
6. WAYMAN JONES
ROBERT WALLACE

Berrimcrobeit^

10c
TH

E PH
A

N
TO

M D
ETEC

TIVE
JU

LY, 1933

THE JEWELS 
Of DOOM

• ■

A full Book-Length Novel

Featuring the Phantom Detective
■■■■-■





I CHALLENGE HOU...
.to make me prove my claims!

COME on . ; 4 let’s go . 4 4 give me a chance to 
prove that I can do for YOU what I have done 

for thousands of others! You risk nothing 4.. I 
risk ALL 4 4 . including my reputation 4 4 . but I 
know what I can do . . 4 I “challenge” you to let 
me prove it! . .. Read my guarantee carefully.
» I Guarantee to Add ...

INCHES TO 0 INCHES TO 
YOUR CHEST X YOUR BICEPS

... or it won’t cost you one cent”—GEORGE F. JOWETT
I want to tell you fellows . . . there’s something about this 

"strong man’s business’' that gets you . . thrills you! You’ll 
get a great kick out of it... you’ll fairly see your muscles 
grow ... and in no time at all, you will be doing the one- 
arm press with a 150 pound weight! A muscular giant!

Those skinny fellows that are discouraged are the men 
I want to work with. I’ll build a strong man’s body for 
them and do it quickly. And I don’t mean cream-puff 
muscles either .. . you will get real, genuine, invincible 
muscles that will make your imen friends respect you and 
women admire you!

Nothing Can Take the Place of My Weigh: 
Resistance Method with Progressive Dumb feel?

My system does not depend upon the mere “flexing” < 
muscles ... I use disc dumbells that can be graduated ; 
weight for the reason that no other method can give yo 
strong, supple weight-lifting muscles!

I’ll teach you all the strong man stunts . . . from wri 
turning... to hand wrestling ... I will show you how i 
tear a pack of cards or a telephone book in half wi 
ease ... I will also teach you the Four “Key” Bar Bell Lift

Don’t wait any longer, get going NOJF ... Try one of n 
test courses first... It will give you the big URGE ...

Send for “Moulding a Mighty Ara?” 
A Complete Course for ONLY 25c.

In one inexpensive book you can get a com­
plete course on Arm Building. It will be a 
revelation to you. You can’t make a mistake.

MOULDING A 
MIGHTY ARM

The guaranty of the strongest armed man in 
the world stands behind this course. I give 
you all the secrets of strength illustrated and 
explained as you like them. You- too. 
get an unbreakable grip of steel and a Her­
culean arm that will amaze your friends.

Mail your order now while you can still------- —----
get this course at my introducrczy price of 25c . .. I w 
not limit you to the arm. try any one of my test cours 
at 25c. Or, try al! six of them for only S.U00. Money bar 
of course, if you are not satisfied.

FREE BOOK WITH PHOTOS OF FAMOUS G/AEN
JOWETT INSTITUTE ct PHYSICAL CULTURE 

Dept. 11 OUb, 422 Poplar Struat, S^ranSon, Fa.
r$erd. by return tnafl. prepaid, the courses check-ri below. for which I 

eneloaingS-
□ Mouldin# a Mighty Ann. 25c □ .MoulGuu a Mighty Cheat. 25o
□ Moulding a Mighty Back. 25« □ Moulding Mighty Lega, Me
□ Moulding a Mighty Grip. Me □ Strong Man Stunta Made Ea«y. 2Sc

----------------- O AU 6 Booty for SLOS. j

RUSH THE COUPON TODAY AND I WILL 
r INCLUDE A FREE COPY OF

£?{erve$ °f $***! * ■ ^^tiscles Like Iron”. 2 
; It is a priceless book to the strength fan ■ 
and muscle builder. Full of pictures of ■ 

’marvelous bodied men who tell you de- ■ 
cisively how you can build symmetry and S 
strength the equal of theirs. Reachouc-—^ g 
Grasp This Special Offer. <7^ * ‘ ^^ddrtss



Vol. II, No. 2 July, 1933 Price 10c

----------------A Full Book-Length Novel----------------

THE JEWELS OF DOOM
By G. WAYMAN JONES

Taken From the Case-Book of Richard Curtis Van Loan

(Profusely Illustrated)

The Phantom Detective Pits His Strength and Ingenuity 
against the Fiendish Perpetrators of Sinister Criminal 
Machinations Originating in India and Involving Ameri­
can Gangdom—Bringing Death and Disaster in their 
Wake. .........    10

GRIPPING SHORT STORIES
BEHIND THE NEWS™..... .................................. .......... Anatole Feldman 98

Revealing the Inside Story of a Mysterious Death

FOUR MEN OF POWER........................................ ..... Robert Wallace 104
Desperate Struggle Between Rival Gangs for Criminal Dominance

THE CORPSE ON THE ROAD™........................... . ....Kerry McRoberts 114
A Tense Story of Diabolical Murder

PHANTOM FEATURES
TRUE PHANTOM FACTS...................................  Illustration 96

THE PHANTOM SPEAKS..................................................A Department 127

Published monthly by Phantom Detective, Ino., 570 Seventh Avenue, New York. N. Y. Entire contents copy­
righted, 1933, by Phantom Detective, Ino. Subscription yearly, $1.20, single copies, $.10, foreign and Canadian 
postage extra. Entered as second-class matter November 10, 1932, at the post office at New York, N. X., under Act 
of March 3, 1879.

Manuscripts must be accompanied by self-addressed, stamped envelopes, and are submitted al the author's risk.



Missing Ad Pages



Missing Ad Pages



PHANTOM
TAKES A

HAND/
Wherever the grim game of 

life and death is played—where' 
ever pernicious criminal forces 
are tightening their fiendish grip 
on society—the Phantom De' 
tective takes a hand!

Richard Curtis Van Loan— 
the world’s greatest sleuth — 
master of disguise, deduction, 
psychology—holds the ace in 
the dramatic game played by the 
underworld against the forces of 
law and order.

And his lone wolf campaign 
against crime and corruption is 
chronicled only in his case-book, 
which is open exclusively to the 
readers of THE PHANTOM 
DETECTIVE.

You’ll thrill to his exciting ad' 
ventures, breath' taking perils 
and astonishing cleverness in this 
month’s full book-length novel 
—a smashing, action-packed nar' 
rative of death and disaster in 
the wake of a gigantic, sinister 
plot originating in India and in' 
volving American gangdom!

THE JEWELS OF DOOM.
One of the most sensational 

and significant cases in the career 
of Richard Curtis Van Loan, the 
far-famed Phantom Detective! 
Start it now.



The Phantom Detective Pits His Strength and Ingenuity 
Against Sinister Criminal Machinations Originating 

in India, Involving American Gangdom, and 
Bringing Death and Disaster in Their Wake

CHAPTER I
Murder at Sea I

f g ^HE black prow of the huge 
liner cut through the lash- 

JL ing green sea. About her 
the night and the fog conspired to 
obscure her way, as she fought on 
grimly through the pounding ocean 
toward the port of New York.

The fog, gray and impenetrable, 

hung over her like an intangible 
blanket, dripping and eerie, permeat­
ing the luxurious staterooms with 
its damp mist. Desperately her 
lights fought against the black and 
gray obscurity which swept the 
surging water. On the bridge three 
anxious men peered into the night—■ 
a night in which it seemed that Nep­
tune had relinquished his realm to 
the Reaper, himself.



A Full 
Book-Length 

NoveltfDoom/.

JONES
Taken from the Case-Book 
of Richard Curtis Van Loan

Shouts of alarm and terror de­
luged the night as the gory scene 
was revealed in all its horror.

G.

WAYMAN

In the royal suite on A deck five 
.men sat quietly before a steel strong 
box in the inner room. The men 
wore turbans, and their complexions 
were brown. In their sashes the 
jeweled hilts of their knives pro­
truded.

These five Indians were silent. 
They spoke little as they sol­
emnly and assiduously guarded their 
master’s treasure box. None of them 
knew the combination of that safe, 
but all of them knew what was in 

it—the fabulous jewels of Paruana, 
that their master was bringing to 
America to sell.

Then of a sudden, through the 
silence of the room, there came a 
faint snapping sound. The quintette 
sat upright. Their hands fell to 
their knives. They raised their eyes 
from their intent contemplation of 
the strong box.

Then one of them cried out aloud: 
“Allah! The safe door moves!” 
Their eyes again stared at the 



safe. No human hand was near it. 
Nothing touched its door. Yet that 
door moved. Almost imperceptibly 
for a moment, then with a staccato, 
crackling sound, the bolts snapped 
off like paper and the door swung 
open. At that moment the nearest 
man to the safe was fully four feet 
away.

NOW their knives were in their 
hands. And fear was in their 

hearts as they stared at the miracle 
which had happened before their 
very eyes. Within the safe that 
had opened so mysteriously, there 
gleamed and flickered in the electric 
light the magic gems of Paruana.

“Allah!” said another. “It is a 
miracle. It is—”

He never finished the sentence. 
As the awed Indians fought with 
their fears, the outer door of the 
suite opened and four masked men 
entered the room. Guns were in 
their hands, guns with long muzzles 
made longer by the silencers which 
were attached to them.

The Hindus stared at the invaders. 
One of the latter spoke in harsh 
English.

“If you guys take it easy, you 
won’t get hurt,” he said. “Now—"

But now that they were faced 
with something human, something 
tangible, the Indians regained their 
courage. After all, now they were 
not faced with any miracle. They 
were confronted with ordinary 
thieves, seeking to loot their master’s 
property.

One brown man shouted a staccato 
order in his native tongue, and the 
five of them turned and charged 
on the invaders, their wicked knives 
flashing in the electric light of the 
chandelier.

But those savage Ghurka’s knives, 
supreme in their own sphere, were 
no match for the ruthless automatics 
of the white men. Little yellow 

flames sprang from the barrels. 
Lead and steel ripped through the 
room, ripped through brown flesh, 
ripped through living tissue and 
rendered it dead and inert.

But one of the Indians got close 
enough to make a fight of it. He 
closed with his nearest adversary 
and his knife whirled through the 
air, but the white man seized it in 
his hand, wrenched it from the 
brown man’s grasp and sank it deep 
in the owner’s breast.

Then as the brown men lay inert 
and bloody on the deck, the four 
white men advanced grimly, pur­
posefully toward the open safe.

* * .*
The well dressed, cosmopolitan 

crowd in the smoking room was 
oblivious to any peril. An alcoholic 
merriment pervaded the atmosphere, 
as the passengers toasted the ship­
board friendships which would come 
to an end on the morrow when the 
vessel docked at New York.

At the bar in the smoking room, 
a tall, dark-skinned man fingered a 
pony of Napoleon brandy. He drank 
it leisurely as he surveyed the peo­
ple in the room. On his head he 
wore a white turban. His brown 
fingers glittered with jewels. And 
on his breast was pinned a mag­
nificent emerald brooch, the symbol 
of sovereignty ' of the Rajah of 
Paruana.

Finishing his drink, the Indian 
turned slowly, walked from the room 
and took the elevator to A deck. He 
made his way with slow Oriental 
dignity to the Imperial suite at the 
stern of the ship. He flung the door 
open to find that the rooms were in 
darkness.

AN expression of annoyance 
crossed his face, and for an 

instant a shadow of apprehension 
crossed his heart. It was unthink­
able that his retinue should have



retired before he had returned to his 
quarters. It was equally unthink-, 
able that they had dared to desert 
their posts, to relax their vigilance 
over the treasure which the suite 
contained.

The prince’s brown hand groped 
its way along the wall. A bejeweled 
finger touched the light switch. A 
faint click resounded and the dark­
ness vanished.

The Indian stood on the threshold 
of the room, his eyes fixed in horror 
at the thing he saw. His finger re­
mained on the light switch, as stark 
amazement froze him to immobility. 
His black eyes opened wide, and his 
heart picked up a beat.

On the deck of the cabin, three 
men lay prostrate and inert. One of 
them had a hole in his forehead 
from which blood poured prodigally 
on to the carpet. The others lay 
with lead slugs in their hearts, as 
the angel of death scourged the life 
from their bodies and took pos­
session of the prone brown figures 
who wallowed in their own blood.

Then, abruptly, the turbaned 
man broke the paralysis which held 
him. Swiftly he shut the door of 
the stateroom. He turned the key 
in. the lock. From the folds of his 
ornate Oriental costume he took a 
most Occidental blue-nosed auto­
matic, and with a hard, grim ex­
pression in his eyes he- made his 
way to the inner rooms.

HIS dining room was completely 
empty. But as he gained his 

sleeping quarters, he found himself 
face to face with Death once more.

Two more of his men lay there. 
One was stretched across the bed 
itself. The black polished handle of 
a knife protruded from his breast. 
The counterpane which once had 
been light red was, stained to a 
deeper shade.

The second man, huddled on the 

floor, still held a curved blade in his 
hands, indicating that he had been 
faithful to his trust until the end. 
A bullet wound in his temple showed 
precisely how that end had come.

Then his eyes passed beyond the 
lifeless figures of his men and rested 
on what was the most astounding 
sight in the room. At the side of 
the bed, stood a safe—a safe of iron 
and steel that was impregnable to 
everything save the specific combina­
tion which would open it.

Now its door yawned wide on its 
hinges. Its locks were broken, shat­
tered. The Indian knelt swiftly at 
its side and examined it. Each half 
of its locks was still in place. They 
were neatly smashed in half, as if 
some gigantic hand had snatched the 
steel door open, utterly disregarding 
the devices which were intended to 
insure its privacy.

TWO brown hands reached swiftly 
into the safe. An inner drawer 

was jerked open. It was empty. The 
Rajah rose. His lips were set in a 
thin, grim line. Again he turned 
his gaze from the interior of the 
smashed safe to the inert bodies of 
the Indians who lay dead in his 
suite.

“I expected the robbery,” he said 
slowly to himself. “But this whole­
sale murder—”

He left the sentence unfinished, 
but the flashing rage in his black 
eyes expressed his meaning clearly 
enough.

He strode purposefully out of the 
suite toward the captain’s quarters 
under the bridge. An idea had 
flashed through his mind. As long 
as the ship was at sea it -was im­
possible for the killers to escape. 
They must still be aboard. With 
the captain’s aid it was possible to 
capture the criminals ere the vessel 
reached her home port. Unconscious­
ly he quickened his pace as the skip­



per’s stateroom hove in sight. But 
it was already written in the in­
delible book of Fate, that he was 
never to reach there!

Something cold and hard pressed 
itself into the Indian’s back. A hard 
voice with a pronounced American 
accent drawled into his ear.

“Don’t reach for a weapon. Don’t 
cry out. Walk ahead of me. If some­
one passes us, keep your mouth shut 
or you’ll get a load of lead in your 
black body.”

THE Rajah’s eyes narrowed, but 
no other sign of emotion showed 

itself on his face. Realizing that the 
object which prodded into his back 
carried swift and relentless death in 
its magazine, he obeyed the other’s 
orders without protest.

Two more men came up, and with 
dexterous hands bound the brown 
man’s wrists and ankles as they 
carried him toward the rail. The 
man with the gun held its unwaver­
ing muzzle against the victim’s 
temple to ensure his silence.

They made their way along the 
deserted, stormy deck.

At the rail by the stern they came 
to a halt. In an instant his bonds 
were unloosed. Without removing 
his weapon from the other’s side, 
one of- them reached down and 
picked up a lifebelt. He handed it 
to the Indian.

“Put that on and jump,” he com­
manded.

The Indian stared at him, be­
wildered.

“Is it not enough,” he said bitterly, 
“that you have stolen my jewels, 
that you have slain my retainers? 
Must you kill me, too?”

The man with the gun, a hard- 
faced, rat-eyed individual, grinned 
mirthlessly. “You won’t die,” he 
said. “There’s a boat off the port 
side to pick you up.”

The Indian strained his eyes 

through the night and the fog. Off 
to the port a thin light flickered 
through the obscurity which veiled 
the sea. The gun thrust itself sug­
gestively into his ribs again.

“Go ahead,” said the white man.
“Jump.”

The Indian looked at him for a 
moment. He saw neither mercy nor 
indecision in the white man’s eyes. 
He cast a frantic glance about the 
deck in search of help. But the 
stern was utterly deserted.

“Jump,” said the white man 
again.

The Rajah hesitated no longer. 
Agilely he climbed the rail, then 
leaping wide to clear the thrashing 
screws, he plunged into space. The 
sea, the night and the fog closed 
about him.

CHAPTER II
Kidnapped

T
HE Indian’s brown head ap­
peared above the waves for 
an instant, then a roaring 
breaker swept him under.- He 

struggled desperately against the 
fury of the sea. As he came up he 
saw the twinkling lights of the liner 
disappearing steadily in the dis­
tance. The churning water of its 
wake foamed angrily about him.

He breathed deeply, and struck 
out with strong strokes toward an­
other light which was closer now 
than those of the ship. They came 
toward each other slowly. Then 
through the night he heard a hail.

“Ahoy, there!”
The Indian cried out loudly in 

order to guide the boat toward him. 
The light became more clearly de­
fined as the ship approached. Then 
black against the blackness of the 
night, a bow cut the water less than 
six feet away from him.

Like an angry snake a line hit the



Van prepared to don the unconscious man’s garments.

water, writhing in the hissing sea. 
The Indian seized it gratefully, and 
a moment later was hauled aboard 
the sea-swept deck of a cutter. Ex­
hausted and panting, the Indian tore 
the lifebelt from his shoulders and 
turned to face a blue uniformed man 
whose officer’s cap held the badge of 
authority.

“What does this mean?” he de­
manded in precise, dignified English. 
“You shall all be arrested for this. 
This is an outrage. This—”

The blue uniformed man disre­
garded him.

“Take him below,” he said to a 

pair of sailors. “Feed him. Give 
him anything he wants. But lock 
his dooi’ and stay on guard outside 
his cabin. Don’t let him get away.”

The sailors stepped forward and 
laid rough hands on the person of 
the mighty Indian prince, whom a 
thousand untouchables of his own 
race, dared not even raise their eyes 
to. Arrogantly and with flashing 
eyes, he swept the seamen’s hands 
from his person.

“Dogs,” he said. “Keep your 
filthy hands off me.”

The sailors stepped back and 
glanced at their commander for 



further orders. An evil smile 
crossed the captain’s face.

“Let him have it,” he said grimly.
One of the sailors stepped in, his 

right fist drawn back for a blow. 
His arm traveled forward, but his 
fist never reached its objective. 
.With an alacrity, amazing in a man 
of his age, the Rajah stepped inside 
the other’s guard, parried the blow 
with his left arm, swung his right 
in a short arc.

THE brown fist caught the white 
man at the point of the jaw. 

Silently he fell. Behind the Indian, 
the skipper’s features took on an ex­
pression of stark rage. He bent 
swiftly and picked up a marline 
spike. It hurtled silently through 
the air, then thudded sickenly upon 
the Indian’s skull.

The brown man’s knees crumpled. 
His body swayed forward. He fell 
unconscious on the deck. The ship 
progressed some three hundred miles 
before he regained his senses.

* * *
The room to which he had been 

carried was neatly furnished and 
filled with a haze of smoke. Three 
men sat there, lounging in their 
seats. One of them, fat and portly, 
yet with an appearance of brutal 
force apparent in his features, 
seemed to be the dominant figure 
of the room. A thin, dapper man 
on the window seat took a long in­
halation at his cigar and spoke 
nervously.

“I still think it’s a mad scheme, 
Charters,” he said. “How the hell 
are we going to dispose of the 
stuff? Not a fence’ll touch them 
now that the story of the robbery’s 
out. We’re stuck with a fortune in 
jewels that we can never dispose 
of.”

The fat man addressed as Char­
ters turned a calm, supercilious 
glance upon the other.

“Who said we’re going to offer 
them to a fence?” he asked.

A puzzled frown crossed the thin 
man’s brow at these words. The 
third man present sat upright in his 
chair.

“Well, what are we going to do 
with them?” he asked in a tone 
heavy with irony. “Keep ’em to look 
at when we feel blue?”

Charters turned on him angrily.
“If you don’t like the way I’m 

handling this,” he snapped, “you 
can get out of it now—both of you. 
I’ll give you twenty grand cash 
apiece for your ends. Now what do 
you say?”

The two men stared at each other. 
Uneasiness trickled through their 
pose of nonchalance. The thin man 
spoke hesitantly.

“Now,, Charters,” he said in a 
compromising tone. “We don’t want 
to get out We’re just asking you 
what the next move is. What are 
we going to do with the jewels?”

Charters smiled quietly. For a - 
long moment he regarded the end of 
his cigar. Then at last he spoke 
with the air of a man delivering 
himself of a bombshell statement— 
as indeed he was.

“We’re taking ’em back to India,” 
he announced.

The other two men stared at him 
as if he had suddenly gone mad. 
The thin man opened his mouth as 
if to speak, then he caught a glimpse 
of movement in the corner of his 
eye. His original words froze on 
his lips. Instead he said: “Careful, 
I think his nobs is coming to.”

THREE pair of eyes focused 
themselves on the floor in a dark 

corner of the room. There, bound 
with cruel cord, lay a turbaned 
brown figure. His eyes flashed 
angrily through the darkness, and 
the weakness that had come upon 
him during his harsh imprisonment 



in no wise lessened the flaming spirit 
inside the man.

“Release me,” he said angrily. 
“You dogs shall pay for this. 
You—”

“Shut up,” said Charters wearily. 
His pudgy hand stretched forth and 
touched a button on the wall. A 
white coated man appeared from an­
other room.

“Untie him,” ordered Charters. 
“Then feed him. Give him a shot 
of whisky, too. We got to keep him 
in good shape.”

The thin man eyed his superior 
keenly.

“What for?” he demanded as the 
Indian was being led from the room.

Charters puffed lightly on his 
cigar, but vouchsafed no answer. 
Winton, the thin man, stared at him, 
and a puzzled expression clouded the 
black eyes of the third man, known 
to the police of three continents as 
Louie Senton. It was Senton who 
broke the tense silence which had 
seemed to grip them after Charters’ 
last words.

“What’s the big idea?” he de­
manded. “I don’t like to work in 
the dark. First you make a crack 
about taking the stuff back to India 
where it came from. Now you talk 
about keeping that Indian in good 
shape. When I went into this I 
thought it was a straight jewel rob­
bery for tremendous stakes. Now 
what’s it all about?”

CHARTERS shifted his bulky body 
in the chair and gazed steadily 

into Louie’s eyes. The latter shifted 
uneasily, then dropped his gaze. 
Charters spoke slowly, deliberately, 
but behind the easy casualness of 
his words was an unspoken ominous 
threat.

“You mugs will'know all you have 
to know,” he said. “You’re in this 
thing for dough. All right, you’ll 
get it. But as regards knowing the 

plans you’ll hear them when the Big 
Guy gets ready to spill them. Even 
Conners and I don’t know what’s 
going on.”

He left the sentence unfinished, 
but in his tone there was a chal­
lenge which neither of the others 
cared to accept. They both were 
well aware of the fact that Char­
ters, despite his easy going attitude, 
was a dangerous man, quick to draw 
and quicker to shoot when his au­
thority was questioned. Not for 
nothing was he the chief lieutenant 
of the king of the underworld whom 
he referred to as the Big Guy.

Then behind them suddenly came 
the sound of a door slamming. The 
three men exchanged glances signifi­
cantly, and a stiff tension seemed 
to make itself felt in the room. Even 
Charters seemed to lose some of his 
easy nonchalance. He topk the cigar 
from his mouth and jammed it out 
in a silver ash tray.

“It’s Conners,” he announced. 
“Now maybe you guys will find out 
just what’s what.”

CHAPTER III
Conners’ Enemy

H
E WAS tall, dark and satur­
nine; and his name was 
Conners. He was no ordi­

nary man, as the police could well 
testify. His eyes were black and 
deep set, cold, almost piscatorial, re­
lentless. They were the eyes of a 
man to whom murder means little, 
if it is necessary to his plans.

His face bore a jagged knife scar 
across it from forehead to chin. His 
teeth were even, sharp, lupine. He 
stood on the threshold of the room 
staring at his three henchmen who 
returned his gaze uncomfortably. 
When he spoke, his voice was quiet, 
but a repressed quivering rage, lay 
beneath his tone. A menace and a 



threat lived violently behind his 
words.

“You fools,” he said. “You’ve al- 
most ruined everything. You’ve al­
most cost me a cool million. You’ve 
almost cost yourselves your lives. 
The Big Shot’s sore as hell.”

Louie Senton and Winton glanced 
at Charters. The fat man cleared 
his throat uneasily. When he spoke 
his voice was a different thing than 
it had been before. Its contemptuous 
indifference had evolved to defer­
ence.

“Why now, Conners?” he said. 
“We’ve done our job as you laid it 
out. We got the stuff. We got the 
Indian. We—”

“The hell you did,” said Conners.

CHARTERS stared at him wide 
eyed, frankly puzzled.

“But we have, chief,” he said. 
“The stuff is in the safe in the bed­
room.”

“Where’s the Indian?”
Charters jerked a pudgy thumb 

toward the kitchen.
“Out there. He just came out of 

his hop. He’s getting a bite to eat.”
“So,” said Conners slowly. “Then 

how do you account for the fact 
that I saw with my own eyes the 
Rajah of Paruana less than an hour 
ago?”

Charters’ eyes opened yet wider.
“Where?”
“At the Regal Hotel, where he’s 

staying under an alias. I checked 
up on that after I’d seen him. Oh, 
he’s there all right. It was him. 
Now how the hell did he get away 
from you? What slipped up?”

“But,” said Charters desperately, 
“he didn’t slip away from us. He’s 
in the kitchen, chief. You must 
have made a mistake.”

“I don’t make mistakes,” said 
Conners coldly. “If you’ve got some­
one in there, it’s not the Rajah.”

“Then who is it?”

“I don’t know,” said Conners 
grimly. “But I mean to find out. 
Bring him in.”

A MOMENT later the Indian was 
escorted into the room by Char­

ters. The latter held an automatic 
aimed at the brown man’s heart. 
The Prince, sullen and apparently 
still outraged by the indignities 
which had been heaped upon him, 
glared at his captors.

“Pigs!” he cried. “Release me. I 
demand that—” He broke off and 
launched into his native tongue. 
English was not equal to the exi­
gencies of the occasion.

Conners eyed him coldly. Char­
ters, with a look of relief on his 
chubby face, glanced at the Big Guy. 
Senton and Winton smiled as if the 
tension which had gripped them was 
now passed.

When the Rajah had finished speak­
ing, Conners said: Very pretty, in­
deed.” Then he took a step forward. 
His snapping black eyes thrust them­
selves within six inches of the In­
dian’s face. “But who are you?” he 
barked.

The Indian appeared bewildered. 
He shrugged his shoulders.

“You know very well who I am,” 
he began.

“That’s the Rajah all right, chief,” 
said Charters.

“Shut up,” snapped Conners. 
“He’s a fake. You’ve got the wrong 
man. And by God, this brown mug’ll 
come clean or I’ll kill him. I’ll—”

But before he could complete the 
threat, the brown man did a start­
ling thing.

At his side, Charters, who despite 
his chief’s words, was not sure that 
Conners was wrong, had relaxed his 
vigilance, had sunk again into his 
natural lethargic attitude. The auto­
matic dropped lazily in his hand, its 
barrel pointing harmlessly to the 
floor.



A brown hand moved with light­
ning speed. In a single flashing- 
gesture it snatched the weapon from 
Charters’ inert fingers. Then, stead­
ily held in the brown hand, the auto­
matic covered the room. Now the 
Rajah had thoroughly lost his sense 
of outraged dignity. His eyes flashed 
with faint mockery and a slight smile 
was on his lips.

Conners hurled a rapid oath at 
Charters, then faced the Indian with 
the gun.

“Don’t be a fool,” he said. “You 
can’t get out of here. We’ll talk 
things over.”

The Indian shook his head and 
when he spoke his voice was of an 
entirely different timbre than it had 
been before.

His thick oriental accent had van­
ished. He spoke pure and colloquial 
English.

“We’re through talking, Conners,” 
he said. “Now’s the time for ac­
tion. If you hadn’t accidentally 
blundered upon the real Prince of 
Paruana, things would have been 
simplified. However, there’s still 
time to wreck your schemes.”

CONNERS gaped at him for a mo­
ment.

Then he turned and glared at the 
other three.

“You fools,” he shouted. “I knew 
you’d blundered. You’ve wrecked 
the whole scheme. You’ve—”

“But we’ve got the jewels, chief,” 
put in Charters anxiously. “That’s 
the main thing.”

Conners’ eyes caught those of his 
henchmen, and if ever murder was 
written in a man’s gaze, it was in 
his then. His voice came low and 
tense, as Conners fought for control 
of the terrible rage which swept 
him.

“You idiot,” he said harshly. 
“Don’t you see that the whole deal’s 
been a plant. The jewels are phoney.

“We’re through talking, Conners!”

The Rajah’s phoney. It was all 
planted to make the real jewels and 
the real Rajah safe from us. We’ve 
been tricked.”

The brown man with the gun 
smiled quietly.

“You’re right, Conners,” he said. 
“Your usually quick mind has told 
you the truth. The jewels are 
phoney and the Rajah is phoney. 
And the plan was concocted to throw 
you off the trail of the genuine stuff. 
But now that you’ve discovered it’s 
all a fake, I’ll have to take other 
steps to insure the safety of the 
gems.”

Now Conners was beside himself 
with fury. Only the unwavering 
point of the automatic which was 
trained on his heart prevented him 
from leaping at this mocking figure 
who taunted him with his failure— 



failure on the biggest job he had 
ever attempted.

Yet he moved even closer to the 
weapon which covered him.

“Listen,” he said. “I don’t know 
who you are. That doesn’t matter. 
But some day, I’ll kill you. Kill you 
with my own hands. As long as 
you live, you can fear death. Death 
which shall be delivered by me per­
sonally.”

THE Indian, still smiling, backed 
slowly toward the door of the 
apai’tment.

“I hear you, Conners,” he said. 
“But I’ve been threatened with death 
before. It doesn’t frighten me. But 
now I’ve got work to do. I’ll see 
you later when you’re arrested. 
Good-by.”

Then Charters, who had been par­
alyzed to silence by this bewildering 
turn of events, found his voice.

“But for God’s sake,” he cried to 
the room at large. “We found him 
on the right ship. We found him 
in the Rajah’s suite, traveling under 
the Rajah’s name. If he’s not the 
Rajah, who in the name of Heaven 
is he?”

The turbaned brown man paused 
on the threshold, his back to the 
door.

Behind him his left hand touched 
the knob.

“Ah,” he said softly, with a slight 
bow, and his eyes were mocking as 
he spoke. “I’m sorry I neglected to 
introduce myself, gentlemen, for I’m 
afraid that we’re destined to meet 
again, and we should know each 
other.”

“Stop clowning,” said Conners 
harshly:

“Who the hell are you ?”
“I?”
The brown man raised his eye­

brows, and his eyes bored into Con­
ners’ over the muzzle of his gun. 
"I am the Phantom I”

CHAPTER IV
A Desperate Struggle

T
HEN as his fingers tightened 
around the brass doorknob 
and opened it slightly, the 
eyes of Conners lost their expres­

sion of startled surprise and lit up 
with a vague hope. The Phantom 
saw that light and read its meaning 
correctly.

Swiftly he sidestepped and ducked. 
A blackjack hurtled through the air 
passed his head, wielded by the hand 
of the servant who had just fed 
him.

The Phantom straightened up and 
swung his revolver at his assailant 
with all his strength. It struck the 
man on his temple and he sank si­
lently to the floor. Behind him he 
heard Conners shout.

“Get him! Now!”
Three -hands dropped to three 

hips. Three dull revolver barrels 
appeared, their ominous muzzles 
pointing at the brown man who 
stood in the doorway. Half a dozen 
staccato shots rang out and four of 
them spat viciously from the barrel 
of the brown man’s gun.

Winton’s weapon spun from his 
hand to the floor. A scream of pain 
sounded shrill and obligato to the 
shooting. Then with a sudden deft 
movement, the Phantom was outside 
the door. The portal slammed shut 
behind him.

He raced frantically toward the 
stairway which loomed before him. 
He was about to descend, when he 
saw a pair of hard-faced men stare 
up at him from the bottom of the 
staircase. Undoubtedly two of Con­
ners’ bodyguard who waited there 
for their chief.

Now behind him the door of the 
apartment he had just quitted 
opened. Conners and his two hench­
men appeared.

“Stop him boys,” cried Conners.



"It’s the Phantom!”
Now he had no choice. The Phan­

tom whirled around the bannister as 
.half a dozen revolver shots whined 
over his head and raced up toward 
the roof.

Footsteps pounded on the stairs be­
hind him.

HE gained the top flight and 
emerged a moment later in the 

cool, fragrant night air. Swiftly he 
sped across the roof, then of a sud­
den his foot caught in some unseen 
wire and he stumbled. As he arose 
he heard a soft patter behind him. 
He turned swiftly to see a hand up­
raised in the air. The hand held a 
vicious looking blackjack, which 
swished the air as it descended in a 
line for his skull.

He moved his head slightly, and 
an instant later was aware of a 
thudding ache in his shoulder as the 
blackjack missed its mark by inches. 
His own hand, which still held his 
revolver in it, swung swiftly and 
cracked against his assailant’s chin. 
The man uttered a sharp cry of 
pain, and the blackjack dropped 
from his hand.

Two strong arms flung themselves 
about him, as a third man hurled 
himself into the fray. So busy had 
the Phantom been with the other 
that he had not heard the approach 
of his ally.

He thrust his hands over his own 
shoulders and seized his unseen op­
ponent by the coat collar, then, 
hunching his back, he lurched for­
ward, executing a scarcely remem­
bered piece of jiu-jitsu. A black 
figure went hurling over his head, 
and landed with a thud upon the 
roof.

And now the man who had at­
tacked him originally returned to 
give battle. He grappled with him 
just behind the doorway which led 
from the apartment house. As they 

closed there, the brown man sud­
denly heard the sound of running 
feet on the staircase within, as Con­
ners and his other pair of cutthroats 
came up to render aid to his hench­
men. The door was abruptly flung 
open. It struck the brown man’s 
assailant in the back and knocked 
the pair of them sprawling on the 
roof.

In an instant the Phantom was on 
his feet again before his assailant 
could recover. He raced to the edge 
of the roof. The top of the neigh­
boring building was a sheer drop of 
twenty feet. A chasm some ten feet 
wide yawned between the two build­
ings. Behind him came the shout of 
his pursuers. F-eet raced behind him 
across the roof.

The Phantom did not hesitate. He 
tensed his muscles and sprang like 
a mountain goat into space. With 
a jar that shook his whole body, he 
landed on the other roof. Behind 
him a volley of shots split the 
night as the others hesitated before 
the perilous leap which confronted 
them.

The disguised man picked himself 
up and ran toward the doorway, which 
led to the stairs. He disappeared 
through it and charged at top speed 
down the stairway. Realizing that 
the others would immediately run 
to the street to cut him off that 
way, his legs moved in high, in a 
desperate endeavor to beat them to 
the street.

A WEIRD brown disheveled figure, 
he passed through the lobby. A 

bulky uniformed doorman essayed 
to stop this strange apparition that 
had appeared from nowhere, but 
with a tremendous shove the Phan­
tom pushed him aside and gained 
the street.

A moment later he threw himself, 
panting and exhausted, into a pass­
ing cab.



“The Regal Hotel!” he shouted to 
the driver. “And go like hell!”

The taxi raced through the streets 
while its strange passenger recovered 
his breath within.

He realized quite well that now time 
was a most important factor. Con­
ners’ men, as soon as they saw the 
false Rajah escape, would undoubted­
ly head at once for the Regal in order 
to retrieve their initial error, in order 
to obtain the real jewels and the real 
Rajah.

WELL, it seemed that the Phan­
tom now had enough of a start 

to beat his enemies to the hotel. His 
thoughts were suddenly brought to 
an abrupt stop as he suddenly real­
ized that the cab was crawling at a 
snail’s pace through the streets.

He leaned forward and addressed 
the driver.

“What’s wrong? We’ve got to 
make better time than this.”

The chauffeur shrugged massive 
shoulders.

“Sorry, boss,” he said. “There’s 
a fire up the street. Traffic’s tied 
up.”

Van swore under his breath and 
peered out the window. The big red 
trucks of the fire department com­
pletely blocked the way some few 
feet ahead.

With an exclamation of annoy­
ance, he stepped from the cab, paid 
the driver and ran up the block. 
Once past the fire engines he en­
gaged another cab. But by now he 
was apprehensive. That delay might 
well have proved costly. Already 
the enemy might be at the Regal, 
undoing all the work that the Phan­
tom had accomplished.

A gaudily arrayed commissionaire 
opened the dooi' of the cab, and 
stared with well-bred amazement at 
the strange figure which burst from 
the vehicle, flung a bill to the driver 
and ran madly into the lobby.

The elevator deposited him on the 
fourteenth floor. He sped through 
the corridors to the imperial suite. 
He banged staccato on the door. 
There was no reply. He knocked 
once more before he produced a 
skeleton key from his clothes and 
fitted it into the lock.

The door swung open and he 
entered. Swiftly he ran through the 
suite, glancing hastily in every room. 
There was no sign of life. Then 
as he gained the living room, he 
stood staring in wonder upon the 
threshold. Staring at apodictic evi­
dence that Conners had beaten him 
here.

For there, beneath a table in the 
corner, stood a safe. Its door 
yawned wide open, hanging crazily 
on its hinges. Its locks had been 
snapped in twain like paper. The 
interior of the safe was completely 
empty.

HE crossed the floor and kneeling 
before the safe examined it. Its 

shattered locks were smashed in ex­
actly the same manner as his own 
safe had been on the boat.

He rose slowly, shaking his head. 
If Conners was in possession of 
some device that could crack a steel 
lock like tinder there was no limit 
to the criminal depredations which 
would be possible to the gang.

A faint sound came to his ear, 
and he froze to silent immobility 
where he stood. The noise sounded 
once more, and now his alert brain 
placed it as the cautious turning of 
a key in a lock.

Apparently there were others be­
sides himself who carried skeleton 
keys. That would explain how Con-; 
ners had entered and taken both the 
Rajah and the jewels before he ar-! 
rived. It would also explain the per­
son who even now was entering the 
Rajah’s suite. *

Instinctively, his hand dropped to 



his gun. He crossed the room on 
silent feet. He removed his shoes. 
Then he recrossed the room and took 
up his position behind a draping- 
curtain which hung from the bed­
room door.

The other door opened with an 
almost imperceptible sound. The 
thick rug in the foyer deadened the 
footfall which the Phantom’s sixth 
sense told him was advancing. He 
peered from the side of the curtain 
into the living room.

A single hand appeared through 
the doorway—a hand that held a 
.38 which covered the entire room. 
Slowly emerging from the hall behind 
the weapon came the face of Louie 
Senton.

The man’s eyes opened wide as he 
stared across at the window curtains 
of the living room. For there 
showed at the bottom of the drapes, 
a pair of feet.

Senton stared for an instant at 
those shoes, then an evil smile lit 
his face. He lifted his gun reso­
lutely. His finger pressed the 
trigger. Half a dozen shots emerged 
from the muzzle of his gun, their 
reverberations effectively reduced to 
a deadened puff by the silencer 
affixed to the muzzle of his weapon.

“The curtain moved convulsively, as 
the wicked steel plowed its way 
through the cloth. Louie Senton’s 
smile grew broader. Now he ad­
vanced fearlessly into the room.

He caught sight of his own face 
in a pier glass. A cocky smile en­
veloped his features. “So,” he said 
aloud. “It took Louie Senton to get 
the Phantom after half the under­
world had failed.”

He crossed to the windows, and 
with a glint of triumph in his eyes, 
he jerked back the drapes to gaze at 
the fallen body of the man who, for 
so long, had struck fear into the 
hearts of the underworld.

Then the triumph left his eyes.

The smile froze on his face, and the 
victory in his heart turned to a ter­
rible fear. For Louie Senton found 
himself gazing at nothing more than 
an empty pair of shoes and a bullet 
riddled curtain.

And now behind him, a dread 
ominous voice said: “Put up your 
hands!”

CHAPTER V 
“Drop Your Gun!”

L
OUIE SENTON obeyed the 
command slowly. Even more 
slowly he turned around. 

The voice said again: “Drop your 
gun!”

Louie Senton’s hand opened. His 
weapon clattered down to the floor. 
His face was now a study in panic 
as he gazed at the dishevelled brown 
man who held the crook’s life in his 
hand at this moment.

The Phantom approached him. 
Still holding his weapon steadily 
aimed at the other’s heart, he pro­
ceeded to run his left hand through 
Senton’s pockets, in the hope that he 
might find some clue, some informa­
tion which would once again lead 
him to the trail of Conners.

For a moment, as that searching 
hand ran through his outer pockets, 
Senton made no move. He submit­
ted to the ordeal without demurring. 
Then when the Phantom’s hand 
reached for the wallet in his inside 
coat pocket, he decided to stake all 
on a single desperate move.

He brought his left hand down 
from above with terrific force to­
ward the muzzle of the pistol which 
held him at bay, in order to knock 
the barrel away from his heart. 
Though his movement was fast, it 
was yet not fast enough.

It was merely lucky for him, in 
that moment, that the Phantom had 
no desire to kill wantonly. Had 



he been as ruthless, as merciless as 
the gangsters he was fighting, Louie 
Senton would have been a dead man 
on the instant.

However, instead of constricting 
his finger on the trigger of the gun, 
the Phantom brought up his left 
fist and swung in a short, savage 
arc at the other’s jaw. Senton’s 
left struck the gun barrel, knocking 
it aside, and as he did so his body 
came forward slightly.

The blow aimed at his jaw struck 
too far back as a consequence. It 
made a stinging contact with his 
ear.

Then Senton closed. His left hand 
grasped the wrist that wielded the 
gun.

His right clawed for his brown ad­
versary’s throat.

His clutching fingers closed hard 
around his enemy’s windpipe. Now, 
once more, the Phantom swung his 
left, hard and wickedly. This time 
it struck its mark, squarely and 
with terrific force.

The hand on his throat lost its 
tensity.

Senton stumbled back, his left 
hand releasing its hold on the re­
volver.

The Phantom, swift to follow up 
his advantage, dropped his gun into 
his pocket and came through with a 
smashing right to the jaw ere the 
other could recover.

WITH a low groan, Senton fell to 
the floor, his knees buckling un­
der him, his eyes wide and glazed, his 

mind rendered impotent by uncon­
sciousness.

The other man in the room re­
garded him for a moment, then he 
crossed to the telephone and called 
the police.

And when Louie Senton recovered 
consciousness, it was to realize that 
he was booked to spend the next ten 
years in prison.
n

CHAPTER VI
The Lone Wolf

H
IGH up in a Park Avenue 
penthouse a weary, panting 
man sat before the mirror 
of a dressing table. From the glass 

before him a brown face stared. A 
turban was mounted on his head, 
and a small trickle of blood ran 
down his cheek.

The man sighed wearily. This 
was the first moment of relaxation 
he had been able to achieve in the 
past forty-eight hours. Then, after 
a moment, his brown fingers dipped 
themselves into a jar of cold cream, 
and smeared the stuff upon his face.

The face that gazed back at him 
from the mirror underwent a strange 
and gradual evolution. Beneath the 
magic of the cold cream the brown 
vanished and was replaced by 
tanned Caucasian features. A drop 
of white liquid in the eyes changed 
their color slightly. The removal of 
the turban disclosed wavy brown 
hair. An infectious grin revealed 
even white teeth. And now, the In­
dian who had entered the apartment 
a few moments ago was a white 
man!

Richard Curtis Van Loan donned 
a dressing gown, lighted a cigarette 
and threw himself in his favorite 
armchair. His brow wrinkled in a 
frown, as he considered the events of 
the past two days, as he recapitu^ 
lated the metamorphoses of his bat­
tle with Conners, as he reviewed the 
situation as a general overlooks the 
field ere resuming the battle.

Solitude stimulated thought with 
him, and solitude was the natural 
concomitant of the career which 
Van Loan had chosen. Of necessity 
the Phantom was not a gregarious 
creature. His profession precluded 
that. With the exception of Frank 
Havens, the newspaper publisher, 



who had started him on his adven­
turous trail, he could call no one 
friend. He could trust no one.

He was forever a lone wolf, with 
his life dedicated to a never-ending- 
war on crime and evil. He was a 
masked knight of righteousness who 
must forego all normal modes of 
living as a sacrifice to his abnormal 
existence.

Born to society and wealth, the 
war had taught him the utter fu­
tility of the pampered life he had 
•led in his youth. On the flaming 
Western Front he had learned to 
grapple with death daily in the air, 
as his pounding crate scourged the 
enemy’s lines — further, he had 
■learned to like it.

Peace-time adjustment was hard 
—impossible. That was the reason 
that he had so eagerly accepted 
Havens’ suggestion that he embark 
on the career of the Phantom, to 
assume the role of the enemy of 
crime whose very name struck fear 
and terror into the hearts of the 
underworld.

Characteristically, he had flung 
himself wholeheartedly into this 
new venture. Unsparingly, he had 
thrown himself into the studies of 
subjects which would make his 
sleuthing art perfect.

AND now his histrionic ability, 
his talent for makeup and dis­

guise were surpassed by no profes­
sional actor. He had cultivated a 
natural gift for ventriloquism and 
mimicry which had stood him in 
good stead on more than one oc­
casion. He had but to hear a voice 
once in order to imitate it per­
fectly.

Thus it was that Richard Curtis 
Van Loan, yclept, though not known 
as, the Phantom, had succeeded so 
well in his tasks when other detec­
tives had failed. He had perfected 
his art to such a degree that never 

yet had he undertaken a task which 
he had failed to perform.

And as he sat there smoking 
quietly this night, it occurred to him 
that in the matter of Conners and 
the Rajah’s jewels, victory seemed 
to be a simple thing. With the 
knowledge he had already acquired, 
with the address of the criminal’s 
headquarters in his pocket, his task 
would be completed swiftly and 
without danger. He lit another ciga­
rette and smiled complacently at the 
thought.

T)UT had he known what jeopardy 
•*-* a perverse fate held in store for 
him, what peril lurked along the 
trail ere he should reach its end, 
his smile would have vanished, and 
every ounce of inherent fighting 
spirit which he possessed would 
have been taxed to keep him in the 
desperate struggle which was des­
tined to occur before Conners, the 
relentless killer, should strike down 
his last victim.

Then suddenly he arose. Tired 
as he was, he realized that he had 
little time to waste. True, there 
were certain factors of the case 
which were beyond his understand­
ing. Why Conners was planning to 
return the jewels to India whence 
they had just come, was something of 
a mystery. How the master crook 
had managed to break open those 
two safes, so cleanly, sans explosive 
or jimmy, was also inexplicable.

But with that slip of paper in his 
pocket that he had taken from 
Louie Senton, it seemed that these 
matters should be easily cleaned up; 
and that the Rajah would be freed, 
his jewels rescued and Conners and 
his men landed safely behind the 
bars.

He jammed out his cigarette in a 
silver tray and once more seated 
himself before the dressing table.

His slim, deft fingers applied 



grease paint to his face, and as the 
dexterously applied makeup changed 
his appearance his mind was still 
busy with the case.

WHEN some weeks ago he had 
been called in by the represen­
tatives of a great power to im­

personate the Rajah of Paruana on 
his ocean voyage, to bring the imi­
tation jewels to New York to throw 
the thieves off the trail, he had not 
regarded the case as important. It 
was more of a lark to him than 
anything else.

True, he had been told that if the 
Rajah failed to sell his rare gems 
he would be bankrupt, impoverished, 
and his power, over his border prov­
ince greatly weakened. Also, he had 
been informed that certain enemies 
had designs on the prince’s power, 
designs which were frowned on by 
the British Government and other 
powers of the world. That was the 
chief reason the Phantom had been 
called in.

It had been decided that if he 
took the Indian’s place and with the 
real Rajah’s retinue brought the 
fake jewels to New York, that would 
effectively checkmate any enemies 
who had designs on the invaluable 
collection of jewels.

And had it not been for the ac­
cident of Conners spying the real 
Rajah at his hotel, the plan would 
probably have worked. However, 
with circumstances standing as they 
did now, Van worried little about 
the failure. It seemed to him that 
now Conners had been delivered into 
his hands and in a few moments he 
was to sally forth to claim his 
victory.

The fingers still manipulated the 
grease paint over the clean-cut 
features. And now a startling 
change came over the face that 
stared from the mirror. Its eyes 
were snapping black. Its cheeks 

were scarred, and even his own 
mother would have sworn that it 
was the countenance of Louie Sen- 
ton.

Completing his disguise Van 
Loan rose from the mirror, changed 
into the suit that he had taken from 
the man who had tried to murder’ 
him, and entered a private elevator 
which deposited him, unobserved, 
into the street.

On the corner he put in a call to 
police headquarters and gave some 
terse but explicit instructions to In­
spector Rolph at the other end of 
the wire. Then with an automatic 
in his pocket, and an exultant heart 
beating in his breast, he set off to 
put the finishing touches to the ca­
reer of Conners.

It was night when his taxi de­
posited him before a large old 
brownstone house in what had once 
been a select residential section of 
the city. He paid off the driver, 
and boldly mounted the steps. His 
finger pressed a bell at the side of 
the door.

A moment later a sliding panel in 
the door slid back and a pair of 
beady eyes gazed at him through 
the aperture.

“Oh,” said a voice. “It’s you, 
Louie.”

Van nodded. “It’s me, all right,” 
he said. “Let me in quick. I’ve got 
to see Conners. Is he in?”

The door swung slowly open. The 
hunchback guard made a gesture 
of affirmation.

“Yeah,” he said. “He’s in. He’s 
having a heavy conference with 
some of those Indians.”

Van pushed his way past the 
other and walked briskly down a 
long hall. At the far end of it, a 
door was open. Van hesitated on 
the threshold, then entered.

Within were three men. Two of 
them—Charters and Conners—he 
had seen before. The third man was



Conners shouted: “Get the jewels and the Indian away. Fast, now.'”

an Indian, turbaned and bejeweled. 
As he entered Conners looked up 
and spoke to him eagerly.

“Did you do the job, Louie?”
Van answered in a perfect imi 

tation of Senton’s voice.



“Yeah,” he said grimly. “There’s 
one guy that won’t bother us any 
more.”

THE Indian shot him a swift 
glance, a gleam of satisfaction 

in his black eyes.
“The Phantom? He is dead?”
“Dead as a doornail,” said the 

man who looked like Louie Senton. 
“I gave it to him twice through the 
heart in the hotel.”

“Good,” said the Indian. He 
turned to Conners. “Now we can 
continue with our plans. You will 
receive the money as soon as you 
deliver the jewels to us in Calcutta. 
Is that satisfactory?”

Conners nodded slowly. He said: 
“It’s satisfactory, Hari. But I don’t 
see why you can’t take ’em now, 
instead of making me take them to 
Calcutta.”

Hari -Singh shook his head.
“No,” he said. “We cannot take 

the risk. The robbery of the gems 
is known to the police. They will 
be on the lookout for them. You 
are being well paid. You must get 
them to Calcutta.”

Conners shrugged. “All right,” 
he said. “For the money you’re 
spending, you’re entitled to service; 
I’ll admit that. You want his Nibs, 
as well?”

Hari Singh shot a swift glance to­
ward a dark corner of the room. 
Van’s eyes followed his gaze, and 
now for the first time he saw a 
dark huddled figure lying on the 
floor.

His hands were cruelly bound with 
cord behind his back. A gag was 
jammed in his mouth.

“If he will sign abdication papers 
we do not want him. If he refuses, 
you just deliver him to us at Cal­
cutta, also.”

Conners nodded again.
“Bring him over here, Louie,” he 

said. “We’ll talk to him.”

Van hastily crossed the room. He 
lifted the prostrate figure to its 
feet, took the gag from the man’s 
mouth, and escorted the real Prince 
of Paruana toward the table.

“Untie him,” said Conners.
Van took a knife from his pocket 

and slashed the Rajah’s bonds. He 
took the gag from his mouth. At 
his side Charters took a revolver 
from his pocket and covered the 
prince, to prevent a sudden dash 
for freedom. ....

The Rajah of Paruana rubbed his 
numbed wrists for a moment to re­
store the circulation, then he drew 
himself up proudly and shot a 
burning glance of contempt at the 
men in the room. Hari Singh re­
fused to meet his countryman’s eye. 
It was Conners who put the ques­
tion to the prince.

“Will you sign a paper?” he asked 
softly, “stating that you relinquish 
all claims to the sovereignty of 
Paruana? If you do, you shall be 
released immediately.”

The Indian smiled coldly. A bit­
ter hatred shone in his eyes.

“I shall not,” he said emphatically. 
“You may kill me if you wish, but 
I shall do nothing which is not com­
patible with my honor. I shall not 
betray my people to this dog.”

HE turned his head and glared at
Hari Singh. Van, a silent watch­

er of the proceedings, remained 
rather puzzled. Even now, though 
most of the ramifications of the plot 
were clear to him, he could not under­
stand why Singh wanted the jewels 
returned to India. Nor, for that 
matter, why in the contingency of 
the genuine prince’s refusal to sign 
the abdication papers, he wanted the 
Rajah also to be taken to Calcutta 
with the gems.

Hari Singh turned to Conners.
“Very well,” he said. “Bring 

him with the jewels. And by the 



way, are you sure that you now 
have the genuine stones?”

Conners made a gesture to Char­
ters. The latter slowly pulled him­
self out of his chair and, crossing 
the room, flung open the top of a 
huge valise which lay on the win­
dow seat; and despite the fact that 
he had seen them before, Van could 
not restrain a gasp of admiration at 
the shimmering beauty which met 
his gaze.

CHAPTER VII
Bullets Talk

F
OR there, glittering in the 
light of the chandelier, lay the 
famous jewels of Paruana. 
Rubies and emeralds of perfect lus­

ter, sans flaw; a score of perfectly 
matched pearls, the size of a hen’s 
egg, and in the center of this glit­
tering group, standing, arrogant and 
proud was the famous Paruana dia­
mond, a gleaming flawless thing of 
splendor whose history was writ in 
the blood of gallant men.

As the Rajah looked at his gems, 
Van saw his hands clench at his 
sides. His eyes smoldered with im­
potent rage as he saw the gems be­
ing snatched from his possession, 
as he witnessed the triumph of his 
enemies, and stood by helpless to 
save either himself or his precious 
stones.

Charter’s beady little eyes never 
left the Indian. His revolver held 
carelessly in his hand was ready 
for instantaneous action.

Then of a sudden a strange thing 
happened.

The man who looked like Louie 
Senton crossed the room in two long 
strides. He stood at the side of the 
jewel-filled valise. He slammed the 
top down swiftly. Then both his hands 
dove into his pockets. They ap­
peared again bearing two objects.

The first was an automatic which 

pointed its evil snub-nose at Con­
ners’ heart. The second was a sil­
ver police whistle. Ere any man in 
the room could recover from his 
astonishment, ere he could divine 
the meaning of Louie Senton’s odd 
conduct, the silver whistle had 
shrieked out three shrill, piercing 
blasts that reverberated through the 
room.

Conners sprang suddenly to his 
feet. The amazement in his eyes 
vanished and was replaced by a 
murderous threat. His lips moved 
convulsively.

"Louie!” he shouted. "You 
double-crossing rat! You’ll die for 
this.”

For a single moment a tense si­
lence held the room in its grip. 
Without, there came the sound of 
tramping feet.

Heavy hands pounded on the out­
side door.

Charters, with an alacrity amaz­
ing in him, whirled around suddenly. 
His finger constricted on the trig­
ger of his gun and two staccato re­
ports blared through the room. Van 
heard the leaden slugs sing over his 
head.

Before he could return the fire, 
men poured 'into the room. Con­
ners shouted to them: “Get the 
jewels and the Indian away. The 
police are here. Fast, now.”

Two men laid hands on the In­
dian. He struggled desperately in 
their grasp. Van pressed the trig­
ger of the automatic. One of the 
Indian’s assailants fell to the floor, 
blood streaming from his temple. 
Conners cursed. His hand flashed 
to his hip.

VAN moved the muzzle of his gun 
toward the leader of the gang.

Even as he did so, he saw Hari 
Singh with a swift jerk of his wrist 
slip a knife from the sleeve of his 
coat into his brown hand. With 



the gleaming1 blade uplifted he ad­
vanced upon Van.

Van’s foot shot out like a spring. 
It caught the Indian on the wrist. 
The knife clattered impotently to 
the floor. By now half a dozen men 
were reaching for their weapons. 
Van knew that even though the 
pounding on the door outside grew 
louder, he had little chance of hold­
ing off the mob until the police ar­
rived.

He lifted his gun swiftly. A sin­
gle shot echoed through the room. 
The steel jacketed bullet from its 
magazine hurled itself through the 
air, and struck the center of the 
chandelier with shattering force. 
Darkness fell over the room like a 
sable blanket, bringing with it death 
and confusion.

IN the darkness, though the stac­
cato sound of revolver fire and the 

excited shouts of the men resounded, 
Van stood stock still, one hand tight­
ly holding the valise which contained 
a ransom in gems, the other steadily 
gripping his automatic. He dared not 
move.

He could not even attempt the 
rescue of the Rajah.

If he left his present position, the 
jewels might be snatched from his 
grasp. He heard Conners’ voice 
through the room.

“The cops are in. Get the In­
dian out. Get the jewels. Take 
them through the secret passage­
way.”

Van felt someone seize the valise. 
It jerked and wriggled beneath his 
grip. A hand reached out and 
seized his coat. He wrenched free 
and struck the knuckles sharply 
with the barrel of his weapon. 
Then he heard Charters cry out in 
alarm.

“Here they come. Scram every­
body.”

There was a scuffle of feet upon 

the floor. Dim shadowy figures dis­
appeared through the doorway into 
the hall. More shots reverberated 
through the building. Then half a 
dozen streaks of light from an elec­
tric torch speared their way through 
the darkness.

A voice said: “Stick up your 
hands, Louie.”

Van grinned. “Is that you, 
Rolph?”

Inspector Rolph came closer.
“Yeah,” he said. “It’s me. What 

have you got there, Louie?”
“I’ve got what I came for, In­

spector,” said Van. “And I’m not 
Louie Senton.”

A flashlight threw its white beam 
directly in his face.

“The hell you’re not,” said Rolph.
Van laid his gun on the table. He 

thrust his hand in his coat pocket, 
then withdrawing it, held it out to 
the policeman, palm upward. Rolph’s 
flashlight turned downward. The 
beam showed that Van’s extended 
hand held a small platinum badge, 
superimposed in its center was a 
gold mask.

Rolph gasped in astonishment as 
he stared down at the symbol which 
made the Phantom’s identity known 
to the police of the world.

“God,” he said. “It’s you. Are 
those the jewels?” He indicated 
the vnlise*

Van nodded. “Yes,” he said. “Get 
one of your men to take charge of 
them. They’ve still got the Rajah. 
We’ll go aftei- them.”

HASTILY Rolph assigned a plain­
clothes man to take care of the 

valise, then with Van he raced out 
into the passageway. Down the hall 
they ran, finally to emerge into a 
large lighted room. A score of po­
licemen dominated the room, and 
standing around the walls with 
their arms uplifted were a dozen of 
Conners’ men.



Van hastily scanned the faces of 
the captives.

“Conners isn’t here,” he said. “In 
fact, none of the big shots are. 
We’d better search the house.”

Acting on that suggestion Rolph 
detailed his men to various parts of 
the house. Then he and Van 
climbed the stairs to investigate the 
upper story personally.

As they gained the top landing, 
Rolph seized his arm and cried ex­
citedly: “There he goes!”

Van’s eyes followed the direction 
indicated by the policeman’s point­
ing finger to see Conners hastily 
fling himself through a doorway 
into one of the rooms off the hall­
way.

The pair of them raced swiftly 
down the hall. Rolph flung himself 
up against the door. It swung open, 
and the two of them were cata­
pulted into the room.

Conners stood unarmed near the 
window. Before him was a hard- 
faced little man with a vicious ex­
pression in his eyes. He held a gun 
in his hand, and that gun was 
pointed at Conners’ head. Then be­
fore either Van or the inspector 
could make a move to prevent the 
murder, the little man pressed the 
trigger of his weapon.

ADEAFENING report echoed 
through the room. Conners ut­
tered a terrible scream of fear. His 

right hand instinctively clapped it­
self to his forehead. The little man 
cast a single glance at the two who 
had just entered, then without hesi­
tation flung himself at the window.

Glass shattered about him as his 
body struck the pane. Then he dis­
appeared into the darkness of the 
night. On the floor by the smashed 
glass lay Conners, an ugly hole in 
the center of his forehead. Still 
and inert he lay, blood deluging the 
carpet beneath him.

Van had no time to examine the 
body, no time to attempt to explain 
why one of the crook’s own men 
should kill him. He turned to 
Rolph.

“Go downstairs to the rear. Head 
him off. I’ll go through the win­
dow.”

ROLPH nodded, and without taking 
time to reply, turned and fled like 

a madman down the stairs. Van 
climbed through the jagged hole in 
the window to the fire-escape be­
yond.

He ran swiftly down the metal 
steps to the yard beneath in time 
to see the little man clambering over 
a fence. At that moment, Rolph 
appeared through the back door, 
gun in hand.

“Did we miss him?” he asked.
For answer Van pointed to the 

dark figure which at that moment 
was disappearing over the board 
fence.

“Stop,” cried Rolph, “or we’ll 
fire.”

A savage report from the fugi­
tive’s revolver was his only reply. 
And the little gangster dropped from 
sight behind the fence. Van raced 
across the yard. Lightly he vaulted 
the fence. A shot whistled over his 
head as he gained the other yard.

Desperately, like a cornered rat, 
the little gangster cowered up 
against the brick wall of a towering 
apartment house. His revolver was 
clutched in a tense white hand. Its 
muzzle pointed at Van’s heart. Be­
hind him Rolph, panting and curs­
ing his excess weight, clambered 
over the fence.

“Don’t come a step nearer,” 
snarled the little man, “or I’ll kill 
you.”

Van eyed him calmly.
“You’re nabbed,” he said quietly. 

“Dead to rights. Drop that gun. 
I’m a crack shot—and if you try 



any funny business I’ll shoot first.” 
The little man cackled.
“You double-crossing rat Louie 

Senton,” he said. “You’re the lous­
iest shot in the mob, and you know 
it. You can’t bluff me. Here it 
comes, rat.”

His finger constricted on the trig­
ger, but even before the catch could 
release the striker, the weapon in 
the hand of the man he had desig­
nated as the lousiest shot in the 
mob, spoke once. Straight and true 
the bullet sped through the air. 
Then it struck the steel of the little 
gangster’s gun, knocking it from his 
hand.

THE man emitted a scream of pain 
as the weapon was wrenched 

from his hand. In another instant 
Rolph'was at his side.

“We better go back to the house,” 
said Van. “We can see if your men 
have found anything else. Besides, 
I’m rather interested in searching 
the body of Conners. We might 
find something of interest.”

With the captured murderer be­
tween them they made their way to 
the street through the apartment 
house and walked around the block 
to Conners’ headquarters. The lit­
tle gangster suddenly looked up. An 
odd grin twisted his lips.

“What am I being arrested for, 
Inspector?” he asked.

Rolph grunted.
“Murder,” he said. “You killed 

Conners, didn’t you?”
The little man’s grin persisted.
“Isn’t there some law about hav­

ing to produce the dead man’s body 
before you can pin a. murder rap on 
a guy?”

“Corpus delicti,” said . Rolph. 
“Why do you want to know?”

The other made no answer, but it 
seemed to Van as they entered the 
house again that his grin had grown 
broader.

Upon questioning his men, it was 
learned by Van and Rolph that 
neither Charters, Winton nor the 
Rajah had been found. Rolph turned 
a worried face to Van.

“We’ve got the jewels,” he said. 
“But they’ve got the Rajah. It’s a 
stalemate.”

“Conners said something about a 
secret passage,” said Van. “I’ll go 
upstairs and go through his clothes. 
There may be some clue to it there.”

Rolph nodded, and Van sped up 
the stairway to the room in which 
he had seen Conners shot. He pulled 
the door open and entered the room. 
Then on the threshold he stopped 
dead, astonishment and apprehen­
sion clutching at his heart.

For the room was empty!

CHAPTER VIII
The Missing Corpse

r | ^HE corpse of Conners which 
I had lain by the window, with 
A its life’s blood draining from 

the ugly wound in his temple, had 
vanished completely. Recovering 
from his surprise, Van hastily 
crossed the room.

On the rug at his feet was a deep 
crimson stain, but no sign of Con­
ners, no clue was visible. Van re­
traced his steps to the hall. There, 
standing at the head of the stairs, 
was a policeman.

“How long have you been here?” 
Van asked.

“The Inspector posted me here 
when he left that room a few min­
utes ago,” said the man.

Van nodded abstractedly, and a 
frown corrugated his brow. If the 
man had been at this post for that 
length of time, it was impossible 
that one of Conners’ minions could 
have carried their leader from the 
room unobserved.

It was equally impossible that the 
corpse could have been smuggled



through the window, for no one had 
come down into the yard behind 
Van. He walked slowly back down 
the stairs where Rolph had gathered 
his prisoners.

“Well,” the inspector greeted him, 
“what now?”

“Take all these men to Head­
quarters,” said Van. “Deposit the 
jewels in a vault at the Second Na­
tional until further orders. We must 
hold them until we find the Rajah.”

The little man who had fired the 
shot at Conners looked up with a 
sneer at the man he still believed 
was the traitorous Louie Senton.

“So,” he said, “and what are you 
going to do with me? Did you find 
Conners’ body?”

SOMETHING clicked in Van’s 
mind as he looked at him. The 

hard-faced gangster seemed positive 
that the body of Conners was not 
going to be found where they had 
left it. In fact, as Van recalled his 
words immediately after his cap­
ture, he had seemed sure of it then. 
Perhaps in this rat of the under­
world he could find the clue to the 
disappearance of Conners’ corpse.

“Take him away,” he said to 
Rolph. “And have him ready for 
questioning tomorrow. There are a 
few things I’d like to ask this gen­
tleman.”

Rolph herded his prisoners to­
gether and loaded them in the patrol 
wagons pulled up at the curb. Van 
left the house, hailed a taxi, and a 
few moments later entered his own 
apartment on Park Avenue, a sorely 
puzzled and extremely disappointed 
young man.

For when he had set out that eve­
ning he had been optimistic and 
hopeful of completing his task at 
once. Disguised as Senton and with 
the address of Conners’ head­
quarters in his pocket, he had ven­
tured there to discover as much as Curved knives flashing, they charged.



he could before he blew the signal 
which brought the police in.

He had firmly believed that he 
could round up the whole gang and 
end the episode of the jewel rob­
bery. But once again it seemed 
Conners had beaten him.

He sat long and late in his fa­
vorite chair. The room was filled 
with hazy smoke from his cigar. His 
brow was corrugated with a dark 
frown.

With his own eyes he had seen 
Conners slain. With his own eyes 
he had seen the death shot fired. 
He had seen the ugly gaping wound 
in the man’s head. Yet the corpse 
had disappeared in less than five 
minutes’ time. Too, the man who 
had done the killing seemed little 
concerned about his capture. He 
appeared to know more than he was 
willing to tell.

True, the net he had woven had 
closed about some of the gang. But 
unfortunately the big fish had swum 
easily through its meshes. The 
Rajah was gone. Hari Singh had 
not been captured. Charters and 
Winton had disappeared as com­
pletely as had the bloody corpse of 
Conners himself.

No, the answer to this problem 
was not as easy as Dick Van Loan 
had thought it was going to be. Ap­
parently there was more to the af­
fair than met the eye. It had 
started merely a jewel robbery. 
True, a robbery of gigantic pro­
portions, but nevertheless a case of 
simple larceny.

BUT now it appeared as if the in­
ternational complications, the 

intrigue of Oriental politics was the 
moving spirit behind the whole 
thing. It was obvious enough that 
Hari Singh was the representative 
of the Indian group who for their 
own reasons wanted the real Rajah 
out of the way. But why the gems 

were being returned to Calcutta, 
why the Prince of Paruana was be­
ing returned to his own country, 
were the obtuse pieces which Van 
could not quite fit into the jig-saw 
of the mystery.

However, Van knew that Conners, 
dead or alive as he might be, had 
by no means won the day. He, and 
his scheming allies were helpless 
without the gems. The Rajah’s 
power could not be broken while he 
possessed that wealth. Of course, 
with the prince in their power they 
could slay him, but for some ob­
scure reason they seemed reluctant 
to do that. It seemed essential to 
their plans that inasmuch as he had 
refused to sign the paper of abdica­
tion, he must return to India.

Dawn thrust her gray fingers 
through the night and the red rim 
of the sun appeared over the east­
ern horizon, when at last the man 
who the world knew as the Phantom 
put the problem temporarily aside 
and went to bed, no nearer a solu­
tion of the problem than he had 
been when he had begun.

CHAPTER IX
Sinister Message

RANK HAVENS, publisher of 
the Clarion and a string of 
newspapers throughout the 

country, sat at his desk, a worried 
frown upon his brow. In his hand 
was a piece of paper with a type­
written message upon it.

Since he had received the missive 
in the noon mail he had read and 
reread it a score of times, though 
as a matter’ of fact it was not ad­
dressed to him. The inscription on 
the envelope had consisted of merely 
two words. The letter had been 
consigned to The Phantom.

Now, Frank Havens was the sin-, 
gle man in the world who knew the 
identity of the masked scourge who



pitted his might against crime. This 
fact was generally known, and this 
was not the first time that he had 
received messages intended for Van 
Loan.

Already Havens had heard the 
story of last night’s affair from In­
spector Rolph. Already he had 
heard how Conners had been shot 
through the head by one of his own 
men, and had then disappeared. And 
this last fact coupled with the sig­
nature of the letter he held in his 
hand accounted for more than fifty 
per cent of the puzzled frown that 
he was wearing.

There were two doors to the office 
in which Havens sat. The entrance 
which faced his desk was used by 
anyone having business with him. 
It was a big door with a large 
frosted glass panel in it. Behind 
him was a smaller portal, narrow 
and inconspicuous, looking rather as 
if it led into a closet than anything 
else.

That door was used by but one 
man. It was the secret entrance 
used by the Phantom when he de­
sired to enter the publisher’s office 
unobserved. And now as Havens 
still stared at the typewritten mes­
sage in his hand the door behind 
nim slowly opened.

The publisher started as he heard 
it close, then he turned around in 
his swivel chair and gazed into the 
clean-cut features of Dick Van Loan.

VAN waved him a greeting, then 
sat down on the other side of 
tils desk

“Well,” he said lightly, “here 1 
am in response to your frantic 
phone call. What’s the matter?”

By way of reply Havens handed 
the letter to him. Van took it and 
read slowly:

To The Phantom:
It would have been better for 

you had you taken the Rafah 
instead of the jewels. He would 
have been more difficult for me 
to recover. As you have al­
ready noticed safes are easy 
for me to open. So easy that 
I’m telling you now that at 
precisely midnight, I shall take 
the jewels back from the vaults 
of the Second National Bank.
1 hope you ivill guard them in 
person, as I have a little score 
to settle with you. I’ll meet you 
tonight at the bank—if you 
have the guts.

Conners.
P. S.—Sometimes it’s better 

to make sure of the corpse be­
fore you go after the killer.

VAN raised his eyebrows and 
tossed the note on the desk. He 

stared quizzically at Havens. The 
publisher regarded him anxiously.

“What do you think?” he asked 
apprehensively.

Van grinned. “I think our friend 
Conners has a sense of humor,” 
he replied.

“Be serious,” said Havens.
“I am serious,” said Van. “A 

crook with a sense of humor is dan­
gerous. It took a sense of humor 
to stage that phoney killing last 
night. I still don’t know how lie 
did it, but he did. Conners is 
brainy—and dangerous. If you ask 
me what I make of this note, I must 
answer frankly that I don’t know.”

“But,” persisted Havens, “if he 
really plans to take the gems from 
the bank, why does he warn us?”

Van considered this for a silent 
moment.

“Well,” he said at last, “there are 
three possible reasons for it. First, 
sheer bravado. Second, he's so 
damned sure that whatever he’s got 
planned will work that he doesn’t 
care if we try to stop him. Third, 
it may be a trap to send me to the 



Second National tonight in order 
that Mr. Conners may plant a bullet 
in my heart.”

“That’s how I figured it,” said 
Havens. “It’s a trap. That’s all. 
Well, all you have to do is keep 
away from the Second National to­
night.”

“On the contrary,” said Dick Van 
Loan with a smile, “that’s one place 
that you couldn’t keep me away 
from. Conners slipped out of my 
hands last night, and I’m overlook­
ing no bets that will put me back 
on his trail.”

“You’re a fool,” said Havens 
sharply, but in his eyes there was 
an expression of deep concern for 
his friend.

Van rose to his feet.
“Sure, I’m a fool,” he said, and 

there was a vague wistfulness in his 
tone. “Any man who doesn’t get 
married and live peacefully in the 
suburbs is a fool. But once upon a 
time I threw all that overboard for 
the privilege of chasing crooks and 
dodging bullets. It’s too late to 
change now.”

Then before the elder man could 
answer, he had slipped quickly 
through the narrow door and was 
gone.

CHAPTER X
The Unseen Hand

T
HE big clock in the marble 
rotunda of the Second Na­
tional Bank ticked away the 
minutes. The hands indicated that 

the time was a little after eleven 
thirty. Despite the lateness of the 
hour, every light in the bank was 
turned on. The Carrara of the 
walls gleamed like sunlit snow be­
neath the rays of the incandescent 
bulbs.

Before a tremendous steel gate 
which led to the vaults stood five 
men. One of them wore a black 

silk mask which covered the upper 
half of his face. One wore the gray 
uniform of a watchman. Two of 
the others were a pair of the most 
resourceful and brilliant plain- 
clothesmen that police headquarters 
could provide. The fifth man, clad 
in immaculate evening clothes, was 
George R. Champion, international 
financier, and president of the See-- 
ond National. Against the Phan­
tom’s wishes he had insisted on 
keeping the vigil with the others.

A tense silence pervaded the ca­
thedral-like atmosphere of the bank. 
True, Champion was inclined to be 
sceptical of the threat to loot his 
vaults. He had already pointed out 
to Van the impregnability of the 
iron and steel which held the Rajah’s 
jewels.

FIRST, the steel grilled gate was 
equipped with a time lock. Back 

of that was a huge vault. It held 
twelve steel locks, and its double 
doors had a total thickness of three 
feet. Behind that veritable fortress 
of metal were the gems of Paruana.

On the face of things, it was in­
conceivable that the barriers which 
guarded the immense treasure could 
be shattered. Even the attitude of 
the policemen who had long since 
learned to expect anything, was one 
of deferential doubt.

Of all the men in that room, Van 
was the only person who did not 
underrate the plans of Conners. He 
realized that judged by any ordi­
nary standard, it would be impos-i 
sible to consummate the robbery at 
midnight. But already he had seen 
two safes whose doors were ripped 
from their hinges by some subtle 
device unknown to him.

Of course, neither of those had 
been the stalwart, massive strong 
boxes that this vault was, but, nev-< 
ertheless, Van stood tense and silent, 
his right hand resting on the re­



volver butt in his pocket, prepared 
to come to grips with whatever the 
redoubtable Conners might bring 
forth.

THE clock ticked on. The minute 
hand slowly climbed upward to­

wards its zenith. Now it was less 
than two inches away from. the 
hour. Instinctively the men became 
more tense as their eyes watched 
the face of the timepiece, as the 
hour at which Conners had threat­
ened to strike drew nearer and 
nearer.

Then suddenly Champion spoke 
nervously.

. “It’s hot in here,” he said. 
“Close.” He turned to the watch­
man. “Open a window, will you?”

Van glanced at the financier. His 
brow was wet with perspiration. 
Despite his scoffing of earlier in the 
evening, he appeared nervous now 
that the time for the scheduled rob­
bery drew near. It was apparent 
that he had given the order to the 
watchman more for the sake of 
speaking, of relieving his nerves, 
rather than out of a desire for air.

The watchman opened a window, 
then returned to his post near the 
others before the steel door. Again 
the ticking of the clock alone broke 
the silence. It seemed as if the 
mechanism of the timepiece ham­
mered out an ominous message—a 
message of danger and death. One 
of the plainclothesmen shifted un­
easily. His fingers sought the pro­
truding handle of his forty-five in 
his belt.

Something inside the clock whir­
red as the mechanism prepared to 
strike the hour. A silvery chime 
ripped into the pregnant silence like 
a shot. The five men stood alert, 
keyed up to abnormal pitch before 
the steel door.

Then before their very eyes a 
miracle happened. A miracle of 

black magic—a miracle spawned by 
the powers of darkness—a miracle 
which defied all the laws of science, 
which by its very impossibility 
struck terror into the hearts of 
those five waiting men.

The steel door moved!
No hand had touched it. No one 

had entered the bank. Every physi­
cal thing was precisely as it had 
been ten seconds before. And yet 
the steel door moved!

It moved outward ever so slight­
ly; moved against the eight steel 
locks that held it in place. The 
locks were pressed hard up against 
the slots that held them. It was as 
if some invisible giant was pushing 
the door from within, pushing 
against that steel, trying desperate­
ly with a superhuman strength to 
break it.

THERE was a sudden sharp crack.
Solid steel snapped in twain, 

clean and swift. Eight stalwart 
metal locks snapped off as if they 
were made of papier mache. The 
steel door swung open. It jerked 
crazily on its hinges. Its locks pro­
truded jaggedly from its side, splin­
tered, snapped off like rotten wood.

And now the last chime of tha 
clock tolling the hour reverberated 
off into space, leaving behind it a 
deafening silence — the appalling 
silence engendered of a terrible in­
tangible fear.

Van’s heart thudded against his 
breast. It was a long time since 
terror had touched him with its icy 
awful hand. Death he did not fear. 
Man he did not fear. But this—this 
intangible black magic happening 
before his eyes flooded him with a 
despairing sense of his own com­
plete impotence.

What could he do? There was no 
foe to fight. The weapon which he 
held in his hand was useless. There 
was on one to use it against. There 



was nothing! For a moment he 
doubted his own sanity. Thought 
perhaps that he was the victim of 
a weird illusion. But a glance at 
the terror stamped countenances of 
his allies convinced him that this 
impossible thing was really happen­
ing.

Champion’s face was deathly pale. 
The watchman cringed up against 
the steel grating and muttered soft­
ly : “God!” And it was not an oath. 
It was a prayer.

The two detectives stared at each 
other. Their guns were in their 
hands. Their eyes were wide, dis­
tended. Their lips were white.

The five of them stared in fearful 
fascination at the huge door of the 
safe which held the jewels of Pa­
ruana. It was performing the same 
incredible feat as had the steel door 
of the vaults. The metal strained 
against the locks. In the center of 
the door the steel buckled and 
bulged..

THEN again came the staccato 
sound of snapped metal, and the 

door swung wide-open. The inner 
door ripped its locks a second later, 
and there, gleaming arrogantly in 
the brilliant light of the chandelier 
were the jewels of Paruana.

But now — now that the jewels 
were exposed, Van sprang to action. 
Perhaps miracles could open safe 
doors, but he still doubted that they 
could lift up gems and transport 
them through space. No, if the 
jewels were to be stolen, this was 
the time that a human agency would 
enter into the affair.

Swiftly he took up his position be­
fore the open door of the safe. His 
revolver was held steadily in his 
hand.

“Stand here with me,” he said to 
the others. “Shoulder to shoulder. 
And if you see or feel anything, 
blaze away.”

The four of them did as he or-, 
dered. Five men stood, shoulders 
touching. Five revolvers were held 
out before them. Five nervous 
fingers touched hair triggers. Five 
men waited, tense and silent for an 
invisible enemy to mow them down.

Then, with the abruptness of a 
tropical sunset, the lights went out. 
The bank was plunged into com­
plete darkness. And still no human 
element had showed itself. No living 
being had entered the building.

VAN’S hand grew tighter on the 
butt of his gun.

“Stand steady,” he said to the 
others in an even voice. “Keep 
touching shoulders. Fire at the first 
suspicious movement, at the first 
sound.”

The five of them stood there in 
the pitch darkness. The clock ticked 
monotonously. In the sable blanket 
that surrounded them Van could 
hear the irregular breathing of the 
others. His eyes strained through 
the darkness, yet he saw nothing.

His ears were keyed up to abnor­
mal pitch, yet he heard nothing 
save the beating of his own heart. 
And then—with a suddenness which 
almost dislocated his wrist, his gun 
was jerked from his hand.

Yet he could have sworn that no 
human hand had touched the 
weapon. He heard it clatter on the 
marble floor. He heard cries of 
alarm from the others. He heard 
the rattle of their weapons on the 
stone as they, too, were disarmed.

Then something biting, acrid, pun-, 
gent, bit into his nostrils; and with 
a bitter sense of failure in his heart 
he knew that they had been de-, 
feated.

“Quick,” he cried. “It’s gas. We 
must get out of here.”

Blindly through the terrible dark-, 
ness the five men, panic stricken, 
raced across the smooth floor of the 



bank. Van dared not use the flash­
light in his pocket. Now for the 
first time he found the darkness 
friendly. It covered their retreat, 
perhaps saved them from a savage 
death.

Now he knew that there was 
someone else in the room. He 
heard a low chuckle behind him. 
The gas grew more dense now as 
he groped his way across the dark 
room. Suddenly he heard one of the 
detectives cry out:

“Here! Over this way. I’ve found 
an open door.”

A RAY of light filtered into the 
room as the plainclothesman 

opened the exit he had stumbled 
upon. Van raced toward the shaft 
of light and as he did so a hail of 
bullets came from the bank’s in­
terior and whizzed over his head. 
He hurled himself through the door­
way, closely followed by the watch­
man and the second detective.

The three of them raced down the 
hallway to the executive offices of 
the bank. Van entered the first 
dbor he saw.

“Call headquarters,” he said. 
“Fast. Get the riot squad out. And 
for God’s sake, hurry.”

One of the detectives put through 
the call. The watchman, panting 
and trembling, said: “Where’s Mr. 
Champion?”

Van glanced up quickly. In the 
excitement of the escape from that 
nauseating poisonous gas, he had 
failed to notice that the financier 
was missing.

“He’s still downstairs,” he said. 
Then his jaws set grimly and the 
old fighting light came into his eyes. 
No matter what nefarious black 
magic Conners had mastered, he 
could not leave a human being down 
there to die helplessly, breathing 
that noxious poison. He started to­
ward the door.

The detective, having completed 
the call to headquarters, looked up 
and said: “Where are you going?”

“To get Champion,” said Van 
grimly.

The detective looked at him 
sharply.

“You’re a fool,” he said. “They’ll 
kill you.”

Van made no answer, but reso­
lutely stepped out into the hall, re­
flecting rather grimly that this was 
the second time he had been called 
a fool in twelve hours. And after 
the manner in which Conners had 
made good his threat to recover the 
jewels, Richard Curtis Van Loan 
was beginning to think that, per­
haps, after all, the epithet was most 
fitting.

CHAPTER XI
Fiendish Power!

C
AUTIOUSLY he opened the 
door leading to the main 
section of the bank. The 

gas bit into his nostrils as he did 
so, but now it seemed fainter than 
before. He was unarmed and not 
unaware of the desperate risk he 
was running. Yet he could not de­
sert Champion, leave him there at 
the mercy of the Conners’ gang.

His eyes strained into the dark­
ness of the room. He could see 
nothing. He could hear no move­
ment. Silently he stepped through 
the door into the room. Holding 
his breath he remained motionless 
for a moment. Then as suddenly 
as they had gone out, the lights 
flashed on again.

Van blinked his eyes to accustom 
himself to the brilliant glare of the 
lights. Swiftly he looked about him, 
ready to close hand to hand with 
the enemy. But he was the only 
living person in the room.

Swirling on the floor were little 
gray clouds of gas, which, being 



heavier than air, had responded to 
the force of gravity. Gas floated craz­
ily about his legs as he cautiously 
approached the swinging door of the 
safe.

He stopped in front of the big 
metal chamber and peered inside. 
As he had expected, it was empty. 
The jewels of Paruana were gone. 
Conners had made good his threat. 
Lying on the floor at his feet were 
five revolvers exactly where they 
had dropped when the invisible hand 
had jerked them from the defenders’ 
hands.

VAN stared dully into the vacuous 
depths of the empty safe, and a 
sensation of utter defeat came over 

him. The sound of a door closing 
gently behind him and a footstep 
jerked him out of his reverie.

He whirled around on his heel, 
ready for battle, but to his relief he 
saw Champion enter the room from 
a small door at the rear.

“Thank God, you’re safe,’’ he said. 
“Where did you go?”

Champion seemed to hesitate for 
a moment, then indicated the door 
through which he had come with his 
thumb.

“I got out through there,” he said. 
“It leads to the basement. I ex­
amined the fuse box. The fuse was 
burned out. I just put in another 
one.”

He stared beyond Van at the 
yawning safe.

“They’re gone, eh?”
Van nodded.
“Yes,” he said gravely. “They’re 

gone, and so are the persons who 
took them. God, Champion, I’ve 
been in some tight places in my 
time. But I never saw anything 
like this. Those steel doors flew 
open as if the devil himself was 
pulling at them. Then the way those 
guns were jerked from our hands 
has me completely baffled.”

The financier shook his head sol­
emnly.

“Please God,” he said, reverently, 
“I never witness a thing like that 
again. It was awful, terrible.”

HE shuddered, and as Dick Van
Loan thought of the things he 

had witnessed that night, he knew 
that he had faced a thing that was 
infinitely worse than death—a teri 
rible evil thing, that was beyond the 
mind of normal man.

If Conners had the power to do 
such things as these, there was no 
limit to the depredations he could 
commit. If he had perfected some 
fiendish machine of science to do 
these things for him he could hold 
the entire world at bay.

There floated through the window 
the clanging of a bell. Brakes 
grated. Feet pounded up the bank’s 
steps, and a moment later a detail 
of police, captained by Rolph, burst 
into the room. The latter took a 
single look at the empty safe, and 
gasped.

“The jewels! They’re gone! How 
—how could it happen under your 
eyes? How—”

He stared in utter bewilderment 
at the masked man who had never 
before failed. His utterly prosaic 
mind failed to comprehend how the 
precious stones could be taken from 
the safe under the watchful eyes of 
the Phantom.

“Yes, how?” repeated Van grimly. 
“If I told you, Rolph, you wouldn’t 
believe me. You’d say that I was 
mad. However, there’s nothing to 
be done here.”

“Good God!” said Rolph. “If the 
jewels have been snatched from un­
der your very nose, I’d say that 
there was nothing to be done at 
all.”

“Yes, there is,” said Van reso-> 
lutely. “There’s one man who per-, 
haps can tell us something.”



“Who?”
“That little rat who took the pot 

shot at Conners last night. I want 
to see him at once.”

“Well,” said Rolph glumly, “you’ll 
things go easy with you if you’ll 
talk.”

never get one of Conners’ men to 
talk. They’re too much afraid of

The Phantom swung his revolver at his assailant ivith all his strength.

what he’ll do to them. But if you 
■want to see him, come along, I’ll 
take you there.”

His name on the police blotter 
was Rossi, and his record was 
by no means as brief as his cogno­
men. Van stood masked in the man’s 
cell, staring at him. Rossi, seated 
on his bunk, a sneer on his face, 
glared back.

“Well,” he said. “I’d like to know: 

what the hell you’re holding me 
for.”

Van ignored this remark.
“Rossi,” he said, “I’ve come here 

for some information. I’ll see that

The little Italian laughed mock­
ingly.

“There’s others — bigger shots 
than you, who’ll see that things are 
mighty tough for me if I do talk,” 
he replied.

“Listen, Rossi,” said Van. “You’re 
in a tough spot and you don’t seem 
to realize it.”

“The hell I am!” said Rossi.
“You can’t pin nothing on me.”



“No?” said Van. “How about a 
murder rap?”

The gangster laughed again.
“Don’t be funny,” he said con­

temptuously. “What murder are you 
talking about?”

“You forget that two competent 
witnesses saw you shoot Conners.”

The gangster remained unmoved.
“You can’t bluff me,” he said. 

“You haven’t even found Conners’ 
body. You can’t even prove he’s 
dead. And I’m not talking.”

“Then,” said Van grimly, “per­
haps I can find a way to make you.”

“Perhaps,” said Rossi, uncon­
vinced. “You find Conners’ corpse 
and then come back and tell me 
about that murder rap.”

“Maybe,” said Van grimly, as he 
stepped toward the door of the cell. 
“Maybe I will find that corpse, 
Rossi.”

HE clanged the door shut and 
locked it. As he walked down 

the cell block he heard the Italian’s 
mocking laughter follow him.

He went at once to Rolph’s office 
and finding the Inspector had step­
ped out for a moment, proceeded to 
make himself at home. He threw 
himself in an upholstered leather 
chair by the desk, and lost himself 
in meditation.

For the moment he was check­
mated, completely and utterly, by 
Conners. The matter was fast get­
ting out of hand. He recalled the 
conversation Conners had had with 
Hari Singh about removing the 
jewels and the Rajah to Calcutta. 
Well, it seemed as if there was noth­
ing to prevent them doing it now.

He sighed wearily and taxed his 
fertile imagination to its utmost. 
Already he knew the police had 
given the alarm. Every departing 
vessel would be closely watched. 
The Coast Guard, too, had its orders. 
But even so, the wits of Conners 

might well prove equal to the task 
of smuggling his loot from the coun- 
try.

Rossi, the sullen little gangster 
who sat in his cell, supremely con- 
fident that the authorities could do 
nothing with him, was the only re- 
maining link which could lead him 
back to the trail.

The immediate problem was to 
make him talk. Van realized full 
well that third degree methods were 
of no avail. Rossi, like all his ilk, 
feared the wrath of the Underworld 
far, far more than he feared a beat­
ing from the police.

Force would not do. Strategy was 
called for most emphatically.

Then of a sudden an idea struck 
him. He sat bolt upright in his 
chair. A smile crossed his face. He 
picked up the phone on the Inspec­
tor’s desk and put through a call to 
the Morgue. He had just completed 
his conversation when Rolph enter­
ed the office.

“Well,” he greeted Van. “Have 
you learned anything?”

Van sprang to his feet.
“Not yet,” he said. “But I think 

something’s going to break in a 
minute. Listen, will you bring Rossi 
personally down to the Morgue in 
twenty minutes?”

Rolph raised his eyebrows.
“The Morgue?” he echoed in as­

tonishment.
Van -was already at the door.
“Yeah,” he said. “The Morgue. 

I want to teach him that there’s 
still a thing or two that he hasn’t 
learned about corpus delicti.”

CHAPTER XII
At the Morgue

ABOUT half an hour later the 
Z-A still puzzled Rolph entered 

X jl the eerie chamber of the 
Morgue. An insipid electric light 
overhead shed a ghastly illumina­



tion over the long coffin shaped 
room whose sides were lined with 
plain marble slabs. Some of them 
were empty. Some were not. Rossi, 
no less puzzled than his escort, 
glanced up at the Inspector.

“What’s the idea?” he asked, and 
Rolph, not knowing, made no reply. 
A masked figure stepped out of the 
shadows and came toward them. 
Rolph looked at him inquiringly, but 
said nothing. More than once he 
had seen what appeared like a weird 
scheme of the Phantom’s evolve into 
something tangible, something that 
brought results.

Van approached the gangster.
“Listen, Rossi,” he said without 

preamble. “A short while ago I 
offered you a break if you’d talk. 
I’m giving you your last chance.”

“You’re crazy,” said the Italian, 
defiantly. “You ain’t got nothing on 
me.”

“Two of us saw: you shoot Con-, 
ners,” said Van. “You can burn 
for that.”

“If you find the body I can burn 
for it,” said Rossi. “But you can’t.”

“The hell I can’t,” said Richard 
Curtis Van Loan. “Look!”

He thrust the gangster toward a 
marble slab which lay in a dim cor-, 
ner of the room. Rolph followed 
his charge. Then the pair of them 
stared wide-eyed at the sight they 
saw.

FOR there, lying on the cold stone, 
was Conners! Conners with a gap­

ing red wound in the center of his 
forehead, his body draped in a swad­
dling sheet. His eyes were dull and 
glassy as they stared cold and un-, 
seeing at the ceiling.

Rossi’s confidence of a moment 
ago fled like the winter snows. He 
turned a terrified face to the masked 
man.

“I didn’t do it,” he jibbered. “I 
didn’t do it. I—”

“We saw you do it,” said Van 
grimly. “The Inspector and myself 
saw you with our own eyes. There’s 
your corpus delicti, Rossi. What 
have you got to say to that?”

THE little gangster was beside
himself with fright. Again he 

stared at the body on the slab as if 
his very eyes were deceiving him. 
But his second examination showed 
him that the stiff and cold corpse 
was undoubtedly that of Conners.

“Honest to God, I didn’t do it,” 
he screamed. “The rod I shot at 
Conners with was loaded with 
blanks. I—”

Van’s heart picked up a beat.
“You’d better talk now, Rossi,” he 

said. “It’s your only hope.”
Rossi seized him by the arm.
“I’ll talk,” he said. “I’ll tell all I 

know. But you got to believe me. 
I didn’t knock off Conners.”

Van signalled to Rolph, and the 
three of them adjourned to the night 
watchman’s office at the rear of the 
death chamber. Van sat the gang­
ster between himself and the amazed 
Rolph.

“Don’t forget, Rossi,” he said. 
“You’ll burn if you don’t answer 
all my questions truthfully. You 
haven’t got a chance. There’s Con­
ners’ body in there. Dead as a door­
nail. Rolph and I saw you commit 
the crime. Now what have you got 
to say. Go ahead. Talk.”

Rossi gulped nervously. His face 
was ashen white. His fingers twined 
about each other as he spoke.

“It was all a frame,” he said. “It 
was Conners’ idea. We had it 
framed that when things got too 
hot, when he was in a tight spot, I 
was to jerk out my rod and let fly 
at him with a blank. He slapped his 
hand to his forehead as he fell. 
When he did that he stuck a flesh 
colored piece of rubber in his head. 
The blood was dye.”



Van nodded and a gleam of satis­
faction came into his keen eyes. 
Rossi continued in tremulous tones.

“I couldn’t have killed him. Some­
one else must have knocked him off. 
He wasn’t dead the other night. It 
was part of the frame that you 
mugs would chase me, leaving Con­
ners lying there on the floor. That 
gave him his. chance to make a get­
away. See?”

“I see,” said Van gravely. “But 
I doubt if a jury will.”

Rossi leaned forward in his chair, 
a piteous appeal was in his eyes.

“But it’s true,” he said desper­
ately. “I didn’t kill him. Oh, my 
God, I—”

“Take it easy,” said Van. “If you 
can answer some other questions 
I’m going to ask, I might be able to 
fix things, Rossi.”

BY this time all Rossi’s mocking 
defiance had left him. In its 

place was abject appeal, desperate 
despair.

“Anything,” he said. “I’ll answer 
anything. But for God’s sake get 
me out of this mess. I—”

“All right,” interrupted Van. “Tell 
me this. How did Conners plan to 
get the jewels and the kidnaped 
Rajah out of this country? Didn’t 
he realize that the police are watch­
ing every boat?”

Rossi hesitated for a moment. 
Then as if he realized that the only 
fear he need now have for the dead 
Conners was the fear of roasting in 
the chair for his murder, he came 
clean.

“Yeah,” he replied. “He figured 
that. That’s why he chartered the 
submarine.”

“The what?”
“The submarine,” said Rossi. “He 

figured that was the only way he 
could get the gang and the stuff 
out of the country without being 
nabbed.”

Now for the first time since the 
interview had begun, Rolph spoke. 
Things were happening entirely too 
fast for his routine mind. He ut­
tered two amazed words. “Good 
heavens!”

BUT Van took no notice of him.
In fact, it seemed that even his 

interest in Rossi had suddenly 
waned. He rose to his feet and 
asked one more question.

“Now tell me, Rossi. If Conners 
had lived, when did he plan to leave 
in the submarine?”

Rossi wrinkled his brow.
“Tonight’s the fifth, isn’t it?”
“Yes.”
“Then it’s at dawn he figured on 

sailing. Six o’clock on the sixth. 
But I guess it’s all over now that 
he got bumped off. But I swear to 
God I didn’t do it.”

Van ignored his desperate dis­
avowal of murder.

“Where is this submarine?” he 
Hslccd

“Dock 16. Brooklyn.”
Van glanced at his wrist watch, 

then turned excitedly to Rolph.
“We’ve got to work fast now. 

There’s no time to lose. I’ll start 
out right away for Dock 16. Get a 
wagon over there as fast as you can. 
We’ve just got time to stop it.”

Rolph blinked.
“Stop what?”
“Conners and his load of loot that 

is sailing for India at dawn. Get 
going, man.”

Both Rolph and Rossi stared at 
him.

“But Conners is dead,” they said 
together.

In the doorway Van suddenly re­
called that he had not yet let the 
Inspector in on his ingenious device 
to open Rossi’s mouth. Breathlessly 
he explained from the threshold.

“Conners isn’t dead,” he said. “The 
chap you saw on that slab is a 



morgue attendant. I made him up 
to look like Conners to put the fear 
of God into Rossi, to make him talk. 
Now hurry. Get a wagon over there 
at once.”

Rolph gasped as he realized the 
trick that had been perpetrated on 
Rossi. The little gangster’s face 
turned suddenly purple. The des­
perate appeal in his eyes evolved to 
savage Sicilian wrath. His tongue 
bit off oaths like machine-gun mis­
siles. But Van Loan had no time 
to stop and listen. He slammed the 
door and raced down the hall, intent 
on reaching the vessel that Conners 
was about to make his escape in.

A taxi whirled him through the 
streets. He buried his masked face 
in the collar of his overcoat and 
sank down low in the seat in order 
to avoid being observed.

The cab tore through the de­
serted streets of the early morning. 
Through the business section, over 
the bridge to the Borough of 
Churches. Near the Brooklyn water­
front the driver accepted a huge tip 
with a grin and deposited his pas­
senger.

IT WAS still dark when Van cau­
tiously made his way into the big 

shed that covered the pier. Outside 
he could hear the faint lapping of 
the water against the piles. Silently 
he stole along the shadowy wall.

Then by straining his eyes through 
the darkness, he made out, at the 
end of the dock, the faint silhouette 
of the conning tower of a subma­
rine.

Voices floated to his ears. He 
melted into the shadows and listened.

From the staccato commands he 
heard from the submarine, he re­
alized that they were about to cast 
off. Men ran down from the con­
ning tower, picked up bulky bundles 
from the dock and bore them aboard. 
Apparently; these were the last min­

ute stores being loaded for the long 
under-sea trip.

Van waited silently. It was fool­
hardy to make a move single-handed 
when he knew it was merely a mat^ 
ter of moments until the police rode 
up. If the vessel showed signs of 
sailing ere the men of Rolph arrived, 
however, his hand would be forced. 
He would be compelled to make a 
move on his own initiative.

HE glanced down at the luminous 
dial of his watch and reflected 

that it was strange that the wagon 
had not yet arrived. Undoubtedly 
Rolph would put the order through 
the precinct nearest to this dock, 
which would easily have enabled the 
police to have arrived here before he 
had himself.

Yet there was no sign of the 
forces of the law. No familiar clang-, 
ing of the patrol wagon’s bell smote 
his ears.

He stirred uneasily in the dark-! 
ness. Once his hand touched the re­
assuring butt of a .38 in his pocket. 
Then of a sudden he heard a voice 
shout from the submarine.

“Make it fast, Knowles. Put in a 
call to Hari Singh. Tell him we’re 
off. Hurry it up. We’re sailing 
the minute you get back.”

Van realized that the time had 
come for action. If the submarine 
was to shove off now, he must 
somehow get aboard. Inexplicably 
Rolph had failed him. Well, now, 
as usual with him, he would have 
to fight alone.

A man clambered down the com­
panionway from the conning tower 
to the dock. He walked rapidly 
along the wooden pier. All was 
dark, and, save for the sound of the 
man’s own footsteps, all was silent, 
ominously silent.

The man called Knowles skirted a 
pile of cargo that lay on the dock, 
and in so doing moved close to the 



wall. Then of a sudden he stopped 
dead and peered into the darkness, 
vaguely aware that something invis­
ible had moved there.

Then something hard and cold 
thrust itself up against his breast. 
A grim voice said: “Put up your 
hands. Don’t move or you will be a 
dead man.”

KNOWLES did not obey the order.
Instead, he seized the muzzle of 

the .38 at his heart and wrenched 
it aside, in a foolhardy gesture. Fool­
hardy, because Van could easily have 
shot him down as he did it.

Two reasons prevented that, how­
ever. First, his own revulsion to 
wanton killing and second the fact 
that he dared not make a noise 
which would alarm the others on the 
submarine.

His left fist shot out in a short 
hook. It took Knowles flush on the 
point of the jaw and the man 
dropped. Hastily Van bent over him 
and dragged him behind the pile of 
cargo. Then from his pocket he 
took a flashlight and turned its yel­
low beam on the prostrate figure be­
fore him.

He breathed a sigh of grateful re­
lief as he saw that the man he had 
knocked out was approximately of 
the same size and build as himself. 
He was pressed for time, and what 
he intended to do could not be done 
as thoroughly as he could desire. 
The similarity of their physical 
characteristics, however, would light­
en his task.

With swift but sure fingers, he 
stripped the unconscious man’s gar­
ments from him and hastily donned 
them. Then taking a water-proof 
package from his pocket, he with­
drew his portable and elaborate 
makeup outfit which he was never 
without.

With the aid of a pocket mirror 
and his flashlight, he deftly touched 

the grease-paint to his face. Small 
bits of wax distended his nostrils. 
Crepe hair and spirit gum made his 
brows more hirsute. And at the 
end of ten minutes’ labor the face 
which had been masked until a few 
moments ago evolved into the face 
of Knowles.

Finding a piece of line on the 
dock, Van bound and gagged 
Knowles. Then, thrusting his make 
up kit and his flashlight into his 
pockets, he turned and headed de­
liberately toward the submarine.

As he reached the end of the dock 
he turned his head in a final des-' 
perate look to see if Rolph’s men 
had yet arrived. Darkness and si­
lence were all that greeted his gaze.

He squared his shoulders. His 
hands reached out and grasped the 
sides of the ladder which led to the 
conning tower. Then with a deep 
breath he started a climb which 
might well end in death.

CHAPTER XHI
One Against Four

AS HE lowered himself into the 
/Ja tower, he saw the familiar

X JL face of Conners standing at 
the side of a man in a blue uniform. 
The gang leader scowled at him.

“You’ve been a hell of a long 
time,” he said.

“Had trouble getting Singh,” said 
Van. “The wire was busy.”

“What did he say?”
“Wished us luck. Said he’d be 

waiting for us.”
His heart was in his throat as he 

made this stab in the dark. He had 
no idea what the arrangements with 
the renegade Indian were, but it 
seemed logical that he would be in 
Calcutta when the slow traveling 
submarine arrived.

The man in the uniform turned 
to Conners.

“All set?”



Conners nodded. “Shoot, skip­
per,” he said. “And may it be a 
successful voyage.”

The skipper picked up a speaking 
tube.

“Cast off,” he said. “Close the 
tower.”

Two men swarmed up the com­
panion way to make loose the lines 
which held the vessel to the dock. 
Van stood there watching the pro­
ceedings with a beating heart. Once 
that conning tower shut he would 
be imprisoned here with Conners 
for a long, long while.

For a moment he contemplated 
drawing his gun and attempting to 
capture the whole gang single hand-; 
ed. But a moment’s thought served 
to show him the foolhardiness of 
that gesture.

He was greatly outnumbered. They 
could easily overpower him, and 
then with the Phantom out of the 
way there was no living man to 
stand between Conners and the re­
alization of his nefarious plans.

THEN, just as the pair of sailors 
re-entered the tower and were 
about to batten the hatch, an ex­

cited voice hailed them from the 
dock.

“Hold it,” said Conners to the 
captain. “What’s that?”

There came the sound of running 
feet.

The voice cried out again. It was 
articulate this time.

“Hold on there! Wait a minute!”
No sign of the alarm-that beat in 

his breast showed on Van’s face. 
Outwardly he was less startled than 
Conners at the hail from the pier, 
but within he was keyed up, alert 
for what might happen.

Perhaps the owner of the voice 
was Knowles, who in some manner 
had broken his bonds. On the other 
hand, perhaps it was Rolph who at 
last had arrived tardily with his 

men. In either case, trouble would 
flame up furiously in a moment.

Casually, he dropped his hand to 
his pocket and his fingers rested on 
the butt of his gun. There was the 
sound of feet on the metal of the 
conning tower. Then a man de­
scended into the chamber beneath.

THEN as Van saw his face he was
as astonished as was Conners who 

stared at the newcomer with stark 
amazement in his eyes.

It was Rossi.
“God,” said Conners. “How did 

you get here?”
Rossi did not answer the question. 

Instead he said excitedly: “Have the 
cops been here?”

Conners frowned, and a vague 
alarm crept into his eyes.

“The cops? No. Why?”
“Then get away at once,” said 

Rossi. “They’ll be heading this way 
any minute. I’ll explain later.”

Conners asked no further ques­
tions at that moment. Realizing 
that speed was more essential than 
information, he waved a signal to 
the skipper. The sailor shouted to 
his men. The conning tower clanged 
down into place.

A bell sounded tinnily through 
the stuffy chamber. The steel fish 
throbbed as her powerful engines 
turned over. Slowly, sluggishly she 
churned through the water.

“Now,” said Conners. “What’s 
the story, Rossi.”

Rossi wiped a perspiring forehead 
with a handkerchief.

“Plenty,” he said laconically. “Did 
you see anything of the Phantom? 
Are you sure he’s not on board?”

“The Phantom?” said Conners, 
“how would he know about this 
boat?”

“I told him,” said Rossi bitterly.
Conners glared at him and the 

little Italian made haste to explain 
his delinquency. While the colloquy 



was going on Van stood calmly at 
one side smoking a cigarette, appar­
ently amused by the recital, yet 
every muscle in his body was 
tensed, ready to move should any­
thing happen.

“So,” Rossi concluded his recital. 
“When we came out of the morgue, 
I shot the works. I slugged Rolph. 
Knocked him cold and scrammed. I 
figured I’d get here before he came 
to and gave the alarm. But the 
Phantom had a five minute start on 
me. It’s funny he never got here.”

Van lighted another cigarette. So, 
he reflected, this, then, was the rea­
son that Rolph had not showed up. 
He decided: that it might be wise 
now to show some concern in the 
matter. .

“If the Phantom had a ten minute 
start,” he observed, “maybe he’s on 
board.”

Conners looked up quickly. .
“You’re right,” he said. “And if 

he is he’ll be damned hard to find. 
He’s a master at disguise. I’ll sus­
pect everyone now.”

FOR a moment there was a tense 
silence broken only by the mo­

notonous throbbing of the turbines.
At last Conners spoke again.
“Let every man, including the 

crew, assemble in the dining saloon, 
With the exception of those who are 
on duty, every one must appear 
there. If the Phantom is aboard, I 
mean to find out before he can do 
any damage. Quick now!”

Ten minutes later, a dozen anx­
ious men set about the long table 
in the saloon. The crew eyed one 
another with puzzled glances. They 
had not the slightest idea what this 
all meant. Further they were in­
clined to be surly at having their 
leisure broken into.

The members of Conners’ gang— 
Winton, Charters, and Rossi were 
frankly nervous. Already they had 

had most convincing evidence of the 
Phantom’s ability to assume the 
character of another, and as Con­
ners himself had said, every man 
was suspected. The gangsters 
glanced at one another, half believ­
ing that any one of the comrades 
whom they had worked with for 
years might prove to be that scourge 
of crime and evil—the Phantom.

Van, playing the role of Knowles 
to the hilt, appeared no less alarmed 
than the others. Shifty eyed he 
glanced surreptitiously at the others, 
as if he, too, suspected them of 
treachery.

Conners stood at the end of the 
table and addressed the gathering.

“There may be an enemy among 
us,” he said slowly. “I’ll admit 
I’m not sure. But I mean to find 
out. Each of you will pass before 
me. In your pockets all of you 
must have some papers—passports, 
licenses, some means of identifica­
tion which contains your personal 
signature. You will show me these 
papers, then you will sign your 
name on another sheet of paper. If 
those signatures coincide, you are 
absolved of suspicion. Perhaps the 
Phantom cannot disguise his hand­
writing as easily as he can disguise 
his features.”

Van restrained the grin that al­
most -eame to his face. For as a 
matter of cold hard fact, the Phan­
tom could do just that. And Con­
ners in devising this plan had de­
feated his own ends.

IN his pockets Van had some 
papers which he had taken from 

Knowles. Undoubtedly, as Conners 
had said, they contained specimens 
of his handwriting. Now if the 
gang leader had called on Van mere­
ly to write Knowles’ name, that 
would have been the end right there.

For Van, never having seen the 
signature of the man he was im-



Rossi’s hand clutched at his throat, and he fell, a gory hulk, to the doorplates.

personating, could not have possibly 
passed the test. For undoubtedly 
Conners was familiar with Knowles’ 
handwriting.

But now, now that Conners had 
instructed each of them to first pro­
duce a paper that already had a sig­
nature upon it as a means to check 
up, it would give Van an oppor­
tunity to study the graphology of 
Knowles.

As the crew was filing past Con­
ners submitting to his test, Van 
withdrew the documents that he had 
taken from his victim on the dock. 

■ By the time his own turn had 
come he had thoroughly familiarized 
himself with Knowles’ signature. 
With a steady and confident hand, 
he scrawled the man’s name on the 
paper which Conners held out to 
him.

At last every one in the room 
had performed the routine. Conners 

stood at the end of the table, a wor-, 
ried expression in his eyes. He 
shook his head.

“We’ve proved nothing,” he said. 
“Everything seems in order.”

Winton leaped at the hope.
“Perhaps he didn’t get here in 

time to get aboard,” he suggested.
Rossi frowned.
“He left ahead of me,” he ob­

served. “And I had time to get 
here.”

Conners’ hand was in his pocket. 
He faced the men before him 
as he fingered the butt of his re-, 
volver. His face was anxious, wor-, 
ried. Van watched him keenly. Ap­
parently he was safe for the time 
being. At least until such time as 
Conners thought up a better plan 
for testing the identity of his men.

Suddenly there rang out a shout 
from the control room. Conners 
sprang from his place at the table’s 



head and ran from the room. His 
comrades followed. Van brought up 
in the rear.

In the control room, the captain 
of the submarine stood staring 
through his periscope.

“Coast Guard cutter off the port 
bow,” he announced. “She’s sig­
naling for us to stop.”

“Submerge,” said Conners.
“I’ve already given the order,” 

replied the skipper. “But she’s sig­
nalling that she’ll fire on us if we 
don’t stop.”

Van said nothing. He stood there 
and watched the tableau in silence. 
He knew full well that the entire 
coast guard had been warned to 
watch out for any suspicious craft, 
in order to prevent the stolen jewels 
from leaving the country. Perhaps, 
now, this vessel might capture the 
submarine.

A vibration swept across the sub­
marine. For a moment there was 
a break in the smooth throbbing 
chant of the turbines. The sub­
marine jerked convulsively in the 
sea. “What’s that?” said Winton, his 
face pale, anxious.

“She’s fired across our bows to 
stop us,” said the captain. “She’ll 
sink us if we’re not careful.”

THERE was an instant’s silence.
Then Conners snapped out sud­

denly: “You’ve got torpedoes aboard. 
Haven’t you?”

The captain nodded.
“Then what the hell are you wait­

ing for?” asked Conners. “Sink her 
first.”

For an instant the skipper re­
moved his eyes from the periscope 
and stared at Conners. The latter 
fingered his gun suggestively.

“Well, what are you waiting 
for?” he demanded. “Sink her, or 
we’ll all be at the bottom of the 
ocean.”

The skipper glanced from the 

grim face of the gangster to the 
gun in his hand. Then he picked up 
a speaking tube; at his side.

“Stand by the port torpedo tube,” 
he ordered.

With his eyes glued again to the 
periscope, and one hand on the tele­
graph, he deftly maneuvered the 
craft around in position to sink the 
cutter. Again the submarine 
trembled violently as a second shot 
from the cutter plowed up the water 
by her stern.

The undersea craft was now sub­
merging as fast as she possibly 
could, and at the same time she was 
swinging into position to deliver her 
treacherous death blow at the cutter.

DICK VAN LOAN watched the 
scene with apprehensive eyes. 

Even to preserve his own secret, 
even though it might mean a brutal 
and immediate death, he could not 
stand supinely by and see the Coast 
Guard vessel sunk wantonly.

For a while he did not move. He 
muttered a silent prayer that the 
vessel above would maneuver out of 
the way before the torpedo tube 
could be ranged for a fair shot.

Then he heard the skipper’s ex­
clamation of triumph, and he knew 
that if he did not act now it would 
be too late. The captain’s hand 
grasped the telegraph. He picked 
up the speaking tube again. He 
opened his mouth to give the order 
which would shatter the steel of the 
craft above them, which would send 
a score of gallant men to their 
deaths.

But he never issued that order.
Before anyone in that chamber 

could divine his intention, Van 
sprang across the room. He 
snatched the tube from the captain’s 
hand.

“Unload that torpedo,” he shouted 
into its mouth. He thrust the skip­
per aside.



The submarine plunged deeper 
and deeper into the depths of the 
ocean. Van realized that this single 
moment’s delay that he had achieved 
would save the Government vessel. 
By now the range was gone.

Conners recovered from his as­
tonishment at the sight of Knowles 
daring to countermand his orders. 
Of a sudden the true explanation 
came to him.

“Get him,” he cried. “That’s not 
Knowles. That’s the Phantom!”

The four gangsters closed in on 
Van. Swiftly he jerked his re­
volver from his pocket and stood 
his ground.

“A step nearer and you die,” he 
said grimly.

For a moment they hesitated. 
Then, Rossi, still stinging with 
anger over the trick Van had per­
petrated upon him earlier in the 
evening, lost his temper at the ex­
pense of his reason; lost his temper 
and then—lost his life.

“Charge him,” he roared. “We’re 
four to one. Don’t let him bluff 
you.” Even as he spoke his right 
hand dove for his gun. It came from 
his pocket spitting steel and flame. 
Two jagged streaks of fire punctu­
ated the atmosphere. Two clang­
ing reverberations sounded as the 
bullets roared over Van’s head and 
ricocheted off the steel bulkhead.

HIS own finger pressed the 
trigger of his .38, and his aim 

was truer than that of the enraged 
Rossi. Rossi staggered forward. 
His hand clutched at his throat, 
then became stained crimson with 
his own blood. He fell a gory hulk 
to the floorplates.

But he had not died in vain.
During the interchange of shots 

between their comrade and the 
Phantom the other three had 
achieved a flank movement on Van. 
Now while Conners stood before 

him, Charters and Winton were at 
his sides. It was impossible to 
cover them all with his weapon. He 
trained it on Conners.

“Call your dogs off, Conners,” he 
ordered. “Or you’re a dead man.”

For a moment Conners hesitated, 
as if about to comply reluctantly 
with Van’s request. Then before he 
could make a reply, both Winton 
and Charters leaped at the Phan­
tom simultaneously. From the cor­
ners of his eyes Van saw them com­
ing. But there was little he could 
do to withstand the onslaught.

The muzzle of his weapon cracked 
downward, striking Winton on the 
side of the head, knocking him back­
wards. But at that same moment 
Charters’ unwieldy body hurled it­
self upon the impostor. Despite his 
effort to remain on his feet, Van 
went down, Charters on top of him.

By now Conners was in the fray. 
He dropped to the floor at the side 
of the struggling pair and wrenched 
the revolver from Van’s hand. Cov­
ering him, he spoke to Charters.

“All right. Let him up. I’ve got 
him covered.”

Charters panting heavily disen­
gaged himself from Van’s grip and 
rose to his feet. Despite a fast 
swelling black eye, he wore a grin.

“I hope you’ll listen to me this 
time, Conners,” he said. “I’ll kill 
him now and then we don’t have to 
worry any more about the Phan­
tom.”

Van stood up. He was silent and 
grim as his eyes met those of Con­
ners, as he waited to hear the sen­
tence of death passed upon him.

CHAPTER XIV
A Living Torpedo

F
OR A long moment Conners 
hesitated. Charters reached 
for his gun. Winton, coming 
out of the daze engendered by the 



knock oil his head, stared at Van 
with savage hatred.

“I’m in on this, too,” he said with 
a harsh laugh. “I owe him some­
thing, too, Charters.”

Van stood between them. Between 
two guns that thirsted for his life’s 
blood. Murder shone from the eyes 
of both men. Then, when it seemed 
to him that his next struggle would 
be in the arms of death himself, 
Conners spoke.

“No,” he granted the reprieve. 
“We better keep him for the big 
shot. He might be able to use him.”

“Don’t be a fool,” said Charters. 
"He’s dangerous as long as he’s 
alive.”

“Put him in the room with his 
nibs,” said Conners. “He won’t be 
dangerous there. My God, he can’t 
escape from a submarine in the 
open sea, and we’ve got a long trip 
ahead before we get to Calcutta. 
The big shot’s gone by boat. He’ll 
be there before us. Let him decide 
what to do with him.”

Charters reluctantly pocketed his 
gun. He seized Van roughly by the 
collar.

“Come on,” he said.

THE pair of them left the room, 
stepping carefully over the pros­

trate figure of Rossi, who had es­
caped a prison cell only to meet a 
more drastic fate.

For days they had lain there. Side 
by side, the white man and the 
brown.

Cruel cords cut into the wrists and 
ankles. Choking gags desiccated the 
saliva in their mouths. The only 
moment of relief they had was at 
meal time.

Then their gags were removed. 
Their bonds were loosed; but al­
ways a guard sat with them while 
they ate, forbidding conversation. 
Then once more they were trussed 
up and left to lie uncomfortably 

upon the steel deck of the vibrating 
submarine.

Yet Van had counted the days as 
they passed. Counted them delib­
erately. It was the only way he 
could keep track of time. And now 
he estimated that the submarine 
must almost be at its destination. 
Little good that conclusion brought 
him however.

Little good an even more im­
portant fact which he had learned 
would do him, unless Fate herself 
should take a hand and offer him 
some opportunity of escape.

THOUGH they had bound him, 
though they had tied him up, 
they had not stopped his ears. He 

had overheard Conners telling his 
men of the rendezvous they had 
with the mysterious guiding spirit 
of this venture in Calcutta. And 
Van had committed that address to 
memory. Though, after days and 
days of this monotonous incarcera­
tion, it became more and more 
doubtful that he would ever be able 
to cash in on that knowledge.

The Rajah of Paruana who lay 
at his side wore an expression of 
utter and abject despair in his eyes. 
From time to time he shot a mute 
glance of appeal and misery at his 
companion in hardship. Yet no word 
had been passed between them. Con-, 
ners and his men had seen to that. 
And then, at the propitious time, 
like a bolt from heaven itself, came 
opportunity.

They had just partaken of dinner. 
On Van’s mental figures, he had es­
timated that if the submarine was 
capable of normal speed they should 
arrive at their destination within 
the next forty-eight hours at the 
most. Though it seemed more prob­
able that twenty-four would see the 
end of this terrible trip.

Winton had taken his turn sitting 
guard over the prisoners as they 



ate. And now that one of the crew 
had come and removed the dishes, 
the gangster proceeded to the busi­
ness of tying them up once more.

Now, whether or not'Winton, too, 
was being affected by the long dull 
monotony of the trip, whether he 
merely was in a hurry to return to 
the interminable game of cribbage 
that he played with Charters, Van 
never knew. But the fact remained 
that after the door of their cell 
clanged upon them, Van made the 
startling discovery that the bonds 
on his wrists were tied so loosely 
that he had a certain amount of 
play there.

He used this advantage to- the 
full, and after some hours’ manipu­
lation the bonds were hanging loose 
on his wrists. Swiftly he ripped 
the gag from his mouth, untied his 
ankles, and then proceeded to per­
form the same services for the 
Rajah.

BUT the brown man did not seem 
particularly elated at the fact 

of his freedom.
“What can we do?” he asked “We 

are many feet under water. We 
cannot escape. They will kill us.”

Van grinned. “They won’t kill us 
that easily,” he said. “Anyway, 
they’re saving us to be killed by 
some special master mind in Cal­
cutta. Now, you listen to me. We’ve 
got a fighting chance.”

His spirit fired the Rajah with 
slightly more enthusiasm.

“In a few minutes,” exclaimed 
Van, “I’m going to get them to open 
that door on some pretext. I’ll over­
power whoever opens it. Then you 
follow me. We’ll make a dash for 
the torpedo room. Once there, we’ll 
close and batten the bulkhead be­
hind us. That’ll hold them off for 
at least half an hour, and we don’t 
need that long.”

The Rajah regarded him with be­

wilderment stamped on his features.
“But what then?” he inquired in 

his precise Oxford accent. “What 
can we do in the torpedo room?”

“■Just one thing,” replied Van. 
“You’re going to shoot me out 
through the tube.”

The Rajah’s bewilderment rapidly 
grew to stark surprise.

BUT you’ll get killed,” he expostu­
lated. “It’s four to one against 

anyone who takes that risk.”
“Perhaps,” said Van grimly. “But 

it’s a thousand to nothing if I stay 
here. No, you shoot me from the 
tube, I’ll Snow you how to manipu­
late it. Then with me on the out­
side, we can perhaps accomplish 
something.”

He walked across the narrow 
room and kicked hard upon the door. 
That had become the accepted sig­
nal when the prisoners wanted any­
thing. A few moments later, a key 
turned in the lock and Winton en­
tered.

As the gangster opened the door 
he never knew exactly what hap­
pened to him. A hundred and 
eighty pounds of something fell on 
him. A savagely swung fist trav­
eled through the air and landed at 
the point of his jaw. Winton 
slumped forward and fell on his 
face.

“Come on,” cried Van to the In­
dian. And the pair of them raced 
from their prison into the corridor of 
the vessel. From behind them they 
heard Charters’ voice.

“Look! They’re out of the cell!”
Excited voices took up the cry, 

but still the two prisoners charged 
madly toward the bow of the vessel 
toward the torpedo room. Now from 
the real* came the sound of a re­
volver shot, and before them at the 
entrance to the chamber for which 
they were headed, one of the crew 
stood, ready; to repel them.



Three more shots reverberated 
through the corridor and clanged 
off the steel of her sides. The sea­
man at the bulkhead swung his fists 
viciously as they approached. Van 
ducked, jabbed quickly with his left 
and followed up with a prodigious 
blow of his right hand.

They sprang across the fallen 
body of the sailor, entered the room 
and clanged the bulkhead dooi' into 
place, dropping its bars just as the 
pursuers came up on the outside of 
the corridor.

Excited voices preceded a terrific 
pounding on the door with some 
heavy instrument. Hastily Van ex­
plained the workings of the torpedo 
tube to the ..Indian.

Then, taking a deep breath which 
he realized might well be his last, 
he climbed into the torpedo cham­
ber. The Rajah clanged the door 
shut behind him.

For a few seconds that seemed an 
eternity, he waited, huddled up in 
the darkness of the steel chamber 
waiting for the compressed air blast 
which would send him plunging to 
the surface of the water. He held 
himself tensely, retaining the breath 
in his lungs.

HE knew that in order to rise he 
must ride through the sea in 

the center of the air bubble which 
would surround him. If he broke 
through his prison of oxygen, the 
pressure would kill him. His task 
would be easier if the submarine was 
not submerged to a great extent. But 
that knowledge was something he did 
not possess.

Something sped up from the rear 
of the chamber and struck his body 
with terrific force. He shot forward 
with terrific momentum. The outer 
valve of the chamber opened. His 
body vibrated with the shock as he 
shot from the vessel into the sea.

Madly, like a disembodied wraith, 

embarked on some metaphysical 
journey, he catapulted through the 
water in his strange vehicle of air. ' 
Then like a porpoise he shot out of 
the water, through into the air.

He fell back with a splash. For 
a moment he trod water while he 
regained his breath, then with long 
powerful strokes he began to swim.

Off to the east he saw a myriad 
of flickering lights, and he 
breathed a silent prayer of thanks 
that he had rightly estimated that - 
the submarine had almost reached 
its destination. Overhead the stars 
twinkled eerily. There was no moon, 
and the sable of the tropical eve­
ning formed an effective screen 
should the submarine come to the 
surface and search for him.

Tirelessly he swam ahead toWard 
the coral strand that was India’s 
shore.

CHAPTER XV
The Purchase

I
T WAS not yet dawn when Van 
Loan arrived at the address he 
had heard Conners mention as 

the gang’s meeting place in Cal­
cutta. Located on a narrow, filthy 
street, the building nevertheless had 
an appearance of luxury. It was a 
huge palace built in the oriental 
manner of architecture.

Standing near the iron gate to the 
courtyard was an abject native 
leaning against the wall. He was 
an incongruous figure in the de­
serted street. Van approached him.

“Ah,” he said in dialect. “And 
why do you wait here so early, my 
brother?”

Somehow the native did not evince 
surprise at this white man who 
came up at this hour and conversed 
so freely in Hindustani.

“Fam but a poor man,” he re­
sponded. “A poor man whose only 
asset is the faith my masters have 



in me. I come to be servant to the 
great sahib who lives within. I 
come recommended from a friend of 
his. I come early to impress my 
new master with my virtues. But, 
alas, I cannot enter until the sun 
rises. Hence, I wait.”

Van’s eyes narrowed. It had been 
his intention to gather the police 
to help him enter this house. But 
if he could so contrive it that he 
might yet play a lone hand, so much 
the better. If he could gain en­
trance single-handed and spy on the 
plotters, he would learn infinitely 
more than the police could, in hours 
of grilling.

“So,” he said softly. “And do 
you know the great sahib who lives 
here? Has he ever seen you? Does 
he know you come?”

“He knows I come,” said the na­
tive. “But he does not know me, 
save by my credentials when I pre­
sent them.”

“It is well,” said Van. “And would 
you sell those credentials ?”

The native regarded him with a 
new interest.

“That which is sold must have its 
price,” he quoted.

“True,” said Van. And at that 
moment it occurred to him that he 
had no money.

SWIFTLY he took an emerald 
ring from his finger, and handed 

it to the native.
“Is this sufficient price?” he asked.
The native examined it with wide 

eyes. Like all Orientals, he well 
knew the value of precious stones. 
He did not answer directly. Instead 
he took some papers from his pocket 
and handed them to Van.

“The price is sufficient,” he said, 
then he slunk off into the darkness, 
Leaving the Phantom in possession 
of the papers which would gain him 
entrance into the house of the.-con­
spirators.

Van walked briskly up the street. 
Before the sun pulled itself labori­
ously over the eastern horizon he 
had work to do. First, he must 
barter some more of his personal 
property for native clothes, and, 
then, too, he must disguise himself 
as the sort of person who would go 
with those clothes. Withal, he must 
do both these things swiftly.

CHAPTER XVI
Beware I

T
HE room was large. Huge 
marble columns ran smooth 
and slender from floor to 
ceiling. The woodwork was of eb­

ony. Ivory images were skillfully 
worked into the paneling. Despite its 
splendor, the chamber was sparsely 
furnished.

A few dignified chairs were placed 
at intervals near the walls, and at 
the far end of the room, the floor 
raised itself, forming a dais. On 
this dais stood an ebony table. Be­
hind it sat a man.

What manner of man it was could 
not be said. Even the servants of 
the place had never gazed upon his 
face. He was dressed in a long 
black robe, and over his features 
fell a white hood which, save for 
the piercing eyes that stared through 
two slits in his mask, entirely ob­
scured his physiognomy.

The man behind the table seemed 
impatient. His index finger drum­
med nervously on the top of the 
table, and had his hood been re­
moved a frown would have been 
seen upon his brows. At last a dis­
creet tap on the door at the far end 
of the room roused him from his 
abstraction.

“Enter,” he cried in Hindustani.
The door swung slowly open, and 

a turbaned servant entered. Ap­
proaching the dais, he bowed low.

“Sahib,” he said in his native 



tongue, “Hari Singh awaits with­
out. There is a white man with 
him.”

The eyes gleaming through the 
hood sparkled for a moment. Their 
owner said: “Send them in.”

The servant salaamed and quitted 
the room. An instant later, flanked 
by two laden bearers, Hari Singh 
and Conners entered the room. Def­
erentially they approached the ebony 
table.

“Well,” snapped the man at the 
table, “is the work done?”

Hari Singh bowed low.
“It is done, Sahib,” he said. 

“Done well and completely. There 
remains little now save the consum­
mation of our plans.”

“The jewels?” said the hooded 
figure.

Hari Singh indicated the bearers.
“They are here.”
“And the Rajah?”
“He is outside held by Sahib Con­

ners’ men.”

FOR a second those gleaming rest­
less eyes seemed satisfied. Then 
they clouded as if he had remem­

bered something more.
“And the Phantom,” he said this 

time in English, “what of him?”
Both Singh and Conners regis­

tered surprise. The Indian was far 
too awed by the hooded figure to 
speak what was in his mind, but 
the democratic Conners had no such 
scruples.

"How do you know about the 
Phantom?” he asked. “How do you 
know that we’d been bothered by 
him?”

The featureless white hood leaned 
across the desk. He spoke again in 
English.

“I know everything, Mr. Conners,” 
he said quietly. “When I am gam­
bling for an empire I overlook noth­
ing. 'It shall be well if you'remem­
ber that in your dealings with me.”

He sat back again. Then re­
peated his former question.

“Now, what of the Phantom?”

HE is dead,” said Hari Singh with 
a swift glance at Conners. Ap­

parently he preferred his master to 
think that than to suspect that per­
haps his men had failed. Conners 
picked up the cue. He said nothing.

“That is good,” said the man at 
the table. “Now let me see the 
jewels.”

Conners made a sign to the bear­
ers. They placed a heavy chest down 
on the floor at the foot of the dais. 
Conners took a key from his pocket. 
The servant who had admitted them 
to the room stood close by. He 
raised his eyes inquiringly to those 
of the masked figure.

“Yes, Iraq,” said the man. “Open 
it.”

Iraq took the key from Conners, 
thrust it in the lock, and flung open 
the heavy lid of the chest. Half a 
dozen pairs of avid eyes stared at 
the glittering array, a king’s ransom 
in jewels that gleamed there in the 
box.

Then the hooded man spoke again.
“What’s that? That paper near 

the big diamond?”
Hari Singh stooped down over the 

chest. He picked up the small flut­
tering piece of paper that laid where 
those keen eyes had seen it from 
beneath the hood. Singh glanced at 
it hastily. On it were written some 
words in English. Six words, to be 
exact. But six words that struck 
terror in Hari Singh’s heart. That 
dilated his eyes, and sent his heart 
to beating. That tied his tongue 
and froze the words of alarm that 
he would have uttered.

“What is it?” said the voice from 
the table. “Read it to me.”

But Hari Singh stood immobile. 
The brown fingers w’hich held the 
paper trembled as he stood there.



Conners leaned over his shoulder. 
His eyes scanned the words writ­
ten there. An oath escaped his lips. 
He read aloud.

I still live. Beware!
The Phantom.

The eyes behind the table smol­
dered with a terrible wrath. They 
fixed themselves on the panic- 
stricken Singh.

“Dog,” said an awful voice. “You 
dare lie to me! The Phantom lives. 
Why do you tell me he is dead?”

Conners, seeing that the Indian 
was still beyond speech, answered.

“Well,” he said, “he disappeared 
anyway. He was on the submarine 
with us. We captured him. Then 
he disappeared. We searched the 
vessel from stem to stern, and he 
never turned up. He must have slid 
overboard.”

“Overboard,” said the masked 
man mockingly. “Apparently he’s 
in Calcutta.”

“He can’t be,” said Conners. 
“Why—”

“Then how do you. explain that 
note?”

CONNERS frowned. In the ex­
citement he had overlooked that 

point. The hooded man pressed him.
“Who had the key to that chest?” 
“I did,” said Conners weakly.
“You had the only key?”
Conners nodded. The eyes in back 

of the hood grew grim.
“Then you have a lot of explain­

ing to do, Mr. Conners. How do 
you account for this note in a chest 
to which you had the only key. 
What proof do you offer me that 
you are not a spy? Indeed, how do 
I know that you are not the Phan­
tom?”

But by now Conners had recov­
ered from his bewilderment. Anger 
gave him courage.

“What’s it to me what you 

think?” he said wrathfully. “My 
job was to deliver the jewels and 
the Rajah in Calcutta. For that 
I’m to get half a million pounds. 
I’ve done my job and I want my 
money. I don’t have to give you 
any explanations, and you don’t 
frighten me with your mask and 
phoney layout, no mater who the 
hell you are.”

Hari Singh at his side gasped at 
these words. He knew that masked 
figure much better than the white 
man and he had seen men tortured 
until they had cried out for death, 
for less an offense than Conners had 
committed.

The man in the white hood glared 
at the white man. His eyes held 
murder and death.

“Conners,” he said, “you dare 
much. You know not my power.”

“The hell with your power,” cried 
Conners. “Give me my money and 
let me go.”

THE voice of the man behind the 
table became very soft, cajoling.

“Come here,” he said quietly.
“You shall get your money.”

Conners took -a step forward, 
nearer the dais. The low voice con­
tinued :

“But before you get your money 
you must be taught a lesson. You 
must be taught that to defy me is 
to suffer. To—”

There was something dire in that 
voice. Something evil and threat­
ening that at last permeated Con­
ners’ senses. He was suddenly 
aware of danger. Vague and intan­
gible—yet perilous. In a swift panic 
of fear that he scarcely understood 
himself, his hand flashed down to 
his hip.

It jerked upward again holding a 
.44 which was leveled at the white 
hood.

“None of your tricks now,” he 
cried. “Pay me, and I’ll get out.



Try anything funny with me, and 
you’ll get a load of lead through 
that mask.”

“You are a fool,” said the man in 
the mask, “and for that also you 
shall be taught a lesson.”

A faint, almost imperceptible, 
click sounded in the room. The 
floor’ beneath Conners’ feet dropped 
like a gallows trap. What had been 
solid shining mahogany was sud­
denly a gaping black void. The 
white man stumbled forward. His 
gun fell from his grasp as his arms 
shot upward in a desperate en­
deavor to save himself. Then he 
shot through space. Down, down, 
into the darkness below.

Hari Singh shuddered as he dis­
appeared. The native servants stood 
blandly silent. The vagaries of 
their master were not new to them. 
From the opening in the floor there 
came a horrible scream of terror, 
that echoed ominously through the 
room like a banshee’s wail.

CHAPTER XVII
Torture

T
HE masked man chuckled. 
Then from below Conners’ 
inarticulate shriek evolved to 
speech.

“For God’s sake take me out of 
here! What is this thing? God, it’s 
coming close to me. It’s—”

The relentless voice from behind 
the hood broke in.

“Have you learned your lesson, 
Mr. Conners?”

“Yes,” shrieked the white man. 
“Anything. I’ll do anything. Only 
get me out of here.”

The robed figure picked up a 
small hand phone from the desk. 
He spoke rapidly into the mouth­
piece in Hindustani. The shrieks 
from below ceased. The floor slowly 
moved upward into place, and a mo­
ment later, Conners was led through 

the rear door, supported by a tur­
baned servant.

Once again the white man stood 
before the dais. But now his de­
meanor was entirely changed. No 
longei’ did his cocky confidence per­
meate his bearing. No longer did 
defiance shine from his eyes. He 
was abject, afraid. He cringed be­
fore the hood. His teeth chattered. 
And his face was white, ashen.

“God,” he said in a tremulous 
voice. “What was it? I saw two 
great eyes in the darkness. I heard 
the scraping of something on the 
floor. Something hairy touched me. 
Some—”

“It was a spider. Mr. Conners,” a 
suave voice assured him. “A most 
unusual spider. And not a poison­
ous one at that. Nevertheless, one 
to be feared. It is a huge Sind 
spider. These are prehistoric ani­
mals which fortunately have been 
preserved and bred down to the 
present day by some few ancient 
families. It is an excellent creature. 
It crushes men to death, and then 
devours them. Fortunately for you, 
it had been fed recently. It is slug­
gish after eating. I keep it as my 
private executioner. It sheds less 
blood than a bullet. It also dis­
poses of a corpse.”

Conners shuddered at the cold­
bloodedness of the fiend before him. 
The relentless mercilessness of the 
hooded man who let nothing stand 
in the way of his ambitions.

“All right,” said Conners. “I’m 
sorry I flew off the handle. But if 
it’s just the same to you, I’d like 
my money.”

THE covered eyes regarded him 
speculatively.

“You’ll get your money. But not 
at this moment. First, you must 
stay until I am assured that you are 
not in league with the Phantom. 
Second, I am short of white men. I 



need them to officer the native troop 
that I shall use shortly.”

Conners started to protest, but 
the other cut him short.

“In the meantime,” he said, “let 
,us examine the Rajah. Now that 
we have the jewels, we only need a 
little information from him in order 
to complete our plans.”

Hari Singh -walked to the outer 
door. A moment later he returned 
escorting Charters and Winton, who 
between them dragged a handcuffed 
man into the room. They stopped 
with him before the table and the 
proud eyes of the Rajah of Paru­
ana gazed steadily into the cold, 
cruel black slits in the hood.

“Prince/’ said the voice, “I desire 
to learn something from you.”

THE Rajah, with the blood of the 
proudest clan in India in his 

veins, smiled defiantly.
“You shall learn nothing from 

me,” he said. “I understand your 
plans only too well, though at first 
I did not know what was behind all 
this. You have the jewels, true. But 
that other thing you shall never 
have. You shall never find.”

Hari Singh stepped forward.
“Don’t be a fool,” he said in their 

native tongue. “You can achieve 
nothing but death. Tell him what 
he must know and go your way in 
peace.”

The Rajah turned and glared at 
Singh.

“No, my perfidious step-brother,” 
he said in stinging accents. “You 
are the jackal who this time shall 
follow a disappointed lion. I say 
nothing.”

The hooded man signaled to the 
servants.

“Bring the table,” he said. “The 
table and a knife.”

A moment later a long table was 
set up before the dais. The servant, 
Iraq, handed his master a long cruel 

knife. Its blade curved sharply as 
if in horror at the things it had wit­
nessed.

And now for the first time during 
this audience, the hooded man stood 
up. He stepped down from the dais.

“Seize him,” he said. “Tie him.”
Iraq and another flung the help­

less Rajah on the table and bound 
him. The robed figure bent over 
him, holding the gleaming blade of 
his knife over his breast.

“Shall you talk? Shall you tell me 
where is this thing I desire?”

“No,” said the Rajah of Paruana.
The hand that held the knife 

moved closer to the helpless man’s 
breast. The blade pricked the skin 
at his throat. It bit into the flesh, 
and moved slowly toward the jugu­
lar.

The Rajah’s hands gripped the 
side of the table in a terrible grip. 
His eyes were distended, staring 
agonizingly at the ceiling. The mus­
cles of his face were tensed and set. 
Hari Singh averted his head. And 
Conners, the white man who in his 
own country was considered hard 
and cold, shuddered as he watched 
the relentless purpose in those glit­
tering eyes, as he saw the desperate 
purpose in that steady hand that 
wielded the blade.

“Shall you talk?” asked the voice 
again.

The Rajah shook his head. His 
suffering had put him beyond 
words now.

Again that blade—crimson dulled 
its brightness now—descended to its 
horrible work. Again it pierced the 
flesh and moved, flaying alive the 
man who lay beneath it.

Then of a sudden the Rajah’s 
eyes closed. His fingers lost their 
tenseness. He fainted.

The knife was lifted clear of his 
body. The man in the mask spoke 
as casually as if he were discussing 
the weather.



“We shall postpone these opera­
tions until he recovers conscious­
ness,” he announced. “You gentle­
men can be served luncheon off the 
corridor. I shall eat alone. Iraq, re­
vive the Rajah. Give him water.”

He strode from the room; and 
the horrified hushed group who re­
mained silently made their way out 
of the room. A little refreshment 
would not be amiss now, to soothe 
their broken nerves.

Iraq, the servant, glided softly 
across the floor on his bare feet. 
With one hand he lifted the Rajah’s 
head. With the other he poured a 
cool draught of water down the suf­
fering man’s parched throat. The 
Indian stirred uneasily.

Iraq cast a swift glance about the 
room. No one was there save him­
self and the prostrate man. Then 
after emptying the contents of the 
glass at the other’s lips, he moved 
noiselessly from the chamber, leav­
ing the bound prince to solitude.

SOME few minutes later the Rajah 
stirred again. Now his eyelids 

fluttered, then opened and stared 
once more at the ceiling. He moved 
slightly. He was aware that some­
thing was in his hand. He raised 
his head as much as his bonds al­
lowed, then glanced down at his 
fingers.

His bonds were about his wrists, 
yet they left some play to his fin­
gers. Crumpled in the digits of his 
left hand he saw a piece of dirty 
paper. With difficulty he straight­
ened it out. His eyes ran over the 
terse message that was scrawled 
upon it. His heart beat rapidly.

Then a gleam of hope drove the 
pain from his eyes. A vague smile 
flickered across his face; and death 
invisible, and gaunt at his side, 
moved back a pace. »

Then of a sudden he heard foot­
steps approaching the chamber The 

white hooded man entered again, 
and observing that the Rajah was 
conscious once more, he came for­
ward, the red-stained knife in his 
hand eager, thirsty for blood.

Again he leaned forward over the 
body of the helpless prince.

“And now,” he said, “do you talk, 
oh, Maharajah?”

THE Rajah raised his head 
slightly.

“I shall talk,” he said slowly, with 
great effort. “That which you seek 
is to be found in the vaults beneath 
my palace. Enter the third door 
from the left on the underground 
corridor. There is the thing that 
you desire.”

A sibilant hiss of satisfaction was 
audible beneath the white hood.

“You have done well,” he said. 
“For this I may yet spare your life. 
Ah, what is that?”

Like a hawk’s talon, his black 
gloved hand darted out and seized 
the Rajah’s wrist in a grip of iron. 
The palm was wrenched open and 
the slip of paper that the prince 
had endeavored to conceal was 
brought to light.

The black gloved hand seized it, 
opened it. The little gleaming eyes 
read its message. Then from be­
hind the hood, his voice rang out, 
alarmed and imperious:

“Iraq! Singh!”
The servant and the group from 

the refreshment room came running 
to the chamber. The hooded man 
brandished the slip of paper wildly.

“Listen,” he cried. “He told me 
where I could find that which we 
seek. Then after he had spoken I 
found this in his hand.”

He read aloud:

Tell them where it is in a 
loud voice that I may hear. I 
shall get there and take it first.

The Phantom.



“It was in his hand,” he repeated. 
“The Phantom is here. In this place. 
Before God he shall not get out 
alive!”

Conners’ face grew red with 
wrath.

“The Phantom,” he roared. “I’ve 
sworn to kill him myself.”

He leaned over the prostrate 
figure of the Rajah. His hands 
were at the other’s throat.

“Who gave you that?” he de­
manded. “Who—”

But overcome by the terrible strain 
the Rajah once again had fainted. 
The hooded man took command.

“He is here,” he said. “He must 
be. Permit no one to leave the 
house. The Rajah has talked. I 
have the information I want. What 
matters it now if he tried to be­
tray us. Now we know the Phan­
tom is under this roof our task is 
easy. Perhaps he observes us now. 
If so he shall witness the death of 
one of our enemies. Let that teach 
him the folly of double dealing 
with me.”

As he had been speaking the sin­
ister figure in the hood had worked 
himself up into a terrible wrath. He 
took a step toward the unconscious 
figure of the Rajah, and lifted the 
red knife high above his head. In 
his black rage he was impelled to 
destroy, to kill sadistically and wan­
tonly. Red and silver the blade de­
scended through the air toward the 
supine man’s undefended breast.

Once more the Reaper lifted his 
scythe and came closer to the table.

CHAPTER XVIII
The Trap

? I ^HERE was but one man in 
I the room at that moment

JL who knew precisely what 
happened next. And that man was 
the Phantom!

Crack!

A single staccato report ripped 
through the dignity of the chamber. 
A ringing metallic clang sounded. 
The red and silver knife flew from 
its master’s hand, spun crazily, 
dripping blood as it went, then clat­
tered down upon the floor.

Despite the devils of pain which 
bit at his numbed hand, the hooded 
figure did not cry out. For a sin­
gle instant, sheer and utter amaze­
ment paralyzed him as it did the 
others in the room. Then he domi­
nated the situation.

“The Phantom is here,” he cried. 
“After him. The shot came from 
this direction.”

HE withdrew a revolver from the 
folds of his robe and ran across 

the room. Behind him came the 
others, guns held firmly in theii’ 
hands. All enmity was forgotten be­
tween the various factions in that 
moment as they joined forces against 
the common foe.

Through the doorway at the side 
of the dais they rushed. The masked 
man’s foot struck something soft 
and yielding. A groan of pain came 
to his ears. He stopped and, glanc­
ing down at his feet, saw the prone 
figure of Iraq. He stooped, seized 
him by the shoulders and jerked 
the servant to his feet.

“Quick, man. What happened? 
Where is he?”

“He struck me, sahib. A man 
with a black mask. He struck me 
down and fled.”

The horde of them raced past the 
trembling servant, charging madly 
down the hall. Then there came to 
their ears a sound which stopped 
their pounding feet dead in the hall­
way.

A voice even as tempered steel, 
yet ominous as the shadow of death 
itself, came from the room they had 
just quitted, hurled there by an ex­
pert gift of ventriloquism.



“Fools! Would you try to catch 
the Phantom!”

“My God!” cried Conners. “He’s 
in there!”

They turned, the mob of them, in 
an instant. They raced back, past 
the still quaking Iraq to the room 
they had just quitted. With their 
weapons held ready to plunge lethal 
steel into the body of their appro­
priately named enemy, they stood on 
the threshold staring into the cham­
ber. Save for the prostrate form 
of the bound Rajah, the room was 
empty!

Conners, the practical man of the 
Occident, licked dry lips. His face 
was paler than it had ever been be­
fore. He, who could face a tangible 
corporal enemy with fortitude, was 
panic-stricken at this Phantom, this 
wraith who apparently could disap­
pear into thin air.

Hari Singh gave vent to a cry.

T HAVE it,” he said. “It’s the 
•1 Rajah himself. The Phantom 
impersonated him once. He’s doing 
it again.”

The eyes in the hood shot a with­
ering glance at him.

“And how, fool,” he asked con­
temptuously, “did the man wrho is 
bound shoot the knife from my up­
raised hand?”

Singh lapsed into silence. Slowly 
the group entered the room. Their 
eyes pierced every corner. Now 
somewhat recovered from his fright, 
Iraq entered behind them. The 
hooded man, seeing him, ordered: 
“Iraq, call all my servants here at 
once. We’ll search every inch of 
the house. Tell them to arm them­
selves.”

Iraq bowed and glided swiftly 
from the room, and as he did so, 
Fate, the great joker, touched with 
her finger the mighty web the 
Phantom had spun, touched it 
lightly, yet ripped it to pieces and 

changed its design from one of 
triumph to a trail of death.

ON the wall, near the door through 
which the servant passed, was 

an ornate decoration in the shape of 
a miniature Siva. The metal arm 
of the god was stretched forth to 
the east. As Iraq glided swiftly by, 
this arm caught at his turban.

The metal stuck in the cloth and 
knocked the headgear from its place. 
It fell to the floor, and with it fell 
something else, something which 
rang like silver as it dropped on 
the floor. Iraq bent swiftly to re­
trieve his turban. But swift as he 
was, the hooded man was quicker.

True, it was not the turban for 
which his gloved fingers reached. 
Instead it was for a small gleaming 
object which rolled at his feet. The 
thing which had been contained in 
the wound cloth from the servant’s 
head.

He snatched it up, glanced at it. 
It was a gold insignia, and embossed 
upon it in platinum was a design in 
the form of a mask. The hooded 
man uttered a roar of rage—and 
triumph. For now verily his enemy 
was delivered into his hands.

“Seize him,” he cried. “It’s the 
Phantom!”

The servant he had called Iraq 
underwent a remarkable metamor­
phosis in that instant. No longer 
was he a servile Mohammedan of 
low caste. No longer was he the 
kowtowing menial of the East. The 
respectful homage fled from his 
bearing, and a fighting defiance 
swept over him.

Even as the revolver of Charters 
cracked its message of death toward 
him he ducked low, and whipped an 
automatic from his girdle. His fin­
gers constricted on the trigger and 
two shots plunged from its barrel. 
Charters uttered a cry of pain, and 
blood dropped to the floor from an 



arm which dangled uselessly at his 
side.

Then the unturbaned brown man 
turned and flew like a maniac down 
the corridor. Behind him came six 
men, -death in their hearts—and in 
their hands.

The Phantom raced up a broad 
stone staircase at the far end of 
the hall, and there on its top he 
made his last stand. He leaned over 
the balustrade, his gun in his hand, 
waiting until his pursuers rounded 
the corner which revealed him to 
sight.

“Another- step,” he warned as 
they saw him, “and a man dies!”

For a second they hesitated. All 
of them had had before this most 
convincing evidence as to the marks­
manship of the man who held them 
at bay. But now down the hall be­
hind the white men came a score of 
the brown followers of the hooded 
man. Apparently their master held 
their lives more cheaply than his 
own.

Standing where he was, he turned 
to them.

“Charge him,” he shouted in their 
dialect. “A thousand rupees to the 
man who brings him down.”

For an instant they hesitated, 
then like the fatalists they were, 
they charged the stairway, curved 
knives flashing in their hands as 
they came.

VAN LOAN’S weapon spat sav­
agely into the air. Two steel 
slugs left its barrel, hurtled through 

the atmosphere and plunged finally 
into brown flesh. The pair of Hin­
dus at the head of the troop stum­
bled on the bottom step. Their 
hands flew up as in a gesture of 
supplication. The brown skin sud­
denly became red. They fell prone 
in their tracks. The others hesi­
tated.

For a moment the eyes which 

gleamed through the hood grew anx­
ious. True, he realized that it was 
inevitable that superior numbers 
alone insured the capture of this in­
truder who had dared challenge him, 
but how many men must he lose ere 
that capture was effected? Then 
abruptly, his gaze grew hopeful, as 
did the faces of the other white 
men who stood there.

Van read their expressions aright. 
He turned swiftly to cope with a 
new danger that he suddenly knew 
was behind him. As he swerved 
swiftly, he saw a brown face at his 
back. A black object was in a 
sepia hand. It was swinging down 
on him through the air.

HE ducked agilely. The club 
missed his skull for which it had 

been aimed and struck him a tre­
mendous blow on the shoulder. He 
staggered with the force of it, and 
before he could recover his balance, 
a hand stretched out and seized the 
wrist which wielded his revolver.

Van Loan’s left hand slashed out 
in a short uppercut which carried 
behind it every ounce of strength 
which he possessed. The Indian 
reeled, staggered, his grip loosened 
on Van’s wrist.

But too late. The damage was 
done now. For during the struggle 
at the head of the stairs, the Hindus 
had raced, yelling and screaming, 
up the staircase. As Van turned 
to confront them, they were upon 
him. Half a dozen clawing hands 
dragged him down. His weapon was 
torn from his grasp. And a mo­
ment later he was held, breathless 
and defiant, between two natives, 
confronting two sinister eyes which 
peered at him between the slits of 
a hood white as the death which 
lurked in its owner’s evil heart.

“You shall die for this,” said the 
hooded figure. “Die unpleasantly, 
as Mr. Conners can testify.”



He shot a look at the gangster, 
and Conners, remembering his ex­
perience below with the hairy mon­
ster, shuddered.

“Give him to the beast,” said the 
masked man. “We have no time to 
spare to watch his sufferings. We 
must leave for Paruana immediately. 
Take him away.”

THE brown men dragged Van 
down the stairs to the chamber 

whence he had come. Despite the 
desperate struggle which he put up, 
he was by far too much outnum­
bered to achieve anything. Yet his 
senses were alert. Characteristically, 
even in the moment when his own 
life hung in the balance, he over­
looked nothing. Now, his ears be­
came conscious of a fragment of 
conversation behind him.

“Let us go now,” Conners was 
saying. “We’ve done our part. Give 
us our money, and we’ll be off.”

The metallic sinister voice which 
dominated all of them then replied:

“Not yet, Mr. Conners. As I 
told you, I need white men who can 
fight. I can use you and youi- two 
friends. Do you realize that you 
are known to the police regarding 
this robbery? If you go out in the 
city, I can have you apprehended. 
No, my dear sir, I still need you. 
But I can promise you extra pay­
ment for your services.”

Conners grumbled something in 
answer to this that Van did not 
hear, for now he was standing in 
the council room, before the dais 
•where stood the throne of the 
master.

The natives held him there firmly 
for a moment. Then the hooded 
figure entered the room and took 
his seat at the table. He addressed 
the Hindus.

“Stand clear!”
In a single frightened bound the 

men released their prisoner and 

sprang to one side. Even as they 
did so, Van felt the floor move be­
neath his feet. It was too late to 
leap aside now. It was too late to 
do anything save—

In a final desperate endeavor he 
thought of one thing. If death 
were about to claim him the single 
act which might yet frustrate the 
mad plan of the masked man was 
the latter’s end.

As the trap was sprung, he 
plunged his hand into his loin cloth 
and brought out an automatic—his 
reserve weapon that he had had no 
chance to use before. He aimed 
point blank at the hooded figure who 
sat like a gloating cobra behind the 
table. His finger tensed upon the 
trigger, and the gun spat its mes­
sage of death squarely at the fiend 
who plotted the destruction of 
Paruana.

CHAPTER XIX
Man Against Monster

B
UT the trap moved so swiftly, 

so suddenly, that the bullet 
was thrown far too high. In 

the last instant before he disap­
peared through that sinister opening 
to meet the horrible death below, 
Dick Van Loan lost his head for one 
of the few times in his career.

Seething with bitter rage, with a 
terrible hatred for the white hooded 
beast before him, in that instant 
he was aware of nothing save a 
blind, a mad desire to injure the 
hooded man. Realizing that his shot 
had gone wild, he drew back his 
right arm.

And then, just as he was slipping 
through that sable oblong of space, 
he hurled his weapon with all his 
strength at the saturnine figure be­
hind the table.

Whether or not it hit its mark 
he never knew. But as he was flung 
violently to the floor below, he heard 



a low chuckle. He heard that hated 
voice say: “Good. He has un­
armed himself. Now he can face our 
hairy friend with his bare hands.”

There was the slamming sound 
of wood striking wood above his 
head as the floor rose into place 
again, leaving the Phantom in dark­
ness to realize the utter and terrible 
truth of the last words he might 
hear on this earth.

For a moment he lay where he 
had landed, orienting himself. He 
first became conscious of the fact 
that he was squatting, not on a 
floor, but on the earth itself, mud 
and slime seeped through his gar­
ments.

Then as his eyes became accus­
tomed to the gloom of the chamber 
in which he had been so precipi­
tately catapulted, he realized that it 
was not entirely dark. Overhead 
there burned a tiny electric bulb 
which shed a faint and eerie glow 
through the dungeon.

He glanced around for a moment, 
then as his vision became clearer— 
he saw it!

At the far end of the cell two 
glowing balls of agate fire stared at 
him. They shed no light. Yet it 
seemed as if a cold unearthly un- 
dimensional illumination emanated 
from them. Now, he could see that 
that glowed from the center of a 
huge web which ran from the slimy 
ground to the roof.

THE strands of the web were as 
thick as stout rope. They were 
gray and glistening strangely, and 

in the center of them there lurked 
the most horrible beast he had ever 
seen.

Beyond the eyes, its body came to 
his vision. Hairy and ugly, legs 
like the tentacles of octopi, coat like 

‘a Shetland, a black mouth like the 
adit to some cave of terror. All in 
all, he estimated that the diameter 

of the beast could not possibly be 
less than five feet.

He stood up. Fear he had known 
on some few occasions in his life. 
Death and he had grappled ere this 
and his heart had been stout; his 
nerves steady. But never before 
had the poison of sheer terror de­
luged his veins. Never before had 
the normal man’s abhorence of filth 
and unclean things vibrated his 
nerves as this awful monster which 
he faced.

THOUGH he had never seen the 
counterpart of this creature be­

fore he was familiar with its breed. 
He had already heard the hooded man 
call it the Sind Spider, and of that 
beast he had some knowledge from 
his exhaustive researches.

He knew its bite was not poison­
ous. Nature in creating an insect 
so powerful in other respects had 
denied it that weapon. However, it 
was a huge thing of tremendous 
strength. Its web was strong enough 
to catch and hold a man.

Once enmeshed in those strands, 
the creature would spin more strands 
around its writhing victim until he 
was held helpless and supine, to­
tally at the mercy of its sucking 
mouth. A mouth which would grad­
ually strip the flesh from the bone, 
which would suffer a man horrible 
living death by a torture that no 
man-made weapon was capable of.'

A fitting fiendish weapon for the 
man upstairs who maintained it as 
—to quote himself—his executioner.

The beast had not moved since 
Van had been flung into its lair. 
He recalled what its master had said 
about its having dined recently and 
being sluggish. Well, that would 
give him time, anyway. Time in' 
which to steel his nerves again, to 
cast off the paralyzing horror which 
had laid its cold hand on his very 
heart.



Then he saw one of those glowing 
orbs move. He heard a slimy 
slither as a hairy leg swept across 
the rope like web. Strangely 
enough, that motion, that overt 
threat of peril, steadied him. His 
nerves became ice cold again. He 
was in perfect possession of all his 
faculties once more. His mind and 
muscles began to co-ordinate. Ideas 
flicked through his brain.

HIS mind swiftly and orderly se­
lected and discarded the things 

which ran through it. Finally, it 
made its decision. Hastily he rip­
ped the sheet-like garment which 
covered his shoulders from his body. 
He ripped it with his hands and as 
he did so he noticed with satisfac­
tion that his fingers were steady.

Then bending over that muddy, 
slimy floor he scraped up wet earth 
and crammed it into the cloth. He 
packed it down hard with all his 
strength. Then he made it secure 
by tying it at the point where the 
hard-packed mud stopped.

About three feet of cloth remain­
ed, as a sort of tail, to the strange 
bulky mud - containing end of it. 
Tentatively he swung it about his 
head. Those five odd pounds of 
hard-packed earth had made him a 
serviceable club.

It was a makeshift, true. But it 
was a weapon. Something with which 
to face the monster. Something, if 
luck should lend a hand, something 
with which to slay it.

He advanced slowly. Heaven 
knew he would have preferred to 
wait. It is not pleasant to walk out 
to meet death in its grimest, most 
awful guise. Yet he dared not de­
lay. He knew full well that the 
spider would be easier to overcome 
while its lethargy remained. Not 
later when the pangs of hunger gave 
it greater courage, greater strength.

Closer he walked toward those 

flaming eyes that stared unwinking, 
exercising a repulsive hypnosis upon 
their victim. He shuddered and 
lowered his gaze. His rude club 
was held behind him ready for a 
prodigious blow at a vital spot. He 
realized that if he missed the first 
time, there might never be a second 
chance.

Nearer and nearer he advanced. 
At first the gigantic insect watched 
him dispassionately, indifferently, as 
if, sure of its own power, it feared 
nothing. Yet as he came closer, it 
moved, conscious of danger.

Van Loan’s ankle struck some­
thing soft and yielding. He essayed 
to withdraw it, but it stuck. Glanc­
ing down swiftly, he noticed that 
his leg had come in contact with the 
lower part of the web. It scarcely 
touched him, yet he could feel the 
stickiness of it. With a tremendous 
jerk, he yanked himself free.

Then, at that moment, as though 
the creature had decided that its 
adversary had become entirely too 
bold, the spider moved all its legs 
at once and came scurrying down 
from the center of the web to meet 
its foe.

VAN stood his ground. As in all 
of its specie, he knew that the 

animal’s vulnerable spot was the 
soft part of its body that encased 
its brain. A blow accurately placed 
there would result in paralysis of 
the nerve centers even if not in im­
mediate death.

With his club of mud and cloth 
held in readiness behind him, Van 
stood immobile and awaited the at­
tack, awaited the moment when his 
blow could inflict the most damage.

The creature came nearer. Then 
stopped. It thrust forward one of 
its hairy tentacles tentatively as if 
to measure the mettle of its foe.- 
Van did not move as the sticky fur 
grazed his cheek, though through



his whole being ran revulsion. The 
pit of his stomach was suddenly 
empty. He retched on an empty 
throat.

THE black cavernous mouth of the 
beast opened wide. The eyes 

glowed avidly. It ducked its head 
low, the better to reach its victim. 
For a fleeting instant the base of the 
skull afforded a fair shot—and in 
that instant Van swung with every 
ounce of his strength in the blow, 
and a muttered prayer to heaven 
upon his gray lips.

With a horrible crunching sound 
the club landed, and in the next sec­
ond Van lived through an eternity 
of torture. If his thrust took no 
effect, this was the end indeed. 
But—

The creature stopped dead, hang­
ing in its web. It was not dead, 
for its hairy arms moved slightly. 
Yet the blow had done its work, 
striking at the base of the brain it 
had momentarily stunned the beast.

Van lifted his weapon again and 
brought it down in the same spot. 
Again cajne that sickening crunch­
ing sound. Suddenly the filthy in­
sect tumbled down from its web 
unexpectedly and took him unawares.

The huge body struck him fairly. 
Its weight knocked him down to the 
slimy floor; and for an instant he 
lay beneath that terrible figure— 
scarcely the less terrible because it 
no longer lived.

With a shudder he flung the evil 
thing from him and came to his 
feet. True, he had been the victor 
in that awful struggle, but at what 
a price. A clammy sweat enveloped 
him, and there was a faint tremb­
ling sensation in his legs. He moved 
away from the dead thing on the 
slimy floor, and despite the filth of 
the place, he sat down panting hard.

For a long moment he sat there 
recovering his strength,, regaining 

control of his shattered nerves. 
Then at last he stood up again; and 
now as he gazed down at the 
crushed monster at his feet, the 
surge of victory came over him. 
Confidence returned, as he realized 
that now he had faced the most ter­
rible thing of all, the greatest peril 
that this adventure could offer him 
and he had come through unscathed.

After this, whatever evil, what­
ever jeopardy the trail of the hood­
ed maniac had to offer, would be 
little.

CHAPTER XX
Singing Steel

B
UT still he was trapped. Al­
though he had disposed of the 
death in that cell, he had not 

overcome the problem of his incar­
ceration. He cast about for a means 
of escape.

Save for the trap door above, 
there was but one means of access 
to the prison. At the side, cut into 
the stone wall, was a door of steel. 
It must have been through that, he 
reflected, that Conners had been re­
leased.

He examined the door carefully. 
There was neither lock nor handle 
on the inside. It could only be 
opened from the exterior. And then, 
even as he was contemplating it, he 
heard a faint footfall without.

Swiftly he stepped back and seized 
his makeshift club firmly in .his 
hand. He thrust his back up against 
the wall, and waited silently with 
bated breath.

Slowly the portal swung open. A 
brown face peered cautiously through 
the aperture. This, apparently, was 
one of the hooded master’s men. 
coming to ascertain if his lord’s 
enemy was yet dead.

The servant’s black eyes caught 
sight of the inert spider in the 
center of the room. Encouraged by 



the belief that the insect was en­
gaged in its Caucasian meal, he 
opened the door a trifle wider in 
order to investigate more closely. 
He thrust his black, oily head 
through the doorway and peered 
into the semi-darkness of the cham­
ber.

That semi-darkness grew to ebony 
blackness in an instant. Van swung 
his club once more. It whistled 
through the air as it hurtled down 
upon the luckless servant’s skull.

WITHOUT a word, the man drop­
ped, an inert heap at Van’s feet. 
The white man stooped quickly and 

ran dexterous fingers through the 
other’s garments. There he found 
and appropriated a long, wicked 
knife.

Hastily he thrust it into his own 
belt, and then fled gratefully from 
the horrible prison which had yield­
ed up its dead at last.

He found himself in a long corri­
dor of stone. The light was dim and 
eerie. He proceeded cautiously, 
gripping the knife he had appro­
priated steadily in his hand.

He soon came upon a flight of 
steps that led to the upper part of 
the house. He ran swiftly up the 
steps, and emerged into the corridor 
which led past the chamber where 
the hooded man had held his counsel.

He paused on the threshold of the 
room, and peering in, made out the 
figure of the Rajah where he had 
last seen him, bound on the table. 
Two servants, armed with Ghurka’s 
knives, guarded the room, but of 
Singh and the others there was no 
sign. Apparently, fortified with the 
knowledge they had sought, they 
were already on the way to Paruana.

Well, time enough to cope with 
/that angle of the plot later. Van 
realized that his immediate job was 
to get the real Rajah out of this 
house of death. It would have been 

a simple enough matter had he pos­
sessed a gun. In all probability 
these natives were armed solely with 
knives. He cursed . himself for a 
fool for hurling his concealed weapon 
at that white face.

Surprise, he decided, was a neces­
sary part of the attack. If he could 
overcome the guards before they had 
time to give the alarm which would 
reenforce them, so much the better. 
So, without further delay, he charged.

He appeared in the room, a di­
shevelled, wild-eyed wraith of ven­
geance to the Hindus. His hair was 
awry, blood and sweat covering the 
body on which the brown dye he 
had applied had begun to fade. In 
his hand was a gleaming wicked 
knife.

However, despite the threat of the 
steel, he used his fist alone on the 
first native. The man stared at 
him, a bewildered expression on his 
face, too startled to defend himself 
in time from this strange, unkempt 
thing that hurled itself upon him.

Van’s left shot out like a steel 
spring. It caught the servant flush 
upon the point of the jaw. He stag­
gered back and before he could re­
cover, that left again, like a darting 
snake, plunged in with a second 
blow.

The man dropped like a felled ox. 
His companion, however, was not 
as easy. He had the advantage of 
more time in which to collect his scat­
tered wits. As Van stepped over the 
fallen figure of the first guard, he 
prepared to meet him.

The curved blade in his hand 
swished through the air. Van side­
stepped swiftly, and the steel of the 
knife ripped his garment as it de­
scended. For a single second the 
man was off balance; but a single 
second was enough.

Van touched the bending man’s 
brown back with the point of his 
blade.



“Drop your knife,” he said in 
Hindustani, “and make no noise, or 
this blade shall pierce your heart.”

The man gasped in fear. His 
weapon fell with a clatter to the 
floor. Slowly he straightened up. 
Van nodded his head toward the 
figure of the bound Prince of Pa­
ruana.

“Release him,” he ordered.
The Indian untied the cord that 

bound the helpless Prince with trem­
bling fingers. Yet, although he was 
now free, the Rajah did not move. 
Exhaustion and agony had taken 
their toll and once again he lay un­
conscious on the table.

Van’s knife still pressed against 
the flesh of the native.

“Tell me,” he said hastily, “how 
Pest can I get out of this house un­
observed? And should you choose 
to lie to me, death shall be your re­
ward.”

The native swallowed hard. Then 
he pointed through the window to a 
postern at the rear of the back 
courtyard. “The rear gate,” he said. 
“It has no guard.”

Van nodded. With his gleaming 
blade still threatening the other, he 
bound him with the ropes that had 
held the Rajah, then lifting the un­
conscious man, he slung him over 
his shoulder and walked swiftly 
from the room.

He met no further mishap in the 
house. The native had spoken truly. 
No guard barred his way through 
the gate. He emerged, a weary, 
staggering figure into an evil-smell­
ing narrow lane. He was free!

AT the corner a native policeman 
stood regarding him suspiciously 

as he stood there with his human 
burden. As soon as Van caught 
sight of him, he made his way to­
ward the big Sikh. Before the offi­
cer could question him, Van thrust 
the Rajah into his arms.

“This is the Rajah of Paruana,” 
he said hastily. “He’s hurt badly. 
Get him to a hospital.”

The astounded officer opened his 
mouth to question him, but before 
he could say a word, the dishevelled 
appearing Indian slid swiftly into 
the passing throng and was lost 
to sight in the stream of Oriental 
humanity that lined the narrow 
street.

CHAPTER XXI
Van Pays a Visit

T
HE Indian night had come 
down, swift and dark. The 
sky above was permeated by 
a thousand twinkling stars toward 

which the mosques of Calcutta 
reared their proud white heads.

In a trim bungalow on the out­
skirts of the town, the British Resi­
dent Commissioner sat smoking his 
post prandial pipe. He was a big, 
fleshy man who suffered much with 
the heat. Now he sprawled luxury 
ously in the cool of the evening.

He was suddenly aware of a pres­
ence other than his own on the 
screened veranda. Thinking it was 
one of his servants, he said negli­
gently: “That’s all, Ali. You may 
retire now.”

He was astounded to hear a voice, 
grimly humorous, reply in perfect 
English: “I wish I could retire now, 
Major. Only I’m afraid the task 
has just begun.”

The bulk of Major Hammersly 
started in its chair. He turned his 
head swiftly and beheld a man clad 
immaculately in the white dress 
clothes of the tropics. The man was 
tall and well built. His chin was 
square and determined; and on the 
upper half of his face he wore a 
black silk mask.

Instinctively, the Major’s hand 
reached for his belt, then realizing 
that he had removed his holster be­



fore dinner, he stopped the gesture 
and said brusquely: “And, sir, who 
are you?”

The man in the mask uttered two 
words to establish his identity. For 
a full second the Major stared at 
him through the darkness, then of 
a sudden he sprang to his feet.

“Good heavens!” he said. "Sit 
down, sir. The police of three con­
tinents are looking for you. I was 
warned that I might see something 
of you here in Calcutta. Have a 
drink?”

Van sat down at Hammersly’s 
side and slowly sipped the whiskey 
and soda that the Englishman pre­
pared for him. As he did so, he 
gave the official a brief outline of 
the adventures which had befallen 
him since that memorable night so 
long ago when he had left New 
York.

WHEN he finished, Hammersly 
looked grave.

“So,” he commented. “When,- at 
first, you undertook the task of im­
personating the Rajah in order to 
insure his arriving with the genuine 
jewels, I believed that it was merely 
a precaution against theft. The loss 
of the gems would have dealt the 
Rajah a severe financial blow which 
his enemies would have taken ad­
vantage of.

“But now it seems there is more 
to this than meets the eye. For 
some time some undercover agents 
have been attempting to stir up dis­
content in Paruana. In fact, ever 
since a syndicate was refused con­
cessions by the Rajah himself.”

“Then,” said Van, “it begins to 
look that perhaps the syndicate stole 
the jewels in order to weaken the 
Rajah’s position, in order to em­
power their own ruler who would 
be more generous to them.”

Hammersly nodded.
“That’s a sound theory,” he ob­

served. “And if that’s true, we’re 
in a bad hole.”

“Why?” asked Van. “Can’t you 
send troops up there to wipe out 
this gang of the hooded man. It’s 
a certainty that his outfit is headed 
that way now.”

Hammersly frowned.
“Hardly,” he admitted. “The Gov­

ernment’s policy is peace at any 
price. Troops wrould not be sent 
unless you had proof positive which 
would convince the Army authori­
ties that it was essential to the wel­
fare of India. If in some way we 
could send agents to Paruana to 
convince the people of the Province 
that their true Rajah is the man 
for them, we could of course send 
troops without trouble to protect the 
people.

“But it’s essential that the people 
are on our side. Your hooded friend 
must know full well enough that he 
can do nothing if the natives are 
against him. That’s why I suspect 
that he’s got something up his 
sleeve, something which will turn 
the residents of the place to his 
man.”

VAN lit a cigarette, puffed at it 
and sat silent, lost in thought. 
Slowly he pieced part of the puzzle 

together. And behind the mental 
picture that he conjured up he saw 
the hooded man, the master mind 
who had planned the whole thing. 
Conners and Hari Singh were sim­
ply pawns in the game. Pawns that 
themselves did not see the whole plan 
of their master.

Assuming that there was more 
than coincidence to the fact that dis­
content in Paruana had reared its 
head when the Syndicate had been 
denied concessions, it was quite pos­
sible that the hooded man’s interests 
lay in that direction.

Obviously Conners had been told 
to steal the jewels in order to em­



barrass the real Rajah rather than 
any immediate mercenary reason of 
the mysterious man in the white 
hood. The gems were so well-known 
that on his own hook Conners, real­
izing that it was impossible to dis­
pose of them, would never have 
gone to the elaborate trouble of 
taking them.

The mystery of the gems was easy 
enough. But what was this other 
thing that the masked man had said 
they needed? What was this thing 
the location of which they had tor­
tured the Rajah to find? The answer 
to that, Van realized, was probably 
the answer to the whole affair.

“I have an idea,” he said to Ham- 
mersly. “There are certain ques­
tions that must be answered, and I 
believe that perhaps the Rajah him­
self can answer them. However, he 
is still unconscious at the hospital, 
and I have no time to lose. I will 
write my questions on a piece of 
paper. When he is able to answer, 
get a courier through to me at Pa­
ruana. I’m leaving for there at 
once.”

Hammersly stared at him, and in 
the older man’s eyes there shone 
something like regret—regret for his 
lost youth, for the days when he, 
too, had gone forth' to meet ad­
venture. He sighed.

“Very well,” he said. “I suppose 
there is little use trying to dissuade 
you by remarking the peril in going 
out there alone. However, if there’s 
trouble, real trouble, that you think 
endangers British control, contrive 
to get a message through to me. I’ll 
send you troops if I have to break 
every rule in K. R. to do it.”

VAN shook his hand warmly, and 
hastily scribbled on a piece of 
paper the things that he desired to 

learn from the stricken Rajah. As 
he handed the paper to Hammersly, 
the latter suddenly struck his thigh 

with the palm of his hand in the 
manner of a man struck with an 
idea.

“There’s one strange thing,” he 
said. “How on earth is the gang 
going to get to Paruana?”

Van shrugged. “Train,” he sug­
gested. “Trek, perhaps.”

Hammersly shook his head.
“No,” he said. “No one can trek 

through that jungle, not even the 
natives. And surely he wouldn’t 
dare take a train. There are so 
many of his men. He would be 
afraid of arousing suspicion.”

Van shrugged again.
“Well, I don’t know,” he said. 

“But I’m sure that’s where he’s 
headed in any event. I’m taking the 
Paruana train myself tonight.”

He shook hands again with the 
Major, then moved silently into the 
shadows near the door. The door 
opened, then closed and the Phan­
tom was gone, as swiftly, as silent­
ly, as unexpectedly as he had come.

CHAPTER XXII
Jungle Journey

T
HE steel wheels of the train 
clicked on the iron rails. 
Within the cars the heat was 
oppressive, as the headlight of the 

engine cut through the opaque dark­
ness of the Indian night.

Seated alone in a compartment, 
Dick Van Loan smoked quietly and 
meditated. Though he wore no fa­
cial disguise, his mode of dress and 
manner branded him as a casual 
tourist of the wealthy class who had 
tired of Cook’s beaten paths and 
was seeking more exotic spheres of 
travel.

He was well aware of the danger 
in which the speeding train was fast 
carrying him; aware that that dan­
ger was greatly increased because 
of his lack of knowledge as to ex­
actly; what form it would take. He 



was certain that despite what Ham­
mersly had told him about the diffi­
culty of reaching Paruana, that was 
where the hooded man and his co­
horts were headed.

The most puzzling thing was the 
mysterious object which they had 
compelled the helpless Rajah to re­
veal for them. It seemed from the 
conversation he had heard at the 
time, that in some inexplicable way 
this object was connected with the 
stolen jewels.

And since leaving the Major, he 
had unearthed another fact which 
puzzled him. Upon investigation he 
had discovered the name of the syn­
dicate who had been refused the 
Paruana concessions. It was a firm 
above reproach. In fact, one of its 
directors, back in America, was 
known to him personally, and it 
seemed impossible that he could be 
in any way involved.

No, he realized that without some 
explanation from the Rajah, or a 
break in luck which would deliver 
the enemy into his hands, there was 
nothing he could do save thrust his 
head into jeopardy, seeking in some 
way to bring the hooded fiend to 
justice.

He sighed heavily, put out his cig­
arette and leaned back in his seat, 
drowsing lazily in the heat of the 
night. The train continued onward 
through the jungle. One fact, how­
ever, gave Van a sense of security. 
He knew that in the van a platoon 
of British soldiers had been assign­
ed, as was the custom, to this and 
other trains that ran up to the bor­
der where law and order are not 
recognized with Occidental strict­
ness.

HE dropped off into the nether- 
land between sleep and complete 

wakefulness, the clicking of the 
wheels lulling his brain into a weary 
coma.

His drowsing was suddenly bro­
ken. His subconsciousness had re-, 
alized the intrusion of an alien 
sound. Through that monotonous 
clicking there had come another 
noise. A sharp staccato crack, that 
was swallowed up almost immedi­
ately by the train’s roar.

Yet to his mind, lulled, accustomed 
to the steady pounding of the train, 
it had been disturbing. He smiled 
as he analyzed the cause of this 
sudden wakefulness, and settled him­
self back on the seat again. Then 
he heard it again. And again!

THE train’s whistle shrieked out 
into the night, ripping through 

the tranquillity of the jungle air. The 
air brakes hissed. Steel grated on 
steel.

Van lurched forward violently as 
the train came to an abrupt stop. 
And now that the clicking of the 
wheels had ceased, the staccato 
crackling became louder, faster— 
and recognizable.

Instinctively his hand fell to his 
coat pocket. His revolver was in his 
fingers as he raised the shade and 
peered through the window into the 
night. The darkness was shattered 
by a hundred stabbing flashes. Glass 
tinkled and fell beneath the crush­
ing onslaught of a hundred rounds 
of ammunition.

Then, from the caboose, Van 
heard the weak crackle of a dozen 
rifles as the platoon of soldiers re­
covered from the surprise of this 
unprecedented attack and hurled 
lead at their unseen foe.

But it was futile, hopeless.
It was impossible to look into that 

jungle growth and count the foe, but 
their fire, the rattling of a score 
of machine-guns, the myriad of 
scarlet flashes that ate into the 
darkness indicated that this mys­
terious enemy had massed great 
numbers.



For a single instant, in a clearing 
in the jungle, Van saw a lone figure 
silhouetted against the waning 
moon. In his hands was a long ob­
ject and a tripod. Hastily he began 
to set up his machine-gun and spray 
the train with death.

Van’s revolver came up in an in­
stant. His finger touched the trig­
ger once, and the dark figure in the 
distance fell prone over his own un­
fired weapon.

Shouts of alarm and terror 
deluged the night. Van could hear 
the imploring accents of the Eng­
lish sergeant as he pleaded with his 
men to stand and face this terrible 
unseen foe. Then, after a short 
burst of machine-gun bullets, the 
sergeant’s voice was still.

Van flung open the door of the 
compartment and leaped lightly to 
the ground. Half a dozen bodies lay 
there in the darkness, their life’s 
blood ebbing away at the side of the 
tracks, victims to the wanton killer 
who still concealed himself in the 
darkness.

INSIDE the train most ef the pas­
sengers huddled panic stricken in 

their compartments, prayers on 
their lips, and fear in their hearts.

Van raced alongside the train to 
the engine. A plan had come to him. 
Battle against these overwhelming 
odds was impossible, but there re­
mained flight. By the locomotive 
he saw that this, too, was out of the 
question. Across the tracks lay half 
a dozen huge trees that would take 
many men to move.

His foot struck something soft 
and yielding. He glanced down to 
see the body of the engineer, rid­
dled with bullets. His overalls were 
crimson with blood. Then, as he 
stood there, contemplating the ter­
rible scene in horror, he heard a 
voice from the jungle.

It was a voice he had heard be­

fore. A voice pregnant with death 
and terror, a voice that answered 
the question of how the hooded 
maniac and his men were traveling 
to Paruana. For it was the voice 
of the masked fiend himself!

“Those of you who still live,” it 
said, “shall not be harmed. You will 
leave the train at once with your 
belongings. If anyone attempts to 
resist us he shall die. Now come 
forth.”

A CLICK sounded somewhere, 
and three searchlights burst in­

to sudden light. The long line of 
cars was flooded with a brilliant 
yellow halo which revealed the gory 
scene in all its horror.

The moment the lights flicked on 
Van threw himself into the cab of 
the engine to avoid their revelatory 
glare. Now from the cars poured 
the passengers, dragging their be­
longings after them, bewildered, 
afraid, at this menace that had 
come upon them from the darkness 
of the jungle.

Van huddled in the cab. Beside 
him was the' body of the fireman, 
dead with a bullet through his 
temple. Well, Van reflected bitter­
ly, so this was the manner in which 
the fiend was travelling to Paruana. 
He was confiscating a train to take 
him. He resolved that if this train 
was to bear the forces of the hood­
ed man to Paruana, it must also 
bear him, the Phantom.

A sudden idea struck him. Thus 
far none of the army from the jungle 
had approached the engine. They 
had their hands full with the pas­
sengers. Van waited no longer. 
Swiftly he stripped the clothes from 
his body, and exchanged them for the 
overalls of the dead fireman. Then 
gently he lowered the corpse from the 
train.

He smudged his face with coal 
dust, though there was little pos­



sibility of his being recognized in 
the blackness of the night. No 
sooner had he completed his change 
of habiliments, than a robed figure 
swung itself into the cab. A gun 
was pointed at him, and two eyes 
glared through a white hood.

That voice which he had learned 
to hate spoke.

‘‘Can you drive this train?”
Van nodded. The hooded man 

turned and signalled one of his 
men. In answer to his summons a 
brawny Ghurka clambered into the 
cab. "Keep your gun against this 
man’s head,” said the hood in the 
dialect of the hills, “and see that he 
runs this train to Paruana.”

The Ghurka grinned, snatched a 
shiny new revolver from the holster 
at his hip and proceeded to obey his 
master literally. The hooded man 
swung down from the engine and 
disappeared.

DOWN along the side of the train 
the passengers were left un­

harmed and the masked man’s own 
private army proceeded to board 
with their baggage. As far as Van 
could understand, the plan was mere­
ly to leave the passengers where they 
were at the none too tender mercies 
of the jungle, until tomorrow’s train 
came through.

Then a cold thought struck him. 
Would there be a train tomorrow? 
After all, these men were leaving 
little to chance. And if the Paru­
ana express ran through tomorrow 
night, the authorities would be 
bound to discover what had hap­
pened. And then, again, would the 
hooded fiend permit the passengers 
to live. Their knowledge of what 
he had done would undoubtedly 
bring troops to investigate. The 
question was answered for him 
shortly.

A loud voice cried out in the 
Ghurka dialect.

“All right.”
The brown man behind him 

shoved his weapon against Van’s 
skull and indicated in pantomime 
that he should proceed. With a 
sigh, Van reached out and tenta­
tively opened the throttle. There 
was a hiss of escaping steam. The 
wheels rotated slowly and the Paru­
ana Express took up its interrupted 
journey.

THEN of a sudden, after she had 
picked up speed, there came a 
deafening crash from the rear; an 

explosion of such terrific force that 
the very air vibrated from it. Van 
thrust his head from the window of 
the cab and stared into the darkness 
behind. Flame and debris flew 
high in the air as if vomited from 
some mighty catapult, and the re­
verberations of a mighty explosion 
rocked the trees of the jungle.

Van’s lips set grimly and his eyes 
narrowed. So that was it. Appar­
ently well aware that the jungle 
formed an impregnable barrier to 
the province, they had blown the 
railroad tracks to pieces with such 
tremendous force that it would take 
a week to dig through again.

The Ghurka’s white teeth showed 
in the darkness behind him, and the 
man’s gun was still held unwaver­
ingly at Van’s head. Not that there 
was any need for the latter precau­
tion at that moment. Van had no 
idea of attempting to escape. On 
the contrary, his destination was as 
firmly fixed in his mind as was that 
of the passengers he carried.

His eyes were narrowed and res­
olute. The muscles of his face were 
hard and determined. His mouth 
was a thin red line; as through the 
darkness sped the Paruana Express 
with Hell’s own horde for passen­
gers—Hell’s own horde, who little 
knew or even dreamed that the 
Phantom was at the throttle!



CHAPTER XXIII
Vault 13

T
HROUGH the ebon night 
the roaring train made its 
way, leaving far behind it 
the shattered tracks that would 

prevent pursuit, leaving the riddled 
bodies of those who had been vic­
tims of the devastating fire of the 
evil genius who had slain so wan­
tonly for his own purposes.

Van, one hand on the throttle, 
peered into the night ahead, watch­
ing the piercing gleam from the en­
gine’s headlights thrust themselves 
into the blackness. By now he esti­
mated that he was almost at their 
destination.

Paruana must be within ten miles. 
In a few minutes now, he realized 
he must confront another crisis. 
What would the hooded man do 
with the engineer after he had used 
him for his purpose? He was soon 
to find the answer to that question.

The Ghurka apparently had his 
orders. He jammed the muzzle of 
his weapon hard into Van’s ribs.

"You will stop here,” he said, in 
his own tongue.

Obediently Van closed the throt­
tle slowly.

The hiss of escaping steam sounded 
through the night. The wheels grated 
on the tracks as the air brakes locked 
them. The Paruana Express, after 
the most exciting run in its history, 
slid to a stop on the smooth iron 
tracks.

Back in the cars the hooded man’s 
army functioned with brisk military 
dispatch. The men detrained swift­
ly-

Van could hear voices as their 
officers shouted their orders.

He remained standing at the 
throttle, the gun still threatening 
him, waiting to see what turn de­
velopments would take, delaying 
formulating any plan of his own 

until he saw what the Fates had in 
store for him.

He was not long left in doubt. 
The familiar black robed figure ap­
peared from nowhere and suddenly 
stood at the side of the cab. He 
looked up at the Ghurka. Van stood 
in the shadow’s of the cab to keep 
his face concealed in the darkness.

“You will rejoin the men at the 
Palace,” he said. “It’s a short half 
mile along the tracks from here.”

The Ghurka bowed. Then looked 
at Van.

“And this sahib,” he asked softly. 
“What shall I do with him?”

Even in that dull light, Van saw 
those brittle eyes behind the mask 
light up with a sinister light.

“Kill him,” said the cruel voice. 
“We have neither time nor supplies 
for prisoners. Kill him, then rejoin 
the others.”

A faint swish was heard as the 
robed figure turned on his heel and 
strode back to his men. The Ghurka 
turned to Van, an evil, tooth-reveal­
ing grin on his black face. His 
hand was firm on the butt of his 
revolver.

Once again the Phantom wras face 
to face with death.

With a sudden twisting motion he 
threw his body to one side even as 
the Ghurka pressed the trigger of 
the pistol. The steel slug ripped 
through his overalls, scratching the 
skin, then it clanged harmlessly in­
to the steel of the locomotive.

HIS left hand pounced like a 
striking rattler and gripped 

the brown wrist of the Ghurka. His 
right swung in a hard, short arc, 
and caught the Indian on the side 
of the jaw. Silently, quietly, the 
man staggered backwards, falling 
at the edge of the coal tender.

Van took the weapon from his 
inert nerveless fingers and slipped 
it into his own pocket. For a sec­



ond he stood there reviewing the 
situation, deciding upon his next 
move.

It occurred to him that perhaps 
the simplest thing, the most effec­
tive procedure, was to disguise him­
self as the Ghurka. With that in 
mind, he stooped down swiftly and 
drew from his pocket his make-up 
outfit.

But then, even before he had ex­
tracted the greasepaint from its 
water-proof case he heard ap­
proaching footsteps. There was no 
time now for disguise. The steps 
came nearer. There was time for 
nothing save escape; and very little 
time for that.

He swung down from the far side 
of the cab just as the black robed 
figure accompanied by Conners 
came up on the other side. They 
peered into the cab, and perceived 
the fallen Ghurka.

Van ran like a madman across a 
small clearing toward the safety of 
the jungle. He heard the hooded 
man utter a black oath. Two stac­
cato revolver shots whizzed over his 
head into the dense foliage before 
him. A shouted command sounded 
from the train. The men threw 
their rifles up to their shoulders.

VAN, panting and spent, literally 
hurled himself into the under­
brush. A second later a crackling 

volley of rifle fire hurtled into the 
growth. Van, lying low in the brush, 
heard the ripping of twigs as the 
steel flew high and wide into the 
trees. Again he heard that voice of 
terror issue its orders to the men.

“The engineer’s escaped. Get him. 
He’s in there somewhere!”

The patter of running feet came 
to Van’s ears. He pulled himself up 
and desperately fought his way 
through the impeding vegetation. 
The going was slow, hard. Yet it 
was almost impossible for the 

searching men to find anything in 
that dense growth, save by the 
sheerest luck.

As he struggled through the ten­
tacles of the jungle the sound of 
the voices, of the footsteps behind 
him, grew fainter and fainter, then 
at last faded away altogether.

THEN, and only then, did he rest.
His muscles ached and his lungs 

cried for air. Still he could not re­
main there long. He must somehow 
contrive to get to the palace to see 
if he could enter the vaults ere his 
foes took away the thing that 
seemed so precious, so necessary to 
them.

He smoked a cigarette as he rest­
ed, and, taking a small compass 
from his pocket, took his bearings. 
It seemed to him that from where 
he stood, the Palace of Paruana 
was due east. He ground the cig­
arette out with his heel, and taking 
a deep breath set out again in that 
direction.

The weapon he had taken from 
the Ghurka he held in his hand, 
ready for any emergency. The jun­
gle was still and eerie, though he 
knew well enough that in that black 
silence there lurked perils that were 
as great as any the hooded man 
could offer.

Occasionally he heard the low 
growl of some beast of prey. Once 
he heard the slim slither of a snake 
gliding over his path; and once in 
the faint eerie light of the waning 
moon he saw a giant python sus­
pended from a tree, like a sinister 
coil of writhing rope.

Then through the trees in the dis­
tance he saw a pinpoint of light like 
a yellow star. It twinkled eerily. 
He quickened his pace toward it.

Suddenly the jungle ended, sud­
denly and precipitately, like the 
brick wall of a house. Van stood at 
its edge and stared ahead. There, 



towering high and white in the 
night, were the majestic domes of 
the Rajah’s Palace.

Hastily, but exercising even more 
caution than before, he made his 
way toward it.

After a short walk he approached 
a postern gate. Standing there was 
a turbaned man with a rifle. 
Silently, like some wraith who had 
crept from the mysterious jungle, 
Van approached. For a moment it 
appeared as if the guard would not 
see him.

HE clubbed his revolver, thinking 
to stun the man instantly, thus 

avoiding the alarm being given by 
him. He was less than three feet 
away, his weapon upraised, when 
suddenly the Indian turned, faced 
him and for a second stared with 
utter amazement at the overalled 
white man who confronted him.

That second of hesitation was 
enough.

Before the guard could even move 
his rifle, Van had sprung. As his 
body hurtled through the air, he 
lifted his revolver and swung it 
down hard. The butt cracked on 
the brown man’s skull. His rifle 
fell from his fingers.

Van stepped over the prostrate 
form and gained the innei’ court­
yard. He ran across the flagstones, 
up a short flight of steps that led 
to a low balcony there. Then, ignor­
ing the doorway before him, he 
turned to a window some distance 
down the terrace.

With the aid of a knife he forced 
the catch, flung open the sash, and 
climbed through.

He found himself in an unlit 
empty room. Groping through the 
chamber, he let himself out into the 
hall. He explored this for some 
time before he found the steps which 
led to the underground vaults. Then 
he went below.

Thus far he had seen naught of 
the enemy, save for the guard out­
side. Whether or not the hooded 
man had proceeded at once to the 
vault, he did not know. Perhaps, 
secure in the knowledge that his 
treasure was at hand, he would wait 
until the morrow. In any event, 
that was the thing upon which Van 
counted, the thing for which he 
hoped.

Two flickering candles burned dis­
mally below. Van crept along the 
flagstone floor, between the narrow 
walls of hewn granite, black with 
the grime of ages. On each side of 
him were huge stone doors which 
bore numbers. He calculated cor­
rectly that the Rajah must have in­
dicated one of these when he had 
mentioned Vault 13.

And of a sudden, there it was.
Before him, at the foot of another 

flight of steps, was a stone portal 
bearing the numeral. For a mo­
ment he paused and listened. From 
some distant part of the house a 
low rumble as of men talking came 
to him.

There was no other sound.

FROM his pocket he withdrew a 
bunch of skeleton keys. One by 
one he fitted them into the old and 

rusted lock. It was some time be­
fore he selected one that would enter 
the lock. It took all his strength to 
turn jt then.

He heard a tumbler fall and tug­
ged mightily on the door. Slowly 
it swung open. His heart hammered 
excitedly. Here, perhaps, was the 
key to the mystery. Here was the 
strange item for which the hooded 
man had committed wholesale mur­
der.

His finger touched the button on 
his flashlight. A white beam of 
light cut through the dimness and 
entered the vault. Then Van’s pulse 
dropped back to normal, and his 



face became a study in disappoint­
ment.

For the vault was empty !

CHAPTER XXIV
Treasure Tomb

O
NCE again the blackness of 
the jungle closed about him. 
A mile or so over to the 

east lights still glowed in the Palace 
of Paruana. Apparently the hooded 
man and his adjutants were still in 
conference.

And no longer was the Phantom 
spying in their house.

When he had realized that the 
enemy had gained the vault before 
he had arrived, Van decided that he 
must get out of the house. Every 
minute he spent there increased the 
danger of his being captured.

True, he had no definite plan, no 
scheme with which to combat the 
machinations of the hooded man, 
but to remain in the palace would 
avail him nothing.

First he needed rest, rest to give 
him a clear head and an agile body 
when the call for action came. So 
he had decided to beat a strategic 
retreat back to the jungle, there to 
sleep until dawn.

At the present moment he sat 
high above the ground in the cra­
dling branch of a huge tree. Though 
exposed there to the python and the 
apes, there was less danger at this 
altitude than on the treacherous 
floor of the jungle.

He leaned back against the tree 
trunk and sighed wearily. Apart 
from his fatigue, he was aware of 
a sensation of futility and despair. 
He realized the utter fiasco that this 
venture had developed into.

There, safe and apparently with 
the consummation of his plans mere­
ly a matter of time now, the hooded 
man and his cohorts sat in the Ra­
jah’s Palace, while outside, perched 

in a tree, impotent and outnumber­
ed, was the Phantom.

Though he racked his brain, no 
vestige of an idea came to him. To 
enter the house single handed, with 
five rounds in his pistol, and essay 
a single-handed capture, was as ri­
diculous as it was foolhardy. Yet, 
outside that one mad idea, no plan 
occurred to him.

Then, of a sudden, his reverie was 
cut short. He sat bolt upright in 
his precarious resting place. From 
somewhere came the sound of voices 
—white men’s voices.

He peered into the darkness until 
his eyes ached with the strain. And 
though he saw nothing, his ears now 
caught the crackle of brush a^ 
heavy feet descended upon it.

HE sat perfectly still and waited.
A dark silhouette emerged from 

the brush, and stood for a moment 
in a small clearing some twenty feet 
away from the tree which Van was 
using as a hotel. A moment later 
a second silhouette joined the first 
one.

Now he could hear more clearly. 
A voice which he immediately recog­
nized as that of Conners came to 
him.

“Here,” said the crook. “We’ll 
plant it here.”

“Okay,” said the lazy tones of 
Charters. “But for God’s sake re­
member the spot.”

“I’ll remember it,” said Conners. 
“Come on. Let’s get to it. It’ll be 
dawn soon and we’ve got to get 
back under cover of the darkness.”

Charters made no reply. Instead, 
there came to Van’s waiting eager 
ears the sound of a spade striking 
into the hard earth. In utter amaze­
ment he watched the pair of gang­
sters through the leafy screen which 
concealed him.

Each of them, armed with an or­
dinary shovel, was digging franti­



cally into the floor of the jungle as 
if his life depended upon it. At 
last, when they had achieved a 
hole some five feet deep, Conners 
straightened up and dropped his 
spade.

“That’ll do,” he announced. “Come 
on, drag the stuff over here.”

Charters returned to the brush 
from whence they had come, and re­
appeared again, dragging a steel 
box through the grass. Van watched 
them keenly.

They dragged the box to the edge 
of the hole and tossed it in. Then, 
seizing then’ spades, they proceeded 
to fling back the earth that they 
had removed from the excavation.

HALF done in this latter task, 
they paused to rest briefly. Char­
ters said: “If he ever finds out, 

he’ll kill us.”
“How’s he going to find out?” de­

manded Conners. “Those phoney 
jewels are so perfect they’d fool old 
man Tiffany himself.”

Something clicked in Van’s brain 
at that moment. Conners’ last words 
had furnished the clue to their 
strange behavior. Apparently, for 
the second time, they had stolen the 
jewels of Paruana. Stolen them this 
time from the hooded man who had 
purchased them from the white men. 
Stolen them and replaced them with 
the imitations, seeking out of the 
deal to reap a double profit.

Charters spoke again. “Say,” he 
said, with the air of a man who had 
been struck with a sudden idea. 
“Did you actually figure on this 
when you insisted that we bring 
those phoney jewels in the subma­
rine with us?”

Conners grunted. “I had no plan­
ned idea,” he said, “but I thought 
perhaps an opportunity like this 
would present itself — as long as 
there were two sets of the jewels 
lying around.”

Charters grinned.
“Well,” he said, “it was a darn 

good idea. Come on, we’d better 
hurry.”

They returned to their work in 
desperate haste. Then when the last 
clod had been returned to its place, 
they shouldered their spades and 
disappeared once more into the 
brush, leaving behind them, unseen 
and unobserved, the still figure of 
a man seated in a tree with more 
hope in his heart, more plans in his 
brain than he had had since his ad­
vent to the State of Paruana.

Now, armed with this informa­
tion, Van was prepared to turn it 
to his own advantage. Conners had 
now double-crossed the hooded man. 
Evidently he had collected for the 
stealing of the jewels. Evidently, 
knowing that he was a veritable 
prisoner until the mysterious master 
mind’s schemes had worked, he must 
have estimated that the deal was al­
most done now, that he would soon 
be released. 'Then he would take 
the jewels back to America and get 
rid of them for the second time at 
no mean profit to himself.

Conners’ profit, Van reflected, had 
been great in this affair. And if 
the hooded man was prepared to 
pay literally millions for the Ameri­
can’s service, his own rewards must 
be considerably greater.

FAR off on the eastern horizon the
Indian sun pulled itself up from 

the Western hemisphere and deluged 
the earth with its blazing light— 
with its terrific heat.

And now that the night had fled 
—the night which had been replete 
w’ith peril, Nature took her toll from 
Van’s weary body. He never knew 
exactly at what point he fell into a 
deep and untroubled slumber. One 
moment he was wide awake, still 
pondering the thing he had just 
seen; the next, relaxed and leaning 



against the trunk of the tree, he 
was fast asleep.

The hot sun was already falling 
down over the distant horizon when 
he awoke again.

And it was night once more when 
he bestirred himself and climbed 
down from his arboreous boudoir. 
As a precaution, he slipped on his 
black silk mask. He walked slowly 
toward the spot where he had seen 
the Rajah’s jewels buried the pre­
ceding night.

As he stood there regarding the 
tomb of the treasure, his eyes nar­
rowed and he became lost in 
thought. So much so that he failed 
to hear soft footsteps behind him, 
that he failed to see the two men 
who came forth out of the midst of 
the eerie jungle.

A VOICE with a clipped English 
accent said suddenly, “Put up 

your hands. Do not move.”
He glanced upward swiftly. There, 

standing beneath the very tree he 
had just quitted, stood two men. One 
of them levelled an automatic at his 
head.

He was trapped. Just when he 
had been on the verge of returning 
to the battle. Just when he had a 
solid, tangible thing on which to 
work. He sighed bitterly, but raised 
his hands as the two figures came 
toward him.

Then again the voice spoke and in 
the tones this time was a gratified 
surprise.

“It is the Phantom!”
Van’s heart lifted. Carefully he 

scrutinized the speaker, and his 
heart gave a bound. It was the 
Rajah of Paruana who was ap­
proaching him, another Hindu at his 
side. He lowered the gun and 
stretched forth his hand to Van.

After they had greeted each other 
warmly, Van gave vent to the aston­
ishment which was in his mind.

“How did you get here?” he asked. 
“I understand, other than by train, 
it’s impossible to find a route to 
Paruana.”

The Rajah smiled. “There’s a 
secret path through the jungle,” he 
said. “Few of us know it. That 
was the way I came when Ham­
mersly delivered your note to me. I 
came to give you the information 
you require in person, and also to 
help you overcome those swine.”

By now Van’s spirits had improv-^ 
ed a great deal. Things were now 
beginning to break. With the Rajah 
himself here to explain a number 
of things, his task of outwitting the 
foe should be considerably easier.

“This,” said the Rajah, “is Putra, 
a faithful servant. He, too, knows 
the secret trail through the jungle. 
That is how he escaped after the 
arrival of my enemies. Too, he 
overheard some of their conversa­
tion, which will help us a great 
deal.” Zs.

“Good,” said Van. “We need all 
the information we can get. And 
we need more than that. We need 
men to help us overcome them.”

THE Rajah smiled quietly.
“We have them,” he said.

Van raised his eyebrows.
“Men?” he repeated. “Where?”
“Encamped in the jungle some 

two miles back are a hundred 
troops. When I revealed the whole 
story to Hammersly, he ordered them 
out without hesitation. However, 
I did not want to charge down at 
once. I wanted to attempt a liaison 
with you first. Perhaps they have 
won the people to their side. If so, 
I did not want wholesale slaughter. 
We have agreed that a shot from a 
Very pistol shall be the signal which 
brings the troops to our side when 
we need them.”

“Good,” said Van. “But in the 
meantime will you kindly; explain 



to me what is the mysterious thing 
for which they search.”

“I’ll tell you everything,” said the 
Rajah. “Now listen.”

Van was silent. Standing there 
in the midst of the dark, impene­
trable jungle, as the Rajah unfolded 
a story as strange, as weird as the 
environment in which they stood.

“Know you,” he said, “that it is 
written on our holy books, that-on 
one day of the new moon in the 
seventh month, Memmsah, the mag­
nificent, the first Rajah of Paruana, 
shall rise from his grave and come 
to his people, counseling them. He 
will wear upon that occasion the 
jewels of Paruana, and the costly 
robe in which he was buried. They 
stole the jewels and forced me to 
reveal to them the location of the 
robe.”

A PUZZLED frown marked Van’s 
brow.

“Well,” he said, “how does this 
clear things up?”

“Of course,” explained the Rajah, 
I realize that it is all apocryphal. 
But still the people believe. These men 
intend to produce a false Memm­
sah who will appear to the people 
with the new moon. He will ad­
dress them. He will tell them to 
depose me and permit young Akbar, 
my half-brother, to rule in my 
place.”

Van’s frown grew deeper.
“But if you knew this all the 

time,” said Van, “you could have 
taken greater precautions to prevent 
it?”

“I did not know all of it,” said 
the Rajah, “until I met Putra on the 
jungle trail. To the best of my 
knowledge, Akbar was still at school 
in England. Putra told me that they 
had kidnaped him, that he is in the 
Palace, ready to appear when the 
false Memmsah will miraculously 
produce him. In this way will he 

sway the people. Akbar will be 
their ruler, and he, a mere boy, 
shall be putty in the hands of my 
enemies. Of those who desire to ex­
ploit my people!”

And now that Van understood the 
plan in detail a swift idea illumi­
nated his mind.

“What else did Putra find out?” 
he asked. “How do they intend to 
stage their little drama at the new 
moon?”

“The people will assemble,” said 
the Rajah. “My step-brother Hari 
Singh has spread the rumor of 
Memmsah’s reappearance. Before 
them on the palace courtyard will 
be the tomb of Memmsah. From it 
he will appear. Later, after he has 
harangued the crowd, he will prom­
ise them a miracle and will cause 
Akbar to emerge from the same 
tomb. Do you understand?”

“Very well,” said Van. “And I 
have an idea to combat them. Listen. 
Can Putra return down the jungle 
trail and somewhere obtain a robe 
that is the counterpart of the one 
which Memmsah wears?”

The Rajah considered this for a 
moment.

“Perhaps,” he said. “What is 
your idea?”

“This,” said Van. “As you say 
we don’t dare call the troops until 
we have won the people to our side. 
Very well, that is what I plan to 
do. Tomorrow at the new moon, 
most of their men will be outside to 
witness the miracle. Inside there 
will probably be no others, save the 
guards of Akbar.

I SHALL disguise myself as an In­
dian, then we three shall creep 

to the castle. We shall overpower 
those guards, and when Memmsah 
calls for his miracle, when he opens 
the tomb to find Akbar, Akbar shall 
not be there, but another shall.”

“Who?” said the Rajah.



“The Phantom,” said Van with a 
chuckle. “And he will swing the 
mob over again.”

“It’s a daring scheme,” said the 
Rajah. “But suppose that Putra is 
successful • in finding a counterpart 
of the old robe, what then? What 
of the jewels?”

Van grinned.
“That’s easy,” he said. “Fate her­

self attended to that matter just 
before you came along the secret 
trail.”

CHAPTER XXV
A Prophecy

T
HE DAY of the new moon 
dawned bright and hot. A 
burning copper sun threw 
its intensity down upon an arid 

land. Miasmic steam rose from the 
jungle. In the distance the border 
hills reared their cool snow-tipped 
heads to heaven, as if seeking softer 
altitudes in which to breathe.

The courtyard of the Rajah’s 
palace seethed with humanity. Since 
early morning when the ornate iron 
gates had been flung open, the tribes 
from far and near had been flock­
ing to witness the miracle for which 
they had waited all these years. 
Now at last, it had been whispered, 
it was about to happen. The writ­
ings of the sacred book were about 
to come true. The dream of the 
priests and seers was about to be­
come an actual thing.

The marble veranda which over­
looked the courtyard was decked 
with purple banners. In its centei’ 
stood the Rajah’s golden throne, and 
at its side, against the rear wall, 
stood the old decaying tomb of the 
first Rajah of Paruana, Memmsah, 
the Magnificent.

Within the palace an excited hum 
ran through the native servants as 
the febrile nervousness of the mob 
outside permeated the walls and sent 

the Indians into a religious frenzy. 
Perhaps the coolest figure in the 
province that day was the man who 
sat in one of the Rajah’s private 
rooms, and spoke to three white 
men and an Indian.

The man was seated on a gor­
geous dais, whose finely wrought 
gold was inlaid with a thousand 
multicolored gems. He wore a long 
black robe and a white hood com­
pletely covered his face. Behind two 
slits cut in the hood a pair of cruel 
eyes gleamed triumphantly.

“Well, gentlemen,” he said, “our 
adventure is at about an end. After 
today we need have no fear. We 
shall control the province. As for 
you- Americans, you shall return 
home tonight, laden with gold as a 
reward for faithfully serving me.”

Charters winked broadly at his 
companions, but the hooded man did 
not seem to notice.

“And you, Hari Singh,” he con­
tinued, “you shall be minister of the 
province.”-'

The Indian bowed.
“But, sir,” he said, “what of the 

British? Will they not dispossess 
us with troops when they know we 
have cast my step-brother from his 
throne?”

The man in the hood chuckled.

NO,” he said, “they will not. If 
the people are with us they will 
not dare risk an uprising. Further, 

the government has just declared 
for an autonomy of the peoples of 
India. If the people wish our rule, 
they must have it. And after the 
miracle that occurs at first sight of 
the new moon, they shall forget 
their former ruler.”

Singh bowed, and his brown face 
became wreathed in a smile as the 
mysterious master mind of the ne­
farious scheme allayed his remain­
ing fears.

“Now, tell me,” said the white 



hood again, “is the boy prepared? 
Is he with his guards and are they 
thoroughly sure of what they must 
do?”

“It is arranged, Sahib,” said Hari 
Singh.

The white hood turned and fixed 
its eyes upon the three Americans. 
“Tonight you shall wear your uni­
forms for the last time. It must 
be an impressive ceremony. We 
must dominate that mob by sheer 

_ psychological force. See that all is 
made ready and gather upon the 
veranda as soon as the new moon 
shows itself. That is all.”

THE men in the room bowed 
shortly and left. As soon as the 

door was closed the hooded figure 
dropped his air of casualness and 
hastily crossed the room. He locked 
the door, and removed the mask 
from his face. He wiped the per­
spiration from himself, then turned 
and regarded himself in the mirror. 

His reflection smiled back at him. 
“Well,” he muttered softly to him­

self, “it was a hard job, but, thank 
God, tonight it’s done and over 
with.”

Then he threw himself down on 
a couch at the side of the room and 
closed his eyes. The night’s task 
which still lay ahead of him was a 
hard one, he would need all his 
strength, all his daring courage to 
carry it through, so now he must 
rest.

And had he known what was in 
the Phantom’s mind at that moment, 
his rest would not have been as 
tranquil, as easy, as it was.

The sky was unclouded when dusk 
came. The sun had sunk to rest 
over the western hills and now the 
night was purple and fragrant. A 
cool breeze swept the province, but 
made little headway in the crowded 
fetid courtyard of the Rajah of 
Paruana.

Suddenly an excited scream went 
up from the assembled natives. A 
hundred brown fingers pointed up­
ward to the sky and a thousand 
voices shouted in unison: “The new 
moon! It comes! Oh, Memmsah, re­
turn to thy children!”

Then of a sudden, a hundred 
torches flamed to light in the court­
yard throwing an eerie, unreal light 
upon the scene, lighting a thousand 
fanatical faces with their yellow 
beams. The mob was now at fever 
heat. Excitement pulsated through 
their hearts. They were exalted, 
fanatical—and dangerous.

The weight of a single hair could 
sway them now, sway them either 
way, transform them to a mighty 
fanatical force for good or evil. 
The man in the hood knew this well, 
and it was upon this fact that he 
had staked everything. The Phan­
tom knew it, too, and he was about 
to fling his own life into the bal­
ance in order to wrest the victory 
from the bloody hands of his foes.

FROM somewhere at the side of 
the yard a drum beat with mad­
dening monotony. Its dramatic 

rhythms stirred the pulses of the 
mob, stirred them until uncon­
sciously they beat at the same rate 
as the pounding tom-toms. Some-; 
where a woman shrieked hoarsely. 
A baby whined in terror at the 
eeriness of it; and overhead like a 
silver symbol of evil, the new moon 
shed a soft light down upon the 
ghostly domes of the palace.

There was a sudden shuffling of 
feet on the veranda. Doors from 
the palace were flung open and 
many men appeared. The three 
Americans, resplendent in the mili­
tary uniforms with which they had 
been provided, stood stiffly at at­
tention near the rail. Hari Singh 
and half a dozen other high caste 
Hindus, clad in robes of state, 



walked dignifiedly out into the open. 
A thousand throats shouted ex­
citedly as Hari Singh detached him­
self from the others and came down 
to the front of the balcony. He 
raised his hand for silence. The 
shouting ceased but in that distant 
corner of the courtyard the drums 
still hammered out their monoto­
nous, savage chant.

“My brothers,” Hari Singh ad­
dressed them, “above you is the new 
moon, and as tonight it shines down 
upon Paruana, a new dynasty is 
bom. One is raised from the grave 
and another’ is born. Tonight, what 
was once written by the prophets 
shall come to pass. He who was 
the first to rule us shall rise from 
the grave, shall break the bonds of 
Nirvana and return to us. Re­
turn to us in our travail and dic­
tate to us how we shall henceforth 
live.”

STACCATO, the booming of the 
drums punctuated his sentences.

He continued:
"From the lips of Memmsah, the 

Magnificent, whom we all honor, 
we shall hear who must rule us in 
the future. As you know, my per­
fidious step-brother deserted us in 
our hour of need. For months he 
has been gone, spending the money 
we earn for him in the Western 
World.

“Some of you have said this is 
wrong. Some of you have said that 
no one should criticize a ruler. Very 
well, tonight we shall hear the end 
of this talking. We shall hear a 
decision from the lips of Memmsah 
himself. Look you!”

Hari Singh flung his hand to 
heaven, and for a moment it seemed 
as if the Deities themselves had 
taken a hand in the plans of the 
hooded man. For over the face of 
the new moon there passed a flimsy 
cloud.

“Look you,” cried Singh again. 
“Is it not written: And Memmsah 
the Magnificent shall return. He 
shall return with the new moon in 
the seventh season. For an instant 
the moon shall be obscured by nim­
bus, then as it shines clear and 
lucid once more, Memmsah, the 
Magnificent, shall arise from his 
grave and give counsel to his chil­
dren. Is it not written?”

Every eye in that courtyard was 
turned to heaven. The wisp of 
summer cloud, propelled by a va­
grant breeze swept over the face of 
the moon, passed by, and left the 
queen of the night alone and lum­
inous in the heavens. And a thou­
sand voices cried as one: “It is so 
written!”

“Then,” said Hari Singh, turning 
to the upright tomb, “if it is writ­
ten, it is the truth. Oh, Memmsah, 
the Magnificent, come forth and 
counsel thy children!”

The drums picked up a beat.

CHAPTER XXVI
Miracle!

T
HE STONE door of the 
tomb moved. Slightly at 
first. Dust and decay crum­
bled from its side and fell to the 

marble floor. The sweating mob of 
natives quivered. Their hearts 
pounded and fed their brains with 
intoxicated blood.

Theatrically, another torch flared 
to life above the opening door. It 
groaned on its hinges, then swung 
wide. Within the tomb there was 
movement, slow movement. Some­
thing gorgeous gleamed in the flick­
ering torchlight. Something mag­
nificent glittered with a beauty that 
was almost painful to behold.

A man stepped from the tomb!
The mob was hushed. Held by a 

silence that made the very ear ache. 
The deathly voice of the drums 



seemed somehow to contain a 
mighty, song of exultation, of tri­
umph.

A glittering resplendent figure 
moved in the eerie light. It was 
dressed in a long robe which en­
cased its whole body from head to 
foot. Upon the robe there gleamed 
and sparkled gems that could be 
bought by no one man in the world.

ON its head was a mask, a rigid 
pale, expressionless mask, that 
reached up, covered the plate, and 

evolved finally to a crown beset with 
magnificent splendor. And on a gold 
chain which hung from the neck 
was suspended a thing of liquid ir- 
ridescence which held the awful 
beauty of paradise imprisoned in a 
single prism—the flawless diamond 
of Paruana.

Asx one man the awed mob threw 
themselves to the ground. The 
drums hammered out their madden­
ing song. A mighty voice rose, 
quivered.

“Memmsah! Memmsah, we salute 
thee!”

The glittering, almost apocryphal 
figure walked majestically to the 
edge of the balcony. He stretched 
forth a hand. His voice emerged 
from behind the mask which cov­
ered him.

“Arise, my children!”
Slowly the awed crowd rose and 

stared with fear and wonder in 
their eyes.

But within earshot, though unob­
served, there was. one man who felt 
no awe in his breast. For he had 
heard that voice before; and he 
knew it as a voice that presaged 
death. Yet the Phantom made no 
move. The time had not yet come 
for him to act.

The voice that a thousand reli­
gious fanatical believers in reincar­
nation were sure had reached out 
to them from Paradise; had re­

turned to this earth to counsel his 
subjects, continued:

“My children, fear me not. 1 
have not come to punish thee. 
Rather to. free thee from the thrall 
of him who calls himself your 
Rajah.”

A murmur ran through the crowd 
at these words. The discontent 
which had been rife in the province 
of late, crystallized now that this 
voice upheld it.

“You have been crushed with tax­
ation,” continued the bejeweled 
figure, “you have been burdened 
with much to support the irreligious 
desires of your ruler. You have 
with the sweat of your brow yielded 
up to him monies which have been 
spent in direct violation of the 
great Mohammed.”

A rumble like distant thunder 
swept thrbugh the mob. The drums 
chanted of murder, and lust, and 
blood.

“Yet,” continued the man from 
the tomb, “ye have made no resist­
ance. Good men that ye be, ye have 
not struck down him who has ex­
ploited you. Ye have obeyed blindly 
for ye did not know who amongst 
you should be your next Rajah 
should the present one receive his 
just deserts.”

The rumble in the yard grew 
louder, ominous. A voice cried: “It 
is true! Memmsah speaks truly!”

A HUNDRED throats took up the 
cry. The drums beat sultry, 

dry, and every stroke of the sticks 
was a muffled rifle shot. The ten­
sion in the air imparted itself to the 
white men on the balcony. Conners 
shuffled uneasily. Winton and
Charters were pale, anxious. The 
flickering torch cast its light upon 
the diamond of Paruana, and that 
light was thrown back a thousand­
fold by the flawless facets. The 
stars were cold in the heavens as 



death, and evil rode side by side 
through the sable sky.

“So,” said the voice, rising to a 
thundering crescendo, “your Rajah 
has deserted you. He plays with in­
fidels. He spends your money on 
Western vice. He shall rule no 
more! I, Memmsah, decree it!”

A deep-throated growl ran through 
the yard. A high-pitched, hysterical 
tone cried out:

“Then who shall rule us, Oh, 
Memmsah? Who shall rule?”

AKBAR shall rule ye. Akbar 
with the body of a stripling, 

but the mind of a man. I shall 
counsel him from Paradise. Ye shall 
accept him as Rajah.”

A tremendous shout went up from 
the assembled multitude. Then a 
still doubting spirit spoke.

“But, Oh, Mighty One; Akbar is 
in England attending the schools of 
the infidel. How can he rule us?”

The masked gleaming figure on 
the balcony raised his hand for si­
lence. The shouting ceased. The 
voices died away. Only the drums, 
the hammering drums with the zira- 
leet of insanity, throbbed on.

“Naught is impossible to Memm­
sah. I shall bring him here. I 
shall bring him from mine own 
tomb. The laws that man knows 
cannot bind Memmsah. I shall per­
form a miracle before your very 
eyes. I shall bring him forth from 
mine own tomb to rule you. Be­
hold!”

They gaped at him. The awe 
that they felt was suddenly evolved 
to a mighty exultation. Now be­
fore their very eyes they were to 
see the workings of the gods. They 
were to see time and space defied. 
They were to see Akbar, the strip­
ling, transported through space, 
whisked from the Occident to Paru­
ana. Their hearts stood still, as 
Memmsah stood before his tomb, 

bowed to the east and raised his 
arms to heaven.

“Oh, Allah,” he said, "grant thy. 
son this boon. Send to me the fa­
vored Akbar to help these luckless 
people; send him to me across the 
sea, across the land. To mine own 
tomb, that it may establish the bond 
between us. As I came from the 
grave from death, let him come from 
life.”

He turned once again to the tense, 
immobile mob whose dilated, mar­
veling eyes were like fragments of 
radium in a pit.

“Behold!” he cried again; and the 
staccato note of the drum was the 
exclamation point to the word.

THEY beheld. Again the door of 
the tomb moved as if some in­

visible hand was tugging it open. 
The man in the jeweled costume 
wore a smile beneath his mask. This 
was the moment he had depended 
on. His producing Akbai* at this, 
the psychological moment, would 
have the desired effect. This would 
even swerve those loyal to the old 
regime. This was his master stroke!

Even those on the balcony, who 
realized full well that this was 
staged theatrics, were awed by the 
tremendous scene. Even the white 
men, prosaic and used to the busi­
ness of killing, felt it. Conners 
licked his lips nervously. Hari 
Singh stood tense and still.

The dry crackle of the crumbling 
stone was heard as it dropped to 
the floor, so profound was the si­
lence. The figure in the costly cos­
tume stood perfectly still, his arms 
remaining outstretched to heaven. 
The gaping mob dared not blink 
their eyes as they watched that 
stone portal slowly swing open to 
disclose their prophesied miracle to 
them.

And now it seemed the torches 
flared brighter. The drums beat 



more savagely. Hearts pounded 
against brown breasts. Nails bit 
into palms. A low murmur swept 
the crowd and suddenly became a 
mighty roar, a vibrant, trumpeting 
roar, that had not been heard since 
the walls of Jericho fell to the 
ground.

And the door swung open!

CHAPTER XXVII
Exposure

AND the miracle that appeared 
Z-X to the people of Paruana 

JL Jk was not as great a thing as 
the miracle which the man in the 
jeweled costume beheld. For a fig­
ure stepped from the coffin and 
slammed the stone door before him 
—and that figure in no wise resem­
bled Akbar, he of the stripling’s 
body and the sage’s mind.

The body was six feet tall and 
weighed almost two hundred pounds. 
It was clothed in Occidental garb. 
On its face was a black silk mask; 
in each of its hands was a pistol, 
one a .38, the other a Very.

It was the Phantom!
Before the astonished assemblage 

could stir,' could even draw breath, 
the Phantom thrust his left hand in 
the air and fired the Very pistol. 
The shell tore from its barrel and 
shot into the sky with a burst of 
flame that could be seen for miles.

The automatic was aimed un­
waveringly at the begemmed crown 
which encircled the head of Memm­
sah, the Magnificent. The Phantom 
spoke quietly in English.

“If you move,” he said between 
his clenched teeth, “or if any of 
your men make a move to touch me, 
you die. Now stand at my side 
while I talk.”

On the balcony it seemed, every­
one was far too stupefied to move. 
The white men were whiter than 
their racial characteristics had ever 

made them. The Indians were 
frankly amazed. They stared be- 
wilderedly at the costumed figure 
of their leader for instructions. But 
it appeared that he, too, was com­
pletely dazed.

Van’s automatic touched his chest 
and obediently he moved toward the 
edge of the balcony with the masked 
figure.

But now the mob below had re­
covered from their initial surprise. 
They were outraged, stupefied. They 
had been promised a miracle. True, 
they had had one. But this was not 
Akbar. This was a white man. A 
mad white man whose face was half 
black, who carried a weapon in his 
hand with which he fired balls of 
fire into the heavens.

Normally, this weird apparition 
who had appeared from the tomb of 
Memmsah would have struck fear 
into their hearts, but tonight, intox­
icated by these drums, maddened by 
religious frenzy, their sense of sac­
rilege overcame all else.

A howl of wrath went up from 
the courtyard, half directed at Van, 
and half at the figure who had 
promised them a new Rajah and 
had given them this impostor. In 
the front row hands reached up and 
attempted to lay hold of those on 
the balcony. With the exception of 
the Phantom and the man at whose 
heart he held a gun, they moved back.

V'AN raised his left hand for si­
lence. The mob quieted some­
what. He cleared his throat. His 

heart was beating wildly, and his 
pulse hammered thirty points above 
normal. He had staked everything 
on his ability to sway this frenzied 
mob.

His Very pistol had already sent 
its message to the troops. If the 
shouting crowd was on his side, had 
been definitely turned against the 
hooded man by the time they ar­



rived all would be well. But if he 
failed to swing them, if their tem- 
pei- was hostile, if they still believed 
that the costumed figure was the in­
carnation of Memmsah, much blood 
would be shed that night. The au­
thorities would fume and the 
chances were that this monumental 
scheme would succeed after all.

THE battle would be won in the 
next few minutes. Won, not 

with bullets but with words. He 
lifted his voice and spoke in their 
native tongue.

“My friends, you have been duped. 
But I have come to save you from 
disappointment. You have been 
promised a miracle. You have been 
promised the sight of the man who 
is to rule you. Very well, I, and I 
alone, can bring him to you.”

For a moment they were silent. 
Undoubtedly they had been im­
pressed by his words. After all, 
had not Memmsah promised them 
Akbar? Had he not failed?

A voice cried out: “But you are 
not Memmsah. Memmsah stands 
there at your side. He would not 
dupe his children.”

The murmur began again. The 
drum lost a beat for the first time 
that night, it throbbed more slowly. 
Van took heart.

“Memmsah?” he repeated. “And 
do you believe that this is Memm­
sah? This man lies. He tricks 
you.”

“He wears Memmsah’s clothes!” 
they cried. “He wears the jewels 
of Memmsah. He wears Memmsah’s 
robes. He wears the diamond of 
Paruana.”

A rumbling chorus took up the 
cry.

“He wears the diamond of Paru­
ana !”

Van shouted at the top of his 
voice in order to make himself 
heard above the mob.

“It is not the diamond of Paru­
ana. That, too, is a trick. Look 
you!”

Swiftly he seized the glittering 
bauble that hung from the other’s 
neck. Swiftly he raised the barrel 
of the .38. He brought it down 
hard on the jewel. Beneath the 
blow the paste crumbled in his 
hand; and the gorgeous irridescent 
gem was shattered in the palm of 
his hand.

The crowd gasped. The drum 
ceased its chant. Van pressed his 
advantage.

“Is this the diamond of Paruana 
that crumbles in my hand like the 
will of a woman? Is this Memmsah, 
the Magnificent, who comes to you 
arrayed in jewels that break in the 
palm? Is this, then, the hero of 
Paruana?”

For an instant there was silence. 
To Van standing there, staking all 
on this turn of the dice, that si­
lence lasted an eternity. This was 
the critical moment. Now they were 
his, or—

HE dared not contemplate the al­
ternative.

Then a hoarse voice cried out:
“Kill him! Kill the false Memm­

sah! We have been tricked!”
“Wait!” Van held up his hand. 

His heart beat triumphantly now. 
He had won them, yet he must keep 
them in control or they would tear 
these panic-stricken men on the bal­
cony to pieces. Next to him he 
could hear the hoarse breathing of 
the man in the first Rajah’s robes 
of state.

"Wait,” he cried again. “You 
have been promised the sight of 
your true ruler. You shall have it.”

He half turned his head, and 
looked at the upright coffin. The 
frightened, dilated eyes of the 
hooded man’s followers stared at 
him, wondering if the next move 



would be the swish of the Reaper’s 
scythe.

“Come forth,” cried Van.

FOR the third time that evening, 
the stone door opened, and now 
from its interior there stepped a 

figure that exactly resembled that 
of the false Memmsah. His robe 
was identical. His gems were iden­
tical save in place of the poor shat­
tered thing that hung about the 
trickster’s neck, was a flawless dia­
mond of such beauty that men 
dream of.

“This is your Rajah,” said Van.
“Look.”

The figure raised his hands and 
removed the rigid mask from his 
face, and the countenance of the 
genuine Rajah of Paruana gazed 
down upon his bewildered people.

“My brothers,” he said, “it is I. 
I have returned to you in time to 
save you from those who would 
have tricked you.”

Stunned quiet greeted his words. 
Things were happening far too fast 
for these simple people. At last, a 
wondering voice asked the ques­
tion that was in their minds.

“But what of Memmsah? Where 
is he? Those are his garments.”

Van again addressed the assem­
bly. He had the answer all ready 
for this one.

“Oh, people,” he said. “This is 
Memmsah. Your present ruler is 
the living incarnation of Memmsah. 
That is why he may wear his robes. 
This is the soul of Memmsah, liv­
ing again in the body of your prince. 
Allah is great, and Mohammed is 
his prophet!”

It was done.
The great crowd faced the east 

and bowed.
“Allah is great,” came the tre­

mendous response, “and Moham­
med is his prophet!”

But then the frenzy which had 

subsided in the mob burst forth 
again. The excitement of the eve­
ning was too much for their primi­
tive souls. Their drugged emotions 
demanded something. And the most 
obvious action came to their minds 
first.

“Kill them!” shouted half a dozen. 
“Slay Hari Singh and the false 
prophets. Death to them all and 
their followers!”

A rumble like that of thunder on 
a sultry day rippled through the 
air. Van essayed to stem the tide 
of blood lust that had come upon 
them.

“Stop!” he cried. “I—”
But as well to try to harness the 

ocean as leash those burning emo­
tions. The whole mob took up the 
cry.

“Death! Death to our betrayers!”
In vain the Rajah added his voice 

to Van’s. The crowd like a sweep­
ing torrent pressed up agaiflst the 
balcony. A dozen brown figures 
clambered up the balustrade. A 
hundred others found their way to 
the front rank, striving to be the 
first to lay hands on the infidels.

IN that frantic instant as he 
fought to save the lives of his 

enemies Van’s attention was dis­
tracted for a moment from the fig­
ure at his side. And now, the 
hooded man made his move. His 
hand shot out and struck Van on 
the side of the face.

The Phantom reeled, lost his bal­
ance and tumbled over the railing 
into the hands of the milling mob 
below. Another blow sent the 
Rajah spinning ere he could de-, 
fend himself. The false Memmsah 
turned to his men.

"In the palace,” he yelled. “We 
can hold them off!”

There was a concerted rush for 
the door, the blood-thirsty mob hard 
at their heels. The luckless Winton 



was the last man. The mob was 
almost upon him as the costumed 
figure reached the door. He gave 
no thought to risking his own neck 
to save that of his ally. No sooner 
had he passed the threshold than he 
slammed the portal into place. The 
bolts clicked into place. Winton 
stumbled on the balcony. His hands 
hammered futilely on the closed 
door. He screamed in terror as the 
mob came down.

CHAPTER XXVIII
Secret Passages

FOR a moment Van thought he 
was done for. Knocked sprawl­
ing into the fighting gang be­

low, he was tossed about like a cork 
in a? storm. True, he knew that 
they had no intention of wreaking 
their vengeance on him, neverthe­
less, with the mob in this temper, 
close contact was exceedingly dan­
gerous. He realized that if he ever 
fell below to the courtyard, those 
trampling feet would crush the life 
out of him.

Desperately he fought for a hold 
on the railing. Twice his hands 
reached out, and twice as he was 
about to grip the rail, someone 
jerked him aside. Then a body be­
neath him surged forward, and now 
he clutched the balustrade.

Agilely he pulled himself up to 
the balcony. A fighting, shouting 
mob surrounded the fallen figure of 
Winton. His screams of agony 
ripped out horribly into the night. 
Struggling desperately, shouting 
against the cries of the natives was 
the Rajah, frantically attempting to 
save the white man from the ven­
geance of his people.

Van charged into the crowd, head 
down. He struck the outer fringe 
with all his strength, almost stun­
ning himself, but he made an open­
ing. Smashing out desperately with 

his fists, he made his way to Win­
ton’s side.

He yelled at the natives in their 
own tongue, but they paid him no 
heed. Finally, he succeeded in get­
ting his back against the wall. His 
left hand dragged the bleeding Win­
ton to his feet. His right thrust 
the automatic in the nearest na­
tive’s heart.

“Stop,” he said. “Leave him to 
the white man’s justice. I shall kill 
the first man who disobeys me.”

For a moment they hesitated. The 
sight of that cold steel against their 
comrade’s heart had its sobering ef­
fect.

Then someone cried:
"Let him be. It is the false 

Memmsah that we want. Storm the 
house.”

THEY pounded desperately on the 
panels of the door, as Van drip­

ping with perspiration dragged Win­
ton to the relative safety of the 
far comer of the courtyard. The 
Rajah followed.

By now a thousand men were at­
tacking the palace at various points, 
essaying to force an entrance to 
slay the man who had duped them.

Van stared at the Rajah over 
Winton’s gory form.

“If they ever get in,” he said, 
“hell itself won’t stop them. They’ll 
rip that gang to pieces.”

“The palace is strong,” said the 
Rajah. “If they have made every 
door fast from within they should 
hold them off until the troops ar­
rive. If not—”

He shrugged his shoulders and 
did not finish the sentence.

Van bent down and wiped the 
blood from Winton’s face.

“Hurt badly?” he asked.
The man nodded weakly.
“I think I’m done for,” he said. 

"That dirty yellow rat slammed the 
door in my face.”



Then suddenly above the tumult 
of the invaders, there came a 
swift staccato crackle. It was re­
inforced by three more similar 
sounds. Screams of agony rent the 
air. Van turned an alarmed face 
to the Rajah.

“My God,” he said, “they’re using 
machine-guns in there. They’ll 
slaughter them.”

The machine-guns from within 
continued their devastating thread 
of fire. The brown attackers fell 
in winnows as the withering stream 
of lead ate its way into their 
bodies. Shrieks of fear and pain 
ascended to heaven in awful chorus.

Then the ranks of the Indians 
broke. Those of them who still 
were on their feet turned and ran 
for their lives into the friendly 
shadows of the jungle that hid them 
from the cruel marksmanship of the 
defenders. And as they .went the 
machine-guns kept up their chatter, 
mowing down the dark fleeing fig­
ures wantonly, ruthlessly.

Then, as it appeared that those 
within the palace had won the day, 
when not a native remained near 
the building, a sudden answering 
hail of lead spattered up against 
the stone walls of the palace. Van 
and the Rajah exchanged signifi­
cant, anxious glances.

“The troops,” said Van. “And 
we’re in a pretty spot between the 
two fires. We’ll have to make our 
way out to meet them. Come on, 
I’ll bring Winton.”

HE stooped over the fallen man 
and lifted him up. Winton 

groaned weakly.
“Never mind me,” he protested.
Van, however, disregarded him, 

and carefully they made their way 
through the courtyard, slinking in the 
shadows of the high walls.

From both before and behind them 
death whizzed through the air. Cau­

tiously they crept through the night. 
A spent ricocheting piece of steel 
flicked Van’s wrist and drew blood. 
His teeth sank into his lip but he 
made no sound.

Out of the yard they slunk, un­
observed. The danger now lay from 
the bullets of the troops toward 
whom they were advancing. Half 
a dozen times they were compelled 
to take cover behind some friendly 
tree to avoid the barrage that was 
being laid down at the palace.

THEN at last an English voice 
came to their ears, crisp and 
staccato.
“Halt, or I fire.”
Van breathed a sigh of relief as 

they stood their ground and an offi- 
cei’ came toward them. He saluted 
swiftly.

“We are here, Rajah,” he said. 
“And this, I take it, is the Phan­
tom.”

Van acknowledged the greeting 
and rapidly they told the officer of 
the turn events had taken. The man 
frowned.

“They can hold out there a long 
time,” he said. “With those machine­
guns in their possession they can 
easily keep us from rushing the 
place.”

“Wait,” said the Rajah. “I can 
take you to the palace through a 
secret entrance. We can enter with­
out their knowledge and take them 
by surprise.”

Van handed over Winton’s bloody 
form to two of the soldiers, and a 
moment later the Rajah led the 
soldiers and Van through a narrow 
jungle path. He stopped suddenly 
before a dense mass of vernal foli­
age. He pushed aside the greenery, 
revealing a stone trap door that ap­
parently opened into the earth itself.

With a tremendous tug, he pulled 
it open. A flight of stone steps ran 
down into darkness beneath the earth.



Van took a flashlight from his pocket 
and boldly stepped inside.

“All right,” he said. “Come on.” 
“In single file,” said the Rajah. 

“It’s a narrow passage.”

SLOWLY they trooped down the 
flagstone steps into a long under­

ground cave, lined with huge blocks 
of granite. Van’s torch cut a beam 
of light through the thick darkness 
and swiftly they made their way 
through the tunnel.

Then, after some few hundred 
yards, Van came upon another flight 
of steps, this time leading upward. 
He gazed at the Rajah inquiringly. 
The Indian, with a smile, touched a 
lever at the side of the wall. A door 
at the head of the stairs swung slowly 
open. A moment later they had 
emerged into a deserted corridor in 
the castle.

“The machine-gunners are at the 
windows,” whispered the officer. 
“We can take them by surprise from 
the rear.”

Hastily they assigned some of their 
numbers to each room in which they 
guessed there was a gun. The offi­
cer’s whistle was to be the signal to 
charge in upon the surprised enemy.

Van, with two soldiers at his side, 
silently made his way toward the 
chamber to which he had been as­
signed. Reaching his destination, 
they stood quietly at the threshold 
of the room. Van leaned over and 
peered through the door jamb.

There, seated calmly smoking at 
the side of a Lewis gun, sat Conners 
and Charters. The latter was talk­
ing. “Well,” he observed, “they seem 
to have scrammed and I’m not sorry. 
Even if my cut of this affair is over 
half a million, I’ll be glad to get out 
of it.”

“Me, too,” said Conners. “It’s the 
toughest racket I ever played; and 
with the Phantom back again, I’m 
still worried.” Charters laughed.

“You don’t have to worry; now,” 
he said. “We’ve beaten them off. 
We’ll be well out of it in the morn­
ing.”

“You forget,” said Conners grave­
ly, “that his nibs knows those jewels 
were phoney.”

Charters’ face blanched.
“God,” he said. “But can he tie 

it on us?”

BUT what Conners’ opinion was 
on that subject, Charters was 

never destined to know. For at that 
moment a shrill whistle sounded 
throughout the palace. Half a dozen 
doors flew open at once. Armed 
men catapulted into the stronghold 
of an amazed enemy.

The two white men took one look 
at the masked figure and the soldiers 
behind him, and their faces were 
suddenly ashen pale.

Then. before anyone could speak, 
Conners responded to a sudden fury 
within him. His beady eyes fasten­
ed upon the countenance of the 
masked man, and a terrible wrath 
seized him.

“You’ve crossed me once too 
often,” he screamed in swift anger.

He swung the machine-gun around 
on its tripod, its muzzle spitting 
lead as he did so. But that lethal 
barrel had not yet turned its nozzle 
on the doorway, when Van’s fore­
finger pressed hard against the trig­
ger of his revolver.

A single reverberation crashed 
through the room, sounding clearly 
above the rattle of the Lewis. Then 
the chatter of the machine-gun 
ceased. Conners fell across its black 
barrel, blood running crazily down 
his coat. He lifted his head and 
shot a final desperate, baleful look 
at the man he had sworn to kill. 
Then his head dropped.

Charters thrust his hands above 
his head with alacrity.

“I surrender,” he said.



The soldiers advanced and made 
him prisoner, when Van suddenly 
heard a cry of alarm from the hall.

“Stop him, somebody! He’s head­
ing for the vaults.”

It was the Rajah’s voice. Van 
dashed out into the hall in time to 
see the fleeing figure still clad in the 
robe of Memmsah, the Magnificent, 
disappear down a stairway. Troops 
raced in swift pursuit.

Van rushed down the hall, and 
gained three yards by the expedient 
of leaping over the bannister. Down 
two flights of stairs he ran until he 
emerged in the basement of the Pal­
ace. Even as he arrived, a great 
iron dooi’ clanged into place at the 
far end of the stone passageway.

CHAPTER XXIX
Mystery Machine

B
Y NOW the others had come 
up. They stood behind Van 
on the steps, staring at. the 

door. The officer spoke.
“What’s he hope to gain by that? 

We’ll break the door down.”
"It’ll take some time,” said the 

Rajah. “That’s solid iron.”
Van raised his voice and spoke 

aloud to the man in the vault.
“Come out,” he said grimly. 

“We’re bound to get you. It’s simply 
a matter of time.”

A hoarse chuckle emanated from 
the vault.

“It’s a matter of eternity,” said 
the voice of the hooded man. “Now 
listen to me, all of you. This door 
is well barred. I have in my hand 
a bomb filled with two pounds of 
ammonal. I’ll give you ten minutes 
to get out and give me clear pas­
sage. Otherwise, I’ll set this bomb 
off, blowing you and myself to hell. 
You get ten minutes from now.”

The attackers stared at each other 
in utter dismay. “Do you think he’s 
bluffing?” asked the officer.

Van shook his head. He had had 
enough dealings with the fiend in 
the vault to know that he did not 
bluff. No, now that he realized the 
game was up, he had little more to 
lose by death. And if he was driven 
to that he was determined to take 
the others with him.

THE Rajah gazed at Van help­
lessly. “Well, what shall we do?”

Van did not answer. He stood 
there, his brow wrinkled in thought 
and a bitter sense of disappointment 
gnawing at his breast.

He was on the point of counsel­
ing a strategic retreat and discuss­
ing the matter, when a weak voice 
called from the head of the stairs. 
Van looked up.

The fast fading body of Winton 
lay there where it had been put by 
the soldiers. Now he beckoned with 
a weak finger to Van. The latter 
raced up the stairs to the dying 
man’s side. He was forced to bend 
his ear close to Winton’s' lips, so 
faint was the voice.

“Listen,” said Winton. “It’s pretty 
late to make amends. But you tried 
your best to save my life, while that 
rat in there tried to kill me. You 
can get him out of there.”

Van’s eyes lit up eagerly.
“How?”
“The machine. It’s in one of the 

rooms at the top of the palace. The 
machine will open it before he 
knows it. Then you can jump him 
before he gets a chance to throw his 
bomb.”

Machine? The word clicked in 
Van’s consciousness. Immediately he 
thought of those gaping doors that 
Conners had ripped open with such 
consummate ease. Hastily he sum­
moned the soldiers and sent them to 
the upper rooms to find the mys­
terious device.

With one eye glued to his wrist 
watch, he anxiously awaited their 



return.Six of the ten minutes 
had passed when, they appeared 
again, bearing between them a 
strange bulky box-like contrivance. 
On its face was a deep indentation.

Van turned to Winton.
“How does it work?” he whis­

pered.
The dying man leaned up on his 

elbow, and spoke with effort.
“Set it up so that indentation faces 

the door. Press that button by the 
batteries, then pull the lever on the 
side back. The dooi‘ will tear its 
bolts out because of the terrific mag­
netism contained in the machine. 
Stand close by the door and jump 
him as soon as it opens.”

A horrible rattle emanated from 
his throat, and he fell back, prone 
and inert, accomplishing in death a 
far, far better thing than he had 
ever done in a misspent life.

Quietly, with the aid of the sol­
diers, Van set the machine up as 
directed.- No sooner had they ar-, 
ranged it in position than once 
again the voice sounded from the 
vault. “So you remain there? You 
think I am bluffing? In two more 
minutes you shall find out.”

Van made no answer. Instruct­
ing the officer to stand by and press 
the lever, he took up his position 
at the side of the door. He nodded 
his head in signal. The officer jam­
med down the small metal bar that 
protruded from the device.

THERE was a sudden whirring
sound. A faint aura revolved 

within the machine and an almost 
imperceptible ray emanated from its 
centre. The iron door jerked slight­
ly, then with a sharp report it 
smashed its own locks and swung 
wide open.

Within the vault, still arrayed in 
the historic garments of Memmsah, 
the Magnificent, stood the hooded 
man. In his hands was a black 

metal object. For a fraction of a 
second he was too astounded to 
move, and Van sprang upon him.

But even, as his arch enemy, the 
Phantom, leaped, the other touched 
a spring on the metal object with 
his finger. The catch released, the 
striker plunged down and ignited 
the fuse of his deadly bomb.

Then Van was upon him. For a 
single desperate moment they strug­
gled, while death himself leaned over 
them and watched the tide of battle. 
In his ears Van could hear the soft, 
sinister sizzle of the fuse.

With a frantic grab, he stretched 
forth his hand and snatched the 
bomb from the other’s grasp. Has­
tily he looked up. At the top of 
the wall was a small barred win­
dow. The distance between those 
bars was just enough to permit the 
passage of the bomb. Praying that 
his aim would be accurate, Van 
hurled the object at the glass with 
all his strength.

THE glass shattered as the bomb 
went, through. He seized the cos­
tumed man by the robe and dragged 

him from the vault.
“Quick,” he cried to the others. 

“Get up the stairs. That bomb’ll 
blow half the wall in on us.”

And this time the hooded man 
came with him willingly enough.

They had no sooner reached the 
top of the stairs when a tremendous 
explosion rent the air. The palace 
quivered from the mighty shock. 
Below the wall of the vault trembled, 
then fell inwards with a terrific de­
tonation. The magnetized machine 
that opened safes like paper was 
crushed by falling debris.

The air was filled with particles 
of stone and the dust of the ages 
that had been blown from its rest-, 
ing place within the walls. Then 
of a sudden, as they stood there 
staring silently at the damage, the 



man who had caused this explosion 
abruptly came to life once more.

With a swift gesture, he leaned 
down and snatched the British offi­
cer’s revolver from its holster. Then 
he turned on Van.

“Dog,” he cried. “No matter what 
is done to me, you shall die first”

He levelled the revolver at Van’s 
head and his finger constricted on 
the trigger. But when the round 
of ammunition left the barrel, Van’s 
head was no longer there.

As soon as the other finished 
speaking, he threw his body to one 
side. His head dropped a full three 
feet as he did, and his own .38 
leaped into his hand. The bullet 
buried itself harmlessly in the wall 
beyond.

Behind the mask was heard a 
muffled curse, and the officer’s re­
volver swung around for a second 
shot, but too late. Even as the robed 
figure pivoted around, Van’s own 
weapon spoke. Once, twice!

THE robed figure stumbled. The 
weapon dropped from inert fin­
gers and fell with a clatter upon 

the floor. Blood streamed from two 
holes in the historic robe that he 
wore. His knees buckled beneath 
him. Then with a weird moan, he 
fell.

His head struck the top step, and 
his body, a limp, uncontrolled thing, 
rolled down the stairs. His mask 
caught on a piece of iron which had 
been shattered by the explosion, and 
was ripped from his face.

The officer gripped Van’s arm.
“Good God,” he said. “A white 

man!”

Van nodded. A grim smile played 
about his mouth,

“Yes,” he said quietly. “His name 
is Champion. He’s quite a respec­
table citizen in the States.”

The Rajah turned to him, an ex­
pression of surprise on his face.

“You knew who it was, then?” 
“I rather guessed,” admi ted Van.

“When I saw that he was a big 
holder in the syndicate that tried to 
force those concessions from you. 
But it’s all over now, though at a 
cost of more blood than I care to 
remember.”

“Yes,” said the Rajah happily. 
“It’s all over now. And once more 
we can resume our normal lives and 
be happy.”

“Amen to that,” said the officer.

BUT the man whom the world 
knew as the Phantom said noth­

ing. If it were over for him, it was 
to begin again very shortly. For his 
happiness was not derived from the 
peace and tranquility that brings so­
lace to the souls of most men. No, 
to him, adventure was meat and 
drink. It supplied the zest of life.

And he knew that somewhere, 
sometime, there would be another 
George Champion, another evil 
genius who would put his courage 
and wits to the test.

And then another and another; 
and there would be no peace for the 
Phantom. For peace and tranquil­
ity he had eschewed when he had 
assumed his role. No, let others be 
grateful for ease and surcease; as 
for him, he was ready and eager to 
greet a new foe, now that his last 
adversary had been overcome.

NEXT MONTH:
THIRTEEN CARDS OF DEATH

A Thrill-Packed Full Book-Length Novel of Horrifying Murder 
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Taken From the Case-Book of Richard Curtis Van Loan by G. Wayman Jones
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BEHIND the NEWS

The Goods Were on Markey for the Death of Welch-«• 
But the Inside Story of the Case Will

Astonish You
By ANATOLE FELDMAN

Author of "Cop Killers,’’ ‘‘Ace of Death,” etc.

E
DDIE BARNES, city editor 
of the Argus, dashed into 
the reporters’ room, a stream­

ing cloud of pipe tobacco smoke 
marking his rapid progress. He lit­
erally pounced on me, flung me to­
ward the door.

“Royal Hotel. Room 521—Dead 
man!” he barked. “Get going, Steve. 
It looks like the best story that has 
broken in months!”

I got going. Ten minutes later, 
after’ stewing at the delays of cross­
town traffic, my cab skidded to a 
halt before the resplendent marquee 

of the Royal. The news had al­
ready leaked out and I had to use 
my elbows and flash my card to 
half a dozen bluecoats before I 
managed to fight my way into the 
lobby.

I made straight for the elevators, 
alighted on the fifth floor and hot-> 
footed it down the carpeted corri­
dor toward Room 521.

Inspector MacGrath of the Homi­
cide Squad was already there, plus 
a couple of plainclothes men. But 
it was obvious from the baffled look 
on their faces that they hadn’t



flicked the surface of the mystery of 
the death of the man with the black 
and swollen face who lay twisted 
into a grotesque huddle upon the 
bed.

MacGrath, with the secret hope of 
getting some streak of inspiration 
from one of the newspaper boys, 
gave us the story. The dead man 
had registered as Ralph G. Welch, 
of Washington, D. G. .He had gone 
to his room alone at ten o’clock that 
morning. Two hours later—at five 
minutes past twelve—the telephone 
bell down at the desk had rung vio­
lently, and to the clerk who had an­
swered it had come this weird mes­
sage:

“A man in Room 521 is dying. 
Come at once.”

The clerk, the hotel physician and 
the house detective had hurried to 
the room to find the man, Welch, 
dead upon the bed and the room 
showing every evidence of a vio­
lent struggle. The body was warm 
and it was apparent that he had 
died but a few minutes before.

“The motive probably was rob­
bery,” said MacGrath.

I DIDN’T say anything, but looked 
at Roy Narrow out of the corner 

of my eye. Narrow was the cream 
of the police crop, especially attached 
to the D. A.’s office. He had ar­
rived on the scene a moment after 
myself, and though he hadn’t of­
fered any theory as yet, I knew 
from the quizzical smile on his lips, 
at MacGrath’s remark, that he had 
his own theories.

I had visions of headlines and a 
feature story. I started for the 
door, when Narrow beckoned to me 
and nodded to the phone.

“Get your story in on that,” he 
said with a jerk of his head. “Then 
stick around; something might 
break.”

“Sure; swell,” I grinned.
I got Eddie Barnes on the wire 

and gave him the few facts and de­
tails I had, then turned back to 
Narrow.

He lounged casually around the 
room, stooping now and then to pick 
some trifle off the floor. Finally he 
approached the bed. With great pre­
cision and care he examined the 
dead face.

FROM a drop light he detached 
the electric bulb, with its wire, 
and, turning on the light, he peered 

into the wide-open mouth of the 
dead man. He thrust a finger into 
the mouth and delicately pressed the 
tongue aside.

Apparently satisfied with this pro­
cedure, he next devoted his atten­
tion to the'unmistakable signs of 
fingerprints around the swollen 
throat.

From the bureau and the floor, 
he removed several burned paper 
matches. Half a dozen brown ciga­
rette stubs tossed into an ash tray 
received only a glance.

A half-burned cigar butt lay upon 
the bureau, and Narrow turned it 
slowly in his fingers, looking closely 
at the band which was still around 
it. He threw it back upon the bu­
reau and turned over with the toe 
of his boot a bit of cardboard, torn 
from a package of paper matches.

Several chairs had been upset in 
the room and on the floor at the end 
of the bureau lay a shattered glass, 
fragments of which had been ground 
into the carpet, evidently trodden 
upon in the fight which had taken 
place in the room.

Narrow drew a small steel tape 
from his pocket and laid it along 
the carpet across the crushed glass. 
He sighed contentedly as he thrust 
the rule back into his pocket.

“We have enough here,” he called 
to me. “Let’s go.”



I trailed after him, somewhat sur­
prised at his words.

“If you’ve found anything here 
that indicates the killer, you’re bet­
ter than I believe you are,” I splut­
tered. “And that’s plenty.”

I had unearthed no single clue on 
which to work, yet Narrow pre­
tended that in less than five min­
utes he had picked up material 
enough to go to work on.

MACGRATH was still whispering 
to his men as we passed through 

and Narrow called out: “No other 
clues, eh, Mac?”

“Just one,” reluctantly grumbled 
the inspector, passing over to Nar­
row a yellow slip of paper, folded 
several times and burned at one end.

Narrow opened it. It proved to 
be a bit of a telegraph blank and 
only the left edge of the message 
remained.

“. . . row me . . . on one line 
and . . . “the lo . . . .” on the next 
under it, were all that remained of 
the message.

“We’re checking up on Western 
Union,” growled MacGrath. “We’ll 
get a copy of the original and from 
the clerk who took it a description 
of the sender.”

Narrow smiled his sweetest smile. 
“Sorry, Mac, but you’ll never find 
an original message,” he purred.

“No?” snorted the other. “Why 
not?”

“Because that message never 
came over the wire. It was sent by 
messenger. If you’ll look at that 
scrap of paper again you’ll see that 
there’s still part of the printed word 
Send on the form. A message over 
the wire is marked Received” Be­
fore the nettled inspector had an op­
portunity to confirm this, Narrow 
continued: “Don’t hunt for the 
man who received this message. 
Look for the boy who delivered it, 
and then find the clerk who sent 

him out. The clerk will undoubtedly 
give you an accurate description of 
the man who sent it—in great de­
tail. It isn’t often that a man six 
feet five inches tall wanders into a 
Broadway telegraph office, and 
clerks are always interested in men 
as big as that.”

Leaving MacGrath sputtering in 
his wake, Narrow and I strode down 
the corridor.

As for Narrow he was evidently 
pleased with the complete state of 
mystification into which I had fallen 
over the projection of the very tall 
man in the affair.

“I’ll pass up the giant,” I told 
him. “I fail to follow you all along 
the line.”

Narrow smiled. He flagged a cab 
and with one foot on the running 
board, turned back to me. “Meet me 
at Sardi’s at seven. I might have 
some news for you then. And in 
the meantime, don’t let MacGrath 
give you a bum steer.”

Promptly and eagerly I arrived 
at Sardi’s at seven that evening, 
only to meet with disappointment. 
Narrow was not there, but in his 
stead he had left a note for me. The 
manager handed it to me with a 
nod, and with swift fingers I ripped 
open the flap.

Steve:
Meet me lobby Hotel Pierce 

West IJfth.
Narrotv.

FIFTEEN minutes later I puffed 
breathlessly into the lobby of the 
Pierce Hotel. Reclining at ease in 

an over-stuffed Morris chair Narrow 
looked up at my hurried entrance. 
He smiled, waved his hand gayly at 
me and indicated the chair at his 
side.

“What’s the idea?” I complained, 
as I flung myself into the seat be­
side him. “You invite me to dinner 



at a good restaurant and then bring 
me down to 14th Street.”

Narrow smiled, lit a cigarette and 
exhaled a heavy cloud of smoke. 
“What would you rather have?” he 
purred, “a dinner at Sardi’s or be in 
at the finish?”

“You mean—?” I began breath­
lessly, half jumping out of my seat.

Narrow waved me back again 
with the tip of his cigarette. “Yes; 
just that. Our man’s upstairs.”

I jumped up again. “Let’s go!” 
Narrow shook his head. “Smoke 

our cigarette first and cool off.”
I restrained my impatience with 

an effort, puffed nervously at a 
cigarette. Narrow, however, took 
the matter calmly.

However, at a sign from him a 
few moments later we drifted to­
ward the elevator* and rapidly as­
cended to the eighth floor. Without 
the slightest hesitation, Narrow 
walked down the left wing of the 
shabby corridor toward the far end. 
Evidently he had already surveyed 
the ground. Our feet made no noise 
on the carpet, and a moment later* we 
came to a halt before Room 521.

NARROW cupped his hands and 
whispered in my ear:

“I don’t anticipate any trouble, 
but, remember, if anything breaks— 
let me handle it.”

I was conscious of the pounding 
of my heart against my ribs as 
Narrow’s hand went out to the knob 
of the door. My mouth was hot 
and dry and I was suddenly assailed 
with the harrowing thought that I 
was going up against a six-foot six- 
inch killer, probably armed, with no 
other weapon than a rather ineffec­
tive right.

Narrow wrenched the knob sud­
denly and flung the portal open 
wide.

He crowded across the threshold 
and I noted that his right hand was 

submerged in the pocket of his coat. 
I came hard behind him.

As we entered, a huge, broad- 
shouldered, swarthy individual halted 
in the center of the room and glared 
at us menacingly.

“Well?” he spat out. “What do 
you want?”

“It may be that we want you, 
Mr. Markey,” said Narrow, coolly 
enough.

TWIN pulses pounded in my throat 
at Narrow’s words. A wave of 

blood and energy pounded through 
my veins as I studied the man’s 
face.

It turned a yellowish gray under 
the tan, then slowly a wave of crim­
son manteled his cheeks.

As I watched with fascination, 
frozen to immobility by some sense 
of impending doom, the eyes nar­
rowed to steely slits of menace. I 
could almost see the massive muscles 
beneath the coat bulge and coil. 
Then, with a startling rapidity that 
amazed me, despite the fact that I 
had been expecting it, the man 
lunged forward.

He snapped up short as if he had 
been spitted on the jutting nozzle of 
the automatic that had flashed to 
Narrow’s hand.

“Easy, easy, Mr. Markey,” coun­
seled Narrow in a soothing voice. 
“I didn’t expect you to take this lit­
tle call like that.”

“No?” snarled the other. Then 
abruptly all the fight went out of 
him. His shoulders slumped de­
jectedly and he stepped back from 
the detective.

“You win this time,” he said in 
a broken voice.

“I don’t know whether I want to 
win—the way you mean,” answered 
Narrow.

Markey looked at him stupidly 
for a moment, then a strange, eager 
light flashed to his eyes.



“You mean you understand; you 
know that I didn’t—”

Narrow nodded his head. “I 
know a lot,” he said enigmatically.

Some of the spirit died out of 
Markey’s face at his words. “You 
must,” he said.

Markey awkwardly swung two 
chairs toward us and dropped into 
another.

He peered at us in a blinking 
fashion as though suffering from bad 
eyesight.

“Smoke?” he asked, as he pushed 
a cigar box toward us.

IT was with a strange emotion 
that I noted the band on the cigar 

I selected. It was the same that I 
had seen in Room 521 at the Royal 
Hotel that morning. The feeling 
strengthened as I noted that Markey 
was smoking brown paper ciga­
rettes.

“Before you begin your tale,” be­
gan Narrow, when our cigars were 
drawing well, “let me tell you mine. 
You arrived here two days ago from 
La Guayra on the Grace liner Gulf 
Queen. As soon as you had ar­
rived you called Welch, the man 
whose wife you married after her 
divorce, on the long distance tele­
phone and directed him to meet you 
in this city at the Royal Hotel.

“Last night you wrote him a note 
from Western Union, telling him to 
meet you in the lobby of the Royal 
Hotel at ten o’clock this morning. 
You met Welch at that time.

“You were with him two hours. 
At first you didn’t quarrel; you both 
smoked and talked about his con­
templated action with regard to your 
wife. But you couldn’t agree.

“Then you quarreled. And be­
cause he wouldn’t give ‘it’ to you, 
you choked him to death.”

Markey’s face went white and 
then an angry red again. He jumped 
up from his chair.

“It’s a lie; an infamous lie,” he 
roared, reaching over and grabbing 
Narrow by the arm. “And since 
you know so much about this whole 
affair you must know that I speak 
the truth. I didn’t choke Welch, 
though he deserved it. You’re right; 
he wouldn’t give it to me. Jeered 
at me. It was my wife’s. She had 
every right to it; had it painted by 
an artist here in New York and 
paid for it with her own money. 
But he laughed at me.

“It was a picture of her only 
child; the only picture she had. I- 
wanted the picture for her. I of­
fered to pay—ten times what it was 
worth. It was just a little thing, 
hardly bigger than a dime—a minia­
ture.”

“And while you were struggling 
with him, he thrust it into his 
mouth, to keep you from getting it 
and it slipped down into his throat 
and choked him. And while he was 
choking on the bed you called the 
hotel desk. Is that it?”

“Yes,” nodded Markey. “I did 
what I could for him. But I knew 
that if I was found there with him 
I’d get into trouble. So I ducked.” 
He shook his head dolefully. ’ "It 
looks as if they- were going to pin 
this on me. And it will be hard to 
make the police believe my story.”

WE are the police,” said Narrow 
easily. Markey started. “But I 
wouldn’t worry about it,” went on 

the detective. “We’re the only two 
men in New York who know about 
you or anything about the affair.

“If I were you, Markey, I’d take 
that boat tomorrow for South Amer­
ica.” Markey looked at him with 
unbelieving eyes as he stood 
Narrow reached for his hat. “And 
oh, yes; I almost forgot.” He 
reached in his pocket and extracted 
a small gold framed miniature of a 
blue-eyed boy. “And give this to



Jane when you get home,” he con­
cluded.

It was after midnight when I had 
seen the last edition gone to press, 
with the real story of Welch’s tragic 
death—minus any names, of course, 
that I got the final details of the 
case from Narrow.

“To begin with,” he said, “I hadn’t 
been in Room 521 a minute before 
I was sure that the man who had 
been with Welch had recently ar­
rived from Venezuela. On the floor 
I found the wrapping of a package 
of cigarettes. Look it over.”

He passed me the crumpled bit of 
paper he had picked from the floor. 
As I smoothed it out I saw that 
upon one side was printed the words, 
“Porteros-Elegantes, Havana, Cuba.” 
On the space not occupied by the 
printing was a crude representation 
of a statue or ornament, that was 
strangely familiar to me.

“These are Havana cigarettes,” I 
protested. “Why Venezuela?”

“The cigarettes were made in 
Havana,” corrected Narrow, “for 
export only to Venezuela. That 
company exports cigarettes to every 
Latin American republic, but bears 
a different trade mark. And the 
trade mark you see on this wrapper 
is for the Venezuela trade. The cut 
of the Bolivar Statue identifies it. 
There’s a replica of it in Central 
Park.”

THAT explained my vague famil­
iarity with the picture.

“Go on,” I urged.
“Next, on the floor I found sev­

eral matches with the word Excel­
los printed upon them. On check­
ing up I found that was the name 
of a cigar manufactured in this city 
and retailed exclusively at five dif­
ferent points, and the matches 
marked with the word are given 
away only at those points of sale.

“One of these branches is located 

in the Pierce Hotel, frequented by 
Spanish-Americans. I’m getting 
places, see?”

“But,” I countered, how did you de­
duce that Markey was over six feet 
tall?”

AH, that was easy. That bit of 
broken glass I called your atten­

tion to. You ignored it. But if you 
had examined the crushed glass 
closely—or observantly—you would 
have noted that it made a definite 
pattern. In short, the pattern of a 
shoe. I measured it and found it 
some thirteen inches long. Surpris­
ing. A man whose shoes are that 
large must of necessity be of great 
height—well over six feet.

“With these facts—size, the fact 
that he had recently arrived from 
Venezuela, the clue of the burnt 
matches—it was mere routine to 
trace him through the steamship line, 
to the hotel, to the telegraph station, 
up here to Welch’s room.

“And then when I examined the 
body itself, that told me plenty, too. 
The marks around the dead man’s 
throat were not sufficiently heavy to 
indicate manual strangulation. They 
were made by Markey in trying to 
extract the miniature from Welch’s 
throat. I looked into Welch's mouth 
and saw the foreign object lodged in 
his throat. While you were trying to 
overhear what MacGrath had to 
say, I extracted it. From then on 
it was easy.

“Our little seance with Markey 
was just to verify my theories. He 
confirmed every detail.”

“And so you let him go?”
“Narrow shrugged. “Why not? 

We could have held him, of course, 
until the thing had been cleaned up 
officially. But why make all that 
trouble for him? Any man who will 
fight to regain the miniature of the 
son of his wife by another man— 
must be a pretty good lad.”



Four Men of Power

Four Big Rival Gangs Threatened the Security of 
Morgan City—and Four Big Shots 

Fought For Supremacy
By ROBERT WALLACE

Author of “Seven Men Are Murdered,” “Black Death” etc.

R
ICHARDSON, the newly ap­

pointed chief of police of 
l. Morgan City, pressed one of 
the bright new buttons on his shining 
mahogany desk, lighted a big black 

cigar, and waited expectantly.
A moment later the door opened 

and a tall slim well-dressed man en­
tered the room.

“You wanted me, sir?” he asked 
politely.

Richardson stared at him for a 
moment, then said hesitantly: “Are 
you Powell?”

The slim young man nodded. 
“Sure,” he said.

“That’s me, Powell.”
Richardson waved him to a chair. 

“I’m a little surprised,” he said as he 
gazed at the other. “They told me 
that you were the best plainclothes 
man down here, but you don’t look 
like a detective.”

Powell grinned at him.
“That’s one of the secret of what­

ever success I might have had;” he 
said. “The first rule in this game is 
never to look like what you are.”



Richardson nodded. With a friend­
ly gesture he offered the younger man 
a cigar. Soon the room was fragrant 
with the aroma from two freely 
puffed Havanas.

“I want to be frank with you, 
Powell,” said Richardson. “I’m new 
to this game. As you know, the new 
reform administration has. been 
elected and I’ve been given this job 
much against my will. As a matter 
of fact, I didn’t want it, but certain 
personal obligations that I owe the 
Mayor compelled me to take it 
against my better judgment. I need 
your help to make a go of things 
here in the department, and I’m ask­
ing you for it now.”

Powell nodded reassuringly. He ap­
preciated frankness and straightfor­
wardness. He had been rather afraid 
that he would not get along with his 
new chief, but after hearing these 
words he was pleasantly surprised.

I’LL do all I can, sir,” he said.
“What is it you want first?”

“We’ve got to clean this town up,” 
said the Chief emphatically. “The ad­
ministration was elected on that 
promise and it must be done.”

“It isn’t as easy as it sounds,” 
commented Powell.

Richardson nodded a trifle ruefully. 
“I realize that,” he said. “I’ve been 
looking things over this morning and 
I’ve learned that while it’s easy 
enough to make arrests, it’s not so 
easy to get convictions.”

“No,” said the detective. “It isn’t, 
and with the crack lawyers that the 
mobsters are able to afford these 
days, it’s quite easy for us to lose a 

-^•ase that looks like a cinch before 
tvV trial. Furthermore, there’s go­
ing to be trouble in this town within 
the week.”

Richardson raised his eyebrows. 
“How do you know that?”

“A good detective has ways of 
knowing a lot of things that he 
mustn’t mention before a judge,” he 
said quietly. “I have it from an ex­
cellent source though and can assure 
you that in all probability there will 
be murder and gang war in Morgan 
City.”

“But there can’t be,” cried Rich­
ardson in alarm. “It would embar­
rass the administration frightfully, 
after it was elected on a platform to 
abolish the gangs.”

“The gangsters won’t worry about 
any embarrassment they might cause 
the administration,” said Powell 
grimly. “That’s the last thing on 
their minds. They’ve been laying 
low for a while, but things are due 
to break, now.”

“Why? What’s the matter? Why 
should it happen now?”

Powell sat back in his chair and 
puffed thoughtfully at his cigar. 
“Here’s the layout,” he said at last. 
“There are four men who count for 
anything in the underworld of this 
town. Each of the four is running 
rackets of his own. Now Morgan City 
isn’t big enough for that much busi­
ness. One good crook could make a 
million here if he had a good mob 
and absolute control, but it’s mighty 
slim pickings for four of them.”

“Then,” said Richardson, with the 
air of a man who has suddenly come 
upon a magnificent idea. “Then, why 
don’t they get out? Why don’t they 
leave town and leave Morgan City 
alone?”

THAT’S just what they’re going to 
do,” said Powell soberly. “At 

least, that’s what three of them are 
going to do.”

“And the fourth?”
“The fourth will be the man who 

murders the other three; the man 
who will remain in complete control 
of all criminal activities in this city. 
Within a week there will be hell.



Each of those four men is bent on 
exterminating the other three and 
taking over the whole territory for 
himself.”

Richardson chewed nervously on 
his cigar. “Well,” he suggested. 
“Isn’t that playing right into our 
hands. With three of them dead, 
it’ll be a great deal easier for us 
to apprehend the one that is still 
alive.”

Powell shook his head grimly. 
“No,” he said. “Just the opposite. 
With four of them we’ve got a 
chance. Right now the power is split 
up. But if one man controls the 
whole outfit, he’ll be too strong for 
us. It’ll be just four times as hard 
as it is now.”

RICHARDSON leaned over the 
desk and stared appealingly at 

the younger man.
“Powell,” he said and his voice 

was strained and tense. “You’ve got 
to stop it somehow. You’ve got to 
wipe these mobs out. I can’t tell 
you how to do it, but for God’s sake 
do it.”

Powell rose quickly to his feet, 
considering that the interview was 
ended for the time being.

“I’ll do my best, Chief,” he prom­
ised. “But I must ask you to let me 
play a lone hand. Please don’t ques­
tion my methods, no matter what I 
may do for, say, two weeks. Give 
me that long.”

“Okay,” said Richardson. "But 
how are you going to do it?”

“I don’t know how,” Powell re­
peated the other’s words of a mo­
ment ago. “But somehow, I’ll do 
it.”

“Okay,” said Richardson again. 
"Good luck.”

For a long time he stared at the 
door which Powell had slammed be­
hind him, a worried frown corrugat­
ing his brow.

II

AS Jim Powell had said, there 
Z-A were four big shots in Morgan 

X A. City; four men who would 
have liked nothing better than to see 
the other three exterminated. For a 
long while now they had laid low, 
awaiting the time to strike, waiting 
like four cobras in the darkness to- 
murder the others who stood between 
them and untold wealth and power.

At present the town was divided 
into four fairly equal sections. The 
North Side was presided over by Big 
Joe Getti. Getti was not overly 
bright, but the strength of his body 
stood him in good stead. He was ab­
solutely fearless and commanded the 
most accurate' mob of rods in the 
town. And now, he had just about 
come to the conclusion that this was 
a propitious moment to unleash his 
men upon his enemies.

Benny Feinberg, who controlled 
the destinies of the West Side, was 
the man that Big Joe reckoned as his 
toughest rival. In appearance, Benny 
was the direct antithesis of the Ital­
ian. But what he lacked in physique 
he more than made up for with his 
shrewd cunning brain.

It was an even money bet that 
when Big Joe attacked with his 
straight-shooting hordes, Benny 
would have an unlocked surprise for 
them. That was why Joe moved 
slowly and carefully. More than 
once had his sheer force of numbers 
been defeated by Benny’s superior 
strategy.

Over on the East Side Tim Maguire 
sat back watchfully and relied upon 
his financial resources to pull him 
through. It was part of Maguire’s 
philosophy that every man had his 
price, and in a pinch he firmly be­
lieved that money was more power­
ful than a rod.

The weakest member of the quar­
tette was Larson, who held sway over 



the poverty-stricken South Side. Of 
necessity his rackets were restricted 
to the smaller merchants. The city’s 
slums were in his terrain. The sa­
loons to which he sold his rotgut 
paid but half the prices that his 
rivals received.

Regarding Larson the other three 
did little worrying. He didn’t seem 
important enough to do a lot of 
master-minding about. The real trick 
was to get rid of the other two. 
Then Larson could be easily wiped 
out.

But Larson had an edge- that the 
others did not realize. He had little 
money and fewer men, yet he pos­
sessed something more valuable, 
more powerful than any of the rest— 
and that was the loyalty of his men. 
Not a man in the Larson mob who 
would not have willingly died for his 
leader. Not a man that could be 
bought by all Maguire’s gold, all 
Feinberg’s oily words, or all Getti’s 
threats. They were with Larson all 
the way.

FURTHER, Larson had one more 
item in his favor. He had a spy 

system. A member of his mob was 
well placed in each of the other’ 
three. He had a written report of 
the rival councils’ activities in less 
than two hours after they had hap­
pened.

Larson knew full well, that the 
others disregarded him, thought he 
was hardly worth bothering about 
when the big struggle came, and that 
fact, too, he counted in his favor.

Larson sat at his battered desk in 
an old warehouse in the decrepit 
south side of the town. Nervously 
he smoked cigarette after cigarette, 
gs, he anxiously awaited the arrival 
o£ \one of his spies. At last the dooi’ 
opened, and a short thickset figure 
with-an unmistakably Irish counte­
nance entered.

Larson jammed out his cigarette 

in a dirty ash tray, and looked up 
eagerly.

“Well, what’s going on, Murphy?”
Murphy sat down in a chair at the 

side of the desk and turned a grim 
face toward his chair.

“It’s come,” he said. “At last.”

LARSON nodded. “I figured they’d 
break it any minute. What’s the 

story?”
“I’ve just come from Getti’s. out­

fit,” said the Irishman. “He’s given 
orders that you, Benny and Maguire 
are to be wiped out, though he did 
say that you weren’t so important. 
But he’s sworn that the other two 
will get theirs within forty-eight 
hours—then you’re next.”

Larson nodded slowly. “Benny 
and Maguire have figured this, too,”— 
he said. “I just had reports from 
the two boys we’ve got planted there. 
The three mobs will be at each 
other’s throats in twelve hours. 
They’ll be running the cops ragged. 
Now’s our chance to step in and take 
over this town.”

“How?”
Larson permitted himself a smile 

of self-satisfaction.
“I’ve got a scheme,” he said. “And 

if I do say it myself it’s a pretty 
good one. Benny Feinberg couldn’t 
have doped it out any better. Now 
get this. These are your orders.”

He spoke tersely and rapidly for a 
few minutes, and when he had fin­
ished, Murphy stared at him in ad­
miration.

“That’s swell,” he said. “It’s a 
pushover, too. We’ll own this town 
in two days.”

“Not if we sit here talking about 
it,” said Larson. “Now you scram 
back to Getti’s place and do what I 
told you.”

Murphy walked swiftly from the 
room, and Larson, lighting another 
cigarette, stared into the rising 
smoke and dreamed of the infinite 



wealth and power that would soon 
be his.

Ill

C
HIEF OF POLICE RICH­
ARDSON jammed a savage 
finger down upon a button 

on his desk. Almost immediately 
the door opened and Jim Powell en­
tered the room.

“Anything wrong, Chief?” he 
asked as he noted the concerned ex­
pression on the other's face.

“Anything wrong!” roared Rich­
ardson. “Plenty. Getti has just 
been murdered. Shot. Killed.”

Powell nodded. “I sorta thought 
that would happen,” he remarked 
softly, more as if he were talking to 
himself than the superior.

“Well, why the hell didn’t you stop 
it?” snapped Richardson. “I thought 
I told you to wipe out the mobs in 
this town.”

“You also told me that you would 
give me a free hand for two weeks,” 
said Powell, and his eyes flared dan­
gerously at the other’s tone.

“True,” said the chief in a quieter 
tone. “But you said yourself that if 
one of those gangsters succeeded in 
killing the rest, he would be so pow­
erful weKd never be able to get him.”

“I did,” said Powell. “And I’ll see 
that it doesn’t happen. And now, 
with youi’ permission, may I handle 
the Getti murder? May I go down 
there at once?”

“As soon as you can,” said Rich­
ardson. “Quickly!”

Powell waited for no further or­
ders, and a few minutes later he was 
on his way downtown in a speeding 
taxicab.

Jim Powell found Getti lying pros­
trate over his own desk at his own 
headquarters. The place had been 
taken over by the police already and 
no members of the Italian’s mob 

were in evidence when the detective 
entered the building.

Half of the rods with which Getti 
had planned to capture the rack­
eteering rights to the town had been 
arrested and held as material wit­
nesses by the police, and the other 
half, totally demoralized by the sud­
den demise of their leader, had taken 
it on the lam to meditate in more re­
mote parts of the country.

The gangster’s body slumped 
heavily across a polished desk upon.- 
whose shining surface little crimsoa 
pools of blood had formed. Powell 
answered the salute of the patrolman 
on duty at the door of Getti’s pri­
vate office, and asked:

“Have you looked the place over?” 
“I didn’t touch the body, but I ex­

amined the room. I found nothing. 
None of the mob seems willing to 
talk, but I think they’re as surprised 
as we are. I don’t believe they know 
who pulled this job.”

POWELL nodded and turned to his 
examination of the body. But his 

meticulous scrutiny revealed nothing 
beyond the fact that Getti had been 
shot through the head at close range. 
Already, in his mind, the detective 
had narrowed his list of suspects 
down to three, and now the problem 
at hand was to ascertain which one 
of the three remaining gang lords 
was responsible for the murder of 
their rival.

Preoccupied with his own thoughts, 
Powell ran deft fingers through the 
dead man’s clothing. He glanced 
swiftly through various letters and 
papers, until finally, he came to one 
which caused him to give utterance 
to a low whistle.

“My God,” he said to himself. 
“This is a break that only comes 
once in the life of every copper.”

Foi’ the missive which he held in 
his hand was in Big Jim Getti’s 



handwriting and it named the man 
who had murdered him!

If I am found dead Tim Mc- 
guire will have murdered me. I write 
this so that my boys will know who 
to get for this.

Joe Getti.

POWELL’S brain stopped suddenly 
in the midst of its deductive 

workings. This time he didn’t have 
to do any master-minding. Here was 
the answer already written for him 
by the man who had been killed. He 
raced to the door.

“Hang on here till the coroner 
comes,” he cried to the guard. “I’ve 
got to go downtown.”

He ran from the building, hailed 
another cab and hastily giving an 
address over on the east side of the 
town, he was soon speeding on his 
way into the domain of Tim Maguire.

Maguire’s mob hung out in a three- 
story brownstone house which con­
cealed its nefarious purposes under 
the name of The Lakeside Hunting 
and Social Club. It was located no­
where near a lake, its social activi­
ties were confined solely to drinking 
and gambling.

The only part of the title which 
might have been taken literally was 
the hunting end of it, and then the 
members of Tim Maguire’s outfit did 
not confine their hunting endeavors to 
such mild diversions as chasing 
foxes. No, when they hunted from 
this club, they hunted men.

These thoughts ran grimly through' 
Powell’s head as he pressed the tar­
nished brass bell at the side of the 
door and awaited the appearance of 
Sie guard’s eyes through a small 
peep hole placed half-way up the 
portal.

A pair of beetle brows suddenly 
appeared and two little eyes stared 
at him.

“What do you want?” asked an 
abrupt voice.

Powell returned the thug’s glance.
“Maguire,” he said deliberately. “I 

want Maguire. You better let me in 
here unless you want your door bro­
ken down by the reserves. Open 
up.”

The doorman seemed to consider 
this for a moment, then apparently 
he decided that there was a certain 
logic in Powell’s words. Slowly the 
heavy armored door swung open, and 
Powell stepped inside.

“Okay,” he said. “Now, where’s 
Maguire?’.’

The doorman shrugged. “I ain’t 
seen him today. Go ahead in and 
ask the boys.”

He jerked his head toward the 
staircase. The detective, after a mo­
ment’s hesitation, dropped his right 
hand in his gun pocket and slowly 
started to mount the stairs.

A FEW seconds later found him 
standing tensely on the threshold 

of what appeared to be a huge bar­
room. A score or more of Maguire’s 
men lounged around the room, drink­
ing and talking, but the instant the 
detective appeared a swift and sud­
den silence swept over them. Hostile 
eyes stared at him as he stood there. 
His hand was still on his gun as he 
spoke:

“Where’s Maguire?”
Not a man answered, yet no one 

moved his eyes from the man who 
had spoken to them. Powell was 
aware of a vague apprehension. He 
well knew that he was confronting a 
room full of killers, the least of 
whom would have sent a bullet rip­
ping through his heart and thought 
little more about it.

“Where’s Maguire?” he said again.
A raw-boned, evil-faced man, lean­

ing aganist the bar, answered him 
this time.

“What do you want him for?”



“Murder,’’ said Powell evenly. 
“Where is he?”

“Whose murder?”
“You know damned well whose 

murder,” said the detective blandly. 
“Jim Getti’s murder.”

As he finished speaking he let his 
eyes sweep the room with something 
more than interest. There was no 
doubt that utter surprise had fallen 
upon the men who had heard his 
words. Even the tall individual at 
the bar to whom he had spoken was 
staring at him in utter and honest 
amazement.

“You’re nuts,” he said. “Maguire 
didn’t bump off Getti.”

“Maybe not,” said Powell. “His 
lawyer can prove that in court for 
him. But it’s my job to bring him 
in. Where is he?”

The other grinned. “If that’s all 
you want him for,” he said slowly, 
“I’ll take you .to him. He can beat 
that rap so easy, he may as well get 
pinched now and get it over 
quicker.”

“Okay,” said Powell. “Where is 
he?”

“Come with me.”
Powell turned and followed the 

gaunt gangster up two more flights 
of stairs to what once had been the 
attic of the house.

THEY stopped before a closed door 
and knocked.

Two more knocks and still no an­
swer. Maguire’s henchman, whose 
name Powell had discovered was 
Klinger, looked puzzled.

“That’s funny,” he said. “I’m sure 
he didn’t go out. Maybe he’s asleep. 
We’ll go in. I got a key.”

He gave an ejaculation of surprise 
when he found the dooi- unlocked. 
Powell hastily followed him into the 
private sleeping quarters of the 
East Side mogul.

Klinger’s startled oath crackled in 
his ear as they entered the gang 

leader’s bedroom. Powell sprang 
past him into the room and stared at 
the figure in the bed.

Tim Maguire lay back upon his 
pillow in a profound slumber from 
which he would never awaken. An 
ugly red hole, drilled right through 
the center of his forehead, was the 
only indication that he was not sleep­
ing peacefully and temporarily, in­
stead of having embarked upon that 
eternal rest from which no man ever 
returns.

“Good God!” yelled Klinger. 
“Bumped off and right here in 
his own headquarters. Somebody’ll 
croak for this. Somebody will get 
theirs.”

“Somebody will,” said Powell 
quietly. “Now will you phone Police 
Headquarters and report this while 
I look around a bit.”

Klinger, too overcome by the sud­
den turn of events to argue, turned 
to do the detective’s bidding. The 
instant he was gone Powell’s keen 
eyes searched the room slowly. His 
wandering gaze stopped abruptly, be­
coming riveted on a small table at 
the side of the bed.

He crossed the room, picked up 
the sheet of writing paper that lay 
there with some twenty words 
scrawled across it. He read it, and 
as he did so, a frown crossed his 
brow and his usually clear eyes be­
came clouded with a vague worry.

The note read:

1 hear that Benny Feinberg is lay­
ing to get me. This is written to tip 
off my boys in case I get mine.

Tim Maguire.

POWELL stowed the note in his 
pocket with a sigh. Then he 
smiled ruefully.

“This is too much,” he muttered to 
himself. “Too much for one day.”

The arrival of the man from Head­
quarters interrupted him, and the 



detective leaving the place in the 
other’s charge hurried downstairs 
and jumping in a cab returned to 
Headquarters. Half an hour later 
he was closeted with the Chief of 
Police.

WELL,” Richardson was saying.
“It seems open and shut to 

me, Powell. You find a man mur­
dered. You find a note in his pocket 
charging another man with the 
crime. You go to the second man. 
You find him killed, too, with a let- 
tex1 neai* his bed charging still a third 
man with that crime. It seems 
easy.”

“Too easy,” commented Powell. 
Richardson looked at him keenly. 
“You seem to be looking for com­

plications that aren’t there,” he said 
testily.

Powell raised his eyebrows and 
achieved a half shrug, but said noth­
ing. Richardson continued his ex­
pounding of the situation.

"It’s easy,” he said again. “Ma­
guire killed Getti. Feinberg killed 
Maguire. Two of them are out of 
the way already. Arrest Feinberg 
for murder. That gets rid of an­
other one. There’s only one left, and 
you told me that he was the least 
powerful of them all.”

“Larson,” said Powell. “He was 
the weakest, but he won’t be with 
three of them out of the way.”

Richardson waved this aside. 
“Where’s Feinberg?” he asked.

Powell shrugged again. “I don’t 
know.”

Richardson stared at him.
“My God, man,” he said. “Here 

you have a murderer, a man you can 
convict in any court in the country 

~and you don’t make a move to arrest 
him. Why?”

“Because,” said Powell evenly. “I 
don’t like those two notes the dead 
men left behind them. One of them 
was lucky, and I might have fallen 

for it. But when I find two dead 
men each of whom conveniently 
leaves a note behind him telling the 
world who killed him, I get a little 
leery.”

“Nonsense,” said Richardson. “Did 
you check up on the handwriting?”

Powell nodded reluctantly. “That 
end of it was all right,” he said. 
“There’s no doubt that Maguire and 
Getti wrote the notes themselves, but 
it still looks funny to me.”

“Rot,” snorted Richardson. “Go 
out and bring in Feinberg. Arrest 
him for murder.”

Powell rose to his feet and bowed 
stiffly.

“Very well, sir,” he said formally. 
“I’ll bring him in.”

He turned and left the room; and 
during the long ride to Benny Fein­
berg’s his brow was wrinkled and 
he was lost in thought.

Benny Feinberg, who relied on his 
brains more than the rods of his 
men, admitted the detective without 
preamble. Powell refused the cigar 
and the brandy that the other offered 
him. Feinberg glanced at him in 
mild surprise.

"I thought you liked good liquor 
and tobacco.”

POWELL smiled at him. “I do, 
Benny,” he said. “But I can’t 
very well accept it from a man I’ve 

got to arrest for murder.”
Feinberg’s face blanched.
“Murder? Of who?”
“Getti and Maguire.”
“Are you nuts?” demanded Fein­

berg. “Are you crazy? I didn’t even 
know they’d been bumped.”

“Maybe not,” said Powell. “But 
I’ve got to take you in any way. 
Chief’s orders.”

Little Benny turned an alarmed 
face to the cop.

“But, why me? Why hang it on 
me? If Getti and Maguire got theirs, 



it was just as liable to be Larson 
that gave it to them as me?”

“Maguire left a note saying that 
if he got his it was you who gave it 
to him.”

“The rat,” said Benny Feinberg 
unemotionally.

“Well, come along,” said Powell. 
“You can tell the rest of it to the 
chief.”

Benny demurred no longer. They 
took a cab down to Headquarters.

On the way the little gangster 
turned to Powell.

“Listen,” he said earnestly. “I 
didn’t pull this job. This is a frame- 
up on somebody’s part. You find out 
who did this and I’ll see that you get 
fifty grand.”

Powell shook his head.
“Never mind the fifty grand, 

Benny,” he said. “I’m going to work 
on this case anyway.”

Leaving the prisoner at Headquar­
ters, Powell returned to his apart­
ment and resorting to his pipe and 
a pound of the blackest tobacco man­
ufactured, he gave himself over to 
the problem of the killings of the 
two gang leaders of Morgan City.

Now, the detective held no brief 
for little Benny Feinberg. It was 
his job as a sworn upholder of the 
law to see that Benny was perma­
nently put out of business, yet he 
hardly believed Benny guilty of the 
crime for which he was arrested.

The jobs had been too pat entirely. 
It was unusual to say the least, for a 
couple of mugs, like Getti and Ma­
guire, to leave little love notes in­
forming the world that someone was 
planning to kill them. To do that 
they must have been pretty leery.

THERE was one man who would 
have anything to gain by the 

whole occurrence and that man was 
Larson. Powell well realized this, 
and though he had a strong hunch 
that Larson was somehow mixed up 

in it, there was no theory that he 
could evolve that would hold water.

Even if Larson had engineered the 
entire thing, how had he got those 
notes written. Powell had hoped 
against hope that they were merely 
clever forgeries, but the handwriting 
experts to whom the missives had 
been given, swore positively that 
they had been written by the de­
ceased men whose names appeared 
at the bottom of the sheets of paper.

ARRIVING at no tenable theory, 
he decided to play his hunch.

He jammed on his hat and set out to 
see Larson.

He came upon him in one of the 
cheap South Side saloons which he 
supplied with booze. Powell noted 
with satisfaction that he was alone, 
though he had little doubt that the 
bartender and the hangers-on would 
come to Larson’s assistance if nec­
essary.

Larson, ensconced behind a foam­
ing beaker of beer, seemed very 
pleased with himself, withal a little 
drunk. Seeing Powell, he greeted 
him effusively.

“Hello, copper, have one on me. 
Have one on Larson.”

Powell accepted a glass of beer 
and stood up at the bar with the 
South Side leader.

“I hear Feinberg’s in stir,” said 
Larson with a grin.

“Yeah,” said Powell. “But I don’t 
think he ought to be.”

Larson frowned and stared at 
him.

“Why not? He killed Maguire, 
didn’t he?”

“Did he?” asked Powell quietly. _
Larson replaced his beer on the 

bar and a faint gleam of apprehen­
sion shone in his eyes.

“What do you mean by that 
crack?” he asked.

Powell shrugged,
“Nothing much,” he said careless­



ly. “Except, I figure that those notes 
may have been forgeries.”

Larson smiled and shook his head.
"Oh, no, they weren’t,” he said 

confidently.
"No?”
"No. They wrote those notes them­

selves, copper. Getti and Maguire 
wrote those notes themselves.”

Powell’s hand was on the butt of 
his .38 as he said:

“How do you know that?”
It may have been the beer; it may 

have been the suddenness of the 
question. It may have been that 
Larson thought he was trapped. 
Anyway he forgot for the moment 
that he was playing a subtle game 
of wits, and as he sensed danger* he 
fell back upon his customary de­
fense.

With a single flashing gesture his 
hand jerked toward his shoulder 
holster. An automatic gleamed un­
der the lights of the saloon. Two 
shots rang out simultaneously.

It was Larson who fell, his own 
smoking weapon still clutched tight­
ly in his hand. Ten feet back of 
Powell, a jagged chunk of plaster 
had fallen from the wall, as Larson’s 
bullet had plunged into it.

POWELL moved his back up 
against the bar, his rod still in his 
hand. He covered the room.

“You, bartender,” he said. “Phone 
for an ambulance. The rest of you 
stay where you are till I tell you to 
move. The first guy who doesn’t 
obey those orders gets a slug in his 
guts.”

In the ambulance, Larson spoke 
in a thin weak voice.

“I guess I’m through, copper,” he 
said. “You got me all right. After 
all Feinberg ain’t such a rat. I’ll 
give you the dope that’ll spring him.”

Powell bent his ear down close to 
the dying man’s lips and listened 
intently to his last words which 

would save from the chair the enemy 
he had tried to destroy.

Richardson bit the end off a 
cigar nervously.

"I hear you’ve released Feinberg 
without orders from me,” he said 
harshly. "I demand an explanation.”

“You’ll get it,” said Powell. “You 
asked me to clean this town up. 
There were four big thugs in it. Now 
there aren’t any. Three of them are 
dead, and one is on his way out of 
the state right now. I’ve carried out 
your orders.”

Still the chief did not seem entire­
ly mollified. "You’ve still got some 
explaining to do,” he said. "We had 
Feinberg booked on a murder charge 
and you let him go. All right tell 
it.”

"Feinberg wasn’t guilty of mur­
der,” said Powell. "Larson told me 
the whole story before he died. It 
was a mighty clever scheme to make 
Larson the big shot of this town. 
Larson had spies in all the other 
mobs. Both Getti and Maguire trust­
ed the men who were selling them 
out to Larson. Larson had these two 
men tip off Getti and Maguire of the 
mythical plan to kill them. They 
suggested that the gang leaders write 
these notes so that their own mob 
could wreak vengeance if the plan 
succeeded.

"Once Larson got those notes writ­
ten, he simply came along and had 
his own men bump them off. The 
notes were found as he figured they 
would be. Then he had the killing 
of Getti explained by tying it on 
Maguire. He killed Maguire before 
we could get there and explained 
that by leaving Maguire’s note 
accusing Feinberg. He then figured 
that we’d send Feinberg to the chair 
for murder, which left him in com­
plete control.”

Richardson digested this slowly.
(Continued on page 129)
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K
ERRITON'S shotgun was 
gripped ready, in his hands 
as he crept up cautiously 

behind the dog. Deep from the 
animal’s throat came a rumbling 
growl.

Kerriton observed the dog.
The hackles along the neck and 

shoulders bristled like the quills of a 
porcupine.

The crackling pile of dead brush 
beneath Martin Kerriton’s feet never 
budged the animal.

He crouched frozen like a- statue, 

his nose quivering, eyes fixed on some 
object beyond.

Reaching a spot from which he 
could look over into the narrow dirt 
road Kerriton halted like a man 
thrown back by some great force. 
His eyes started from their sockets. 
In front of him, there in the middle 
of the road, he saw the body of a 
man. Twisted and bent like a rag," 
the body was sprawled in the mud. 
Kerriton rubbed a quick rough hand 
across his eyes. _ _

“Hey!" he called out, half dazed.



For perhaps a minute or two the 
farmer stood riveted to the ground, 
staring at the man, as if waiting 
for him to get up. Then it sud­
denly dawned upon him that he was 
looking on death. The shotgun in 
his hands started to slip from his 
fingers. The dog’s growl grew 
audibly deeper, fiercer, with the sud­
den movement of his master.

Martin Kerriton was no country 
hick even if he was a fruit farmer 
who had spent all of his life with 
the soil. He read the newspapers, 
kept in touch with the world and 
events through the radio in his 
parlor. This was no case for a 
farmer to pry into. He must call 
in the police. He turned on his heel, 
after casting a quick, hopeless 
glance right and left along the road. 
“You Bobs,” he called the dog as 
he went. “Heel!”

THE dog, his muzzle lifted search- 
ingly into the air, groping for 

scent up wind, came reluctantly, 
falling in at his master’s, heels.

Kerriton almost ran through the 
heavy field, soft with the rain of 
two solid days, to his house, It was 
about three-quarters of a mile and 
he arrived puffing.

Immediately he telephoned to the 
State Police Post, three miles down 
the new highway. It was still very 
early in the morning and a drowsy 
voice answered him. Constable Wil­
son. Kerriton, excited now, shouted 
his message: A murder on the old 
Ridge Road.

Twenty minutes later, heralded by 
the machine-gun roar of their 
motors, two state policemen shot into 
the broad barnyard of the Kerriton 
ptace, raising a bedlam of noise 
from the dogs and stock.

Martin Kerriton emerged from the 
house.

“Hullo,” said Constable Wilson, 
stepping in front of his partner,

Charley Devlin. “Where is it, Ker­
riton?”

“I’ll show you,” said Martin Ker­
riton. “You’ll have to walk in any­
ways, even if you took your 
machines. The mud’s pretty heavy 
in that road. We’ll go cross the 
farm.”

THE trio reached the edge of the 
road where Kerriton had first dis­

covered the body. Climbing the 
fence they stood in the weeds at 
Wilson’s orders.

“Wait a minute,” he said tersely. 
“Wait!” He waved his poiiited 
finger around broadly, over the road 
in an imaginery circle that left the 
body in the center. “Not a mark 
anywhere,” he said. “It looks 
like—”

“Yeah,” said Martin Kerriton, “I 
thought he was one o’ them poor 
devils taken for a ride, but some­
how I couldn’t make the idea stick. 
Never thought o’ lookin’ for tracks.”

Wilson glanced around them, up 
and down the road. There were no 
wheel tracks of any sort, wagon or 
automobile. There was not even a 
footprint. The two officers walked 
carefully along the weeded edges on 
both sides of the road. Somebody 
might have stood there and hurled 
the dead man into the road.

“Not a sign,” said Charley Devlin. 
“What do you make of it, ‘Stew?’”

Wilson was bent over the twisted 
body. He shook his head thought­
fully. He was making a search of 
the man’s clothing. Without warn­
ing he looked up swiftly into Martin 
Kerriton’s face. The farmer was 
standing stiffly, his eyes fixed on the 
muddy, disfigured features of the 
murdered man.

“You ever see him before?” Wil-, 
son asked sharply. “Know him?”

“No,” said Kerriton, and told his 
brief story of how he had found the 
body while hunting woodchucks with 



his dog. “It was Bobs,” he said. 
“The dog’s got a fine nose.”

II

ONSTABLE WILSON left 
Devlin on guard by the body 
and returned across the 

farm with Kerriton. From the farm­
house he telephoned the county head­
quarters of the state police, also the 
police of the nearest town, Rumsey. 
By mid morning an investigation 
had been started. In fact, it had been 
completed to the point where the po­
lice authorities ran up against the 
blank wall. A man, whose clothing 
was of the finest quality, but bore no 
identification marks whatever, had 
been found murdered about midway 
on the old Ridge Road.

From the wound discovered on the 
back of his head, near the base of 
the brain, it was decided that he 
had been killed with some blunt 
weapon. Further than this they 
could not go. There were no wheel 
tracks to suggest that the man had 
been the victim of a “ride” and no 
footprints to point anywhere.

When another search was made 
for the man’s hat and none found, 
the police looked at one another. 
Lieutenant Schultz, of county head­
quarters, divided his men once more 
and ordered a wide, cordon search 
of the ground on both sides of the 
road. The ground was heavy and 
soft from the rains and, aside from 
the tracks made by Martin Kerriton 
and the first two of the State Police, 
nothing was found.

“Then he must have dropped from 
the skies,” concluded Schultz.

With this point in mind a radio 
message was flashed to the airports 
between the Atlantic coast and the 
Rockies. Hours dragged by and the 
answers came in one by one. No 
passenger had been lost or missed by 
a plane since February when, as the 

authorities knew, a well-known 
broker, caught in the market, had 
hurled himself from a plane while 
crossing the Big Smokies of the Blue 
Ridge Range.

The police were stumped. Lieu­
tenant Schultz ordered the body 
moved, reminded Martin Kerriton to 
hold himself in readiness for further 
questioning in the event that a new 
angle should present itself, and, curs-, 
ing the luck that had checked an un­
solved murder mystery against his 
district, returned to Headquarters to 
make his report.

There he came face to face with 
Calvin Steele. Police called Steele 
the “Lone Wolf” and he deserved the 
name. A tireless, shrewd detective, 
who generally picked up the threads 
where official fingers dropped them.

Lone Wolf Steele dragged health­
ily at a cigarette as he sat in the 
police barracks and watched the 
lieutenant and his staff-swing off the 
road.

“Hullo, Lone Wolf,” said Schultz 
in greeting. “What ill wind brings 
you here?”

IT was always banter between these 
two, but behind it lay the cold, 

hard fact that all the uniformed po­
lice resented this easy-going, smil­
ing, clever dick who worked out 
crimes like a Sherlock Holmes and 
could handle himself with the tough­
est gangsters known in the annals 
of crime.

“I was passing,” said Steele. 
“Thought I’d say 'howdy? Any ob­
jections?”

“None,” said Schultz, frowning, 
“in fact, we’ve got a simple little 
case of murder here that would give 
even you a nice day’s work at clear­
ing up.” As he spoke, Schultz tossed 
a small newspaper package on a 
table near Steele. “The effects,” he 
remarked and went into the locker 
room.



Steele reached over and unfolded 
the crude bundle disclosing the arti- 
cles which had been found in the 
murdered man’s pockets. He saw a 
small common wooden lead pencil 
with an eraser attached to one end, 
a package containing three cigarettes 
of a popular brand, a half-used 
packet of paper matches and two 
pennies. The ace detective toyed 
with the things idly, picking them 
up and laying them down.

Finally he called through the half 
opened door.

“Where’s this body, Lieutenant?”
Schultz called back, telling him 

he could find it in the back room of 
the building. Steele arose, started 
toward the door, turned back and 
picked up the matches, then followed 
in the direction of the state police 
officer’s voice.

WHILE he studied the body, 
clothing^ condition of the hair, 
hands, finger nails and estimated the 

height and weight of the dead man, 
he fired questions at Schultz. Little 
by little he drew his own picture of 
the scene on the old Ridge Road.

“Only way I can figure it,” de­
clared Schultz finally, “is that the 
man was thrown or jumped from an 
airplane. What do you think, Lone 
Wolf?”

“I _ think you’re about right,” 
agreed Steele.

“Well,” said Schultz in a satis­
fied manner, “we’re wrong. I’ve 
sent out a call to every field this 
side of the Rockies. Not a single 
passenger has been lost.”

“I still think it’s right,” stated 
Steele, coldly, as he looked again at 
the body to engrave a mental pic­
ture of the man in his mind.

“You think you can run it down?” 
called Schultz as Steele faded 
through the door.

“It’s a plain case of murder,” an­
swered Lone Wolf Steele. “And if 

it is there’s something behind it, 
more than just a human life. I’ll 
try my luck.”

“You’ll need it,” added Schultz, 
but Steele had gone. He was out in 
the driveway of the police station 
where he climbed into a small fast 
car. In another moment he was out 
on the road burning up miles.

Ill

RIVING East at a fast clip 
Lone Wolf Steele turned 
into the state road leading 

southward. He was still many miles 
from his first objective, the nearest 
flying field where passenger ships 
arrived and departed with the regu­
larity of railroad trains.

The little car roared smoothly 
along through traffic and behind the 
wheel slouched a man hunter who 
never missed the smallest clue. Kill-, 
ers were his specialty, for, as Steele 
believed and his record proved, the 
murderer always tipped his hand.

At the airport the Lone Wolf pre­
sented himself to the manager, 
showed his credentials, and arranged 
for a fast, non-stop flight.

“Where to?” inquired the airport 
man.

“Cleveland,” said Steele, "and I 
want to send a couple of wires from 
here, if you don’t mind.”

There were no passenger ships 
scheduled for Cleveland that day, but 
the airport management ran out a 
small three-seated cabin job, and put 
mechanics to work on it at once. 
Steele sent two code telegrams, one 
of which was directed to a bureau 
in Washington, then sat in the air­
port office from where he could 
watch the experts working on the 
ship that would carry him.

As he watched, the Lone Wolf fin­
gered a packet of paper matches 
which bore the imprint of a hotel in 
Cleveland. It was a slim clue, but 



it was a start. By eleven o’clock, 
with the flood lights blazing across 
the field, the little high-wing mono­
plane ran out over the smooth tar­
mac, wheeled around, roared a chal­
lenge to all of the four winds and 
climbed into the darkness of the 
night sky.

In the cabin sat the Lone Wolf, 
watching the lights of the field 
dwindle to mere sparks below him, 
seeing the snakey outline of the state 
road with its myriad guide lights, 
fall away to a tiny thread of fire. 
Ahead of him in the cockpit sat the 
pilot and, above the thunder roar of 
the motor, Steele could hear him 
singing.

Steele felt the slight tilt of the 
ship which leaned him back a little, 
then it straightened out, then again 
he was leaning against the back of 
his folding seat. Climbing, climbing.

THE man ahead of him still sang 
and Steele saw that it was dark 

in the cockpit except for the dim 
lights on the instrument panel. He 
saw the pilot’s hand reach back, 
groping, grasp the heavy fabric cur­
tain behind him and draw it shut.

Steele was alone in the passenger 
cabin. It was like sitting in a sedan 
on wheels, only there were no traffic 
noises.

Reaching up himself the Lone 
Wolf switched off the cabin light, 
and sat staring through the window 
at the faint pin points of light far 
below. By and by he closed his eyes, 
stretched his legs out before him, 
and began to speculate on where this 
man-hunt would end up.

Early next morning he landed at 
the company’s field in Cleveland 
where he left the plane with the re­
quest that the pilot stick around for 
a day or two. He might need him 
again—in a hurry.

A taxi dropped him off at the hotel 
he wanted, and it was only a few 

minutes before Lone Wolf Steele was 
seated in the office of the hotel man­
ager.

“A man about five foot seven,” 
said Steele, describing the murdered 
man as nearly as he could. “Just 
starting to get bald in front, hair 
brown, a little sandy, maybe. He 
wore a brown suit, brown tie, tan 
silk shirt, and tan brogues.”

THE hotel manager rubbed a well- 
manicured hand across his jowls. 
His brow was wrinkled in a deep 

frown.
“It must have been within the 

last three days, say,” suggested the 
Lone Wolf. “Smooth shaven, round 
face, regular features, maybe, and 
weighed about a hundred and fifty.”

“Mister Maxtil,” declared the man­
ager. “Thomas L. Maxtil. You de­
scribe him to the letter. Yes.” He 
became a little excited. “You say he 
has been murdered. Now isn’t 
that—”

“What I want to find out,” said 
Steele calmly,.“is what his business 
was. Do you know?”

“No. He has stopped here before, 
but he was a very quiet guest. We 
saw little of him.”

“Let me talk to your phone oper­
ator,” said Steele.

“Certainly. Will you come this 
way?”

“Sure. Where does Maxtil come 
from?”

“New York City,” said the hotel 
man. “Central Park West, I believe, 
if I remember rightly. Isn’t it—”

“Don’t mention this to your oper­
ators,” warned Lone Wolf as they 
entered the phone room.

The chief operator, an efficient 
young woman, produced the dupli­
cate call records for the past week. 
Steele studied the slips checked 
against Room 90. He noted that 
among other calls there were three 



in two days between Maxtil and one 
particular number.

“Who is that number?” asked 
Steele. “Did you hear?”

“No, sir, but I can find out.” The 
young woman plugged in a wire and 
Steele heard her voice intermingled 
■with the voices of the girl beside her 
and two guests who stood at the 
ledge along the opposite end of the 
small room.

“It’s a party named Colby,” stated 
the girl, turning to Steele. “The ad­
dress, too, if you want it.”

She handed him a sheet of paper 
from the small record pad.

Steele stared at the name and ad­
dress for several seconds.

“Well, now,” he mused, “we’re 
getting somewhere. Do you know 
who this Colby is?”

The hotel manager said he thought 
the name was familiar. Possibly 
the dealer in precious stones. He’d 
seen him once at one of the Jewelers’ 
Convention banquets held at the 
hotel.

Lone Wolf Steele nodded grimly, 
left the hotel, entered a taxi and was 
driven to the address the phone girl 
had given him.

JULIAN COLBY was, indeed, a 
dealer in precious stones. His 

offices, built like a bank, were housed 
behind steel cages and armed guards 
flanked the doors. Steele flashed his 
credentials and was ushered into 
Colby’s private office.

“Mr. Maxtil,” said Colby genially. 
“Why, yes. Certainly. A very fine 
gentleman. What we call in our 
business a collector’s agent.”

“And his business with you, Mis­
ter Colby?” prompted Steele eagerly 
rqw that he was getting on the trail.

“In your official capacity, Mister 
Steele, only,” said Colby seeming to 
lower-his voice. “I am telling you 
this in strictest confidence.”

“Yes.”

“Mister Maxtil took the Craven 
necklace with him. You know it? 
Thirty-nine perfect, graduated dia­
monds.”

“And—”
“He bought them for a client of 

his in New York— Why, what has 
happened? Is there anything—”

“Maxtil,” said Steele, rising and 
leaning toward Colby, “has been 
murdered.”

IV

TONE WOLF STEELE having 
established what the police 

■JL -J. call the motive for the crime, 
returned at once to the hotel. His 
parting advice to the dealer in pre­
cious stones was for strict silence. 
Whoever murdered Thomas Maxtil 
did so to steal the Craven diamonds.

At the hotel Steele moved about 
among the employees until he ar­
rived at the elbow of the doorman. 
The tall major domo did remember 
Mister* Maxtil. Indeed, he was a 
very nice gentleman. Yes, he was at 
the hotel door when Mister Maxtil 
checked out on Thursday.

“I called a taxi for him,” declared 
the hotel attendant.

“Would you remember the 
driver?” inquired Steele, going 
through a routine questioning. “Did 
you hear anything that he said?”

“No, sir,” the major domo wore a 
worried frown. “These hacks come 
an’ go— But now that I recall it, I 
did hear Mister Maxtil say some­
thin’ to the man—somethin’ about an 
‘airport.’ But the airplanes are get­
ting so common nowadays that I 
didn’t give it another thought.”

Steele nodded and slipped the uni­
formed man a sizable tip. The air­
port was without doubt the same 
one he had landed at in the morning. 
So there was nothing else to do but 
drive back there. Calling a taxi, 



the detective jumped in and sprawled 
out on the seat.

He, at least, knew now who the 
man was. There was small doubt 
of it with the double identification 
of the hotel manager and Julian Col­
by. Also he had learned the motive 
for the murder. All that was left 
was to run down the killer or gang, 
which was not unlikely.

At the airport Lone Wolf Steele 
went into closed conference with 
Frederick Goore, the manager of the 
field. He noted from the first 
Goore’s wary attitude. Something of 
the crime was known.

Steele went right to the point.
“A man by the name of Maxtil,” 

he said, “took passage on one of your 
ships some time last Thursday. Look 
over your lists and let us get started. 
Maybe somebody here would remem­
ber him.”

GOORE shook his head dully, keep­
ing his dark eyes on the face of 

the detective.
“I’m fully acquainted with the 

names of all the passengers, Mister 
Steele,” he said. “There are not so 
many these days that I could forget 
one.”

“Listen, Mister Goore,” continued 
Steele, “Maxtil came to this field. He 
took a plane. Don’t, ask me how I 
know it. I’m telling you. Maxtil 
flew out of Cleveland. That much I 
do know. What I’m after is the ship 
that carried him and the crew.”

“Nobody by the name of Maxtil,” 
repeated Goore firmly, “or anyone 
answering his description boarded a 
ship of ours in the regular’ transport 
service.”

“What do you mean by that?” de­
manded Steele, feeling that he had 
hit upon an important point.

“I mean,” Goore’s voice was low­
ered perceptibly and he looked fur­
tively toward the closed door of his 
private office. “I mean—well this is 

strictly between ourselves Mister 
Steele—no hint of this has been al­
lowed to get out of the field— One of 
our small special planes was stolen 
from this field last Thursday— Don’t 
look at me like that— We’ve been 
trying to find trace of it— Our 
pilots are keeping their eyes—”

“A plane was stolen!” repeated 
Steele, half unbelieving. “What do 
you mean by that? How—"

“Last Thursday night—I remem­
ber especially that the field was very 
busy—a dozen planes came and went 
on this field,” said Goore. “Nobody 
noticed it until morning when we 
discovered the Boehme Butterfly was 
gone—also two men who had been 
working here.”

“So,” said Stelle. “A ship and 
two of your men. Pilots?”

“No,” said Goore, “just two float­
ers who wanted to work for lodging 
and meals. I put them to work as 
porters, cleaning up.”

“And they did,” added Steele, 
without a trace of humor.

Goore'then listened gravely to the 
account of the mysterious murder of 
Thomas Maxtil, after which he gave 
Steele a description of the two men 
who had disappeared with the ship.

The Lone Wolf, rapt deep in 
thought $nd irked at the lack of ac­
tion, walked across the field to where 
his own ship stood.

“Better warm her up,” he said to 
the pilot who was lounging in the sun 
at the side of a hangar. “We’re go­
ing back to Teterboro.”

V

S
TEELE, putting the facts to­
gether, was convinced now 
that the crime was the work of 

jewel thieves. It had been planned 
carefully and though the detective 
was able now to prove the identity of 
the victim and send out an alarm to 
be on the lookout for loose diamonds, 



he had no slightest clue to the iden­
tity of the murderers.

That there were at least two of 
them he was certain. The dates fixed 
this with Maxtil’s checking out of the 
hotel and the men stealing the ship. 
One of them must have been a flyer, 
and this presented an even darker 
mystery in the mind of the detective. 
In all his long list of criminals he 
knew of not a single one who had had 
an aviation background.

“When we get down over Northern 
New Jersey,” Steele called to his 
pilot, “see if you can fly her low over 
this area.” He passed a small folding 
map to the flyer and pointed with his 
finger at the region surrounding the 
old Ridge Road.

“Uh, huh,” grunted the pilot.
Throughout the flight they had 

been keeping an eye out for signs of 
a ship on the ground below. A yellow 
fuselage with blue wings. When they 
slid down out of the sky over the 
Ramapos, Steele studied the position 
of the Ridge Road. He noted the point 
where it left the new concrete high­
way; where it met it again.

It was easy to see that the new 
road had straightened out the long 
curve in this old back country dirt 
wagon track. For that was all it had 
been. The development of automo­
biles had left this ribbon of mud a 
mere deserted lane, perhaps a mile 
and a half long.

THE more Steele thought of it the 
more he felt the spot itself had 

something to do with the perpetra­
tors. He tried to figure out a reason 
for the killers carrying the mur^ 
dered man all the way from Cleve­
land before dropping him to the 
ground. Suddenly, with an audible 
chuckle, Steele sat back in his seat, 
nodding.

“Suppose,” he called to the pilot, 
and stood up at the curtain so he 
could make himself heard, “suppose 

we had a dead body in this ship and 
we wanted to drop it on that little 
road down there. How would you 
do it? I mean how could you be 
sure the body would land in the 
road?”

“Hold on tight,” answered the 
pilot. “I’ll show you the only way.” 
He was shouting now as he shoved 
his stick forward and the fast plane 
went into a swift power dive. “Yuh 
got the body braced against the left 
door there, say. Here we go!”

STEELE saw the earth coming up 
at him at a speed that might 

have been three miles a minute. 
Buildings, cars, trees took swift 
shape as they plunged downward, 
the motor blasting its way through 
space like a comet. Then, as sud­
denly, the roar ceased. The pilot had 
cut the motor and was sliding down 
an invisible chute directly over the 
dirt road.

It seemed as if they would certain­
ly crash. Steele, who had nerves as 
steady as his name, felt the thrill 
of his companion’s air mastery. The 
motor coughed now, and again came 
the roar of its powerful engine. They 
were close to the road, a few hun­
dred feet. It was dangerous busi­
ness.

“When I shout,” yelled the pilot, 
“you brace yourself with a shoulder 
and knee on opposite sides of the 
door. Grab the body and shove the 
door latch open.”

It all happened in a moment. 
Steele simulated the shoving of an 
inert body. He felt the pressure of 
the air against the loosened cabin 
door and knew that a dead weight 
aided by a shove from a man inside 
would have let a body go toppling 
downward. Even as he saw this in 
his mind’s eye, he felt the banking 
of the ship, and they were climbing 
once more into the skies.

See?” shouted the pilot.



Lone Wolf Steele shouted back. 
He saw more than just the mere 
mechanical process by which the 
killers had disposed of the body 
of Maxtil. He saw also that some 
one in that murder1 ship knew the 
old Ridge Road, knew that it was a 
deserted, weed-choked lane.

With this new angle to the mys­
tery, Lone Wolf Steele left the plane 
at Teterboro Field and grabbed a 
taxi for New York. Speeding across 
the meadows, down through the traf­
fic to the Holland Tunnel, he was 
soon in the city. A few minutes later 
he was searching the files at Head­
quarters.

VI

A FLASH was sent out to the 
police and detective bureaus 

L to be on the lookout for the 
necklace in whole or part. Steele 
knew the criminal code well enough 
to be sure that the necklace would 
be broken up, the stones disposed of 
separately if possible. • Fences, too, 
were warned. Telephone communica­
tion with the address on Central 
Park West confirmed the Cleveland 
hotel manager’s statement, and set­
tled definitely the question of the 
murdered man’s identity. It was 
Thomas L. Maxtil.

Steele poured through the files. 
He was looking for a man' whose 
record showed activities, or acquaint­
ance, in the region where the body 
was found. The description of the 
men missing from the Cleveland air­
port would have fit a hundred crooks.

Steele pinned more faith in the 
records. The hours he spent delving 
into the files were finally rewarded 
by one record which was listed under 
the name of Bernard Dayoon.

“Same size, type, coloring,” mused 
Steele, reading the details and com­
paring the pictures. “Dayoon. Alias 
Benjamin Dixon, alias Bob 'Kid’

Duncan. Highway robbery, con­
victed Sept. 17, 19—”

Lone Wolf Steele nodded as he 
noted the police record and caught 
in Dayoon’s history the mention of 
the fact that the man had more 
than once posed as an automobile 
mechanic. Planes would be just an­
other step, a modern move for him. 
And his record began fourteen years 
ago—in the town of Rumsey.

With a last careful look at the 
front face and profile of Bernard 
Dayoon, Lone Wolf Steele walked out 
of Headquarters and took a cab. Far 
over on the East Side he alighted, 
dismissed the driver and started 
slowly along the street toward a cor­
ner where the elevated railroad rat­
tled past the intersection.

Old Carney had been running a 
fence in Number 37 for many years. 
Generations of crooks had brought 
him fortune and no little fame of 
a sort. The sort, of course, that the 
police frown upon. Steele turned 
into Carney’s place without glanc­
ing either right or left. The store 
was dark, dusty, piled with count­
less bundles and hung from the 
ceiling were more.

BEHIND a high rusty looking 
brass fence stood old Carney.

His face, as he beheld the entrance 
of Lone Wolf Steele, flashed with a 
quick crafty look. Then the expres­
sion was swept away by what was 
intended to be a friendly smile. To 
the Lone Wolf it was the grimace of 
an old ape.

“Hyah, Carney?” began Steele. 
“How’s business?”

“Rotten, thanks,” said the fence. 
“What can I sell you Mister Steele?”

“A couple of nice sparklers, Car­
ney,” said Steele. “For a starter.”

“I ain’t got one in the place,” 
whined Carney. “I’ll be honest with 
yuh, Lone Wolf.”

“All right,” said Steele, his man­



ner changing swiftly. “Let’s begin 
all over. Open that gate?’

Carney hesitated, made a helpless 
gesture with a shrug of his shoul­
ders. “What for, Mister Steele? 
Ain’t I tellin’ yuh—”

Steele stepped to the barred door. 
His eyes were cruel now, meaning­
ful, and his lips were drawn back 
from his teeth as he snapped out his 
next words.

“Open it up, Carney,” he purred 
savagely. “You and me have got to 
understand each other. Open up!”

CARNEY came over tremulously, 
fidgetted at the snap lock and 

shot it open. Steele pushed through 
the gate and took a quick grip on 
Carney’s arm just below the shoul­
der.

“In the back,” he said. "I’m 
giving you a chance.”

The back of the place was even 
darker than, the front, piled higher 
with stores of miscellaneous bundles, 
each with a history.

Carney was pushed against a bale 
that might have contained rare silk. 
Steele wasn’t interested in that. He 
was facing Carney now, with the lit­
tle fence looking up into the power­
ful detective’s hard eyes.

“I want Bernie Dayoon,” said 
Lone Wolf Steele. "Come through, 
Carney.”

“Dayoon?” repeated the crafty 
fence. “I don’t know him—I 
never—”

“Dayoon, I said,” Steele’s tone was 
dominant. “Dayoon—alias Dixon— 
alias Duncan— You know him as 
w-ell as you know your street 
number.”

Oh, said Carney, groping, stalling. 
“You mean—”
"Bernie Dayoon,” snapped Steele. 

“Where is he— Open up, you vulture, 
or I’ll—’L Steele took a vise-like grip 
on the vest lapels of the fence, a 
twist, and jerked, throwing the 

other’s head back with a snap. 
“Where is he? Spill it now or I’ll 
ride you over. And believe me, Car­
ney, this time you won’t come back. 
Are you going to tell me what I 
want to know?”

Carney grovelled like the crawling 
creature that he was. He squirmed 
and grunted like a fat porker, 
mumbling something about “being 
killed for it.”

“You’ll either get killed or life,” 
warned the Lone Wolf. “We can 
hang it on you, anyway. Where is 
he? I -want him. Speak!”

Steele shook the fence until his 
jowls flapped. A footstep sounded 
on the grating outside the door. 
Steele held Carney, silent, neither 
moving. Then the steps went away. 
Carney wilted.

“I’ll tell,” he cried! “But for 
gawd’s sake don’t—”

“Where?” snarled the Lone Wolf.
“At Karina’s.”
Steele glared at Carney. “If you 

tip them off,” he warned, “I’ll come 
back here and settle with you. Get 
me?”

Carney nodded painfully as the 
Lone Wolf edged his way out of 
Number 37 and walked swiftly back 
up the street in the direction from 
which he had come. His eyes were 
all about him as he walked. He 
knew -where he was; what a chance 
he was taking. But he had a greater 
risk before him. At Karina’s place. 
Over by Mulberry Bend.

VII

T
HERE would be a lookout on 
the dooi' at Karina’s. The 
Lone Wolf knew this and 
prepared for it. Before he turned 

into the dingy littered block, he 
loosened his tie, turned his soft hat 
brim up in front, so that he looked 
a little drunk. A tousled strand of 
his dark brown hair he dragged out 



from under the hat in front and 
let it hang over his brow.

At Karina’s he pounded on the 
door. A face appeared in the peep­
hole.

“What!”
“S-h-h-h,” whispered the Lone 

Wolf. “Wanna speak wit’ Karina. 
She wansa see me.”

“Yuh gotta card?” demanded the 
half-hidden face.

“Whosh card?” argued the man 
outside.

Then came a voice from inside. 
A soft, low contralto, saying: “Open 
the dooi’ a leetle, Patsy. See who 
he is.”

The door opened a crack and 
Steele saw inside—saw a long, nar­
row passageway, opening out on a 
wider room beyond, where men and 
women were sitting at tables. In 
the passage stood the soft-voiced 
creature. Karina, herself, soft as 
butter, eyes blacker than the shadow 
in which she stood, teeth gleaming.

“What you want?” she called and 
the purr in her voice was as friendly 
as a kitten’s. “Let him come, 
Patsy.”

PATSY, a mean looking yegg with 
a scarred underlip, opened the 

door wider. Steele, a bit bent and 
awry, walked in, making a job of 
walking very straight. Karina waited 
for him midway in the passage. 
When he reached her, she peered up 
into his face and her red rouged lips 
parted in a half snarl.

“The Lone Wolf,” she whispered 
savagely. “What you want here?”

“S-h-h-h,” said Steele softly. 
“Nothing’s going to happen to you, 
lady. Keep your mouth shut and 
play dumb. I want Bernie Dayoon.”

“Oh!” Her voice threatened to 
break into a shriek, but Steele laid 
a hand on her elbow. “I’ve got the 
whole block surrounded,” he lied.

“Nobody’ll be hurt if you keep your 
fingers off. Where is he?”

KARINA shrugged her shoulders, 
her’ big eyes narrowed to the 

danger’ line.
“Go find heem,” she spat at Steele. 

“Eff they get you, I have nothing to 
do with eet.”

Steele took her fleshy arm in a 
firm grip and started walking her 
into the big room. He leaned down, 
laughing and talking into her face, 
so that she was forced to look at 
him. It appeared that here was a 
privileged customer, one who could 
take liberties with Karina, even if 
she seemed to resent them.

At a table in the middle of the 
room—there were no corners empty 
—Steele drew Karina into a chair. 
Sat down himself. A waiter came. 
He ordered Karina’s favorite.

“Sit where you are,” he said to 
her across the table. “Anything can 
happen now.”

As he spoke he felt a movement 
in the furthest right corner of the 
room where the light was dim. A 
hard, round face was fixed on his. 
Under the shadow of his brows he 
searched the features of the man 
across the room.

It was Dayoon, flushed and scowl­
ing, as he tried to place the new­
comer in his catalogue of crime.

Steele sat quietly, glancing easily 
around the room, dropping occasional 
humorous remarks to Karina, who 
remained stiffly silent. Steele was 
trying to find a man to answer the 
description of the one who had left 
the Cleveland airport with Bernie 
Dayoon. Nobody seemed to fit. Be­
sides, the light was bad. He might 
be there among all those people.

From the corner of his eye the 
Lone Wolf kept watch on the man 
he knew was Dayoon. At the first 
move Steele shifted in his chair. 
Dayoon was raising up slowly.



Steele could see from the hunch of 
the other’s shoulder that a gun was 
coming. The detective’s right hand 
carelessly fingered his tie where it 
slid beneath the vest, The end of 
many miles of man-hunt was at 
hand.

“Steady, Karina,” warned the 
Lone Wolf. “Stay out of this.”

THE atmosphere of the room 
seemed to thicken. Smoke 

layers hung blue and choking from 
the low ceiling. Furtive eyes 
switched this way and that. Slight 
movement in Dayoon’s corner showed 
Steele some men and girls pushing 
their chairs out of the way. Steele’s 
chance was a slim one, even if he 
beat Dayoon to the shot. His auto­
matic was inches from his fingers.

“He’s a dirty dick,” screamed 
Dayoon as he stood up and yanked 
his gun. “Look, guys—its—”

Steele swept his gun out and shot 
across his chest. There was a mad 
scramble for safety. A few girls 
screamed. Men tipped tables and 
dragged their women down behind 
the sheltering tops.

Dayoon’s gun went off, but it was 
split seconds after Steele’s shot. 
The detective’s bullet caughB the 
killer in the gun arm under the 
shoulder. The gun flew free, and 
Dayoon shouted a bitter curse.

As Dayoon stumbled forward and 
bent over the table at which he had 
been seated, another figure rose. It 
was taller. Steele saw him lift a 
heavy black gun; taking deliberate 
aim. The detective fired, driving a 
bullet into the gunman’s right side, 
and not an instant too soon. The 
bullet from the other’s gun grooved 
a jagged furrow in Steele’s table 
and buried itself in the paneled wall.

“Come out, both of you,” shouted 
the Lone, Wolf, sweeping his gun 
around the room as he discerned a 
movement among some of the other 

gangsters. “Your hands in the air, 
or I’ll give you the rest.”

“You got nothin’ on me,” screamed 
Bernie Dayoon. “I never done it— 
I tell yuh—”

“Come out here,” the Lone Wolf 
motioned with his gun at the two 
killers in the corner, snarling like 
rats in a trap. He swung his 
gun then to the crowd along the wall 
beside him. “Get over on that side,” 
he ordered them, sweeping the way 
clear to the door. “Hey, there, on 
the door. Inside here, line up.”

The lookout crept in stealthily, 
and as he reached the room he risked 
a shot. But Steele was ready for him 
and broke his leg with a quick stab 
into the shadow. Patsy, bawling, 
toppled over into the room’, his gun 
dropping from spasmatic fingers.

“Move,” ordered the Lone Wolf 
now. “Lift them up.”

DAYOON and the taller gangster 
came slowly, furtively, looking 

for a break. One hand trying to 
reach even with the other. At the 
door to the street Steele halted.

“One sign from either of you,” he 
told them, “and I’ll spread you both 
out like a truck ran over you. 
Move.”

“You ain’t got a thing on me,” 
roared Dayoon. “I wasn’t there.”

“You’re going back to Cleveland, 
Bernie,” said Steele coldly. “After 
we get through with you downtown.”

“I never was in Cleveland in my 
life,” argued Dayoon, and still his 
pal remained silent. Their hands 
came down on the street. Steele’s 
gun was in his coat pocket now, 
ready. The three of them walked 
straight to the corner.

At the curb the Lone Wolf halted, 
spied a taxi and herded his prisoners 
into it.

“Headquarters,” he said to the 
driver. “Make it snappy.”

Bernie Dayoon squirmed continu­



ally in his seat. His"' companion 
neither spoke nor looked at the de-, 
tective. Steele let himself enjoy the 
peace of the open air, even if it was 
dusty, after the close shave he had 
had in Karina’s place. They were 
swinging a corner now when Dayoon 
quickly reached into his pocket and 
shot his hand out of the cab window.

“Hey!” shouted the Lone Wolf. 
“No, you don’t. Hey, driver! Back 
up here.”

THE machine came to a halt, 
backed to the curb and Steele 

got out. He had half an idea of 
what he was going to find. Only 
half. Calling to a street sweeper 
who stood near-by he had the cover 
of the sewer lifted. With the sweep­
er’s long handled broom they fished 
out a small chamois skin sack, tied 
with a draw string.

Steele hefted it a moment, looked 
at Dayoon and began to loosen the 
strings.

“I’ll be da-—” Bernie Dayoon 
shouted hoarsely and turned to make 
a dash for freedom.

Steele’s gun came out in a flash 
and a single shot rang out. Bernie 

Dayoon, alias Dixon, alias Duncan, 
jewel thief and murderer, fell face 
forward to the street, his leg caving 
in under him from the crash of 
Steele’s bullet. The detective drove 
the other gangster along to where 
Dayoon lay.

“Get up you dog,” he said. “May­
be you’d rather I’d bat you behind 
the ear with a spanner wrench the 
way you killed Maxtil in that ship.”

“I didn’t mean to do it,” begged 
Dayoon, crawling to a shaky foot­
hold.

Steele paid no attention to him. 
He was peering into the chamois 
bag. What he saw was more than 
he expected. The Craven diamonds. 
All but the two smaller stones at the 
ends of the string.

“Where’s the others?” demanded 
the Lone Wolf.

Dayoon paused, glowering at his 
wounded companion.

“Carney took ’em,” he admitted.
“Ho—ho!” exclaimed Steele. “Fine. 

I knew you’d tip your hand all 
around, Dayoon. Come on, in the 
wagon boys. This job will be your 
very last—and you can kiss the book 
on that.”

Another Gripping Story by Kerry McRoberts in Next Month’s 
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T
HE hardest criminal to fight 
is he who uses brains as 
well as brawn, imagination 
as well as firearms.

The power of thought, when? 
wielded by one capable of intensive 
planning, is the hardest force in the 
world to conquer.

Due to lack of any real mental 
capacity, many criminals are speed­
ily brought to justice.

There is always, according to 
popular as well as professional be­
lief, some little matter overlooked 
by a criminal, that gives his pur­
suers a clue to work on—eventually 
leading to his capture and doom.

My mos£ difficult case—the one 
that taxed my faculties to the. ut­
most and brought me closer to’ex­
posure and defeat than any other— 
came when I was bent on bringing 
to justice a diabolic gang whpse 
fiendish machinations were so clev­
erly planned and executed that no 
flaw could be found in their sinister 
cunning.

And in addition to their mental 
ability—these bold, terrifying mas­
ters of underworld technique were 
quick on the draw; ready to kill in 
a moment; as handy with a gun, 
as ruthless in action, as any high­
wayman of fabled fame.

How they threatened the safety 
of important citizens, and created 
a veritable reign of terror in Amer­
ica with a horrifying succession of 
brutal, cold-blooded murders—

How they carried on the most 
damnable wholesale blackmail plot 
ever attempted in crime history—

How they framed me, the Phan­
tom, as a murderer for a crime I 
certainly did not commit, and im­
plicated my trustworthy friend, 
Frank Havens—

These facts will be told in next 
month’s full book-length novel: 
THIRTEEN CARDS OF DEATH.

There were thirteen of these 
dread criminals—and the symbols 
of their identity were thirteen play­
ing cards of the heart suit, rang­
ing from the Ace to the King.

Their bitter game that spread 
terrorism and disaster is the basis 
of the year’s most exciting story! 
One that will keep you guessing page 
after page, chapter after chapter, as 

’it moves swiftly through a blood­
curdling series of nefarious crimes.

For the most smashing, action- 
packed and amazing detective story 
you ever read—don’t miss THIR­
TEEN CARDS OF DEATH.

I’m always glad to hear from 
readers—whether they pat me on 
the back or offer criticism.

Your letters give me a good idea 
of what you like—and help me to 
select yarns from my extensive case­
book.

Now here’s an interesting missive 
from Reynolds Joseph, of New York 
City:

I have just finished reading THE 
CRIME OF FU KEE WONG. Give us 
more like it. The most interesting part 
was where the Phantom Detective was 
told to halt by Fu Kee Wong when he 
(Van Loan) was playing deaf. What 
a tough moment that must have been 
for the detective—knowing that if he 

(Concluded on Page 128)
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stopped, it would show he could hear; 
and if he did not stop, it might mean 
instant death for disobeying the com­
mand !

Luz R. Perez, of Puerto Rico, sent 
me a welcome letter with some ad­
vice that I only wish my dangerous 
profession allowed me to follow:

The end of THE CRIME OF FU 
KEE WONG was full of thrilling sur­
prises.

Mr. Van Loan—why don’t you really 
become engaged to Muriel Havens? 
Maybe she will understand if you tell 
her you are the Phantom Detective and 
must risk your life daily.

I am grateful for this kindly in­
terest.

But no—my career as the Lone 
Wolf enemy of crime excludes me 
from the normal joys of the average 
man’s existence. I must renounce 
many things in order to be of service 
in the grim war against the savage 
enemies of society’s peace and se­
curity.

Another excellent epistle is fro; 
Carl Watkins Ahearn, of Denve 
Col.:

Gee, your stories sure have the smash 
and punch!

THE CRIME OF FU KEE WONG 
gave me the biggest reading thrill I 
ever got for a slim dime.

Space forbids printing more c 
your welcome notes — but I mus 
acknowledge especially encouraging 
letters from the following:

Henry Hull Wisebander, Tulsa, Okla.;
' Jack Hinsell, Tampa, Fla.; Harold 0.

Lordin, Dover, Del.; M. A. Trine, De­
troit, Mich.; Alice Mayne Dowell, Jack- 
sonville, Fla.; Robert Cortlandt Fehr, 
Schenectady, N. Y., and Nathan J. 
Kakn, Chicago.

Thanks to you all!
Now write and tell me what you 

think of THE JEWELS 0FD00M, 
Let me hear from each and every one 
of you!

i —The Phantom Detective.





New Amazingly Easy Way 
To Play PIANO... by Zar!

NO NOTES! Beginners Play Pleasing 
Chords and Harmonies in First Five 

Minutes, Play Songs, Dance Music in 
Few Weeks! Simple as Childs Play!

REAL FUN...
FAST PROGRESS— 
playing songs al* 
most before you 
know it!

HERE’S good news for you 
folks who are sick of being 
wall flowers at a party . . . 

sick of being just one of the 
crowd, forgotten, overlooked . . . 
unable to play, entertain or "do 
anything” to keep things moving.

Here’s a chance to win popularity for 
yourself — to show some life and pep 
and do something! Everyone knows a 
piano player is always in demand, wanted 
everywhere, always admired—always a 
center of attraction. You know it too— 
and right here and now is a chance for 
you to step into the picture. Here’s a 
way to learn piano quickly—more easily 
than you ever dreamed possible--- and do
it (not with a lot of tiresome study and 
exercises and at a cost of $1, $3 or $5 
a lesson) but learn while you’re having 
a lot of fun and paying actually less than 
lie a lesson for it. Think of it!

This entirely new modern method, de­
vised by two of New York’s cleverest 
piano teachers, uses NO NOTES . . .

!8 EASY LESSON

and yet it’s so simple it’s like child’s play. 
And 10 times faster than the ordinary 
tiresome hard-to-learn note method.

No Tiresome Exercises
..Teaches Rhythm, Harmony,
How to MakejUp Own Melodies

The very first time you sit down at the 
piano you’re playing chords and pleasing 
harmonies. Almost before you know it 
you’re dashing off popular songs and 
dance music—all by ear! And what’smore, 
you’re able to do it in any key. and 
switch from one key to another at will!

This amazing course teaches you all 
the fundamental chords, how to play 
melodies with perfect harmonies for the 
left hand base. How to harmonize 
chords with every note on the piano. 
Teaches you rhythm, time, how to com­
pose melodies of your own . . . how to

How New Method Puts 
Fingers Right on Notes!

Simple, easily uu Irr-toix! elutrd finding chart.-' 
stand upright at back of kejboard. (VHred 
I I x-ks are 1< •. tted directly over notes to be stru'k. 
By re.t ling up. line after line, whole songs .»ie 
played in any key you wish. Any child can fol­
low it. ('hurtscan be omitted after first few times.

* * * 
transpose into any key. And—it actual­
ly places your fingers exactly on the 
notes you play!

Endorsed by eminent concert pianists, 
radio stars and teachers, this unique sys­
tem is hailed as rhe greatest advance in 
teaching piano in 30 years.

SEND NO MONEY
Write today. Don’t wait. Save dol­

lars on this limited, short time offer. 
Merely cut out and mail coupon below 
and complete course of 28 lessons will 
be shipped you by return mail. Pay post­
man only $2.95. plus few cents postage. 
Absolute satisfaction guaranteed. New 
York Institute of Music. Dept. G-7, 305 
E. 46th Street. New York Qty
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