












































16 THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

“Twenty minutes late, Dick,” he chided
mildly.

“I'm sorry,” Van murmured contritely.
“Let’s go down and have dinner. A swim
gives a man an appetite.”

In the discreetly lighted club dining
room, Jules, the waiter who always
served Havens, had ready the publisher’s
favorite table in a corner beside a win-
dow, where conversation could not be
overheard. A silver vase of cut flowers
was a special tribute from Jules himself.

Jules bowed Havens and his young
guest into their chairs, took their order,
and hurried off.

From the moment Van had joined
Havens he had been able to see, from
the expression on his old friend’s face,
that the newspaperman had something
on his mind. Now he didn’t have long
to wait to learn what it was.

“Ever hear of a man named Neal
Brady?” Havens asked abruptly, as he
unfolded his napkin.

“Not that I know of,” Van told him.
“Why?”

“I thought you might have run across
him somewhere,” Havens said. “He’s a
private detective . . . Dick, this Brady
telephoned me this afternoon at the
office, and it has me guessing. He was
rather mysterious. He claimed to have
some information he says will be sure to
interest me. He spoke rapidly, and re-
fused to go into details, except to say that
it concerns Wilden Ryder.”

Dick Van Loan did not answer for a
minute. But his gaze was sharp and in-
terested. He knew that Ryder was a
friend of Frank Havens, that the former
Senator, now residing in New York, was
a national figure of paramount impor-
tance in the muddled world of interna-
tional politics. Anything concerning him
could have vast potentialities.

“What else did Brady say?” Van asked.

“He spoke for only a minute or twe,”
Havens said. “But he packed a lot of
talk into that time. He wants me to meet
him tonight. He says he has a tip that’ll
make front page news for the Clarion.”

Jules appeared and served the first
course. When he was gone, Van Loan
. was frowning.

“What did you tell your private detec-

tive friend?” he asked Havens.

“I said I'd like to hear what he had to
say. But I wasn't too interested. You
know well enough, Dick, that calls like
that are no novelty. All newspapers are
open targets for cranks and crackpots
with grievances and fancied news beats.”

“Also,” Van put in, “for practical
jokers.”

“Yes, of course.” Havens nodded. “But
I will say this man sounded sincere. He
asked me to come to his hotel between
eight-thirty and nine tonight. I told him
I would.”

“And so—" Van smiled, knowing what
was coming.

“I thought,” Havens said, “you might
come along with me for the ride.”

~“T'll be glad to. But listen—have you
asked Ryder if he knows anything about
this Brady?”

“I telephoned,” Havens explained.
“Didn’t get Ryder. He isn’t expected
home until later this evening. He’s been
up at his farm for the last few days. 1
believe I recall he told me he’s making
plans to sell the farm property.”

INTERESTED, Van asked a question or
two and Havens told him that the ex-
Senator, one of the wealthiest men in the
country, had recently gone in for farming
on a scientific basis. He had purchased a
farm somewhere in upper New York
State, near the city of Poughkeepsie,
Havens thought, which he called Hun-
dred Acres. But apparently the legislator
had become tired of his experiment.

“Ryder didn’t like a farmer’s life?”
Van asked, and smiled.

“Evidently not—in these days of labor
difficulties and high wages.” Havens
shrugged. “I can’t blame him, he told
me the whole thing had become a head-
ache.”

When Havens and Van Loan finished
dinner and left the club, the publisher’s
Cadillac had been brought around from

- a nearby garage and stood waiting at

the curb. It was twenty-five minutes to
nine by the electric clock on the car’s
illuminated instrument panel.

Havens took the wheel and turned the
car south into the traffic stream on the
broad avenue.
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Reaching a downtown street that ap-
peared quiet and deserted compared to
the bustle of midtown Manhattan, Havens
drove east and finally drew up before
the entrance of a hotel called the Marl-
boro.

Van knew its type. Cheap, tawdry,
and not too particular about what guests
were accommodated. Havens locked the
car and with Van went into an oak-fur-
nished lobby where the aroma of defunct
cigars permeated the stuffy air.

The owner of the Clarion stopped at
the desk to speak.to the elderly clerk,
a man who rather intrigued Van Loan.
The old fellow’s toupee was as bad a fit
as his false teeth.

“Mr. Brady?” the clerk repeated in
answer to Havens’' inquiry, and with
rather surprised eyes, looked from the
immaculate Havens to the perfectly
groomed Van Loan. “Room eleven-o-
seven. . . . Yes, he’s in now. Saw him
go up not so long ago.”

One of two elevators took Havens and
Van to the eleventh floor. They alighted
on a passage with the floor covered by
a worn blue strip of carpeting, and fol-
lowed the numbers on the doors. The
hotel was quiet for such a place. From
one room came the sound of someone
talking on the telephone. From a re-
mote distance came the sound of a radio.
The place seemed deserted, for Van saw
that the transoms over most of the doors
along the corridor were dark.

No light showed through the transom
of Room 1107 when they reached it.
Havens knocked on the door. Beside him,
Van Loan let his gaze move from the
darkened transom to the knob of the door.
The publisher knocked again, leuder.

“Odd,” he murmured. “It isn’t quite
nine o’clock yet. He should be here.”

“Try the knob.” Van spoke idly.

Havens turned it and looked surprised
when the door swung inward. Complete
darkness confronted them. A draught
made by an.open window opposite when
the door was opened streamed past them
in a cool current of fresh air.

Dick Van Loan reached around Havens
and felt for the wall switch. He found
it and snapped it on. A lamp on a-table
beside a white iron bed gave off a glow.

“Nobody here,” Havens said.

Van walked into the room. He mo-
tioned for the publisher to follow and
shut the door after him, and stared inter-
estedly around. In addition to the bed and
night table the furnishings included an
upholstered chair, a small, wooden chair
without arms, a bureau and a built-in-
wardrobe.

A door to the left of the wardrobe was
ajar. Van saw that it opened into a bath-
room. He noticed other things. A fawn
colored felt hat was on the end of the
bed, a tagged hotel key on top of the
bureau.

“The clerk said he was in,” Havens
murmured, frowning. “Possibly he
stepped out for a minute.”

Van didn’t answer. His gaze, shifting
from the hat to the key, had dropped,
and fastened on the well-worn Axminster
carpet. He bent over to study something
on the earpet, to Havens’ surplise,

Van straightened, and walked to the
bathroom. He switched on the light and,
after a minute’s survey of the interior,
entered and returned with a thick, folded
white bath towel.

Puzzled, the publisher watched while
Van Loan unfolded the towel. There
seemed to be a blackish smear and a scat-
tering of small dark stains on it.

OSSING the towel aside, without com-

ment, Van Loan bent over to eye the
carpet again. . This time instead of re-
maining in one spot he began to move
step by step toward the opem window.
When he reached the sill, he pushed the
cretonne eurtains aside and leaned out.

When Van turned away from the win-
dow and walked back, Havens saw that
his face was set and hard. It was 2
strange change, though one Havens had
seen before—and understood. In one
fleeting round of seconds Van Loan’s
carefree look had vanished. In its place
was an expression of grimness that would
have surprised anyone who knew him,
with the single exception of the man who
was silently watching him.

“Brady,” Van said, his voice tight,
“won’t be back tonight!”

Frank Havens opened his mouth te
speak, but did not. Instead, his brows
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An hour later, the man who moved out
of the shadows of the street corner in
the upper East Side Sixties was as dif-
ferent in appearance, bearing and man-
ner from Dick Van Loan as morning from
twilight. This man was dark-skinned,
straight-haired, with angular features, a
shapeless mouth, and heavy, level brows.
His clothing was plain, his shoes square-
toed, his hat a dark gray. )

A master of disguise, Van had made
this portrait he had devised one of his
best efforts. The person he had created
was purposely nondescript and unobtru-
sive. No one was likely to center much
attention upon him. There was nothing
about the characterization to stick in a
criminal mind.

How well he had handled his creation
was evident when he moved across the
pavement to meet the Cadillac as Havens
slowed and stopped.

With a quick glance over his shoulder
to make sure no one was watching, the
Phantom opened the door and slid in.
As he moved he identified himself by
pulling the lobe of an ear, the long ago
agreed upon signal, meeting the pub-
lisher’s startled glance with a thin, faint
smile.

“Incredible!” Havens murmured ap-
provingly. “Your characterizations never
cease to astonish me, Phantom!” He al-
ways used that name when Van was in
his detective rdle, whether there was any-
one to hear or not. It was as well to
take no chances whatsoever.

“We'll stop first at Ryder’s home,” the
Phantom directed. “What happened at
the Marlboro after I left? What did the
Inspector learn?”

“Not much,” Havens said, as he put
the car in motion. “He fine-combed
Brady’s room without turning up any
clues except the bath towel. That went
to the police laboratory. When I left
the medical examiner was signing a re-
lease for the body.” )

The Phantom lapsed into silence while
the car rolled on.

IN A short time they had reached that
section of the city where a former slum
district had miraculously become one of
the most aristocratic sections of the

crowded metropolis. Close to the nar-
row twist of the East River, tall apart-
ment houses and brownstone-front mod-
ern dwellings huddled together in an aura
of wealth, gentility, and social promi-
nence.

A street sign under an arc light said,
“River Place.” Frank Havens, letting
up on the gas pedal, stopped the Cadillac
in front of one of the brownstone houses
on that street. It was a four-story build-
ing with glimmering windows, well-swept
stoop steps and double vestibule doors.
This, the Phantom already knew, was the
city home of ex-Senator Wilden Ryder.

Havens’ finger on the bell brought
someone to open the inner door. A man
with thinning gray hair, in butler’s garb,
recognized the publisher and pulled the
door wider.

“Good evening, Mr. Havens, sir.”

“Good evening, Fay,” Havens greeted.
“Rather late for a call. Is the Senator
still up and about?”

“Yes, sir.” Fay glanced inquiringly at
Van from the corner of his eye, and
turned on the lights in a small, beauti-
fully furnished reception room across the
entrance foyer. “He has a visitor in the
study. I imagine he’ll be finished with
him soon. Won’t you wait in here?”

In the little reception room, the Phan-
tom examined the paintings and objets
d’art with a connoisseur’s eye. Richard
Curtis Van Loan could appreciate the
value of the things Ryder had picked up
in all parts of the world, and could ac-
knowledge the good taste shown in their
selection.

But as he examined them his mind was
busy with the question of why Neal
Brady had mentioned the name of Wilden
Ryder to Havens. What could it possibly
have been that Brady wanted to tell the
publisher? Where did Ryder fit in? And
why, to keep him quiet, had Brady been
shot and tossed out of the window of his
hotel room? Apparently Brady’s world
and that of the former Senator had been
as far apart as the poles.

A car stopped in the street. After a
minute or so a key turned in the front
door lock. Someone came quietly into
the house. The Phantom turned as a
young man, stopping at the open door of
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the front door behind them.

In the publisher’s car, Van shoved out
his long legs and half closed his eyes.
Havens, unlocking the ignition and start-
ing the motor, recognized familiar symp-
toms in the attitude of the man in the
seat beside him.

The publisher was certain that Van had
learned something in Ryder's house,
which had entirely escaped Havens him-
self. He had come across something that
had sent him into one of his deep,
thoughtful silences.

“Drop you at your corner, Phantom?”
Havens asked, when he finally was not
far away from Van's Park Avenue apart-
ment,

“Please.”

“Too bad Ryder didn’t have any infor-
mation, that we wasted time,” Havens
hinted.

“It wasn’t entirely wasted,” Van said,
as his head came up. “His secretary—
Davit—interests me considerably, Mr.
Havens.”

“In what way?”

“His face. At some time not too far
back Davit had a plastic job done on it.
Several tiny scars were a giveaway to
anyone who knows anything about' that
type of surgery.”

“What would that signify? That he
was in an accident? Or possibly had a
rebuilt face job done because of a war
wound?”

“Either could be possible,” the Phan-
tom admitted. “If it hadn’t been for
something else. Davit’'s hair is dyed.
Done cleverly. That, too, wouldn’t be
noticeable to most people, not even to one
as clever in most things as Ryder.”

“But you,‘adept in disguises, saw both
things.” Havens nodded. “What do they
mean?”

“I don’t know—yet. But,” Van added,
“l intend to find out. Also, something
else has just cropped up. We're being
followed by someone in a maroon sedan.”

Frank Havens’ eyes darted to the rear
view mirror. The Cadillac was on an
avenue, going south, and the traffic be-
hind them consisted of two or three taxis
and several passenger cars. It took the
newspaperman a few minutes before he
was able to distinguish the car of which

the Phantom had spoken.

“You’re sure?” he asked, as he thought
he singled it out.

“That car,” Van said positively, “was
parked on River Place, three houses be-
yond Senator Ryder’s.: The driver gave
you plenty of time to get started. Who-
ever’s tailing us knows his business. In-
stead of stopping where I told you to,
Mr. Havens, keep on going. I want to
know more about this shag.” i

A half dozen more streets were negoti-
ated, then the Phantom told Havens to
turn west and slow down as he rounded
the corner. Van had picked out a dark
side street. With a glance back he opened
the door beside him, waited until the
Cadillac made the turn in from the ave-
nue and slipped out, pushing the door
shut as he moved.

A dozen steps carried him under the
awning of a darkened grocery store. As
he reached it the maroon sedan that had
been following them came around the
corner. The Phantom memorized the li-
cense number and shot a swift look
around for some means of pursuit,

No taxis were in sight. No other cars
rounded the corner. As far as he could
see the dark street was entirely deserted.
Then Havens’ sedan, with the maroon
job in its wake, had passed out of sight.

The Phantom walked back to the
lighted avenue. He had been able to make
out that there had been only one man in
the tail car—the driver. But he had been
a mere shape of shadow, unrecognizable.
In Van’s mind, as he walked north, was
a swarm of questions.

BRADY had been murdered
only a few hours ago, but already
there were forces at work to stop those
who apparently were trying to solve the
mystery of his death. Someone had kept
the Ryder house covered. Thinking back
to the time he had arrived there with
Havens, the Phantom couldn’t recall any
car parked in the place he had told the
publisher he had seen it. Had Della
Ryder been followed home?

Or had word leaked out of the Sena-
tor’s residence that Havens was making
a late call there with someone who might
be classified as suspicious? In mystery
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He started a week back and ques-
tioned her about the callers who had
stopped in at the office. As she had said,
they were few. No more than four peo-
ple had had appointments with Brady
during the week. And those, the in-
vestigator soon learned, didn’t fit into
the murder picture he had drawn in his
mind.

He shook his head and shut the book.

“You wouldn’t know what Brady did
on the outside?” he asked. “Isn’t it just
possible he could have had business not
arranged for in the office?”

“He could, of course,” Nora said, “but
I don’t think he did.”

“How about his telephone calls? Did
he have any yesterday that you didn’t
handle for him?”

She thought for a moment and shook
her auburn head. “No. But Mr. Brady
acted kind of funny last night when I
left. I mean, he was in his private office
—as we called it.” She pointed to the
door in the partition. “For more than
an hour he didn’t do anything, didn’t
say anything. Just kept the door closed
and sat there and smoked. That wasn't
like him at all.”

“I'll take a look at his office,” the Phan-
tom said. “Maybe I'll find something
there. You wait here.”

There was nothing in Brady’s desk that
interested him. He was shutting the last
drawer in the private detective’s desk
when he heard Nora Dolan’s exclama-
tion, and saw her in the doorway.

“I almost forgot!” she exclaimed. “Two
mornings ago. He had a caller—a foreign
looking guy with black hair. He and Mr.
Brady went out together. I didn’t write
his name down, but I remember now that
Mr. Brady mentioned it just before they
left. Let me think—"

She wrinkled her forehead, thinking
hard. The Phantom said nothing, giving
her time to remember. For a minute he
had an idea that the name she was trying
to recall had escaped her. Then, suddenly,
the wrinkles smoothed out and her teary
eyes brightened.

“Mr. Brady called the man Tano!”

The Phantom felt the tingle of his
nerves, His disguised face remained ex-
pressionless, but somewhere in the back

“of bis mind his brain began to click faster.

“Tano?” he repeated. “That’s an odd
name.”

“But I'm sure that’s what he called
him,” Nora insisted. “And besides hav-
ing such black hair, he had a sort of
brown face and very white teeth. He
wasn’t old. I'd say about twenty-three
or so and he wasn't too well-dressed.
Now that I think of it I remember hear-
ing him say something about working
for a rich man over on the East Side, on
River Place, I think it was.”

“Thanks, Nora,” the Phantom said.
“Maybe what you’ve told me will help.
We'll hope so.”

LEAVING Brady’s office, the Phantom
went on to the Green Spot, a
rendezvous of which he often made use
in order to contact those he sometimes
called on to help him. It was a tavern
on the east side of Times Square, a cor-
ner oasis for the thirsty that Van found
most convenient, for there he could meet
Steve Huston, red-headed reporter for
the Clarion, and “Chip” Dorlan, his other
assistant.

In the Green Spot there was a rear
room where there were a lot of tables,
but few customers until evening. Two
telephone booths were readily accessible.
The Phantom entered one to make two
calls. That done he sat down at a table
to wait for Steve and Chip while he re-
freshed himself with his favorite drink of
lime and soda.

He gave himself up to thought. So
Tano, Wilden Ryder’s house boy, had
been in contact with Neal Brady. Why?
What was the nature of the business the
black-haired Tano had had with Brady?

More certain now than ever that the
ex-Senator was the pivotal point on
which the shooting of Brady revolved,
the Phantom again went back over the
visit he had made to River Place. His
keen, analytical mind turned a spotlight
on the characters who had been there
last night. He checked over them, taking
each in turn, trying to find some link, no
matter how tenuous, that might make a
direct connection with Room 1107 of the
Marlboro and the crumbled body on the
cement of the areaway below the window



MURDER ACRES 27

of that room.

He was still pondering the problem
when Steve Huston came in. The ace
crime reporter for the Clarion had often
worked with the Phantom in a small way
on his most important cases. Van had
found Huston perfectly suited to his pur-
pose. Steve had imagination and cour-
age, two assets invaluable for the work.
Steve could keep his mouth shut, and be-
sides he had never shown any curiosity
about the identity of the man who came
into being only when some case, so dif-
ficult the police were ready to give up on
it, presented itself.

The reporter, when the Phantom had
made that familiar signal of pulling an
ear lobe to identify himself in a new dis-
guise, sat down, plainly puzzled. So far
as Huston knew there was nothing on any
precinct blotter promising developments
of a magnitude sufficient to claim the at-
tention of the famous Phantom. Huston
ordered a beer and waited for the mys-
tery detective to speak.

“Last night, Steve,” the Phantom be-
gan, “a private eye by the name of Neal
Brady was murdered at the Marlboro
Hotel on Eighteenth Street.”

Steve’s red head jerked up. “Brady?
I did a routine write of his black-out.
You don’t mean—"

The Phantom briefed Steve while the
news man, all interest and attention, lis-
tened with mounting excitement. Swiftly,
in his clear and concise way, the Phan-
tom covered the major details of the mur-
der without the waste of a word.

“I’'m .particularly interested in Della
Ryder,” he said when he had completed
his recital. “¥You’ve seen her?”

“Sure I have. About a month ago.”
Huston leaned forward. “At that charity
bazaar at the Mayfair. The regular leg
man was sick, so I covered it. I remem-
ber her perfectly. Good-looking gal, not
exactly a redhead or a blonde. A little of
both. And she had green eyes, expressive
eyes.”

“You know her,” the Phantom said
drily.

“What do you want me to do?” asked
Huston.

“Keep her covered. I want Della-Ryder
under your constant surveillance. Stick

with her for the next day or two. I want
a complete report on all of her activities.
What she does when she goes out, where
she goes, whom she meets. This is im-
portant, Steve. Unless I'm greatly mis-
taken, the Senator’s daughter plays a
leading rdle in this case of an insignificant
private eye’s murder.”

“T’ll stick to her like a brother,” Steve
Huston promised.

“Get in touch with me through Mr.
Havens when you have something to re-
port,” the Phantom directed. “Now get
busy.”

Steve Huston had hardly left the Green
Spot before Van's other operative en-
tered. Chip Dorlan, a West Coast product,
had more than once proved himself
worthy of the Phantom’s interest in him.
Born in a San Francisco slum district,
Dorlan, at an early age, had learned to
take care of himself. This training had
equipped him with sharp wits, an ability
to make split-second decisions, and to
use his natural, ferretlike talents to good
advantage. :

In Army Intelligence, during the war,
he had taken a post-graduate course,
which had added a finishing polish to
Chip’s natural ability. He emerged more
poised, sure of himself, capable and
shrewd.

SUCH qualifications were what the
Phantom required. In Chip and Steve
Huston, the Phantom knew he had a
couple of skillful assistants on whom he
could depend in any emergency.

He gave the identification signal to
Chip whose thin face lighted with quick
anticipation. And again the Phantom
gave a résumé of the case in which he was
interested. And for Chip he had a dif-
ferent kind of assignment from the one
he had given the reporter.

“You’re to go up to Poughkeepsie,” he
told Chip. “I want all the information
you can collect on Ryder’s farm. It’s
called Hundred Acres. It’s a model lay-
out and he hasn’t owned it too long. I'm
under the impression the Senator’s farm
wasn't always called by that name.” -

“No? What name do you think it
had?” Dorlan asked.

“Murder Acres!” The Phantom leaned
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to know anything about it.”

THAT sounded reasonable enough.
“Now tell me,” the Phantom went

on, tossing his bombshell, “what you

know about a man named Neal Brady.”

Fay’s mouthed sagged open. “Neal
Brady?”’ he repeated. “Why, I don’t
know anything about him, sir. I've never
heard of a man of that name.”

“Tano in?” the Phantom asked, and
when the butler said the Filipino house
boy was in his room, Van added, “Go
and get him. Don’t tell him who wants
to see him. Bring him down and I'll talk
to him.”

“Yes, sir.”

The butler promptly started up the
spiral staircase. His footsteps, mufiled by
heavy carpeting, died away in the upper
hall. The house grew quiet. The street
sounds were remote, the deep-throated
growl of the city far away.

The Phantom walked into the little re-
ception room. As he crossed its threshold
he heard the slide of a key in the front
door. Then he heard the door being
opened and closed.

Davit? The secretary returning from
the Fifth Avenue office? Or the fright-
ened Della Ryder? Van turned around
to see who passed the reception room’s
entrance.

He was a fraction of a second too late.
Before he could retrace his steps to the
doorway for a look down the hall, who-
ever had come in had gone swiftly by,
disappearing into the day-gloom under
the staircase.

The next moment, Fay was coming
down the stairs. The butler moved fast,
with more speed than he had probably
ever used before in descending the
curved steps.

The Phantom met him in the middle of
the wide hall. Fay’s expression was
enough to give the Phantom a hint of
what had occurred.

“You didn’t find Tano?”
quickly. ‘“He’s gone!”

Fay drew a deep, uneven breath. He
gulped as he nodded.

“Cleared out!” he said huskily. “Bag
and baggage. His room’s empty! He's—"

Whatever else he was about to say was

he said

clipped short by the drawl of a low-
pitched voice that came from a point
somewhere behind the spot where Fay
stood.

Whirling around, the Phantom saw the
man who stood half enveloped in the
gloom produced by the overhang of the
stairs. He got the impression of a slim
figure, of a hat drawn low over a narrow
face. But what registered with definite
impact was the automatic trained on both
Fay and himself.

“Stand still and don’t move!” the low-
pitched drawl said. “Not a sound out of
either of you! I want a word with this
gentleman!”

With his gun drawing a bead on the
Phantom, the man whose hand gripped
the weapon stepped out from the murk
that concealed him.

Even under the menace of that steadily
held gun the Phantom’s interested gaze
quickly took in the man’s appearance.
He wanted a clear picture of him for fu-
ture use, for that there would be a fu-
ture in spite of this threat of death the
Phantom never doubted. He got his pic-
ture in sixty seconds.

The narrow face was a young one.
Chestnut-colored eyes under darker
brows were slightly drawn down at the
corners. The man’s features were well-
defined. He had an intelligent look. In
no way, the Phantom saw, was there any
resemblance to the gangster or the un-
derworld type of criminal.

The gray flannel suit the young man
wore fitted him well. His tie was a
regimental stripe under the collar of a
white shirt. His shoes were a well-
polished tan. His slimness and narrow
face gave him an alert, hairspring air.

The Phantom did not discount his dan-
ger. For all of this fellow’s genteel ap-
pearance he was as deadly as a coiled
rattler. All that was needed to verify
this conviction was a recollection of Neal
Brady’s broken body on the cement of
the Hotel Marlboro areaway.

The man or men who had taken care
of Brady were tangled in the same weh
out of which this armed spider had
crawled!

Fay, whose color had turned apoplectic,
broke the quiet with his thick, fast
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maroon sedan speed off up River Place
and vanish around the corner.

No use sending a shot after it as it
disappeared. The Phantom shoved his
gun back in holster and expelled the pent-
up breath in his lungs. The fellow had
slipped him neatly. Fate had been in a
jocular mood. Threatening one minute,
kindly the next, then ficklee. He went
back up the steps, aware that a taxi was
coming along the street of aristocratic
homes, the driver scanning the numbers
of the private houses.

Inside the house, Fay was trying to
calm the agitated maid when the Phan-

- tom reentered the wide hall. Now that
the danger to his life was over, the butler
was white and drawn. He left off chafing
the girl’s wrists when he saw the Phan-
tom, and mustered a sickly smile,

“A close one, sir,” he said wryly. “Too
close for comfort. Sorry I got in your
way, but I thought I saw a chance, and
had to take it.”

“It’s all right. We're still alive.” The
Phantom’s face and voice were grim.
“Ever see that man before, Fay?”

“Never!” -

“How about you?” The Phantom
turned to query the quaking girl.

“No, sir. I never saw him before and
I never want to again!” She shuddered.
“That gun—and Fay’s face, when I
opened the door! I'll never forget any
of it!”

“Where would he get a key?” the
Phantom said to the butler. “He let him-
self in with one while you were upstairs.
I didn’t see him then, but I heard him—
thought it was some member of the house-
hold.”

Fay shook his head. “I haven’t the
slightest idea, sir. The whole thing’s a
mystery to me. He said he had. fellowed
you here, but the way he came in, just
as if he had the run of the house—"

The butler stopped short. The eyes
of all three people in the hall were di-
rected at the front door. Against the
glass was a shadow. The sound of a key
sliding into a lock made the maid choke
on a suppressed exclamation.

But it wasn’t the man in the drawn-
down felt hat, with the automatic, who
opened the door and came in. It was

Della Ryder. Looking past her, and
through the open outer vestibule doors,
the Phantom saw a taxi drawing away.

The ex-Senator’s daughter caught sight
of the three when she was halfway to
the stairs, and stopped.

“Fay,” she asked, “is anything the mat-
ter? Who is this man?” .

The Phantom took a step forward. “I
met you last night, Miss Ryder.” He
nodded toward the study. “I was with
Mr. Havens.”

DELLA RYDER’'S green eyes rested

on him. Today she was wearing a
currant-colored light woolen dress, a
smart little fur-lined jacket. No hat was
on her long, tawny hair. That gleamed
with coppery glints as the sun struck
sparks from it. But again the Phantom
saw the haunting, underlying and un-
mistakable shadow of fear in the fascinat-
ing green eyes.

A tiny frown drew her arched brows
together. It was plain that she was puz-
zled and disturbed, more by the appear-
ance of the man to whom she had been
introduced in the study the night before
than by Fay’s chalky white face and the
maid’s dismayed expression.

“Yes, I remember,” she said. “But I
don’t understand. Why are you here
now?”

“When I was introduced to you,” the
Phantom told her quietly, “my name was
given but not my profession. Perhaps
I'd better explain why I'm here. I came
to talk to Tano, your house boy. But
your butler tells me he’s gone, that he
left suddenly, secretly, and without ex-
planation.”

“Tano—gone?”
inquiringly to Fay.

He nodded. “Yes, Miss Della. Cleared
out. His room’s empty.”

“I don't understand any of this!” she
said a little wildly, and paused. ,

“All this has to do with murder, Miss
Ryder,” the Phantom said steadily.
“Which explains my visit here. I'm con-
nected with the police. I'm a plain-
clothes detective. From Police Head-
quarters.”

Even as he spoke, he saw a change
come over Della Ryder. All the color

Della Ryder turned
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formation so vitally important that now
those who had murdered Brady were
exerting every effort to keep the Phan-
tom from learning what it was?

Davit, Van figured, was a lead that
couldn’t be disregarded. Of course, plastic
surgery could have been resorted to after
an accident. But the dyed hair was some-
thing else. A man as young as Henry
Davit didn’t change the color of his hair
because he didn’t like the shade with
which nature had supplied him.

After a time the taxi left the Park and
inched along in the traffic congestion at
the Plaza. The Phantom had a folded
bill in his hand when they were near
the Pyramid Building. He passed it to
the driver and he and Huston dropped
off in the middle of the street.

The towering edifice they entered was
one of the last skyscrapers built before
the war. The entrance, done in marble
and bronze, was complete even to a
tenants’ illuminated directory, opposite
the battery of express and local elevators.

Ryder’s office was on the thirty-ninth
floor. An express whirled the Phantom
and the reporter up there. Steve Huston
fell into step beside the Phantom as they
went down a short corridor.

“Swell place for an office,” Huston ob-
served. “Plenty of fresh air, and quiet
as a churchyard.”

It was quiet. The tumult of Manhat-
tan, far below, was thinned to a faint
drone.  The clicking of a typewriter in
one of the offices they passed sounded
almost like a machine-gun. The Phan-
tom halted in front of a ground glass
door. There was no name on it, nothing
except the number gold-leafed in the cen-
ter of the glass.

His hand dropped to the knob. Was
he right in expecting developments here?
Would Ryder’s secretary supply them?
Or was there a plausible and legitimate
explanation for the hair dye job and
Davit’s remodeled face?

The office was larger than the one
which Neal Brady had occupied, and far
more elaborate in its fittings. Green
Venetian blinds shut out the sun. The
rug was dove-gray, the furniture modern-
istic. There were a pair of identical, flat-
topped desks, a sofa smartly done in cow-
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hide, several chairs and a series of cab-
inets and bookshelves all arranged in a
symmetrical pattern.

But the Phantom was hardly conscious
of those things. He had instantly sensed
something of much more importance.

For a fleeting instant he had an im-

- pression that the office ‘was empty. He

heard Steve moving beside him. The
reporter bent forward, as if listening.
And at that moment something like a
stifled moan broke the quiet which Hus-
ton had noted.

Half a dozen quick steps took the Phan-
tom around one of the desks. He felt
the rapid drum of his pulses. Mingled

- with the expectancy that had brought

him here to Ryder’s office came sudden
disappointment.

Someone else had got to Davit first!
But that someone had reached him, the =
Phantom saw with narrowing eyes, wa
a gun!

DAVIT, flat on his back, lay on the

gray rug with his legs half under
the desk. His arms were ﬁung wide.
Under the white band of hiS collar ugly
crimson, welling from a point in his neck,
made a deep, dark stain. His eyes were
open, his mouth twisted to one side. The
tips of his fingers moved spasmodically
as if trying to reach something.

Steve Huston’s sharp exclamation blot-
ted out Dgwit’s thin, faint moaning. The
Phantom bent over the man. A quick
test of Davit’s pulse told him Davit was
going fast. The wonder was that he was
still alive at all, with that wound.

The Phantom stared into the open eyes.
They peered back at him vacantly. Lean-
ing closer, he gripped the dying man’s
arm.

“Davit!” he said in an urgent voice.
“Who did this?”

There was a lash to that voice, too.
Low, vibrant, it was packed with insist-
ence, as if by its sheer command it would
keep the man alive long enough to an-
swer. Davit’s head lolled from one side
to the other. His lips moved as if trying
to form words.

Huston, waiting tensely, saw the Phan-
tom’s grip tighten over the dying man’s
arm. Mouth inches from Davit’s ear, the
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Phantom spoke again:

“Who, Davit? Speak! Who shot you?”

For an instant something that might
have heen a gleam of recognition filled

. the vacant eyes. Quivering lips opened.
Through them Davit huskily forced out
jumbled words:

“The door—yellow. . . . Look—for—
yellow—"

The last word faded to nothing. Sud-
denly Davit stiffened convulsively. The
Phantom dropped the arm he held and
slipped his sensitive fingers over the large
artery of Davit’s neck. There was no
beat to it now. Under his touch the flesh
was still.

The man was dead!

Silently Steve Huston watched while
the Phantom stood erect. With a face
like stone, Van stepped away from the
body on the floor. He nodded to a white
plastic telephone standing on the glass
top of the other desk.

“Handkerchief it,” he told the Clarion
reporter. ‘“Call Homicide, Steve. Tell
Gregg I'm here. Have him come up at
once.”

Huston, dialing the familiar number,
put the call through while the Phantom,
his keen gaze missing nothing, moved
around former Senator Wilden Ryder’s
office.

Davit had been shot only minutes be-
fore he and Steve had arrived, They
might even have passed the killer as their
elevator came up and his went down.
Minutes, Van knew! Precious minutes
that had sealed the lips of another who
could have shed light on the death of
Neal Brady and some mystery that
shrouded the house on River Place—a
mystery that brought men with guns, to
kill.

Steve, talking to Inspector Gregg, had
his back to Van. He did not see the
Phantom reach down and pick up the
stub of a pencil that lay between the edge
‘of the gray rug and the sill of the outer
door. He put it in his pocket and con-
tinued to search for possible clues.

Close to the desk that hid Henry

Davit’s feet and legs, he found a rolled-
up tan silk glove. That, too, went into
the Phantom’s pocket. Carefully he ex-
amined the rest of the room, turning only
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when Huston pronged the telephone.

“Gregg’s starting immediately,” the re-
porter told him.

The Phantom nodded. Beside Davit
again, his investigation next directed it-
self to the body of the secretary. Confirm-
ing a suspicion that actually needed no
verification, the Phantom turned his at-
tention to Davit’s hair. As he had told
Havens, it had been dyed.

His interested gaze ranged over the
face raised toward the ceiling. The tiny
scars on either side of Davit’s nose told
their own story. Two other small marks,
now covered with skin tissue, were in-
disputable proof of the use of the sur-
geon’s knife. The Phantom glanced at
Davit’s open fingers and the palms of the
hands. ’

He had finished his inspection when
Inspector Gregg, rugged, stolid, and with
all the authority of his long years in the
service of the law, came in fifteen minutes
later with his_retinue. ‘

CCASIONALLY, the Phantom found

it necessary as well as expedient to
work in cooperation with the New York
Police Department and the Inspector.
But Gregg had no more knowledge of
his true identity than the rest of the
world. However, the grizzled Inspector
invariably welcomed the Phantom’s pres-
ence on a knotty case. To him that meant
a quick and successful wind-up.

While the Homicide detail went to
work, with flashlights of the cameramen
popping, the Phantom drew the Inspector
aside.

He told the Homicide man that Davit
had been secretary to former Senator
Ryder, and explained the circumstances
briefly. Gregg, listening, nodded from
time to time. The Phantom, without voic-
ing any of his own conclusions, supplied
enough for Homicide to work on.

“After you’ve checked on Davit’s fin-
gerprints,” the man whom Gregz knew
as Mr. Gray said, “I'd like to have a re-
port on them at the earliest possible
minute. Another thing. I want a police
pickup call sent out for a Filipino known
as Tano. Until a few hours ago he was
Senator Ryder’s house boy. He's disap-
peared, but I have an idea he’s in the

rd
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size and shape of the secretary’s hands.
They had been small, almost feminine.
Too small for the silk glove. That, too,
presented another possibility. It might
be that the killer, stripping it off, had
dropped it while pushing it in a pocket.

Last of all, the Phantom unfolded the
memorandum which Inspector Gregg had
given him. He studied the typed num-
bers of the license plate for the maroon
sedan. Under them was the name and
address of the person who had registered
the car. They read:

Joseph Garry
c/o W. Ryder
River Place, N. Y., N. Y.

Van’s mouth hardened. Joseph Garry?
He had heard that name only the night
before when Wilden Ryder had given
him the names of his servants. Garry was
the ex-Senator’s chauffeur!

For a long minute Van stared at the
slip of paper. Then he folded it back
into its original creases, returned it to
his pocket, and reached for the telephone
as it rang beside him. He recognized the
voice of the publisher of the Clarion.

“That you, Dick?” Havens spoke cas-
ually. He always was careful when
he called the apartment. For Van had
impressed him with the possibility of a
crossed wire, of listening ears, though
Van’s was a privately listed phone.

“Yes,” Van said. “How are you, Mr.
Havens?”

“lI just heard from Dorlan,” said
Havens. “He’s to be here in an hour.
He asked me to tell you that.”

“Good. Keep him in your office and
I'll be there.” Van spoke inconsequen-
tially for a moment more, then cradled
the phone.

-Leaving the apartment shortly, he
headed for the Clarion.

Havens’ luxurious office, high up in
the Clarion Building, was furnished like
a study or library in a private home.
From his desk there the publisher di-
rected the destiny of his metropolitan
daily, and kept a hand on the helm to
guide the others of his string of papers
from Coast to Coast. In the outer office,
a prim, middle-aged secretary, Miss
Marsh, guarded the door to his sanctum
with eagle-eyed vigilance.

Miss Marsh knew Richard Curtis Van
Loan well, for he was a regular visitor to
his old friend, Frank Havens. She never
ceased to admire Van’s youth, his high
spirits and vitality. She always had a
smile for him.

The man who came in now, however,
and asked for her employer had no
slightest resemblance to the lively Dick
Van Loan. This man was a total stranger
to her. Over her horn-rimmed glasses
Miss Marsh gave him a frowning glance
as she said Mr. Havens was busy. . :

“I'll wait,” Van said, and suppressed a
smile as he sat down on one of the leather
lounges and made himself comfortable.

Ten minutes passed before the news-
paper publisher’s visitor came out of the
private office. To Van’s surprise the man
was the blond Lasher whom Ryder had
introduced Havens and “Mr. Gray” to last
night. Today, Lasher was turned out as
snappily as he had been then, but now
he was wearing a gray double-breasted
suit that fitted him without a wrinkle.
His affable manner was accented by the
smile he directed at Miss Marsh as he
crossed to the doorway.

Van waited until Lasher had gone out,
then coughed significantly.

“Is Mr. Havens free now?” he asked
hesitantly. He gave her the name of
Gray and fingered his hat while the
woman spoke into the inter-office com-
munication box.

“Gray?” Frank Havens’ voice boomed
out of the speaker. “Send him in im-
mediately.”

MISS MARSH, masking her surprise,

told Van he could go in and stared
after him blankly. She shook her head,
as if trying to understand the whims of
an employer who made appointments
with the sort of men like that one who
was closing the inner office door after
him.

“Chip ought to be along any minute,”
Havens said as Van entered, and looked
at his young friend searchingly. “Steve
called. About the murder of Ryder’s
secretary.”

Van gave him more details than Hus-
ton had been able to furnish on such
short notice. Havens shook his head, his
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face troubled.

“What does it mean?” he asked anx-
iously. “It’'s too deep for me, Phantom
—all this killing. First, the man at the
Marlboro. Now, Ryder’s secretary. It's
getting closer to Ryder all the time.”

“We're dealing with a clever, well or-
ganized outfit,” Van told him soberly.
“These are no underworld characters.
They have brains, finesse. Theirs is push-
button technique.”

“What do you mean by that?” asked
the publisher.

“I mean that murder mandates are be-
ing issued by a top conspirator who has
well-trained hirelings to carry them out.”
Van moved his shoulders. “The case has
a lot of angles, Mr. Havens., Somewhere
in the center of the plot against Ryder,
he is being ringed in with menace. He’s
the target, the key figure about which
that plot revolves. He and his daughter.
She’s a suspect. At least I suspect her of
knowing much more than she will tell.”

Frank Havens lifted his brooding gaze.
“Della? Under suspicion? You must
be wrong!”

“Nobody faints when they meet the
law face to face,” the Phantom inter-
rupted abruptly, “unless they have reason
to fear it and the consequences it might
bring.” |

“But, why__n

“I don’t know, yet. But I mean to find
out.”

“And this Davit? Why were you sus-
picious of him the minute you saw him?
Who was Davit?”

“I hope the Inspector will have that
answer before too long,” Van said con-
fidently.

“And the Filipino house boy.
made him disappear?”

“Probably,” the Phantom said, with a
ghost of a smile, “a natural desire to con-
tinue breathing!”

Before Havens could ask another ques-
tion, the phone buzzed and Chip Dorlan
was announced.

“Send him right in,” said Havens, and
flipped the switch.

The door opened, and Chip Dorlan
came in. A glance was enough for Van
to know Chip was loaded with informa-
tion, and that it was hot. The Phantom’s

What

young aide dropped into a chair and be-
gan pulling out of his pocket a wad of pad
paper -on which he had made scribbled
notes.

Van let Havens in on where Dorlan had
been, and what he had been doing, be-
fore he gave Chip his cue to begin talk-
ing.
“What did you find up around Pough-
keepsie, Chip?” he asked then.

“Plenty, Phantom!” Dorlan drew a
breath and began to unload. “First,” he
said, “I went into the matter of Ryder
property as you told me to. It formerly
belonged to a man named Marvin Wanz.”

Havens lifted his gray head and
glanced at the Phantom. “That name’s
familiar,” he murmured.

The Phantom made no comment.

“What else?” he asked Chip.

“Wanz,” Dorlan continued, “was quite
a well-known character—here in Manhat-
tan and around the race tracks. He had a
string of horses he raced under the name
of Birchwood Stable.”

With his eyes on the Phantom, Chip
saw that in the great detective’s eyes was
a musing, thoughtful light.

“Go on,” was all Van said.

“About a year after Wanz bought the
farm,” Chip said, “he sold his horses and
retired to the rural life. He seldom left
the place. Rather strange. I mean, a
person used to crowds and excitement,
settling down in the country. But that’s
the way it was, according to the folks
up there I talked to.”

“Wanz,” the Phantom said slowly, “was
murdered on the farm.”

FRANK HAVENS stared at him, and
then at Chip.

“That’s right,” Dorlan said. “And what
you said about the name of the place,
Phantom, is also correct. After the death
of Wanz, the natives called the farm
Murder Acres.”

“You mean,” Havens exclaimed, “that
Hundred Acres was formerly called Mur-
der Acres, and that it was the scene of a
killing?”

“Exactly.” Van nodded. “What’s more,
Senator Ryder must have known about
it when he bought the property. It was
no secret. After all, it didn’t matter too
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much. There was nothing left that was
in any way reminiscent of murder. From
what I understand, the Senator com-
pletely remodeled the buildings, gave the
place a new look.”

“He did,” Chip Dorlan said. “However,
the Murder Acres tag stuck. At least it
did around there.”

“Did you check on the staff Ryder has
there now, Chip?” the Phantom asked.

“I was on the farm,” Dorlan told him.
“The Senator has dismissed all of the help
he once had, except the caretaker and
his wife. The caretaker’s a Swede, about
fifty. Olson, his name is. He'll stay on
there until the property’s sold again. Has
a cottage on the grounds.”

“As you know,” Havens broke in then
to say to Van, “that man Conrad Lasher
we met in Ryder’s home wants to buy the
place. He was here a few minutes ago,
asking me if I had any idea when the
Senator would be returning from Wash-
ington. Lasher’s anxious to close the
deal.”

“What did you tell him?”

“That I have no idea when Ryder will
get back.” Havens moved his shoulders.
“The Senator is unpredictable. He might
stay in Washington a day, a week or a
month.” :

“I would like to get permission to look
up a few things in the Clarion’s morgue,
Mr. Havens,” Chip said. “I want to dig
up the particulars on Marvin Wanz’s
blackout. It’s got me interested. I want
to find out about who did it and—"

“I can tell you that” The Phantom
smiled faintly. “Wanz was shot to death
by a pal, a man named Clement Morton.”

Chip stared. “Yeah, that was the name
of the killer, I was told. What happened
to Morton? Did he get the chair? The
people I quizzed shied o the subject.
Nobody in that neck of the woods seemed
to want to talk about it at all.”

“They wouldn’t,” the Fhantom told
him. “It reflected on their local law of-
ficers. Because although Morton was
captured after the shooting, he broke jail
and escaped. He's never been picked up
again.”

It was Havens’ turn to stare blankly.
The newspaperman never ceased to mar-
vel at his young friend’s amazing fund of

information. Van’s fertile mind was a
veritable storehouse of crime statistics.
But no one knew better than he how
valuable the data carefully filed in the
pigeon-holes of his brain could be.

From the moment the Phantom had
heard Hundred Acres mentioned, he had
dipped into these mental files, and had
augmented the information gleaned by
consulting the private morgue of clippings
he kept in his Bronx laboratory. There
he functioned as Dr. Bendix, an eccentric
recluse and research scientist. But there,
actually, much of his scientific work on
criminal cases was done.

For that laboratory in an old warehouse
not far from the Westchester line had
equipment more complete than any to be
found outside the huge laboratory of the
Federal Bureau of Investigation in Wash-
ington. It also contained a library on
crime for an exhaustive study of the sub-
ject in all its ramifications, and rows of
files also were crammed with data.

Wanz’s violent death on the farm,
therefore, was entirely familiar to the
Phantom. When he had briefed Chip
about his assistant’s trip upstate, he had
mentioned the fact that Ryder’s model
farm had formerly been called Murder
Acres. Which was proof of how much
he knew about the place even then.

Dorlan started to say something, but
was interrupted by the buzz of a tele-
phone on the publisher’s desk. Havens
reached for it, spoke for a moment, lis-
tened, and handed the instrument to the
Phantom.

“For you,” Havens said. “The Inspec-
tor. He had a hunch you might be here.”

“Probably he’s got the fingerprint in-
formation I requested.” The Phantom
nodded, and spoke into the telephone.
“Yes, Inspector?”

“About those prints,” came Gregg’s
voice over the wire. “The ones you
wanted. It turns out that this Davit was
someone else!”

“Someone,” the Phantom said, “named
Clement Morton—an escaped killer?”

Over the wire he heard Gregg’s gasp
of astonishment.

“Yes! But how did you know?”

“It was just a shot in the dark,” the
Phantom said. “Sort of putting two and
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don’t know what this means, but you can
bet your life I'm going to find out! Some-
body’s been using my name and address!”

The Phantom’s eyes held a speculative
look. If this was a bluff on Garry’s part,
the chauffeur was carrying it off well.
He let the man cool off a minute.

“You don’t know anything about Neal
Brady?” he asked then.

“Only what I read!”

“How about a well-dressed, thin young
man with chestnut colored eyes and an
automatic? Someone with a key to the
Ryder house?”

“I don’t know him, either.” Joe Garry
swallowed his indignation, because worry
was beginning to needle him. - “Look
here! My boss is out of town. When he
comes back he’ll vouch for me. I've
worked for him a long time.”

“Let’s go across to the garage,” the
Phantom suggested.

Further questioning there, however,
failed to disclose anything revealing. The
Phantom was a keen judge of character.
Long association with criminals and law
dodgers had taught him exactly how their
brains functioned. Intuitively he spotted
a falsehood when he heard one, and now
he had an idea that Garry was leveling,
that the man was truthful. Someone had
used him for a front in the matter of the
maroon sedan.

Registering a car in the name of an-
other person was no novelty. Crooks
who went after the so-called “hot rods”
did it all the time, The fake registration
of stolen motorcars had grown to be an
evil the Motor Vehicle Commissioner had
brought to the attention of the police and
was trying to combat.

WITH a word of caution to Garry to
keep away from the License Bureau,
and not to make a complaint, the Phan-
tom left him, picked up a taxi and went
downtown.

A telephone call from a drug store
booth to Conrad Lasher brought the in-
formation that Lasher would see him late
that afternoon at the man’s home. The
Phantom said he would be there, and
went on to the Green Spot to keep a date
with Steve.

Fresh from Headquarters where he had

collected the latest news on police activi-
ties, Huston told him that the Inspector
was as much stalled on the murder of
Davit—or Clement Morton—as he was on
the killing of Neal Brady. Ryder’s office
in the Pyramid Building had yielded
nothing for the police to work on.

“I'll meet you at nine sharp tonight,
Steve,” the Phantom said, after listening
intently. He told Steve where, without
adding further particulars, but did an-
swer the reporter’s questions about
Clement Morton.

Steve had dipped into the clipping files
at the Clarion and had obtained every-
thing he could on Morton. But it wasn’t
enough to round out the story he was
hoping to have for a first evening edition.
The Phantom’s information remedied that.

“Gregg,” Steve said, “told me you beat
him to the draw on Davit’s real identity.
How in the world was an escaped killer
ever able to hole in with a man as promi-
nent as Wilden Ryder, and get away with
it?”

“The Senator will have to answer that,”
the Phantom said, and rubbed his chin.
“After all, there are such things as phony |
references.”

“Sure.” Steve tipped his red head for-
ward. “But Morton didn’t use the job
with Ryder simply as a hideout. He was
busy, all the time, in the Senator’s con-
fidence. I figure he must have planned
to get the job as secretary for a specific
reason. A reason that was responsible
for his death today. Am I right?"

“Yes,” the Phantom said simply.

Huston brightened. “Another thing.
I wouldn’t be surprised if the Senator,
himself, was mixed up plenty in this
whole thing.”

The Phantom gave him a shrewd look.
“On what do you base your deductions,
Steve?”

“The fact that Brady had something
to tell the Senator, and that I've been
tailing Ryder’s daughter, and that, as
impossible as it seems, he’s had a man
wanted for murder working for him.
And one of his servants has disappeared.
Ryder must know something about some
of this. He -can’t have all these things
happen around him and not have any
idea of what it’s all about.”
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“That’s your theory?” asked the Phan-
tom.

“Yes. How far wrong am 1?”

“I'm afraid you’ll have to wait to find
out, Steve,” the Phantom commented.

T WAS five minutes to six when he

walked into a Gramercy Park apart-
ment building. Conrad Lasher’s suite was
on the second floor. A uniformed maid an-
swered the Phantom’s ring and showed
him into a sitting room where logs burned
in a fireplace.

The setting was one of taste and charm.
The room might have been taken intact
from a decorator’s magazine. Deep, dull
green walls made a perfect background
for the glint of gold-framed paintings,
bright yellow draperies and moss-green
rug.

Lasher appeared in the doorway, wear-
ing a blue silk smoking jacket, slacks,
and red morocco slippers. His smile and
handshake were cordial.

“Sorry I couldn’t see you at the office,”
he apologized. “I was tied up this after-
noon.”

“That’s all right,” the Phantom said.
“You remember me?”

“Weren’t you at the Senator’s house,

with Mr. Havens?”
- “Yes. My name is Gray. When I was
introduced to you, though, my business
wasn’t mentioned. I'm a plainclothes de-
tective.”

Lasher looked surprised—and puzzled,
too. “Really?”

He waved his visitor into a chair and
pulled one around for himself to face it.
There was a questioning expression in his
eyes. The firelight flickered on his blond
hair. Against it Lasher looked younger
than he had when Van had first seen him.

“Just a few routine questions,” the
Phantom said. “I understand you’re dick-
ering with the Senator for his farm.”

“We've arrived at a satisfactory figure,”
Lasher said. “I’'m waiting for him to come
back from Washington so I can close the
deal.”

“He’ll probably return within a matter
of hours,” the Phantom said matter-of-
factly. “His secretary was found mur-
dered in his Fifth Avenue office today.”

‘Lasher looked shocked. He gave a

low expression and leaned forward, his
brows drawn together.

“His secretary?” he repeated. “That
good-looking young chap—Davit is the
name, isn’t it?”

“Somebody walked in, shot him and
walked out,” the Phantom said. “But that
isn’t what I came to see you about. I
want to know if you’re acquainted with
any of the past history of the Ryder farm.”

LASHER looked puzzled again.
“What do you mean?”

“Do you know anything about its
former owner?”

“No. I'm not particularly interested
in who might have owned the place in
the past. The main thing is whether or
not I'm going to be its next owner.” His
tone changed, and his face shadowed.

“Is there any doubt that you may not
own it?” the Phantom asked.

Lasher got up and went across the
room to a Winthrop desk. He opened it,
unlocked the inner drawer and took
something out of it, walked back to the
Phantom’s chair.

“I received this yesterday, through the
mail,” he said. “You’re a detective. Pos-
sibly you might see some connection be-
tween this letter and what you've just
been telling me.”

The Phantom unfolded a single sheet of
notepaper. Typed on it were a few sen-
tences which read:

Understand you’re interested in Ryder’s
farm. Advise you to drop the matter. Stay
away from it and don’t try to buy it if you
want to keep your health.

There was no signature. The Phantom
looked up.

“You received this at your office?”

“Yes.”

“Where’s the envelope?”

“It was thrown away. What do you
make of it? Looks as if someone were
trying to frighten me out of buying the
Senator’s property.”

“Have you received any threats before
this?” the Phantom asked.

~No.” A muscle twitched in Lasher’s
face. “It won’t work. When I make up
my mind to do a thing, I go through with
it.”

The Phantom got up, said goodnight
and Lasher led the way to the front door.
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Post waved a hand, and got to the point
without delay.

“You’re a friend of Miss Della Ryder,”
. he said.

It was both a question and an assertion.
Steve Huston saw the immediate effect
it made on Post. He seemed to draw in-
to himself, to freeze. His eyes narrowed
quickly.

“Did you come here to ask me ques-
tions about Miss Ryder?” he demanded
resentfully.

“That’s the general idea.”
tom’s shoulders moved.

Post shook his head.
oblige.”

“Why?’,
quiet.

“I am not likely to discuss Miss Ryder
with strangers—or with the police,” Post
said coldly.

“We won’t split hairs,” the Phantom
interrupted. “You're in love with Della
Ryder. I believe that you know what I
have to find out where she is concerned.
Don’t let’s make this difficult. Either you
talk to me here and now or I'll have to
take you down to Headquarters and let
Inspector Gregg question you.”

Post began to thaw. The choice was
a narrow one. He took what apparently
he considered the lesser of two evils.

“What can I possibly tell you?” he
asked slowly.

“Della Ryder,” the Phantom said, “is
in the grip of some emotion that is mak-
ing a different girl of her. Something
new and unexplainable even to her
father. By this time you are probably
aware that the Senator’s secretary was
murdered in Ryder’s office today. A series
of peculiar incidents revolve around his
death. They have a direct bearing on
both the Senator and his daughter. You,
too, must have noticed this change in
her. And I believe that you know what
brought it about.”

Douglas Post reached over to a low
table, picked up his pipe, and filled it
from a tobacco jar. His fingers weren’t
entirely steady. The Phantom realized
that he was stalling for time, trying to
get his thoughts organized.

“You can't make me tell you—what I
don’t know,” he finally muttered, striking

The Phan-
“Sorry. I can’t

The Phantom’s voice was

a match.

“Possibly not,” the Phantom agreed
smoothly. “But I can take you down to
Headquarters—with Miss Ryder.”

The veiled threat jerked Post’s head
up. His harassed glance moved in Steve
Huston’s direction.

“You can hardly expect me to talk with
a newspaper reporter ready to take down
every word!” he said huskily.

“Huston isn’t here as a reporter. What-
ever you tell me will be in strict con-
fidence, which both of us will respect.”

Post had to accept that—and he knew
it. But his story came grudgingly, slowly.

“Della’s in trouble.” Post’s husky tone
spaced out his words. “Serious trouble.
It happened two weeks ago. She—she ran
over a man. Killed him!” )

HE Phantom was startled. He had

hardly expected that kind of disclo-
sure. But his disguised face retained its
non-committal expression. He said noth-
ing, waiting for Post to continue.

“It happened down in Greenwich Vil-
lage,” Post explained. “I was to meet
Della at the Carousel. That’s a night
spot, as you probably know. I was to be
there at eleven o’clock. I couldn’t make
it, so around eleven-thirty I telephoned
her and told her I would be unable to
meet her.” .

“What prevented you?” the Phanto
asked. .

“My dad was in from Pittsburgh. I
couldn’t get away.”

“Go on with your story.”

“Della,” Post explained, his tone sober,
serious, “had the doorman get her car.
She said she had noticed two men in the
night club who seemed to be watching
her. She remembered that one of them
was close to the telephone booth when
she was talking to me. But she thought
nothing of it—at the time. So when her
car was brought around—it’s a Buick con-
vertible coupe—she got in and started it.
But she had hardly pulled out from the
curb when someone, coming around the
corner, walked directly in front of her.
She struck him before she could stop!”

The Phantom’s eyes had narrowed.
but he made no comment. Huston saw
that, listening with intent interest him-
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self. Post, striking another match, looked
up at the Phantom.

“Now you can understand why she’s
been upset—almost out of her mind—
with this thing hanging over her!” There
was a shade of relief in young Post’s own
tone that hinted he was glad to let out
something that had been bottled up with-
in him.

“Let’s have the rest of it.” The Phan-
tom’s voice was faintly interested. “She
hit the man and stopped, you say. What
happened then?”

“The two men she had seen in the
Carousel came along, almost at that pre-
cise minute. They witnessed the whole
thing. One of them made a quick in-
vestigation. The man Della had hit was
dead!”

“What happened to the body?”

“I'm coming to that.” Post drew a hard
breath., “Della was so overcome and
rattled that she lost her head completely.
The two strangers volunteered to help her
out of the mess. They told her they would
take care of everything, including getting
rid of the body. She put herself in their
hands—and was lost!”

The Phantom’s narrowed eyes opened
wider. He got up, walked across the room,
and looked at the trophies on the shelves.
Over his shoulder, he said:

“Continue. I'm all attention. The two
men got Miss Ryder away before anyone
happened along. Did she see them re-
move the body?”

“One of the men dragged it across the
sidewalk and into the areaway of a build-
ing around the corner. They were doing
that when she left.”

“How long after that,” the Phantom
asked, still admiring the trophies, “did
the blackmail begin?”

Douglas Post’'s mouth opened. Star-
tled, he turned in his chair. Only Steve
Huston saw the look of incredulity he
directed at the Phantom’s back. -

“How did you know?” he blurted.

“What would be the point of two total
strangers helping a girl out of a jam like
that, and taking the chance of running
up against the law, unless they expected
to profit by it?” The Phantom shrugged
and walked back to face Post. “It was .
blackmail?”
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“Yes.” Post sighed heavily.

“Give me all the information you have
concerning it,” the Phantom told him.
“You probably know all about it, for
Miss Ryder must have confided in you.
She must have told you what the men
look like, how she’s been making her pay-
ments to them—where, Let’s have it.”

Post didn’t have too many facts to
offer. He said that the Senator’s daugh-
ter had been meeting one of the men at
the Malta, a tavern on Fifty-fifth Street,
off Seventh Avenue. All she knew about
the man was that his name was Harry,
that he telephoned her when she was
to meet him and told her how much
money she was to bring.

Post remembered the description Della
had given him of the “Harry” in ques-
tion. He repeated it carefully and even
as the Phantom heard the first words,
he felt his nerves suddenly tighten.

All he needed was to hear that Harry
was a slim man who dressed well, who
had chestnut-brown eyes and a narrow
face to realize that at last he had one of
the key pieces in the puzzle drama ready
to fit into place.

For the blackmailer was the dapper
gunman who had had the key to Wilden
Ryder's house!

STILL without any change of expres-
sion, the Phantom listened while
Douglas Post completed his description
of the man who was making life unbear-
able for Della Ryder. Steve Huston,
hanging on every word, began to realize
something of what the tawny-haired girl
with the green eyes had suffered since
the hour she had left the Village resort.

The reporter could picture the dread
that must have clutched at Della Ryder’s
heart. A newspaperman, he well knew
the sort of publicity she would have been
given, what would have been written
about her had the story broken that she
had killed a man. He knew what a holi-
day the sensation sheets would have had.

She would have been described as a
gay, hot-spot habitué, more interested in
cocktails than in the snuffing out of a
man’s life under the wheels of her ex-
pensive car. Steve believed he could
understand how she had been so easily
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Huston said he would get after it at
once, and had walked half a block farther
before a sudden idea hit him. He looked
swiftly at the tall man who was striding
along beside him.

“You don’t think it was a phony, do
you?” he burst out. “You don’t believe
that Miss Ryder was framed?”

For the first time since they had started
out on the day’s quest, the Phantom
laughed. There was a note of real amuse-
ment in it. Somehow the sound of it
made the reporter feel that he must be
pretty dumb and naive, in spite of the
fact that he prided himself on his so-
phistication. :

“I don’t ‘think’ or ‘believe’—I know!”
the Phantom said, and mirth faded out
of his voice. “The convenient ‘killing’ of
a person in that way is one of the oldest
gags in the blackmailing ‘profession.’
So old, in fact, it hasn’t been used in this
guise for a long time. I'm sure that Della

Ryder didn’t run over and kill anyone. ~

Her ‘victim’ deliberately walked in front
of her car and then played dead.”

“But the story in the Clarion?” Steve
insisted.

“You’re investigating that, remember?
I think what you turn up will be highly
interesting—to us both. Go to it, Steve.”

The pressure of his hand over Steve’s
was good-by, then the Phantom, seeing
a southbound bus lumbering toward
them, cut away to signal and stop it.

Ten blocks down the avenue, Van left
the bus and walked west. What he had
learned from Douglas Post brought a
thrill of satisfaction. Now he had some-
thing concrete on which to work. From
here on it should be possible to untangle
the murder and blackmail skeins fast.

He was convinced, however, that what
had happened to the Senator’s daughter
was not a separate issue, but rather that
the plot against the girl was woven into
the central pattern of the entire crime
picture. He walked faster, his thoughts
keeping pace with his quick steps.

A few minutes more of striding along,
then ahead of him he saw a blue neon
sign forming a triangle. In the center of
it were the letters “M-A-L-T-A.” The
sign was over the Gothic arched doorway
of a regulation grill and bar, the kind so

popular on and adjacent to the city’s
roaring boulevard of pleasure. This was
the place, Douglas Post had said, where
Della Ryder kept rendezvous with her
blackmailer.

The Phantom went in. .

It was evidently the shank of the eve-
ning in the place. It was crowded, from
the front circular bar back to the long,
narrow main dining room. The Old Eng-
lish décor was carried out in the interior
of the Malta. Huge oaken beams criss-
crossed the low ceiling. The lights were
concealed in heavy iron Tanterns. The
floor was flagged with slabs of stone and
from somewhere came organ music.
Music, Van realized, that was being
played by someone with an expert touch.

Waiters passed in a constant stream
along the passage separating the front
bar from the rear room. A hat-check
girl was busy in her nook, arranging coats
on hangers and hats on shelves.

Leisurely, the Phantom ran an eye over
the double row of customers at the bar.
There was no sign of the man Della Ryder
had told Post about, the mysterious slim
Harry with the chestnut-brown eyes from
which death looked out, and to whom
she had been paying hush money.

Van went on to the widely spaced en-
trance to the main dining room. The
organ, on a raised dais, was in the center
of the place. A pale amber spotlight
bathed the girl at the console in a golden
glow.

FROM what Van could see, the majority

of the tables were occupied. He
stepped to one side and, giving a perfect
imitation of a man looking to see if
friends had arrived, let his gaze move
swiftly from table to table.

But still there was no sign of the slim
man with the narrow face and the chest-
nut-colored eyes.

Van, however, was not too discouraged.
The odds against him for finding Harry
at the first try made the proposition a
long shot. He had other plans. Plans
which he put into immediate practice.
With a careless shrug as if giving up hope
of finding his friends, he went back to the
passage and over to the hat-check girl

She was a little blonde, with hair as
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light on the subject.

The flash showed him a lamp on an
end table that was placed beside a three-
He found a dangling
chain and turned it on.

Shaded light, dawning like a miniature
sun, dazzled him for an instant. The
lamp lighted the room sufficiently to show
its size, and the two doors on either side
that led to other rooms.

Both of these doors were open. And
one of them framed the paunchy figure
of the man the Phantom had last seen
getting into a green taxi on lower Fifth
Avenue!

The fellow was gripping a blue-steel
automatic in his hand. At close range,
the Phantom saw his unwavering promi-
nent pale blue eyes, the leer on his shape-
less mouth. An open-necked sports shirt,
under the tan jacket, showed ginger-
colored hair at the top of his barrel chest.
It was hair of about the same shade as
that on his bullet-shaped head.

The Phantom eyed the automatic si-
lently.

“What did you expect for ten dollars?”
the paunchy man said. “Somebody gift-
wrapped and delivered?”

So the blonde at the hat-check stand
had sold him out. The Phantom shrugged,
carefully keeping his hands away from
his sides, his palms out and up, while
the big man moved in from the door.

“You took longer to come up than I
expected,” he said. “Quiet break-in you
made, too. Mice could learn something
from you. ... Turn around and let me
see what you're wearing in the way of
sudden death.”

A hairy-backed hand moved to the gun
in the Phantom’s shoulder holster like
steel to a magnet. The big man jerked
the weapon out and dropped it in his
pocket. Then he backed away and his
prominent blue eyes narrowed specula-
tively.

“He’s clean, Boss,” the man said, with-
out moving his gaze from the man under
his gun.

The Phantom’s eyes flickered to the
left. Another man had loomed up in the
doorway through which the paunchy one
had emerged. This other man wore a
lightweight dark brown polo coat, and a

wide-brimmed hat was dragged so low
over his forehead that only his eyes were
visible above the white of the silk muffler
masking his face.

With his hands thrust in his deep
pockets he walked across the room and
wheeled around at a point near the three
windows.

THE Phantom’s kindling gaze focused
on the man in the polo coat. Boss!
That word held a world of meaning for
the mystery detective, himself masquer-
ading as “Mr. Gray.” For this masked
man, he was positive, was the chief con-
spirator he wanted. His was the brain
that had plotted the double murders! He
was the push-button technician of whom
the Phantom himself had spoken to Frank
Havens.

“So we've got you.” A soft, doughy
voice, obviously disguised, came from be-
hind the silk muffler. It went on blandly,
“You missed us by minutes at the Pyra-
mid Building. Now I'm curious. How
did you find this place?”

“It wasn’t particularly difficult,” the
Phantom said, and lifted his shoulders.

“How about me making him talk,
Boss?” the paunchy man asked. “I owe
this party something for sending me after
an empty taxi.”

- “Restrain yourself, Mal,” advised the
muffled voice of the man in the polo coat.
“He'll do plenty of talking—when I want
him to.”

Casually he leaned against the wall
Watching him narrowly, the Phantom'’s
brows drew together. Somewhere, some-
time, he knew he had heard that voice.
Though cleverly pitched in a false key
that gave it a slurring, doughy intona-
tion, the Phantom was sure he had heard
it in its proper pitch. The way in which
syllables were formed, despite the faked
tone, had a familiar ring, ,

“What you want me to do with him?”
Mal queried.

“Turn out his pockets and see what he
has on him.” _

With his left hand Mal went through
the Phantom’s pockets, and made a pile
of the belongings he withdrew. He put
them on the table that held the lamp.
But he had completely missed the in-
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genious secret pockets that held the
Phantom’s jeweled mask-plate which
identified him to police and other law-
upholders the world over, and the master
key.

The man in the polo coat walked over
and looked at what the paunchy Mal had
dropped on the table. Without taking
his hands from his pockets he eyed the
bunch of keys, the Detective Bureau
identification shield, his wallet and
money, his handkerchief, and the peneil
flashlight.

“Nothing important there,” the man
said, turned, and went back to the sofa.
“We'll tie him up, Mal. I want him bound
securely and gagged. Later, I'll decide
exactly what we’ll do with him.”

As he spoke his hands came out of his
pockets. They went in under the polo
coat and came out with a jack-knife. He
opened a blade and turned his attention
to the Venetian blinds behind the dra-
peries at the windows.

A few fast slashes and he tossed Mal
several lengths of the cord he had cut
away from the blinds.

“Use those.”

“Right.” Mal’s prominent eyes met the
Phantom’s threateningly. “Stand still,”
he ordered gruffly. “This won’t take
long.”

The man across the room took a gun
out of one of the pockets of his polo coat.
He covered the Phantom with it while
Mal, stowing away his own automatic,
began to sort the cords. He selected two,
dropped to a knee and bent to lash his
captive’s ankles.

The Phantom, standing motionless as
ordered, eyed the gun covering him. He
gauged the distance that separated him
from the man in the brown polo coat.
Although he was outwardly submissive,
his mind was a kaleidoscope of flashing
thoughts. But he didn’t move. And his
face was expressionless while Mal, fin-
ished with binding his ankles, began to
straighten up.

“Put your hands behind your back,”
Mal growled.

The Phantom saw his chance then, and
seized it. His arms meved, his hands
swiftly changed their position. But they
didn’t go behind his back. Striking like

a coiled spring, the Phantom encircled
Mal with arms that were like twin bands
of steel. With the same sudden, fluid
movement he pulled the paunchy man
to him, enveloping him in a crushing em-
brace that made of Mal a shield that cov-
ered the Phantom himself from the gun
in the hand of the masked man.

Mal began to squirm while the Phan-
tom, easing the pressure of his left arm,
made a quick grab for the pocket where
Mal had dropped his blue-steel automatic.
He had to have that if his quickly formed
plan were to succeed.

Mal fought furiously to break the tena-
cious hold on him. “Don’t shoot, Boss!”
he choked out as he struggled. “Don’t
shoot!”

HANGING onto him grimly, the Phan-
tom let his fingers reach for and
brush Mal'’s right-hand pocket. They be-
gan to inch into it. Cold steel touched
their tips and for one dizzy instant the
Phantom was almost sure he had the
gun, which would equalize matters here,
possibly give him the advantage.

Then, as his fingers closed more com-
pletely around Mal’s automatic, he heard
the light, swift pad of feet on the carpet—
behind him. Simultaneously, Mal stopped
struggling.

Then from behind the Phantom came
a swishing sound, thin and quick as a
rustle of wind.

Something struck against the side of
his head. Of that much he was vaguely
aware—but of no more. Because he was
dropping into a dark pit of unconscious-
ness. . . .

How much time had elapsed before the
Phantom opened his eyes to complete
blackness he could not guess. For a
minute he had an idea his ribs had been
caved in. It was hard for him to breathe.
He knew he was flat on his back, and he
lay motionless, trying to figure out why
hot air seemed to be billowing around
him. Then, with gradually returning
consciousness, he moved his head and
discovered that someone had thrown s
blanket or a coat over him.

Painfully, he tried to draw his hands
up. The first tug told him they were
bound behind him. He attempted to
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hopeless task. Sweat broke out on his
forehead and trickled into his eyes. But
finally he made it, and went to work. He
swayed backward and forward, holding
his lashings hard against the pipe so that
the corrugations on it tore into the shade
cord.

Using the water pipe as a file, Van kept
grimly at it. A long time passed. He
stopped now and then to test the bonds.
They still held, but he was sure he was
making progress. It might have been
imagination but, after another interval,
he thought he detected a slight loosening
of the cords around his wrists.

He worked harder, faster. The friction
burned his wrists, but he paid no atten-
tion to it, winking away the beads of
perspiration that were constantly drop-
ping from his forehead. Suddenly the
lashings parted as if sliced by a sharp
knife!

Restored circulation of the blood in his
veins made the Phantom wince. He flexed
his arms and slapped them until that pain
subsided. Then he whipped off the gag

and turned his attention to the cords

around his ankles and legs.

In only another minute or two then he
was on his feet, none too steady, but
pressing against the door with all his
strength. It was locked, but that didn’t
stop him. His master key was still in its
secret pocket. It had never failed him,
and it did not now.

A quick turn when he had adjusted it
by feeling, and the closet door opened.

The Phantom stumbled out into a bed-
room. Faint moonlight came in through
the drapes at the windows. He moved
across to the door on catlike feet. Still
no sound came to him, no movement to
indicate that anyone was in this third
floor suite, as he now recognized the
place to be.

E VERIFIED the fact that he was
alone with a swift glance into the
living room where he had been struck
down, and the other room where his at-
tacker had concealed himself.
That was still another bedroom, smaller

than the one with the closet from which-

he had freed himself. There was no
kitchen or kitchenette. The bathroom was

off the second bedroom, oblong in shape
and white-tiled.

In the bathroom, Van turned on a light
over the medicine cabinet. He stared in-
to the mirror. His disguised face peered
back at him, streaked with the caked
blood that had oozed down from a point
above his left ear.

He made hasty repairs, using a towel
and warm water. Then, switching off
the light, he went back to the bedroom
closet and hunted around until he found
hats on a shelf. He tried on two before
he came across one that fitted him fairly
well. Then swiftly he went back to the
foyer and the door which opened into the
third-floor corridor.

He opened that to a crack and sent his
gaze arrowing down the outside landing.
There was no one in view. Quickly Van
let himself out of the apartment where
he had been left to wait for death and
started down the stairs.

He didn’t want to risk making his exit
through the main entrance of the Malta.
There was a chance of encountering Mal
or perhaps the unknown who had sapped
him, at the bar. Besides, he would have
to pass the shrewd, doublecrossing hat-
check girl, and she had keen eyes. He
would make her a present of his hat she
held.

On the ground floor, where the door
opened on the short passage paralleling
the narrow dining room, the Phantom
found steps that went down to the level
below the bar and grill.

There was a steel-faced door there. He
opened it. It gave onto an alley. He went
down three stone steps and out to the
end of the alley.

Within minutes the Phantom was on
Seventh Avenue and heading for the
Green Spot. He was known there, so he
could at least borrow the price of a tele-
phone call. He walked fast, noting the.
time. It was a few minutes after eleven.
Theater audiences who had seen shows
with late curtains were being dismissed.
The roar of traffic was as strident as at
noon.

One of the bartenders at the Green
Spot tossed a nickel over and Van, in
a booth in the rear room, called the
Clarion. Steve Huston was at his desk,
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patiently staked out there waiting to hear
from the Phantom.

“Are you okay?” Steve asked, and his
voice was vibrant with relief. “I’ve been
sitting here for the past hour imagining
all kinds of things. Where are you now?”

“Green Spot,” the Phantom said.
“Come up as soon as you can. Bring
some money with you.”

“Be there in ten minutes—or less,”
Huston promised eagerly.

When he reached the taproom, Steve
Huston gave the hat the Phantom was
wearing a quizzical look. But he said
nothing about it as he sat down at one
of the round tables in the back room.
Instead, his freckled face reflected his
inner excitement. The Phantom caught
that at once.

“I’'ve got news, Phantom!” Huston
made sure no vne was close enough to
hear, and dropped his voice confidentially.
“You were right on all counts!”

“Concerning the body mentioried in the
Clarion clipping?” the Phantom asked.

“That’s it! You said the time element
was important. It was! That stiff that
was mowed down by a hit-and-run driver
in the Village was found at nine o’clock
that night!”

“And Miss Ryder,” the Phantom said
softly, “left the Carousel after eleven-
thirty. Sure you’re right?”

“Sure, I'm sure! I had a look at the
morgue receiving record as well as the
precinct blotter. No mistake. She was
framed all right!” Huston stopped and

frowned. “But how—"
“You mean how did the blackmailers
manipulate it?” asked the Phantom.

“Simple enough. First, they must have
been watching Della Ryder for some time.
They knew the places she frequented,
where she and Post liked to go for enter-
tainment. That night at the Carousel gave
them the chance they’d been waiting for
—after one of them got an earful of what
she said to Post on the telephone.”

“Meaning?” Huston urged, wrinkling
the forehead under his red hair.

“These men are fast thinkers, fast
workers, Steve,” the Phantom explained.
“They were ready to go into action at any
minute. All they wanted was the chance.
They got it when Della Ryder left the

night club alone.”

TEVE'S face wore a puzzled look.
“They dreamed the hit-and-run
stuff up on the spur of the minute, you
think?” he asked. “You're not saying
they’re mind readers, are you?”

“They must have known about the real
victim,” the Phantom said. “They were
quick to see how that poor victim’s mis-
fortune could be made to pay off—for
them. All they had to do was brief a
third man on the scheme and pull the
switch. It was a gamble, but it clicked.”

The reporter nodded. “I get it,” he
said, with a grim note in his voice. “In
the Clarion clipping there was no men-
tion of the time the dead man had been
picked up. Naturally, Miss Ryder figured
he was the man she had run over.”

Huston was thoughtfully finishing the
beer he ordered when he was struck by
a sudden recollection.

“Good grief, Phantom!” he exclaimed.
“T"almost forgot! Just before I left the of-
fice I had a Headquarters’ flash. From
the Inspector—for you.” )

“Concerning what?” the Phantom said
rapidly. ’

“Tano, the Filipino,” Huston answered.
“He was picked up tonight, in the Bronx.
Gregg has him at Center Street!”

The Phantom reached for his purloined
hat.

“Let’s go, Steve,” he said.

New York’s Police Headquarters never
slept. When the Phantom and Steve Hus-
ton reached there a half-hour later, it
presented its usual scene of nightly
activity. Squad car officers were going on
or off duty. The radio room hummed
with activity. In the lower hall, night-
hawk members of the press loitered, wait-
ing to pick up news. A

The Phantom and Huston went directly
to Inspector Gregg’s office on the second
floor. Homicide occupied two rooms. The
lights were on in both, and the grizzled
Inspector was at his desk.

“Steve says you've got Tano,” the
Phantom announced as he entered.

“He was nailed up on Webster Avenue,
in the Bronx,” Gregg said. “One of the
precinct patrolmen there recognized him
from the description we broadcast. The
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He did some work for the people who em-
ployed me before I got the job with the
Senator. I figured Brady would tell me
the right thing to do. He was very much
interested in what I said. He told me
to say nothing and do nothing, to leave
it all to him. Brady came up and watched
the house. Once, when there was no
one at home, I let him in and he looked
over Davit’s room. Brady said that Davit
was dangerous, and that he was going to
see Senator Ryder and tell him about
him.”

Neal Brady’s murder began to clarify
itself in the Phantom’s mind. All at once
he had a clear picture of what must have
happened. Brady, in his investigation of
Morton, alias Davit, in some way had
shown his hand. The secretary, realiz-
ing he was ready to be exposed, had
turned the matter over to Harry Dancer
and Dancer’s employer. With the result
that Neal Brady’s dead body had been
dropped from his hotel room window to
the areaway eleven floors below.

AND Brady, the Phantom figured, must

have felt that he was being watched.
That would explain the telephone call
he had made to Frank Havens late in
the afternoon of the day he was mur-
dered. The private detective had wanted
to turn his information over to the pub-
lisher of the Clarion, so that Havens
could pass it on to Ryder, if anything
happened to him, Brady. He must, of
course, have known of the close friend-
ship between the two men.

“For the next day or two,” the Phan-
tom said to Tano, “you’ll be safer here—
under lock and key. All danger to one
with your knowledge is not over just be-
cause Davit is dead.”

“Yes, sir.” Tano’s smile showed his
white, flashing teeth. “Very happy to be
in jail!”

“Now just how will I book him, I
wonder?” said the Inspector. “What
would you say, Phantom?”

“Don’t book him on any charge,” the
Phantom said. “Just lock him up for
safe-keeping until you hear from me.”

With Huston, he went back uptown. He
had nothing more for Steve to do so he
said goodnight to the reporter when they

left the subway, and took a taxi to Park
Avenue. No one followed him, and he
saw nothing of the hidden enemy.

Had the Phantom been one of Gregg’s
operatives, he would have arranged a
police trap and set it in that third-floor
apartment above the Malta. But the
Phantom had his own way of doing
things. The apartment belonged to Harry
Dancer. It was probably Dancer who had
struck him down. And Van felt sure that
the man in the brown polo coat now
would keep his distance from Dancer’s
robms. . ..

Early the next morning, Van called
Havens at his home on the publisher’s
private wire. An early riser all his life,
Havens had already been in contact with
Headquarters. He had learned that the
Filipino house boy had been picked up
and had talked fully and freely to the
Phantom.

He mentioned that before he switched
to another subject.

“Something has come up that puzzles

" me,” Havens said abruptly. “When Ryder

goes to Washington on Government
business, he slips down there quietly and
without any fanfare, but he never keeps
himself incommunicado. I promised Mr.
Lasher I'd get in touch with him about
the farm transaction. I haven’t been
able to.”

“Why not?” Van asked.

“Ryder,” Havens continued, “isn’t in
Washington! Last night I telephoned two
close friends of his in the State Depart-
ment. Both told me the same thing—
that he isn’t in Washington, that they
haven’t seen him, and would certainly
know it if he was there.”

“You've tried his house?”

“Yes, he isn’t there, either. Fay hasn't
heard from him.”

“T'll look into it later,” Van promised.
“I'm calling on his daughter at ten
o’clock. Suppose you have luncheon with
me at one and we’ll talk it over. At
Duval’s.”

He said good-by, cradled the phone, and
went back to the secret rcom behind the
bedroom wall. For what he had to do
now, he needed another suit for the Phan-
tom. He changed his clothes, touched up
his disguise and seiected a gun from his
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arsenal, to replace the one that had been
taken from him.

Another hat replaced the one he had
found on the closet shelf in Dancer’s
apartment.

He made sure he had forgotten nothing,
let himself out, and rode his private ele-
vator down to the street.

At ten o’clock to the minute the Phan-
tom went up the brownstone steps of
the Ryder house on River Place.

Fay, the butler, answered his ring.

“Miss Ryder's at home?” asked th
Phantom. )

“Yes, Mr. Gray,” the butler told him.
“In her room, sir.”

“Tell her I want to see her,” the Phan-
tom said. “You don’t have to mention
who or what I am. I don’t want any
repetition of what happened here before.”

“I understand, sir,” Fay said. “Leave it
'to me. Will you wait in the reception
room or the study?”

“The study,” the Phantom decided.

Fay opened the door of the room where
Van had talked with Wilden Ryder the
night of his first visit to the house. Now
the sun slanted in warmly, glinting on
the rich bindings of the volumes in the
bookcases. A pleasant room, Van decided.
A masculine room, like Douglas Post’s
pine-paneled living room. He sat down
on the end of a small sofa, his gaze
thoughtfully meditative.

EVERAL minutes passed before his
eyes centered on something a lance
of sunlight touched. It lay half under
the hem of one of the mustard-colored
curtains that fell in folds to the floor. He
got up and went over to it, picked it
up, and then looked at it with narrowing
eyes.

It was a tan silk glove, a glove for
a left hand.

And, the Phantom saw instantly, it
was a perfect match for the glove he had
found close to Clement Morton’s body in
the office in the Pyramid Building.

He slipped the glove in his pocket as
the sound of light footsteps approached
toward the study.

Della Ryder stopped abruptly on the
threshold.
went wide when she saw and recognized

" fought to suppress.

Her fascinating green eyes:

the man who turned quickly to her.

Her red lips compressed and her eyes
seemed to darken. But this time she
didn’t faint. Returning the Phantom’s
gaze, she came farther into the room, but
said nothing. The Phantom was the first
to speak.

“Please close the door, Miss Ryder,”
he murmured. .

She pulled it shut after her. She was
wearing a smartly tailored glen plaid suit,
a crisp white blouse, russet walking
shoes. Her tawny hair glittered like a
flame in the sun. Her beauty seemed
accented by the morning light. Only the
haunting look of fear, deep in her
shadowed eyes, spoiled the illusion of
youth and radiance. '

“You’re that detective!” she said in a
low voice. “And Fay told me—"

“I had to see you,” he said.
sit down, Miss Ryder.”

She dropped down on the sofa. Her
graceful fingers wove themselves to-
gether, betraying the nervousness she
Van saw the pulse
that beat with uncontrollable rapidity in
her smooth white throat.

“Please

Her

“You've come to arrest me!”
husky voice dropped unsteadily.
The Phantom shook his head. “On the

contrary.
news.”

“I don’t understand.” She peered at
him doubtfully. “You’re a detective,
aren’t you? What else could you want
to see me about?”

He nodded, and gave her a confident
smile. “I am,” he said, “and as such
I've been investigating a certain auto-
mobile accident that took place in Green-
wich Village a couple of weeks ago. An
off the record investigation, Miss Ryder.
You've been victimized by blackmailers.
You didn’t kill anyone!”

Della Ryder’s gasped cry caught in her
throat. She jumped up from the sofa,
staring at him incredulously. He knew
what she was thinking, that this was some
gruesome joke, or a carefully planned
trap to get her to talk.

“I mean it,” he said. “You did knock
a man down. But he was a plant. You
didn’t hurt him. It was all planned so
you'd think you had killed him!”

I'm here to bring you good
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thing more, And he knew she appealed
to him more than any girl he had ever
known. But the invisible wall of his
other personality made a barrier between
them. Never could he allow the seed of
romance to flourish and blossom. No
matter what regret or heartbreak it might
bring, that was part of the payment he
made for being the Phantom Detective.

MURIEL was a small girl, gypsy-dark

and gaily vivacious. Her cyes
laughed up at Van when her hand snug-
gled into his.

“Surprised?” she asked.

“Overcome.” He meant it, and the
sincerity in his tone brought a deeper
flush to her smooth cheeks.

“She insisted on coming along,” Havens
said, frowning. “And she wasn’t at all
interested in my lunch date until she
heard it was with you.” ,

“Why not?” Muriel pivoted on her
high heels. “I don’t see Dick every day.
He’s really getting to be a stranger.”

As they went to one of the compart-
ments, Havens was still frowning. He was
anxious to talk with Van. Muriel’s pres-
ence made that impossible, and the news-
paperman was impatient. When the
waiter arrived Muriel didn’t allow her
father or Van to order for her as they
usually did. She ordered for herserf
everything she liked best, careless of
whether it might take hours to prepare
and consume. Her father looked at her
aghast. Van chuckled.

“Muriel!” Havens protested. “I have
some business to talk over with Dick.
That lunch you ordered will take at least
two hours!”

“Go right ahead and talk,” she said
airily. “I don’t mind. Even if I do know
what your topic is—those dry-as-dust in-
vestment matters you’re always discuss-
ing. Don’t mind me, I can stand it.”

Van did some fast thinking. He came
up with an idea.

“I’ll make a bargain with you, Muriel,”
he said. “Your father’s date with me is
important. He wanted to make it for Fri-
day night. But I selected today, because
Friday is the night of the Half Moon
Dance at the Belgrave.”

The dark eyes showed sudden inter-

est. “And?” said Muriel demurely.

“You let us discuss this business, minus
your charming company, and Friday
night I’ll let you take me to the brawl at
the Belgrave.”

Muriel jumped up. “That’s a deal!
Shake on it!” :

They shook hands, and with a laugh-
ing “Please excuse my haste!” she
wheeled around and left the compart-
ment hurriedly. Van was on his feet.

“Wait a minute!” he called. “You don’t
have to run away without eating any-
thing! We’re not in that big a rush.”

But she only smiled back at him and
kept going, out to the street and into a
taxi that stopped to pick her up.

Van slid back in his chair at the table,
facing the publisher. Havens expelled a
pent-up breath and met his gaze.

“Well,” he said, “that’s that. You’re a
genius, Dick . .. Now tell me about the
Filipino. Did you get what you expected
in the way of information from him?”

“I got the explanation of Neal Brady’s
murder,” Van answered.

He acquainted Havens with the facts
he had learned from Tano. The pub-
lisher’s face shadowed.

“Which still doesn’t explain the second
murder,” he said. “To me, it only com-
plicates it. Why was Morton, or Davit
as he called himself, done away with?”

“I believe I have the answer to that,
too,” Van said soberly. “But until I have
concrete proof, I prefer not to talk about
it."

Havens understood. Van was speaking
the Phantom’s language now. And it was
not the Phantom’s habit to divulge his
theories even to his closest and oldest
friend until he had them substantiated in
every detail.

“This case,” Van said after a moment’s
thoughtful silence, “hinges on treasure.”

“Treasure?” The word almost exploded
from Havens.

“Money—jewels—the things that
arouse greed and avarice,” Van said
“That motivate murder! The case is
nearing its end, Mr. Havens. I think 1
can promise you that before this time
tomorrow the jaws of my trap will snap
shut!”

The newspaperman’s gray head jerked









MURDER ACRES ‘65

he spoke.

“I'm up here on business, Captain,” he
said. “It concerns ex-Senator Wilden
Ryder’s farm, Hundred Acres. I need
your cooperation. Let me explain.”

He began to talk, and continued
steadily for a time, outlining his story
slowly and concisely, while Dayton lis-
tened with intent attention. For ten more
minutes after the Phantom had described
the entire plot, the two conversed, with
the Phantom laying out his plans in his
usual careful way.

Then he got up, satisfied he could de-
pend on the man in whom he had con-
fided.

“You know what Marvin Wanz was,
Captain?” he asked casually, as he
reached for his hat.

“Yes,” Dayton said, and waited, but the
Phantom didn’t go further into the sub-
ject of the previous owner of the farm.

“You also know that Clement Morton,
Wanz’s killer, was shot to death?” was
what the Phantom did say.

“I should.” Dayton nodded grimly.
“I've followed that case ever since Mor-
ton broke jail, after he was picked up
for killing Wanz, and escaped, hoping
against hope that I could somehow get a
line on Morton and capture him.”

Dayton went out to the car with the
Phantom, shook hands with him and
stood there watching the black sedan turn
and head back down the road. Then,
his jaw set, he returned to the barracks
and sat down at his desk. Following
the directions he had received from his
recent visitor, he pressed a button and
picked up a telephone. . . .

It was twilight when Van berthed the
black sedan in one of the barns on the
Ryder property. He padlocked the door
and glanced toward the farmhouse. There
were lights in the living room, but instead
of returning directly to the house, he took
the powerful torch he had brought with
him for the purpose and moved through
the purple shoals of the settling gloom.

Fresh, cool air, filled with the perfume
of the warm earth, biew against his face
as he started off on a tour of the build-
ings scattered about the acreage. What
he had to do would take time. It had to
be done methodically. There was a

chance that it might end in failure, but
he didn’t think so.

He started with the barn nearest at
hand, standing stark and silent in the
gloom. Within the past month Ryder
had disposed of his dairy herd of prize
Guernseys and Holsteins, so now the
stalls in all the barns were empty, clean
and ready for whoever purchased the
farm. The powerful light of the Phan-
tom’s torch played over electric milking
equipment, spotless tiled walls, all the
latest apparatus necessary for the mainte-
nance of a model farm, as he investigated
one barn after another.

TWILIGHT merged with evening. Stars
came out in the blue bend of the sky.
The edge of the moon crept over the
eastern horizon. Patiently the Phantom
continued his tour. Reaching the last of
the barns, he stepped inside and let his
torch move over its interior.

Horses had been kept in this building
which was in reality a big stable, not a
barn. And unlike the cow barns it hdd
not been modernized. The smell of hay
from the loft above was sweet in the
air. There was also a pleasant reminder
to horse lovers that such animals once
had made this place their home.

Suddenly the Phantom felt an inner
stirring. It grew as he passed the tack
room and walked on to the south end
of the stable. An open trap-door, with
the top of a ladder protruding from it, led
down into the blackness below. But for
what purpose such a pit had been used,
Van did not know.

He passed the trap-door, turned, and
walked slowly back to the square, dark
opening. From somewhere down there he
heard the scurry of rats, aroused by his
footsteps on the planked floor. His brows
drew together, and the queer feeling
within him became augmented. He set
his feet on the ladder and started down,
into a swirl of damp, Stygian darkness.

A moist dirt floor made a carpet for his
shoes when at the foot of the ladder he
stood motionless, the torch steady in his
hand. He let its bright beam wander. The
cellar of the stable, behind its stoutly
barred outer door, held an accumulation
of old-fashioned, rusted farm machine~y.
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Phantom said, “was the killing of Neal
Brady. That brought the case to my
attention. Another foolish move was
registering the maroon sedan in Joseph
Garry’s name to shift suspicion on him
and give me a wrong angle on which to
work. The silk glove tossed under the
curtain in the Ryder study was another
red herring that wouldn’t have fooled a
correspondence course detective.”

ANCER'’S lips twitched, and his eyes
flashed killer fire.

The Phantom ignored him. “Your
blackmailing scheme,” he continued, “is
out in the open now. Della Ryder knows
that she didn’t kill anyone. Her last
payment was made on my advice. As
for your real objective—the motive be-
hind the murders and your chicanery—
that's still as far away from you as the
moon!”

The slim man’s fingers tightened over
the automatic’s trigger. He seemed un-
able to control himself any longer. He
had got as far as saying, “We'll see about
that!” when the man in the brown polo
coat stopped the automatic’s forward
move with another fast order.

“Take it easy, Harry! Let’s find out
how much he does know. He’ll be dead
a long time. I want the rest of this. It's
interesting. And it may be years—if
ever—before anyone else will know the
workings of a Phantom brain.”

The Phantom looked into the eyes peer-
ing over the top of the white muffler.
Shaded by the brim of the hat ‘they
glowed like pools of fire.

“All that has happened,” the Phantom
said, settling back deeper into the chair,
“goes back to Marvin Wanz. To the time
Wanz was murdered by Clement Morton
—shot here, on this farm. Morton was
playing for high stakes when he did the
killing—for something he knew that
Wanz had hidden on the property. He
killed Wanz to get it, but the police got
him instead. However, they didn’t hold
him. Morton broke jail, slipped away
and went into hiding. He stayed hidden
for a long time, and while under cover
he had a plastic surgery job done on his
face. The hair-dyeing job he attended

to circulation, he was another person.
Not Clem Morton any more, but Henry
Davit.”

The Phantom stopped as if he had
reached his climax, and that someone
else could take it up from there. The
masked man let his gaze flicker in Danc-
er’s direction.

“Letter perfect,” the doughy voice said.
“So, Phantom?”

The Phantom shrugged, and began
again.

“So Davit,” he said, “found that former
Senator Wilden Ryder had purchased
Murder Acres while he, Davit, or Morton,
had been underground. Which put the
secret of the farm as far away from him
as when he had been Wanz’s buddy.
What to do about it? Being a resource-
ful, well educated and clever young man,
Morton mapped out a campaign. It took
some string-pulling, I imagine,- but as
Davit he got the job as secretary with
Ryder, for the specific purpose of coming
up here and hunting for what he had
killed Wanz to get. But in all the time
he worked for the Senator, he never had
a real chance. Morton never was able
to make the kind of search necessary
without arousing suspicion, and he was

‘too smart to risk that.”

There were no comments when the
Phantom paused again.

“More?” He crossed his legs and
smiled faintly as he glanced from one to
the other of the silent men. “Well, Mor-
ton watched and waited. Sooner or later,
he figured, opportunity would knock.
Finally, his big chance broke. . One day
Ryder told him he was giving up the
farm, selling it. The minute Morton
heard that he knew this was what he had
been waiting for. Unfortunately, he didn’t
have enough money to buy the place. But
he did have something he thought almost
as good. That was a scheme to raise the
money quickly. So he contacted a pal
he had known in his early law-breaking
days. A smooth, ultra-sharp operator,
exactly the type he required. He made
a deal with this man and they went to
work.”

As the Phantom made his point and
stopped speaking this time, the glance
he directed toward the man in the door-
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the Phantom had called out for the law
to enter. He had reached the front door
and was tearing it open when the Phan-
tom, plunging after him, grabbed him.

Hauling him away from the door, Van
shoved the nose of his gun into the fel-
low’s back.

“We won’t wait until midnight for the
unmasking!” he declared. “We'll take
care of that in a minute or two!”

Herding his captive back into the room
where the logs burned, the Phantom
pushed him forward.

“The murder chief!”
claimed.

“Morton’s partner,” explained the
Phantom. “The man who issued the
order for Brady’s death and followed it
up with a second command to kill—
Davit!” The Phantom turned to his pris-
oner. “Smooth and sharp,” he commented,
“but not quite enough of either! Let’s
have a look at the face behind the mask!”

Reaching up, he deftly pulled away the
white silk muffler with one hand, while he
removed the wide-brimmed felt hat with
the other. Revealed was a face tanned
as if from a Southern sun or a ray lamp.
The face of a man with a prominent nose,
a small mouth and thick blond hair that
grew back in waves from his high, in-
tellectual forehead.

“Conrad Lasher!” Frank Havens ex-
claimed incredulously.

The Phantom met Lasher’s eyes. The
fire in them had gone out. They were
like the ashes of embers that had lost
their warmth. Lasher’s tongue moved
over his dry lips.

" “Too many mistakes,” he mumbled
thickly. “You were too clever for me—
much too clever.”

The Phantom turned him over to Day-
ton and the room was cleared. The tall,
spare figure of the white-haired, ruddy-
faced Ryder was in silhouette against the
fire as he adjusted his nose glasses and
smiled at Dorlan, Huston and Havens.

“l understand,” the ex-Senator said,
“that there was some concern caused by
my absence. And especially by the fact
that I didn’t come back to the city when
Davit was found murdered in my office.”
He waved a hand in the Phantom’s di-
rection. “Blame it on this gentleman. He

Steve Huston ex-

insisted I keep out of the picture. He
was afraid something might happen to
me and told me enough to make me glad
to agree to his suggestions. He had me
confined in an apartment on top of an
office building I own on Park Avenue.
I've been there looking at the clouds for
all the time I was supposed to be in Wash-
ington. Late this afternoon,” he added,
“I was allowed to call Havens, and come
up here with him.”

“So you got that bronze key for the
front door here direct from the Senator,”
Steve Huston said. “I couldn’t help but
wonder about that.”

The Phantom nodded and went on, “I
knew the type of characters we were
dealing with, Senator. I couldn’t take
chances with you. These men were not
the ordinary underworld mobsters—as
you've seen. They're of the new order,
the intelligentsia of crime, and far more
deadly because they have brains—and
breeding, of a sort.”

“When did you begin to suspect
Lasher?” Chip Dorlan asked, after the
Grandfather’s clock outside had marked
the passing of another half hour.

“The night I called at the Ryder home
on River Place,” the Phantom said. “I
was followed away from it by a man in
a maroon sedan. Later, that turned out
to be Dancer. Obviously, someone had
sent a fast telephone call to someone to
tail me. Who knew I was there? Davit,
Fay, the butler, Miss Ryder and—Con-
rad Lasher. He had come out of the
study with the Senator and had paused
long enough to be introduced to Mr.
Havens and me. It was not mentioned
then that I was connected with the police.
But Lasher has a keen brain. He had
a chance to put two and two together.
I wasn’t positive about Lasher, though,
until a couple of things turned up. One,
the stub of a pencil I found in the office
where Senator Ryder’s sacretary was
killed.”

HAVENS looked up in surprise.
“Pencil?” he repeated. “What has
a pencil got to do with it?”
“On this one was an advertisement for
a tobacco stand in the lobby of the Com-
merce Trade Building,” the Phantom ex-
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plained. “Lasher, for a front, has an
office in that building. But that wasn't
conclusive enough. What was more con-
vincing turned up as a fake warning let-
ter Lasher said he had received. Another
suspicion developed. There was no en-
velope for the letter and I felt certain
he had prepared it after I had telephoned
and made an appointment to see him.”
The detective smiled thinly, “I should
have mentioned that to him while I was
giving him my résumé.”

“Anything else?” queried Huston, his
reportorial instincts whetted.

“The most important thing of all,” the
Phantom replied. “What really sold me
on Lasher was this. I am positive I
wasn’t followed to his Gramercy Park
address. Yet when I left him, Mal was
waiting for me. How could he possibly
know that I would be at that pariicular
place that night—unless Lasher had told
him?”

The Phantom shrugged and listened to
the throaty pant of Dayton’s police cars
out on the maple-lined driveway. Head-
lights slanted across the curtains of dark-
ness. One by one, cars, officers and their
prisoners started away.

“What I want to learn,” Senator Ryder
said, “is the meaning of all this. I heard
every word you said to those men, Phan-
tom. You spoke of a ‘secret’ hidden on
this farm. I'm intrigued. What is it?”

“If you don’t mind a walk across the
property, I'll be glad to show you,” the
Phantom said.

With his powerful torch cutting a
golden swath through the murk, he led
the way past the dairy barns and to the
big stable, into the dark, damp cellar
which he had earlier descended. He was
silent during the walk. When they
reached the stable, he led them to the
trap-door, went down the ladder first,
holding the light so the others could fol-
low.

Then, heading for the south wall and
the junk-cluttered haywagon, he stopped,
to face them.

“Just a word before I proceed further,”
he said. “The secret lies behind that
yellow door. Perhaps Steve can shed
some light on its presence there.”

“Me?” The reporter’s eyes widened.

“I don’t get it.”

“How about you, Chip?”

It was Dorlan’s turn to register sur-
prise. He shook his head.

“What do you mean, Phantom?” he
asked.

“You investigated Murder Acres for
me. You dug up the facts on the late
Marvin Wanz from the Clarion morgue.
Wanz owned a stable of race horses, was
a big-time gambler, a high roller. But
what else was he?”

Chip got it immediately. “An old-time
racket man! The head of a gang of crooks
who went in for jewel robberies and top
bracket takes! He served a couple of
prison terms.”

“With his pal, Clem Morton,” agreed
the Phantom. ‘“Morton’s record, once his
fingerprints were checked, was a big help
to me. Now I'll open the yellow door
and you’ll understand better.”

He had used a tool on the twin locks.
The moldy door swung inward at his
touch.. The gleam of his torch lighted
the small, stone-walled, cavelike enclo-
sure. Those behind him, peering across
his shoulders, saw the piled-up boxes and
receptacles, the paintings and silverware
which made the place a veritable treasure
trove.

Jewels flashed and scintillated as the
light darted into one of the boxes which
the Phantom had opened. His voice came

"to them in hollow, almost eerie echoes

made by the underground compartment.

“The Wanz legacy!” he said. “The
profits of years of crime! Morton knew
they were behind a yellow door, but he
didn’t know where the yellow door was
and he never had the chance to find it!
With his dying breath he tried to tell
me, so that his killers would never reach
it ..

MIDNIGHT was long past when the
Phantom’s big black sedan rolled
swiftly and smoothly in the direction of
Manhattan. In addition to Steve and
Chip, the Phantom had two other pas-
sengers—Havens and Wilden Ryder.
There was not much conversation, as
the miles disappeared under the car’s
humming tires. Each seemed engrossed
with his own thoughts. It was close to
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tally and, on occasions, had quarreled.
Any number of the loan company’s em-
ployes could testify to that.

No, Chet Small mused as the dark
nondescript detective car nosed its way
through traffic, he needn’t concern him-
self about this trip.- More routine, more
police dotting of i’s and crossing of t’s.
He did wish that the detective would
say something to him instead of just look-
ing straight ahead from behind the wheel
with dour somberness. But even this
didn’t perturb Chet too much.

If they didn’t have anything on a guy,
they just couldn’t do anything to him,
no matter how many journeys he took
to Police Headquarters. Besides, why
should the police bother to go off on
tangents on this case anyway? They had
an A-Number-One suspect who couldn’t
appear to be any more earmarked for the
electric chair if he had had a label pinned

on him,

* Even if the pollce had stumbled across
the fact that there’d been some high-and-
fancy embezzling going on, they couldn’t
prove it had been Chet. He'd patched the
books so that the haze of suspicion would
make the No. 1 suspect even more sus-
pect. It would be just another link in the
chain around Yannick. It wasn’t unrea-
sonable to deduce that maybe Thompson
had got suspicious of Yannick and so
Yannick, desperate, had let him have it.

Chet ascended the police station steps
sprightly. That strange feeling of triumph
was coursing through him again. It was
a wonderful thing to tackle something
big and dangerous and to plan everything
so cleverly that you not only got out
from under it cleanly but set yourself
up on the top of the world.

He’d have enough money not only to
cover up the financial shortcomings but
to cut a real swath. Maybe he’d go to
Rio this summer, take in the gay fiestas,
the good-natured marimba minstrels, the
sultry senoritas. . ..

Even the shadowy, dank detective
room, with its gloomy, dilapidated
lockers and foul-looking cuspidors, didn’t
dampen Small’s high spirits too much.

ETECTIVE HOGAN sat down at a
long scarred-up table and mot.loned

for Chet to take a nearby seat. Chet com-
plied. The lean, bony detective’s face
was flat and impassive.

It was Chet who broke the broodmg
silence.

He asked affably, “What's this all
about?”

The detective didn’t respond right
away, as if he hadn’t heard. Then, about
a minute later, as if in after-thought, he
spoke up, “We're waiting for somebody.
Should be here any minute.”

Detective Hogan scarcely had finished
talking when there was a knocking on
the door.

“Come in!” the detective’s voice rasped
out.

The door opened slowly and a man
stepped into the room. He nodded at
Hogan and then at Chet and then strolled
over to the table and took a seat across

“from them.

It was Tony Fanneli—Tony, the blind
man,

“Sorry if I'm late,” Tony said.

“That’s okay,” the detective spoke.

“Hurried as fast as I could,” Tony said.
“Very thirsty now.”

“Why don’t you get some water from
the fountain, Tony? It's usually pretty
cool.”

Tony’s strange, glassy eyes wandered
around the room. Then they rested on
the fountain in a corner. He got out of
his chair, walked over to the fountain
and turned the water on. Then he was
back in his seat, smacking his lips.

“Water very good,” he said.

Chet, his face suddenly as lusterless
and dingy as limestone, was trying his
best to keep a wave of nausea inside him
bottled up.

The sharp-featured face of the detec-
tive was regarding him with the trace of -
a smile now.

“Surprised?” he asked casually.

“Make nice living many years being
blind man,” the shaggy man across the
table was saying. “Got eyes splashed
with furniture polish when boy, make
eyes look funny, people always look at me
like they’re sorry, give me idea to act
like blind man. But no can have on con-
sciencd’innocent man going to chair, even
if have to let everybody kmow Tony is
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let Uncle Ed Blythe in. With him was
my cousin Arthur Haywood and his wife
Martha.

Uncle Ed was old, bent, dependent
upon a cane. He had a thin nose, bright
little eyes and a perpetually mean ex-
pression. I suspected the suit he wore
had been purchased twenty odd years
ago. His collar was an old-fashioned stiff
type around which he wore a shoe-string
bow tie. He looked like something out of
a Victorian novel.

Art Haywood was dapper, modern and
I'd always thought him a fairly good
sort. Martha was one of those flamboy-
ant blondes, relying on a peroxide bottle
and long sessions at a hair dresser’s. I
wondered what the real color of her hair
was. Tall, willowy and a trifle domineer-
ing, she’d always been a nonentity in my
life. I didn’t care particularly for her
kind. Compared to the girl across the
court, she fell far down in my estimation
of what a woman should be.

“Hello, Eric.” Arthur held out his
hand. “It’s nice to see you again.”

“Arthur,” I acknowledged his greet-
ing. “And you, Martha. I'm glad you
came.”

Uncle Ed plopped himself down in a
chair facing the windows. He scowled at
me. It was an expression very familiar
to me. Uncle Ed had never smiled to my
knowledge, though I suspected that
when he studied his bankbooks some-
thing comparable to a pleasant expres-
sion must have crossed his face.

Uncle Ed said, “Well, have you no
greeting for me? Or do you think I’ll
have you locked up, which you richly
deserve?”

I waited until Art and Martha were
seated. Then I draped myself on the
arm of a davenport. I said, “Uncle Ed,
you’re all wrong and you know it. My
father was your younger brother. Both
of you started and built to success—an
insurance business. When Dad died, 1
was supposed to come into his share of
the business, but you have refused to
acknowledge my partnership. With legal
reason, I’ll admit, because there never
were any papers drawn up between you
and my father.”

“What'’s that got to do with it?” Ed
demanded irately. “You worked and
were paid.”

“True, but you handled the money
and I might as well have been on salary.
Now you have,accused me of stealing a

THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

lot of money from the firm’s account. I
didn’t steal that money. I borrowed it
and loaned it to one of our biggest life
risks. Because he was temporarily
strapped and couldn’t meet the large
premiums on his insurance. That’s good
business, not the act of a criminal.”

“Clients can’t pay their policies, let
’em lapse, I say,” Uncle Ed grumbled.
“How do I know we'll ever get the
money back?”

I tapped my pocket. “Because that
client came to see me this afternoon and
gave me every penny—in cash. Now
will you admit you made a mistake?”

“No,” Uncle Ed snarled. “I never
make mistakes. Taking that money with-
out my permission was theft. I own that
business. You simply work there, I took
it over when your father died and I mean
to keep it. The money was mine. You
should have come to me. However—if
you really have the cash, I might be
willing to let it go this time.”

ARTHA winked at me as she
spoke. “Uncle Ed, you’re making
all this sound too important. Eric isn’t
a crook and you must admit that he
hasn’t.been given very much of a break
in the business. Forget the whole thing.”
“I'll forget nothing,” Uncle Ed
snapped. “You can come back to work,
Eric, but you cannot touch a penny of
the firm’s money from now on. Now
give me that cash ... what’s the matter
with her?”

“Who?” I looked at Martha, but she
was demurely seated and doing nothing
to attract any attention.

Uncle Ed arose and started for the
window, leaning heavily on his cane as
he always did. “Some chippy across the
way. Waving like an idiot. What sort of
a place is this?”

I laughed when I saw that girl across
the court. She was apparently trying
to attract my attention. Uncle Ed
reached the window and leaned out. He
raised one hand to adjust his glasses
and then it happened. He was leaning
on the cane and its tip rested against
a heavily waxed floor.

Suddenly the cane slid from under
him. He was off balance, half out of the
window, and he gave a wild shriek as he
tumbled clear.

I reached the window about one second
too late. Uncle Ed was spiralling down-
ward. The girl across the way was per-
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downstairs for he reached one and or-
dered him to proceed to the girl’s apart-
ment, describing it by counting windows
from the left of the court.

I grinned at Arthur and Martha. “Now
is your last chance to change your story,

folks. Uncle Ed fell out of the window.

It was an accident. I had nothing to do
with it.”

“You—pushed him,” Martha said in a
faint voice. “Keep away from me, you
—you murderer. Art, make him keep
away from me.”

Art gulped, looked as if he’d like to
try, but decided against it. I moved
away. They’d get what was coming to
them as soon as the girl was brought
over. I smiled. The whole idea was
good. Now I'd meet that girl at last.

The phone rang. Gunther took it,
hung up a couple of minutes later and
reached for his handcuffs. “Sorry,” he
told me, “but that girl checked out two
hours before the killing. That’s definite,
but where she’s gone no one seems to
know. She left no address and was in a
big hurry. Her name is Janis Marshall,
but I don’t think she’ll make a very good
witness, Blythe. Put out your hands.”

I didn’t move. “If we don’t find that
girl, my chances look pretty slim,” I
said thoughtfully. “What with these
two buzzards waiting for me to die.
Sergeant, what do you think my chances
are?”

“I'm just a cop,” he shrugged, “but
confidentially, I'd hate to be in your
shoes. Let’s go, Blythe.”

I started to get up slowly and stuck
out my left hand. Gunther moved in and
I swung with my right. Foolish? Cer-
tainly it was foolish, but I was desperate.
Being locked up would check me com-
pletely and if I intended to prove my
innocence, I couldn’t stop for a second.
I had to find that girl, Janis Marshall.
My life depended upon her. She hadn’t
checked out two hours before. I'd seen
her in there. I knew she’d witnessed
Uncle Ed’s fall.

Gunther was unprepared, and I could
uncork a healthy punch. He flew back,
landed in Art’s lap and slid off to the
" floor. Martha began screaming. Art was
white and shaking. I gave them a bale-
ful glance and got out of there.

I didn’t use the regular elevator, but
rang for the freight lift and went down
in that all the way to the cellar. There'd
be an alarm any second now. I had to

work fast. The super’s office was off the
basement and it was unoccupied. I
used his phone, called the main office and
asked about Janis Marshall. They simply
confirmed what Sergeant Gunther had
told me. Janis was gone and nobody
knew where.

The girl on the office phone said,
“Miss Marshall must be awfully popular
all of a sudden. You're the third per-
son who phoned about her in the last
few minutes.”

“One of those calls was from the po-
lice,” I said tightly. “How about the
other?”

“I really don’t know, sir. It was a
woman. She seemed rather excited.”

“Where did Miss Marshall work? Did
she have any friends?” I wanted to know
anxiously.

There was a pause. The girl said, “I
can’t help you much, sir. But I did look
up her references for the woman who
phoned just before you. Miss Marshall
gave her employer’s name. It’s the Col-
lins - Lockwood Company on Wall
Street.”

I thanked her, hung up and heard
sirens. For a moment I'd forgotten my
own predicament and then I realized
those sirens were on cars hunting me. 1
raced out the back of the building and
was lucky enough to find a cruising cab.
I rode that for fifteen blocks, paid off
the driver and ducked into a small movie
house.

There I had time to catch my breath
and do a little thinking. I was in a bad
spot. With the lying testimony of Art
and Martha, they’d send me to the chair
because I was made out a cold-blooded
murderer with a strong motive. Only
Janis Marshall could offset such evi-
dence and now she was probably in
danger.

RT and Martha had shot their bolt

with that lie. Now they had to
back it up and I began to realize they’d
do that even if it meant killing someone.
That someone would be Janis because
she knew the truth. The second call to
the main office had been made by Martha.
As I figured it, she checked on Janis
before she sent out the alarm that I'd
escaped.

Gunther must have been unconscious
and unable to hear her. Now Art and
Martha knew as much about Janis as I
did and they were in a better position
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to work on it. 1 was a hunted man. A
killer who'd be sought by every cop,
whose picture would soon appear in
every newspaper and make each man,
woman and child I met a potential haz-
ard,

I stayed in the theatre until I was
certain it had become dark. Darkness
was my friend now. The only one I had.
I enjoyed a certain amount of luck
though in that I carried a great deal of
money. Well over a thousand dollars.

I walked out beneath the blazing
theatre marquee lights and felt as con-
spicuous as an Emperor Penguin in the
middle of Times Square. I thought every
eye was upon me. I needed a hat and I
bought one a few blocks away. Then I
did some checking at a phone book and
determined that the Collins-Lockwood
firm on Wall Street was a brokerage
house. I started calling every Lockwood
in the book until I found the right one.

A voice admitted being a partner in
that firm, and I was told that Janis Mar-
shall had worked there, but had resigned
this same morning to take a new job with
some relative in the same business. Lock-
wood wasn’t certain but he thought she
‘had gone to a city called Elmhurst some
two hundred miles away. He hesitated
and then said he’d check.

I held on for a long time until I sud-
denly became suspicious. Art and Martha
would contact Lockwood too. If they
were there now, Lockwood would be
calling the police to intercept me. I
hung up, slid out of the booth and head-
ed for the exit. I saw a green and white
radio car pull up and two cops got out.
They started moving fast toward the
door. I reversed my steps, went behind
the counter of the drug store, continued
on to the prescription department and
with a wave at a startled pharmacist, I
reached the back exit and passed
through it.

On the street I moved as fast as I
could without attracting a lot of atten-
tion. Again I resorted to a taxi for
getting me places fast., I switched cabs
three times and realized that pretty soon
I wouldn’t be able to do this. Every cab
driver would have his eyes open for me.

I wound up far uptown and wandered
about the streets for a time, until I
spotted an old brownstone building
‘that had the appearance of being aban-
doned. I went around back, smashed a
window and crawled through. In this

dusty, dark place without a stick of
furniture, I felt better. I sat down in a
corner to do some more thinking.

I felt like a criminal now and realized
I was hot. Very, very hot. But I had to
do something. Art and Martha wouldn’t
wait. They’d try to reach Janis before
she could read about what happened
after she left. If they did, Janis was in
as deadly danger as L.

The longer I stalled, the better Art’s

. chances. I left the warm security of the

abandoned house, walked west and
reached a traffic link with the uptown
tunnel. Twice I ducked when I saw a
cop. I thumbed a ride on a truck, reached
Jersey and proceeded to the nearest
railroad station. There I inquired about
this town of Elmhurst. There were
several, of course, but only one was
about two hundred miles away. I bought
a ticket and a single bedroom on a train
due in soon.

HE sleeper idea was excellent. I

needed rest and I got it. But I was
afraid that Art and Martha would some-
how tip Sergeant Gunther that I might
go to Elmhurst and he’d have a recep-
tion committee installed on the platform.
So I got out two stations and some forty
miles away.

My next step was to rent a car and
again I was* thankful for that cash. I
bought a newspaper, a local one, and was
relieved to find it didn’t carry my pic-
ture although the story was there in all
its gory details. The New Yeork papers
would have all sorts of pictures of me.
There had been plenty of them in my
apartment. Martha was good pictorial
copy too, the feminine angle, and she’d
be played up big.

I reached Elmhurst soon after noon-
time, parked my rented car and relied on
the phone book once more. Lockwoeod
had said Janis was taking a similar job
with some relative. There were no Mar-
shalls engaged-in the security business
so I proceeded to phone every stock
broker in the book. There were eleven of
them and the ninth was the party I
wanted.

Some woman told me that Jenis was
already at the office of her uncle and I
was obligingly given the address. But
Gunther, if he knew about this, would be
on guard there too. Yet, I had to take
the chance. I wasn’t worrying half as
much about my own welfare as that of
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Some private dick spotted him and
passed the word. Personally I don’t go
much for private cops and this one im-
presses me as a guy who could be plenty
wrong. Maybe it’s all a fluke.”

“Well,” I said, “I’'m very glad that no
one in the building was killed. I've some
very good friends here.”

The cop checked around half-hearted-
ly, thanked me and went out as I resumed
talking into a dead phone. Then I
leaned back and fought off the ten years
which had been added to my age. I had
to get out of there, somehow. So the
chunky man had been a private eye.
Hired by Art and Martha, of course. He
wouldn’t give up the hunt. I had to get
out of here and as fast as possible.

I had an idea. I telephoned Police
Headquarters, identified myself as Mec-
Collough and gave my office number. I
said, “I've a great deal of cash to bring
to the bank and I'm a little afraid. Do
you provide a guard for such purposes?
I'll need one right away.”

They did provide guards and I was
promised a cop as fast as he could get
there. I'd never talked to such an oblig-
ing desk sergeant and I told him I'd
send along scme cigars,

I waited for twenty minutes and they
seemed like years. Any moment that
private eye would show up. He’d never
be satisfied until he’d seen everyone in
the building. Then a patrolman entered.
I had prepared a thick sheaf of plain
paper, covered both sides with ‘bank
notes from my roll and it looked like a
large sum of cash. I put on my hat and
coat, holding my breath every moment.
Standing up and fully dressed I an-
swered the description of the wanted
man.

UT the cop, a rather old man who
probably should have been pen-
sioned, was totally unsuspicious. There
were six stripes on his sleeve indicating
thirty years of service. This was a dirty
trick to pull on him, but I had no choice.
We walked from the office, passed a
couple of cops in the corridor and en-
tered an elevator. I still wore the glasses
and walked with my knees slightly bent.
Maybe that helped, I don’t know, but
we passed through the lobby which
swarmed with cops. My escort’s pres-
ence was the magic password. I didn’t
even know where a bank was located so
we just walked and he automatically led
105—==b - -

me toward the center where the banks
were situated. At the first one I stopped,
gave the cop a ten dollar bill and told
him to buy a box of cigars. Half for
himself, half for the desk sergeant.

“I’ll probably need an escort again
next week,” I told him.

“Sure—any time,” he nodded. “Just
ask for Officer Peterson.”

I.entered the bank, walked up to a
window and changed two twenties into
singles. The cop was gone when I came
out, but my car wasn’t far away, and
hadn’t been molested. As I drove off the
pounding of my heart matched the rota-
tion of the wheels.

I didn’t think I'd been smart—just
plain lucky and I couldn’t play that
luck too long; but there was something
that must be done. I stopped at a florist
shop, bought a large bouquet and ordered
it boxed and sent to Janis Marshall at the
Hotel Alhambra right away. They’d be
there in twenty minutes, I was told.

Next I phoned the hotel and told the
operator that Miss Marshall had asked
me to inform the desk clerk that when
a package was delivered, it was to be put
in her room. That was that. I high-tailed
it for the hotel and waited in my parked
car until I saw the florist’s messenger
boy walk in. The name of the flower
shop was on the box, making my -job
easier.

I followed him, stalled a little and
watched him turn the box over to a bell-
hop who headed for the elevators. I
was right behind him. I got off on the
same floor he did, walked slowly in the
same direction and when he stopped in
front of a door, so did I.

I smiled. “Looks like we’re both
headed for the same place. Miss Mar-
shall, isn’t it?”

“That’s right,” he told me. “Only she
ain’t in.” He thrust a pass key into the
door, opened it and entered, leaving the
door open. I saw all I needed. The room
was upset. So much that I knew there’d
been some sort of a battle there.

Janis was gone. She’d been taken.
She was in the hands of Art and Martha.
Undoubtedly that chunky private eye
had taken care of this phase, but I
couldn’t get at him. I hurried down to
where my car was parked, drove it to-
ward New York and hours later toock my
life in my hands passing through the
tunnel. There were plenty of cops, but
the glasses I still wore must have been
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a fair disguise.

I left the car at a public garage. It
had been a five hours’ haul from Elm-
hurst but during the grueling trip I had
plenty of time to think and I knew just
what must be done. The biggest risk I'd
ever taken, I supposed, but there was no
other way out. With Janis a prisoner
and hidden away somewhere, I didn’t
have a chance. Neither did she. I felt
that I'd be lucky if she wasn’t dead.

By devious routes and under the pro-
tection of darkness again, I made my
way to my own apartment building.
There I knew all the ropes and used the
service elevator again. I held my breath
as I slid the door back. If Sergeant Gun-
ther had left a man on guard, I was
sunk, The corridor was empty. I reached
my own door, unlocked it with my key
and stepped inside. Suddenly I felt
safe, among familiar things, and yet I
knew this was the most dangerous spot
of all. There wasn’t a moment to lose.

I went to the phone and dialed the
number of Art and Martha’s home. Mar-
tha answered. I clicked the connection a
couple of times, said ‘Hello’ loudly twice
and let Martha help make what I hoped
she’d consider a difficult contact.

“Martha,” I said finally, “this is Eric.”

I heard her gasp. “Eric—where are
you?”

“Across the river in Jersey. Now look
here, Martha, I know you hold all the
cards. I know you have Janis. I'm will-
ing to bargain if you guarantee her
safety.”

“You are in no position to bargain,
Eric,” she snapped.

“I'l proceed to my apartment,” I
said. “Have Art meet me there in about
an hour. He is to be alone. I’ll talk to
him and let him surrender me if he has a
note from Janis telling me she is in no
danger and quite safe. Is it a deal?”

“You’ll have to talk to Arthur,” she
told me flatly and smugly. I could vis-
ualize her smirking all over the place.
Martha was quite a woman.

“In an hour. Maybe a little longer
than that. I'm still a long way from New
York and I have to move carefully. Tell
him to wait if I'm not there.”

HUNG up, hurried to the hall and
unscrewed the hall light above the
door. Now, when the door was open, it
was almost impossible to see who was
inside or outside of the apartment. Half

an hour went by, and then I heard some-
one approaching. I was all set. I darted
into the clothes closet of my bedroom
and snuggled behind a row of suits, I'd
rigged a long dressing gown to reach the
floor and it concealed me very well in-
deed. :

I heard Arthur’s voice and that of a
stranger whom I took to be the private
eye. Arthur said, “Now get this straight.
And don’t forget you’re part and parcel
to a kidnapping so you’d better not
miss.”

“Save it,” the other man growled. “I
know what to do. He goes out the win-
dow. Just another suicide of a murderer
who couldn’t take it. Listen, you got a
pair of gloves?”

“No—why?” Art wanted to know.

“Fingerprints, you sap. I don’t want
to touch anything. We’ll breeze out, and
I'll buy a pair. Then I'll come back here
and wait for him. There’s plenty of time.
Wanted killers have to travel slowly.
You hang around someplace and when
the morgue wagon and the cops roll up,
you just happen along and make sure
everything is okay. Let’s get going.”

The private eye wouldn’t be gone very
long. I waited three minutes and then
phoned Headquarters. I asked for Ser-
geant Gunther. I said, “Sergeant, this
is Eric Blythe. Now wait a minute, will
you? I'm at my apartment, and I'll stay
here until you come. Just you, Sergeant,
because if you don’t come alone, there’ll
be no deal. How about it?"”

“I'll be there in ten minutes,” Gunther
snorted. “If this is a trick, you’re going
to be mighty sorry.” v

Now I was really set. The private eye
came back in five minutes and I heard
him unlatch the door and leave it that
way. I heard the window being raised to
the top. Then there was silence and
darkness. Finally there was a tap on the
door. The private eye called out and the
door opened. I knew Gunther couldn’t
see the private eye nor be plainly seen
himself.

The private eye said, “I'm right
over here. What are you afraid of?”

He was trying to make his voice sound
like Arthur’s and it would have been
funny under any other conditions. Gun-
ther must have been badly puzzled for he
started moving across the room. Then
the private eye went into action. He
lunged for the man he thought was me,
wound arms around him and started
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shoving him toward the open window.
Gunther was too surprised to do much in
the fractions of a second allotted him,
but I went into action then.

I reached the window first, grabbed
‘the private eye and pushed a fist against
his face. Gunther got free, let out a roar
and I turned on the lights. Gunther
reached for his gun.

I said, “Hold it, Sergeant. It was thls
man who attacked you. He thought you
were I, and he meant to toss me out of
the window. He works for my dear
cousins who say I killed Uncle Ed. I'm
sorry you had to go through this, but it
was the only way I could prove there
were forces working against me, and
therefore I was entitled to some doubt.”

Gunther yanked the private eye to his
feet and shoved him into a chair.

UNTHER said, “I know this punk.

How he ever got a private detec-
tive’s license is something I'll never
figure out. And I know it was he who
tried to toss me out of the window. Come
on, Sloan, open up.”

So his name was Sloan.. A nice name
for a rat like that, but Sloan wouldn’t
talk, Gunther turned to me and I told
him the rest of my plans, told him about
Janis and my trip to find her and what
happened. I told him how I'd set a trap
for Art and he’d fallen for it.

Gunther said, “It sounds good and I'll
see it through.” He went to the phone,
called Headquarters and arranged for
the morgue wagon and all the fixings to
show up, just as though another dead
man had fallen out of the window. Then
we both tied up Sloan and gagged him.

Soon the sirens came again. Flash-
lights prodded the darkness down below
in the courtyard. Men in white took
something away on a stretcher. They
were really doing the thing up brown.
Gunther and I waited. He was smiling
tightly now. My whole future depended
upon the next few minutes. Sloan was
in the other room and when someone
knocked on the door, Gunther hid out
there too.

I opened the door, slipped behind it
and Art walked in. He was pretty sure
of himself. I closed the door, put my
back against it and he turned around.
He let out an unearthly yell. I suppose
he thought I was a ghost.

I said, “That was your private eye
who went out of the window, Art, You

put me in a beautlful spot, but you for-
got one little thing.”

Art gulped. “Look, this was Martha’s
idea. I've nothing against you, Eric.
Not a thing. We can iron it all out—"
. 1 grabbed him. He was easy to handle.
I pushed him toward the window. I said,
“The thing you forgot, Art, is that I'm

. practically convicted of murder so I

haven’t a thing to lose. Not a solitary

"thing. Can they execute me twice if I

kill you? Hardly—so what do I care?
You’ve got Janis. You’ll tell me where
she is or—you’ll follow the route of
Uncle Ed and your little helper. I'm
not fooling, Art.”

To prove it I gave him a hard push
that almost sent him out of the window
backwards. He set his lips and started
fighting. That lasted one minute and he
went down. I picked him up, thrust him
through the window and let him look
down.

He began to shriek. I pulled him
back a little, and he talked.

“The girl is at Martha’s lake house.
Don’t kill me, Eric. I'll tell the police
what really happened.”

Gunther came in then. It was over so
fast it made me dizzy and soon Gunther
and I were sirening our way to the lake
where Martha had a lodge.

Gunther said, “The sock you gave me
was okay. I deserved it for falling for
their stories. The woman fought like a
cat, but she’s locked up. The man is
talking his head off and Sloan decided
he might whittle down the kidnapping
charge by singing a little too. It’s all
cleared up and you’re free.”

“If only Janis is okay,” I breathed.
“She was mixed up in this through no
fault of her own.”

We found her, tied up, gagged and un-
comfortable, but otherwise unharmed.
Gunther cut her loose and I helped het
up. Kissing her was the most natural
thing to do. She was even lovelier than
she’d looked from across the court. With
a few words she confirmed my story.

“I saw him fall. It was a pure acci-
dent. I did check out of my apartment
earlier but I forgot something and came
back. Nobody saw me. I—I wanted to
tell you that I—was going away. 1
meant to shout my new address across
the court, but that old man came to the
window instead.”

I kissed her again. She didn’t mind
I think she rather expected it.
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She said it with a defensive little pout.
That did it. Wouldn’t you know? He
couldn’t be working for anybody else.
Nope. A bank. A place where they
check up on those things occasionally.
" “Who in blazes is this punk?” I asked
er.
“Tommy Flynn.” She didn’t bat an eye
saying it.
“Your husband?”

“Boy friend.” Her cheeks were red-
dening again.

“No,” I said.

“What?”

“No. I won't take it. You can have

your mess back again. Go somewhere
else, or better yet forget the whole deal
and let your boy friend sweat it out him-
self. He took the money—you didn’t.”

“I don’t expect it for nothing,” she said
quietly.

Her hand dropped down again into her
lap and fished around in a near-white
straw handbag. She pulled up a fist full
of money and threw it on the desk. _

“Two hundred and seventeen dollars,”
she said. “All I have in the world. If
it isn't enough I'll pay you off by the
week. But please!”’

I looked at the money. I looked at her
eyes. I couldn’t stand that, so I looked
at the money again.

“No,” I said.

For a long screaming second she stared
at me. Then her little hand went to the
handbag again. This time she brought up
a .32 automatic and let me see it. Her
tone said she was sorry about it. But it
couldn’t be helped.

“I've even told you the boy’s name,”
she whispered. “I couldn’t take no from
you now. I couldn’t. You understand?”

The gun made me shake as much as
Hoover Dam. The safety wasn’t even un-
fixed, and she wasn’t desperate enough
in the first place.

“How does it happen you know all
about it yourself?”’ I asked her.

“Because Tommy wanted to borrow
from me to pay it back. And I haven’t
that much money.”

She waited. I wondered what she in-
tended doing with the gun. Funny kid.
The guy must have plenty on the ball,
I figured. He sure must.

“Put the gun away,” I told her. “T'll
try. If your boy friend was cheated I'll
find out. If he wasn’t, that’s that. And
that’s all I'm going to do one way or an-
other.”

The brown eyes blinked now. And the
pretty little lips pressed tight. Right here
in front of me was something. Really
something.

You ever wonder what a private eye
does in Reno? Well], you're finding out.
Sometimes we run up against this sort of
thing. And that’s why we curse the job
and tell ourselves it isn’t worth it. A doc-
tor doesn’t have any more secrets than
us, and look at what he makes every
year.

“Stop crying,” I said.

She shook her head.
I'm not crying!”

I shrugged.

“Okay. You look like the devil. Come
back, see me tomorrow. Where’d you
say he lost the dough?”

“The Marlo Club,” she said.
penny, in the Marlo Club.”

I watched her close her handbag and
leave the office. And I could have kicked
Tommy Flynn a nice one in the pants.
His girl had a build that would have
made the angels gasp. ...

HE Marlo Club tried hard to outdo
everything in the block. The fagade
of the building was inlaid with thousands
of inch-square mirrors all placed at
shihtly different angles to catch the sun-
light.
It did nothing but constitute a traffic
hazard, except on rainy days.

The interior of the club was the same.
Each wall and the entire ceiling was one
tremendous cacaphony of tiny mirrors.
Imbedded in the floor in the center of the
club, and all alone and by itself, was a
powerful spotlight aimed at the ceiling.
Rays from this were broken up and
thrown all over the place by the tiny
mirrors.

That’s all the illumination they had in
there. And it was enough.

The boy at the blackjack table was
whistling softly to himself as I came up.
His hair was soaked with some kind of
shiny stuff that made a prism out of the
lights from the mirrors. He looked like
a walking rainbow. He gave me a grin
which was free.

I tossed two silver dollars on the felt.

“They used to belong to me,” I said.
“See can you earn them for the house.”

The grin didn’t fade. He tossed a
card face down and another face up. The
latter was a ten of hearts. I looked at
the buried card. A five.

“I'm not crying.

“Every






face hanging out in the open, naked. That
way she looked fifteen years younger.

“I'm dry,” she admitted. “But Pepsi
only.”

We went to the bar. “Tell me,” I asked
her, “am I blest? Or does this go on all
the time?”

She looked into the coke glass. “We’ll
survive somehow,” she told me.

“Yeah, but I mean is everybody as
lucky as me?” )

“That depends on what you mean by
lucky.”

“Well, hasn’t anybody ever come in
here and just played and played and
never won a darned thing? You know,
just bum luck?”

Her eyes were cool and measuring me
for a quick trip to the canvas.

“Like for instance, who?” she asked.

“Tommy Flynn,” I whispered.

“Don’t know the boy,” she said cau-
tiously. “Send him around some day,
we'll see.”

She slipped away from me like a boat
leaving the pier. That quietly.

I looked at the bartender. He had a
face that told me he gave quick ones to
stumble bums along with a bowl of soup,
on cold days. I got his eye.

“What gives with her?” I asked.

He leaned over the bar, wiped at it
thoughtfully with a damp rag. There was
gin on his breath—that early in the day—
but his voice came from the seat of judg-
ment.

“Sometimes,” he husked, “you could
kid her along till the cows come home.
And then again sometimes you can’t.”

“Temperamental, huh?”

His eyes strayed up to the neon-cir-
cled clock that hung on the backbar. He
cleared his throat.

“Six hours ago,” he said, “this joint
got knocked off. That might make some
folks temperamental, yeah.” He slid along
the bar till he came to a dry one that
needed filling. )

He didn’t know me again when I
walked out.

IHAD twenty-nine silver dollars in
my pockets and if you want to get that
burdened-down feeling try it sometime.
The Olympic National was on Second and
Virginia which was just a block down,
so I headed for there. Only I didn’t quite
make it.

“Find anything out?” a voice asked
anxiously, sidling up to me. She must
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have been waiting all that time.

“What'’s the idea?”’ I asked. |

She stopped. That made me stop, too.

“You can have the money back,” I
told her. “The Marlo’s on the level.”

“You didn’t lose anything all the time’
you were in there?”

“Not one red cent. I won twenty-seven
dollars which I keep for my wasted time.
The rest you get back.”

“I don't believe you.”

“Lady,” I said, “I'm not kidding.” I
heaved up a handful of cartwheels and let
her look at them. “Twenty-seven of them.
I couldn’t lose no matter what. I played
blackjack. I played the machines. I shot
craps. I didn’t try roulette because it’s
too early. But believe me, lady, I couldn’t
lose. Not once. The Marlo is definitely
not a skin joint.”

“They’re friends of yours!”

That made me laugh. “We don’t even
nod on the street,” I said. “Do you want
the cash here? Or a check instead?”

She came at me in an anxious wave.
“Look, Mr. Gates. Maybe you were
lucky today. Or maybe they don’t get
serious in there until evening. That'’s
probably it. Try it again, just once, to-
night?”

Her face wrinkled up in supplication.
The breeze blew wisps of her hair down
across her mouth. She didn’t seem to
notice. Just one thing—just one thing
bothered her. I felt sorry for her, sorry
as all Hades.

“It's no use,” I said. “You've got to
face it. He took two thousand that
didn’t belong to him. He lost it. It doesn’t
matter where he lost it. It could have
been in one club or all of them. They
don’t need to cheat to win. The per-
centage is all on the side of the house.”

She grabbed at my lapel. This was go-
ing to be good. Husband and wife having
a nice fight out on Virginia Street where
all the world could watch. I caught a
few stares, a snicker.

“You have to do it!” she breathed. “All
I want is for you to go back there tonight
and see isn’t it true then. You have to!”

More snickers. One skinny lad even
stopped and got settled to watch what he
figured was a hot domestic battle. I took
a step in his direction. He faded fast.

“Look,” I told- her. “I'm telling you
this like a boy scout. It wouldn’t do me
any good kidding you. The Marlo Club
is not a gyp joint. How many times you
want me to say it? It wouldn’t last five
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minutes if it were. Forget it.”

“I don’t care! Tommy wouldn’t lie to
me, and he says they cheated. Don't you
see?”

This loyalty here in Reno where a way-
ward eye is grounds for divorce!

“I’m not going back,” I told her. “But
you’ve got me curious about one thing.
Which branch does your Tommy work
at?”

The hand dropped off my lapel. “Not a
branch. The main one rlght down at the
corner here.”

“Okay,” I sighed.

It was cool inside the Olympic National.
Cool and quiet. Like all good banks. Two
rows of cages came together at the back
of the place almost to a point. I felt like
I was walking into an ice cream cone, and
just as conspicuous as if I had been. The
new account window was at the back, at
the small end of the cone. I went to it.

“I'd like to open an account,” I told
the guy in morning clothes who stood in-
side the cage.

He handed me a form to fill out, copied
from it into a pass book which he finally
gave to me.

“You can make your deposits at any of
the windows,” he told me with a reserved
little welcome smile. ‘“You’re part of our
family now.”

I found it. A window with a little
bronze plaque over the brass bars of the
cage. It said: “Thomas J. Flynn.” I slid
the pass book under the bars. Then I
shoved in two hundred and fifteen dol-
lars in bills. Next I stacked up twenty-
nine silver dollars in little rows and eased
them through next to the currency.

FLYNN was a good-looking guy. Just
what a bank needs. He was dressed
neatly in dark blue. A lodge pin peeped
modestly out beneath an orange poppy
he had stuck in his lapel. His hair lay
obediently flat over his head. The color
of an adobe brick. His face was clean
and smooth and smelled as if expensive
shaving lotion had been applied five
seconds ago.

He was born to break a few hearts—
and he knew it, and it didn’t particularly
annoy him.

“Good morning,” he said, standing me a
treat to a couple hundred dollars worth
of white teeth. I felt sorry for the girl.
She was batting in a-league where they
bury yau for striking out.

“New account,” [ said. “Two fifteen in

bills.”

He riffled through the bills, nodded.
“And twenty-nine silver dollars ” I fin-
ished. “I just won them at the Marlo
Club.”

He scooped the cartwheels by fives,
stacked them expertly in a long, feminine-
looking hand and dropped them into the
change maker.

“At the Marlo Club,” I repeated softly.

He flicked up his eyes at mine, bored
into me for a-while. I let him do it.

“Two forty-four even,” he said quietly.
“Glad to have you with us, Mr. Gates.
Come in lots.”

He lifted his eyes up over my shoulder,
showed the teeth again in a brief smile.
That meant somebody was behind me,
waiting.

“Yeah,” I said, moving away. .

She was standing propped against the
bank, watching the entrance like a little
kid waiting for its mother. She had on a
white wool shortie coat now. It looked
like it was invented purposely for her.

“Where’d you get the coat?” I asked.

“My car. It was. chilly.”

“Now that’s something. You could sell
the car and have that much more toward
pulling your boy friend out of the jam.”

She shook her head quickly. “Not my
car, you don’t mean. It wouldn’t bring
ove;- three hundred. Did you see Tom-
m .’)

“Yeah. Let’s eat lunch. We'll go in
your car.”

“Where?” she asked suspiciously.

“A restaurant. Where we can have a
booth and talk. There’s something you
ought to know.”

She was right about the car. Even Mad-
man Muntz down in L. A. wouldn’t have
given it more than a passing sigh, but it
ran.

She spied a little booth back at one
end of the horseshoe in the café and we
made for it.

“What was it I should know?” she
asked me.

There are times when you can dress
like a prospector, and then others when
you've got to slick your hair back and
get a shave and look intelligent. This
was one of those times when I was afraid
nothing would help in my case, but I
had to try.

“I don’t even know your name,” I said,
studying the menu.

“Bonnie Daugherty. Irish.” She said
it with a half smile as though that might
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outside, but he was going to do it quick
now.

I kept thinking about that. It didn’t
make sense to me but to him it looked
like a clear day at Lake Tahoe with quail
all around and the water deep and blue
and the sun streaming down, feeling good
on your skin,

He was waiting for the traffic, all right.
He tilted his head just a trifle toward the
window. In the distance I could hear the
Chief on the S.P. tracks coming into the
city fast, its klaxon bellowing at the
Sierras. Maybe he would wait until it
got closer, and then in the middle of a
blast let me have it.

THE office door made a little clicking
sound. Sometimes it does that when
the hydraulic closer forces against the
latch. He tightened up at the sound.

“Okay,” I said calmly, “you can put it
down now. It suddenly got too late.”

I began to get up from the desk. The
gun jerked at me. He was dying by de-
grees because he couldn’t turn around
and look.

“Don’t fall,” I needled him.
old gag. There’s nobody there.”

“Nobody there,” he repeated, licking
at his lips. “No. That was just the door
closing, wasn’t it? I should have known.”

“Sure,” I said. “The door closed and I
got brave and now I'm going to take the
gun away from you and kick your teeth
all over the office.”

His hand pulled the gun up into his
stomach, held it there. This was his
minute again. His big minute.

“If T have to,” he breathed at me, “I can
shoot where I look. I don’t even need
a cannon this big to do it right.”

I was still behind the desk. I wasn’t
brave any more. Just wondering what I
could have done back there a stretch to
put the hay in my barn instead. Post
mortem stuff. I looked up at his eyes.
Nothing he was saying with them got
over to me. Or maybe he wasn’t saying
anything, just making up his mind about
something. The klaxon on the Chief bel-
lowed again, louder this time. I held on.

His gun relaxed. “You take your
chalk, Gates,” he muttered tightly, “and
put a mark on the wall. A nice big
white one. This is your lucky day.”

I didn’t breathe. To me it added up
like a column of zeroes, but he seemed
to get a good feeling out of it. He still
kept the gun handy, but it wasn’t prowl-

“It’s an

ing now. Just there in case of emer-
gencies. He backed to the door, got the
knob under his left hand.

“A parting thought, Gates,” he said.
“There’s nothing in it for the girl. There’s
also nothing in it for you but a nice long
rest in Kopf’s Gardens where they keep
planting stuff all the time and nothing
ever comes up.”

He waited for me to say, “Yeah, yeah, I
got my lesson learned like a good little
kid, Teacher. I'll watch it, Teacher.”

“I’ve seen better killers over the coun-
ter in the five and dime store;” I told him.

“Just forget it,” he said. “Tell the
Daugherty kid when you see her it was a
nice ride but I got where I was headed.
The thing can go back to the barn now.
We don’t need it any more.” :

He jerked the door open and left as
quietly as he had come. And left me with
a dirty taste in my mouth and a lump of
fudge where my brain ought to be over
a brown-headed, brown-eyed girl who
thought heaven’s work was complete
when he made a bank cashier with adobe-
colored hair and a lodge pin and a poppy
in his lapel.

I spent some time thinking it over be-
fore I was disturbed again. This time
it was the phone.

“Mr. Al Gates?”

Brown eyes. ‘“Yeah,” I said.

“Have you made up your mind to try
again for me, Mr. Gates? Please?”

The voice had practiced that. I could
tell by the inflections. She had said it
over and over to herself, trying to get
it just right so I wouldn’t fly off the
handle.

“T'll call you back,” I said.

“What?”

“I said I'll call you back. I'm busy.”

“Oh. But you don’t know my number.,
It’s three-four-one R, Mr. Gates. Got it?”

“Yeah,” I said. “341 R. TI'll call you
back.”

I slammed the phone at the cradle.
Then I wrote out a check for two hun-
dred and seventeen dollars to Miss Bon-
nie Daugherty, stuck it in an envelope
and laid it on my desk and looked at it.
I tore it up again and let the pieces fall
rustling into the wastebasket.

The lad with the adobe hair and the
teeth wasn’t a killer. He lacked some-
thing inside of him for that. But he had
come here to try it for size anyway. And
something had changed his mind. Some-
thing I had said, or maybe something he
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“Oh, all right.”

“Promise?” She said something else
but I couldn’t hear it above the jiitering
of my apartment buzzer. For the third
time I cut her off and went over to the
door. And opened it.

The one with the cane was in the rear.
He seemed to be waiting patiently, no
hurry about anything at all. The other
with the black felt hat was the mechanic.
He had lost his newspaper somewhere
and had a gun in his hand instead. He
was only holding. Not ready to go to
work, waiting for the nod from the cane.

“Nice dump for a dick,” he said, and
started to come in.

I placed a palm out and shoved it
against his chest.

“Too nice for you, Sam. Take off.”

He tut-tutted. “Ain't it a shame, Mr.
Marlo,” he said pityingly. “The guy ain’t
got no manners.” He brought up the gun
and jabbed me with it where I eat.

“In, snoop!” '

He backed me up with the heater. The
man with the cane looked casually up
and down the hall before he followed and
closed the door behind him. I gave black
felt hat a look and he grinned.

“Look, Mr. Marlo,” he chuckled. “This
guy’i tough. He’s bitin’ the sight off my
gun.

LOOKED over at the guy with the

cane. He was watching without in-
terest, his eyes now and then moving
around, giving the place a quick case.

“Take the cannon away from him,” I
said, “and I'll show you just how funny
your circus really is.”

He smiled faintly. “Good boy,” he
purred softly. “Too many mystery thril-
lers is all. All right, Leo. We’re only going
to talk.”

I liked his voice. He was the kind of a
mutt you could talk to in a pinch. From
there on I forgot the black felt hat. I
walked away from him, poured a few
c.c’s of Scotch into a glass and smelled it.

“Have some?” 1 said to nobody.

Black felt hat balled me with his eyes
but he didn’t move.

I downed the whisky.

The man with the cane sat down, laid
the cane across his knees,

“My name is Angelo Marlo,” he said
softly.

I nodded. “Heard you got knocked off
dgwndat the club early this morning,” 1
offered.
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“I heard you heard,” he said.

1 studied that. “Keeping it a secret?”

“Hardly. Publicity helps. Lots of peo-
ple heard about it. Asked all sorts of
questions. Including one private eye.
Coincidence?”
~ “Sure,” I said. “I didn’t even know it
until your bartender told me.”

“There was a name mentioned,” he said
vaguely. “A Tommy Flynn.”

“Oh, that! A girl hired me to look into
your place to see was it running a little on
the squeeze end. The kid had a boy who
lost quite a roll in your place, she said.”

“Yeah? What'd you find out?”

“I won twenty-seven dollars,” I said.

He nodded. “The girl—was she dark
haired, named Starr Robinson? Lives
over in the Holly Courts?”

I kept my eyes looking into his but
they didn’t show him anything as far as
I could tell.

“She didn’t mention the name,” I said.
“Blonde, tall. Rugged soul.”

Something bothered him. “The Robin-
son girl is a former shill of mine. She
and Flynn spent a lot of time in my place
lately.”

I took some more Scotch. “I haven't
had supper,” I said. “There’s probably a
swell reason why you chaps are keeping
me from it.”

Marlo nodded. “The knock-off down
at the club this morning,” he said.

“What about it? There’s the police you
can go to, you know?”

“Sure,” he agreed, smiling a little. “Al-
ways the police. Except for one thing.
One of my boys got chilled in the heist.
The police don’t know that, though. We
dumped the body up Carson way.”

I studied the whisky glass a little.
“Tough on the widow.”

He shrugged it off. “No matter how
you looked at it the guy was dead. The
publicity would be bad for the club, how-
ever. We had to plant him somewhere
else.”

“Who did it?”

“We thought maybe you’d know.”

“Unh-uh. If I did I'd have gone to the
police long ago. I've got a license to
keep clean.”

“But you didn’t?”

“No.”

+ “All right, Gates.” He got up, mo-
tioned to the black felt hat. “There's
probably no connection. We just wanted
'to make sure.” He went over to the door,
opened it.
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and gave everything in the cabin a good
rub off.

Starr Robinson hadn’t moved any.

Then I went through the dresser
drawers. Nothing. I let the towel rub
around again, threw it back on the bed
and went to the door.

It was queer I hadn’t noticed them at
first when I put the overhead light on,
but I hadn’t. Not until now. And they
were big enough and dark enough and
sticky-looking enough to catch the eye of
a blind man two miles away. They
spotted the beige rug from one end of the
bed all the way over to the door and they
were unmistakable.

They were blood spots. That would ac-
count for the funny smell of the auto-
matic in the dead girl’s hand.

She had hit something but it had got
away.

I left the cabin and got in my car. I
went slowly out of the court. The sign
had said to drive carefully, remember the
kiddies.

I didn’t think there was much sense
trying the Pueblo Apartments where
Flynn hung out, but the Sierra Vista
tract was almost an obstacle in my way
downtown, so I hunted around for To-
nopah Avenue. Finally I rooted it out.
The Pueblo Apartments were a series of
rambling low buildings done in the stucco
manner and housing one-dollar-fifty-per-
hour workers and their families. It was
a logical economical spot for a bank
cashier.

The door to Apartment Three D not
only was unlocked but it was open as
well, hanging forlorn, as always an open
door looks. I went in, closed the door be-
hind me. The lights were all on.

The apartment had a feeling about it
like a stadium after the game. Seats
and everything still in their places, but
that something, that silence to show that
the game is over.

In the bathroom stuck to the mirror
with transparent tape was a small picture
of T. J. Flynn and Bonnie Daugherty.
It looked like T. J. had forgotten to take
it down—or didn’t give a hoot. I care-
fully pulled the tape away, put the pic-
ture in my pocket.

I left, closed the door behind me. The
urge in the cause of the brown eyes
which had started me on this rat race
was petering out fast. There were a few
questions running around loose in my
head, without answers, but each one had

a hands-off look about it that made me
the car on for home.

A black felt hat held up by a body
under it was leaning back against the
apartment building wall near the outer
door as I walked up.

“Nobody home upstairs,” said a voice
under the hat.

“All right,” I said. “Get tough right
out in the street where millions of peo-
ple can hear you.”

The hat angled toward the sky and I
could see a mouth under it. The mouth
was doing something that looked like a

smile.
“Naw, naw,” the mouth said. “Nothing
like that. Me, I'm the bearer of good

news, friend. Got a job for you.”

“Come see me at the office tomorrow,”
I said. “I'm through for the day.”

The mouth smiled big and friendly
now. “What?” it said. “And disappoint
Mr. Marlo? He's the one got the job—
not me.”

I let the mouth alone for a while and
looked down. His hands were empty,
hanging lazily by his sides.

“I could draw and make a fancy sieve
outd of you before you could move,” I
said.

That made the black hat look pained.
“We're gentlemen,” he protested. “We're
going downtown to see Mr. Marlo and
we’ll get back in a jiffy, won’t we?”

“Like sin,” I said.

OMEBODY coughed behind me. 1
turned. He was a big guy, bxgger
than me. He must have been there, in-
side the door of the apartment all the
time. He had a .45 in his right hand,
and it was making lazy little circles in the
air at about the level of my eyes. He
wore a chauffeur’s cap.

“C’mon, happy hips,” he grunted. “Let’s
go.”

The black hat loocked hurt. “I could
of took him,” he complained. “You
didn’t need to of got so wise.”

The big guy spat from the side of his
mouth. He made the distance between
the door and the curb with it.

“Yeah,” he said. “You could have took
him in a pig’s eye. Another second
and you’d be laying on the concrete read-
ing mystery stories in your sleep.”

His big .45 poked at me like ducking
for apples in a tub of water. I gathered
that he meant a big Cadillac halfway
down the block. It was a pleasant little
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:.)o; cut it open or anything. This would
it.

The big guy and the black felt hat
were trying to make it through the door-
way together.

“You okay?” asked the black hat.

The big guy looked at the floor. “Broth-
er!” he said. “I take my hat off to you,
Gates.”

“I didn’t shoot,” I said. “She took it for
me. I knocked him out afterward.” I
handed him the briefcase. “Take this to
Marlo.”

He looked at me.

“Yeah."

“And take this guy with you—and his
bags. Put him in a car somewhere down-
town. Then report it to Avila down at
Stolen Car Division. They’ll handle it
from there on.”

“What about the dame?” asked the
black hat.

“She’s got to have a doctor,” I told him.
“You know any? One who’s a little
blind ?”

The big guy went over in the corner
to the phone, called a number, spoke a
couple of words.

“Okay,” he told me. “Five minutes.
You going to stay here, huh?”

I told him I was going to stay.

I watched the Caddy pull away and
make the turn at the corner. The tires
didn’t even squeal when it went around.
I sure could use a car like that, I de-

cided.

I WENT back to the girl. She'd got a
nice one right through the muscle in
her arm. In and out like that. She wasn’t
bleeding much but I got a towel, twisted
it tight above the wound. She opened
her eyes and looked up at me.

“Tommy?”

“A nightmare,” I said. “Bad dream.
Something you ate. He wasn’t worth it.
Even you know that now, don’t you?”

I looked away so I wouldn’t see the
tears.
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“Gates,” she sobbed, “he came back to
me. He came back, didn’t he®”’

“You’'ll always have that,” I agreed.
“Fifty years from now it'll be a little
thin but you’ll always have it. . . .”

The radiant hands on the little clock
on my desk said five to three when I let
myself into my apartment. I was thinking
that I had missed my supper and that
I'd better fix myself something out in the
kitchen before I went to bed. '

Instead, I sat down in a chair next to
the desk, with the lights out.

Angelo Marlo had been very, very
lueky. And so had Bonnie Daugherty in
a way. And so had I. But the girl—she
would get over it in time. Some day she
would pick on somebody else to mother
and maybe he would need mothering.
That was what she wanted.

My phone rang. It sounded hollow and
loud and mournful, like the coyotes out
in the sage down Carson way. Like all
phones do in the middle of the night.

“Yeah,” I said into it.

“No names,” whispered a voice. It was
a nice smooth voice. One you could talk
to in a pinch. “Okay?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Okay.”

“Good. Just wanted to say thanks. The
briefcase was fine. I’ll put a check for a
thousand in the mail tomorrow.”

“Okay,” I said.

“Another thing. Leo watched. The
police got Flynn all right. Took him to
the Washoe Hospital. That was clever,
Gates, mighty clever.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Forty-seven thousand
would make any of us clever for a little.”

I heard a dry laugh. And then a click
that told me he had signed off.

I pulled the little chain on the desk
lamp and took out the picture I had found
in Flynn’s apartment, and sat there look-
ing at it for a while. Then I held a match
to it and dropped it in an ash tray. It
smoked a little and had a funny smell
that I thought maybe would be like old
love letters burning. '
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lar customer. One of these was the kid-
naper but his identity still was shrouded
in mystery. However, Koehler’s efforts
meant to police that the kidnaper prob-
ably lived in the Bronx and somewhere
in that region. They concentrated their
efforts there.

Finally in September, 1934, Brune
Richard Hauptmann was arrested when
he was traced passing one of the ransom
notes. Notice how the pieces began to fall
in line. Hauptmann was a carpenter,
which held up with the original theory by
police. He lived in the Bronx and had
made purchases of wood at that particular
lumber yard in the past. All this tied up
with Koehler’s findings.

Throughout the investigation that fol-
lowed Hauptmann clung to his story that
the ransom money had been left at his
house in a shoebox by a man named Fish
who had gone back to Germany where
he later died. Hauptmann claimed he had
not known there was money in the shoe-
box until one day there was a water leak
and it flooded the closet where he had
placed it, breaking the box open. It was a
clever story since police could not ques-
tion the dead man to refute it.

Hauptmann’s Board Matches Up

There was one drawback for Haupt-
mann, however. He had not counted on
the genius of Koehler. Where to even a
carpenter one piece of wood may look
like another, they differ from day and
night to the wood detective. He went to
Hauptmann’s house and carefully exam-
ined every board in the place.

In the attic he found one of the floor
planks had a small piece sawed off an end.
Koehler took up this plank and compared
it with the lumber in the kidnap ladder.
What later became known during the
trial as Rail No. 16 matched exactly with
the plank from the attic, direct proof link-
ing the Bronx carpenter with the crime,
Koehler also examined the tools and was
able to show that one of Hauptmann’s
planes was used on different parts of the
ladder.

Koehler was one of many varied ex-
perts who testified during the trial. Ex-
perts for each side disagreed but there
was none to disagree with Koehler. It
was during this trial that the late Dr.
Erasmus Hudson introduced his now
famous silver nitrate fingerprinting test.

After police experts testified that they
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had found only smudges on the ladder, he
was called by the defense and testified
that his method had brought to light doz-
ens of fingerprints, none of which was
Hauptmann’s.

Many Believed Hauptmann Innocent

Such conflicting testimony resulted in
some people contending that Hauptmann
was not guilty and Governor Hoffman ot
New Jersey did issue one reprieve to the
man described as the “killer of the cen-
tury.” But no matter what the defense
said they found themselves against a
stumbling block with Koehler’s testtmony.

They knew that no other expert could
refute his findings and so they tried to
get by it by claiming that police had
sawed off the plank and nailed it on the
ladder for Koehler to find, implying
thereby that police were framing Haupt-
mann, What the defense did not know
but soon learned was that Koehler had
examined the ladder well over a year be-
fore Hauptmann was ever suspected and
had made photographs of Rail No. 16 as
well as the other parts of the ladder. The
wood definitely came from Hauptmann’s
home.

The killer had met his Waterloo in the
wood sleuth and he went to the electric
chair for the heartless murder of a baby.

Koehler’s work in this case naturally
was of great interest to law enforcement
officials all over the country and they
formed the habit of turning to him when-
ever they were in need of a wood detec-
tive. Some of the cases where his advice
was sought border on the whimsical.

Every school child knows that Colum-
bus discovered America in 1492. The ac-
tual point of landing is supposed to be off
the mainland, possibly Cuba, which is on
a direct line across the Gulf of Mexico
from where New Orleans is situated
today.

Swimmer Finds Wooden Shoe

‘Several years ago historians became
excited when a swimmer, while wading
in Lake Pontchartrain on the outskirts
of New Orleans, stubbed his toe and
pulled up from the muddy bottom a
wooden shoe.

The man examined it carefully and
discovered that carved into the shoe was
the date, 1492. Newspapers soon were
filled with speculation as to whether this
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proved that Columbus had actually
landed on the mainland. The shoe was
examined by university professors who
were certain that it had been hand carved
and such shoes were worn in the Fif-
teenth Century. The wooden shoe finally
was sent to Koehler for his opinion.

The expert found that the foot piece
had been carved from a certain variety
of white pine. The only place in the world
where this variety of tree, is found is in
the Northern states and Canada. It does
not grow in Europe. Since it was hardly
likely that Columbus penetrated to the
center of this continent from the coast, a
claim which his own log does not make,
Koehler had to inform the crestfallen his-
torians that the shoe was a much more
recent product of somebody with a vivid
imagination.

Koehler Has Settled Disputes

The wood detective’s expert knowledge
had helped solve many disputes as to own-
ership of acreage. Two neighbors were in
constant debate over the actual line of
their adjoining property. One of the men
insisted that a blaze mark on a tree was
the original line placed there by the sur-
veyor many years before. This was dis-
puted by the other man who insisted that
this mark was of much more recent ori-
gin and had nothing to do with the bound-
ary line,

To settle the matter the men agreed to
send the part of the tree containing the
‘blaze mark to Koehler. The wood Sher-
‘Jock counted the annual growth rings of
the tree from the depth of the old blaze
mark to the surface and was able to tell
‘how many years back the mark had been
made. This was verified when he suc-
‘ceeded in bringing up clearly the letters
and numbers cut into the mark. The dates
‘tallied perfectly and showed that the blaze
‘was the original mark left by the surveyor
when he laid out the boundary line.

Cigar Box Has History

One of the exhibits in Koehler’s office
is a cigar box. From the exterior there
is nothing to distinguish it from any other
box, but it was one of six similar boxes
that spread terror through a city, cost
three lives, and badly injured two others.
The wood detective played an important
Ert in identifying the triple killer who

ter was executed for the murders.
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The story opens on Good Friday morn-
ing, April 10, 1936, in Wilkes-Barre, Pa.
A ‘mailman delivered a package to the
home of Thomas Maloney. Present at the
time were Maloney’s ’teen-aged daughter,
Margaret, and his four-year-old son, Tom.
Wondering whether the package might
contain an Easter  present for them, the
children crowded around Maloney as he
opened the parcel in the kitchen. When
Margaret saw that it contained a cigar
box she turned away. Young Tom re-
mained at his father’s side as Maloney slid
a knife blade under the lid to pry it open.

As he did there was a terrific explosion
that wrecked the kitchen. Even Margaret,
who was outside of the room, was injured
by the flying debris. Maloney and Young
Tom, horribly mangled, but still alive,
were rushed to the hospital with
Margaret.

Police Rush To Scene

Police sped to the house. None of the
injured could be questioned. The prem-
ises were roped off and the officers began
a search for the cause of the explosion.
They found splintered pieces of the cigar
box and a scrap of the brown wrapping
paper in which it had come. Printed on
%eB paper in pencil was, “Sample H 14

A short time later in another part of
the city, while police still were at the
Maloney house, Michael Gallagher, a 70-
year-old man, stared with curious delight
at a package left for him by his mailman.
Gallagher lived with his son-in-law, Clin-
ton Lehman, a school teacher, who was
home because of the Easter school recess.

Gallagher entered the house to obtain
a knife with which to cut the cord. Leh-
man watched as the elderly man opened
the parcel and removed a cigar box. Gal-
lagher inserted the knife blade into the
top and Lehman noticed a spark shoot
out. Seconds later a second blast occurred
in Wilkes-Barre. The force of the explo-
sion hurtled the slight 70-year-old man
against a wall of the room, crushing his
skull. Death occurred almost instantly.
Lehman was unconscious on the floor
when neighbors arrived.

Six Death Boxes

Police also rushed to the Gallagher
home and when they found the splintered
remains of a cigar box they realized thaﬁ
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the bombs had been mailed in the boxes.
Postal employees were questioned and a
clerk recalled that he had handled six
packages, all of them the same size. He
recognized the handwriting on the scrap
of wrapping paper as being similar on all
six packages. This meant that four more
packages of death were somewhere in the
mails. )

All radio stations in the area halted
programs to broadcast warnings. News-
papers put out extras while police officers
raced about the city rounding up all
mailmen in a frantic hunt for the other
four lethal packages.

Two of the other parcels already had
been . delivered. One was received by
Luther Kniffen, a former sheriff. Kniffen
was pleased when he noted that somebody
had sent him a box of cigars. By a strange
quirk of fate he inserted the knife blade
in the back of the box rather than the
front and pried open the lid the wrong
way. This mistake saved his life.

Instead of cigars the box contained two
sticks of dynamite. The interior of the
body had been converted into two com-
partments by the insertion of a small piece
of wood. The dynamite was in the larger
compartment while in the smaller was a
flashlight battery, with wires attached to
it and to the top of the lid.

Package Contains Dynamite

The wires on the lid were touching the
nail that held the lid down in front. The
moment the front of the lid was pried
open, these wires would make contact
with the battery and set up a spark that
would detonate the dynamite.

Kniffen hastily placed the bomb in a
pail of water and summoned authorities.

A fourth package had arrived at the
home of Harry Goulstone, superintendent
of a coal mine, who lived in a suburb.
Goulstone was at work when he heard of
the two bomb explosions. Simply as a
matter of precaution he telephoned home
to warn his wife against opening any par-
cels in case any were delivered. He be-
came alarmed when he received no an-
swer to the call and drove to his home
only to learn that his wife was out shop-
ping. Goulstone turned pale when he
saw a package addressed to him in the
hall.

The mine manager notified police who
opened the parcel and discovered it was
another cigar box bomb.

N\
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Police Intercept Packag

The other two packages were inter-
cepted by police before they had been
delivered by letter carriers. One was
addressed to Judge B. R. Jones with the
sixth one to James P. Gorman who lived
in a small town near Wilkes-Barre.

All four packages were addressed in

_the same handwriting, a disguised form of

printing. Instead of a return address each
one was marked on the outside with
“Sample H 14 WB.”

Gallagher had died outright. Young
Tom Maloney also succumbed, several
hours later, in the hospital. His father
lingered unconscious for six days and then
passed away, for the third death by the
bomb terrorist. Margaret Maloney and
Gallagher’s son-in-law, Clinton Lehman,
i'lefcovered although they were scarred for

e. :

Meanwhile local police called upon out-
side experts for assistance. Crack sleuths
of the United States Postal Service joined
in the hunt for the triple killer while the
New York City force sent two crack men
from their Bomb Squad.

Take Bombs Apart

The experts took the unexploded bombs
apart, leaving alone the thin pieces of
wood inserted into the hoxes by the killer.
The wires on the inner lid of the cigar
box had been glued on and samples of
the glue were scraped into envelopes.

Since six persons had been marked for
death by the same person, authorities
realized that there must be some connec-
tion between all six men even though they
came from different strata of society. They
soon discovered that all six had played
some part in a bitter coal strike the previ-
ous year. :

Maloney had been a leader of an inde-
pendent union which called the strike
after breaking away from the United
Mine Workers. He later quit the union
and advised his followers to return to
the other. During the strike many miners
had been arrested for damaging property.

One of the witnesses against the miners
had been Michael Gallagher who was em-
ployed as a caretaker of a cemetery and
saw the acts of vandalism. Judge Jones
had tried some of these cases and sen-
tenced the miners found guilty. Kniffen
was sheriff then and had arrested the
men. Gorman was chairman of the An-
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thracite Conciliation Board whose deci-
sion had been opposed by some miners,
while Goulstone was superintendent of
one of the struck mines.

Settle on Bomb Suspect

Believing that the bomb killer was one
of the miners who had been arrested by
Kniffen and sentenced by Judge Jones,
following testimony by Gallagher, detec-
tives eentered their search for the killer
among the former strikers. They rea-
soned that Maloney had been a target be-
cause he had called a halt to the strike.
The investigators learned that Maloney
had been friendly with a miner named
Michael Fugmann but that after the strike
the two men no longer spoke to each
other.

The sleuths suspected that Fugmann
was the sender of the bombs but had no
way of proving it. They shadowed him
for weeks without finding any evidence.
Attempts to connect him with the mailing
of the bombs also failed.

It was at this point that Wilkes-Barre
police called upon Koehler, the wood de-
tective, for assistance. Koehler examined
the thin pieces of wood used by the slayer
in making the cigar box partitions. They
had been cut from thick southern pine
veneer, the type used in making vegetable
crates.

Fugmann’s house was searched and sev-
eral broken crates were found in the
basement. Koehler found that the parti-
tions in the cigar boxes were made from
this wood.

The wood sleuth and his men did not
stop there. Paper, after all, is made from
wood. The heavy wrapping paper that
had been used in wrapping the bombs for
mailing was inspected and compared
with wrapping paper found in Fugmann’s
home. This paper was tested in the Madi-
son laboratory and the experts discovered
that it was identical in texture and weight
with the bomb paper.

The glue used to hold the wires and
partitions in place also were tested with
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samples of glue found in Fugmann’s home.
One bottle matched the glue used by the
killer.

Koehler still had one more bit of evi-
dence for authorities. The thin pieces of
veneer had been cut from the vegetable
crates by saw and then carved by knife
to fit into the cigar boxes. The veneer
crates found in Fugmann’s cellar also had
saw marks and knife scratches in them.
A comparison microscope showed that
these saw marks and knife scratches had
been made by the same instruments.

With the evidence produced by the
wood detective, Fugmann was tried for
the triple murders and, after he was con-
victed, he was electrocuted.

One of Koehler’s most unusual cases
involved a disappearing forest. The owner
of a valuable piece of timberland went
away on a short trip and when he re-
turned he found his land stripped of his
best trees. Inquiry at the local sawmill
brought forth the information that a neigh-
bor had some logs cut there while the
other man was away.

Koehler Solves Timber Mystery

The owner of the missing trees thought
there was no way to prove his suspicions
since the trees growing on his land were
no different from trees growing on the
adjacent land. Finally, he consulted
Koehler.

The wood detective obtained samples of
the butt ends of the logs which were still
in the waste pile at the sawmill. He also
secured the tops of the stumps from many
of the missing trees. For several weeks
the various samples were studied under
the microscope and then one day Koehler
found what he was looking for. The end
of one of the log slabs matched one of the
stumps perfectly. They had the same an-
nual rings and the saw marks were identi-
cal. Enlarged photographs of these two
g;eces were made and shown to the neigh-

T.

He promptly admitted his guilt and paid
for the lumber he had stolen. '

Meet W. H. Gasque, special Investigator for the Governor of Florida, in
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I decided I was getting old. A guy in his
fifties had no business tramping the coun-
try, hopping freights, holing up in rail-
road jungles. It was all right for the
younger ones who had the stamina to take
it.

I'd make the grade okay myself, for
longer than I liked to remember, but now
I was tired. I didn’t have the bounce. I
thought how nice it would be to settle
down somewhere, to find a spot where I
could rest and take root and make friends,
and forget the wanderlust that had been
driving me these past twenty-odd years
like a tumbleweed in the capricious wind.

Then I laughed at myself derisively.
Take root, my eye! Small chance, after
the mess I'd made of my life. Who would
want a brokendown old drunkard, a crum-
my bum like me hanging around? I'd be
a disgrace to anybody screwy enough to
take me in and give me a home. I couldn’t
stay away from the bottle; I didn’t have
what it takes.

Crossing the little town’s main street
against a traffic signal, I made for a glow-
ing neon sign in the middle of the block.
As sore as my hands were, I wondered
if I could even hold the glass for the drink
I needed. Then you came up behind me
and tapped me on the shoulder.

“Just a minute, old-timer,”
pleasantly.

I turned and bhnked at you. You
looked very young and tall and spruce in
your blue serge with the brass buttons
and shiny gold shield. Some small town
cops are inclined to be sloppy, but not
you. You looked proud of the badge you
wore. Proud, but not arrogant.

“Stranger in Galenburg?”’ you asked
me.

I told you yes, I was. “That is, it's been
years since I was here last.” When a
man has been a 'bo as long as I have,
he learns to be polite to policemen; to an-
swer their questions promptly—and
me€kly. “It's been years,” I repeated.

You chuckled. It was a warm, friendly
chuckle. “Then I guess our traffic lights
are new to you,” you said. “You crossed
against the red, you know. Jay walking.”
You looked me over, and your eyes didn’t
miss much. “You look as if you’d been in
a fight,” you remarked.

“No. I took a little tumble, is all.”

“Off a freight?”

1 ached all over, and I was too tired to
argue with anybody with eyes as sharp as
yours. “What’s the use denying it?” 1

you said
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said. “Yes, I got klcked off a freight. I'm
a tramp. Now you’ve got me for vagrancy
as well as for jay walking. Okay. Which
way is the jail, or do I wait while you ring
for the wagon?”

“Hey, now, not so fast, old-timer,” you
said. “All we do is warn a first offender
on a pedestrian traffic violation, not ar-
rest him. As for vagrancy—you got any
money ?”

“Not a dime,” I admitted because it was
true. I was broke as flat as anybody ever
could be.

“Means of support?” you asked me.

I COULD have told you about the way
I cadged free drinks and sandwiches
in saloons, the remnants of what talent I
had and how I used it. But my hands
were too raw and sore to demonstrate it to
you. Besides, it wasn’t really a means of
support. Not on the strict meaning of the
term. It hadn’t been. Not for years. So I
just said: “I panhandle,” and let it go at
that. It was simpler, and it required no
explanation.

“I‘)See,” you said. Then, gently: “Hun-

“Sure. And thirsty.” I made a grimace.
“You weren’t going to buy me a drink,
were you?”’

“No,” you said. “I might stake you to
meal, though, if you want it. And then
I'd advise you to drift out of town. Our
night chief of police here isn’t too friendly
to vags. Jordy, his name is. Maybe you’ve
heard of him.”

1 said yes, I had. “They say he’s plenty
tough. But you don’t seem to be,” I added.
“What kind of cop are you?”

“Just a human kind—I hope.” You
shrugged it off, looking embarrassed
“There’s a fairly decent lunchroom near
here. You want that meal?”

Maybe food would help blunt my thirst,
my inordinate craving for a shot of rye,
I thought. I nodded and shufiled into step
with you. As we rounded the next cor-
ner, somebody called from a parked prowl
car.

“Patterson!” )

Do you remember how I stopped dead
in my tracks and stared at that prowl
car? Another uniformed copper popped
out of the car; a chunky, muscular man
with heavy jowls, thinning gray hair and
eyes as cold as agate marbles. He glowered
at you.

“A pinch, Patterson?” he asked.

You looked uncomfortable. “Well,
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Chief, not exactly. That is, I mean—"

“I know darned well what you mean,”
the chunky one said. He was surly and
sour, and I neticed the gold stripes on his
blue serge sleeve, the letters “Night
Chief”’ on his cap device. This must be
Jordy, I decided, the guy that wasn’t
friendly with vags. “Up to your old tricks
again, eh, Patterson? Buying meals for
bums.”

I could see he was sore at you, and I
tried to do something about it. “Look,
mister,” I started to say.

“Speak when you're spoken to,” he
snapped at me, “unless you want a slap
in the teeth.”

Your broad shoulders shifted uneasily
in your tailored tunic. “Wait a minute,
Chief,” you said to Jordy. “All this man
did was cross the street against a red
light. I was just explaining our traffic
rules to him.” )

“He carry any dough?”

“No, but—"

“Then vag him. Lock Ium up.” Jordy
got back in his prowl car. “That’s an of-
ficial order, Patterson.” He drove off.

You looked at me, then, and the corners
of your mouth drooped apologetically.
“I'm sorry, old-timer,” you said. “You see
how it is, though. If I turned you loose
now I'd be accused of letting a prisoner
escape, disobeying my superior and
heaven knows what all.”

“Sure, sure, I understand.”

We walked along a side street and pres-
ently came to the jail building. It was a
shabby one-story affair with iron barred
windows and a green bulb burning over
the entrance. I had seen dozens like it
in small towns across the country. I had
seen them and been in them. Long ago
I'd learned to take them in my stride.

You pulled out your chain of keys and
used one to unlock the door. “We don’t
have a night-jailer,” you told me. “Just
four cops on patrol, this night shift, in-
cluding Jordy. Any time we make an
arrest we bring the prisoner in ourselves
and put him in a cell. Galenburg isn’t
very metropolitian, even though we do
have traffic signals.” You still sounded
apologetic.

I wasn’t too interested in how Galen-
burg ran its lockup. “What I don’t under-
stand is why you should be so darned

_decent to guys like me,” I said. “From
that remark of Jordy’s, you’re always
buying meals for bums and floaters. How
come?”

“without making it worse.
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“Is a long story,” you answered me.
You were having a little trouble with the
lock. “Maybe youd call it crazy. You
been on the road very long, old-timer?”

“Long enough. Too long, probably.”

“Ever run across a 'bo named Patter-
son?” you dropped the question casually.
“He’d be about your age.”

“Hoboes don’t generally tell their last
names,” I told him. “Take me for, instance.
I'm Whisky Bill—just Whisky Bill. What
about this Patterson?”

“My old man,” you said, still working
with the lock. “Willard Patterson. He
used to be a newspaper cartoonist. One
of the best. But a lush. Always getting
drunk and losing his job and drifting on
to the next town. I was only three, last
time I saw him, so I don’t remember too
much about him. He just sort of dropped
out of sight one day and that was that.” -

“A fine heel,” I felt like saying. But I
didn’t. . ,

“Before my mother died,” you said,
“she made me promise that I'd never quit
looking for him. You know how it is.”

I shook my head. “I’'m not sure I do.”

“Well, if he’s still alive, maybe I could
do something for him. Give him a home,
or help him some way. Anyhow it doesn’t
hurt to be friendly with the tramps who
come through. They have it tough enough
And maybe
some day I'll run into somebody who
might give me a line on my dad.” You
smiled a little wistfully. “Sure you've
never bumped into him?”

I made my words deliberate. “Not that
I remember.”

YOU got the jail door open, finally.
“Well, so it goes.” You kept your
face turned away so I, wouldn’t notice the
disappointment there. It was in your
voice, though. I couldn’t miss it.

You took me to a block of cells, two on
either side of a wide corridor, and all of
a sudden in one of the gells on the left,
some guy started yelling. He was a sawed-
off runty little man, bald and slack-
mouthed, pale as dirty laundry.

“l don’t want to die!” he squeaked.
“Don’t kill me! I won’t stool if you let me
alone!” ,

“Hey, quiet!” You didn’t say it harshly
the way Jordy would have said it. “Cut it
out, fella. Nobody’s going to get to you in
here. You’re safe.”

The runt’s eyes were crawling with ter-
ror as he put his face against the bars.
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“Gosh, copper! I thought I was a goner. 1
thought them guys was coming after me
to knock me off so I couldn’t talk!”

“Take it easy, Shorty,” you told him
reassuringly. “Get some sleep.” Then
you opened an opposite cell and put me
in it. “Too bad your only company has
to be a creep with the screaming
meemies,” you said to me in an under-
tone. “I hope he doesn’t bother you teo
much.”

Later, after you had left, I locked across
at this sawed-off Shorty guy. “What the
heck’s eating you, pal?” I asked him.

“They’re after me. They’ll get me, too.
I don’t want to die! Gosh, I got as much
right to live as anybody. I'm human. I
wasn’t always like I am now. I was mar-
ried and had a home and a kid. My boy’s
growed up to be a man, now, I guess.
About like that copper you just cam»> in
with. But just because I went wrong, that
ain’t no reason I should sit still for a cou-
ple of gunsels to make me a clay pigeon.”

“What gunsels?” I asked.

“Heist guys. I got suckered into throw-
ing in with them on one of their bank
stickups day before yesterday. There was
a shooting. They knocked off a watchman
and made a getaway, but I got caught.”
He sniffled, wiped his nose on his sleeve.

“And so what?”

He started pacing his cell. “I was a
dope. I said I'd finger them to save my
own skin. The dicks told the reporters,
and they put it in the newspapers I was
gonna squeal. So now I’'m spotted. Them
heist guys will be after me, I know they
will. I should of dummied up, I should
of. Now it’s too late. They’ll rub me out.
I ain’t got a chance.”

“You’re nuts,” I told him. “How can
they break into jail? Lie down and cop
a snooze.” Then I went to mmy own cot,
and pretty soon I was asleep myself.

I don’t know how long I slept. All I
remember was the hysterical scream that
woke me up, a scream cut off by gunfire.
Fear came into me, then. I knew what was
happening, even though I couldn’t see it.
A man was being murdered across the
hall from me, and if I let the killers know
I was in this opposite cell I would get a
dose of the same medicine. They wouldn’t
take a chance on leaving a witness alive
behind them.

I pressed myself face down on my cot,
not moving, not daring to raise my head or
look through the bars of my cell door.
I hardly dared to breathe. I suppose
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you'll say I was yellow. Well, maybe so.
But I didn’t want to die the way Shorty
was dying.

Somebody said: ‘“That’ll learn the rat
a lesson,” and another voice answered:
“He won’t do no stooling now,” and then
footfalls sounded, and the front door
opened and slammed shut. Outside, the
¥vhine of an automobile motof faded away
ast.

I waited a long time before I stood up
and looked across into Shorty’s cell. He
had fallen on his side, one arm stretched
up to pillow his bald head. His eyes were
wide open and staring at me as if ac-
cusing me of not doing anything to help
him. It was almost as thought he said:
“At least you might have watched those
guys shooting me, so you could identify
them later.”

“Boloney!” I shouted at him, knowing
he was past hearing me. “It was no affair
of mine! You were nothing to me! Why
should I stick out my neck for a stranger?”
I sat on the edge of my cot and buried my
face in my hands.

You remember I was still sitting there
when you and the rest of the cops rushed
in. I was sitting there thinking about
little Shorty, and how scared he'd been,
and how much he’d wanted to stay alive.
I was thinking how he’d told me about his
family; the son he said he had, a son about
your age. And now he was dead, and I
hadn’t even moved a finger to save him.
Or avenge him.

Jordy gave me a bad time with his
questioning. Had I seen the killers? No.
Why not? Because I had my head pressed
into my pillow, playing ostrich. Why?
Because I knew what would happen to
me if those gunsels noticed me. Oh, a
coward, eh? Okay, I was a coward; I was
ashamed of it, but it was the truth. I
avoided looking at you, copper, when I
admitted it, but I had the feeling that you
were studying me, and I felt my cheeks
going hot. Somehow it seemed I had let
you down by not making any move to
save Shorty. Shorty, who'd had a son
your age.

THEN your night chief made a crack
I didn’t like. He asked me how much
the two torpedoes had paid me to clam
up. That got me.

“Look,” I said. “You had me vagged be-
cause I didn’t have any dough. All right,
I still haven’t got any dough. Why don’t
you frisk me and see for yourself? No-
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body paid me anything. I'm as broke as
when I came in here.”

So he searched me and searched my
cell, and he didn’t find a thin dime. Then
I said, “If you’re so bright, why don’t you
find out how those hoods got in here in the
first place? Make like a detective—in-
vestigate how they broke into the build-
ing. Maybe you got a crooked cop on your
force.”

The minute I said it I regretted it. I
could see the growth of the idea reflected
on Jordy’s heavy face. He turned and
pointed a finger at you.

“Patterson!” he said. “You were here
last, weren’t you? You brought in this
bum and locked him up.”

Your eyes got worried. “Why yes, Chief.
I—I remember I had some trouble with
the door, getting it open. Something’s
wrong with the lock. I've,reported it be-
fore. But I'm almost positive it latched
when I went out.”

“Almost!” Jordy sneered. “Rigging an
alibi, eh? Trying to make it look acciden-
tal. Carelessness would be bad enough,
but a grafting cop I can’t and won’t stand
for. How much did they pay you to leave
that door unlocked so they could get in
and kill the guy?”

You straightened. “Is that an official ac-
cusation, Jordy?”

“I’'m bringing charges in the morning!”

You reached for your badge. “You can
have my resignation this minute. You
won’t have to bring charges to get me off
the force.” Your voice was cold, steady.

“That’s what you think,” Jordy said,
and grabbed your shield. He ripped it off
your tunic and tore the cloth, remember?
“You’re not resigning!” he snarled.
“You're relieved of duty—and you're
under arrest.” He took your gun, pushed
you in the cell next to mine and slammed
the door.

It was nearly dawn before everybody
left and the jail quieted down. Just the
two of us were there, you and me.

“That Jordy’s a blasted fool,” I said
then. “He’ll never make it stick.”

“Of course he won’t. Not the bribery
charges, anyhow. But leaving that door
unlocked is something else again,” you
said. “It's been needing repairs for a
month, but that’s no excuse. Jordy’ll see
that I'm fired for that.”

“So what?” I said. “You don’t have to
be a cop. You're not a cop at heart, any-
way. There are other jobs.”

You laughed. “Galenburg’s a small
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town. Once a man is suspected of crocked-
ness he might as well give up. Even if it
isn’t proved against him, he’s behind the
eight ball from then on. Heck, it looks
like I'll wind up hitting the road like you,
old-timer.” :

“Now cut that out!” I said. “That’s no
way to talk, and it isn’t any kind of life
for a decent kid like you to think about.”
I meant it. I knew. I'd been through it.
“The thing that worries me, all this is
mostly my fault.”

“Why? Just because I brought you here
to jail and then forgot to make sure the
front door was locked?”

“That’s only part of it. I had to shoot
off my mouth to Jordy. I had to suggest
maybe there was a heel on his force. That
turned the heat your way.”

“Skip it,” you said. “After all, you had
to give yourself an out, the way Jordy
was browbeating you because you claimed
you didn’t see the murderers.”

“Oh, sure, skip it,” I growled. “Forget
I was yellow.” Then I said, “You know,
kid, I’'ve been thinking.”

“About what?”

“Those killers. They came back here
and bumped Shorty because he was going
to put the finger on them for croaking a
bank watchman. They must be pretty
desperate if they’re ready to murder any-
body who might testify against them or
identify them.” '

“That’s obvious,” you said.

“Well, if they came back to kill Shorty,
they might come back again to kill another
witness.”

“What other witness?”

“Me,” I whispered.

“But you said you didn’t see them!”

“T could change my mind, couldn’t I? It
would be like setting a trap. I'd be the
bait.”

“T don’t get it, old-timer. I don’t follow
you.” :
“You will when I explain it. Look, it
goes back to something you told me about
your dad being a cartoonist, a newspaper
artist. That’s what gave me the idea.” I
didn’t mention that Shorty told me, be-
fore he died, how he had a son about your
age. There wasn’t any point in bringing
that up.

“What idea?” you asked me. _

I made my voice persuasive “Supposing
I was like your father, a sketch artist
turned tramp. Supposing I elaimI could
draw pictures of the two gunsels who'
killed Shorty.”
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“When did you see him last?”

“Tuesday morning, when he left. He
works downtown. Usually he goes by
subway, but that morning he took the
car. I don’t know why. He didn’t tell
me. But I can guess.” She spoke in
short, jerky sentences, as if anxious to
get rid of words that hurt her.

“How can you guess, Mrs. Crimm?”

But she was telling it in her own way.
“I heard nothing from him, not a word.
Until Wednesday noon, I got this.”

She dug into the front of the house
dress, and came up with a well crumpled
telegram. It had been sent from Borden-
town, New Jersey at 10:17 on Wednes-
day, and read, “SUDDEN BUSINESS
TRIP FEW DAYS—SEE YOU NEXT
WEEK LOVE—JACK.”

I nodded. “That’s probably it. He
knew he had a trip coming up, so he
took the car when he—"

“No, no, you don’t understand. He
never travels on business, except once or
twice a year to the factory, and that’s in
Waterbury, Connecticut. Besides, he
couldn’t be down in New Jersey with
the car. The car was all smashed up in
an accident, Tuesday night. He’s down
there with her. Don’t you see? Borden-
town is down toward Atlantic City. He
must have gone over there to send the
telegram, just to fool me. He’s in Atlan-
tic City, with that red-head—the snake!”

I wasn’t quite sure who she meant was
a snake. I raised my eyebrows and mur-
mured, “Red-head?”

“His secretary. Miss Bender, her
name is; Miss Carol Bender.” She spat
out the name as if she were getting rid
of a mouthful of castor oil. “Very efhi-
cient, he keeps telling me. Oh, so effi-
cient! Now look what she’s got him
into. It’s perfectly obvious. That’s what
he was doing in Yonkers at seven
o’clock in the evening. Driving her
home. She lives in Yonkers. I know
that.”

I began to have the feeling that I was
listening to a record that had been
played often before. The melody was
clear, but the accompaniment was still
a little foggy. “Yonkers?” I said. “How
do you know he was in Yonkers, and
when?”

“That’s where the accident happened.
Gorling Street, I think they said. He
ran into a truck, or a truck ran into him.
I don’t know. Insurance investigators
have been here about it, they know more
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than I do. The car’s in the garage, just
around the corner on Gun Hill Road. He
called them up—but he couldn’t call me.”

I scribbled some names and addresses
on the back of an envelope. There are
always half a dozen blank envelopes in
my pocket for that purpose. I never use
a notebook; a notebook makes some peo-
ple shut up like a clam. There is some-
thing methodic and permanent about
entering facts in a book, no matter how
small, that frightens them, but they
don’t seem to mind the informality of a
crumpled envelope.

I asked a few more questions and then
stood up.

“I’ll see what I can do, Mrs. Crimm.”

“Tell him to come home,” she said.
Her mouth made itself grim and straight.
“Tell him I'll give him just twenty-four
hours. If he isn’t here then, he need
never enter my door again.”

I lifted my arm to look pointedly at
my wrist watch, and repeated, “Twenty-
four hours?”

She hesitated, and turned a little paler.
“Well—forty-eight hours.”

I nodded, and put on my hat. I could
see that no matter what he had done,
she would be only too happy to get her
husband back, any time.

HE garage on Gun Hill Road was a

big place, but half empty in the
middle of the day. It was devoted chief-
ly to storage, but there was a small shop
in the back. A greasy man in dungarees
stuck his head out from under a run-
ning-board to answer my questions,

“Yeah, it’s over there in the corner.
Mr. Crimm phoned in Wednesday morn-
ing for us to send a wrecker up to Yonk-
ers after it. There’s been a couple in-
surance guys here to look at it, already.
But I don’t think Crimm figures on col-
lectin’. He said over the phone that the
accident was his fault.”

“Did he say anything about a trip he
was taking?”

“I dunno. It was Al he talked to.”

“Is Al around?”

“Not today. Fridays he’s off.” .

I strolled casually over to the corner
at which he had jerked his head. The car
was a Nash coupe about six or eight
years old, but outwardly in good condi-
tion, as if it hadn’t been driven much.
The left rear fender and the right front
one were both crumpled, as if it had been
squeezed diagonally between a heavy
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vehicle and some pretty solid obstruc-
tion, and the right front wheel had a
drunken twist to it. The force of the
squeeze had warped the chassis, so that
the right-hand door would not latch, but
hung open several inches. The repair job
was going to be expensive.

I pulled the door open the rest of the
way and poked around inside. The glove
compartment held the usual miscellane-
ous collection of road maps, empty en-
velopes, a dirty spark plug, a couple of
small tools, and a box of throat lozenges.
No gloves. On the dash was a gummed
sticker with the printed name and ad-
dress of the Gun Hill Road garage, and
the mileage at the last oil change pen-
cilled in a blank space. The figure was
37,600. Right now the speedometer
showed 38,262.

For no particular reason I ran my
hand around between the cushion and
the upholstery. My fingertips came up
with-a small metal object. When I got
it in the light, I saw that it was an ear-
ring. Inside a pear-shaped loop of gold
was set a single initial: the letter C.
Crimm, I thought? I shook my head. It
wasn’t heavy enough to be solid; prob-
ably gold-plated. I dropped it in my
pocket.

I walked part way back toward the
shop and asked about a telephone. The
voice from under the running-board said,
“There’s a coin-box in a booth up by the
front door.”

I called the Yonkers Police, mumbled
something indistinct about an insurance
company, and inquired about the acci-
dent on Tuesday. When I got the right
man, he read me the routine report. At
6:52 P.M. a truck and a car had tangled
on Gorling Street, two blocks west of
Warburton Avenue. Car seriously dam-
aged; truck not. Police on scene ten
minutes later. Names of drivers ... I
wrote on a fresh envelope, ‘Tony Flag-
gin . . . Downtown Trucking Corp.’
and an address on Crosby Street.

“Was anybody hurt?” I asked.

“The driver of the coupe was taken to
St. John’s Hospital, on Ashburton Ave-
nue, in the truck. He was examined,
treated for minor injuries, and dis-
charged immediately. No one else hurt.”

‘“He wasn’t seriously injured?”

“Apparently not, from what the doctor
reported.”

I said, “Thanks,” and hung up. I had
nothing to give me a clue as to where
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Jackson Crimm might have gone after
that but I knew well enough where 1
meant to inquire next. I went over to
Broadway, drove downtown, and parked
on West 63rd.

The offices of the Terragon Manufac-
turing Company, kitchen ware and uten-
sils, occupied half a floor. Behind a
walnut railing a blonde sat at a PBX
board manicuring her nails. She looked
at me curiously when I asked for Mr.
Crimm.

“I don’t think he’s in. Would you like
to speak to his secretary?”

I said that would be fine.

IS secretary, when she answered

the summons from an inner office,
was certainly fine to look at. Her warm
bronze curls were feather-cut, and set
like a little cap at a sort of devil-may-
care angle on her small head. Her eyes
were wide and blue, her nose tip-tilted
just a trifle over a small, warm mouth
with a bee-stung lower lip. Her figure
was the cuddly type, and she walked as
if she weren’t ashamed to let you know
1t.

“Mr. Crimm is not in today. Can I
help you Mr.—er—"

I looked her straight in the eye and
said, “Nick Morely. You could tell me
where he is.”

Her forehand crinkled in surprise.
“I'm afraid I can’t tell you that. Are
you—are you from the factory?”

For the benefit of the blonde I said,
“Yes.” At the same time I held out my
hand, cupped so that she could see what
lay in it, but the blonde couldn’t. “Shall
we go into his office?”

The red-head started to gasp, caught
herself, and turned on a heel. I followed
her across a large room filled with desks
and filing cabinets and carefully shield-
ed glances of curiosity. She held the
door of a private office for me; after we
were both inside, she set her back firmly
against it, as if to hold me prisoner.

“Where is he?” she demanded in a
tense half whisper.

I sat down in a straight-backed chair
and fumbled leisurely for a cigarette.
“That’s what I came to ask you, Miss
Bender.”

“But he—didn’t he give you that?”

“The ear-ring? No. I found it in the
car, down behind the seat. C might
stand for Crimm, except that on such
things people generally use the initial of
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the first name. A name like Carol, for
example.”

Her eyes darted quickly from one side
to the other. Then she drew herself up
stifly, and tried to freeze her lovely
features into a stubborn mask. “I know
nothing at all about it.”

“What sort of ear-rings were you
wearing on Tuesday?”

“On Tuesday? Why, I--I don’t re-
member.”

I made a motion as if to rise. “Per-
haps some of the other girls out in the
office will remember.”

“No, no!” she cried. I could see her
body wilt. Her voice quivered. “Give it
to me. Please—it’s mine.”

I put my hand in my pocket, and said

quietly, “When you tell me exactly what -

happened Tuesday evening.”

Her eyes fastened themselves on the
toe of my right shoe. ‘“He was driving
me home. He happened to have the car,
for a change. We where in Yonkers, on
Gorling Street, when the truck hit us.
We were going—"

“Just a minute. This office closes at
five?” She nodded. “And 62rd Street, to
Yonkers—three quarters of an hour. Say
a little more, loafing. The truck hit you
at 6:52. Hm-—that leaves just about an
hour.”

There were red spots in her cheeks.
“He parked at the foot of Gorling Street,
facing the river.”

“I see. And what did you do there?”
The red spots grew so big and bright
that I went right on, “All right don’t
answer that. We'll leave that to my
imagination.”

Her eyes flared up at me. “¥d rather
tell you. He put his arms around me, and
made love to me. Finally I kissed him.
Once—or maybe twice. That’s all. I
didn’t want to.”

“You didn’t want to? Why, don’t you
like it?”

The corner of her rosebud mouth
twitched ever so faintly. “I like it well
enough. But not with him. He’s a mar-
ried man.”

“You knew that? Then why did you
go out with him?”

She spread her hands, palms up. “He’s
my boss. Men expect that from a secre-
tary, these days. If I kept saying no
every time, pretty soon I wouldn’t have
any job. What can a girl do?”

“Are all men like that?” I asked out
of sheer curiosity.

‘
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“All I've ever worked for.” she said
bitterly.

“All right. That’s your problem. Now
it’s 6:52.”

“Gorling is a dead end street,” she
said “and rather narrow. Instead of
turning, he was backing up, to the first
corner. Not very fast, but we were out
in the middle of the street when the
truck came down the hill. He must have
twisted the wheel the wrong way. The
truck hit us, and slammed the car up
against a lamp post.”

HE stopped, and bit her lip. “The

door on my side flew open. I was
thrown that way. Before I knew it, I was
on my feet on the sidewalk. I ran around
the corner, and kept on going.”

I raised my eyebrows. “No one saw
you?”

“I don’t think so. I thought right away
of the consequences. Questions, wit-
nesses, names, and so forth. Jack’s wife
would hear; it would be terrible. For
him, as well as for me. So I ran.”

“Without even waiting to see if he
was hurt?”

“Oh, I knew he wasn’t hurt. He
jumped right out on the other side, and
started to yell at the truck driver.”

I studied her for a moment. Part of
the stuff the Yonkers Police had given
me over the phone was the statement of
a witness; a man who had come to his
window at the sound of the crash. He
had seen several figures, arguing; then
he had seen them pick one man up off
the cobblestones and put him in the back
of the truck, which had then driven off in
the direction of the hospital. A man who
is flat on his back, unconscious, I
thought, does not yell at a truck driver.
Still, a man might be shaken up by a
crash without knowing it, so that his
knees folded on him a minute later. It
was quite possible.

“Why did you ask if he had given me
this ear-ring?” I asked.

“I thought he’d sent you. You see, he
had one of them. It eaught on his neck-
tie, while we were—were in the car.”

I visualized the scene, and smiled
faintly as I suggested, ‘“While you were
not letting him kiss you more than
twice?”

Her cheeks were pink again. “That’s
right. He put it in his pocket; said he
wanted to keep it. I tried to get it back,
but he wouldn’t give it to me. Only then



COLD TURKEY

when I got home, I found that I had lost
both of my ear-rings. You must have
found the other one.”

I nodded, and asked casually, “And
when did you see him next?”

“I haven’t seen him since.” Her eyes
widened. “I haven’t even heard a word
from him. I'm—I'm frightened.”

“His wife hasn’t seen him, either.” I
told her about the telegram. “Any idea
what he would be doing in Borden-
town?” -

“No, not the slightest.” Her chin went
up. “I'm not going down there to meet
him, if that’s what you’re thinking.”

“I wasn’t thinking,” I assured her, and
got to my feet. “It’s funny, but I'm in-
clined to believe what you tell me. Even
that stuff about only two kisses I be-
lieve. Though I can understand why a
man wouldn’t stop trying—even a mar-
ried man.”

She smiled just enough to give a hint
of what her smile would really be like
if she turned it on full power. “I didn’t
say he stopped trying. But you're not
going to tell Mrs. Crimm?”

“Not about you—if you promise to let
me know the first minute you hear any-
thing about her husband.”

She promised, and I walked out. On
the way down in the elevator I won-
dered if I was being a damned fool.

I left the car where it was, ate lunch
in a joint on Columbus Circle, and rode
the subway downtown. The address the
Yonkers Police had given me of the
Downtown Trucking Corp., on Crosby
Street proved to be the mouth of an
alley between two grimy loft buildings.
The rain made the concrete slippery
and cold, and the edge of my hat-brim
dribbled drops onto my nose.

The alley ended in a paved yard
hemmed in by towering brick walls, a
wooden fence topped by strands of
barbed wire, and a wide, half open shed.
One five-ton truck stood in the yard, and
two others under the meager cover; on
all of them was painted crudely, as if by
an amateur hand, DOWNTOWN
TRUCKING. At one end of the lean-to
a small office was partitioned off; it was
just as cold and damp in the office as it
was outside.

A swivel chair squealed raucously as
its occupant wheeled to peer at me in-
quiringly. He was a big, raw-boned man,
and wore two army field jackets one on
top of the other, making him bigger. He

121

had iron-gray hair, the lumpy nose of
an ex-pug, and his small dark eyes were
scornful when I broached my business.

“That case is closed,” he told me flatly.
“My truck ain’t hurt none; I ain’t claim-
in’ a nickel. The other guy’s insurance

‘snoop was here yestiddy; I signed a re-

lease for him. Now I forget it. See,
there’s a copy of the blasted thing.”

I looked. It was a standard form
waiving all claims.

“But what about the other guy? He
might sue.”

“Leave him sue! He can’t get nothin’.”

“Is that truck around here now?”

“No, it’s out. But I tell yuh, it ain’t
hardly scratched.”

“How about the driver, Tony Flag-
gin?”

“Naw, he ain’t here neither. I give all
the information to the cops, and to the
insurance guys, already. Go ask them.”

“So you think the driver of the car
was crazy, eh? Why, was his behavior
peculiar after the accident?”

His little black eyes quinted at me
suspiciously. “How do I know if he’s
crazy? He don’t know nothin’ about
drivin’ a car, that’s all I know. Go ask
him if he’s crazy. I'm busy!”

THANKED him for nothing, and

closed the door behind me. I paused
to turn up my collar under the shed, and
took a quick glance at the trucks parked
there. The one nearest me had abuckled
right front fender, and there were deep
scratches in what was left of the green-
ish paint. But then two of its other
fenders were buckled and there were
scratches anywhere you looked.

As I moved out into the rain, a short,
stocky man entered the yard from the
alley. A shout followed him, echoing-
plainly between the blank walls on either
side.

“What time d’you say, Tony?”

“Five o’clock!” the short man shouted
back over his shoulder, and swerved his
path toward the office. As he came closer
I saw that he was not actually much
shorter than I was. He looked so because
his chest was both wide and thick. He
walked with his head down and his
hands shoved in his pockets, his feet flat
and solid on the concrete.

He wore no hat, and the rain made his
black hair sleek and glossy. He had the
complexion of a man who needs a shave
twice a day; his jowls were darkly shad-
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owed, but one seemed considerably dark-
er than the other. High on his left temple
was a two-inch strip of court plaster,
soiled from being fingered.

I tried a long shot. “Tony Flaggin?”

He stopped, nodded almost impercep-
tibly, and stared at me without speaking.

“You were driving the truck that was
in that crack-up in Yonkers three days
ago, weren’t you?”

He spoke slowly, with heavy emphasis.
“So what?”

I shrugged. “I thought nobody got
hurt, But it looks as if you got bunged
up a little.”

“What, this?” His fingers touched the
adhesive. “That didn’t come from the ac-
cident. I got that in a little brawl with a
guy, down here at the corner, Tuesday
night.”

I looked at his powerful shoulders, and
thought, If the brawl marked you up
that much, I wonder what your antago-
nist looks like.

“So you’re not claiming any injuries,
under your insurance?”

His glance went briefly over my shoul-
der, toward the office window, then came
back to my face. “Ask Mike Gallo—the
boss. He handles all that insurance
stuff.”

I could see that I was right back where
I had started, so I lifted my hand, said,
“Well, T guess I can forget it,” and
walked out to the street. Then I wasted
an hour at the Aetna Casualty. Those
insurance people don’t pass out informa-
tion freely, either. They showed me the
original of the signed release that closed
the matter as far as they were concerned.
No, they had not heard from Mr. Crimm
but if any claims were presented, they
were prepared to handle them.

On the way uptown in the subway, I
tried to add up what I'd got. The total
was not impressive. Jackson Crimm,
philandering—or trying to philander—
with his secretary, had been involved in
a minor traffic accident, after which, for
some reason, he had been loath to return
home. He had phoned his garage the
next morning, and he had wired his
wife from Bordentown, New Jersey.
Since then, nothing.

There was something phoney some-
where, but I couldn’t put my finger on it.
Crimm had admitted fault, yet the owner
of the truck was claiming no damages.
Mike Gallo had at least one truck with
a dented fender, and his driver had
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some contusions. Even if neither were
the result of the accident in Yonkers, he
could easily have run through a claim
for fifty bucks. It was done every day,
and Mike did not have the look of a man
with a scrupulous regard for the truth.

Back in my car, I sat for several min-
utes thinking. I wanted to dodge the trip
to Bordentown. Crimm’s telegraph was
a lead but I had tried to check senders of
wires before and nine times out of ten
I’ve drawn a blank. A man doesn’t have
to identify himself to send a telegram,
and it’s sheer luck if the clerk remem-
bers one out of hundreds. It would take
me the rest of the afternoon and half the
night to drive to Bordentown and back,
and if I came back with nothing, I hadn’t
a chance of closing the case before the
week-end. I decided to try Yonlzers first.

AINT JOHN’S HOSPITAL was a

big place, but the receptionist was
very helpful. “Tuesday evening? Let
me see; they’'re on duty every three days,
in Emergency. Yes, you're in luck. Dr.
Hilary will be on again this evening.
I’ll try to locate him for you.”

I sat down while a musical gong
bonged out call numbers. Dr. Hilary,
when he came in, proved to be a middle-
aged man with thinning blond hair and
eyes that crinkled at the corners. At
first he couldn’t remember what I was
talking about. He said something about
checking his files and started for the
door, but just before reaching it turned
back, snapping his fingers.

“Ah, yes! Now I recall him perfectly!
Crimm! The man who left without wear-
ing his coat. Of course.”

I looked blank. It often encourages
disclosures.

“He wasn’t badly hurt. I took three
stitches in his scalp—no, feour, and
bathed a contusion on his jaw. I suppose
he’d been thrown against the steering
wheel. In twenty minutes he was good
as new. He wore a blue suit, and when
he came in he was carrying the coat and
vest over his arm. When he left, he in-
sisted on carrying his suit coat that way.
It was cold outside, that night, remem-
ber? I tried to make him put it on, but
he wouldn’t do it. Struck me as odd.”

“Was he upset by his shakmg up, do
you suppose?”’

“He didn’t appear so. No broken bones
or internal injuries. And he acted quite
normal, while he was here. Unless you’d
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call it abnormal to admit fault. He con-
fessed to me that the accident had been
entirely due to his own carelessness.”

“Oh, he told you that, too, did he?”

I asked a few more questions, thanked
the doctor for his trouble, and left. I
stood on the top step for several min-
utes, mulling over what he had told me.
It was beginning to grow dark and the
tower clock in the next block said five
minutes to five.

I turned around and re-entered the
foyer. There was a telephone booth
there. I slid into it, called the Terragon
Manufacturing Company, and asked for
‘Miss Bender.

“She just went out toward the eleva-
tor; maybe I can catch her,” a voice
said sweetly.

After a minute I recognized the red-
head’s throaty purr on the wire.

“Nick Morely,” I said, then asked,
“How much did Jackson Crimm weigh?
I mean, how big a man was he?”

“Why, I don’t know. A hundred and
fifty, perhaps, not more. He was taller
than I am, but rather slight.”"

“Okay. What kind of a suit was he
wearing on Tuesday?”

The silence lasted so lcng that I said,
“Hello?” ”

“I was thinking,” she said. “It’s aw-
fully hard to remember. I know all of
his suits, but that particular day—I
think it was the gray one. A dark gray
herring-bsne—but I'm not absolutely
sure. Why, have you found out any-
thing? Where are you, in Bordentown?”

I told her no, I was in Yonkers, that
I had found out very little, and hung up.
Then I went out and sat in my car for
a while, trying to fit together the pieces
I had. When they wouldn’t fit, I eased
down the hill to Warburton Avenue,
turned right, and followed it until I
came to Gorling Street. I turned down-
hill again—all the side streets in that
part of Yonkers slope steeply toward
the Hudson River.

For a couple of short blocks I was be-
tween seedy tenements, frowning at me
through the drizzle. Beyond the second
corner on the left stretched a wide ex-
panse of vacant ground. On the right was
the cellar of a burned-out building, long
since tumbled full of bricks and rubbish.
Beyond it stood what appeared to be an
unused warehouse, dilapidated, paintless,
Its sightless windows staring gloomily
into the rainy twilight. Its rear wing had
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been burned out, and long ago planked
up temporarily to support the sagging
roof. Beyond that one building, after
another open lot, rolled the gray river,

I drove slowly to the end of the street,
where a mouldy bulkhead kept me from
sliding into the sullen water. There,
having no red-head to make love to, and
nothing to look at but dismal, oily rip-
ples, I turned around, crept back almost
to the corner, and parked.

This was the scene of the accident.
I got out and looked it over. After ten
minutes I knew as much as when I
started. The cobblestones offered no
clues, and a few vague scratches on the
lamp post might have been made the
previous Tuesday, or the previous dec-
ade. But standing there peering toward
the river, a question slowly rose in my

mind.
g HY had that truck been here at
all? I knew why Crimm had en-
tered this block, but it dawned on me
that there was no conceivable reason for
the truck to do the same. It was dead
end. On one side was a vacant lot, on the
other only a single abandoned ware-
house. Abandoned? I'd soon find out.

The front end of the building had two
doors and the smaller one was nailed
shut. The other was a vertical lift of
corrugated Steel, big enough to admit
the largest trucks. It was fastened to the
sill at the bottom by a padlock as large
as my two fists; the keyhole of the pad-
lock was solid with rust.

I made a complete circuit of the walls,
stepping over stones, cinders, tin cans,
and rubbish. The few windows were
boarded up, and for some reason which
I did not then grasp I could see nothing
between the cracks of the loose planking
at the rear, even by using my flash. I
was nearing the front again when I no-
ticed the bologna.

Two or three slices, one of them half
eaten, lay on the ground next to a
crumpled sheet of wrapping paper.
There seemed nothing startling about
that, but when I hunkered on my heels
and felt them, I could tell that they were
comparatively fresh. Not right out of
the delicatessen, but cut within a day or
two at most. :

No one in his right mind, I reasoned,
would come out onto that wind and rain
swept tundra to eat his lunch in mid-
November. Yet they bad been thrown
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there recently. And they lay within six
feet of the window nearest the front of
the building.

It took me ten minutes to get the com-
bination to that window. It was boarded
up like the rest, but some of the nails
were false, and I finally found a board
that unlatched something when pushed
to the left, and the whole frame swung
inward on hinges.

I used my flash first. It showed me a
long, empty interior, musty and cold un-
der a leaky roof, the wooden floor
covered with a layer of dust or of mud,
depending on where you looked. I lifted
my heels over the sill and dropped in-
side. Now I saw why I had been unable
to peer through those cracks in the rear;
tarpaulins had been nailed up on the in-
side of that patched-up rear wall to keep
out some of the weather—and perhaps
to keep out prying eyes as well.

A small cubicle that had once been an
office was partitioned off in front. It
contained nothing but dust, one broken
chair, and three kerosene lanterns that
looked quite new. Backing out, I no-
ticed the cases that were stacked against
the partition. There were ten or twelve
of them, and they were quite new, too.
They were marked with the trade mark
of a familiar brand of aspirin, and any
one of them was too big to have come in
through the window.

That made me take another look at
the big steel door. From the inside I
could see that the sill was rotted loose;
by using the chain hoist, which was in
position, that door could be raised, sill
and all. It wasn’t hard to see, from the
absence of dust on the chain, that it had
been raised recently.

I moved slowly toward the rear, the
circle of my flash playing along the
floor. Many of the nail-heads stuck up
above the worn flooring, and were pol-
ished shiny. Suddenly I stopped. Under
my light there were nail-heads that did
not protrude above the planking—but
they were shiny, too.

I had seen a broken section of old
spring-leaf in the rubbish outside. I
found it again, came back, and began to
pry. After the first board the rest were
easy, especially as the nails had recently
been pulled out and then driven back in
the same holes. When I had lifted four
or five planks I stopped.

Under them was a layer of concrete. A
plank floor on top of a concrete one did
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not make sense. But I could see that the
concrete did not extend much beyond
the last plank I had lifted. The concrete
covered an area about three by five feet,
and although it was hard to the fingers,
it still had a fresh look.

Squatting on my heels, I heard the
faintly distant clatter of a trolley on
Warburton Avenue, and the rumble of an
automobile engine. I should have paid
quicker attention to that last, but I was
absorbed in my speculations. A harsh
voice broke my train of thought mo-
ments later.

“Stay right where you are,
move!”

My flash lay on the floor, casting a
long ellipse across the dusty planking,
but not much light into the air. I could
see only dimly that a figure was climb-
ing in the window I had left open, and
that something glinted in his hand. I
seldom carry a gun and he had me dead
to rights, anyway.

Footsteps came around behind me, and
an arm leaned past my shoulder to pick
up the flash. “Stand up!” I stood up. By
now I recognized Mike Gallo’s voice.
“Frisk him, Tony!"”

Tony Flaggin vaulted in the window.
His hands patted my body expertly, and
he shook his head, stepping back.

From behind me Mike’s rasping voice
demanded, “What in hell are you doin’
here, snoop?”

I could think of no deception that
would do me the least good. “I’'m look-
ing for a turkey for my Thanksgiving
dinner,” I retorted.

That seemed to give Tony a sardonic
amusement. He glanced significantly at .
the exposed slab of concrete, then back
to me, and his face twisted. “You’ll be
cold turkey, quick enough!”

“Stand him against that back wall
there,” ordered Mike, “and if he tries
to get funny, let him have it!”

Don’t

ELAGGIN slammed me against the
back wall with unnecessary rough-
ness, and planted himself in front of me,
arms akimbo. I could see from his ex-
pression that he hoped I would move.
I didn’t.

Mike lighted lanterns, and then raised
the big door. A third man backed a
truck into the opening; a truck on which
was lettered, DOWNTOWN TRUCK-
ING. Mike and the driver began loading
the cases. They were heavy, and what
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would have been quick work for three
men was slow for two. It must have
taken them nearly fifteen minutes, I was
wishing it would take them years.

The last case was slammed into place.
The driver lifted the tail gate and
hooked his chains. I heard Mike speak
to him.

“Move it out in the street, Jake, and
then close the door. Tony and I will take
care of this slob.”

The driver climbed to his seat. Mike
came back through the length of the
warehouse, dusting his hands. I clenched
my teeth.

The scream was so sharp and sudden
that it seemed to fill the air with elec-
tricity. Our eyes jerked to the window.
There stood the red-head, framed from
the waist up in the opening by the
mellow light of the kerosene lanterns.
Her eyes were wide, and her mouth
wider. She did not move, but just stood
there and let out one piercing scream
after another at the top of her lungs.

Things happened fast. Mike had pock-
eted his gun to swing cases, but now his
hand was going for the holster under his
armpit. I went by Tony like a rabbit
and swung on Mike from the port quar-
ter. I tried for a rabbit punch, but my
aim was hurried, and he had a head like
a hydrant. He went down, but immedi-
ately scrambled to get up.

I jumped on him with both feet, but he
caught one ankle and jerked it. I
floundered down on top of him. The
screaming went right on. Out of the
corner of my eye I saw Tony racing full
speed for the open door. The truck had
moved out, its engine roaring, into the
street,

Mike was still trying to get his fingers
on that gun. My weight on top of him
prevented that, and I was slugging away
earnestly at his face. He cursed, and
tried to roll on his side. My sprawled
legs stopped that, but his knee came up
and took me where it hurt. I howled at
the stab of pain, and my muscles re-
laxed involuntarily. We rolled together.

His hand was on the pistol, but I
grabbed his wrist. I tried to bite it, but
he used his skull to butt my face aside.
That did my face no good. From out in
the street—it seemed a long way off—I
heard the sound of a shot, followed by a
rending crash. Mike’s hand jerked free.

The broken spring leaf came down
hard. The red-head realfy put her back
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into the swing, aimed for Mike’s head.
The only trouble was that she sliced, and
got my skull at the same time. I saw an
explosion of blackness, and then saw
nothing for quite a Iong time.

T WAS the raucous pound of an air
hammer that brought me to. Each
blow seemed to be pounding through my
brain. I was flat on my back, looking up
into the familiar face of Dr. Hilary. But
when I sat up, another face leaned close
to mine.

“Are you hurt, Nick? Are you all
right? Oh, I was afraid I'd killed you!
I didn’t mean to hit you, Nick.”

I grinned crookedly. “It’s all right,
Red.” I looked at the two men in blue
shirts who were attacking the concrete
with the air hammer. “Can’t we get away
from this racket.”

She helped me to my feet, and we
moved up toward the front of the ware-
house. There was a cop posted in the
doorway to the office, and a couple of
others on the sidewalk, by an ambulance.

“Nick, it was a blue suit, ”she told me.
“Blue, not gray. I remembered after
you hung up. I thought it might be im-
portant, so I came right up to tell you.
When you said Yonkers, I thought you
meant where the accident happened.
When I got to the corner, I saw your car,
but I couldn’t find you. Then that truck
drove up to this building, and I saw the
name on the side. I went and called the
police, and a radio car came, but the
officers laughed at me, and went away.
So I came down to the window by my-
self.”

“We didn’t go very far away,” grinned
one of the cops. “Her story sounded so
screwy that we were suspicious, so we
stopped around the corner to watch
what she did. When she began to
scream—""

“All I could do was scream,” she said
apologetically, “hoping to attract some-
body’s attention.”

“You could have heard her across the
river.” The cop eyed me. “You’d better
stick around, until we see what’s under
that concrete.”

I nodded. “I can tell you right now.
You’ll find the body of Jackson Crimm,
his face probably battered beyond all
recognition. If they didn’t use acid, you
may be able to identify him by finger-
prints.”

(Continued on page 141)









every day. But fortune-hunting is no
crime. What did she die of? An accident?”

“No.” May frowned blackly. “If it had
been an accident I'd be more sure of my
ground. An accident can always be ar-
ranged, particularly when two people are
living alone. But in this case there’s no
suggestion of accidental death. She died
of pneumonia.”

Dr. Bryant raised his eyebrows. “In
this weather, and at her age, and es-
pecially with the added excitement of
being recently married—I don’t wonder
the commissioner laughed at you.”

“That’s not quite all,” said May quietly.
“I'm not such a fool as to go off half-
cocked as that.”

“Oh? Something’s at the back of your
mind, I see. But what about the medical
certificate? In order?”

“To the last comma. I've gone into that.
Symington called a doctor directly she
complained of feeling ill. That would be
about the middle of the morning. Acted
the devoted husband to the hilt, from what
I can gather. She died just after noon the
same day, after the usual treatment for
pneumonia.”

“Quick,” commented Dr. Bryant
thoughtfully. “But not necessarily sig-
nificant. The attending physician saw
nothing to arouse his suspicions?”

“Not a thing. I've seen him, trying to
get him to apply for a post-mortem. He
_won’t consider it. Consigned me—meta-
phorically, of course—to the devil.”

“I don’t blame him,” said the doctor
drily. “In his place I'd probably have
acted much the same way. Looks to me
as if you’re barking up an empty tree.”

“Think so? All right. We'll forget
Symington, then. Instead, let’s take the
case of a man named Stone, about a year
ago, in a little town near Toledo. This
Stone married a widow and settled down
in a house he had rented previously. No
servants. They lived alone, just like Sym-
ington and his wife. Honeymooners, if
you like.

“But the honeymoon didn’t last long. A
few days after settling down, Stone’s new
wife died suddenly. Taken ill about the
middle of the morning, dead in a few
hours. She left only five thousand in
cash, but she had a life policy for twenty-
five thousand. The attending physician,
summoned by Stone, signed the certificate
without hesitation. Strangely enough, the
cause of death was pneumonia. Never any
question of anything else.”
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“I'm beginning to see what you're
driving at,” admitted the doctor grimly.
“Go on.”

“Yes, it was an interesting parallel,
wasn’t it? I ran across the account of the
Ohio tragedy by accident, and it set me
thinking. Stone was about Symington’s
age. Stone had a car registered in Ohio,
and the car was the same make as Sym-
ington’s here in New York. I got in touch
with the Motor Bureau, and I've had the
registration checked in each state. The
engine number of Stone’s car is the same
as the engine number of Symington’s. But
the commissioner still says it’s coinci-
dence.”

“In other words,” summed up the doc-
tor, “Symington has had two wives in the
past year, and both of them have died
suddenly of pneumonia within a week or
two of marriage. No post-mortem in
either case, as a physician was in attend-
ance at the time of death. I agree; it’s
too much of a coincidence to be passed
over.”

“I'm glad someone agrees with me,”
sighed May. “Only, what can I do? Using
a false name isn’t a criminal offense. I
might charge him with giving false in-
formation in an application for a marriage
license, but it wouldn’t make any real
difference. He’d get off with a fine. There’s
nothing to do but wait until Symington
marries again, and send his third wife—if
it is only his third—a mustard plaster and
warn her to stay out of drafts.”

“Pneumonia,”’” said Dr. Bryant, “is a
curious disease in many ways. Medically
speaking, the last word hasn’t been said
about it yet, by a long way. I must con-
fess my curiosity is aroused. Is Syming-
ton still in town?”

“Yes. I'm keeping him under observa-
tion, in an unofficial sort of way.” The
detective rose, and stretched. “Well, I'll
be getting along now, I think. I’'m on the
early shift tomorrow.”

After the detective had left, Dr. Bryant
remained smoking thoughtfully for several
minutes. Then he rose and went over to
the bookcase which extended the length
of one wall. Selecting a volume on toxi-
cology, he carried it back to the chair by
the fireplace, and began slowly to turn
over the leaves. ...

EARLY afternoon of the next day found
Dr. Bryant walking out to the ram-
bling old mansion known locally as the
Collins ‘house, after the man who had






“My reason for asking is more than
vulgar curiosity,” explained the doctor.
“I am a medical man. Retired, it is true,
but still interested in anything of that
good.”

“I understand. But the doctor who
attended her can tell you more about it
than I can. He was present most of the
day. I can give you his name, if vou wish.”

“It doesn’t really matter,” said Dr. Bry-
ant.

Was he wrong, or was Symington
anxious to impress on him the fact that
medical aid had been promptly sum-
moned?

He glanced about at the discolored walls
and cracked ceiling. There did not seem
to have been much preparation on Sym-
ington’s part before moving in. It was al-
most as if he knew he would not be stay-
ing long.

“I can remember when this house was
one of the brightest spots in the country-
side,” he said musingly. “Dances, music,
young people. Many’s the time I've
danced here myself till well on in the
morning. But time passes, and everything
changes.”

Symington agreed, and yawned politely.

Before he left, Dr. Bryant got his host
to show him over the place, using a deft
persuasiveness that left Symington baffled
in his efforts to rid himself of his caller.
He acquiesced, though with a bad grace.

It was the garden back of the house that
seemed to interest the doctor most. He
walked rapidly from place to place, pour-
ing out a voluble flow of reminiscence on
times past, interspersed with multisyllabic
dissertations on the various plants and
trees there. He paused finally in front of
a small pear tree, whose leaves were
withered and drooping, in contrast to the
fresh green of the surrounding foliage.

“Now, that’s a pity,” said the doctor.
“Looks almost as if the roots had been
cut, doesn’t it? Recent transplanting?”

“No,” said Symington briefly. “It was
dying when we moved in.”

“I see.” The doctor paused, frowning at
the tree. Then he glanced about. “Fortu-
nately, you have another. I hate to see a
fruit garden without a flourishing pear
tree.”

“I wasn’t aware that there were two,”
said Symington indifferently. “I thought
there was only the one.”

“That one over there,” said the doctor.
“There, just behind the summer house.”

YMINGTON took a pace or two to one

side to look where the doctor was
pointing. When-he turned back the doc-
tor was standing where he had left him,

“I'm afraid you were mistaken, Doctor.
It’s an apple seedling. Though I'll admit
the leaves are similar.”

Dr. Bryant sighed. “Eyes not what they
used to be,” he muttered defensively.
“Oh well, it doesn’t matter, I suppose.
Shall we go back into the house?”

“If you like,” said Symington.

In the refuse bin near the entrance to
the house were the fragments of a large
jug, which showed signs of having been
recently thrown there. The doctor arched
his eyebrows when he saw it, and turned
to his host.

“An acid jar, if I'm not mistaken,” he
remarked. “Dangerous thing to have
about.” He sniffed at it cautiously. “Nitric
acid, from the odor.”

Symington hesitated a moment. “A
hobby of mine,” he said at last, with a self-
conscious smile. “I do a bit of etching, you
see. Not good, unfortunately, but I en-
joy it. It adds an interest to life.”

“Indeed?” said the doctor politely. “I
should like to see some of your work.” '

Again that momentary hesitation. Then,
“My prints are all packed at the moment.”

“Of course! Stupid of me. For the mo-
ment I had forgotten you were leaving.
But speaking of etchings, if I could offer
a bit of advice? Try sulphuric acid instead
of nitric. It gives far better results. Most
artists use it. In fact, I 've never heard of
one using nitric acid.”

Symington laughed, but the laugh
sounded forced. “That’s the result of self-
study,” he said deprecatingly. “One makes
mistakes without realizing it. Sulphuric,
you say? Thanks for the tip. I'll try it.”

Once back in the house, the doctor soon
took his leave.

As he was shaking hands with Syming-
ton he again expressed his sympathy over
his loss.

“I know myself what it is to be lonely,”
he said, “but there are other consolations.
With your interest in art and your pipe
you can be reasonably content.”

“Pipe?” echoed Symington in some
wonder. “I don’t—"

“Don’t smoke a pipe? Cigarettes, then.”
The doctor pointed to Symington’s yellow-
stained fingers. “I see you smoke a great
deal. Try a pipe. It will double the en-
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