.

The Phantom took a heavy folder 
from his pockt and carefully drew out 
the wrinkled papers he had found in 
the wastebacket of Lakeland’s noom. 
Lieutenant Brady’s fingerprint experts 
had produced some fine sets of prints— 
all from the same man—from these 
papers.

“Then will you run these through 
your files, Captain?” he asked. “Those 
of known criminals and missing men?”

This required longer, but developed 
the same reply. There were no such 
prints on file.

“Then I’ll leave the prints here,” the 
Phantom said. “Also please make a 
record of the name. If anything turns 
up about this man, please make a note 
of it. I’ll phone in from time to time.”

The captain offered his hand. “You 
know darn well we’d do anything for 
you, Phantom—and -without asking a 
lot of questions too. Rest assured, if a 
report turns up, we’ll get the details 
for you.”

Next, the Phantom visited the swanky 
Hotel Lorenz. He knew, from informa­
tion he had received in Connecticut, that 

Rufus Rutledge always made this his 
New York headquarters.

The night manager on duty was prop­
erly impressed by the Phantom’s badge 
which he promptly recognized.

. “Anything I can do to be of as­
sistance, sir,” he offered. “I know all 
about you. We had a Police Chief’s 
convention here last year and I heard 
a great deal of talk about the Phantom 
Detective—and his badge.”

“Your giving me the information I 
want must be strictly confidential,” the 
Phantom said. “It concerns Rufus Rut­
ledge. You probably read about his 
murder and the disposition of the corpse 
in the furnace. Rutledge stayed here 
often, and you probably know’ some­
thing about him. Just give me your im­
pression of the man.”

The night manager brought the fin­
gertips of both hands together gently 
and assumed a thoughtful expression.

“I know it isn’t right to talk harshly 
of the dead,” he said, “but as far as 
we’re concerned he won’t be missed. 
True, he rented our most expensive 
apartment, but there was little profit. 
Sometimes when we finished repairing 
the damage, we lost money.”

AN showed his surprise.
“As bad as that?”

“Precisely. Rufus Rutledge would 
check in at, say, two o’clock. By two- 
twenty he would be roaring drunk and 
so would every one of his friends. We 
used to know when he was coming be­
cause those so-called friends would 
begin assembling. He demanded the ut­
most in service, tipped so lavishly our 
employees got high ideas and thought 
everyone should do the same thing.”

'“Hmm,” the Phantom mused. “He 
lived for weeks in a dull little town, 
working on plaster saints, but appar­
ently made up for lost time when he hit 
the city. These friends of his—what 
types of people were they?”

“Mostly impoverished playboys who 
knew a good thing when they saw it. 
Sometimes Rufus hired an entire orches­
tra and our ballroom for an evening. 
Several times he hired a whole chorus. 
The only thing I’ll say for him is that 
when we overcharged him—as we often 
did, to try and get rid of him—he paid 
the bill with a smile.”

“Did you ever hear any talk about 



astronomy—or astrology—from these 
friends of his?”

“Astronomy? Astrology? No-no. The 
talk usually concerned new cocktails, 
blondes and amusement. The only stars 
that bunch saw were those induced by 
alcoholic hallucinations. Usually, to­
ward the end of the session however, 
Rufus would kick out his guests, sober 
up and have the place cleaned. Then 
he’d interview clients who wanted to 
buy his statues. Quite an imposing list 
of people from all over the country.”

“Anyone named Pete Lakeland or a 
name similar to that among them?”

“Lakeland? I hardly think so. I’m 
good at remembering names, too. My 
job makes it necessary. I’d say, definite­
ly, there were no Lakelands.”

“Thank you,” the Phantom said.
He walked out of the hotel and 

strolled down the deserted street. It 
would be dawn in two hours, but there 
was plenty of time to get back to the 
village before daybreak. The Phantom 
sat down on a bench in a small park.

Oddly enough, the first thing that 
came into his mind was that little 
golden saint by which Rufus Rutledge 
had set such store. Why had it been 
stolen? What did the statue signify? 
And why had the man who -wrested it 
from Havens gone to the extreme of 
trying to kill him? Did the statue con­
tain some scratched message? Was it 
hollow, concealing some dark secret?

That statue had a great deal to do 
with the case, but there was not the 
slightest clue as to why it was so im­
portant.

Then there were the suspects. A mot­
ley array, from Dr. Clay to the guileful, 
apparently half-witted Moose. Clay 
hated Rufus and admitted it. The dis­
section of a body without spilling much 
blood could be the work of a man skilled 
in those lines— a doctor.

Moose was a blank. He -was not in­
telligent enough to arrange for such a 
neat disposition of the corpse. His man­
ner -would have been to kill and let the 
body lay where it dropped. Still it was 
true that, armed with an axe, he could 
have dismembered the corpse easily 
enough.

Constable Kearny was next on the 
Phantom’s list of suspects, and Kearny 
had definite possibilities. Most certainly 
he had detained Havens until the at­

tacker could get set. Just as certainly 
he had blundered by arresting the Phan­
tom and wasting time so the crooks who 
stole Peter Lakeland’s Gladstone bag 
had had time to get away.

ANDREW RUTLEDGE admitted that
Kearny was his friend and likely 

would do almost anything for him. That 
put both Kearny and Andrew on the 
top rung so far as suspicion went. An­
drew, it seemed, was always careful not 
to exhibit the fact that he could get 
around with comparative ease, but his 
strength indicated he had learned long 
ago how to handle himself.

As for Andrew being the murderer 
of his father, the Phantom rejected that 
idea. Perhaps Andrew had a motive, 
being the only heir—and he hated his 
father. Yet it was extremely doubtful 
that he had murdered him.

Van thought of the link between the 
killings and Otto Oberthaler’s observa­
tory. Was that link strong enough to 
stand up under an investigation? After 
all, Oberthaler was an important well- 
known man. A sensitive person with 
considerable character and highly re­
garded. For him to be involved in an 
affair like this was incredible. Yet as­
tronomy did seem to have some bearing 
on the whole affair.

The Phantom had a hunch that the 
crooks who had raided Peter Lakeland’s 
room had been hiding on that same floor 
—and most of the rooms had been 
rented by those astronomers who had 
come to see Oberthaler. The crook who 
stole the Gladstone and went out the 
window had used one of two or three 
windows in order to reach Lakeland’s 
room and the rooms of which these par­
ticular windows were a part happened 
to be occupied by astronomers.

The Phantom decided that before long 
he would pay Oberthaler’s vast estate 
and his huge observatory a little visit. 
He arose, walked back to where his car 
was parked and drove back to Brad­
ford. It was daylight when he rolled 
along a mountain road not far from the 
observatory. Not a nice dawn, for it was 
raw, foggy’ and gray.

The Phantom rounded a sharp bend 
for which he had to slow to a crawl. 
Suddenly^ he slammed his foot down on 
the brake. He had heard a scream from 
somewhere near the edge of a cliff. The



rather muffled scream of a woman. He 
recognized it. That was Muriel Havens 
calling for help!

CHAPTER X
With Murderous Intent

HOUR before dawn 
Muriel Havens awoke 
from a restless sleep. 
She had lain down 
fully dressed, with the 
idea of keeping a care­
ful watch as the Phan­
tom had suggested, 

She looked in on her 
father, saw that he 
was comfortable, then 
freshed up and went 

downstairs. Every door and window 
was closed, and she felt the need of 
fresh air, so she peered through a little 
window set alongside the front door, 
saw that no one lurked nearby, and 
opened the door wide.

She sat on the porch for about fifteen 
or twenty minutes, her mind busy with 
the strange things that had been hap­
pening, and the strange man who was 
investigating them. So often she had 
wondered who the Phantom really was. 
Her father knew. She was sure of that, 
but Frank Havens could be tight-lipped, 
and Muriel had never made any at­
tempts to pry this information out of 
him. She realized the Phantom’s need 
for complete anonymity.

She wondered what he looked like un­
der the assortment of disguises to which 
she had long since grown accustomed. 
He was young—no doubt of that, for he 
possessed the stamina of a young man. 
He was smooth, highly intelligent, too, 
and she felt that he belonged in white 
tie and tails.

Muriel had a cigarette between her 
lips and was ready to strike a match 
when she heard the low hum of an ap­
proaching car. She quickly moved to 
the door, opened it a crack and stood 
there, ready to dart inside if the car 
turned toward the house.

It kept going, however—and the car 
was in complete darkness. Not even 
the low beam of a headlight nor a tail­
light showed. Muriel kept listening. It 
was easy to keep track of the car in the 
deathly quiet of the early morning 
hours of this serene little town. She 

heard the car slow up, but not quite 
enough to be coming here, for the tires 
made a squealing sound as the wheel 
was turned. That car* was heading to­
ward Andrew Rutledge’s house.

For hours, Muriel had been fed up 
with hei’ inability to help on this case. 
A car, traveling without lights at this 
hour of the morning, and heading for 
the Rutledge place interested her. She 
decided to take a chance and investi­
gate.

She made certain a key to the house 
was in her pocket, closed the door and 
heard the snap-lock click. Then she 
hurried to the road, walked along it as 
fast as she could travel without being 
noisy. Soon she stood behind a giant 
fir, overlooking the Rutledge house.

It vvas getting light now, and she 
recognized the car as being the “official 
business” car of Constable Kearny. 
What was he doing here so early? As 
she watched, Kearny emerged from the 
house, got into the car and drove off. 
Soon after—just about the time that 
Muriel had decided that her hope of 
discovering anything was a flop—she 
saw Andrew Rutledge wheel himself 
onto the front porch, maneuver the 
chair and rattle down the steps with it. 
He did this so skillfully that she as­
sumed it was not the first time he had 
done that.

Andrew rolled along a path that led 
toward a trail which ended at the edge 
of a cliff. Across the ravine was Otto 
Oberthaler’s property.

Muriel started after Andrew, wild 
thoughts running through her brain. 
Maybe he was going to meet someone 
who had made an appointment through 
Constable Kearny. Maybe Andrew was 
murder-bent. Or maybe he intended to 
roll himself and the wheel over the 
cliff!

Muriel knew those cliffs. She had 
played there as a child. Quite vividly 
she recalled a shelf of rock beneath one 
overhanging, jagged cliff. She used to 
clamber down, by means of some sturdy 
vines that grew over the edge, and hide 
there.

Andrew certainly headed in that 
direction and he was wheeling along 
as fast as he could make the chair travel 
across the bumpy trail. It was almost 
miraculous the way he maneuvered the 
wheel-chair.



Muriel stepped into the trail herself. 
It wound around so many corners that 
Andrew would never see her and the 
open trail was much easier on stockings 
and shoes than the brush. Muriel shiv­
ered. It was raw and cold. She was 
proceeding through a section of the trail 
tightly hemmed in by towering ever­
greens. They made the narrow passage 
dark and dreary. An ideal spot for a 
murder.

The trail made one of its character­
istic twists and Muriel came to an 
abrupt stop. A man was standing there, 
blocking her way. A huge brute of a 
man who grinned at her crookedly. She 
knew him. He was Moose, the supposed­
ly half-witted handyman who was one 
of the Phantom’s suspects as a double 
killer.

Moose began advancing toward her. 
Muriel looked wildly about for some 
means of escape. She could only dart 
into the thick forest growths at the cost 
of torn clothing, but she decided that 
was all she could do. Moose’s smile had 
slowly died away and become a deep, 
black scowl.

“You’re the one,” he growled. “You 
and your father and that man who beat 
me up. You’re the ones."

“What do you mean?” Muriel backed 
up a few feet, trying to get opposite an 
opening in that veritable wall of trees.

“You’re the ones who want to put me 
in jail. Like Constable Kearny. I won’t 
stand for it, do you hear me? You can’t 
put me away. I ain’t crazy.”

Muriel didn’t even have time to won­
der about what had happened to An­
drew Rutledge. This towering man, in 
disreputable clothes, coarse and ungain­
ly, was dangerous. For some reason he 
imagined people were trying to lock him 
up. With his one-track mind almost 
anything could happen.

Muriel took a couple of side steps to­
ward the opening in the wall of trees. 
Moose let out a yowl of rage, reached 
up and broke off a thick branch of a 
tree. He made a heavy club of this by 
snapping the thinner end across his 
knee.

“You run away and I’ll kill you!” he 
warned. “I ain’t goin’ to be locked up. 
I’ll kill everybody first.” [Turn page]
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Muriel suddenly acquired a horrible 
idea.

“Moose,” she said, “was Rufus Rut­
ledge going to put you away too?”

Moose laughed. “You’re tryin’ to 
make me say I killed him. Well, I ain’t 
sayin’, but Mr. Rutledge liked me. I 
was his friend. Maybe you killed him. 
Or that man who beat me up. I’ll kill 
him some day. I swear I will!”

He advanced a couple of paces, swing 
ing the thick club and looking for ah 
the world like some giant Neanderthal 
man on the warpath. Muriel quickly 
appraised her danger. She might get 
away from him, but only temporarily. 
He knew these mountains better than 
she did, and with his long legs he could 
outrun her easily.

Yet she knew how impossible it was 
merely to stand here and wait for him 
to act when and how he wished. The 
man must be mad, obsessed with a per­
secution complex, and now he had a 
victim to take it out on. A scream 
welled up in her throat, but she smoth­
ered it. Once he knew her terror, he 
probably would charge with the club 
swinging.

Muriel turned suddenly and ipade a 
headlong dive for the opening. She 
acted so swiftly that Moose didn’t quite 
comprehend what had happened until 
she had disappeared. Then he gave vent 
to a roar of rage and crashed through 
the brush in pursuit.

MURIEL knew there was no stopping 
now. She had given him an ex­

cuse for murder by running away. She 
had to keep going! But where? At any 
moment she might become lost, and be­
ing stalked by a maniacal killer was a 
terrifying thing.

To turn back toward Rutledge’s house 
was out of the question. She would 
have to cross wide-open areas where 
Moose would spot her and overtake her 
quickly. The only route open lay in the 
direction of the cliff, but that was de­
cidedly dead-end.

Terror lent speed to her steps and 
she was heedless now of such prosaic 
things as torn clothes.

Then Muriel thought of that shelf of 
rock below the edge Of the cliff. If she 
could reach it before her pursuer caught 
sight of her, she might hide there and 
have a ghost of a chance. If he found 

her, he would have to descend via the 
vine and possibly she would have an 
opportunity to knock him out with a 
rock. At any rate the shelf offered the 
best refuge, and she sprinted toward it.

She wore sensible walking shoes, 
which was fortunate, but she realized 
the leather heels were biting into the 
soft earth and leaving a trail. When 
she saw the cliff directly ahead, she 
kicked off the shoes and raced on in her 
stockinged feet.

For a moment she was panic-stricken 
for fear the vine was no longer there, 
but then she saw it, larger and stronger 
than ever. She dropped flat, seized the 
vine and tested it briefly. Looking over 
the edge of the cliff she saw the familiar 
ledge, dropped overside, and lowered 
herself as rapidly as possible.

The shelf was wide. Even if the vine 
broke, she would only drop a few feet 
and land safely. She didn’t drop, but no 
sooner had she let go of the vine than 
Moose yowled in rage somewhere on 
the cliff above.

Muriel shivered and drew herself flat 
against the cliff wall, hoping he would 
not look over the edge and see her. He 
was directly above, probably hunting 
around like a hound. His savage mut­
terings reached her. She hardly dared 
to breathe, but her mind remained cool 
enough to consider" the fact that Moose 
might have been posted on the trail to 
intercept her. Andrew could have 
known she had followed him.

Then Muriel barely smothered a 
sharp cry of consternation. On the 
brink of the rock shelf was a white 
handkerchief. It had been tucked up 
her sleeve and had fallen out when she 
slid down the vine. If Moose saw it—

She dropped to hands and knees, 
twisted her head and looked up. Moose 
was just above, but apparently stumped. 
He knew she was somewhere about, but 
if she could get that handkerchief, the 
chances were good that he would grow 
tired of the hunt and go away.

She was within reaching distance of 
the handkerchief and her fingers closed 
around it. Then her heart sank. Moose 
let out a roar of delight. She glanced 
up and saw him looking down at her, 
his wide face grimacing in hatred.

Suddenly he withdrew, but she knew 
that was only temporary. There was 
something on that brute’s mind. She 



found out what it was a few moments 
later. A big 'rock smashed down on the 
shelf, splintered and threw jagged 
pieces at her. Moose was just beginning 
to have his fun.

Frantically, Muriel considered her 
chances. They seemed terribly slim. 
True, the road wound near this section, 
but at this hour it was improbable that 
a car would come by. Yet there was a 
chance.

Another rock crashed down. Moose 
could keep this up all day. He might 
loosen the shelf or break it off with an 
especially heavy missile, but even if 
this didn’t happen, sooner or later he 
would try to make that desecnt via the 
vine. So far, such an idea had not 
seemed to occur to him, but it would.

There was a moment of hushed si­
lence while Moose was searching for 
more rocks. During that moment, Mu­
riel heard the distant sound of an ap­
proaching car. She realized the time 
was past to stick it out and act the part 
of a heroine. Therefore, she resorted to 
a woman’s instinctive method of pro­
tecting herself.

She screamed 1

CHAPTER XI 
Forest Grave

J7AN heard that scream 
ty \ // again. It was like a 

\ V/ clarion call to the 
|g}W|r \ / Phantom who instant- 

’ ly drove his car into 
the clumps of brush 
from which the 

J scream had come. He 
found a fairly open 

Il space and stepped on
the gas. Within a few 
yards of the cliff’s 

edge, he stopped, jumped out and began 
running. Down below there w7as where 
that terrified girl had been screaming.

Muriel 1
Then he saw Moose and at the iden­

tical moment the burly killer spotted 
him. With a roar of rage, Moose darted 
for his club, lifted it and charged. The 
Phantom didn’t move. Not until Moose 
was almost within striking range.' Then 
he agilely leaped to one side. Moose 
lumbered by and the Phantom stuck 
out his foot.

Moose tripped on it and, with' a wild 

yell, hit the ground. Before he could 
get up, the Phantom had leaped on him. 
He wrenched the club out of the big 
brute’s hand, smashed a couple of hard 
blows to the face and jumped up.

Moose got to his feet awkwardly and 
stood there, rubbing a jaw that already 
had begun to swell. The pain did some­
thing to his canny, but warped brain. 
He let out another animal roar and 
made a dive for the Phantom.

This time the Phantom didn’t move 
at all, but met the onslaught with fists 
that kept Moose away, prevented those 
long arms from encircling him and 
crushing the life out of him. He con­
tinued to weaken Moose by a series of 
punches, but couldn’t quite get the right 
angle for a knockout.

Then Moose came at him, wide open. 
The Phantom’s fist hit the big man on 
that glass jaw of his, and the impact of 
the blow jarred the Phantom clear to his 
toes. It jarred Moose even more. He 
reeled back, still on his feet, but some­
thing had happened to him. He kept 
opening and closing his mouth. His 
thick arms hung limply at his sides.

The Phantom maneuvered to get in 
another punch, but then he saw that 
was unnecessary. Moose was simply 
out on his feet. He toppled forward 
like a giant oak and was still, once he 
was sprawled out on the ground.

“Muriel!” the Phantom called. “Mu­
riel, where are you?”

There was a weak cry and he saw a 
head come over the edge of the cliff. 
Muriel called his name in relieved tones.

He leaped forward, grasped her hand, 
and pulled her to firm ground. She 
looked intently at the recumbent Moose 
for a second, shuddered, then moved 
close to the Phantom as if for protection 
against the brutal Moose even though 
he was unconscious.

In a surprisingly short time, Muriel 
had regained her nerve, and rapidly told 
the Phantom just what had happened. 
The Phantom’s face grew dark with 
rage.

“Moose,” he said grimly, “needs a les­
son. And the only one he’ll understand 
is taught the hard way. He’ll come out 
of it soon, but I’ll make him remember 
us for a long time.”

“Phantom,” Muriel cried, “I believe 
Moose killed Rufus Rutledge! He hedged 
when I accused him of it, but he seemed 



to become twice as crazy. He could have 
done it without a motive of any kind. 
The man is mad!”

“No,” the Phantom said quietly, “I 
doubt that. Moose has a one-track mind, 
but he’s quite sane. I’ve an idea he was 
sent to keep you from seeing where An­
drew Rutledge went. And is Andrew 
going to have a hard time explaining 
this away!”

Moose stirred and groaned. His eyes 
opened and he sat up, blinking stupidly. 
Then he distinguished the Phantom 
standing close by, fist doubled and angei- 
in his eyes. Moose crawled back a few 
feet on his hands and knees.

“Don’t hit me!” he pleaded. “Don’t 
hit me!”

“Get up!” the Phantom snapped. 
“Stand on your feet and fight—because 
whether you do or not, I’m going to—”

“I’ll tell you something awful impor­
tant if you don’t hit me!” K _ose whined. 
“I’ll tell you where there is a dead 
man.”

The Phantom lowered his fists. “Dead 
man? Who?”

“I don’t know’,” Moose mumbled. “But 
he’s in a grave—a new’ grave too. The 
dirt is fresh. I know -where it is and if 
you don’t hit me, I’ll tell you.”

“Show me that grave,” the Phantom 
said, “and I won’t hit you again. But 
if you’re lying, if this is a trick—”

“It’s no trick. There is a grave. Some­
body is buried there. I’ll take you there 
for—twenty dollars!”

THE Phantom had no time to argue.
He might solve the whole mystery if 

he knew who was in that grave. He 
tossed two ten-dollar bills in Moose’s 
direction. The big man picked them up, 
wadded them carefully and tucked them 
away. Then he turned and started walk­
ing rapidly toward the- foothills.

The Phantom and Muriel followed. 
Muriel had almost to run to keep up, 
but she had found her shoes, so the go­
ing was not so bad.

Moose kept up that rapid pace for 
about fifteen minutes. Then he came 
to an abrupt halt.

“It’s in them pines some place,” he 
said. “I ain’t sure, but if you let me 
go ahead, I’ll holler whan I find it.”

“Get started,” the Phantom ordered 
crisply. “And remember—no tricks. 
I’ve got a gun.”

But the mention of a gun didn’t seem 
to impress Moose much. Apparently he 
was more afraid of the Phantom’s fists. 
He walked stolidly ahead, gradually in­
creasing his pace until Muriel and the 
Phantom were fairly well behind. Then 
Moose broke into a swift run. He 
plunged into the fringes of the pine 
grove and vanished.

“I should have known it was a trick,” 
the Phantom grunted. “Well, Moose 
won’t get away with this one. He’s dan­
gerous and I’ll have Lieutenant Brady’s 
men round him up. Are you hurt, Mu­
riel? I’ve had no time to ask how you 
came out of your ordeal.”

And now she didn’t have time to an­
swer. For at that instant, from deep 
within those pines, a shot rang out. Just 
one—followed by a grim silence. The 
Phantom jerked his automatic out of its 
holster, took Muriel by the arm and ran 
into the grove. It required at least ten 
minutes of searching before they found 
the victim.

Moose lay on his face. There was a 
neat hole drilled through the back of 
his head.

Alert against further attack by the 
murderer, the Phantom made a quick 
examination of Moose. He was stone 
dead. The bullet was still inside his 
skull somewhere. His face was un­
marred, except for the bruises inflicted 
by the Phantom’s fists.

“Whoever did this,” the Phantom said 
as he arose slowly, “had an excellent 
chance of getting clear. Impossible to 
spot anyone in these woods.”

“But why on earth should anyone 
want to kill Moose?” Muriel asked.

“I think I know the reason,” the 
Phantom said. “Moose couldn’t stand 
punishment. Pain cut him down to the 
size of a pygmy. When he offered to 
bargain so I wouldn’t hit him again, he 
was telling the truth about that grave. 
He was overheard, and killed before he 
could show it to us.”

“But he did say it was in this pine 
grove somewhere,” Muriel reminded 
him.

“I know, and in a moment we’ll start 
hunting for it. Moose wasn’t lying, 
Muriel—and he knew too much. Maybe 
he was working hand in glove with the 
murderer and didn’t realize it. Keep 
your eyes and ears open. I’m going to 
search Moose’s body.”



The Phantom found his twenty dol­
lars and, in the same pocket, he found 
more money. Tiny little wads, but many 
of them. He spread the money out on a 
rock and counted it.

“Yesterday,” he said in a puzzled* 
tone, “Moose had exactly seven cents 
until he bled me for a little. Now he 
has two thousand dollars. Moose knew 
the murderer all right, and he was paid 
to keep his mouth shut. Another reason 
for his death. Moose wouldn’t have 
lasted ten seconds under a third de­
gree . . . Which reminds me. Lieutenant 
Brady must be told of this.”

“Meaning I should go after him?” 
Muriel asked, with a tight little smile. 
“Ail right. I’m not half as much afraid 
of the killer’ as I was of Moose. But 
what about the grave he spoke of?”

“We’ll hunt for that first. Then I’ll 
take you part of the way back to where 
I left my car.”

AFTER they began to prowl through 
the pine grove, it was not long be­
fore they stood beside a grave.

The earth had been freshly dug and 
a few ineffectual attempts had been 
made to cover- up the newly turned soil. 
Muriel spotted a rusty old shovel which 
had been thrown behind a clump of 
bushes.

“I can find the car all right,” she said. 
“I know you w-ant to stay here and I— 
I’d rather be somewhere else when you 
start digging.”

Muriel started oft.
The Phantom grasped the shovel and 

hefted it. “If you even think you hear 
anyone, come back fast. Otherwise, 
bring Lieutenant Brady here and Dr. 
Clay also.”

“Dr. Clay?” Muriel turned and asked. 
“I thought you suspected him of being 
implicated.”

“I do,” the Phantom replied. “But 
I’ll need medical advice if there is a 
corpse buried here and Clay is the only 
man around who can help me. Even if 
he dug this grave, he can’t refuse to 
come nor to tell the truth about what we 
find under the dirt. If Constable Kearny 
is around, bring him too. I’d like to see 
his reactions.”

Muriel hurried off. The Phantom re­
moved his coat, stuffed the automatic 
into his belt and picked up the shovel.

He began digging.

CHAPTER XII 
Clue—With Numbers

EWLY replaced earth 
above the grave was 
soft, so that the Phan­
tom’s progress was 
swift, although the 
hole that had been dug 
was deeper than he 
had thought it would 
be. He kept a wary 
eye out for trouble, 
but whoever had mur­
dered Moose appar­

ently had not lingered after the deed 
had been committed. He seemed to have 
had no wish to tangle with the Phantom, 
or to take a chance on the automatic 
Van carried.

The Phantom had been digging for a 
time, when he turned up an extra deep 
spadeful of earth. A sharp, acrid odor 
assailed his nostrils, and he quickly 
climbed out of the trench. That last 
spadeful contained a white, powdery 
substance with which he was acquainted.

“Quicklime,” he muttered tightly. 
“There’s a corpse here all right, and 
whoever buried it wants to make iden­
tification impossible.”

He dug some more, but he was care­
ful not to come into contact with the 
quicklime. He had almost uncovered 
the grisly remains in the grave when 
Lieutenant Brady, Constable Kearny, 
Dr. Clay and several troopers came 
crashing through the forest. Muriel 
was showing them the way.

“I stopped to tell Dad what was up so 
he wouldn’t worry,” she called out to 
the Phantom.

Lieutenant Brady came up, and stood 
staring into the grave.

“Isn’t that quicklime?” he demanded.
“It is,” the Phantom told him. “I’ve 

dug around it pretty much. We’ll take 
turns -wading into the stuff. Let’s get it 
over with.”

Working fast, before the lime would 
eat into their shoes, the Phantom and 
the troopers worked industriously. And 
beneath the quicklime and dirt, they 
found a human skeleton. It was laid out 
quite decently and had not been merely 
dumped into the grave.

Dr. Clay looked down at the uncov­
ered bones.

“Badly eaten,” he grunted. “Any idea 



how long this corpse has been in the 
grave?”

“By the looks of the quicklime I’d say 
only for a short period,” the Phantom 
said. “A good soaking rainstorm would 
dissolve most of the lime and run it 
down into the earth beyond the depth of 
the grave itself. I understand there 
hasn’t been a rainstorm here for five 
days—this grave is new.”

“But who in the world was buried 
here?” Lieutenant Brady asked.

“I’m hoping we can find a ring, or 
teeth—anything which might serve as 
identification,” the Phantom said. “If 
necessary I’ll sift every inch of soil.”

Dr. Clay stepped into the grave for a 
closer examination of the bones. The 
Phantom saw him frown, thrust a hand 
against the side of the grave and pull 
out what seemed to be a man’s handker­
chief, weighted down with something.

“What’s this—what’s this?” Clay 
asked excitedly. “Just happened to see 
the edge of the handkerchief.”

The Phantom took it, unwrapped the 
handkerchief and revealed an expensive 
old-fashioned pocket watch. It was in­
tact, not having come into contact with 
any of the quicklime. He opened the 
back of it, and on the inner case were 
two initials—“P.L.”

“Peter Lakeland!” The Phantom ex­
haled sharply. “That’s who I expected it 
would be. Doctor, will you do your best 
to find out if those bones indicate any 
violence? Bulletholes, fractures—”

“I’ve already looked,” Clay said. “As 
much as possible, that is. I find nothing 
to indicate this man died a violent death. 
Of course he did though, otherwise why 
should he have been buried here se­
cretly? He could have been poisoned, 
strangled, shot through soft tissues or 
stabbed where the weapon wouldn’t 
come into contact with bone.”

“Well,” Lieutenant Brady sighed, 
“we’ve found Peter Lakeland, even 
though we haven’t the vaguest idea who 
Peter Lakeland is.”

THE Phantom was holding the watch 
so that a ray of sunlight through the 

trees, fell upon it. His eyes narrowed 
slightly as he carefully rewrapped the 
watch and put it into his pocket.

“I’ll keep this, if you don’t mind,” he 
said. “It’s the best thing we have found 
yet in the shape of a clue.”

The numbers on the watch, eh?” 
Brady said. “It can be traced. “You’ve 
got something, Phantom.”

The Phantom made no comment, but 
he heartily wished Lieutenant Brady 
had not been quite so astute. He had 
wanted to keep a secret. Now he had to 
make the best of it, but commenting on 
the value of this clue wouldn’t help.

He walked over to where Constable 
Kearny stood, sullenly taking in every­
thing.

“This morning,” the Phantom said 
quietly, “you drove to Andrew Rut­
ledge’s home at a strange hour and with­
out lights on your car. Whatever you 
told Andrew caused him to roll his 
wheelchair out of the house and through 
this forest. I want to know what you 
told him that made a legless man take 
such a difficult and dangerous trip.”

“Now wait a minute,” Kearney 
snarled. “You’re the Phantom, and 
you’re pretty smart. You got a darn 
nice-looking badge too. But that doesn’t 
make you a lawman, and I don’t have to 
answer your questions if I don’t want 
to. Just thought I’d make it clear.”

The Phantom called Lieutenant Brady 
over. “Lieutenant, if I requested you 
to place Constable Kearny under arrest 
and hold him incommunicado without 
bail, would you do it?”

“I would consider it a pleasure,” 
Brady answered promptly.

“Okay,” Kearny gave in, “I’ll talk. 
It didn’t amount to anything anyhow. 
Mr. Oberthaler, at the observatory, al­
ways telephones me when he wants 
something. He figures because I’m the 
constable I’m his servant as well as the 
public’s. He asked me to go see An­
drew Rutledge and tell him he wanted to 
see him—to meet him at the usual place. 
He told me to tell Andrew if he didn’t 
show up, then Andrew couldn’t sell the 
statue of St. Anthony.”

“Why couldn’t he?” the Phantom de­
manded. “What hold has Oberthaler on 
Andrew Rutledge?”

“Now I only acted as a messenger,” 
Kearny protested. “I will say, though, 
that I’ve seen Andrew get sore before, 
but never like he did this morning. I 
thought he was going to throw a chair 
at me. If he could have laid his hands 
on it from his wheel-chair, he would 
have. Taking his mad out on me like 
that.”



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

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

“A logical answer,” the Phantom 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
tom said grimly. “That’s all, Constable. 
I might add that I intend to question 
Andrew about this, so for your own 
sake, I hope you’re telling the truth.”

DR. 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.”

“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 

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 
don’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.

“I 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 



bringing you a message this morning. 
You met Oberthaler. Why?”

"A purely personal reason, having to 
do with finances,” Andrew said surlily. 
"The fact is that Oberthaler can stop 
me from selling my father’s master­
piece. I can plug the hole in that plaster 
saint. It’s the face that counts most 
and that wasn’t damaged. But Ober­
thaler, the thick-headed idiot, doesn’t 
want it sold.”

"Why not? And how can he stop you 
from selling it? I understood the statue 
was already contracted for.”

“I’ve talked enough,” Andrew 
snapped. “You and the rest of the 
snoopers waste my time and get no­
where. How about the murderer of my 
father? Where is he? Why don’t you 
concentrate on getting him, instead of 
bothering me? My business with Ober­
thaler’ was purely personal, I tell you. 
I won’t talk about it and—good-by.”

He slammed the door and the Phan­
tom could hear him muttering curses 
as he wheeled himself away. The Phan­
tom shrugged, went back to the car and 
got in beside Muriel.

“A helpful soul.” He • grimaced. 
“Within his rights, though. Even Brady 
couldn’t make him talk unless we tied 
him directly with the murders some­
how. He did, however, back up Kearny’s 
story about meeting Oberthaler. I think 
I should like to meet Oberthaler my­
self.”

Muriel laughed softly. “If you can 
get to Herr Oberthaler, you are indeed 
the best detective in the world. You’ve 
been told that the famous astronomer 
went into complete seclusion some years 
ago. That was pretty much an under­
statement. The estate is fenced and I 
wouldn’t be surprised if the fence is 
charged with electricity. He lives there 
all alone, has his food delivered and 
left outside the gate where he also leaves 
money to pay for it. Except for a few 
glimpses of him as he walks across the 
open fields, nobody has seen him for 
months.”

“There are ways and means,” the 
Phantom said.

He smiled, for he had reason to be­
lieve that quite a number of people re­
cently had been in close contact with 
Herr Oberthaler. That, of course, Mu­
riel did not know, nor did he tell her.

"1’11 have to wait, though,” he said.

"Finding out who Peter Lakeland was 
was even more imperative. It may take 
me some time to accomplish that, and I 
may have to go some distance away. 
Let’s go to the house and see your father. 
Dr. Clay promised to meet me there as 
soon as he completed his study of that 
corpse in the quicklime, and also the 
body of Moose.”

Dr. Clay appeared at the Havens 
home an hour later. He did not seem 
quite as cordial as he had been before, 
but he did have information. Rather 
startling news.

“Nothing further on the unidenti­
fied bones,” he said. “I did a partial 
post mortem on Moose. Dug the mur­
der bullet out of his head, thinking you 
might want it. Odd-looking thing. I’d 
say it was made of some kind of hard­
ened copper.”

Dr. Clay opened his fist and extended 
another of those copper bullets. The 
twin of the one which had smashed into 
the plaster saint!

THE Phantom made no comment, but 
he was amazed when he saw the 
copper bullet. He had about made up 

his mind that Peter Lakeland was the 
man who had fired those strange bul­
lets, but if Peter Lakeland was in that 
quicklime-filled grave, he had not shot 
Moose.

After Dr. Clay left, upon finishing an 
examination of Frank Havens, the 
Phantom made a phone call to the manu­
facturer of that watch. He ascertained 
that it had been sold a year ago to a 
jeweler named William Crane whose 
place of business was in Toledo. The 
Phantom made a second call, reserving 
accommodations on the early afternoon 
express plane to that city.

“Finding out who Peter Lakeland was 
may result in learning what his con­
nection with the case has been,” he ex­
plained to Muriel and her father. “I’m 
leaving on the twelve-fifty-five plane. 
If anything develops here before I’m off, 
phone me at the airport.”

The Phantom had just risen, when 
suddenly he stopped short. Downstairs 
a door had been closed softly, but he 
had heard it nevertheless. He rushed 
to a window overlooking the front of 
the house but saw no one. Racing down­
stairs, he found no one there.

He was frowning as he went slowly 



back upstairs. If anyone had been lis­
tening they might have heard 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 I’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 

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. 
“I’ll call at once.”

HE 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 



Toledo? Unless the listener had checked 
on the first numbei’ he heard Van call, 
and discovered it was to a firm of 
manufacturing jewelers, all he would 
know was that the Phantom was mak­
ing a quick trip to see a man named 
William Crane. If he had checked, he 
would likely guess the reason for Van’s 
proposed call on William Crane.

Also there had been plenty of time 
for the killer to phone New York and 
contact one or two men who might be 
working with him and have them get 
reservations on the Toledo plane. It was 
so well-known that the Phantom was a 
master of disguise that the murderer 
would realize he would be taking a long 
chance in trying to describe “Dr. Bland­
ing” to his New York aids. The Phan­
tom might be in another disguise alto­
gether.

In that case the phone call that Mu­
riel had received was obviously a ruse 
to get her to call the Phantom at the 
airport and deliver a phony message. 
The killer’s men, if they had been at the 
airport, could have been waiting for 
that, knowing that Muriel Havens 
would have to describe the Phantom in 
order to get him to the phone.

It would have been simple for them 
to watch the Phantom enter the booth 
to answer the call, and then discover 
from the steward who had been called 
to the phone. And they could have 
learned he was the man who was re­
ceiving a long distance call from Brad­
ford. There were ways by which this 
could have been done.

The Phantom knew that he might be 
mistaken. The two men he had seen 
near the phone booths might not have 
been interested in him in the least. But 
he was not taking any chances. If they 
had been sent to follow him to Toledo 
he was determined to shake them off 
his trail as soon as he reached that city.

Van closed his eyes and pretended to 
be sleeping. But he had never been 
more wide awake in his life than he was 
throughout that trip, his brain working 
at mile-a-minute speed.

WHEN the Toledo airport appeared 
below and the plane came in for a 
smooth landing, to his surprise the two 

men on whom he had been keeping an 
eye showed no interest in him. They 
were the first to leave the plane.

As the Phantom and the other pas­
sengers got off, several men quickly 
surrounded the plane. One of them was 
a pudgy individual in plain clothes, and 
m his derby was a badge with the words 
—“Captain of Detectives.”

"Sorry, folks,” he said. “All of you 
will have to remain aboard for a little 
while. We received a phone call from 
New. York that someone among you is 
a thief. No description was given, as 
a New York detective and the victim of 
the thief are arriving on the next flight. 
If you are innocent, you have nothing to 
fear.”

There was a chorus of protests from 
the plane passengers, and the Phantom 
frowned in exasperation. When these 
men circled the plane he’d got set foi* 
battle, sure they were after him. But 
it was fairly obvious that they were 
detectives all right. The car from which 
they had climbed bore the seal of the 
City of Toledo.

“Captain,” the Phantom said to the 
pudgy man, “may I speak to you for a 
moment—privately ?”

“Sure. I’m Captain Johnson of the 
Detective Bureau. Listen, my friend, 
if you’re the man we’re after and you 
want to confess, this is the time to' do 
it and save these people a lot of trou­
ble.”

“It has to be private,” Van insisted 
stubbornly.

CHAPTER XIV
Secret of the Watch

A PT AIN JOHNSON 
took the Phantom’s 
arm and led him to­
ward a car pulled up 
behind the official se­
dan. He stopped be- 

fcx side it. The Phantom 
reached into his pock­
et and took out his 
jewel-encrusted badge.

“Holy smokes!” Cap­
tain Johnson whistled

as he recognized it. “The Phantom, eh ? 
Have you been trailing the crook we’re 
after?”

“No,” Van said, with a smile. “I’m 
on the trail of much bigger game. All 
I want is to be released.”

“You’re free as the air.” Captain 
Johnson waved his arm. He glanced' 



at a man who had just appeared and 
hurried over to him. “What it is, Ser­
geant?”

“Just got a repoi-t 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 
I tell 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?”

“I’ll 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 
led to 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 

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 aad 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.

AS 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 oi' 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 



washed the blood off his hand, and the 
cut was no longer bleeding.

His next move was a puzzle to the 
jeweler—for a moment or two. For it 
was to remove a flat plastic kit from 
an inner pocket, open it, and set up a 
small mirror on a work-bench before 
which he sat down. He glanced with 
a grin at the awed jeweler who was 
vaguely beginning to understand, and 
proceeded to build a new set of features 
upon his already disguised face. As he 
worked he told Crane just what he 
wanted, the reason for his visit.

“Here is the wratch,” he said. “Do you 
recognize it?”

Crane took the timepiece and exam­
ined it. Finally he nodded.

“Yes, of course,” he said. “I got it 
specially for Mr. Peter Lakely.”

So that was the name, the Phantom 
thought, as he carefully used a crayon­
like substance to change the contour of 
his mouth. He was listening for some 
sound outside the locked front door of 
the shop. He knew the killer’s men 
might have trailed him to this place, 
though he had not seen the two men 
who had followed him.

If anyone had, he thought, they must 
guess that by now he had been able to 
get the information he wanted from 
William Crane. That should convince 
any would-be killers that any attempt to 
take the jeweler’s life now would be 
utterly senseless. But there still was 
danger of them trying to kill both Crane 
and the Phantom in order to silence 
them forever.

“And just who is Peter Lakely?” 
asked the Phantom.

“Why, he’s a mine owner. Has a cop­
per mine somewhere out West. He’s 
a metallurgist, too, and always fooling 
around with copper. Pretty interested 
in astronomy, too, I’ve heard. His wife 
was, also, they say. The two of them 
used to study the stars together, with a 
big telescope.”

The Phantom began to see some light 
on the subject of copper bullets—and 
on some other things also.

“Give me more details about Lakely,” 
he urged. “If anyone tries to enter the 
store, don’t move. I’ll be finished in a 
minute or two. Go ahead about Peter 
Lakely.”

“Well, he’s a widower. A wealthy 
man, and unless he’s riled, a nice fel­

low.” Crane frowned. “He’s got the 
most violent temper I ever saw though. 
Goes berserk sometimes, especially 
when he’s been cheated or made a fool 
of by someone. He lives on Madison 
Drive— a big house. His son and a 
married daughter also live there.”

THE Phantom was rubbing a powder 
into his hair which changed it, mi­
raculously, to a lighter shade. It 

matched that of the jeweler perfectly.
“Lakely lost his wife two years ago 

and it broke him all up,” Crane went 
on. “He’s always talking about build­
ing some sort of an observatory or 
something like that—turning it over to 
the public in her name so she’ll always 
be remembered.”

The Phantom exhibited none of the 
elation that was beginning to surge 
through his brain. He knew who the 
vanished guest of the village hotel was 
nowT. He knew the man had been 
wealthy and had been interested in as­
tronomy. That brought Otto Oberthaler 
into the picture again.

William Crane gave a sudden startled 
exclamation.

“Why—why you look like me! Ex­
actly like me. It’s amazing! You look 
so much like me I wouldn’t be sure 
which was which, if we were looking 
in the same mirror.”

“Just what I intended.” The Phan­
tom smiled. “I’m doing this for two 
reasons. Primarily to save your life, 
if you are still in danger—and there is 
a good chance you may be—but also to 
help me solve a murder case. Certain 
people would gladly kill you to keep you 
from telling me who purchased that 
watch.”

The Phantom completed his make­
up, carefully checked it against the jew­
eler’s features, then picked up his hat. 
He carried the hat into the store. He 
went to the front door and unlocked it. 
Then, certain he was not observed, he 
put the hat down on a small table near 
the door.

He quickly drew his automatic and 
slid it under the hat. Next he removed 
the harness and holster, concealed them 
under the counter and felt that he was 
ready to face the phony Captain John­
son or any of his men.

The Phantom reflected on the clever­
ness of the trick at the airport. The 



fake police captain had procured a 
badge somehow and his men had stolen 
a police car. But Johnson had wisely 
realized the police might be hunting 
that car so had invited the Phantom to 
ride with him in the sedan without 
markings.

As soon as Johnson was sure he had 
found the man he was seeking he had 
given a signal and another of his men 
had appeared in the character of a po­
lice sergeant to announce that the crook 
the supposed police were seeking was 
not on the plane. And the Phantom had 
deliberately played right into Johnson’s 
hands by accepting the man’s offer to 
drive him to his destination.

From what Van had seen of Johnson 
and the other men working with him he 
knew they were no cheap gang of crooks 
of the gangster type. Also he was sure 
they were not part of a large mob.

If any of these men appeared at the 
jeweler’s store—as the Phantom was 
sure they would—they would not come 
rushing into the place with guns. They 
were too clever for that. Besides they 
would want to know whether Crane had 
as yet given the Phantom any informa­
tion about who had bought the watch. 
And the Phantom himself, an exact dou­
ble of William Crane, was there to 
oblige them.

The real William Crane was well hid­
den. The Phantom’s badge was con­
cealed on his person where no searching 
finders would be likely to find it. He 
stuued a pocket with pamphlets con­
cerning. the jewelry trade and even 
tucked away some old receipted bills of 
the jeweler’s.

NO MORE than five minutes after 
all preparations were completed the 

Phantom saw a big car slide to the 
curb out front. Two men got out of 
the back seat, but the driver remained 
behind the wheel. The Phantom watched 
the two men with interest as they 
strolled across the sidewalk—the same 
two well-dressed individuals who had 
traveled on the plane with him from 
New York to Toledo.

One was thin and pale-faced; the 
other short and stocky. They entered 
the store with a casual air and walked 
over to the Phantom who was standing 
behind a counter.

“We want to look at some watches,” 

said the thin man, as he leaned against 
the counter. “A friend of ours named 
Peter Lakely bought a watch in here 
some time ago. At least we think this 
is the store. We want another just like 
it.”

“This is the store,” the Phantom said, 
and his voice was exactly like that of 
William Crane. “But I’m afraid I won’t 
be able to fill your orders. The war, you 
know, Mr. —ah—”

“Nash,” said the thin man. “George 
Nash. And this is Mr. Brown. You are 
William Crane?”

“Oh, yes.” The Phantom nodded. 
“I’m sorry about the watches. If there 
is anything I can show you, gentlemen?”

CHAPTER XV
Angry Man With Copper Bullets

EORGE NASH glanced 
at the stocky man, and 
Brown nodded. Both 
dropped their right 
hands into the side 
pockets of their coats, 
and the Phantom 
knew those disappear­
ing fingers were 
clutching guns. His at­
titude apparently did 
not change, but he was

tense and wary.
“Suppose you tell us what you told the 

Phantom,” Nash said, his voice low, but 
cold and menacing. “We know that he 
has been here.”

“The—the Phantom!” Van stam­
mered, carefully keeping in character. 
“Why should he want to see me?”

“Don’t stall,” growled Brown. “Where 
is the Phantom now? We didn’t see him 
leave.”

“But he did,” said Van. “You can 
search the place if you don’t believe me. 
He was talking to me and then the next 
thing I knew he had disappeared. He— 
he’s uncanny, that’s what!”

Nash walked to the rear, glanced into 
the back room and saw no one there. 
The rear door of the store opened out 
into an alley, and the door was stand­
ing wide open.

“What did you tell the Phantom?” 
Nash turned back to Van. “Speak up!"

“I didn’t tell him anything,” said the 
Phantom, but he made it obvious that 
he was stalling. “Not a thing.”



"Too 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—I’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
side 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 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 
rummy. 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?” asked 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—I 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.”



He got slowly to his feet, swayed for 
an instant, then staggered. Nash caught 
him as he seemed about to fall face­
forward to the floor.

The Phantom regained his strength 
with remarkable speed. And, as he 
pulled himself out of the thin man’s 
grasp, the two automatics he had deftly 
snatched from the side pockets of 
Nash’s coat were in his hands.

“All right, boys!” he snapped as he 
reached the door in one leap, covering 
the four men in the room with the guns. 
“We’ve played around long enough.”

“Tricked!” muttered Nash disgusted­
ly. “Careful—don’t try to use your 
guns. This guy is the Phantom. You 
know how he can change his appear­
ance. We snatched the wrong man and 
didn’t even know it.”

“Your error!” The Phantom chuc­
kled. “Now three of you lie face down 
on the floor. Nash, you rip the bed­
sheets into ropes. Snap it up or I’ll send 
a little persuader to give you some 
speed.”

Nash went to work and within min­
utes three of the men were firmly tied 
and gagged. The Phantom finished the 
job by himself tying and gagging Nash.

Van stepped out of the room, closing 
the door behind him. He took the ele­
vator to the lobby and hurried to a 
phone booth. He called Police Head­
quarters, identified himself, and gave 
them the name of the hotel.

“In Room Three-sixteen you’ll find 
four men,” he said over the wire. “They 
were implicated in the theft of a de­
tective captain’s badge and a police car 
or at least know who did it. Hold them 
—murder charges may be filed.”

HE REMAINED in front of the hotel 
until police cars pulled up. Then 

he called a taxi and was driven straight 
to the home of Peter Lakely. Here the 
Phantom expected to discover clues 
which would lead him to a murderer and 
some kind of a fabulous plot to gain 
money easily and in huge quantities.

Lakely’s son was willling and glad to 
talk.

“My father has been missing for five 
days,” he told the Phantom. “He went 
to New York on some personal busi­
ness. It must have been important, be­
cause he was certainly in a hurry. We 
haven’t heard from him since.”

“Did your father ever experiment 
with copper bullets?” the Phantom 
asked bluntly.

“I’ll say he did.” Young Lakely 
smiled. “He was trying to find a new 
type of bullet and a new way to harden 
copper. He used to buy lead cartridges, 
remove the slugs and insert his copper 
ones. Then he’d blast the dickens out 
of targets in the cellar. How did you 
know this? It was supposed to be a 
state secret on Dad’s part.”

“I found two of his bullets,” the 
Phantom said, and his voice grew gen­
tle and sympathetic as he looked at the 
young man. “I’m afraid something has 
happened to your father. I’m not sure, 
but the facts point that way.”

“You mean he—he’s dead?” Young 
Lakely stared at the Phantom anxiously.

“Yes.” The Phantom nodded som­
berly. “And if he is dead, then it was 
coldblooded murder!”

“Murder!” Young Lakely turned 
white, then got a grip on himself. "I 
had a feeling that something terrible 
had happened to Dad!” he burst out. 
“This—this is a terrible shock! But 
I’ll try to bear up.”

“It’s a relief to see you take the news 
bravely,” said the Phantom. “Because, 
now that you know, I want you to give 
me some rather’ confidential informa­
tion.”

“Of course,” said Lakely. “Anything 
you wish.”

“I know your father was interested 
in astronomy. How deeply did he go 
into the science?”

“He didn’t make a deep study of it. 
He and my Mother both used to watch 
the stars through a telescope. But my 
father’s real interest was more that of 
a man who likes to help promote science. 
Dad supplied an awful lot of money to 
help some famous astronomer build 
himself a new observatory.”

“Was the astronomer named Otto 
Oberthaler?” demanded the Phantom.

“Yes—that’s the name.” Lakely 
nodded. “It was odd enough to stick 
in my mind. Dad gave him almost two 
hundred thousand dollars for the proj­
ect. He said he got his money’s worth, 
too. He inspected the observatory right 
after it was built and was enthusiastic 
about it.”

“I’m grateful for the information 
you’ve given me.” The Phantom arose 



and offered his hand as young Lakely 
also got to his feet. “I hope this will 
help me run down the men who mur­
dered your father—if he is dead. We’ll 
be certain in a short time. Oh, yes, one 
more thing. You’re positive your father 
was upset when he left for New York?”

“He was so darned sore he could 
hardly talk,” young Lakely said posi­
tively. “Sputtered all over the place. 
That was right after we had a house 
guest. A man named Lloyd Harrison 
whom Dad met at some convention on 
the West Coast. They found they had 
a mutual interest in promoting science 
and scientists, so when Harrison came 
here to Toledo on business Dad invited 
him to stay with us. They had sessions 
that lasted far into the night.”

“And Harrison? Was he angry, too?”
“I’ll say he was, but I guess he didn’t 

have a violent temper like Dad. They 
didn’t tell me what it was all about, 
but it wasn’t hard to see that Dad had 
been gypped somehow. Whenever a fast 
one was pulled on him, he kept quiet 
about it and took care of things per­
sonally.” Lakely looked anxiously at the 
Phantom. “Do you know why he may 
have been killed?”

“Probably because he gave Otto Ober­
thaler two hundred thousand dollars,” 
said the Phantom grimly. “But I’ve got 
to check further to be sure.”

VAN walked to the door, promising 
to send word as soon as he had def­
inite news for young Lakely. The taxi 

was waiting outside and it took Van 
back to the airport with time to spare. 
He phoned Police Headquarters and 
learned that all four men he had cap­
tured, as well as others in the gang, had

“They’re a smart bunch,” the detec­
tive-lieutenant told the Phantom. “Not 
a cheap gunman in the whole crowd. 
All confidence men. Slick types who 
know how to keep their mouths shut.”

Aboard the plane, on his way back, 
the Phantom dozed. He felt satisfied 
that his quick trip to Toledo had been 
successful. On the phone he had tipped 
off the police to tell William Crane that 
the jeweler was safe now. He regretted 
having left his make-up kit locked up 
with the watch in the jeweler’s safe, but 
he had others just like it in his pent­
house apartment in New York.

When the plane landed at La Guardia 
Airport the Phantom returned to. Rich­
ard Curtis Van Loan’s penthouse. He 
left the car a block away, and was not 
noticed as he entered the building by 
his private door, and used his private 
elevator to get up to the penthouse.

Here he removed the disguise of the 
jeweler and built up a fresh counte­
nance of Dr. Blanding. Then he got 
another make-up kit and hid it in his 
clothes. A short rest, some good, food, 
and he was ready for anything that 
might happen.

He returned to Frank Havens’ car 
and drove back to the quiet little village 
which overnight had turned into a hot­
bed of murder and crime.

•?

CHAPTER XVI
Visit by Night

ARLY in the 
the Phantom

evening 
reached

Frank Havens’ coun­
try home. He found 
the newspaper pub­
lisher sitting in a 
chair in the living 
room and looking 
much better. Muriel 
was with him and 
Lieutenant Brady had 
dropped in. The State

Police officer had a brief report to make 
to the Phantom.

“We went over that bloodstained axe 
which Moose claimed to have found,” 
said Brady. “It was human blood on it, 
all right. Certainly it was the weapon 
used to dismember the body of Rufus 
Rutledge, if not to murder him. The 
only fingerprints we found were those 
of Moose.”

“I was careful to wrap the handle of 
the axe with a handkerchief when I 
brought it here so I wouldn’t leave any 
prints.” The Phantom nodded. “I 
doubted you’d find the prints of the 
killer. He is much too clever for that— 
probably wore gloves. What about my 
little trio of suspects?”

“We’ve got our eyes on them,” Brady 
said. “Constable Kearny is puttering 
around the grave. Looking for clues, 
he says. It keeps him busy and where 
we can observe him, so we haven’t in-? 
terfered.”

“And Dr. Clay?”



Brady frowned. “It’s odd about him. 
He worked like a Trojan helping us get 
those bones out of the grave. Burned 
himself with quicklime, too. He took 
the bones to his office—but now both he 
and the bones have vanished.”

The Phantom lit a cigarette. “Hmm,” 
he said between puffs.. “Imagine taking 
a trip with a skeleton for a companion. 
Where did he go?”

“We traced him to the railroad sta­
tion, where he bought a ticket for New 
York. He had a big suitcase and han­
dled it as if it contained dynamite.”

“Bones, of course,” the Phantom said. 
“But before this case is ended these 
bones may prove to be dynamite—for 
the murderer.”

“Then you’ve found him?” exclaimed 
Muriel. “You know who is behind all 
this?”

“Well, yes, in a way,” the Phantom 
said thoughtfully. “I’m not positive yet. 
I need proof that will stand up before a 
jury.” He changed the subject abruptly. 
“How is Andrew Rutledge behaving 
himself?”

"He’s sitting tight,” Lieutenant Brady 
answered. “Hasn’t been out of the 
house.”

“For my money,” Havens broke in, 
“I’d say Andrew was the man who at­
tacked me. Oh, I realize it sounds fan­
tastic for a legless man to leap out of 
a tree, knock me down, steal the golden 
saint and darn near murder me before 
getting away. But we know now that 
Andrew gets around remarkably well 
and the man who assaulted me was pow­
erful. He had strong arms and big 
shoulders. Andrew fits that descrip­
tion. I’m inclined to believe it was he 
who murdered his father.”

“No, he didn’t,” said the Phantom. 
“I’m sure of that.” Van stared at the 
glowing tip of his cigarette. “Odd, 
isn’t it, how the golden saint was so im­
portant at the start of this case and has 
never entered it again. Not in any wray 
at all.”

“That’s right.” Havens nodded. “I 
nearly got killed because I had it. A lit­
tle golden luck piece for which someone 
was willing to commit murder. What 
do Ave do now, Phantom?”

“I guess the next move will be a visit 
to Otto Oberthaler and his observatory,” 
said the Phantom. “I intend to go there 
now.”

“Let me go along, Phantom!” Muriel 
begged eagerly. “I’ve a real reason for 
asking. It’s because I remember Herr 
Oberthaler now. Once he came to the 
college I attended to lecture. I remem­
ber that well now.”

“Then you’d know him if you saw 
him?” The Phantom was suddenly in­
terested. “Is that so, Muriel?”

“I’m sure of it! I remember the little 
finger of his left hand had the first joint 
missing. I noticed that at once and it 
fascinated me when he waved his hands 
around. He couldn’t change that, or 
possibly have changed much anyhow.”

“It’s getting dark.” The Phantom 
glanced out of a window. “You’d better 
get into something practical if you want 
to come along. Dark slacks, for in­
stance. We’ll have to prowl around.”

“I’ll be ready in a few moments,” 
Muriel promised and hurried upstairs.

“Is it all right?” the Phantom asked 
Havens.

“Of course. I could hold a wildcat 
here easier than I could hold Muriel 
right now.” Havens grinned, and then 
his expression grew serious. “What do 
you expect to find at Oberthaler’s place, 
Phantom? If you think he’s mixed up 
in this, you must be wrong. Oberthaler 
has an excellent reputation. He’s a fa­
mous scientist. Why, the man is held 
in the highest regard by everyone.”

"I know.” The Phantom nodded. 
“But reputations change and so do char­
acters. At any rate, if Oberthaler is 
honest, he can explain many things.”

WHEN Muriel hurried into the room, 
she wore, a dark, tailored slack suit 
and sturdy walking shoes. But Van was 

not ready to leave yet. All of them 
continued to discuss the case until it was 
completely dark.

Lieutenant Brady held strongly to the 
opinion that Andrew Rutledge had mur­
dered his father, and was all but pre­
pared to make an arrest. He also be­
lieved that Constable Kearny was ac­
tively mixed up in the affair.

“I don’t doubt but what Kearny is one 
of the principals,” the Phantom ad­
mitted. “But I also believe the con­
stable doesn’t know what it’s all about. 
In plain English, Kearny is a lunkhead 
easily imposed upon, for all his bluster­
ing ways.”

"Look here, Phantom,” Brady pleaded,



“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 
his 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 staii-way 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 

hrs 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
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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 catch 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 penetrate.

“A bright welcome if not a warm 
one,” the Phantom grunted. “I thought 
that tree was a little too tempting. I’ll 
wager he had it rigged to flash a warn­
ing. Close your eyes 1 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.



“St. Anthony!” the Phantom said, 
staring.

“I thought his name was Oberthaler,” 
said Muriel, in a small voice.

The big, bearded man seemed 
strangely menacing as he stood there 
motionless and silent, his eyes fixed on 
the shadowy forms of his two visitors.

"So Oberthaler posed for Rufus Rut­
ledge’s last statue!” the Phantom said, 
so softly that the man in the doorway 
could not hear him. “The one which 
was plugged through the heart with a 
copper bullet! Steady now—don’t let 
him think we suspect him. We’re just 
looking for information.”

The Phantom advanced several more 
paces. The man in the doorway silently 
watched him.

“Mr. Oberthaler?” the Phantom called 
out.

“Yes,” came the prompt reply. “I 
don’t like visitors. Please go away.”

“I’m sorry,” the Phantom said. “This 
is most important. I’m the Phantom 
Detective, here in Connecticut on a 
matter that interests everyone around 
here vitally. There have been four mur­
ders in the village and you may be able 
to help me discover who is guilty of the 
crimes.”

“Four murders?” Oberthaler seemed 
taken aback by the news. “I talked 
with Andrew Rutledge yesterday. He 
told me his father was dead—that some­
one had killed him, but he did not men­
tion anyone else. I suppose I must see 
you, under the circumstances. Come in 
and bring the young man with you.”

“This is Muriel Havens, Mr. Ober­
thaler. Her father is the publisher and 
she is not a young man. Look more 
closely.”

Oberthaler pushed down a pair of 
brass-rimmed glasses and peered at Mu­
riel as she approached.

“Ah, yes,” he said. “Pretty too, isn’t 
she? Perhaps I’ll be glad you came. 
It’s been so long since any young per­
son has been here. Please—this way.”

Muriel followed the Phantom 
through a steel door. They entered a 
room which seemed to be fitted up like a 
formal club room. It was clean, ex­
pensively furnished, but still had a cold 
look. Muriel had an idea she knew 
how a condemned man must feel when 
he walks into a lethal gas chamber. The 
room was as chill and forbidding as that.

CHAPTER XVII
Room of Shadows

ERR OBERTHALER 
offered chairs to the 
Phantom and Muriel 
and sat down himself.

“I don’t see many 
people or have much 
to do with the outside 
world,” he explained. 
“This is my world here 
—where I can study 
the stars, seek in the 
heavens for truths

you cannot find on earth.”
“I know,” the Phantom said. “You 

are, perhaps, one of the most famous 
astronomers in the world. Your obser­
vatory seems to me—a layman as far 
as astronomy goes—to be splendidly 
equipped.”

Oberthaler nodded. “I have been for­
tunate. The observatory was erected 
for me. Paid for by the funds of a kind 
gentleman -who wanted to help further 
the science of astronomy. His name, 
if you wish to check, is Peter Lakely 
and he lives, I think, in Toledo.”

The Phantom switched subjects 
adroitly.

“You talked to Andrew Rutledge yes­
terday, you say. Do you mind if I ask 
what the conversation was about?”

“Andrew is a fool,” Oberthaler- said 
harshly. “He thinks of nothing but 
what he can get from the estate of his 
dead father. Much against my desires 
and only because Rufus Rutledge was 
the only close friend I ever had, I per­
mitted him to fashion a saint after me. 
He said I looked like Saint Anthony.

“When Rufus didn’t come to see me 
two nights ago, as usual, I was afraid 
something had happened to him. So 
I telephoned Constable Kearny and 
learned he was dead—murdered. So 
I of course had known before Andrew 
gave me the details. I did not wish my 
image to be proclaimed and exploited 
as the last word of a great artist. I for­
bade Andrew to sell the statue.”

“Well,” the Phantom said, "that at 
least ties up with what Andrew told 
us.”

“Phantom”—Muriel rose—“do you 
mind if I leave now? I want to bring 
the car around to this side of the moun­
tain. Crawling up and down that ra­



vine isn’t my idea of fun. Not at night.”
“I’ll 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 with 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 aould 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 
—before I take the leap.”

Muriel tried to speak, but her vocal 
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 too.”

“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-



turned. He saw the bloody axe and 
Moose was talking about the crime be­
fore we realized Lakely was inside. So 
we killed him, too, and Moose buried 
him.”

“And then you killed Moose?” Muriel 
managed to ask weakly. Her feai’ was 
so great now that she was almost numb.

“I said Moose would do anything for 
money, didn’t I?” snapped Andrew. “He 
bled me—blackmailed me for two thou­
sand dollars and you don’t blackmail 
a murderer more than once. Yes, I 
shot him—with Lakely’s pistol. That’s 
the story. There are a few discrepan­
cies, but you’ve heard enough and the 
rest doesn’t make any difference.”

“You—you are going to kill your­
self?” Muriel cried.

“What is there for me to live for 
now? Andrew rolled his wheel-chair 
back close to the edge of the cliff. “Do 
you think I’m going to wait for the 
Phantom to grab me? Do you think I’ll 
let them put me in the electric chair? 
I’d rather go over the cliff.” He low­
ered his voice. “But first there is one 
more thing I must tell you. Please come 
closer.”

His tone was almost pleading, and 
Muriel moved nearer to the chair. She 
stood within a few feet of him, but still 
out of reach.

“What else do you -want to tell me?” 
she asked.

THE chair shot forward, and before 
she realized his intention Andrew 
dropped the gun and caught her arm 

with both hands.
“I’m going to die!” he said harshly. 

"But not alone! You are going with me!”
Muriel struggled to break free as he 

held her with one hand and with the 
other sent the chair rolling back closer 
and closer to the edge of the cliff. She 
stumbled and fell and as she dropped to 
the ground Andrew released his grip 
on her wrist.

She raised her head just in time to 
see the chair roll back, then vanish as 
it went hurtling down over the edge 
with Andrew Rutledge in it.

Muriel staggered to her feet as from 
below there came a crash and the sound 
of splintering wood when the chair 
broke on a rock at the edge of the 
stream. With horror in her eyes, Mu­
riel fled.

CHAPTER XVIII 
Killer of Four

NAW ARE that any­
thing had gone amiss 
with his plans, the 
Phantom, in Giber- 
thaler’s study, was 
taking his leave.

“I thought,” he told 
the elderly scientist, 
“that because you 
were a friend of Ru­
fus Rutledge you 
might be able to pro­

vide a lead to his murderer.”
“I wish I could.” Oberthaler spread 

his hands in a gesture of helplessness. 
“He was my good friend. I would 
avenge his death if I could. Rufus was 
a strange man to have as a friend. His 
temper was quick and he dominated 
everyone he came into contact with. 
People didn’t like him. I did, because 
I admire frankness. Even if it hurts 
sometimes.”

“Well”—the Phantom moved toward 
the door—“I don’t believe there is any­
thing to keep me here. I’m sorry you 
couldn’t help.”

"So am I,” Oberthaler said, with a 
sincerity that rang true. “I shall miss 
Rufus very much.”

The Phantom was walking toward 
the door when he turned suddenly 
and faced the astronomer.

“One more question, please. This 
Peter Lakely who provided the money 
to build this observatory. Did he know 
Rutledge?”

Oberthaler had his hands clasped and 
the Phantom noticed that he was nerv­
ously dry-washing them.

“I—wouldn’t want to answer your 
question, Phantom,” he said. “I don’t 
feel that I have the right. I—”

“I’m afraid if you don’t answer it,” 
the Phantom said, “that your serenity 
here will be badly shaken. The police 
aren’t inclined to heed a man’s request 
for strict privacy.”

Oberthaler understood what Van 
meant, and answered.

"Lakely was my benefactor,” be 
said. “Rufus Rutledge wras my close 
friend. You place me between two 
fires, but I must answer honestly. 
Lakely hated Rufus Rutledge. Don’t 
ask me why. I think it was because 



of a financial matter. Lakely possessed 
an evil temper, far worse than Rut­
ledge’s. Perhaps, if you find Lakely, 
you will find the answer.”

“We’re looking for him,” the Phan­
tom said. “Thank you—and good 
night. I hope you will not be bothered 
again.”

“Good night,” Oberthaler said. “I 
won’t operate the light. You can find 
your way.”

As the Phantom walked down the 
path, he wondered why Oberthaler had 
decided not to use the spotlight. But 
it made things easier, for the. Phantom 
had no intention of leaving without a 
better look at the observatory.

The Phantom reached the turn in the 
path and slowed up. He hissed a sig­
nal for Muriel, but she didn’t appear. 
The Phantom’s face became stern and 
grim. He drew a flashlight from his 
pocket, masked the lens with his fingers 
and used the narrow resulting ray to 
sweep the ground.

He saw where Andrew’s wheel-chair 
had crashed out of the brush, saw the 
marks of its rubber-tired wheels and 
followed them down the path to the big 
steel gate. It was wide open. The 
Phantom hastily examined the mechan­
ism, recognized it as a simple electric 
lock and promptly cut the circuit with 
that sharp bit of steel he carried. Now 
the gate could be closed, but no amount 
of electricity would keep it locked.

The trail of that wheel-chair was easy 
to follow, so easy that the Phantom 
wondered if it had been deliberately 
made so. He likewise noted the marks 
of Muriel’s leather heels as the ground 
became softer.

HE WAS moving toward the north 
end of the cliff when he heard 

someone crashing through the brush 
ahead of him. Then Muriel appeared, 
running as though all the hounds of 
Hades were at her heels. She raced 
toward the Phantom.

“Andrew,” she panted breathlessly. 
“He went over the cliff in his wheel­
chair! Tried to take me—with him.”

“Easy, Muriel,” the Phantom said 
gently. “Get your breath, and then tell 
me about it.”

She slowly relaxed, then told him 
what had happened and everything that 
Andrew had said.

“He confessed,” she finished. “He 
was the murderer.”

“I’m not so sure of that, despite An­
drew’s confession,” the Phantom said. 
“Want to go home now? Or do you 
feel up to a little raid on the observa­
tory?”

“But I thought this finished every­
thing!” Muriel looked up at him with 
a puzzled expression. “After all, An­
drew confessed.”

“Certainly.” The Phantom nodded. 
“But he was lying. He probably didn’t 
care what happened to him. He knew 
that no matter how things worked out 
he was implicated too deeply to be 
cleared. Andrew thought if you testi­
fied that you had heard him confess be­
ing the murderer it would clear the real 
killer and stop any further investiga­
tion.”

“But why should Andrew protect the 
murderer so greatly that he was willing 
to kill himself and try and take me 
with him?” demanded Muriel. “It 
sounds insane.”

“It was, to an extent,” said the Phan­
tom. “A last ironical gesture of loy­
alty to the man Andrew hated. . . . 
Well, anyhow, I came here to investigate 
the observatory and I intend to do just 
that.”

“Then I’ll go along,” Muriel said 
stoutly. “I’m not backing out now.”

“Good! The quicker we got there, 
the better. I fixed the big gate so it 
wouldn’t lock.”

They found the gate closed, but the 
Phantom’s gentle push opened it. They 
went through, ready to duck instantly 
if the big searchlight was turned on 
again, but it remained dark. They left 
the path half-way toward the big place 
and circled around to the back.

“I’m going to enter through one of 
the windows,” the Phantom explained 
in a low voice. “Your job is to wait 
outside the window and if anything hap­
pens to me, slip away and get help. 
But don’t leave until you’re sure its 
necessary.”

“You act as though you believe 
Oberthaler is mixed up in all this kill­
ing,” Muriel whispered. “But he can’t 
be. I recognized him, even if I didn’t 
get a chance to see if that little finger 
was missing. He’s the real Oberthaler, 
and his only interest is in science. How 
could he be involved in murder?”



“Wait and see.” The Phantom smiled 
as they reached a window. “Now here 
is where you stay. After I’m inside, 
I’ll close the-window part way, so you 
can listen and look. Just be careful.”

The great building was dark. The 
Phantom used his steel implement again 
and a moment later he was inside, 
silently closing the window halfway.

Drawing his flash, he placed the palm 
of his left hand over it, allowed two 
fingers to spread a'hair’s breadth. With 
this tiny ray to guide him, he crossed 
the room and made his way to the 
observatory proper.

He passed through an unlocked steel 
door into the high domed telescope 
room. The huge instrument was dully 
revealed by a single weak electric bulb 
which hung from the ceiling high above. 
The shadowy, circular walls gave the 
impression of vastness and desolation. 
The webbing of girders which formed 
paid of the roof sent crazy shadows 
down across the floor.

THE Phantom walked up to the tele­
scope, saw how splendidly every­
thing was equipped. The revolving 

power instruments, the cameras, spec­
troscopes, the Geiger counter—other 
intricate measuring and timing devices. 
Here was an observatory as complete 
as anything the Phantom had ever seen.

A door, well behind the skeletal frame 
of the telescope, attracted his atten­
tion. He walked toward it and no mat­
ter how softly he tried to make his 
steps, each one echoed and reechoed with 
startling clarity. The door, of steel 
construction, was securely locked.

Once more the Phantom put his lock­
picking mechanism to work, but this 
time he had a job which required all of 
thirty minutes. Finally the door swung 
open. A tiny black button sprang out­
ward from the door jamb when the 
pressure wras released—and the Phan­
tom knew the meaning of that. It was 
a signal to announce elsewhere in the 
place that the door had been opened.

The Phantom uttered a groan. He had 
wanted a little more time.

Inside the room which was now re­
vealed were rows of steel filing cabi­
nets. He opened a few at random, ex­
amined the files within, and then saw 
a desk with a smaller steel cabinet on it.

He didn’t care how much noise he 

made now. The alarm had been given, 
but it would take Oberthaler three or 
four minutes to traverse the length of 
this place before he reached the tele­
scope room.

The Phantom smashed the small filing 
cabinet on the cement floor and broke 
it open. Inside were a number of cards. 
He looked rapidly through these, then 
straightened up, reaching for his auto­
matic, as he heard a faint sound behind 
him.

“Don’t move!” came the voice of 
Oberthaler, and it was grim and men­
acing. “I’ve got you covered.”

The Phantom’s fingers drew away 
from his gun as he swung around. 
Oberthaler stood a short distance away, 
light gleaming on the nickel-plated re­
volver in his hand. His eyes were 
smoldering fires of hate.

“I happened to be close to the tele­
scope room when the alarm went off,” 
the bearded astronomer said, and the 
very quietness of his tone made him 
seem far more dangerous than any blus­
tering would have done. “I slipped out 
of my shoes and came in silently.”

“It seems I’ll have to answer the 
questions this time,” the Phantom said.

“No—there will be no more ques­
tions.” Oberthaler shook his head. “I 
can’t figure out how you returned. The 
signals would have told me if you had 
come through the gate or via the tree. 
You didn’t climb the fence or the elec­
tric charge would have killed you. 
Therefore I must assume you’re clever, 
and highly dangerous to me.”

“Especially since you know I’ve just 
examined some interesting records,” the 
Phantom said softly. “You’re running 
a racket,”Oberthaler. These files con­
tain confidential information about hun­
dreds of prominent people who might 
fall for the wiles of your various confi­
dence men and fake astrologers who 
claim to be working astronomers.”

“Interesting,” Oberthaler said, a 
mocking note in his voice. He stroked 
his beard with his left hand and the 
first joint of the little finger appeared 
quite intact. “You may keep talking.”

“Up to now your plan has only 
started. The victims are being gradu­
ally built up to a point where they in­
vest money to further the science of 
astronomy. Your small group of con­
fidence men get these rich people in­



terested. Your fake, but well trained 
astronomers pass the word around that 
you are doing amazing work—as do real 
astronomers who have come to visit the 
laboratoiy. The confidence men follow 
up these leads. And it all began with 
one gigantic swindle.”

OBERTHALER laughed, but there 
was no mirth in the sound.

“Fil lay you odds you can’t describe 
it,” he challenged.

“Can’t I?” the Phantom smiled. “Be­
fore this observatory was built, you 
contacted six of the wealthiest people 
in the country. Men who knew the im­
portance of astronomy. Some were scien­
tists in other fields. You convinced 
them that astronomy was as important 
a science to the welfare of humanity 
as medical research, let us say. As 
worthy of donations as scholarship 
funds for colleges. They came through 
—to the tune of thousands. All told, 
each one paid in the vicinity of a hun­
dred and fifty thousand dollars to erect 
this observatory. You even kept rec­
ord of the donations.”

“Is that against the law?” Oberthaler 
asked mildly.

"It is when you informed each one of 
these people that he alone had supplied 
all the funds for this building and this 
equipment,” said the Phantom. “You 
sold the same thing six times over and 
pocketed five-sixths of the total take.

“You erected the observatory. Oh, 
yes, that would make it safe. Each in­
dividual lived in a different part of 
the country from any of the others and 
the likelihood of their meeting was re­
mote. Probably you sold each the idea 
of turning over the money to you to 
build the observatory and letting the 
donor remain anonymous.”

“Why should the donors have been 
willing to remain unknown in the back­
ground?” asked Oberthaler, as though 
curious, but not quite certain what the 
Phantom was talking about. “Explain 
that, please.”

“You convinced them that they were 
benefiting the science of astronomy by 
not having their names connected with 
the building of the observatory,” went 
on the Phantom. “A secret gift to hu­
manity that would make them feel good 
when they thought about it. These 
men were not fools. They didn’t just 

give you all that money and get nothing 
in return. The cards in that file show 
that you gave every one of them a faked 
deed as sole owner of this building. 
Even if they did meet you were cer­
tain that they would not talk. Very 
clever, sir.”

Oberthaler shrugged. “But what has 
all this got to do with the murder of 
Rutledge and those others you say were 
killed?”

“Everything,” snapped the Phantom. 
“Peter Lakely and Lloyd Harrison were 
two of those six men, and they met. 
They learned that they’d individually 
built this observatory, that therefore it 
had been paid for twice. They didn’t 
know it had been paid for six differ­
ent times.”

“I wanted to learn how much you did 
know before I decided to kill you,” re­
marked Oberthaler pleasantly. “I’ll 
have to do it now.”

“Just as you found you had to kill 
Peter' Lakely when he came here to ex­
pose you,” the Phantom said quietly. 
“I don’t know exactly what happened, 
but you must have aroused him to such 
an extent he was ready to murder you. 
At any rate, he somehow entered the 
studios of Rufus Rutledge. There he 
saw’ the statue of Saint Anthony, and in 
a dim light it was a perfect likeness of 
you. So he opened fire, put a bullet 
through the plastei' saint.”

“Wasn’t he an idiot though?” Ober­
thaler laughed, but the gun in his hand 
did not waver from the Phantom’s 
heart. “All right. I’ll admit that when 
Lakely came here trying to see me I got 
frightened and w’ent to Rutledge’s place. 
Lakely followed me—and shot the statue 
thinking it was me.”

“And then you found your chance 
and killed him with the axe,” said the 
Phantom. “You dismembered the body 
somewhere and probably carried it to 
the foundry in a sack. You started the 
furnace, it was Sunday morning and 
you felt safe again.

“But the watchman returned unex­
pectedly. You thought he’d be gone all 
day, because it was Sunday. You had 
to kill him, but there was no time to 
cremate his body, too, so you left it 
there.”

“That’s enough,” snarled the bearded 
man. “I’ve heard all I want—and now 
you die, Phantom!”



The Phantom saw death staring at 
him out of those eyes that, glared 
above the gray beard. He tensed, ready 
for Oberthaler to pull the trigger of that 
shining revolver at any instant.

“Andrew killed himself tonight,” the 
Phantom said. “He confessed to a wit­
ness that he was the murderer we’ve 
been seeking, then went hurtling over 
the cliff, wheel-chair and all.”

“What?” Oberthaler demanded daz­
edly. “You mean that—that Andrew 
is dead?” He felt in his pocket with 
his free hand as though to assure him­
self that something was still there. “No, 
you’re lying! That can’t be true.”

“It is true, Rufus Rutledge,” said the 
Phantom grimly. “And that little gold 
saint in your pocket won’t bring you 
any more luck now!”

CHAPTER XIX
Killers Die Hard

ILENCE lingered in the 
telescope room as the 
Phantom’s ringing 
words died awray in an 
echo. Then suddenly 
Rufus Rutledge, who 
had posed as Herr 
Otto Oberthaler, the 
scientist, laughed 
satanically. Yet it was 
not the senseless mirth 
of a crazy man.

“You fool—to have come here alone 
and to tell me all this!” he roared. “No 
matter what happens crooks always will 
remember me as the man who killed the 
Phantom!”

As Rutledge’s finger tightened on the 
trigger, the Phantom’s right foot came 
up with lightning speed. His toe hooked 
in the drawer of the small file. The 
drawer struck the bearded man squarely 
in the face and knocked him back, just 
as the revolver roared.

The bullet missed the Phantom by 
inches as he leaped to one side. He 
hurled himself at Rutledge Wore the 
sculptor could recover and shoot again. 
Van had not gone for his own gun, for 
he -wanted this killer alive.

The two men went down together, 
hitting the floor so hard that it jarred 
the breath out of them for a moment. 
The nickel-plated gqn went flying out of 
Rutledge’s hand, to sflide into the shad­

ows beneath the huge telescope.
The murdeyer squirmed and twisted, 

and talonlike fingers clutched the Phan­
tom’s throat. They tightened—press­
ing deeper into the flesh and cutting off 
Van’s wind. But he got one hand free 
and smashed a rocklike fist against Rut­
ledge’s jaw.

The killer’s grip on the Phantom’s 
throat relaxed as Rutledge went limp 
from the blow. Van leaped to his feet, 
snatching out his automatic as he stood 
over the motionless killer.

Thoughts raced through his mind in 
that brief moment. It had been almost 
an hour since he had left Muriel waiting 
outside the window. Was she still there, 
or had she gone for help by this time?

The window at which she waited was 
some distance from where he was now. 
He had crossed a room and gone in 
through an unlocked steel door to get 
into this high-domed telescope room. 
Voices would not carry that far, but if 
she was still there Muriel would have 
heard the shot.

A warning of danger swept over the 
Phantom. It -was strange that he should 
feel that, with the killer lying senseless 
at his feet, yet he could not shake it 
off. There was menace in the very still­
ness that engulfed the observatory like 
a smothering blanket.

He listened tensely. Ears less keen 
than his would have detected nothing, 
but he caught the sound of stealthy foot­
steps, steadily drawing closer. They 
came from beyond the door by which 
he had entered the telescope room.

If Muriel had been watching through 
the window outside the other room the 
Phantom was sure she would have tried 
to find some way to give him warning. 
She could have seen that someone 
stalked him and dared risk a scream 
which would have brought the Phantom 
out, ready to face his foe.

A feeling of relief that was anticli- 
matic held him as a thin, hawklike fig­
ure loomed in the doorway. Jim Kearny, 
the constable.

“I came lookin’ around here,” Kearny 
said. “Found the gate open and de­
cided I’d better talk to Oberthaler. Then 
I heard a shot. What’s goin’ on here?”

“I’ve caught the murderer,” the 
Phantom said. “It was Rufus Rutledge ”

“Yeah?” The constable looked as if 
he thought the Phantom had suddenly 



gone crazy. “Then where is he? I 
don’t see nobody but Oberthaler, and it 
looks like you killed him.”

I

THE Phantom did not take his eyes 
off Kearny, and kept his automatic 
ready.

“Rutledge has been masquerading as 
Otto Oberthaler for some time now,” he 
said flatly.

“Why was Rutledge pretendin’ he was 
Oberthaler?” demanded Kearny. "If he 
was doin’ it.”

"It’s too long a story to tell you now,” 
the Phantom said impatiently. “Ob­
viously Oberthaler died some time ago. 
Rutledge was probably visiting here at 
the time, so Rufus buried the old man 
and took his place for reasons I’ll get 
into later with Havens and Lieutenant 
Brady. Now I—”

He broke off abruptly. His ankles 
felt as if they had been caught in steel 
traps as Rutledge’s strong hands 
gripped them and tightened. The 
sculptor gave a vicious tug and the 
Phantom fell flat on his face on the 
floor, though he did manage to protect 
himself to some extent by using his 
arms to break the fall.

He managed to pull his ankles free 
and rolled over. Rutledge scrambled 
across and grabbed up his nickel-plated 
gun. He whirled, aiming at the Phan­
tom as Van leaped to his feet, his own 
automatic still in his hand.

’Die two shots merged almost into 
one, the sound reverberating through 
the domed room. Rutledge gave a cry 
of pain and staggered back, his shoul­
der bloody. He tried to bring his gun 
up again, but the Phantom shot the 
weapon out of his hand.

Van whirled, gun trained on the con­
stable. Jim Kearny stood motionless 
in the doorway, his eyes wide and his 
mouth open.

«You—you got him all right,” Kearny 
muttered dazedly. “Way he has been 
actin’ there ain’t no doubt he’s the mur­
derer. He had me fooled. I thought 
all the time he was Oberthaler.”

Excited voices and the pounding of 
feet came from the other room. The 
door was flung open and Lieutenant 
Brady rushed in with gun drawn. Mu­
riel, Frank Havens and Dr. Clay fol­
lowed, behind four state troopers.

"It’s all over,” the Phantom said 

quietly. "Rufus Rutledge is the killer. 
There he is disguised as Otto Ober­
thaler. I’m turning him over to you, 
Lieutenant Brady.”

“What about Kearny?” Brady glared 
at the constable. “Was he working with 
the killer?”

"Not intentionally.” 'Die Phantom 
smiled and shook his head. "Kearny 
is just dumb.”

"And this sure is one time when hav­
ing somebody call me that is a relief,” 
said Kearny. “I been more than that. 
I was just a dope.”

Muriel looked at the Phantom, her 
eyes shining.

“When I waited so long at the win­
dow and didn’t hear anything further 
from you to tell me it was all right, I 
went for help,” she said. “But I might 
have known you would clear up every­
thing without assistance.”

Van smiled, and looked at Dr. Clay. 
The State Police officers had grabbed 
Rufus Rutledge and were leading him 
away.

“You found that the bones of the 
skeleton were two or three years odd, of 
course, Doctor,” said the Phantom. 
“That’s why you took them to a lab 
in town, wasn’t it? They were the real 
Oberthaler’s bones, of course. I sus­
pected that when I saw them taken out 
of the grave. If they hadn’t been, there 
would have been no point in the mur­
derer trjnng to destroy them with quick­
lime.”

“You’re right!” Dr. Clay looked at 
the Phantom in amazement. “And I’ve 
been acting like an idiot. I was sure 
you suspected me, so I was trying to 
solve the mystery myself.”

“You probably haven’t time to go into 
all details now, Phantom,” said Havens. 
“Maybe you’ll explain the whole thing 
to us later. But what made you cer­
tain the killer might be Rufus Rut­
ledge?”

“I knew Rufus was alive,” the Phan­
tom said. “The clue of the golden saint 
gave him away. It was his luck piece 
and he had to get the golden image 
back. It accidentally fell into the 
hands of the watchman. You found it, 
Mr. Havens. You told Andrew about 
it, and Rufus was hiding in the house 
and overheard you. He waylaid you and 
got it back. He was afraid you’d call 
me in so he really intended to murder 



you. Then when I arrived, he turned 
his attentions to me. He nearly^got 
me, too, with that crane in the' factory.”

THEY left the observatory, and as
Havens, Muriel and the Phantom 

rode back to the publisher’s sum­
mer place in Havens’ car after visiting 
the police station where Rufus Rutledge 
was being held on charges of murder, 
Van explained the whole matter to 
them.

“Rufus killed Moose, of course,” said 
the Phantom. “And Andrew confessed 
in an effort to save his father, even 
though he thought he hated Rufus. An­
drew knew he was in deep himself, and 
he committed suicide.”

“Anything else?” asked Havens.

“Just one thing.” The Phantom 
smiled. “Rufus Rutledge was a good 
sculptor—but not as authentic as he 
might have been. Did you ever see a 
statue of St. Anthony wearing a beard? 
I never did. Though there might be 
one.”

“You’re right!” exclaimed Havens. 
“I never did either!”

The trio lapsed into silence as the car 
sped on through the night. The 
Phantom’s work was through here, and 
in the morning he would return to New 
York and once more become Richard 
Curtis Van Loan. But even now, some­
where, evil brains were plotting their 
nefarious deeds, and when they struck 
the Nemesis of crime would once more 
go into action.
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COOK'S FIGHT OUT
By RICHARD BRISTER

Wiley Johnson, suddenly finds himself playing host to 
a pair of killers—and puts a surprise for them on the fire!

W
ILEY JOHNSON trudged 
through the snow, his hightop 
shoes setting up a bell-like 
tinkle on the crisp trail. His breath 
looked like steam in this frosty weather. 

His lean face was a fiery red.
Four months ago, back in the city, be­

fore he had thrown up his job, Wiley 

had a jaundiced pallor and a complete 
lack of zest for living. His doctor had 
thrown up his hands in defeat.

"Beats me, Wiley,” he had said. 
“You’re eating and sleeping enough. 
Might be some allergy in the city air 
gets you. I don’t know.”

Wiley didn’t know either. One thing



he did know was, that feeling as rotten 
as he did all the time, life in the city 
wasn’t worth living. His job in the State 
Liquor Store permitted him a six 
months’ furlough, and since he’d always 
had a yen for outdoor life, he had de­
cided to spend that time trapping.

Now, as Wiley Johnson trudged back 
toward his cabin, his windbreaker 
pockets bulged with the morning’s catch. 
There were six “rats,” a weazel, three 
polecats; and slung over his shoulders, 
their hind legs tied together, a ’possum 
and a ’coon.

A bend in the trail brought his one- 
room cabin into view. A thin wisp of 
smoke cut skyward from the short chim­
ney, and he quickened his steps, in his 
mind’s eye already warming his hands 
over the pot-bellied stove.

He stomped his spiked feet free of the 
snow that clung persistently to them and 
pushed inside, blinking to adjust his eyes 
to the darkness. He leaned his rifle 
against the wall, flung the ’coon and the 
’possum on the table, and was going to 
the stove when he first knew there was 
someone else inside the room.

“Okay,” a froggy voice said. “Hold 
it right there, Danny.”

Wiley spun on one heel and blinked 
toward the sound. His heart beat fast 
as his eyes slowly brought two crouched 
figures into focus, in the darkest corner 
of the room. One man was tall, pain­
fully thin, and so round-shouldered he 
seemed actually hunch-backed. He had 
a long hook nose. He wore loud city 
clothes—what was left of them—after 
his trip through the w’oods to this cabin.

“My name’s not Danny,” Wiley said 
levelly. “I’m Wiley Johnson.”

The tall man -with the frog voice 
showed his teeth in a caricature of a 
smile.

“You don’t say? We thought you 
were Daniel Boone, maybe.”

The other man laughed. He was a 
Mr. Five-by-Five product, as short as 
his companion was tall, but his voice was 
a high hen’s cackle.

“Maybe the young frontiersman can 
scare up some breakfast for us, Spud. 
I’m starving, drat it.”

THE lean face of Wiley Johnson 
twitched with slow anger. For a pair 
of uninvited guests, these two did not 

hesitate to outline their wants. Invol­

untarily, his eyes drifted back toward 
the wall against which he had leaned 
his rifle.

Spud—the one with the lank, round 
shoulders and the frog voice—was 
watching shrewdly. His thin hand slid 
in and out of his frayed, coat pocket. 
Light from the one small window glinted 
off the pistol he pointed at Wiley.

“Frisk him, Harry.”
Wiley Johnson started to splutter 

something as the fat man approached. 
The gun in Spud’s hand jerked toward 
him, a silent menace. He subsided 
meekly as Harry’s fat paws moved ex­
pertly up and down him.

“You won’t find anything,” he told 
the one called Harry. “That rifle’s the 
only gun I own. I might as well save 
time all around and tell you.”

Harry’s fat face was close to him; his 
pop-eyes glinted.

“You don’t know’ how right you are, 
kid. We got that Smith and Wesson out 
of the desk drawer already.”

Wiley Johnson let his dismay crowd 
his face. He had hoped they had not 
found his pistol, but they probably would 
have sooner or later. They seemed pretty 
thorough, this Spud and Harry who- 
ever-they-were. He wondered what they 
were running away from. It must be 
something pretty drastic, to send them 
on an all-night trek through the forest 
in zero weather. They had been dressed 
for the city. They were blue with cold 
and exposure, and hungry as two starv­
ing wolves. Also as proportionately ill- 
tempered.

Harry, the fat one, said in his queru­
lous high voice:

“All right. Come on, kid. Get break­
fast started.”

Wiley Johnson shrugged. He pointed 
to the row of cans lined up on the shelves 
above his stove.

“What’ll it be? Beans, or beans?”
Spud’s face twisted with irritation. 

“Beans. An’ while you’re at it, cut off 
a couple chunks o’ that bacon I seen over 
there for us.” He turned to his stocky 
companion. “Somethin’ tells me we’re 
going to be sick o’ beans, come January.”

Harry’s eyes drifted shrewdly toward 
the two carcasses Wiley had flung on 
the table.

“What’s that gray thing, boy scout? 
’Possum, ain’t it?” he asked.,

Wiley did not like to admit it. He had 



half-hoped he could starve this pair out 
on a beans-and-more-beans diet, get 
them so disgusted they would be willing 
to look for another hideout. There was 
no doubt in his mind that they had 
pulled off some big job in the city. They 
would stick to his side like a barnacle 
on a ship’s hull, all winter. He made a 
grimace of disgust at the prospect.

“It’s a ’possum,” Wiley admitted 
bleakly.

“They’re good eatin’,” Harry an­
nounced. “I read it somewhere.”

Harry seemed to have a good head on 
him, Wiley thought glumly. Spud, the 
big thin one who had flashed a gun, was 
long on direct action, but short in the 
thinking department. Harry was going 
to be hard to handle.

Wiley said, playing it down, “Some 
people eat ’em. Colored folks, mostly. 
I wouldn’t go so far as to say they’re 
good eating.”

Spud went over to the wall and picked 
up Wiley’s rifle. He took out all the 
cartridges, extracted the magazine tube, 
and put that in his pocket. Then he 
turned to the table and looked down 
somewhat doubtfully at the dead car­
casses with their staring eyes and 
bedraggled fur.

“You can have my share, Harry. I’ll 
stick to the beans.”

Harry’s pop-eyes glinted and his high 
voice became cold and sarcastic.

“For a killer, you’re getting plumb 
squeamish, Spud. We’re going to be here 
one month at least. Two, maybe. It’s a 
perfect hideout, and being bored to 
death is better than burning.”

SLOWLY that dread word sank in.
Burning? That meant the chair, 

didn’t it? He would be spending the 
rest of the winter alone in this back- 
woods cabin with a couple of killers.

“You’re not kidding when you say 
you’ll be bored to death here, Mister,” 
he said pointedly. “I don’t mind eating 
beans all the time and not having any 
books or even a radio to keep me com­
pany. I came out here for my health. 
I spend all my time trapping, but it’ll 
drive you fellows crazy in—”

Some transient glint in Harry’s small 
eyes cut him short on the tag end of 
the sentence.

“Anybody’d think the kid didn’t want 
us here, Spud,” Harry said, and his lips 

twitched in a hard line. “Get this, kid. 
We’re playing for keeps. You play ball 
with us and you’re going to be okay. 
But don’t get smart. If you figure you 
can feed us punk grub and freeze us out 
of here, you’re got another think com­
ing.”

“I’m only telling you what I have. 
You can see for yourself there’s nothing 
but bacon and—”

“And beans. Also that ’possum, there. 
I happen to know they’re pretty good 
eating. And the woods are full of small 
game, rabbits and pheasants. - We’ll do 
all right. Spud here’s a pretty good 
shot.”

“Rabbits!” Spud’s lean figure straight­
ened. “I ate rabbit once. It’s a lot like 
chicken. Jus’ give me a crack at one o’ 
them babies.”

He grabbed Wiley’s gun and drew an 
experimental bead through the window.

“What about my trap line?” Wiley 
said weakly. “I’ll have to look at my 
sets in the morning.”

“Forget them.”
“But... they’ll starve to death in the 

traps . . . the animals I catch with my 
sets for tonight. It’s . .. inhumane!”

“You’re not stepping a foot out of this 
cabin for the rest of the winter,” Harry 
announced flatly. “Get used to the idea.”

Wiley was staggered. Spend two 
months cooped up in this single room, 
breathing smoky, stale air shared with 
two others. No exercise and a rotten 
diet. The fund of health he had built 
up since leaving the city would desert 
him in no time under such conditions. 
He was not a natural worrier and he 
had never brooded about his poor health 
until he had been forced to. Then he had 
taken the only sensible corrective meas­
ure he could think of.

“Listen, I was a sick man when I came 
out here, four months ago,” he said des­
perately. “I’m okay now. But if I can’t 
get out now and then, say just to chop 
wood or something of that sort, I’ll go 
down again. I know it. I may not even 
live through the winter.”

“Tsk, tsk.” Harry was clucking in 
mock sympathy. “That’s too bad, kid. 
That’s a real shame.” His eyes danced 
with quiet amusement. “What gave you 
the idea you were coming out of this 
thing alive in the first place?”

Wiley’s mouth felt dry. “You mean—” 
he gulped..



“Did you think we were going to 
mosey out and leave you behind to help 
the cops track us down ? Come out of it. 
You’re a smart boy, Johnson. You can 
do better than that.”

“If you’re going to get rid of me,” 
Wiley said slowly, “how come—”

“I was thinking the same thing,” 
Harry mocked. “Why not do the job 
now, huh? Well, I figure you. may be 
able to help us around here, for one 
thing. Living off the fat of the land 
isn’t exactly our racket. And who knows, 
maybe Spud here won’t be able to bring 
home the bacon, as a hunter. In that 
case, you an’ I’ll go out together. I’ll 
keep you covered, don’t worry. You 
won’t pull anything swift with that 
rifle.”

“Did you get that, Harry?” Spud said 
craftily. “Danny here says he was sick, 
an’ come out here for his health. What 
if he was to just waste away, sort of, 
I mean, die natural?”

Harry turned an admiring glance on 
his tall companion. “Sometimes your 
mind dees go into high gear, Spud. 
That’s good. That’s very good.”

Spud beamed proudly.
“You—you wouldn’t!” Wiley said 

angrily.
“On the contrary,” said Harry. “We 

would.”

HARRY elected to wash the dishes 
right after their large breakfast of 
bacon and beans. Spud then grabbed 

Wiley’s rifle, charged out into the cold 
with the avowed purpose of coming back 
“loaded with rabbits.”

“Luck,” Harry told him fervently.
Wiley sat on his bunk and said noth­

ing. He had not been invited to share 
the two “guests’ ” breakfast. When he 

had grumbled about being hungry, 
Harry had flourished that pistol and 
shoved a couple of spoonfuls of his own 
beans toward him.

“Here. This’ll do you.”
“But that’s not enough to keep a fly 

alive,” Wiley Johnson protested.
Harry’s eyes brushed him blandly. 

“You catch on fast, kiddo.”
Spud’s frog voice cackled. When Wiley 

had eaten his almost invisible portion, 
the tall man forced him to lie on the 
bunk at gunpoint, while Harry tied his 
hands and legs expertly.

He lay there in that cramped position 
fuming, his stomach gnawing with hun­
ger. He did not know whether or not to 
add his well wishes to Spud on his hunt­
ing excursion. These men meant to kill 
him gradually, half-starve him and then 
let his own weak constitution complete 
the job for them. Even if Spud did bring 
back a rabbit, he would not likely eat 
any of it.

If Spud proved a flop as a hunter, 
what then? It would mean one of two 
things. Harry might decide they would 
eat beans and like them. In that case, 
Wiley would start starving to death in 
earnest, because he had put in only 
enough of the canned stuff for his own 
needs through the winter—not enough 
for two men. And Harry looked like a 
big eater.

Of course, there was a chance that 
Han-y had meant what he had said 
about letting Wiley do the hunting for 
them, if Spud proved a flop as a hunter. 
Wiley thought that was his only chance 
to even temporarily avert the disaster 
that was closing in on him.

If the larder that kept them alive de­
pended on him, they would have to feed
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him and keep him going, wouldn’t they ? 
Sure. Sg Wiley Johnson took his cue 
from MacArthur’s Bataan campaign and 
hoped that the hunting chores would 
fall on his own shoulders. Then he could 
at least fight a delaying action.

Harry had gone methodically about 
the task of washing the dishes. He 
glanced over at Wiley from time to time, 
making sure those knots still held firm. 
He was very cautious, this Harry, 
thought Wiley Johnson. You probably 
had to be cautious to stay alive, when 
you took up crime for a living.

The thin spat spat of a gun in the 
distance brought them both up sharply. 
Harry’s round face was anxious, as his 
head cocked toward the sound

Wiley could not suppress a thin smile. 
How strange it was, really, for so much 
to depend on the success or failure of 
those distant shots. He smiled again, 
because he knew at least one reason why 
Spud’s excursion might prove fruitless. 
Harry shot a quick glance at him, and 
saw the smile vanish quickly from 
Wiley’s face.

“What’re you so pleased about, John­
son” he said testily. “By God, if you’re 
up to something—”

“What cotdd I be up to?” Wiley coun­
tered quietly. “I’m tied hand and foot.”

Harry took another tack. “How many 
cartridges have you got for that rifle? 
Oh, don’t bother lying to me. I’ll look 
for myself.”

Harry went to the desk and counted 
the bullets in the paper container. “If 
Spud don’t come back with somethin’ to 
show for his trouble, you’ll be doin’ the 
hunting, boy scout. We can’t waste 
bullets.”

The gun barked again, nearer this 
time. Again. And a few minutes later 
the door opened and Spud stalked in— 
empty-handed.

“What’s the matter?” Harry growled 
a greeting. “Four shots. And all of ’em 
misses ? What were you aiming at any­
how, mosquitoes?”

“Rabbit and a squirrel,” Spud admit­
ted wryly. “I never said I was such a 
good shot with a rifle. Give me a tommy 
gun every time. Them rabbits won’t 
stand still for you. They keep hoppin’ 
around and—” '

“Forget it!” Harry grunted. “Here­
after the kid’ll be doing the hunting.” 
He turned. “And don’t get any ideas, 

either, Johnson. We’ll both be going 
along, get it? You’ll have two guns on 
your back, every minute.”

Wiley nodded in silent agreement. His 
heart was pounding with exultation. He 
had won a reprieve. As hunter for the 
group, provider of the wherewithal to 
keep them alive through a wilderness 
winter, he was as safe from these men 
as from his own mother. He was their 
life insurance now. They would feed 
him, all right. They would do everything 
in their power to keep his gun arm in 
working condition.

He had won the opening hand in this 
game with Death as its stake. But the 
game had just started. Death still hov­
ered over him, come Spring. He did not 
think it advisable to reveal to his captors 
the real reason why Spud had failed to 
hit anything with that rifle.

The sights on the rifle had been bent 
all out of kilter. To hit anything with it, 
you had to aim at least a foot high and 
to the right for each fifty feet from your 
target!

CONSIDERABLE debate followed 
about the preparation of the ’possum 

for dinner that night. Spud said boil it, 
Harry said broil it. From his confined 
position on the bunk, Wiley made a sug­
gestion.

“Maybe you’d better skin it, before 
you worry about how to cook it.”

Wiley had had all day to think, and a 
plan had grown with the passing hours, 
still not quite complete, but worth work­
ing on.

Harry grunted surly agreement and 
picked up a knife, attacking the carcass 
with an amateur’s ineptitude. He made 
an awful botch of it before he said dis­
gustedly:

"Untie Daniel Boone there, Spud. He 
can have the job.”

A wild hope was soaring in Wiley’s 
chest as he stripped the pelt off the car­
cass with practiced speed. Harry 
watched interestedly.

“This baby’s as fat as a pig,” Wiley 
said matter-of-factly. "He was all fat­
tened up for a winter of hibernation. 
Enough fat on him to panbroil him in 
his own grease, if you want to.”

Harry was interested. “Same as 
french fried spuds, hey?”

“That’s right.”
“All right, hop to it, boy scout.” He 



waved the pistol, indicating that he 
would be watching every move that 
Wiley made.

Wiley cut off the legs and tail and 
cleaned the carcass. He sliced gobs of 
fat off the belly and legs and set them 
in a skillet atop the stove. It set up 
quite a smoke, but when the fat fried 
out, there was a solid inch of grease 
left in the skillet.

“Sloppy mess,” Harry grunted. But 
when Wiley cut the meat into quarters 
and rolled it in flour he nodded approval. 
“You ain’t so bad, boy scout.”

“You haven’t seen anything yet, big 
shot,” Wiley thought, as he was setting 
the skillet to one side of the stove, tipped 
it sidewise, trying hard to make it ap­
pear accidental.

The grease burst into flame as it 
rolled down the side of the stove and 
along the floorboards.

Harry yelled with alarm. “Dog gone 
it, where’s the water?” He shoved the 
pistol at Spud. “Here, keep an eye on 
the boy scout.”

The fat man grabbed a bucket of 
water and threw it on the flames. Wiley 
tried to hold back a grin. The water, 
far from putting the flame out, just 
served to spread it. Smoke billowed and 
flamed up from the floor, suffusing the 
small room.

Wiley Johnson debated a moment, 
wondering whether now was the time 
to break for it. Caution held him away 
from the door. Spud would shoot him 
down in a minute. The smoke was blind­
ing now. Tears came in his eyes; his 
throat burned. Harry was still ineffec­
tually dousing the fire with water, still 
unaware he was merely spreading the 
flames farther about the small room.

Wiley got down low, his lids half 
closed against the smoke, and peered 
upward. On the other side of the room 
he could see the lank figure of Spud, with 
the gun clutched in his hand, seeking 
him out through the clouds of gray 
smoke. Spud made an impulsive bolt 
toward the door and swung it open. 
Harry’s voice clipped at him and stopped 
him, from going further.

“Stand by the door and help with this 
fire. The boy scout can’t get past you. 
If we lose this cabin we’re sunk.”

In one hand, Spud had a small broom, 
the gun in the other. He stood with 
his back in the doorway, beating at the 

flames. Harry was swearing as he real­
ized he had been working against his 
own ends.

“Blamed water just spreads it!”
Harry now ran to the bed and grabbed 

a double armful of Wiley’s thick blan­
kets. Wiley gulped. Harry was making 
sense now. He would beat the fire, at 
that rate, by smothering it.

WILEY looked longingly at the open 
door, with Spud’s figure framed 
hazily in it. Harry was just smart 

enough to realize he had set this fire on 
purpose. They would make short work 
of him, once they controlled the flames 
that were destroying their hideout.

Wiley Johnson knew he had to get out 
of the cabin—now or never. But how?

When he saw he was still holding onto 
that skillet he cursed himself for six 
kinds of a fool. There was still a thick 
film of grease on the bottom of it. If 
he could only get it burning, then throw 
it at the others— When he got it burn­
ing he realized, he would make a per­
fect, highlighted target for Spud, who 
right now was only waiting to see him in 
order to send a stream of slugs at him. 
He had to deflect Spud’s attention, some­
how.

Wiley crawled cautiously across the 
floor to the small cabinet where he kept 
his first aid equipment. There was a 
fifth of bottled-in-bond rye whiskey in 
there, his only souvenir from his long 
hours of clerking in the State Liquor 
Store. He grabbed the bottle by the butt- 
end and knocked the neck off it against 
the wall. He threw it hard on the floor 
where the flames were biting fiercest.

The crash alone was enough to bring 
a startled yelp from both Spud and 
Harry. As the alcohol in the liquor ig­
nited, a new spurt of hot flame drove to­
ward the ceiling. It was then that Wiley 
scooped up burning grease and embers 
into his skillet. The grease that was 
still contained in it caught fire at once. 
He flung the blazing mass at Spud.

The long-legged man let out a bellow 
of pain. Flaming grease burned on his 
clothes, his hands, his face. He dropped 
the broom and the gun in one motion 
and beat at the flames with his arms and 
bare hands, screaming in terror.

Harry caught the contagion of panic 
now, and ran over to help Spud. He 
thought Spud had simply caught fire. 



He didn’t know it was burning grease 
Spud was lighting. He beat at the flames 
with both of his own hands too, and then 
he was adding his terrified screams to 
the confusion.

Wiley Johnson ran past them both 
and breathed in deep draughts of the 
cool, fresh air outside. Spud and Harry 
came storming out after him. He took 
off his coat and wrapped it around the 
flames that licked at the two intruders. 
When he was done, their hands were 
hopelessly blistered. They were moan­
ing, cursing with pain and hot rage at 
the way he had tricked them.

Harry made a feeble attempt to get 
a gun out of his shoulder holster. The 
pain was too much for his blistered fin­
gers. His hands drew back quickly.

Wiley went over and calmly took the 
gun from him.

“I’ll be running this party from here 
on in,” he announced. He waved the gun 
at them. “All right, start walking.”

“Huh ?” Harry gasped.
“You’d better play nice.” Wiley jerked 

his head toward the cabin. “That thing’s 
finished. We may be able to make Main­

ville by morning. If you two want to 
stay here and freeze to death-, .that suits 
me. I’m walking.”

He started down the trail, moving 
backward, watching them. Harry stum­
bled after him, almost blubbering.

“We’re coming,” he said.

AMAZED policemen could not get over 
it. No matter how often Wiley ex­

plained the set-up to them. Brucker, the 
big beefy-faced deputy said:

“Gee whiz — Spud Muley and Harry 
Lander, single-handed. They’re up for 
murder an’ kidnapin’ both. You’ll rate 
more’n a grand reward money, kid. 
They’ll burn again, if they live through 
that burnin’ you give ’em. I still don’t 
see—”

“You boys ought to work in a liquor 
store,” Wiley Johnson grinned. “I used 
to, an’ that’s the only reason I’m here to 
tell about it.”

“Huh?”
“Where else would I learn that hun­

dred-proof liquor’ll burn? And that all 
bottled-in-bond stuff has to be at least 
a hundred proof, if not higher?”
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Weather for Crooks
By FRANK JOHNSON

Detective John Lake trails an elusive theater bandit!

Detective - sergeant 
JOHN LAKE was annoyed 
with the world in general, and 

with the weather in particular. It had 
been raining all day and, as he steered 
his sedan through uptown traffic, he 
felt like a rat drowning in a goldfish 
bowl. With that leak in the top, just 
inside the windshield, his car hardly 
could be called waterproof.

“Everything happens to 
me,” he mourned disgust­
edly. “First I lose my ra­
tion book, then I get bawled 
out for not bringing in that 
movie theater stick-up— 
and now this blasted car is 
leaking again!”

Lake glared at the water 
running down on the inside 
of the windshield, making 
a damp paste of the Fed­
eral Stamp and the A and 
C stickers. Rain also was 
sloshing over the floor­
boards, making his feet feel 
like damp paste. The wind­
shield wiper was working 
on the outside all right, but 
it didn’t mop up any wet on 
the inside.

Dejectedly Lake pulled 
up to the curb and stopped. 
He got a dry rag out of a 
side pocket and wiped off 
the inside of the wind­
shield so that he could at least see 
through it. But it would be only a little 
while until it was steamed up again, 
because of that leak.

“Maybe I’d be better off walking,” he 
thought sourly. “But that Grand Thea­
ter I want now is a couple of miles from 
here. Got to get there—maybe I can get 
a line on that stick-up guy from tine 
management. The lug ought to be fresh 
in their* minds—sticking them up only 
yesterday afternoon.” Lake smiled 
grimly. "Yeah, and I’ve got a hunch that 

"Drive uptown,** Serqecni,” 
ordered the man with the gun

Lawton guy who’s assistant manager 
there might tell me something. That 
guy sure gets around.”

Precinct detectives all over town were 
working on the robberies that had oc­
curred in their territories, but Lake, of 
the Headquarters Detective Bureau, had 
also been placed on duty. Special duty. 
Peremptorily ordered to investigate— 
and to bring in the robber.

From the descriptions 
given by box-office girls in 
the five theaters, the same 
man had staged all the 
holdups — working alone. 
All of them said he was tall 
and thin and had a scar on 
his cheek, but that was all 
they could say, except that 
he had worn ordinary cloth­
ing, and a soft hat. A de­
scription that would fit too 
many men walking the 
streets.

His method had been the 
same each time. He had 
waited until business was 
slack, and no one was in 
the outer lobby except the 
box-office girl. Then he had 
stepped up to the window, 
thrust a gun into the girl’s 
face and demanded the cash 
she had on hand. When the 
frightened girl had obeyed 
and handed him the cash

he had grabbed it and disappeared.
Two girls had screamed for help, but 

before anyone could reach them the rob­
ber had made his escape.

IN ALL, he had managed to collect 
about five thousand dollars—all from 

theaters in the same chain. Lake had 
found that interesting. He had asked 
the girls if they had noticed anyone 
hanging around before the holdups, 
but the only person any of them remem­
bered seeing was Ralph Lawton, assist-



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 reach 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 picked 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 not 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. “Detective-sergeant 
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?”

“I 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.” 

He hung up and glanced at Lake apolo­
getically. “Some trouble in the projec­
tion room,” he said. “Would you imhd 
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 
I.O.U.s—and remember, you have been playing 
for marbles. j. s.

THE drawer was closed 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. ,



Lake drove away, and had just turned 
into a side street, for speed where there 
was no traffic, when abruptly a man 
bobbed up from the floor of the tonneau 
and a gun was leveled steadily at the 
sergeant’s head.

"Some detective, uh?” growled a voice 
he recognized—the voice of Ralph Law­
ton. “So am I. That’s why I was watch­
ing you from the inner office when you 
got so busy with my personal property. 
Going through my desk.”

“I guess I’ve got that coming,” Lake 
said quietly. “Being dumb enough not 
to notice that door until I was leaving. 
But you gave yourself away to me right 
from the start, Lawton. I’d talked to 
Miss Marshall. Her description of the 

make-up, and hang around where every­
body knew you and didn’t pay much at­
tention to you. Who would suspect 
you ?”

“Keep driving, Sergeant,” w’as Law­
ton’s only answer.

Lake drove on silently. He was in a 
tight spot and realized it. A man like 
Lawton might not be a killer under ordi­
nary circumstances, but now . . . Well, 
the guy already was in so deep he might 
kill if he thought it would do him any 
good.

The rain on both sides of the wind­
shield made it harder and harder to see, 
now that it was growing dark. Lake 
wondered whether it would make any 
difference, anyway, if he never reached
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robber wasn’t half as detailed as the one 
you gave me. Because—you were de­
scribing yourself made up for your role 
of stick-up man!”

“Too bad—for you—you learned so 
much, Sergeant,” Lawton said coldly. 
“I’ll have to put you out of the way now, 
to keep your mouth shut.” He prodded 
harder with the gun. “Drive out of 
town!” he ordered grimly. “And don’t 
try any tricks, or I’ll give it to you— 
now!”

“When a man gets tangled up with 
gamblers who are holding his I.O.U.s, 
and he’s fired from his job, he’s pretty 
desperate,” Lake remarked coolly, al­
most conversationally, as he casually 
drove out of the side street into Broad­
way. “But you got a smart idea about 
the holdups, Lawton. All you had to 
do was grab the cash, wipe off your 

his unknown destination, but cracked 
up somewhere instead. He might at 
least have a chance then. Now he 
seemed to have none.

At an intersection a traffic officer took 
a good, hard look at the front of the car. 
Instantly he blew his whistle, motioning 
Lake over to the curb.

“What’s this?” demanded Lawton 
tensely. “Did you signal him some way, 
Sergeant?”

“No,” said Lake, and a tone of truth 
was in his voice. “I don’t know what he 
wants.”

“Then stall him!” ordered Lawton, 
between clenched teeth. “And don’t for­
get I’ve got you covered—even if the 
gun is in my pocket!”

As the car came to a stop at the 
curb, the traffic policeman barged up 
angrily. .



“What’s the big idea?” he demanded 
hotly. “Where’s your A sticker and 
your Federal stamp that should be on 
your windshield?”

For the first time Lake became aware 
that the A and C stickers and the Fed­
eral stamp had been washed off the 
glass. He glanced down quickly, saw 
them on the floor. And an idea came 
to his mind, full-blown. Hastily he 
planted one big foot on the stickers. 
That foot could have hidden a dozen 
such.

“They must have been washed off by 
the rain,” he told the traffic officer nerv­
ously. He was thanking his lucky stars 
this man didn’t know him.

“Yeah?” sneered the officer. “But 
them stickers are supposed to be pasted 
inside your windshield. You dope 
enough to stick ’em outside? Let’s see 
your gas ration book. Come on I”

“I—I lost it,” stammered Lake. “No 
—wait! Maybe it’s in the pocket of the 
door. Just a second. I’ll look.

Under the watchful eye of the firm- 
minded traffic officer, he fumbled in the 
side pocket for an instant. His hand 
came out—and in it was a gun whose 
black muzzle pointed directly at Ralph 
Lawton’s heart.

“I’m Lake from Headquarters, Offi­
cer!” he yelped. “Dig in my pocket— 

find my badge! This punk is the movie 
holdup we’ve been looking for. There’s 
a gun in his pocket! He was forcing 
me to drive for my own ‘ride’!”

The traffic officer let out a long 
breath, glowering at Lawton.

“Like that, huh? Maybe it was lucky 
them stickers did get washed off this 
windshield. Wouldn’t have stopped you, 
Lake, if I hadn’t seen that.”

“That looked like my only out, with 
a rod in my back,” Lake said grimly. 
“Waiting for some cop to get an eyeful, 
and stop me. I’d have been willing to 
drive this lug to Hades and back for 
that.”

The cowed Lawton was quickly dis­
armed, and handcuffs snapped on his 
wrists. A patrol car drove up and 
stopped.

“Who says cops ain’t psychic?” 
Lake said, grinning. “Right on the but­
ton.”

One of the officers in the car climbed 
in the sedan to guard Lawton while they 
drove to the nearest police station.

“Nasty weather,” commented the 
prowl-car officer as the sedan moved on.

“Oh, not so bad.” Detective-sergeant 
Lake squinted at the water on the in­
side of the windshield and grinned 
broadly. “Not bad at all. Swell weather 
for catching crooks.”

GUEST OF MURDER, a tense and baffling complete mystery novel by 
H. Ralph Goller—THE FAT UNDERTAKER, an unusual 

crime novelet by G. T. Fleming-Roberts—and many 
other stories by favorite writers in the February

THRILLING DETECTIVE
NOW ON SALE—10c EVERYWHERE!

“IS GOD DEAD?”
This is a natural question these days. But the answer 
is “NO.” Certainly not. Every thinking American 
knows that. But there is something radically wrong 
with our ideas ot God. There must be, and there is. 
We have known for some time that this world never 
y«t has had the Power of God disclosed to it. 
Theories of God ... 1 yes, thousands of them. But 
no Power.

This is not as it should be. Right-thinking men and 
■women everywhere should be a trie to use the Power of 
Cod against such mad world marauders as the Axis 
leaders. But they can’t do It. Therefore, the truths 
of the powerful existence of God are not known. May 
we say to you with absolute assurance that there does 
exist, here and now, an invisible spiritual Power 
which is God, and which you may use any time you 
care to 'I We know whereof we speak. An abundance 

ot evidence has come to us. proving beyond a shadow 
of doubt that man can, here and now, draw upon a 
vast ocean of Power which Is God.

We want you to know how to discover and use the 
Power of God. To help you find this Power, we will do 
everything in our power. Send us your name and ad­
dress and we will send you enough free material to 
convince you that we know what we are talking about. 
If your experience is like that of scores of thousands 
of others, there will come into your life the most 
dazzling, scintillating Power you can ever know—the 
Power of God.

Send your name and address to “Psychiana” Inc., 
Dept. 211, Moscow, Idaho, and your free information 
will come to you as fast as we can get it in the mail. 
The address again—-“Psychiana" Inc., Dept. 211, Mos­
cow, Idaho. Copyright 11M3. “Psychiana’’ Inc.

(Adv.)



The boy's yelp of pain sounded above the blast of Benny's automatic

Journey to Doom
By H. WOLFF SALZ

Benny Brazil figured out a perfect plan for freedom!

F
OR the first time in his life Benny 
Brazil was afraid. Not just 
worried or apprehensive, as he 

had often been when plans jammed. 
Now, he was shaken by a cold panic that 

numbed his heart and the entire length 
of his thin, loose-limbed body.

Benny Brazil had served time before, 
for petty purse-snatching, shop-lifting 
and once for a service station stick-up. 
But now he wasn’t fleeing from a minor 

stretch of a year or two in the pen. It 
was the chair waiting for him if he was 
caught. The hot seat!

For the first time in his life, the hot 
seat was a real thing to him. A thing 
that loomed more terrifying in his mind 
with every yard of ground he covered 
through the dense, tangled, almost im­
passable wooded hillside.

He had killed a man, shot him down 
in cold blood. A harrowing vision of 



the bank teller lying on the floor in a 
growing pool of blood, sent a deep shud­
der of fear through Benny's body. He 
could hear his heart pound against his 
ribs.

And as he crawled over a wooded, 
stony ridge, he cursed bitterly. Not 
himself, but the fool bank teller who 
had valued the bank’s money more than 
his life.

The hold-up of the Bloomington bank 
had been “Oklahoma” Zarra’s idea. All 
the plans had been Zarra’s. He had 
taken Benny Brazil as a partner be­
cause Benny knew this part of the state 
like a native. Oklahoma Zarra was 
a big-time heist man and Benny had 
been flattered to work with him.

Now, Zarra was dead, shot by the 
reckless bank teller and Benny Brazil 
was trapped in the middle of the huge 
cordon that had been thrown around 
the county by the state troopers and the 
sheriff’s men.

Zarra’s sedan had been more of a 
hindrance than help, with every cop 
and citizen in the county on the look­
out for it. So Benny had ditched the 
car and taken to the hills. He knew 
that his only hope of escape lay in get­
ting out of the county. If he remained 
in the hills, the net would be drawn 
tighter and tighter around him.

In a couple of hours—in a day at best,. 
they’d corner him. Then the chair, if 
they didn’t lynch him first.

COLD beads of sweat rolled down his 
drawn, haggard face. The shirt 

under his begrimed, thorn-tattered 
jacket was drenched. Hunger gnawed 
at his stomach, too sharp to be blunted 
even by fear.

How long since he had eaten? A 
week? No, it was only two days since 
the stick-up, but it seemed like a life­
time of terrified running and dodging 
through the woods like a hunted fox.

Benny reached the crest of the hill 
and suddenly hurled himself forward 
flat on his stomach, panting. His right 
hand, scratched and bruised by bare 
October shrubs and twigs, tightened 
around the butt of his automatic.

His tired black eyes brightened in 
sudden hope as he stared at the gleam­
ing lights of a frame building at the foot 
of the hill.

Even in the pitch darkness of the 

moonless countryside he recognized the 
building. It was the Crossroads general 
store where he and Zarra had stopped 
yesterday for an early morning sand­
wich on their way to Bloomington.

And the thin, dark ribbon of pave­
ment that ran past the store was the 
highway to the Tecumah bridge, the 
bridge he had to cross to get out of the 
county and then to freedom.

Benny hesitated. His hands trembled. 
There was food in the store, and in the 
shadows beyond the store he could make 
out the shape of a car. Food and a car! 
Freedom!

But what if state troopers were in­
side, oi’ the sheriff? No, there was only 
one car and that would be the store­
keeper’s.

He clamped his jaw in desperate de­
termination, edged forward. Inch by 
inch, silently, he crept down the hillside. 
He reached the side of the frame build­
ing, slipped forward through the pro­
tective shadows to the bright yellow 
patch of a lighted window.

Again panic gripped him. He wanted 
to turn and plunge back into the com­
parative safety of the wooded hills. 
Grimly, he fought the wild panic down.

Tense, his breath frozen, he leaned 
upwards and peered into the brightly- 
lighted interior. His breath whistled 
through his teeth in sudden exultant 
relief.

There were only two people in the 
general store, a man of about forty and 
a pimply-faced boy of seventeen. The 
same pair who had been in the store 
yesterday morning. The storekeeper 
and his helper.

They were sitting on a couple of up­
ended soapboxes in front of the counter, 
a checkerboard balanced between them 
on their knees.

Benny Brazil’s shoulders were 
squared now and there was a confident 
gleam in his eyes as he pushed into the 
store. For the first time in two days 
he felt a glow of assurance. He knew 
he could handle this hick storekeeper 
and the kid without trouble.

The boy’s eyes bulged as he looked 
up into the muzzle of Benny’s auto­
matic. He gasped and shrank back­
wards. The checkerboard dropped to 
the floor, red and black checkers scat­
tering in all directions.

The storekeeper, back to Benny, ex-



claimed, “What in the world, Abner—!” 
Then he saw the boy’s white face and 

turned slowly to stare in growing rec­
ognition at Benny and his automatic.

The storekeeper’s mouth hinged open. 
“You—you’re the bank robber that got 
away!”

o Benny didn’t answer. His black eyes 
darted around nervously, reassured him 
they were alone. Without interest, his 
eyes passed over the general merchan­
dise on the shelves and tables on the left 
—hardware, tools, tin pails, bolts of 
cheap cloth—and lingered hungrily on 
the food in the glass-fronted refrigera­
tor box on the right.

Benny gestured to the boy with his 
automatic. “You, Abner! Fix me up 
a couple of sandwiches! Snap into it 
and no funny plays or I’ll blast you 
down!”

“Yes, sir!” Abner nodded quickly, his 
face pale.

Benny watched narrowly as the boy 
went behind the counter. At the same 
time he kept a sharp eye on the tight- 
lipped storekeeper.

This was a cinch, Benny thought. At 
last he was getting a break. First, a 
quick feed. Then the storekeeper and 
the kid would help him escape out of 
the county.

The storekeeper opened his mouth. 
His voice was dry as he spoke, his words 
seemet} to stick in his throat.

“What are you going to do? You 
can’t get away. They got all the roads 
covered.”

“I’m not asking you!” Benny snapped. 
The storekeeper was staring into his 
face in a peculiar, wide-eyed way, as if 
he were trying to read into Benny’s 
mind. “You just keep your yap shut 
and you’ll be okay.”

“Put plenty of meat between the 
bread, Abner!” Benny called to the 
youth behind the counter. “And snap 
into it! We got a long way to go to­
night!”

ABNER nodded, turned to the shelf 
behind him. Suddenly he whirled 

around. There was a long-barreled re­
volver in his hand.

Benny snarled a startled, enraged 
curse, shot before the youth had com­
pleted his pivot. The boy’s yelp of pain 
sounded above the blast of Benny’s au­
tomatic. The revolver clattered to the 

(Continued on page 87)
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By HARRY L "BING" CROSBY

IWAS cutting up a few touches the 
other day with a couple of pretty' well- 
informed citizens. One of them coached 

many a championship football team out here 
on the coast and was at Guadalcanal when 
it was still considered way uptown. The 
other had just got back from Sicily. They 
agreed on one thing . . . and when you get 
a Marine to agree with a Soldier, the issue 
figures to be basic.

They agreed we’ve still got plenty of war 
to win. The headlines look good. But all 
military men know we’ve only started to 
get going.

We’re not winning yet. We’ve just 

stopped losing. The ball’s still on the fifty- 
yard line . . . but we’ve got it.

The former football coach said that many 
a ball game’s been lost in the last five min­
utes by a team that started breakin’ training 
before the whistle blew. The Army man 
said that he’d heard all kinds of loose talk 
cloggin’ our ears now to make us let down 
on training, on work, and in morale— 
vicious talk, stacked to give the enemy a 
slight edge here and there. That’s all they 
need to gum the works.

But they can't get it—IF we keep our 
eyes on that ball and don’t start to cut for 
the shower till the final gun.



JOURNEY TO DOOM 
(Continued from page 85) 

floor. Abner’s frightened eyes stared at 
his bloody right hand.

“Next time,” Benny warned through 
tightened lips, “I won’t be aiming for 
your mitt!”

The storekeeper started toward the 
youth.

“Stand where you are!” Benny 
snapped.

The storekeeper’s back was to Benny. 
He continued toward the youth as if he 
hadn’t heard Benny’s warning.

Cursing, Benny leaped forward, 
hooked his left fist on the storekeeper’s 
shoulder and jerked him around.

“I said stand where you are!”
Benny was worried now. He didn’t 

want to kill the storekeeper—not yet. 
He needed the storekeeper’s help if he 
was to escape out of the county.

The storekeeper’s face was pale, his 
lips set in a grim line. His eyes were hot 
with anger, but he obeyed Benny’s com­
mand to step away from the injured 
youth.

Benny slipped behind the counter, 
scooped up the revolver and dropped it 
into his pocket. On the shelf at his side 
he noted several boxes of gauze and 
bottles of iodine.

He tossed a box of gauze to the store­
keeper. “Tie up the kid’s wrist!” he 
snapped. “I don’t want him bleeding to 
death—yet!”

He didn’t add that it suited his plan 
to have the youth’s arm bandaged. He 
would have bandaged it anyway, even if 
he hadn’t shot the dumb kid.

Hungrily, Benny wolfed down the 
sandwiches Abner had prepared, de­
vouring chunks without chewing. At 
the same time his eyes watched warily 
while the storekeeper bandaged Abner’s 
wrist.

A grim smile twisted his lips as he 
listened to the storekeeper- rebuking the 
youth.

“You shouldn’t have done that, 
Abner. He might have killed you!”

“He will anyhow, Jed! He’s going to 
kill us anyhow!” Abner glared at Benny 
over the storekeeper’s shoulder.

“No, no.” The storekeeper shook his 
head. “He w-ouldn’t do that—not if we 
don’t try to stop him.”

Suddenly Benny’s head jerked up, his
[Turn page]
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body tensing. His left hand froze in mid­
air with the undevoured part of a sand­
wich.

Close to his side the shrill ringing of 
the wall telephone had split the silence. 
Benny remained motionless, uncertain. 
He saw Abner’s eyes gleam with sudden 
hope as he stared past the storekeeper’s 
shoulder toward the phone.

The storekeeper seemed too engrossed 
in bandaging Abner’s arm to look up. 
He paid no attention to the ringing 
phone, continued to wrap gauze around 
Abner’s wrist.

Abner looked uncertainly at Benny, 
muttered, “I better answer that phone. 
If I don’t answer, they’ll get suspicious.”

Benny’s eyes narrowed. The kid was 
too eager to get to the phone.

He snapped, “You stay where you are, 
Abner! You’re a smart punk. And too 
dumb to keep your trap shut. I’ll handle 
this myself!”

He took two swift steps toward the 
wall phone, stuffed a hunk of sandwich 
into his mouth. With his mouth full of 
food, his voice should sound enough like 
the storekeeper’s thick, awkward drawl 
to fool anybody over the phone.

“Abner?” the voice on the phone 
called. “This is Sheriff Cannon.”

“This ain’t Abner,” Benny muttered 
through the food in his mouth. “This is 
Jed.”

It was a good thing, Benny compli­
mented himself, that he had heard the 
youth call the storekeeper by name.

“What is it, Sheriff?” he asked.
There was no answer, and for a mo­

ment Benny was gripped by fear that 
his voice hadn’t fooled the Sheriff.

Then the voice on the other end said, 
“Jed, you and Abner better be on the 
lookout for that bank robber. We got an 
idea he’s beating his way through the 
hills toward the river, so he might be 
near your store. But don’t try to stop 
him. He’s a killer. If you see anyone 
that looks suspicious, just let him go, 
but phone me right quick. He won’t get 
away. We got all the roads covered.”

“We’ll be on the lookout, Sheriff,” 
Benny murmured, keeping his voice low. 
“But we won’t be here at the store. 
Abner got hurt cleaning the revolver, so 
I’m driving him over to the Phillips 
Hospital.”

“Abner hurt! Bad?” the sheriff asked 
anxiously.

“No, just a scratch in his wrist, but it 



better be looked after,” Benny muttered 
through the food in his mouth. He hung 
up, smiled exultantly.

He knew his voice had fooled the 
sheriff. Now, the sheriff’s men would be 
expecting to see the storekeeper driving 
over the bridge on his way to the hospi­
tal. They wouldn’t stop him.

IT WAS a good thing, Benny said to 
himself, that he knew this part of the 

state so well. Phillips Hospital was the 
only one within twenty miles of here. It 
would be natural to take an injured per­
son there. And it was well beyond the 
county line. Once through the cordon of 
cops surrounding the county, escape 
would be easy.

Benny smiled at the storekeeper and 
the youth. They were staring at him in 
a peculiar, bright-eyed way.

“Smart, wasn’t it!” Benny exclaimed. 
“Telling the sheriff you’re taking the 
kid to the hospital! I’ll be out of the 
county in an hour—with your help!”

“Everybody knows me,” the store­
keeper nodded. “They won’t stop me if 
I drive over the bridge.”

“Don’t do it, Jed!” the youth cried 
suddenly. “He’ll kill us after we get him 
out of the county! He’ll have to kill us 
so we can’t tell the sheriff he got across 
the river!”

[Turn page]
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“You’ll do it,” Benny nodded confi­
dently at the storekeeper. “You don’t 
want to get knocked off right here.”

The storekeeper sat behind the 
driver’s wheel of his battered sedan, 
Abner beside him in the front seat. 
Benny knelt on the floor behind them, 
his automatic jammed against the back 
of Jed’s skull.

“Remember,” Benny muttered 
through clenched teeth, “if they stop 
you at the bridge, you’re taking Abner 
to the hospital. And you’re in a hurry so 
you can’t stop to answer questions! Get 
it?”

The storekeeper’s eyes were glued to 
the road ahead. He didn’t answer, but 
Benny knew he wouldn’t try to tip the 
cops off, not with the .38 automatic 
trained on the nape of his neck.

But the kid, Abner, he was too dumb 
to know what was good for him. He 
might try something.

Benny jammed the muzzle of his auto­
matic against Abner’s neck.

“Remember, kid, one wrong word out 
of you and I’ll blast your fool head off! 
I’m playing for keeps, remember that!”

Abner nodded silently.
The road wound downward in a steep 

grade. The looming shadows of wooded 
hills flashed by on either side. Benny 
knew it was less than a ten-minute drive 
to the bridge.

Benny’s chest rose and fell rapidly in 
rhythm with the thump of the car tires 
over the pavement dividing lines.

The sedan rounded a sharp curve. 
And there, two hundred yards ahead 
was the bridge, a vague shadow in the 
darkness.

Suddenly a car pulled out of a side 
road a hundred yards up the highway,
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Why Man’s Prayers
Did Not Stop Hitler

Millions of people daily practice meditation, 
prayer, new thought and other spiritual exercises. 
For many years people of good will have been 
praying for the overthrow of Hitler, Hirohito and 
what they stand for. Why has the answer been so 
long delayed? Why do so many other prayers re­
main unanswered? Why does calamity often befall 
us in spite of our prayers?

Thirty years ago, in Forbidden Tibet, behind 
the highest mountains in the world, a young Eng­
lishman named Edwin J. Dingle found the an­
swers to these questions. A great mystic opened his 
eyes. A great change came over him. He realized 
the strange Power that Knowledge gives.

That Power, he says, can transform the life of 
anyone. Questions, whatever they are, can be an­
swered. The problems of health, death, poverty 
and wrong can be solved.

In his own case, he was brought back to splendid 
health. He acquired wealth, too, as well as world­
wide professional recognition. Thirty years ago he 
was sick as a man could be and live. Once his coffin 
was bought. Years of almost continuous tropical 
fevers, broken bones, near blindness, privation and 
danger had made a human wreck of him, physically 
and mentally.

He was about to be sent back to England to die 
when a strange message came—‘They are wait­

stopped. In the streak of headlights 
from the storekeeper’s sedan, Benny 
could make out the figures of two men as 
they leaped out of their car and ran to 
the middle of the road, waving their 
arms.

Benny’s breath caught in his throat. 
His heart thumped.

He crouched low on the floor, jabbed 
the automatic into the nape of the store­
keeper’s neck.

“Remember,” he whispered hoarsely, 
“one wrong peep out of either of you 
mugs and you get it first!”

The sedan jerked to a stop. Benny 
crouched low, out of sight. He heard 
footsteps, then a voice at the storekeep­
er’s side.

"Oh, it’s you, Jed! And Abner!”
“Hello, Sheriff Cannon,” It was Ab- 

Tifiy’g Voice,
Benny held his breath. His fingers 

tightened around his automatic.
“On the way to the hospital, are you, 

Jed?” Benny recognized the sheriff's 
voice. “Abner, don’t you know better 
than to clean a loaded gun?”

“Reckon I do. Sheriff,” Abner’s voice 
said. “But I—I guess I didn’t know it 
was loaded.”

“Well, we won’t keep you,” the sheriff
[Turn page}

ing for you in Tibet.” He 
wants to tell the whole 
world what he learned 
there, under the guidance 
of the greatest mystic he 
ever encountered during 
his 21 years in the Far 
East. He wants everyone 
to experience the greater 
health and the Power 
which there came to him.

Within. 10 years he was 
able to retire to this coun­
try with a fortune. He 
had been honored by fel­
lowships in the World's
leading geographical societies for his work as a 
geographer. And today, 30 years later, he is still so 
athletic, capable of so much work, so young in 
appearance, it is hard to believe he has lived 
so long.

As a first step in their progress toward the 
Power that Knowledge gives, Mr. Dingle wants 
to send to readers of this notice a 9,000-word 
treatise. It is free. For your free copy, send your 
name and address to the Institute of Mental­
physics, 213 South Hobart Blvd., Dept. H-189, 
Los Angeles 4, Calif. Write promptly.
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said. “Hurry on to the hospital and get 
that arm taken care of.”

Benny heard the car grind into gear. 
He had to choke off the deep sigh of ex­
ultant relief that surged up in his 
throat. The car was starting to move. 
In a minute they’d be over the bridge. 
In a few minutes, he would be out of the 
trap thrown around the whole county by 
the sheriff and the state troopers.

THE thing happened so suddenly that
Benny was startled into a second of 

paralyzed inaction. Both rear doors of 
the sedan were jerked open in the same 
split second.

The burly forms lunged upon Benny, 
one at his head, the other at his feet. 
Benny gasped, cursed, and jerked his 
automatic upward. A fist smashed into 
his gun wrist, numbed his fingers. The 
automatic flew out of his grasp.

Fists hammered into his face and 
stomach. He flayed wildly at the surging 
figures. Arms like steel bands folded 
around him, pinned him down to the 
floor. Benny writhed, twisted. Then he 
relaxed, sobbing. He knew it was all 
over for him.

When he stood on the highway a min­
ute later, his wrists manacled, a burly 
deputy on either side of him, he glared 
wratnfully at the storekeeper, still sit­
ting silently behind the wheel of his 
sedan.

“You dirty dog!” he gasped. “You ■ 
tipped the sheriff off some way that I 
was hiding in the back!”

Sheriff Cannon shook Benny roughly.
“Never mind the cussing! Jed can’t 

hear you anyhow! And besides, you’re 
the one that tipped me off!”

“I tipped you off! How? When?” 
Benny’s eyes reflected his bewilderment.

The sheriff grinned.
“When you answered Jed’s phone and
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acted like you were Jed. I knew it wasn’t 
Jed talking. And when you wanted me 
to think Jed was driving Abner to the 
Phillips Hospital, which is outside the 
cordon we threw around the county to 
trap you, I could add a couple and one 
together and get the answer as to who 
I talked to on the phone!”

Benny’s voice was dry. He shook his 
head in disbelief.

“My voice was just like Jed’s on the 
telephone. You couldn’t have known it 
wasn’t Jed talking!”

“Sure, I could,” the sheriff snapped. 
“Because Jed can’t talk on the tele­
phone! Jed is deaf!”

“Deaf!” Benny laughed hoarsely. 
“Why, he’s been talking to me all eve­
ning!”

“Sure,” the sheriff nodded. “Where 
there’s plenty of light, he can talk. Jed’s 
been deaf for over ten years, but he can 
talk with people by reading their lips. 
But to do that, they’ve got to be in a 
lighted place so he can see their lips. 
That's -why he doesn’t know what we’re 
talking about right now, because we’re 
in the dark. And that,” added the sher­
iff, “is why I knew it wasn’t Jed I was 
talking to when I called the store. Be­
cause Jed can’t read lips over the tele­
phone !”
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Excess acids, poisons and wastes in your blood are 
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acids and wastes. And this cleansing, purifying Kid­
ney action, in just a day or so, may easily make you 
feel younger, stronger and better than in years. An 
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under the money back guarantee so get Cystex from 
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STATEMENT OF THE OWNERSHIP, MANAGE­
MENT, CIRCULATION, ETC., REQUIRED BY THE 
ACTS OF CONGRESS OF AUGUST 24, 1912, AND 
MARCH 3, 1933, of The Phantom Detective, published 
seven times a year, Jan., Mar., Apr., June, Aug., Oct., 
Dec., at New York, N. Y., for October 1, 1943. State 
of New York, County of New York, ss. Before me, a 
Notary Public in and for the State and county aforesaid, 
personally appeared H. L. Herbert, who, having been duly 
sworn according to law, deposes and says that he is the 
Business Manager of The Phantom Detective, and that the 
following is, to the best of his knowledge and belief, a 
true statement of the ownership, management, etc., of the 
aforesaid publication for the date shown in the above cap­
tion, required by the Act of August 24, 1912, as amended 
by the Act of March 3, 1933, embodied in section 537, Postal 
Laws and Regulations, printed on the reverse of this form, 
to wit: 1. That the names and addresses of the publisher, edi­
tor, managing editor, and business manager are: Publisher, 
Standard Magazines, Inc., 10 East 40th Street, New York, 
N. Y.; Editor, Harvey Burns, 10 East 40th Street, New 
York, N. Y..; Managing Editor, None; Business Manager, 
H. L. Herbert, 10 East 40th Street, New York, N. Y. 
2. That the owner is: Standard Magazines, Inc., 10 East 
40th Street, New York, N. Y.; N. L. Pines, 10 East 40th 
Street, New York, N. Y.; M. A. Goldsmith, 10 East 40th 
Street, New York, N. Y. 3. That the known bondholders, 
mortgagees, and other security holders owning or holding 
1 per cent or more of total amount of bonds, mortgages, 
or other securities are: None. 4. That the two paragraphs 
next above, giving the names of the owners, stockholders, 
and security holders, if any, contain not only the list of 
stockholders and security holders as they appear upon the 
books of the company but also, in cases where the stock­
holder or security holder appears upon the books of the 
company as trustee or in any other fiduciary relation, the 
name of the person or corporation for whom such trustee 
is acting, is given; also that the said two paragraphs con­
tain statements embracing affiant’s full knowledge and 
belief as to the circumstances and conditions under which 
stockholders and security holders who do not appear upon 
the books of the company as trustees, hold stock and 
securities in a capacity other than that of a bona fide 
owner; and this affiant has no reason to believe that any 
other person, association, or corporation has any interest 
direct or indirect in the said stock, bonds, or other securi­
ties than as so stated by him. H. L HERBERT, Business 
Manager. Sworn to and subscribed before? me this 1st day 
of October, 1943. Eugene Wechsler. My commission ex- 
vires March 30th, 1945.

THE PHANTOM SPEAKS 
(Continued f rom, page 11) 

them. We’re sorry not all our short stories 
please you. Glad you like the other things 
about the magazine. The discussion of my 
special devices is something I frown upon. 
After all, if all my secret equipment is re­
vealed, it would handicap later criminal in­
vestigation.

Baltimore, Maryland, is the home of our 
next correspondent.
Dear Phantom:

Inclosed yon will find a coupon, title strip, stamped, 
self-addressed envelope, and W in stamps for appli­
cation to become a member of FRIENDS OF THE 
PHANTOM. Please send me a membership card and 
the Phantom emblem.

I have been reading the PHANTOM DETECTIVE 
MAGAZINE for a little over a year, and like the stories 
very much—both the novel and the short stories. In 
fact. I like it so much that is why I have decided to 
join FRIENDS OF THE PHANTOM.

It seems when I get started on one of the Phantom’s 
adventures, I never stop until I reach the end.

Please keep up the good stories.
Charles E. Van Dyke.

2332 Calverton Heights Ave., 
Baltimore, Maryland.

Thanks for your nice comments, Mr. Van 
Dyke. Here’s hoping you enjoy a good many 
more of our stories. Now, let us go out on 
the West Coast and see what one of the boys 
in the Golden State has to say.
Dear Phantom:

I have just finished “The Black Market Murders,” 
and it is a swell story. But every Phantom story is a 
good one. If every nine out of ten men were as good 
Americans as Van, crime couldn’t exist long.

I am sending for a Phantom badge. Thanking you 
in advance, I am,
Rt. 2, Corona, Calif., 
c/o Pepper Corner.

Othell E. Nichols.

You’re right about the “good American” 
characteristics of any law-abiding citizen, Mr. 
Nichols. Somehow we don’t always think of 
this angle, even though we should. John 
Madden from down Illinois way is otlr next 
letter-writer.
Dear Phantom:

It gives me great pleasure to read your books. I am 
reading “The Black Market Murders” where the fel­
low puts the cork and a note in the meat and Fletcher 
?;ot it. It was lucky they did not get you. I felt sorry 
or Steve Huston when they kicked him and beat him 

but you certainly got even with them, and how you 
got into Senator Regan’s house—that was well done. 
You caught the rats there but it was too bad they 
got away at the police station. It was lucky for Steve 
that he did not get the electric chair.

I will always read THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE
We have no crimes in Evanston, but I am next to Chicago.

John J. Madden. 812 Main St., Evanston, Ill.

Here is a brief and to-the-point comment 
from New York:
Dear Phantom:

I am interested in criminology and follow the Phan­
tom’s adventures each month.

If you have other things of the Phantom pertaining 
to criminology and its like, please notify me.

Lou Bachrock.
34 Hillside Ave., New York, N. Y.

Thanks for your note, Lou. You will find 
many interesting things connected with crim*



inology in any one of the public libraries near 
your home. Have you checked there?

Moving down into the Gulf States we find 
a note from Gene Wilson:
Dear Phantom:

I am sending for the Phantom Detective badge.
I have just finished reading ‘’The Black Market 

Murders.” and the Phantom sure did a good job.
I have been reading THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE 

for almost two years and like it better than any other 
detective magazine I have read.

Gene Wilson. 
Route F, Evergreen, Ala.

Our next jump into the mail bag takes us 
down along the banks of the Mississippi.
Dear Phantom:

I have just completed the novel, ‘‘The Black Market 
Murders,” which in my opinion is one of the best 
novels Mr. Wallace has ever written. It should make 
every American realize the danger he faces by patron­
izing Black Markets.

I have been reading your magazine for nearly four 
years, and I enjoy it more than any other detective 
fiction magazine. Your short stories are super. Lets 
have more of them.

I have only one complaint. That is, that THE 
PHANTOM DETECTIVE isn’t issued more often.

I read your companion magazines that I have listed— 
THRILLING DETECTIVE, POPULAR DETECTIVE, 
G-MEN DETECTIVE. BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE. 
RAF ACES, AIR WAR. ARMY NAVY FLYING 
STORIES and SKY FIGHTERS. I also read 
DETECTIVE NOVELS MAGAZINE.

In my opinion, Thrilling Publications are the best.
Here's luck to the Phantom and bis aides and con­

gratulations and thanks to Mr. Wallace on his stories.
Buddy Lasater. 

131 Cherry St., Lebanon, Tennessee.

Every Mechanic can Step Up his Skill with AUDELS GUIDES. 
Containing Practical Inside Information in a Kandy Form. Covers 
facts and figures ot your Trade. All illustrated and explained. Books 
sent to you tor 7 Days Free Examination. Send No Money—Nothmg 
to Fay Postman. Check and Mall Coupon Today.---------order----------------
AUOEL, Publishers, 49 W. 23 St., MewYorS<
Mail for 7 days free trial books marked (X). I apree to mail $1 in 7 
days on each book ordered and $1 a month until purchase price id 
paid. If I am not satisfied with guides. I will return them.
O WELDERS ~ ”
□ BLUEPRINT 
□ MACHINIST

»1.
2.

□ ELECTRICITY 4.

□ AUTOMOBILE »4.
□ RADIO 4.
□ PLUMBERS 6.
□ SHEET METAL 1.

□ SHIPFITTER »t, 
□ MATHEMATICS 2, 
□ CARPENTERS S. 
□ PICSEL 2.

Name

Addross - — --—____ _ ______________._______ _

You are to be congratulated for your in­
terest in the detective story field, Buddy!

The whaling city comes up with a corre­
spondent who’s interested in Phantom novels, 
and we’re glad to have his letter.
Dear Phantom:

I wish to join FRIENDS OF THE PHANTOM.
Really, Mr. Wallace, your descriptive and interesting

[Turn page]

Employed by PAL

High School Course
at Hotne.. ‘^sny Finish in 2 Years

Go as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Cours® 
equivalent to resident school work—prepares for college 
^nce exams. Standard ELS. texts supplied. Diplonuu 

■ for H. S. subjects already completed. Single subjects if do» 
High school education is very important for advancement fa 
iss arid industry and socially. Don’t be handicapped all your 
se a High School graduate. Start yoox training now* Fro®High School graduate. *f 

request. No obligation.
American School, Dept. H-258, Drexel at 58th, Chicago 37
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THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE
10 East 40th Street
New York City IS, N. Y.

INVENTORS
TJBOTBCT your idea with a Patent. Secure
-*■ "Patent Guide" and "Record of Inven- 
tion" form—Free. No chargo for preliminary 
information. Write today!

CLARENCE A. O’BRIEN and 
HARVEY B. JACOBSON 

Registered Patent Attorneys 
48»B Adams Building, Washington, D. C.

BE A DETECTIVE
WORK HOME or TRAVEL. Experience unneces­
sary. DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write >
GEORGE T. H. WAGNER, 125W. B6fliSt.,N. Y.

SONGWRITERS
GASH IN ON YOUR TALENT!

J©E DAVIS

Maule On The Hill, etc. 
offers YOU an opportunity to GET

1. Tour song published FREE
I: Royalties^n^shei?I * 3,music; orchestrations; phonograph 

electrical transcriptions; synchronizations; foreign royalties, etc.

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

to aid in their enforcement.
Name ...........................................................................
Address ................... . ..................................................
City ...............................................................................
State ........................................... Age....... Sex.......

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

TO OBTAIN THE PHANTOM .EMBLEM, our 
official insignia, enclose the name-strip THE 
PHANTOM DETECTIVE from the cover of this 
magazine plus 10^ In stamps or coin.

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

□ If already n member, check here.
Foreign readers are requested to send Inter- 

' 2-41 national Reply Coupons or American Stamps.

4. A '‘Beacon” phonograph record
5. Professional exploitation 

Write for FREE Details
TOE DAVIS, Dept. T. 331W. Slot St., New York 19, N. Y,
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UM'GUM gripper 
NEW PLASTIC DISCOVERY 
TIGHTENS THEM QUICKLY

Free/if
Apply It Yourseif —AT HOME

. ___ Now—in a jiffy—you can make loose, slipping
dental plates fit snug and comfortable. Just 

apply amazing new Plastic “Gum Gripper” der tal plate re­
finer. Squeeze on with handy tube. Wear plates while they set! 
Before you know it.dent al plates fitlike new once again. N OT 
A PASTE, POWDER OR WAX. Can be scrubbed or washed. 
One application lasts up to 4 months—or no cost. I t’s tasteless, purr All - Generous size DENTAL PLATE p Bf *=> 6“ ApCIeanerinc'iudedfreeof extracost
■ I11bm VIIVI with each order. Cleanses dental 
plates without brushing. Will not fade or harm the denture. 
Send No Money! — Test at Our Risk! 
Send name and address. When package arrives, deposit $1.00 
plus postage with the postman. If not satisfied 100 %, return 
the used tube and your $1.00 will be refunded. It $1.00 is sent 
with order, we pay the postage. Don’t .wait-r-Write today!
WEST LABS., 127 N. Dearborn St, Dept. A-50A, Chicago

♦SONG POEMS
.Publishers need new songs! Submit one or more of your best 
* poems for immediate consideration. Any subject. Send poem.

PHONOGRAPH RECORDS MADE
’'FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS. 611 Beacon Bldg.. Boston. Mass.

LEG SORES?
IF you suffer pain and misery of Varicose Ulcers, 

or Open Leg Sores, send away at once for FREE 
Booklet ‘’THE LIEPE METHODS FOR HOME USE.” 
Tells all about this 40-year-old method, pn ised and en­
dorsed by thousands. Liepe Methods, Dept. 18-B, 
>284 N. Green Bay Ave., Milwaukee, Wisconsin.

BICCERPAT THANEVER!
v Local”Store Route” Plan pays menl ike V 
you big money—steady!—in wholesale | 
business of your own. No car necessary, a 
Sell Vitamins to stores of all kinds. New ! 
ipw retail price, 7 for 10^, opens vast rich ’ 
field. Handle this sales-maker, plus 200 
other quick profit items. Many nationally i 
advertised. No experience needed. Arnaz- 1 
Jug facts FREETWrite TODAY! J

LET THE STARS BE YOUR GUIDE! 

writings hold my interest throughout every novel of 
the Phantom. I’m a consistent reader and have been 
for the past three years.

Keep them coming.
J. Charlton Sylvia.

S30 County St., New Bedford, Mass.

The distaff side has another representative 
in the mail bag from out Pacific way.
Dear Phantom:

Have been reading THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE 
and companion magazines for some time and call them 
swell publications, if you ask me. Mystery and detec­
tive stories are my favorites in reading, but yours 
take the lead. I would like to have my name enrolled 
in membership in the ERIENDS OF THE PHANTOM, 
as I’m so interested in your kind of stories. I am also 
sending for the Phantom emblem.

And truly, I want to say right here, that if you have 
the good luck and prosperity that I am wishing for 
you some day you may write checks in the Vigintil- 
lions, and won’t you be proud?

Mrs. Lucy B. Dean, 
Bunny Acres, Route A, 
Santa Maria, Calif.

Those checks in the vigintillions would be 
all right, but think of the income tax I’d have 
to pay. Morgenthau could stop worrying. 
Our last letter for this month is one from a 
young fellow up near Boston.
Dear Phantom:
Enclosed you will find a self-addressed stamped en­

velope for my membership card. Also you will find 
enclosed the name-strip and 10# in coin for my Phan­
tom emblem.

I first started reading your magazine with the 
August issue, which had “The Red Bishop Murders” 
as the star novel. From the first chapter on, 1 knew 
you had a No. 1 magazine. So good, in fact, that I 
bought the October and December issues. Of the 
three I’ve read, the best in my opinion is the latest 
novel, “Murder Under the Big Top.” Not once could 
I lay down the book till I found out who the big boss 
was. Was I surprised at who he was!

From now on you’ve got another Phantom fan. How 
about having the magazine out every month? And see 
how it works.

I guess I’ve said enough.
Yours till the Phantom’s guns are silent, and his 

battle against the forces of crime is won!
Bernard Miner.

650 Commonwealth Ave., 
Newton Center, Mass.

Thanks to all of you for your many inter* 
esting letters and post cards. Keep them com­
ing in. Please address all correspondence to 
The Editor, THE PHANTOM DETEC­
TIVE, 10 East 40th Street, New York 16, 
N. Y. Thank you! Be with you all next 
issue.

Until then, keep licking those War Stamps, 
and the boys overseas will keep licking the 
Axis!

—THE PHANTOM.

Your Daily Floroscope Appears 
in Every Issue of

EVERYDAY ASTROLOGY
Featuring a Sign-by-Sign Analyst! 

for Each Solar Grouf

EVERY MONTH—10c AT ALL STANDS
96,

IMPORTANT NOTICE
Wartime paper rationing makes it impossible to 

print enough copies of this magazine to meet the 
demand. To be sure of getting YOUR copy, place 
a standing order with your regular newsdealer.

FIGHT INFANTILE PARALYSIS!
Join "The March of Dimes"



Mystery Fans!
Here's Your Chance to Obtain 

World-Famous Best Sellers
AT ONLY 25/ PER COPY!

Cwymr/POPULAR LIBRARY Hits
THE THIRD EYE..............by Ethel Lina White
THE DEAD DON’T CARE.,..by Jonathan Latimer 
THE EEL PIE MURDERS........... by David Frome
TO WAKE THE DEAD..... by John Dickson Carr
THE CRIMINAL

C. O. D....................... by Phoebe Atwood Taylor
VALCOUR MEETS MURDER..... by Rufus King

Formerly priced at $2.00 and more, these master­
pieces of mystery are now only 25«! each at all 
stands in the new POPULAR LIBRARY EDITION 
—complete and unabridged—packed with thrills, 
suspense, surprises, and action!

POPULAR LIBRARY books are easy to read 
and easy to carry—they represent America’s biggest 
entertainment value!

Only books of proven merit are selected—and 
they are printed and bound attractively for your 
permanent enjoyment.

Ask your newsdealer for Popular Library books 
Or, to order direct, send 30e for each title (which includes 
cost of mailing and handling) to POPULAR LIBRARY, 
Dept. PhDl, 11 East 39th Street, New Yorii 16. N. Y.

Only 15 minutefl a day with these WON­
DER BOOKS can prepare you for a 
good drafting job. Drafting from simple

For MEN 
and WOMEN

Beginners or Experts 
Written so you can understand 
every word, by well known en­
gineers. De Luxe modernistic, 
washable cloth binding, over 
1600 pages, hundreds of blue­
prints, charts and diagrams; 
prepares you for a good draft­
ing job in mechanical lines. 
Sent for 10 days' free use if you 
mail coupon immediately.

Straight lines to important complex 
plans. A step nt a time! Built especially 
for beginners, for men with only gram­
mar schooling. Drafting room practice. 
PLUS ENGINEERING. made easy and 
dear. 400 pages on tool design, over 300 
pages on machine design. Includes spe­
cial volume on blueprint reading with 
full size actual production blueprints, 
some 20*x30'. as well as Question and 
answer sheets.

Big Field • Big Demand • Big Pay
Competent draftsmen are urgently needed in all manufacturing lines 
at $30.00 to $75.00 a week. That's just the beginning—FOR DRAFTS­
MEN HAVE GOOD CHANCES FOR ADVANCEMENT. Pleasant, 
fascinating work, easy to learn and do. Learn quickly with these books— 
send coupon for a set and see for yourself.

year’s consulting service now given to all buyers V 
of thia famous cyclopedia of drafting. J* 

AMERICAN TECHNICAL SOCIETY
Vocational Publishers since 1898

AmeriM*TwT!HcSsw.rD^’b3w,D«xefat58ttr6E,'5fiT«wo^,Tir 
Send for 10 days’ trial. Brand New 5 volume set of “Drafting for 
Machine Trades.” I will pay the delivery charges only. If I wish, I 
may return books In 10 days and owe you nothing, but if I decide to 
keep them. I will send $2.00 after 10 days, then only $3.00 a month 
until $19.80, the total price, is paid. Send Brand New edition and 
include Consulting Service Certificate.
Name..................................................................
Address......................................................... 
Please attach letter stating age, occupation, employer's name and 
address and that of at least one business man as a reference. 
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Newest Styles!
Trv>gB»g/ by MAIL Now /TO®
SEND NO-MONEY! (SM
——i MONEY-BACK GUARANTEEof SATISFACTION
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Write TOD AY forB R£I»catalogrscientificte3tcliart. Hr. Service 1
U.S.EVE-GLASSES CO., 1557Milwau!<oeftve„Dept2-82, Chicago, III.

SONGWRITERS
If you're really Interested In songwriting, you should write for our free 
booklet. It explains our splendid service plan which new writers praise 
so highly. Let us help you as we have helped others. Write today for 
FREE INSPIRING BOOKLET.
ALLIED MUSIC CO.. Dept 32, 204 E. 4th St. Cincinnati. 0hi»

Asthma Mucus
Loosened First Day

For Thousands of Sufferers
Choking, gasping, wheezing spasms of Bronchial Asthma, 

ruin sleep and energy. Ingredients in the prescription 
Mendaco quickly circulate through the blood and commonly 
help loosen the thick strangling mucus the first day, thus 
aiding nature in palliating the terrible recurring choking 
spasms, and in promoting freer breathing and restful sleep, 
Mendaco is not a smoke, dope, or injection. Just pleasant, 
tasteless palliating tablets that have helped thousands of 
sufferers. Iron clad guarantee—money back unless com­
pletely satisfactory. Ask your druggist for Mendaco today.



SOME OF THE NATION'S

INWE
of the largest steel, airplane.some

YOUR

Many of America’s production and 
research leaders have stood just where 
YOU stand today.

They knew—as YOU know—that 
training is required for success. They 
acted upon that knowledge by obtain­
ing their training from I. C. S.

I. C. S. files bulge with the names of 
former students who are presidents, 
chief engineers or chief chemists of 

chemical, railroad and electrical equip­
ment companies in the country.

Primarily, their qualities of ambi­
tion and intelligence were responsible 
for their successes. I. C. S. made its 
contribution, however, in supplying es­
sential training. It can do the same 
for YOU!

I. C. S. does not pretend that it can 
make an intelligent, ambitious man of 
one who is neither. It can and does 
make trained men of those who are 
intelligent and persevering. Here’s the 
coupon that thousands of successful 
Americans have mailed!

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS *
HELPING AMERICANS FOR

BOX 3970-Y, SCRANTON 9, PENNA.
Without cost or obligation, please send me booklet and full particulars about
the course before which I have marked X:

TECHNICAL AND

SPECIAL 
TUITION RATES 
FOR MEMBERS

OF THE 
ARMED FORCES

O Air Brake ’
□ Air Conditioning
□ Airplane Drafting
□ Architectural Drafting
□ Architecture
□ Auto Engine Tune-up
D Auto Technician
□ Aviation □ Aviation^Mechanio
□ Blueprint Reading
□ Boilermaking
□ Bridge Engineering
□ Chemistry □ Coal Mining
□ Civil Engineering
C Concrete Engineering

□ Contracting and Building 
□ Cotton Manufacturing 
□ Diesel Engines 
D Electrical Drafting 
□ Electrical Engineering 
□ Electrician
D Electrical Maintenance 
□ Foundryman □ Heating 
O Beat Treatment of Metals 
□ Highway Engineering 
□ House Planning
C Industrial Metallurgy 
□ Locomotive Engineer 
□ Machinist □ Inspector

INDUSTRIAL COURSES
□ Management of Inventions
□ Marine Engines
□ Mechanical Drafting
□ Mechanical Engineering
□ Mino Foreman
□ Navigation □ Patternmaking
□ Plastics □ Plumbing
□ Public Works Engineering
□ Pulp and Paper Making
□ Radio, General
□ Radio Operating

□ Sanitary Engineering
□ Sheet Metal Work j
□ Ship Drafting
□ Shipfitting □ Shop Practice'
□ Steam Electric □ Steam Engines
□ Steam Fitting
g Structural Drafting

Structural Engineering
□ Surveying and Mapping -
□ Telegraphy □ Telephony ‘
□ Textile Designing
□ Toolmaking □ Tool Design
□ Welding. Gas and Electrio

D Radio Servicing
□ R. R. Section Foreman _------- ------- .—-  ....
□ R. R. Signalman □ Refrigeration □ Woolen Manufacturing

O Accounting □ Advertising’’
□ Bookkeeping
D Business Correspondence
C Business Management
O Cartooning □ Civil Service

□ College Preparatory
□ Commercial
□ Commercial Illustrating
□ Cost Accounting
□ C. P. Accounting

BUSINESS COURSES
□ Federal Tax Course
□ First Year College
□ Forcmanshtp □ French
□ Good English □ High School
□ Managing Men at Work

H Railway Postal Clerk 
Salesmanship

□ Secretariat □ Spanish
□ Showcard and Sign Lettering
□ Traffic Management

□ Advanced Dressmaking
D Foods and Cookery

HOME ECONOMICS COURSES
C Home Dressmaking □ Tea Room and Cafeteria
C Professional Dressmaking and Designing Management, Catering

.......  ............ . ................ ................ ............ . ............ .......................................Age...............Home Address... .. ...............

City.................................................................... .......................State................................ .Present Position...................................................
Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada. 

British residents send coupon to I. C. 8., 'll Kingsway, London, W. 0. 2, England.
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SMTiDIAMOND
Diamonds are precious. As you know, 
the war has greatly limited the sup­
ply of genuine diamonds and prices have 
gone up and up and up—so this offer of a 
genuine diamond ring for only $4.95 is all 
the more amazing. Now, may absolutely be 
your last chance to get a genuine diamond 

such an unheard-of low price. Each and 
every diamond in these rings has 
been certified to us by the ring 
manufacturer as an exquisite, rose 
cut genuine diamond. There is no 
question of the quality or beauty 
of this ring and we are glad to 
send it to you on 10-days’ trial so 
that you can see for yourself 
what a wonderful Diamond ring 
you are getting. Mail the coupon.

SOLITAIRE

RING
Ten 

Dags

SEND NO MONEY
Matching Design 
Wedding RING— 
Our Gift for Promptness

Deeply embossed, yellow gold plate 
wedding ring matching the genuine 
diamond solitaire ring in design and beauty 
included without extra charge if your order 
is received promptly. This lovely wedding 
ring matches the solitaire and makes the 
perfect bridal pair. You want them both, so 
don’t delay.

Mail the Coupon. Today
No other type of ring so beautifully ex­
presses the sentiment of true love as a soli­
taire and this classic romance design, 10 Karat, 
yellow gold ring sets off the fiery rose cut genuine 
diamond to the very best advantage. A life-long 
token or love and affection. Every woman deserves 
the crowning glory of a lovely, sparkling, genuine 
diamond engagement ring and with it a lovely wed­
ding ring—if you act today, you can still realize
your dreams of owning beautiful rings. 
Wear on 10 days money-back guarantee. 
Remember, our supply of these wonderful 
rings is very limited. After our present 
stock is depleted we will have to turn 
down orders. Don’t be disappointed. 
Send the coupon right away.

EMPIRE DIAMOND CO.

FOR YOUR 
RING SIZE

Use this handy 
ring measure. Tie 
string around fin­
ger, cut and mark 
off size on scale 
at left.

1
I

I

JEFFERSON, IOWADEPT. 82-0

6 7 8 9 100 1 2 3 4 S
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Ring Size..

Name-

Address..

City..

Get-acquainted offer:—Ladies who have always 
wanted exquisite, expensive-looking diamond rings 
will be delighted with this opportunity to get a genuine dia­
mond solitaire right now when prices are being raised because 
of scarcity. If you act now, we will send you a smart, new, 
10-karat, Yellow Gold ring set with a genuine, lustrous, rose 
cut diamond center stone. The classic design of this ring is 
one of the most popular from Broadway to Hollywood and 
expresses the true sentiment of love and romance. The dia­
mond in this ring is in the latest rose cut for fire and bril­
liance and is a symphony in mysterious beauty.
On our liberal, 10-day trial offer you have the oppor­
tunity of examining these rings and wearing them or 
asking your friends about them before deciding whether you 
want to keep this genuine diamond solitaire or not. Send no 
money with this order, just your name and ring size. Your 
package will be sent immediately and you pay postman the 
small price of $4.95 for the Engagement ring plus a few 
cents for tax and mailing cost on arrival; the matching design 
Wedding ring is given for promptness. After your rings ar­
rive, you have 10 days to wear them and if for any reason 
you are not entirely satisfied and do not agree that the soli­
taire is worth at least several times its small cost you may 
return the rings and your money will be returned promptly. 
Don’t delay in sending the coupon. War conditions limit our 
supply of these gorgeous genuine diamond solitaire rings.

EMPIRE DIAMOND CO.
Dept. 82-D, Jefferson, Iowa

Send the Genuine Diamond Solitaire Ring and the Wed- 
ing Ring in lovely gift box. I understand I can return the 
rings within 10 days for any reason and you will refund 
promptly.

State.

J



Sponsored by the makers of

need. Eat it all. Waste nothing. Share with those 
who need it most. Food Fights for Freedom.

Food is the mightiest weapon 
holiday season, buv and cook

Calvrr/

“Be wise! . .
Clear heads choose Calvert” The whiskey with the "Happy Blending”

Calvert
Calvert Distillers Corp.. New York City. BLENDED WHISKEY Calvert “Reserve” 86.8 Proof —65% Grain 

Neutral Spirits. Calvert “Special”. 86.8 Proof-60% Gram Neutral Spirits.


