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e Do you miss music, the voices of
loved ones, all the sounds that make
up life?

Sounds long lost—even low-voiced
conversation, church sermons and
business conferences with many voices
taking part, are all brought back with
Beltone, the new amazing One-Unit
Hearing Aid.

This tiny device, which weighs only

a few ounces, is all you wear.

No more heavy, clumsy sep-

arate battery packs or

dangling battery wires. The

I Beltone reproduces faithfully

FR EE . the sounds you want to hear
without discomfort or incon-

venience. No button need

Learn how much .
show in the ear.
better and more
clearly Beltone un-
FREE BOOKLET-MAIL COUPON

covers precious

. W 0
sounds you, per- G ameeany = BELTONE HEARING AID CO., Dept. TFG-3

Good H keepi - . .
haps, thought lost 00€ Hlotsekeeping 1450 W. 19th Street, Chicago 8, lllinois
forever. Just mail Please send me, without cost or obligation,

’ the new FREE bookletofinteresting facts about

coupon for valuable free book DEAFNESS and HOW TO OVERCOME XT.

No cost or obligation.



you're that man, Here's something that will Jo*
terest you.

Not a magic formula— not a get-rich-quick scheme—
but something more substantial, more practical

O f course, you need something more than just the
desire to be an accountant, "ibu've got to pay the price
— be willing to study earnestly, thoroughly.

Still, wouldn’t it be worth your while to sacrifice
some of your leisure in favor of interesting home study
— over a comparatively brief period ? Always provided
that the rewards were good—a salary of $3,000 to
$ 10,0002

An accountant’s duties are interesting, varied and of
real worth to his employers. He has standing!

Do you feel that such things aren’t for you? Well,
don’t be too sure. Very possibly they can be!

Why not, like so many before you, investigate
LaSalle’s modern Problem Method of training for an
accountancy position?

Just suppose you were permitted to work in a large
accounting house under the personal supervision of an
expert accountant. Suppose, with his aid, you studied
accounting principles and solved problems day by day
— easy ones at first— then more difficult ones. If you
could do this— and could turn to him for advice as the
problems became complex — soon
you'd master them all.

That's the training you follow in
principle under the LaSalle Problem
Method.

LaSall

Other LaSalle
Opportunities

LASALLE

Over 2800 Certified
Public Accountants among

Tou cover accountancy from the basic Principles right
Up through Accountancy Systems and Income Tax Pro-
cedure. Then you add C. P. A. Training and prepare
for the C. P. A. examinations.

As you go along, you absorb the principles of Audit-
ing, Cost Accounting, Business Law, Statistical Con-
trol, Organization, Management and Finance.

Your progress is as speedy as you care to make it—
depending on your own eagerness to learn and the time
you spend in study.

Wiill recognition come? The only answer, as you
know, is that success does come to the man who is really
trained. It's possible your employers will notice your
improvement in a very few weeks or months. Indeed,
many LaSalle graduates have paid for their training—
with increased earnings— before they have completed
it! For accountants, who are trained in organization
and management, are the executives of the future.

Wrife For This Free Book

For your own good, don't put off investigation of all
the facts. Write for our free 48-page book, "Accoun-
tancy, The Profession That Pays.” It'll prove that
accountancy offers brilliant futures to those who aren’t
afraid of serious home study. We'll also include "Ten
Years’ Promotion in One”— a book which has

helped many men. Send us the

coupon now.

LASALLE EXTENSION
CHICAGO 5t ILL.

e alumni

EXTENSION UNIVERSITY

) A CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTION

O Higher Accountancy R
O C.P.A. Coaching 417 S, Dearborn Sf. Dept. 3329-HR Chicago 5# IlI.
O Bookkeeping
O Laws LL.B. Degree I want to be an accountant. Send me without obligation, “ Account-
o Business Management ancy, the Profession that Pays™ training program—also “Tea
O Salesmanship Years* Promotion in One.'*

Traffic Management

Foremanship N a m B i s e, ———— Age.
O Industr’'l Management
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YOU PRACTICE Radio
Soldering with Soldering
Equipment and_Radio Parts
I 'send you. Get practical
experience mounting and
connecting parts.

YOU BUILD this A. M.
Slgnal Generator for more
valuable experience. It pro-
vides amplitude-modulated
signals for many tests and
experiments.

YOU BUILD thie Tester
With parts N. R. 1. sends
early 'in the course. Soon
helps you fix neighbors' Ra-
dios and EAR EXTRA
MONEY In spare time.

YOU PRACTICE FM
(Frequency Modulation) ex-
periments, get more experi-
ence with this Superhetero-
dyne Receiver Circuit you
build with parts | send,

BY PRACT/C/N&

/A SPARE T/ME
WITH BIG KITS OF PARTS | SEND YOU

fast-growing Radio Intfustry—or your

YOU TEST Radio circuits

»cial circuits;
learn how .. --ieate and re-
pair circuit defects.

YOU BUILD ~tcuumTube
Power Pack; rfake changes
which give yoh experience
with packs of many Kkinds.
Learn how to correct Power
Pack troubles.

You Set PRACTICAL EXPERIENCE
WithThis Superheterodyne Receiver

YOU BUILD THIS complete, powerful

Radio Eeceiver that brings in local and
distant stations. N. R. l. gives you ALL

the Radio parts . . .
speaker, tubes, chassis,
transformer, sockets,
loop antenna, etc.

} TRAIN YOU

own Radio Shop? Mail the Coupon for
a Sample Lesson and my 64-page book,
“How to Be a Success in RADIO—
Television, Electronics,” both FREE.
See how | will train _you at home-
how you get practical Radio experience
biding testing Radio circuits with
BIG KITS OF PARTS | sendl
Many Beginners Soon Make Extra Money
In Spare Time While Learning
The day you enroll I start sending
EXTRA MONEY manuals that show
how to make EXTRA money fixing
neighbors' Radios in spare time while
gl Now's the time to get

In Ova Seda Sarlet

have my own Radio and
raion ‘sales and eervic-
usiness. | get enough
epair jobs to keep me go-

ing Avenue. Carteret.' N. J.

VETERANS

rou get -tfiis.t aining in your own home

unier * -VR*i]fVvni\li,c

I AT NOME
rfyco i/fiskE

fNCLUDES

television
mcrmfcs

Home Study Radio School, WUbiljUa9B.C.

I TRAINED THESE MEN

NATIONAL RAD™’INSTITUTE, Washington 9,0. C.
Mail me FREE Sample Lesson and 64-page book
about how to win success in Radio and Television
—Electronics. = (No salesman will pail,

write plainly.)

Please

.......................... .Zone............ State.........

O Check if Veteran

&y»smmmmarntrnmmtmmmmm mmm mmo mmm «

APPROVED FOR TRAININQ UNDER QI BILL



young fellow, who thought he was

entitled to a good time. Bob’s father
was a hard working man, and yet the youth
didn't think much of the fifteen-year-old
family automobile, which didn't give young
Bob much of a chance to strut his stuff with
the young ladies he met at school and in the
corner soda shops.

Perhaps that was why Bob was so receptive
to the suggestion that they “borrow” a pow-
der-blue Lincoln at the Blue Moon road-
house when his two friends Wally and Mark
made the suggestion. They might have got
away with it if the borrowing hadn't wound
up in a brush with the police. But things be-
came especially bad when Mark Tormay de-
cided to throw a car seat in front of the
pursuing motorcycle cop. The policeman
didn't have a chance. He sailed through the
air for about thirty feet and when he struck
the pavement he was dead.

At first glance this might have seemed like
a tragic accident that was bound to blight the
lives of three boys who had made a single
slip, but it was something much more sinister
than that | had been invited to the Middle
Western city on the outskirts of which this
episode occurred to look into a pattern of
juvenile delinquency that was far above any-
thing in the way of youthful crime to be
found in any other city in the United States
of comparable size.

ROBERT COVERT was just an average

A Wave of Car Thefts

The little trip of Bob, Mark and Wally was
not an isolated instance by any means; there
had been a wave of stolen car cases during
the past few months, and mixed in with these
were other crimes which pointed to a ring
that was capitalizing upon the waywardness
of boys in their teens.

I have little respect for any grown man

who will use mere boys for committing
crimes to fatten his bank account and lift
his ego. That was one of the chief reasons
why | became interested in this case. Bob
Covert particularly interested me. | didn't
think he was a “bad” boy, and I felt sure that
with the proper guidance he could be made
an honest and worthwhile citizen. 1 was
hopeful of doing this befcause of several
elements that cropped up.

One was the discovery that while Bob
Covert and Wally Walsh were a couple of
headstrong youngsters, Mark Tormay had a
criminal record. Even so | wasn't so anxious
to bring the full force of the law down upon
Mark himself alone, | was more anxious to
have him lead me to the men who were
behind this grim conspiracy against the
homes and families of the youths they used
as their criminal pawns.

But | never had a chance to talk to Mark
Tormay after his arrest for the killing of the
motorcycle policeman and the stealing of the
car. For, before | reached him in his cell,
Mark Tormay had died of poison!

An Exciting Crime Chase

This sequence of events carried me into one
of the most exciting crime chases in which |
have ever participated, and one that 1 fol-
lowed through to its climax with the greatest
amount of satisfaction, because 1 knew dis-
tinctively that | was striking a blow for a
future generation of American citizens, and
making this nation of ours stronger as a
result.

The things that W'ere going on in this M id-
W estern community were being duplicated t0
a lesser degree in many other towns and
cities of the country, and it appeared that the
crime chieftains who were battening upon
the work of misguided boys and girls were

(Continued on page 8)
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SEE HOW SIMPLE IT IS!

"My country 'tis of thee, Sweet land of liberty*

The first note on the music above is
**a" Follow the dotted line to the key-
board and locate "c" on the piano. Find
the other notes the same way. As you

Strike them you'll he playing the melody on the piano keyboard.

of ™America." Easy, Isn't it? And it's
easy to play other tunes, too. For a re-
markable invention, the "Note-Finder,"
tells you Just where each note ia located

You, too, can learn to play your favorite

instrument, quickly, easily, right in your own home!

YES. OVER 850,000 delighted people have studied
music this quick, ea”y, inexpensive way. Some are now
on the stage, others on the radio, and thousands more
are enjoying the new pleasure and popularity of being
able to play. Isn’t this convincing proof of the success of
the new U. S. School of Music method? Many students
didn’'t know one note from another. Yet in a short time
they learned to play their favorite instrument. And they
found learning this modern way amazingly easy and
loads of fun. What countless others have done, YOU,
too, can dol

Right from the start you learn real tunes by note.
First you are told how to do a thing. Then a picture
shows you how to do it. Finally you do it yourself and
hear how it goes. Almost before you realize it, you are
playing your favorite pieces. No private teacher could
make it clearer.

LAWRENCE WELK
famous band leader

Lawrence Welk's achievements should
be an inspiration to all students of
music. His rise to fame was rapid.
He has played for leading
theatres, hotels, and radio
networks. And he did it all
without a professional musia
teacher. Here's what he says:

"1 studied the ac-

cordion with the

IT. School and

was surprised at

how simple their

method made learn-

ing music. I can

highly ~ recommend

this school to any-

one interested in

learning music

quickly without a

private teacher, at

such a low cost,"

WIN FRIENDS—ENJOY NEW POPULARITY

Bestof all it costs only a few cents &day. That includes
everything ... no extras of any kind. Don't miss any
more fun. Learn to play your favorite instrument and
surprise your friends. Music, you know, makes most
any party a success. Those who can play are invited
everywhere. So get started on the way to musical good
times NOW!

If you want to be a “hit* at every party ... if you
really do want to play your favorite instrument .
fill out and mail the coupon below, asking for our Free
Illustrated Booklet and Print and Picture Sample. These
show you how quickly and easily you can learn music-
in your own home at little cost. (In-
struments supplied when needed,
cash or credit.)

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC
2943 Brunswick Bldg.,, N. Y. 10, N. Y.

HEE PRINT AND PICTURE SAMPLE j
U. S. School of Music, 2943 Brunswick Bill,., N. Y. 10, N, Y.

Please send me Free Booklet and Print and Picture
Sample. 1 would like to play instrument checked below.

(Do you have instrument )
Plano Accordion Trumpet Ukulele

Violin Mandolin Trombone Clarinet

Guitar Saxaphone Tenor Banjo  Other Instrument
Mr.

Mrs.

Miss ) (PLEASE PRINT)
[o11 Y a— Staff*

Note! If you are under 16 yrs. of age parents must sign coupon

Save 2c- Stick Coupon on penny postcard.
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Big money? It certainty Is, but that's what electricians
are pulling down these days! In fact, many af them ar*
making considerably more than that.

Now you too can learn how to plan. Install, repair and

maintain any house wiring system — and do the work
in accordance with the highest standards.
PRACTICAL
RESIDENTIAL
WIRING

By John F. Nowak
Here at last is a_complete practical book 6a
house wiring, which you can use to do com-
{)Iete electrical Jobs—from the smallest repairs
o the wiring of an entire home. It begins by
showing you how to draw electrical diagrams,
and proceeds, step by step, through every
type of present-day installation. Then the
author shows you exactly how to do the actual work, and fur-
nishes hundreds of hands-at-work photographs
The National Electrical Code is clearl lied at each crucial
point, insuring that everything you do qulI Code requirements.
Throughout this great handbook every step is explained in
plain English which requires no previous knowledge of elec-
tricitfl or experience in electrical work. See for yourself how
completely this book covers every detail of planning, installation,
repair, and maintenance. Mail the coupon now for a FREE
10-day examination of this complete, brand-new handbook

1 D. Van Nostrand Com%arg;, Inc.

s 250 Fourth Avenue/ N

= Please send me “Practical Residential erlng** on approval. f

5 Within 10 days | WI|| either return the book without obllgoa S

S tlon or send you $1.95, plus a few cents postage, and $2

S per month for 2 months thereafter. (If you send the entire *

S amount of $S.9S with this coupon, we will pay the postage

B Same return privilege and refund guarantee)

52 Name - ceereenn seeraenassaen st snrnss T t

Z  Address. — B
City........ LI e . Zone--——State— — —--— g

SavesCostly Redecorating

y AZING INVENTION. Banlshesold

style housedcanlng mess and moss. No

— o SIICk h” —no red, swollen hands. No
=~more dangerous step adders. Literally erases dirt Bko
sale from Wallpaper, Painted WaRs. Ceilings. Window
dee. Take order§from friend* | Earn money! Actnow!

SAMPLES FOR TRIAL

~=end name at once. Afwnn&gostal will do. SEND NO MONEY —
fiutyour name. KRIS 1486 Bar Street, AKRON, OHIO

mind Power.

A FREE BOOK

Develop your personal, creative power! Awaken the
silent, sleeping forces in your own consciousness.
Become Master of your own life. Push aside all ob-
stacles with a new energy you have overlooked.
The Rosicrucians know how, and will help vou ap-
%the greatest of all powers in man's control Create
th and abundance for yourself. Write for Free
bewk. “ THe Secret Heritage’5 H 'télls o ydu may fee-
ceive these teachings for study and use. ft means the
dawn of a new day for you. Address: Scribe J. D, J.

The Rosicrucians
San Jose —AMORC—
"The RoricracUM ere NOT » religion, organlxaHon”

California

THE PHANTOM SPEAKS
(Continued from page 6)

gradually extending their tentacles to all
parts of the nation like a giant octopus.

Steve Huston and Muriel Havens did ex-
cellent work on this case, too. Bob Covert's
mother was dead. | felt that he needed the
guiding hand of a good woman, and at the
same time a person who could stand up
against any threats that might be leveled
against the boy by the underworld overlords
who had ensnared him in their web. For this
reason Muriel Havens assumed the role of
Bob’s Aunt Janis, and ran into a number of
factors in the case that might never have
been uncovered by a mere male.

I got a big kick out of the way Steve
Huston adopted the role | assigned to him.
Working in New York City with the Police
Department and its Police Athletic League
set-up, | knew something of the success of
the theory that a beat cop can be a boy’s best
friend if the relationship is developed. Steve
Huston donned the blue cloth and brass but-
tons of a beat cop, and set about to win the
affection of the youngsters on his beat so
that they realized the meaning of a true
friend. Since the youthful population was a
mixture of good and bad in this Mid-Western
city as it is everywhere, it was inevitable
that Steve should also run into the tentacles
of crime that were being extended down into
all parts of the city.

Emotional Dynamite

The juvenile crime situation and its adult
cohort was shot through with emotional dy-
namite, and before it was solved it worked
through a number of challenging situations
that led right to the crime castles of Man-
hattan. You'll probably recognize a good
many of the facets of this dynamic case as
you read the story that Robert Wallace has
made of the case in The City of Dreadful
Night It's appearing in the next issue.

Robert Wallace is young enough to under-
stand the problems of boys and girls, and to
appreciate their enthusiasm and desire to do
the right thing when they are given the
opportunity. He has put a lot of this enthu-
siasm into his description of the background
of the colorful case that wound through the
mazes of murder and robbery and brought
out of this melee of madness a clean and

(Continued on page 10)
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Lola Arnaux,
topical Arthur
Murray teacher

“The Rumba’sagreat
favorite,” says Made-
leine Murphy. “It's
such fun to see a be-
ginner do this gay
dance after just one
lesson. Teaching real-
ly isfun thisnewway.”

“The Samba’'s such
fun and looks so tricky
that everybody loves
to do it,” says Joyce
Lyons. “And, you can
learn it in an hour
thanks to‘The New
ArthurMurrayWay."”

ARTHUR
MURRAY

DANCE STUDIOS FROM COAST TO COAST

Visit the one nearest you
for a FREE dance analysis

cach canaing

vk Eam so much fasterP

Even beginners become popular partners
in a fraction of the usual time!

" 1'm so excited about 'The New Arthur Murray
Way' of teaching dancing. It seems like magic
the way the Fox Trot, Waltz, Samba, Rumba,
all develop out of his new discovery, "The First
Step To Popularity'.

. “Beginners are thrilled to find they go danc-
ing after only one hour . . . and amazed how
little it costs to learn. And right now we have a
special half-off price that saves you even more.
But why don’t you come in to the Studio for a
FREE dance analysis and see for yourself what
"The New Arthur Murray Way' can do for you."

PROOF You Can

Dance After One Lesson!

See how quickly you can learn
to dance “The New Arthur
Murray Way.” Send for the
“Murray-Go-Round” now! It
contains fascinating, en-
tertaining instructions on all)
dances. Clip coupon below.

Copr. IM9—Arthur Murray Inc
1

ARTHUR MURRAY STUDIOS,Def€.19B (Consult
telephone directory for address of nearest studio, or
write Arthur Murray Studios, 11 East 43rd St., New
York 17,N.Y.) Please send me your magazine,
“Murray-Go-Round”, 44 pages of pictures, dance
news, instructions. | enclose 25c.

NAME-

ADDRESS-

-STATE-
Thrtll. Fef.— March 1949

-ZONE-



AUDELS Carpenters
and Builders Guides
4vols.*6

mniideTrada Information
for Carpenters, Builders. Jgin-
-r Building Mtechantcs-and alt
,Th*seGikIn

I that you want-

------------- Wolie i3 & letpine

Nork and Better Pay. To set
his assistance lor “yourself*

Inside Trade Information Ons «BI*Ebee coupon below*
How to use the steel square—How to file and
Betsaws—How to build furniture—How to use
a mitre box—How to use the ch&li line—How
to use rules and scales—How to make Joints—
Carpenters _arithmetic— Solving mensuration

tna—Estimating strength of timbers—
I o set girders and sills—How to frame

and roofs—How to estimate costs—How
to build houses, barns, garages, bungalows, etc.
ow to read and draw plans—Drawing up

specifications—How_to excavate— How to use
Bettln?s 12.13and 17 on the steel square—How
to build hoists and scaffolds—skylights— How
to build stairs—How to put on Interior trim— .
How to hang doors—How to lath—lay floors—How to paint.

AUDEL, PubnThere™9"w.23rt” Tew

Mali Audeis Carpenters and Builders Guides. 4 vols., on 7 daYS*_'
trial. It OK | wM remit $1 In 7 days and $1 monthly until $6 1s.j
—Otherwise | wilt return them. No obligation unless t'am satisfied.

Address-

Occupation—

employed by— , PAL
STUDY AT HOME for Business Suc-
cess and LARGER PERSONAL EARN-
INGS. 40 years expert instruction —
over 114,000 students enrolled. LL.B.
Degree awarded. All texts furnished.
Easy payment plan. Send for FREB
BOOK NOW — "Law and Executive

—_— . Guidance.”
AMERICAN EXTENSION SCHOOL OP LAW
Dept. 12-T, 646 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago 11, IIf.

NCTEYE.GLASSES by MAIL hw

16-DAY TRIAL Offer

HKaaBH NEWEST STYLES

Send for FREE Scientific Sight Test Chart and Catalog. Write today.
b

. CO3 LR

Thousands Deaf
Now Hear

News of an astonishing new radionict
heating device is sweeping the country
as thousadfis experience the miracle of a
return to the joy and thrill of heating.
Perfected in the great Zenitht Radio labo-
ratories, it needs no fitting. You can order
by mail on ten days’ free trial* with abso-
lute money-back guarantee. Ready to wear
the day you get it. Send postcard today
for full particulars to Zenith Radio Corp.,
Hearing Aid Division, Dept. TZ-39,
5801 Dickens Ave., Chicago 39, Illinois.
Made by the makers of world-famous

Zenith Radios,
*Trial offer available on direct sales by Zenith
Radio Corporation or its subsidiaries. TE

THE PHANTOM SPEAKS
(Continued from page 8)

wholesome life for hundreds of boys.

I think you're going to like The City of
Dreadful Night. It was one of my most in-
teresting cases. It posed an important prob-
lem. It revealed a sinister menace and it
stirred the entire populace into action, some-
thing that many crimes seldom do. With this
firm public opinion behind the law enforce-
ment officers who worked with me on the
case, it is no wonder that the final success
was so gratifying and the breaking-up of
the gang behind the boy criminals was so
complete. Look forward to The City of
Dreadful Night in our next issue!

Be a FRIEND OF THE PHANTOM

THERE is a constant flow of membership
cards going out of the office to new mem-
bers of FRIENDS OF THE PHANTOM Club.
Naturally it gives me a real thrill to know
that you folks who read THE PHANTOM
DETECTIVE issue after issue are a cross-
section of the finest law-abiding citizens in
the country. You can be a moral force that
will be an example and a guide to other
people throughout the nation.

If you are not already a member of the
club and would like to join send along a
letter of application. Give us your name,
address, age and sex. This information should
be accompanied by a self-addressed, stamped
envelope, so we can send along your mem-
bership card.

Some people like to have an insignia to
indicate their membership. For these we
have prepared an attractive Phantom Detec-
tive pin. This may be secured upon request
at the time of your application, or at any
time after you have joined the club. There
is a charge of fifteen cents to cover the cost
of mailing and handling this attractive
bronzed emblem. This insignia is not re-
quired for membership. Your free member-
ship card is sufficient identification.

A membership in FRIENDS OF THE
PHANTOM is an active indication of your
interest in aiding the local, State and Federal
Law enforcement officers in their duties. We
would like to point out, however, that mem-
bership in our Club does not confer upon you

(Continued on page 128)



Learn

RADIO

TELEVISION, ELECTRONICS

SHOP METHOD HOME TRAINING

let NATIONAL SCHOOLS,,of Los.Angeles,

o practical

Technical Resident Trade Schoollfor almost?50 ;years,

You receive ol('‘parts. *
Including tubes for =
building this modern
Cuoerheterocyn'e Re-
ceive' and other
standard equipment to

use and keen

Good Jobs Await the Trained
Radio Technician

You are needed in the great, modern Radio, Television and Elec-
tronics industry! Trained Radio technicians are in constant and
growing demand at excellent pay—in Broadcasting, Communica-
tions, Television, Radar, Research Laboratories, Home Radio
Service, etc. National Schools Master Shop Method Home Study
course, with newly added lessons and equipment, can train you
in your spare time, right m your own home, for these exciting
opportunities. Our method has been proved by the remarkable
success of National Schools-trained men all over the world;

You Learn by Building Equipment with
Standard Radio Parts We Send You

Your National Schools Course includes
not only basic theory, but practical
training as well—you learn by doing.
We send you complete standard equip-
ment of professional quality for build-
ing various experimental and test
units. You advance step by step until
you are able to build the modem su-
perheterodyne receiver shown above,
which is yours to keep and enjoy. You
perform more than 100 experiments—
build many types of circuits, signal
generator, low power radio transmit-
er, audio oscillator, and other units.
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When sudden death pursues the Parish
family, the Phantom digs for clues in

a mine of mystery, murder and mayhem!

a novel by
ROBERT WALLACE

ervant of Satan

CHAPTER |
Y ellow Face

EHIND Professor Parish’'s small This was the time of day Professor Kurt
white cottage beyond the campus, Parish liked best. In the small white cot-
the old, ivy-covered buildings of tage that had been his home since he had

Treadwell University sprawled peacefctdme to Treadwell the year previous,

and serene in the sunset. The town of Parish pushed aside the schedule of his
Poma, Michigan, surrounding them had next day’s classes. He got up, looked at
grown quiet. The college shops had closed, his watch and went to the.window.

it was too early for the eating places to Outside, where the square of lawn
open and the natives had gone on home. fronting the cottage ended, the Professor
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noticed a man standing near the end of
the drive that led to the one car garage
that went with his dwelling. He glanced
at the man curiously. Sometimes students
dropped in for a chat with him or advice
on some knotty problem in economics.
But this man was too old to be a student.
The Professor couldn’'t remember having
seen him before.

He was short and stockily built. In the
sunset’s glow his face had a curious yel-
low tinge that made his heavy brows look
like horizontal charcoal smears. He wore
a rough tweed suit, a pulled down felt hat.
As Parish glanced at him curiously, the
man turned abruptly and hurried off.

The yellow face seemed to linger in the
Professor’'s mind when he got his hat and
topcoat and locked the front door behind
him. An evil face, sinister and strange. A
face that wasn't easily forgotten. Parish
shrugged as he went on to the driveway
and his garage.

There was no sign of the man now, the
road as far as he could see was empty.

He never kept his garage locked. No-
body, he was sure, had the slightest inter-
est in stealing his old car. It was a dark
green 1936 Lincoln-Zephyr coupe that he
had picked up second-hand six months
previous. It served his purpose and that
was all that Professor Kurt Parish ex-
pected and wanted.

He smiled reflectively when he opened
the garage doors and hooked them back.
If he had wanted, he could have driven
a new, expensive Cadillac.

He had the means, plenty of money at
his disposal.

ELEGANCE was the last thing he de-
sired. His tastes were simple, as be-
came a Professor of Economics. He left
ostentation and the show of wealth to his
brother William and his sister Lyda.

Parish backed the car out of the garage.
He didn’'t notice that the right side front
fender wasn't as dusty as the left. It was
as if someone had wiped it clean and for-
gotten to do the same to the hood and
the other fender.

Out on the road, he turned north and
drove three miles. That brought him to a
small wayside inn called the Lone Pine.
Parish had discovered the place recently
and liked its food. He found it a change

from the usual coffee shop cuisine where
he breakfasted daily.

Parking the car in the space beside the
inn, he went up the porch steps and en-
tered the building. Oddly, when he or-
dered and the meal came, he found he had
lost his appetite.

He couldn’t give himself any. reason for
it. He had skipped lunch that day, be-
cause of a faculty meeting at noon, and
knew that he should be hungry.

But, somehow, even the tang of the
dishes set before him failed to arouse his
interest.

He found himself remembering the
short, stocky man with the saffron face.
Again he wondered who he was, what he
had been doing at the edge of his property.

Slowly, while the thought took shape,
he began to feel a vague, unnatural appre-
hension.

It was as if the man were an omen of
something disastrous—something name-
less but terrifying.

Professor Parish tried to dismiss the dis-
quieting mood. It was not like him to
entertain depressing thoughts. His order-
ly, scholarly mind had no place for the
somber shadows of any unknown menace.

Yet, though he half succeeded in get-
ting rid of the intangible foreboding that
had crept over him, the memory of the
man with the yellow face still stayed in
the back of his mind.

The waitress brought his check when
he signaled her. She looked at his hardly
tasted meal and raised her brows.

“Anything wrong, sir?”

“No, | guess I'm iust not as hungry as
| thought | was.” Parish forced a smile
and got up from the table.

The girl stared after him as he paid his
check and went out. Then she shook her
head and set to work to clear the table.

Outside, the sun had gone down and
deep blue twilight hung over the country-
side.

Back in his car, Parish snapped on
the lights and headed for the campus.

Nearly every night he made a practice
of parking at the edge of the lake here to
watch the moon rise.

There was something restful and pleas-
ant in the quiet of the evening hour that
appealed to him. Something about the sil-
ver shine of the moon that had a soothing
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effect. And to-night, he told himself, he
needed iust that. '

The spot where he usually parked was
at the south end of the campus. An arm
of the lake made a small cove. Opposite

..was a wooded shore.

The trees laid a dark pattern on the
water with the moon behind them.

With the motor left idling, the Professor
filled his pipe and struck a match.

He wound up the window beside him.
A cool, damp chill stirred by a freshening
breeze made the night cold. He puffed on
the pipe, as the moon climbed higher, sud-
denly realizing the serenity of the scene

RICHARD CURTIS VAN LOAN

before him had dissolved the last of his
unpleasant thoughts.

After awhile he turned the knob on the
dash that controlled the car’s heater.

Warm air blew around his ankles. He
settled back more comfortably on the seat,
his mind focusing on tomorrow’s early
classes. The faculty meeting that day had
had to do with a change in classroom
procedure.

He brooded, puffing slowly on the pipe.

THEN, abruptly, the yellow face of the
man he had seen in the sunset seemed
to peer out at him from some remote
space in his brain.

Once more the nameless, clutching hand
of dread reached out to grip him. He felt

Murder Master!

a lethargy creeping over him that he
couldn't shake off. A queer, soporific
coma seemed to encompass him.

The pipe dropped out of his hand. He
made an effort to pick it up but he was
unable to move his arm or fingers.

Dreamily he succumbed to the somnif-
erous tide that washed over him.

It was not unpleasant. He seemed to
have a buoyancy never experienced be-
fore. A floating sensation restful to the
nerves. That lasted only a few seconds.

Through it, like a zigzag of lightning,
understanding flashed through the Pro-
fessor's numbing brain. This, he told him-
self, wasn’t anything that would last.

The paralysis fettering him with soft,
invisible chains, was lowering the black
curtain of Death around him!

His heart pounded wildly. He made
one last, desperate attempt to sweep away
the tiling robbing him of his conscious-
ness. The glow of the moon before his
strained eyes made fantastic shapes.

One by one they merged into a face—
a yellow face that wore a mocking, hide-
ous smile.

The yellow face and the smile were the
last things Professor Kurt Parish saw as
his head lolled forward and his memory
faded out like a puff of smoke. . ..

CHAPTER 1l

A fter the G ame

of the polo game between the South

American four from the Argentine
and the Westbury team from Long Island
sounded through the cheers of the specta-
tors at the Rumson Turf Club, in Ne>v
Jersey.

Out of the cavalcade of sweaty ponies
and their damp riders, Muriel Havens, the
pretty daughter of the publisher of the
Clarion, one of New York’s leading news-
papers, watched Richard Curtis Van Loan
grin at the plaudits of the crowd.

Muriel's heart pounded excitedly. It
was Van whose superb horsemanship and
playing had finally chalked up a decisive
victory for the Westbury team.

As she watched him ride over to the
blanketed line of re-mounts, slip from the
saddle and head toward the clubhouse and

THE GONG ending the last chukker



the showers, Muriel found herself wishing
that Van’'s socialite friends could have
been there that afternoon to have wit-
nessed the game.

Some of those who believed he was an
indolent, over-rich idler incapable of any-
thing but a life of ease and comfort. May-
be, Muriel thought to herself, this after-
noon would have changed their opinions.

It was true that Dick Van Loan didn’t

As McCiintock went crashing
to the floor, the other gun-
man nudged Van in the back
warningly (CHAPTER XIV)

work. But that wasn't necessary. He had
more than enough money to maintain
himself in his lofty Park Avenue apart-
ment without the need of toil. Van's
father had left him sufficient to go through
life without the worry of where a next
meal was coming from.

Frank Havens, her father, had known
Van’s father before him. Muriel was sure
her dad wouldn’t have been so friendly
with Dick if he weren’t worthy of his re-
gard. The publisher had watched him
grow up, had helped advise him in the
financial matters concerning his inherit-
ance. Their friendship had strengthened
over the years until now Van was almost
like a son to the newspaperman.

16

Muriel liked Van better than anyone
she knew. She was sure that the feeling
was mutual. Yet, strangely enough, he
was always careful to avoid anything that
might lead to a romantic situation. Time
and again Van's attitude, where sentiment
was concerned, puzzled and perplexed
Muriel. She was confident there was no
woman in his life. He seemed to make
sure there would be none.

But she wasn’t thinking about romance
when Van, out of the shower and imma-
culate as always in perfectly tailored gray
flannels, hunted up the Havens’ big blue
Cadillac and climbed in.

“Nice going, Dick!” Muriel slipped her
little hand into his. “That last goal was



a honey!”

“Thanks.”
well as appreciative.
that rings bells.”

“Look what eke .you won.” Muriel
snapped open her expensive alligator bag.
Glancing in, Van saw it was jammed with
money.

“What have you been doing, picking
pockets?”

“Betting on you! | showed 'em!” There

Van’s smile was amused as
“Coming from you

was an exultant note in Muriel’s vibrant
voice. “So they don’'t think Dick Van
Loan can do anything except sprawl in
a club chair and look attractive!”

“My pal and best defender!” Van let
her fingers slip from his. “It just happens
that | like horses and competitive sports.”

“Where now?” Muriel glanced at the
electric clock on the dash. “Back to mad
and merry Manhattan?”

Van stretched his long legs, relaxing on
the whipcord upholstery. His handsome
face mirrored a thoughtful look.

“How about a bit of dinner before we
go back? Seems to me that someone rec-
ommended a place called the Purple Lan-
tern. It's down in this neck of the woods.”

“Let’s. I love lanterns, purple or other-
wise,” Muriel Havens exclaimed.

She started the car, the gateman at the
Turf Club supplied directions and some
thirty minutes later they were on the
parking cinders of a small inn on the

banks of the Shrewsbury River. Van
seemed to recall the town was Point
Avon.

Inside, a waitress led them to the main
dining room and seated them at a corner
table.

rF'WO men, at a table behind them.

caught Van’'s eye as he sat down op-
posite Muriel. One, an elderly, weathered
old man with a shock of snow white hair,
a wrinkled face and tattooing on his
wrists, looked like something that had
stepped out of a Joseph Conrad sea story
He would have made a fine subject for
an artist looking for a nautical character
Van saw Muriel had noticed the elderl.v
man, too.

“Picturesque old sea dog,” she whis-
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pered, when Van inched his chair closer
to the table.

After awhile Van caught fragments of
the conversation behind him. He listened
idly.

‘YDrifted right up to my front door,” the
old man was saying. “Tight and trim.
Real Cape Cod dory.”

“Don’t know who owns it?”
panion asked.

“Nope. | asked around, nobody claims
it. Never seen her on the river, either.”

The other man discoursed on the sea-
worthiness of dories. Van, centering his
attention on Muriel, didn’'t pay particular
attention to the remarks behind him un-
til he heard the old man speaking again.

“Yes, sir, the stains certainly looked
like blood to me. AIll over the middle
seat. Could have been from a fish, sure.
But why pick out the middle seat when
you sit there to row—"

More people drifted into the Purple
Lantern. It grew crowded and stuffy. Van
was glad when the meal was over and
they were out in the foyer. There, while
he was paying the check, Muriel caught
sight of several tiny ship models in bot-
tles that decorated a glass-fronted cabinet.
She wandered over to examine them while
Van Loan spoke to the cashier.

“By the way,” he said casually, “that
old man at the table behind us is quite a
character. Looks like a real salt. Is he
from around here?”

“He’'s Jeremy McClintock,” the cashier
explained. “Has a place down the river.
Lives there with his housekeeper. Used
to be a sea captain. Incidentally, he made
those ship models the young lady is look-
ing at.”

Van pocketed his change and joined
Muriel. “All set?”

“How do they ever get them in bot-
tles?” Muriel indicated a fully rigged clip-
per inside a green wine bottle.

“It’s done with mirrors,” Van told her,
taking her arm and heading her toward
the door.

The moon was up and the river was
painted with its bright shine. As they
started toward the cinder parking space,
Van was suddenly conscious of voices on
the other side of the building that backed
up on it. Then he heard the siren of a
police car and, in the dusk, was aware
that people were streaming down from
the road to the bank of the river.

“Something’s up.” He opened the door
of the Cadillac. “Hop in and wait for me.

his com-

I'll see what it's all about.”

Muriel stared. It wasn't like Dick Van
Loan to express any interest in crowds,
accidents or excitement that didn't con-
cern him. Before she could say anything
Van had slipped away.

He went around the building. The
moonlight fell fully on a dozen or more
people grouped where the water slapped
against some rocks along the shore. It
was bright enough for him to see a big
man in a slouch hat who, having gotten
out of the car with the siren, pushed an
authoritative way through the throng.

Van mentally placed him as a local po-
lice officer as he went in closer and spoke
to one of the bystanders.

“What happened?”

“Toby Jones just pulled a guy out of
the river. Dead—drowned. He’s over
there.”

If Muriel had been with him, her won-
der would have grown. Instead of turn-
ing away, Van Loan began to edge his
way closer to the figure that had been
dragged out of the water and now lay face
up on the damp, lush grass at the river’s
edge.

The big man in the slouch hat had
taken charge. Somebody had brought a
couple of lighted lanterns. Their rays fell
on what Van saw was the chalk white face
of a good looking, ruggedly-built man
with black hair and patrician features.

WORE well cut tan slacks, a white,
open throated shirt with a camel’s
hair sweater over it. River water oozed
in a pool around him. Working his way
in still closer, Van noticed there were
dark stains on the collar of the white shirt
and along the neck of the sweater. Stains,
he observed, the man in the slouch hat
was paying particular attention to.

“Turn him over, Toby,” he directed.

A lanky youth, who seemed spellbound
by his discovery, obeyed.

“l was goin’ to get my bait can, Sher-
iff,” he mumbled, “when | happened to
notice somethin’ bobbin’ around out there
by the rocks. Couldn’'t have been more
than a half hour ago.”

“Tell me about it later,” the sheriff in-
terrupted. “Get him over on his side. |
want to see where that blood came from.”

Watching, Van bent down. In the glow
of the lanterns his interested gaze focused
on the head wound from which the blood
had obviously come. It was above the
man'’s left ear at a point where the black

5 —1
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hair seemed thickly matted.

“Probably hit his head on the rocks,”
the sheriff said. “Looks like he’s been in
the water quite awhile. River was sort of
rough last night. Any of you ever seen
him before?”

Several men pressed in to take a look.
But nobody apparently was able to rec-
ognize the dead man. Two more police
officers arrived and a few minutes later
Van saw the sheriff take a sodden pigskin
wallet out of the rear pocket of the tan
slacks.

“This ought to do it.”'He straightened
up, opening the wallet and examining its
contents. “Yep. Here it is—driver’s li-
cense. His name’s William Parish and he
lives in New York—"

The familiar horn of the blue Cadillac
turned Van Loan around. With a final
glance at the group in the lantern light,
he went back to the inn’s parking space
and an impatient Muriel.

“Where on earth have you been, Dick?
I thought you'd forgotten you left me
here. What happened?”

Van shrugged as he climbed in beside
her. “Somebody got drowned.”

“Drowned?” Muriel’s dark eyes looked
puzzled as they fastened on him. “And
you found that interesting?”

“Unusual,” Van murmured.

Muriel laughed, started the car and
took the highway that led to the Holland
Tunnel and the skyscrapers of Manhat-
tan.

As she drove, Dick Van Loan lapsed
into a thoughtful silence. The name “Wil-
liam Parish” seemed to stick like a burr
in his mind. Oddly, he recalled having
read something in yesterday's Clarion
about another Parish.

A Professor Kurt Parish, who had been
found dead in his parked car near the
campus of some small town college in
Michigan.

CHAPTER 111

M urderers M eet

30UT the same time Muriel
Havens was driving Richard
Curtis Van Loan back to New
York, a tall, well built man sat
glancing through the evening
edition of the Clarion in the
lounge room of a house in
lower Manhattan.

It was a beautifully appointed room,

5 - 2

furnished in rich but quiet elegance.
Heavily shaded lamps mellowed the Ori-
ental rugs on the waxed floor. At one
end, double doors opened on a tiled ter-
race, giving a view of the green square of
a park below.

The tall man tossed the newspaper
aside as, somewhere in the house, he
heard the distant ring of a bell. Quickly
he reached for a pair of dark glasses that
were on a table beside him. He slipped
them on, got up and walked toward the
closed door at the east end of the room.

Opening it, he listened. From the foyer
downstairs he heard voices—that of his
servant speaking to two men he had just
admitted.

“Who is it, Yancey?” The big man in
the dark glasses stepped out into the hall.

“Gentlemen to see you, Mr. Sartain. A
Mr. Leland and a Mr. King.”

“Send them up.”

The two who entered the room a min-
ute later were oddly different in type and
yet curiously the same. The one who
called himself Leland was short, stockily
built. He had a bad, yellowish complex-
ion. Brows that looked like two horizon-
tal charcoal smears were over heavy-
lidded, moody eyes. He wore a rough
tweed suit with the grace of a ground hog.

King, Leland’s companion, was nearly
six feet in height. He was a bony in-
dividual, with a sunken, cadaverous face.
He had stiff, ginger colored hair and a
perpetual smirk that gave the lower part
of his angular face the look of a skull-
and-crossbones on a bottle of poison.

His suit was a chalk striped blue job.
He walked slowly, as if his feet hurt.

Sartain’s dark glasses moved from one
to the other in a slow, searching stare be-
fore he waved them to chairs and reached
for a cigarette.

When he unbuttoned his jacket to dip
into his vest pocket for a lighter, a thin
length of platinum watch chain was vis-
ible. On it, dangling like a charm from
a woman’s bangle bracelet, the light glit-
tered on a tiny jeweled elephant. A ring
in its back allowed it to slide freely along
the chain.

The stocky Leland glanced at it with
his moody eyes. Sartain had told him
once the elephant was a luck piece, a
talisman.

“Drink, boys?” Sartain pressed a but-
ton in the wall and a moment later Yan-
cey, his servant, wheeled in a portable
bar. The bony King smacked his lips as



20 THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

the big man waved a hospitable hand to-
ward the liquor set-up.

“Help yourselves—before | talk to you.”

Leland poured first. It was fine old
bourbon, not the kind he got in Broad-
way bars. This, he knew, was the good
old bonded stuff, smooth as oil and too
good to dilute with fizz. He measured out
a generous three fingers and took the
glass back to his chair.

King followed suit and both waited for

RICHARD CURTIS VAN LOAN
as THE PHANTOM

Sartain to continue. They didn't have to
wait long. The big man said:

“The Michigan job was okay, Leland.
Did you read the Clarion yesterday?”

The one he addressed grinned. His yel-
low face seemed even more sinister as the
smile cracked it. “Yes. The police put
the Professor's death down as an acci-
dent.”

“How about you?”
King.

Sartain turned to

THE bony man reluctantly came up out
of his glass. He smacked his lips be-
fore he wiped them on the back of a
hair-covered hand.

“You'll read about William Parish to-
morrow.” His smirk was full of meaning.
“No trouble at all. | was in the boat when
he shoved off. He didn’'t see me until we
were out on the river. | let him have it
with the sap, dumped him overboard, pad-

died in to shore and turned the scow
loose.”

Sartain nodded. “You made it clean?”

“Look, didn't | throw in a bath?” King’s
cackling laugh sounded like sandpaper.

The big man who wore the dark glasses
let his fingers toy with the jeweled ele-
phant on the platinum watch chain.

“1 have another job for you.” He spoke
slowly, carefully. “One that isn't any
reasonable facsimile of anything ‘acciden-
tal.’ This is a gun job in a crowded place.
It's dangerous. Dangerous because there’'s
every likelihood those involved will bring
the Phantom Detective in on it.”

He stopped, waiting to see what effect
his words had on his two callers. Leland’s
yellowish face clouded speculatively. The
cadaverous King finished what was in his
glass and used his hand for a napkin
again.

“1 don’t like that—much,” he muttered.

Leland’s moody gaze roamed back to
the dark glasses. He had never seen Sar-
tain without them. They made a perfect
barricade, behind which their wearer
could hide his thoughts and feelings.

“The Phantom?” Leland drew a deep
breath. “No, thanks.”

Sartain laughed. Sarcasm spiked his
deep chuckle.

“So you're scared? You're afraid to
take a chance—because of the Phantom?
Well, suppose | give you a guarantee that
he’ll be taken care of—permanently?”

Leland’s jaundiced face cleared a trifle.
He had a lot of faith in Sartain, in what
the big man said and did. During the
time he had worked for him he had come
to realize this man before him was no
small time operator with a lot of money,
but nothing else to back up his promises.

Who, or whatever Sartain really was,
one point was clear to Leland. The big
man was a super-skilful, smart criminal
of the type making history in the books
of those who sought to circumvent the
law. He believed in Sartain, had confi-
dence in him.

“And, naturally,” Sartain murmured,
“Your payoffs will be entirely suitable,”

“That makes it different.” Leland’s
worried expression began to disappear. “If
you guarantee the Phantom won't be
around, you can count me in.”

“Good. How about you?” The eyes be-
hind the dark glasses turned fully on the
gangling King.

“Me?” King gulped. “If Leland says it's
okay with him, I'll go along with it.”
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Sartain smiled thinly. “That's being
sensible. Now pay attention, both of you.
This job’s coming up tomorrow. | have a
sketch here | want you to look at, and
study. When you've gone over it, I'll give
you the rest of the story.”

Reaching into the drawer of the table
beside him he pulled out a sheet of heavy
paper. He opened that, spreading it wide
on the table’s top while Kong and Leland
got up and came over.

“With this diagram as a basis,” Sartain
continued, his voice soft and affable, “I'll
show you how murder is arranged again
—successfully!”

He began to explain, still talking in his
low-pitched, pleasant tones.

CHAPTER IV
Third Strike

TEVE HUSTON, the small,

redheaded ace reporter on the

Clarion, was leaving the city

desk at ten the following

morning when he caught a

glimpse of Richard Curtis Van

Loan waiting for an elevator.

Steve knew that the wealthy

young man from Park Avenue was one of

his boss’s closest friends. The reporter had

a nodding acquaintance with Van and
grinned as he swung past him.

Secretly, Steve adriiired the Van Loan
sartorial elegance. He wished he could
wear clothes with equal distinction. It was
a gift—being able to appear so noncha-
lant and so well groomed at the same time.
Even the carnation in Van’s lapel was the
exact shade to match his haberdashery.

Huston, out on the street, headed for
a nearby cafeteria. He had an old-time
assignment, the kind that he had handled
in his early reporting days. The paper’s
usual ship reporter was laid up with
grippe and Steve had been commissioned

mto take over.

He looked at his shorthand notes as he
went into the cafeteria. The S.S. Regardia
of the famous Blue Star Line was dock-
ing at twelve o’clock that day. She was
due in from Cherbourg with an imposing
passenger list. For a change, Steve
thought, it would be a novelty interview-
ing celebrities again.

He nodded to himself as he picked up
a tray and started down the line of steam-
tables in the restaurant. . . .

Back in the Clarion Building, Van got

out of the elevator he had been waiting
for when Steve passed him. He opened
the door of Frank Havens' outer office
and smiled at the rather grim faced sec-
retary who guarded the publisher’s pri-
vacy.

Her name was Miss Marsh. She had
been Havens' female Cerberus for years.
She understood perfectly the machinery
of her employer’s daily date book. It was
part of her job to see that the wheels re-
volved smoothly and without any friction.

No one without an appointment had the
ghost of a chance of getting past her and
into the sanctum she guarded so zeal-
ously.

However, there was one exception to
that unbroken rule. And that exception
was walking across to her, the smile on
his attractive face deepening as he drew
closer. Miss Marsh had orders that Rich-
ard Curtis Van Loan was to be admitted
at all times, without question or quib-
bling. She had been told that even if her
boss was in conference, he was to be noti-
fied immediately of Van Loan’s presence.

The secretary thought this strange. But
she never expressed any audible opinion.
Besides being severe, she was smart. If
Frank Havens wanted it that way she saw
to it that he got it

“Good morning.” Van slipped the car-
nation from his lapel and dropped it neat-
ly into the glass on her desk. “Mr. Havens
inside?”

Miss Marsh thawed. Flowers did some-
thing to her, carnations particularly.

“Thank you, Mr. Van Loan. Go right
in.”

Frank Havens looked up from the edi-
torials he had been studying when Van
quietly closed the door behind him. A
solidly built, substantial man with iron-
gray hair and a patrician face, Havens
had made his string of newspapers an im-
portant service to the welfare of the com-
munities in which they were published.

UPHE Clarion, their leader, played an im-
portant part in Havens' crusade
against crime. It was a weapon that he
used on the side of justice. With it he
struck at those who strove to defeat law
and order, those enemies of society
cloaked in the dim shadows of the under-
world and, more often than not, the upper
world.
To further his unrelenting campaign
against the forces of evil, Frank Havens
sponsored the fabled Phantom Detective.
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It was he who had brought the Phantom
into being. He who had been directly re-
sponsible for the debut of the most cele-
brated scientific detective of all time.

Dick Van Loan was well aware of that.
He was well aware of other things as he
went over and shook hands with the news-
paper owner.

“Congratulations. Muriel told me you've
kept the Polo Cup safe for another year.
She said you played a great game yes-
terday.” Havens nodded approval.

“It wasn't any single-handed victory.”
Van Loan pulled a chair around and sat
down. “Westbury has a top team this sea-
son.

Havens looked at him curiously. Ten
o’clock in the morning was rather an early
hour for Van to be in circulation.

“What's on your mind, Dick?” he asked.
“I'm sure this isn't a social call.”

If his daughter had been puzzled about
Van Loan’s behavior the previous night at
the Purple Lantern, she would have been
startled by his answer.

“William Parish!”

Havens stared. “1 don’t understand. We
had a late flash on his drowning. Some
place down in Jersey. Odd, it should have
followed so closely the death of his broth-
er out in Michigan. But—"

“There’s a daughter.” Van spoke swift-
ly. “A Lyda Parish. Where is she?”

Frank Havens' quizzical stare grew
more intent. His head jerked up as he
said:

“It's strange you should ask. Steve
Huston’s on the way over to meet the
boat that's bringing her back from abroad.
She’s been in Switzerland for the past six
months. She’'s due on the Regardia at
noon, today.”

For a brief moment Van returned the
publisher’s stare. Then, abruptly, he said:

“l think the Phantom Detective—and
you—should also meet that ship when it
docks!”

Havens half arose from his desk chair.
But his face had cleared. It was as if sud-
den understanding had struck him quick-
Iv-
y“You mean—"

Van explained in a few rapid words
and let himself out of the office.

When he left the Clarion Building he
went directly to his lofty, Park Avenue
apartment. In the luxurious suite where
he resided as Manhattan’s most eligible
bachelor, he hurried through his lounge
and living rooms and into the Napoleonic

bedroom, the windows of which looked
into the sunny south.

A touch of a hidden button behind his
huge, canopied bed folded back a section
of the wall. Revealed was a windowless
inner room. A room in which an amazing
number of things that were hardly likely
to be associated with the blase tenant of
the suite were contained.

The small, hidden room was a combined
laboratory, arsenal and dressing room.
There was a reason for its presence in
the sky-high apartment, a reason linked
with Van'’s early call at the Clarion Build-
ing that morning, with his interest in the
deaths of the Parish brothers and the
strange look that had appeared in his face
and eyes.

This reason was a bond known only to
Frank Havens and Van, a secret bond be-
tween them. It was almost unbelievable
but Van Loan, besides being the popular
socialite, was also another character—one
so different from the other that the long
time success of the combination had been
largely due to its incongruity.

No friend of Van, close or otherwise,
would have believed for a minute that in
addition to being the gilded dilettante he
played at, he was also the famous Phan-
tom Detective!

YI:_I', had any doubter been present, he
soon would have been convinced.
Swiftly, Van went to work to throw off
the playboy characterization and step into
the role of the world famed scientific de-
tective he was.

Stripping off the flawlessly tailored suit,
he selected another from his wardrobe.
That was a dark blue, conservative and in
keeping with the disguised face he sat
down to create. Before the triple mirrors
of the makeup table, Van used skin cray-
ons, and shadow pencils with deft and
professional ease.

In a matter of minutes the familiar face
of Richard Curtis Van Loan had been re-
placed by that of a middle-aged man with
heavy features, dark brows and a shape-
less mouth.

Van nodded at his reflection, helped
himself from the arsenal to a gun which
he fitted smoothly into his shoulder hol-
ster. Making sure he had the other nec-
essary tools of his trade distributed about
his person, he stepped out of the hidden
room and pressed the wall button again.

Dick Van Loan had entered the secret
room—the Phantom Detective left it!
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The private elevator, for which he paid
well, took him down to the rear exit of
the apartment house. Five minutes later
he was two blocks up Park Avenue, wait-
ing on a corner.

Fifteen minutes ticked away before
Frank Havens and the blue Cadillac cut
into the curb and stopped to pick him up.
As he got into the car Van noticed the
expression on the publisher’s face. It was
a strange, tense look, a kind of tightness
and grimness that Havens seldom dis-
played. A look that drew the Phantom’s
brows swiftly together.

“Too late?” He clipped the question off
brusquely.

Frank Havens nodded somberly. “The
Regardia broke the world’s record for an
east to west crossing. She docked early.
Steve arrived there when the passengers
were coming out of Customs—just in time
to witness the tragedy!”

“Tragedy?” The Phantom’s tone was
like the snap of a whip.

“Lyda Parish,” Havens said, “was shot
and Killed on the pier!”

CHAPTER V

Under the Robe

AN'’S disguised face shadowed.
Thoughts flickered through his
mind. To his trained, exper-
ienced brain, there had been
something more than coinci-
dence in the closely spaced
deaths of the Parish brothers.
Something that hinted of in-
trigue and mystery.

Something that had struck a warning
chord within him when Havens had told
him Lyda Parish was aboard the Regardia,
returning to America.

His mouth tight, his nerves quivering
with impatience, the Phantom counted the
streets they passed on their way to the
Hudson and Pier 800.

When they finally reached it, a glance
was enough to show Van the usual hustle
and bustle, following the arrival of an
ocean liner, was curiously absent. No
steady stream of passenger cars and
trucks entered or left the long, covered
finger of the steel pier that stretched into
the river.

Its doors were shut, a cordon of police
in front of them. On either side wepe
police cars and in the foreground the
official sedan used by Inspector Gregg,

the head of Homicide.

The Phantom was out of the Cadillac,
with a hasty word to Havens, before the
car had stopped. It took several minutes
before he could get through the police
guard and onto the pier.

There, escorted by a burly patrolman,
the Phantom was led to where the grizzled
Inspector stood, taking charge of the pro-
ceedings.

“Excuse me, Inspector.” The patrolman
coughed. “This party said he had to see
you right away. Says it's important.”

Gregg's harassed gaze shifted around
to Van. He looked at him without recogni-
tion. Before he could speak the Phantom’s
fingers dipped into a secret pocket and
came out with something he held cupped
in his hand.

This was a small jeweled plate in the
form of a tiny domino mask. To those who
did not know its significance it meant
nothing. But to the Law, and others in
high positions all over the world, the
glittering insignia was the Phantom De-
tective's personal identification.

The Inspector checked what he was
about to say. His expression changed as
he looked from the thing in the Phantom’s
hand to Van’s disguised face.

Occasionally the Phantom found it
necessary to cooperate and work with the
New York police. As most of his cases
dealt with crimes of violence, he had been
thrown into close contact with the chief
of Homicide. Inspector Gregg was one of
the Phantom’s admirers. He had the deep-
est respect for the man who, countless
times, had stepped in when a case seemed
stalled and hopeless, to take over and
solve it brilliantly.

There was another reason why Gregg
welcomed the Phantom’s entrance to any
case he was in charge of. The Phantom,
working swiftly and silently behind a
wall of secrecy, saw to it that the Inspec-
tor got full credit when the chips were
down and the case cracked.

But Gregg was frankly puzzled. To
meet the Phantom on Pier 800, minutes
after his own arrival to investigate a mur-
der, was little short of magic. But he
never asked questions. He understood
that the Phantom worked in devious and
mysterious ways of his own. To Gregg it
was more than enough that the Phantom
was there, his identification badge glint-
ing in his hand.

The Phantom wasted no time. Rapping
out a series of questions he attempted to
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get the murder picture in one comprehen-
sive flash.

Gregg supplied particulars. The Re-
gardia had docked one hour and five
minutes early. The Customs inspectors,
working with their usual rapidity, had
finished with about half of the first class
passengers when Lyda Parish, leaving the
roped enclosure with its alphabetically
arranged sections, had started to go across
the pier toward the limousine where her
step-mother awaited her.

TTX)LLOWING the girl, the Parish chauf-
feur, flanked by a porter, carried
Lyda’s hand luggage.

“She was just out of the entrance over
there,” Gregg explained, indicating a
break in the roped enclosure, “when she
dropped. Nobody heard a shot.”

“Nobody would with the confusion on
the pier,” the Phantom said.

‘The chauffeur thought she had had an
attack of some kind. Or fainted. Until
he, with several others helping him,
picked her up. Then he saw the bullet
hole. There was blood all over the front
of her white blouse.”

“She was dead?”

“Yes. A doctor in the crowd said she
had been killed instantly—shot through
the heart.”

The Phantom’s narrowed eyes shifted
over the crowd. Plainclothes detectives
as well as uniformed patrolmen had made
a long line of the disembarking passengers
off the luxury liner. Those who had come
down to meet returning friends or rela-
tives were squared off on the other side
cf the pier, under police surveillance.

Van's glance moved to the south side
of the pier. Through openings in its steel
walls he had a glimpse of the Regardia’s
twin, blue-starred stacks. He saw some-
thing else. That was a high balcony, or
gallery, piled with baggage to be put
aboard the ship for her return voyage to
Cherbourg.

The Phantom’s gaze ranged from the
gallery to the entrance to the Customs
enclosure which Gregg had pointed out.
He moved his head as the Inspector con-
tinued:

“I've had the pier doors shut. Nobody
gets out of here until they've been ques-
tioned thoroughly. Two of my best men
are handling them. | hope to get a suspect
before too long.”

The Phantom didn't reply. Stepping
away from Gregg he walked over to

where the body of Lyda Parish lay await-
ing the arrival of the medical examiner. A
lap robe from somebody’s car had been
thrown over her. A red-faced patrolman
stood guard.

The Inspector gave the cop a nod that
told him it was all right and the Phantom
dropped to a knee beside the body. Van
pulled the robe down. The face of an
attractive woman, her eyes wide and star-
ing, looked up at him. Rigor had not yet
set in. There was still a faint, almost rosy
flush on her smooth cheeks.

The Phantom studied the ominous red
stain covering the left side of the crisp
white blouse she wore under her smart
gabardine jacket She was younger than
he had thought. Her hair was chestnut
brown, the glazed eyes the same shade.
She wasn't tall or short, stout or thin. A
well proportioned woman in the early
thirties.

He drew the robe back over her and
climbed to his feet. The steel doors at
the end of the pier rolled up to admit the
Medical Examiner’s car. It came in and
the steel barricade was lowered again.

Almost at that same minute the Phan-
tom caught a glimpse of a small, red-
headed young man weaving away through
the crowd. It was the same Steve Huston
Dick Van Loan had nodded to in the lobby
of the Clarion Building earlier that morn-
ing.

Van cut across to him. He dropped a
hand to Steve’s shoulder. The reporter,
startled by the grip of someone he couldn’t
remember having seen before, tried to
twist himself free.

“What's the idea? I've got a press card!”

“lI know it. Handy things to get you
around, Steve—"

Huston stopped wriggling and stared
into the unfamiliar face. The Phantom
reached up and touched the lobe of his
left ear. That was the old time identifica-
tion signal that Steve knew so well.

“Phantom!”

Van led him out of earshot of several
people who were watching curiously.

“I'm glad | found you. You can be a
bigger help than the Inspector and his
entire Homicide detail.”

Huston swallowed. He didn’'t quite get
the mechanics of how the Phantom hap-
pened to be on the scene so short a time
after Lyda Parish had been fatally shot.
Like Gregg, the reporter took the Phan-
tom’s presence there in his stride. But
Steve was experienced enough to know
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a couple of things. One, that the murder
had some grave importance, some signifi-
cance that didn’'t appear on the surface.
And, two, that this hidden import had
been sufficient to enlist the services of the
man who stood beside him.

“You mean,” Steve said throatily,
“you’re on tins case already?”

“1 took it last night,” the Phantom an-
swered.

CHAPTER VI

Lead

an eye-witness to the shooting. Stand-
ing back from the entrance to. Cus-
toms waiting for the celebrities on his list
to emerge and be interviewed by him, the
carrot-topped reporter had been no more

JUST by chance Steve Huston had been
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than a dozen feet away from Lyda Parish
when she had collapsed.

“She was facing the south side of the
pier?” Van queried.

“Walking straight toward it.” When the
Phantom nodded, Steve jerked a thumb
at a bulky, old-fashioned limousine parked
some distance away from where they
stood. “She was heading for that ark when
the bullet got her. Her step-mother’s
over there. Mrs. Parish fainted.”

The Phantom didn’'t seem to be paying
much attention.

Once more his gaze shifted to the bag-
gage-piled gallery.

“Let's take a look at that balcony,
Steve. Any of Gregg's men been up there
yet?”

“l don't know, | didn’'t see any.” Steve
caught the meaning behind the Phantom’s
words. “You think the gunnie might have
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been staked out up there—hidden behind
the baggage?”

“Could be. Let's have a look.”

A flight of iron stairs, some distance
down the pier, led up to the steel-plated
ledge that overhung the pier below. No
one was paying any attention to them
when they went up the steps. With each
one he mounted, Huston's pulses beat
faster.

Innumerable times in the past he had
helped the Phantom Detective on some of
his most complicated cases. To Steve this
slight aid on his part was a privilege and
an honor. He felt sure that no one was
closer to the Phantom than he. Such as-
sociation had given Steve an opportunity
to see a little of how the master-detective
operated. He was always thrilled to be
allowed the chance of helping out.

On the gallery, the Phantom moved past
the high piled baggage until he was direct-
ly opposite the entrance to the Customs
enclosure below. He stopped there. Steve
saw his brows draw closely together.

Where they stood were several piles of
wardrobe trunks, one atop the other. In
between them were apertures to permit
the baggage handlers space in which to
work. These slits were a natural for any-
one to aim a gun through. The.Phantom,
standing in front of one, had a full and
perfect view of the spot where Lyda
Parish had dropped.

His keen eyes roved over the steel
flooring. But they saw nothing that
claimed his attention. Inch by inch he ex-
amined the sides of the trunks, every
nook and cranny where a gun might have
been stashed.

He shrugged, turning to meet Steve's
regard. Then he indicated a line of win-
dows further down the gallery. They
were of the slideback variety, used for
both light and ventilation.

“The murder gun is probably in the
mud at the bottom of the river. A perfect
place to get rid of it,” Van said, with a
nod at the slightly open windows.

“But where did the Kkiller go?” Steve
asked.

“There was a lot of confusion?”

“Like Times Square on New Year's
Eve.”

“He could have faded back down the
stairs and lost himself in the crowd. Or,”
Van added, “he could have done some-
thing else.”

“What?”

But the Phantom didn't answer. With

a glance out the windows at the turgid
river below he turned and went back
down the stairs. The medical examiner
was finished and Lyda Parish’s body was
being removed for the usual autopsy. Van
saw that the lined-up passengers had
nearly all been questioned and turned
loose.

Slowly but surely the pier was being
cleared, its functions getting back to nor-
mal.

The Inspector, near the steel doors,
turned to meet the Phantom as he and
Steve came up.

“I've got a suspect.” Gregg jerked a
thumb at a man in a gray tweed suit and
felt hat who stood docilely between a
couple of detectives. “Couldn’'t answer
guestions and is wearing a gun. A thirty-
eight job, Smith and Wesson. I'm sending
him downtown. Want to talk to him?”

I'T'HE Phantom shook his head. “No, that
won't be necessary.”

He might have added that Lyda Parish’s
killer wouldn't be walking around with
the gun he had used still on him. He
would have to be pretty stupid, Van
thought, not to have figured the police
would close off the pier and give those on
it a going over before they were let out.

“I'll hold him on Sullivan until he does
talk,” Gregg said. “Any information |
can give you?”

“1 don’t think so—not until the autop-
sy’s in. Meanwhile,” Van said casually,
“111 hang around here and watch the
proceedings—what's left of them.”

Huston noted the time and said, “I'd
like to get my story in the next edition.
It's front page stuff and | don’'t want it
to cool. If you don't need me further—”

“I don't. But I will later. I'll get you
at the office. There are several things I
want to go over with you.”

The redheaded reporter about to leave,
stopped, gave the Phantom a frowning
glance and said, “You know how Miss
Parish’s two brothers died—recently?”
When the Phantom said he did, Steve
added, “Would there be any connection
between those deaths and—hers—today?”

The Phantom knew how Huston’s mind
worked. Already Steve was threading to-
gether a pattern for the story he was
about to write for the Clarion.

“My guess is that there is a connection.
But | wouldn’t put that in print at the
moment. Without definite and concrete
proof—” Van broke off with a shrug.
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Steve knew what he meant. The Phan-
tom never dealt in speculations or theories
without foundations. The little reporter
hurried away and Van, taking up a posi-
tion where he could watch the last of
those in line checked out, let thoughts
surge through his active mind.

Random ideas had fallen into place in
the Phantom’s mind, forming a clear pic-
ture. That picture meant someone in the
service of Satan had striven successfully
to wipe out the three children of Carver
Parish! Someone who used subtle methods
in the matter of the brothers, a diabolical-
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The Phantom grinned. He sized up the
other and was careful not to use any offi-
cial authority to draw him out. McCabe
was already belligerent.

“Maybe they didn’t ask you the right
kind of questions. Or try to help your
memory along. All I want to know is who
was stationed near the stairs that lead up
that gallery overhead.”

McCabe registered interest. “I was. But
I've told your boys | didn't see any car or
taxi duck out after the shooting.”

“How about someone who might have
come down from the gallery stairs and

Follow the Phantom on his most exciting trail when he

combats a wave of juvenile crime in
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ly daring one where the returning Lyda
Parish was concerned.

Some arch-criminal, the Phantom be-
lieved, who worked with sinister speed
and devilish efficiency!

The steel doors went up—this time to
stay. Trucks and passenger cars began to
roll again. Stevedores went to work on
the cargo in the hold of the Regardia.
The Inspector’s official sedan left for cen-
tre Street and the precinct squad cars
sirened away.

All at once, with the sunshine gilding
the vast steel structure of the pier, the
grim shadow of Death dissolved in the
pulse-beats of returning life.

The Phantom spotted a small office on
the street end of the pier. It was a few
hundred yards away from the east flight
of iron stairs that led to the baggage-
filled gallery where he and Steve had
stopped. Van went over to the office and
opened its door. Two men turned to look
at him as he pushed the door shut behind
him.

Van showed them the Detective Bureau
badge he always carried with him. It
was a big help when he needed informa-
tion. He flashed it briefly and turned to
one of the two men.

“I'm Gray, Headquarters. What's your
name?”

“McCabe . . . Listen, cop. | was ques-
tioned for twenty minutes. | don’t know
any more now than | did then.”

By ROBERT WALLACE

issue’s gripping complete mystery novel!

eased himself out before the steel doors
were shut?”

"|%/TcCABE looked at his companion. He
turned back to the Phantom, his
interest growing. “Yeah!” Seems like |
do remember a guy came down the stairs
from the balcony. When they questioned
me before they didn’'t ask me about him.”
“So a dame gets gunned,” the other
man in the office rumbled. “And they tie
into us like we knew all about it.”

“Shut up, Smitty,” McCabe snhapped.
“This dick’s different. He’s not trying to
strongarm us.”

“What did the man
Phantom asked.

“Well, as | remember he was about as
tall as you. Kind of thin and bony. He
had his hat pulled down and, while he
didn’'t seem in a hurry, he moved plenty
fast.”

“What color his suit?”

“Blue.”

“Where did he go?”

“He cut across outside there.” McCabe
nodded toward the north side of the street
and a part of it that whs reserved for
taxis when ships berthed at the pier. “He
got in a taxi. That's the last | saw of him,
but I know this. He was the last guy that
got out before the doors were shut.”

“Taxi?” The Phantom knew that on his
next question hung the success or failure
of the first move he made in the murder

look like?” the
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drama. “You wouldn't know whose taxi
it was? Private job or owned by a cab

company?”
“Sure | know.” McCabe cleared his
throat. ‘It was Eddie Nolan's hack. He

sticks around over there when one of the
big tubs is in.”

“Is that his cab?” Van asked, nodding
at the single taxi at the stand.

“No.” McCabe shook his head. “Chances
are you'll find Nolan at the Stuyvesant
Theater. He hangs out there most of the
time.”

The Phantom hopped the cab at the pier
stand. He gave 45th and Broadway as his
destination and settled back on the worn
upholstery. He had a lead. How good it
was, he knew, only time would tell. But
at least, if McCabe had been right about
the tall, bony man, his information was
valuable.

In his mind’s eye he reconstructed the
murder. The tall man knew that Lyda
Parish was aboard the Regardia. He knew
what she looked like. To Van that was
significant.

His thoughts roamed on. The bony man
had picked the gallery for concealment.
When his victim came through the roped
enclosure below he had killed her. Then
he had probably tossed the gun in the
river, hurried along the gallery to the
stairs at the street end and left the pier
without difficulty or mishap.

As simple as that. The Phantom’s mouth
tightened.

On Broadway, in the early afternoon
parade of pedestrians, sightseers and out-
of-town visitors, he walked west toward
the Stuyvesant Theater. That was mid-
way down the street, across from a popu-
lar night spot known as the Silver Sleigh.

There was one cab at its hack stand.
But it wasn't the one he was looking for.
The cabby shook his head at Van's in-
quiry.

“Nolan? He ain’'t here. Off on a Brook-
lyn haul. Says he won’'t be back until
around five.”

Van scribbed one of Havens' phone
numbers on a slip of paper. He folded it
in with a five-dollar bill, giving it to the
driver as he opened the door and got into
the taxi.

“When you see Nolan hand him this.
Tell him to call that humber as soon as
possible.”

“I'll do that. You're going somewhere?”

“East River Drive,” the Phantom said,
supplying an address.

CHAPTER VII

On the Seat

N East River Drive stood a
brownstone house, ornate and
costly, and it was there that the
Phantom Detective ajighted.
It was a pretentious home of
the type millionaires built in
the late Nineties and the early
years of the new century. An
imposing residence with its glimmering
windows and wide English-copied en-
trance.

As he went up the front steps, Van, who
had familiarized himself with the back-
ground of the Parish family, checked back
mentally.

Professor Kurt Parish, William and
Lyda, had been the children of Carver
Parish, a millionaire mining operator
whose Magnalux Gold Mine, in the Cana-
dian Province of Saskatchewan, had been
one of the most famous producers of the
precious metal in that part of the world.
From the mine had come the Parish for-
tune.

The Phantom’s thoughts clicked as he
pressed the front door bell. For some years
the Magnalux had been closed and shut
down. Shortly before Carver Parish'’s
death the mine had petered out.

Van'’s thoughts changed. He let his mind
dwell on Parish’'s widow. She had been
the mining king's second wife, the step-
mother of his three children. And Mrs.
Carver Parish, the Phantom knew, had
been a widow, herself, a Mrs. Marvin
Maxon, when she had met and married
Parish in Colorado.

As he recalled it, Van seemed to re-
member that the former Mrs. Maxon had
had one child, a son who had died at an
early age in Denver. With care and a real
mother’s affection she had reared her three
step-children.

The door opened. A man in butler’s
livery looked coldly out at the Phantom.
He was a nondescript character, with thin-
ning hair combed carefully over a bald spol
and a cast in one eye. His name was Alli-
son and he gave Van a suspicious going
over as he peered at him.

“I'd like to see Mrs. Parish.”

“I'm sorry, she isn't seeing anyone to-
day.”

The butler began to close the door. Van
put his foot against it. “She’ll see me. Tell
her I'm from Headquarters, that | have tc
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talk with her immediately.”

He let the butler see his badge while he
spoke. At the sight of it a change came
over Allison. He opened the door wider, a
muscle twitching in his smug face.

“Come in. I'll see what | can do. Wait
here.”

Van was ushered into one of the small
reception rooms off the entry foyer. It was
a charming room in French Provincial
decor. But he paid no attention to his sur-
roundings. Impatiently he waited for Alli-
son to come back.

A tomb-like quiet hung over the big
house. Faraway he heard a door open, a
faint mumble of voices. There was little
traffic in the street. The whistle of a tug-
boat on the East River, nearby, made an
eerie echo.

“Mrs. Parish will see you for a few min-
utes.” The butler loomed up in the door-
way. “Follow me.”

Van went up a spiral staircase. A tre-
mendous chandelier that looked like a fro-
zen cascade of crystal reflected the ruddy
tints of the sun coming through stained-
glass windows.

Allison shuffled down a wide, deeply
carpeted corridor when they reached the
first landing. Paintings in shadow-boxes
were along the walls. In an alcove, plants
in terra-cotta boxes made a splash of color.
The butler stopped at a door that stood
slightly a jar.

“The gentleman to see you, Mrs. Parish.”

The Phantom stepped past him and
entered the room. His first impression was
of lofty bookcases, the sweep of rich dra-
peries drawn shut at the windows. The
glimmer of golden fight made by a pair of
stately French lamps at either end of a
leather-topped table. Then, as Allison shut
the door behind him, his gaze focused on
Mrs. Carver Parish.

HE sat slumped in a carved, upholstered

chair. A decanter of sherry was on a
silver tray beside her. She hadn’t changed
much since the last time Dick Van Loan
had seen her at some society function. She
still remained a slight, good looking wom-
an with bright blue eyes, a youthful skin
and a touch of gold to her graying hair.

But no spark of her former vivacity
showed in the tense face she turned to-
ward him. She looked crushed, numb
from what had happened on Pier 800 that
morning.

“Don’'t take too much time or ask me
too many questions.” Her voice was as

dispirited as her glance.

“l1 won't.” The Phantom pulled a chair
around and sat down opposite her. “You
realize how necessary it is that we get
information to work on. I'll be as brief
as possible, Mrs. Parish.”

“What do you want to know?”

“Why did Miss Parish return from
Switzerland?”

The woman slowly sipped the sherry
in the glass she held. “Lyda had been
away for several months. She wanted to
come back—to me. She was homesick and
lonesome.”

The Phantom changed his line of ap-
proach abruptly. If he only had a little
time in the bookcase-fined room he
wanted to make the most of it.

“Do you know of any reason why your
step-daughter should be murdered, Mrs.
Parish?”

The blue eyes peered at him over the
glass between her fingers.

“Of course not.”

“Have you any enemies?”

“No, no! | realize what you’'re thinking.
That—that Kurt and William—"

“Were also murdered!” The Phantom’s
voice was low, but vibrant. “You're surely
not satisfied their deaths were accidental!
You must know there was a conspiracy
against Carver Parish’s children!”

She put the glass down and pressed a
hand over her eyes. A small, very white,
shapely hand. Van heard the sob she
swallowed.

“It—it's incredible! Kurt—then Wil-
liam—and now my Lyda!” She drew an
unsteady breath. “Why would anyone
strike at us?”

“That,” Van said, “is what | intend to
find out.”

Quickly he asked a few other questions.
They had to do with the estate left by
Parish.

In a few more minutes he had the back-
ground he wanted. Carver Parish’s mil-
lions had been left in trust for his three
children. They were to come into it upon
the death of the woman the Phantom
talked with. If, however, she told him,
they died before she did, the provisions of
her late husband's will directed that she
was to receive the estate in its entirety.

“Together with the Magnalux?” Van
said.

“Yes.” Her voice sounded tired,
strained. “But it means nothing—my hus-
band left me a settlement, more than | can
ever use. Money, wealth?” Her voice grew
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harsh. "What good is it with my three
children gone?”

‘ Again the hand went over her eyes.
The Phantom got up. He waited until she
rang for the butler. Then he thanked her
and let Allison conduct him down the
spiral stairs.

In the foyer, the man brought the Phan-
tom’s hat. The cast in his eye gave him
an owlish expression. The muscle twitched
in his face again. He looked surreptitious-
ly over Van’'s shoulder and lowered his
voice:

“If you're from Headquarters, | might
be able to give you some information.”

The Phantom put on his hat. “What
kind of information?”

“About something that maybe you
ought to know.” Allison coughed, still
avoiding Van's direct gaze. “Of course,
I'd expect to make a little something out
of it for myself.”

“You want to be paid for your informa-
tion?”

“Yes, sir. I've got a wife and family
upstate. It's hard to get along these days.
Anything | can make on the side—you
know how it is.”

Yet, if he really did know something,
Van figured he couldn’t afford to overlook
it.

“You tell me what you know and I'll
be the judge of how much it's worth,”
he said.

Allison shook his head. “I'll have to
meet you after hours tonight. Mr. Clyde,
Mrs. Parish’'s lawyer, is due here any
minute. Tell me where to come and I'll
be there. Make it around eight-thirty or
nine this evening.”

The Phantom said, “Meet me at the
Green Spot. That's a tavern on Times
Square.”

“l know where it is. I'll be there. Be-
tween half past eight and nine.”

He opened the door and Van left the
house.

In a drug store telephone booth, the
Phantom called the Clarion. Frank Hav-
ens’ voice came over the wire:

“The autopsy report’s in. Lyda Parish
was shot with a soft lead bullet from a
thirty-eight caliber gun.”

"One shot?” The Phantom asked.

“One was enough. It punctured the left
ventricle of her heart, veered off and
lodged in her back. She was Killed in-

stantly. Gregg hasn't come up with the
gun. He has a suspect he’s holding, but
Steve doesn't think that he'’s any too sure
about him being mixed up in the pier
murder.”

“I'm expecting a telephone call from a
taxi driver named Nolan,” Van explained.
“It's important. The minute you get it |
want Nolan on tap. It should come in
after five o’clock. Have Nolan and his
cab meet me in front of the Clarion Build-
ing.”

Havens said he would and the Phantom
rang off.

He got the call at five-fifteen, at his
Park Avenue suite.

There, deep in a copy of Taylor's Fam-
ous Gold Mines, the Phantomm nodded
when Havens said:

“Nolan and his cab are here now.”

The taxi driver turned out to be a
hatchet-faced, metropolitan-wise young
man with a quick line of patter and an
ability to cope with any situation. He
looked the Phantom over quizzically when
Van stepped up to his cab.

“Harry Brister said you wanted to see
me. What about?”

“You picked up a fare at pier eight
hundred shortly after the Regardia docked
this morning?”

“That's right. Only | didn't pick him
up. | took him there—him and some
other guy.”

The Phantom’s mouth tightened. Two
men!

He was careful
den flare of interest.
tone he went on:

“Where did they flag you?”

Eddie Nolan narrowed his eyes. “Look,
I don't know what this is all about, but
you're taking up a lot of my time. If
you're a copper—”

Van thumbed a bill out of his wallet.
Nolan’s receptive fingers reached for it.
He grinned and relaxed.

“They hailed me at Thirty-ninth and
Madison. They told me to drive them up
to pier eight hundred. When | reached it,
one of them got out and went on the pier.
The other guy sat in the cab and waited.
About twenty minutes later the first one
came back. He climbed in and they told
me to drive them to Lexington and Fifty-
third. | dropped them at the Plymouth
Bar Grill on the corner there.”

“Describe both men.”

“The party who went out on the pier,”
Nolan said, “was a thin guy. Looked like

to conceal his sud-
In the same casual
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he needed a square meal. The other one
was a big lug, well dressed. He wore a
pair of dark glasses.”

“Did you overhear any of their conver-
sation?”

IlyfOLAN shook his head. “They didn't
* talk much. In fact they didn't say

anything.”

“You'd know them if you saw them
again?”

“I sure would. | don't forget faces.”

“A little later,” the Phantom said, “I
want you to go down to Police Head-
quarters and look at the Rogues Gallery.
What time will be convenient?”

Eddie Nolan whistled between his teeth.
“One of them things, eh?” His hatchet
face clouded. “A dame gets bumped off
up at that pier. I'm riding a couple of
sharpshooters, maybe? | can go down to
Centre Street any time. Right now, for
instance.”

“Get going,” Van told him. “I'll phone
Inspector Gregg and tell him you're on
your way. You look the photographs over
and see if you can find any pictures to
go with their faces.”

A flash of worry showed in Nolan’s
shrewd eyes, “I don’'t want no publicity.
That pair know my name and address. |
don’t want them calling on me with their
shooting irons.”

“No publicity,” the Phantom promised.

Nolan shoved a hand in his pocket. The
worried look had gone out of his eyes,
another expression replaced it.

“Look,” he said. “I wasn’t going to say
nothing about this. But | don't want to
get into trouble. After those two got out
at the Plymouth, | had to brush cigarette
ashes off the rear cushions. | found this
in the corner of the seat. | know one of
them dropped it because it wasn't there
before they got in. | always give the cab
a gander after each passenger leaves.”

He handed the Phantom something that
glinted in the sun. Van found he was
looking at a small, beautifully fashioned
elephant encrusted with diamonds. It
was the sort of trinket that might have
come off a woman’s bracelet.

He saw instantly it was worth a gopd
deal of money.

A ring in the elephant’s back had bro-
ken which explained why it had been left
on the taxi's seat. The Phantom slipped
it in his pocket.

“I'll take charge of this,” he said to
Nolan. “Get started.”

CHAPTER VIII
Death Again

T WAS dusk when he entered
the Green Spot.

The Times Square tavern,
on the east side of Broadway,
was one of the Phantom’s
meeting places. It had the ad-
vantage of being centrally
located. Its rear room, with

its convenient telephone booth, was sel-
dom crowded. Those who dropped in at
the Green Spot wanted a quickie. There
wasn’'t much loitering around.

After he had sent Eddie Nolan, the
cabbie, to Headquarters, Van had put in
two calls. One to Steve Huston, the other
to Chip Dorian.

Now, entering the Green Spot and go-
ing through to its back room, a glance at
his watch told him that it was only five
minutes away from the time he was to
meet them.

The Phantom nodded approval when he
saw the room was empty. A juke box in
the corner showed no rosy glow of light.
The few tables were unused. An empty
beer glass decorated the top of one. The
Phantom set down the mild lime and
selzer concoction he invariably ordered,
pulling a chair around so he had a view
through the door of the rear room, past
the circular bar and to the front entrance.

He was hopeful of results. The meeting
with Allison, the Parish butler, promised
an interesting angle. What did the man
want to see him about? What did Allison
have to tell him?

The Phantom mused. Whatever it was,
he felt it was important. That it hinged
directly on the pier shooting. Van's brows
drew together. He had reason to be satis-
fied with the slight progress made. The
foundation had been laid. On it he was
prepared to build the case of Lyda Par-
ish’s murder.

Chip Dorian hurried in a few minutes
later.

As with Steve Huston, Van gave Dor-
ian an identifying signal before he shook
hands with him. Dorian looked sharp and
ready to go. For some time Dorian, a
former bootblack, had proved himself
valuable to the Phantom Detective in
previous cases which Van had tackled so
successfully.

Chip, a product of sun-kissed Califor-
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nia, was a native of San Francisco. Born
in the slums there, he had had to fend for
himself at an early age. Where most
youths of more fortunate circumstances
were in public or private schools, Dorian
had gotten his education in the hard uni-
versity of experience.

But he had never regretted the fact he
hadn’'t been bom with a silver spoon in
his mouth. His early course in the class-
room of Life had sharpened his wits to a
razor edge. He had learned how to fight
for what he wanted. He had developed a
ferret-like cunning and leonine courage
that he could never have achieved other-
wise.

During the late war the Phantom had
arranged for him to serve with Army In-
telligence. In that branch of the service
Dorian had conducted himself brilliantly.
He came back to the Phantom more
poised, more mature, more eager than
ever to render what aid he could in the
Phantom'’s crusade against crime.

“The pier Kill?” Chip said, when he sat
down beside Van. “l saw Steve for a few
minutes. He said you've taken over.”

“I have.”

“Any clues?”
brightened.

“This.” The Phantom took out the
jeweled elephant and dropped it in front
of Dorian.

Chip balanced the jeweled trinket on
the palm of his hand. He listened while
the Phantom told him the circumstances
of how he had come by it.

“This cost plenty of dough. The dia-
monds aren’'t chips. They're of fair size
and well cut. What do we do with it—
use it for bait?”

“You,” the Phantom said, “will adver-
tise it in the lost and found column of the
Clarion. Use your home telephone num-
ber, any name you want. You can do that
without arousing suspicion. Anyone could
have entered Nolan’'s taxi and found the
elephant.”

“I'll take care of it right away.” Chip
looked at his watch. “Too late to get the
ad in for the paper’s first edition tomor-
row. It'll have to run in the later editions.”

“You know what to do if anyone com-
municates with you.”

Dorian’s shrewd eyes

ORLAN handed the elephant back.
“Sure. Stall and find out who it is.
Full particulars.”
“One other thing,” the Phantom added.
“l want you to check the Plymouth Bar-

Grill. It's on Lexington—"

“1 know it,” Dorian interrupted. “What
do I do there?”

“Nolan says that's where he dropped
the two men he brought down from the
pier. Here’s his description of them.” The
Phantom repeated the taxi driver’s word
picture of the pair. Dorian let it soak in.
“Try the barmen at the Plymouth. See if
you can get any identifying line on the
two.”

“If they told the hackie to drop them
off at the Plymouth,” Dorian said, slowly,
“it would seem to indicate they're regular
customers there. I'll circulate around and
see what | can dig up.”

He left after he had a beer and Van
noted the time.

Steve was fifteen minutes overdue.
That wasn't like the little redheaded re-
porter. Huston prided himself on his
punctuality. The Phantom, when ten
more minutes dragged by, began to get
uneasy.

What was holding Steve up? Why the
delay? He didn't like his plans to mis-
carry. He had purposely made his date
with Huston early enough to have Steve
briefed and on his way before the hour
Allison was due.

One of the barmen stuck his head in the
door.

“Phone call for you, Mr. Gray.”

The Phantom took it on an open tele-
phone around the end of the bar. Steve’s
voice came to him through the frosty
clatter of a cocktail shaker.

“Sorry I'm late,” Huston said rapidly.
“Something turned up that | couldn’t
duck. I'm over on the East Side. Be with
you as soon as | can find an empty hack.”

“Make it as fast as you can,” Van
directed. “What held you up?”

“Murder!" Steve replied and clicked off.

He arrived fifteen minutes later. A
glance was enough to show Van that Steve
was bursting with news. His face was
flushed and there was something enigma-
tic in his expression that made the Phan-
tom look at him closely.

“Let's have it, Steve.”

The reporter drew a quick breath.
“You're not going to like it. It's about—"

“The Parish butler?” When Steve’s
head jerked up and an exclamation
caught in his throat, Van said grimly,
“Murder—on the East Side. It had to be
important to keep you from your appoint-
ment with me. It was Allison?”

Huston nodded. The wonder in his eyes
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faded. After all, he was accustomed to
the Phantom’s intuitive flashes and un-
canny ability to come up with correct con-
clusions.

“Yes!”

“How did it happen?”

“1 was getting ready to leave when the
city desk had a jingle on a shooting near
East River Drive. | thought I could cover
it in a hurry and get down here without
being late. When | got over there a cou-
ple of precinct cops had the man in the
areaway of a private house. He was dead
—shot through the throat. They were go-
ing through his clothes, looking for iden-
tification. | hung around until they got it.”

“What else?”

“They found some letters in his pocket
addressed to him in care of Parish. That's
all 1 needed. | wanted to get the facts for
you. But there weren’'t many. A girl who
was passing said Allison had come around
the corner and was halfway down the
street when a car drew up beside him.
She didn’t hear a shot but saw a stab of
flame.”

“Silenced gun.”

“Must have been. The car sped off—
Allison lay in the gutter and the gal
yelped for help. Took her five minutes to
locate a policeman. Cop’s name is Wasson
and he’s on a beat near Sutton Place. He
rang for an ambulance from the General
Hospital. No good. Allison had been killed
instantly. Like—” Huston said, “—Lyda
Parish this morning.”

“The girl who saw the shooting didn’t
get the number of the car?”

“No. It was too dark and she was too
excited. She couldn’'t even tell Wasson
what make or color it was.”

THE Phantom’s narrowed eyes were the
only indication of the setback to his
plans. Behind them his mind worked fast.
Someone had beaten him to the butler.
Someone had made sure that Allison
wasn't to keep his appointment at the
Green Spot with the Phantom!

Whoever it was, Van realized, was part
of the murder conspiracy that made Alli-
son’s death the fourth on their list. That
was plain enough. What puzzled Van was
how they had known where Allison was
going when he had left the Parish man-
sion.

Had the butler talked? The killer wasn't
any mind-reader. He had concrete and
definite knowledge the butler was about
to divulge something that had to do with

FRANK HAVENS
Lyda Parish’s blackout on Pier 800. He
had waited until Allison was a block away
from the house where he worked. Then
he had ended all possible chance of any
information being passed.

Steve couldn’t tell what the man beside
him was thinking. The Phantom’s ex-
pression remained unchanged. But the re-
porter understood that a crucial lead had
been destroyed.

“1 have a couple of things on the books
for you,” Van said, after a long minute.
“1 expect to be away from New York for
a day or two. This will give you plenty of
time to do a complete job.”

He went on to explain that he wanted
a full report on the closed-down Magna-
lux Gold Mine. This was to include a
financial statement and summary of the
assets and liabilities of the mine during
the last year of its operation. Particularly,
the Phantom pointed out, he wanted to
know about the final quantities of ore
mined in the Saskachewan diggings.

Huston made notes in shorthand.
Abruptly, the Phantom said:

“When you finish with that you can do
some background work on Mrs. Carver
Parish. You’'d better tackle that first. I'll

want it by noon tomorrow—before |
leave.”
“Mrs. Parish?” Steve whistled, sur-

prised. He made it a rule never to ex-
press curiosity or to ask questions. But
there was something in the abrupt way
the Phantom mentioned the woman that
made Steve say, “Do you think she has
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anything to do with the string of murders
—what happened to her butler to-night?”

“She’s an angle,” Van said, shortly. “I
never overlook any angles, as you know.
Mr. Havens can probably give you some
data on her. I'm interested in her early
life—when she was Mrs. Maxon and lived
in Denver.”

Huston said he’'d get right after it and
hurried off for the Clarion and his type-
writer to put the story of Manhattan’s
latest murder in print.

The Phantom paid the bar check and
stepped out and onto the light drenched
pavements of Broadway. His mind was
still full of Allison. People buffeted him
as he started north, his idea being to walk
back to Park Avenue.

The huge advertising pageant in multi-
colored electricity fizzed and foamed like
champagne against the dark curtains of
night. The roar of the great thoroughfare
made a throbbing symphony that wove
traffic and pedestrians into its raucous
theme. But the Phantom Detective hardly
heard it and paid little attention to the
fluorescent bonfire about him.

Suddenly he felt his nerves grow tight
as some sixth sense, whetted on the sharp
stone of long experience, telegraphed a
rapid warning that he was being followed!

CHAPTER IX
Plans

E ANALYZED the certainty as
he continued to walk along in
the crowd. There wasn't too
much mystery as to how
his trail had been picked up.
If those who had taken care
of Lyda Parish, and Allison,
knew the butler had an ap-

pointment with him, it was more than
likely their information included the loca-
tion of the rendezvous.

That brought the Phantom another
guestion to ponder.

How did they know him? Where had
they seen him before? How were they
able to single him out and know he was
the one Allison had left to meet? Van
couldn’t answer that—then.

At the same uninterrupted pace he
went as far as the corner beyond before
making an effort to determine who was
doggedly tailing him. Whoever it was, the
person was clever. He hung in Van'’s real-,
following along with plenty of space be-

tween him and his quarry. If it hadn’t
been for the Phantom’s unfailing ability
to sense the presence of a shag, he would
have been oblivious to him.

He wanted a look at the one drifting
along behind him. His pulses quickened.
He would never know now what Allison
had wanted to tell him. That lead was
gone forever. But in its place came a
new possibility, a fresh hope. Nerves
tightened, Van saw the flashing sign of
the Eureka Bowling Alleys a street away.

He headed for them, walking faster.
From the corner of his eye he noticed a
stockily built man who wore a light tan
felt hat, increase his speed. The man
roughly pushed a way through the throng
in such a manner that the Phantom’s grim
face darkened quickly.

The lobby-ramp to the alleys had a
number of people going in or coming out.
Without a backward glance, Van hurried
up the cement, dodged sharply left, and
drew in beside the high bank of spectator
seats.

The dozen alleys were all in use. Duck-
pins and the big wood thundered to the
crash of bowling balls. A haze of tobacco
smoke hung like a pall over the place.

The Phantom’s head turned. His eyes
fastened on the wide main entrance. The
man who followed him had come in. Van
was just able to see the light tan hat as it
moved in an opposite direction.

Its wearer was looking for him.

For a minute or two more the Phantom
stood motionless. Then, when he saw the
hat at the far end of the first alley, he
changed his position. Quickly he mount-
ed a short flight of steps that led to the
half moon of a shallow balcony used when
tournament play was in progress.

Only a few people were in its seats.
Van picked out a rear spot where the
smoke-smeared lights didn’t center and let
his gaze dart over those below him.

His tail was puzzled. The Phantom
could see the stocky man circulating
around, searching for a glimpse of him.
He came into fuller view when he slowly
perambulated back, behind the line of
bowlers, score tables and standees.

The Phantom, eyes narrowed, studied
the man. He didn't fit in with Eddie No-
lan’s description of the two taxi passen-
gers. This man, in addition to being heav-
ily built, had a bad, yellowish complexion.
That was apparent to Van even from the
distance separating them. He saw black,
charcoal-like eyebrows under the hat's
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brim. He wore a loosely fitting tweed
suit, black shoes that needed polishing.

He evidently didn't know about the
balcony. Or didn't think about it. The
Phantom had a flash of the man’s facial
expression. Its look was more than puz-
zled. He was obviously trying to figure
out where the one he had so carefully
followed had vanished.

Finally, when he checked the onlookers

at the other end of the place, he had a
new idea. He started off toward the north
side of the building. Over there was the
washroom, a couple of telephone booths.
He entered the washroom, bobbing in and
out without any waste of time. Then, after
a glance into the booths, he entered one
and pulled the door shut after him.

The Phantom knew what that meant.
His tail was reporting back to someone.
Telling him, no doubt, he had lost his
quarry. Asking for further directions.
The Phantom wished he was in the ad-
joining booth, listening to the conversa-
tion.

INCE that was impossible, he decided
on the next best thing. Waiting until
the tan felt hat was in sight again, he
descended the balcony stairs. He stopped
on the last step, his shoulder against the
cement wall. From that vantage point he

1 ~r

had a clear panorama of the lobby-ramp.

Two minutes passed before the stocky
man hove into sight again. Now his brisk
gait indicated he had given up the tail job
and was going somewhere—in a hurry.
Where that was, Van determined to find
out.

He detached himself from the place
where he stood and, skilfully, wove a way
toward the pavement outside. He kept his
gaze glued to the hat as it bobbed through
the passing pedestrians. The stocky man
was going straight for a taxi which had
pulled in to discharge a sailor and his girl
friend.

On the sidewalk, Van saw the taxi door
slam shut and the cab pull away, all with-
in the space of what seemed a few brief
seconds. He sighted another cab cruising
close to the curb and was about to hail it
when an unsteady, red-faced man blocked
his way.

“Got a match?” Alcoholic fumes blew
in the Phantom’s face.

The cab was going on. Van tried to get
around the bibulous person in front of
him, but the drunk had grabbed his arm
and was hanging on.

“Didn’'t you hear me? | said, gotta
match? Just one little match?”

The empty taxi was gone. The cab the
stocky man had taken was out of sight.
Annoyed, Van dug out a paper book of
matches and shoved them into the grip-
ping hand.

“Keep them. Burn yourself up!”

He had lost Allison’s information as
well as the chance to find out where the
one who trailed him was going. But the
double checkmate didn't discourage the
Phantom. Back in his sky high suite, Van
dropped down in a deep seated chair in his
charming living room, the jeweled ele-
phant in his hand.

He studied it again, moodily. Whoever
owned it was in on the Parish murders.
Who? The question repeated itself in-
sistently as he watched the diamonds glit-
ter in the mellow glow of the lamplight.

Sitting there, he sketched out his plans.
Tomorrow he would have Steve's report
on the Magnalux Mine, information on the
former Mrs. Maxon, now the ex-social
Mrs. Carver Parish. Ahead of him stretch-
ed the danger trail, twisting behind the
dark curtains of intrigue, mystery and
murder. . . .

It was Dick Van Loan, not the Phan-
tom, who was dawdling in the foyer ci
the Breakfast Club, on one of the higher
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floors of the Press Building, toward nine
the following morning.

Van, apparently his bored and elegant
self, noddfed to a number of acquaintances.
Then some of his surface boredom van-
ished when he saw Frank Havens get out
of an elevator and check hat and topcoat.

The Clarion’s owner greeted him with
real surprise.

“Dick. What are you doing out so
early? Nine o'clock. 1 didn't think you
ever stirred before eleven.”

That was for the benefit of anyone who
might hear. Havens’ gray eyes gave Van
Loan a searching stare. He knew that
Van could only be there for one reason.
He had some news on the case he was
involved with.

But if there were news, Van kept it to
himself. When he sat down at the small
table the publisher had a yearly reserva-
tion on, Van Loan’s attractive face gave
no indication of what was in his mind.

The table was far enough away from
the others in the club to make their con-
versation entirely private. Havens started
it with a trite question:

“No developments?”

“Plenty.” Van's mouth compressed.
“The butler's murder was a blow. He had
something to tell me, something vital.” He
shrugged. “Learning what it was will take
time now, valuable time. Any news from
the Inspector on Allison’s death?”

“Nothing. Steve told you about the
young lady who saw the murder car but
couldn’t describe it.”

VAN stirred his coffee thoughtfully.
“They knew Allison was keeping a
date with me.”

“What does it mean?” Havens' voice
was low-pitched and vibrant. “Four mur-
ders! What is their motive, their reason?
What can possibly stand behind them?”

“1 don't know—yet. But I intend to find
out. The motive? It's only a guess, an
intuitive flash—anything you want to call
it—but | believe the Magnalux Gold Mine
plays a big part in the murder plot.”

Frank Havens widened his eyes. He
was accustomed to surprises from Van.
But mention of the closed Canadian gold
mine came as a slight shock.

“How can that be possible? It would be
different if the Magnalux were in opera-
tion and producing. It's been closed and
out of business for some years. How can
you fit that into the picture?”

Van shrugged. “It's only an idea.” He

looked at the time. “I'm to see Steve and
Dorian at eleven. Later,” he went on, “I'm
leaving town on a short trip.”

“Where to?”

“I'm flying out to Poma, Michigan.
There’s a chance that I might be able to
pick up something there that will be im-
portant. | don't know how long I'll be
gone.”

“It’s not like you to let a case cool,”
Havens pointed out.

“I'm not. In this instance, a temporary
Manhattan respite might be beneficial. A
criminal brain functions in a peculiar
manner. When the pressure’s on, it's
keyed to a high pitch. It becomes clever,
diabolically crafty, through the necessity
of self-preservation. When the heat’s off
it relaxes. And when it does that it be-
comes careless and makes mistakes.”

Havens understood what Van meant
and nodded.

“So you're giving them a little rope?
Anything | can do while you're away?”

“No. But there’s something you can do
right now.” Dick Van Loan suddenly
smiled. “You can order me another pot
of coffee and some more toast.”

CHAPTER X
Four Holes

OR his morning meeting with
his two assistants, the Phan-
tom used one of the unoccu-
pied offices in the Clarion
Building. It was on the fifth
floor and had formerly been
the sanctum of the society
news editor. He had com-
plained about the lack of space and been
moved to more commodious quarters.

Dorian was waiting when the Phantom
went into the office. Chip’s sharp-fea-
tured, intelligent face wasn't too reveal-
ing. The former Californian said:

“The advertisement’s in the lost and
found column—as directed. That's okay.
I wish | had something good for you on
my checkup at the Plymouth.”

/‘Draw a blank?” The Phantom sat
down.

“Just about. | found a bartender who
remembered the party in the dark glasses
and his bony companion. But that's as far
as it went. He couldn’'t give me any
names or information. He said both
stopped in occasionally for a drink. That's
all.”
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The Phantom said, “It was an off
chance. Don't feel too concerned about it.
I'm hopeful the advertisement will bring
better results.”

He was still talking to Chip when Steve
Huston came in. The redheaded reporter
looked slightly weary. Getting the story
of the Parish butler’'s murder on the front
page, keeping Headquarters covered and
doing the background work Van laid out
for him, hadn’t given Huston much time
for shuteye.

He took a sheaf of typewritten papers
from his pocket, holding them while Van
asked if there were any new develop-
ments on Lyda Parish’'s murder.

Steve shook his head. “No. The In-
spector admits he’'s up against a stone
wall. One of those things. He didn't say
it in so many words, but I know he’s
banking on you to pull his chestnuts out
of the fire.”

“What have his men been doing?” The
Phantom sounded impatient. “Haven't
they made any effort to find the car Alli-
son’s Killer used last night?”

“They’ve been going around in circles.”
Huston made a grimace. “You’'ll have to
admit it's pretty tough trying to locate
one particular auto in a city full of cars.
Especially when you don't even know
what make or color it is. They're busy
now—trying to get a break.”

“Someone other than the girl who saw
the shooting must have noticed the car.”

“Sure. Gregg’s working on that angle.
He’s got three men up on the East Side
now trying to find other witnesses.”

“That's my report?” The Phantom let-
the subject drop and indicated the papers
Steve held.

“As much as | could get on the Magna-
lux—and Mrs. Parish.”

“Thanks.” Van spread out the typed
information he had asked for and settled
further back in the chair.

Huston, watching him, saw that he was
no longer needed and quietly bowed out,
closing the door behind him.

The Phantom was pleased with Steve's
analytical reports. He went through them
carefully, absorbing their contents. The
information on the Magnalux was highly
interesting. Out of it he filed two or three
things he considered important in the
pigeon holes of his keen mind.

Then he studied the research Huston
had done on Mrs. Carver Parish.

* * * * *

Cy Silsby, Chief of Police at Poma,

Michigan, weighed close to two hundred
and sixty pounds in his bare feet. A
guileless looking, flabby man with a cher-
ubic countenance, blue eyes and blond
hair, he*often found his appearance help-
ful in his official capacity.

People whose paths crossed his usually
misjudged him. They figured Chief Cy
Silsby was a lot of back without much
brain. They didn't know that beneath his
girth and cheerful demeanor was a
shrewd, astute mind, as calculating as an
adding machine. They found that out, to
their dismay and sorrow, after a short
session with Silsby.

Late in the afternoon of the day Dick
Van Loan had breakfasted with Frank
Havens, Silsby sat in his swivel chair in
his Poma office, perspiring as he invari-
ably did. It wasn't hot, the temperature
had nothing to do with the perennial dew
that dampened his brow and the palms of
his soft, pudgy hands. For as long as he
could remember Silsby had sweated, sum-
mer in and winter out.

Crime in the college town hadn't raised
its ugly head for a long time. Outside of
a freight car break-in at the railroad
yards and a caper staged by some of the'
students at Treadwell, when they had re-
moved the statue of the Civil War hero
from in front of the library, to give it a
new location, events had been smooth and
placid for the Chief and his deptuies.

ILSBY yawned, belched quietly and

looked at the old-fashioned clock on
the wall. He was wondering what Hattie,
his good wife, had in the oven for din-
ner, when Jake Blade, his second in com-
mand, opened the office door and looked
in.

“Party to see you, Cy. All the way
from New York. Says his name is Gray.”

Silsby blinked. He didn't have many
out-of-town visitors from points as far
east as the city Jake mentioned.

“What does he want?”

“To see you. Wouldn't tell me nothing
else.” X

Silsby used a damp handkerchief to
mop his brow and frowned. “Send him
in. Make it quick. I've got to get home.
You know how Hattie is when I'm late
for dinner.”

“Yeah, and I know how you are,” Jake
said.

A minute later the door opened again
and a man came in. Silsby swung around
in his swivel chair. There was nothing
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outstanding about his caller. That was,
nothing in his appearance or manner to
make him register. Yet, as the fat Chief
met the man’s eyes, he had the feeling
that this stranger had some dynamic qual-
ity revealed only in his gaze.

It was something that was like a chal-
lenge to Silsby, something that quickened
his interest and made him alert. Some-
thing that made him forget about his ap-
proaching dinner hour and the sarcastic
tongue of his spouse.

“Gray?” Silsby climbed to his feet. It
was like a mountain rising. He gave his
caller a clammy hand. “I'm Silsby, Chief
of Police. Sit down and tell me what |
can do for you.”

“First,” his visitor said, “1'd better prop-
erly identify myself.”

Once more the Phantom reached in his
secret pocket and produced his jewel-
studded domino mask plate. If he had
any doubts about Chief Cyrus Silsby, of
,Poma, Michigan, recognizing its signifi-
cance, they vanished at the sudden gleam
in the mild blue eyes and the flare of in-
terest and surprise in the bland, moon
face.

“The Phantom Detective!” Silsby’s low,
taut voice was incredulous.

Van returned the badge to the hidden
pocket and dropped into the chair Silsby
indicated. Unlike the culprits who were
hauled in before the Chief, the Phantom
realized that behind the man’s soft ex-
terior was a smart mind and a lot of
capability.

Reading character at a glance was one
of the Phantom'’s talents. More than once
it had proved to be a valuable asset when
he was on a case. He met the blue eyes
and said:

“My plane got in a half hour ago. You
probably have an idea why I'm here.”

“Must have something to do with the
murder of the Parish girl I've been read-
ing about.” Silsby mopped his face again.

“That's right. I'm interested in the death
of Professor Kurt Parish.”

Silsby shook his head. “Nothing there
to give you any leads—if that's what you
have in mind. | know what you're think-
ing. That maybe the Professor's death
wasn't an accident.”

“You believe that it was?”

“I'm sure it was. | went over the whole
thing carefully. Everybody makes mis-
takes, but | don’'t think |1 did when |
wrote it down as being an accidental death
caused by carbon monoxide poisoning.”

The Phantom said, “In any event, |
want to probe around a bit.” He glanced
over at the clock. “This must be close to
your dinner hour. | don't want to hold
you up. Suppose you tell me where the
car is that Parish’'s body was found in.
I'll take a look at that and see you later
this evening.”

“l guess | can skip dinner—if it means
helping you,” Silsby said. “Excuse me a
minute while | phone Mrs. Silsby. Be
with you right away.”

HE MADE the call and put a worn felt
hat on over his blond hair. Then he
spoke to the wide-eyed Jake who,
stunned, hardly heard what Silsby said as
he watched the Chief and Van go out into
the twilight.

“Well, what do you know?” Blade ex-
claimed, to himself. “First dinner the big
porpoise has missed in seven years!”

In the street, Silsby and Van walked
three blocks east and one south. That
brought them to a rickety, wooden build-
ing. A sign over it read, thomas walk-
er's GARAGE AND REPAIR sHop. Its doors
were open and inside a man sat sleepily
in a chair tipped back against a white-
washed wall.

Silsby nodded to him.
Professor’s bus, Pop?”

“Outside in the lot.” The man looked
at Van speculatively. “Customer?”

“Parish kept his car in the garage back
of the cottage he lived in on Lake Road,”
Silsby explained, leading the way around
to the south side of the place. “The facul-
ty rented it to the man who took his place
and Pop Walker brought the car down
here. It's for sale.”

“You oHpptaod it?J

“Me? Heck, no.”” The fat Silsby shook
his head. “l don’'t know anything about
cars. | had Jed Tucker look it over and
make the report. He said the heater was
defective, that it leaked exhaust fumes.
Here's the car, right here.”

He stopped beside a dark green 1936
Lincoln-Zephyr.

The Phantom’s pencil flashlight slipped
into his hand. He opened the right side
front door and let its slender beam rove
over the dusty, old fashioned hot-air
heater under the cowl. He didn’t spend
much time with the heater.

Tilting up the hood, Van continued his
investigation, down around the engine.

Watching, Silsby couldn’t see what he
was doing. He got a screwdriver when

“Where's the
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the Phantom asked for one, handed it
over and waited while Van worked for a
few minutes more.

It was too dark to see the expression
on the Phantom’s face when he finally
straightened up. But Silsby jerked to
attention when he heard the flat, hard
note in the other man’s voice.

“Where's the mechanic who checked
this car?” Van asked. “l want to see
him.”

“Something wrong?”
brows shot up.

“Just as | thought,” the Phantom said,
“this car’s been tampered with!”

“Tampered—"

“The carbon monoxide fumes that
killed Professor Parish didn't get into it
by accident,” Van’s voice stayed flat and
brittle. “Four holes were bored in the
heating unit mounted on the manifold—
to let the poison fumes seep into the twin
pipes that fed the hot air to the heater!”

Silsby’s blond

CHAPTER XI
Tucker Talks

OLICE Chief Cy Silsby took a
step closer to the car. What
the Phantom said rang in his
ears. He reached for his hand-
kerchief to mop his face.

“Are you sure about that?

Tucker said—"

The Phantom’s flash went
went back to the engine. Silsby leaned
over the fender to see better. Van had
disconnected the two pipes that curved up
from the heating unit he had mentioned
to a plate on the partition behind the
motor.

Though Silsby didn’t understand auto-
motive mechanics, he was able to see the
four round holes that had been drilled in

$t0

the corrugated top of the unit. The pipes
leading to the heater fitted over them.
The holes were large enough to let an
ordinary lead pencil slide through them.

“l think,” Van said, “we’'d better see
Tucker!”

He lowered the hood while Silsby went
back to the garage. In the shadows Van’s
face was grim. The discovery he had
made was not unexpected. As he had
suspected Kurt Parish’s murder had been
the first of four Killings, carefully planned,
diabolically engineered.

But there was more to it than that. The
Phantom walked toward the garage when
he saw Silsby come out of it

“Pop says Tucker took the tow car to
bring in a broken axle job down the Ben-
ton Highway. He ought to be back in a
half hour.”

“I'll wait,” Van said. “Why don’t you
go home, get your dinner and come back
later?”

Silsby said he’d wait. All at once the
stout Chief felt a twinge of worry. It
wasn't going to do his reputation any
good if the County Attorney found he had
slipped in his examination and findings in
the matter of the Professor’s death.

Silsby thought about the mechanic he
had entrusted the job to. Jed Tucker was
a local boy who had worked for him be-
fore. Pop Walker trusted him, so did
everyone else.

Silsby asked himself how Tucker could
have made such a mistake. He glanced
at the man beside him. What was the
Phantom going to do about it?

It didn't take Silsby long to learn.

Ten minutes later the tow car came
down the street. Behind it was a jacked-
up sedan. It turned into the space where
the Lincoln-Zephyr coupe stood. A slen-
der young man in grease-stained khaki
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pants and flannel work shirt cut the motor
and climbed out.

He was halfway around the back of the
tow car when he suddenly saw the blurred
figures of Silsby and another man in the
gloom.

Tucker straightened up as the Chief
spoke to him:

“Come over here, Jed. Somebody wants
to talk to you.”

Tucker wiped his hands on his pants
and moved slowly forward. He couldn’t
see the stranger with the Chief clearly.
He peered at him quizzically.

“What are you doing out so late, skip-
per?” Tucker tried to make his voice
pleasant. “Missing your dinner?”

“This gentleman’s a New York detec-
tive. He wants to ask you a few ques-
tions.”

“Yeah?” Tucker shifted to the defen-
sive. “What about?”

“This car,” the Phantom said.

“What about it?” Tucker’s tone tight-
ened.

“The Police Chief gave you the job of
looking it over,” Van said. “He wanted a
report on how the carbon monoxide
fumes got into the heater. You told him
the exhaust was old and defective—that
it leaked.”

“That's right.”

“The exhaust isn't defective and it
didn’t leak! Four holes were deliberately
drilled in the unit! Why didn’t you report
that?”

Tucker swallowed. Peering at him,
Silsby’s worry grew. He waited anxiously
for the mechanic’s reply.

It came belligerently. “lI don't know
nothing about any holes!” Tucker rasped.
“If you found them, they must have been
put in later!”

“Don’t lie!” The Phantom’s hand moved
out and gripped Tucker’s shoulder. “You
knew they were there! You were prob-
ably the one who put them there!”

LD in a grip of steel, Jed Tucker
began to breathe hard and fast. He
looked around wildly, as if for an avenue
of escape. The Phantom moved in closer.
Silsby said, “You'd better tell the truth,
Jed! Aiding murder makes you an acces-
sory! You’d better come clean.”
Suddenly the mechanic’s resistance
melted. The Phantom yanked him for-
ward and pushed him up against the side
of the coupe. Tucker choked when Van
snapped:

“Lock him up, Silsby!”

“No—wait! I—1I'll tell you the truth! |
didn’t drill those holes—”

“But you know who did!” The Phan-
tom’s statement was like the snap of a
whip.

“lI—1 didn’'t know about them when he
—when he first propositioned me. That
was the morning after they found the
Professor dead.”

“‘Who propositioned you?” Van’s grip
on his shoulder tightened again.

“The guy staying at the Eagle Inn. It
was right after the Chief here gave me
the job of examining the coop. 1 was in
the shop. He came in and got me aside.
He asked me how I'd like to make a hun-
dred bucks.”

Tucker stopped and ran his tongue over
his lips.

“For doing what?”

“Telling Silsby the exhaust was defec-
tive, that it leaked. He said | shouldn’'t
bother to look the jalopy over. That if |
said what he told me to, he’'d slip me the
cash.”

“What did the man look like? What
was his name?”

Tucker winced at the fingers clamped
on his shoulder. He drew a gusty breath.
“l don’'t know his name. | don't know
anything about him! He was kind of
stockily built. His face was yellow and
he had black eyebrows. They looked like
they were painted on, with ink.”

Van let his shoulder go. Stockily built,
yellowish skin! His mind flashed back to
Broadway, to the Eureka Bowling Alleys
and the tail who had worn the light tan
hat.

“So you took his hundred and followed
his instructions,” the Phantom continued.
“But you were curious, so you looked the
heating system over and you found the
reason for Professor Kurt Parish’s death.
You found it wasn’'t accidental!”

Tucker nodded numbly. “Yeah. Then
I—I got scared. It was a couple of days
later and—and the man had left town. |
figured if | told Silsby my goose was
cooked! I'm going to get married next
month and—"

“You'd better handle this from here
on,” Van told Silsby. “Where’s the Eagle
Inn?”

He left the cringing mechanic with the
fat Chief of Police and went back to the
street.

Poma, he saw, was a typical small col-
lege town. Along the way were the usual
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assortment of smoke shops, cafeterias,
book stores. When he reached the cam-
pus of Treadwell University he stopped
for a minute to look out over the lake. It
lay like a silver mirror in the light of the
rising moon.

The same moon, Van remembered, that
Kurt Parish had liked to watch as it came
up over the rim of the eastern world.

Three more streets and he entered the
Eagle Inn. That was a small, white, wood-
en edifice that stood well back from the
sidewalk. At commencement and prom
times it did its largest business. Now, as
the Phantom entered its lobby, he saw
only a few guests at its bar.

An elderly clerk listened to what he
had to say and consulted the records.

“I recall the person you speak of,” he
said. “He was here for only two days.”
He found a date in the register and let
his finger stop beside a scrawled signa-
ture. “This is it—Arthur Conway, Okla-
homa City.”

fT ,HE Phantom nodded. “He was alone?”
1 “Yes.”

“Do you remember if he had any tele-
grams or long distance telephone calls?”

“l couldn’t say.”

“If he made calls,” the Phantom said,
“you’d have a record of them.”

“Yes, we should.”

“Look them up. I'll wait.” Van stepped
away from the desk and picked up a
Detroit newspaper.

While he glanced through it he caught
a glimpse of the clerk sorting through a
batch of memoranda and bills taken out
of a large letter file. Now and again the
man shot a glance over at him. The Phan-
tom knew what he was thinking. That it
was nervy of a stranger to walk into the
hotel and order him around.

Yet, there was something in the visitor’s
attitude that told the clerk he'd better
comply with the request. He didn't know
what it was but it was there—something
authoritative, that commanded respect.

“I have it!”

The Phantom discarded the paper and
went back to the desk. “What did you
find?”

“Conway made one long distance call.
To New York. Here’s the number and
time.”

He handed the slip over and Van, study-
ing it for a minute, copied the figures in
his own memo book. The exchange was
Endicott; the number would be easy

enough to trace.

“I'll take a room for tonight,” he told
the clerk.

It was on the second floor, spacious and
comfortable. The Phantom sat down on
the bed and reached for the telephone.

A few minutes later the familiar far-off
voice of Frank Havens drifted across the
wire.

“Any news from Centre Street?” Van
asked. “What happened with Nolan, the
taxi driver? Did he recognize any pic-
tures in the gallery?”

“No. Likewise there are no new devel-
opments,” Havens said. “When do you ex-
pect to return?”

“From here,” the Phantom told the pub-
lisher, “I'm making a quick trip to Den-
ver.” He added, succinctly, “I should be
back in town by Wednesday.”

“Denver?” Havens sounded surprised.
“What do you expect to do there?”

“Study ancient history,” Van replied,
and a minute later rang off.

CHAPTER XII
TWO catters

PON leaving the airline’s sedan
that had brought him from La
Guardia Field to the Forty-
second Street Terminal, he
headed straight for the Clarion
Building.
There, in Havens' sumptu-
ous office, Van said, “The Den-
ver stop was purely review. That is Mrs.
Carver Parish’s home town. Steve got me
a lot of background information on her
when she was Mrs. Maxon. | sifted
through it and checked on the salient fea-
tures.”
Havens looked
you learn?”
“Mrs. Parish was formerly a Cynthia
Brackett. Her mother was a music teach-
er in Denver. She was eighteen when she
married Marvin Maxon. He was a pros-
pector, or claimed to be. They had one
child, a son. People | interviewed said
the boy died a year after Maxon passed
away somewhere in Wyoming.”
“Where did she meet Carver Parish?”
“In Colorado. That was before Parish
opened up the Magnalux in Canada. He
had silver mine holdings out West. The
Silver Queen and the Bison Basin Mines.
Parish made his first strike in silver. But
that was only a drop in the bucket com-

interested. “What did
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pared with the Magnalux’s profits.”

Frank Havens settled further back in
his desk chair. “Why did you check Mrs.
Parish’s early life so carefully?”

“I'm sure,” the Phantom said, “the mur-
der of Carver Parish’s children is the re-
sult of roots planted a long time ago. |
have to have a clear and comprehensive
understanding of the family’s background,
and particularly Mrs. Parish’'s. I'm con-
fident my visit to Denver will pay off be-
fore the case ends.”

“Still nothing from the Inspector.” The
newspaperman shrugged. “Gregg’s com-
pletely stalled.”

“So am |,” Van admitted frankly. “The
trip out to Poma brought merely a veri-
fication of what | suspected. | did get a
line on a telephone call made by Kurt
Parish’s Killer. You might ask Steve to
check it for me.”

He scribbled the number in the Endi-
cott exchange on a sheet of pad paper
and gave it to Havens. Then, getting out
of his chair, the Phantom called Chip
Dorian on one of the desk phones.

Chip presented himself at the office
some fifteen minutes later. But with no
definite leads.

“Not a whisper on the ad about the

jeweled elephant,” he said. “Nothing so
far.”

“Keep the advertisement running,” Van
told him. “l have a feeling you will get

a call on it. These people are smart.
They're- letting the pier shooting, and the
butler's murder, cool before resuming
operations.”

Dorian left and a few minutes later the
Phantom went on back to Park Avenue.

There had to be a break in the unwind-
ing mechanics of the quartet of murders.
He had told Havens that he, like the In-
spector, was stalled. But that was a con-
dition the Phantom intended to alter with-
out delay.

Frequently, in the cases that engaged
his attention, he had found himself tem-
porarily stymied. It was at such times
that the test of the real criminologist had
to be met. Openings had to be created,
trails found, a wedge hammered into the
blank wall, an aperture made.

Van's plan was to drive that wedge.

A few short blocks distant was the ga-
rage where he kept his cars. They stood
on the main floor, ready for immediate
use at any time of the day or night. The
Phantom paid well for this service and
also for the absence of curiosity on the

part of the garage owner.

That individual believed that the one
who stored his cars in the building was
some sort of Government agent, connect-
ed with the Secret Service or FBI. Which,
he was sure, explained the various dis-
guises his client affected. But that was
none of his business. And he made sure
that his employees kept their mouths shut.

ICKLY the Phantom got in under
@he wheel. He rolled out into the
street. A few minutes later he was headed
for the Holland Tunnel.

The car he drove was deceptive. It
looked like an expensive foreign job, but
every part of it had been manufactured
in the United States to conform with his
plans and specifications. The motor was
multi-cylindered with a cast aluminum
block and a compression rating higher
than any other engine of its size and
horsepower- The body was bullet proof,
so was its glass. The controls of a com-
pact, two-way radio were at his finger-
tips.

In addition, the rear of the car was
designed for the Phantom’s purpose. The
back of the front seat contained a built-
in makeup table, lights. Under the rear
seat were several changes of clothing. An-
other compartment held guns and am-
munition.

In the heavy traffic of Route 1, when
the sleek, purring car emerged from the
under river tube and came out on the
Pulaski Skyway. Van drove carefully but
swiftly south. He was pondering deeply.
Ideas, plans that were nebulous at first
began to take shape. In his mind’'s eye
he tried to visualize the motive behind
the string of Parish deaths.

He had told Havens he was convinced
the murder plot was deep rooted in the
past. The Killers must have waited a long
time to get their victims. Were there more
on the list? Van’s face hardened to stone.

It was mid afternoon when he reached
Point Avon. He smiled faintly as he re-
membered the last time he had been there
with Muriel beside him and a yellow
moon painting the lazy river. This errand
was different. As on his trip to Poma, he
hoped to find something, no matter how
slight, useful in the work that lay ahead
of him.

At the post office he got Jeremy Mc-
Clintock’s rural free delivery address.
The place to which the old sea captain
had retired was some three miles down
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the river. A neat, freshly painted picket
fence fronted a small white cottage. A
giant larch on the front lawn shaded its
porch and, stretching away on one side,
was the most complete small truck gar-
den the Phantom had ever seen.

He parked the car near a covered well
and got out. A shaggy brown and white
dog roused itself and came over to sniff
at him. The larch made shadows on the
lawn. In the distance a red barn nestled
in the lee of a hill.

Van used the knocker on the half-open
front door. While he waited for some-
one to come and answer it he had a
glimpse of the living room inside. Of a
brass ship’s clock ticking on a mantel,
flanked on either side by beautifully
made models of full rigged four-masted
schooners.

The nautical touch was furthered by
the prints of old sailing ships on the walls,
the framed route chart of the Indies and
various souvenirs McClintock had
brought home from his trips.

An elderly, sour-looking woman came
through the day gloom from a rear room.
Her hair was arranged in a knot at the
back of her head, her sharp featured face
wore an annoyed expression. She carried
a tablecloth she had evidently been mend-
ing.

Van'’s sharp eyes noticed the thimble on
one finger.

“I'm looking for Jeremy McClintock,”
he said.

“He’s around somewhere. Probably up
in the barn. Spends most of his time put-
tering there.”

“You're Mrs. McCintock?”

“1 should say not!” The woman sniffed.
“I'm Miss Macy, his housekeeper.”

The man the Phantom had first seen at
the Purple Lantern the night after the
polo match was at his workshop bench in
the barn. McClintock, his snowy head
bent over a jig-saw, was doing some wood
working when Van went into the red barn
in the lee of the shop.

A dirt road ran past it, twisting around
some stone walls where lush meadows
spread. A few chickens wandered apa-
thetically about and another dog, black
this time, dozed under a mulberry bush.

'IVTcCLINTOCK stopped tire saw and
turned around when he saw Van
come in. His weathered old face lighted
with a smile.
“Noticed you coming up from the
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house. Angie tell you | was here?”

“Miss Macy directed me.”

“That's Angie—sourest female the
Trade Winds ever blew on.” He chuckled.
“Want to see me about something?”

“My name’s Gray. I'm a detective,
Homicide, New York.” The Phantom slid
his badge into view as he clipped his
words off short.

“About time somebody outside of the
local dumbheads down here looked in.”
The old man’s blue eyes turned specula-
tive. “You want to talk to me about that
feller they found in the river—and the
boat?”

“The boat, principally. 1
you have it.”

“That's correct. Seiter—he’s our sher-
iff, as maybe you know, didn't want it
Said | found it—it was mine, that | had
it trucked up here. Sort of had an idea
sometime somebody might believe that
that Parish feller didn’t tumble overboard
and get drowned.”

“1'd like to see the boat,” the Phantom
said.

“Happy to show it to you. | don't know
how you heard about me having it, but |
reckon that's part of your business. This
way.”

Leaving the workshop, the old man led
the Phantom across the barn and down a
narrow flight of stairs. At one time the
lower portion of the building had been a
series of stalls. These had been removed.
A sliding door opened on a grassy ex-
panse close to the curb of the dirt road.

It was gloomy down there. McClintock

understand
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pulled the wooden pin out of the door’s
fastening and pushed the door back to let
in some light.

“There she is. Just like she was when
I found her drifting off the Point.”

The Phantom turned to look at the
Cape Cod dory McClintock had on blocks
beside one wall of the bam. It was the
kind of boat used up Gloucester way. A
soundly built, sturdy craft, able to with-
stand a heavy sea and a stiff wind. It
was painted white with' dark green trim.

The Phantom studied it silently. He
walked around it slowly. “What made
you suspicious? Why do you think that
Parish was murdered?”

Jeremy McClintock pointed to the mid-
dle seat. He lighted a match and cupped
it in one leathery hand. On the seat Van
saw faded, almost obliterated marks that
might have been stains.

“When | found her,” McClintock said,
“those marks were red. They looked like
blood to me. When | told Seiter, he said
they were paint.”

The Phantom nodded. It was impos-
sible to take a specimen now. He looked
at the middle seat. The edge of that had
been broken recently. The raw wood,
showing through the paint, had not yet
weathered.

The old man noticed what Van was
staring at.

“There was a piece of woolen material
caught on the splinters there. And Par-
ish,” he observed dryly, “was wearing
cotton slacks when they fished him out.”

“What did the sheriff say about the
wounds on Parish’s head?”

“Seiter said he got them from rocks
while he was floating around. But,” Mc-
Clintock added, “they could have been
made by a blackjack.”

He was adding more details, when the
Phantom raised his head. Outside a car
had stopped. He was conscious of it be-
cause the countryside had grown quiet
after the whirr of the motor he had heard.

The sliding door went back, making a
space large enough to admit two men
who, abruptly and suddenly, stepped into
the barn.

Both, the Phantom saw as he swung
around, were armed and one was familiar.

“Stand still and don't make a move!”
the short, stockily built man in the light
tan hat ordered curtly.

The automatic in his hand covered Van
while the gun his companion held pointed
menacingly at McClintock!

CHAPTER XIlII
Capture

— JTIOTIONLESS, nerves tighten-
ing] | Phantom’'s glance
Il | 1j shifted from the yellowish face
of the stocky man to the sunk-
en> cadaverous features of the
tall, bony individual a step be-
hind him.

The second man had ginger
colored hair, a sneer on his misshapen
mouth. A single glance at him was enough
for Van to tie him in with Eddie Nolan’s
description of the passenger he had -waited
for at Pier 800.

“What's the meaning of this?” McClin-
tock demanded, angrily. “Who are you
two fellers and what do you want?”

“Take it easy, pop,” the thin man ad-
vised. “You’'ll last longer.”

The other man let his gaze roam over
the Phantom. A glint of venemous satis-
faction was in his hooded eyes. The Phan-
tom’s brows drew together. How had they
pegged him? How had they known he
was coming to Point Avon?

He was sure no one had followed him
from the garage in New York. The traf-
fic had been heavy coming down, but he
hadn’t been aware of any suspicious car
hanging in his wake. He had his answer
when the stocky man spoke again:

“Looks like we got ourselves a bonus,
King. We come down to have a chat with
Barnacle Bill and look what we stumble
into!”

King's gaze shifted from McClintock to
Van.

“Meaning?”

“The party who shook me the other
night at the bowling alley! The one the
boss is so interested in! The same gum-
shoe he promised wouldn't bother us!”

The sneer faded from King’'s lips. A
look of wonder replaced it. The gun in his
hand moved unsteadily for an instant. As
if, the Phantom knew, strained nerves had
vibrated under the impact of what his pal
told him.

“You're telling me he's the—"
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“Yeah! In person!”
McClintock said, “You can't get away
with this! I'll have the law on you both!”

Still without moving, Van sized up the
situation swiftly. It was not his custom to
stand idly by and play clay pigeon for his
enemies. The guns on display didn't
worry him much. He could out-think and
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out-shoot them at any given time.

For purposes of his own, the Phantom
elected to stand docilely by and await de-
velopments. At last there was a faint
crack in the blank wall. The entering
wedge had made an indentation. But it
had to be driven deeper. More light on
their plans had to be admitted.

For that reason he made no move to
test his skill against theirs. Often in the
past a waiting game paid off in the end
where sudden and quick action would
have failed.

“Let's see what you're wearing in the
line of sudden death.”

The man with the yellow face dipped a
hand in under the Phantom’s coat and
came out with Van’s automatic. He pock-
eted that while Jeremy McClintock
watched with wide eyes.

The bony King said, “Pop’s clean. He
couldn’t hide a water pistol in that scen-
ery. What do we do now, Leland?”

The blaze of triumph in Leland’s eyes
was like a fire. He answered, “I'm just
deciding. | think we'll run these two down
the line away. Hold them until we find
out what Sartain wants done.”

“That means easing them out to the
car.” King sounded worried. “How about
the dame in the house?”

“She can't see the road from there.”
He included both Van and the old sea
captain in his next remark, “Look, you
two! We're going to give you a jaunt in
our car. My friend here drives and I'll
sit in front, facing you with this heater.
Don't get any notions or think I wouldn’t
use this gun if you tried anything! A
dead cop,” he added, for the Phantom'’s
benefit, “is the only kind I like!”

“I'll take a squint around outside,” King
volunteered.

Leland’s automatic moved in a slow arc
from Van to McClintock and back while
King stepped out of the day gloom and
into the sun.

“Isn’'t there anything we can do about
this?” the old man fumed.

“Apparently not.” The Phantom’s voice
was nonchalant.

“Qutrage! You're not safe on your own
properity! Give me the sea every time!
On a ship a man—"

“Shut up or you’'ll get more sea than
you ever saw!” Leland snarled.

ING came back. “Nobody around, not
a car in sight anywhere! Let's go!”
“You chaperone the old guy,” Leland

directed. “I'll take charge of this party.”
He moved closer to the Phantom, edging
around behind Van. "All right—start
walking.”

The car was a two year old sedan with
a New York license. Still compliant the
Phantom sank down on plastic seat covers.
Breathing brimstone, Jeremy McClintock
dropped beside him. The old man’s com-
plexion had turned from an angry red to
a violent purple.

King crawled under the wheel and Le-
land, turned around on the right front
seat, rested his gun on the top edge of
the slipcover.

He pulled the door shut with his free
hand. “Keep to the back roads. Not too
fast. 1 wouldn't want any of these Jersey
gendarmes stopping us.”

The Phantom relaxed as the car moved
off. Sartain? The name Leland had let
slip echoed in his mind. He must be the
chief conspirator, the murder master who
had plotted and given the orders for the
four deaths!

Now, apparently, his own fate was to be
decided by this Sartain. Van’'s disguised
face shadowed. He hoped this “trap”
which he had allowed to close about him
would give him an opportunity to meet
Sartain face to face.

While the car rolled along the lonely
back road his principal concern was for
the white-haired old man beside him. He
knew how characters like the two in the
car reacted when annoyed. And Mc-
Clintock was the type who would con-
tinue to speak his mind until, to silence
him, Leland might use the gun as a per-
manent muffler.

McClintock started again, when the
barn was about a mile behind them.

“A couple of smart alecks! Working a
land Shanghai! You'll pay for this—"

He stopped when the Phantom’s shoe
struck his ankle.

“l wouldn’'t argue,” Van cautioned.
“These men deal in murder. They're the
ones who took care of William Parish!”

McClintock’s mouth opened. Startled,
he looked from Van to Leland’s yellow
face and jet brows. He tried to say some-
thing, but choked and coughed.

“We took care of Parish and we’ll take
care of him if he don’'t turn off that line
of chatter!” Leland growled. “I'm sick of
listening to him!”

The Phantom answered nothing and,
as if realizing the peril of his predicament,
the former sea captain lapsed into moody
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silence. But, Van was able to see, Mc-
Clintock wasn't frightened. The gun al-
most in his face, and the knowledge that
he had fallen in with men who wouldn’t
hesitate to kill him, didn’t intimidate him
or diminish his belligerence.

Two more miles and the car turned off
the back road. It went between trees,
following a rutted, overgrown roadway
that ended at the dilapidated, wooden pile
of what, in a happier day, must have been
a summer hotel.

The Phantom appraised it with interest.
The place was literally caving in at the
seams. The shingled roof, sun scorched
and curling, had holes in it. Most of the
windows were minus glass, the porch
sagged disconsolately at one end and had
collapsed entirely at the other. Its three

been made to the one they called Sartain.
Van waited for their next move.

It was a long time coming.

The afternoon waned. The sun dropped
down behind the trees. Bird calls sounded
through the lengthening shadows.

King took over while Leland left the
lobby and busied himself somewhere in
the back of the dilapidated building. To
the Phantom’s relief, Jeremy McClintock
had subsided. The peppery old sea dog, in
a broken chair, dozed with folded arms.
The smell of dank decay and dry rot was
sharp on the stirless air.

Leland came back with three kerosene
lamps. He placed them on the remains
of the desk.

“No trouble?” he said to King.

The tall man’s perpetual sneer turned

The Man Behind The Padlocked Door
A complete crime novelet by PETER REID coming next issue!

stories, hemmed in by the trees, presented
a melancholy picture of desuetude.

McClintock evidently knew the place.
“Woodland Villa!” He sat up straighten

King stopped the car when a fallen tree
blocked further progress. Leland said,
with an attempt at sardonic humor, “Let's
go in and register. Then we’ll try the bar,”
before he ordered his two passengers out.
To King, he added, “You'd better drive
into town and get a call on the wire. Make
it fast.”

King backed the sedan while Leland,
forcing the Phantom and McClintock on
ahead of him, crossed the space to the
remains of the porch steps. Decaying
boards creaked and swayed under Van’s
feet. He followed McClintock into the
clammy wilderness of what had once been
the hotel’s lobby.

I\/fOLDY furniture still remained.
<% |_ounges with gangrenous growths. A
patternless carpet that oozed moisture.
Broken lighting fixtures hung drunkenly
from the cracked walls and bulging ceil-
ing. It was a perfect setting for an Alfred
Hitchcock nerve shaker.

“Sit down.” Leland gestured with the
automatic. “Make yourselves to home.
King'll be back soon and then we’ll all
have tea.”

The cadaverous King returned about
twenty minutes later. He nodded to Le-
land when he came in. The Phantom took
that to mean that the telephone call had

to an ironic smile. “Like a couple of
sheep.”

The Phantom could have finished the
statement with a “ready for slaughter.”
But there was no expression in his face.
He sat relaxed, watchful and thoughtful.

The darkness came after a short twi-
light Leland lighted the lamps. He did
sentry duty while King went out to the
car. The bony man came back with two
bottles of beer and a bag of sandwiches.

They had finished their snack, tossing
the bottles and bread crusts back of the
desk when Leland’s head jerked up.

“Listen!”

The Phantom had heard a noise a full
minute before the stocky man’s exclama-
tion. It was the sound of tires on the
rutted road and the low throbbing of an
automobile engine. King gripped his gun
firmly. He exchanged £ look with Leland.

“I'd better take a gander.”

He slid out. MeClintock’s eyes opened.
He stirred restlessly, as if sensing the long
wait was about over. Still the Phantom
remained outwardly indifferent. But his
nerves were keyed to a high pitch. Ex-
pectancy gripped him.

The car stopped outside. King's voice
drifted in, mingling with that of the new
arrival. A minute passed before Leland’s
pal came back.

A man walked in behind him.

The Phantom’s gaze darted to the new-
comer, riveting on him.

Sartain?
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CHAPTER XIV
Tinder

LANCING swiftly at the man
who followed King into the
lobby of the crumbling Wood-
land Villa, the Phantom saw
he was tall, well built. Rip-
pling gray hair showed under
the brim of the smart hat he
wore. Dark glasses covered
his eyes and, the Phantom saw, his thin-
lipped mouth was tight.

A neat, well tailored gabardine suit fit
his tall figure without a wrinkle. Polished
shoes reflected the lamplight. The white
of shirt collar and cuffs stood out in the
murk beyond the rays of the two lamps.
There was a poise to him, a sureness in
his movements.

With a brief nod to Leland, the man'’s
quick gaze shifted from McClintock to the
Phantom. Van couldn’t see the expression
in the eyes behind the dark glasses. But
he was aware there was a sudden stiffen-
ing of the tall figure, an abrupt tenseness.

The Phantom matched it as his own
nerves whipped to attention.

This was the man he wanted! Facing
him was the brains of the murder plot! A
yard away stood the one whose sinister
cunning had struck down the three heirs
of Carver Parish!

Adding the name of Allison to the trio
of murders, Van didn't have to be dra-
matic to understand this character, suave
and well groomed, was a servant in the
employ of the Devil!

“So you found him?” Sartain’s tone
was velvet-smooth. “Nice work.”

Leland said, “I figured we'd catch up
with him sooner or later.”

Sartain bent forward. The thin lips
mirrored a faint smile. The Phantom’s
glance lingered on the man’s mouth. In
the lamplight he saw what looked like a
small purple dot near the left corner of
the lower lip. A broken blood vessel or,
Van knew, a hereditary mark handed
down from a past generation.

He filed the purple mark away in the
back of his memory. Sartain, without
raising his voice, said:

“Sometimes it doesn’t pay to be clever.
You can overplay it—the same as you can
a bridge hand. And then, strategy back-
fires. As in your particular case.”

The Phantom shrugged. “Possibly. This
case,” he said, “hasn’'t ended—yet.”

“It has, so far as you're concerned. It
might interest you to know you’ve never
had a chance from the first. I've been per-
fectly aware that Mrs. Parish knew Frank
Havens. And that it wouldn't be long
before Havens waved his magic wand
and brought you to life. | prepared for
that emergency—successfully, as | think
you'll agree.”

“Allison’s murder interests me,” the
Phantom said, bluntly. “I've left the in-
vestigation of it to Headquarters. What
did he do—talk out of turn? You must
have had a plant in the house on East
River Drive.”

Sartain’s smile disappeared. “Allison
was a fool. The butler thought he’d make
some quick cash, selling you information.
You're right about the ‘plant.” Like all
fools Allison talked too much.”

He moved his gabardine shoulders and
turned back to Leland.

“What do we do now?” the stocky man
with the yellow face asked.

“l promised you that I'd take care of
this individual,” Sartain said. “Tie them
both up. Then I'll explain further.”

King took Leland’s place. The stocky
man in the light felt hat went out to the
car. When he came back he carried a
length of thin bowline. A glimpse of it
was enough to arouse the old sea captain’s
slumbering ire.

“You’ll pay for this!” he bellowed. “It's
your turn now—mine’s coming!”

“It's here!” Sartain’s voice, for the first
time, had a vicious, evil note in it. “Lash
them securely, King. This has to be for
keeps!”

The bowline cut in half, King went
swiftly to work. He fastened the arms and
wrists of the fuming McClintock, tying
them behind the old man before he gave
his attention to Van.

rpHE Phantom made no resistance. Like
<= McClintock, his own arms were pulled
behind him and bound tightly.

“You can do the same thing with their
legs after you've walked them upstairs,”
Sartain told King.

The Phantom realized he was playing
it close. Much too close for mental com-
fort. But he believed that a complete
show of surrender represented the best
bet.

He had his chance—before the bowline
wrapped around his arms and wrists.
Normally, the odds against him wouldn't
have stopped the Phantom. More than
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once he had faced greater danger and
overcome it. But then he had been alone,
with only himself to consider.

Now he was responsible for McClin-
tock’s safety. And, handicapped by the
old man, Van had realized the chances of
getting himself and the other out of the
lobby alive were slim.

Sartain gave King and Leland a nod and
the stocky man’s gun nudged Van.

“Stretch your legs. We're going up-
stairs.”

Lamp in hand, King led the way. Be-
hind him? McClintock walked heavily.
The Phantom followed the old mariner,
Leland behind him. The one who wore
the dark glasses brought up the rear.

Shaky stairs threatened collapse. But
they held while King’s lamp scorched the
shadows of the landing above. He went
down a corridor, stopping before the only
door that didn't sag.

“In here!”

Once more Leland’s automatic dug into
the small of Van’s back. A knee gave him
a forward shove. King had set the lamp
down on a warped chiffonier, the only
article of furniture left in the room they
entered.

Its glow fell on leprous wallpaper, peel-
ing from cracked plaster. Shutters had
been nailed across the broken window.
The musty smell of desolation and deser-
tion caught in the Phantom’s throat.

King completed the job, again handling
McClintock first. Legs and ankles fastened
by the line, the bony man put the heel
of his hand in McClintock’'s weathered
face. He pushed and the old man crashed
to the floor.

King laughed, turning his attention to
the Phantom. In the doorway Sartain
watched with interest. Van ducked the
upsetting hand and dropped to the car-
petless floor.

“That looks well folded in and neat
enough,” the man with the dark glasses
commented. “Suppose we lock the door
and leave them to their meditation.”

King picked up the lamp and the three
went out. The door banged shut behind
them. A rusty key scraped in a rusty
lock. Footsteps died out on the shaky
stairs.

Several minutes elapsed before the
Phantom heard the cars outside being
started. The lapse of the ticked off minutes
worried him. What had detained them
that long? It was not likely they were
walking out of the Woodland Villa with-

out making certain they were closing off
all means of escape for the two in the
second floor room.

Tugging at his bonds, the Phantom’s
narrowed eyes tried to pierce the black-
ness of the shuttered room. Gnawing
worry ground through his brain. What
Sartain had done so far was too easy. The
man with the smoked glasses was too
sadistic, too steeped in murder to walk
carelessly away and leave his victims to a
doom the Phantom could circumvent.

There must be more to Sartain’s plan.
More, he thought, than this simple situa-
tion. What?

“Now,” Jeremy McClintock said, as the
engines of both cars accelerated and then
grew rhythmic, “all we've got to do is get
loose and send the authorities after those
fellers!”

The Phantom didn’t answer. Instead, he
drew several quick breaths. A significant
odor, faint at first but increasing with
every passing second, came sharply to his
nostrils.

The smell of burning wood!

An electrical thrill sprayed through
him. Sartain’s pause downstairs hadn't
been for nothing! The meaning of it was
apparent as a crackling sound struck the
Phantom'’s ears.

PARTAIN had ordered a match struck

to burn down the abandoned hotel!

The building was a tinderbox. A quart
of gasoline, or a kerosene lamp spilled on
the floor, was all that was needed to start
a bonfire which, with the wind as a bel-
lows, would burn the place to the ground
in a roaring conflagration!

“Fire!” McClintock’s exclamation of
alarm rose above the crackle and snap
of the fire below.

The Phantom swung around to him,
clambering from the floor as he heard the
ex-sea captain pull himself erect.

“Pay attention!” Van's tone was sharp
but quiet. “We’'ve got to get out of here—
fast. Back up to me!”

McClintock kept his nerve and head.
Now the heat of the inferno below made
the floor hot under their feet. But the
old sea captain, as self contained as if on
the deck of a fire-filled ship, followed out
the Phantom’s hasty instructions.

He backed up to Van. The Phantom
turned his back. Van’'s fingers touched
the sleeve of McClintock’s coat. He backed
up another few inches. Now his fingers
came in contact with the line lashing the
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old man’s wrists.

The Phantom’s fingers were like steel.
Playing over the line they found the slip
knot King had made. They dug into the
bowline at that point like talons. He
braced himself while he put all of his
superb strength into the task of breaking
the line.

Sweat broke out on his grim face. He
tugged at the knot relentlessly. The heat
of the room increased, but he was hardly
aware of it. Every ounce of power at his
command flowed into his wrenching fin-
gers.

Finally McClintock’s lashings gave. The
old man wriggled out of them.

“Got a knife!” he gasped. “Right here
in my pocket!”

“Use it quick!” Smoke began to billow
into the room. “Hurry!” the Phantom
cried. “Get your legs free and then cut
me loose!”

Choking, McClintock’s knife hacked
away the rope that held his legs. Another
eternity that passed within a fleeting
round of seconds and the Phantom’s blood
circulated again in his arms and legs.

He grabbed McClintock and made a
dash for the door. Getting it open was no
problem. It crashed from its hinges at the
first powerful thrust of his body. He
dragged McClintock out into the corridor,
dazzled by the red, leaping glare of the
inferno rapidly spreading along the hall.

The corridor ended at the south side of
the building. And there, when the Phan-
tom reached a gaping window, he found a
corroded fire ladder.

With little time left, he helped McClin-
tock over the sill and got him on the rungs
of the ladder.

Then, following, he went down it as a
gust of choking smoke and whirling
sparks flamed from the window he had
left!

CHAPTER XV
Chip Goes Into Business

IGHTING the night sky like a
giant ruddy torch, the fire was
bringing spectators to its scene.
Out on the rutted road Van
saw the stab of headlights ap-
proaching. Further away he
heard the wailing siren of fire
apparatus.

Holding Jeremy McClintock’s arm he
moved back into the darkness beyond the
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incandescent glow of the building they
had so narrowly escaped from. Van
searched the space where the fallen tree
lay.

There was no sign of the car he and
McClintock had been brought there in.
Or that of Sartain. He smiled thinly. The
man in the dark glasses hadn't taken any
chances of being stopped and questioned.
By this time both cars were probably
well on their way back to Manhattan.

Van's companion knew a short cut
through the woods that led back to the
main road. As they went along it the
Phantom had a couple of things to explain.

“You've got to keep undercover,” he
told McClintock. “We were left for dead.
We've got to stay that way.”

“Huh?”

“This fits in perfectly with my future
plans,” Van continued. “I risked what we
went through for a reason. That reason
is the man who wore the dark glasses.
He's responsible for the deaths of the
three Parish’s. He’s the murder master—
the one | have to get! Reaching him will
be that much easier if he thinks his plot
worked successfully—that we, like the
hotel, are a heap of ashes!”
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“l understand.” McClintock chuckled
under his breath. “I guess you don’t want
me to set my course for the farm.”

“Haven’t you any place where you can
stay temporarily—out of sight—hidden?”

“Yes. I've got a brother in Pennsyl-
vania. | haven't seen him for quite a spell.
I owe him a visit.”

“This,” the Phantom said, “is the time
to pay it”

Cars rushed past them along the road.
The breeze in their faces was pungent
with the reek of burning wood. The Phan-
tom walked faster, the man beside him
taking another short-cut that led back to
his farm and the car the Phantom had
left there.

“I'm going to take you to town with
me. You’'ll be the guest of Frank Havens,
the newspaper publisher, until you're
ready to leave for your brother’s place in
Pennsylvania. Naturally, Miss Macy, your
housekeeper, can't know anything about
it.”

“Joke on Angie.” McClintock chuckled
again. “She’ll think I've gone back to sea,
like I've threatened whenever she nags
me. She’ll probably tell Seiter I've dis-
appeared. But that's all right. The sheriff
couldn’t find a barnacle on a binnacle if
he had it smack before his eyes!”

Twenty minutes more and they reached
Jeremy McClintock’s farm. There were
no lights in any of the windows. The old

man said, “Gone to bed without even
bothering to leave a light for me! Wim-
men!” he snorted. “I'll take a ship any
time!”

The Phantom’s car was where he'd left
it. The engine made little more than a
whisper when McClintock was on the seat
beside him and he backed cautiously
down the driveway.

Still no light showed in any of the
windows. Without being stopped by the
acidulous voice of the housekeeper, they
reached the road.

Just before the Phantom snapped on
the headlights he glanced out of the rear
window. The red glow in the sky behind
them was only a yellowish, sulphurous
tint now. . . .

With Jeremy McClintock tucked away
safely in Frank Havens’ New York house,
the Phantom was on the job early the
next morning.

His trip down to the Jersey coast had
not been entirely wasted. The meeting
with Sartain made him understand he
was crossing steel with one of the most

astute, intelligent and ruthless killers he
had yet encountered.

Sartain believed the Phantom had per-
ished in the Woodland Villa fire. Presum-
ing he had a free field now there would
be no limit to his exploitations. That was
what the Phantom wanted. He intended
to take full advantage of the break.

RST, Van altered his disguise a trifle.

A clever touch of a skin crayon here
and there, a different twist to his mouth,
a new slant to his eyes and the face he
had created earlier became the counte-
nance of another man.

A complete change of clothing and the
Phantom hurried off to meet Chip Dorian.
Their rendezvous was in Bryant Park, on
a bench close to the Public Library.

Chip led off with, “Here’s the dope on
the telephone number Steve checked for
ypu,” after the Phantom identified him-
self.

The piece of paper he handed Van read,
Seagate Restaurant, Broadway, 75th
Street.

The Phantom looked at it with a frown.
So that was the Endicott call number Le-
land had long-distanced from the Eagle
Inn at Poma. He glanced up at Chip.

“1 dropped in awhile ago,” Dorian said.
“The guy that runs it is a Greek. He
didn't remember any long distance call.
Or,” he added, “he couldn’t place the two
men the hackie described.”

The Phantom switched to a new subject.
This was a plan that he had been mentally
preparing since his return from Michigan.

“I'm going to put you in the brokerage
business, Chip.” »

He went on to explain rapidly. Frank
Havens owned the Paragon Building on
lower Broadway. There was an empty
office on its seventeenth floor, furnished
and with a telephone. Chip, under the
name of Clinton Gurney, was to open for
business there immediately.

Dorian, puzzled, listened intently.

“What's the angle?” he queried.

The Phantom gave him an advertise-
ment he had composed, mentioning that
it was to be inserted in the financial sec-
tions of all Manhattan’s newspapers.

Chip read what Van had typed. It said:

CLINTON GURNEY
Odd Lot Specialist
Currently Offering:
1200 Atlantic Can
1500 Magnalux Gold
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1000 American-Alaska
650 General Qil
Suite 1710 Paragon Bldg.

“Magnalux Gold!” Dorian nodded. “I
get it! That's the bait!”

“If the mine plays as important a part
as | think it does,” the Phantom said,
“you’ll get action on that before long. The
idea, of course, is to do some top stalling
when anyone inquires about the fifteen
hundred shares of Magnalux. Communi-
cate with me, through Mr. Havens, the
minute you have a nibble.”

“Right. What about the elephant ad?
Shall | keep it running?”

“Yes. And see Mr. Havens right away
about your new office in the Paragon.”

Chip hurried away and the Phantom
satisfied his plan would soon be working
took the subway uptown for a look at
the Seagate Restaurant and a word with
its Greek proprietor.

But, as it had been with Dorian, the
Greek supplied no information. He was
either playing it smart or really didn't
know anything.

* * * *

Richard Curtis Van Loan, tall, hand-
some and sleekly turned out in dinner
clothes that accented his slim physique,
sat on the terrace of the Landlubbers
Club, a cool lime and seltzer within reach.

Opposite, Muriel Havens, her white
evening gown a pale blur in the dusk?
tapped time to the rhythm of the band
inside. Muriel’'s starry eyes were full of
dreams. She couldn’t remember when she
had been happier. To-night everything
seemed to combine to make her spirits
soar and her pulses beat faster.

The Landlubbers Club, whose mem-
bers were an exclusive group of Blue
Book names, was housed in a modernistic,
three story building above the turgid
crawl of the East River. It was located
in a neighborhood not far from the famous
Parish mansion.

T ISTENING to the music, Van's mind

wandered from the awninged terrace,
the girl opposite and the moonlight on
the river. A restless impatience filled him.
He couldn’'t remember any case the Phan-
tom Detective had taken that was so bar-
ren of results as this latest one.

The sinister Sartain, his killings for the
moment concluded, had apparently evap-
orated into thin air. Van believed he
knew now how Inspector Gregg felt when
a case bogged down and left him sus-
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pended in mid air.

Watching Van, Muriel pursed her vivid
lips.

“The most peculiar thing has happened,
Dick,” she began. “Remember the other
night when we had dinner at the Purple
Lantern?”

Van knew what was coming and braced
himself. “Yes, of course.”

“You pointed out a quaint old charac-
ter. Said he looked like something out
of one of Joseph Conrad’s sea stories.”

“lI remember. He also made the ship
models in the bottles that you looked at
What about him?”

“He’'s been a guest at our house!”
Muriel said. “He left this morning—to go
to Pennsylvania.”

“Really?” Van tried to sound surprised.

“I've been wondering,” Muriel con-
tinued, “if you knew anything about Cap-
tain McClintock.”

“Why should I know?”

“I've had the queerest feeling,” Muriel
said, “that you did. 1 don't know why.
Perhaps because you’'ve been hiding out
the last few days. And Dad has been
secretive about you whenever 1 asked
what you were doing.”

Van looked at her narrowly. Her ques-
tions were getting a little too close for
comfort. Muriel combined beauty with
brains. The one thing that Van Loan had
always guarded against was arousing her
suspicions that, behind the easy, carefree
life he led as Dick Van Loan, might be a
qgueer, puzzling something that would
make her delve deeper to find an ex-
planation.

He dissembled quickly. Giving her arm
a hug, he said in his most casual tone,
“If you must know the truth, your father
and | are about to launch a stock-market
deal. I'm disposing of certain holdings,
under his advisement, to buy something
more lucrative. It has to be done with
care, so the prices won't be affected. And
I'm afraid Wall Street is on to our plans.”

“Oh, money!” Muriel wrinkled her tip-
tilted nose. To Van'’s relief her expression
lost its suspicion. She laughed. “lIsn't
anyone ever satisfied with vhat they
have? Why do they always need more—
and more?”

“With the price of living as it is,” Van
said, “the word ‘enough’ has been erased
from the English language!”

They joined the others on the polished
floor, Van breathing more freely. But his
peace of mind, so far as Muriel was con-
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cerned, was not to last too long.

The dance was hardly over and they
were on their way back to the terrace
when one of the club servants stepped up
to Van.

“Telephone, Mr. Van Loan.”

Van excused himself, aware of Muriel’s
glance, and entered the booth in the foyer
on the floor above. He pushed the door
shut, expectancy beginning to tingle with-
in him.

“Hello?” Van suspected who it was be-
fore Havens answered. Only the publisher
knew where he and Muriel were.

“Dorian has some information for you!”
Frank Havens spoke tersely. “He wants
to see you immediately.”

Van's brows went together. “That's
going to be difficult, breaking away from
Muriel. Something has made her slightly
suspicious. I've gotten her over it, but to
break away now isn't going to do me any
good. Unless,” he added, “you handle it.”

“You mean—"

“Think of something that will take her
home. And you’d better think fast.”

A minute passed. Then Havens said,
“Ask her to come to the phone.”

Van hurried down the stairs and went
out to the terrace. “It's your father,
Muriel. He wants to speak to you. Says
it's important.”

Her conversation was brief. When she
hung up and emerged from the booth,
Van Loan saw her pretty face wore a look
of disappointment.

“Isn’'t that the darnest thing. I've got
to leave. And just when | was having
such a good time. Do you mind very
much, Dick?”

“Orders is orders!” He shrugged. “I'm
disappointed, too. But no matter. There
are other nights on the calendar. Get
your wrap and I'll have the starter bring
the car around.”

rTrHEY were across Park Avenue when

Van, soft-pedaling his real curiosity,
carelessly asked the reason for their
return trip. Muriel laughed under her
breath.

“Dad wants to go through some ac-
counts. They're in a trunk in the attic and
he can't find the key. Wouldn't you know
he’'d have to pick tonight to start rummag-
ing around. And | haven't the faintest
idea where the keys are. It'll probably
take until morning to dig them up.” She
sighed, “Oh, well, as you say there will
be more nights, | hope.”

“A lot more,” Van whispered.

At the Havens’ home, he said good-
night to Muriel who hurried upstairs.
The owner of the Clarion, seeing him to
the door, made sure no one was listening
when he spoke quickly:

“Chip’s at the Green Spot—waiting. |
told him you'd be there as soon as pos-
sible.”

“Thanks. I'll make it speedy.” Van said,
“You don't know what it's about?”

“No, but from his tone,” Havens said,
“it's evidently important.”

Twenty minutes slid by before the
Phantom was back in disguise, out of his
sky-high suite and on his way to Times
Square. Hope kindled in him as the taxi
took him across town. Two days had
gone by since Chip in the role of Clinton
Gurney, Odd Lot Specialist, had opened
for business in the Paragon Building.

Now, Van told himself, the masquerade
was about to bear results. It must be
that!

It was the theater-clocking hour along
Broadway. Crowds filled the pavements.
The traffic was a glittering stream bound
north and south. The Phantom paid his
cab driver and, dropping off at the corner,
hurried to the tavern whose back room he
used so frequently.

He found Dorian, a beer in front of
him, watching the door impatiently. Chip
relaxed a trifle when the one he had been
waiting for joined him and sat down.

“Just got your message through Mr.
Havens,” the Phantom said. “Somebody’s
after the stock?”

Chip shook his head. “No, not yet. This
is the elephant ad. Believe it or not, I've
had a nibble on it from a dame.”

The Phantom leaned closer. “Give me
the particulars.”

Dorian said that a few minutes before
five that afternoon the woman who man-
aged the boarding house where he rented
a furnished room had called him to say a
Miss Delson had telephoned in reference
to his advertisement in the Clarion.

“Mrs. Smith—she’s my landlady—told
me the Delson party had left a telephone
number for me to call. It was the Mar-
grave Apartments on West End Avenue.”

“What did she say?”

‘That the jeweled elephant was here.
She lost it off a bracelet. I'm to see her
tonight, between midnight and one o’-
clock, at a night spot called the Silver
Sleigh. Know it?”

The Phantom nodded. The Silver Sleigh,
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a popular resort, was across from the
Stuyvesant Theater and the cab stand
where Eddie Nolan usually parked his
taxi.

“Vaguely. I've never been in it. You
told her you'd be there?”

“Yes. Her full nhame is Suwanee Del-
son. She’s one of the entertainers. She
wants me to stop around at her dressing
room after she finishes the late show.”

“Good.” The tingle the Phantom had
felt on his trip across town grew. “We’'ll
both keep the appointment, at the same
time but separately.”

“But what about the elephant?”

“Tell her you didn’t bring it with you.
You wanted to make sure she was really
the one who lost it. Ask her to give you
an identification—the size and shape, kind
of jewels and so forth. If she can identify
it, and will pay you a substantial reward,
you'll meet her tomorrow and turn it
over to her. That's the line.”

“Sounds good,” Chip said, with a glance
at the electric clock. “We'd better stick
around here for a half hour longer.”

rpHIRTY minutes later Dorian entered
u: the Silver Sleigh. He was greeted by
the hot licks of a noisy band, a blast of
tobacco smoke and a rumbling monotone
of voices, clink of crockery and applause
that told him the late floor show was still
on.

Fortunately, the Silver Sleigh wasn't
one of those places where a reservation
was necessary. The management had a
policy of never turning any patron away.
Somehow they were sandwiched in.

A headwaiter who looked like an ex-
pugilist, particularly around the ears,
gave Chip a crooked smile when he came
from behind the smoke screen.

“Single?” When Dorian nodded, he
said, “This way, mister.”

THREE GREAT DETECTIVES —

Chip followed him down a center aisle,
dodging waiters en route. A small table
tucked in a corner proved to be his de-
stination. He was seated, a wine list
shoved in his hand and left to his own
devices.

Dorian looked at the lighted triangle of
dance floor. To do that he had to peer
over the heads and shoulders of those at
the tables between him and the perfor-
mers. He caught a glimpse of a line of
curvaceous girls hoofing to the beat of
the band. Girls, Dorian saw, whose cos-
tumes were intended for tropic climes.

He moved his glance, looking for the
Phantom. Van had told him not to bother
about him. Dorian relaxed, remembering
his instructions.

Finally a perspiring waiter got around
to take his order. Chip made it a fancy
drink and said, “Suwanee Delson been
on yet?”

“Next number.” The waiter shuffled off.

The dancing girls clogged off and the
lights turned to deep purple. A small
white piano was wheeled out from be-
hind the band’s dais. There was a break
in the grumble of voices. Then mounting
applause as, from behind scarlet curtains,
a girl stepped into view.

Dorian raised himself to see better. He
stared with frank and open interest at
Suwanee Delson. She was a rather tall,
willowy blond dressed in a golden gown
that clung to her as if she’d been born in
it. Her skin was very white in the purple
fight, her smile warm but shadowy. She
acknowledged the applause and sat down
before the piano.

She began to sing in a husky, torchy
voice. It was some specially written num-
ber with a patter chorus. Chip sampled
the contents of the glass the waiter set
down beside him and listened.
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She sang two encores and then, with the
stamp of feet and beat of hands following
her off, disappeared between the scarlet
curtains.

Her exit, Dorian knew, was his cue.
She had finished her act.

His was about to begin!

CHAPTER XVI
Call foh King

HIP subdued his excitement,
paid his check and asked how
he could get around to the
dressing room. The waiter
stabbed him with a cold eye.
Evidently the question had
been asked before.

“Look, bud. If you've got
ideas—"

“I've got an appointment with Miss
Delson,” Dorian said.

Something in his tone was convincing.
The waiter coughed, said that made it
different and gave directions.

Chip went back to the foyer. On the
way his eyes darted to the right and left.
But they didn’t see anything of the Phan-
tom. He purposely walked slowly figur-
ing that if the Phantom wanted to follow
he’'d have little difficulty.

At the right side of the foyer, beyond
the bulge of the coat room, a fireproof
door opened on a narrow passage. Dor-
ian started down it.

It took him past the back of the kitchen,
into a wide recess with an entrance open-
ing onto an alley. That was for deliveries,
also the Silver Sleigh’'s employees. Chip
kept on, mounting a few steps and open-
ing another door that gave on a hall lined
with dressing rooms.

The band music was a far off murmur.
In Chip’s ears sounded the laughter and
conversation drifting out from some of
the doors that were open. He looked
around, trying to determine which was
Suwanee Delson’s.

He was still hesitating when a small
brunette, a lighted cigarette dangling from
her lipsticked mouth, loomed up in a door-
way across the hall. She spied Chip and
spoke around the cigarette:

“Looking for somebody?”

“Miss Delson.”

The brunette pointed, Chip thanked
her and knocked on the next to last door
on the opposite side of the corridor.

The door opened after a minute

Suwanee Delson, the gold gown replaced
by a pale blue robe, looked at him quiz-
zically.

“I'm Bennett.” Chip gave her the name
that went with the telephone number in
the lost and found advertisement.

She thawed, opening the door wider.
“Come in, Mr. Bennett. Let me clear off
a chair so you can sit down.”

The dressing room, small and con-
stricted, seemed to overflow with her
belongings. Three trunks more than filled
it.

There was also a triple-mirrored make-
up table, a bench in front of it and the
wicker chair from which she began to
remove articles of her personal apparel.

Chip sat down. Now that he was actual-
ly face to face with her, he instinctively
went on guard. The Phantom wanted him
to handle this meeting cleverly, with fi-
nesse. There couldn't be any mistakes.
Dorian had an idea that the Phantom
was counting on what developed from it.

He let her start the conversation. Grow-
ing even more affable, Suwanee Delson
seated herself on the bench before the
dressing table. Her small bare feet were
tucked in wooly white slippers. Where
the blue robe parted, Dorian was allowed
a glimpse of symmetrical legs.

“You brought the elephant?”

“You said you'd identify it,” Chip coun-
tered.

“I will. It was my good luck charm. It
was given me by someone | think a lot of.
| always wore it on my bracelet. Since |
lost it in that taxi I—I've had nothing but
bad breaks. Maybe I'm superstitious
about it. Maybe there’s something in it—
luck, I mean.”

She went on to describe the elephant
in such a way that Chip knew she had
seen it enough times to know all about it.
She mentioned the ring in its back, the
way it was carved and its approximate
size.

“There are forty-eight diamonds in it
| don't suppose you counted them, but I
did.”

Dorian managed a smile. “l guess it's
yours all right. How about the reward?
On the phone you said you'd make it
worth my while.”

“How about fifty dollars?”

Chip frowned. “Only'fifty bucks?”

Suwanee Delson’s violet eyes narrowed
behind a hedge of mascaraed lashes. "How
much did you have in mind?”

“A couple of hundred.”
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A COLD, hard smile seemed to freeze

the corners of her brick red mouth.
She reached for a cigarette, lighted it and
inhaled.

“l told you I'd pay for its return. |
didn’t mean to buy it back. | only lost
it—remember?”

“Just the same,” Chip murmured, "if
it's important to your luck it ought to be
worth two C notes.”

“All right,” she said suddenly, “you give

me the elephant and I'll give you what
you want.”
Dorian said, “Okay. I'll turn it over to

you tomorrow." Any time or place you
say.”

“You didn’t bring it with you?” The
girl leaned forward. “What's the idea?”

Chip forced a laugh. “For one thing, |
wanted to make sure it really was yours.
For another, | didn't want to take any
chances on losing it. 1 didn’'t know what
kind of a set-up | might walk into.”

She apparently turned that over in her
mind. The cigarette between her mahog-
any tipped fingers made a mushroom of
pearly smoke. The shaded lights on the
makeup table caressed her pale gold hair.
Watching her, Chip saw she was an at-
tractive dame. But in a hard, wise way.

“Just a minute.” Suwanee Delson
reached for what Chip saw was a house
telephone. She put a rubber circle to her
ear and kept her finger over a button

until a voice crackled in the receiver.
“Joe. This is Suwanee. Is King with
you?”

“Yeah, he’s here.”
“Tell him to come back to my dressing
room. Right away.” She hung up and

turned back to Dorian. “I'll let you talk
to a friend of mine.”
Inwardly, Chip stiffened. The name

“King” was familiar. The Phantom had
mentioned it a couple of times in connec-
tion with the case. King, Chip was aware,
was the tall, bony man who had done the
gun work on Pier 800, one of the two he
had checked on at the Plymouth without
result.

Without change of expression, he
waited. But, the crawl of his nerves as
they tightened, filled his mind with spe-
culative questions. Why had she called
King in? What was due to happen?

He didn’'t have to wait too long for his
answer.

A minute or more passed and then
there was a knock on the door. Suwanee
Delson said, “Come on in,” and the cada-

verous King, his sneer accentuating the
skull-and-crossbones look on his sunken
face, entered.

“This is Mr. Bennett.” The blond in-
dicated Chip with a move of her cigarette.
“He’s the one who found my elephant.
But he didn’'t bring it with him.”

“Why not?” King's eyes roamed over
Dorian, sizing him up with one appraising
glance.

“He thought he might lose it or I might
not be the one who lost it. And he wanted
to make sure he got two hundred bucks
reward.”

“That's a lot of dough.” King’'s mouth
twisted.

“I'm willing to pay it.” Suwanee Del-
son flicked the ash from her cigarette.
“He wants to hand it over tomorrow. But
I'm busy tomorrow—got a rehearsal com-
ing up. | want it tonight.”

“Sure.” King looked at Chip. “Where’s
the elephant?”

¥ Home.”

“How about you and Mr. King getting
it?” Suwanee Delson said. She reached
for her alligator bag, draped over one of
the posts of the makeup table by a strap.
She opened that and counted some money
out of it She tossed that over to King.
“Two hundred. Check it to make sure.
Give it to him when you get Jumbo.”

“Right” King stuck the money in his
pocket, nodding to Chip. ,rLet’s go, pal.”

Dorian got up. He said good-night to
the girl in the blue robe and let the bony
man lead the way out to the halL With
every step, Dorian’'s mind blazed with
thoughts.

He knew he was in a spot. Whatever
he did had to be done fast and without
mistakes.

A slip on his part meant another of the
soft-nosed lead bullets!

In him!

* * *

When Chip had left his table at the Sil-
ver Sleigh, the Phantom had also gotten
up and moved to a position where he had
a glimpse of Dorian. He saw him go
through the fireproof door, paid his own
check and followed.

WTien he reached the dressing rooms,
Van was in time to see Chip enter the one
Suwanee Delson occupied.

Van kpew he had to act fast. At any
moment the floor show girls would be
coming out again. His presence there
might be embarrassing. He didn’t want to
have to explain to any of the bouncers
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what his purpose was.

Swiftly he ran an eye over the sills of
the many doors. One, diagonally across
from Suwanee Delson’s cubicle, had no
light showing along it. Its door was closed
but opened at a turn of its knob.

The Phantom stepped into it and left
the door on a crack. He used his pocket
torch to get a glimpse of his surroundings.
No trunks or costumes were in view. The
room was not in use by any of the per-
formers.

Close to the door, the Phantom kept liis
gaze trained on the dressing room oppo-
site. Minutes passed. Five—ten. Sudden-
ly he felt the stir of his pulses. A man
was coming down the hall—a tall, bony
character with a cadaverous face and a
leering smirk.

King!

The Phantom’s eyes narrowed. For an
instant he was tempted to step out of his
concealment and take the play away from
Dorian. But he knew better than to risk
a premature move that might ruin what-
ever Dorian was working on.

AN had the utmost confidence in

Chip’s ability to handle the situation.
He controlled his impulse and waited.

Another few minutes passed and then
the gaunt King, with Dorian beside him,
emerged from the dressing room. Van
heard what King was saying as they
turned left on the corridor:

“We'll hop a cab and run over to your
place—"

Dorian murmured something in reply
and both passed out of view.

The Phantom inched the door open. For
a brief interval he hesitated. Bate had
rolled the dice again and King had turned
up.
Should he follow?
He shook his head. The pattern was
still to let Chip Dorian play it his way.
The Phantom’s eyes focused on the door
af the room Chip and King had left.

The girl behind it knew something. If
she were stringing along with Sartain,
fronting for him in an effort to get the
little jeweled elephant back, she repre-
sented a direct link with the master-
killer. Which, in the final analysis, the
Phantom considered more important than
chasing after Dorian and King.

Time passed.

The girls of the chorus came out and
streamed down the hall, putting last min-
ute touches to their costumes en route.

Still Suwanee Delson remained in her
room.

It was when Van had almost decided
the blond was remaining there indefinite-
ly that he saw a man heave into view in
that portion of the corridor Dorian and
King had left by.

There was no mistaking the stocky fig-
ure and yellow face. It was Leland!

Nerves tight, the Phantom watched Le-
land stop in front of the door opposite. He
knocked with his knuckles, calling out,
“It’'s me, Suwanee. All right to come in?”

Evidently it was. Leland stepped into
the room and the door closed behind him.
The Phantom came to a quick decision.
Suwanee Delson’s door had hardly shut
before his was open and he was across
the passage.

From the dressing room Van glided up
to, he heard voices. Leland’s almost jovial
tones as he said, “How about a drink
somewhere before | take you home?”

Suwanee Delson said, “That'’s all right
with me, after | telephone your friend.”

“What about?” Leland queried.

“His elephant. | expect to get it back
for him before tomorrow.”

“Yeah. He'll like that. He thinks the
bad breaks he’s had lately are on account
of losing it.”

Suwanee Delson began to explain how
King had gone off to get the trinket as
the Phantom’s fingers closed over the
knob of her door.

It was unlocked. The latch clicked back
and the Phantom entered the room.

For an instant neither the blond girl
nor the short man saw him. Leland was
lighting a cigarette, striking a match on
the No Smoking sign besids him. Suwa-
nee Delson, dressed for the street, was
putting on a short, summer fur jacket and
had her back to the door.

Leland, turning as he blew out the
match, saw the Phantom and let the ciga-
rette drop.

The gun in Van's hand covered him.
The Phantom said:

“All right, Leland. Freeze and keep
your hands away from your pockets!”

The yellow face sagged. Leland’s moody
eyes went completely blank. He obeyed
like one in a trance. On the floor his ciga-
rette smoldered until Van put his foot on
it

“Who's this guy?” The blond girl's
voice was thin and suddenly harsh.

“A dick!” Leland got the word out
stiffly.
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“The dick!” the Phantom cut in. “Con-
venient of you to drop around! We'll—"

Suwanee Delson acted fast. While the
Phantom’s gaze focused on Leland, the
blond girl reached up and snapped off the
lights in the dressing room. Then, as
blackness came quickly, she Kkicked a
chair in the Phantom’s direction and made
a dash for the door.

TTHE chair tangled Van’'s long legs. He

tried to get around it as Leland went
into action. The stocky man saw his
chance and seized it. Snarling a curse he
made a forward lunge at the same instant
the Phantom, knocked momentarily off
balance by his collision with the chair,
dropped his arm slightly.

Leland had his own gun out the next
breath-take. He squeezed its trigger as he
lunged forward. A flash of flame dazzled
the Phantom. Lead whined perilously
close to his head. Then Leland collided
with him, trying to jam his gun into the
Phantom’s body for a second, sure shot.

The man’s breath, hot and panting, blew
in the phantom’s face. Close-locked, Le-
land’s left hand over his gun wrist, Van
used his own free hand to tear the auto-
matic from the stocky man’s clenched fin-
gers. -

For all of his rotund build, the other’
man was strong, hard as nails. Desper-
ation added to his power. He fought with
all the tricks of his criminal trade, using
his knees, his body and head in a frenzied
effort to hang onto his gun and beat the
Phantom off.

They crashed into the dressing table,
caromed off and thudded against a wall.
In the black, Van, on the defensive, saved
his own strength and waited for the mo-
ment he knew must come. That was when
Leland’'s first savage onslaught slowed
down.

Inch by inch, foot by foot, the Phantom
gave ground, waiting.

Battering him, Leland forced him across
the small room. Van saw his strategem.
Leland was trying to maneuver so he
could get to the door. Unfortunate for
him, Suwanee Delson had slammed it shut
after her. But the stocky man was trying
to get close to it—close enough to tear it
open and dive through it for a getaway.

Near his objective, Leland began to tire.
The Phantom sensed an ebbing of his for-
mer ferocity. This was the minute Van
had been expecting. In a flash he shifted
from the defense to an offensive attack,

ripping into Leland with all the strength
at his command.

The gun slipped from Leland’s loosen-
ing fingers. Getting a throat hold, Van
put relentless force into his throttling
hands. A minute or two of that was all
that was needed.

With a strangled moan Leland reeled
back. The Phantom felt him grow limp
in his grasp. He let him go and the stocky
man with the yellow face collapsed like a
punctured balloon.

Outside the corridor was full of activ-
ity. Somebody banged the door open and
switched on the lights. Two waiters,
flanked by some of the floor show girls,
peered in. A man, dark and suave, with
plenty of authority, pushed the waiters
aside and hurried in.

“What's going on here?” His voice was
high pitched and indignant. “What's this
all about?”

The Phantom dragged Leland to a sit-
ting position and reached for the gun he
had dropped.

“Call Headquarters!” he ordered sibil-
antly. “Get Inspector Gregg for me!”

CHAPTER XVII
Murder Gun

XACTLY one hour after the
surprise capture he made at
the Silver Sleigh, Van got out
of a cab in front of Chip Dor-
ian’s boarding house. That was
in the middle Fifties, on the
West Side. The house stood
near the end of the block, dark

from cellar to roof.

The Phantom was reluctant to disturb
Chip’s landlady but there was nothing he
could do about it. He made his ring short,
repeating it at intervals until, finally,
lights came on in the vestibule and the
door opened.

An elderly woman, bundled in a flan-
nel kimono stared at the Phantom uncer-
tainly.

“I'm sorry to bother you, Mrs. Smith.
Has Mr. Dorian come back yet?”

Mrs. Smith shook her head. Her frown
disappeared. Chip was a favorite of hers,
her star boarder. She knew he had some-
thing to do with police investigations but
she wasn't quite sure what it was. How-
ever, she remembered he had told her
that any time a man calling himself “Mr.
Gray” presented himself at the house he
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was to be admitted at once.

“You're—"

“My name is Gray.”

“Mr. Dorian isn't here. Would you like
to come in and wait?”

She ushered the Phantom into the front
parlor, turned on a silk-shaded floorlamp
and told him to make himself comfort-
able.

He thanked her and she excused her-
self and left him to his own devices.

The Phantom wandered impatiently
around the room. A half hour passed.
Then an hour—with no sign of Chip.

He began to worry. For all of Dor-
ian’s ability to take care of himself there
was always a first time when something
could go wrong. Van knew King's cali-
ber. The slightest suspicion on his part
and Dorian would be taken care of.

These grinding thoughts pounded
through the Phantom’s mind while an-
other quarter hour went by. He was al-
most sure that the worst had happened
when, a couple of minutes later, he heard
footsteps outside on the pavement. They
came up the stoop, ending in the tinkle
rfkeys. The front door opened and closed
with careful quiet.

Van was at the parlor door when Chip
moved into the hall. He couldn’t hide
the smile of relief that flashed across his
disguised face.

“I've been waiting almost two hours.
What happened?”

“Plenty!” Dorian’s tone was tight.

In the parlor, he told his story rapidly.
Beginning with King’s coming to the
dressing room of the Silver Sleigh, Chip
didn’'t leave out a detail.

“King asked me where | lived. | gave
him an address in Greenwich Village.
The Westover Court Apartments. All the
way down there | did some fast think-
ing. | figured King was a sharp operator,
that 1 had to have plenty on the ball to
slip him and put my own plan into play.”

He stopped to draw a breath. The
Phantom said, “Keep going,” and Dorian
continued:

“The taxi pulled in at the Westover
Court. | had the door open and stepped
out while King was telling the driver to
wait. | went across the pavement like
Man O’ War in his top speed days. Across
and into the building. | didn't stop—I
kept on going. | used to have a friend
who lived there and | knew there was a
stairway back of the elevator shaft that
went down to the basement and no hall

men to tell King where I'd vanished
Everything self-service.”

He laughed under his breath. The Phan-
tom asked, “What else?”

Rl went through the basement and
came up on the service-delivery entry, off
the court. | froze there, keeping an eye
on King's waiting taxi. He spent about
ten minutes looking for me. Figuring, |
guess, I'd popped into one of the apart-
ments. Then he went back to the cab and
it drove off—with me following in an-
other heap.”

Something in Dorian’s voice made the
Phantom give him a quick look. He wait-
ed. Chip resumed:

“It was a merry chase. King was evi-
dently looking for somebody. The only
barroom he didn't miss between Thirty-
fifth and Fifty-ninth hasn't opened yet.
I stuck with him all the way and got paid
off.”

“What do you mean?”

“l know where he lives!” Chip’s tone
was vibrant. “When he left the last foam-
ery the taxi took him up to Seventy-
third, off Columbus. Second house in
from the corner, south side of the street.
Believe it or not, his name’s over a mail
box in the vestibule!”

VAN gripped Dorian’s hand. “Nice go-
ing, Chip. You've been a big help.”
He reached for his hat. “Keep me advised
on the Magnalux matter. I'm sure some-
thing will break soon.”

He stopped speaking and Dorian saw
his brows draw together.

“What's the matter?”

“I'm thinking of Miss Delson. She
called you here in reference to the ad.
That means King can check back and
know where you really live. | don't like
that. He’s sure to follow through.”

“What do you suggest?”

“A temporary change of locale, for
you. You'd better hole in at some small
hotel or another boarding house. And be-
fore too long.”

Chip nodded. “I will, if you think that's
the thing to do.”

“Have Steve get in touch with me early
tomorrow at the Clarion.”

With that the Phantom said good-night
and let himself out.

A short time later he was approach-
ing the apartment house where Chip had
tailed King. Van, with a glance to make
sure he wasn't being followed or being
watched, stepped into the vestibule. His
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ncil flash roamed over the battery of

ass mail-boxes. As Dorian had told
him, the name edward king was in the
slot over one, with the apartment number
printed after it.

The Phantom turned to the front door.
It was unlocked, unlatched. He pushed
it open and started up the stairs, toward
the second floor and King's rooms. The
building was wrapped in quiet. The faint
night sounds of the crowded city came as
if from a distance. The stairs were wide,
carpeted. It was an old fashioned apart-
ment house, not bad, not good. Van
reached the second floor and stopped.

An electric light in a translucent ceil-
ing bowl gave faint illumination. But
enough for his keen eyes to pick out the
door bearing the number corresponding
with that on the mail-box in the vesti-
bule.

He moved in close to the door. Behind
it was Lyda Parish’s killer! One more
figure in the complex diagram of the mur-
der conspiracy!

His hand moved out to the knob. The
door was locked as he had expected. Van
calculated quickly. A half hour, at least,
had elapsed since Chip had tailed King
to the building—time enough for the sin-
ister, cadaverous Kkiller to have retired.

The Phantom reached for his master-
key. He had hardly gotten it out of his
pocket when a new sound, abrupt and
sudden, came to him.

In King's apartment the telephone be-
gan to ring.

Its metallic jingle continued. King
didn’'t answer it. The Phantom’s brows
drew together. That was significant. May-
be the gaunt, sneering man had come in
and gone out.

The master-key slid into the door’s
lock. A twirl of the mechanism on its
shank and the key was ready for use.
The Phantom turned it and the lock
snapped back. At the same moment he
eased the knob over and pushed the door
open.

The telephone had stopped ringing, but
the room the Phantom glided into seemed
full of its brazen echoes. He stood mo-
tionless, shrouded in complete blackness,
for a full minute, his ears strained, his
eyes trying to penetrate the enveloping
dark.

Warm air, heavy with the scent of
habitation filled his nostrils. He let the
sixtieth second tick away before moving.
No sound came to him through the shoals

of the gloom. Nothing to indicate that
King, a deep sleeper, had not heard the
telephone.

The Phantom’s flash sliced the black.
Its narrow beam, magnified by a special
lens, darted inquiringly around. It passed
over an accumulation of furniture and
fastened on an open doorway opposite
where he stood.

That opened onto a short passage. A
bathroom was to the left, a kitchenette
to the right and King’s bedroom beyond.

npHE flashlight wandered over the bed.

Its flowered counterpane hadn’t been
disturbed. A suit of clothes, back from
the cleaner, was draped on a wire hanger
from the footboard of the bed. On a
dresser was a pile of laundry and what
seemed to be the contents of pockets
emptied out there.

Interested, the Phantom went back to
the living room. A lamp with a mica
shade was faintly warm to his touch.
That meant King had come in, stayed a
few minutes and gone out again.

Van pulled the lamp’s dangling chain.
The light came on and brought the room
into clear view. It was a typical furnished
apartment job. Like the building, not
good, not bad.

He started systematically to check on
his surroundings. He figured he didn't
have too much time. If King were to get
any sleep that night he’'d have to come
back soon. Which meant, the Phantom
saw, that he had no time to waste.

The living room yielded nothing of any
value to him. But he had better luck
when he turned off the lamp there and
lit a pink-shaded affair that stood on a
maple table in the bedroom.

From the litter on the dresser’'s top he
picked up a folded telegram. Before he
smoothed it out he eyed a stack of change,
movie theater stubs, a couple of news-
paper clippings from the Clarion that had
to do with the death of Lyda Parish and
a crumpled package of cigarettes.

Van held the telegram to the light. It
was from someone who signed himself
Sam Granby. It said:

LEAVING TODAY FOR NORTH FREELING. WILL
GET IN TOUCH WITH YOU LATER. EXPECT
COOPERATION IN GIVING ME CLEAR FIELD.

The Phantom’s eyes narrowed. He
folded the telegram back in its original
creases and put it where he had found it
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before resuming his examination of the
bedroom.

While he took a quick look in the
dresser drawers, he kept his ears alert for
sounds of King's return. But nothing
came to them except the murmur of the
metropolis, faint and faraway.

The closet yielded nothing. He thought
of the telegram while he continued cir-
cling the room. There was a drawer in
the table that held the pink shaded lamp.
That was close to the bed. As the Phan-
tom pulled the drawer open he felt the
tightening of his nerves.

Another instant and he had pushed
aside a couple of paper covered novels
and uncovered something that caught and
held his attention.

In the bottom of the shallow drawer
the lamplight shone on the blue steel of
a gun.

The Phantom, familiar with all types of
lethal weapons, recognized it instantly as
a Smith and Wesson product, a revolver
they called the .38/44 Heavy Duty.

He dropped a handkerchief over it and
lifted it out. His eyes took in its details.
Chambered for the entire line of .38 Spe-
cial cartridges, including both the ultra-
modern high-velocity and soft-nose type,
the Phantom knew that the gun he held
had been particularly popular in recent
years with leading State Police Depart-
ments and Highway Patrols.

The* revolver in his hand delivered tre-
mendous power. Its superb balance and
“feel” were given by'its .44 caliber frame
and heavy, reinforced barrel.

Another glance, when he broke it and
looked at its ammunition, sent a thrill
sweeping through him. There were two
empty cartridges in the steel compart-
ments, four still to be used. And these
four, Van saw, were the soft-lead type.

Under the handkerchief his fingers
tightened over the gun’'s checkered wal-
nut butt. Lyda Parish had been shot and
killed by a soft-lead bullet from a .38 gun.
So had Allison, the butler! This gun, the
Phantom knew!

King hadn't ditched the revolver in the
Hudson before leaving the pier. He had
been so sure of slipping away from the
scene that he hadn't bothered to get rid
of it. He had kept it and used it again,
on Allison!

The Phantom stowed the weapon in his
pocket, whirling around as, through the
deep silence, he heard a warning sound.

It came in the form of a key grating in

the same lock his own master-key had
turned so short a time before!

CHAPTER XVIII
Buyers

ANKING hastily on the lamp’s
chain, the Phantom instantly
blacked out the bedroom. Then
Van silently went around the
bed and into the passage. He
was a foot inside the kitchen-
ette when the apartment’s
door opened and closed.

A moment and then the mica shaded
lamp was lighted. From where he stood
the Phantom had a narrow view of the
living room. He saw the tall figure of King
against the lamplight. The man took off
his hat, yawned and sat down in a chair.

After a minute or two he looked up—
and into the muzzle of the Phantom’s gun!

“Your pal, Leland, is waiting for you at
Headquarters!” Van said.

King's cadaverous face was a study in
conflicting emotions. Surprise, dismay,
fear and shock blended into an expression
that made his eyes bulge and his jaw drop.

Facing the Phantom, his resemblance to
the skull-and-crossbones was more appar-
ent than ever.

Van frisked him, moving in close. But
the man had no gun on him. He peered
at the Phantom silently. Then, slowly,
something like awe and understanding
gathered in his eyes.

“You!” he husked. “The way you use
your hands, the way you talk! | was
right! You didn’'t get burned!”

“You'd have found that out if you
hadn’t been in such a hurry to get away!
Come on—get up! We're taking a ride!”

The second prisoner the Phantom turned
over to the Inspector that night made
Gregg’'s bluff face brighten further. At
last the Inspector was getting plenty of
action.

“This man,” Van said, “is Lyda Par-
ish’s Killer. 1 have the gun he did the job
with. | have every reason to believe he
shot and killed the Parish butler with it,
too. | think Ballistics will bear me out.”

“Fine work, Phantom! This will be a
big boost for the Department's morale!”

“The motive,” the Phantom said, “was
money. He was paid by someone else,
someone | expect to turn over to you be-
fore too long. Keep both his arrest and
Leland’s out of the papers until I give you
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the word to release it.”

The Inspector nodded. “I'll do that.”

The Phantom added a few more details
and left the old building on Centre Street.

Steve, waiting at the Clarion the next
morning, knew nothing of the two arrests
the Phantom had engineered the previous
night. The Inspector was following out
Van's order to the letter.

“Chip said you had something new on
the books for me,” Huston said, when Van
met him.

“l want you to drop in at the Silver
Sleigh. That's a night club—"

“l know it.”

“It’s a bit early, but you'll probably find
some of the office help on hand. | want
the home address of a Suwanee Delson.
She’s one of the featured entertainers
there. Tell them you want to do a story
about her for the magazine section. You're
writing a metropolitan survey of the most
popular nighteries. They'll jump at the
chance of some free publicity.”

“What do | do when I get her address?”
Huston queried.

“Stop in and see her. Make an appoint-
ment for an interview later this after-
noon. Then call me. I'll be upstairs with
Mr. Havens.”

“I'll get right after it,” Steve said.

Van left him and went up to the pub-
lisher's private office. While Huston was
in the dark concerning King, the publish-
er, during his early morning conversation
with the Inspector, had learned of the
arrests Gregg had made.

“He tells me everything fits,” Havens
said. “The gun you turned over to him—
the ammunition in it. Same bullets that
were taken out of Lyda Parish and Alli-
son!”

“Did Gregg make the prisoners talk?”
The Phantom sat down.

IAVENS shook his head. “He says he
can't get a word out of either. He
had them on the grill for hours without
results. He couldn’t break them down.”
“Scared but stubborn.” Van smiled
thinly. “They’ll talk and talk plenty when
the right moment comes.”

Frank Havens selected a cigar from the
silver humidor beside him and clipped the
end from it. He struck a match and stared
across at Van.

“First blood.” Havens turned the cigar
over in his fingers. “What next?”

The Phantom didn’'t answer for a min-
ute. Slowly he shifted his gaze from the

sun edging the Venetian blinds.

“Sartain.”

The telephone rang a half hour later
and Steve reported back. Van listened to
what he had to say:

“Miss Delson has been living at the
Hotel Riverton for the past two months.
I'm calling from a pay booth in the lobby
there. She didn't come back last night.
The clerk says her room hasn't been occu-
pied.”

Van understood. The girl wasn’t taking
any chances.

“Okay, Steve. That's all for now.”

Havens pushed aside an editorial he'd
been reading. “No luck?”

Van shrugged as he got up. “l forgot
to tell you,” he said, as if the thought had
just come to him, “I'll probably fly up to
Canada.”

“Canada?” The publisher stared.

“North Freeling. It depends entirely on
how Dorian makes out in his new office.”

“l don’t understand.”

“From the first,” the Phantom said,
“I've been reasonably sure the abandoned
Magnalux has a direct connection with the
Parish murders. | believe I made that
clear. However, it's only a theory. You
know | never base my'deductions on the-
ories. If Chip gets a lead—if someone is
after the gold mine stock—that WiII be
definite enough for my next move.” . ..

In Suite 1710, Chip Dorian looked out
of the lofty window in the Paragon Build-
ing. An attractive young woman named
Eva Shaw had been supplied by Frank
Havens to act as Dorian’s secretary. Chip’s
gaze turned back to his desk when she
rang his telephone.

“A Mr. Clyde on the other wire, Mr.
Gurney,” she said, using Chip’s assumed
name. “It's about your advertisement.”

Dorian picked up the phone.

“Yes, Gurney speaking.”

“My name is Irwin Clyde,” a well mod-
ulated voice stated. “I'm with Armstrong
and Clyde, attorneys, Barclay Building.
I'm interested in your fifteen hundred
shares of Magnalux Gold Mine stock.
What are you asking for them?”

A bite! Chip thought fast.

“Suppose you drop in, Mr. Clyde. I'll
give you the full particulars then.”

“1 will. I'm anxious to get that lot of
stock.”

Chip made an appointment and hung
up.

He jotted down Clyde’s name and the
time of the appointment on his desk memo

”
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pad, and dialed Havens at the Clarion.
Leaving his message with the publisher
to be relayed to the Phantom, Chip had
hardly settled back in his chair before the
girl in the outer office rang him again.

“There’s a gentleman here to see you.
His name is Hobson. It's in reference to
your advertisement.”

Chip rubbed his skin. “Ask him what
particular stock he wants to talk about,
Miss Shaw.”

He waited until the answer came back,
“The Magnalux Gold Mine stock,” the girl
said.

Bite number two! Chip told her to send
the caller in and swung his chair around
to face the door.

It opened slowly and a man entered.

He was tall, well groomed, but the
thing that sent a warning tingle through
Dorian was the pair of dark glasses he
wore. That and the.fact the man who
walked toward his desk fit perfectly with
the description of the master-killer the
Phantom had given him.

Dorian’s nerves tightened, but no trace
of his inner feelings showed in his ex-
pression. Forcing what was meant to be
a smile, Chip waved the man to a chair.

But his heart was hammering when he
asked him what he could do for him.

Unless all signs were wrong, the one
who sat down beside his desk was the
same Sartain the Phantom Detective was
striving to reach!

CHAPTER XIX

Clyde
EALOUS and prompt, Chip
phoned the Clarion. It got

through to Van some twenty
minutes after Dorian had
made it. The Phantom hurried
down to the Paragon Build-
ing. He found Dorian strange-
ly excited.

“It was your man all right!” Chip said.
“A perfect fit for your description even to
the tiny blue mark on his lip!”

“What did you tell him?”

“He’s to come back at four this after-
noon. | stalled him. I told him I had an-
other customer. One who had called be-
fore he did. That was Clyde, the lawyer.”

“You didn't tell Sartain who the cus-
tomer was?” Van asked quickly. “You
didn’t mention names.”

“No.” Dorian moved uneasily in his

chair. “l didn't have to. Unfortunately,
| had jotted Clyde’s name and address on
that memo pad. Before | could cover it
up | could see the dark glasses looking
at it.”

The Phantom’s brows drew together.
Thoughtfully, he said, “I don’t like that,
but there’s nothing to be done about it
now. At four o’clock? So far, so good.
I'll be here when ‘Hobson’ returns.”

“What do | tell him when he comes
back?”

“I'll do the talking,” Van said grimly.

Dorian nodded. “And I tell Clyde, when
he calls, the stock’'s been sold. By the
way, who is he?”

“lrwin Clyde,” the Phantom said,
Mrs. Carver Parish’s attorney!”

Chip’s eyes widened. He waited but
Van offered no further explanation.

At ten to four that afternoon the Phan-
tom paid a second visit to Suite 1710. This
time he took a seat in the outer office,
opened a magazine and settled down to
wait. By now Sartain probably was aware
that both Leland and King were no long-
er at his disposal. Time was running out
on the wearer of the dark glasses. He had
to act and act fast and undoubtedly knew
it.

The minutes ticked away. Four o’clock
came, but no Sartain. It was nearly half
past four when the Phantom went into
Chip’s office.

“Looks like we've drawn a blank. Some-
thing's frightened our man off.”

Dorian shook his head. “I can't figure
what it is. There was nothing suspicious
around here to flash a red light. He—"

The sudden ring of the telephone
chopped off what Chip was about to say.
He picked it up, listened and said:

“Send him in, Miss Shaw.”

The Phantom’s hand slid in under the
front of his coat. Dorian, pronging the
telephone, said hastily, “It's not he! It's
someone be’s sent to pick up the shares!”

The door of the inner office opened and
a young man came through it. He wore a
plain blue suit, a white shirt and a maroon
tie. He had the appearance of a clerk, but
there was something obsequious in his
bearing. Something of the well trained
servant in the way he pussyfooted over to
Dorian’s desk.

“Begging your pardon, sir—my name is
Yancey,” he said. “Mr. Hobson sent me
to get the stock. | have the money with
me, sir. I'm to pick it up for him.”

Chip’s eyes moved in the Phantom’s

is
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direction. Van’s gun slipped out of its
shoulder holster.

Yancey swallowed an exclamation at
the sight of it and stepped back, the color
draining out of his face.

“Frisk him, Chip,” Van directed. "Then
call Gregg and tell him to send a man
down here to get him. | think he’ll be
able to answer a lot of interesting ques-
tions!”

Van waited for one of Gregg's detec-
tives to make his appearance. Then, sure
that Sartain’s errand boy was in good
hands, the Phantom went up Broadway to
the Barclay Building.

He got out of the elevator on the
twenty-ninth floor and went into an im-
pressive suite of rooms whose main doors
were lettered with the words:

ARMSTRONG & CLYDE
Attorneys-at-Law

“I'd like to see Mr. Clyde,” Van said to
a clerk who came out of a library off the
reception room. Inside, an elderly man
sat at a long table with a book open be-
fore him.

“Mr. Clyde isn’'t in. He won't be back
today.”

“Where can | get in touch with him?
This is important.”

E clerk frowned. “Mr. Clyde is prob-

ably at his home on Long Island. But

he sees nobody there. If you'll tell me the

nature of your business I'll speak to Mr.

Armstrong.” He nodded toward the man
in the library.

The Phantom’s Detective Bureau badge
slid into view. “This can't wait. | repre-
sent Inspector Gregg. Where does Mr.
Clyde live on the Island?”

The clerk’s eyes widened. It was evi-
dent police callers were not frequent
there.

Turning, he hurried into the library
and spoke rapidly to Mr. Armstrong.

The elderly man banged the book shut
and got up.

“Come in here, sir,” he called out.
When the Phantom went through the gate
and into the library, Armstrong dismissed
the clerk and shut the door. “Now, what
is it you want?”

He was a pompous, aristocratic old man
with a neatly clipped mustache and long
sideburns. He looked legal from the top
of his well brushed hair to his black pol-
ished shoes. The Phantom could see him

in front of a Federal judge, meticulously
arguing some fine point of corporation
law.

The Phantom explained briefly without
letting Armstrong know why he wanted
to talk to Irwin Clyde. When the senior
partner of the firm realized he was not to
learn what he wanted to know, he surren-
dered reluctantly.

“Mr. Clyde lives at Sandspring. That's
near Manhasset, on the Sound. His place
is called Salt Winds.”

Uptown again, the Phantom got one of
his cars, telephoned Steve Huston and,
some twenty minutes later, picked the
red-headed reporter up near the Queens-
boro Bridge.

Van explained succinctly as they
crossed the span over the East River.
Steve listened, his expression expectant.

“You want all the facts for the com-
plete story on the Parish murders which
you'll put into print before long,” the
Phantom said. “I want to know why Ir-
win Clyde has been trying to buy stock
in a defunct mine. You'll want to know,
too.”

“My guess is,” Huston said, “the mine is
no longer defunct.”

“Could be.” Van moved his shoulders.
“On the other hand,” he said, “it might be
the basis for some gigantic swindle. Take
your choice.”

“That's right.” Steve's glance swung
around to the one beside him. “I never
thought of that! Salt a mine and issue
new stock! Get the customers standing in
line, drooling—with high pressure sales
talk!”

The Phantom didn’t volunteer an opin-
ion.

* Instead, he said, “Anything new at

Headquarters?”
“The Inspector's made a score.” Steve
frowned. “I can’t figure him. He usually

lets me in on the ground floor when he
gets a break. This time all he does is look
smug and says nothing. | have an idea
he's made an arrest. And,” Huston added,
“five gets you eight that you know all
about it!”

“You left »word at the Hotel Riverton
you were to be communicated with if the
Delson girl returns?” Van ignored the last
of what Huston had said as he put the
guestion to him.

“Yes. For my money she’'s gone for
good. “Why,” he asked directly, “wouldn’t
your head man do the same thing? Why
would he continue to stick around and
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wait for a crackdown when he must know
you're closing in?”

“A good question.” The Phantom shook
his head. “Sartain can’'t quit now. He’s
in too deep. He’s in all the way—with the
stakes too high for him to give up. He'll
fight through to the last inch. Because,”
Van added, “in addition to being a super
criminal he's a supreme egotist. He won't
let himself believe he’s being caught up
with! In his wily brain Sartain figures he
sti!l has a good chance to win if—"

“He can get rid of us,” the Phantom
said, dryly. “I'm the only thing that
stands between him and his goal. A goal,
Steve which, regardless of the Magnalux,
means the Parish millions!”

Huston stared blankly. “Carver Par-
ish’s fortune?” he said wonderingly.

EAVING him to ponder that the Phan-

tom descended the Jackson Avenue
hill at Manhasset, then took the road that
led out to the region of well manicured
estates on the finger of land, reaching out
into the Long lIsland Sound, that was
called Sandspring.

Salt Winds, when they got to it, com-
prised a stately English-type, timbered
house, four-car garage, tennis courts and
gardens on two well landscaped acres.

The sun was low in the west. A breeze
off the water rustled the shrubbery. On
the parallel cement strips that went back
to the garages, a dust-gray Lincoln Con-
tinental stood parked with one door open.
A tall privet hedge edged the driveway.
Trees and six feet hemlock bank on the
other side closed the drive off from the
lawn and gardens fronting the house.

The Phantom, stopping behind the gray
car, got out. With Steve following he was
about to head for the house when he
stopped.

A pigskin glove lay on the driveway.
The Phantom’s glance touched on it and
moved on to the car. His gaze narrowed
to the open door—to the crimson ooze that
was bright and red in the slanting rays of
the late afternoon sun.

A man lay crumpled, half on the seat
and half on the floor, beside the Lincoln’s
open door.

Even before the Phantom reached the
car, he knew that murder had struck
again.

That this time the victim was the Irwin
Clyde he had come down from Manhattan
to question and warn!

CHAPTER XX
Magnalux

IGID with anger, Van surveyed
the body. From behind him
came Steve Huston'’s strangled
gasp.

The Phantom peered into
the car. He had seen Clyde
several times around town and
knew the attorney by sight.

He recognized him as he bent over the
crumpled figure.

Glazed eyes stared up into his. The
man'’s gray-black hair was stiff with coag-
ulating blood that came from a wound
above his left ear. A deep, penetrating
fissure, Van saw, that could have been
made by the savage, bludgeon-like blow of
a gun’s butt.

He ran a hand up against the lawyer’s
neck. There was no movement to the big
artery there. The flesh was cool but not
cold to his touch. Rigor had not yet set
in. The man had been cut down only a
short time previous.

“Clyde?” Steve's voice was shaky.

Van stepped back from the car, nod-
ding. His narrowed gaze shifted along the
privet hedge, down the drive, out to the
main road beyond.

“Sartain!” lie knew Clyde was after
the gold mine stock. He must have fol-
lowed Clyde down here—or come down
in advance and waited. Clyde had the
door open and was getting out when he
struck.”

“But what a chance,” Huston said, his
voice growing steadier. “One blow to
knock him off!”

“The kind he delivers,” the Phantom
answered grimly, “requires only one!”

The little reporter swallowed. Looking
at death was no new or novel experience
to Steve. But it always did things to his
stomach. He decided that was because of
his high powered imagination. He hated
the handiwork of the Grim Reaper, the
significant and usually present gush of
gore, the stiff immobility of death. Some-
how it offended his finer sensibilities.

To the Phantom death in its more vio-
lent forms was part of his trade. He
didn’t look on it as Huston did. To him
a corpse was something that yielded clues.
An object to be examined scientifically
for the necessary work leading to those
who had been responsible for the snuffing
out of a life.
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But, Van understood, no clues were nec-
essary in this particular instance. He,
knew the identity of the Kkiller. One more
name added to the red roster of the Parish
murders. One more taunting gesture on
the part of fate to block his carefully laid
plans.

“Call the local authorities,” the Phan-
tom said to Steve, and turned toward a
narrow entrance in the hemlock wall. . . .

* * * * *

The Phantom’s plane, chartered for his
trip north, flew over the great wheatlands
of the Saskatchewan Province.

Far below, the steel ribbons of the
Canadian Pacific Railroad ran straight to-
ward Winnipeg and the cities beyond. As
his pilot kept to their course, facts con-
cerning the country he had entered crowd-
ed through Van’s mind.

Saskatchewan, he knew, had an area of
over two hundred and fifty-one thousand
square miles. In addition to its wheat
growing, its northern territory was rich in
lumber cut from its vast forests. The
Phantom’s thoughts shifted. This prov-
ince, too, was the fourth largest Cana-
dian gold producer. Most of its mines, as
in the case of the abandoned Magnalux,
were close to the Manitoba border.

North Freeling was located there, north
and east of Regina.

Van also was aware that Canada was
second only to South Africa in the pro-
duction of the precious yellow metal. Its
deposits were widely distributed, all prov-
inces except New Brunswick and Prince
Edward Island contributed to the output.
And, for years, Carver Parish’s famous
Magnalux had been high on the list of the
country’s leading mines.

The plane’s twin motors droned on.
Now and then Van caught glimpses of the
silver thread of a river. Glimmering,
mirror-like lakes so small that from the
air they looked like glinting coins.

-I-HE huddle of a city passed beneath the
plane’'s wings. His pilot, an ex-Air
Force flyer, nodded and the Phantom
knew they were near their destination.

His jaw hardened. Was he to find in
the Magnalux the secret of Sartain’s
bloody activities? Or, at least, a partial
explanation of the man’s desperate bid for
wealth and power?

The questions burned in his mind as, a
short time later, the plane banked for a
landing.

The wind rushed past as the ship nosed
downward. The earth came up to meet
them. The Phantom had the impression
of the oblong length of an airport—the
houses and buildings of a town behind it.

His pilot, using the radio as they went
down, circled the field and dropped the
ship accurately on the level stretch of
the field’s terrain. His name was Cassidy
and he did special flying jobs for Frank
Havens, who owned the two-motored job.

The Phantom opened the door beside
him, stepped out of the plane and
stretched his long legs.

“Nice flying,” he told Cassidy.

“Nice weather.” The pilot grinned. He
had no idea of the identity of the passen-
ger he had flown north. To him that was
part of his day’s work. The Clarion’s
owner had told him he and the plane
were at the disposal of the man who would
board it at La Guardia Field.

Cassidy hadn't been curious. A flight to
Canada was the same to him as a jump to
California or a trip to Panama.

“Hole in here,” Van told him. “I'll get
in touch with vou later, regarding going
back.”

Cassidy nodded and Van lifted out the
kit-bag he had brought with him.

The town beyond the airport was called
Wellington Depot. From there Van rode
a bus the seven separating miles to North
Freeling.

It was well after two in the afternoon
when he alighted in front of the Sheep
Creek Hotel. A glance showed him that
the place was no Waldorf. In its palmy
days, when Carver Parish visited North
Freeling, he had had a suite at the hotel,
rooms for his secretaries and entourage.
But that had been several years past and,
with the shutting down of the Magnalux,
North Freeling had lost the money and
crowds its boom days had attracted.

Unlike the deserted silver mine towns
in the States, North Freeling hadn't be-
come a ghost town. With the Magnalux
shut off, its citizens had gone in for farm-
ing. There were still plenty of people
around, shops, government controlled tav-
erns, movie houses and the usual mis-
cellany of a place of its size.

The Phantom had a room reserved un-
der the name of Gray. He found it was
on the second floor. It looked clean and
comfortable, but it could have done with
new wallpaper, furniture and carpet. He
unpacked his kit-bag, made sure his auto-
matic was in its shoulder hoLster and sat
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down to study a map of the surrounding
countryside.

The Magnalux Gold Mine was on the
west side of the town. From the window
in his room, Van could see the rise of
ground that loomed up in that direction,
the highway that ran toward it. His
glance went back to the map spread open
before him.

Later, he intended to pay a visit to the
spot responsible for the Parish millions.

The fu-st thing on his agenda was the
Sam Granby who had signed the telegram
Van had turned up in King’s apartment.
Its wording came back to him:

LEAVING TO-DAY FOR NORTH FREELING.
WILL GET IN TOUCH WITH YOU LATER. EX-
PECT COOPERATION IN GIVING ME CLEAR
FIELD.

The Phantom’s brows drew together.
According to the message Granby must
be in North Freeling now. Van wanted
a glimpse of the man. Unless he was all
wrong, Granby played an important role
in the drama of events that had started
with Professor Kurt Parish’'s death in
Poma and had spun the span of murders
to Sandspring.

He reached for the telephone beside
him.

“Have you a Mr. Granby registered
here?” he asked, when the girl at the
switchboard answered.

“Just a minute, please.” Three passed
before she said, “No, sir. Nobody by that
name is here.”

AN hung up. Granby could be using

another name. Or Granby could be
undercover at some other spot in town.
He put the map away, locked the door
behind him and went down to the lobby.

It wasn't more than a twenty minute
walk from the hotel to the Magnalux prop-
erty. The Phantom headed toward it
swinging along leisurely but careful he
wasn't being followed.

The air was dry and crisp. It was
warm but not hot. The road was in good
condition, but few cars passed him. Now
and then a truck, loaded with produce,
rumbled along.

After awhile he came in sight of the
Magnalux.

The Phantom felt the tightening pres-
sure of his pulses. Since he had gone to
Pier 800, where the Regardia had docked,
to lift the robe and study the body of the

dead Lyda Parish, the closed-down mine
before him had been continually present
in the back of his mind.

Now, actually to set foot on it, filled
the Phantom with new speculations. Was
it to be the end of the trail? Was it to be
as vitally important as he had believed?
In it was he to discover the last necessary
clues to put the long arm of the law on
the man who called himself Sartain?

Quiet prevailed. Somewhere a bird
sang in the bright sunshine. As he went
on, the Phantom saw the line of well
built wooden barracks where the mine
employees had once lived. They remained
in good repair, were painted a dark green
with white trim. He passed them, slowly
circling the smelting plant, the sheds
where the mine machinery, all tarpaulin
covered, was housed.

Other sheds sheltered the narrow gauge
hand cars used in the transfer of ore from
the depths of the mine to the surface.
Several shafts were stoutly boarded up
with warning signs decorating them.

Underfoot, the Phantom noticed, the
ground was a curious ned-tan clay, dry
and dusty.

He browsed around, seeing no one.
Desertion hung over the place. Like most
lode mines, that had been rich in aurifer-
ous quartz, the discarded ore piles were
banked on its south side. The Phantom
passed them, went a hundred yards fur-
ther and stopped.

The red-tan clay there held tire marks.
A diamond shaped tread had left a faint
but distinct impression on the ground.
And, Van saw, recently.

He studied them musingly. Someone
had driven out to the Magnalux at a
time not too long past. He tried to find
footprints, but failed. There was nothing
on the ground to tell him where the oc-
cupant of the car had gone after he had
stopped there.

Turning, the Phantom looked from the
tracks to the nearest boarded up adit.
Thoughtfully, he went toward it It was
no more than fifty yards away. Still there
were no footprints, nothing to indicate
anyone had gotten out of the car and
walked there.

Yet, when he reached the adit's board-
ing, his keen gaze immediately showed
him that the boarding was not in place. It
had been moved and put back, but in such
fashion that the rust marks of its hinges
were revealing.

Someone had gone down into the mine!
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CHAPTER XXI
Torbent

HEN Van entered the dining
room of the Sheep Creek
Hotel that night, there were
no more than a half dozen
patrons in the place. He let a
waitress seat him at a rear
table that night.
In the comer a radio was
broadcasting semi-classical music from a
station at Winnipeg. It made a murmur-
ous background for the blend of voices
and clink of knives and forks.

The Phantom’s gaze wandered over
those at the tables. It focused on a man
who sat across the room, an evening news-
paper spread open before him while he
ate with speed and gusto.

He was short and fat. Thinning blond
hair was brushed flat on a bullet-shaped
head. The man’s face was round and
pink. He had small eyes an almost bridge-
less nose and a thick-lipped mouth. Rolls
of flesh bulged over the blue collar of his
stiffly starched shirt. His chins hung pen-
dulous, so popular, Van saw, they were
going into a third edition.

The Phantom moved his glance so the
man wouldn’t feel it and realize he was
being studied. When the waitress brought
Van’s coffee he said quietly:

“Who's the stout gentleman yonder?”

The girl suppressed a smile. “That's
Mr. Foster.”

“Been here long?”

“Just two days.”

“Is he in the lumber business? Seems
to me I've seen him.” The Phantom made
it sound impersonal.

“l couldn’t say.” The waitress frowned.
“If you want, I'll ask the manager. He
knows everybody’s business.”

“Don’t bother,” Van told her. “It’'s not
important.”

But he was interested in Foster. It was
an interest that quickened significantly
when, a half hour later, he saw the fat
man again in the hotel bar. This time the
Phantom’s gaze centered on Foster’s shoes.
In the light that shimmered on the brass
bar rail he noticed something that held
his attention closely.

Foster’'s shoes, black brogues, were
well sprinkled with a red-tan clay dust.

The Phantom went back to the desk to
get his room key. The hotel usea the old
fashioned book register instead of the

6 - *

modem card-signature system. While the
clerk turned to the numbered key rack,
Van flipped the pages of the register back.

Under a date two days previous, he
found the name Jason Foster, Toronto,
written in an oblique hand. Beside it was
the room number, 309.

“This is your key, Mr. Gray.”

The desk clerk handed the tagged key
to the Phantom and Van went up to the
floor above. But he didn't stop there. He
continued on to the third floor.

From the fat man’s restful attitude at
the bar, Van had an idea he'd be there
for some time— Long enough for a quick
glance into his room.

Making sure the corridor was empty
and that no one watched him, Van tried
the knob of 309.

The door was locked but the Phantom’s
master-key took care of that. A turn of
it and he had the door open and was in
the dark of Foster’s room.

His pencil flash replaced the master-key
between his fingers. He let it roam around.
Two suitcases were on a baggage rack.
The Phantom walked over to it. The
luggage was unlocked. He eased the lid
of the top valise up and let his torch
delve into it.

In its light he saw a folded seersucker
suit, haberdashery and a Sport Model
Colt Woodsman. A pair of light yellow
pajamas caught his eye. He moved a stack
of freshly ironed handkerchiefs and stared
at the initials embroidered on the pocket
of the pajamas.

Van nodded to himself. The SG done
in dark brown silk told him all he wanted
to know.

The fat man, who had visited the Mag-
nalux, could call himself ‘Foster’ or any-
thing he chose, but he was the Sam Gran-
by who had sent the wire to the bony
King!

A glance into the second valise showed
the Phantom it was full of quartz ore
samples. He left them as he had found
them and was about to turn to the door
when he stopped and walked over to the
bureau. On its top were a cigar case,
several books of paper matches and a
telegram.

Van picked the telegram up and spread
it out flat. It was addressed to Granby
at a hotel in Regina. It was brief and read:

HAVE REASON TO BELIEVE VISITOR MAY GO TO
MINE STOP. RELAYING ON YOU TO USE NEC-
ESSARY MEASURE TO PREVENT ENTRANCE.
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It was signed with the letter S.
The Phantom put the telegram back
and went down to his own room.

NOTING the time he got ready for a
second trip out to the Magnalux. In
his kit-bag were several things he had
brought for the purpose. He put these in
his pockets, tinned the light off and used
the stairs.

Granby was still at the bar, a half filled
glass in one pudgy hand. Men who looked
like trappers and farmers had come in for
their evening libations. The Phantom
went on to the main entrance of the Sheep
Creek Hotel.

As he passed the bar the pig-like eyes
of the fat man lounging there followed
him. Sam Granby nodded to himself. Ten
minutes previous, Flo, one of the wait-
resses in the dining room, had told him
this man had been asking about him.
Quickly, Granby drained the contents of
his glass and stepped away from the
bar. . . .

Only a few stars dotted the sweep of
the night sky. A freshening breeze blew
in the Phantom’s face as he went along.
When he reached the Parish property, he
saw the rim of the moon coming up over
the eastern horizon.

Hie entrance to the mine where the
boarding had been moved was his first
objective. A larger flashlight than the
one he had used in Granby’s room roved
over the boards. He pushed them wide
enough to make a space that permitted
entry. The torch, slicing the black, showed
him a long, steep declivity that led down
into the bowels of the mine.

A narrow gauge, rusty track made a
path for the Phantom to follow. Rotting
ties rocked under his descending feet.
The shoring, as he went down, dripped
moisture. The rock sides of the passage
that narrowed considerably as the shaft
began to level, showed the old time marks
of drills.

Some distance further on the Phantom
stopped.

On one side of the track the stub of a
cigar turned up in the flood of the flash.
He moved it with the sole of his shoe.
Granbys cigar? One he had tossed away
after he had gone along this same under-
ground passage?

Further on, the damp beginning to get
in his bones, the Phantom found more
evidence of the visitor. At a bend in the
rock-sided corridor, the fresh marks of

tool work on part of the stone formation
around him caught his eye.

A recollection of the ore samples in the
second valise on the baggage rack in
Room 309 came back to him. The Phantom
smiled thinly as he produced tools of his
own, propped his flash on a convenient
ledge, and went to work.

Twenty minutes later he had what he
wanted and turned to start back to the
surface.

He walked slowly up the steep incline.
The drip of water made a monotonous
sound in his ears. It was a long, hard
climb. As he went on, the clammy dank
of the place chilling him, he began to feel
the stirring of his intuition, the first faint
warning telegraphed to his brain by his
never-failing sixth sense.

He stopped, brows drawn together, ears
strained.

No sound except the continuous drip of
water came to him for a tense round of
minutes. Then, abruptly, a new sound,
faint above him, registered quickly.

The low purring of an automobile
engine!

The Phantom’s fingers tightened over
the flash they held. Anyone up there on
the surface had only to look at the re-
moved boarding to know someone had
entered the mine—had left it—or was still
in it!

IVYINUTES ticked away. Motionless, his
flashlight off, Van waited. Faint
sounds grew more audible after another
pause. Someone was working around at
the mouth of the tunnel-shaft. Still as the
stone around him Van waited. Granby?
Who was the second visitor to the mine?
As he asked himself that question he
heard a strange, ripping noise. Its signi-
ficance sent his mind flashing back to a
huge sluice pump he had noticed just in-
side the wooden barricade at the mouth
of the adit. A below frost-line affair that
needed only a few turns of its large iron
wheel to produce results.

The Phantom learned how correct his
surmise was in the next quickening heart-
beat.

The ripping sound turned to a roar as,
cascading down the steep incline, a flood
of racing water, leaping and tearing,
swirled in torrent-like proportions!

Tlie ice cold deluge sloshed against the
Phantom's legs. He had to act fast. In
another round of minutes the full force
of the whirlpool would be upon him, drag-
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ging him into its swirling current, tossing
him like so much dead wood against the
rocky walls of the tunnel!

He shot the beam of his flash at the
shoring overhead. The brief wink of light
showed him heavy timber, stays where
the top braces joined those along the sides.
He acted with inspirational speed.

The strength that Dick Van Loan had
put into the polo match Muriel Havens
had applauded at the Rumson Club that
other afternoon was used to good advan-
tage now. Tensing himself, the Phantom
leapt for the corner brace. He had to
reach it in one quick attempt. He knew
that. To miss and fall back meant there
wouldn’t be a second chance.

With every ounce of the power gene-
rated by his superb physical condition he
thrust himself upward. A cut-out in the
brace brushed his fingertips. He grabbed
for it desperately, sliding his hand, then
his wrist, and arm, through the opening.
He hung on, his body swaying like a
pendulum while the flood waters, racing
beneath him, seemed to dash up to reach
him.

It was a perilous position, one he
couldn’t hold too long. He eased the ten-
sion on his arm and shoulder with his
feet against the rocky side of the tunnel’s
wall. The breath began to burn in his
lungs as the weight of his body became
almost impossible to support. He felt
sweat break out on his forehead, trickling
into his eyes, dripping off his chin.

How much longer? The question beat
against his brain. Not more than a few
scant minutes at best. No one could hang
on there indefinitely.

The sluice pump had been opened to its
full capacity. The water would continue
to flow until shut off. Van found himself
wondering hazily how long that would be.

His arm and shoulder grew numb. He
seemed hardly to feel the pain that had
sent quivers of agony lancing through
him. The beat of the water held a dirge-
like note. It was singing a song of doom
as it swept along below him.

He tried to shut his eyes, to close out
the lights dancing before them. He was
counting the remaining seconds before
his paralyzed arm gave way entirely
when, loud above the rush of the water,
he caught a new sound.

It came almost like a muffled explosion.
That was followed immediately by a suck-
ing noise and the taming of the torrent

Van felt new strength sweep through

him. He thought he understood what had
happened. The force of the flood Leland
released had tom away part of the dirt
wall on the opposite side of the tunnel.
He had noticed that, in sections between
the rock formation were large expanses
of dark, wet earth.

HPHE explosion-like report must have
come when the swelling current’s im-
pact had battered in the earthen barrier.
To the Phantom that meant there was
another shaft or tunnel close to the one
he was in. The descending river, finding
a new channel, had been diverted into a
double section. And, its running off in
two directions, the Phantom figured, was
responsible for its slackening tide.

He dropped to his knees in the cold
stream whirling down the sharp slope.
The shock of the icy water was like an
invigorating tonic to steady and revive
him. He leaned against the wall until the
numbness went out of his arm and shoul-
der, until he could flex his fingers without
twinges of pain.

The torch was gone, but he had his pen-
cil flash. He used that as he followed the
tug of the water. Some distance beyond
the point where he had hung so precari-
ously he found verification of what he had
suspected. A great hole between the rocks
on one side of the corridor was draining
off the flood.

He waded over to it as, suddenly and
abruptly, the pump was turned off.

The last of the water streamed by Van.
Now in his ears sounded the disappear-
ing trickle of it.

The pencil flash he held winked out.
He swung around, his sweat stung eyes
attracted by a pinpoint of light far up the
tunnel. It bobbed and zigzagged as it grew
in size.

Watching its approach, the Phantom
breathed in the damp, cold air. The one
who had tried to drown him was coming
down to check on his handiwork! The
Phantom reached for his gun. I*was wet,
his fingers felt the moisture on its steel.
He gripped it, drawing back against the
tunnel’s side.

It didn't need much imagination for
him to figure who had thought up the idea
of the pump. The Sam Granby he had left
at the bar in the Sheep Creek Hotel had
not been as entirely off guard as Van had
believed. The fat man must have seen
him leave and leisurely followed. Then,
from the top of the shaft Granby had un-
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doubtedly seen the flicker of his torch just
as he, now, was catching the gleam of the
fat man’s light.

Another breath filled the Phantom’s
lungs. After all, luck was swinging in his
direction. Granby coming on to look for
the dead body he hopes to find! Granby
was certain that the ruthless torrent he
unleashed had served his purpose!

Grimly the Phantom waited, dropping
to his knees. He stretched out full length
on the muddy floor of the stone-sided aisle.

Sam Granby plodded forward, the yel-
low circle of his torch dancing on before
him. Immovable, the Phantom’s strained
ears caught the fat man’s sudden ex-
clamation. The light played over Van as
Granby moved closer.

Tense, holding his breath, Van shut his
eyes to the glare of the light beating in
his face. A full sixty seconds ticked away
before Sam Granby bent over him. Sar-
tain’s man had to be fully convinced. The
Phantom waited for a pudgy hand to feel
for a pulsebeat.

Grunting, Granby stretched out his fin-
gers. They prodded against Van's jacket,
fumbling for the opening in his coat to
slide beneath it. As they touched the
Phantom he reached up and hooked an
arm around the blue collared neck where
the flesh bulged!

At the same instant the Phantom
changed his position. With one quick
motion he rose to his knees, putting tre-
mendous shoulder pressure into the arm
that circled Granby’s neck and throat.

It was a bone crushing, steely grip that
held like a vise. The flashlight dropped
and went out. Granby’s wheezing breath
backed up in his lungs in a choking gasp.
He tried to fight, to struggle and free him-
self, but to Van his efforts were like the
helpless floundering of a landed porpoise.

Slowly but surely the last of Granby’s
fight went out of him. Like a fallen ele-
phant he pitched forward to drop face
down in the mire of the tunnel when Van
let up on his throttling grip. The Phan-
tom searched for and found the fat man’s
torch. He snapped it on, playing its beam
on Granby.

After an interval the man twitched. His
stubby fingers clawed at the mud around
him. His breath, strangled and explosive,
shook him as he made crab-like motions
and finally rolled over on his back.

Hie Phantom relieved him of an auto-
matic stuck in his belt It was the same
gun that had been in the top valise in

Room 309 at the hotel. Training it on
Granby, Van let more minutes elapse—
minutes that brought consciousness back
to the one who had tried to kill him.

Granby sat up groggily.

His mouth hung open and, in the glare
of the torch, his pig-like eyes blinked
vacantly.

“Get up, Granby!” The Phantom’s com-
mand was like ice.

The fat man tried twice before he
scrambled to his feet. Weakly, he leaned
against the stone wall beside him. When
he spoke his voice shook with terror:

“Don’t shoot!” he croaked. “I—I give
up!”

CHAPTER XXIlI

Final Minute

)W, after the flat, wheat-grow-
ing expanse of vast Saskache-
wan, Manhattan with its sky-
scrapers and tangle of streets
and avenues seemed more
crowded than ever to the
Phantom, as he entered the
Clarion Building.

An elevator took him up to the floor
where Frank Havens had his office. Miss
Marsh passed him quickly in and Van,
setting down his luggage, gripped five
publisher’s hand.

“Great pilot, your man Cassidy,” the
Phantom said. “We ran into a couple of
bad storms, and he had to do some fancy
flying.”

The Clarion's owner couldn’t suppress
his anticipation. It was in his dignified
face, in his eyes. But he knew the Phan-
tom’s information would have to wait
until he was ready to divulge it.

Van didn't keep Havens in suspense
long. Briskly, Van said, “Tell me your
news and then I'll give you mine.”

“It isn't too much.” Havens shrugged.

“What about Yancey, Sartain’s man?
What did the Inspector get out of him?”

“Yancey talked. He didn't know too
much about the man he worked for. He
wasn't in on what was going on. What
he knew he picked up on his own and
that didn’t amount to more than a few
suspicions.”

‘He must have given Gregg the location
of where Sartain has been operating
from.”

“Right. It is a house on Gramercy Park.
The Inspector threw a net around it and
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raided it,” Havens said. “But he didn't

get Sartain.”
“Something frightened him off.” Van's
eyes narrowed. “l suppose the Inspector

has an alarm out for him.”

“Yes, but so far it hasn't brought any
results. Gregg is of the opinion that Sar-
tain's gone! That by this time he’s in
South America or—"

The Phantom interrupted with a shake
of his head. “He’s around. He hasn't left
this city! | know how to reach him. I'll
have him for Gregg before tomorrow!”

Frank Havens stared wonderingly. But
the Phantom volunteered nothing further.
Instead, Van asked about Suwanee Del-
son.

“She was picked up yesterday morn-
ing,” Havens told him. “The girl went
back to her hotel to get some of her be-
longings. Gregg had a man planted there,
waiting. She’s under arrest now.”

“He can turn her loose. She doesn't
count. Suwanee Delson,” Van said, “was
Leland’s girl friend. Sartain only used her
to get his jeweled elephant back. What
else? Did King or his yellow-faced pal
make a statement yet?”

Frank Havens shook his head. “No.
Neither has cracked. There’s been con-
siderable agitation due to Irwin Clyde's
murder. One of the other papers has been
demanding the Mayor order a complete
shake-up of the Police Department and
the removal of the Commissioner if
Clyde’s murder, together with that of
Lyda Parish, isn't solved soon.”

The Phantom sat down in the chair he
usually occupied beside the publisher’s
big desk. He stretched out his long legs,
lit a cigarette and relaxed.

“Steve will have his story and the
Mayor won't have to do any shaking up,”
he promised.

“Then you're ready to close the case!”
Havens leaned forward.

The Phantom nodded. “l was right
about the Magnalux.” He opened his Kit-
bag. Out of it he took a square, card-
board box. He opened that and Havens’
gaze focused on the quartz ore specimens
it contained.

“What—"

“These came out of the Magnalux,” Van
explained. “They were brought out by a
Sam Granby, a crooked minerologist,
who's been working for Sartain. Granby
tried to do the same thing to me that King
did to William Parish, using a tunnel and
a sluice pump instead of a river. | got his

full confession before |1 turned him over
to the authorities on a charge of attempted
murder.”

BRIEFLY, he gave Havens a quick re-
sume of his trip to North Freeling and
what had occurred there.

“And the Magnalux—"

“Granby discovered a new vein—a lode
so rich,” the Phantom said, “that the old
mine will again become one of Canada’s
top producers. Sartain was keeping the
discovery quiet until he obtained the Par-
ish millions. He intends to use them, or
part of the money, to restore the mine and
put it in operation again. His dream is to
be the mining king that Carver Parish
was!”

“But how can he hope to get the Parish
millions?” Havens exclaimed, wondering-
I
y-Van answered, “That will have to wait
until Sartain’s under arrest.”

Frank Havens sat back in his chair.
After a minute he said, "And what about
Clyde?”

“His murder’s obvious.” The Phantom
shrugged. “In some way Irwin Clyde
learned that the Magnalux was about to
resume operations. He saw a chance to
make himself some easy money. A legiti-
mate opportunity to get in on the ground
floor by buying up whatever stock he
could get hold of, at bargain prices, before
the news of the new lode became public.
Sartain, of course, realized that he
couldn’t afford to have Clyde alive—with
his information.”

“So he took care of him?”

“In his usual satanic manner.” The
Phantom looked at his watch and then at
Havens. “There’s one last thing you can
do. Call Mrs. Carver Parish. Tell her the
Phantom has to see her this afternoon.
Make an appointment for me with her at
five o'clock. It's imperative | talk to her
regarding what's happened. You can
make the call now, before | leave.”

Havens complied and Van, after a brief
conversation with Inspector Gregg at
Headquarters, picked up his bag and went
back to Park Avenue. . ..

It was five o’clock to the minute when
he went up the aristocratic front steps of
the Parish mansion on East River Drive.
Before he had left his apartment, the
Phantom had changed his disguised face
back to the one he had created at the
beginning of the case. The glimmering
plate glass doors of the vestibule mir-
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rored it as he rang the front door bell.

The inner door was opened by the but-
ler who had replaced Allison. He was a
loosely built, lanky man with a long, thin
face and pale, rheumy eyes. He wore his
livery carelessly. The Phantom, giving
him a sharp, quick look saw the man
looked nervously ill at ease. His Adam’s
apple bobbed in his throat as he said:

“You're Mr. Gray?”

“That's right,” Van answered. “l have
an appointment with Mrs. Parish.”

“Yes, sir. Come in.” He led the way to
a small reception room. “Wait here, sir.
I'll tell her you're here.”

His footsteps died away on the stairs.
As they faded out, the Phantom, close to
the reception room’s door, moved swiftly
out and into the foyer. The reflection of
the stained glass windows patterned the
stairs with a sprinkle of jewel-like colors.
The big house was wrapped in an almost
tomb-like quiet.

The Phantom headed for the staircase.
On noiseless, cat-like feet he went up the
steps. Reaching the broad first floor land-
ing he marked the location of the door
the lanky butler had stepped through and
was closing after him. Then with the
same noiseless speed Van, straining his
ears to catch a rumble of faraway con-
versation, ducked quickly into the nearest
room when the butler, reopening the door,
came out in the hall.

The room the Phantom had entered had
been Carver Parish’s library. A spacious
room, with a gallery at one end, its walls
were lined with glass-faced bookcases that
reared up from floor to ceiling. Heavy
draperies, cascading over the front of the
long windows, shut out the late afternoon
sun. Underfoot the carpet was a moss-
soft, green. The furniture around him,
Van noticed, was Victorian, heavy and
cumbersome.

UT he saw those things last.

A foot in from the library’s door, he
waited. A minute passed. Then another.
From down the hall he heard a door open,
slow uncertain footsteps. He drew back,
holding his head in such a position that
he had a view of the corridor through a
crack in the door.

Mrs. Carver Parish went past. Walking
slowly, as if with an effort, the woman
continued on to the stairs. The Phantom
remained statue-still, his face like stone.

The next round of seconds would tell
him whether or not success or failure was

to crown his plan.

He breathed evenly, his head lowered,
his pulses hammering. This final moment
was to bring down the curtain on a mur-
der case without parallel in his career. If
things went the way he expected, the
master-killer would be in his net before
another few minutes elapsed!

From the floor below came Mrs. Carver
Parish’s thin, fluttery voice. It penetrated
the upper corridor in an almost eerie cry:

“Harry! Harry—”

As its echoes died away the Phantom’s
gun slid into his hand. Once more, down
the corridor, a door opened. More foot-
steps sounded, heavy but quick this time.
Van shifted his position so he could catch
a glimpse of the person answering the call
from below.

A man was hurrying down the hall. He
was tall, well built, with soft, graying
hair and a familiar face. He moved along
swiftly—but not swiftly enough.

The Phantom was over the threshold of
the library to meet him as the man came
even with it door.

“All right, Sartain! In here—with your
hands up!”

Without the dark glasses, Sartain’s
venom flared in his glinting gaze. Looking
into his eyes, while he backed him into
the library, the Phantom saw why Sar-
tain had used the dark glasses to hide
behind. The eyes burning into his were
a strange greenish color, flecked with
amber. Cold, merciless and betraying
eyes. Anyone observing them once was
not likely ever to forget them.

“So we meet again?” Sartain’s voice,
for all of the hate in his gaze, was coolly
unruffled. “What do you expect, Phantom
—to do the same thing to me you did to
King and Leland?”

“Keep your hands up!” The Phantom
glimpsed a telephone on a table across the
library.

He backed toward it, but he had hardly
put himself in motion before Sartain
lunged at him.

The Phantom held his fire. The last
thing he wanted was Sartain—dead. The
ruthless killer had to be turned over to
the law intact and alive. The payment
for his crimes was going to hang over and
work its dread before he finally bowed
out!

He knew what was in the man’s mind.
With Sartain it was a gamble, a throw of
the dice. He had a choice—to allow him-
self to be caught or to risk a bullet in one
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last, desperate attempt to turn the tables
and get clear. He chose to fight, hurling
himself at the Phantom.

The merciless greenish eyes flamed.
Sartain's onslaught made Van give
ground. He saw Sartain’s clutching hands
reach out for him. Like lightning the
Phantom’s gun flashed up and dug into
the man’s chest.

Sartain laughed. It was a laugh that
told Van he knew the Phantom wouldn’t
shoot.

Hammering blows at him, Sartain forced
him up against one of the bookcases. The
glass front shattered under the impact of
the Phantom’s body. Sartain was clutch-
ing for the gun when Van whipped the
heel of his shoe across and down on the
man’s instep.

The force of it brought a grimace of
pain into Sartain’s livid face. He stopped
in his tracks and the Phantom took full
advantage of the pause. With one of his
famous gun twirls he had the barrel of the
automatic in his hand and its butt ready
for use.

The next instant he brought it down in
a carefully placed, accurate skull blow
that stopped Sartain temporarily.

Without a sound, the man’s legs buck-
ling, Sartain sagged limply to the moss-
soft carpet, unconscious.

The Phantom, stepping past him, hur-
ried to the telephone.

CHAPTER XXIII
The Phantom Explains

UITE unexpectedly, the Blue
Book neighborhood of East
River Drive had its aristocratic
calm shaken by the radio
cruisers sirening to a stop in
front of the Parish mansion.
Crowds had gathered to see
what it was all about. Not
since the great social functions the Carver
Parish’s had staged in the past, had there
been the same excitement.

Finally, the crowds dispersed, order
restored and the police gone, the neigh-
borhood began to function normally again.

But in the big house Frank Havens,
Steve Huston and Chip Dorian still re-
mained, after their hurried arrival.

The Phantom, in the library with them,
looked from one to the other, a faint,
enigmatic smile on his face.

“Sartain,” he began, slowly, “as you

probably realize now, is Harry Maxon,
Mrs. Parish’'s son who was supposed to
have died years ago in Denver. The son
she pretended was dead because of his
early criminal proclivities, a thing she
was afraid might interfere with her mar-
riage to Carver Parish.”

“What made you suspect that?” Havens
asked.

“Down in the Jersey hotel,” Van con-
tinued, “I noticed a tiny purple blemish
on Sartain’s lower lip. It stuck in my
mind. Somewhere I'd seen one exactly
like it. And recently. Finally it came to
me. Mrs. Carver Parish had that same
mark on her lower lip. | had seen it the
day her step-daughter was killed—here
when she had no lipstick on her mouth.”

“A hereditary trade-mark,” Chip Dor-
ian said.

“One that often passes from generation
to generation,” the Phantom added. “It
was significant—so much so that when in
Denver | took more than ordinary pains
to learn about the supposedly dead son.
When | was unable to turn up any official
record of the death of a Harry Maxon, |
had to conclude that he never died, that
there was more than a strong possibility
he could be the man in the dark glasses.
Because, as subsequent events proved,
the master-killer had to be someone close-
ly affiliated with Mrs. Parish and her
household.”

“But the enormity of it!” Havens ex-
claimed. “A woman of her standing, de-
liberately aiding and abetting murder!”

“She was a hapless catspaw,” Van re-
plied. “Secretly, Maxon hated her because
she had renounced him and pretended
he was dead. She did what he told her to.
And because of her social position she
played along with him, hoping to circum-
vent a scandal. | don’t believe she realized
the full extent of what her cooperation
meant. If she had she would never have
cabled her step-daughter to return from
Switzerland to her—death.”

“What will happen to her?”
asked.

“I'm sure a medical examination will
prove the woman is mentally ill,” Van
said. “l don't believe she'll ever be
brought to trial.”

“Mrs. Parish,” the publisher went on,
“was about to turn the estate over to her
son? That's what you meant when you
said he hoped to obtain the Parish mil-
lions!”

The Phantom nodded. “Exactly. He ex-

Havens
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pected to use that money to pile more
millions on millions.”

Huston, scribbling
notes, looked up.

“You must have figured Sartain would
be here this afternoon—"

The Phantom smiled thinly. “I knew
that the minute Mr. Havens made the
appointment for me with Mrs. Parish she
would relay the information to Maxon. |
wouldn’t be surprised if he’s been staying
here since the Inspector combed through
his Gramercy Park address.”

A few minutes later Steve hurried off
to the Clarion. Chip Dorian got up from
one of the carved library chairs.

“Guess I'll go back to Mrs. Smith's.
She’s probably been worrying about me.”
He laughed. “By the way, how about that
jeweled elephant? Are you going to send
it back to Sartain?”

It was Van's turn to laugh.

“l1 don’t think it would do him much
good now. AIll the luck pieces in the
world won't keep him out of the chair.”

rapid shorthand

A FTER Dorian said good-by and ducked,
Havens lighted a fresh cigar and
asked a couple of final questions.

“What about Irwin Clyde? Did he get
his tip on the mine inadvertently from
Mrs. Parish?”

“Probably. Undoubtedly she must have

let something about the Magnalux slip
out. Clyde, of course, was smart enough
to pick it up and act on it.”

“And Allison?”

“Mrs. Parish must have overheard him
talking to me, making his appointment,
as | was leaving that day,” Van said. “The
accoustics here are such that voices in
the foyer downstairs carry up the well of
the stairs to this landing. | noticed that
when Mrs. Parish called to her son.”

“Another case ended.” Havens looked
at his watch. “Well done, Phantom!”

Van smiled faintly and didn’'t answer.
The entire credit for the cracking of the
case would be the Inspector’s, but that
didn’t matter—too much. The knowledge
that one of New York’s most infamous
killers had been apprehended and put
safely away was enough reward for the
Phantom.

“l think,” he said, in Richard Curtis
Van Loan’s slow, familiar drawl, “I'll
start home, take a shower, put on some
dinner clothes and—"

“And?” Havens prompted, when he
paused.

“Ask your daughter if she doesn’'t want
to look in at the East River Club with me
tonight. On a guarantee,” Van smiled,
“you won't call her on the telephone to
come home and hung up an imaginary
key!”
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Death Rides a

winner

by
LEONARD JONES

Racing reporter Tim Northolt is right there at the

finish line when lethal mystery stalks the tracks!

IKE Janus, the Roman god of war,

the Stirrup Club faced two ways.

One half was open to the public
and was just what it purported to be—
a noisy night spot catering to the racing
world. The other was discreetly entered
by a door in a service alley and con-
tained the offices where Nat Colles con-
ducted his betting business.

On the night of the Oak Springs Hand-
icap only the front part of the club was
in use. Colies was giving a dinner at
which the guest of honor was Tom Som-
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ers, who had booted home the winner
that afternoon.

Tim Northolt, racing reporter for the
Evening Standard, sat at a table near
the wall. He took in the scene and
smiled a little wryly. Nothing for noth-
ing was Colies’ motto, and Northolt knew
he had been invited only for the public-
ity he might be able to give. A dinner
for half a column in the Standard; not
too flattering an estimate of what his
stuff was worth.

Somers, a youngster of twenty or so,
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and only in his second year of riding,
was taking the compliments and applause
with mingled embarrassment and gratifi-
cation. Northolt listened, yawned, and
hoped he was not taking it too seriously.
He had seen more than one promising
young athlete put the skids under him-
self by believing he was as good as his
admirers told him he was.

Colies himself presided over the center
table, faultlessly attired in tails and
white tie. Most of the others were known
to Northolt, though there were a few
strangers, notably one girl, whose level
gray eyes held a hint of amusement as
she studied the queer types the racing
game seems to attract She caught the
reporter’'s glance, and he was suddenly
and uncomfortably aware of his undis-
ciplined shock of hair and his carelessly
pressed suit.

The arrival of an individual whose
sartorial standards were even lower than
the newspaperman’s own provided a re-
lief. Detective-lieutenant Simpson, in
baggy tweeds and crumpled tie slouched
in, nodded mournfully to the diners at
the main table, and sat down opposite
Northolt with the resigned sigh of a man
whose arches aren’t all they used to be.

“’Lo, Tim,” he said by way of greet-
ing. “Thought the Automat was the
limit of your night clubbing.”

“I'll ignore that,” said Northolt. “What
are you doing in this den of vice?”

“l don't know,” admitted the detective
lugubriously. “l never enjoy myself.
Some day I'll close this joint up. Betting
is against the law.”

“Do tell,” said Northolt politely.

SIMPSON glanced around appraising-
ly. “What sort of shindig is this go-
ing to be?” he asked. “Civilized, or are
there after-dinner speeches? If there
are, I'm going to sleep. Can't imagine
why Colles invited me in the first place.”

“Probably wanted someone to watch
the silver,” said Northolt cynically.
“When these racing bugs go broke
they're really flat.”

“Something in that,” admitted Simp-
son.

His deceptively mild eyes moved
speculatively from one guest to another.
They lit up appreciatively as they fell on
the blonde who had already attracted
Northolt's attention, then passed on re-
luctantly to the next. In spite of being a
happily and thoroughly married man

Simpson had his moments of near-hu-
manity.

As he had feared, after the tables
were cleared the speeches began, and he
sat through them with a martyred air.
But even an after-dinner speech has to
come to an end, and by midnight the last
platitude had been brought out of moth-
balls and the last fulsome compliment
uttered.

Possibly young Somers had been as
bored as the detective. At any rate, it
was with an expression of relief that he
got to his feet at the end.

“I'll see about a taxi,” Northolt heard
him say to the girl with him, and
went through the door with the lithe
tread of a youngster in perfect training.

“Thank goodness that's over,” mut-
tered Simpson, stretching his cramped
legs. “I'll never—"

Whatever he was going to say was
never finished. From the street came
the crash of a volley of shots, followed
by the sound of a car racing away from
the club. With a startled grunt Simpson
leaped for the door, with Northolt hard
on his heels. Behind them they heard a
babel of voices as the others tried to col-
lect their scattered wits.

The street was empty when they
reached the sidewalk, the dingy expanse
of asphalt dimly lit by the hooded lamps
over the door. Not quite empty, either.
The tail-light of a fast car was just
vanishing around the comer in a mock-
ing red arc, and on the sidewalk in front
of them sprawled the bullet-riddled body
of the jockey, Tom Somers.

As they bent over the body they
heard a stifled scream behind them. Out
of the comer of his eye Northolt caught
a glimpse of the girl, her hand pressed
hard against her mouth, and her gray
eyes opened wide in horror.

There was no need of a doctor to tell
them that Somers was dead. He must
have been shot at least five times, and
one slug had taken him between the
eyes. Simpson rose slowly to his feet, his
eyes agleam with the light that always
filled them when he had stumbled across
the trail of a killer. Aside from that his
expression was unchanged from its usual
gloomy norm.

“This,” he said to no one in particular,
“is going to make trouble.”

Northolt reflected grimly that it was
a new high in the way of understate-
ment. When the headline hit the city
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next morning that the winner of the sea-
son’s most important race had been mur-
dered a few hours after it the public
would make the devil's own fuss. All of
which reminded him that there was a
newspaper that paid him for news, and
that there was a telephone in the lobby
of the club.

Simpson probably guessed what he -was
thinking.

“Call the Homicide Squad for me while
you're at it,” he said as Northolt started
back up the steps. “I'll have to stick
here until a cop comes along. There's
never one around when you want him.”

The first wave of excitement following
the murder eased off about mid-morning
the next day, or the same day, to be ex-
act. The Staridard had put out an extra
edition, and Northolt had been in con-
stant demand by editors and rewrite
men. He was trying to snatch a few
minutes rest when one of the office boys
came up to him with the air of one who
imparts momentous news.

“Dame waiting to see you, Tim,” he
said.

“What sort of dame?” asked Northolt
cautiously.

He had had experience before with
women waiting to see him. Usually they
had scandal to sell, but there had been
one hot-tempered actress who had mis-
taken him for the Standard's dramatic
critic and greeted him with a pot shot
from a toy automatic. Fortunately her
shooting had been even worse than her
acting. But he was not taking any more
chances.

THE office boy made a curve-sketching
gesture in the air. “A blonde,” he
said, “and has she got what it takes!”

“I'm surprised at you,” said Northolt,
getting to his feet. “l thought you were
still being true to Grable.”

“lI am,” said the office boy with stout
good sense. “But Grable is in Holly-
wood, and this skirt is right here. Ask
her if she’s got a friend,” he called as
Northolt went toward his office.

He found the girl waiting by the win-
dow. She was the same one who had at-
tracted his attention the night before at
the Stirrup Club, and her eyes showed
signs of recent grief.

“You wanted to see me?” he asked.

She nodded. She was looking at him
anxiously, estimating him.

“My name is Edith Somers,” she said.

“My brother was killed last night. You
know—you were there.”

Northolt's first feeling was one of il-
logical relief. He had been under the
impression she was Somers’ fiancee.

“I'm terribly sorry,” he said. “It was
a shocking business. If there’'s anything
| can do—"

“1 think there is.” The girl was twist-
ing her gloves nervously. “People are
saying the race my brother won was
crooked. That's not true! Tom would
never have done a thing like that. He
loved racing too much to be a party to
cheating. And | want your help prov-
ing it.”

Northolt blinked. He hated to disillu-
sion her, but he had heard some of the
rumors himself, and he was of the opin-
ion there was a basis of fact behind them,
that the race had been crooked.

“The police—” he began cautiously.

The girl made an impatient gesture.
“l know,” she said. “They'll do their
part. They'll find out who killed Tom.
But I can’t be sure they’'ll clear his name,
and that would have been even more
important to him.”

“l see. But why me?”

Edith Somers looked away. “lI don't
know,” she said slowly. “But | was
watching you last night. Maybe it's
your impossible red hair.” She laughed,
a laugh that was not far from tears. “Or
maybe I'm wrong about you. But I got
the impression that you were human,
and that you could be trusted. And
and | don’'t know where else to turn.”

Northolt frowned irresolutely, then
nodded. “All right,” he said. “I'll do
what | can, but | warn you that if |
find out the truth I'll have to print it

And that holds no matter which way the
truth points.”

The girl nodded stubbornly. “That's
fair enough,” she said. “If Tom was
mixed up in anything. . . But | know he
wasn't.”

On the principle that the best place
for a start was at the beginning, as soon
as the girl had gone Northolt took a taxi
to the Oak Springs track. A word with
the stewards or trainers might be useful.
Also he wanted, if possible, to see Rains,
the jockey who had come in second.

The track on a Sunday looked far
different than it did on a Saturday after-
noon, when it was jammed with people.
It was almost deserted when the reporter
arrived. A few horses were being ex-
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ercised, and a dozen or so stable boys
were perched idly on the rail watching
them.

A slender youngster was walking
across the paddock in their direction.
Recognizing him as the man he was
looking for, Northolt opened the cab
door and hailed him.

The jockey, his hands in his pockets
and a sullen expression on his face, came
over.

“How are you, Rains?” said Northolt

cheerfully. “I just wanted to ask you
something about yesterday’s race. Did
you—"

Rains’ face grew fiery red, and he
turned away with a muffled curse.

“You can keep your devilish questions
to yourself,” he said.

Northolt stared after him in blank
astonishment. “Now, what in blazes has
happened to him?” he wondered aloud.

One of the stable boys standing near-
by looked at him curiously.

“Ain’t you heard?” he asked. “He’s
been suspended for the rest of the sea-
son. The judges think he pulled his
horse yesterday.”

Northolt whistled thoughtfully. No
wonder the jockey hadn't wanted to
answer any questions about the race!
But at the same time it answered one
question. The race had been crooked.

FTER a moment's inconsequential

talk with the stable boy Northolt
made his way across the deserted en-
closure to the little glass-fronted building
where the track stewards usually trans-
acted their business. When he went in-
to the office he found it occupied by Mer-
ton, the head steward. With him, look-
ing as sad as ever, was Lieutenant Simp-
son.

The detective nodded to him as he en-
tered. Merton, who knew him slightly,
waved him to a chair.

“l suppose you're here about that mess
last night?” he said. “I was just talking
it over with the lieutenant.”

“There were one or two things |
hoped to find out,” admitted Northolt.
“But what's this about Rains being sus-
pended? Is it true?”

“I'm afraid it is,” said Merton regret-
fully. His finely cut features bore lines
of worry. “I've no doubt whatever that
there was something wrong with that
race. Unfortunately we didn’'t have con-
clusive enough proof at the time to de-

clare it void. That means all bets stand.
I blame myself for not acting at once,
but 1 hated to admit that one of our
jockeys—” He spread his hands in a
gesture of distaste. “Rains was a protege
of mine,” he explained. “lI had hoped
there was a great future for him.”

Northolt nodded comprehendingly.
“And Somers? Do you think he knew
he was riding, in a crooked race?”

Merton drummed on the desk with a
pencil, and the frown on his face deep-
ened.

“It isn't easy to say,” he admitted. “He
must have suspected something. Re-
member, he was neck and neck with
Rains towards the finish. If Rains pulled
his mount, he must have seen it. But
he said nothing, and that doesn't look
good for him.”

“No youngster his age wants the repu-
tation of being a squealer,” Simpson put
in mildly. “And he may not have
noticed. But the fact remains that he
wasn't Killed for nothing.”

“You're sure then that the race and
the killing are linked up?” asked
Northolt.

It was a statement of fact rather than
a question, and Simpson accepted it as
such.

“Somebody made a packet on that
race,” he said quietly. “Out of eight
runners, only Somers’ or Rains’ mount
had a chance of winning. With one of
those two eliminated the other was a
certainty. Somebody backed Somers at
the last minute with nearly fifty grand.
Whoever it was knew the ropes well
enough to do it without upsetting the
odds too much. We're still trying to
trace that dough. When we find out who
backed Somers we’ll have the person who
bribed Rains to pull that race. But
whether that person also killed Somers
| don’t know. | can't figure a motive for
it.”

“Maybe Somers did see something,
and was Kkilled to keep him from telling
what he’'d seen,” suggested the reporter.

Simpson frowned. “Possibly,” he said.
“Frankly, I'm up a tree. If it became
known that Rains pulled his horse, you
might expect the gamblers who backed
the loser to take it out on him. If it
weren’t that the two jocks were as differ-
ent as night and day I'd put it down to
a case of mistaken identity.” He paused,
and looked speculatively at the reporter.
“What's your angle, Tim? You're not
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on the crime side of the Standard.”

In spite of himself Northolt felt his
face grow red. “I'm sort of looking into
it for—for a friend. Someone interested
in clearing Somers’ reputation.”

Merton smiled faintly at that, and
Simpson looked vaguely at the ceiling.

“Blonde, age twenty-three, height five
feet seven, answers to the name of
Edith,” the detective murmured. “It's
nice work if you can get it.”

“Is there anything you don’t know?”
demanded Northolt in exasperated
amusement.

“l get around,” Simpson agreed
modestly. He got to his feet. “Well, I'll
be getting back to town. Much obliged,
Mr. Merton. Can | give you a lift, Tim?
Squad car outside.”

“No, thanks,” said Northolt.
a cab waiting.”

“Expense accounts,
ful! said Simpson.
then.”

When Simpson had gone Merton's at-
titude seemed to undergo a subtle
change. His manner became brusque
and impatient, and he answered
Northolt's questions in curt monosylla-
bles. It was not until the reporter asked
about the delay in suspending Rains that
he found out the reason for the steward'’s
preoccupation.

“I've got

they're wonder-
“Be seeing you,

OR a moment Merton had stared at
him with undisguised hostility. Then
his shrug was a hopeless gesture. He
seemed suddenly to have grown older.

“l1 suppose | may as well tell the
truth,” he said at last. “The public has
a right to know.” He paused, and his
fingers drummed the desk nervously.
“I'm handing in my resignation. | saw
Rains pull that horse, and | refused to
believe the evidence of my own eyes.
More than that, when the judges wanted
to declare the race void | opposed it. |
wanted to give Rains a chance to explain
—as if there could be any explanation!
Racing is the finest sport in the world,
but only as long as it's kept clean. Keep-
ing it clean was my job, and | failed.
I've no choice but to resign. But I'll
ask you as a favor not to print it until
tomorrow.”

Northolt nodded. He could under-
stand Merton’s position, and he sympa-
thized with him. At the same time he
realized that resignation was the only
course open to the head steward. North-

olt was beginning to wish he had never
become involved in the whole muddled
affair. He had discovered nothing that
tended to involve Somers, but neither
had he uncovered any positive proof of
his innocence. And when the news of
Rains’ suspension became public proper-
ty people would talk. They would say
Somers had not been Killed for nothing,
that he must have been in on the deal.

The newspaperman sighed and got to
his feet. “Give me a ring when you're
ready to break the story,” he said. “Re-'
member, | work for a newspaper.”

“You’'ll hear about it,” said Merton.
There was a grimness in his voice that
made Northolt look at him sharply.
“You'll hear about it,” repeated Merton.
“Thanks, and good afternoon.”

Northolt went back to town. He had
intended to call on Edith Somers, but he
was unwilling to do that without any
progress to report On impulse he told
the driver of the cab to set him down at
the Stirrup Club. There was a chance
that Nat Colies might have heard rumors
through the gamblers who had thronged
his club the day of the race.

Colies grinned ruefully when Northolt
asked him if he remembered anything
about the race.

“1 remember it, all right,” he said, with
a shake of the head. *“I lost more than
| like to think about on that race.” He
glanced shrewdly at the reporter. “The
boys are saying it was crooked. Any-
thing to it? Or is it just talk?”

“I'm afraid it's more than talk,” said

Northolt “Rains is out for the rest of
the season. Maybe for good.”
Colles’ eyebrows shot up, and he

pursed his lips in a silent whistle.

“Rains, eh?” he repeated thoughtfully.
“Merton’s white-haired boy! I'd never
have suspected it. A blow for Merton,
that.”

“Yes. But the trouble is that every
jockey who rode in that race is under
suspicion, especially the winner. You
haven't heard anything yourself?”

Colies shook his head. “No, I'm afraid
I haven’t heard much. Most of the reg-
ulars were taken more ,or less by sur-
prise. But | shouldn’'t worry too much
about what people say. The whole busi-
ness will blow over eventually.”

Which was undoubtedly true, but not
much help. Northolt left the Stirrup
Club feeling that he was on a hopeless
job. Colies accompanied him to the door,
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and after he had gone stood for a mo-
ment looking after him. Then he
shrugged and went back with the air of
a man who has his own troubles to
worry about.

Northolt drifted around town pursu-
ing one lead after another, but all of
them ended in blind alleys. It wasn't
until late in the evening that it occurred
to him there was one important question
he had forgotten to ask Merton.

Merton’s job as turf steward was an
honorary one, for by profession he was a
stock broker. The chances were that as
such he had looked after Rains’ financial
affairs. If Rains had pulled that race he
had been paid plenty for it, and Merton
might be able to trace any such pay-
ment. Perhaps he already knew\

Northolt glanced at his watch. Nine
o'clock. Most likely Merton would be
at the house he occupied not far from
the track. He decided to pay him a sec-
ond call. By the time he got there it was
not far from ten.

Merton was a man of simple but cul-
tivated taste, and his choice of a home
reflected the fact. Unmarried, his own
requirements were few, but he enter-
tained frequently, and the house had
been chosen with that in mind. It was a
fair-sized Georgian home, set well back
from the road and surrounded by care-
fully laid out grounds.

AS NORTHOLT turned in the gate he

could see a light from one of the first
floor windows, and he breathed his re-
lief. At least Merton was home.

But if he was, he was singularly re-
luctant to answer the bell. Northolt
could hear it distinctly, but no footsteps
came in response to its repeated ringing.
Frowning, the reporter studied the cur-
tained window. He could not see through
it, but surely it would not be lit unless
Merton or one of the servants was in.
With a vague but growing feeling of un-
easiness he went around and tried the
rear entrance. Still no result. He was
sure now that something was wrong.

He was on the point of trying a win-
dow when he noticed that the door of
the attached garage was open. There
might be a connecting door to the house.
At any rate it was worth trying.

Merton’s car was standing inside, and
as he passed Northolt idly turned his
flashlight on the interior. It was empty.
He was about to turn away when a glint

of metal caught his eye. He opened the
door to look closer, and his lips tight-
ened. Wedged in between the seat and
the back cushions, where his flashlight
had caught it only by chance, was a bur-
nished brass cartridge case.

He picked it out, careful not obscure
a possible finger print. It was from a
.38 automatic, the same type of gun that
had been used to kill Somers.

That put an entirely different face on
the matter. Merton had spoken of Rains
as a protege, but the relationship between
the two was more like father and son.
Suppose Somers had gone to him after
the race and told him what he must have
seen? Merton might, under pretext of
wanting to investigate further, have per-
suaded Somers to say nothing to anyone
else, and then killed him that night to
keep his mouth shut. He had overlooked
the empty cartridge case, or assumed
that it had been ejected through the
window.

Northolt was beginning to regret the
fact that he had come unarmed. A man
who had killed once to keep someone
from talking might not hesitate to do so
again. But at least he had the advan-
tage of knowing the danger. He would
not be the unsuspecting victim Somers
had been. Quietly he opened the com-
municating door and entered the house.

He found himself in a sort of anteroom,
dimly illuminated by what moonlight fil-
tered through the windows. Opposite
him he could see a glimmer of light un-
der a door. That would be from the
room whose curtained window he had
seen from outside. He crossed to it on
silent feet, cautiously turned the handle,
and flung the door wide.

Merton was seated at a wide-topped
desk facing him, his head slumped for-
ward as if he were asleep. He did not
move as the door crashed back against
the wall, and reason enough. There was
a small bluish hole near his right temple
from which blood was still seeping, and
by his right hand, hanging limp over the
arm of the chair, lay a .38 automatic.
Merton would give no further informa-
tion.

“So he beat us to it, eh?”

Northolt jumped a foot. Just behind
him stood Lieutenant Simpson, a look of
disappointment on his face.

“What in blazes are you doing here?”
demanded Northolt.

“Same as you, probably,” said Simp-
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son. “l wanted to ask him some ques-
tions. | even had a warrant for his ar-
rest. Suicide—maybe the best way out
for him.”

Northolt looked at him in growing as-
tonishment. “You suspected him, too?”

“Too?” Simpson looked sharply at the
reporter.

Northolt told him about the cartridge
case in the car, and the detective nodded.

“That’'s another link in the chain
against him,” he said. “We've traced
those bets that were made on Rains.
Fifty thousand at an average of three
to two. Merton made them, through
agents. And Rains deposited five thou-
sand in his account the day before the
race. You can put two and two together
yourself and get the same answer. |
reckon that about winds up the case.”

“It seems unbelievable that a man like
that would stoop to cold-blooded mur-
der,” said Northolt.

“1 wouldn’'t have expected it myself,”
admitted Simpson. “Or that he'd have
chosen that way out, either. Still, no
one can claim to know what goes on in
another man’s mind.”

“1 suppose not.”

Simpson shook himself, as if to get rid
of something unpleasant.

“Usual people to notify,” he sighed.
“Hang on here a minute, will you, while
| phone the department.”

ILE Simpson was phoning from
e ghall, Northolt was idly turning

0 some papers on the desk. Usuallgraig plaintively.

he said indifferently. “What's on your
program now? Staying on?”

Northolt shook his head. “Back to
town for me,” he said. “There’'s a story
to be written. | was going to hold it until
tomorrow, but there’s no need for that
now.”

Northolt's story was not written ex-
actly on the lines he had intended. On
the way back to town he had been mull-
ing over what had happened, and he
was not satisfied.

His knowledge of stock dealings was
limited, but even so he had the impres-
sion the sale of those oil stocks was
gueer. Oil was booming. Why had Mer-
ton sold at half price? He made a phone
call from a booth at Grand Central. The
financial editor of the Standard answered
his ring.

“Northolt,” said the reporter. “That
you, Craig? Can you tell me off-hand
what Pine Flat Petroleum is worth?”

Craig's voice betrayed his curiosity.
“That's out of your line, isn't it? But |
can tell you, all right It's worth current
prices for wall paper, and not a cent
more. If anybody is trying to sell you
some, hit him with the handiest bottle.”

Northolt was thinking fast It looked
as if Merton had got fifty thousand for
worthless stock. Or had he? Why
shouldn’t it have been a blind to cover
transfer of other cash?

“It's a registered stock, isn't it?” he
asked. “Who's been buying lately?”

“What am I|—a directory?” asked
“If anybody’s been

sutides leave a note, but this time thefguying you’ll probably find him in the

was no sign of one. Perhaps Merton
considered his action sufficiently clear
without leaving a written explanation.
Most of the papers Northolt saw re-
lated to Merton’s stockbroking business,
and even a cursory examination was
enough for the reporter to see that it was
shaky. Merton’s need for money was ob-
vious enough. There were records of
sales of various holdings at what North-
olt knew were sacrifice prices, includ-
ing one transfer of an oil stock -whose
face value was one hundred thousand
dollars at half that price. The buyer’s
name did not appear.
“Anything interesting?” asked Simp-
son, coming back into the room.
“Nothing much,” said Northolt, push-
ing the papers toward the detective.
“Merton’s business was on the rocks.”
Simpson nodded. “The usual story,”

nearest booby hatch. But I'll look up
the records for you. Hang on.”
Northolt heard the receiver being

placed on the desk. A few minutes later
Craig was speaking again.

“Beats me,” he said wonderingly, “but
it looks as if you were right. Man named
Colles bought a block of it Friday. Bar-
num was right, | guess.”

“Thanks, Craig,” said Northolt. “That’s
what 1 wanted.”

“Uh-huh. Don’'t mind me—that hiss-
ing noise is my curiosity boiling over.
What gives?”

“You'll read about it in the morning,”
said Northolt.

He hung up the receiver, cutting short
Craig’'s protests. For a moment he
looked with unseeing eyes at the hurry-
ing crowds. Odd that a man so astute
as Colles should have paid fifty thousand
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for stock known to be valueless. So odd
that Northolt intended to ask him the
reason in person. . .

The murder the night before had done
nothing to harm business at the Stirrup
Club. If anything, it was a help. In
addition to the regular patrons, scores of
morbid sensation seekers had thronged to
the scene of the tragedy, and the place
was packed.

Northolt was stopped by a bulky figure
standing by the entrance, a figure whose
hulking muscles and battered face
seemed incongruous in the flawlessly cut
tuxedo he wore.

“Sorry,” came the smooth challenge.
“No one permitted not in evening dress.

. Oh, it's you, Northolt. What's on
your mind? You know it's a club rule
—evening clothes after ten.”

Northolt recognized him as Harris, one
of Colies’ heavy duty men. His job was
to act as unofficial bodyguard to the club
owner, as well as sifting the clientele of
the club.

“l1 want a word with Colies,” said the
reporter. “It's urgent.”

Harris' face was blank and expression-
less, but he managed to convey an at-
mosphere of hostility all the same.

“I'm not sure the boss wants to be dis-
turbed tonight,” he said. “Better see him
in the morning.”

“I'd prefer to see him now,” said
Northolt, and his voice was hard. “Tell
him I've just been talking to Merton.”

RRIS' eyes flickered slightly, but
his face did not change. “I'll tell
him,” he said. “Wait here.”

Harris was gone only a couple of
minutes. “The boss will see you,” he
said curtly. “This way.”

Northolt followed him along a narrow
passage that led to the rear of the club.
From time to time snatches of music
and alcoholic laughter reached him, but
there seemed to be no direct communica-
tion between the passageway and the
club.

Colies was waiting for him in the back
room he used for his betting. The odds
for that ill-fated race on Saturday were
still chalked on the board. The club
owner waved him to a chair. Northolt
remained standing. He observed that
Harris had taken up his position just in-
side the door, and was watching him im-
passively. A second man came from an
adjoining room and joined him.

“Harris tells me you've been talking
to Merton,” said Colies. His attitude
was one of polite interest. “I'm curious
to know what that has to do with me. |
don’'t want to seem abrupt, Tim, but I'm
a busy man.”

“l don’'t for a moment doubt it,” said
Northolt drily. “The proverbial bee has
nothing on you when it comes to getting
around.”

There was a pause while the tension
grew.

“We were speaking of Merton,” said
Colies.

“So we were. I've just come from his

place. He’'s given me some very inter-
esting information about Saturday’s
race.”

Colies exchanged a quick glance at the
others at that. He frowned and turned
back to the reporter.

“What's your angle, Northolt?” he
demanded curtly. “What's the race to
you?”

“I'm always interested in a crooked
race,” said the reporter.

Colles nodded. “I heard it was fixed.
You told me. Rains, wasn't it? Pity.
He was a good rider, but he’s finished
now.

“So are you,” said Northolt quietly.
“You might have got away with a
gambling fraud, but not murder. You're
finished, Colles.”

Colles grinned crookedly. “For a
minute | thought you said murder,” he
gibed. “Seems to me | have two wit-
nesses to prove | couldn’t have done it.
You and Simpson.”

“l wasn't talking about Somers’ mur-
der,” said Northolt. “I was talking about
Merton’s. Your faked suicide was good,
but you should have gone through his
papers. That oil deal was suspicious
from the start”

“Carelessness,” murmured Colles.
“And who Kkilled Somers?”

“For a guess, your playmates here,”
said Northolt coolly. “Harris, or the lit-
tle man .beside him. Maybe both. At
your orders, of course. Need | go on?”

“No,” Colles was scowling blackly.
“And just where do you think all that
leaves you?”

That was something the reporter was
beginning to wonder about himself. He
hadn’'t intended to go so far. He had
meant merely to satisfy himself that his
theory was correct, then bow out grace-
fully, leaving it for Lieutenant Simpson
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to take over. Now there was no mistak-
ing Colies’ intentions any more than the
menace of the revolver that had sudden-
ly appeared in his hand.

“You're a fool, Northolt,” said Colies.

He raised his gun. Northolt leaped
forward. There was the roar of a shot,
and the reporter found himself struggling
with a dead man. There was something
so repellent in Colies’ sudden glassy-
eyed limpness that he cried out aloud.
For a moment he could not understand
what had happened, and then he saw.
From that unguarded passageway had
emerged a figure whose hate-filled eyes
held as much menace as the smoking
gun he held. The last man Northolt had
expected to see—Rains, the jockey who
had thrown the race.

Harris and the other man went for
their guns. Rains and Harris fired at
the same instant, while the reporter
floored the third man with a wicked
right to the pit of the stomach.

Both shots had gone home. Harris was
on his knees, coughing blood, and even
as Northolt looked he slumped forward
on his face and lay still. Rains was still
standing, but swaying so that he would
have fallen had not Northolt caught him
and eased him into a chair. Rains
grinned, a lopsided effort twisted by
pain.

“You're one up on Simpson, eh? |
was watching—I saw Colles put that
cartridge case where you found it. |
knew he'd killed Mr. Merton, but |
hadn't a gun then—" his voice trailed off
into silence. . .

OE'LL live,” the police surgeon said,
some half hour later.
Lieutenant Simpson grunted, but he

Follow the Exploits of Tony Quinn,

was plainly relieved. "Lucky for him
you were there,” he commented to
Northolt. “He went to the Stirrup Club
to commit a murder. With Colles
threatening you it becomes justifiable
homicide. Just what happened, exact-
ly?”

yThe reporter explained. “Merton was
more of a criminal than we—or Rains—
suspected,” he said. “Colles approached
him with the idea of cleaning up on a
fixed race. Merton needed money bad-
ly, and he agreed. Colles furnished the
cash, and Merton made the bets. He'd
insisted on a fake stock transfer to cover
the amount involved, in order to avert
suspicion from himself.

“The original plan must have been to
bribe Somers. But Merton introduced
his own angle. He wanted the lot, and
he worked out a scheme to keep from
having to split with Colles. Instead of
attempting to bribe Somers, he per-
suaded Rains to throw the race, and told
Colles everything was set as planned.

“Somers won, Merton collected seven-
ty grand and kept fifty thousand more
of Colles’ money, and Colles believed
Somers had doublecrossed them. We
know how Somers was Kkilled. Colles’
gunmen took care of him, giving Colles
himself an alibi. Then, unknowingly, I
gave Colles the clue to what had actual-
ly happened by telling him of Rains’ sus-
pension. He went out to Merton’s place,
lulled him to make it look like suicide,
and planted evidence to make it look as
if Merton had killed Somers.”

Northolt paused. “Actually it was a
remark of yours that made me begin to
suspect the truth. You said it was like
a case of mistaken identity. That's ex-
actly what it was.”
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A hidden gunman
suddenly opened fire
on the three girls

gave in 1927 when with nothing more
than a pair of stained overalls, he prac-
tically was able to write a detailed biog-
raphy of the wearer.

It was in October of that year when
three men held up Southern Pacific Train
No. 13 as it made its way up a steep moun-
tain pass in Siskeyou, Oregon. The bandits
had planned their job with extreme cun-
ning since the train had to travel slowly
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at that spot in order to make the tough
grade. Suddenly swooping out from be-
hind a screen of trees, they clambered
aboard the train and in cold-blood shot
down the engineer, the fireman and the
brakeman.

When the plucky railway clerks refused
to open the door to the mail car, the
bandits fired through the door and then
dynamited the car. A mail clerk was killed
in the blast which followed. The bandits
had used so much dynamite that they
almost wrecked the entire train. Fright-
ened by the effects of the blast, they fled
without any loot, leaving four bodies be-
hind them. This holocaust of banditry
had taken just ten minutes.

The area soon was swarming with local,
state, Federal, and railroad police who
found a gun with its numbers filed off,
an automobile magneto used as a detonat-
ing battery, some empty gunnysacks in
which the train robbers had hoped to
carry away their loot, and a pair of
greasy overalls.

Crystal Ball Stuff

All the clues were examined carefully
and studied without much being gleaned
from them, except the magneto. This was
traced to a mountain village repair shop
and when the officers discovered that the
mechanic there was an ex-convict they
reasoned they had solved the case—par-
ticularly after he was ordered to put on
the discarded overalls and they fit him.
The prisoner insisted that he had not
stirred from the village and had enough
reputable witnesses backing him up to
throw some first-class doubts about his
connection with the crime.

With the suspect holding firm in his
denial of guilt, one of the officials decided
to send the overalls to Dr. Heinrich and
see if he could find some clue they might
have overlooked. The overalls, of course,
had been examined thoroughly by scores
of officers.

Dr. Heinrich accepted the overalls and
retired to his laboratory. Several days
passed and then he sent a telegram to
authorities in Oregon. The men blinked,
rubbed their eyes, and then re-read the
message, not daring to believe what ap-
peared on paper.

The telegram Dr. Heinrich sent read:

You are holding the wrong man. The over-
alls you sent were worn by a left-handed

lumberjack working around Douglas fir trees.
He is a white man between twenty-one and
twenty-five years of age, not over five feet
ten inches tall, weighing about 165 pounds.
He has medium light brown hair, a fair com-
plexion, light brown eyebrows, small hands
and feet, and is rather fastidious in his per-
sonal habits. Apparently he has lived and
worked in the Pacific Northwest. Look for
such a man. More coming later.

One of the officials who read the tele-
gram snorted and then said, “l suppose
that next he’ll wire us the man’s name.
How could he tell all that from Stoair of
dirty overalls? We all looked at the gar-
ment and we're not blind.”

Several days later the officials were
rendered numb by Professor Heinrich’s
latest message, fin a laconic wire he in-
formed them that the man who had worn
the-overalls was named Roy d’Autremont.

By now the officers working on the case
were convinced that Dr. Heinrich either
was trying to pull off a tremendous crys-
tal ball bluff or else was a miracle worker.
Several traveled post-haste to Berkeley
to find out how he arrived at his amazing
information with nothing more than a
pair of dirty overalls to work with.

First of all they wanted to know how
he knew that a man named Roy d’Aure-
mont had ever worn the overalls. His
explanation left them with red faces.

The college professor had carefully
brushed out the contents of the pockets
in the garment Wedged in a corner of a
pocket was a tiny rolled up piece of paper
that all the officers working on the case
had ignored”™ Dr. Heinrich had taken this
piece of paper, ironed it smooth, and sub-
jected it to various chemical tests. He
discovered that it was part of a registered
mail receipt and he was able to bring up
the number, date and issuing post office
which was in Eugene, Oregon. Post office
records showed that this receipt had been
issued to Roy d’Autremont. The descrip-
tion of Roy tallied perfectly with the one
given by Dr. Heinrich.

The persistent officers wanted to know
how the criminologist had been able to
describe the wearer even before he knew
his identity. Heinrich said he had analyzed
the stains on the overalls and found that
they were caused by pitch from Douglas
fir trees, the kind that grow in the Pacific
Northwest.

Since these stains were not fresh, he
knew that the wearer had to be a lumber-
jack in that region. This was further con-
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firmed by die dust he found in the pockets
which was examined under the micro-
scope and proved to be minute particles
of Douglas fir trees. He knew the man
was left-handed because the wear and
tear on the buttonholes showed that they
had been buttoned from the left side.

Two Wrongfully Accused

Hairs found clinging to one of the over-
all buttons, helped him determine the
man’s complexion and color as well as the
age group. He was able to tell that the
man was fastidious because he found par-
ticles of nail clippings in the pockets.
They were narrow and clean. It is a
known fact that very few lumberjacks
care that much about their appearance
that they constantly clip their nails. The
nail parings also indicated the small size
of the man'’s fingers.

By measuring the overalls and the
creases in the garments caused by the
body of the wearer he had been able to
determine the man’s height and weight.
Subsequent investigation proved that the
three d’Autremont brothers—Roy, Ray
and Hugh—had fled from their homes
about the time of the train massacre.

For several years persistent post-office
inspectors kept on their trail and finally
rounded them up. The men admitted
their guilt and were sentenced to life
imprisonment, caught because Roy’s over-
alls had told such an amazing story to Dr.
Heinrich.

At one time in his career, Professor
Heinrich served as Chief of Police of
Alameda in California, but his talents as
an expert were too much in demand for
him to remain tied to one department.
Although he usually is a consultant for
law enforcement agencies, now and then
Dr. Heinrich will appear as an expert
witness for the defense and such an ap-
pearance usually results in the vindica-
tion of the accused.

Naturally enough, he doesn't appear in
such a case unless he is completely con-
vinced of the innocence of the person
accused.

One of the most discussed cases on the
West Coast was the death of beautiful
Allene Lamson, wife of David Lamson,
who was found dead in their cottage on
the Stanford University campus. Lamson
claimed that his wife had fractured her
skull by a fall in the bathtub while police
charged that the husband had killed her

by hitting her on the head with an iron
pipe.

Three times the state tried to convict
Lamson but found themselves unable to
overcome the testimony of Heinrich that
the line of the arc of the bloodstains
showed that Mrs. Lamson had fallen and
accidentally injured herself. After his
harrowing experiences and his final vin-
dication, Lamson became a noted writer.

There is a taxicab driver walking the
streets of a California town today a free
man because of the wizardry of Professor
Heinrich. The hackman claimed that a
passenger had blackjacked him and in de-
fending himself he had killed the man.
The blackjack was on the floor of the cab.
The driver had too few bruises to show
police for them to believe his story and
he was arrested, charged with the murder
of his passenger.

Heinrich was asked to assist the de-
fendant. He examined the blackjack and
found some hairs trapped in the woven
leather covering the steel shot. Several
hairs were snipped from the corpse and
from the taxi driver. Micro-analysis
proved that the hairs in the blackjack
actually were from the cabbie’s head, up-
holding his story. The murder charge
against him was dropped.

Geometry to the Rescue

Part of Professor Heinrich's seeming
ability to find clues where nobody else
can, is due to his attention to minor de-
tails and his refusal to allow anybody to
do his thinking for him. He does not ac-
cept the word of a witness, no matter how
honest and sincere that individual may
be, until he has checked the information
for himself. This is not due to any capri-
cious nature, but to the very understand-
able fact that witnesses can make honest
mistakes which if accepted at face value
would lead officers to a dead end.

While Heinrich still was police chief in
Alameda, three girls were walking on the
street when an armed man hidden some-
where opened fire at them. One of the
girls was Killed, another critically injured,
while the third escaped. The officers who
raced to the scene found a witness who
lived nearby. He said that he saw the
shots fired by a man who stood in front
of a basement window on the other side
of the street. “Why | even saw the flash
of his gun,” the witness told the officers.
The shooting had occurred at dusk.
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Powerful lights were strung up and
police searched the ground where the
killer had stood but they were unabale to
find any footprints or empty cartridges.
They reasoned that the gunman had
picked up the shells before fleeing.

When Heinrich arrived at the scene, he
studied the basement window in front of
which the witness said the killer had been
standing. The officers wondered what had
happened to their chief when they saw
him peering into the window waving his
arms in various directions and then work-
ing out on paper a problem in geometry.
Finally the chief directed his men to go
across the street and look behind a certain
bush of a particular house there. The
mystified officers did and stared in sur-
prise at several empty cartridge shells.

Heinrich reasoned that the witness had
not seen the actual shooting as he thought,
but a reflection of the gun flash in the
basement window. If this were so, then
the killer really had been standing on the
same side of the street with the witness.

The witness laughed loud and long
when this was suggested to him, but he
agreed to stand at the exact spot he had
been when the shooting occurred. Hein-
rich now had three fixed points—the spot
where the witness had been standing, the
place where the girls had been shot, and
the window. By working his problem out
mathematically, he was able to pinpoint
the exact place the killer had been stand-
ing. It was later proven that Dr. Hein-
rich was correct.

Solves Hillbilly Poisoning

Some fifteen years ago a dance was
being held in a one-room schoolhouse
high up in the Sierra Mountains of Cali-
fornia. The dance had brought hill folk
together from scattered hamlets and iso-
lated farms.

The music—a guitar and a violin—was
being played by John and Steve Rablen,
well known throughout the mountains.

Another Rablen was there, Carroll,
Steve’s son, a strange, moody and morose
young man who worked in a lumber mill.
Carroll’'s mail-order wife, Eva, was there
dancing gaily through the night while the
non-dancing Carroll remained outside in
the clearing about the school building.

It was no secret that Carroll and Eva
were not particularly happy but many
thought that this was due to Carroll's
father who had never wanted his son to

.which contained some dregs.
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marry. Carroll on several occasions had
attempted suicide as the only way out
of his unhappy dilemma.

At midnight the dance came to a tem-
porary halt while the folks attending the
party surged about several tables piled
high with food. Eva filled a tray with
sandwiches, cake and coffee for Carroll
and went outside. As she moved down
the dark steps with the tray, she bumped
into a woman ascending the steps.

They exchanged apologies and Eva
found her husband standing near their
car. He accepted the tray of food but re-
fused to come inside to watch the dancers
or mingle with the mountainers who had
gathered for the social affair.

A short time later dancing resumed but
the music was cut short when a man’s
scream could be heard above the noise in
the building. They ran outside in time to
see Carroll die, writhing in agony on the
ground.

“Why did you do it?” Eva cried, sob-
bing out her grief.

Local authorities held an investigation.
They found a cup of coffee on the grounds
Others re-
ported how they had tried to lure Carroll
inside to join in the festivities but he had
put them off. A man reported that the
day before the dance, Carroll had told
him that if he attended it, it would be
his last. An insurance man reported that
when he called upon Carroll to renew a
policy the other told him he wasn't going
to keep up payments because he wouldn't
need it any more.

Everything pointed to suicide with Car-
roll dropping some poison into his coffee
after his wife left him. The type of poison
was answered when the investigators
found a bottle of strychnine crystals in the
grass some distance from Rablen’s car.

Steve Rablen, however, was certain
that his son did not commit suicide and
charged that he had been murdered. Puz-
zled officials decided to see if they could
trace the poison. They found that a drug
store, in Tuolomne had sold some strych-
nine crystals to a woman who had signed
the register as Mrs. Joe Williams. The
woman told the clerk that she had wanted
to kill some stray dogs who were bother-
ing her chickens.

The drug clerk did not know Eva Rab-
len and when he confronted her, he iden-
tified her as the woman who had pur-
chased the strychnine signing the register
as Mrs. Williams. Eva replied that the
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clerk was mistaken.

The evidence was too slim to warrant
any charge being placed against Eva and
local authorities decided to call in Pro-
fessor Heinrich to help them.

The criminologist determined from Eva
that nobody but herself had handled the
tray of food which she brought to her
husband. He learned about the stair
bumping incident and spoke to the other
woman. She readily recalled the episode
and added that some of the coffee had
spilled on her dress leaving a slight stain.

“It's my pink party dress and | haven't
been able to get to town to bring it to the
cleaners,” she said. “It really wasn't Eva’s
fault because it was dark on those steps.”

Dr. Heinrich asked permission to
borrow the dress. He also took with him
the register from the drug store, the
strychnine bottle found in the grass, the
coffee cup, plus several letters Eva had
written. A week later he forwarded his
report Eva was arrested for the murder
of her husband.

The criminologist had found strychnine
in the coffee cup dregs, which also was ex-
pected. Using a spectroscope he had de-
termined that the strychnine in the bottle
was identical with that in the cup, which
also was expected. But that small coffee
stain on the pink party dress had ended
any question as to whether it was suicide
or murder.

In the tiny residue left by the stain,
Professor Heinrich discovered miscro-
scopic specks of strychnine crystal prov-
ing definitely that the poison had been in
the coffee which Eva was bringing out to
her husband. He also was able to show
that the signature on the drug store poi-
son register matched that of Eva's. Con-
fronted with the evidence, she pleaded
guilty and was sentenced to life imprison-
ment.

Whose Charred Body?

It was Professor Heinrich’'s work in the
Schwartz case which won him an inter-
national reputation. The case ranks among
the first ten crime stories in this country
and is a masterpiece of scientific crime
detection and brilliant deduction.

Early in 1925, the Pacific Cellulose
Company erected a plant in the town of
Walnut Creek, not far from Oakland,
where it planned to produce a substitute
for silk under the direction of its chief
chemist, Charles Henry Schwartz. Sch-

wartz was busy carrying out experiments
in the factory building prior to the start
of full scale production.

On the night of July 30, an explosion
shook the building with flames engulfing
the structure. The night watchman re-
ported that Schwartz was in the building.
Firemen frantically worked their vray into
the laboratory only to find Schwartz dead
in the wrecked room.

The watchman said he had spoken to
Schwartz only about ten minutes before
the explosion. The other had been excited
because he had perfected his formula.
This was confirmed by the foreman of the
plant who lived nearby and said that
Schwartz had told him the same thing.

Although the body recovered in the
laboratory had been burned beyond rec-
ognition, the firemen had found a pair
of cufflinks, a belt buckle and a piece of
trouser cloth all of which were identified
by Mrs. Schwartz as belonging to her
husband. The dead chemist had a front
tooth missing. A like condition was found
in the charred body.

Fire officials who had sent equipment
from surrounding towns, wanted to deter-
mine the cause of the fire. Chief Guy
Spender of Berkeley poked through a
brick wall that had caved in and found
some dynamite in the debris. In another
part of the building that had been saved
from destruction, firemen found chemical-
ly-soaked cloths wrapped about the ends
of sticks.

The night watchman was certain that
no dynamite was kept in the building. The
chemically soaked cloths indicated the
possibility of the fire being of incendiary
origin.

Since Schwartz had just completed per-
fecting his formula, authorities ruled out
the possibility of suicide. The only con-
clusion was that the chemist had been
murdered.

~ The insurance compaines who were

carrying some $200,000 worth of policies
on the life of Schwartz, decided to take a
hand in the investigation and asked Dr.
Heinrich to check. Police were happy to
welcome him.

He went to the laboratory and after
inspecting the room, made measurements.
He found a bloodstained board which he
brought back with him along with bits of
burned clothing, a charred blanket, some
coffee wrapped in a sugar sack, and a bar
of soap.

He questioned the night watchman and
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the other was certain that he had spoken
to Schwartz only a few minutes before
the explosion. The watchman said he had
brought Schwartz some food a short time
before that, because the other had been
too busy to go out. In answer to a ques-
tion by Heinrich, he replied that the food
had been beans and cucumbers.

The criminologist made several return
trips to the factory, prowling about and
bringing back odds and ends to his labora-
tory. At his request an autopsy was made
of the charred corpse and the report
turned over to him.

Uncover a Clever Killer

Days passed and the death of Schwartz
slipped off the front pages since there
seemed to be no new developments. It
suddenly returned in banner headlines.

Dr. Heinrich revealed that murder had
been committed in the laboratory but at
the same time he said that Schwartz was
the Killer rather than the victim.

As soon as he had entered the labora-
tory, he realized that something was
wrong. The equipment in the laboratory
was woefully incomplete for any chemist
to have carried on experiments, particu-
larly of the nature Schwartz was supposed
to be doing. Even more significant was
the fact that the so-called laboratory con-
tained no water, gas, illumination or heat
for a chemist to have used in making
necessary tests.

Dr. Heinrich said that chemical analysis
of different pieces of residue he brought
with him from the gutted factory, showed
the presence of carbon disulphide, which
has a corrosive effect on the throat. The
autopsy of the body did not show any
throat corrosion but did reveal a fractured
skull.

While all this indicated that the man
had been dead before the fire broke out,
it still did not' account for Heinrich's
theory that the dead man was not
Schwartz.

He soon proved this point to the satis-
faction of authorities. Although the right
ear of the corpse had been badly burned,
the lobe was virtually intact. Heinrich
had obtained a photograph of Schwartz
which he enlarged and which clearly
showed that the chemist's ear was a dif-

ferent type. An analysis of the food in
the dead man’s stomach showed that he
had not eaten any cucumbers or beans,
the food which the night watchman had
seen Schwartz eat. An attempt had been
made to have the body resemble Schwartz.
The Killer had removed a front tooth from
the same place in the jaw where Schwartz
had one missing, but Heinrich showed
under the microscope that the tooth miss-
ing from the corpse had been yanked
quite recently.

This left the authorities with the prob-
lem of trying to identify the charred and
disfigured corpse, particularly in view of
the positive identification made by the
chemist’s wife.

Heinrich’'s magic was not at an end.
His microscope showed that the charred
body had been clothed in a blue denim
shirt, overalls and a hunting jacket.
Among the various odds and ends he had
found in the laboratory were a small sew-
ing kit of needles and thread, and a packet
that contained a new pair of socks and
religious pamphlets.

The charred piece of blanket, the coffee
wrapped in a sack, the new pair of socks
all suggested to Professor Heinrich that
the dead man had been an itinerant of
some kind. He didn't believe he was a
hobo, however, because the man’s hands
and feet appeared to have been well kept.
The booklets indicated that the man might
have been connected with some kind of
religious work. The packet also had con-
tained part of a letter he had been writing.

Newspapers promptly printed Heinrich'’s
theory as to the identity of the corpse and
reproduced the unfinished letter. The
criminologist had hit the nail directly on
the head. A short time later a woman
reported that the description answered
that of Gilbert Warren Barbe, a sort of
wandering missionary. Positive identifica-
tion was made by comparing the hand-
writing in the unfinished letter with
known samples of Barbe’s writing.

Police began a determined hunt for
Schwartz and traced him to Oakland. As
they were breaking in the door they heard
a shot.

Schwartz, his fantastic murder plot to
collect insurance on his own life spoiled
by Professor Heinrich, had committed
suicide.

Next Issue: THE DOCTOR CALLED THE TRUTH, another true

story of an unusual American detective by JACKSON HITE
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LLIOT GRAYSON sat on the bench
of the flowered pergola gazing over
the brink down to the spreading

valley where the village lights winket night.

like the eyes of some great cyclops squat-
ting there. Summer moonlight through
the pergola trellis glinted with a leafy
pattern on Grayson’s white hair, on his
shoulder and arm. But mostly he was in
shadow, his solid square figure in its
butler's uniform a blob in the darkness.

Except for serving Rollins the usual
whisky and soda in the library about
eleven o’clock, Grayson’'s day’s work was
done. He had quietly come out here to
smoke his pipe, to mull over his hatred of
Rollins.

The small, old-fashioned revolver was

By RAY CUMMINGS

a lump in Grayson'’s jacket pocket, press-
ing against his hip as he slouched on the
rustic seat. He often carried it with him
It was the badge of his hatred,
and upon some occasion, perhaps quite
unexpectedly, he would use it. Two weeks
had passed now since he had gotten this
job as butler in the home of the wealthy
James T. Rollins. Grayson had brought
the revolver with him. One of these
nights, almost anytime now, he'd get re-
venge!

Hatred is a queer thing. Like jealousy,
it makes the meat it feeds on. It seemed
to Elliot Grayson that for all the rest of
his life the hatred he felt for Rollins, and
for young Peter Rollins too, would nag

him, torture him so that fife would hardly »

Geometry Upsets a Neat Formula for Murder!



THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

be worth living. It was more than revenge
that Grayson wanted. He wanted release,
peace of mind, freedom from this tor-
turing hatred.

So Grayson, with his revolver, had
come here. The hatred had redoubled,
after seeing Rollins and Rollins’ adopted
son, Peter. Every day he had been hear-
ing their voices, obeying their commands.
Grayson now was thinking that no one had
ever before felt such hatred.

The thought, somehow, was incongru-
ously comforting. It seemed to ease his
grief over Annie, *s though hating these
two men so greatly in some way was a
measure of his love for Annie. And
killing them—that too would be a measure
of his love.

The sound of footsteps and voices on
the verandah of the nearby house made
Grayson take his pipe out of his mouth
and turn to gaze through the trellised
vines which were at his shoulder. The
side verandah of the big house was only a
few feet away here, across the garden
path. Part of it was screened, but the
nearer section was an open terrace. Two
men had come out onto the terrace. They
were in shadow, diagonally above where
Grayson was sitting.

EY were Rollins and Peter. Pudgy
Rollins sat down on a chair, and Peter
stood beside him. They were talking
softly, voices that barely carried down to
Grayson so that it was only a low mur-
mur. Then he heard the voice of Rollins
senior saying:

“No | won't, and that's the end of it!”

They were quarreling again, or at least
arguing angrily. Peter flung down his
cigarette and ground it on the terrace
flagging with his heel. They were talking
softly because they didn't want the serv-
ant in the house behind them to overhear,
Grayson knew. Nothing got by old Mrs.
Green, the housekeeper.

Previously, they had been arguing at
dinner. Mrs. Green had heard that too, as
well as Grayson, and Jane, the maid.

Grayson, down in the pergola, held his
pipe, forgetting to smoke it. His hands
were trembling. The revolver in his
pocket seemed like a thing alive. Annie
would understand, that is, if her spirit
should be hovering near, watching the
husband she had loved.

In the thirty years of their married life
together, he and Annie had understood
each other perfectly. Perhaps only Gray-

son, of everyone, had understood why
Annie had stolen so slyly, so cleverly
from Rollins and his wealthy guests, when
she had been housekeeper here, two years
ago. The war, the country’s unsettled
condition afterward, had made it more
profitable for Grayson and Annie to get
separate situations, so he had taken a job
as butler with a family up in Maine. He
had not known what Annie was doing,
not until she was arrested. Grayson could
remember well how he had pleaded for
mercy. There would have been no one
to push the case against Annie, except
Rollins. But Peter had insisted on push-
ing the case, because he was a weakling
himself. He took a cruel pleasure in see-
ing others punished.

So Annie had gone to jail, under a two-
to-five-year sentence, with no one but
Grayson appreciating how much those
thefts had meant to Annie. They rep-
resented a little home of their own where,
with the small annuity Grayson had, they
could have lived out their lives together
the way Annie had always dreamed.

But Annie was gone now. She had told
Rollins hysterically that she would never
live in jail. And she had taken her life
as she had threatened.

James T. Rollins had not realized his
error, when he accepted Grayson as his
butler. Perhaps he had thought it some
measure of recompense for what he had
done to Annie Grayson. A charitable
gesture.

Peter Rollins’ raised voice floated out
from the terrace.

“You can go to the devil with your
money. | don’'t want any more of it.”
Peter’'s anger came to Grayson plainly.
They were arguing because Peter was a
spendthrift, who stalled on every kind
of work, with dissolute, fawning friends,
a product of too much money.

“That suits me fine,” the elder Rollins
said. Then suddenly Peter in a huff
jumped down from the terrace, stalked
along the moon bright garden path and
took the path under the nearby trees,
down the hill. He'd walk off his anger.
He'd realize that he'd better keep on
soft-soaping Rollins. He'd be back by mid-
night with a lot of new promises about
mending his ways.

On the terrace, near the door that
admitted into the screened-off section of
the verandah, Rollins sat quietly in his
chair, nursing his annoyance at Peter.
Moonlight bathed him now. The end of



LINE OF FIRE 93

his cigar was a red-glowing coal.

In Grayson’s mind, as he sat secluded
in the little pergola, there was the flash of
realization that several circumstances
were suddenly conspiring to help him
settle for Annie. He knew that his hand
was shaking as he leveled the revolver.
He steadied it, waited a breath.

The first shot must have gone wild, be-
cause it only brought Rollins to his feet
with a startled oath, but the second shot
struck him in the head. He pitched for-
ward to the terrace flagging beside his
overturned chair where, for just a mo-
ment, his body twitched. Then it became
a motionless blob.

Grayson stood up. He wondered if
Annie was aware of what was happening
now. His legs felt queer and shaky as he
darted out of the side of the pergola,
wiped the handle of the gun on his jacket,
and gripping it by the muzzle, flung it
away. The cries of the servants in the
house mingled with the little swish and
thud of the weapon sis it fell, over by the
path down the hill.

HOUTING something about having

heard the shots over in the woods,
Grayson himself ran up to the terrace,
joining in the other servants who were
expressing horror.

Peter too, had heard the shots. He
came running back from down the hill,
arriving white-faced and breathless with
the smell of liquor on him just as Grayson
was phoning for the local police.

The police investigation did not take
long to get under way, after the medical
examiner had left. Peter was the first one
examined.

“You heard the shots,” Police Captain
Banning said to Peter. “How far down
the hill had you gone at that time?”

“1 don't know,” Peter protested. “How
can | remember anything like that? All |
know | heard the shots, then voices shout-
ing. | came running back. All the serv-
ants were gathered near the phone in the
hall. Then | ran to the terrace, saw the
body. Why should you—"

“Because you had a fight with him at
dinner,” Sergeant Clancy said. “You did,
didn't you?”

“We had an argument,” Peter said. “So
what? These servants! Always snooping!”

“Bad terms with him nearly always,
wasn't you? Had you on a spot, about
drinkin’ less, and goin’ to work, didn’t
he?”

“We talked about that. So what?”
Peter’'s callow, weak-chinned face was
pallid, with little spots of color from his
terror in his cheeks. His thin hair was
plastered in streaks on his sweating fore-
head.

“You were out there on the terrace with
him just a few minutes before the shots,”
Captain Banning put in. “Arguing again,
weren't you?”

Grayson stood quietly across the library
among the other servants, old Mrs. Green,
and Jane, trim in her black uniform and
apron, with her dark eyes big and her
pretty face frightened, and her little lace
coif awry on her head. And Tom, the
chauffeur, who had been in his room
down over the garage and knew nothing
about it at all, except that Peter often
quarreled with his foster-father over the
way Peter banged up the cars with his
reckless driving.

There was nothing for Grayson to say
now. He and the other servants had told
Captain Banning and Clancy that they
had heard the quarrels and heard the
shots from out there in the woods. With
impassive face, Grayson stood and lis-
tened and watched Peter standing in the
ring of badgering policemen who were
firing questions at him.

The elder Rollins was dead. You could
only hate the memory of a man who was
dead. All the silent hatred from Grayson
was flowing now like a deadly current at
the harried Peter standing there so fright-
ened. Soon Peter would be in jail. Vague-
ly Grayson wondered if one would bother
to hate a man who was spending a life-
time in jail. Probably not Annie would
understand how Grayson was feeling now.

Grayson turned with a new little thrill
of comfort as a policeman came in from
outside.

“Found the gun, Cap'n,” the policeman
said. He displayed it, holding it gingerly
in case fingerprints might be on it, which
Grayson knew there wouldn’t be. “Six
cartridges in it, two of 'em empty. Guess
it's the gun all right, easy to prove by
the bullet in the corpse.”

“Well, well, good enough!” Banning
said. “Where did you find it, Jake?”

He had found it near the path that led
down the hill, the way Peter had gone.

“And | guess that does it,” Sergeant
Clancy said. He swung at Peter. “How
about that, you shifty-eyed killer? Shot
him and ran, eh?”

“l didn't! You're a liar!”



94 THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

Grayson’s face as he watched and lis-
tened while the policemen pounded Peter
harder than ever, still was impassive.
Captain Banning had gone outside for a
moment. He came back.

“Might as well put this bird under
arrest, eh, Captain?” Clancy said. “Evi-
dence, unless there’'s fingerprints on that
gun, might be kind of circumstantial. But
what the devil! It all fits together. We'll
get an indictment on it, and then if the
D. A. is smart—"

"Well,” Captain Banning said, “that’s
good dope, but this thing isn't just that
way, Clancy.” Banning was a big, soft-
spoken man. He smiled faintly at Clancy.

Unexpectedly he moved over and
stopped in front of Grayson.

“It's you | have to put under arrest,
Grayson,” the policeman said.

“Me, sir?” Grayson answered. “You're
joking sir!”

“Him?” Clancy said. “How’s that?”

“You were in that little pergola when
you heard the shots?” Banning asked.

RAYSON raised his eyebrows. “Me?
Why of course. | told you so0.”

“l saw him there,” Peter Rollins said.
The relief Peter felt was stamped all over
him. To see it was an affront to Grayson.
Fear was only beginning to pluck at the
butler. There could be no positive way of
telling where the shots came from.

Behind the bulwark of that knowledge,
Grayson had felt so secure that he lost

his uneasiness. Banning was trying, like '

every good policeman should, to explore
every possibility, so that Grayson’'s first
emotion now was annoyance that Peter
should have a respite. It was so good to
see him squirming.

“No argument but what you were in
that pergola,” Banning was saying. “And
we found your pipe there.”

“l1 was there,” Grayson said. “When |
heard the shots, not far from me, off to the
left under the trees, | hurried out.”

“Two shots were fired,” Banning said.
“The first one missed. It went through
the verandah screen, which was close be-
side Rollins as he sat on the terrace.”

“Is that so, sir?” Grayson said. “What
that would mean, | don't know.” Grayson

was very polite, as a well trained butler
should be. Courteous, imperturbable, im-
passive, Elliot Grayson now was summon-
ing all his training to maintain those tradi-
tional qualities. But he could feel his
heart beating faster, and little prickles
spreading inside him.

“Where we found the gun doesn’'t mean
very much,” Banning said. “Anyone could
throw it from somewhere else.”

“l suppose so sir,” Grayson said, with
just a flicker of smile.

“That first bullet,” Banning said, and
the room was very still now, listening,
“went through the screen and thudded
into the house wall. It was traveling up-
ward, you can tell that because the spot
where it's embedded in the wall is quite a
bit higher than the hole it made passing
through the screen.”

He waited, as though expecting Gray-
son to say something. But Grayson only
held his faint inquiring, polite smile. It
was Sergeant Clancy who said:

“Travelin’ upward? Why not? The
ground out there is all lower than the
terrace. The head of the path where the
gun was found is well up the slope.”

“To establish a straight fine,” Banning
said, “you only need two points anywhere
along its length. In this case, we have
them—the hole in the screen, part way
along the'line which the bullet traveled,
and the point where it hit the wall. So
starting from the wall and going through
the hole in the screen, we only have to
continue with that line of fire to reach
the point where the bullet was fired.” The
big Police Captain paused.

“That point is in the little pergola,
Grayson,” he added grimly. “You can't
avoid it.”

There was a chair beside Grayson.
Abruptly he collapsed into it and he
stared, gulping. He couldn't talk. He
didn’'t want to talk, because there was so
much that he was thinking. Poor Annie,
hovering out there somewhere, with this
happening here! He was thinking vague-
ly of what might have been, for him and
Annie. It was very singular that two
people, loving each other so much and
guided only by that, should make such a
mess of their lives.
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hree

Murder

A skull, a whiskbroom and a dinner

check— and a corpse on the floor!

put down the phone and looked at me

with his blue eyes twinkling. At the
moment | couldn’t decide whether he re-
minded me most of a man about to play
Santa Claus or a hound dog on a scent.

“That was Sheriff Larkin on the wire,”
the professor said in his soothing syrup
voice. “He has startling news, Carter.
Keith Stilson has been murdered!”

Apparently that was my cue to gasp
with amazement, horror or something of
the sort, but | wasn't in the mood. | had
listened to Wheeler talking to the sheriff
over the phone and caught the gist of the
conversation fairly well. _

Since the professor without any undue
modesty considered himself the greatest
of all amateur criminologists, and | was
his assistant he expected me to act like
“Doctor Watson” in a third-rate produc-
tion of a Sherlock Holmes play.

“Then you knew?” said the professor,
when he saw | wasn't getting excited.
“Someone told you Stilson had been
murdered?”

“l gathered as much from your con-
versation with the sheriff,” | said. “Are
you going to assist the sheriff with the
investigation.”

The professor ran his hand over his
thick white hair, he tugged at his gray
beard, and then brushed the crumbs
of the toast he'd had for breakfast off his
vest.

PROFESSOR MARTIN WHEELER

By C. K. M

“My dear Mr. Daniel Carter,” he said.
“The sheriff will assist me.”

There didn't seem much | could say to
that. As a former police detective, the
professor’'s egotism sometimes got me. |
had met him in New York about a year
ago about a month after I had quit the
force, and he had offered me a job as his
assistant. The pay was good, for Wheeler
had quite a bit of money, and | needed
the job.

I was big, dark and husky, and save for
the limp from an old bullet wound in my
left leg that never had healed right, |
could move fairly fast. This summer the
professor had rented a cottage back in the
hills in Maryland and had gone there to
write a book, taking me with him.

“Get the car, Dan,” the professor said.
“We are going to Keith Stilson’s place
right away. | had better be there and
take charge before the sheriff makes too
many blunders.”

I got the coupe, Wheeler climbed in
beside me, and we started off. The morn-
ing was bright and clear, but the summer
was about over and there was a slight
chill in the air. The leaves of the trees on
the hills and mountains were beginning
to turn.

\ LL I knew about the murdered man

was that Keith Stilson had been an
elderly retired millionaire who had an
estate nearly two miles from the cottage
the professor had rented. | had seen him

SCANLON
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around, but never had actually met him.
I had heard that Stilson, who was a
widower with a son and a daughter had
recently sold his place and moved out.

“According to the sheriff, the local real
estate agent, John Hill, drove to the Stil-
son place this morning,” said Professor
Wheeler as we drew nearer to the big old
white house. “The new owner had asked
Hill to check up on the place—and see if
everything was all right now that the Stil-
sons had moved out.”

“And then Hill found the body?” 1
asked.

“He did,” said the professor. “Unlocked
the front door with his key, stepped into
the empty house, and started looking
around. In the room that used to be Keith
Stilson’s den, he found the body lying on
the floor.”

We reached the gravel driveway lead-
ing into the Stilson place. The big old
house stood half hidden by trees in the
center of a ten acre estate. | turned the
car off the road and onto the drive. There
were a couple of other cars parked in
front of the house.

| stopped behind one of the other cars
and got out and so did the professor.
Just as we started up the steps a lean,
tall man dressed in rumpled clothes came
out on the porch.

“Mornin’, Professor,” Sheriff Seth Lar-
kin said. “Hi, Carter.”

“Good morning, Sheriff,” said the pro-
fessor. “l hope you haven't disturbed
things too much.”

“There isn't much around to disturb,”
Larkin said in his soft drawl. “Not in this
place.”

We followed him into the house. All of
the furniture, decorations and rugs had
been taken away. There was nothing but
bare floors and empty walls in the rooms.
Our footsteps were loud in the depressing
silence of the place as the sheriff led us
back along the hall to the room where the
body had been found.

The corpse was still lying on the floor.
Doctor Barton, who was also the local
coroner was all through examining the
dead man. Stilson had been stabbed in
the heart, and the knife was still sticking
in his chest.

“So the weapon was a knife,” said the
professor, as though he had just made an
important discovery. “Very interesting!”

I wasn't paying any attention to him.
There were three objects on the floor near
the corpse that interested me. One was

an ordinary whisk broom, another was a
fair sized replica of a human skull, and
the third a waiter’s dinner check.

“Three clues to murder,” said Sheriff
Larkin.

“What?” said Professor Wheeler blank-
ly, and then he saw the three objects on
the floor. “Oh, |1 see. That makes the
whole thing quite simple. Stilson obvious-
ly came back here to get the skull which
contained the hidden secret of his past.
Naturally the place where the skull was
hidden was dusty, so he was brushing off
his clothes with the whisk broom when he
was murdered.”

“Uh-huh,” I said, picking up the dinner
check. “Probably followed here by an
angry waiter who Kkilled Stilson because
he didn't pay this check.”

The professor gave me a reproachful
look. The sheriff glanced at the coroner
and they both grinned. | began to wonder
if Larkin had asked Wheeler to help him
on this case just for the laughs.

All summer the professor had been
pestering the sheriff, telling Larkin what
a great criminologist Martin Wheeler was,
and insisting he should be allowed to
assist if there were any serious crimes
committed in the vicinity. This was a
serious crime, all right, and the sheriff
had carried out his promise and phoned
Wheeler as soon as Larkin had learned of
the murder.

“How long has he been dead, doctor?”
| asked Doctor Barton.

“Four or five hours at least, Mr. Car-
ter,” said Barton. “Hard to be certain of
the exact time. | judge that Stilson was
killed sometime during the night.”

“Excellent, Dan,” said the professor.
“You check. Get all the routine facts
while | look over the house for further
clues.”

3STRODE out of the room, head bent,
d apparently in deep thought. For

a man who claimed to be such a great
amateur criminologist he didn't appear to

have the foggiest notion what it was all
about.

“Where’s John Hill?” | asked, when the
professor had gone. “He found the body
didn't he?”

“He did,” said Larkin. “He had some
business to attend to in town so | let him
go soon as | got here. The phone is still
connected here, you know.”

| picked up the skull and examined it.
The top of the head came off and | found
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the inside of the skull was half filled with
tobacco. | hadn’t seen one of those skull
shaped tobacco jars like that in years.

“I've got to be going, Seth,” Doctor
Barton said. “Have some patients to visit
this morning. The undertaker you phoned
should be out here soon to pick up the
body. We’'ll decide later when we will
hold the coroner’s inquest.”

“Run along, Doctor,” said the sheriff.
“Don’t reckon there’'s any more need for
you here now. | know where to reach
you.”

The doctor departed, and | heard his
car start up as he drove away. | won-
dered where Professor Wheeler was, and
what he was doing now.

“This looks like a tough case, Carter,”
Larkin said when 1 was alone with him.
“No suspect—and no motive, far as | can
find out so far.”

“There’s things | would like to know
more about,” | said. “For instance, why
did Stilson come back here to this empty
house in the middle of the night?”

“Only one reason | can suggest,” said
the sheriff. “He remembered something
important that he had forgotten after he
and his family moved out and came back
to get it in a hurry.”

“Just what | think,” | said. “When did
the Stilsons move out?”

“The moving van people took the last
load of furniture away just yesterday
morning,” said the sheriff. We both
glanced at the doorway as a stout middle-
aged man appeared. “Oh, hello, Hill. So
you came back.”

“l did,” said the real estate agent.
“Finished up my business in town, and
hurried out here. Being connected with
a murder is too exciting to miss any of
it”

The sheriff introduced Hill to me. Then
the undertaker arrived with a couple of
assistants and they took the body away.
That was all right with me. Even with my
years as a police detective | never had
liked being around a corpse.

When they had gone Professor Wheeler
came rushing into the room.

He was holding some small object
clutched tightly in his right hand and he
was excited.

“Eurekal!” the professor shouted. “I've
found it.”

“Found what?” | asked.

“This!” The professor opened his hand.
“Seel”

Resting on the palm of his hand was a

small unset, but cut
diamond.

“Where did you find that, Professor?”
| asked.

“In a broom closet at the end of the
lower hall,” said Wheeler. “There were
more of them of course.”

I moved and a few grains of tobacco
crunched beneath my feet. Hill and
Larkin were watching and listening with
puzzled expressions on their faces.

“According to the coroner Stilson
arrived here in the middle of the night
last night,” | said to the professor. |
looked at the sheriff. “Where’s the phone?
| just remembered a call | have to make.”

“In the room on the other side of the
hall,” said Larkin.

I thanked him and hurried into the
other room. The phone was sitting on
the floor, a local phone book beside it.
There was no furniture in the room. |
looked at the waiter’'s check; it had the
name of a local road house on it. Then I
looked for the number of the place in the
book and found it.

I got the manager of the inn on the
wire.

“Do you know Mr. Keith Stilson?” |
asked, and when he said he did, “Do you
happen to remember if he had a late meal
at your place last night?”

“No, I'm quite sure he wasn't here at
all last night, Mr. Carter,” said the
manager of the inn. “Why? Is there
something wrong?”

“Nothing vital, thanks,” | said. | didn’t
want to tell, him about the murder. “Oh,
by the way do you happen to know if any-
one left without paying his check last
night?”

“1 believe there was one man who did,”
said the manager. “He took the check
with him. The waiter was quite excited

and polished

about it. 1 don't remember the customer’s
name offhand. Will that be all, Mr.
Carter?”

“Yes, thanks,” | said and hung up.

URRIED back in to the other room.
he professor, the sheriff and John Hill
e still there.
When the electric lights are on this
house can they be seen from the Moun-
tain Inn?” | asked.

“They can,” said Larkin. “I've noticed
it when I've eaten at the inn. It is up on
the mountain about a half mile from here
to the east as you know.”

“l guess I'll run along,” said Hill.
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“Can’t spend all day fooling around. I'm
a busy man.”
“A little too busy, Mr. Hill,” | said.

“Late last night you were having dinner
at the inn. You saw the lights go on here
in this house. You knew the house was
vacant, and you decided you had better
investigate. You were so excited about it
that you left the inn without paying your
check. You must have just thrust the
check into your pocket.”

“Splendid, Dan,” said the professor.
“That was the angle that has been
puzzling me. Go on!”

“You came here to the house,” | went
on, still speaking directly to Hill. “You
thought there might be a prowler inside,
so you used your key and sneaked inside.
Then you saw Stilson examining the col-
lection of diamonds that he kept hidden
beneath the tobacco in that skull-shaped
tobacco jar—”"

“That's a lie!” shouted Hill wildly.

The sheriff stepped forward and
grabbed the real estate agent by the arm.

“Why you were carrying the knife |
don’'t know,” | went on. “But that collec-
tion of diamonds was too much tempta-
tion for you. You murdered Stilson, and
in the struggle the tobacco from the jar
and the diamonds must have spilled all
over the floor. Some of the tobacco is
still on the floor.”

“There are no brooms or whisk brooms
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in any of the closets here,” said the pro-
fessor. “Hill must have got that whisk
broom out of his car.”

“He did,” | said. “To sweep up the
tobacco and put it back in the jar. He
needed something to use as a sort of dust-
pan so he pulled the waiter’s check from
the inn out of his pocket and used that.
Then he must have had the bright idea
of leaving the skull, the whisk broom and
the check as clues that he was sure would
only baffle the Law.”

“But they didn't fool us at all,” said
the professor. “Did they, Dan?”

Hill was struggling and cursing, but the
sheriff held him while | searched him.
The idiot was still carrying the unset
diamonds in his pocket and that cinched
the case against him, so far as Sheriff
Larkin was concerned.

“l1 knew we could clear this murder up
in a hurry,” said the professor. “In fact
it struck me as so simple that | decided to
let my assistant handle it, and he did.”

You know I'm still wondering whether
Professor Wheeler is as good a crimi-
nologist as he claims or just an old faker.
It sure has got me guessing. Too bad we
weren't in New York though, clearing a
case like that would have made some nice
headlines.

I can just see them and the clues, and
so can you if you look back at the picture
at the start of this story.
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EIlZ—lTEEN hundred years ago Rome had its organized criminals just as
r own large cities had them until a very short while ago. These gangs
of hoodlums waylaid unarmed men in dark narrow streets after nightfall,
or exacted money, under threat of damage to person or goods from shop-

keepers and others.

Other gangs used young men and women to involve the rich and prominent

in embarrassing positions.

blackmail in consequence.
Between A.D.

For long periods they reaped

large sums of

147 and 149 these traitors to society disappeared almost

entirely, thanks to the efforts of what may have been the very first vigilance
committee, organized by young citizens under the leadership of a Julius Doramus, a merchant's

son studying law.

Aaiming the roles of easy victims, these young men frequented dark streets where crimes

were common-, or else spent money unwisely to attract the blackmailing gangs.

One of their

techniques was for one of them to walk along a narrow alley, the golden coins in his pouch
clicking invitingly. Meanwhile three or more well armed comrades hid nearby. Where black-
mail was suspected the victim always had friends concealed either in the room or just beyond
ready to spring on the blackmailer. In the two years that the league operated they are said to
have been responsible for the apprehension of more than 300 persons. Doramus, and two of

his friends, in recognition of their fine work, were appointed police officials. .
—Simpson M. Ritter.



Nothing

Being bodyguard to Old Man
Wayne proved more of a chore
than Jim Trevor bargained for!
TREVOR slowed his coupe and

urned the spotlight on a road sign.
e swung left, following the mac-

to Lose

By ANTHONY TOMPKINS

with headlights gave him a laugh.

From the knoll he could look down
into a valley and see the lights of the
W%yne house, a great ugly place of gables
and turrets and sweeping lawns. It was
presided over by old Frank Wayne, prob-
ably the most inrascible, cantankerous

am paved fork until he reached a knollman in the state.

Topping this he came to a stop and blinked
his head lights twice. Then he lighted a
cigarette, relaxed and wondered why most
people think a private detective has to
work like an espionage agent. Signaling

5—- 7

A sedan, driving without lights, came
from a sideroad, headed Trevor’s way and
finally pulled over. A tall young man
with black shell rimmed spectacles got
out. He was as nervous as a cat.
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He opened the door of Trevor’'s coupe
and climbed in. He wiped his face with
a handkerchief, although the night was
crisp and cool. Then he exhaled slowly in
vast relief.

“1 wasn't certain you'd come,” he said.

Trevor scaled his cigarette butt into the
night. “You paid me a hundred-dollar
retainer. | said I'd be here and | never
meant anything else. Now give me the
set-up.”

The tall young man nodded. “As | told
you at your office, I am Will Randall, one
of Frank Wayne's two grandsons. His
daughter was my mother. His other
grandson is Richard Wayne. Frank
Wayne's other son is Richard Wayne's
father. Our parents are all dead. Only
Frank remains. You—ah—know about
liilm 1 suppose?”

“l guess everyone does,” Trevor said.
“1 don't believe | ever read a favorable
line of publicity concerning him. He’s rich
and he got his money by whacking people
on the head. Legally, of course. The wily
old scoundrel made certain not to leave
himself open to prosecution.”

Will Randall managed a weak smile.
"All right, I admit it. He was a hell-roarer
in his day, handsome, witty and rich. |
guess there wasn't a thing he didn't try.
Women, gambling, drinking. He lived,
Mr. Trevor. He's half dead now but he
certainly must have memories enough to
last him.”

“If you can enjoy those kind,” Trevor
said glumly. “Get on with it.”

“Richard and 1 are his heirs.
equal proportions. Grandfather Wayne
never liked me. | didn't follow in his
footsteps. | have a steady job and a steady
girl. 1 don’t drink nor carouse. I'm quiet
—maybe a mousy sort. Richard is like
Grandfather Wayne—a hell-raiser too, and
Grandpa is crazy about him. Richard gets
two-thirds of half the estate. | get the
other third.”

Not in

OR nodded, absorbing these seem-
gly irrelevant facts.

rom what I've learned about Richard,
he’M need two thirds of the fortune and at
that it probably won't last him long,”
Trevor said. “Let’s get down to business.
You told me someone tried to kill the old
boy.”

"Yes. Last night. It happened about
nine o’clock. Grandfather Wayne was doz-
ing. He can't get out of bed you know—
he’s paralyzed. Anyway | heard the shot.
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| ran upstairs. Max Alvin was there ahead
of me—"

“Who is Max Alvin.”

“He and Grandfather were in business
together. | guess Max was a trifle more
sedate. Anyway when Max’s wife died
seven years ago he came to our home to
live, an arrangement Grandfather Wayne
hoped to profit from. You see they both
made new wills. If Grandfather Wayne
dies first, half the estate goes to Max.
Richard and | share in the proportions |
told you about, in the other half. But if
Max dies first, Grandfather gets all his
money.

“That's what Grandpa was driving at.
Max is older, never has been too well and
Grandpa figured he’s die before him.”

“There was a shot?” Trevor said pa-
tiently.

"Yes. | ran upstairs. The bedroom door
was closed but Max opened it as | ap-
proached. Grandpa was in bed, his head
covered by the blankets. He said he didn’t
know exactly what happened. The shot
had awakened him too. And he wasn't
lying, Mr. Trevor. An inch above his
head we found a bullet hole through the
headboard of the bed.”

“And where was the favorite grandson
at that time?”

“I don't know. | guess he told Grandpa
but when Max and | asked him he told us
to go to—well, he wasn’'t very nice about
it.”

Trevor rubbed the side of his face. “I'm
beginning to get the picture. The old man
doesn’'t want an investigation or there'd
have been cops here. But you do and you
figure he might go for a private eye hang-
ing around to guard him.”

“Yes, that's it. He'll be hard to handle
but | understand you're somewhat tough
yourself, Mr. Trevor. That's why | hired
you.”

“Nobody was seen or heard around the
estate when the shooting happened?”

“No. There are two gardeners who live
over the garage. They didn't even hear
the shot.”

“Anyone could have sneaked into the
house, slipped up the stairs, fired at the
old man and gotten clear before you or
Max reached the room?”

“l—suppose so. Max has the room next
to Grandpa's. But Max said he'd been
dozing too and when the gun went off
he didn’t quite know what it was. That's
why it took him so long to get into the
hallway and over to Grandpa’s_door.”
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Trevor reached for the ignition switch.
“Well, let’s get it over with. If your grand-
father gets sassy about this, | may have
to shout him down. Follow my car and,
when we get there, take me to see the
old boy.”

Will Randall, a few moments later,
pointed to the closed door of Frank
Wayne's bedroom. “lI won't go in, if you
don’t mind. He isn't going to like this
and he'd take it out on me. But, Trevor,
I can't just do nothing while someone
tries to kill him. 1 don’t like the old man
very much, | admit that, but | don’t want
to see him shot to death.”

“It's a natural reaction,” Trevor said.
“Especially since you live under the same
roof and might get in the way of a bullet.
Also, if the old boy is killed, you're a
pretty logical suspect so hiring me is just
a form of insurance. I'll do what | can.”

Trevor didn't knock. He opened the
door, stepped into the dimly lighted room
and looked thoughtfully at the massive
bed in which the old man was lying,
propped up by half a dozen pillows. It
was a strange bed, disregarding it's size.
From a framework fastened to its sides
hung a small trapeze, the bar quite close
to the bed. At the foot a large mirror had
been attached to the footboards in such
a manner that old Frank Wayne always
saw his own reflection.

HY he should want that, Trevor
couldn’'t understand. Frank Wayne
had never been handsome after he passed
middle age. Now he was ugly. He had a
skull-like head, a face with sunken cheeks
and bulging eyes, large ears that stuck
out too far, and thin lips framing an un-
compromising mouth. His hands, outside
the covers, were gnarled and greyish with
dark splotches on the skin.
He was staring at Trevor. His lips drew
back in a snarl.
“Who the devil are you?” he asked.

Trevor pulled a chair over and sat down.
He indicated the trapeze. “I didn’t think
you went in for that sort of thing, Mr.
Wayne. How are you on swinging by your
toes?”

Wayne struggled to sit up more. Tre-
vor leaned over, got his arms around the
bony old man and hoisted him up. Wayne
didn't offer any thanks. In his sixty-odd
years he'd never been known to thank
anyone.

“l use that contraption to hoist myself
up for exercise,” he said bleakly. “If it's
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any of your business. Who are you—be-
fore | have you thrown out of here.”

“The name is Trevor. I'm a private de-
tective. A private eye ... a peep. You've
heard of the breed, | suppose. Your grand-
son hired me to find out who took a pot
shot at you.”

“Well he can dis-hire you,” Wayne
growled. “It was that sissy, Will, of course.
Richard wouldn’t do it. He knows I can
take care of myself. Richard is a man.”

“Uh-huh,” Trevor said easily. “I've
heard rumors to the effect that he's a rat,
but we’ll skip that. What's the big mirror
for?”

Wayne gave a grunt of exasperation.
“You ask too many questions. I'll answer
this one. If you had to lie here twenty-
four hours a day, you'd want to look out
of the window too. But if a fat-headed fool
of a doctor says the bed can’t be close to
the window, you'd want to look at the
grass and the rain and snow and sun-
light anyhow. So I rigged the mirror. If
that's all, you can consider the investiga-
tion closed. I'm tired. Get out!”

“l don’t believe there actually was an
attempt on your life,” Trevor said.

The old man bristled. “You don’t, eh?
Well, look behind these pillows and you'll
see where the slug went through the bed-
head and smashed into the wall. 1 had
Max dig it out. It was a thirty-two cali-
ber steel jacketed bullet. Who are you
to call me a liar?”

Trevor arose, eased the old man for-
ward and pulled some of the pillows away.
There'd been a bullet fired all right. The
neat hole through the bed and the larger
one in the wall, were ample evidence of
that. He eased Wayne back again.

Wayne said, “Now you've seen it. Now
get up and walk out of here. Don't stop
until you hit New York. And don’'t come
back. When I want to hire a bodyguard,
I'll do my own hiring.”

“But you didn’t hire me or pay me,”
Trevor said. “Your grandson did and he’s
the only man who can fire me. So I'm
staying.”

“Get Will. Get that overgrown mama'’s
boy in here and I'll blast him until his
ears ring. Go get him, do you hear me?”

“1 think the neighbors, a mile up the
road heard you,” Trevor said. “Look, I
don’t especially like you. In fact I'll make
it stronger. | definitely dislike you. It
doesn’'t matter to me if somebody blows
your head off before morning. But I'm
staying.”
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“Oh, you are.” Wayne smiled from one
side of his mouth. “You're staying! Just
like that In my house—when I demand
that you get out Trevor, I'll have you
thrown out”

“Will you now.” Trevor lit a cigarette
and blew smoke at him. “To do that it will
be necessary to call in the State Police.
You're way out of city limits. And the
State Police are friends of mine. FII tell
them about the shot being fired. They'll
overrun the place. You can have your
choice—only me hanging around, or a
flock of state cops. | hope you take the
cops.”

Wayne laughed. It was more of a cackle
but the grin accomanying it was of glee.

He said, “lI like you, Trevor. You're a
tough baby. A regular lallapaloosa. Yes
sir, 1 like a man who won't back down.
You can stay, and maybe find out who is
trying to knock off a man who is ready to
die anyway. I'll pay your fee and add five
thousand if you show me who fired that
shot.”

“You couldn’t hire me for any amount,”
Trevor said. “If you were my client, my
heart wouldn’'t be in the case. 1I'd keep
hoping someone would bump you off. Got
any ideas who tried?”

Id man pursed his lips, then shook
is head.
o. | have lots of enemies. People
wh® hate me enough to do that, but what's
the sense to it when I'm dying already
and a bullet would only be a merciful
act? Money is always behind murder.
My money goes to my two grandsons and
my lifelong friend Max, if | die before he
does.”

“Maybe Max got impatient,” Trevor
suggested.

“Shows what you know,” Wayne de-
rided. “Max has more money than me.
Also he’s older and he can't live long
enough to spend what he has. Handing
him my estate is like throwing a life
preserver to a man on the deck of the
Queen Mary. He doesn’'t need it.”

“Richard then?” Trevor asked. “Your
harum-scarum grandson? | happen to
know that he owes everybody money, that
he drinks too much, cheats at cards and
is just about as well liked as you used to
be. Which means the general public would
like to see him die of slow poison.”

“Ain’'t he a rootin’, tootin’ humdinger
though?” Wayne wagged his head. “You
known, he might kill me for my money at
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that | wouldn't put it past him. Only
I don't think so. He values his neck too
highly.”

“Will, then?” Trevor asked. “Murder-
ers have been known to hire private de-
tectives and inveigle them into pinning
the rap an someone else.”

“Will?” Wayne laughed harshly. “He’s
got the soul of a two day old lamb and
the courage of a butterfly. No, it can't
be anyone in this house. The servants
are all right A woman who has cooked
for me more than eighteen years. Two
gardeners who will automatically lose
their jobs when | die. Anyway they like
me because | like their flowers. No sir,
it's somebody from outside.”

Trevor arose. “1’'m going to look around.
For the rest of the night I'll be some-
where about the premises. Where can |
find Max?”

“He’s in the next room,” Wayne said.
“You can't use that big door at the foot
of the bed. It's locked. And don't feel
too badly about an old man who is on
his death bed.”

Trevor grinned at him. “The trouble
with you, Wayne, is that you've lived
too long and someone doesn’t like it."

“What am | supposed to do?” Wayne
shouted. “Turn up my toes and kick off
to satisfy a killer? .Get out of here before
I lose my temper and start throwing
things.”

Trevor went to the next room and
knocked on the door. There was no an-
swer so he walked in. The room was
identical with Wayne's. Except for the
unique bed, of course. The window, like
Wayne's, overlooked the estate and the
view should be good by daylight.

Trevor prowled the place without find-
ing anything interesting until he came
to the wall opposite the door. It was a
paneled wall and the wooden surface
seemed to be pocked by a hundred tiny
indentations. He bent to study them
at closer range.

“Do you find my wall that interesting?”
a voice asked.

Trevor straightened and turned around.
Max Alvin approached him with a broad
smile and an extended hand. “Will told
me about you, Mr. Trevor. I'm glad you're
here though I can't understand how you've
lasted this long. Didn't the old boy kick
you out?”

Trevor chuckled. “He tried to.” Trevor
liked this white-haired, sturdy old man
who knew how to hide at least fifteen
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years of his age. “l shouted him down.
You're Max, of course. Can you help me
with this?”

Max sat down. “I’'m afraid not. | wish
I could, because while I may be the only
man alive who can make this statement
in genuine honesty—I like Frank Wayne.
Got used to him, | imagine.”

“He has his points, | suppose,” Trevor
admitted. “But during this long acquaint-
ance with him, haven't you heard of any-
one who might want to Kkill him?”

Max said, “l imagine that a hundred,
people would have liked to kill him at
one time or another. People who let their
wishful thinking do their murdering for
them. Of course, there might be one man
who never stopped hating. If there is, |
can't point him out. There are too many
who could fill the bill.”

M T REVOR said, “We're up against
ituation in which murder has

course of action is a passive one. We
wait until the killer strikes again and
then nab him. It's risky business but
there is nothing else.”

Max thought that over. “Mr. Trevor,”
he said seriously, “I have a plan. I've
broached it to Wayne already and he
nearly ate my head off. The killer, to get
at Wayne, must come through the house.
That's an easy task because it's an old
place, the locks are none too good, and
there are four separate entrances. But
once inside he must work fast As he
did last night. He simply threw open
the bedroom door and fired. He'll repeat
that if he tries again.”

“And so0?”

“We're not certain who wants Frank
Wayne dead. Maybe Richard—or even
Will, who has taken more browbeating
from Wayne than I'd have stood fori
However, we can’'t take chances. Lying
there in bed, Wayne is a helpless target.
He can’t move from the waist down and
has only limited movement in the upper
part of his body.”

“What are you driving at?”
wanted to know.

“Suppose Wayne and | change rooms.
His big bed can be wheeled into my room.
That door v/as remodeled big to accom-
modate the bed. If a killer comes, he
won't expect that and when he opens
the door, he'll find me instead of Wayne.
And I'll have a gun and I'm fit enough

Trevor

®€h attempted. There isn't a clue, wetightly. /
have no suspects and therefore our onlyshock over a year ago. He will not get
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to move about and give him a battle.”

“It isn't a bad idea,” Trevor admitted.
“Dangerous for you but at least you'll
have some sort of chance. Wayne has
none. Go ahead and arrange it that way
if you like, but don’t tell Will or Richard.”

Trevor went downstairs. On the way
he met a short, dapper little man carrying
a professional bag. He had a Van Dyke,
an unruly mop of hair and he wasn't go-
ing to move aside for Trevor's descent.

Trevor stopped him by merely extend-
ing both arms and blocking the stairway.
“Who might you be?” he asked.

“I'm Doctor Goff. Mr. Wayne’s physi-
cian. Stand aside, please.”

“In just a moment,” Trevor said. “I'm
a detective and it's my business to ask
qguestions. How long has Wayne been
paralyzed, is there any hope of his re-
covery and could he get out of bed by
using Herculean efforts?”

“You're an ignoramus,” Dr. Goff said
“Wayne was paralyzed from

better, never get out of that bed. His
lower limbs are completely paralyzed. He
couldn’t even swing them off the side of
the bed. His arms are in fair condition,
his torso not so good. For him to do any
more than sit up is incredible, as he needs
that bar to hold onto whenever he moves.”

Trevor dropped his extended arms.
“Thanks, Doc. You can run along now.”

Will Randall was in the enormous living
room, reading some thick volume, bent
over it like a student cramming for an
exam. Trevor didn't bother him. He went
on out onto the estate and looked up the
gardeners. After talking to them for half
an hour he was convinced that they knew
nothing. They were even very willing to
help, and he posted them so that they
could watch both sides of the house. All
approaches would be under their ob-
servation.

Trevor continued to inspect the prop-
erty, looking for a place where a Kkiller
might hide until it was time to strike. He
discovered nothing definite, though the
shrubbery and trees could have con-
cealed a small army of men.

He reached a path, arbored over with
rose bushes, and walked along this toward
the house. He was trying to figure the
angles. Max, Will and Richard all had
motives it was true, but they were also
all intelligent men. If one of them was
after Wayne’s fortune, he only had to
wait. The old man couldn’t possibly live
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much longer.

Therefore, it seemed, the money motive
wasn't much good. Then the only motive
was that induced by sheer hatred so great
that the killer couldn’t abide merely wait-
ing for Wayne to die. To satisfy that hate,
he'd have to Kill him, be the direct cause
of Wayne’s suffering and death. Many
people hated him, Trevor knew, but it
was impossible to investigate each one
or even sort out the more logical ones.
All he could do was wait and hope the
murderer would make some slip before
he opened fire on the old man again.

LLY the rose arbor ended. As
Trevor was crossing a cleared space,

punch, scientifically planned and deliv-
ered. Only one of these, properly landed,
was necessary in any fight and this was
no exception. With a gurgled scream of
pain, the man went down on his knees.

Trevor hoisted him up, swung him
around and searched him. He found no
gun. The man had recovered his breath
now but he was no longer in a fighting
mood.

“Who the devil are you?" he croaked.
“What are you doing here?”

“Maybe you ought to answer those
guestions yourself,” Trevor countered,
half convinced what the answer would be.

“I'm Richard Wayne. This is my house.
My grandfather’s, that is. There was a

eard—simultaneously with the zingshot. Last night someone tried to kill him.
of the bullet—the explosion of a gun.Did they—did they—tonight?”

Trevor clapped a hand to his left fore-
arm, groaned and then did a nose dive
for the nearest bush.

The slug had passed through the soft
part of the arm, barely missing the bone.
It was painful but neither serious nor in-
capacitating. He tried to figure out where
the shot had come from. He’'d been watch-
ing the side of the house, studying the
lighted windows, when a hidden killer had
fired. Certainly nobody had been in any
of those lighted windows with a gun.

Trevor heard a grinding of gears. A car
was rolling away from in front of the
house. He got up and started running.
He was traveling under a full head of
steam when he spotted the man in the
gray topcoat who was also running in
Trevor’s direction.

The man in the gray coat veered and
came at him. At the last minute Trevor
ducked to one side, stuck out a foot and
let the man trip over it. He went down
heavily but had the resiliency of a rubber
ball. He bounced to his feet and came
at Trevor in a full attack.

Trevor only had one arm but he used
it. Fighting that way was unwieldy at
first and the man he fought spotted him
by ten years and thirty pounds, but he
was a sucker for leaving himself open.

Trevor took a couple of hard ones to
the face, absorbed half a dozen punches
to his stomach and only winced and grew
dizzy when his assailant accidentally
struck the wounded arm. The pain cleared
Trevor's wits and angered him.

He dodged a long swing, stepped in
right after the fist whistled past him and
slammed the man in the gray coat, square-
ly on the throat. It was a vicious, hard

“No. I'm the guy who inhaled that
slug,” Trevor said and showed his bloody
arm. “My name is Trevor. I'm a private
detective. When did you get here?”

“Just—just a moment or two after |
heard the shot.”

“Was that car moving away from here
the one you came in?”

“Yes, a taxi. |—uh—prefer taxicabs to
driving my own cars.”

Trevor bowed slightly. “The general
public thanks you, Mr. Richard Wayne.
Their lives are a lot safer with you not
behind any wheel, though | will admit you
scrap pretty well for a man with a mar-
tini breath as strong as yours. Let's go
inside.”

Trevor had Richard help him clean and
bandage the arm. Then he talked to them
all, saving old Wayne for last. No one
knew a thing. Max had been in his room.
Will was reading in the living room and
Richard had just returned. OIld man
Wayne could offer no help beyond a
grin of derision.

“No, | don't know who took a pot shot
at you but whoever he was, he’s a slouch.
I'd have put the slug through your head.”

“1 think you would have at that,” Trevor
said. “How many guns are in this house?”

Wayne's grin faded. “Three that | know
of. A thirty-two rifle, a shotgun and an
air pistol. That's all.”

“It wasn't any of those.” Trevor shook
his head.

“Why were you the target?” Wayne
demanded. “What makes you so im-
portant?”

"Someone is afraid of what | may have
found out or will find out.”

“Afraid of you?” Wayne's laugh was
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raucous and loud. “A careless fool who
lets himself get shot at?”

LIGHT smile curved Trevor's lip.
\You're wrong when a man is shot
first time, he can’t be classed as a

ol fo® making himself a target. After
that—yes—he is a fool if he lets a Killer
try again. There will be no next time,
Wayne. | carry a gun too and I'm pretty
good with it.”

“I'll bet. And what's all this about my
changing rooms with Max? Your idea, |
suppose?"

“No. Max made the suggestion and I
think it's a good one and if he is willing
to take the risk,” Trevor said, “it's up
to Max.”

“l won't let him do it,” Wayne thun-
dered. “Max is my friend. If somebody
is out to get me, let them. I'm half dead
anyway. But Max has a few more years.
I—oh, Richard, come on in! Never mind
this flatfoot. He doesn't mean anything.
How did you make out tonight?”

Richard winked and made a circle of
thumb and forefinger. “I played number
twelve all night. Just like you told me. |
doubled my bet three times when it won
and then | quit.”

“Good. And they say a roulette wheel
can't be licked.” Wayne chuckled. “What
about that blonde? The one who phoned
here a couple of days ago and said you
were either going to marry her or—pay
through the nose?”

Richard grinned broadly. “Now she
thinks I’'m going to marry her again. Say,
maybe this private dick can help us. All
I need is something on her. Then she
won't dare—"

“l don’t handle that sort of garbage,”
Trevor growled and walked out.

He found a small study where there
was a comfortable chair and he sat down
to do some thinking. One thing was more
than apparent. Old Man Wayne was liv-
ing again through his favorite grandson.
What Richard went through, the old buz-
zard enjoye'd, smacking his lips over con-
guests of gambling houses and blondes.
He whetted his appetite on the escapades
of Richard. Will, studious and hard work-
ing, was just an attachment to the house,
like the bannister of the stairway.

This wasn't solving two shootings
though, and Trevor concentrated on them.
Finally he got up and searched the room.
There wasn't much in the desk. Some
bills, mostly unpaid, a few business let-

ters. He picked up a large magnet that
was used as a paper weight and idly held
it over some paper clips which were
instantly snapped up by the magnetism in
the red and silver horseshoe.

Trevor heard Richard leave the old
man’s room. Shortly afterwards he heard
the squeal of the wheels on the old man’s
bed. Max was switching him to the next
room. Trevor went downstairs and then
on out to the estate. He checked on the
gardeners who were still on post and who
swore nobody had passed by them after
the shot.

Trevor was halfway back to the house
when he heard two quick shots. They
came from inside the house. He raced
around to the front, his own gun in his fist.
The door was closed. He opened it, stood
in the hallway a moment and then raced
upstairs.

Suddenly old man Wayne began shout-
ing. His bellow rang through the house.
As Trevor reached the second floor land-
ing, he saw Will Randall come out of his
room. Will's hair was tousled, his eyes
sleepy looking. He wore only the bottoms
of his pajamas.

Richard came out too, but Richard was
still dressed. All three hurried to the
old man’s room. Trevor opened the door
and told Wayne to stop his bellowing.

“I'll yell all 1 like,” Wayne retorted.
“You-, stupid fool! Somebody shot Max.
I know he’s been hit because he won't
answer me. He’s in the next room where
| ought to be—"

Trevor stepped through the open door-
way. Max lay on his face, head toward
the window. He'd been shot twice in the
back. Either slug would have been fatal
for they were spaced so closely together
that both must have ripped through the
heart.

Trevor’s eyes went cold and hard. He
paid no attention to Will or Richard who
followed him into the room. He made a
quick check of Max’s pulse, knowing
there could be none. He studied the
wounds again and the position of the
body. Max must have been facing the
window, maybe even looking out of it,
when death came. Very apparently he'd
been shot by someone who quietly opened
the door to his room, leveled the gun and
fired before Max even knew anyone was
there.

KLY Trevor went over to the door
pulled it open. The hinges
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squealed just the slightest and were in
need of a little oil. He'd noticed that be-
fore and merely wanted to check on it
Then he went into the next room and sat
down beside Wayne’s bed.

“All right,” he said, “the cops have got
to be in on this now. Did you see any-
one? Hear anything?”

“1 was half asleep,” Wayne protested.
“The shots woke me up. But | think I
heard someone running around the back
of the house. My ears are pretty good.
Unless—that was you.”

“No, it couldn’'t have been me,” Trevor
explained. “I was at the west side of the
estate, not directly behind the house.
I'll go have a look.”

Before he left, however, he called Rich-
ard and Will into the room and searched
them. He studied their fingertips and even
sniffed of them for traces of powder
smoke. Finally he pulled off the blanket
on Wayne’s bed and searched that too.

“Now what's the meaning of that?”
Wayne demanded. “Do you think I got
out of bed and shot him?”

“l know you can't get out of bed,”
Trevor said. “But you might have been
slipped the murder gun by Richard while
I was in the next room. You’'d hide Rich-
ard’s guilt, even if you knew Richard
had murdered Max and that he really
meant those bullets to be for you.”

“I'd hide him,” Wayne agreed, “in the
face of anything or anyone.”

Trevor hurried out of the house. He
should have called the State Police before
this but there wasn't time. He was hot
on the trail of something. The facts were
there, if he could only recognize them.
He circled the house and found the gun
under a bush. It had apparently been
thrown there for it had knocked off some
of the leaves from the bush as it crashed
on through. Trevor left it there.

He reached the front porch and sat
down on the steps. For ten minutes he
sat there and then he went into the re-
ception hall and yelled for Will Randall.
The young man came running down the
steps. He was still an ashy color and his
hands shook.

“It-it's awful,” he said. “I can't under-
stand it. Oh, | don’t blame you, Trevor.
You did everything possible, but Max—
taking Grandpa’'s place and getting him-
self killed—"

“Tell me something,” Trevor said. “Last
night, when that first shot was fired at
the old boy, what was he wearing?”

“Who?” Will gaped.

“Your grandfather. Was it a robe, or
just pajamas or what?”

“A—robe. | gave it to him for Christ-
mas last year. | remember because he took
it off and made me hang it up.”

“Good,” Trevor said. “Show me where
it is. Then bring me the air pistol that's
somewhere around this place, and any
ammunition for it you can find. Let’s go!”

The robe was light in weight and color
Trevor carefully rolled it up and carried
it downstairs. Will arrived with the long
barreled air pistol and'a box of shot.
Trevor examined the weapon and 4he
pellets. After rolling one between his
fingers, he finally put it between his teeth
and bit hard. There were no indentations
in the tiny ball. It was made of steel

Trevor walked upstairs. Richard was
standing beside the old man’'s bed and
talking in a whisper. He stopped when
Trevor came in. The detective picked up
a chair, carried it over to the bedside and
sat down. He looked at Richard.

“You've been nicely unuseful so far, so
do something to help. Go downstairs and
call Captain Burke of the State Police Bar-
racks in Knowlton. Tell him you're call-
ing for me and to come here and pick
up a murder victim—and his murderer.”

“His murderer!” Richard gasped. “You
know who did it?”

“The faster you get the State Cops here,
the quicker you’ll learn the truth,”
Trevor said. “And close the door on
your way out.”

Old Man Wayne was propped up
against the pillows. His head looked more
like a skull than ever. He managed a
weak smile.

“How did you find out?” he asked. “Oh.
I'm not going to deny it. | knew you were
dangerously smart the moment you came
into my room. Yes, | killed Max—the old
fool. I'm only sorry | haven't got the
gun so | could kill you too.”

M TREVOR nodded his head in agree-

ent.

Fthink you would. 1 found the gun
oMl the lawn. You threw it out of the
window, judging your aim by the reflec-
tion in the mirror. That mirror is a
mighty useful thing, for a killer who can't
get out of bed and yet who schemes to
murder his best friend.”

Wayne said, “Where did | slip? Tell

me or | won't say another word. I'll have
me a shock that'll paralyze my tongue
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and throat Think I can't fake that?”

“You'd he good at it,” Trevor said. “Of
course | know how you killed him. By
inference and double talk you got Max
to consider changing rooms with you.
Max, of course, wanted to accept the risk
for an old man who was crippled and un-
able to defend himself. That's why you
fired a shot into your own bedhead last
night. To create the impression you were
in danger. To set the stage for murder.
But in firing over your shoulder, some
of the powder smeared the robe you were
wearing.

“Max fell into your trap. I'll bet the
poor guy didn't even realize you had
opened the subject of switching rooms.
After it was accomplished, you waited
until I was out of the house and then fired
at me by using that mirror which you can
tilt or move around by pulling cords hid-
den under your bedclothes. | saw them
when | pretended to search for a gun.
You wanted to kill me because you were
afraid of what I might find out. But you
didn’t succeed.”

“Yes, yes,” Wayne was speaking in a
hoarse whisper. “Just as | pulled the
trigger you moved. Go on—tel) me how I
slipped.”

“Max was in the next room. The door
between this room and Max’s was open.
Your bed was against the wall with the
foot of it just beyond the door. By mov-
ing the mirror, you could see Max. He
was standing at the window. You reached
up, grasped that trapeze outfit which is
hooked to the sides of the bed. You pulled
yourself into a sitting position, thrust
the gun around the corner of the door
and aimed by means of the mirror. You
shot him twice. But you should have
made him turn around, you old buzzard.”

“Why? Why should he have been
turned around?”

“Because any other murderer but you
would have had to open the door to Max’s
room. That door squeaked a little. Max’s
nerves were on edge. He'd have heard
the door opening and swung around. He
didn't—so he heard nothing, suspected
nothing. You've been planning this for
weeks. The first step was to become pro-
ficient in aiming a gun with only a mirror
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to show your target. You used the air
pistol for that, firing around the edge of
the door between these rooms. The wall
in here is marked from the little shot.
They had to be made of steel too, so you
could gather them up by using a magnet
on a string which you also directed by
means of the mirror.”

Y licked his lips. “lI wouldn’'t
vgl made those mistakes ten years

a That shock I had did something to

”

mbrain. . ..

“You did all right, though | think you'd
have murdered anyone any time if it had
suited your purpose. | imagine you fig-
ured Will would be blamed for it. Then
Richard would get everything. Because
you did all this for Richard.

“You knew Max would outlive you and
under the terms of your will, he'd get
half of your estate. When Max died, all
this money would go to his heirs and
Richard needed it. He was spending it
so fast your fortune was dwindling. Rich-
ard would have received two thirds of
the half that was left after you died. Not
enough. But if Max died first and all his
money became yours to be passed on to
Richard, then that no-good grandson of
yours would have plenty.”

Wayne said, “I'll give you fifty thou-
sand if you don’t talk and convince the
cops it was someone from outside.”

“1 wouldn't take a dime,” Trevor said.
“l know you won't live long enough to
pay any sort of a penalty for what you
did. In this case, a killer knew there could
be no punishment. You're half dead now.
You had nothing to lose. But | hope you
live long enough to read what people think
of you, and to hear yourself called a
murderer who'd Kill his lifelong friend so
his rat of a grandson would have more
money to throw away.”

“Call your blasted police in,” Wayn®
said weakly. “I'm not afraid of them nor
what they’ll try to do to me.”

“Wouldn't it be funny though,” Trevor
said coldly, “if you did live? Just long
enough for them to carry you to the
chair?”

Wayne’s screech bordered on madness.
He died the following morning.
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CHAPTER 1
A Playboy Bows Oui

ETECTIVE-LIEUTENANT Patrick
Edward McCreary was scowling.
“This,” he said, “is one of them
jobs where everybody connected with the
killing is strictly Social Register, which
means they look down their nose at you
like you was dirt under their feet, even
with a murder rap hanging over them.”
My fat friend might have been a lieu-
tenant in Homicide, but he still mangled
the English language, he still affected
villainously black cigars, and persisted
in his belief that he got handed all the
tough cases.

DEATH

“There was at least four people around
that dinner table,” McCreary said, “that
would've loved to have stuck a shiv into
this here Gresham Tyson. And in the
whole city, there must be four hundred
people who would have got a kick out of
the same thing.”

I looked down at the floor where the
mortal remains of Gresham Tyson, man-
about-town, lay sprawled. It was curious,
I thought, that Tyson, who had always
been so suavely graceful in life could be
so awkward in death. Alive, Tyson had
been almost incredibly handsome. Dead,



When the candles at the dinner table

went out, murder walked in—and then

Detective McCreary was hurled into a

vortex of grim high-society intrigue!

I looked down at the tioer where the
mortal remains of Gresham Tyson,
man-abcut-town, lay sprawled



110 v

he was anything but.

The Bureau men were going through
their routine with the unnatural calm of
men who regarded murdered bodies as
just so many new folders in the Homicide
Bureau's files.

“Stabbed twice,” the Medical Examiner
had said. “Thin blade, with almost no
bleeding. Look for something like a stilet-
to, or an ice pick.”

McCreary frowned, and turned his little
eyes toward the library where the guests
at Madeleine Fourson’'s dinner party
waited, under guard.

“Did it take a lot of strength to shove
that shiv into that guy?” he asked the
Medical Examiner.

The doctor shook his head. “Not at all.
A child could have done this, considering
the obvious sharpness of the weapon.”

“Or a woman,” McCreary grunted.

“Or a woman, certainly,” the Medical
Examiner agreed. “The knife, stiletto, ice
pick—whatever it was—was slipped into
this man’s chest with no more force than
would be required in pushing a darning
needle, say, into a slab of cheese.”

OOKED around the dining room. The
ourson house was big enough to be

lled a mansion and the dining room re-
ected its elegance. The long table was

set with gleaming silver and spotless
linen. Candelabra held long, white tapers.
Those candles had failed, and given the
killer his chance. Seven places were set,
the chairs still pushed away in the same
positions they had been when somebody
had clicked on the electric lights and dis-
closed—murder.

I had been in the Police Headquarters
press room when McCreary had phoned
me from upstairs.

“That playboy, Gresham Tyson,” he
had told me, “has just been knocked off
at Madeleine Fourson’s little cottage out
on North Drive. You want to go along
with me?”

I phoned my office the flash and grabbed
my hat. McCreary broke the rules again
by letting me go with him in the big black
sedan to the big house on North Hill
where Madeleine Fourson lived with Her
brother, Jerry, and her stepfather, Hector
Griggs.

It was a funny set-up, that Fourson
household. When Madeleine’s mother had
been killed in a hunting accident a couple
of years before, Madeleine had let it be
known that her stepfather would continue

THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

to live in the big house. It was common
gossip that Madeleine’s mother had sacri-
ficed her share in the huge Fourson for-
tune when she had married Griggs and
that Madeleine got all the Fourson dough.
Jerry had been cut off with just a couple
of stray bucks and, knowing Jerry, | could
see where that had been a smart move on
Old Man Fourson’s part. Jerry could hold
onto a dollar about as long as he could
hold onto a red-hot poker.

Hector didn’'t have a dime of his own.
He was a pleasant-enough guy, prominent
in the hunting set, and he was generally
well-liked, even though some did say he'd
married Madeleine’s mother to get his
hands on the Fourson dough. If he was
given a nasty turn by the discovery that
the minute Madeleine’s ma said “1 do”,
the Fourson money automatically re-
verted to his stepdaughter, he never
showed it. And Madeleine liked her step-
father well enough to keep him pretty
well heeled.

Madeleine was tops in her blue-blooded
circle and there had been a great to-do
when her engagement to Ronny Sieger
was announced. Ronny could almost
match Madeleine in the dough depart-
ment and he certainly was even-up as far
as family went. But that furore was noth-
ing compared with the outburst that came
when Madeleine broke her engagement to .
Sieger and announced that Gresham Ty-
son was the man of her choice, after all.

Gresham always seemed to have plenty
of money, even though he toiled not, nei-
ther did he spin. If he was a fortune
hunter, he certainly hit the jackpot when
he convinced Madeleine Fourson that he
was a better buy than Ronny Sieger. Sie-
ger seemed to take it like a little man,
although one night at the Country Club
bar he told Tyson if he didn't treat Made-
leine right he would kill him.

That was why it was easy to jump to.
conclusions when Ronny Sieger opened
the door of Madeleine’s house for us that
night. Ronny was a tall, broad-shouldered
gent with curly blond hair. He never had
been as handsome as Gresham Tyson, but
I preferred his looks to Tyson’s.

Sieger’s face was pale and drawn as he
said:

“My name’s Sieger, Lieutenant. This is
a terrible thing that's happened.”

“You here when it happened?” my fat
detective friend asked bluntly.

Sieger nodded. If McCreary wanted to
ask Ronny just why he, the discarded boy
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friend, should be having dinner with his
ex-gal and her new intended, he sup-
pressed the question. He shouldered past
Sieger and went into the dining room,
where the corpse was waiting on the floor.
Just as we were turning into the dining
room, we were hailed from the doorway
that led to the library. Leaning up against
the door frame was a dark-haired fellow
with a sullen look and a smeary mouth.

“How long you guys going to keep us
cooped up in here?” he asked belligerent-
ly. “l got a date.”

I recognized him then. It was Made-
leine Fourson’s brother, Jerry, and he was
slopped to the eyebrows—as Usual.

“You'd better call your date off,” Mc-
Creary said shortly. “This might take a
little while.”

Somebody reached out a hand and
pulled Jerry Fourson back into the li-
brary. 1 followed McCreary into the din-
ing room.

of the two precinct men who had
hed the house first gave Mc-
ry the picture:

son’s. Just an informal little affair; don't
dress, please. Cocktails in the library,
starting at seven-thirty, with Jerry Four-
son gulping down his drinks too fast and
too plentifully, and Gresham exuding
charm, smilingly secure in his knowledge
that within a couple of weeks he'd have
beautiful Madeleine Fourson as his bride,
and the Fourson bank account to smooth
over any of the rough spots along life’s
highway.

Looking through the dining room door,
into the library, | saw Hector Griggs cross
the room, bend over an end table and
strike a match. He straightened up to
hold the light to his long, thick cigar.

Hector was very much the whiskey-ad
gentleman. Automatically | associated him
with big hunting horses, Tatersall vests,
Irish setters, fine guns, good food and ex-
cellent wines. | wondered vaguely
whether Hector Griggs might have won-
dered about his own position in Made-
leine’s menage, after she married Tyson.
Would Madeleine, as Mrs. Tyson Gresh-
am, still have supported her stepfather in
the manner to which he had become ac-
customed?

“Then,” said the precinct man, “an-
other dinner guest, beside Roniiy, Jerry,
Tyson, and Miss Fourson’s stepfather,
Hector Griggs, was this Miss Alicia

er at eight at Miss Madeleine Four-'

Greeves, from out of town.”

“Who's she?” McCreary asked.

The precinct man shrugged. “lI don't
know. She’s a looker, though. Comes
from out West. An old friend of Tyson'’s,
the way | get it. | was told that this Miss
Greeves just stopped off in town and
called up Tyson and he brought her along
to this dinner party.”

“Uh-huh,” McCreary said. “Go on.”

Then there had been Miss Marks. She'd
been Madeleine’'s nurse, governess and
chaperon until now she was a member of
the family. I'd seen her with Madeleine.
Lavender and old lace, with buttoned
boots and a way of looking at anybody
she didn't think was worthy of Made-
leine—and that included most of the pop-
ulation—as though she were smelling
something unpleasant.

CHAPTER 11

The Light That Failed

HERE they were, the seven of
them—Madeleine, Tyson, Jer-
ry, Hector Griggs, Ronny Sie-
ger, this Alicia Greeves, and
Miss Marks. Dinner is served.
Hector at one end of the long
table, Madeleine at the other,
Tyson at Madeleine’'s right,

Jerry at her left, where Madeleine, per-
haps, can keep him in bounds. Miss
Marks at Tyson's right, Alicia Greeves
across the table from Miss Marks, and
Ronny Sieger at Alicia’s right. The table
doesn’'t balance, but this is an informal
affair and, besides, the fair Alicia appar-
ently was rung in at the last minute.

There’s the soup course. Then the fish.
When the roast is served Miss Marks be-
gins to feel faint.

“The old lady has a heart condition,”
the precinct man said, “and sometimes
she passes out cold. Miss Fourson no-
ticed her getting ready to pull a flop. So
she spoke to her stepfather.”

“Hector,” | could hear Madeleine Four-
son saying sharply. “The French win-
dows, please. Miss Marks—"

Hector probably flung the doors wide,
and the wind that made the trees outside
sound like churning surf swept over the
table, and the candles went out as though
snuffing caps had been placed over each
flame.

Pitch blackness and the sound of chairs
being pushed back from the table. Why



had they stood up, instead of waiting for
Allen to come in and click on the over-
head lights? Or why hadn’t one of the men
tried to find the switch? Why did they
all begin milling about in the dark room?

If they had kept sitting where they
were, the killer would not have been giv-
en the perfect chance he or she had to
drive a knife, stiletto—whatever it was—
into Gresham Tyson'’s heart, and get away
from the body before Allen flooded the
room with a brightness that showed every
gruesome detail.

Gresham Tyson was on the floor, dead.
Beside 'him, slumped in her chair, was
Miss Marks. That little old governess
might have been another body, except for
her faint breathing and her lips were
bluish, instead of bloodless, as Tyson’s
were.

Somebody must have screamed, then,
and the men must have gone to Tyson to
make sure he was dead. Then the ques-
tion must have formed: “Who did it—and
where’s the knife?”

“We haven't really gone over the place,
Lieutenant,” the precinct man said, “but
that knife is hid real good. Of course the
killer might still have it on his person, but
I thought we'd better wait for you before
we ran the rule over the men.”

“Uh-huh.” McCreary nodded. “And
we'll need a policewoman. They've had
no chance to get rid of the shiv since you
arrived?”

“Not a chance,” the precinct man said.
“And unless they're all lyin’ to cover
each other up, that knife's got to be on
one of them or in this room. Griggs and
this Sieger both say nobody got out of
anybody else’s sight from the time the
lights went up and they found the body.”

“Uh-huh,” McCreary said, noncommit-
tally. “But it's ten to one this bunch
would protect each other with any kind
of lie they thought would do any good.”

McCreary didn’t go into the library to
guestion the people herded there, until
after Tyson’s body was removed. He
searched the dead man’s pockets, but
brought up absolutely nothing of impor-
tance.

Before he walked into the library, the
fat detective gave a few brief orders to
the men who had come with us.

“Go over this room with a vacuum
cleaner,” he directed. “lI want that shiv.
Until we get it, this job will be just that
much tougher.”

The Bureau men began moving about

the dining room purposefully. 1 knew it
would take a mighty clever hiding place
to escape their prying eyes. Another de-
tail moved through the French windows
to examine the terrace, on the possibility
that the Kkiller had thrown the knife
through the open doors. A Homicide ser-
geant headed for the kitchen to talk to
the servants. | stayed close to Patrick Ed-
ward McCreary.

“Have you stopped to think,” 1 asked
my fat friend, “that the Kkiller was a lucky
guy?”

“You mean because the old lady took
a faintin’ spell so’s the windows were
opened and the candles were blew out?”
he asked.

I nodded, feeling a bit deflated.

“Well, I'll tell you,” McCreary said. “I
got a coupla theories about that. Maybe
the killer was plannin’ to use the shiv at
some other time and just took advantage
of the candles goin’ out. Or maybe the
faintin’ spell was an act and somebody
wanted the windows opened and the can-
dles blew out.”

“Then if—" | began.

“If the faintin’ business was a phony,”
McCreary said thoughtfully, “then Miss
Marks knows who the killer was, if it
wasn't her, herself. And in that case, we
might get somewhere, though | ain't much
good at browbeatin’ old ladies.”

T>UT if McCreary hoped to prove the
old governess’s fainting spell an act,
he was doomed to disappointment. We
were crossing to the library when the
chimes at the front door tolled softly. A
uniformed cop admitted a tall man with
a Vandyke beard and a black satchel.
“I'm Dr. Featherstone, Officer,” he said.
“l was called by Miss Fourson and told
Miss Lucia Marks had suffered an attack,

coupled, 1 believe, with some tragedy
here. | was told to see Lieutenant Mc-
Creary.”

“That's me,” my fat friend said. “And
the tragedy is murder, Doc.”

The man in the Vandyke stared. “Mur-
der? But who—what—"

“Man by the name of Gresham Tyson,”
McCreary said bluntly, “and he was
stabbed while he was at the dinner table,
settin’ right beside your patient, Miss
Marks, Doc. You know him?”

Dr. Featherstone shook his head.

“No,” he said. “That is—er—I've heard
of him. But stabbed! And Miss Marks
was right there to see it. No wonder she



had an attack.”

“Funny thing about it, Doc,” McCreary
said calmly, “is that she had the spell be-
fore Tyson was Kkilled. Y’'might say her
spell give the killer his chance to ... This
old lady’s heart condition is on the up-
and-up, huh?”

“Up-and-up?” the doctor asked, his
brow wrinkling. “If you mean to ask if
Miss Marks really is suffering from a
heart ailment, the answer is yes, emphat-
ically. I've been treating her for years.
Aortic and mitral valvular endocarditis,
plus—"

“Sure, sure,” McCreary broke in. “Well,
can you examine Miss Marks now and
tell for sure whether or not she had an
attack within the last hour or so?”

Dr. Featherstone regarded McCreary
with a puzzled expression before he
shrugged and twisted his bearded lips in
a wry smile.

“l should be able to,” he said. “But,
good heavens, Lieutenant, you don’t mean
to say you suspect little Miss Marks of
having anything to do with this—this
murder, do you?”

“You know how cops are, Doc,” Mc-
Creary said. “Dumb. We just get so
much to work on and we have to go as
far as we can with what we got. You give
Miss Marks an examination, Doc, and let
me know what you find out.” He started
away and turned back. “And if you find
a stiletto or any other kind of a shiv on
the old lady,” he added, “you let me
know that, too.”

Dr. Featherstone snorted as he followed
us into the library.' Everybody swung
their eyes on us. Madeleine had been cry-
ing, but even tears had failed to spoil her
good looks. The Greeves gal was a looker,
all right, but she couldn’t touch Made-
leine. Miss Greeves had a hard kind of
blond beauty that seemed to emphasize
Madeleine Fourson'’s softness.

McCreary turned his moon face to the
old lady who stood beside Madeleine’s
chair.

“The doctor's here to see you, Miss
Marks,” he said, his voice gentle. “You
just go along with him and later, if you
feel up to it, why, I'd like to talk to you
a few minutes.”

Miss Marks looked down at Madeleine.
It was easy to see that she hated to leave

[Turn pagel]

M
It!*e

ijvtm
rtalil’y H*

A fk*ﬁlIPCll(

whom expertscal! =
ChampionofChampions™
-World's wrestling

and wei
champ at

ht Ilftlng
7 and 19

-WorldsStrongest
Arms < 4 times

World's P
otherre_co

10DAY TR

Think of it—all fivel
famous!
muscle building!
courses now In onel

of these

picture-pack
ume for on
1

erfect
rds"7
IAL!

of

ed vol-1
ly 25c. \

ou don't actual-

ly feel results with-
in ONE WEEK, send

It back an
money w

d your
|Ilybe

promptly refunded.

Photo Book

of Fa-

mous Strong Men!

IlPhoto*

Iwith order

Jowett Institute of Physical Culture n«nt Tp Qq
Y. Ir

230 Fifth

Mow, this
extremely low price ~ o
25c is your chance
a body you'll be proud of! Fo
low Jowett's easy method

B DO A <3000J0OBS

UI\/, iTM! "2 r*
**Atl AROUHD

N

enjoy tn
Iﬁ}ngtﬁl
ithout Strainl|

~g*x11teachyouthe "Progressive Power
Method'* through which | rebuilt myself
from at physical wreck the doctors ‘con-
demned to die at 15, to the holder ef
more strength records than _any other
living athlete or teachert “Progressive
Power" has proven its ability to build
the strongest, handsomest men m tne
world. And | stand ready to show you
on a money back basis—that no matter
1how flabby or puny you »r» | con do th«
I'same for 'you right'In your own home.
I Let me prove | can add Inches to your
arms, broaden your shoulders, give you a
man-sized chest, powerful legs and a
Rock-like back—In fact, power pack your
whole body so quickly It will amaze youl
Yes, I'll Jam you with power and con-
fidence to master any situation—to win
propularlty—and to get ahead on the Job!
hrough ‘my proven secrets | bring to life
rew power In you inside and out, until
YOU are fully satisfied you are the man

H J L

in ONEnigHT

I Send only 25c for my 5 easy-to- follow

1 picture-packed courses now In -1 complete

volume N How to Become a Muscular He-

t for one night! Experience

the thrllllng strength that surges through
————————————— your muscles.

Adrive for thousands
Of new fnends fast—REGARD*™
LESS OF

SOGET I-DNM(SJSSft COURSESL
(Valued at $S each)

Alt In 1 Great Complete Volume
Packed With How-To-Do-It Pictures/ \
“get-acquainted,” for a w C

I

.dL
to bulldyytuy A

muscle building NOWT

Freé.t!l lBUSt-

0 a

Avenue. New York I, N. *VJ 0

Dear eorg —Please send b% return _mail, 0

m’epald FREE Jowett's Photo Book of Strong ™
(tOl‘i' f along with all 5 Muscle Bulldlng Courses

A Moldln;\;/la Mlghty Chest. 2. Mole it----

Mighty Back. 3

In "One Volume - —-oceoooeooen

He-Man.” Enclnsed find 25¢. NO C.O. D/3
NAME

3

113

(Please Print

< AGE.
Plainly, Include Zone Number)



the girl who had been her charge all her
life. Madeleine laid a hand over the wrin-
kled one.

“Go ahead, Marksey,” the girl said soft-
ly. “You really shouldn’'t be up, anyway.
Your attack—the shock—"

Miss Marks looked at McCreary, her
eyes bright.

“l1 don’t want you policemen bullying
Madeleine,” she said. Her voice was
amazingly deep for so frail a creature.
“She—she’s K * well, and—"

There was a guffaw from the deep wing
chair where Jerry Fourson sprawled.
Miss Marks' eyes switched in his direc-
tion and blazed for a second before the
fire faded.

“Not well!” Jerry Fourson burbled.
“She’s as healthy as a horse. She’ll out-
live a lot of people besides Gresham Ty-
son.

“Jerry!” Ronny Sieger barked. “Cut it
out!”

Jerry Fourson lolled back and stared
up at Ronny with foggy eyes.

“l didn't like the guy any better than
you did, Ron,” he said, “but what's the
idea of messin’ up our dinin’ room with
his carcass? Why didn’t you wait till you
got him on some dark road?”

Y SIEGER'S face was dead-white
he made a stride toward where
ry sat.

“Cumse you!” he grated. “Are you try-
ing to hint that I killed him?”

“Take it easy, Ronny,” Hector Griggs
put in, his voice smooth and unhurried.
“You know Jerry’s tight.”

“Sure,” Jerry agreed. “And ain't |
lucky I'm such a bottle baby that I don’t
go in for huntin’ and fishin'?”

“What do you mean by that crack?”
McCreary butted in.

Jerry tried to focus his gaze on the fat
detective-lieutenant and failed.

“Tyson was stabbed, wasn't he?” he
asked, waving a hand limply. “Well, my
esteemed stepfather here has got one of
the greates’ li’l collection of huntin’ knives
y’'ever saw. Better check up on 'em and

(IR

see if one of 'em ain't missin’.

Hector Griggs' face went white. He
clenched his hands and made a half move
toward Jerry’s chair, then restrained him-
self and turned back to McCreary.

“1 get the drift,” he said evenly. “It so

happens, Inspector—”"

“Lieutenant,” McCreary
impassively.

“Lieutenant. It so happens that one of
my collection of knives is missing, and
has been for several days. It's odd, isn't
it, that while I've mentioned the loss to
no one, this—young man mentions the
fact so promptly.”

McCreary shifted the dead cigar from
one corner of his mouth to the other.

“What kind of a knife would it be,
that's missin’?” he asked.

“It's not a hunting knife at all,” Griggs
said. “It's an antique piece, Italian. Thin
blade, Damascus steel, carved ivory han-
dle.”

“A stiletto?” McCreary asked stolidly.

Hector Griggs nodded. If McCreary
was elated at being given a description
at least, of the murder weapon, he gave
no sign. He turned toward Dr, Feather-
stone.

“Suppose you take your patient up-
stairs now, Doc,” he said quietly.

Miss Marks dealt Jerry Fourson an-
other look of pure contempt, then looked
at the girl huddled in the chair beside her.
Her hand touched the heiress’ shoulder.

“Don’tyou worry, Madeleine,” she said.
“I'll be right back.”

Madeleine Fourson gave her a grateful
glance.

“I'll be all right, Marksey,” she said.
Her voice was low and rich and thrilling.

interrupted

CHAPTER 111
W ho Took the Shiv?

MADELEINE FOURSON was a

f ; gj looker, all right. Even with-

lj out all those bucks, she was a

X%* prize package. Brunette, with

p brown eyes, a generous mouth

2 and a perfect skin, she would

a, have been a standout any-

where, Fourson millions or no

Fourson millions. She was wearing a

green outfit which accented all the grace
of her young body.

She had everything, that girl—looks,
money, position—and yet | had never seen
anyone more forlorn. But after all, a girl
couldn’t be expected to be vivaciously gay
a couple of minutes after the man she was
to have married had been knocked off,



and with her ex-boy friend, her brother,
and her stepfather the Number One-Two-
Three suspects!

Her eyes were steady as she met Mc-
Creary’s quizzical gaze.

“I've told the other officers everything
I know,” she said. “Must you ask me
a lot of questions, Lieutenant? I'm all
mixed up. I—I don't know what to
think.”

“I'm afraid | gotta, Miss Fourson,” Mc-
Creary said. “Just routine, y’understand.
Maybe there's a room somewhere, where
we could be alone.”

Wearily, Madeleine Fourson indicated
a door that led off the library.

“There's Hector’'s den,” she said.
could go in there.”

As she got up from her chair, her shoul-
ders sagging despite her effort to keep
them straight, the fat detective looked at
the others.

“1 wouldn't like it if any of you was to
do any whisperin’ or low-talkin’. If you
got somethin’ to say, speak right up so’s
the officer at the door can hear you. And
I wouldn't like anybody to leave this
room, neither, unless I tell them they can.”

He followed Madeleine Fourson out of
the library, into the small den.

There was silence, then Ronny Sieger
said something beneath his breath and
walked to a table where bottles, glasses,
a soda siphon and an ice bucket stood. As
he mixed himself a stiff drink the hissing
of the siphon roused Jerry Fourson from
the scowling reverie that had followed his
outburst.

“Mix me one, too, Ron,” he said.
condemned man drank a hearty
meal.”

“For heaven's sake, Jerry!” Hector
Griggs burst out. “Try to sober up, in-
stead of getting more plastered. You—all
of us—will need all our wits about us be-
fore this thing’'s over.”

“Don’ you worry about havin' to use
your wits,” Jerry said, with a sweeping
gesture of one hand. “Li’l Jerry’s the boy
who’s gonna take this rap.”

“What do you mean?” Ronny asked.

“Mean? Why, jus’ that the cops’ll land
on me with loud cheers after they dig up
a few things about me and the late
lamented”—his voice was heavy with
scorn—"“Gresham Tyson.”

“\We

“The
last
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“Oh-oh,” | thought, “I wish McCreary
could hear this.”

The cop at the library doorway perked
up his ears and saw Hector and Ronny
cast him a worried glance.

“Shut up, Jerry,” Ronny said rudely.
“You're drunk.”

“Sure,” young Fourson said agreeably.
“But that don’'t mean the police won't dig
up the fact that I'm the most logical sus-
pect for the killin’ of Tyson—the skunk!”

Hector Griggs crossed the room to
where Jerry half lay in the chair.

“Get hold of yourself,” he commanded
sharply. “The authorities will get the
wrong impression.”

“Hah!” Jerry Fourson jeered. “You
mean the cops will get the right impres-
sion. That everybody in this room—par-
don me, Miss Greeves, | don't know about
you—hated Gresham Tyson for the punk
he was.”

“You can't say that!” Alicia said sharp-
ly, the first word I'd heard her say. “You
mustn’t talk about Gresh that way!”

Jerry bowed drunkenly and elaborate-
ly at the blonde.

“Sorry,” he said. “I'm jus’ talkin’ about
the rest of us. We all hated him. And
that goes f'r Madeleine, too.”

“What are you saying, man?” Ronny
asked.

“Sure,” Jerry said. “Y'think she loved
that skunk, Ron? Well, she didn’'t. Y 'wan-
ta know why she was gonna marry him?
Well—"

Before anybody had the least idea of
what was going to happen Hector Griggs
planted a hook on Jerry’s chin that threw
the kid about fourteen miles inside the
borders of Never-Never Land.

The cop at the doorway jumped on Hec-
tor and wrestled him away.

“Y’shouldn't have done that,” the cop
panted. “Now I'll get the devil from the
Lieutenant.”

Griggs didn’t resist. He permitted him-
self to be dragged away from where the
unconscious Jerry slumped limply, and
there was the suggestion of a smile on
the man’s lean face as he looked down at
his stepson.

“I'm sorry,” he said.

oor to the den opened and the fat
etective-lieutenant popped his head

to the library. His little eyes took in the
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scene at a glance and his brow darkened.

“Who slugged him?” he asked, his tone
bitter.

“1 did,” Hector Griggs said calmly.

“The kid,” McCreary said heavily, “was
likkered up and runnin’ off at the mouth.
You didn’t want him to talk, huh, because
you were afraid he'd spill something, so
you knocked him out. When he comes to,
it's a good bet he’'ll clam up.”

“Which, combined with the fact that my
knife probably was used to kill Tyson,
probably makes me Suspect Number One,
eh?” Hector asked. He didn’'t seem much
perturbed. He lit a cigarette with a steady
hand. “Am | under arrest, Lieutenant?”

If there was anything McCreary hated,
it was theatrics and Griggs was certainly
going through Act Two, Scene Two, now.
The fat detective scowled.

“Not yet,” he said bluntly, “but maybe
soon . . . Suppose you take this battler
into the other room, Milligan, and see if
you can keep him from knocking out any
more people I might want to talk to.”

Milligan, the cop, escorted Hector
Griggs out of the library-

“The rest of you,” McCreary said bale-
fully, “sit tight and don't talk. | got a
few more things to ask Miss Fourson, then
I'll be ready for you.”

“Oh, Lieutenant,”
said, from the doorway.
to you for a moment.”

McCreary crossed to the hallway and
the physician spoke to him in tones so low
I couldn’t catch what he said. | saw Mc-
Creary scowl and then | heard him ask the
doc: “Are you positive?” Featherstone
nodded forcibly and added something
more in the low tone.

McCreary pulled at his underlip and
muttered something. He didn't like what
Dr. Featherstone had told him and that
meant that Miss Marks had suffered a real
heart attack at the dinner table, an attack
that brought on the opening of the French
windows, the snuffing out of the candles,
the opportunity for the Killer to leap on
Gresham Tyson and bury that missing
stiletto deep into Gresham'’s heart.

Knowing the fat detective-lieutenant as
long as | had, I knew he was basing his
investigation on the theory that the mur-
der of Tyson had been planned to the sec-
ond, and that Miss Marks necessarily had
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had a part to play in those plans. Yet here
was one of our town'’s foremost physicians
telling him that the old lady had suffered
a heart attack.

That meant that the Killer had merely
taken advantage of an unforeseen oppor-
tunity to wield the knife. But just what
kind of killer would carry a stiletto at all
times, just waiting for a chance to bury it
deep in its intended target.

And where, oh, where, was the murder
weapon?

We got part of the answer to that after
Madeleine Fourson, pale and shaken, was
let go, and her place taken by the blonde.
Alicia Greeves. The detective-sergeant in
charge of hunt for the,knife burst into the
library with his excitement barely con-
cealed. He went straight to the den,
knocked, and went inside. When Mec-
Creary came out with the sergeant he was
holding a white tubular object I couldn’t
identify from where | sat.

“Anybody here recognize this?” he
asked abruptly. He held it up.

There was a gasp from Madeleine.

“1 think—" she began, then closed her
lips firmly.

“l think you think right,” McCreary
said. “It's a carved ivory knife handle and
it looks like the one your stepfather de-
scribed as bein’ stole from his collection.
Bring in Griggs, Sergeant.”

Hector Griggs needed only one brief
glance at the ivory object McCreary held
up to nod, his lips tightening.

“That's the handle,” he said simply.
“Where did you find it?”

“Where you stashed it,” McCreary

barked. “Right outside the French win-
dows, in the bushes, covered with old
leaves.”

“1 suppose it's useless for me to tell you
I haven't seen that stiletto, handle or
blade, for four or five days,” he said. He
stared at the ivory handle, and actually
winced. “Believe me, Lieutenant,” he said,
“if 1 were going to use a knife in a mur-
der, I'd never use the only really priceless
piece I've got—had—in my collection, and
I certainly wouldn’t ruin it by snapping
off the blade, like that.”

ANAGED to get close enough to get
good look at the stiletto handle. Some-
dy had gone to considerable trouble to
ap that blade off at the handle. The



mellow old ivory of the hilt was nicked
and scarred by marks that could have
been made by somebody pounding on the
blade to break it off.

McCreary looked down at the stiletto
handle thoughtfully, his scowl still intact.
Something was bothering him—something
big. Finally, while we all waited, he shook
himself loose from his reverie and tossed
the handle to the detective-sergeant who
had found it.

“Get the blade,” he directed curtly.
“That handle’'s no good. Them carvings
wouldn’t give us a print, even if it hadn’t
been handled by half a dozen people. But
I wonder why—" He shook his head again,
leaving the sentence unfinished, and
shrugged.

I got the idea. Why had the Killer
snapped off the blade? That carved han-
dle permitted no clear fingerprints and to
leave the weapon intact in Tyson’s body
would point the well-known finger of guilt
directly at Hector Griggs. As it was—
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“Okay,” McCreary said brusquely,
turning toward the den. “You can come
out now, Miss Greeves. I'll talk things
over with the bunch of you. Is young
Fourson showing any signs of life?”

Young Fourson was. He groaned and
stirred in his chair, then raised his head.
He moaned again as his hand sought the
jaw Hector Griggs had slugged.

“What happened?” he asked feebly.

“Sorry, Jerry,” Hector Griggs said. “It
seemed necessary at the time.”

“It probably was, Hector,” Jerry Four-
son said, humbly and surprisingly. “My
apologies to anybody who thinks they
need them.”

McCreary planted himself in the middle
of the library, his hands on his hips.

“When you get through with this little
love feast,” he said harshly, “maybe we
can get on with the business we gotta do.
First, Fourson, how’'d you know the stilet-
to was missin’ from Griggs' collection?”

“1 happened to be passing the case and
noticed it was gone,” Jerry said, and his
voice was pretty feeble.

“Passing the case, in my room?” Griggs
asked, ironically.

Jerry glared. “All right, then,” he said.
“lI went to the case to get the knife, if
you must know.”

“Jerry!” cried Madeleine.

“Oh, I wasn't going to use it on Tyson,”
her brother said, with a wave of his hand.
“l was broke and you wouldn’t come up
with any dough. | remembered Hector
saying the knife was worth plenty. |
thought | could—could pawn it—"

His voice trickled off into miserable si-
lence. His eyes were haggard as he looked
at his stepfather.

“l would have got it back to you!” he
cried. “I only wanted the loan of it for a
couple of days, Hector!”

“What did you do with the shiv—the
stiletto?” McCreary asked relentlessly.

“l never got it,” Jerry said, in a falter-

TIE MTItMtt FOWMTISN FCR HfFANIttf Nfftttts
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ing voice. “It was gone when | went to
the case for it.”

“When was that?”

“Last—Wednesday.”

“No you don’t,” Alicia Greeves spoke
up, her voice rasping. “Nobody tries to
pin that stiletto on me!”

CHAPTER IV
Cards on The Table

VERYBODY looked at the
Greeves gal, goggling. Every-
body but McCreary, that is.
“What Miss Greeves is try-
in’ to say,” he explained, “is
that she visited the house last
Wednesday—w hen she was
supposed to be a coupla hun-
dred miles away from here. Ain’t that
right, Miss Greeves?”

The blonde turned furious eyes on my
fat friend.

“You know it's right!” she snapped. “I
just told you that.”

“l don't get it,” Ronny Sieger said,

a puzzled voice.

“It's simple,” McCreary said. “Miss
Greeves and Tyson were—er—friendly
for a long time. They were in business
together, in another town, before Gresh-
am came here. The old badger game
racket and they did right well—till Gresh-
am dropped Miss Greeves flat and came
here. When she heard Gresham was goin’
to marry Miss Fourson, she came on here
to let her know just what kind of a guy
she was lettin’ herself in for. That was
last Wednesday. The two young ladies
talked and then Miss Greeves dropped in
on Gresham Tyson unexpectedly.”

“But why—" Ronny began again.

“She knew Tyson would get a big kick
outta takin’ his ex-gal friend to dinner at
his new gal’s house,” McCreary explained,
“showin’ off to the woman he jilted just
how well fixed he was. That's why Miss
Fourson gave the dinner party. It was her
idea to lay the cards on the table, in front
of Tyson, after the meal, knowing that
Miss Greeves had some letters and
things.”

“The big bum could never resist a
chance to hurt me,” Alicia Greeves said.
Then her hard face crumpled and tears
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sprang to her eyes. “I won't deny I've
thought about killing him, rather than
let some other woman get him, but if |
was going to Kill Gresham Tyson, 1'd shoot
him down like the dog he was . . . Ah, no!
He was sweet, when he wanted to be!”

McCreary was pulling at his underlip
again, his eyes thoughtful as they looked
at the girl with the brassy hair.

“Uh-huh,” he said softly. “1 know what
you mean.”

He looked around the room again, his
eyes growing brighter as some idea began
to grow inside that almost-bald head of
his. He swung toward Jerry Fourson.

“Kid,” he said mildly, “what was it
about you that Gresham Tyson was using
as a club over your sister?”

Jerry looked at him with wide eyes.
“Me?” he asked. “I don't know what
you're talking about!”

“Sure you do, kid,” McCreary said
gently. “It stands to reason Tyson had
something he was using to make Miss
Madeleine do what she did. Here we have
a girl in love with a fine young man—
you, Sieger—and all of a sudden she
breaks the engagement and latches onto a
Casanova like Tyson. From what |
gathered in my little talk with Miss Four-
son, she loved Tyson about as much as |
did, and I didn’'t know the guy. So what?
So there’s the smell of blackmail, as
strong as the city dump in summer.

me“Was Tyson blackmailing Miss Made-

ine for something she did? Uh-uh. Her
record is clean. Yours ain't, Jerry.
You've been in one jam after another
since you were old enough to walk. One
of them musta been a big one that you got
away with—but Tyson knew about it
What was it?”

Jerry moved fast when he moved. He
caught us by surprise when he made his
first jump and he was halfway to the hall-
way door before McCreary went into ac-
tion. The fat man fools everybody who
thinks he’s slow on his feet. In spite of
all that bulk, he was like a cat as he made
his leap. His hands moved faster than the
eye could follow and when the tangle was
over, there was Jerry doubled up with a
hammer lock, bent over and helpless in
the detective’s grip.

“Uh-uh,” McCreary grunted. “Don’t be
a dope, kid. You didn't have a chance of
gettin’ two blocks, even if you got outta



the house, which | doubt you could even
have done. Now, set down and let's hear
your story.”

He half lowered, half flung, Jerry Four-
son into the chair he had so recently
vacated. The kid sank his head in his
hands with a groan.

“Don’t talk, Jerry,” Hector Griggs said
quietly. “Tyson’s dead now.”

“Sure,” McCreary agreed pleasantly.
“But blackmailers don’t keep their stock
in trade in their heads or on their persons,
usually. Dollars to doughnuts the safe
deposit box he’s got or his desk or some-
thing will turn up what we want to know.
I thought the kid would rather tell it
his way.”

There was a silence during which every-
body in the room looked at Jerry Four-
son. His sister’s face was pale, and it was
easy to see she was struggling with her-
self over whether she should advise Jerry
to tell his story to McCreary or clam up.
Hector Griggs looked the same way. |
got the idea that Jerry’s sister and his
stepfather had protected Jerry for years,
but that now they realized that it was time
the kid made his own decision.

It was long in coming, but Jerry Four-
son finally raised his head and looked
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McCreary straight in the eyes. It was as
though the boy knew he was face to face
with a showdown and, somehow, was
glad it had arrived.

“I'll tell you,” he said, and his voice
was quiet and steady. “1 should have told
somebody a long time back, rather than
let Madeleine go through with what she
has. But | couldn’t face it. Now I can.
It's this: Gresham Tyson and | went out
on the town one night a few months back.
I got polluted. We went to a lot of joints
I remember, then things got hazy. | re-
member a fight somewhere and a gun go-
ing off, then somebody knocked me out
or | passed out. I—I woke up the next
morning at Tyson’s place. He showed me
the morning papers. The headlines told all
about a shooting—a killing—at a gambling
joint on the outskirts of town, in the
county. Tyson told me it had been me
who had done the shooting. He said I'd
wrestled a gun away from one of the
gambling joint's guards and killed a man
I got into an argument with. He had the
gun there to prove it.”

“That would be Blackie Rivers that was
knocked off,” McCreary said thoughtfully.

Young Fourson nodded dumbly. Mc-
Creary heaved a big sigh.

“So we can write that one off the books,
huh?” the detective asked. He looked
down at young Fourson and his face grew
almost affectionate. “ 1 wouldn't worry
too much, Fourson. Maybe | shouldn’t
tell you this, but the Bureau has got a lot
of stuff on one of Rivers’ side-kicks that
almost was enough to get an indictment
against the guy, when the case first broke.
But this guy claimed an alibi, said he
wasn't near the club that night.

“Now if that gun you're supposed to
have wrestled away from somebody turns
out to be this guy’s—well, I don’t know,
of course, but to me right now it looks
like Tyson and this suspect of ours made
a neat little deal to frame you, slopped
the way you were. | ain't makin' any
promises, understand, and I'll have to
take you in, but | can say that if I was
you, | wouldn't worry too much. And
next time, if there is a next time, be a little
man and turn yourself in.”

Jerry Fourson looked as though a three-
ton safe had been lifted from his shoul-
ders. For the first time since I'd seen him
that night, the kid looked de-haunted, if
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there’s such a word.

McCreary looked around the room
again.

“So what have we got?” he asked. “Miss
Fourson and her stepfather were protect-
ing Jerry here. Miss Fourson even went
so far as to say she’d marry Tyson to
keep him shut up. Then Miss Greeves
appears on the scene and Miss Fourson
thinks that maybe with the stuff Miss
Greeves can offer she can make an even
trade with Tyson. He scrams and keeps
shut up if she don't spill what Miss
Greeves has told her.

“So Miss Fourson arranges the dinner
party for the big scene, bankin’ on Tyson
to bring Miss Greeves to the dinner. It
works out all right, but before the big
scene can be staged, somebody opens a
window, the candles go out and Tyson is
stabbed.”

He shifted on his splayed feet and gazed
up at the ceiling.

“We find the handle of the shiv that
done the job,” he continued. “It's been
broken off the blade some time ago, from
the looks of it. Now why was that?
Y 'know, | think it was because the killer
planted that blade in some place where
the handle wouldn't fit and then hid it
again where it was in the first place.”

He pulled at his lower lip again.

“This killin’,” he said, “was planned al-
most a week ago, when the knife disap-
peared from Mr. Griggs’' room. That was
the same day Miss Greeves was here,
remember.”

“l didn't—" the brassy blonde began.

“No, | don’t think you did,” McCreary
said agreeably. “But your bein’ here that
day had somethin’ to do with this Killin’.
The dinner party was arranged that day,
wasn't it? And the killer knew about
that dinner party, got the knife, hammered
or chiseled the handle loose from the
blade, and planted it.”

“Where?” Hector Griggs asked.

“Let’s go in the dining room a minute,”
McCreary said. “I think I can show it to
you.”

We all trooped across the hallway to
the dining room, still in the state | had
first seen it in, with the exception that
Tyson's body was gone. McCreary
marched right up to the table and his
pudgy hand reached out.
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“Of course,”
“The candles!”

‘Sure,” McCreary said. He twisted the
four candles from the candelabra which
had been nearest to the place Tyson had
been sitting when he had been stabbed.
The third candle let something slip from
its center that landed on the tablecloth
with a sharp tinkle as it struck a plate.

Ronny Sieger said softly.

fT \HERE was the stiletto blade that had
e Killed Tyson, all right. Its slim length
still held traces of red stuff that wasn't
ketchup. McCreary gingerly held up the
candle from which the thing had fallen.
We all saw that it had been carefully hol-
lowed out to provide a sheathe for the
blade when it had finished its job.

“But who—" | began.

McCreary ignored me. He turned on
his heel and called toward the hallway
door.

“You can come in now, Miss Marks.”
he said gently.

There was a moment’'s hesitation and
then the old lady, Madeleine Fourson’s
nurse, governess, companion, walked into
the room. Her head was high and her
eyes were steady as she looked at the fat
detective. In one hand she held a sheet
of paper that she offered McCreary.

“It's all there,” she said, in that amaz-
ingly deep voice of hers. “I had the con-
fession all written out in case—in case
somebody was in danger of suffering for
what I did.”

McCreary took the paper, barely
glanced at it, and stuck it in his pocket.

“Sure,” he said, “and thanks. Suppose
you sit down over here, Miss Marks. You
tell me where I'm wrong—if | am wrong.”

He led the old lady to a chair, as gently
as though he were escorting his mother,
and lowered her to a seat. Then he began
talking, looking down at her.

“1 thought it was you from the begin-
ning, ma’am,” he said. “The fainting spell,
the candles goin’ out—it was all too pat
not to have been planned. You had access
to that knife cabinet, all right. You knew
the party was goin’ to take place way back
last Wednesday, when Miss Greeves was
here, and you knew you’'d be invited.
And this dinner-party was a good chance
—maybe your only chance before it was
too late—to get at Tyson. All the others
could have knocked him off at almost any
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time. But you had to use this dinner
party. And only you could arrange to
have the candles go out at the right time.”

“But the motive!” Ronny Sieger said.
“What posible—"

Miss Marks turned her bright eyes on
the guy who was going to marry Made-
leine.

“l had plenty of motive, Mr. Sieger,”
she said, in a steady voice. “I'm closer to
Madeleine than any of you. | knew how
she was tormented by nightmares, | heard
her cry out in her sleep time and again.
| knew this man was torturing her. | was

determined to stop it. | did. | have no
regrets.”
Her smile was soft as she looked at

Madeleine Fourson, weeping quietly be-
side her, the girl’'s arm encircling the thin
shoulders.

“Don’t cry, Maddy,” she said. “You see,
anything the police do to me won’'t make
any difference. Dr. Featherstone told me
tonight that I've got only a month—pos-
sibly six weeks—more to live. What can
they do to me in that length of time?”

It was later, when we were leaving the
Fourson mansion after 1I'd phoned in my
story, that | put my question to McCreary.

“Was Doc Featherstone protecting the
old gal?” I asked. “It seems hard to be-
lieve a big-shot doctor like him would lie
to shield a killer, even a killer like Miss
Marks.”

“Uh-uh,” McCreary grunted, past an-
other one of those villainous cigars. “He
was tellin’ the truth all right. Miss Marks
had a genuwine heart attack. But what
would you expect? D'’you think a woman
with a heart like hers could go through
with a Killin® without sufferin’ some ill
effects? She faked the faintin’ spell, sure,
but after she took the blade out of the
candle, knocked off Tyson and hid the
shiv back in the candle again. That's
when she let herself go and gave herself
an alibi that darned near had us all
stopped.”

He puffed at his cigar.

“l shoulda caught wise long before |
did,” he said. “You notice them place
cards on the table? Miss Marks wrote
them out, and she made sure she sat in
front of the candle that had the hidden
shiv in it, and right next to Tyson, too.
When the lights went out, all she had to
do was reach out about a foot in front of
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her, take out the shiv, do her little job,
slip the blade back into the hollowed-out
candle and pass out. Her place cards set
the people around the table, y’'see, where
she wanted 'em.”

“She sure set a place for Death,” | said.

McCreary gave me a look of pure dis-
gust.

“You sound like one of these here mys-
tery story writers, huntin’ for a title,”
he told me.
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M. Wheeler of Washington, D. C. She says:

Dear Phantom:

Indeed | was much surprised, pleased and de-
lighted and gratified, to find that my letter to you
had been printed in the September number. |
had been unable to get this magazine, although |
tried at every newsstand and those in the hotels.
To some of the clerks | had to explain all about
THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE, some little girl
clerks didn't know. Others were sold out.,

I learned of being in the volume with my be-
loved Phantom through a postcard which was
very complimentary. Then other letters came. A
friend finally found the magazine for me. To be
in the same magazine with the Phantom is an
honor, deeply appreciated by me. My “fan” let-
ters from other readers show that the magazine
has a wide appeal, and it pleases me_ to know
that both men and women go in for being spell-
bound by the world's greatest sleuth, even as |I.

Aside from the enthralling plots, the splen-
didly-depicted scenes and characters, | was
fascinated by Robert Wallace’s choice of words,
simple forceful sentences, his genius in arrange-
ment, all working toward a thrilling, amazing,
wonderful climax. Incidentally we learn much
\a(bOLIit different subjects, and especially New

orl

I like the way he gives each of his characters
a chance so that we may get better acquainted
Wlth his friends. Even Muriel has an opportunity

at “detecting” and comes off with flying colors.

“Listening E)I/es" g(éld a r;]ew sechl(;e‘% secrets
transpiring via lip-reading—that is the first time
that [|J ?1as p— %o_my knowledge.

Rlchard Curtls Van Loan is certainly a “Phan-



tom of delight,” and keeps us entertained—gives
us food for thought and speculation, which inci-
dentally keeps us all out of mischief. We can't
think of two things at once, so if we are filled
with Dick Van Loan’'s exploits, given us by
Robert Wallace's exquisite writings, we can't
think or do anything else.—Nellie M. Wheeler,
2442 20th Street, N. W., Washington 9, D. C.

After that very complimentary letter from
Miss Wheeler, we turn over a few letters and
come across several from folks who are in-
clined to think that we are human, too, and
inclined to err. The first is from Herbert
Osher out in Arizona. He writes:

Dear Phantom:

In the past four years | have been reading your
magazine most ardently. Not only do the char-
acters run true to form, but the character de-
scriptions are implicit to the point where a clear
picture formulates in the reader’s mind.

What amazes me most is that the Phantom is
an expert in almost everything he undertakes.
The rest of us normal people take whole lifetimes
to amass the knowledge the Phantom seems to
have garnered in his comparative youth. In the
latest Phantom Detective novel, “The Timber
Tract Murders”, the Phantom on page 60 right
hand column said, “Buy war bonds with what
you pick up here and there.” The Phantom, ex-
pert that he is, should read up on the latest
current events because the second World War is
history and therefore war bonds are now security
bonds.

I also found two grammatical mistakes over-
looked by the proof reader. On page 51, right
hand column, in the third and sixth paragraphs
there are mixed singular and plural verbs.—

Herbert Osher, 1407 East 9th Street, Tucson,
Arizona.

Thanks, Herbert, for calling these errors to
our attention. We are giving the author and
the proofreaders the necessary booing, and
will try to avoid such errors in future stories.
We hope they didn't interfere with your
reading pleasure. Our next letter comes from
California.

Dear Phantom:

While | regard your Phantom Detective novels
as the best reading on Earth, I get almost mad
every time | note your incorrect use of a word
or a phrase. Some errors are doubtless typo-
graphic and due to incompetent workmen in the
printing plants.

What has started me on this audacious com-
plaint, however, is the fact that you misuse
the word “cartridge” 5 times on 2 pages (46 and
48) of the July 1948 issue of THE PHANTOM
DETECTIVE.

A cartridge is never empty. It consists of a
shell filled with powder and a bullet with some
sort of priming. After shooting, only the shell is

[Turn page]
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left. The empty shell is not a cartridge.

It simply isn't patriotic persistently to mis-
educate your readers. Let us try to avoid com-
petition with the Cassites at the tower of Babel.—
Fred L. Barker, 615 8th Avenue, San Diego 1,
Calif.

Thanks for your comments, Mr. Barker.
They have been brought to the attention of
Mr. Wallace, and I'm sure that insofar as he
may be responsible for any of the mistakes,
he will make an effort to avoid these in
future stories. Our next letter is interesting
because it is a comment on one of the short
stories appearing in a recent issue. It comes
from up in the Nutmeg State.

Dear Phantom:

In your July issue of the magazine which |
have just finished reading, will you please tell
me whether the story that was written by O. B.
Myers is by a man who was ever in Meriden or
vicinity. | live in Meriden and everything about
the story as to where the truck driver went is
true. Is this just a coincidence or was he really
there?—Alfred E. Osborne, 76 Gale Terrace,
Meriden, Conn.

O. B. Myers lives up in Westchester, Mr.
Osborne, and has been in and out of Meri-
den a good many times. Like a good many
other authors, he is glad to hear that his
authentic picture of activities in your locale
pictured in “No Riders—Or Else” is recog-
nized and appreciated by local folks. Thanks
for your note.

Here is another comment from down in the
Sunny South.

Dear Phantom:

| have read your magazines since 1943, and |
like them better all the time. 1 live 20 miles from
town and there are some stories | have missed,
I have just finished the latest one, “The Timber
Tract Murders”, and it was one of the best I've
read yet. | am sending along money for a sub-
scription and for membership in FRIENDS OF
THE PHANTOM.—J. C. Osborn, Box 34, Creston,
N. C. (R. F. D. |I>.

Glad to hear from all you folks, and to
welcome the new members of the FRIENDS
OF THE PHANTOM Club. If you people
have any comments or criticisms, by all
means send them along. You may be sure
that they will receive prompt and sym-
pathetic attention. Please address all com-
munications to the Editor, THE PHANTOM
DETECTIVE, 10 East 40th Street, New York
16, N. Y. Let's get together again here next
issue!

-THE PHANTOM.
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