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A  tru e e x p er ien ce  o j  P. S. NICHOLLS, South Bend, h id .

“ LATE ONE NIGHT, re-
turning from a fishing 
trip, I dozed at the wheel 
o f my car while going at 
a fast clip,” writes Mr. 
N icholls. "Suddenly 
there was a blinding 
crash!

“ MY CAR HAD VEERED
off the road and smashed 
head on into a tree. My 
throat was gashed and 
bleeding badly. I was 
able only to whisper— 
and seemed doomed to 
die in the inky darkness. 
Then. . .

“ . . . I  REMEMBERED MY FLASHLIGHT! Somehow I  managed to get it from my 
tackle box and crawl weakly back to the road. Quickly the bright beam of the 
flashlight, waved in my feeble grasp, stopped a motorist, who took me to a 
hospital just in time. There is no doubt that I owe my life to dependable
'Eveready’ fresh D A T E D  batteries! ,r. ,,(S’Sned) sfs ,7 W

SAFETY FIRST! K e e p  a n  EMERGENCY LIGHT in  y o u r  c a r - f o r  t ire  
c h a n g in g , r o a d s id e  rep a irs , lo c a t in g  lo s t  a rtic les , i f  l ig h ts  g o  ou t , 
e tc . T h e  "E v e r e a d y ”  A u t o  F la sh lig h t , s h o w n  h ere , c o m p le t e  w ith  
"E v e r e a d y ”  fresh  d a t e d  b a tte r ie sa n d  s t e e r in g p o s t c la m p ,o n ly $ 1 .2 5 .

i i p B

EXTRA, 
LONG LtF 
8 A T T B R

&AT30KAL CARBOH c
The w ord  " E veready”  is a reg istered  trade-m ark oj S a tio n a l C arbon C o., Inc.

FRESH BATTERIES IAST L0HGER...^^*z&  DATE-LU^.
N A T I O N A L  C A R B O N  C O M P A N Y ,  I NC. ,  3 0  EAST 4 2 n d  STREET,  NE W Y O R K ,  N.  Y.

* L nit oj Cut on Carbide E G  and Carbon Corporation



Why Trained Accountants Command
1 High Salaries—and how ambitious men are qualifying 

by the La Salle Problem Method

P

V J T e t  this straight.
. By* ‘accountancy”  we do not mean “ bookkeep
ing.”  For accountancy begins where bookkeeping 
leaves off.

The skilled accountant takes the figures handed 
him by the bookkeeper, and analyzes and interprets 
them.

He knows how much the costs in the various 
departments should amount to, how they may 
be lowered.

He knows what profits should be expected from 
a given enterprise, how they may be increased.

He knows, in a given business, what per cent o f 
one’ s working capital can safely be tied up in mer
chandise on hand, what per cent is safe and ade
quate for sales promotion. And these, by the way, 
are but two of scores o f  percentage-figures where
with he points the way to successful operation.

He knows the intricacies o f govern
ment taxation.

He knows how to survey the trans- Business 
actions- o f a business over a given 
period; how to show in cold, hard 
figures the progress it has made and 
where it is going. He knows how to 
use these findings as a basis for con
structive policies.

In short, the trained accountant is 
the controlling engineer o f  business-— 
one man business cannot do without.

Small wonder that he commands a 
salary two to ten times as great as 
th a t o f  th e  b o o k 
keeper. Indeed, as an 
independent operator 
(head o f his own ac
counting firm) he may 
earn as much as the 
president o f the big 
and influential bank 
in his community, or 
the operating man
ager o f a great rail
road.

Some Examples
Small wonder that ac
countancy offers the 
trained man such fine 
ep p ort unities— op
portunities v  e\\ 'illus
trated by the success 
O f  th o u s a n d s  o f

LaSalle accountancy students.* For example— one 
man was a plumber, 32 years old, with only an 
eleventh grade education. He became auditor for 
a large bank with an income 32S per cent larger.

Another was a drug clerk at $30 a week. Now 
he heads his own very successful accounting firm 
with an income several times as large.

A woman bookkeeper— buried in details o f  a 
small job— is now auditor o f  an apartment hotel, 
and her salary mounted in proportion to her work.

A credit manager-—earning $200 a month— 
moved up quickly to $3000, to $3000, and then to 
a highly profitable accounting business o f  his own 
which netted around $10,000 a year.

And What It Means to You
Why let the other fellow walk away with the 
better job, when right in your own home you may 
equip yourself for a splendid future in this profit

able profession?
Are you really determined to  get 

ahead? I f  so, you can start at once 
to acquire— by the LaSalle Problem 
Method— a thorough understanding 
o f Higher Accountancy, master its 
fundamental principles, become ex
pert in the practical application o f  
those principles— this without losing 
an hour from work or a dollar o f  pay- 

Preliminary knowledge o f  book
keeping is unnecessaty. You will be 
given whatever training, instruction 
or review on the subject o f bookkeep

ing you may personal
ly need-—and without 
any extra expense to 
you.

I f  you are dissatis
fied with your present 
eq u ip m en t— i f  y o u  
recognize the oppor
tunities that lie ahead 
o f  you through home- 
study training —  you 
will do well to send at 
once for full particu
lars. The coupon will 
b r in g  th e m  t o  y o u  
w ithout any obliga
tion, also details o f  
La Salle’s convenient 
payment plan. 

C V i f e H s . ,

m a i l  t h e  c o u p o n  
NOW.

Through
A ccountan cy

LaSalle Extension University
A  Correspondence Institution

D E P T . 1 0 3 2 9 -H R C H I C A G O
O p p ortu n itie s  In A cco u n ta n cy — Check below and we will
send you a copy o f  “ Accountancy, the Profession that 
P ays," without obligation.

0  Higher Accountancy:
O th er LaSalle O p p o rtu n itie s : If more interested in one 
o f the other fields of business indicated below, check here:
□  Business M anagement
□  M od ern  S alesm ansh ip
□  T ra ffic  M an agem en t
□  Law : D egree o f  LL. B .
O  In du stria l M a n a gem en t
□  Business C orrespon d en ce
□  C redit and C o lle c tio n  

'C orresp on den ce

□  C om m ercia l Law
□  Modern Foremansltff)
□  Expert B o o k k e e p in g "
□  C. P . A. C oa ch in g
□  B usiness E nglish
□  S ten otypy
□  Effective Speaking
□  R a ilw ay A cco u n tin g

N a m e . . . ------------

Present Position- 

Address—

•Names available on request.



Vol. X XXIII, No. 1_____________ OCTOBER, 1940________________________Price 10c

Featuring the W orld’s Greatest Sleuth
in

A Full Book-Length Novel

THE PHANTOM AND THE 
CRIME LEGION

B y  R O B E R T  W A L L A C E
Taken from the Case-book of Richard Curtis Van Loan

(Profusely Illustrated)

Like a Brutal Devastating Army, Vicious Thugs Swoop Down 
on America—and It’s Up to the Phantom to Smash the Sinister 
Crime Conspiracy and Expose Its Ruthless, Power - Greedy 
L e a d e r ! ................................................. ....................................................................................  14

GRIPPING SHORT STORIES
A TRAITOR D I E S ...................................Ralph Berard 100

The Spy Reads His Doom in the Eyes oi His Judge

N U M B E R E D ..........................................John S. Endicott 105
Barney Sloan Planned the Perfect Robbery!

AND
THE PHANTOM SPEAKS . . . .  A Department 111

Join FRIENDS OF TH E  PH AN TOM , Our World-wide Organization

Published monthly by Standard Magazines, In a , 52 West 48th Street, Hew York, N. Y, Bitirg contents copyrighted, 1940, 
by Standard Magazines, Ina Subscription yearly, {1.20; single copies, $ JO; foreign and Canadian postage extra. Entered as 
second-class matter November 10, 1932, at the post office at New York, >\ Y,, under Act of i f  arch 3, 1819.
Names o f all characters used in stories and semi-fiction articles are fictitious. I f the name of any living person 
©r existing institution is used, it is a coincidence. Manuscripts must bo accompanied by self-addres6ed, stamped 
envelopes, and ere submitted at the author’* risk,
Read our companion magazines: Thrilling De*wrtivo, Thrilling Adventures, Thrilling Ranch Stories, Thrilling Wonder Stories, 
Thrilling Mystery, Thrilling Sports, Thrilling Western, Thrilling Love. Sky Fighters. The Lone Eagle, Everyday Astrology, West, 
Popular Sports Magazine, Popular Detective, Popular Love, Popular Western, Masked Rider Western Magazine, Texas Rangers, 
6 - Mon Detective, Ranger Riders Western, Detective Novels Magazine, S tra fe  stories, Black Book Detective Magazme, Air War, 

Startling Stories, Thriltieg Spy Stories. Rio Kid Western, Captain Future, The Ghost Detective, Exciting Detective, 
nuNTKO in tub  d. «- a. Exciting Western, M d The Masked Detective*.



BEFORE COMPLETING YOUR 
COURSE I OBTAINED 

MY RADIO BROADCAST, 
o p e r a t o r ’s  l i c e n s e

. AND IMMEDIATELY JOINED 
STATION WMPC WHERE I 

A M  NOW CHIEF OPERATOR. 
__ '-HOLl/S F HAYES'

327 MAOISM ST., LAPS,f / l  MKtL

I WAS WORKING IN A 
GARAGE WHEN I ENROLLED 
WITH N. R .I .  I A M  -NOW  
RADIO SERVICE MANAGER

FOR M _____
FURNITURE CO, 
FOR THEIR 

4  STORES. 
S« ''s> f ~ l  JAMES E  PYAM 

h a  second sr.
P,AU RISER, MASS

[CUPPING YOUR 
i COUPON GOT ME 
[STARTEp IN RADIO.
| I AM'NOW 1N'0HARG£\

OF THE -RADIO DE
PARTMENT FOR THE 
American Airlines '

AT CLEVELAND.
WALTER a. MURRAY

AMSOrCA# A'ZL/A£y MVAKJAM. 
Ajjisopr, c~. CVApANo, OHIO*

I OWE MY JOB TO THE N.R.L 
COURSE. I AM' FOREMAN 

IN A  RADIO FACTORY, 
MAKE WORE MONEY,

- AND HAVE TWO 
\ N. R . I. MEN ' 
HELPING M E . 

OTTO CLIFFORD 
M  m  saoojAJiy sir 
■ CMAALCrnC, iV/CM.

MY LOUDSPEAKER s y s t e m  
•PAYS ME ABOUT $35 A  WEEK. 

BESIDES MY RADIO WORK. IF 
IT HAD NOT BEEN F O R ,
VtlUR COURSE I WOULD 

S T IL L  8 6  M A K IN G - 
COMMON WAGES.
M l ATOM t, LEtBY, vW„

TOP TON, PA.

I EARH ilOTO IlS,
A WEEK. IN SPARE I 

\ Time and aucws 
HAVE PLENTY SO 

DO. ONLY TRAINED ’
| Men can fix  r a o io  

SETS NOWADAYS. Iowe my success)
" * »  N . R . I .

WILLIAM F. RUPP,
6/f GRGEN s r

BRIDGEPORT PA~

I f  y e n  c a n ’ t see  a  fu tu r e  in  y o u r  
p r e s e n t  j o b ,  fe e l y o u ’l l  n e v e r  m a k e  
m u c h  m o r e  m o n e y , i f  y o u ’ re  in  a 
s e a s o n a l  fie ld , s u b je c t  t o  la y  o ffs , 
I T ’ S T I M E  N O W  t o  in v e s t ig a te  
R a d io .  T r a in e d  R a d io  T e c h n ic ia n s  
m a k e  g o o d  m o n e y *  a n d  y o u  d o n ’ t 
h a v e  to  g iv e  u p  y o u r  p r e s e n t  j o b  o r  
le a v e  h o m e  t o  lea rn  R a d io .  I  tra in  
y o u  a t h o m e  n ig h ts  in  y o u r  s p a r e  
t im e .

Why Many Radio Technicians 
Make $30. $40. $50 a Week

R a d io  b r o a d c a s t in g  s ta t io n s  e m 
p lo y  e n g in e e r s , o p e r a to r s ,  t e c h n i 
c ia n s . R a d io  m a n u fa c tu r e r s  e m p lo y  
te s te rs , in s p e c to r s ,  fo re m e n , s e r 
v ic e m e n  in  g o o d -p a y  jo b s .  R a d io  
jo b b e r s ,  d ea le rs , e m p lo y  in s ta lla 
t io n  a n d  se rv ice m e n . M a n y  R a d io  
T e c h n ic ia n s  op en  t h e ir -o w n  R a d io  
sa les  a n d  re p a ir  b u s in e sse s  a n d  
m a k e  $30, $40, $50 a w eek . O th e rs  
h o ld  t h e ir  r e g u la r  j o b s  a n d  m a k e  
$5 t o  $10 a w e e k  f ix in g  R a d io s  in  
s p a r e  tim e . A u to m o b ile ,  P o l ic e , 
A v ia t io n , C o m m e rc ia l  R a d io ;  L o u d 
s p e a k e r  S y s te m s , E le c t r o n ic  D e
v ic e s  a re  o th e r  f ie ld s  o f fe r in g  
o p p o r tu n it ie s  f o r  w h ic h  N . R . L  
g iv e s  th e  r e q u ire d  k n o w le d g e  o f  
R a d io .  T e le v is io n  p r o m is e s  to  o p e n  
m a n y  g o o d  j o b s  s o o n .
Many Make $5 to $10 a Week Extra 

la Spare Time While Learning
T h e  d a y  y o n  e n r o l l,  I  s ta r t  s e n d 
i n g  y o u  E x t r a  M o n e y  J o b  S h ee t*

w h ic h  s ta r t  s h o w in g  y o u  h o w  t 9  
d o  R a d io  r e p a ir  jo b s .  T h r o u g h o u t  
y o u r  C o u rs e  I  s e e d  p la n s  a n d  d i 
r e c t io n s  w h ic h  h a v e  h e lp e d  m a n y  
m a k e  $5 t o  $10 a w e e k  in  s p a re  
t im e  y rh ile  le a r n in g . I  sen d  s p e c ia l  
R a d io  e q u ip m e n t  to  c o n d u c t  e x p e r i 
m e n ts  a n d  b u ild  c ir c u it s .  T h is  
50-50 m e th o d  o f  t r a in in g  m a k es  
le a r n in g  a t h o m e  in te re s t in g , f a s c i 
n a t in g , p r a c t ic a l .  I  A L S O  GIVIS 
Y O U  A  M O D E R N .P R O F E S S I O N A L  
A L L - W A V E , A L L -P U R P O S E  S E T  
S E R V IC I N G  IN S T R U M E N T  to  h e lp  
y o u  m a k e  m o n e y  f ix in g  R a d io s  
w h ile  le a r n in g  a n d  e q u ip  y o u  f o r  
f u l l  t im e  w o r k  a fte r  y o u  g ra d u a te .

Find Out What Radio, Television 
Offer* You

A c t  T o d a y |  M a il th e  c o u p o n  f o r  
m y  64r-page b o o k ,  “ R ic h  R e w a r d s

I HAVE BEEN 1N BUSINESS 
TOR MYSELF FOR TWO 

YEARS, MAKING BETWEEN 
*200 AND $300 A 
MONTH. BUSINESS 

HAS STEADILY 
INCREASED, J 

a p u e  j . f p o e h h e r .
400 IK TEXAS ATS.

SOCLE CREEK, TEXS

[ * T < r >

t o  R a d io . "  I t  p o in t s  C ut R a d io ’ s  
s p a r e  t im e  a n d  fu ll  t im e  o p p o r t u 
n it ie s  a n d  th o s e  c o m in g  in  T e l e v i - } 
s i o n ;  te lls  a b o u t  m y  c o u r s e  l a ; 
R a d io  a n d  T e le v is io n ;  s h o w s  m o r e  
th a n  100 le tte r s  f r o m  m en  I  h a v e  
tra in e d , t e ll in g  w h a t  th e y  a re  d o in g  
a n d  e a rn in g . R e a d  m y  m o n e y  b a c k  . 
a g r e e m e n t  M A I L  C O U P O N  in  a n  
e n v e lo p e  o r  p a s te  en a p e n n y  p o s t 
c a r d — N O W  l

J . E. SMITH, President 
Dept. OK09, National Radio Institute 

Washington, D. C.

M A IL NOW*Get 64 page book FREE
J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. OKS?
National Radio Institet*, Washington, D. C.

M a ll m e  F R E E , w ith o u t  o b l ig a t io n ,  y o u r  6 4 -p a g e  
b o o k ,  MR ic b  R e w a r d s  in  R a d io .*  (N o  sa le sm a n  
w i l l  ca lL  W r it e  p la in ly .) Age.
N a m e  .. 
Address
C i t y .....................................................s t a t e .............................. . . .

•  ■ »  mmmmmmm mmmmmmmmmmmmm mmmm ■ » « *



An Opportun
Offered You By a Man Who 
Built a Nationwide Busi
ness After the Age of 55

Starting from scratch, but with a business device that thous- 
ands o f  companies have since installed, the writer o f  this 
advertisement has proved that the seasoned, mature man 
has nothing to fear from life i f  he works in the right field.
So many o f  our most successful men are well beyond forty, 
that we are addressing this advertisement to more such men, 
feeling that they will be a definitely greater asset to us.

Not A 1*Get~Rich-Quick”  Scheme
Please understand. The only way you can make 
money with this proposition is by showing 
results. But take a look at the following: A. O. 
Davis of New York who made $110.77 clear in 
cnc day (SEVEN were REPEAT orders); E. L. 
Taylor, Virginia, $58-35 in a single day; L. F. 
Strong, Kansas, $163.38 profit in two days. If a 
few others interest you, read about these: C. W. 
Ferrell, who passed 1,000 sale mark, each paying 
from $5 to $60 net profit per sale; I. J. Kcuper. 
Delaware, over $1,000 clear his first month, ana 
10 forth, more than wc can mention here.

Not "A  Morning Glory”
As a sound business man, you ask, “ Is this a flash 
in the pan that will be here today, gone tomor
row?’ ' The answer is that wc have now been a 
national factor for over ten years, yet have 
barely scratched the surface because you can’t 
get around to see hundreds o f  thousands o f pros
pects even in ten years. Wc have men who nave 
been with us for years, still with us today, busy, 
making real money, plenty of if, and happy 
to be with us.

A Proved, Valuable 
Business Device

First, and briefly (not much space left now )— 
Wc sell an invention that docs for anywhere 
from less than 2%  to 10% of the former cost a 
job that must be done in probably 99% of the 
offices in the country. You walk into an office 
and put down before your prospect a letter from 
a sales organization showing that they did work 
in their own office for $11 which formerly could 
have cost them over $200. A building supply 
corporation pays our man $70, whereas the bill 
«cuid have been for $1,6001 An automobile

dealer pays our representative $15. whereas the 
expense could have been over $1,000. A depart
ment store has expense of $88.60, possible cose 
if done outside tne business being well over 
$2,000. And so on. It has been put into use by 
schools, hospitals, newspapers, etc., as well as 
thousands oi large and small businesses in 135 
lines. Practically every line is represented by 
these field reports we furnish you, which hardly 
any business man can fail to understand. And

f ou make a minimum of 67 cents on every dol- 
ar’s business — on repeat orders as well as first 

orders — and as high as $1,167 OQ each $1,500 
business done.

This Business Has 
Nothing to Do With 

House to House Canvassing'
Nor do you have to know anything about high- 
pressure selling. “ Selling”  is unnecessary in the 
ordinary sense of the word. Instead of hammer
ing away at the customer and trying to “ force'* 
a sale, you make a dignified, business-like call, 
leave the installation — whatever size the cus
tomer says he will accept — at our risk, let the 
customer sell himself after the device is in and 
working. This docs away with the need for 
pcssurc on the customer — it eliminates the 
handicap of trying to get the money before the 
customer has really convinced himself 100%. 
You simply tell what you offer, showing proof 
o f success in that customer’6 particular line of 
business. Then leave the invention without a 
dollar down. It starts working at once. In a few 
short days, the installation should actually pro
duce enough cash money to pay for the acal, 
with profits above the investment coming in at 
the same time. You then call back, collect your 
money. Nothing is so convincing as our offer 
to let results speak for themselves without risk 
to the customer)

No Money Need Be Risked
In trying this business out. You can measure 
the possibilities and not be out a dollar. / /  
you are looking for a business (hat is not tnrr~ 
crowded — a business that is just coming into 
its own — on the upgrade, instead of the down
grade — a business that offers the buyer relief 
from a burdensome, but unavoidable expense 
— a business that has a prospect practically 
in every ofBce. store, or factory into which 
you can set foot — regardless of size —  <Aoi «  
a necessity but does not have any price cutting 
to contend with as other necessities d o —  that 
becauso you control the sales in exclusive terri
tory is your own business — that pays mere on 
tome individual soles than many men make »n a 
week and sometimes in a month's time —-  If such 
a business looks as if it is worth investigating, 
get in touch with at once for the rights in your 
territory — don't delay —  because the chances 
are that if yon do wait, someone else win have 
written to ue in the meantime — and If it turns 
out that you were the better man —  we’d both 
be sorry. So for convenience, tua the coupon 
below — but send it right away — «r  wire it  
you wish. But do it now. Address

F. 0 . ARMSTRONG. President 
Dept. <047-K, Mobile. Ala.

RUSH FOR EXCLUSIVE 
TERRITORY PROPOSITION

F. E. ARMSTRONG, pres..
Dept404T-K, Mobile, Ala.

Without obligation to me, send me full in
formation on your proportion.

Strict or Route----------------------------- ...



Step Up Where You Belong

RIE N CE that promotes constant progress, you 
practically M U S T  b a ck th a t  ability w ith T R A IN IN G  . . . 
com bine experience w ith E D U C A T IO N . Using only a P A R T  
o f  your SPARE>“tIme, you  can train A T  H O M E  for the

What Is Your Present Level o f Preparation?
The FIRST proof of persona! ability is your capacity 
tosee the n eed  for training and to GET IT. The man 
or woman who doesn’ t rea lize  that education is 
V IT A L  to  success— or w ho says he or  she “ doesn’ t have 
time,*’ “ hasn’ t the m oney”  or that study is “ too h a rd "— 
sim ply  lacks one o f  the fundamentals o f  the A B IL IT Y  to 
m ake good . Am erican School (Chicago)  graduates by  the 
thousands have -P R O V E D  that anyone w ho W A N T S  an 
essential edacaG on C A N  H A V E  i t  You can, toot

You Are Only HALF a Man Until Training 
Hounds Out Your Ability and Experience

To^make your natural ABILITY pay you profits, 
et jobs that give you the kind of EXPE-

g ood  position y ou  w a n t I f it is W O R T H  having, it  D Er 
M A N D S  training and is W O R T H  your effort!

Write for Facts 
1 No Obligation
Make up your 
mind to enjoy the 
GOOD things in 
life. H ave F A IT H  iif 
yourself, in your coun- 
try  and in your fu
ture. Expect Success 
a n d  get rea d y  fo r  iL  
W rite for F R E E  Bul
le t in  T O D A Y . :(S ee  
coupon .)

; Only the 
“ Leavings"

W ith  o n ly  g ra d e  s c h o o l  
education, you  are virtu 
a l ly  C O N D E M N E D  t o  
the low  pay, menial job s  
t h a t  o t h e r s  D O N ’ T  
W A N T  . . . b e c a u s e  
T H E Y  a re  t r a in e d  fo r  
b e t t e r  t h in g s .  H o m e  
study can fit Y O U  too  for 
m ore desirable, better paid 
positions.

Pays Up to 
$16 a Week EXTRA Income
U .S . Bureau o f  E ducation  figures 
prove that the average high school 
graduate earns $16 a week more 
than grade school graduates.

Y ou  can com plete our simplified 
H igh School Course in S P A R E  
tim e at hom e, as F A S T  as tim e 
and ability  pem iit. M A N Y  F IN 
ISH  IN  2  Y E A R S . Equivalent to 
resident school w ork— prepares 
for college, pre-professional ex
aminations. business, industry. 
Standard texts. D iplom a. Or if 
you ’ve had som e high school, 
F IN IS H  now . C redit for subjects 
already com pleted. Single subjects 
if desired. L ow  tuition, easy terms. 
Am erican S chool, C h icago, e s t  
1897— endorsed b y  educator*.

Pays Op to $25 a Week EXTRA!
G o v e r n m e n t  fig u res  s h o w  th a t  g r a d u a te s  o f  s p e c ia liz e d  
t ra in in g  o f  c o lle g e  g r a d e  a v e r a g e  $25 a w e e k  m o r e  than 
h ig h  s c h o o l  g r a d u a te s , $ 4 1  m o r e  t h a n  g r a d e  s c h o o l  g r a d 
uates. B ut whether you  failed to  finish college— or failed to  co m 
plete high school— hom e stu dy  C A N  H E L P  Y O U . Basic high 
school subjects are included in vocational courses listed below.

M ore than 150 noted educators, engineers and executives helped 
prepare American School courses. A n Advisory Board o f  20 ou t
standing authorities— each an active leader in his field—13 consulted 
when our w ork is prepared or  charged. A  Staff o f  com petent in
structors—home study specialists—w orksclosely with the individual 
student. W hy continue in an  underpaid, overworked job — subject 
to  periodic layoffs? Step up where you belong, into well* paid, pleasant 
work where you  com m and the admiration and respk:t o f  others. 
F or full details, mail coupon R IG H T  N O W !

s e a « b b
American School, D ept G 753, Drexel Ave. at 58th St., Chicago. I!

Gentlemen: Piease send me FR E E  information covering specL
training in subjects checked below. N o obligation on my part,

□  H igh S ch ool Course
□  A ccou n tin g  and A uditing O D raf ting and Design
□  A rch itectu re  and Building □  Liberal Arts
□  A u tom otive  Engineering
□  B usiness M anagem ent,
□  Aviation
□  E lectrical Engineering
□  Elec, and  Gas R efrigera tloa
□  Air C on d ition in g  
□ D iese l Engineering

□P rivate Secretary
□  M echanica l E n gin eerin g '
□  Radio and Television
□  Salesm anship
□  H om e E con om ics  C ou rse*
□  Business Law
□  Retail Merchandising

Name----------------- ------------ --------------------------

Spare Time Training Can Help You in Your Work—and Socially



MAKE YOUR OWN RECORDS AT HOME
With HOME RECORDO you
can make a record of your sing
ing1, talking, reciting or instru
ment playing right in your own 
home, too! No longer heed the 
high prices of recording ma
chines <?r studio facilities pre
vent you or your family or 
friends from hearing their own 
voices dr playing. No experi
ence necessary. No ' ‘mike1* 
fright to worry about. No com
plicated gadgets. In a jiffy you 
can set up HOME RECORDO, 
play or sing or talk, and imme
diately you have a record -which 
you and your friends can hear 
as often as you wish.

C H A R LIE  BA RN ET
and other famous orchestra 

leaders use

HOME RECORD©

YOU TOO
R I G H T  IN Y O U R  O W N  H O M E
Everything is included. Nothing else to buy and 
nothing else to pay. You get complete HOME 
RECORDING UNIT, which includes special re
cording needle, playing needles, 6 two-sided un
breakable records. Also spiral feeding attachment 
a n d  combination recording and playback unit 
suitable for recording a skit, voice, instrument 
or radio broadcast. ADDITIONAL, 2-SIDED 
BLANK RECORDS COST ONLY 75e per dozen.

A N YO N E CAN M A K E A R EC O R D
I f  you play a musical instrument, or if you sing, or if you just 
recite, you can make your own records. You can also use 
Home Hccordo for recording letters to your friends, and tliey 
can play them back on tlieir own phonographs.

Charlie Barnet with Judy Ellington and Larry Taylor, 
his band, listen to a record they Just made with Home

H A V E  R E C O R D I N G  P A R T I E S
You'll Ret a real thrill out of HOME RECORDING. 
Surprise your friends by letting them hear your voice or 
playing right from a record. Record a snappy talking fea
ture. Record jokes and become the life of the party* 
Great to help train your voice and to cultivate speech* 
Nothing to practice . . . you start recording at once . . * 
everything necessary included. Nothing else to buy. Just 
sing, speak cr play and HOME RECORDO unit, whicbk 
operates on your electric or hand-winding type phonograph, 
will do the recording on, special blank records we furnish. 
You can immediately play the records back os often as 
you wish. Make your HOME MOVIE, a talking picture 
with Home Recordo, Pimply make the record while film
ing and play back while showing.

SEND NO M ONEY! H U R R Y  COUPON! S T A R T  RECO RD IN G  AT ONCE!
Operates on Ycur A.C. or D.C. Electric Phonographs, Record Players, 
RadiO'Phone Combinations, or Hand Winding Phonographs & Portables

COMPLETE OUTFIT $ l ) .9 8
I N C L U D I N G  S I X  T W O - S I D E D  
B L A N K  R EC O R D S O N LY
HOM E RECO RDIN G CO.

Studio KP
ll^WEST 17th STREET NEW YORK, N. Y.

2

HOME RECORDING COMPANY
Studio KP, il West !7th St.. New York, N. Y.

Send entire HOME RECORDING OUTFIT (includ
ing 6 2-sided records) described above, by return mail. 
I will pay postman $2.96, plus postage on arrival, lEend 
cash or money order now for $3.Of) and save poutage.)

Send................... dozen additional blank recorda
at $.T5 per dozen.

N a m e . , v , . . . . . . . . . . . . .  t . » . . — •»*
Address............................................................................. « . •
City and State...................... ................................... » ......... ..

Note: Canadian and Foreign $3.59 cash with order
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Ptcstjou ore tokl and shown what to do and how  
to do It. Then you^Jo it youreelf.

EASY TO LEARN
-E A S Y  TO PAY

Don’t let lack of money hold yon back. If s*oo 
need part-time work to help out with living ex

penses while you train, my employment depart
ment will help you find it. W o also g ive'yoa 
valuable lifetime employment service afcev 

you graduate. And remember this: If you 
are short of money you can get this train
ing first and pay for It beginning 60 
days after you graduate— in 12 monthly 
payments.

“ LEARN BY DOING”
Hot a Correspondence Coarse

In  my shops you “ Learn by Doing 15 
on real electrical equip
m ent, wind arm atures* 
do house-wiring, work 
©n real dynamos 
generate**, etc.

Send Today For Details of My. 
PAY-AFTERGRADUATIOr PLAN /
Are you out of a job? Are you working long hours at low pay In a Job you 
don't like? Are you wondering where you tan find a Job that will givo you 
steady, interesting work with better pay? If this applies to you and you are 
between 16 and 40 then yon owe it to yourself to read every word of this 
message. Here at Coyne you have an opportunity to get 12 weeks of prac
tical shop training in ELECTRICITY— training that can help fit you for 
you* start towards a better job  and better pay— and you can get this 
training first and pay for It after you graduate. My school is not the 
usual kind of school. It ’s more like a shop— a place where a fellow who 
Ukcs to  get |ris hands on machinery feels right at home. For that’s 
exactly how you train, and because you “ Learn b y  Doing”  right here in my 
shops you don’t need previous experience or advanced education. You 
do real work on leal motors, generators and dynamos. You operate bis, fac
tory-type switchboards, wind armatures and do house wiring. You train fa 
those and other branches of electricity— all with capable instructors to tell 

you and show you how. And right now I ’m  Including 
valuable instruction in DleseL, Electric Refrigeration 
end Air Conditioning at no extra tuition cost.

Mail Coupon for FREE BOOK
Get my big free book. It’s filled with facts and pictures which 
tell the whole fascinating story. I'll also tell you about port* 
time employment while training, today’s electrical oppor
tunities. and my “ Pay After Graduation”  plan, and the 4 
weeks extra Radio Course I ’m now including. Malt tbs  
coupon for this big free book today.

a

Boms of

&

H . C. LEW IS, President 
CO YN E ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 
690 S. Paulina S t .  Dept 70-81, C h icago. I!L §

Please send me your bis free Opportunity Book wuS aU I 
the facts about Coyne training, and the plana to kelp n  1 
fellow who wants to  sat ahead, 8

*" I............. a
i

. . .  i
...................................................................   i

K A L IS ..

A D D R E S S.,

CUV. STATE.



GROUP LIFE POLICY THAT
T O T A L  C O S T  O N L Y

$ s ® 0 0

HI A
GRANDPARENTS, PARENTS, 
CHILDREN, AGES 1 TO 75 
ALL INSURED IN ONE SINGLE 

LIFE INSURANCE POLICY
Genuine Life Insurance —
No Medical Examination

The extremely low cost o f this marvelous Family 
Group Life Insurance Policy is made possible 
because the Bankers Life and Casualty Co. has 
reduced selling costs to a minimum . . . this 
policy is sold by mail—no high-priced, high- 
pressure selling agents will call on you. Bock-

*1,000.00
Maximum Indemnity for Nat

ural or Ordinary Death

$2 ,0 0 0 . 6 0
Maximum Indemnity for  

Auto A c c id e n ta l  D eath

$3,000.00
Maximum Triple Indemnity 

for Travel Death
keeping costs have been reduced because an 
entire family can be insured in a single policy—• 
requiring only one policy, one premium notice, 
etc., etc., for as many as ten persons in a family.

LIBERAL BENEFITS SHOWN IN TABLE BELOW
T h e am ount o f  insurance p a y a b le  u p on  th e  death  o f  any  o f  the 
persons insured hereunder shall b e  the am ou n t set ou t in the fo llow 
ing table for the attained age nearest b irth d ay  a t  death o f  such 
person  d iv ided  b y  the num ber o f  persona insured hereunder im 
m ed iately  preceding such  death.

FREE Inspection for 10 Days
Now everyone in your family may enjoy sound 
life insurance protection. Regardless o f which 
member o f your family dies . . .  or how they 
die, after this policy is in full benefit, it pays 
cash promptly. You don’t have to risk a penny 
to inspect this policy . . .  we want you to examine 
it carefully, ask your friends about it. Don't 
delay . . . you never know when misfortune 
strikes. Be prepared with safe, sound life insur
ance for every member of your family.

Send No Money—No Agent Will Cali
Don't send money! Just fill out the coupon and 
get the details now, without a single penny of 
expense to you. Learn all about the free 10-day 
Inspection offer.

Table of amount of insurance purchased by a 
monthly payment of one dollar.

N atural 
or Ordinary A uto Travel
A ccidenta l A ccidenta l A ccid enta l

Death Death Death
at Death A m ou n t A m ou n t A m ou n t

1-40 $ 1 0 0 0 .0 0 $2000.00 $3000.00
41-50 75C.cn 1500.00 2250.00
51-5S 500.00 1000.00 1500.00
57-62 300.00 600.00 S0C.CO
63-68 2 0 0 .0 0 400.00 600.00
69-75 1 0 0 .0 0 2 0 0 .0 0 300.00

ACT NOW—AND RETU RN  COUPON AT ONCE
g BAN KERS L IF E  AND CA SU A LTY  CO.
|  Bankers Insurance Bldg., Jefferson Sta., Desk,35 , Chicago, !!L
gI Please send details and tell me how to get the Family 
I Group Policy for free inspection.

N am e---------------------------------------------------
S tr e e t  o r  R . F . D . ---------------------------------------

S ta te

1



'7 They Never Knew 
ItWas SO EAST To Play
Thousands Learn Musical Instruments 

By Amazingly Simple Method
No Teacher, No Musical Knowledge 

Required. In a Short Time You 
Start Playing Real Tunes! 

700,000 Now Enrolled

THINK tlie tun V O l’ air mining! The popularity, 
I’riemteiup, giiqil limes? W hs? Bccehisp you think it's 

hard tu k-arn music. You have an idea that it's a slow, 
toil ions task, with lots of boring drills and exercises.

T h a t 's  not thi- t vwntietb-eenmrv w av ! Surely you'v e heard 
the news! Hmv people a ll over the world have teamed to 
p lav In- a method so sim ple a child can understand it— so 
fascinating that it's like  p laying  a game. Im ag ine! You 
Ira n i without a teacher— in your spare time at home— at a 
cost ot mi I v a few {'cuts a d ay ! You learn bv the famous 
prim -and-picture method— evert position, every move before 
v«.ijj i-\vs in big. c h a r  illustrations. You C AN  T  go wrong! 
And best or a ll , you start p laying  real nines almost at once, 
from ihe v m  first lesson.

N o  n e t - d ! r i s ,  t d i U l a s h i u i t e d  ‘ ' s c a l e s "  

and exrrri<e>. No confused, pei p i t t 
ing Miul>. You learn  to p lay b> p lay
ing. It ’s i l lr i l i in g , exciting , inspiring?
No wonder hundreds of thousands ot 
people have taken up m usic this eany
w ay. No wonder < m husiastic tetters 
like those icp rm ku 'til here pour in 
from all over the world .

Sound interesting? W e ll, just name 
the instrument vou'd like to play and 
we'll prove you C A N ! I f  interested, 
m ail the coupon or w rite .

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC 
29410 Brunswick Bldg.,

New York City

Loomed <*jlcUy i t  Home, I  didn't 
d iva i:. 1 .-.i ' iX: u 'lcu H y  WNir.l to iH&v 
wiii.'.'j* a fMf'K-r. Sfi>v '\lvri J iUiiy 
f u r  | n ' i i > i ! > *  ( J i v y  t u i i ' l b  b e l i i - v e  l l M  • I  

N ;e ru-il 1o pl.\y so •v*»i| in no *.,i)i : a 
* luv. ‘ n . r .  1 isiif.

“ Thar's Gold In Timm Thar HUlbUly Songs.“
iT a *r ! i*r p im m '/ilu  trsm lf, " . . a li;vi" iiii-l olhar 
l>cpi;tiir for/ii. ! .di !>riMi;l:i fasne iiii-l fi»n ni.-  ̂ to 
11: . i i j y  w h o  hi ar-'i-d i i I j y . mi: f r .r  r | in  fu n  u f  It . 
Tl-.mium-ls Ufi'r- 1 1 1 s i - I  •ini*.\p«‘ i,re<J pk*u-uiv 
run! |jiom in ji. h* ;  ■. thunk i tn U ic unique 
jn'-finvl Mm? ill like ■ M at.,:i/JngJy va>y u» learn.

Send for FR EE Booklet and 
Print and Picture Sample

S«-f f<T ynljpielf l.mV Ik la  whKi Iit Gj J 
•i.hu-ih i !yi, t.,. link: «.•••!?& sit 

«!nwn. in tsie i»:i•.•*«•> or y-wr i. » h 
JUiiii—. s% i' I i tin- IrXiu-i-sl lr:^ ji'ii'-fm  
t u !  I ■■.■ukLirt. " I l l  Vr ' l l  i . l . i l 1. M i l l - ' :
ai llvilii' ’* \i> f i n l o s r t l - i ■ .:> i 
ifiv id e  ]»!• Vi-i.r-'.-if \vh<-1l . ! r  . t u n t i l  

;il.i.v I..!.* r. j . j  vvti.% •.hi.,:r-.iim iit. 
s n s i ! : - , . |  m  i : S . - n \ | | U  - . v f . i - T i  w a r n . -  ! .  

o.h-£i i : i

Wouldn't T.iU  $1,000."TJu* l-;!¥snrj>j ur.» ao tfiluHv.'' WrJti'K *S. E. 
A . K a n s a s  C i t y .  M o . 
" i l i i i i  i it iy o ru 1 v im  m i-
i h T - ' U l . l  ■ I it* I i l  I I . . i n :
Im u n - .J  m  jiJ.vy l>y ii-oo
•;i a liM lr jin.ro i!:ii.i 
a  j u o j i U i .  i  W y U  U i n ' t  

U l ; . ’ ;-| I •!: - 11 • I ■ In i -
l j r -  i i » v  . • i . ' i r - r

*.U!mil pUt'ili' xi-J/ra

Found Acrordion Easy. 
'T ‘vo always warilml to 
play the piano accordt- 
on. '1 wriu>s *H. £. fr<uu 
CnJluda. '‘but 11 Kill pUt. 
IM  u.ver team it. Then
1 r < ‘ U i l  l i l H i i i l  y o u r  k S i i t M i * .

I dnn'r. know Jmw to cv- 
p r c - i s  m y  * r t l  h i  m i  m u  "

L i  u m  r /■ :jup i I PU'tufit: t-

P l a y s  c n  R a d i o .  1 «• i : j 
happy in luE! you th.ai 
f o r  n m r  w t t ;k>  1 In iy e  
been oi: J.!=e jiIj* •/'»•! ■•ti: 
liVriil 1.1 dli ■ S'J-i-r: S-.
thanks lu vi*u- ir.-liisi 
tioii i'iii* su-'ii -y• • 11•:-1
fjit rtouvst!. n v  li. ^ . 
A l r x b a n i J

U . S . S C H O O L OF M USIC
29410 B runsw ick B ld g ., New Yo rk  C it y .  N Y .

1 M:j | ! i : i ; r 'C i l  III inU.li1 SU:Jy I.V i :- 11.-Hit
1 0 '- , :  ; l - i i i - . j r . -  1 1 „ - •• • P-i.iT-1* .'lie .S • • J i* f : V 1 ■; ic i" ji in tit i.v.ii.i v* t'.i :ujt‘ SziiOlu-

ê .i- .0 ih - m e  ’ mid i :m? tfiev iTuit A
Piano fh '.rv io F lu toVeiilin W::n<ivlin PtofoloGin tar Ukulele OamnPi.-.no Acctrd'on f<■ i et Drums and TransPlain Accordion 1 ruiopol Modtirn Elcmi;ritfir>-SiM'lliKi lie H *i HarmonyCello Cl.irinot Vuico Cullurc
M :^ w y lio n  In U .- ta r Ti Dnibi:-rio

Uisvi? YouNuuo ................ . . Ti,: • 11 ..-1C ? ..........
A J d r - s H ................................................................................................

1 ' i l y  . . ........................
Zl ‘  l.i.r* P.V 5b..:'.let
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PARTIAL
CONTENTS P ^ I 9 4 I e d i t i o n  o f  t h i s  M am m oth  ( o t a i o q

I

Art I >; let r |
IKJd lt*VKI

Air Prstolf 
A llijoforl 
Afchery Set*
Bonki (j Voulrt 
Boromcten 
Bicycle O fnom cntl’ 
Billfoldt fir Com Pyrin 
Boon
Bop>i for Lover*
Books on Ventriloquism 
Candid Cameras 
ChouK Icons
Chemistry & Scientific Self
C.gorelte C om
Coin Checks
Cowboy Novelties
Curious Seeds
0<»gvj*ci
Clectrccol Appliances 
Clcctric BoscbaH Gome 
Elcd/ic £yc 
Electric Pants Preiser 
Electric Tic Printer 
Eire trie Trams 
Elcctio-Ploteti 
Exercisers 
Exploding Jokers 
Fencing Supplies 
Field Glo&ses 
Fircorim and Rifles 
Firework*
Fishing Supplies 
fortune Tellers 
Gomes of Chance 
Hobbies
Home Workshop Tools 
Hula Hylo Skirts 
Hunting Knives 
Hypnotism Books 
Indian Novelties 
Indoor Gomes 
Inkles* Fountain Pen 
Jewelry 
Key Checks 
K*H
Lirj Animals 
Circ Art? Villages
i.ock$
Magic TticVt 
Make Up Goods 
M ortage License 10c 
Microscopes 
Model Airplanes 
Muscle Developers 
Musical Novelties 
Novel Rings 
Novelty Clocks
Occult Novelties 
Office Time Sovers 
Oriental Novelties 
Over 300 6c Books 
Pennants, Awards 
Pipes
Pocket Adding Machines 
Porfobte Radios, 69c Up 
Press Cards 
Printing Presses 
Projectors 0  Films 
Pueele Money Bones 
Pus vies
ftodros & Supphei 
Rcod Thc-flack Cords 
Religious Articles 
Rubber Stomps 
.Secret Money Belts 
Sex Books 
Skeleton Keys 
Slide Rules 
Smokers' Novelties 
Spiritualistic Novelties 
Sporting Goods 
Stomps
Sweater Emblems 
Symbol Jewelry 
Telegroph Sets. I Sc up 
Telescopes 
Transmitters 
Turtles
39c Typewriter 
Wotchcx
Weird & Mystic Articles
Wjji

9 0 0 0 N O  V E L T J E* 628 PAC£S./ t/o oiher fotajo<f * KQQQ illustrations

6;Color Cover *48 Page Rotogravure Section
N urty
Thick.

World'* 
Greatest \£f 
Collection 1  
ol Novelties1

I ts  wonder*will AoTO your to*
trirftfl and faKin*
l io n  fo r  h o u r* . I f  
you've neverhadone w  of the** rvmoykabla wj 
( Atffiaprt In your hxrtdi.  ̂
rfu tT l w a f t  an o th e r m in 
u te  b e fo re yo tixe n tf fo r  l i t
It •m tF ro m  A l l Rush

the
Coupon

C o rn o n  o f  the  W o r ld  y  
JOHNSON SMITH *  CO. 
Depl-529, DETROIT, MICH.

SE QUITE LIKE IT!
m o i v  I j . t e n e s t i n j r  i l i . ^ i  a  w u i t i r *  f . n r *Pii -kc*4 full Of -111:1 d*PK*r*pi U>ei» w-fitiMlto »H fmru C.r The Wr.rld xrciuxlti .̂ res- lertjimlrur Jind useful *fil.-le» ti.ui,* A  whS;li >s>4 

>L-r kiirw cxlnu-J —-hiiiidi t*.1i of I (•>niH hut s-*ld 111 X1**rt«3—. dox.-fli Of In.ntJi
wxnt*d but nflvpr hnow wh»/p to find. 

Tbny re oil Ici (m j ;in^r!n£ SKW OOIxIOaf. 
.OOO dlfTr m il jirtU'kb*, 3.i.UK> ilius- tr.\4innfl- Mom l mmi'lelC- rntJiU-g of 

U* kln<5. C ot*M 7 '̂llit aiill »ihhy l*, ncw'Oji alyivfl uf r.iut!|i)
typo rjiTî rriN. r»?llnic [rHofi.ItuftM and rl£tis. fni.Ht|n£ 

I'OiHl*, bi:vk.l, horiit.^elrct oivult ik-vcUIoi. *tr*iv,:c u v i u x o
Hvo reptl I t“i, efC-. •I*:., In f j.x" i 

lliuiJMrtd* vt *M che Ixcext 
ji n v r | 1 | n «. 
TTiany Unob- UilllXlrlV fixe- whrrr. Kfapj 
llvns l-ronjclil 
fmih
IimwIx — rromitlrumie f-H-n- 
I^'. L)iv'<#»£ -rc-4itnt Vvl. J.'ilUm of un
usual rniTiK» 
J n ChoR ii d II —
M ii t f y  I i -
y ii « ' II i) m 
(•{«• Rood.

j a c k a s s  
C I G A R C T  
DISPENSER

Nob of lh* Mexo 
And out comes « 
c^ga re t—u n d e r 1h# tX.H Ori-Xt Jxuich 
prchtucL-r xn4 prac- 
tlcaJ ClBam 4l»- 
penxer, Nold* SO eigaretX* finished 
Wood, movable heed end Lad. Old Hill  
fc»)ty M o m  x H t  cm Ja rk a n x  w ith  caxe 
of cor^ tlkXer Colorfully dNlpHNl. 
Crrii fnr (Jm or nfflco- 7 A-Ox*

OiVin? S U B M A R IN E
I O iy r L<irfo

Divn or eidn 
water. Win dive 
AdJu*»uMe dlvlnj

and under
ike 11 e»rni* up.lie fine, lee !jrr.-.k- 

or. ItiuJder. AdjUXt-̂ hla
lee hrr: b # I I ;b M

Chnmln*T. rciwprful ijrlvirn? Suulur. KeluJ-al wn rolnm, rr-jillf.i1** lo*-V- 
lr*R, IOb3-m. IvrtJT. ClOHRlelf flKht 
dirwn far ertlalJ detXll5 . A l l  Hlftxl  
er.oinel construction. f  O
Rneedy, F o e tp a ld ...................^  ^  ^  V

LIVE CHAMELEON
W ot<h It C h a n g e  C o lo r f  

A LIVE PE T1 
25C

<4 el .*:*.e <ff Ctiabv MiOH *%uutl*rful eroiiiuivs. Wx:rli II e%-.,ini:e eul.iy. St'j • lv* 111 KV'in. \'eai •**.*.•• jri the 
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By ROBERT WALLACE
Author of ‘‘The Phantom’s Murder Money," “ The Phanto-m 

and the Vampire M urdersetc.

Like a Brutal Devastating Army, Vicious Thugs Swoop Down on 

America —and It's Up to the Phantom to Smash the Sinister Crime 

C onspiracy an d  Expose Its Ruthless, Pow er-G reedy L ea d er!

CHAPTER I 
P lunder  !

T HE night was calm and be
nignly peaceful. A  full moon 
glowed serenely from the 
star-studded sky, and the air was 

clear, balmy.
Certainly this was no night for 

criminals who would move stealthily, 
and unseen. Thieves, with greedy 
lingers itching to grasp illegal loot, or 
killers, with murder in their ruth
less hearts, would surely prefer a 
night when clouds were heavy and

an opaque blanket of fog would con
ceal the shadowy marauder.

Against the moonlit sky, the huge 
warehouse which rose on the New 
Jersey side of the Hudson River was 
etched into bold relief. A massive 
building of fireproof brick, with steel- 
shuttered windows, it had an aspect 
of impregnable security. Within its 
strong walls, in vaults of steel, were 
hundreds of thousands dollars worth 
of furs entrusted to its care.

Those furs were protected by every 
modern device. Burglar alarms lit
erally made the entire building alive 
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16 THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

with nerves. Let those nerves be dis
turbed and they would flash instant 
warning to the alert police and pri
vate protective agents.

A grizzled watchman, almost a su
perfluity with all the mechanical pro
tection present, was doing the rounds 
inside the warehouse, checking each 
vault, stabbing shadowy comers with 
the beam of a flashlight. Secure in his 
vast, protected citadel, he could not 
imagine that even now, out of the 
clear peaceful night, menace was clos
ing in!

From one of the main highways to 
the west a huge truck, bearing the 
name of a transcontinental express 
company, was turning into a branch 
road. From a shore road above the 
Palisades, a second large van was also 
taking a turn. And from still a third 
direction came another vehicle— a 
powerful-motored coupe, its windows 
closed, its interior dark save for the 
faintest glow from the dashboard.

As if drawn by a magnet, trucks 
and coupe were converging from their 
separate routes—and so well timed 
were their speeds that all met simul
taneously on a dim street less than 
half a block from the big warehouse.

The trucks parked at discreet 
distances from one another. The 
coupe slowed with engine turning 
over, some distance behind. For a 
moment all three vehicles remained 
there, immobile in the clear starry 
night. Then the headlamps of the 
coupe dimmed, brightened, dimmed—• 
like two evil eyes flashing a command. 
And the response was prompt.

Men leaped from the two trucks, a 
score of them, in low-pulled hats or 
caps. Moonlight etched hard faces, 
glittered from blue-steel barrels of 
pistols and sub-machine guns, and 
from other metal implements.

With one accord these men ran to
ward the warehouse. None of them 
spoke a word. They moved like some 
well disciplined army in mufti, an 
army in open attack, a modern Blitz
krieg that relied on boldness and

speed, even as real armies were do
ing in war-torn Europe.

BRICK walls and shuttered win
dows did not feaze them. A short 

ladder was hoisted to the nearest win
dow at one side of the warehouse. 
One man climbed. Hands passed -up 
to him a blow-torch which hissed into 
livid flame. The flame spewed against 
the steel shutter.

Other implements went to work, 
and in seconds a hole was cut in the 
steel. The blow-torch operator gave 
way to another man wearing rubber 
gloves. Using pliers with a deftness 
that was extraordinary, he cut the 
nerves that protected that window.

In less than three minutes, the 
shutter was open, the glass was cut 
away neatly and handed down, in one 
piece. Silently, the men were c lim b 
ing through tiie window.

So swiftly had they worked that 
only now did the watchman, in the 
building detect a sound. Instinctively 
he snatched out the .38 from his hol
ster, moving toward the nearest 
alarm-button.

He never reached it. Across the 
dim-lit floor came the swarming, si
lent gang. Blue-steel muzzles raised.

“Wait!” the watchman cried, try
ing to throw up his hands. He wanted 
to live. “Wait!”

The hard faces of the speechless 
men showed no response. It was as 
if they had not heard. Then two au
tomatics spat almost simultaneously. 
The reports echoed through the ware
house. The watchman gave one 
gagged, choking cry— in that final in
stant seeing his family, his wife and 
children, bereft— and then slumped to 
the floor, his eyes glazing.

The men who had so ruthlessly 
slain him did not even take a second 
glance at his corpse. Again they 
moved like an army, climbing stairs, 
moving to vaults. More implements 
were wielded by expert hands, Ob
viously here was no gang of ordinary 
burglars. Those tough vaults yielded
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to them like tin cans, and equally as
tonishing was their continued speed. 
In seconds they were hauling tagged 
bundles from the broken vaults. 
Priceless furs — chinchillas, minks, 
sables and ermines. In minutes they 
had stripped the vaults and were 
leaving with their booty through the 
window that had given them access.

The loot was loaded into the two 
idling trucks and the silent gang 
climbed in. And from the powerful 
coupe still on the scene, a pair of eyes 
peered through the windshield with 
greedy triumph. A dim figure 
hunched over the wheel, was speaking 
to himself, as if he must give voice 
to his thoughts.

“ It’s just as I knew—they are per
fect!” he mused triumphantly. “With 
a gang like this, I can become a dic
tator of crime throughout the nation! 
I can make millions—millions!”

He laughed gloatingly in the gloom 
of his little vehicular domain. Then 
his fingers jiggled the coupe’s light 
switch. Again the headlamps flared 
and dimmed. The trucks ahead 
started to roll their different ways. 
The coupe sped in a third direction.

Save for that broken-out window 
the warehouse seemed as secure and 
impregnable as ever. But within, 
vaults were twisted out of shape, 
doors bent, wires cut, and the corpse 
of the hapless watchman stretched 
cold and stiffening in the pools of 
his own blood. . . .

SHORTLY past noon, on the fol
lowing day, one of the largest 

banks in midtown Manhattan was 
bustling with activity. Depositors 
waited in lines before the busy tellers’ 
cages. Other customers moved down 
to the safe-deposit vaults. A bank 
guard in uniform stood on duty, his 
revolver in its holster.

Suddenly, without warning, the 
bank’s revolving doors propelled 
hard-faced men into the place. Men 
who moved with the precision of an 
army, gripping leveled revolvers and

sub-machine guns. This time one of 
them spoke, but only a few words:

“ Stick ’em up! Move, and you get 
plugged!”

There was something almost me
chanical about the menacing speech. 
It might have come from a phono
graph. Though the words were clearly 
enunciated they seemed to lack hu
man expression.

From that moment on, the devilish 
work was carried on by gestures 
alone. Tellers were forced out from 
behind cages, to be lined up with 
bank officials, the bank guard, and the 
frightened depositors. One teller evi
dently had some wild idea of press
ing an alarm-button. A gun promptly 
blazed. The teller fell, as cold-blood
edly murdered as had been the ware
house watchman.

Greedy hands reached for currency, 
for money bags. Other men went to 
the open vault, herding a bank official 
before them. Again there was the 
amazing dispatch, the precise, tim
ing. In minutes the gang rushed out 
with the loot, heading for two long 
black sedans, behind which a coupe 
was unobtrusively parked—a power
ful gray coupe whose closed windows 
were fogged, obscuring the driver.

Inside the bank, the infuriated 
guard moved even before the last 
gangster was through the revolving 
doors. Gripping the gun they had not 
bothered to wrest from him, he 
barged onto the street, as the gang 
were climbing into the sedans. The 
bank-guard began to fire—pumping 
shots. Desperation gave him aim at 
that moment. One of the gang sud
denly cried out in mortal pain, pitch
ing to the pavement.

From the window of one of the 
sedans came the sudden staccato of 
a sub-machine gun, sounding like a 
Gargantuan typewriter in the roar of 
city traffic. Flame danced and leaped 
from its snout. The bank guard went 
down, riddled.

Pandemonium reigned in the street. 
But the wail of police sirens was ris-
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ing now, and the next instant the 
first prowl ear came hurling around 
a corner, just as the two sedans were 
starting their getaway!

The bluecoats, realizing the men in 
the sedan must be the men who had 
held up the bank—the alarm was still 
sounding—raced to intercept them. 
And in that moment the gray coupe 
which had been idling at the curb 
suddenly let out its powerful engine. 
That coupd leaped head-on toward the 
side of the prowl car as it sped past.

From the midst of the pandemo
nium came the sound of crashing steel 
of heavy metal ripping into more 
yielding metal! The police car was 
suddenly on its side, its whole body 
battered in where the heavy coupe 
had rammed it! Perhaps neither of 
the bluecoats riding in it knew what 
hit them. One was killed outright in 
that terrific crash ; the other was mor
tally wounded.

The sleek coupe which had done 
that murder ramming had amazingly 
escaped damage. It was gone now. 
Like some watchful hawk it had pro
tected its brood, enabled the two se
dans to get safely away before other 
prowl cars reached the scene.

Others were arriving now, blue
coats leaping from them. They found 
the wrecked prowl car with a brother 
officer dead, and one wounded. They 
heard the dying bank guard gasp:

“Wounded one of the gang—on the 
sidewalk there!”

The patrolmen followed his waver
ing arm before it dropped lifelessly. 
Rushing across the pavement to the 
gang-member who lay stretched out, 
the police stared down, incredulous, 
horrified.

“My God!” a husky sergeant 
choked. “ What in the name of— ”

The member of the strange gang 
who had fallen no longer even looked 
like a man. He was dead. And his 
entire body seemed to be burning, 
smoldering! Clothes and flesh, before 
the very eyes of the police, were be
ing eaten away by invisible, flameless

fire! There were strange, bubbling 
stains on the sidewalk. The fire 
seemed to be burning there, too.

“Don’t touch him!” the sergeant 
commanded. “No telling what caused 
this!” He shook his head. “ Fat chance 
of identifying this mug now—he 
hasn’t even a face left!”

CHAPTER II 
Legion of Chime

WO major robberies 
in t w e n t y - f o u r  
hours! And that 
was only the begin
ning,

In short order an
other b a n k  wa s  
robbed, a jewelry 
store in Trenton 
was broken into and 
stripped of price

less gems, wealthy homes were bur
glarized, safes, reputedly burglar- 
proof were opened like cheese boxes. 
Through it all ran a certain grim 
similarity in the precision and skill 
of the modus operandi which, to
gether with the testimony of those 
who had sometimes actually seen the 
gang, linked all the crimes.

The alarm spread from New York 
and nearby states, over a continent. 
Teletype wires buzzed and hummed. 
Circulars came from pounding police 
presses. From local to state author
ities, and to the mighty F.B.I. in the 
nation’s capital, went the alarm that 
a new kind of gang was striking ruth
lessly, swiftly, over a wide range.

And the American public, intent on 
following war events abroad, now be
came aware of a menace within its 
own shores—the Crime Legion!

The Crime Legion! Thus had the 
newspapers dubbed the silent, mys
terious gang, A legion of brazen 
thieves and killers! Who were they, 
these men who had created an un
precedented and rampant crime- 
wave?

The police and the F.R.I. sent all
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available officers into action. Every 
clue, from the infinitesimal to the ob
vious, was sifted and analyzed. The 
skill exhibited by the gang indicated 
that among them were men highly 
experienced in various trades. Yet 
files revealed no known criminals who 
used identical methods. Fingerprints 
believed to be those of gang members 
failed to check with any prints on file 
at the F.B.I. Cars and trucks known 
to have been used by the gang were

The Phantom

found abandoned. They proved to be 
stolen cars and trucks.

The police, more and more on the 
alert managed to down more of the 
Crime Legion as they swiftly an
swered alarms. But always, before 
the gangsters could be identified, their 
clothes and flesh wrere burned away 
by a mysterious, flameless fire!

Who were the men of the Crime 
Legion? Who was their leader? These 
questions were taken up by the entire 
public and a vigorous press. Newspa
pers the country over printed all 
known facts about the Legion so that 
any reader who might gleam some 
clue from everyday life might aid the 
gigantic manhunt. And there was one

mighty newspaper whose accounts 
were always the most accurate and 
informative—the New York Clarion!

In the building that housed the 
great journal, red and green lights 
winked on the immense switchboard, 
where girls in headphones sat answer
ing calls from far and wide.

“New York Clarion. . . . Sorry, Mr. 
Frank Havens is busy on another 
wire, just now. One moment.” A jack 
was plugged into place. “ Mr. Havens, 
will you take a call from Trenton—■ 
the State Police?”

“Newr York Clarion,” another girl 
was saying. “You’ll have to hold the 
wire. Mr. Havens is on another line.”

The girl leaned back, shaking blond 
locks.

“We’ve never had so many calls— 
and all from the police! Seems they 
all decided to call Mr. Havens at the 
same time.”

“ It’s this terrible Crime Legion,” 
another put in, nervously. “ Guess 
they expect Mr. Havens to do some
thing about it.”

“Maybe he know's how to get some
one who can!” the other operator sug
gested mysteriously.

HIGH in the tower of this im
mense, modem Clarion building, 

a gray-haired man sat at a mahogany 
desk, weary from the incessant calls. 
His answers were monotonously the 
same, for all he usually said was:

“I can’t promise. I’ll see.”
Now he wras listening to a high 

officer of the F.B.I., calling from  
Washington*

“ I tell you this is the most baffling 
crime outbreak we’ve ever faced,” 
the man was saying. “We’ve all 
agreed there’s just one man who 
might cope with this devilish Crime 
Legion efficiently. Mr. Havens, we 
want you to contact—the Phantom!” 

Even the F.B.I. official spoke the 
name of crime’s most dreaded Neme
sis with respect.

“Put the Phantom on this case, and 
we’ll cooperate with him fully—so
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will all local police units. We’ve got 
to smash this Crime Legion, whoever 
or whatever they are! They’re mak
ing a laughing stock of law and or
der !”

“I’ll see if I can get the Phantom.” 
The reply of Frank Havens, owner of 
the Clarion and a string of other 
equally powerful papei’s throughout 
the continent, was guarded.

He hung up, leaned back, the lines 
in his rugged face etched deep. Idly 
his hands ruffled through the four 
o’clock editions of newspapers still 
wet from the presses downstairs, pa
pers with bold, glaring headlines. 
Frank Havens shook his head.

“The world seems almost to have 
gone mad!” he sighed.

In Europe armies were at bay as 
a war engulfed nation after nation, 
spreading in a conflagration whose 
final result no one dared predict. And 
now in peace-loving America, a crim
inal gang was on an unparalleled 
rampage—threatening the country’s 
security and order. In the light of 
the Crime Legion’s activities, all 
other local news was insignificant.

Havens glanced at a story relegated 
to the bottom of the second page. It 
read:
SHIP LINE OFFICIAL

MYSTERIOUSLY SHOT

POLICE FAVOE SUICIDE TH E O R Y

John B. Powell, a vice-president of the 
Green Circle Ship Lines which, before the 
present war, operated luxury liners across 
the Atlantic, was found dead in the study 
of his New York home last night, a bullet 
from a heavv-calibered revolver in his head. 
The police could discover no motive for mur
der. Intimates and business associates of 
Powell declared that of late he had been 
morose because of the curtailment of the 
company’s passenger service, due to war 
conditions. . , .

Havens' lips tightened. That would 
have been front page news before the 
Crime Legion had shoved the war it
self over to sub-heads on the front 
page. A big shipping magnate shot!

And to Havens that news struck a 
more intimate, personal blow than the 
stupendous news of gang activities. 
He had known John B. Powell, had 
often seen him in the company of an
other vice-president of the Green 
Circle Lines, Clinton Hathaway, who 
was one of Havens’ oldest and closest 
friends. They belonged to the same 
clubs.

“Hathaway took it hard all right.” 
Havens was recalling the haggard, 
grief-stricken face of Powell’s as
sociate and his own friend when he 
had seen him at their favorite club 
this afternoon. “ He acted queeriy, 
too, as if it meant more to him than 
he wished to convey. Frightened of 
something. . . . ”

HE CLOSED the paper with a 
heavy sigh. Yes, one suicide—or 

murder even—was insignificant com
pared to the rampant activities of the 
Crime Legion! And local and Fed
eral authorities had beseeched Frank 
Havens to put the Phantom on that 
case!

They had known that the Phantom, 
the scourge of crime, the world’s 
greatest detective, could be contacted 
only through the good offices of Frank 
Havens, publisher. For only Frank 
Plavens knew the true identity of the 
Phantom! To others the Phantom was 
a human enigma of a thousand faces, 
an almost legendary figure whose 
anonymous soubriquet was feared by 
the entire underworld as the swoop
ing hawk is feared by. the robber 
sparrow.

Even now Havens was considering 
ways and means of summoning the 
Phantom. The publisher strode out 
through French doors to a terrace 
just under the high spire of the Clar
ion’s tower. Below, the city churned 
with toylike life. Atop the tower was 
a great beacon which at Havens’ 
command could flash a powerful red 
light, in coded signal. Often had that 
red light summoned the Phantom 
from some corner of Manhattan or its
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environs. But it could not summon 
him now. For, as Havens well knew, 
the Phantom was beyond the range 
even of that powerful light.

Moreover, he could not be reached 
by telephone, telegraph, or even 
radio!

CHAPTER III 
Summons

ICHARD C U R T I S  
VAN LOAN, debo
nair even in faded 
slacks and a polo 
shirt, raised languid 
eyes from the porch 
of the Adirondack 
hunting lodge.

“Hello, boys and 
gals,” he drawled. 
“ Back so soon? And 

from your empty hands and sad faces, 
not much luck, eh?”

A group of young men and women 
in hunting clothes, carrying rifles, 
trooped up the steps of the rustic 
building in the dusk.

“Nary a stag,” sighed a blonde 
from last year’s deb crop, whose pho
tographs regularly adorned the rota- 
gravure sections. “ But you shouldn’t 
talk, Dick. You were too lazy even 
to come along with us.”

“Guns,” Van Loan said sadly, 
“ frighten me. They might go off and 
hurt somebody.”

The young man -whose father 
owned this pleasant, isolated spot on 
a mountain top, grinned.

“Honest, Dick, I wonder how you 
got up energy to accept my invitation 
and come up for this vacation—much 
less stay! All you’ve done is sit 
around— ”

“ I’ve eaten,” Van amended. “Your 
cook is excellent. But I do think you 
overdo this rustic stuff. Here we are 
stranded—no telephones, radios. We 
might be barbarians living in the 
caveman era.”

A bright-eyed, socially registered 
brunette laughed.

“Dick, I do think you’d make the 
cutest caveman!”

Van Loan chuckled. As a matter 
of fact, indolent though it was, the 
rippling muscles beneath the polo 
shirt that clothed his athletic young 
body might well have been the envy 
of the more active young men. To 
them the lithe, perfect body of this 
idler and bon vivant who seemed to 
live only to spend the fortune his 
father had grubbed for, was a mys
tery and a paradox. They gathered 
around Van, looking at him with tol
erant amusement. The girls not for
getting, however, that he was by far 
the wealthiest of all bachelors in 
their set.

“So you long for civilization again, 
Dick,” his host said. “ Wonder how 
you’d feel if you ŵ ere really rough
ing it. Here we have servants, sup
plies, electricity, comfortable beds, 
steam baths. As for the lack of com
munications, that’s deliberate. Some 
of us have worries back there in town 
—and we really want to forget them. 
You wouldn’t appreciate that, eh? 
For me, it’s a relief not even to see 
stock market reports.”

“And not to hear about the ghastly 
war,” one of the girls put in.

“ Not to mention the latest murder 
or robbery,” said another man.

“You might have something there, 
at that,” Van Loan grudgingly ad
mitted, lighting a cigarette.

In the dusk the flaring match 
briefly etched his handsome face, and 
there was something in it the others 
did not see. Laughing, they filed into 
the lodge to prepare for dinner. Alone 
on the porch in the gathering twi
light, Richard Curtis Van Loan still 
sat indolent and relaxed. He believed 
that this rest, this surcease from the 
very thing that had last been men
tioned, had really done his nerves 
and muscles good. Yes, he had needed 
it, though now he felt he had taken 
more time than he should have. His 
handsome features went grim in the 
gloom. What crimes might not have
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been breaking while he had been up 
here “away from it all?”

The very idea that Dick Van Loan 
should have more than a casual inter
est in crime would have seemed ab
surd to his friends. Little did they 
dream that the man who seemed to 
spend all his time lazing and playing, 
was in reality the most fearless crime- 
fighter ever to pit skill and strength 
against nefarious and cunning crim
inals—that Van Loan wras the dread 
Nemesis of crime known as the Phan
tom!

FRANK HAVENS alone knew that 
secret, for Havens, who had be

come a second father to Richard Cur
tis Van Loan when the young man’s 
parents had died, had been partly re
sponsible for the Phantom’s creation. 
When Van, wearied of idling, longing 
to use his brain and strength to some 
purpose, had at Havens’ behest 
tackled and solved a crime case baf
fling to the police, he had found a new 
meaning to a life hitherto empty.

The identity of Van Loan, playboy, 
had remained what it had always 
been—a mere shell covering the true 
man, covering now the fearless crime
fighting Phantom. The Phantom! 
How Van had labored to fit himself 
for that arduous role! The midnight 
oil he had burned mastering every 
phase of criminology, every allied 
science that might better equip him 
to thwart criminals! Also he had 
learned every art of defense. His 
mastery of disguise and mimicry ex
celled that of any actor of stage or 
screen.

The Phantom’s last hazardous tri
umph over crime had been followed 
by Havens’ insistence that he go away 
for a complete rest, so now here he 
was among friends who thought him 
lazy and useless. A wry smile twisted 
his lips. Yes, and those girls who 
looked at him so hopefully, little knew 
that he could never enjoy the normal 
life of other men—marriage, home, 
children. For the Phantom could have

no ties, no interests outside of the 
perilous work to which he was dedi
cated, heart and soul.

“Oh, Dick!” one of the girls called, 
from within the lodge. “Better come 
in! We eat!”

“ Coming,” Van drawled-, crushing 
out his cigarette and rising.

The drone of the airmail plane 
which regularly passed overhead at 
thife hour drifted from the darkening 
sky. Van, seeing the wing-tip lights 
of the craft, thought again how shut- 
in this place was from all news, even 
from mail. Twice he had considered 
going down to the nearest village and 
contacting Havens— or at least hear
ing current news. But he remem
bered Havens’ words:

“You stay there, get crime out of 
your mind, so you’ll be fresh for your 
next case. If anything comes up, I’ll 
find some safe way to contact the 
Phantom.”

As Van moved across the porch to 
the screen door, he noted that the roar 
of the mail plane’s motors seemed un
usually loud. The ship was flying low. 
That was odd, because visibility was 
good, and the plane usually flew much 
higher to make certain of clearing 
mountain-tops. It was sweeping over
head now, a great winged shape in 
the dusk, its red and green wing-tip 
lights. . . .

Van’s lithe body stiffened suddenly, 
eyes widening. The red wing-tip light 
on that plane was flashing! It was 
winking on and off, in short dots and 
dashes—a code that was not Morse, 
but one which Van knew 'well!

The big mail plane wheeled in its 
course, flying low and noisily over
head, so noisily that Van’s host sud
denly peered out of the opening screen 
door.

“Say, is something the matter with 
the mail plane tonight?” he asked.

“Guess he’s just correcting his 
route,” Van drawled indifferently.

But he realized now that even had 
he been in the house, that plane would 
have attracted his notice. Its red
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light continued to wink. It circled 
once more before it zoomed sharply; 
into the darkening sky.

BUT Van had read its flashed mes
sage in the code known only to 

Frank Havens and himself. 
‘■'Phantom! Come at once!”
That had been the terse signal, re

peated over and over.
How Havens had contrived to have 

the mail plane flash that secret code, 
Van did not know. But he did know 
that some major crime must have 
broken—that no time must be lost!

For months afterward, the story 
of Richard Curtis Van Loan’s unfor
givable behavior at the lodge this twi
light was repeated over society’s 
grapevine.

“Why, my dear, you wouldn’t be
lieve it,” the feminine version ran. 
“Dick, always a perfect gentleman, 
suddenly became a beastly cad! He 
told us he was fed up with rustic life, 
sick of the sight of us, and he "was 
clearing out, just like that !”

And the masculine version: “ I felt 
like taking a sock at him, only there’s 
something about that fellow that just 
makes you steer clear.”

At any rate, Van rode away from 
the lodge, down the mountain to a 
small private aviation field he had 
previously chartered for the high
winged monoplane which had flown 
him to the Adirondaeks. At his prior 
command, it was serviced and ready 
for use.

Van was soon lifting the little ship 
into the night sky, and flying speedily 
toward New York. . . .

Frank Havens, his coat collar 
turned up, a Homburg hat jammed 
over his gray head, paced the concrete 
walk of LaGuardia Airport. The 
night had deepened, another night of 
clear stars and a full moon. The huge 
beacon on the airport’s rotunda swept 
in its funneled arc. Planes arrived 
and departed—big transcontinental 
passenger ships, mail planes, a few 
private craft.

Frank Havens

From his office at the Clarion, 
Frank Havens had pulled the strings 
that had sent his message to the 
Phantom—via airmail! This he had 
done through the Federal authorities, 
and even the few high officials con
tacted did not know that the purpose 
of the device was to summon the 
Phantom. The aviators were told to 
flash the wing-light in a certain given 
rhythm, but were unaware of its 
meaning.

The Phantom, Havens knew, would 
report directly to the Clarion office— 
if he got that message! But Havens 
was too impatient to wait, and had 
headed for LaGuardia Field. Richard 
Van Loan rented a hangar here, and 
should logically fly here from the 
Adirondaeks.

The publisher raised his eyes at the 
sound of a new rising drone in the 
starry sky. A moment later, a fleet
winged monoplane was gliding in for 
a landing. Havens was certain it was 
the private plane belonging to young 
Richard Curtis Van Loan.

The publisher saw it land across 
the field, even glimpsed Van Loan 
climbing from it. But Havens did not 
go out to meet him. Such a meeting 
might be too risky, if anyone sus
pected that Havens had called the
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Phantom, for his meeting with Van 
Loan might somehow be linked to the 
Nemesis of Crime!

In fact, Havens had come merely 
because he was anxious to see if Van 
had got that message. Now the pub
lisher turned, pushed through the 
waiting crowds, a tight grin on his 
lips. He meant to try to beat Van 
back to the Clarion office. He strode 
smartly back to the sleek, small coupe 
he had left in the airport’s parking 
space— a coupe which was privileged 
to bear a police shield on its front. 
He opened the door—and stepped 
back with a startled gasp.

A STRANGER was sitting in the 
car, a sharp-faced, hatless, red- 

haired man.
The man looked at him, insolently, 

Havens thought.
“ It’s okay, Mr. Havens,” he said in 

a nervous, quick voice. “ I thought 
this was your car.”

“ Who— ” Havens stammered. He 
had never before seen this man in his 
life.

“I’m Martin, of the Buffalo Call— 
your rag, Mr. Havens. They sent me 
to report to you for a Manhattan 
job.”

“ I don’t recall anyone named-—” 
Havens began, and stopped.

He had all he could do to conceal 
his amazed and warm surprise, as 
unobtrusively the man in the coupe 
lifted one hand to tug fleetingly at the 
lobe of an ear. A little signal that was 
known only to himself and one other 
man In the world.

“Very well, Martin, we’ll drive to 
my office,” Havens said, without 
changing his own tone.

He climbed in behind the wheel of 
the coupe, and started toward Man
hattan, with the red-headed “Martin” 
at his side. From the dashboard a 
radio, tuned in on the short-wave 
used for police broadcasts, was 
switched on— a habit Havens had de
veloped since the outbreak of rampant 
crime.

CHAPTER IV
Get-Away !

NLY when the air
port was left behind 
did the publisher 
show his true feel
ings. He turned and 
looked with affec
tionate warmth at 
the man beside him.

“Van!” he said. 
“ How on earth did 
you manage this ? 

Will you always fool even me with 
your amazing disguises?”

Van Loan chuckled.
“Your own ingenuity in sending me 

that summons, Frank, calls for much 
more praise,” he said in his natural 
voice. “ I figured something big must 
be up, even had a hunch you might 
have come to the airport. As soon as I 
landed, I slipped off and spotted your 
car. You took some minutes to reach 
it, but I had made a bee-line for it. I 
even had time to put on this hasty 
disguise and rub red dye in my hair. 
Your coupe furnished enough pri
vacy.”

Frank Havens’ surprise had turned 
to relief. Due to the Phantom’s fore
thought, precious time could be saved. 
Now Havens could rush the Phantom 
straight down to Police Headquarters 
where Inspector Thomas Gregg was 
to act on behalf of other authorities 
as well as the New York Police and 
cooperate fully with the Phantom.

The publisher was speeding the car 
across the Triboro Bridge. Van looked 
at him sharply.

“Well, Frank, what is it this time?” 
“ You mean you have no idea? But 

that’s right, you said this young- 
friend of yours excluded radio and 
newspapers on that vacation. Van, 
the most diabolical crime-wave this 
country’s ever had, has broken loose. 
And you’ll have to enter this case 
without a single decent lead! The 
Crime Legion leaves no evidence!” 

“The Crime Legion?” Van repeated



THE PHANTOM AND THE CRIME LEGION 25

From behind the pillar the Phantom pulled trigger as the men closed in (Chapter V)

curiously. “Who and what are the 
Crime Legion?”

Havens gave a bitter laugh. “That’s 
the maddening question the police and 
F.B.I. expect you to answer, Van!”

As he drove into Manhattan, turn
ing downtown, the publisher tersely 
gave Van all the facts known about 
the mysterious gang. Silent and at
tentive, the Phantom listened, leaning 
back with half-closed eyes. Before 
Havens had concluded, Van realized 
that never in his career had he been 
called on a more sensational and baf
fling case. When he opened his eyes, 
they were grim. He had come out of 
his temporary retirement to find a 
hellish force of crime at work!

“And you say even fingerprints 
supposedly left by members of this 
gang check with no known criminals ? 
Yet obviously”—the Phantom was 
thinking aloud— “the gang must have 
seasoned hands in it. It sounds in
credible, Frank.”

“ It is incredible,” Havens amended 
grimly. “And you’re going to need 
every ounce of skill and strength to 
fight this menace, Van! As soon as 
Inspector Gregg can give you the few 
more facts— ”

He stopped. The short-wave radio 
was bringing the voice of the police 
announcer, in its clear monotone.

“Signal Thirty-two. . . . All cars. 
. . .  Signal Thirty-two.”
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“That’s a hold-up signal,” Van said 
quickly.

“All cars,” came the announcer’s 
verification. “ Gay-Way Club, West 
Fifty-first Street. . . . Gay-Way Club, 
West Fifty-first. , . . Hold-up in 
progress.”

“ The Gay-Way!” Richard Curtis 
Van Loan, socialite, was speaking 
now. “That’s one of the swankiest 
night spots— ”

“Hurry, all cars.” And then the 
announcer’s voice seemed to lose its 
unemotional official tone, became al
most shrill with excitement. “ It’s the 
Crime Legion!”

STARTLED, Havens almost forgot 
to steer the rolling coupe. But 

Van Loan became suddenly cool as 
ice.

“ Here, Frank, let me take the wheel. 
You have a police siren on this car, 
haven't you? Just slide over.”

As he spoke he himself squeezed 
past the shifting publisher, who had 
slowed the car for this change of po
sitions.

A moment later the coupe, with its 
police siren screaming for the right 
of way, was hurtling through the 
night at a speed which would have 
been recklessly dangerous in any 
hands less firm than the Phantom’s! 
For in this moment Van Loan had 
truly become the Phantom! His eyes, 
in his disguised features, were slits. 
The Crime Legion was striking! If 
only he were quick enough, perhaps 
he could at once come to grips with 
this murderous outfit!

As they neared the night-club dis
trict, other sirens joined their own. 
Speeding prowl cars were converging 
on the club, as the police, fiercely anx
ious to get the jump on the elusive 
Legion, were heading there hell-bent.

Less than three minutes from the 
time they had caught the signal, the 
Phantom and Havens reached the 
scene.

A groan of frustration broke 
promptly from Havens then, mingled

with something of sheer horror. 
Across the street, where prowl cars 
were skidding to stops, flashed the 
neon sign of the Gay-Way. Before 
the awning of the swank club was a 
scene of pandemonium. A crowd of 
well dressed men and women— evi
dently the robbed patrons of the club 
—stood gesturing confusedly.

On the same pavement sprawled 
the bloody corpse of a uniformed 
doorman. There was also another 
inert heap there. Van, slowing the 
coupe, caught a glimpse of it under 
the garish neon light. A smoldering 
corpse— clothes and flesh already 
eaten away, still going.

“One of the Legion! That’s what 
happens when any fall by the way- 
side!” Havens spoke with horror as 
he started to open the coupe’s door. 
“ It’s clear they’ve already made their 
get-away— ”

Again the dashboard radio inter
rupted.

“Attention, all cars! Report re
ceived two Cadillac sedans heading 
west, last seen at Sixty-first and 
Eighth Avenue. Give pursuit. Keep 
tuned for further reports.”

Van pulled Havens back into the 
seat and stepped on the gas. The 
coupe literally catapulted forward. 
Other police cars were also hurtling 
from the night-club scene. The radio 
kept giving guidance, based on re
ports from alert-eyed police who 
again and again spotted the two es
caping sedans.

“ This time it looks as if the Legion 
men didn’t get away fast enough,” 
the Phantom said hopefully. “The po
lice are on the job !”

But Havens’ tense voice held no 
such hope.

“They’ve been this close before— 
but the gang always got away!”

The publisher’s prophecy seemed 
fulfilled just minutes later. The chase 
had led to West Street, under the new 
vehicular ramp highway along the 
rippling Hudson. Here was a whole 
congregation of police cars, their com
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bined headlamps making a circle of 
light. Havens and Van alighted and 
threaded their way through bluecoats. 
Havens’ position and influence gave 
him open sesame.

In the center of the clustered prowl 
cars were two Cadillac sedans— 
abandoned!

“ Stolen cars, of course,” a weary, 
heavy voice was saying. “And not a 
sign of the gangsters who used ’em!” 

“ Hello, Inspector Gregg,” Havens 
said. “So they got clean away again 
—after leaving one dead but burned 
beyond recognition.”

TNSPECTOR GREGG, who had 
-L managed to get in the very fore
front of the furious chase, nodded.

Van’s keen eyes had been taking in 
the surroundings. Across the cobble
stones was a vacant space between 
docks, and below it was the river.

“ Inspector,” the Phantom said. 
“With the river right there, don’t you 
think possibly— ”

“ Sure,” Gregg answered impa
tiently, without noticing who had 
asked the question. “ We’ve thought 
of that. Other chases, on the Jersey 
side, have also led to the river. Right 
now' Harbor Police are on the lookout. 
Some speed-launches have been seen 
going downstream, toward the bay. 
But if they’re the gang, they won’t 
get past the police boats. . . . Say, who 
the hell are youV’ He looked at Van 
for the first time.

Havens was about to introduce Van 
as Martin, out-of-town reporter. But 
Van’s eyes were purposeful slits now', 
as he himself spoke crisply.

“ Inspector, get some of your men to 
commandeer a speed-boat for me. I 
want to go downstream myself. 
There’s a yacht club near here w'here 
you can get such a boat.”

“A speed-boat, eh? How about an 
ambulance to Bellevue— ”

The inspector stopped abruptly. 
Casually, Van extended his right 
palm beneath the detective chief’s 
eyes. Headlight beams caught the

iridescent sparkle of tiny flawless 
diamonds, set in a platinum badge, 
forming the design of a tiny domino 
mask!

The inspector’s eyes lightened 
writh comprehension. Throughout 
the world that sparkling emblem 
wras known to all officers of law- and 
order!

“The Phantom!” Gregg breathed. 
“Damn it, I’m glad you’re in this 
business! But what makes you think 
you can do anything with a speed
boat, w'hen the Harbor Police—”

Nevertheless, the inspector wasted 
no time in heeding the Phantom’s re
quest. It was only a matter of min
utes before he had commandeered a 
high-pow'ered little launch from the 
nearby yacht club. Tense and wor
ried, Frank Havens watched Van 
climb into it alone, as Gregg repeated 
for the last time:

“You sure you don’t want me or 
some of my men to— ”

“ I think I’d better try this alone,” 
said the Phantom, decisively. “ It’s 
just a gamble, but alone I might spot 
something— if the gang are on the 
river.”

He cast off, opened the throttle, and 
sent the launch hurtling dowm the 
Hudson. Spray swept up at his grim, 
thoughtful face. The police had been 
on the very tail of those sedans, yet 
their occupants had escaped. The 
river seemed the logical answer. A 
change from car to boat had been 
made by gangsters many times. It 
was an old trick to cover tracks. Not 
much time had been lost, and if Van’s 
hunch was correct the Legion men 
should still be somewrhere on the river 
—with their latest plunder!

Van had switched on the red and 
green port and starboard lights, but 
otherwise his borrow'ed speed-boat 
was dark as it cut the waters, going 
down-river. Then, hard ahead, he 
saw several sweeping searchlights, 
weaving back and forth like groping 
tentacles. Behind them were the dark 
silhouettes of harbor patrol launches.
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With that barrier across the river, no 
craft could pass without being seen 
and challenged.

The police, burning to come to 
grips with the Crime Legion that was 
making a joke of the law, were spar
ing no efforts!

THE Phantom calculated swiftly, 
keenly. If the Legion had used 

launches— and his hunch still insisted 
that this was the most logical answer 
to their get-away—they could not 
have got past this part of the river 
before the harbor boats, swiftly sum
moned, had reached here. Then, some
where between where they had 
started and those harbor boats wait
ing ahead, the Legion. . . .

The Phantom turned his speed-boat 
while still some distance from the 
Harbor Police barrier. He commenced 
a grim and thorough reconnoiter— 
first on the New Jersey side, then on 
the Manhattan. He was looking for 
some place where launches had

landed, might be hiding even now, 
waiting for police alarms to die down.

After several minutes of fruitless 
search, the Phantom peered with 
awakemng interest at a seemingly de
serted dock building extending from 
the Manhattan shore. He tensed. Did 
he see dark shadows that might be 
boats, at one side of the pier? Even 
as he looked those shadows vanished, 
seemed to blend with the dark dock.

The Phantom cut even his riding 
lights now. He sped up his motor, 
then decreased throttle, letting the 
momentum send his boat drifting to
ward that dock. On both sides of it 
were other piers, lighted— one hous

ing a ferry slip, another with a Ha
vana steamer in it.

Van slid his boat alongside the piles 
of the seemingly deserted pier. A lad
der of warped wood came into view 
in the starlit gloom. The Phantom, 
silent as a cat, got his craft alongside 
it by pulling with his hands on the 
ladder. He secured a make-shift line, 
then stood up in the swaying boat, 
and scrambled up the ladder. The 
■wood creaked under his weight, but 
he hoisted himself to the dark dock. 
From his pocket he drew his auto
matic, gripped it, ready.

There was an opening in the side 
of the rusted iron-and-wood dock 
building. The Phantom slipped 
through it soundlessly. Dim light 
fi'om flashlights, weirdly illumined 
the decaying interior of the building. 
In that light were the figures of men 
—moving in silence! With grappling 
hooks and ropes they were hoisting 
launches up through a huge trapdoor. 
In the hands of other men, Van 
caught the sparkle of precious gems.

The Phantom’s heart pounded. The 
Crime Legion—with the Gay-Way 
swag! Through his swiftness, prodded 
by his hunch, Van had found them— 
in this strange hiding place amid 
thriving steamship docks! There were 
not more than a dozen men, and ac
cording to Havens the gang was much 
larger than this. But if these could 
be trapped, captured—

In the dangerous mode of life he 
had chosen, the Phantom’s own con
tinued existence was largely due to 
the fact that, though utterly dauntless 
he was never foolhardy. He had al
ready decided to slip out, get the Har
bor Police here, city bluecoats, too, 
and surround these members of the 
Crime Legion.

He began to steal back toward the 
door. He was certain he made no 
sound. But before he reached that 
door, he knew he had been spotted! 
Evilly alert eyes must have seen him 
silhouetted in the moonlight when he 
had entered the door!
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CHAPTER V
The Hissing Death !

OUTCRY of alarm 
came, but as one 
every flashlight in 
the pier building 
went out. The gloom 
was as opaque as if 
s u d d e n  blindness 
had c o m e  to the 
Phantom’s s t e e l -  
keen eyes. 

Instinctively h e 
leaped aside from the door, gun 
gripped, his eyes straining. He saw 
nothing. But he could sense move
ment in that gloom—movement from 
all directions. The silent, murderous 
Legion men were closing in on him, 
groping for him in the darkness! 
Though they could not know he was 
the dreaded Phantom, they knew he 
was an intruder who had entered 
their hideout. That w*as enough.

Richard Curtis Van Loan had been 
in many perilous predicaments, in 
many hazardous battles against odds. 
But it is doubtful if he had ever faced 
a more nerve-harrowing moment than 
this. A moment when killers of a 
mystery gang that terrorized a coun
try were stealthily closing in on him 
in the darkness, silently creeping up 
on him!

Yet he remained icily controlled 
and calm, his mind as calculating as 
ever. Why had they not opened fire 
on him when they had first spotted 
him? Why were they trying to get 
him so silently, soundlessly?

The answer to that question came 
to Van with a swift-formed inspira
tion. He, too, was moving now on 
soundless feet, hurriedly, before the 
shrinking circle of Legion men he 
knew had him surrounded would close 
in. He groped, found a thick iron pil
lar which helped support the warped 
roof of the pier building. From be
hind it, though he could not see the 
band slowly but steadily closing in, 
the Phantom thrust out his automatic,

the snout of his Colt into the dark
ness, and with a gritted oath, pulled 
the trigger.

The flame from the gun was blind
ing as it sent a futile bullet into that 
darkness.

The response was prompt. Once the 
roar of Van’s gun had broken the ter
rible silence, the unseen Legion men 
opened fire! Stabs of flame came 
from the gloom as shots spat and 
cracked. From two sides a singing 
storm of lead whizzed in the direc
tion from which the Phantom’s own 
fiame-stab had come.

But the Phantom was shielded be
hind the iron pillar. He fired again, 
in the direction of those other spitting 
guns. They answered promptly, and 
bullets ricocheted from the pillar, 
slithering past the Phantom’s lithe 
frame. The whole building roared and 
reverberated with gunfire now, as the 
Phantom, with his lone automatic, 
tried to hold the Legion men at bay. 
Then he could hear them separating, 
some of them were trying to edge 
around him from the other side of the 
pillar. In minutes they would have 
him hopelessly trapped. But as he 
heard the continuing wanton roar of 
guns he did not give up hope.

He fired again at one of the flame- 
tongues. This time, beneath the din, 
he heard a scream of pain, the thud 
of a body falling. He had dropped one 
of those unknown thugs! But as he 
sought to fire again, his automatic 
clicked dully. Empty! He had an
other clip of ammunition ready, but 
he knew he would not be able to use 
it.

He heard a sound now, like a con
certed growl of rage. He heard rush
ing feet. The Crime Legion was 
charging him— and he had no time to 
reload and defend himself!

THEN, to his grim relief, that 
charge ceased midway! He heard 

the confusion of the Legion men. 
From the river came the wail of Har
bor Police boats— and from the shore
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came the scream of radio cars. His 
grim strategem had worked! By clev
erly taunting the Legion to open fire 
on him, to forget caution, he had cre
ated enough din to attract attention 
of the police! And the knowledge that 
a gun-battle was going on, so close on 
the heels of the Legion’s disappear
ance, was enough to bring all alert 
police units!

The feet of the Crime Legion men 
began to thud away from the Phan
tom. Light from street-lamps sud
denly illuminated the interior of the 
pier, and then Van saw the gangsters 
piling out through a door. And he 
knew7 that these brazen thugs, reputed 
to be like murderous automatons, 
could also know panic, for they were 
leaving behind much of their swag.

They were also leaving behind one 
of their number Van had dropped— 
a man who was groaning on the floor, 
alive! The police would clash with 
the rest outside. If the Phantom could 
capture that one legionnaire. . . .

He was darting across the floor as 
he started putting a new clip in his 
automatic. By the light from the 
door he spotted the wounded thug, a 
big chunky figure wounded in the leg. 
The Phantom elated, would reach him 
the next instant. He would see one 
of these mysterious gangsters at close 
range!

Sheer instinct alone made him duck 
then. Before he could lift his auto
matic to fire, he glimpsed a shadowy 
Legion member who had tarried be
hind the others— a burly, capped man 
who gripped what looked like an enor
mous pistol!

There came a peculiar, sibilant 
hiss! From the strange weapon 
spewed a liquid stream. It arced 
through the air, apparently propelled 
by a terrific pressure which gave it 
all the accuracy of a bullet. In the 
next instant the Phantom realized 
how lucky it was he had ducked. The 
stream just missed him as, with 
deadly aim, it struck and sprayed all 
over the wounded thug on the floor.

The man’s scream was horrible. 
Before the Phantom’s eyes he turned 
into a writhing thing over whom in
visible flames seemed to play—and 
devour! The lethal liquid from that 
strange gun seemed to spread par
tially of its own accord, so that the 
quantity shot was enough to envelop 
the thug’s entire body.

It was eating through the man’s 
clothes and flesh already. Even as the 
Phantom snaked a futile shot at the 
now fleeing Legion member -who had 
fired the deadly stream, the man on 
the floor was burning away.

The Crime legionnaire who had 
killed his comrade had joined the rest, 
was being flanked and protected by 
their guns as they rushed out into the 
night. From West Street came sounds 
of the clash between police and the 
fleeing Legion. And Van knew now 
that even if some were caught, they 
would be burned alive before they 
were taken prisoner. For here before 
him was' the one he had hoped to cap
ture, burning slowly but surely away.

From his pocket he yanked out a 
pair of special fireproof gloves which 
had served him well on many occa
sions. Stooping over the horrible, 
burning man, his gloved hands began 
to search those smoldering clothes 
with fierce haste, hoping to find some 
identifying clue before all was gone.

HIS gloves, fireproof though they 
were, were not proof against the 

consuming stuff on that body, for 
they began to sear at once. He had 
extracted a charred packet of ciga
rettes, but even coins had melted like 
wax.

Then, as the Phantom’s gloves were 
beginning to go, and he could feel a 
searing heat through them, he pulled 
out a charged piece of paper. Part of 
it was gone, and the lethal stuff that 
had consumed it was spreading even 
now over the rest. Hastily, Van shook 
off one of his burning gauntlets, and 
held the unmarred portion of the pa
per in his naked hand. With the other
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gloved hand, he tore off the burning 
part. Just in time the Phantom shook 
off the second glove then. It dropped 
with its companion, both shriveling 
to ragged tatters. He shoved the sal
vaged bit of paper into his pocket.

“Here, you! Stand still! Get your 
hands up!”

The Phantom obediently raised his 
hands. He was about to identify him
self, to tell them where they could 
find his famous platinum-diamond 
domino badge—a badge he seldom 
liked to display, especially twice in 
one night—when he saw it would not 
be necessary now.

The girl in gray whirled with a cry of fright (Chapter VII)

The shouted command made the 
Phantom whirl. A ring of bluecoats 
and detectives, some of them Harbor 
Police from hasty-landed launches, 
were closing in on him with guns and 
flashlights. Their eyes were grim. 
They thought him one of the gang, 
and they had no love for that gang!

Into the pier building with other 
police came the heavy figure of In
spector Gregg. At his side was Frank 
Havens. In the light of flashes, Ha
vens at once recognized the disguised 
Phantom. Gregg’s quick command 
called off the police guns.

Minutes later, the three men stood
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together in the pier building, which 
was now bustling with police. And 
the first thing the Phantom learned, 
to his chagrin, was that the remain
ing Legion men had escaped despite 
the quick arrival of the police! Evi
dently they had been prepared for 
such an escape. Outside, on West 
Street, they had all climbed into a 
speedy, balloon-tired truck.

“The worst of it,” Inspector Gregg 
said, and swore, “ is that our prowl 
cars were succeeding in blocking the 
get-away of that truck when some 
fool driver in a car that happened to 
be passing, confusedly got in the way, 
and the truck got away. The damn
dest luck!” He swore again. “ It "was 
found abandoned further downtown, 
on the waterfront. And now the Le
gion has vanished as if by magic. 
With the harbor and land police right 
on the job, any car or boat would have 
been spotted!”

The inspector looked admiringly at 
the Phantom. “At least you found 
this hideout,” he said, “and it seems 
to have been an important one. And 
you enabled us to recover most of the 
Gay-Way swag, plus some other loot.”

He nodded at the police who were 
gathering together glittering jewelry 
that had been brought here in 
launches which had slipped under the 
dock and been hoisted up through a 
trap-door. With such elaborate ar
rangements, the hideout must have 
been important and already Inspector 
Gregg had men checking up to learn 
who had leased this pier.

“ ^ E S ,  you’ve done a lot already—
f  though you’ve just started,” 

Gregg commended. “ I might have 
known you’d get results, Phantom.” 
He said that word low, so even his 
own officers would not yet learn the 
Nemesis of Crime was on the case. 
“You’ve given the Legion something 
to worry about!”

The Phantom nodded, though he 
felt that not yet did he deserve the in
spector’s unreserved praise. He was

not satisfied himself. The Legion 
members had got away scot-free, 
doubtless to join the rest o f  the ne
farious gang at some bigger hide
out. Their trail had been lost. When 
they abandoned the truck, where had 
they gone ? As the inspector had said, 
boats would have been spotted by 
the Harbor Police; cars by pursuing 
prowl cars.

“ This driver you say accidentally 
got in the way when the truck was 
escaping, Inspector,” he asked casu
ally. “Was he stopped, identified?”

“ No,” the inspector said, impa- 
patiently. “He got scared and drove 
off after the police yelled at him to 
get out of the way. Just some jittery 
bystander driving a big coupe— ” He 
broke off with a sudden exclamation. 
“Lord! A coupe! Why didn’t I think 
of it right away?”

CHAPTER VI
A  New Lead

T WAS Van’s turn to 
be surprised. For 
Frank Havens had 
not had a chance to 
give him all the de
tails known about 
the Crime Legion. 
It had just been his 
own thorough habit 
of checking even 
trivial happenings 

that had made him ask the question 
about the driver, whose apparently 
accidental confusion had enabled that 
truck to get away.

“ Think of wrhat, Inspector?” he 
asked quickly.

The inspector had whirled to bark 
orders at some of the police to have 
an alarm out for that unidentified 
car and driver. Gregg turned back to 
the Phantom.

“At one of the Legion’s bank rob
beries,” he explained, “a coupe 
rammed into a prowl car, got away. 
Of course there may be no connec
tion. What happened tonight cer
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tainly looked accidental.” He cursed. 
“ If only someone had identified that 
car!” He knew that it was too late 
now even to hope it would be found.

The Phantom had listened grimly. 
So somewhere in the background a 
coupe had figured—a coupe which 
had cunningly aided the Legion in 
their work! Certainly this nefarious 
gang must have a leader—a crafty, 
diabolical brain to guide this gang 
which worked with the precision of 
an army! Perhaps the driver of that 
coupe—

“ Didn’t you say you found some
thing on the burning Legion man in 
here?” Frank Havens asked anx
iously, at the Phantom’s side.

Morgue attendants were taking 
away what was left of that Legion 
man. The lethal stuff had at last 
burned itself out, and though it now 
was safe to touch the corpse, it was 
reduced almost to a charred skeleton.

The Phantom took out the torn 
paper he had recovered from that 
corpse.

“ I’d hoped this might be a clue,” he 
said ruefully. “But—well, see what 
you two can make of it.” He had 
already glanced at the paper himself.

Gregg took the paper gingerly, and 
Havens looked on silently. Both 
stared at writing, in a faint, pinkish 
ink. The writing was extremely legi
ble, however— a sort of bold, perfect 
penmanship which looked rather arti
ficial. There was a column of words 
and phrases, and they made out:

Lam
Okay
Reach
A slug in the guts 
Stick ’em up 
Flatfoot

The list ended abruptly, though ap
parently there had been more on the 
burned part of the paper.

“Code?” Gregg demanded, puzzled. 
“Lam—well, they did that anyway. 
But as for the rest, what do you 
think, Phantom?”

But the Phantom’s seeming mira

cles in crime-detection were never 
the result of snap judgments. They 
were the result of infinite pains and 
sober research, “All I can say at 
present,” he said, “ is that what is on 
this paper seems to have been run off 
from a hectograph. The original 
writing was made with hectograph 
ink, transferred to gelatin, and from 
that copies were run off like the 
menus you find in some restaurants. 
This is one of the copies. But as yet 
I can make no guess as to the mean
ing of the words. I’ll keep the paper 
for future reference. Meanwhile, In
spector, I want you to provide me 
with all the available facts on this 
devilish gang. I also want autopsy 
reports on the burned members, as 
well as samples of charred clothing 
remnants, or any other clues. That 
stuff that does that burning, of 
course, is some highly concentrated 
acid.”

“The medical men have been un
able to ascertain what it is,” Gregg 
said. “ I’ll see that all your requests 
are promptly fulfilled, Phantom. My 
orders are to put my force at your 
disposal, and to tell you that other 
police throughout the country, as 
well as the F.B.I., are ready to co
operate.”

THE Phantom nodded, though he 
was wondering what his next 

move should be. But he knew how
ever, that he would not rest until he 
smashed the Crime Legion. Even the 
thought of them, free, filled him with 
a desii'e to come again to grips with 
them. Somehow, he must find the 
trail that seemed hopelessly lost.

As these thoughts swept through 
the Phantom’s mind, a police captain 
hurried into the dock building and 
saluted Gregg.

“We’ve checked on this pier, In
spector,” he announced. “ It belongs 
to the Green Circle Ship Lines, a big 
luxury passenger line until this 
European war. From what we gather 
the pier has been long out of use.”
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“The Green Circle Lines,” Gregg 
echoed, as if somewhere in his mem
ory the name stirred a vague re
sponse. “Well, we’ll have to find out 
how in Hades they came to leave this 
pier so totally neglected that a gang 
could use it.”

The Phantom’s keen eyes had been 
drawn to his friend, Frank Havens. 
He had seen the publisher start, and 
a light of wonderment come over his 
rugged features. Sensing that Havens 
had something urgent to tell him, the 
Phantom drew' the publisher to an
other part of the hideout pier, where 
the two could converse alone.

“Well, Frank?” Van’s voice was 
low enough for just Havens to hear. 
“ What’s on your mind? That news 
that this pier belongs to the Green 
Circle Lines seemed to hit you hard.”

“ It did,” Havens confessed. “ I 
didn’t Avant to remind Gregg of the 
possible connection until I spoke to 
you. It might be a red herring.”

He then told Van hoAf last night 
John B. PoAA'ell, one o f the Green 
Circle’s \7ice-presidents, had been 
found mysteriously shot, believed a 
suicide because o f depression over 
the curtailment o f the line’s passen
ger service, due to the Avar. Havens 
went on to explain how this neAvs, 
which would haA’e been sensational 
at any other time, had been only a 
small item in the Clarion OAving to 
the exploits of the Crime Legion.

“ Clinton HathaAvay, another vice- 
president of the line, is one of my 
closest friends,” Havens added, and 
Van nodded, remembering he had 
seen the dignified shipping magnate 
at Havens’ club. “ Through him I’d 
met PoAvell too. After Povrell’s death 
I noticed HathaAvay acting peculiarly 
— something more than grief seemed 
to be preying on him. I Avas even 
thinking that if it weren’t for this 
Legion business I might have asked 
the Phantom to look into PoAvell's 
death. And noAv— ”

The Phantom’s eyes gleamed. “I 
see. As you say, there may be no con

nection, yet there may be a link. Since 
Ave’ve lost the Legion trail, I think 
this other lead’s Avorth folloAving. 
This Clinton HathaAvay— he’s quite 
an important official of the line, 1 take 
it?”

“Yes. Though he’s only a vice- 
president he OAAms a great deal of the 
controlling stock—as much, I believe, 
as the president of the lines Benja
min Thorne.”

“ Do you know the details of 
PoAA’ell’s death, Frank?”

“ No. Ste\7e Huston coA7ered it, but 
I have been too busy with this Legion 
affair to check with SteA7e.”

“Maybe Steve Huston has some 
angles on it.”

As Van spoke a Avarm look came 
into his eyes. Steve Huston, the 
Clarion’s star crime reporter, had 
more than once pluckily aided the 
Phantom, though he did not knoAV 
the Phantom’s identity.

“Would you like to speak to him?” 
Havens asked.

“ No, Frank. It’s not yet midnight, 
and I think my Avisest move Avould be 
a A'isit to your friend, Clinton Hath
aAvay. Though he did not confide in 
you, his close friend, about AA7hatever 
Avas troubling him, he may speak to 
the Phantom, provided he is honest 
and upright. Where can I find him?”

“At his home, most likely—in Pel
ham.”

“ I’ll go there at once— if I can bor- 
1'oav your car, Frank. Get in  touch 
Avith SteA7e Huston and send him to 
Hathaway’s to meet me. Perhaps 
Avhatever knoAvledge he has of the 
PoAvell death can furnish me Avith 
more ammunition for the intervieAV.”

MINUTES later, the Phantom was 
leaving the pier Avhere he had 

clashed Avith the Crime Legion. He 
kneAV this next move might be use
less ; but as always he Avould leave no 
stone unturned in his grim, unflag
ging pursuit o f criminals. While po
lice in the city and its environs still 
sought the vanished Legion members,
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and the alarms still spread, the 
Phantom, in Havens’ own police- 
shield-bearing car, sped toward Pel
ham.

It was just a little after midnight 
when he stopped the car below the 
private driveway of one of Pelham’s 
most luxurious residences. And when 
he emerged from the car, the Phan
tom’s features were subtly changed 
once more. He had been seen by the 
Crime Legion as a red-haired, sharp
nosed man. To play safe, he had 
changed his hair back to brown, his 
features were now blunt and squinty 
—still utterly unlike the true fea
tures of Richard Curtis Van Loan.

As lie walked up the driveway the 
mansion loomed before him, and he 
saw that lights glowed from the 
French windows on one side of the 
ground floor. Evidently Hathaway 
was still up and about.

The Phantom rang the door-bell, 
heard it peel within the house.

A minute passed, dragged into two. 
The bell remained unanswered. Van’s 
nerves wrere tautening then. There 
was a strange silence about this house 
despite its glowing ground-floor 
lights. A sense of emptiness.

The Phantom moved to the lighted 
French windows. They were securely 
fastened, and drapes hung on their 
inner side. But there was enough un
covered glass for Van’s keen eyes to 
peer into what was evidently the li
brary, a spacious, walnut-paneled 
room brightly lit.

A man was sitting in an easy chair 
with his back to the window. Van 
could just make out a gray head, and 
a hand on the arm of the chair. The 
man was unmoving. Asleep? That 
bell should have roused any sleeper.

The Phantom pulled out a pliable 
bit of tempered steel wire he always 
carried as part of his equipment. In
serting it deftly in the crack of the 
French window, he caught the catch 
on the other side, lifted it. Still the 
man inside did not stir.

Entering the room, Van walked 
around to the front of the easy chair 
—and he stood grim, his eyes chilled, 
as their gaze was met by a pair of 
eyes staring milkily and sightlessly 
at nothingness!

They were the eyes of a stiffening 
corpse!

CHAPTER VII
The Girl in Gray

UICKLY, Van Loan 
had recognized the 
features as those of 
Clinton Hathaway, 
m i g h t y  ship-line 
mogul, even though 
nowr those features 
were contorted in a 
horrible, f r o z e n  
grimace. Zigzag
ging down them was 

a trail of clotting blood which had 
begun at an ugly, gaping hole in 
Hathaway’s temple. [T urn  page]
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Grimly, the Phantom looked at that 
ugly death wound. It had been made, 
he estimated, by a .45. There was no 
gun in evidence. Also there were no 
powder marks on the man’s flesh. A 
gun fired by Hathaway himself would 
have left powder marks. The gun that 
killed Hathaway must then have been 
fired from a greater range than his 
own arm-reach.

In those first swift seconds, one 
fact became certain to the keen Phan
tom. Clinton Hathaway was no sui
cide, as the police had believe his col
league, John B. Powell, to have been.

Clinton Hathaway had been mur
dered !

Tense-nerved, the Phantom stood, 
glancing around the bright-lit library. 
Had no servant been alarmed by the 
shot that had killed Hathaway? The 
mansion seemed utterly still, as if 
hushed with the silence of death that 
had overtaken its owner. Were the 
servants all out?

These thoughts raced through 
Van’s brain as he stood over the 
corpse, realizing that this was going 
to be a blow for Frank Havens, all 
the more so because if Hathaway had 
known anything pertaining to the 
Crime Legion, which had used the 
Green Circle Lines pier, his lips were 
now forever sealed.

Sealed—yet the Phantom had come 
here without confiding to anyone but 
Havens his intent of coming. And 
from the brief appraisal he made of 
the body, Van estimated that Hath
away must have died hours ago, pos
sibly even before the Phantom had 
reached New York. The first signs of 
rigor mortis were already setting in. 
Long since, the murderer of Hath
away must have got away, and—

Even with the thought the Phan
tom’s body went suddenly rigid.

Someone else was in this house! 
Someone moving furtively. Steps, 
soft yet rapid, were coming toward 
the library.

Van’s lithe body moved with the 
speed of a fleeting shadow. In an in

stant, he lead slid behind one of the 
heavy window drapes, where he could 
peer out unseen. The library door, al
ready ajar, began to move sound
lessly, opening. Van’s hand gripped 
his automatic.

Then surprise came to his eyes. 
Into the library stepped a girl—a 
slim young girl in a gray coat, and 
with a small gray hat over dark hair. 
The bright light revealed her oval 
face, attractive despite lines of ten
sion. Who was she, Van wondered. 
Not a servant. And Hathaway, he 
know, was a bachelor, reputed to have 
little interest in women.

The Phantom's eyes went nar
rower. Light glinted from the blue- 
steel of a gun the girl held in a gray- 
gloved hand! It was no lady’s weapon, 
but a full-sized .38. Gripping it, the 
girl crossed the room to the chair 
where Clinton Hathaway sat so stiff 
and immobile. The Phantom heard 
the girl’s quick intake of breath, but 
from the oblique view he had of her 
face, he saw no evidence of surprise 
or shock.

Instead, that face seemed set in 
hard, decisive lines. She shoved her 
gun into a pocket of her gray coat, 
then touched the corpse with a gloved 
hand. At her touch the body moved, 
horribly! Stiffly, it keeled forward, 
until it lolled half to the floor, the 
head hideously askew. But though the 
girl gasped, she did not cry out.

Her dark eyes, furtive, yet keen, 
swept the library. Again she moved 
across the floor. Pausing at one wall, 
her gloved hands shifted a framed 
painting. A circular wall-safe was re
vealed. The girl began to manipulate 
the dial.

THE Phantom, behind the drapes, 
was curious, wondering what the 

girl wanted from that safe. She was 
having difficulties. Evidently, she did 
not know the combination, for though 
she worked for long minutes, now 
and then glancing about furtively, 
she could not open that safe. At last
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a look of frustration shadowed her 
pretty face. She swung the picture 
back over the safe, turned and started 
for the door.

“ Just a moment,” said the Phan
tom, stepping from behind the drapes.

The girl in gray whirled. Though 
she had faced a corpse unflinchingly, 
she gave a cry of fright at the sight 
of the strange live man who had ap
peared like a phantom. Then, as 
quickly, she recovered. Her hand be
gan to snake toward her coat pocket. 
Van realized, with a sort of grudging 
admiration, that this girl was quick 
with a gun. But he froze her move by 
thrusting his own automatic into 
sight.

“ I wouldn’t advise you to try a 
draw,” he said crisply. As she stood, 
dark eyes hostile, he stepped forward,

had already consumed would have 
been long enough for Huston to have 
made the trip.

The bell repeated the signal. Then 
the girl moved, desperately. Suddenly, 
her slim figure darted past Van. The 
Phantom could easily have stopped 
her, but he didn’t. He let her go, then 
followed, in time to see her darting 
through a hall, and out a back door.

The Phantom sprinted to the front 
door of the mansion, got it open, and 
came face to face with the wiry 
young man who stood there with a 
fedora pushed back on his head.

“ Quick!” Van rapped. “There’s 
work for you!”

Steve Huston found himself being 
literally rushed around the outside of 
the mansion, toward the rear.

“Say, what’s the big idea?” he
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relieved her of the .38, pocketed it.
“And now' perhaps you’ll tell me 

who you are,” he said grimly, “and 
how you came into this house.”

“Perhaps I could ask you the same 
question,” she said sharply. “ Who 
are you?”

Her voice was low, her enunciation 
clear.

The Phantom had no intention of 
revealing his identity. The tight look 
on her face told him this girl was not 
going to be talkative, either. It was 
as they stood looking at each other in 
silence that the door-bell suddenly 
peeled.

There were two long rings, one 
short. Van’s tension instantly re
laxed. He knew at once, from that 
signal, who was at the door. Steve 
Huston! Havens would have sent the 
young Clarion reporter speeding here, 
as Van had instructed. The time Van

protested angrily. “ Who the hell are 
you, shovin' me— ”

He broke off as he caught a fleeting 
glimpse of a platinum, diamond- 
studded badge, only briefly displayed.

“The Phantom!” he breathed, hero- 
worship supplanting his momentary 
suspicion. “ Gosh, Mr. Havens said I 
was to meet another reporter here. I 
never dreamed— ” •

“ Hush!" Van whispered, realizing 
how well Havens had covered even 
this part of the Phantom’s trail.

He was pulling the young reporter 
to the vine-covered wall of the house. 
In the darkness, running toward the 
curving- private drive, was the un
known girl, her slim legs flying. The 
Phantom pointed her out to Huston.

“I want you to trail that girl, 
Steve,” he whispered. “'Try to find 
out where she goes, who she is, and 
report back to Havens. You can give
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me the dope on the Powell death— 
that’s why I wanted Plavens to send 
you here—some other time.”

“Here’s that dope, all written out,” 
Steve said hastily.

He thrust papers into the Phan
tom’s hand. Then, responding with 
the eager promptness which had so 
often made him an invaluable aid to 
Van, he sped off into the gloom, to 
tail the girl. Both disappeared from 
the Phantom’s view.

NOT without reason had the Phan
tom chosen to remain here. He 

could rely on Huston to trail the girl 
whose gun, a gun of smaller caliber 
than the one that must have killed 
Hathaway, Van himself had taken. 
Now in the Phantom’s mind was a 
burning question he thought it might 
be vital to answer at once—before 
even the police were summoned. He 
reentered the house. Back in the 
bright-lit library where the corpse of 
Hathaway sprawled stiffly, Van 
moved to that wall safe.

With a tiny nail file, he sensitized 
his fingertips. They touched the safe- 
dial, as he bent close. The legendary 
Jimmy Valentine might have taken 
lessons from the Phantom then, as 
the Phantom’s keen ears listened for 
tumbler clicks, his sensitive fingers 
working the dial.

In just minutes the door of the safe 
that had defied the girl yielded to the 
Phantom. Within he found no valu
ables. There were papers—maps, 
some of them, and folders. They had 
to do with the business of the Green 
Circle Ship Lines.

Then he came upon something else. 
It was a square of paper. Written in 
black ink, in a handwriting that was 
brazen and flawless was this grim, 
unsigned message:
Clinton Hatha\vay:

Your friend Powell got what was coming 
to him. So will you, and the rest of the big 
shots of the Green Circle Lines! Talk to 
anyone about this, and you only get it 
quicker—the slug I've kept waiting for you!

Less than twenty minutes later the 
mansion of Hathaway swarmed with 
police and detectives who had been 
summoned by a mysterious phone 
call. The gruesome corpse of Clinton 
Hathaway became the chief, though 
silent actor in a drama of flashlights, 
cameras, fingerprint powders. Alone 
in the mansion that corpse had 
greeted the arriving police. Later, 
servants who had all been given a 
night off by their own master, turned 
up—with iron-clad alibis.

Down in the Clarion Building, the 
worried Frank Havens had also re
ceived a phone call—from a “Mar
tin,” who called himself one of Ha
vens’ reporters. It had informed him 
of Hathaway’s death, which had 
shocked him deeply. It had told him 
Steve Huston, now on a mission, 
would report to Havens; and finally, 
that Havens was to rush any evidence 
gathered on the Legion by Gregg to 
an uptown branch office of the 
Clarion, where Martin would call 
for it.

Police were still hunting the van
ished Crime Legion. Prowl cars ran 
double patrols. State Troopers thun
dered along highways on motorcycles. 
F.B.I. men watched railroad stations 
and airports. The mighty man-hunt 
went on night and day.

While this hectic activity went on, 
the Phantom seemed to have vanished 
with the celerity that the wraith 
whose name he used could dissolve. 
In fact, the Phantom was as out of 
touch with all such feverish bustle as 
Richard Curtis Van Loan had been 
in an Adirondack mountain retreat.

In the lower East Bronx stood a 
ramshackle old loft building which a 
landlord had been all to glad to sell 
to an eccentric scientist named Dr. 
Paul Bendix. From time to time, Dr. 
Bendix’s stooped figure could be seen 
visiting this property that he seemed 
to have bought to satisfy a foolish 
whim.

Little did those who sometimes 
saw the doddering doctor suspect
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the secret known only to Frank 
Havens—that Dr. Bendix was just 
another role built up and superbly 
played by the Phantom! Nor could 
anyone have dreamed that this ram
shackle building converted into the 
Phantom’s mighty crime laboratory, 
a domain of science as fully equipped 
as any of the best in the world.

Having admitted himself with a 
special key that operated the secret 
multiple lock, the Phantom spent the 
remainder of this night. Around him 
were rows of retorts, of test-tubes, 
high-powered microscopes, ballistics 
instruments, even a spectroscope for 
the testing of blood colloids.

At the moment, a big retort on one 
table was hissing and bubbling with 
the chemicals that had been poured 
into it. At another table stood the 
Phantom, in a faded smock and rub
ber gloves. Nowhere, probably, did 
his skill come more into play than 
here, where he coldly and scientifi
cally sifted the clues which his daring 
and unflagging energy enabled him 
to collect.

Spread before the Phantom were 
two papers. The first was the charred 
paper with the hectographed writing 
that he had wrested from the burning 
Legion member. He wms studying the 
strange list of words— “Lam, Okay,” 
and the rest.

Next to it, the Phantom had placed 
the message he had found in the safe 
of the murdered Clinton Hathaway.

At first glance there would have 
seemed to be no connection between 
these two papers. One was still an 
enigma to the Phantom; the other 
was a threat against Hathaway’s life 
—-a threat which Pvpparently had been 
carried out. The papers were of dif
ferent make, though both were a com
mon brand obtainable everywhere.

Through a powerful magnifying 
glass, the Phantom examined the 
handwriting on both papers. The 
penmanship used in each looked 
highly artificial—flawless, bold, every 
letter carefully formed.

A broad-shouldered man in a silk mask peered 
keenly at the convict (Chapter X)

Van opened a heavy, thumbed book 
which he had taken from the shelves 
containing his great crime library 
that had been gathered from every 
country in the world. It was a trea
tise by an American named Osborn, 
considered the most eminent author
ity on handwriting. The Phantom 
consulted a few paragraphs, then re
sumed his examination of the writing 
through a powerful magnifying glass. 
He noticed how the T’s were crossed, 
the forming of S’s and E’s.

His eyes gleamed as suspicion be
came certainty.

“The man who wrote tire original 
from which that one paper was hecto-
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graphed was the same man who wrote 
the threat note to Clinton Hath
away !” he said aloud. He had formed 
a habit of speaking his thoughts aloud 
in this utterly secluded laboratory.

For though both handwritings 
were artificial— probably so unlike 
the genuine hand of their writer that 
they would be impossible to trace— 
they were enough alike in their arti
ficiality to prove that the same hand 
had written them!

So, while police were hunting far 
and wide, the Phantom, remaining in 
one secluded place, had found what 
he considered to be a most vital clue. 
Definitely, now was there a link be
tween the Crime Legion and the 
Green Circle Lines, whose officials 
were threatened with death.

Why? And who was the writer? 
The leader of the Legion? If only 
Van could fathom that strange list of 
words on the hectographed paper, 
perhaps he would know. They might 
be orders—coded orders supplied by 
the leader to his Legion gang!

And how about the girl who had 
tried vainly to open Hathaway’s safe, 
and after whom Van had sent Steve 
Huston? He hoped that by this time 
Huston had a line on her. Had she 
wanted to wrest the threat note from 
the safe— fearing it would leave a 
clue? Or had she been after some
thing else?

CHATTER VIII
T he V ital Clue

A E E F U L L Y ,  the 
P h a n t o m  went 
through the other 
papers he had found 
in Clinton Hath
away’s safe. They 
were reports on the 
Green Circle Lines 
business, mostly. 
They told him what 
he already knew— 

that since the outbreak of war, lux
ury passenger trips to Europe had

been curtailed. Tire line was in a bad 
way.

Another paper, which Van looked 
at with interest, was a blueprint of a 
ship. Writing on it explained that it 
was the plan of an experiment to con
vert certain of the passenger ships to 
partial freighters, by some rebuild
ing. Evidently, some such building 
had already been done, though the 
idea had not yet been put in use.

Still another paper was a map of 
the seacoast of South America, on 
which certain ports were marked. 
The Phantom gathered that it con
cerned some idea for running both 
passenger and freight service to 
South America.

There was nothing in all this that 
seemed unusual. A steamship line 
faced with ruin was trying to find 
ways and means to survive. Never
theless the Phantom studied the whole 
array of material thoroughly, before 
putting it aside.

Then he moved across the floor to 
the bubbling retort. The liquid was 
becoming clear and less disturbed. 
He placed a bit of metal on the stone- 
topped table. Then, carefully, he 
lifted the retort, spilled a few drops 
of its content on the piece of metal. 
There was a hiss. The metal began 
to discolor—and shrink 1 It was as if 
a powerful, invisible fire were eating 
it away.

The Phantom nodded. Again his 
scientific knowledge had helped him. 
Having consulted the medical reports 
gathered by Gregg, he had been able 
to manufacture this magic lethal stuff 
by which the Crime Legionnaires 
thwarted identification of their mem
bers who fell by the wayside.

He jotted down a note, in a special 
book he used to record his chemical 
findings. He had discovered that the 
mysterious liquid that brought such 
immediate burning death was a form 
of aqua regia, the acid that can dis
solve gold—compounded from nitric 
and sulphuric acids. With it was an
other obscure chemical, making a
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compound that most research chem
ists would have been a long time in 
discovering.

Next, the Phantom consulted the 
sheaf of evidence Gregg had supplied 
on the Crime Legion’s activities—the 
robberies they had pulled, their swift 
get-aways. Here, another fact inter
ested Van. As yet the only loot that 
had turned up was what had been re
trieved on the dock. Was it all being 
cached? Or was it being fenced some
where? Meanwhile, the Legion had 
also stolen plenty of currency— cold 
cash!

Another question in Van’s mind 
was how many members did the 
Legion actually have? They must be 
numerous, to be able to keep striking, 
though many of their number had 
fallen in battles with the police. Did 
they get more recruits from time to 
time? Which brought back the big, 
brain-baffling question—who were 
the men of the Legion?

Finding himself against a dead 
wall, Van gave his attention to some
thing else. Steve Huston had given 
him the report on Powell’s death. The 
gun which had killed Powell, a .88, 
had been found in his hand. A paraf- 
tin test had been made to determine 
if that hand had fired the gun. No 
tiny powder smudges a gun sends fly
ing into the skin-pores of a man firing 
it had been brought out by the paraf
fin test.

BUT this, as the police pointed out, 
did not prove Powell had not fired 

the gun. The paraffin test had been 
knows to fail in cases where suicide 
was unquestionable. Huston, how
ever, seemed to think differently. And 
added to the threat note Van now 
posessed, which admitted the murder 
of Powell, the evidence seemed con
clusive. Both shipping men had been 
murdered, and Hathaway's murder 
had not even been dressed up to look 
like a suicide!

The Phantom’s work in his lonely 
laboratory had been to great profit,

he felt, and he was now ready to try 
to plunge to the core of this devilish 
mystery. Dawn was gray outside the 
windows. He must get some food, 
perhaps snatch a little rest, then con
tact Havens.

Already, he was planning on the 
next disguise he would assume. In ar. 
aicove here at the laboratory was an 
array of costumes, and make-up of 
every variety. Had he so desired, the 
Phantom could have become a fuil- 
dressed naval officer, a foreign at
tache, a robed mandarin, even a 
scant-cloth eel Dacoit.

He smiled grimly. For his purpose, 
something far more conventional was 
called for, but it must be a disguise 
that would hide his features well. For 
he had decided that his best move 
now was to appear as—the Phantom!

% *  # *  *

“The Phantom!”
An awed chorus of voices whis

pered that famed soubriquet almost 
in unison.

It was ten o’clock the following 
morning. The scene was a sumptu
ously furnished office of the Green 
Circle Ship Lines. Its windows ovei’- 
lookecl New York Harbor where the 
upraised arm of the Goddess o f Lib
erty caught the glint of the morning- 
sun— a reminding symbol that in 
these days of conflict and oppression 
America was still a land of freedom 
and peace.

“Yes, gentlemen, I am the Phan
tom,” Van said suavely. “As Mr. 
Havens has already informed you, I 
have come to discuss a matter that 
should be of vital interest to all of 
you.”

Five pairs of eyes looked question- 
ingly at the speaker who had revealed 
himself as the Nemesis of Crime. He 
appeared to be a man of dignified 
middle age, as he stood beside Frank 
Havens. Van Loan had decided on 
the guise of a well-to-do business 
man.

The five men he was facing were



42 THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

all controlling officers, with varied 
degrees of power, in the Green Circle 
Lines, Their president, Benjamin 
Thorne, had not yet arrived. But 
there were two vice-presidents here. 
Two other vice-presidents had died. 
The two living ones were Bernard 
Kane, a big man growing to corpu
lence, with a heavy-joweled face and 
deep-pocketed, troubled dark eyes; 
and George Dawson, stocky, of me
dium height, keen and dignified, 
though his gray eyes showed worry.

Seated at a desk was Arthur Wil
lett, secretary of the lines, a scrawny, 
undersized man with a pronounced 
Adam’s apple and a fidgety, almost 
rabbitlike manner. Near him stood 
lean Paul Vaughn, treasurer, over 
six feet of height, whose long hands 
toyed with pince-nez.

Puffing at a cigarette, was Sam 
Bancroft, youngest of the lot. He 
was built like a football husky, big
boned, with blue eyes and a jutting 
chin that revealed him as an aggres
sive, high-pressure type. He was 
manager of the passenger service, a 
sort of glorified salesman for the lux
ury line.

IT WAS Bancroft who spoke now, 
impatiently, crushing out his ciga

rette.
“Look here, phantom,” he said, 

“why wait for Thorne? He’s been 
ailing for some time, and may not be 
able to show up. And surely we don’t 
have to wait for Captain Derek, do 
we?”

Arthur Willett, the rabbity secre
tary, spoke timidly, his Adam’s apple 
bobbing.

“Mr. Thorne said he was coming. 
And Derek has a voice. Remember he 
owns stock.”

He wagged a finger, looked abashed 
at having spoken, and relapsed like a 
turtle into a shell.

Captain Derek, the Phantom had 
gathered, was the master of the com
pany’s flagship, the Giganta.

“Very well, gentlemen,” the Phan

tom said. “Mr. Bancroft is right. We 
can begin this discussion at once. 
Perhaps you can guess the purpose of 
my visit?”

His keen eyes were appraising the 
five men, sizing them up, trying to 
judge their character as he stood be
side Frank Havens who seemed 
vrorried, somewhat confused. The 
publisher did not know the strong 
motive that had prompted Van to call 
this conclave. Havens was also wor
ried about Steve Huston—as was the 
Phantom himself. No word had been 
heard from the young reporter since 
he had gone out the night before after 
the girl in gray.

The five men looked at one another 
—but theirs were not the looks of 
men sharing a secret. Each seemed 
furtive, distrustful and—yes, afraid.

Bernard Kane, the vice-president, 
bit off the end of a cigar nervously.

“Well, now,” the heavy-joweled 
man said in a troubled bass, “there’s 
Powell dead, and Hathaway mur
dered. Is that what you’re here about, 
Phantom? Or is it that pier business 
the police were asking us about?”

“ We settled that with the police!” 
Sam Bancroft, the aggressive passen
ger manager, almost snapped. “ We’ve 
been waiting for our lease on the pier 
to run out. We have no use for the 
place, and have kept it padlocked. 
Certainly, we didn’t know this Crime 
Legion, as they’re called, were using 
it.”

The others nodded their agreement. 
George Dawson, the other vice-presi
dent, held up a firm, square hand in a 
plea for silence.

“ Suppose we let the Phantom him
self tell us just why he is here,” he 
suggested. His troubled gray eyes 
went to Van.

The Phantom was silent a moment. 
He had no intention of telling these 
men that in his own mind both things 
that had been mentioned were 
strongly linked—that he was here be
cause of both of them! Again Van 
looked at them appraisingly. They



THE PHANTOM AND THE CRIME LEGION 48

The Phantom's ju-ju+stj move snapped back the head of his antagonist (Chapter X IIJ

seemed afraid, vet each was secretive, 
still. Why?

“ Gentlemen,” the Phantom said 
clearly, with a ringing intonation, 
“suppose you tell me how many of 
you have received notes threatening 
your lives!”

That question was even more of a 
bombshell than he had expected. And 
every one of those five men tensed 
strangely. Again each was looking 
suspiciously at his neighbor. Each 
seemed about to say something, but 
clamped his lips shut.

“Well?” the Phantom demanded.
The door at one end of the office 

opened then, and eyes swiveled in its 
direction. Into the room hobbled a 
man who, though he would have been 
tall if he stood to his full height, was 
made short by his stooped, hunched 
gait. Beneath a shock of gray hair

his face vras like wrinkled parchment, 
gray as his hair. He leaned heavily 
on a cane.

“ Here!” came his querulous voice. 
“What’s all this fuss about? And 
what’s this about threat notes.”

PAUL VAUGHN, the lean, digni
fied treasurer, spoke then for the 

first time.
“This man is the Phantom, Mr. 

Thorne,” he said quietly. “Phantom 
and Mr. Havens— this is Benjamin 
Thorne, our president.”

Thorne’s eyes went a little wide as 
fte looked at Van. Then, leaning on 
his cane, the stooped, wasted-looking 
man gave a harsh laugh.

“Our president!” he mimicked. 
“ President— in name! Since this 
damned heart trouble, I’ve had little 
to say about running this line— this
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line my great-grandfather started 
when that harbor out there was just 
a few ramshackle docks, and ships 
were fine beauties with sails.”

His cane rose, pointed out the win
dow to indicate the now mighty port 
of New York. Pride gave some life to 
his voice.

“That’s where the Green Circle 
ships first sailed from and returned 
— and ever since, storm or balmy 
weather, war or peace, they’ve kept 
sailing! Until a Thome got too sick 
to keep them going—and other lily- 
livered weaklings let a war stop ’em.”

lie shook his cane at the siient as
semblage, and again he turned to the 
Phantom.

‘T heard talk of threat notes. Do 
you mean—this ?” And with an angry, 
trembling gesture, Benjamin Thorne 
produced a square of paper from his 
pocket, handed it to the Phantom. 
“ This came in my morning mail.’’

Grimly, the Phantom looked at the 
bold writing he knew well. The un
signed message read:

Benjamin Thome:
They say your heart is bad, but I ’m not 

counting on it to kill you. I’ll do that little 
job rnyself in due time, just as I did for 
Powell and Hathaway, and will do for the 
rest of the Green Circle’s big shots. Talk 
about this and you’ll go quicker.

The five other ship men had come 
forward to look at the note. All 
seemed genuinely surprised. It 
seemed that 'when they next moved it 
was with one accord. Each produced 
an almost identical note, addressed 
to himself!

“ I—I didn’t know anyone else be
sides me got one,” Willett, the rab
bity secretary, stammered.

The others said the same thing. 
“ Look here, Phantom,” Sam Ban
croft, the aggressive passenger man
ager, demanded, “ did Powell and 
Hathaway— ”

“ I don’t know about Powell,” the 
Phantom said. “But Hathaway got 
one of those notes, yes.”

He did not tell them how he had 
linked that note with the Crime 
Legion, however!

The ship owners were looking at 
one another now. And it was Paul 
Vaughn, the tall lean treasurer, who 
broke the silence.

“ Gentlemen,” he announced, and 
gestured with his pince-nez glasses, 
“since now we know all of us received 
threats, don’t you realize who the 
murderer must be? Of course you 
do.” He spoke with quiet but firm 
conviction. “We all know who he is!”

CHAPTER IX
T h e  M a n  F rom  A lcatraz

VAUGHN’S words, 
every man. tensed, 
faces went pale. 
“You mean— ” Ber
nard Kane blurted 
then.

F o r  a n s w e r  
Vaughn turned to 
the Phantom.

“You must have 
heal’d of a certain 

public enemy who once terrorized the 
whole port of New York with a pro
tection racket. His name was Vince 
Brummer.”

Then Frank Havens spoke for the 
first time.

“ Brummer! Why, he was headline 
news only recently!”

The Phantom, who had also recog
nized the name, nodded for Paul 
Vaughn to continue.

“ Four years ago Vince Brummer 
and his protection and labor rackets 
had the whole shipping industry in a 
turmoil,” Vaughn said. “The Green 
Circle Lines, then the biggest com
pany on the waterfront, held a meet
ing. We decided to use everything at 
our command to put an end to this 
racketeer. We were instrumental in 
having him indicted on a Federal 
charge, and sent to Alcatraz. We paid 
a pretty penny for private investiga
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tors to dig up evidence on Drummer.
“ During his trial Brummer swore 

to avenge himself on all of us. Said 
he’d break out of Alcatraz, where 
he’d drawn a life sentence, and hunt 
us up. And— ”

“Three months ago.-” scrawny lit
tle Willett blurted out, “he did break 
out of Alcatraz, as impossible as that 
seems.”

Havens nodded. That was the news 
he remembered.

“He swam for it,” the publisher re
marked, “and authorities were con
vinced he was drowned in the heavy 
currents.”

Bernard Kane’s deep bass came 
shakily.

“Tell the Phantom the rest, 
Vaughn! How we got word from un
derworld characters who had been 
our informants four years ago that 
Brummer is still alive! That he’s 
been to a plastic surgeon, had his fin
gertips altered even!” Fear raised 
the vice-president’s bass almost to a 
treble. “Don’t you see that Vaughn’s 
right? It’s Brummer! He killed 
Powell and Hathaway! He means to 
kill us all!”

“ Nonsense!”
All eyes went to President Ben

jamin Thome who, leaning on his 
cane, voiced scornful denial.

“ I put no stock in this Brummer 
story. Changing face and finger
prints—piffle. If there has been mur
der, I say look somewhere else, right 
here! This war won’t last forever.

Maybe somebody would like to have 
control of the line when it’s over!”

His eyes scanned the tense men ac
cusingly, nor could Van dismiss his 
words. A friend or associate could 
easily have shot Hathaway.

“That’s what I say!” Thorne iter
ated, waving his cane. A look of 
sudden pain came over his parchment 
face then. “But I’m not staying here. 
My heart, darn n it, is kicking up 
again. A rest, that’s what I need. My 
doctor says I ought to go down tc my 
estate in Florida. But I’ve got to see 
those reports for improvement first.
. . . Dawson, I want those estimates 
you made during your trip to the 
Coast to see about a Pacific route for 
our ships. Bancroft, your new pas
senger estimates— if we use the new 
freight service and still carry pas
sengers.”

Angrily, the ailing President hob
bled out.

“Guess we ought to humor him,” 
Sam Bancroft said almost callously. 
“He hasn’t been himself since he 
came back from his own last trip 
South. You’d never believe he was 
the same old vigorous Thorne! I’ll 
get him those reports.”

HE LEFT, and soon afterward 
Dawson took his departure. The 

Phantom did not try to stop them. 
But he and Havens now remained 
with the tall Vaughn, the scrawny, 
frightened Willett, and the heavy-

f Turn page, ]
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jowled vice-president, Bernard Kane.
“ I’d like to hear more about this 

Vince Brummer,” the Phantom said. 
“ You seem to think Brummer wrote 
those threat notes?”

Vaughn nodded.
“Of course he would have disguised 

his writing so the notes won’t be 
traced to him,” Willett put in.

“ Willett’s made quite a hobby of 
graphology,” Vaughn put in.

Van looked at the scrawny secre
tary with new interest. So Willett 
was a student of handwriting! Again 
the Phantom thought of the threat 
note and the hectographed Legion 
paper in his possession.

THE outer door opened again at 
that moment.

“Better late than never, eh?” a 
jovial voice said, and a stocky man 
of middle height walked into the 
room with the slightest suggestion of 
a sea swagger. He had a full crop of 
dark hair under a master’s cap, clear 
gray eyes and his merchant marine 
uniform fitted him trimly.

“Hello, Derek,” Bernard Kane said 
heavily. “We were hoping you’d come 
sooner. Meet the Phantom.”

“ The Phantom?” Captain Derek 
looked at Van, surprised. “Say, what 
brings you here?”

Paul Vaughn raised his pince-nez 
impatiently.

“ Derek, we’ve just discovered that 
all of us have received threatening 
notes. Did you ?”

“ A threatening note?” Derek shook 
his head. “Why no, I—”

“That proves it, Phantom!” Kane 
broke in. “ Derek wasn’t with us 
when we brought Brummer to j ustice 
four years ago. That was after De
rek’s retirement.”

“Retirement?” Van echoed. “But I 
understood Captain Derek is still ac
tive, as master of your flagship, the 
Giganta.”

The captain chuckled. “That’s 
right, Phantom.” He waved a wide, 
firm hand. “Seven years ago, I did

retire. But do you think the Green 
Circle Lines let me stay retired? 
When war broke out, they asked me 
to come back and sail the Giganta. A 
month ago I brought her safely home 
from Europe, where our other ship, 
the Marintha, has only now been al
lowed to sail under another master.” 

“Derek was the man to bring a 
ship through war waters,” Bernard 
Kane explained. “He was in the navy 
in the last war, commanding a de
stroyer.”

“I’m always willing to sail, war or 
no war,” the jovial captain avowed. 
“ Guess I’d have come back even if 
they hadn’t enticed me with a bit of 
stock in the company, and made me 
feel like a capitalist! I can still han
dle a ship, though I’ll bet you’d never 
guess I was sixty years old.”

Vigorous as he was, with his hair 
still untouched by gray, the captain 
looked forty-five at most,

The Phantom glanced at Havens. 
He had learned all he could at pres
ent. Captain Derek evidently was not 
involved in the intrigue pertaining to 
Vince Brummer. Van took his de
parture with Havens.

The publisher drove as they headed 
for the Clarion Building where Van 
hoped there would be some word from 
Steve Huston. They had gone only a 
short distance when the Phantom 
gave a sharp ejaculation.

“Look out, Frank!”
The sudden warning cry startled 

Havens. The next instant, seemingly 
without reason the Phantom snatched 
at the steering wheel in the publish
er’s hands—jerked it, hard..

The coupe veered crazily curbward, 
where luckily no other cars were in 
the way. But on the left, where it 
had caromed out of traffic, another 
coupe loomed like a juggernaut! A 
Coupe twice the size of Havens’—a 
heavy gray coupe whose windows 
were so dirty and fogged that its oc
cupant could not be seen.

The Phantom’s always keen eyes 
had sensed the ominous import of
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that big coupe! But though he had 
veered Havens’ car, he was not swift 
enough. There was a sudden, j arring 
impact, as the corner of a fender that 
must have been solid steel ripped into 
Havens’ coupe as if it were so much 
tin!

The Phantom’s strong - muscled 
arms grabbed Havens, shielding him. 
The car settled on its side, half on 
the pavement. Shatterproof windows 
became spiderwebs. Metal twisted 
and groaned. Dazed, shaken, Havens 
felt himself being pulled out. The 
Phantom helped him to his feet.

A crowd was gathering. The near
est traffic cop was pounding across 
the street. But the gray coupe was 
gone! A radio prowl car pulled up 
and Van, with some idea of still try
ing pursuit, flashed his domino badge 
to avoid delay. Even as he was talk
ing to the bluecoats, the radio in the 
prowl car interrupted with a sudden, 
urgent call. Van instantly boarded 
the prowl car to squeeze between its 
two police occupants. Havens "was 
left behind.

The prowl car shrieked uptown to 
Forty-eighth Street and Eighth Ave
nue. But like other police cars that 
had sped here, it was too late I

The Crime Legion had struck 
again!

ANOTHER large bank had been 
robbed. Two tellers had been 

killed. One burning Legion member 
had been left behind. With loot run
ning to nearly a hundred thousand 
the rest had made their get-away! 
With police the country over search
ing for them vainly, that gang had 
reappeared only a few hours after 
their last depredation to pull another 
brazen job!

Some witnesses were certain they 
had seen a big gray coupe speed to 
the scene just after the robbery was 
pulled. The coupe had helped clear a 
path for the getaway!

Less than half an hour iater a face, 
evilly intelligent, wearing a look of

sneering contempt for all law and 
order, stared out of the photograph 
the Phantom held in his hands. It 
was the Rogue’s Gallery picture of 
Vince Drummer, one-time public 
enemy.

The Phantom, closeted in the Clar
ion office with Frank Havens and In
spector Gregg, was wasting no time 
preparing his next move. Steve Hus
ton had still failed to report, and 
other things that had happened made 
immediate action imperative.

That the attack of that coupe was 
meant to eliminate the Phantom, Van 
was sure. But whp knew that the 
Phantom was on the case 1 Who knew 
the role he had chosen to play when 
announcing his entry? The men of 
the Green Circle Lines knew. Again 
things seemed to link that company 
with the Crime Legion. Already Van 
had told Havens how the threat notes 
and the hectographed Legion paper 
had linked, too.

On the other hand, most of the 
Green Circle men had insisted that 
Vince Brummer was the writer of 
the threatening notes and the killer. 
That was why the Phantom now was 
hurriedly looking into all the avail
able data on Vince Brummer.

There seemed to be a fairly well 
authenticated rumor Brummer had 
made good his reckless escape, had 
found some marvelous doctor to alter 
his face and fingertips. It was even 
said he had reorganized his old gang, 
pulled off some jobs with them.

Four years before, Brummer’s mob 
had been spectacular. Not only had 
they run protection rackets in the 
ship industry, but they had preyed on 
the fur, jewel, and silk industries as 
well. Brummer’s “protection” con
tacts had enabled him to “ case” ware
houses, and it was said that when he 
went to Alcatraz his criminal brain 
teemed with plans for still bigger 
robberies.

“ By hell, Phantom,” Inspector 
Gregg declared sharply in anger, 
"some of the robberies pulled by the
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Legion click with these places Brum- 
mer used to work on. Suppose”—a 
strange light came into his haggard 
eyes— “suppose he really has had his 
fingertips and face altered, Suppose 
even that he lias a gang, all with al
tered prints and faces. Suppose— ” 
His excitement ebbed to a look of 
foolishness. “ Guess I’m going nuts 
on this damned case.”

The Phantom made no comment, 
for his own attention had now been 
drawn to another report. Brummer 
had had a gun-moll, a girl named 
Alice Bayes, who cooperated with 
him closely. She disappeared after 
his arrest.

Van wondered—was the girl in 
gray perhaps that moll? Had she 
been trying to get from Hathaway’s 
safe the threat note that would help 
convict her sweetheart? The thought 
of having innocently sent Steve Hus
ton after her goaded the Phantom to 
action.

His eyes now focused on a check
up of known Brummer gangsters. 
One of t hem, a man named Lenny 
Franks, who had been an indispen- 
sible cog in the mob, was even now 
on the verge of getting a parole from 
Sing Sing prison, where he had done 
a stretch.

The Phantom straightened, plans 
already fully formulated in his keen 
brain.

“Inspector,” he said to Gregg, “ I 
have work to do. While you keep try
ing to track down the Legion try to 
find out how they dispose of stolen 
goods. I’ve a hunch that knowledge 
may prove a valuable lead.”

Van also had instructions for Ha
vens. The publisher was to check, 
through his own newspaper files and 
other sources, the pasts of all the 
Green Circle officials involved in the 
case.

When, minutes later, Havens saw 
the Phantom depart, the worried pub
lisher knew that Van was going out 
to fresh, perilous adventure. And the 
Phantom was still thinking of Steve

Huston. What had happened to the 
nervy little reporter?

CHAPTER X 
Steve Huston

E V E  H U S T O N ,
hard-boiled Clarion 
crime reporter, had 
made a wry remark 
to himself when, 
leaving the Phan
tom at Hathaway’s 
mansion, he had 
chased after the 
girl in gray.

“Just i m a g i n e  
sending me to tail a skirt!”

The girl was running down the 
graveled private road, and Huston 
had no trouble keeping her in view, 
yet, lie managed to keep her from 
seeing him. She was just a vague 
figure, but Steve gathered the im
pression that she was young and 
good-looking. He had no idea why 
the Phantom had sent him after her.

Another moment and he saw her 
climbing into a small, modest road
ster. Its starter whirred, and the lit
tle car moved down the main road, 

Steve’s own car, a battered Ford 
sedan none the worse for wear, was 
soon rolling after it.

“ She’s a good driver anyway,” he 
observed.

A very good driver, he was soon to 
amend. For though he didn’t think 
she had spotted him tailing her, evi
dently she wanted to make sure there 
was no pursuit. Her roadster began 
to lead Steve a merry chase.

It proved to be a long chase. This 
girl was certainly not going back t-o 
Manhattan. She was going north, 

“To the North Pole maybe,” the 
hard-boiled reporter gritted to him
self. “But the Phantom told me to 
stick to her, and by hell, I will!” 

The trouble was that she w'as tak
ing unfamiliar roads, and a devious 
route. Somehow Huston managed to 
keep a general sense of direction, but
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that was all. He could not estimate 
the mileage traveled, for the girl con
tinued to take turns, often retracing 
her route. The night began to wane.

The road the girl had taken now 
was bumpy, leading through trees. 
Dawn touched their tops, and mist 
met both cai*s—mist in which there 
was a chill dampness. Through the 
trees, Huston caught glimpses of 
water—a great expanse of it. The 
ocean? He couldn’t tell. The mist 
prevented a good view of it. Now the 
road narrowed twistingly, full of 
growth, little used. In order not to 
be spotted, Huston allowed more dis
tance to be put between himself and 
the roadster, for his Ford was jounc
ing and rattling loudly in the dawn.

He was tired. He had spent most 
o f the night driving, and it had been 
a lucky break that he had had a full 
gas tank. Maybe trailing a skirt 
wasn't such a snap after all. Where 
in hell had she led him?

Her roadster went out of sight 
around a curve in the misty, tree- 
shrouded road. A moment later Hus
ton’s Ford took the curve—and he 
cursed. The girl’s car had vanished 
in the mist!

“ Did she see me—manage to give 
me the slip?” Huston asked himself.

But how? The road stretched into 
mist, but he could see far enough to 
realize her car couldn’t have gone 
even that far, and at top speed, to 
have disappeared from .view.

ABRUPTLY he stopped his Ford, 
shut off the motor. If the girl’s 

car was anywhere near, Steve knew 
he should be able to hear its purring 
engine in the quiet.

But he didn’t! The silence was 
broken only by the sound of nearby 
lapping waters, the chirp of birds. 
It seemed strangely ominous, that si
lence. Steve suddenly did not like 
these desolate surroundings. He did 
not like a car disappearing in thin 
air.

“ .What a sap I am!” he chided him

self. “ It can’t have gone far. I don’t 
hear it, so it’s stopped somewhere 
nearby.”

No girl was going to make a fool of 
him! He started going again, and 
when he believed he had gone far 
enough to be out of sight of the girl 
who must have stopped between the 
curve and where he was, he got out 
of the Ford and moved back on foot, 
still listening for that other motor.

The Phantom would have consid
ered Steve a most apt pupil. For as 
the reporter stealthily moved back 
along the road he found tire tracks 
leading off the road between the trees. 
Following them he came upon the 
stalled roadster, cached here in the 
woods. It was empty. But in the hard 
earth the prints of high heels led 
away from the car, Steve followed 
them, rapidly but silently.

The next instant he was sure he 
saw her, through the trees, running 
now. But even as he hurried after 
her, she disappeared again, the foli
age and mist obscuring her. Cursing, 
Steve barged on, He must not lose 
her—must not!

It happened then. As if by magic, 
the woods came to life! Out of the 
trees came men—silent, hard-faced 
men with glinting guns. Steve Hus
ton saw them looming in the mist 
He had read enough in his own pa
per, had seen enough to know who 
they were, instantly.

The Crime Legion!
In that terrible instant Steve could 

see where they got their reputation, 
why the very name of their band was 
now a name of terror to the whole 
country. They were closing in on him, 
surrounding him. The little reporter 
had a gun, an automatic such as his 
idol, the Phantom, carried. He wa3 
trying to drag that gun out now. But 
he never had a chance.

The silent men of the Crime Legion 
suddenly sprang like a pack of silent 
but bloodthirsty wolves. Steve saw 
their hard faces loom, then the blow 
of a blackjack smashed down through
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his soft fedora. His skull exploded. 
Blackness claimed him.

He had a vagne sense o f being car
ried into a house. The next thing he 
knew, he was opening his eyes to such 
blinding light that he could see noth
ing else. But he could hear. A voice, 
coming from somewhere out of that 
light, was roaring in his very ears.

An evil, rasping voice, filled with 
malice.

“So you’re a reporter from the 
Clarion!”  the voice roared. “Well, 
you’re a bungling fool! But perhaps 
you can answer something. Frank 
Havens, of the Clarion, is the man 
who contacts the Phantom!” Hate 
threaded the voice. “Has he yet called 
the Phantom about our little band?”

HUSTON could not see the speaker, 
did not know where aU the light 

came from. It struck him, ironi
cally, that this was something like a 
police third-degree—bright lights on 
the suspect, the unseen police bark
ing questions. Only it was diaboli
cally reversed now.

“Answer!”
“ Go to hell!”  Steve Huston gritted.
Immediately a rain of blows fell 

on him, cruel kicks landed with such 
force that pain was excruciating. Le
gion men were still holding him in 
the blinding light. And the unseen 
voice spoke again.

“ Stubborn, are you? Very well. 
There will be time to deal with you 
later!”

With his senses only half-working, 
Steve thought he heard a rasped or
der. There were some words in it 
that he could not catch. Then again 
he was lifted roughly, borne out of 
that hellish glare. The next thing 
he knew he landed on a floor. He 
heard a heavy door slammed, and a 
bolt shot into place.

The place where he had been left 
was cramped and dark. When he 
tried to move, his head bumped a 
wall. Some sort of closet, he thought, 
but found when he tried vainly to

force the locked door which proved 
solid, unyielding, was in reality a cell. 
He yelled but his yells only echoed 
in his ears.

He remembered the Phantom’s oft- 
repeated advice: “When you can’t 
do anything, don’t waste futile 
energy. Think.”

But Steve, his body aching, could 
only think in a panicky way now. 
Why, he told himself, this place must 
be the main hideout of the Legion 
that could vanish so readily. This was 
where they had come after last 
night's Gay-Way robbery and their 
escape from the pier.

And that girl had led Steve here! 
Perhaps she had known all along that 
he was following her. Damn her, she 
had led him into a neat trap!

And the roaring voice he had heard 
—maybe that was the big shot of the 
Legion, the unknown leader! Steve 
Huston’s teeth gritted. He had to get 
out of here. The Phantom would have 
found some way out, he told himself. 
But Steve Huston was not the Phan
tom. He could not get out. His only 
bit of luck was that they had not yet 
killed him.

He could hear sounds—motors, 
tires, and a heavier sound, as of un
muffled motors. His ears told him the 
Legion was setting forth. Were they 
going out on another crime rampage?

Not all the legionnaires had left, 
Huston was sure. He could hear some 
moving about the house—guards most 
likely. He wondered whether the girl 
was here, too.

Time passed. Minutes dragged into 
hours. Then, when Huston estimated 
it was well into the afternoon, there 
were sounds of motors again. The 
house shook with the entry of return
ing feet. The Crime Legion must be 
back from its latest exploit!

Some time after that light again 
met his eyes when his door was 
opened. Guns were thrust in at him. 
Rough hands yanked him out, and 
now he saw death in those hard faces. 
Again he was dragged, lifted. Then
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again those blinding lights were in 
kis face.

“You will talk now, damn you!” 
the voice he had heard before roared. 
There was the fury as of frustration 
in the voice. “ I have learned that the 
Phantom is on this case! He is far 
more clever than you, Huston. He 
escaped death with his friend Havens 
from a little collision this morning.” 
The speaker seemed not to hesitate 
to speak so freely, and Huston took 
in every word. “ How long has the 
Phantom been on this case? You 
work for Havens—you ought to 
know!”

Huston did not know. What he 
did know, and it might be vital to 
the criminals, was that he had 
met the Phantom at Hathaway’s 
house the night before.

“You can still go to hell,” he 
gritted.

THE voice seemed like an evil Ni
agara then.

"You will regret your foolish stub- 
bomegs! You might have died a 
swift, merciful death! Now you’ll 
die a thousand deaths before the real 
one comes! You’ll be glad to tell 
everything you know—you’ll scream 
for mercy!”

Again blows cuffed most of the re
maining consciousness out of Huston, 
and dazedly he felt himself carried 
like a helpless sack. He glimpsed a 
window, saw that night was falling.

Almost twenty-four hours had 
passed since the Phantom had sent 
him after that girl. And now Huston 
knew he was being taken to some 
horrible, delayed death. But even as 
they dragged him through the house 
to whatever hell awaited, Steve 
thought of the Phantom. Maybe— 
somehow that fleeting hope persisted 
—maybe the Phantom would reach 
him, for he must be seeking the Le
gion.

But whether the Phantom reached 
him or not, Steve Huston knew one 
thing. He himself would not tell what

little he knew, no matter how slowly 
or horribly they killed him!

*  *  *  *  *

In the afternoon of that day that 
threatened to mark the doom of little 
Steve Huston, the principal keeper of 
Sing Sing prison, that famed peniten
tiary whose gray walls overlooked 
the Hudson, opened one of the cells 
in the new block.

“ Come on, feller,” he ordered. 
“Warden’s sent for you.”

Convict 11576, otherwise known as 
Lenny Franks, a former member of 
the terrible Vince Brummer mob, 
rolled off his cot, came to the door in 
his drab Sing Sing uniform. He was 
a well built man, with a strong- 
featured face marred by a zigzag scar 
running from chin to cheek. He 
looked worried.

“What is it?” he demanded, in a 
slightly nasal voice. “ Say, it ain’t 
somethin’ about me not gcitin’ my 
parole? I been behavin’ . . . .”

But the P. K., though kindly, volun
teered no information. Pie led Lenny 
Franks down the corridor, past cells 
with their staring convicts, across 
the big yard, and into the Adminis
tration Building, where he opened the 
warden’s door.

“ Go on in, feller,” he commanded.
The worried convict entered the 

spacious office, with its arched, barred 
window overlooking the grounds. He 
moved respectfully to the warden’s 
desk.

“ Look here, Warden,” he asked 
hesitantly. “It ain’t somethin’ about 
my parole, is it? Because I— ”

He stopped short, with a surprised 
cry, staring at the man who sat be
hind the desk. The man was a broad- 
shouldered fellow, on whose face was 
also a domino mask of black silk, 
from which his two eyes peered 
keenly.

This wras the man Franks found 
in the warden’s office—'alone.

“Who— ” he choked. Somewhere 
he had heard tales of a man who wore
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a domino mask, tales that boded ill 
for wrong-doers.

THE lips beneath the mask moved 
then, as if the man were read

ing the convict’s thoughts.
“Yes, Lenny Franks,” he said, “ I’m 

the Phantom.”
“The — the Phantom!” Franks 

echoed, and began to quiver, his zig
zag scar blending with the ashen hue 
of his face. “Look, Phantom,” he 
pleaded, “ I done my time—I been on 
good behavior— ”

“You have nothing to fear from 
me, Lenny Franks—as long as you do 
go straight,” said the Phantom. 
“ You’ve paid for your crime. I have 
looked into your record here. The 
warden and the parole board have 
turned your case over to me.”

This was true. The Phantom had 
worked fast in his haste to follow the 
lead he hoped might bring him to 
grips with the Crime Legion. The 
leader, he believed was the man who 
had been head of the Brummer mob, 
said to be reorganized, rumored to 
have escaped from Alcatraz.

When Van had learned that Lenny 
Franks, one of the formerly indis- 
pensible Brummer mobsters, was due 
for parole any day, he had reached 
his decision. He had sped to Ossining 
by fast car, entered the grim walls 
which imprisoned many wrong-doers 
he had sent here— all this in utmost 
secrecy. Only the most trustworthy 
officials, the famous warden himself, 
and now Lenny Franks knew that the 
Phantom was in Sing Sing!

Now his eyes peered through his 
domino mask—the mask so well 
known to the underworld.

“Franks,” the masked man asked, 
“ what do you plan to do when you 
get out of here?”

“ Why—get a job,” Franks said. 
“ Go straight. Honest, I— ”

Again the Phantom stopped him. 
“There’s a rumor, Franks, that the 
Brummer gang has been reorgan
ized.”

“I wouldn’t know, Phantom. How 
would I know, bein’ here?”

But the Phantom had seen the 
flicker of furtive hesitation, and the 
Phantom knew that prison grape
vines, despite vigilant watching, 
brought outside news to convicts. It 
was on this knowledge, and the fact 
that Franks had been important to 
the gang, that he banked.

“The truth, Lenny Franks, is go
ing to help you more than hurt you. 
On your telling it will depend your 
release. Suppose you could get out 
today— ”

“Today!” Franks’ eyes lighted. 
“ Look, Phantom, I swear I'll go 
straight if— ”

“What about the Brummer gang?” 
Van demanded.

The convict gave a sob then. “All 
right, Phantom, I’ll tell you.” He 
glanced around apprehensively as if 
he feared these safe walls might have 
ears. “Look! Whitey Williams—he 
was Brummer’s lootenant—he got a 
message to me through a guy just 
come in. They say they want me back 
in the gang— got a job where they 
need me. I’m the best lock-picker 
goin’ an’— ” He stopped his boast 
before involuntary pride in his work 
should run away with him. “Honest, 
Phantom, I don’t want to go back. 
Here in prison, I kinda thought 
things over, and I figured it just don't 
pay bein’ a crook.”

The Phantom, keen judge of char
acter that he was, felt the sincerity 
in those words. They spoke well for 
the famous warden who had sent so 
many of his charges away completely 
reformed.'

“So you don’t want to go back, 
Lenny. Were you—threatened?”

Again the convict looked about ap
prehensively.

“Yes. . . . They’re watchin’ this 
prison every day. As soon as I get 
out they say they’ll meet me, and I’ll 
go back with ’em, or else.”

“You know where the gang has its 
headquarters?” Van Loan demanded,
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tensely. “And whether Brummer is 
really still the leader?”

The convict gave a negative to both 
questions.

"All right, Franks, I believe yon,” 
the Phantom said. “ I’m going to help 
you—so you can go straight.”

CHAPTER XI
Convict 11576

INUTES later, in this 
same office, Lenny 
Franks sat with 
light from the win
dow falling on his 
scarred face. The 
Phantom had dis
appeared behind a 
screen. Franks had 
no idea what the 
Phantom was do

ing, but inasmuch as Van kept him 
engaged in talk, the convict had had 
no time to ask questions.

Actually, Lenny Franks was sit
ting for his portrait—a pom-ait re
produced on tiie face of Richard Cur
tis Van Loan!

Behind that screen, unseen by 
Franks, but able to see him clearly 
through eye-holes, worked the Phan
tom. On a table before him was a 
leather kit, open, its mirror turned 
upward. The Phantom's deft fingers 
lifted jars, powders, bits of nose- 
putty, all of which he applied to his 
face, already covered with a strong 
cream-base which only his special 
chemicals could remove.

Grim metamorphosis! The Phan
tom’s art of make-up was now being 
put once more to the test A bit of 
rubber cartilege, under his lips now, 
gave his mouth the proper protuber
ance. Lastly came the scar, painted 
on with, a whitish hardening mate
rial. Van looked out at the eonvict. 
He looked at his own mirror, and saw 
that face, similar in every minute re
spect.

He called to Franks, toH the con
vict to go out of the office, to the wait

ing warden and the P. K. Franks did 
so.

A moment later the warden en
tered the office—and stopped dead in 
his tracks at the sight of the man 
who met him.

“Hello, Warden,” came the nasal 
voice of Lenny Franks. “ Say, how 
about my parole!”

"It’s impossible!” the warden ex
claimed. “I saw Franks go aw ay with 
the P. K.—yet you’re Franks!”

“ Thanks, Warden,” the Phantom 
said in a more natural voice. “ That’s 
o«ne of the best compliments I’ve had 
yet.”

Soon after that, for Van was wast
ing no time in his desire to play this 
lead through, the real Lenny Franks 
was secretly taken out of Sing Sing. 
His face was concealed by bandages, 
and his appearance was that of a sick 
man when a private ambulance called 
for him.

That ambulance was manned by 
trusted men of Inspector Gregg’s who 
took Franks to a hotel in New York 
by a devious route. Havens, notified, 
had engaged a room and here the con
vict would be kept under cover, with 
the promise of a job on the Clarion 
when this business was over.

Still later that afternoon, Lenny 
Franks whom many prisoners saw 
taken from his cell, was ostenta
tiously released. That was after the 
final edition of the Clarion had come 
out, with tliis item crowded onto its t 
front page teeming with Crime Le
gion and war news:

NOTORIOUS CONVICT PAROLED

Lenny Franks, Former Brummer 
Mobster, Freed from 

Sing Sing

The Phantom went through all the 
moves Lenny Franks would have 
made when freed. Dressed in a suit 
the prison had given him, supplied 
with the customary five dollars, he 
walked out of the opening gates of 
the grim-walled prison, showing all
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the joy of a convict stepping into air 
that was free.

He walked at a leisurely pace to 
the Ossining railroad station to buy 
a ticket for Manhattan.

“Say, Lenny, you don’t need no 
ticket,” a voice said in his ear. “ Save 
your five bucks.'’

Van turned from the window, 
feigning surprise. A thick-set, big- 
nosed man in a cap had edged lip to 
him, and the man’s hands were in his 
pockets, one of which bulged with 
something more than a hand.

“Pete!” breathed the Phantom, in 
the voice of Lenny Franks.

“Yeah, the same old Pete. Come 
along, Lenny.”

VAN fell into step beside the big- 
nosed fellow. They walked to a 

waiting sedan.
“Here he is, boys,” said Pete. “I 

guess you remember Louie and Max, 
eh, Lenny, just like you remembered 
me?”

“ Sure,” said Van, nodding at the 
driver and the other men in the car. 
“Hello, fellers.”

“You ride in back with Max and 
me,” Pete said.

Obediently Van climbed in, sat be
tween the two. The sedan rolled up 
the hill to the Albany Post Road, 
headed for Manhattan.

“Where we goin’, boys?” asked 
Van, conversationally.

“You’ll find out,” Pete said. “Our 
orders are to do no talkin’.”

Van sat back, his disguised, scarred 
face concealing more than the true 
features underneath, for they con
cealed the thoughts racing through 
his brain. So far, he thought, so 
good. The real Franks had described 
most of the gang members of the old 
Brummer outfit for him, which was 
how he had been able to recognize 
Pete and these others.

But could they be of the Crime Le
gion? Legion men had never been 
recognized, had left prints which 
were not on file. Certainly these men’s 
prints must be on file.

The sedan made good time, but it 
obeyed traffic lights. For the roads, 
all roads these days, were well-pa
trolled by troopers looking for signs 
of the Crime Legion.

At last the sedan was rolling into 
New York City. But that was not 
the end of the journey. The car was 
driven downtown, then across the 
Queensboro Bridge, heading through 
a lonely district of Long Island City. 
Twilight had come when the sedan 
finally swung into a ramshackle brick 
garage, isolated, and with a look of 
desertion. Louie, the driver squeezed 
this sedan among other cars in the 
garage, brought it to a stop.

“ Okay, Lenny, here we are.”
Van climbed out with the three

[Turn  page ]
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men who had brought him here from 
Ossining. They moved to the rear of 
the garage, opened a door, and en
tered a room where bright lights 
burned.

And some dozen men tensed, hands 
reaching toward weapons.

“ Okay, okay,” Pete said quickly. 
“ Gosh, what you guys all so jumpy 
about anyhow?”

A big, heavy-set man with blond 
hair almost white stepped forward.

“You should knock the signal, Pete. 
Coppers are nosing all around these 
days.” His eyes swiveled to Van. 
“Hello, Lenny.”

“Hello, Whitey,” the Phantom said 
promptly.

“Whitey” Williams, lieutenant of 
the Brummer gang, grinned.

“We didn’t expect you out so soon 
— though the boys were waiting for 
you. We was surprised when we seen 
the papers today. We got a job lined 
up, and need you. But maybe you 
don’t want to join us again, eh?” His 
voice was a purr, and the other men 
moved a little closer.

“Who says I don’t?” the Phantom 
quickly answered, in Lenny’s voice. 
“ Maybe I wasn’t admitting it up to 
Sing Sing, to the screws, but if 
there’s dough in it— ”

Whitey nodded. “You see, guys, 
he’s okay. Ease up and give him a 
gat. But maybe first I better tell him 
the set-up.” The big blond man 
hoisted himself upon a table, lit a 
cigarette. “Lenny, the -way things 
are now, I’m givin’ orders here. I’m 
the boss, see?”

VAN felt a sense of frustration.
Then Brummer was not alive, 

though the real Franks had believed 
he was.

“Look,” Van chanced protesting. 
“ I thought the boss— ”

“ Let me tell you.” Whitey spat out 
some shreds of cigarette tobacco. 
“Vince made that break from the 
Rock all right. He got in touch with 
me by phone. I ain’t seen him, don’t

know whether his face is changed 
like they’re sayin’ or not. He keeps 
promisin’ to show up—meanwhile 
cases jobs for us which we pull. We 
was waitin’ for you for one of the 
best ones. But we’ve decided that if 
Vince ain't taking his chances with 
us, we shift for ourselves. I told him 
the same over the phone.”

The Phantom listened with grow
ing puzzlement. What were the jobs 
this gang had pulled, jobs planned by 
the shrewd Brummer? And where 
was Brummer?

“So,” Whitey said, “we want you 
to pick a lock for a good jewel job. 
What you say, Lenny?”

The Phantom considered. To all 
appearances, these members of the 
old Brummer gang seemed unlinked 
to the Crime Legion. But the Phan
tom still could not be sure. Perhaps 
if he saw how they worked—

He grinned from his scarred Lenny 
Franks face.

“ Okay, Whitey. When do we pull 
this job?”

“Tonight,” said Whitey, his eyes 
gleaming with avaricious anticipa
tion.

If the job did not lead him to the 
mystery he sought, Van was think
ing, he would not be losing much 
time, at any rate. . . .

Night. And this time a dark, 
cloudy night, when criminals could 
move furtively and stealthily. Even 
so Whitey had taken no chances. At 
a quarter to midnight his gang, ar
riving individually, with Pete and 
Louie bringing up cars to wait, were 
gathering outside a dark jewelry 
store off Madison Avenue, Manhat
tan. The store had been “cased,” the 
timing arranged. The bluecoat on the 
beat had passed on his rounds, was 
safely distant.

Furtive as shadows, the Brummer 
gang moved to the store.

“ Okay, Lenny,” Whitey whispered 
over the Phantom’s shoulder. “Do 
your stuff.”

The Phantom did not hesitate. He
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had to play his role until he at least 
found out more about this Brummer 
business. A strange irony, though, 
that he was the one supposed to pick 
the lock!

The real Lenny had told him 
how he used to pick locks. The Phan
tom, a past master at that art, had 
little difficulty with the piece of wire 
supplied by the gang. With others 
watching for the beat-cop, the Phan
tom deftly inserted the wire in the 
door.

He worked it, twisted it, caught 
notches of the lock.

Inside of three minutes he had the 
lock open. Another gangster got to 
work, and Van held his breath as the 
man clumsily put the burglar alarm 
out of commission. It was an old- 
fashioned type.

Indeed, from every standpoint, the 
job was simple.

The gangsters filed into the store. 
Twice, ironically enough, the Phan
tom had to warn them to be careful of 
burglar alarms. If they brought the 
police, that might mean shooting, and 
these men were killers. But not the 
machinelike killers the Legion men 
were.

Now they were opening cases under 
the light of flashes. Another applied 
“soup” to an old-fashioned safe. It 
was blanketed and an explosion shook 
the store but wras muffled enough to 
escape notice from the deserted 
street.

GLITTERING jewelry was thrust 
into bags. Perhaps this jewelry 

would be lost, but the Phantom meant 
to see that the insurance company 
was reimbursed if he failed to recov
er the loot for them. Often, from the 
fortune of Richard Curtis Van Loan, 
such expenses were paid, when the 
Phantom considered a risk like this 
worth it.

“ Okay, guys,” Whitey finally whis
pered. “ Let’s lam!”

As they climbed into the two wait
ing sedans, the beat-cop appeared

around a corner. Van spied him first, 
for the Phantom had been grimly 
watching for that bluecoat.

“Step on its” he whispered. “ I'll 
be ready to plug that copper if he 
sees— ” Pete stepped on it.

Both sedans pulled away, before 
the cop came abreast of either of
them.

They rolled back to the Queensboro 
Bridge, back to that garage. The 
Phantom felt a sense of disappoint
ment. He was sure now that he had 
not been working with members of 
the Crime Legion. These furtive 
gangsters did not operate like a light
ning-fast, precise army.

They had rolled open the garage 
doors, and the cars pulled into the 
isolated hideout. The men, with their 
loot, got out.

“ Stick ’em up—  Stick 'em up!” 
snarled a voice.

It was loud enough to fill the 
garage. Yet, though obviously it came 
from a human throat, that voice Lad 
a strange, almost toneless sound, The 
Phantom felt his heart miss a beat; 
even as other Brummer mobsters 
cried out.

From the shadowy corners of the 
garage, from all sides, men had ap
peared. Grim, hard-faced men, mov
ing like an army in mufti! In their 
hands weapons glinted—automatics 
and machine guns.

“Stick ’em up, or you get a slug, 
see!”

Another monotonous voice spoke
then, and Van’s eyes located the 
speaker, a chunky, swart man. At 
the same time the Phantom noticed 
another of the hard-faced mob, a man 
in a cap, who held a .45, but who 
carried a strange-looking pistol in a 
belt.

Recognition came to Van. That 
night on the pier . . . Here was the 
man who had sprayed acid at a chug 
Van himself had wounded!

These men who were sticking up 
the Brummer gang were the Crime 
Legion!
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CHAPTER XII
Dog Eat Dog

ST for an instant, 
as the grim, silent 
am b u s h e r s  ad
vanced, the Brum- 
mer gang s t o o d  
f r o z e n .  T h e n  
Williams cursed.

“ Y o u  d a m n  
h i j a c k e r s ,  you 
won’t— ”

With a livid oath 
he whipped out his automatic. Before 
he could raise it, a gun barked from 
the hand of a Legion man, the sharp 
report filling the garage. Whitey’s 
voice became a scream as he pitched 
forward. Other Brummer mobsters, 
as if fearful of getting killed no mat
ter what they did, managed to draw 
weapons. Some leaped to cover. They 
were trying to make a fight of it !

A one-sided fight though. The 
Legion guns blazed swiftly and with 
accuracy, as the lawless gang began 
to mow down the law-breakers of the 
Brummer mob! Van, caught in the 
midst of it, clucked wildly as the air 
grew- thick with flying, screaming 
lead. One of the cars offered him mo
mentary cover. He slipped behind 
it. The front door of the garage was 
already blocked by Legion men, so 
the Phantom made a dash for the 
rear office of the garage.

Even as he reached it, unseen in 
the thickening smoke of gunfire in 
this strange battle, the living mem
bers of the Brummer gang were ca
pitulating, raising their hands. 
Others, including Whitey and the big- 
nosed Pete, lay sprawled in their own 
blood on the stone flagging.

Van slipped into the office. There 
was another door he had seen on his 
first visit to this garage, which should 
give egress. In his mind was only 
one thought—to get out, get help, 
capture the Legion men.

He was moving across the floor 
when his sixth sense warned him of

the office door opening again. He 
ducked with fierce haste as a gun 
roared, and a slug whined past his 
face. Whirling, he had out his own 
automatic—the gun furnished him by 
the Brummer mob. But before he 
could bring it to bear, he saw the man 
who had discovered him, leaping to
ward him. It was one of the Legion 
men who had spoken in that grim 
monotone.

The Phantom met his charge, found 
that the man, having missed with a 
gun, had decided to finish the battle 
with physical strength. The Legion 
man wrestled like a professional. He 
was tying up Van’s arms. For the 
first time the Phantom was actually 
at physical grips with one of the 
Legion—a formidable antagonist, 
whose panting breath he could feel 
on his face!

But the Phantom was no novice at 
such fighting. Though the gun had 
been forced from his hand, and had 
dropped to the floor, he still had his 
skill and strength. His hand pushed 
against a stubble face, in a ju-jutsu 
move which snapped back the head of 
his antagonist. But the latter, evi
dently a man of iron, promptly re
covered, closed in with a crushing 
grip. Out in the garage the noises of 
battle were beginning to die down. 
The Phantom sought desperately to 
best this Legion man—capture him 
and get him out of here before any 
acid gun could do its work.

Now he was wriggling his left fist 
free. He doubled it, braced against 
the crushing grip of the Legion man. 
Then he hurled the fist with all his 
strength in a terrific uppercut to the 
thug’s jaw.

As the shattering impact struck 
home, the Phantom felt those grip
ping' arms relax. The thug flew back
ward, his legs doubling like closing 
jackknife blades. He fell backward 
to the stone floor. There was an aw
ful, cracking sound as his head hit 
that floor.

He shuddered and went still.
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The Phantom moved to the inert 
man then, bent hard-eyed. The Legion 
member was dead. That fall had 
cracked his skull! And Van had 
hoped to take him alive. He looked 
down at the corpse curiously. Chest
nut hair, a flat-nosed face. . . .

Van slipped to the door, peered 
into the garage. A gruesome scene 
met his eyes. The remnants of the 
Brummer mob were lined up, and 
Legion thugs were busily tying them 
with stout cords. Others were gather
ing the loot from the jewel robbery, 
also loot from other robberies of this 
Brummer gang. As yet none were 
moving toward this rear office, evi
dently having been in it before the 
return of the Brummer gang they 
had been here to ambush.

Van’s mind calculated with light
ning speed. Dare he try the hazard
ous scheme that had come to him 
how? Would there be time? Perhaps, 
because the Legion out there had not 
yet missed this one of their number. 
They were taking their time, making 
sure they got all the loot they had 
come to hijack. The garage, isolated, 
closed, had kept the sounds of the 
gun-battle from being heard outside. 
No police had been waiting nearby as 
they had been at the time of that gun- 
battle at the pier.

Changed nowr was the Phantom’s 
plan to get help. He had gone to a 
great deal of trouble to affect a per
fect disguise, but only indirectly had 
his role of Lenny Franks brought 
him to the Crime Legion. Now—

From a cleverly concealed place in 
the suit he had been given in prison, a 
place prepared before his departure 
from Sing Sing, the Phantom ex
tracted his flat make-up kit. Like the 
platinum-studded badge concealed in 
still another secret pocket, the kit al
ways accompanied him on his haz
ardous exploits.

Never before had he worked wflth 
such lightning speed, or been called 
upon to do a swifter, or more thor
ough job. At any moment, the Legion Van ar.d Havens read the strange column 

of words (Chapter XV)
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might finish their work in the garage, 
and then it would be too late.

First—an eradicating cream, to re
move the make-up of Lenny Franks. 
Under it was the firmer base over the 
features of Richard Curtis Van Loan 
which must always be hidden as long 
as he was on a case. Then out came 
jars, creams, cartilage. His nose 
began to broaden under his rapid fin
gers as he applied special, puttylike 
rubber. His lips thickened under a 
moisture-proof lipstick. One minute 
. . . two . . . three . . . The Phantom 
continued putting on himself the 
anonymous unknown face of the dead 
Legionnaire on the floor.

A mirror told him he was getting 
it. Then that face stared back at him, 
evil, menacing. Stripping off the 
man’s suit and cap, he put them on, 
making them fit though they were a 
trifle big. In pockets he found ciga
rettes, a Swiss-make watch, currency 
and—yes, a hectographed paper! The 
same kind of paper he had taken 
from the burning gangster at the pier 
—the same list of slangy words, only 
more of them now.

Again he moved to the door. The 
Legion had the living members of the 
Brummer mob tied up now, writhing 
on the floor. They had the hijacked 
loot. They were looking around, the 
man with the acid-gun prominent 
among the searchers. They had 
missed one of their band.

Hastily, Van patted last details of 
disguise on his face, while his eyes 
searched the room. A closet, half- 
filled with refuse, caught his gaze. 
Hurriedly, the Phantom stooped, 
picked up the dead man on the floor, 
dragged him to the closet. He shoved 
the corpse behind refuse, covered it, 
hoping it would not be found in this 
inconspicuous, unused spot.

HOLSTERING the automatic he 
had taken from the dead legion

naire, Van hurried to the door. He 
opened it as the Crime Legion men 
were coming in his direction, their

eyes keen, hard. The Phantom 
breathed a prayer. This time he had 
had no opportunity to test out his dis
guise—the test now was a matter of 
life or death. Relief filled him as the 
man with the acid-gun gestured, tell
ing tlie others with the gesture that 
the missing member was found. For 
they had all become speechless again.

They moved to the doors of the 
garage. And in their midst moved 
the Phantom. He had gone through a 
devious circuit to get to this role, the 
strangest role he had ever played, 
the role of a unknown member of the 
terrible Crime Legion sought by 
the police the country over.

But tonight they were making no 
brazen escape from police. There 
were no police to face. With their 
hijacked loot they strode out of the 
garage, the eyes of the bound Brum
mer men staring after them in sullen 
rage, and the eyes of those dead peer
ing sightlessly from the blood-stained 
floor.

Outside, down the deserted block, a 
big truck waited. It bore the name of 
a legitimate express service. Rear 
doors were opened, and into it 
climbed the Legionnaires and the 
Phantom. In the dark, he leaned 
against the wall with the others. The 
truck began to move through the 
night. No one spoke. Strange how 
even among themselves these Legion 
men were silent, yet Van had heard 
the one he had killed speak—and he 
was prepared to imitate that mono
tone of a clipped voice.

Small windows in the rear door 
gave Van an idea of the course the 
truck took. It crossed the East River 
into Manhattan, rolled uptown. More 
than once a police car passed. Van, 
by a shout, could have summoned it. 
But even if he couid have done so, 
and lived, he had no desire to call the 
police now. Perhaps these Legion
naires would lead the Phantom to the 
rest of the brazen gang!

He was remembering now that 
whenever the police had followed a
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getaway truck or car and caught up 
with it, the Crime Legion had still 
escaped. By what means? And how 
had they come to hijack Brummer’s 
mob? That seemed strange.

The truck crossed the Harlem 
River, rolled through the Bronx— 
truly a Trojan horse with its hidden 
men who were being sought every
where. Through and past Yonkers, 
into Westchester, then across the 
state line into Connecticut . . . An
other road, and as the truck turned, 
Van could glimpse waters he decided 
were Long Island Sound. The truck 
was following a bumpy road. Trees 
thickened—a desolate wood of them. 
Then at last the truck stopped.

The rear doors were opened. As 
silently as they had ridden, Van’s 
grim companions climbed out. Again 
iie followed them.

In the gloom, he saw a huge man
sion, its windows boarded up, as if 
the place were unoccupied. Heavy 
trees surrounded it. The Sound made 
an inlet on one side, and Van saw a 
sight that narrowed his eyes in his 
disguised face.

Winged shapes—three of them 
floating from buoys. Big seaplanes, 
or perhaps amphibians, ail capable of 
carrying many men. Suddenly, the 
mode by which the Legion made mi
raculous escapes became clear to the 
Phantom. This crime outfit had bor
rowed a leaf from the Nazis in war- 
torn Europe, were using planes as 
well as fast cars for their lightning 
movements! One of those seaplanes 
could have quickly soared into the 
sky while police were bound to earth 
m their search!

rnHE Phantom moved toivard the 
X house with his Legion companions. 

His heart was pounding. This looked 
like the real hideout of the deadly 
Crime Legion. Perhaps now he would 
learn the mystery of this gang he 
could not yet fathom even though he 
was masked as one of them. He must 
try to find a way to trap them!

The burly man with the acid gun 
opened a door on the side of the house. 
All filed up short steps, into a dim-lit 
room with a closed door facing them, 
a door, Van saw curiously, made of 
solid steel. The Crime Legion men 
were lining up in front of it. Van si
lently joined that line. In the dim 
light he was trying to study their 
hard faces for future reference.

Suddenly, above the door, a tiny 
bulb flashed. The Legionnaire at the 
front of the line opened the door. He 
seemed a little timorous now as he 
crossed the threshold, closing the 
door behind him. A few minutes 
passed. The door opened again, the 
man came out.

Again the flashing light, and an
other Legion thug entered, to be gone 
a few minutes. The Phantom, await
ing his torn, felt a chill tingling up 
his spine. To what rendezvous was 
each man going on the other side of 
the steel door?

Hope mingled with his apprehen
sion, though. Perhaps now he would 
learn.. .  .

The light was flashing again and 
now it was his turn! He braced his 
nerves, opened the door* and crossed 
a threshold into blinding light!

His eyes blinked in a glare from 
powerful ficodlamps that seemed to 
hit him like a solid blow from several 
directions. And though the Phantom 
seldom knew fear, he knew it now. 
That light was falling on his make-up, 
showing every line of his disguised 
face.

“All right, Twenty-seven, you may 
halt!”

The commanding voice, rasping, 
evil, seemed to come from several di
rections too, as the walls of this 
chamber evidently gave it an echo. 
Obediently, the Phantom halted. 
Somewhere behind those blinding 
lights was the speaker, but where?

The Phantom had no doubt lie was 
in the actual presence of the Crime 
Legion’s leader—the brains behind 
the strange gang that spread pillage
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and terror. Doubtless, to safeguard 
his identity even from his own men, 
tliis leader hid behind a wall of lights 
in a room that would subtly dissipate 
the true source of his voice. There 
would be no chance to attack or shoot 
at him,

“Twenty-seven, I understand you 
took important part in the business 
of tonight,” came that voice, “You 
are learning, with the others, to func
tion as I wish my organization to 
function. Are you glad now that you 
became one of us?”

The Phantom hesitated. Thus far 
he had been getting away with it. 
His disguise, hastily but thoroughly 
put on, had passed even the rigid test 
of lights. The leader thought he was 
truly Twenty-seven, Twenty-seven! 
Even here the Legion men seemed to 
retain their anonymity. They had 
numbers, not names.

“Answer me, Twenty-seven.”
“ Sure I’m glad—it’s okay by me,” 

the Phantom said then, for luckily 
Twenty-seven had been one of the 
men he had heard speak in the gar
age. It was easy to simulate the 
monotonous voice, and speak under
world slang.

There was an evil chuckle. “Excel
lent,” the sourceless voice com
mended. “ Well, Twenty-seven—soon, 
as I promised, we will go for even 
bigger hauls! As soon as we can 
further augment our numbers. Our 
scale of operations will rise to new 
heights. If we’ve struck terror be
fore, now we will be the dread of this 
whole continent!”

THE voice rose with gloating tri
umph, swept away by egoistic 

fanaticism and greed. Van listened 
to it, trying to find its true tone in the 
echoing undertones the walls gave it. 
He felt a searing rage against the 
devilish leader, wished he could come 
to grips with him. If he could have 
ferreted him out behind those blind
ing lights he might have risked death 
for that encounter.«

“ This is a day of dictators!” tbs 
voice went on. “Then why not a dic
tator of crime? That is what I shall 
be! And you, Twenty-seven, and the 
others, shall help me, shall gain un
dreamed riches! Nothing can stop us! 
The police, the F.B.I.—not even the 
Phantom!” He snarled the soubri
quet. Then, as if he had said more 
than he had intended, the unknown 
snapped: “All right, Twenty-seven. 
You may relax and speak to me freely. 
Tell me again how you like your 
work.”

Van ventured a grin. “ It’s okay all 
right. This is a good mob to be in.”

“ Go on,” the unknown encouraged.
“Well, ain’t that enough? I ain’t 

got no beef.”
“You’re clever,” commended the 

unknown. “ But”—suddenly the voice 
whipped out like a lash— “not clever 
enough, you damn spy!”

CHAPTER XIII
Reunion in  Hell

OR once in his career, 
the Phantom was 
taken completely by 
surprise; stunned. 
In that frozen in
stant his mind was 
asking how had he 
betrayed himself? 
His disguise had 
passed, his simula
tion of Twenty- 

seven’s voice must have passed, also, 
for the leader had talked freely. Yet 
betrayal had come without warning!

Had the body of Twenty-seven been 
found, and this unseen man have 
some method of communication that 
had advised him of that?

Even with these flashing thoughts, 
Van would have tried to snatch out 
his gun, would have made an effort to 
find the leader of the Crime Legion 
with a bullet, but before he could 
move, rough hands were seizing him! 
Evidently summoned by some signal 
from the leader, Crime Legion men
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had l ushed into the brightly lit room.
They piled upon the Phantom, 

cuffed at him, snatched away his gun. 
He fought desperately, his own fists 
lashing out, bringing grunts of pain 
as they landed. Rut there were far 
too many for him, and he had been 
taken so completely unaware that he 
had no chance.

Another moment, and he went 
down under that terrible onslaught. 
Down under the silent men who were 
now like silent wolves, battering 
him, and though his remarkable phy
sique refused to give way even under 
that punishment, he was unable to re
sist as finally he was dragged to his 
feet, held up under the bright lights. 
He felt something swabbing at his 
face, realized that it was a rag, wet 
with alcohol. They were removing his 
disguise. They were smearing off the 
features of Twenty-seven!

Van realized then that they must 
have concluded that he was the Phan
tom. Once knowing him to be an im
postor by some means Van could not 
yet guess, the leader had doubtless 
figured that only the Phantom could 
have suceeded in making up to look 
so much like another man. And now 
that make-up was smearing. The rag 
swabbed at it viciously, relentlessly— 
and if the true face beneath that dis
guise, the face of Richard Curtis Van 
Loan, were seen, the Phantom’s ca
reer was finished even if he lived. 
With his identity known he could no 
longer function as the unknown 
Nemesis of Crime.

Then, in the next instant, with the 
disguise of Twenty-seven gone, he 
breathed a sigh of relief. For he still 
could feel a concealing covering over 
his true face. That base he had put on 
at Sing Sing could be eradicated only 
by a special chemical not even in his 
portable make-up kit. They found 
that make-up kit, but they failed to 
find his cleverly concealed platinum 
badge.

He could almost feel the eyes of the 
unseen leader looking at his face,

thinking it the true face of the Phan
tom, though the base made it entirely 
different from the features of Van 
Loan.

“ I supose it is useless to question 
you on what you know of our af
fairs!” roared the voice now, paying 
grudging tribute to the Phantom’s 
well known courage.

The voice rapped out a sharp order 
then. Some of the Legion men seemed 
not to have heard it, until others 
moved. Then they were dragging the 
Phantom out of the room of bright 
lights to steps, down them—and a 
strange, pungent odor began to reach 
his nostrils. Below spread a large, 
dim-lit cellar. The Crime Legion men 
dragged the captive Phantom across 
its stone floor, and now his eyes, peer
ing between the surrounding thug 
bodies, took in a shocking, chilling 
sight.

In the center of the cellar floor was 
a square declivity lined with some 
protective material, and filled with a 
yellowish liquid— a big pool of it. It 
was from that liquid that the sharp 
odor came, and the Phantom had al
ready recognized that odor.

And, suspended over that pool, 
hung by his wrists from a rope on a 
peculiarly intricate pulley, was a dan
gling figure. A figure disheveled, 
bloody, scarcely conscious. But the 
Phantom recognized him at once.

STEVE HUSTON, crime-reporter 
of the Clarion!

Van had found him at last—found 
him here, at the Legion hideout, in 
this hideous predicament! Even as 
Van’s heart tightened at the sight, he 
felt stout cords being bound about his 
own wrists. He heard the creak of a 
pulley as his silent, grim captors 
tugged at the end of the rope.

The cords on Van’s wrist stretched 
taut, his arms were yanked over his 
head with a force that threatened to 
tear them from their pits. Relent
lessly, he was hoisted off the stone 
flooring— up, his body swinging, pen
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dulumlike, until it was hanging like 
Huston’s over that yellowish, evil 
pool!

The Phantom quickly relaxed his 
muscles, hung passive. For he had 
seen now the hellish operation of this 
device that might have been contrived 
by Torquemacla, of the Spanish In
quisition, himself! Whenever Huston 
or Van moved or tried to struggle, 
the movement caused their rope to 
give out in a jerk of several inches 
from its pulley! Each move meant 
being dropped a little closer to that 
pool beiov—the pool which Van knew 
contained the deadly aqua regia acid 
used to burn Legionnaires in danger 
of being caught!

A small quantity of it sprayed from 
a gun could consume a man—and 
here was a whole pool!

Steve Huston was just about two 
feet above the pool, though he seemed 
to be making a game effort to hold 
still. His wrists were red, bloody 
where the ropes gripped them. How 
long had the nervy reporter been sub
jected to this horror?

The Legion men were swarming 
out of the cellar now, going back up 
the stairs. The Phantom, his wrists 
already aching horribly, moved his 
head and saw that he and Steve were 
alone in the cellar. Then, in a low 
voice that would carry only across 
the brief space that separated them, 
he said:

“Steve____”
A groaned oath came from the tor

tured Huston and as he involuntarily 
moved his body jerked down inches 
lower.

“ Go to hell . . . won’t talk . . . "  he 
gasped, stubbornly.

Van knew that the devils must 
have been trying to get information 
out of Huston. Having failed, they 
were letting him die this way, as they 
were letting the Phantom die. Dazed, 
scarcely conscious, Huston didn’t 
realize that another prisoner hung 
here with him.

“Steve . . .” Van tried to penetrate

that daze. “ I’m the Phantom, 
Steve. . . . ”

That magic name had its effect. 
Huston’s head turned. Into his white 
face came dazed relief, gladness, only 
to give way to horror as he saw that 
the Phantom was in his own predica
ment !

“Phantom—I— ”
“Don’t try to talk now, Steve. Just 

try to hold as still as you can.”
For, hopeless though the situation 

appeared, the Phantom was already 
trying to figure some way to save the 
reporter and himself. Steve Huston 
must have got into this trap by fol
lowing the trail of that girl in gray, 
a mission on which Van had sent him. 
Again the Phantom thought of Vince 
Brummer, and of that gun-moll, Alice 
Bayes. Was Vince Brummer the Le
gion leader, doublecrossing his old 
gang with this new one? And had his 
gun-moll been the girl who had led 
Huston here?

The Phantom, hanging as limp and 
still as he could, broke off from these 
conjectures as he heard sounds above. 
Motors starting—car motors, and 
airplane motors. Was the Legion and 
its leader setting forth on another 
hellish exploit? It sounded almost as 
if all were leaving the hideout, leav
ing the two men here to die in agony.

VAN must find some way! Again 
his keen brain considered, 

schemed. Again he saw Huston’3 
racked body move involuntarily, drop 
still lower.

“ Hold on, Steve,” he called. “Watch, 
and tell me if any they’ve left behind 
here are coming down. I’m going to 
get us out of this!”

For a long moment, the Phantom 
hung limp, passive, gathering 
strength for the reckless gamble on 
which his mind had finally decided. 
Then his lithe body came to life, every 
rippling muscle brought into play.

As if he were some acrobat on a 
trapeze, he swung his feet before 
him, arcing .them upward. The strain
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on his wrists was excruciating. And 
the jerky motion began to make the 
notched pulley give out more rope— 
lowering the Phantom still farther 
toward the waiting pool!

Steve Huston,' trying to obey the 
injunction to hold tight, watched in 
dazed amazement. Twice the Phan
tom swung his feet upward. The 
third time his legs closed around the 
rope above, managed to get a grip on 
that rope. He was upside down now.

Out of his clothing fell some of 
Twenty-seven’s possessions they had 
not taken from him— cigarettes, 
coins, a handkerchief. They fell into 
the pool below. There came a hissing 
as every one of those objects was dis
solved to nothingness! Yet grimly, 
now, the Phantom was managing to 
hang by his legs, and his wrists, 
though still bound together, had play.

He tried to work at the wrist knots 
with his teeth. This, he saw, was fu
tile. The knots were too tight. There 
was only one other thing to do, and 
he must do it fast, for despite his ef
forts to hold still, Huston was almost 
directly above the surface of the acid 
pool, already'drawing up hfs legs as 
if fearing they would be engulfed in 
seconds.

Head down, the Phantom was 
higher from the pool than he would 
have been in his former position. He 
tightened the grip on the rope with 
his feet. Then, deliberately, he began 
to jerk with his body. The pulley 
squeaked. The rope with the Phantom 
on it began to descend rapidly. Down, 
down, with that acid poo! looming 
below. A slip now and his feet would 
plummet down so that, hung again by 
his wrists right-side up, he would be 
at least wTaist-deep in the acid! Yet 
so confident was Hie Phantom of his 
own co-ordinated muscles that he had 
no fear he would slip.

His legs held firmly. His head, with 
blood filling it, jerked lower— the acid 
was so close it filled his nostrils. Tim
ing his every movement, he lowered 
his bound wrists, holding them so

that the little slack of looped rope he 
had created by hoisting himself up
ward by his powerful legs, dipped 
into the liquid pool.

Hips! Instantly, that loop was dis
solved, cut apart where it touched 
the acid. The Phantom’s wrists were 
still bound by the end of the severed 
rope that remained around them and 
he dared not try to bring his bound 
flesh to the acid; but he was no longer 
bound to the pulley-repo.

A gasped cry came from Huston as 
steps sounded on the cellar stairs. 
The Phantom, still holding onto that 
rope with his legs, saw a burly Legion 
thug, evidently a guard who had re
mained to see that the two victims 
perished, rushing down into the cel
lar. Seeing the Phantom hanging by 
his legs, with the severed cord dan
gling from his wrists, the Legion
naire instantly drew his automatic.

THE Phantom swung with all his 
strength then, like some circus 

acrobat. Head down, he swung on 
the pulle3T-rope, arcing out over the 
pool, over the thug who was trying to 
take aim. And then, as the rope was 
swinging him back again, the Phan
tom released his leg'-grjp! With both 
wrists still bound, his body cata
pulted. The thug's body stopped and 
cushioned his plunge.

Van sprawled safely to the stone 
flooring. But the thug who had been 
struck reeled across the floor, reeled 
to the edge of that acid pool, strug
gled vainly for balance, and then fell 
—screaming. His scream was cut off 
as the hissing aqua regia engulfed 
and devoured him. The splash luckily 
missed Huston on the other side of 
the pool.

But even as Van saw the legion
naire's body horribly dissolved, he 
saw that Steve Huston was almost in 
the stuff too. The Phantom, lurched 
to his feet, dashed to the end. of the 
rope which hung from thq pulley. He 
had enough play with his-beund hands 
to seize that rope, tug on it, raise
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Huston high, again. And then Van, 
able at last to free his own wrists, 
called to Huston:

“ Swing toward me, Steve! You can 
manage it!”

Huston obeyed despite his sapped 
strength. His body arced over the 
pool. Van grabbed the reporter’s legs 
with one powerful arm, as he stood 
near the pulley. He had found a re
lease on it, and as he operated it 
Steve came sprawling down into his 
rescuing grip.

A moment later both men stood 
free and alive, thanks to the Phan
tom’s skill and daring. The acid pool 
•still hissed as the hapless Crime le
gionnaire burned within it. To save 
Steve and himself, Van had been 
forced to send a Legion man to that 
burning death when hitherto he had 
tried so hard to capture these thugs 
alive.

Supporting Huston, who could 
hardly stand, the Phantom stood lis
tening. The building seeemd utterly 
silent, confirming Van’s belief that 
the rest of the Legion and their wily 
leader were gone. Perhaps if help 
could be summoned secretly, the gang 
of killers could be surprised on their 
return.

But when Van and Huston slipped 
upstairs, the Phantom cursed with 
frustration. Plainly, the Legion had 
cleared out for good! The place was 
a shambles. The steel door Van had 
entered was open, but all wiring and 
lights had been removed. There was 
no sign of loot. And when he and 
Steve went out into the night, they 
saw the seaplanes and trucks were 
all gone, too.

Why had they cleared out, when as 
far as they knew, there would be no 
one alive to report this place?

Hie Phantom, guiding the weak 
Huston toward the nearest road, in
tending to find a phone and call 
Havens, felt a sense of defeat.

Another hide out abandoned. 
Where now would the grim. Legion 
move its headquarters?

CHAPTER XIV
T he Man W ho Knew  Something

ES, gentlemen, I’ve 
called you together 
again!”

The Phantom’s 
tone was grim as, 
the next morning, 
he stood once more 
with Frank Havens 
in the spacious of
fices of the Green 
Circle Lines, wear

ing a befitting disguise.
Only two of the men he had met at 

the original meeting were absent. 
They were President Benjamin 
Thorne, who had reported that he 
was ailing at his home and unable to 
come, and Captain Derek, jovial, vig
orous skipper whom the others had 
not called because he had not received 
a threat note.

That left the same five men who 
had first greeted the Phantom—the 
two vice-presidents, big, heavy- 
joweled Bernard Kane, and stocky, 
gray-haired George Dawson; the rab
bity scrawny secretary, Arthur Wil
lett ; the tall, lean Paul Vaughn, treas
urer, who had told the Phantom 
about Vince Brummer; and the ag
gressive, broad-shouldered Sam Ban
croft, passenger manager.

Now all of them were asking the 
Phantom the reason for this second 
meeting, insisting they had already 
told him all they knew. But the Phan
tom had good reasons for calling 
them, having spent hours iu a long 
conference with Frank Havens.

Steve Huston had been sent off to a 
well earned rest to recover from his 
hurts. But the Phantom, though lie 
had snatched some brief respite, had 
to carry on— as always. He could not 
rest with the Legion stall loose, with 
its leader having boasted of greater 
crime to come, of the gang being aug
mented by more members.

One of the first things Van had 
done was to send the police to the
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hideout garage of the Brummer 
gang. The gangsters had succeeded 
in extricating themselves from their 
bonds, but they had all been rounded 
up anyway, from Van’s descriptions. 
And the real Lenny Franks was now 
a free man, working for Havens in 
the Clarion’s stock room.

The body of the real Twenty-seven 
whom Van had impersonated, had 
been found by the police where the 
Phantom had hidden it in that closet. 
This proved. Van’s betrayal was not 
due to the Legion having found their 
dead man. That body was now in a 
secret part of the morgue. Photos of 
it had been taken, fingerprints made, 
sent throughout the U. S. A. to every 
bureau. Van was awaiting word on 
them now, hoping an identification 
could be made.

Police had visited the abandoned 
Legion hideout in the country. They 
found nothing there, but had 
learned that the mansion had been 
bought some years ago by a wealthy 
man named “ Smith.”  Descriptions 
of Smith tallied with descriptions of 
Vince Brummer, who at that time 
would have been in his heydey of 
successful crime. Since his incar
ceration, that place had not been oc
cupied. further evidencing that 
Brummer could have been its owner. 
The fact that the girl had led Hus
ton there indicated she might be 
Brummer’s gun-moil.

Brummer, if he were aiive, cer
tainly seemed involved, but perhaps 
there were other possibilities. Steve 
Huston had told the story of his or
deal at that hideout. With grim in
terest the Phantom had heard how 
the Legion’s leader had told Huston 
that he knew the Phantom was on the 
case, even mentioning the “collision” 
attempt on Van’s life. And again 
facing the ship-owners in this office, 
Van was asking himself who but 
these men knew he was on the case at 
that time?

Nor was that all. Police Inspector 
Gregg had tried to check up on every

fence. He had learned that none of 
the goods stolen by the Crime Legion 
had turned up anywhere, even though 
some of it would have been recog
nized as soon as it reappeai’ed. This 
meant either the loot was all being 
cached somewhere, or being smuggled 
out of the country. And where might 
it be smuggled?

With these thoughts in his mind, 
the Phantom spoke to the gathering 
in the Green Circle office.

“ Gentlemen, the other clay there 
was talk of your sailing a freight line 
to South America- -a matter on which 
there seemed some discord. Tell me— 
have you sailed any ships to South 
America ?”

“ Not yet, Phantom,” Sam Bancroft 
told him. “ We’ve been wrangling 
about it, as Thorne—who’s for it- 
toid you. I’m for it myself, provide ! 
they use the lines for passengers as 
well as freight. Poor Powell was for 
it, too, but Hathaway was dead 
against it.”

TPIE Phantom nodded. “ What 
about you others, gentlemen?” 

Stocky George Dawson shrugged. 
“ I’m willing to follow Thorne’s judg
ment in such matters. -Sick though he 
is, he’s of a long line that’s kept this 
company on its feet.”

“I think I’d favor anything that 
would help the line continue,” Arthur 
Willett said timidly. He stopped short, 
in his characteristic, abashed way.

Vaughn and Bernard Kane were 
both against the South American ven
ture. The treasurer thought it won hi 
require too much capital to iaunca, 
and Kane felt it would be unable to 
compete with already established 
lines.

No one could say what Captau5' 
Derek thought, but as a ship-master 
he would probably be in favor of any 
move which kept the ships sailing.

“ The majority of you seem to be in 
favor of it,” the Phantom commented, 
“ All but two of you—”

“ But those two,” Sam Bancroft
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snappedwith sudden bitterness, "con
trol enwifgh votes to prevent the other 
big holders and us smaller fry from 
swinging the thing.”

Both Kane and Vaughn shifted un
comfortably, but the Phantom al
ready knew the lean, dignified treas
urer owned a great bulk of the stock. 
Indeed, the Phantom knew plenty 
about all the officials, for Havens had 
delved into their backgrounds. Ben
jamin Thome, the president, had in
herited controlling ownership of the 
line but had been forced because of 
illness to divide control with others. 
The other absent member, Captain 
Derek, now owning a small interest, 
had become a master on the lines 
shortly after the World War, in 
which he’d commanded a navy de
stroyer and won a decoration for 
sinking a submarine. As he had said, 
he had retired seven years ago, to be 
recalled to sail the Gigant-a, flagship, 
in war-endangered waters.

The Phantom’s eyes apraised each 
of the five men present now. He 
looked first at the heavy-jowled Ber
nard Kane. Kane, who had been a 
ship builder, owned a tremendous in
terest in the company and had been 
with it some twelve years.

Van’s eyes went to George Dawson, 
the other stocky vice-president. He 
had been a speculator on Wall Street, 
had appparently accumulated a for
tune and had bought his large inter
est in the Green Circle Company six 
years ago. Lately, he had traveled to 
the West Coast, to lock into possible 
shipping business there.

PAUL VAUGHN, the treasurer, 
had truly pulled himself up by 

his own bootstraps, starting as an 
office boy in the company, saving and 
slowly accumulating his now enor
mous stock. Willett had also been 
with the lines a long time, though he 
had a much smaller interest. Sam 
Bancroft had breezed out of college 
and football eleven years ago and, 
as a passenger agent in Europe, had

so proved his worth that he, too, had 
become a controlling power.

The two murdered men, Powell and 
Hathaway, had both been wealthy in
vestors, also buying their way in. 
Powell had owned less stock than 
Hathaway.

“ Mr. Thome seemed to disagree 
that Vince Brummer is the killer 
who’s threatened you,” the Phantom 
said now. “He indicated at that last 
meeting that one of your own number 
might be after control!”

“But that would mean killing us 
all!” Bernard Kane’s jowls shivered 
at the thought. “Even the smallest 
stockholders can act as a check, have 
a voice. And if someone killed us all 
—well, wouldn’t the very fact that he 
survived prove him guilty?”

“ Of course!” Bancroft snapped. 
“That idea’s ridiculous!” It’s— ”

“Wait!”
All eyes turned in surprise as the 

exclamation came from scrawny little 
Arthur Willett. Of a sudden, the sec
retary -was excited enough to forget 
his timidity.

“ That—that’s it!” he cried.
There was a startled look on his 

pinched face, a gleam in his eyes.
“What is it, Willett?” Vaughn de

manded. “What are you talking 
about ?”

“ I—I’ve been thinking— ” The little
man’s Adam’s apple bobbed excitedly. 
“There’s something I’ve noticed . . . 
Wait, Phantom, I’il show you— it’s in 
my office—I won’t say anything until 
you’ve seen for yourself,”

Excitedly, he moved across the 
room. But the Phantom had no inten
tion of letting him walk out like this. 
Nodding to Havens to remain here 
with the others, he followed Willett 
across the floor. The secretary opened 
a door to a smaller office, hurriedly 
entered and went to the filing cabi
nets.

Willett was trembling now, as if 
full of the things on his mind.

“ Phantom, I’m sure of it—though 
I still can hardly believe it!” He spoke
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almost incoherently in his excitement. 
“ I think I can prove— ”

There was a sudden outcry from 
the big main office. The voices of 
several men, among them Havens' 
voice! Pandemonium seemed to have 
broken loose in there. The Phantom 
and Willett both whirled, and simul
taneously the Phantom smelled 
smoke 1 He saw it then, filling the 
other room, a whole black cloud of it! 
He heard the confused coughing cries 
of the men in there. Plis eyes went 
hai’d as steel as he moved toward the 
door, drawing his automatic.

“Keep calm, all of you!” he shouted. 
“ Hold your breaths— don’t go into a 
panic!’’

Smoke already obscured them from 
his view. Plis nerves were taut, as if 
already he divined—

Crack! A shot rang out behind 
him! The Phantom whirled with an 
oath, and in that instant i-ealized why 
ha hadn’t been prepared for a move 
from that direction. He had not seen 
the other door which now had been 
opened from, a hail. And through that 
doorway was poked the snout of a 
olue-steel automatic, held by a hand 
concealed in a handkerchief.

Even as V«n swiveled around with 
his automatic ready, he saw the 
smoke from the shot still curling from 
that other gun. And the echo of the 
report had not yet died when Van 
.••naked out a shot himself. But the 
gun, and the handkerchief used to 
Hold it, had already been dropped. 
The hand had withdrawn.

A ETHL'R WILLETT, with a stran-
i l  pled, gurgling cry, was failing— 
failing with blood spewing crimson 
from his chest, at which his thin fin
gers clutched. He sprawled in a heap, 
shuddered, and lay still, a look as of 
abashed surprise on his timid, death- 
frozen face. Like some helpless little 
rabbit indeed, he had been ruthlessly 
shot down!

Red rage goaded the Phantom then. 
A man had been murdered before his

eyes. Probably Van himself would 
have been killed had he not acted so 
swiftly. He leaped through the door, 
into the hall, gun gripped. But the 
hall was empty. It was filling with 
smoke, for another door, further 
down, connected the corridor with 
the main office!

The whole building was echoing 
with cries. Someone was yelling 
“Fire!” hysterically.

Van dashed into the smoky main 
office. It was almost opaque. Men 
were stumbling, coughing, choking. 
Van held his breath and rushed to 
windows, flung them open. The acrid 
black smoke curled out through them. 
The original occupants of the room 
came into view, as well as some of the 
office staff. Already Van’s sharp eyes 
had located something on the floor. It 
looked like a large fountain pen. 
Smoke was still curling from it.

The Phantom’s anxious eyes went 
to Havens, saw with relief that the 
elderly publisher, though coughing, 
was unhurt. Vaughn was on his feet, 
wiping his eyes with a handkerchief. 
Bernard Kane was swaying groggiiy, 
George Dawson was reaching for a 
chair. Sain Bancroft alone seemed 
little affected by the smoke. The pas
senger manager was standing in the 
middle of it all, cursing.

The Phantom’s eyes were slitted as 
he looked at them. Amy one of them 
might have gone out into the hall, 
after dropping that fountain pen 
thing.

"Who—who— ” Kane was choking. 
“ Someone must have come in and 
thrown that smoke-bomb or whatever 
it is.”

Van picked up the fountain pen 
thing. It was full of black, burned 
powder. A clever, concentrated smoke 
bomb which a man could easily carry 
concealed—for emergencies. And the 
gum, the murder gun, had been 
dropped, having been held with a 
handkerchief so that no fingerprints 
voedd be left.

K in were moving to the door of
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the adjoining little office, looking in.
“ Good God— Willett!” Kane burst 

out. “He’s gone— just like Powell and 
Hathaway!”

“ It’s Brummer, l tell you!” Vaughn 
insisted, his lean frame shaking. 
“ He’s making good his vendetta— 
killing us for having brought him to 
justice!”

“ Stand back!” Van clipped, his 
voice a whip-lash which sent them all 
back in a wave. “ Don’t touch that 
body!”

He was wondering even then if one 
of these men was surprised to see 
Arthur Willett dead.

Frank Havens was telling him then 
that he had not seen who dropped 
the smoke-bomb, nor in the smoke 
had he seen anyone leave the main 
office, or return. An outsider who 
knew his way around here might 
have done it. Such a person could 
have used the service stairs, and al
ready, as Van got telephone messages 
out, police were searching the neigh
borhood.

CHAPTER XV
T he P hantom ’s Hunch

I E S E N T L Y ,  the 
Homicide Squad ar
rived. And the med
ical examiner and 
his assistants, with 
their black bags. 
With them came In
spector Gregg, his 
h a g g a r d  e y e s  
steeled already to 
this new crime.

The four ship-owners who had 
been present were all detained here 
for questioning. And Gregg at once 
dispatched a man to the home of Ben
jamin Thome, to notify him of what 
had happened.

Flashlight bulbs w7ere popping in 
the little room where little Willett 
had met sudden death, dealt so 
swiftly, so ruthlessly,

“I think Willett was intending to

show me some papers,” Van was say
ing, grimly. “But there’s only one 
thing to do. Attach all the files here, 
have them sent to me for examina
tion. They may contain a vital clue, 
though Willett gave no explanation. 
Inspector”—he whirled to Gregg— 
"what about that dead Legion man, 
from the garage? Any word?”

The inspector shook his head.
“ No use, Phantom, That man has 

no record in any local police bureau 
or at the F.B.I. Though he must be 
a seasoned criminal—and they don’t 
sprout up without first being ama
teurs who get booked—we can’t iden
tify him.”

The Phantom’s eyes were incredu
lous. The anger which had swept over 
him with Willett’s murder mounted. 
But this wdiole business seemed like a 
stone wall which, with all his skill, he 
had not been able to smash. Cer
tainly he had never encountered a 
more baffling, devilish case.

A detective hurried in, saluting 
Gregg. “The officer you sent to 
Thorne’s home just called, Inspector,” 
he informed. “Thorne wasn’t in when 
he got there, then he showed up in a 
cab. Said he felt a little better, had 
gone for a ride.”

The Phantom’s eyes were nar
rower. So Benjamin Thorne, the in
valid, was well enough to go out. Had 
he perhaps come down here, sneaked 
in, and—

The Phantom faced the four tense 
ship-owners.

“For the last time, gentlemen, is 
there anything else you can tell me 
that might help get to the bottom of 
this mystery?”

Heads shook. Sam Bancroft, ag
gressive once more, rapped:

“ Pm willing to believe it must be 
Vince Brummer. He’s loose—mad— 
after us all. Why don’t the police or 
F.B.I., or you, Phantom, ferret him 
out—-catch him? Damn it, a mar. 
can’t so alter himself so that he’s 
totally unrecognizable!”

Van shrugged. He did not answer
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Bancroft’s angry statement, though 
he could have told him that there was 
a nation-wide alarm out for Drum
mer now, because of his possible link 
with the dread Crime Legion. In fact, 
Van said nothing either of Brummer 
or the Legion until half an hour later, 
when he was in Havens’ private office 
in the Clarion Building.

“ I’ve got to find out just what that 
gang is, Frank,” he said then. “ The 
answer to that will probably clear 
up the rest of this—the Brummer 
part and all. Confound it, I feel that 
the answer has been close to me—yet 
it eludes me. It seems to link up with 
my being betrayed at the hideout of 
the Legion, despite my disguise and 
voice mimicry.”

As he spoke, he took out the hecto- 
graphed paper he had taken with Le
gionnaire 27's clothes— a full copy of 
the same charred paper he had taken 
from the burning Legion thug at the 
pier. Again he read the strange col
umn of words:

L am
O k ay
Reach
A  s lu g  in th e g u ts  
S tick  ’em  up 
F S atfoo t
C love a n d  y ou  g e t  it
M u sc le  in
Swag

THE Phantom paced the floor while 
Havens, silent and sympathetic to 

his moods, waited patiently. And the 
publisher saw a slow gleam come into 
the Phantom’s eyes then.

“ Where’s that photo of the dead 
Twenty-seven, Frank?” Van asked 
abruptly.

Havens, who had taken both the 
photo and fingerpint-s from the in
spector, handed them over. Van 
studied the picture, shook his head 
almost angrily.

“Can't tell from this,” he said du
biously, and turned his attention to 
the hectographed list. “Just the 
same . . . Frank, you have a wireless 
station here. And you have equipment

for sending pictures by Bartlane
wireless process, haven’t you?” 

“Yes.” The publisher seemed sur
prised at the question. “We’ve sent 
and received them. We get the latest 
European war pictures the day 
they're taken.”

“Let’s get to that radio room!” the 
Phantom impatiently interrupted. 
The gleam was bright in his eyes 
now. “ I have an idea. . . . ”

Up in the wireless room of the 
Clarion’s tower, shortly, a tense, fe
verish scene was being enacted. The 
photograph of Crime Legionnaire 27 
and a facsimile of his fingerprints 
were now on a metal roll containing 
perforations, through which light 
would be changed into sounds, dots 
and dashes. The powerful transmit
ters hummed, worked by trusted 
operators, while the disguised Phan
tom stood by with the somewhat be
wildered Havens.

A phone buzzed, and Havens picked 
i t  u p .

“ I have Paris on the Transatlantic 
telephone now, Mr. Havens,” one of 
the Clarions switchboard girls said.

The publisher promptly handed the 
Phone to the Phantom—the phone 
theft was now connected, by radio 
waves, to telephones across five thou
sand miles of sea that separated 
peaceful America from the wax-torn 
continent of Europe.

“Bon jo?o\, Paris,” the Phantom 
said in flawless French. “ Connect me 
with the chief of the Surete. This is 
the Phantom, calling from America.” 

He could almost hear the French 
operator catch a surprised breath. 
There mas no delay. Almost the next 
Instant a crisp, incisive masculine 
voice said in French:

“Bon jour, Phantom! You wished 
to speak with me?”

The police the world over, even in 
countries gripped by war, were al
ways ready to listen to the world- 
famous Phantom.

“One of your stations is about to 
receive photographs and fingerprints
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we are sending from here,” the Phan
tom said. “ I urge you, Monsieur, to 
check them with your own criminal 
files and respond immediately. I know 
you are busy with a war but in a way 
this country is also!”

The Phantom had to suspend that 
call, for another call he had pre
viously put in had now contacted with 
London!

“I wanted London more than the 
Surete—though I still can’t be cer
tain,” Van said to Havens, as he took 
the phone.

A moment later, he was talking to 
the chief inspector of Scotland Yard, 
that famed British bureau of criminal 
investigation.

“ Bartlane photos?” the chief in
spector asked crisply. “By all means, 
Phantom. Transmit them at once and 
you shall have full cooperation.”

The Bartlane instrument was next 
set working. Into the ether, changed 
into sound waves, went the picture of 
an unknown thug now lying dead in 
New York’s morgue. With it went the 
fingerprints.

The Phantom lit a cigarette, paced 
restlessly as he waited with a look of 
new animation in his eyes.

PARIS replied first. Eagerly, the 
Phantom took the telephone.

“ No, Phantom,” came the Surete 
chief’s voice, “ I do not believe we 
have this one on our files. You might 
send Bertillon bone measurements 
though. We can use those more than 
fingerprints alone. And have yon, 
perhaps, any other information ?” 
Before the Phantom could reply the 
chief added, “ Confidentially, your re
quest has caused us much conjecture. 
It may link up with a matter in which 
we have am interest. We are going to 
try to communicate with an agent of 
the Surete who is in your country, 
working sub rosa we must confess, 
with the hope of helping your govern
ment as well as ours. If you hear 
from one K-Twelve, you will know it 
is the agent of whom I speak.”

Van was puzzled by this as he hung 
up. Then came the answer from Lon
don.

“Your photo and prints received, 
Phantom!” came the crisp voice of 
the Scotland Yard inspector, and Van 
could detect excitement beneath the 
British phlegm. “That’s a man we’ve 
been trying to locate! He’s a well 
known burglar known as Limehouse 
Ben. We want him for army deser
tion, to say the least. Have you got 
him?”

“Yes, but he’s dead,” the Phantom 
replied, his own voice tense with ex
citement.

A few minutes later, back in 
Havens’ private office, Van was fac
ing the amazed publisher.

“So we’ve at last identified one of 
the Crime Legion, Frank!”

“But Van, how ever did you sus
pect— ”

“ I betrayed myself, Frank, when 
I spoke American criminal slang,” 
the Phantom said. “ I know that now 
-—since I now know the reason for 
the hectographed list. Suppose a 
foreigner, even if he spoke English, 
had to pose as an American gangster. 
His accent would give him away. But 
given a list of American underworld 
W-ordfe he might need for his work, 
taught how to pronounce them, even 
if he pronounced them mechanically 
—well, you get the idea. I assumed 
'Twenty-seven was English, because 
if he was a foreigner, he looked more 
like an Englishman than anything 
else. When the leader said to me, 
‘You can be natural now,’ he meant I 
should use the natural, probably cock
ney accents of Limehouse Ben. I 
called the Surete, too, just to be 
thorough. You see a light now, 
Frank?”

Havens’ eyes were wide.
“If I’m thinking of the same 'thing 

you are, Van, it's staggering—ter
rifying!” he ejaculated.

“The police have some other dope 
on the Legion—more fingerprints, 
vague descriptions. We’re going to
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flash all of them to those European 
bureaus, Frank! This still may be a 
hunch on my part, but I think we’re 
getting on the right track. If only we 
had more information!”

While the evidence on hand was 
being gathered, to be flashed to the 
foreign bureaus, the Phantom turned 
his attention to the murder of Arthur 
Willett. Those flies Willett had been 
about to open had been duly delivered 
to Havens’ office. Van and the pub
lisher delved into them,

“ Nothing here we don’t know 
about,” the publisher insisted. “ Vari
ous deeds. Derek’s contract, return
ing him to the job of master. Various 
plans of the company—all of which 
we know.”

The Phantom grimly agreed. “ No, 
I don't see anything here yet. But 
Willett wanted to tell me, or show me 
something—and it must have been 
important!”

THGfl the remainder of the day 
f  the Phantom remained at work, 
and lunched with Havens right in the 
office. The scant number of prints 
from other legionnaires arrived, to 
be put on the Bartlane transmitter.

“ If we only had more,” the Phan
tom sighed. “I've got to get to the 
core of this thing soon, Frank, be
fore tiie Legion strikes again,”

He broke off as a trim woman sec
retary- entered the room.

“ Mr. Havens,” she said, “this just 
came. Someone left it on the recep
tion desk. We didn’t see who brought 
it.”

It was a letter, addressed to Frank 
Havens. Dismissing the secretary, 
the publisher opened it.

“Van!” he cried excitedly. “Look 
at this!”

The Phantom took the letter. It 
was written in a neat hand, and read: 

M r. H a v e n s : I f  y o u  ca n  co n ta c t  th e 
P h a n tom , in stru ct  h int to  com e a t 10 P .S ,  
t o n ig h t  to  N u m b e r  5000 B eth u n e  S treet, 
w h ere , in a c co rd a n ce  w ith  m y  in stru ction s , 
I  sh a ll be re a d v  to  co o p e ra te  w ith  h im .

£ - 12.

Van’s eyes gleamed brilliantly.
“They -work fast, the Surete. Must 

have wirelessed this agent. I’m most 
anxious to meet K-Twelve and hope 
he can give me some dope!”

CHAPTER XVI
The H ideout op K-12

RIE darkness and 
mist from the 
nearby H u d s o n  
River swept up nar
row Bethune Street. 
The Phantom, who 
had added a few 
changes to his dis
guise in order to 
play safe, parked 
a small, unobtrusive 

car some blocks away. He walked 
down the street to the scheduled ren
dezvous with K-12, agent of the 
Surete.

It was a deserted old brick house 
of three stories, its windows cracked 
and dark. To all appearances it was 
tenantless. Still, perhaps K-12 had 
deliberately chosen such a house for 
this meeting.

Nevertheless, the Phantom’s right 
hand was in his pocket, gripping his 
automatic, as he ascended the cracked 
stoop of the old house. He tried the 
door. It creaked on its hinges, open
ing. Musty gloom met him, as he 
peered into a hall. Open doors gave 
onto dark, apparently vacant rooms. 
The luminous dial of Van’s wrist- 
watch told him it was just ten. K-12 
should be here. Where was the Surete 
man? Where. . . .

A shot rang out deafeninglv!
It seemed to split the very dark

ness of the house, though the Phan
tom did not see the flash of it, and it 
did not seem to send a slug dose 
enough to endanger him. But as, gal
vanized, he whipped up his automatic, 
he saw danger truly enough! Out of 
the door down the hall barged shad
owy figures. In the gloom he could 
just distinguish them well enough to
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know them for what they were— the 
Crime Legion!

Flattened against the wall, the 
Phantom was ready for them this 
time. His gun began to spit the hate 
he felt for this gang whose secret he 
felt he was beginning at last to 
fathom. How they had managed to 
ambush him here he did not know, 
but he was shooting as fast as his 
automatic could fire. He heard a thug 
scream, falling, heard another drag
ging the wounded man off into the 
darkness.

As the Phantom crouched against 
the wall, firing, he caught another 
movement behind him. A figure went 
by. He scented a wisp of faint per
fume, saw in the gloom the outlines 
of a lighter gray. The girl in gray! 
The girl who had led Steve Huston 
into one ambush.

Had she managed another ambush 
now? Had the message from K-12 
somehow been faked ?

For shelter, the Phantom had 
dodged inside a doorway, from which 
he now peered out. A grimly familiar 
sight met his eyes. One legionnaire 
was on the dark hall floor— burning! 
The acid-gun had again done its 
work! The other legionnaires—there 
did not seem to be so many of them 
here—were withdrawing. Had they 
changed their minds about facing the 
Phantom’s surprisingly ready gun?

Then Van saw that they had a pris
oner ! They were dragging a choking, 
struggling man with them, heading 
for a back door at the end of the hall. 
K-12?

The Phantom catapulted from his 
shelter, leaped down the gloomy hall. 
They halted with their prisoner, guns 
swiveling. The Phantom’s automatic, 
newly loaded, cracked out, aimed with 
skill so as not to menace the prisoner. 
Two more Legion men went down.

The three Legion thugs left tried to 
drag away the prisoner, firing at the 
Phantom as they went. But the pris
oner was fighting too, giving them 
trouble. .

“ Look out!” the Phantom yelled, as 
he heard a sudden, familiar hiss.

The prisoner leaped back, as the 
acid gun sprayed its death over two 
dead thugs, and its wielder tried also 
to reach the escaping man.

The Phantom fired anew, heard a 
cry as his bullet hit another legion
naire. There came the shrill of a po
lice whistle outside. The officer on the 
beat had heard the shots, was coming 
on the run.

THE three Legion thugs, one of 
them wounded but apparently 

able to keep his feet and thus avoid 
the acid-death by staying with the 
others, abandoned their prisoner and 
fled out the rear door. Van barged 
after them, past the dazed man who 
had been their prisoner.

When the Phantom reached the 
door the Legion men were gone— 
down a dark empty alley that 
stretched out into the next block. 
Van’s keen ears detected the sound of 
a car, and a hastily accelerated motor. 
He swore fervidly. His efforts to res
cue the prisoner had delayed him 
from sticking to fleeing Legion men, 
and they had made their get-away.

The blue-coated officer on beat was 
pounding into the hall of the ram
shackle house. Van whirled to meet 
him.

“Spread an alarm!” he shouted. 
“Legion men and a girl!”

The bluecoat, his gun pointed, 
started gruffly: “ Who the hell are 
you— ” But when in the gloom he 
caught the glint of the Phantom’s 
diamond-studded badge, “By Gawd!” 
he gasped, and was promptly barging 
off to obey the Phantom’s order.

Van turned to the gasping, panting 
man he had rescued from the Legion, 
who was standing dazed, silent. The 
Phantom had out his own pocket- 
flash. He swept its beam upon the 
man— and gave an astonished ex
clamation.

“ Sam Bancroft!”
“ Yes, Phantom,” the aggressive
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young passenger manager of the 
Green Circle Lines groaned. He had 
seen Van identify himself to the blue- 
coat, evidently, “ I— I thought you 
were a Surete agent called K-Twrelve.” 

“Do you know this agent?” Van 
asked sharply.

“ No.” There was little aggressive
ness in Bancroft now7. His voice w7as 
shaky. “I’m inclined to think it was 
a hoax—IC-Twelve’s supposedly con
tacting me, asking me to come here. 
Someone else sent the message—to 
get me here and murder me! You 
saved my life, Phantom.”

“Just a moment,” Van clipped. He 
must get to the bottom of this. “You 
say you were supposedly contacted by 
K-Twelve?”

“ I received a note, yes. You see, 
Phantom, w7hen I was a passenger 
agent for the lines in France, ten 
years ago, I cooperated with the Su- 
rete to help stop jewel smuggling. 
They believed that some gang w7as 
smuggling untold amounts of gems 
out of France. I helped check up on 
our own ships, and if there had been 
any smuggling done on them, my 
vigilance put a stop to it. The Surete 
trusted me. Now I get a note, telling 
me to come to this address, that a 
Surete agent called K-Iwelve had 
important things to tell me.”

“May I see the note?” asked the 
Phantom.

“ I— I destroyed it,” Bancroft said. 
“ It said to destroy it.”

In the gloom Van was eyeing the 
man sharply. Bancroft had been in 
that office when the smoke-bomb went 
off, and Willett had been shot. Was 
the man telling the truth? Suppose 
he were really in league with the Le
gion. If he were a clever criminal, 
he might have had himself appar
ently taken prisoner to look innocent, 
realizing that the Phantom was es
caping the trap that had been set.

“ I had to slip away from police 
who were watching my apartment to 
get here, Phantom,” Bancroft added. 
“ But when I phoned Thome to ask 
his advice, he told me to come—that 
it might be important.”

Van was silent. How many people 
knew of this rendezvous? And what 
had happened to K-12? Had he fled 
in time to escape the ambush, or was 
he—

A  WAIL of arriving prowl car si
rens interrupted the Phantom’s 

thoughts. Police came hurrying in.
“ Phantom, are you here?” a lieu

tenant’s voice called. “We were told 
bv the patrolman on duty— ”

“I’m the Phantom,” Van clipped, 
and it was unnecessary again to flash 
his badge.

He learned that though an alarm 
had been spread, no trace had been 
found of Legion men or the girl Van 
had previously described to the po
lice. Again the Legion tracks were 
co\ ered! [Turn page]

"I Talked with God '
fYes, I Did— Actually and Literally)

and, as a result o f that little, talk with God some ten years 
ago. a strange new Fewer came into my life. After 43 
years o f horrible, sickening, dismal failure, this strange 
Fower brought to rne a sense o f overwhelming victory, 
and I have been overcoming every undesirable condition of 
rny life ever since. What a change it was. Now—I have 
c t  edit at more than one bank, I own a beautiful home, own 
:■ newspaper and a large office building, and my wife and 
family are amply provided for after I leave for shores un
known. In addition to these material benefits, I  have a 
sweat peace in rny life. I am happy as happy can be. No 
circumstance ever upsets me, for I have iearned how to draw 
upon the invisible God-Law, wider any and all circumstances.

You too may find and the same staggering Power 
o f the G oo-Law that I use. It can bring to you too, "what
ever things are right and proper for you to have. Do you be
lieve this? It won't eoid much to find out—just a penny 
post-card or a letter, addressed to Dr. Frank B. Robinson, 
Dept. 16. Moscow, Idaho, will bring you the story of the 
most fascinating success o f the century. And the same 
Power I  use is here for your use too. I ’ll be glad to tell 
you about it. All information about this experience will 
be sent you free, o f course. The address again—Dr. Frank 
B. Robinson, Dept. 16, Moscow, Idaho. Advto Copyright 
1939 Frank B. Robinson.
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Grimly, Van left Bancroft, who 
was identifying himself to the police. 
Flashlight in hand, the Phantom 
went through the house, room by 
room. And at the end of this hall he 
found one room that showed some 
signs of recent occupancy, as if a va
grant had squatted here. Burlap was 
spread over a part of the floor. There 
was no furniture, but Van now spied 
a square valise, opened it, and drew 
a breath of surprise. It was a port
able short-wave wireless receiving 
set.

K-12 would logically have had such 
a set. Convinced now that K-12 had 
occupied this room, had either been 
nabbed by the Legion or had escaped. 
Van felt that the Surets agent, who 
must have had the training in crime- 
fighting that had made the French 
bureau famous, would have cleverly 
contrived to leave some clue for the 
Phantom.

Van went over the whole room, 
inch by inch.. At last, when he reached 
a crumbling fireplace, and reached up 
into the sooty chimney, his hand came 
out with a leather portfolio which 
had been crammed there!

Leaving ha.Aily, the Phantom hur
ried back to the Clarion Building to 
meet Havens.

“Hero we are, Frank!’’ he an
nounced. “K-Twelve is good, who
ever lie is—or was!”

The Phantom dumped the contents 
of the portfolio on Havers? desk. The 
publisher stared at a sheaf of papers 
written in French, and as Havens had 
some dhficuTfv with the language, 
Van translated aloud. The opening 
paragraphs read:

I do n ot know y e t w h a t th ese men a re  up 
to. B u t h ere  a re  d e s cr ip t io n s  and r o u g h  
Bertillon estim ates . P e r h a p s  some will be 
identified b y  th e Svrrtte.

Descriptions of men followed, 
given according to the Bertillon sys
tem which pointed out bone struc
tures, shapes of head and hands, other 
characteristics which, no matter how

a human being could change, in ap
pearance, remained unalterable and 
could be used as positive means of 
identification.

“ I ’ve seen some of these men, Frank 
—recognize the Bertillon descrip
tions!” Van said. “They are mem
bers of the Crime Legion! Somehow 
K-Twelve must have seen them at 
close range. Perhaps he was even one 
of their number, a masquerader. But

I fear they caught up with him at 
that Bethune Street place. I’ve got 
to finish the work he started!”

Working with Havens, the Phan
tom collected the evidence K-12 had 
found, together with fingerprints of 
Legion men found by police. He also 
filed away in Iks mind all lie could 
remember of the men he had seen 
when posing as a legionnaire him
self.

Then again he set the ether hum
ming with wireless impulses carry
ing fingerprint facsimiles. Nor were 
they all. Having studied and mas
tered the whole Bertillon system in 
his exhaustive study of all crime-de
tecting methods, the Phantom built 
sketches of Legion men, from the 
rough measurements of Id-12 and his 
own memory. The drawings he made 
in divided squares, of men who were 
more like designs than humans in ap
pearance— designs which showed 
bone-structures, shapes of heads, 
level of eyes.

These pictures were also turned 
into sound, sent across the Atlantic 
where the sound-impulses would be 
turned back to images.

rF WAS now almost dawn. Word 
came from Inspector Gregg that 
the police had been keeping a casual 

eye on the Green Circle men. Ban-
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croft had returned home. Dawson, 
the vice-president, had by permission 
driven to Atlantic City where the line 
had a branch office in which were re
ports wanted by Thorne.

The ailing president himself was 
back in bed, but speaking of going 
South, to an estate he owned in Flor
ida, hoping for full recuperation. 
Bernard Kane, fearing for his life, 
hugged his own threshold with three 
detectives guarding him. Captain 
Derek came and went from the sea
men’s hotel where he still resided. 
Vaughn, the treasurer with large con
trolling powrer, was also at home.

The Crime Legion had not been 
located, nor had it struck again save 
for that brief foray in small numbers 
in Bethune Street. Nor had the na
tion-wide alarm out for Vince Brum- 
mer ferreted out that evil mob leader. 
If Brummer were living, he must in
deed have a changed appearance, for 
his photos were posted and distrib
uted everywhere now, and no one had 
seen him.

The girl in gray had not yet been 
found again either.

All of which made the Phantom feel 
that he was working against time— 
time when the Legion vTould strike 
again as their gloating leader had 
promised.

As the transmitters atop the Clar
ion Building whirred and hummed, 
the Phantom got in touch with cus
tom’s officials, asked them if there 
had been an epidemic of gem smug
ging from Europe ten years ago.

“ Yes,” an official replied. “We 
were quite sure of it, because smug
gled gems would turn up here. But 
we could never find the gang behind 
it.”

Then Bancroft had not lied about 
that, when the passenger agent had 
said that he had cooperated with the 
Surete in trying to thwart the smug
gling.

And then the answers pertaining 
to the Crime Legion began to come in 
from warring Europe, across the sea!

CHAPTER XVII
The Crime Legion

NG into the next 
day, as well as 
throughout the rest 
of the night, Van 
and H a v e n s  sat 
glued to Transat
lantic telephones, 
getting m e s s a g e  
upon message.

“Majis m il These 
two have been iden

tified. One is an Apache cutthroat 
named Murat. And one, Fernand La- 
tise, is suspected of murder, though 
wre have not enough to make the 
charge.” Thus the Gallic voice of 
the Surete of France.

“Phantom.! Those fingerprints are 
the prints of an infamous criminal 
named Stevens who’d kill his own 
mother for sixpence!” Thus the Brit
ish voice of Scotland Yard.

Again and again came word like 
this. And the nameless Crime Legion 
were beginning at last to take on 
names! Later Inspector Gregg came 
in, called to this tense excluvge of 
messages between a nation at peace 
and two nations at war against a 
common enemy. But all three nations 
would be forever at war against 
crime. Their law enforcement bu
reaus would forever fight to stamp 
out criminals.

All the descriptions Van had sent, 
the Bertillon sketches he had made 
from K-12's specifications, the finger
prints, checked with French or Brit
ish criminal files!

“ Good Lord!” The Scotland Yard 
chief had lost his placidity. “We knew 
all these criminals were missing, but 
thought they were hiding out. to es
cape conscription. The idea of them 
all going to America—how could we 
conceive of that? And to think we 
laughed at one of our men who did 
think of this theory. . .

“We never thought of such a the
ory either,” Inspector Thomas Gregg,
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who had listened on an extension 
phone put in. “A whole gang com
posed of foreigners—coming here? 
Everything pointed to an American 
gang. Why, they even used American 
crime slang.”

The Phantom, who had explained 
that part of it, was busy on another 
phone, talking to the Surete again.

“Monsieur, please send us all your 
other files on any missing French 
criminals. I’m requesting Scotland 
Yard to do the same thing.”

“Mats oui! Preoccupied with war 
though we are, it is our wish to help 
you track down this menace which 
seems to derive partly from France! 
From what you say, we fear our agent 
K-Tweive has fallen afoul of trouble. 
We shall try to make contact still 
however. Until we are certain the 
agent is dead, we had best withhold 
K-Twelv'e’s identity lest any wrong
doer is tuned in to our conversation.”

Van could appreciate that, know
ing how well he had to safeguard the 
Phantom’s identity ’

Scotland Yard also promised full 
cooperation.

“ It is our concern as well as 
America's,” said the chief inspector 
grimly.

When the transmitters and re
ceivers wex*e at last at rest, for the 
time being, the three men who had 
learned all this news sat facing one 
another— the elderly publisher, the 
policeman in charge of New York’s 
detectives, fc ii the Nemesis of Crime, 
Only the Phantom's disguised face 
failed to show the expression that 
was on the faces of Havens and In
spector Gregg. They looked truly like 
men who had seen the sweep of some 
hellish tidal wave.

“ Yes, that’s the Crime Legion,” the 
Phantom said, in the stunned silence. 
“That’s why they’ve eluded us, have 
burned their fallen members. Tt at;s 
why their modus operands haven’t 
checked any more than their finger
prints with our own national crim
inal files,<

“ It’s clear now what has happened. 
Europe is at war. And just as Amer
ica has been getting Europe’s unfor
tunate fleeing refugees, its valued
treasures for safe-keeping, so we have 
been getting something else—its riff
raff | The war, obviously, would have 
curtailed criminal activities over 
there. Also, these criminals would 
have wanted to shirk fighting. They 
feel no allegiance to their flags, are 
actuated only by their own greed and 
avarice. So they have come to a coun
try at peace, to continue their plun
dering. They”—a fierce light was in 
the Phantom's eyes— “are the Crime 
Legion!”

HIS words made vivid to Havens 
and Gregg the hideous reality of 

this brazen gang, From the slums of 
the Limehouse district in London, 
from the Apache dens of dark Pari
sian alleys, had come this terrible 
band which now terrorized the United 
States! All of them, who had been 
identified had proved to be the most 
seasoned, emming and treacherous of 
British and French criminals—men 
who had worked alone over there. 
That was another reason the author
ities had never thought of them in 
one combine.

“But how wc-re they ever organ
ized?” Inspector Gregg demanded 
heavily. “How were they brought 
here?”

“ Someone,” Van said with grim 
conviction, “has organized them, 
brought them here, is perhaps still 
bringing them.” For he remembered 
the leader’s gzoating words that the 
gang was to be further augmented.

“ Brummer?” Havens suggested. 
“ Obviously their loader would be an 
American who knows his way about. 
And don’t forget that Brummer’s 
former protection rackets gave him 
knowledge of many of the warehouses 
and other places which have been 
robbed by the Legion.”

The Phantom nodded, though just 
now his mind was on his next move.
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He would have to wait before he 
could make it. Meanwhile, he could 
only hope that before that time the 
Legion would not strike on the big 
scale its gloating leader had promised. 
Where was that leader now? That 
man with a brain more devilish than 
any Van had ever tried to match was 
scheming somewhere — with that 
brain that had already conceived the 
epic idea of bringing to America the 
riff-raff of -warring Europe for an in
vasion of plunder in this land of 
peace!

* * * * &

Thirty knots out of New7 York, the 
S.,S. Marintha, sister of the flagship 
Giganta of the Green Circle Lines, 
was making its belated return to 
America, perhaps its last Atlantic 
voyage for some time to come. The 
big luxury liner, once proud and 
gleaming, wras now painted a dull 
gray, but clear across her topsides 
and on her broadsides were painted 
the bright Stars and Stripes, which 
had warned all belligerents that she 
was a neutral.

She carried a full crew7, but few7 
passengers, a few7 belated returning 
Americans and some refugees.

Through the sun-gleaming wraters, 
writh land in sight, she moved ma
jestically, despite her gaunt grayness.

And up in the morning sky above, 
a winged shape came flitting from 
America’s shores to arrive overhead. 
A high-pow7ered, heavy-service sea
plane, behind whose roaring motor 
sat—the Phantom!

His plan, as yet,- was not definitely 
formed. He merely meant to watch 
the MarintluL reach port. Now, well 
enough overhead net to have at
tracted notice, his seaplane wheeled 
in a lazy circle above the ship.

Suddenly, when he had been watch
ing for some time, the Phantom’s 
eyes narrowed behind his goggles. He 
leaned from the cockpit.

It was only due to the sharpness of 
his vision that he saw it at all—that

tiny, yet gesticulating shape plum
meting from the starboard side of the 
ship into the sea! And evidently 
aboard the ship there was no alarm 
of “Man overboard!” For the Marin- 
tha sailed right on, leaving a mere 
bobbing speck on the waters behind 
and to one side of its long w7ake.

The Phantom’s eyes were slits. It 
might be a suicide, of course, and even 
if it had no bearing on the puzzle he 
was seeking to solve, the Phantom 
could not idly watch a human being 
drown! The Mmrmtha could easily be 
overtaken again.

THE seaplane dipped, its motor 
dying as Van glided down. The 

bobbing shape in the water loomed, 
grew7 into clarity—he saw a man, saw 
threshing arms, a weakly bobbing 
head. In the next instant the sea
plane pontoons hit the water. The 
Phantom, skilled in flying as he was 
in all other pursuits necessary to his 
tracking of criminals, settled the ship 
neatly on the rolling sea. He maneu
vered until he w7as alongside the 
drowning man, one wing sv/eeping 
over him, as the port pontoon came 
wfithin the man’s reach.

“ Hold on!” Van shouted.
The man at first seemed too far 

gone to heed. But then his arms in
stinctively caught the pontoon, he 
was clinging to it, though he seemed 
unable to climb upon it. Van stopped 
the motor, let the seaplane rock and 
drift.

His agile body slid from the pit, he 
climbed down to the pontoon and 
even as the man’s weak hold seemed 
to be loosening, the Phantom, main
taining his own balance on the rock
ing pontoon, reached down and was 
hoisting, pulling the man out of the 
water, onto the pontoon. His eyes 
went hard as he looked at the drip
ping figure. Water alone had not 
done this work! In the man’s chest 
was a gaping, ugly wound from 
which crimson blood oozed out over 
his wet, disheveled clothes. That he
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had lived at all with such a wound, 
obviously a knife wound, gave evi
dence that he must be a man of stam
ina.

As it was, he was scarce breath
ing now. Squatting on the rocking 
pontoon, with the Marintha’s stern 
still in sight, Van looked down at a 
face which looked strong-featured 
and courageous even in its pallor. 
The eyelids were fluttering.

“Try to talk,” Van urged, his voice 
almost harsh in his effort to pene
trate the man’s ebbing consciousness. 
“Tell me who you are—who stabbed 
you ?”

Now blue eyes, already starting to 
go dull, were looking up at the dis
guised, goggled Phantom. Instantly 
those eyes went hostile, suspicious.

“ You can trust me,” Van said 
quickly. “ I’m the Phantom.” And as 
the eyes were still dull, he repeated 
like a gun-shot: “The Phantom De
tective!”

That was when a light came into 
the eyes. And the lips of the man 
moved, formed choked words in an 
unmistakably British accent.

“ Hello, Phantom. . . The lips 
twisted in the travesty of a smile. 
Then, even as the light was fading 
from the man’s eyes, his voice gath
ered strength from desperation.

“Phantom—must stop them! The 
bloody blackguards ! Yob of them— 
Marintka—  No one believed my the
ory— but I was right. I followed— 
stowed away— ”

“Yes?” Van urged. “On the Marin- 
that How?” His mind had already 
caught up to the facts in the scarcely 
coherent speech, “Are they passen
gers—crew ?”

But the eyes had gone dull now'. A 
spasm shook Ins blood-stained, wet 
figure. In a last gesture he fumbled 
within Iris clothes, reached out his 
hand, opened it. Just, as the Phantom 
sometimes displayed a shield, so this 
man had shown one. As he shuddered 
and lay still, his hand remained open.

Van looked down at the little silver

shield, saw the initials on it: C.I.D. 
Criminal Investigation Department.

The shield of Scotland Yard!
Now Van recalled how the Yard’s 

chief had told him they had laughed 
at one of their men wdio had some 
theory about the missing criminals. 
This wras the man. He must have 
followed up his theory.

CHAPTER XVIII
Thugs— International Style

AN lifted the body 
into the pit of the 
seaplane, his lips 
grim. He took off 
from the waters, 
and soon he passed 
the Marintka, al
though he had no 
intent of leaving it 
long from his sight, 
after the vital in

formation he had gained. He flew to 
New York harbor, landed next to r. 
police launch that his keen eyes had 
spotted. Here, after Van had iden
tified himself, the body of the Scot
land Yard man was moved from tv.:- 
seaplane to the launch.

Once more Van flew, to keep cy: • 
on the Mar ini ha. The big liner v. 
nearing the Narrows. Her Quaran
tine flag, which was a sign that sue 
had no plague or sickness aboard, 
was already up. Soon she would haw* 
to stop briefly to pick up immigration, 
officials.

That thought brought decision tr
ine Phantom. Once more he swung 
his plane away from the coursing 
ship belown And when, less than a;, 
hour later, launches took immigra
tion officials to the big liner, the Phan
tom also boarded her, disguised rs 
one of those officials. For even im
migration authorities would readily 
cooperate with the Nemesis of Crime. 
From an officer in command on shore, 
lie had borrowed the proper creden
tials, done another quick job of dis
guise, and now he was aboard the
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luxury liner with the immigration 
men.

The Marhitha’s captain, gray
haired, with the honest, tanned face 
of a sea-faring man was showing his 
papers in the main lounge where the 
first-class passengers were gathered. 
He explained how the Mar hit ha had 
been held up a whole month, was ac
tually to have sailed at the same time 
as the Giganta, already returned. The 
captain also said he carried no cargo.

Neither the captain nor ithers of 
the crew seemed aware that a man, 
knifed, had gene overboard, for no 
mention was made cf what honest 
men certainly would have reported at 
once. The Phantom was appraising 
all people he saw aboard— crew, 
American and refugee passengers. 
Somehow none of thorn struck him as 
the types he was looking for. The 
Scotland Yard man had been a stow
away, apparently unknown to the 
crew. Could there be a whole mob of 
stowaways ?

Unobtrusively, the Phantom left 
other immigration officers, to make a 
tour of his own. His role gave him 
access to all parts cf the ship, and 
he went patiently through the liner, 
looking in empty staterooms, check
ing every possible quarter. Pie even 
looked in lifeboats. He found no sign.

Then his mind clicked, remember
ing what the captain had said about 
carrying no cargo. Previously Van 
had learned that both the Giganta 
and the Marinina had already had 
some secret compartments built for 
the possible carrying of freight. Nat
urally, any plans for such compart
ments must have been filed with the 
authorities—but perhaps the author
ities did not yet know that some of 
tlie alterations had already taken 
place.

Van had seen blueprints for the 
new compartments in the papers he 
had taken from the dead Hathaway’s 
safe. Now his keen, retentive mem
ory, which forgot no details, recalled 
those blueprints.

The Phantom went down ladders,
through hatches. A ft of the engine 
room, he came upon the housing for 
the gigantic steam-controlled steering 
gear of the ship’s huge rudder. But 
further aft, he carne to a chained off 
door bearing the sign:

A U X I L I A R Y  S T E E R I N G  H O U S E

The Marinih-a, mighty super-liner 
that it vras, had been equipped with 
this extra steering engine for pos
sible emergency use. Since it was 
never used, even the crew did not 
enter this part of the ship.

TPIE Phantom, however, deter
minedly slid open the steel door 

which led into the housing. A dim 
passageway, full of vents and piping, 
came into sight. In its walls should 
logically be encased the auxiliary 
steering gear. But Van had seen 
those blueprints, and where anyone 
else who peered in here might dis
miss the place as innocent, the Phan
tom’s eyes and ears were alert.

He moved down the passage until 
he came to the steel door that should 
lead to that steering machinery 
housed behind the wall. Van tried 
that door, cautiously. It did not yield. 
The steering room was locked off.

The Phantom put his ear to the 
door, listened. His nerves tautened. 
He heard muffled voices, some of 
them foreign—French! Should he 
call for help— try to make a capture? 
Or. . . .

Quickly the Phantom ducked aside, 
flattened against the wall, as lie heard 
the sound of a key in a lock. That 
steel door was being opened, ever so 
furtively. First to a crack, then more 
fully. A head peered from it into this 
outer passage. Van, flattened at the 
wall, saw a dark, Gallic face, a shaggy 
mop of hair—an evil-bladed knife!

The man turned back through the 
door.

“ C’est bien!” he said. “ No one, it 
seems, is spying.”

A cockney voice rose from within.
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“ I don't understand the blighter’s 
words, blimey, but tell him to look 
good. We cawn't take chawnces!”

“Pierre, allezl” another voice or
dered. “ Go out, look. Remember— 
we are to kill anyone who finds out!”

The swarthy - faced Frenchman 
emerged from the door, knife in hand, 
eyes darting about as he moved 
through the dim passage. He had not 
seen the Phantom, whose lithe frame 
blended with the shadows against the 
wall. And Van, with lightning de
cision, formulated his plan!

Even as the Frenchman was pass
ing him, the Phantom moved. His 
automatic was raised, and in one co
ordinated, instantaneous motion he 
leaped toward the Frenchman and 
brought the butt of that weapon down 
on the man’s skull. It made a dull 
but telling impact. Van’s arms caught 
the man whose unconscious form 
would otherwise have crashed loudly 
to the floor.

“ Pierre?” a voice called from the 
door. “ Is anyone out there?”

Van, standing out of sight of the 
door, holding the unconscious Pierre, 
promptly replied, speaking French in 
imitation of Pierre’s voice.

“C’est tres bien! No one seems to 
be here. But I shall search more 
thoroughly. An intruder may be hid
ing.”

“Old—but careful, Pierre,” came 
the warning. “Stay within this hous
ing. Even for one of us to go out that 
far is risky!”

“ Meds old,” said the Phantom.
Having by quick-thinking and his 

ability at mimicry given himself time, 
Van quietly carried the unconscious 
Pierre to a far corner of this passage, 
screened off by metal brace-work and 
ventilating pipes. The Phantom ex
amined his unconscious captive, saw 
that Pierre would probably be out a 
long time.

Once again then, Van’s flat make
up kit came out, a tiny bulb illumin
ing its fine-polished mirror.

Little more than ten minutes later,

when he knew the men behind that 
door must surely be starting to worry 
the Phantom walked back down the 
passage. He had left the uncon
scious Pierre bound and gagged, 
and w-earing Van’s own discarded 
immigration official’s clothes.

He had done a good job of that 
binding, was confident Pierre would 
not be able to get free. Probably he 
would not be found until the Phan
tom wanted him to be. It was going 
to be tough on Pierre, but it probably 
would be tougher when the author
ities finally captured the French 
thug.

REACHING the inner wall door, 
the Phantom called low:

“ C’cst Pierre! Open, amis!”
The door was opened. And the 

Phantom stepped into the spacious 
section where the auxiliary steering 
mechanism should, according to the 
known specifications of the ship, be 
housed. But that steering machinery 
had been removed! In the space if 
had occupied, under naked electro: 
bulbs, the most vicious motley of dv 
sorted humans Van had ever seen 
together looked at him with hard, 
appraising eyes. There must have 
been fully thirty of them staring as 
him.

“You were gone long, Pierre," 
grumbled a man who was rolling a 
cigarette. An Apache, Van decides 
noting Isis high cheekbones. “ Did yen 
see anyone?”

“No,” Van replied, inward w 
breathing relief. Again his art of 
disguise, his art of mimicry, had tri
umphed. For these men did not sus
pect. The Phantom, in his borrowed 
clothes, and gripping Pierre’s knife 
was to them the real Pierre!

“No, I did not see anyone. I looked 
all around the housing to make sure."

The Apache promptly translated 
Van’s French for the others. Already 
Van had deduced that Pierre spoke 
only French.

A wiry cockney, with twisted fea-
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turns, nodded. “ Right-o!” he af
firmed. “Wot with that Scotland Yard 
bloke who come after Gentleman 
Harry, we can take no chawnces.”

At this another man, with, a cold 
expressionless face that gave him a 
sort of satanic dignity, smiled.

“ My good man," he said suavely, 
“he wasn’t just after me. It just hap
pened to be me he spotted boarding 
this ship, but he must have been 
watching for any missing British 
criminals. As a rule I do not favor 
a knife for killing, but when he found 
this place was not what it should 
be—

“ Aw, come off your ’igh ’orse, Gen
tleman ’Arry,” another pug-faced 
Britisher sneered. “ We all knows as 
’ow you killed your own three wives 
like this ’ere Bluebeard to get their 
fortunes—as if you didn’t get enough 
breaking into shops and the like!” 

Settled among this riff-raff, Van 
could tell from the Marintha’s puls
ing that the big liner was still head
ing up the harbor. He did not have to 
take much part in the conversation, 
since he supposedly spoke only 
French, but listening to both lan
guages, Van learned many things. 
This motley crew had with them 
plenty of food, in cans, even were 
equipped with portable alcohol stoves. 
They had fixed bunks for themselves 
in this hideout.

“An’ now we’ll soon be in America,” 
the wiry cockney was saying. “ I won
der what this ’ere Big Shot— that’s 
American—will be like. ’E better see 
we get a fair split of the booty."

“ Why fear?” a Frenchman put in, 
in accented English. “Deed not our 
friend, the American who arrange 
the sailing, keep his word? He says 
we can sail on thees sheep like the 
ones on the other. And he see we get 
safe aboard a whole month ago.”

“ I 'opes ’e keeps his promise to 
meet us and take us to the big shot!” 

Van absorbed all this. Putting 
things together, he began to realize 
who ill is American who had arranged

all this, who apparently only worked 
for the “Big Shot,” was. His under
cover work was already bringing him 
nearer and nearer to the solution he 
sought!

The talk of these men was evil, 
alarming talk. Talk of how they had 
dodged the war of their own nations, 
how they looked on peaceful America 
as a “land of opportunity”—for 
crime!

AND with that evil assemblage hid
den aboard, the S. S. Marintha 

was even now sailing past the Statue 
of Liberty, that symbol these thugs 
would never understand! Tugs came 
to meet and nudge the big liner up 
the Hudson. Soon she was docking at 
a big, modern pier. Passengers were 
disembarking. Customs men, armed 
with specifications that accounted for 
every cubic foot of the ship, made 
their usual search for any contra
band.

But they did not look into the door
way marked “Auxiliary Steering 
Gear,” for their papers told them this 
space, save for a pipe-crowded pas
sage, was fully taken up by the huge 
steering machinery. They did not find 
the bound, unconscious Pierre in the 
passage, much less the stowaways.

With the ship at dock, the stow
aways spoke only in low voices. They 
waited as hours passed, as the day 
waned, and night came over the Hud
son. Most of the crew of theMarintha 
had gone ashore. Those few on board 
were in bed.

That was when a soft knock came 
on the steel door. Every man, in
cluding “ Pierre,” tensed. Gentleman 
Harry went to the door, holding an 
ugly knife in his hand. Others held 
knives, guns, and one carried a heavy 
sap.

“Open, men!” the. voice outside the 
door called, low. It repeated the com
mand with A m e r i c a n  -accented 
French. “ Open! You know who I am 
— the man who promised to meet 
you.”
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CHAPTER XIX 
Land of “Opportunity”

E N T L E M A N
HARRY opened the 
door, Van could not 
yet see the man who 
entered, for the 
motley crowd was 
screening him from 
v i o w — b u t  th e  
Phantom was pretty 
certain who he 
would turn out to be. 

Who had been in Europe when both 
the Giganta and the Marintha were 
to sail? Who would also have known 
all about the new freight compart
ments, made by secret removal of the 
auxiliary steering gear? Who but— 

The next instant, as he pushed 
through the crowd, Van saw that he 
was correct. The man who came into 
the chamber was the stocky, vigorous 
Captain Derek!

“Hello, Captain,” Gentleman Harry 
greeted. “You send us now to the Big 
Shot you told us about, I presume?” 

“That’s right,” said Derek, tie was 
as jovial as ever, but in this setting, 
there was evil in his joviality. “Had 
a nice trip, men?”

They told him about the Scotland 
Yard man, and his keen gray eyes 
clouded.

“You handled that right,” he com
mended. “And the Big Shot handled 
things at this end. When the Marin
tha was held up in Europe, one of the 
big men who own it wanted to radio 
to have t-liis hold used to carry some 
freight! The Big Shot fixed him so 
he couldn’t radio!”

Van’s eyes slitted in his disguised 
face. That victim must have been 
John B. Powell. He had been the one 
nagging the ethers to use the freight 
hold. Here was the motive for his 
murder. But what about Hathaway, 
Willett—and the threat notes to the 
others?

Captain Derek was raising his 
••'• bin. square hand for silence.

“All right now men—get this! I’ll 
say it in both English and French. 
I’ve used my authority to clear the 
way. We go right off this ship onto a 
tug which is waiting. We slip aboard 
her quietly. Come with me. And 
don’t talk!”

He repeated that in French, then 
led the way. And Van moved on with 
the gang. There was plenty more he 
was anxious to find out about. Cap
tain Derek seemed to be only a lieu
tenant. Who was the Big Shot? The 
mysterious, elusive Vince Brummer? 
Or one of the other Green Circle 
Lines men who had hired Derek to 
come back?

With the imported thugs from war- 
torn Europe, the Phantom followed 
Captain Derek up ladders, to the 
next deck. All of them moved quietly. 
They were criminals who knew how 
to be furtive. And the Phantom knew 
how to be furtive, too!

The tug alongside was manned by 
men of the Crime Legion, all of them 
armed, silent. And though one of the 
arriving Frenchman called “Henri!” 
to a man on the tug’s deck, a veteran 
Crime legionnaire he must have 
known in France, the legionnaire 
made no response.

In the deep stern of the tug, 
crowded together, the new recruits 
faced Captain Derek. Again he had 
raised his square hand. “This is 
where I leave you,” he said. “My job 
is done. The rest is up to the Big 
Shot!” He hunched up one shoulder. 
“Good luck! Bon fortune!”  And he 
disembarked, this jovial captain who 
had smuggled vicious criminals to 
America for his Big Shot!

The tug slid away from the dock. 
And though the Hudson was now well 
patrolled, why should any police sus
pect a tug moving from a dock where 
an ocean liner had just put in?

An old, seemingly abandoned 
wharf on the New Jersey side was 
the tug’s destination. Here the new 
recruits, the Phantom among them, 
disembarked, to be led by the silent
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veteran Legion men to two waiting 
trucks.

The trucks roiled slowly through 
the night, through Newark, and on 
through Elizabeth. Presently, with 
the night already waning, the trucks 
turned off the highway, entered rough 
countryside. Houses became few. 
Then the trucks reached a clearing 
amid concealing trees and shrubbery. 
Here they stopped, the doors were

“Rather queer, those chappies, eh ?’* 
Gentleman Harry remarked. “'Not a 
sound out of them. Funny.’''

It was at that moment that a largo 
coupe, with headlamps dim, cams 
rolling onto the clearing. And once 
more Van's eyes became slits, his 
hand moved instinctively to his auto
matic which he had hidden on him
self, as well as wearing Pierce’s knife. 
That coupe wore a slightly different
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opened, and the new recruits 
emerged.

Van’s keen eyes took in the scene. 
There were other vehicles on this 
clearing. And there were three large 
amphibian planes. Also, there were 
Legion men Van had seen at that 
Connecticut hideout! The Phanton 
concluded this isolated clearing was a 
make-shift camp, used for the time 
being, after the mansion hideout had 
been abandoned so mysteriously.

The new recruits, Van with them, 
gathered into a group, apart from the 
seasoned, silent Legion men.

look, but though it might have fooled 
police looking for the gray coupe 
originally described, it did not fo-h 
Van. He doubted that any other such 
heavy, formidable vehicle existed.

It came to a stop. Veteran Legion 
men were half-gesturing, half-push
ing the new arrivals into some sort of 
line, almost like the sloppy ranks of 
army recruits. The seasoned legion
naires themselves formed precise, 
straight ranks.

The coupe was turned so that it 
faced them—a wheeled Juggernaut 
whose power Van knew. Its head
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lights flared up, became blinding. An 
evil, rasping voice spoke through the 
partly opened windshield.

“I greet you, men! ” And in French: 
“Bon soir, amis!"

The headlamps were blinding, as 
had been the floodlights in a room 
Van would never forget. Again the 
Phantom, standing there in the glare, 
tried vainly to pierce it and see the 
man in the coupe who could, if he de
sired, roll down the whole gang.

“ 'feu are the Big Shot?” Gentle
man Harry asked.

"Yes,” came the voice. “And here 
is something for you and ail the 
others to keep in mind. Silence is cur 
watchword. You speak only when I 
speak to you. It is for your own pro
tection, lest your accents betray you. 
In jobs where some speaking is nec
essary you will repeat certain words 
1 will give you and train you to say, 
so that the police will think you all 
American gangsters.”

Then, Van thought with triumph, 
the Big Shot did not yet know that 
the Phantom had, with the aid of 
Scotland Yard and the Surete, un
covered that secret!

"As I now call your names, step 
forward in turn.” Again the order 
was repeated in French. “First— 
A.pache Laroque.”

The man called “Apache” Laroque 
stepped forward.

“This, Monsieur, I do not like,” he 
protested. “ I have come here to avoid 
the army and fighting. This seems 
like an army.”

“You are a fool, Laroque!” came 
the menacing voice. “You know the 
pay of a soldier, and the risks he 
takes! Here you will get a fortune 
such as you never dreamed of! Will 
you not accept a little discipline for 
that?” The voice became a purr. “ I 
presume you will. You are alien, 
a conscription dodger—a criminal. 
Best to trust yourself to my care, lest 
you wind up on ycur own country’s 
guillotine. From now on you will he 
Number Forty-eight.”

He called the next name. In turn
each stepped forward, was inter
viewed briefly, given a number in 
lieu cf his name.

“Pierre!”
And stepping forward, the Phan

tom, for the second time, stood before 
the Crime Legion's leader, masquer
ading as one of his men.

As the Phantom stood in the head
lamp glare, he was confident. This 
time he was armed with knowledge 
that would enable him not to betray 
himself.

“Pierre, have you any objections to 
obeying orders?”

“No, Monsieur. I am content to 
obey you.”

“Bien! Your number will be 
Cinquante-trois. In English Fifty- 
three. Say it.”

“ Feefty-three.”
“Bien, You will do well. Step 

back, Pierre.”
Van stepped back. He had passed 

muster this time. The roll-call was 
finished.

“And now, men,” said the voice 
from the coupe, “ I shall make good 
my friend Derek's promise to you. 
You will all make fortunes. Our or
ganization will reap a harvest no 
criminals ever dreamed of. Already 
we have done well. Now we are ready 
to strike far and wide! Our new base 
of operations is ready. It will never 
be discovered. But first, from here, 
we will at once pull one job. A new 
big haul awaits us.

“I am going to let you new men get 
your baptism of fire. You will go 
along as reserves. If there is a clash 
with the police, the veterans will sig
nal you to fight! And something else. 
We cannot afford to have any man 
taken, even dead, by the police! If one 
is identified it might mean the be
ginning of our downfall, One was so 
taken in the past”—Van knew he re
ferred to Twenty-seven now,, whose 
body had gone to the morgue after 
tlie Phantom had impersonated him— 
“but luckily the police could not idea-
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tify that one. But we cannot have 
that happen again. Look!”

He barked a command. Seasoned 
legionnaires entered one of the trucks 
that evidently served as quarters. 
They emerged with—a corpse! As 
that corpse was brought under the 
coupe’s glaring headlamps, Van knew 
the man had been one of the thugs 
who had attacked him in Bethune 
Street when he had gone to that 
thwarted rendezvous with K-12. He 
had wounded one Legion man there, 
but the man had managed to keep 
going. Evidently that wound had 
proved fatal though.

Again a command was rasped from 
the man in the coupe. A Crime legion
naire stepped forward, gripping one 
of those fat acid pistols! It sprayed 
its lethal, arcing stream. The recruits 
gasped in horror as the acid feli on 
the corpse, spreading, burning away 
clothes and body.

“ We must do this for our own pro
tection!” roared the leader. “ If one is 
taken, the rest might suffer.” He ex
plained this in French, too. “ I want 
no protests. Certain trusted men are 
given the sole duty of— destroying 
the evidence. That is all. Now be 
ready to take part, and do not get 
caught! Remember what you have 
just seen!”

And the coupe backed away, turned, 
and was rolling off.

The Phantom stood tense-nerved, 
though in the role of Pierre, he did 
not show his emotions.

Should he make a break for it—try 
to get help to surround the gang, even 
without the leader? But already the 
seasoned Legion men were preparing 
to leave. Truck motors on the field 
were starting, and the veterans were 
watching all the recruits. Van would 
doubtless be shot down before he 
could get far.

The Legion was about to strike 
again—before going to a new, perma
nent hideout. The Phantom must ac
company them, try to thwart them 
once and for all!

CHAPTER XX
A Big Haul

WN. A wide maca
dam Federal ’High
way, which cut all 
the way across the 
continent. And on 
it, moving in a pro
cession t h r o u g h  
Pennsylvania, three 
huge, streamlined 
trucks that had 
come all the way 

from the West Coast, from San Fran
cisco.

Silk trucks. In their interiors were 
bales of raw silk valued at thousands 
and thousands of dollars.

The crew of each truck was armed. 
The modern trucks, capable of high 
speed, were taking a road well pa
trolled by troopers.

The driver of the lead truck sud
denly slammed home his air-brakes. 
Ahead on the road, a big express van 
was apparently stalled. The lead silk 
truck was forced to stop, its horn 
blaring. Behind it the two other silk 
trucks also stopped.

From the stalled van on the road 
came silent men, who moved with the 
precision of an army in mufti. Men 
with automatics and sub-machine 
guns. More of them came from one 
side of the road, out from between 
trees. And from the advancing mob 
came harsh voices in monotones:

“ Stick ’em up!”
“Don’t move or you get a slug in 

the guts!”
“ Reach!”
The silk truck crews, in spite of 

Joeing armed, were paralyzed with 
sheer terror. Against any other at
tack they would have moved bravely. 
But they had heaz’d enough, read 
enough to know. The Crime Legion! 
The legion of killers who struck like 
lightning, and against whom resist
ance meant death!

The legionnaires were rushing to 
surround the silk trucks.
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Then, from around the stalled 
Legion truck came another big truck. 
It was going hell-bent—crazily, as if 
out of control. And then it was like a 
Juggernaut, threatening to run down 
the legionnaires on the road. The 
Legion men whirled in confusion, 
scampering to get out of the path of 
that mad truck. In their panic they 
broke their silence, shouted, some of 
them screaming French oaths,

FOR the first time their precision 
had been disrupted, and no won

der they were confused. That truck 
contained their recruits, kept in re
serve. How had it suddenly turned 
traitor—gone crazy. . . .

When the Legion had set forth 
from the temporary hideout, two 
trucks containing the recruits fol
lowed the two filled with the veterans. 
In the first of the recruit trucks rode 
the Phantom, as Pierre, or Number 
53 now. Like the rest he had been 
supplied with an automatic, though 
he also had his own hidden gun.

The Phantom was determined he 
was not going to let the Legion pull 
off whatever haul they had in mind. 
He had had no opportunity to get 
help. All he could do was wait, and 
watch.

With the dawn, the two trucks of 
the veteran Legion men well ahead 
slowed on the Pennsylvania highway. 
One stalled in the road, the other 
turned off out of sight. Behind, the 
trucks carrying the reserves also 
halted, pulling up to the side of the 
highway.

In the cab of the truck in which the 
Phantom stood, the driver and an
other legionnaire sat tense, eyes 
ahead. The recruits shifted, feeling 
their weapons, waiting indeed like 
evil soldiers for this baptism of fire. 
Though these men were experienced 
in crime, they were now to get their 
first lesson in spectacular mass 
crime.

The glass window separating the 
cab from the truck’s rear interior was

open, so the legionnaire driver and 
his companion could watch the re
cruits. Peering past those two men, 
the Phantom saw the oncoming 
silk trucks. He did not know they 
were silk trucks but, realizing they 
must be the quarry, knew they must 
carry valuable cargo.

He saw the stalled truck on the 
road become a Trojan horse, disgorg
ing legionnaires. He saw the other 
legionnaires coming from the side of 
the road where the other truck had 
parked.

He realized also that the silk-truck 
men were paralzyed with fright. This 
robbery threatened to come off with 
all the usual speed and dispatch of 
the Crime Legion. He could not let 
that happen.

He had let the recruits be smuggled 
out of that ship, hoping thereby to 
learn who their leader was. He had 
learned that Captain Derek had a big 
hand in the business. But now, though 
there was much more to leam, a big 
robbery was about to come off, and—

Even with these racing thoughts, 
the Phantom had eased to the front 
of the truck in which he rode. No one 
was watching him— all were watch
ing the holdup. Not until Van’s gun 
smashed down on the head of the 
driver, and the other Legion man in 
the cab shouted, did pandemonium 
break loose.

The driver collapsed over the wheel 
with a groan. The other man in the 
front seat whirled, but too late. Van’s 
left fist, ready, caught him on the 
point of the jaw.

“Pierre has gone mad!” Gentleman 
Harry cried.

They seemed to think fear had 
turned Pierre traitor. Nevertheless, 
none hesitated to raise a gun toward 
“Pierre.” Van could not hope to face 
them all—he seemed doomed. Even 
if he got a few of them, others must 
surely shoot him down!

But the Phantom was not one to 
have wantonly flung away his life, a 
life so important to law and order.
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Again—before anyone could fire—he 
moved. He snatched from the inert 
driver’s companion the fat pistol all 
the recruits had seen unforgettably.

“ Get out of this truck!” he rapped 
out, repeating it in French. “Pm 
going to fire this gun! I’ll count 
three— ”

The sight of that acid gun froze 
every man in the truck. In their 
mind’s eye they were seeing what had 
happened to a corpse at that hideout.

“One! Two—”
But already they were jumping out 

of the truck, not daring to fire, lest 
that acid-gun spray them.

The Phantom leaped into the cab, 
pushed both unconscious legionnaires 
off the vehicle, sent them sprawling 
to the road. Then the Phantom was 
driving his captured truck hell-bent. 
Driving down on the seasoned Crime 
Legion men who were sticking up the 
silk trucks, disrupting their ranks, 
making them scamper confusedly.

The recruits came yelling, forget
ful of instructions, shouting that 
Pierre had turned traitor. Sub
machine guns were opening up then, 
as the Legion turned their fury on 
the driver of the crazy truck. Slugs 
pelted at the cab in which Van sat, 
guiding the big wheel of the roaring 
vehicle.

But now the silk-truck men, seeing 
that they had a chance, also got busy. 
They pressed buttons, and from each 
of their streamlined vehicles came a 
scream that could be heard for miles. 
The scream of special modern burglar- 
sirens with which those trucks were 
equipped.

AT THE same time the silk-truck 
nen were firing their automatics. 

In the dawn a battle raged along the 
macadam road. The Phantom, duck
ing in his cab, fired -with his own 
automatic. The acid gun was useless 
at this range and speed.

A roaring rose over the crash of 
guns as a whole squadron of State 
Troopers, having heard the scream

ing alarms, came speeding to the 
scene on their motorcycles, guns 
drawn!

The Legion attack was completely 
disorganized. They were not even 
shooting at the Phantom any longer, 
though now police guns were menac
ing him.

Van veered the big truck, stalled it, 
leaped into a ditch for cover. He saw 
that the troopers had the whip-hand, 
were holding it.

The recruits were surrendering in 
large numbers. The veterans of the 
Legion were still fighting, but the po
lice were taking a heavy toll of them. 
Somewhere, in the thick of the smoke 
which made a great cloud over the 
white road, Van heard the hiss of an 
acid gun doing its terrible work!

Seasoned legionnaires who had 
rushed, under cover of their own fire, 
to their truck, were trying to start it. 
The troopers, joined now by highway 
patrol cars were trying to block that 
truck off.

That was when Van swore fer
vently. For he saw one of the high
way patrol cars sent rolling on its 
side like a toy as a heavy coupe, ap
pearing from the opposite direction, 
smashed into that law car.

Again the coupe was helping the 
get-away of the truck with the re
maining legionnaires—and itself get
ting away.

The police pursued them, by motor
cycle and car. Tile coupe eluded them, 
but the police overhauled the truck 
about a mile further up the road—in 
time to see that its occupants were 
running and climbing into two large 
amphibians squatting on a field adja
cent to the road. Both planes roared 
off the ground before they could be 
stopped, slirank into the blue.

Meanwhile, the Phantom had 
slipped under cover himself at the 
scene of the thwarted holdup. The 
road was strewn with Legion men, 
only a few of them burned away by 
the acid this time, due to the quick 
arrival of the police. Many had been
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captured alive. The great bales of 
silk in the trucks were intact. The 
Phantom had dealt a terrific blow to 
the Crime Legion, a crippling blow.

“ But it’s not enough,” he gritted. 
“There are still plenty of them left, 
going to some new hideout. I still 
haven’t got their leader—and there 
are millions of dollars ox loot, as well 
as murders, to be accounted fori”

CHAPTER XXI 
Hell's Labykixth

NJAMIN THORPE
v as seated in a 
wheel-chair in his 
Riverside D r i v e  
mansion. Ee raised 
his cane with a 
shaking hand.

“ Preposterous!” 
the president of the 
Green Circle Lines 
cried. “You cannot 

know what you are saying, Phan
tom !”

Four other members of the Green 
Circle’s controlling board also ex
pressed stunned unbelief. The big, 
heavy-jowled Bernard Kane, the lean 
Paul Vaughn, the stocky, gray-eyed 
George Dawson, and Sam Bancroft, 
the passenger agent Van had rescued 
at the Betlnme Street rendezvous.

They had met at Thorne’s house 
where Thorne was resting to gather 
strength for an airplane trip to his 
Florida estate where the doctor bad 
ordered him to go for a prolonged 
rest.

“Freposterous, I say,” Thorne re
peated. “You have only to look at the 
unimpeachable record of the Green 
Circle Lines. Phantom, I tell you this 
cannot be so!”

The Phantom, once more standing 
besides Frank Havens, and wearing 
the disguise in which he had hitherto 
appeared before the ship men, 
shrugged. On his other side stood 
grim-jawed Inspector Gregg.

“Just the same, Mr. Thorne, those

foreign thugs were smuggled in on 
your ships,” the inspector declared.
“We captured one the Phantom left 
tied up for us on the Mariniha. If we 
can only lay our hands on this Cap
tain Derek— ”

He swore. For Derek, whose arrest 
the Phantom had immediately or
dered, had vanished without a trace! 
Like the rest of the Legion he had 
disappeared. Like Vince Brummer 
and the girl in gray he was being 
sought in vain.

“Derek smuggled in the men all 
right,” the Phantom said. “But in his 
position and with his resources, he 
couldn’t have swung this thing 
alone.”

“Just what do you mean, Plian- 
tom?” Bernard Kane demanded in
dignantly. “Are you insinuating that 
any of the rest of us have had any 
part in this ghastly affair?”

Van answered the question by ask
ing another.

“Just who suggested that Derek be 
re-hired after his retirement?” He 
eyed each one carefully.

The men shifted uncertainly. 
George Dawson lifted a shoulder in a 
brief shrug.

“I think it more or less came out of 
a general discussion.”

“ It was natural to think of re
hiring Derek to sail our ships through 
the war zone,” Vaughn concurred. 
“How were we to suspect that he . . .
I still can’t believe it.”

The Phantom's eyes were apprais
ing the ship owners, as if he found 
some new interest in them.

‘'Gentlemen,'’ he said, “ I assure you 
I intend to get to the bottom of this. 
You realize that the fact that your 
ships were used, that you hired Derek, 
involves you all deeply. But, until 
subpoenaed for a general investiga
tion of the whole line, you are all free 
to do as you please. You can go to 
Florida, Mr. Thorne. If any of you 
feel your lives endangered, you can 
still have police protection.” He 
turned to Llavens and Gregg. “That



THE PHANTOM AND THE CRIME LEGION 9 1

is all I have to say here now. I have 
other work to do.”

Later that clay Frank Havens, 
tensely waiting in his Clarion office, 
was joined by the, Phantom.

“Van. where have you been?” the 
publisher demanded. “Bo you know 
what's happened? Thorne left for 
Florida— but Dawson, Vaughn, and 
Bernard Kane have ail seemingly dis
appeared, too! Sam Bancroft is the 
only one who is stiii in New York.”

THE Phantom’s eyes were uncom
promising.

"I should have expected that— 
though Fve already learned part of it 
for myself. Frank, I haven’t much 
time now. I just want to check up, 
then I ’m going places fast! You have 
all the stuff from those files of Arthur 
Willett, the murdered secretary?” 

Havens got out those papers, which 
both men had already perused. The 
Phantom again went through them, 
hurriedly, as if every minute counted. 
He came upon the contract given 
Captain Derek and looked at the sig
natures on it. His eyes gleamed. He 
whipped out a magnifying glass, to 
take a hurried look through it.

“That clinches it! Frank—examine 
all these signatures. Do you notice 
anything ?”

Havens took the magnifying glass 
and peered at the names. He shook 
his head.

“ If you mean do any of them re
motely resemble the artificial hand
writing on the threat notes and the 
hectograph papers—no.”

“Well, it’s unimportant now. I just 
wanted to see why Willett seemed to 
know what it’s taken me so long to 
discover! Poor Willett! I’d almost 
forgotten that he made a hobby of 
graphology, claimed to be quite a 
handwriting expert. It’s clear now— 
thanks to the Bertillon system. I’m 
ready to break the case, Frank—but 
I’ve got to move fast and in secrecy, 
or else I’m afraid there are going to 
be more murders!”

“ But where are you going Van?” 
Havens blurted. “What— ”

“ I’m going,” Van replied, with 
gripping- decision, “after the leader 
of the Crime Legion, and what’s left 
of his no-longer-mysterious band! I 
might send you a. tip-off in a coded 
telegram, so you can come in for the 
finish, Frank. Until then—-good-by!”

There was a determined note in the 
Phantom’s tone, a note which fright
ened as Well as encouraged Havens. 
This time it was to be the final duel— 
the Phantom against the chief, brainy 
criminal!

One must lose!
Minutes later,. the Phantom was 

speeding to LaGuardia Field. Here 
he took a private amphibian which he 
had chartered, a fleet craft built for 
speed. As night fell, the Phantom 
was winging south, following the At
lantic coastline. Somewhere along the 
route he knew he had passed a big 
transport plane bound for Miami.

Late in a night of tropical breezes, 
the disguised Phantom landed, stood 
unobtrusive at the Miami Airport. He 
saw the transport land, watched pas
sengers disembark. And one of them 
he tailed.

By dawn, despite his ability to 
shadow, he had lost the man who had 
gone off in a motor-launch, headed 
out for the Florida Keys, The Phan
tom, doing some checking up, could 
only go by guess work now.

Once again he flew his amphibian, 
this time its wheels drawn up under 
its pontoons. Out over the blue waters 
he coursed, then glided down to a 
perfect landing by a small, triangular 
island.

A cove offered anchorage of the 
amphibian, which the Phantom left 
there. Furtively he set foot on the 
island. Tropical birds squawked in 
the dawn air, as he pushed through 
mangrove and palmettos. The island 
seemed deserted. There was not a 
building on it.

Still the Phantom moved very 
cautiously, his hand in his pocket
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closed around the cold butt of his 
automatic. And then, suddenly, he 
stopped. He had come to a large 
stone with some peculiar white mark
ings on it— and something else. 
Scratched on the stone, made appa
rently by some pointed instrument, 
were scarce visible words which eyes 
less keen than the Phantom’s never 
would have seen.

He read:
They are here. IC-12

K-12. The Surete agent he had 
never contacted, who now, Van real
ized, must have been taken prisoner, 
yet managed to scratch this out some
how. The Phantom had come to the 
right place.

The stone still held Ms attention. 
He pushed at it and found that it 
moved on a sort of pivot. As it swung 
to one side a gaping opening was ex
posed, with a ladder leading into its 
depths.

The Phantom hesitated. He ought 
to have help. Then he remembered 
all the prior escapes of the Legion. 
He thought, too, of K-12, perhaps 
still alive, and there were other 
thoughts in his mind.

Gun in one hand, he climbed si
lently down the ladder, pulling the 
stone overhead back into place. The 
ladder led into a passage lined with 
concrete and dim-lit by bulbs—an in
tricate man-made labyrinth under the 
ground of this island.

Somewhere within it Van heard 
sounds, movements. He slipped along 
dim-lit passages.

A faint moan halted him. It seemed 
to come from darkness on one side of 
the passage. The Phantom moved 
there, gun ready. A small cubicle, 
like a bin, opened out on one side, 
only dimly revealed by the faint light 
down here.

But the Phantom saw the bound, 
gagged figure there, saw a white oval 
face, dark disheveled hair tumbling 
to shoulder length.

The girl in gray! The girl who had

been missing since Van had last seen 
her at the Bethune Street hideout.

Van moved close to her. He whis
pered to her even as his quick fingers 
were releasing her gag.

“You must be Agent K-Twelve, of 
the Surete!-’ he said with quick com
prehension. ‘‘It took me a long time 
to realize that agent might be a 
woman!”

The girl, drawing breath as the gag 
was released, looked up with dark- 
eyes whose frightened hostility 
changed quickly as they caught the 
iridescent sparkle of Van’s platinum, 
diamond-studded badge.

“Phantom!” she whispered. “Some
how I knew you would come. Yes, 1 
am K-Twelve.”

The cords with which she had been 
tied were stout. The Phantom’s deft 
fingers had to work at them for sev
eral minutes, during which time the 
girl hurriedly told her story. Th ;> 
Surete had put her on the trail of a 
wanted Apache criminal in France, 
feeling that a woman detective would 
be least suspected by that alert crimi
nal.

K-12 had seen her man slip aboard 
the Giganta, first of the Green Circle 
Line’s two big liners to sail from the 
war zone, under Derek. K-12 had 
booked passage on the ship, following 
a trail similar which had been taken 
by the Scotland Yard man wrho had 
stowed away aboard the Marintha. 
But K-12 had not located her criminal 
on board. In America, however, she 
had seen him and others slip off the 
boat, to get into a truck, for at that 
time the Legion had not needed to 
cover its moves surreptitiously.

A MODEST car had been awaiting 
her outside the dock, arranged 

for by a previous secret wireless mes
sage to the New York French consul
ate. She had managed to follow the 
truck of smuggled men to the Con
necticut hideout. There she had tried 
to spy upon the gang her wanted 
Frenchman now belonged to. Her
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portable wireless set had enabled the 
Surete to keep in contact with her, 
though she could not send messages. 
Her intent was to gather evidence, 
making descriptions of all the men, 
get to the bottom of the thing.

Since the men had been smuggled 
on a Green Circle ship, K-12 had 
also spied on the ship owners, had 
been looking through a window of 
Hathaway’s house when lie put cer
tain papers in his wadi safe. The next 
time she had come to spy on Hath
away she had found him murdered. 
She had tried to get those papers to 
see if they contained any clue, and 
when the Phantom had surprised her, 
she had thought he might be one of 
the criminals.

She had then driven back to Con
necticut to resume her spying at the 
hideout. Huston, following her, had 
been trapped merely because he had 
not ducked the Legion watchers as 
quickly as she had. Later, receiving 
word from the Surete that the Phan
tom was on the case, she had ar
ranged the rendezvous at Bethune 
Street, her own hideout. She had 
asked Sam Bancroft to come because 
she wanted to confront at least one of 
the ship owners with what she knew.

“ Bancroft,” she explained, "was 
the only one of them the Surete knew. 
He had cooperated with us ten years 
back in fighting jewel smuggling.”

As Van listened, he was filling in 
gaps. The Legion must have sus
pected a spy was at the Connecticut 
hideout. That was why they had 
cleared out of there so suddenly. At 
Bethune Street they had surprised 
the girl as well as Bancroft whom she 
was about to meet.

She had fired the shot that had 
warned the Phantom when he had 
entered. Somehow, the Legion knew 
of that rendezvous. And this time the 
girl had net escaped. She had be
lieved she was getting away, but 
would not leave the Phantom in that 
house to his fate. She had darted into 
a nearby house—a rooming house,

she supposed. The door had been
open, and she had thought it luck—• 
for a minute—when she had seen a 
phone on the wall in the hall.

She had jerked off her hat to make 
it seem she lived there, and had just 
dialed the Cleiriou number to tell 
Frank Havens what had happened, 
when two men had burst into the hall 
with guns. Frightful-looking men, 
one with a peculiar appearing foreign 
hat. One had stuck a gun in her back, 
clapping his hand over the mouth
piece of tiie phone, so she could not 
scream into it, and . . . Well, they had 
caught her, brought here here to this 
Florida island by plane, were keeping 
her alive, evidently with the idea of 
torturing her to find out who and 
what she was.

“ More and more of them have 
arrived here,” she whispered. “ I be
lieve their leader, whom I have never 
seen, is here, too.” She was breathing 
hard as her dark eyes glowed at the 
Phantom. “We must get help!”

CHAPTER XXII 
Tee Leader

ASTILY, Van asked 
the girl a question.

“Can you fly a 
plane, K-Twelve?” 

She nodded at 
once.

“ In the east side 
cove you’ll find my 
am phibian ,” he 
whispered. "Fly to 
the mainland, con

tact the police. I’ve already arranged 
for them, as well as the F.B.I. and 
Coast Guard to be in readiness, 
though they don't know about this 
island vet.”

“I’ll go,” said the French girl. “Rut 
what about you, Phantom?”

“ I must try to stay here, under 
cover. There may be other pris
oners— ”

He broke off, and both of them 
whirled. In the dim passage were
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fully half a dozen grim-faced men of 
the Crime Legion! Their guns were 
whipping out even as the Phantom 
leaped from the girl. “Run!” he 
rapped at her. “ You know what to 
do!” And his automatic began to 
blaze, A Legion man screamed and 
pitched to the floor of the subter
ranean corridor. The rest came 
charging on. The Phantom's gun spat 
again, as he heard the girl running 
down the passage behind him. Could 
she get out? Even with the thought 
he heard more sounds of alarm from 
the direction she had taken. His 
heart chilled, Kad they stopped her?

He smashed his gun-butt at the 
naked overhead light bulbs. As the 
bulbs exploded, the gloom gave Van 
momentary hiding. But more Legion 
men were coming now, from still an
other passage. The underground cor
ridor resounded with their running 
feet, their crashing guns.

The Phantom ran out of the dark 
spot that had hidden him. He found 
a cross-passage, took it. From ail 
around now he heard men hunting 
him. He felt like an animal in a laby
rinth.

He must get out, he told himself. 
K-12, he feared, had been stopped. He 
barged into another passage, hope 
lighting his eyes. Its far end ascended 
and he could see daylight there. He 
started rushing through the passage. 
Then, somewhere from the center of 
this underground maze, he heard a 
voice roaring:

“Stay out of the passage, men! 
We’ve got him! He’s probably the 
Phantom!”

The voice repeated the command in 
French!

Van catapulted forward, every in
stinct telling him that unless he got 
right out now7—

And then before he could even 
reach the ascending part of the pas
sage, there was a Niagara of roaring 
sound. This lower section of the pas
sage was filling wdth water pouring in 
from many openings! In an instant

that Avater was engulfing the Phan
tom, rising over his head, to the 
ceiling. In a headlong thundering 
current, it was threatening to smash 
him as well as drown him !

The Phantom did the only thing 
he could as the flow surged around 
him. He held his breath in his power
ful lungs, and with all his coordinated 
strength and skill struggled to swim 
through the raging current, trying to 
reach the upper, unflooded part of 
the passage that still offered egress.

His arms made powerful, under
water strokes, his legs kicked. Water
logged, his own clothes tried to drag 
him down, In black Avatcrs he was 
struggling to live, wondering now if 
this AA7as indeed the end of the Phan
tom!

But the grim thought of leaving 
the Legion and its leader uncaptured 
goaded him to supreme effort. An
other agonized struggle, his lungs al
most bursting now, and he realized 
he had succeeded in getting to the 
rising portion of the passage, where 
the water no longer came to the ceil
ing, where he could soon find footing. 
Then he was barging through the 
ever-shallower Avater to the opening.

EVEN as he reached it, his heart 
sank, and he realized that this 

was the end! A Avhole crowd of hard- 
faced Legion killers had rushed out of 
some other passage, were Avaiting to 
see if the Phantom, who seemed to 
have so many lives, could miracu
lously escape the flood. Their weapons 
were leveled, ready. Van’s ownAvater- 
logged gun aves useless.

And then, as he was ready to duck 
back and face the ordeal by water 
again rather than their sure gunfire, 
he saw them whirl aAvay and start to 
run madly. Dazedly, he scrambled 
out of the opening, onto the island. 
At the north side, onto AArhich this 
opening gave, he saw Legion am
phibians, launches—all in a cove 
where they had just been taken out of 

[ Turn to page 96]
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hiding, apparently. He saw legion
naires trying frantically to make for 
the craft.

And he saw why, On the opposite 
shore, the shore which faced the 
mainland, police speed launches and 
Coast Guard boats were disgorging 
men! The Phantom rushed to meet 
them. In their forefront was the dark
haired K -I2! She had made it, got his 
amphibian despite pursuit, managed 
to get the help that the Phantom had 
already arranged for on the main
land.

K-12 must have told the landing 
party that the disheveled dripping 
figure running toward them was the 
Phantom. Coast Guardsmen, police 
and F.B.I. agents were soon follow
ing the running Phantom to the north 
beach where the Legion was trying to 
escape.

The little island became the scene 
of a siege then—literally a war 
against the British and French riff
raff who constituted the remainder of 
the Crime Legion. This time the gang 
was trapped, for Coast Guardsmen 
and G-Men caught them before they 
could get into their craft, and before 
the acid guns could be brought into 
play. But where was their leader?

As the sullen imported gang-men 
were rounded up, the Phantom was 
being asked that question by the offi
cials who stood beside him.

“ He must still be underground,” 
the Phantom said fiercely. “You men 
stopped every single person who 
could have been making an escape. 
We must hurry! Unless I’m wrong 
the leader has some prisoners— ”

F.B.I. and Coast Guardsmen 
rushed with him to the nearest open
ing to the subterranean passage.

“ It’s no use hiding down there!” a 
G-Man divisional commander shouted 
down. “ Come out with your hands 
up, or we’ll come and get you!”

Then, from the depths of the sub
terranean hideout, came an answei*- 
ing malicious roar.

“ You’d better not come in! Listen!

I have three prisoners down here. I ’ll 
kill them all if anyone comes to stop 
me! Entirely at my mercy are Ber
nard Kane, George Dawson, and Paul 
Vaughn!”

The authorities, recognizing the 
names of the big shipping magnates, 
were incredulous.

“ We’re coming in!” the F.B.I. com
mander repeated.

“ You don’t believe me?” roared the 
voice underground. “ Listen!” He 
shouted evidently to persons below*. 
“Talk to them, you three! Save your 
own hides!”

Another harassed voice rose from 
below* then.

“The devil’s right! I’m Kane!”
“ Dawson . . .” a second croaked.
“Vaughn—I’m here too!”
Three of the surviving members of 

the company, leaving only three more 
unaccounted for—Thorne, Bancroft, 
and the vanished Derek!

“Stall him off!” the Phantom 
rapped at the F.B.I. commander. 
“Meanwhile— ” Van quickly picked 
out a group of G-Men w*ho looked as 
if they had what it w*as going to take. 
“We’ve got to get to that devil,” he 
w*hispered to them. “He means to 
murder those three men whether we 
go in or not!”

And as the F.B.I. commander 
stalled at one opening, Van led the 
picked group of G-Men into the se
cret entrance under the rock on w*hich 
K-12 had managed to scratch her 
message.

QILENTLY, they climbed dow*n the 
k5 ladder. The G-Men, trained for 
their w*ork for Uncle Sam, emulated 
the Phantom’s owm catlike moves. 
They moved after him through the 
passages, guns ready.

Their stealthy search brought them 
suddenly upon a vast underground 
room. An amazing room. On its floor, 
piled high, w*ere furs, silks, glittering 
gems— a king’s ransom of treasure! 
The Legion loot, which had never 
turned up again!
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Standing by it, gripping a tommy 
gun, was a cloaked figure. He whirled 
and tried to do two things at once— 
bring up the tommy gun, and raise 
the cowl of the cloak over his head, 
to conceal—

"Drop that gun. Captain Derek!” 
the Phantom snapped.

The gray eyes of the stocky, dark- 
haired skipper glared with ®ii|3 hate 
and fear at the Phantom and the 
G-Men. And then, with a rasping 
cry: “You won’t take me!” lie sud
denly leaped to a dark opening at one 
side of the room. There came the 
sound of a splash, followed by a 
ghastly hissing!

And when the Phantom and the 
G-Men reached the aperture a grue
some sight halted them in their 
tracks. They were standing on a 
ledge. Below it was a pool of the 
deadly aqua regia acid. The body 
which had fallen into it was already 
burned beyond recognition. It was 
being consumed even as it floated hor
ribly.

The rest of the G-Men and Coast 
Guardsmen swarmed into the place. 
But by that time, the Phantom and 
his group had at last located three 
dazed, terrified men, each In a sepa
rate wall cubicle.

Bernard Kane and George Dawson 
iiad succeeded in loosening their 
bonds, but Vaughn was still bound 
as tightly as a mummy. Released, the 
three men all were talking at once. 
Each, it seemed, had received a phone 
call from Benjamin Thorne just be
fore the ailing president left for 
Florida. He had urged them to follow 
and join him, had told them he knew 
something which would enable them 
to clear the blackened steamship line 
of complicity in the man-smuggling 
accusations.

In Florida, going to a rendezvous 
named by Thorne, they had been kid
naped by the Crime Legion, brought 
here.

“ A cloaked man with his face cov
ered, the man you now say was Derek,

meant to kill us,” George Dawson
said, shaking his gray head.

It was at this point that Frank 
Havens and Inspector Gregg ap
peared. For the publisher had 
received Van’s promised coded tele
gram, telling him to fly here for the 
finish. Gregg had been determined 
to come with him. Arriving, they 
learned that the police had already 
come to this island, and had followed.

“So it was Derek!” Gregg was say
ing. “He was the leader, not just a 
lieutenant, and he committed suicide 
in that acid pool! That closes the 
case.”

“ Not quite,” said the Phantom 
calmly. “There are a few questions 
to be answered, Inspector, before you 
can form your positive conclusions. 
If Derek was the leader, who was it 
who took such pains to hide his iden
tity even before his own men? Why, 
as a supposed lieutenant, did he ap
pear openly before those same men 
at other times?

“ Also, presuming the leader com
mitted the murders, how did Derek 
kill Arthur Willett at the Green Circle 
offices ? He was not there, and some
one right on the scene dropped a 
smoke-bomb. Again, could a man in 
Derek’s comparatively humble posi
tion have had the money and power 
to swing all the tilings needed for this 
venture—the secret freight compart
ments and all?”

GREGG’S eyes showed his bewilder
ment. “But you found Derek 

here! If he wasn’t the leader, who 
was? Why, what you say, Phantom, 
would eliminate Vince Brummer, 
too!”

“ Correct,” said the Phantom. “And 
I'm convinced Vince Brummer never 
made good his escape from Alcatraz, 
He drowned, as the authorities be
lieved. Brummer, or his reputation, 
has been a scapegoat, yet he was im
portant. For Brummer’s .otffirc gang 
was used. They thought lie had con
tacted them by telephone— ”
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“ You mean someone else wrote the 
threat notes we all thought must be 
from BrumrSerp Bernard Kane
cro aired.

“ But that’s Impossible!’’ Vaughn 
cried, as Dawson also shook his head. 
“ What you’re saying would mean one 
of our own comparry— ” He broke off, 
eyes suddenly lighting as another 
man entered the chamber. A pale, 
aging man, hobbling on a cane.

“ I heard the Legion was rounded 
u p ,” President Benjamin Thome 
croaked. “Sick as I am, I want to see 
this finish.”

“Thorne!” V a u g h n  shouted, 
“ You’re the one who lured us to 
Florida, where we got kidnaped! 
You— ”

Bernard Kane and Dawson added 
their accusations.

“ You’re crazy!” Thorne snapped. 
“ I didn’t phone any one of you. If you 
were called, somebody else did it.”

The Phantom held up his hand for 
silence.

“Before accusations are hurled, 
let’s go back to Derek. I said several 
things seemed to indicate he was not 
the leader. But other things indi
cated, contradictorily, that he w as! 
Our finding him here— cloaked, using 
the voice of the villain. The fact that 
he was a Navy destroyer commander, 
which would have possibly given him 
the idea of using a coupe to ram other 
vehicles. I’m afraid, Inspector, that 
after all I must agree with you that 
Derek was the leader.”

Gregg swore, as Havens looked his 
astonishment. “But you’ve just been 
telling us that was impossible,” the 
inspector protested. “ You said some
one else must have killed Willett, yet 
the leader did it. You said—"

“ I say now.” the Phantom said 
crisply, “ that Captain Derek is not 
dead! That the body in the pool is 
probably that cf one of the dead le
gionnaires, filing there by Derek to 
divert us . . . No, don’t start rushing 
around looking for Derek. Just con
sider all the things I’ve told you— the

contradictions. How can they be an
swered?”

As eyes only grew more baffled, the 
Phantom went on : “ You do not know? 
Well, think of Derek again now— 
think of him the way Bertillon meas
urements would consider him. A 
stocky man. Gray eyes. Middle 
height. Peculiarly square-shaped 
hands. And an unbreakable habit of 
shrugging his right shoulder just— " 
the Phantom whirled, his voice lash
ing out like a whip— “just as you are 
doing, George Dawson!”

And as quickly Van added:
“ Cover him, men! He’s the most 

dangerous criminal I’ve ever encoun
tered !”

CHAPTER XXIII
Dual Role

E R R I N G L Y ,  de
spite their surprise, 
the guns of the offi
cers swiveled upon 
the Green Circle’s 
vice-president. And 
stocky, gray-evea, 
s q u a r e  - handed 
George D a w s o n  
who, except for 
these characteris

tics looked totally unlike the younger, 
dark-haired Derek, smiled coldly, con
temptuously.

“This is utterly absurd! IIow could 
I be— ”

“You’ve been clever, Derek, or 
Dawson,” the Phantom rapped. 
“ Clever with your lightning moves, 
your quick changes—but now your 
own too great cleverness betrays you. 
I know your whole career, and I can 
prove every word I am about to say.”

Again he faced the assemblage, 
while guns covered Dawson.

“ Seven years ago Captain Derek 
retired from the Green Circle Lines. 
A year later, a speculator who was 
said to have cleaned up a fortune in 
Wall Street, bought into the company 
as a vice-president. The new man
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was George Dawson—but I say he is 
also Derek! But where could Derek 
have got the money to buy his way 
into a company? If he had come by it 
honestly, would he have to adopt a 
new identity? The answer: Derek, as 
captain on the Green Circle Lines, 
smuggled gems from France! He 
made a fortune! Until Sam Ban
croft’s vigilance put a stop to the 
smuggling. Captain Derek, retiring 
with his wealth, decided that he could 
further advance his fortune by being 
a big shot on the Green Circle's con
trol board.”

He paused, then continued:
“ In a year’s time he was able to 

change his appearance appreciably— 
probably here we have some real 
plastic surgery. The other men of the 
Green Circle didn’t recognize Dawson 
as Derek, as he sat among his former

employers as one of them! And in 
that position he made enough money 
to be content with honesty—until the 
war curtailed the profits! That was 
when Derek decided to go criminal 
again!

“ His mind,” the Phantom went on, 
“conceived of the diabolical scheme of 
bringing French and English crimi
nals here to form a gang which would 
never be traced! Moreover, he knew 
where to get loot, for as Dawson he 
and the other Green Circle men had 
gathered all the data which convicted 
Vince Brummer— data which showed 
all of Brummer’s plans for robbing 
warehouses and the like. I’m con
vinced Brummer’s attempted escape 
from Alcatraz helped Derek form his 
plan. He was sure Brummer was 
dead, but it helped his purpose to 
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T h e  S p y  R e a d s  H is  D o o m  In 

P r o n o u n c e s  a  F a n t a s t i c

T HE room was occupied by six 
high-ranking officers, each of 
venom wore the drab uniform 

of the Invincible Air Corps. They 
were older, serious-faced men, men 
who had passed the apprenticeship of 
fast action in the air service and now 
faced the greater responsibility of 
guarding their nation’s welfare in 
war.

An official tenseness gripped the 
air. Even rigid disciplinarians can 
smile. But not at such a time. The

t h e  E y e s  o f  H is  J u d g e s  — a n d  

J u d g m e n t  G n  H i m s e l f !

advisability of a court-martial was 
about to be decided. Stern, set fea
tures, slow measured steps back and 
forth, confirmed that no amount of 
experience, no sacred obligation to 
duty, ever makes it easy to condemn 
a fellow-man to death.

If the man is young, if in the past 
he had given willing and unstinting 
allegiance to the cause for which you 
struggle and are prepared yourself 
to die, the task is not made easier.

But here, the evidence was so
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damning as to convince the most 
skeptical that, with willful and ma
licious intent, the traitor had be
trayed the land that had nurtured 
him.

There couid be but one choice. 
A  spy must pay for his crime with 
his life. The officer stood fully pre
pared to bury all sympathy and hu
man feeling in the .sterner demands 
of duty.

The furniture in the room was reg
ulation — straight chairs grouped 
about two flat tables. One chair stood 
by itself facing the others. The scene 
was set for the strict efficiency and 
speed that a state of war demands.

The prisoner was brought in, es
corted by two guards. These three 
were followed by a tall slender man 
in a black business suit, the accused 
man’s lawyer. The lawyer carried a 
small bag.

The prisoner himself was of me
dium build, neatly, but not preten
tiously dressed. He was a good look
ing, even handsome man, in a sort of 
unassuming way. He seemed pos
sessed of a self-control eoual to that 
of any man in the room. His attitude, 
though not exactly descrihable, 
seemed to border on a calm indiffer
ence to what happened to him.

An officer nodded toward the chair 
which stood by itself. The guards 
led the prisoner forward and he 
seated himself. The lawyer placed 
the bag near his client.

“ Is there anything else?” he asked.
He spoke as if he expected to be 

dismissed, as if the youth must plead 
his own case.

The prisoner shook his head nega
tively.

“That’s all, Donahue. Thank you,” 
lie said.

His voice, while not loud, was firm 
and well modulated. He evidenced no 
indication of being afraid to die.

W ITH a last backward glance, the 
lawyer immediately retired from 

the room, followed by the guards.
The ranking officer, a man whose 

well-cropped hair had long since 
grayed and now had also grown thin, 
but whose gray eyes could hold hu
man kindness without appearing less

firm, stood and addressed the pris
oner.

“You understand that the Secret 
Service has requested this hearing 
out of respect for your wife and chil
dren and with a view to determine 
whether any reason exists why you 
should not stand court-martial?”

The prisoner nodded. He was per
haps near thirty. His face seemed 
pale. Otherwise it was an emotionless 
mask.

“ You realize that if the court-mar
tial is decided on, you will unques
tionably be found guilty. In that case 
you will be shot.”

“ I understand.”
“ We shall proceed, then.”
The officer pressed a button. Al

most immediately, a door opened and 
an enlisted man of the Invincible Air 
Corps entered, carrying pencil and 
notebook. He seated himself at the 
far end of the table and nodded his 
readiness.

The high officer turned again to
ward the prisoner. Eyes of the others 
were likewise upon him. The silence 
was so acute as to be oppressive and 
the examiner’s voice, although it was 
not loud, was startlingly impressive. 

“Your name?”
“Carl Dunrope, sir.”
“Do you plead guilty to these 

charges ?”
“ I believe that the purpose for 

which I am here precludes my an
swering that question before you 
present the charges,”

There was a short thoughtful si
lence.

“ We shall accept that answer for 
the moment. Previous to May thirty- 
first of this year, you were employed 
bv International Aircraft Corpora
tion?”

“ I was.”
“In what capacity?”
“ Head draftsman. I had charge of 

final plans and specifications for new 
and experimental types of planes.” 

“ This would include types intended 
for use in the armed forces of this 
country, our army and navy?”

“ It would, sir.”
“Mr. Dunrope, may I ask as to the 

nationality of your parents?”
“Both my father and mother came
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from a nation now at war with this 
country. They had, however, become 
naturalized citizens before my birth.” 

“You have always enjoyed full 
privileges and benefits of citizenship, 
you considered that you owed allegi
ance to this country?”

“I believe that in the course of this 
investigation the question will bo 
proven irrelevant.”

“ We will pass it. You were em
ployed by International Aircraft Cor
poration prior to the time and at the 
time that company completed its type 
B-B-Q four-motored bombing plane?” 

“Yes, sir.”
“ You had something to do with pre

paring plans for that plane?”
“ I drew the final drafts personally. 

I passed on all blue prints and spe
cifications from which the B-B-Q 
was built.”

“ You were present during the tests 
the company made of the first com
pleted plane? You saw a wing tear 
loose during a power dive, causing an 
accident which resulted in the death 
of the company’s leading test pilot, 
his co-pilot, two officers of our air 
force and two high-ranking officers 
of the air force of our principal ally 
in this war?”

“ I saw the accident. I did then and 
do now consider myself at least par
tially responsible for it.”

T HE questioning officer paused.
Two or three of the officers 

glanced at each other meaningly. One 
shook his head, only slightly, but with 
serious implication.

The questioner continued. “You 
have not made such a statement be
fore?”

“No, sir.”
“ May I ask, why not?”
“ I was not asked. As your depart

ment well knows, I was discharged 
without being given an opportunity 
to explain my position.”

“You knew why you had been dis
charged ?”

“I was told the company suspected 
the crash to have been caused by my 
error in drafting the plans.” '

“ You knew there was an error?” 
“ I did. Not until later, however, 

I was able to discover it only after

going over every detail more than a 
score of times. I did that after the 
crash.”

“You never reported that you had 
discovered the cause of the crash?”

“No, sir. I had already been dis
charged.”

“May I ask again, why you did not 
go back and report what you had 
found?”

The officer’s anger, although he 
controlled it, was apparent in his 
voice.

The prisoner answered in an emo
tionless even tone.

“ There were two reasons—I had 
already been discharged and dis
graced, and my opinion was never 
asked. Although I had made certain 
that those same plans would not be 
used again. I learned that the Secret 
Service was becoming interested in 
my case.”

The questioner picked up a pencil. 
His fingers knotted about it. Other
wise he maintained the calm decorum 
of his position. “You subsequently 
sold, to agents of a foreign govern
ment. plans and specifications for 
planes intended to have been con
structed for our armed forces?”

“Yes, sir, I did.”
In a slightly louder voice:
"You then plead guilty?”
"I did sell plans for airplanes to 

secret agents of a nation now at war 
with this country. I received fifty 
thousand in cash for the information 
I gave them. This was information 
which I had obtained from the files of 
the International Aircraft Corpora
tion.

“ These plans were intended for 
planes to be used by our forces. Yes, 
I did do all these things. But there is 
more to be said concerning it.”

The officer edged nearer. The 
features of his face were working. 
The strain of suppressed emotion 
showed on the tense face of each offi
cer in the room.

“Young man,”—the examiner’s 
voice trembled now— “what more can 
be said? I wish it were possible for 
you to see yourself as we must stand 
here and look upon you. You ai’e a 
coward, a traitor to your country. 
Compare yourself, if you can, to an
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other young man of about your own 
age.

“I speak of my own son, Lieutenant 
WaUer Leatherby. Yesterday, in the 
attack which the enemy's air force 
made upon our supply base at Ashen- 
berb. my son distinguished himself 
by shooting down an enemy bomber. 
Single-handed, in a small Sparrow 
pursuit ship, he brought down a plane 
four times the size of his own.

“I do not speak this way, you un
derstand, because he is my son. I 
should be as proud of you had you 
done the same. Would to God, I might 
be speaking now the same of you.”

The speaker paused briefly. “ Three 
enemy bombers were shot down dur
ing the attack yesterday. Our three 
valiant flyers who brought them down 
have been decorated for their achieve
ment. Compare such commendable 
action with your own disgraceful con
duct.”

TvT0 CHANGE showed in the pris- 
-LN oner. His face was still pale, a 
trifle strained. But it was calm, al
most placidly lacking in any show of 
feeling.

“ I accept that challenge,” he said.
The slightest suggestion of a smile 

wrinkled the corners of his thin lips.
The officers stirred in their chairs. 

They turned to glance at each other 
questioningly. They were startled by 
the prisoner’s unexpected assertive
ness and a feeling of puzzled but 
eager expectancy seemed to pervade 
them. They listened with an awed 
attentiveness.

“The Model B-B-Q which crashed,” 
the prisoner related, “ failed during a 
•power dive. There had been a simple 
mechanical error in drawing the 
plans. It resulted in throwing the 
mountings of the first right hand 
motor slightly out of line. This mis
placement produced an imperceptibly 
small lateral vibration approximately 
where the wing joins past the fuse
lage.

“ It would have an effect similar to 
what happens when you bend a wire 
rapidly back and forth with your fin
gers. After nine or ten hours of 
flight the wing would be somewhat 
weakened. It would likely not with

stand the enormous strain of a power 
dive. Any plane, so constructed, 
would probably disintegrate in its 
first or second attempted dive.”

Now every eye was glued to the 
speaker. The official investigation of 
the crash had not revealed the infor
mation being given them now.

“Yesterday, I was confined in Fain- 
ton Tower as a prisoner. From be
tween the bars on the window, it was 
my privilege to see our gallant bov3 
go up to attack the enemy when he 
dispatched Ms squadron of bombers 
against our base at Ashenberb. I saw 
three of his planes go down.”

Before this, the prisoner had 
scarcely raised his eyes. Now, he 
steadily met the challenging looks of 
the semi-circle of officers.

“You gentlemen all saw the engage
ment above Ashenberb. You could 
not have failed to note that the ene
my’s casualties occurred when they 
power-dived their entire squadron in 
an attempt to bomb our base. Our 
boys were attacking them then, and 
you saw their planes actually disin
tegrate in the air. You saw the dis
integration begin, in each case, when 
a right wing was torn away.”

The prisoner smiled, almost a bit 
sadly, at the ranking officer.

“ I’m sorry to disillusion you, sir. 
But your son did not shoot down an 
enemy plane. It fell to pieces about 
him. It is well enough known that 
since the start of hostilities, the 
enemy has had small opportunity for 
exhaustive tests of his new equip
ment. His precious gasoline is so 
nearly consumed that he must send 
up his men untrained and his ships 
untried.

“The planes which fell yesterday 
were built from the same plans from 
which the original B-B-Q was built. 
Those faulty plans were the ones I 
sold the enemy.”

He would not pause to permit their 
startled interruptions.

“ Immediately after the unfortu
nate affair at the International Air
craft Corporation plant, I was inter
viewed by representatives of our own 
Secret Service. They quickly saw 
that the enemy would easily place 
confidence in a man who had been dis
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graced as I had been. Specially would 
this be true because of my parentage.

“ Sc, gentlemen, as much as I regret 
the error I made, it has enabled me 
to serve my country. We have re
liable information that the enemy has 
started construction on some three 
hundred of these bombers. After yes
terday’s experience, he may find his 
mistake. More likely, he will not. In 
any case, it is too late for him to re
cover the millions he has already in
vested or effectively to salvage the 
scarce materials he has already put 
into them.’’

The prisoner now lifted the small 
bag. He also produced a card on 
which was his picture, his finger
prints and the official seal of the Na
tional Secret Service.

“ I came here a prisoner as part of 
a well thought out Secret Service 
plan. Not only was I to clear myself 
of the natural suspicions you gentle
men have entertained and to explain 
to you what happened yesterday to 
the enemy's bombers, but, also, I was 
to make you acquainted with our 
plans for the future.”

H E PAUSED and handed forward 
the card.

The examining officer accepted the 
identification, a crease appearing in 
his forehead as lie examined it. When 
he looked at the prisoner again his

expression had greatly changed. He 
passed the card along to be examined 
in turn by each of the other officers.

The prisoner continued. “ I am in
structed to turn over the money 
which I received from the enemy. It 
is here in the bag. You will announce 
it as having been recovered from me. 
You will then recommend the court- 
martial. The court-martial officers 
will receive secret instructions from 
the head of Secret Service.

“ I am to be convicted. It will be 
reported that I have been executed, 
shot by a squad of six guardsmen. 
The affair, for the enemy’s benefit, 
will be highly publicized. I shall have 
died a traitor.”

Now for the first time, the pris
oner’s face revealed emotion. His 
voice quavered slightly.

“Even my own wife, my own chil
dren. must believe me dead. My es
pionage work must go on. This, gen
tlemen, is war.”

A heavy silence hung over the 
room.

The prisoner stood up. He stood 
very erect. His right hand rose rig
idly to his forehead, his heels clicked 
together. He saluted the officers, the 
proud salute of the Invincible Air 
Corps.

In unison, each man, now standing 
erect, at attention, returned his sa
lute.

Join FR IE N D S OF TH E PHANTOM , Our Nation-wide
Anti-Crime Organization! See Coupon on Page 11.2
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N U M B E R E D
By JOHN S. ENDICOTT

Author of “ The Crimson Slayer," “ The Green Morocco Case,’ etc.

f  I  ^ HE spot of light on the 
I  knob of the metal safe door 

reflected back into the 
masked features of the man who 
crouched on one knee beside it. 
Between Barney Sloan's fingers and 
the seventy grand worth of jewels 
were three inches of steel. Barney 
had been working more than an hour 
to crack the combination of the crib. 
Only the hard, quick-drawn breath of 
Sloan, kneeling, broke the silence.

Barney sat back on his heels for 
a moment, breathing hard and fast. 
He shot a swift glance around the 
room. Fifteen feet away was the 
French window through which he 
had entered. It was also his way1 
out— he hoped.

Barney swung back to the safe. 
He had checked on this job for 
three weeks and knew the layout 
perfectly. Only old Colonel Wal
lace and a servant or two were at 
home now. A perfect set-up.

In another moment Barney gave 
a low exclamation. The door of the 
safe swung open and the spot of 
light from his left hand splayed 
into the interior of the strongbox. 
Inside were tier upon tier of plush 
jewel boxes. Barney opened one. A 
string of pearls glistened brightly. 
He reached for another then whirled 
suddenly, clawing for his gun as 
the door creaked slowly open, 

Barney snapped off the flashlight 
and crouched back against the safe.

In the darkness there was a shuf
fling sound. Then the room was 
flooded with white, piercing light 
from the central ceiling cluster. 

The masked man crouched by the

B crn ey  Sloan

safe, a gun in his hand. A burly, 
white-haired man wrho had entered 
the room, also carried a revolver, 
but it hung slackly from his hand. 
He was obviously shocked.

“ What—” he' burst out.
“Hold it, guy,” Barney snarled, 

jumping to his feet. “ Douse that 
light, and no funny moves.” 

Colonel Wallace stepped swiftly 
to one side, whipped up his gun. 
It spat red. But Barney’s gun had 
flamed at the same moment.

The aim of the masked man was 
better. Colonel Wallace gasped, 
lurched back against the wall, his 
hand clawing towards a red blot 
which had appeared on his pajama 
coat. Then he slid helplessly to 
the floor. A thin line of blood 
trickled from the corner of his

Barney Sloan Planned the Perfect Robbery!
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mouth.. He lay very still and silent.
For a moment Barney stood 

silent. Then, with a cursa he 
whipped around, wiped his Handker
chief over the safe and knob, and 
stuffed four of the jewel boxes into 
his pockets. He snicked down the 
light button with his thumbnail, 
slid across the room, darted through 
the French window dropped to the 
lawn. Suddenly, he crouched back 
with an exclamation. Lights flashed 
up in the house And from the street 
came the scream of a prowl car siren. 
The shots had been heard!

Barney crouched against the wall 
of the house, slid along the stone
work, reached a corner, darted 
around. Crouching low, he sped 
across the lawn.

H E WAS halfway to the huge 
gates wrhen he flung himself 

flat on the ground. A pair of head
lights flashed through the gate. 
Tires crunched on the gravel. Bar
ney saw a uniformed man crouched 
over the wheel— another hanging to 
the open door of the police car.

After the car passed, Barney 
sprang to his feet, sped on, reached 
the gate, raced through, then 
jerked to a stop. Several people 
were approaching the gate.

There was a clump of bushes to 
one side. Barney sped toward them 
and into their shadow. He started to 
crouch against the metal railing, 
but jerked back. The smell of fresh 
paint stung his nose. He just 
missed touching it w'ith his bare 
hand!

Fingerprints! Sweat broke out 
on his face.

The people drew closer. Barney 
moved a few feet, flattened himself 
against the front of the stone gate
post. He pulled off his mask.

The running people reached the 
gate, spewed through. Barney 
darted from the bushes into the 
street and walked swiftly away. A 
few minutes later Barney was on

a busy thoroughfare. He had not 
gone more than two blocks when 
he saw a small gTeen roadster mov
ing slowly along, close to the side- 
w'alk. The car came opposite him, 
slowed and stopped. Someone called 
his name. Barney hesitated. Then 
crossed to the car.

Sergeant Joe Harrick grinned at 
him. “ Hello, Barney! Been a good 
bey since you got out?”

Barney managed a weak grin. 
“ Sure, Sarge!”

Harrick started to speak, but the 
police radio cut him short.

“ Calling car seventeen! Murder 
at Sixteen-ninety, South Linden 
Drive. Colonel Wallace murdered.” 
The message was repeated. The an
nouncer added: “Jewel robbery!”

Barney went cold. The jewel 
boxes m his pockets weighed like 
lead.

Harrick swung to the policeman 
who was driving.

“Not for us, but keep your eyes 
open.” He turned back to Barney. 
“ You, beat it !”

Barney started to walk away.
“ Hey, Barney!” Harrick’s voice 

cracked out. The sergeant swung 
him around. He slapped Barney’s 
pockets, jerked out the boxes and 
popped them open. Barney licked 
his lips.

Sergeant Harrick suddenly jerked 
Barney’s coat from his shoulder’s, 
showed the back to the horrified 
killer.

Blazing white over the shoulders 
of the coat were the figures 1690! 
The gatepost against which he had 
leaned! The painted metal fence! 
Whoever had painted the fence had 
also given the house number at
tached to the gatepost a coating of 
white paint, and it had not had time 
tc dry!

Harrick grinned, rattled his hand
cuffs.

“Kinda marked for murder, eh, 
Barney? Maybe yoirTl get the same 
number in the death house!”



THE PH AN TO M  A N D  THE
CRIME LEGION

(C ontinued from  page 99)
spread the rumor that Brummer was 
alive.

“But how smuggle over the Euro
pean criminals? To do this, Dawson 
figured, he must bring back Captain 
Derek! As Derek, he had naturally 
had contacts with the European un
derworld. As Dawson, he must have 
subtly suggested the idea of recalling 
Derek.

"And now this wily criminal began 
a dual role unparalleled in the annals 
of crime.

“With disguise, and a dark wig to 
conceal his own natural gray hair, he 
resurrected the living image of Derek 
he had once discarded! His know
ledge of the use of disguise was in
dicated when at the Connecticut hide
out, he had his men use alcohol to 
remove seme make-up I wore.”

All eyes showed amazement.
“But wait!” Havens demanded. 

“ Hew c-ouid he possibly be two men 
at once ?”

“He wasn’t. When Dawson ap
peared, Derek was always absent. At 
the first meeting I had with the com
pany, Derek showed up late— after 
Dawson had left! When Derek went 
to Europe aboard the Giganta, Daw
son presum ably  went on a trip to the 
Coast. As Derek, he organized the 
Crime Legion. His telling them there 
was a Big Shot, a ‘higher-up’ was a 
cover-up, of course. Here he virtually 
created a third anonymous role."

T HE Phantom paused and looked 
around.

“And now we come to the murders. 
I didn't figure out the motive for 
them, and the motive for others which 
now have been prevented, until I 
learned that Powell had been killed 
because he was about to order the 
freight compartment of the Marintha- 
used— in other words, solely to keen 

( Continued on page  108)
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( Continued from  page 107) 
him from interfering with the crimi
nal’s plans.

“ I already knew why Willett had 
been killed, but Hathaway’s murder, 
the threats to the others, puzzled me 
until I divorced them in motive from 
Powell’s murder. At the time he 
killed Powell, Derek probably had no 
other murders in mind, so tried to 
make Powell look like a suicide. But 
the very next day he knew it would 
be necessary to kill Hathaway, Kane, 
and Vaughn! Because these men 
stood in the way of establishing a 
freight line to South America! Derek 
needed that line— to fence his swag! 
He couldn’t dispose of the stolen 
goods in this country, and he knew it !

“ Now here is where Willett’s mur
der comes in. Willett’s hobby was 
graphology. He had found a resem
blance between the signature of 
Derek and that of Dawson which I 
later found myself. In writing the 
threat notes, and orders to the Le
gion, Derek used a totally artificial 
hand. But he had to make both his 
Derek and his Dawson signatures 
look natural— and left clues which a 
handwriting expert could detect.

“The suspicion that Derek and 
Dawson were the same gave Willett 
the idea— an erroneous one as I know 
now—that Derek or Dawson wanted 
control of the Green Circle Lines. 
And to get it Dawson would not have 
to kill all the men, because he would 
have his own stock to vote with, and 
Derek’s stock. He would only have to 
kill men in high positions—Thorne, 
Kane, Vaughn, and Hathaway. But 
Derek was not interested in control. 
He just wanted a route to South 
America. He had to kill Willett be
fore Willett told of his duality though, 
and of course, as Dawson, he was 
present to drop that smoke-bomb!

“Meanwhile he was establishing 
the red-herring of the dead Brummer. 
He himself spread through the under
world the report that Brummer was 
alive, with altered face and finger-
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tips. He contacted the Brummer gang 
by phone, got them to pull some 
minor jobs, then hijacked them for 
the swag. Brummer, he hoped, would 
be blamed for all this robbery— and 
the Crime Legion, never found out, be 
thought a Brummer mob.

“ But if worst came to worst, this 
devilish criminal was ready to sacri
fice ‘Derek’, turn into the innocent 
Dawson. I'm sure that in the coupe 
he rode as Derek. We found him as 
Derek here, whore, realizing things 
were closing in on him, the secret of 
his gang exposed, he pulled his last 
desperate stunt.

“ He had brought Kane and Vaughn 
here to murder them, pretending as 
Dawson, to be a prisoner himself. 
They could not see him when he called 
to us as Dawson—when in reality he 
was standing here by his loot, as 
Derek. He deliberately let us see he 
wets Derek, then flung another body 
into the pool, took off the cloak be
neath which he wore Dawson’s 
clothes and probably some bonds, re
moved his Derek make-up— and let us 
rescue him T

A LL eyes were locking at George 
Dawson, whose smile was a little 

less confident now.
“A likely story!” he blurted. “ You 

have no proof— ”
“ There are the signatures on the 

contracts Willett discovered,” said 
the Phantom.

“ They wouldn't stand in any 
court!” Dawson cried.

"Perhaps not. But there’s some
thing that w ill!” The Phantom turned 
to some of the G-Men who, at his pre
vious order, had been busy. “Derek 
was holding a tommy gira when v/e 
found him, and he left fingerprints 
on it. Have those prints been brought 
out?”

The G-Men nodded. They brought 
the weapon over to Van—the weapon 
on which a whitish powder of chalk 
and mercury had brought into bold 

(C ontinued on page 110)
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perfectly well, ate almost anything 

and gained back the weight I had lest.'* If you suffer from indigestion, 
gastritis, heartburn, bloating or any other stomach troubla due ta 
gastric hyper acidity, you, too, should try Van's for prompt relief. 
Semi for EL HE Samples of this remarkable trea'nrent and details 
«>f trial ofiVr with mviiey back guarantee, Instructive Booklet is 
Included. Write:
i 'J l iJ L A D iI2 -F iI I .\  V O N  C O . D ep t, m - t f

i ’ox Building, l/iiiladeipliia, I’a,
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ri? C £  BOOK•• has helped fhooscnds 
^ '  understand before too late

s plain-speaking book will help 
yon understand rectal troubles, 
Buch as Hemorrhoids, (Piles) 
Fistula—explains the dangers of 
neglect and self-applied remedies.

IF  YOU S U F F E R  P I L E S
—learn how thousands of * ■ ®“  f c w

men and women have been benefited by the 
Thorton & Minor Treatment without the 
usual hospital confinement. Send for FREE 
Book and Reference List —no obligation.

TH O R N TO N  & M INOR CLINIC
Suit* 1056, 926 McGes, Kansu City, Ma.

Complete home-study courses
and educational books, slightly used. 
Sold, rented, exchanged. Ail sub
jects. Money-back guarantee. Casti 
paid for used courses. Full de
tails and illustrated 72-page bar- 
gal n catalog FREE. Write todayl 

.» NELSON CO.
500 Sherman, Dept K-227. Chicago

F R E E  S U I T S  an d
f t  1 C T  C  AS BONUS PLUS U l r  1 9  BIG PROFITS

Sailing yoaf friends fine quality, Individually ma<N
to measure Suits and Overcoats at Amazieu New 
LOW PPJCES. No Extra Charge for latest Swing 
and Sport Styles. No Experience Necessary. Send 
for FREE Selling Outfit anti FREE SUIT BONUS 
and other BONUS Offers.

JAY ROSE & C0. 3“° CHICAGO.DiLLl

I START M EN IN  B U S IN E S S
Mjr Store Route P lan  
P A Y S  B IG  M O N E Y

Humireda of men liReyou now make really big money 
week after week backed by our Money-Maidng “ Store 
Mou&q' ’ Plan. Let me e x plain how your e arrt i n % r< ower 
ehooM go  U P  when you take oh our big-prodt line 
d  5e-10e goods Including many Nationally A-.1 tertised 
product*. Show stores how to increase sales and profit* 
up to 50 Experience unnecessary. Write me TODAY. 
H. B- Laymoa. President DepL73-D, Spencer, Ind.

© I C R  &  C A R D S  j
T W E L V E  WAYS Professionals wfrx with fair die®. No switchta*. j 
No Practice. ONB HTTNIXRED Keya and Codes on twenty-tour dlf- ; 
ferc-nt backs. Ivr.ow these secret*. PROTECT YOORSEiaF. All for i 
50 cents, Including Latest Catalog. OPEN BOOK with 155 pages of j 
exposes, $3.50. B & B SPECIALTIES. Box24<i2-B. Kansas City, Mo. j

B e s t  M y s t e r y  T h r i l l e r s  

i n

N O W  ON SALE

1 0 /

( Continued fro m  page  109)
relief the whorls and loops of Derek’s 
fingertips.

“ George Dawson,” Van clipped, 
“these men are now going to take 
your fingex-prints!”

With a move so unexpected that 
even the Phantom did not see it com
ing, George Dawson, uttering a wild 
cry, leaped toward the G-Man carry
ing the tommy gun. He snatched the 
weapon.

“All right, Phantom!” he screamed. 
“Everything you’ve said is true! But 
I’m not through yet!”

Viciously, he swung the weapon.
C rack! The Phantom’s automatic, 

borrowed from one of the G-Men, 
made a clean sharp report as Van 
sent a slug through the heart of 
George Dawson. And Dawson pitched 
down to the floor and lay still.

In the silence, Van stepped for
ward, picked up the tommy gun. He 
dusted it with fingerprint powder. 
The prints of George Dawson who 
had just gripped that gun came out 
alongside of and superimposed upon 
the prints of Captain Derek. They 
were identical!

‘Wnd so,” the Phantom concluded, 
“this criminal who defied us with fin
gerprints of gangsters we couldn’t 
identify is proved guilty by his own 
prints. The Crime Legion is finished! 
K-Twelve”—he turned to the dark
eyed S urete girl operative— “your aid 
has been invaluable in rounding up 
this riff-raff.” Then he added tightly: 
“And there was a Scotland Yard man 
who helped, too.”

Then, wearily, the Phantom joined 
Frank Havens, and the two men were 
walking out of the chamber together. 
Only Havens knew that the Phantom 
would again go out into the world as 
Richard Curtis Van Loan, social idler 
and bon vivant—until such a time as 
some new, diabolical crime broke out!

N ext Issu e : THE PHANTOM AND
AT ALL STANDS THE GREEN GLARE MURDERS 
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SPEAKS
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and Builders €»wides
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ITarira..

T im e s  s q u a r e , New York,
hums with life and activity. The 
crossroad of civilization, it has 

been called— and it is said that if a person 
stands there long enough he will event'd* 
ally meet everyone he has ever known.

Times Square is the scene of rnad, 
hilarious celebrations— on New Year's Eve, 
on Election Day, and on other festive oc
casions. But this particular autumn day 
Times Square saw something different in 
the way of excitement— a vast crowd, 
shrieking in horror, backing away from a 
tinng awesome and terrible.

Death from the Sky
Tumbling with terrific speed, the body of a 

man came hurtling down!
The man had not jumped nor been pushed 

from a building. He had fallen straight from 
the sky—and there wasn't an airplane nor the 
sound of a motor in evidence!

Where had he come from? What had hap
pened to him?

Then, suddenly, the spectators experienced 
another shock. The sky above Times Scpuare 
was repulsively aglow with a blinding green 
glare! A green glare the source of which was 
utterly mysterious,

(Cci’ tirucd cm page 112)

yhwNA TeAnyS&tS
j ' i !' /  l.V .ibir l he lift; of 
^,,..0 ■ /  coat r.n-1 vr>L w ith  ev.rreci 
{ " ' j  i -j r.’ archttl p a :.si>. 100 ,000  p a lfern : 
r - j  l  ;1 Ew:y I air } r. I irdlrrcl to r.our im-aiuro. 
L u  Our .mate!: j: :;t FREE for you** O. K. before
BW S 3  ran:? are made. Fit guaranteed. Send pleco 
a lL  of cloth or vest today.

SUPERIOR MATCH PANTS COMPANY 
209 S. State St. Dept. 114 Chicago

HAYFFW FP-^aIIMI I Lv
W . K. SVERUKE, EcC Ohio A v «., 8MBKEY, OHIO

60  POW ER TELESCO PE... $ 2 m
VARIABLE EYEPIECE 20X— 40X— 6SX * i  —

U f l l f f  Three telescopes in or.c. 3 diffcrcrit maonifications.
n  Wm V V  £ DO p o w e r  for  u ltra -brigh t im aves with -10 arid 6 0  p ow er for 
extra  Jong’ rr.ngrc. Guarantood to  bring, distant o b j> 
people* sports  e\ enta, e liips, m oon , atari 
e t c ,,  6 0  tim es  aa 
c lo se .

objective lens. 5 ' pRuml -1 ictvi mi Ci-i 
teed. Vvd pay- tl.c? ; BRO'.V!iCCO?E

—  Most powerful mariafor rnywhero near the money. Closes t.-'p a foot in length. Multi .Mi? Jens sysUin, 30 ram. olions. 01 noi'’ ion8 InclUriel for >:eirg as a ecr.i- 
c.oiio, Amei-h'im niarie. J’rompt shipment gruaraa- 
..'•tare. OnIV S'2.13.
ZC>, litpt. T, 5 W. 27th St., New York, N. Y.

W ANTED
ORIGINAL SOMG POEMS
any sub ‘ (-.t, for musical selling. 
Pu!:li<a:ion, Kadio and He cord- 

pervirc. Don't Ueiay—send 
your poem for immeUiata 

consideration.RICHARD BROS., 74 Woods Building:, Chicago, ill.
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SONG POEMS WANTED
TO BE SET TO MIJ3IC 

Free Examination. Send Your Poem* to 
J. CHAS. McNEIL, MASTER OF MUSIC 

ilft-TF So. Alexandria Los Angeles. Calif.

m k m m m m o m r
TakiagOrdersForrs'ie KlUSROdUne
Earn more every day in t:ie year repre
senting old established firm with a com* 
«>lcte line o f frv.se selling necessities: .-iiirts. Ties. Underwear. Hosiery’, Paja
mas, Raincoats. Sweaters. Jackets, Cam
pus Coats. Pants, Beits. Breeches, Shoes, 
Coveralls. Shop Coat?, Uniforms, etc. 
Every item guaranteed. Experience un
necessary*
W r ite  q u ic k  fo r  F R E E  S A L E S  E Q U IP M E N T

NIMROD COMPANY,
4 92 2-J Lincoln Ave., Chicago, III.

Fascinating, Profitable Profession 
NOW OPEN to More Men & Women
I f  y ou  are  looking for a NEW  and BETTER way to  m ake a liv in g , take 
up  Swedish Massage, fo r  now you can learn a t h om e. T h is  interesting 
b ig  p ay  nrofession was f o r  years available o n ly  to  a fe w . Its  secret* 
w ere  guarded jealously and-fabulous price3 w ere  p a id  fo r in stru ction . 
This same instruction i s  now available to  y o u  a t a m ere  fraction of 
th e  fo rm er  price and y o u  ne^d co t leave your p resen t work until you 
c a v e  qualified as an ex p ert and can command an e x p e r t 's  pay. Th<* 
dem and  fo r BOTH MEN AND WOMEN has shown a steady 
lxtrraaae a n d  fe w , 11 tsnj, h ave  ev er  lack ed  em p loym en t- j

LEARN IN 9 »  DAYS AY HOME
U se  spare t im e  a t h o m e  t o  master a  profession which has 
tnado thousands o f  dollars for ambitious men and women.
M any graduates h ave  com pleted their training in  three 
m on th s but you can take y ou r  ow n t im e , it need not in ter
fe r e  w ith  e ith er w ork or pleasure. A ll instruction has 
b e e n  prepared  by th e  teachers in ou r  famous resident 
e ch o o l—the sam e m a ter ia l 1 3  used  and a D1PLO.Y1A is 
aw arded  u p on  gra d u a tion . _____________

ANATOMY CHARTS AND BOOKLET FREE 
N# Obligation Of Any Kind SEND COUPON
THE COLLEGE OF SWEDiSH MASSAGE- (Successor "to National 
College of Massage). Oept. 663—30 E. Adams St.. Chicago.
T ou  m ay send m e  FREE and postpaid . A natom y Charts, b ook let, am * 
ta m in g  photographs and letters  from  graduates and com p lete  deta ils  • f y ou r  o ffer .
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(Continued from  pag* 111)
These happenings formed only the setting of 

a grim mystery. The dead man had been seen 
in Washington but a short while before—and
now he was a bloody mass on the busiest street 
in New York!And—the police soon proved he had been 
the most important figure in the Senate, a true 
man of the people, a relentless fighter for pro- 
gresstve legislation!

Why had lie been killed? Was this the be
ginning of a ruthless persecution of the nation s 
best leaders? What was the meaning of the 
green glare?

A Fiend of Crime
Those questions baffled me when I was asked 

to protect the lives of several Congressmen and 
a few industrialists who were leading the corin' 
try’s defense preparations. My opponent was 
the most diabolically clever fiend I had ever 
challenged . . . the Green God!

He anticipated my every move, no matter 
how well I thought it out, however secretly I 
put it into action! I had pitted myself against 

i man who were masters of crime before—men 
: whose cunning matched my own. But never 
i had I met a criminal as elusive as the Green 
| God!
! Time can never wipe from my mind the 
j frantic, heart-chilling dangers I faced when I 
I battled that Satan of Crime—the Green God! 
The whole storv’s told in THE PHANTOM 
AND THE GREEN GLARE MURDERS— 
next month’s novel taken from my case'book.

You’ll find unbearable suspense, pulse'Stop' 
ping menace, and shocking surprises in THE 
PHANTOM AND THE GREEN GLARE 
MURDERS. Read how I finally discovered

TH E P H A N T O M  D ETEC TIVE 
22  W e s t  4 3 th  S t re e t  
Mew Y o r k  City

I wish to join the FRIENDS 
OF THE PHANTOM. I 
promise to uphold the laws 
of the nation and do all in 

my power to aid in their enforcement.
Name.....................................................................
Address................................... . ............................
City...................................... ................................
State............. - ..................... Age......... vSex...........

Enclose a self-addressed stamped envelope If 
a membership card is desired.

TO OBTAIN THE PHANTOM EMBLEM, onr 
official insignia, enclose the name-strip THH 
PHANTOM DETECTIVE from the cover of this 
magazine plus ten cents in stamps or coin.

Note: If you do not enclose the name-strip, 
send 15c in stamps or coin. This nominal charge 
is made merely to cover our expense in mailing 
this valuable bronze badge.

□  If  a lready a  m em ber, check  here.
Foreign re a dor 3  are required to send Interna
tional EepLy Coupoo or American Stamp*

10-40
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tlie master switch that threatened to extinguish 
the Green Glare, in next month’s issue.

It is a gala number, crammed with excite
ment and action, all packed into a single issue 
with other exciting stories of the battle against 
crime!

Be on hand for thrills next month!
Join FRIENDS OF THE PHANTOM

Do you belong to our ration-wide organisa
tion to combat crime—FRIENDS OF THE 
PHANTOM?

If you are one. of the readers who has not 
yet joined, why not do so today? There are 
no dues or fees and you are welcome if you 
are sincere in your interest in law-enforcement. 
Our club enables you to express your good 
citizenship.

The coupon printed in this department will 
give you full details. Persons of all ages and 
of either sex may join. The coupon will also 
tell you how to obtain the PHANTOM em
blem, which is optional.

Membership docs, not confer on you any 
special privileges with regard to national or 
local law-enforcement agencies.. This must be 
strictlv understood.

FRIENDS OF THE PHANTOM is purely 
an organization for readers of this magazine 
who believe that crime docs not pay., and who 
are willing to pledge themselves to obey the 
laws of their city, state and nation, and to do 
all in their power to promote legislation that 
tends toward civic betterment and public and 
private honesty.

Our Letter Box
Readers, your, letters are swell! Remember 

this is a public forum where your ideas are 
brought to light-—so keep them rolling in. This 
time we are limited to several short excerpts 
out of the hundreds of letters recently received 
—but in a coming issue we’ll print a gala round
up of many interesting letters. In writing us, 
address The Editor, THE PHANTOM DE
TECTIVE, 22 West 48th Street, New York, 
N. Y. Remember a postcard is as welcome as a 
letter—-and we invite honest criticism as well a? 
praise.

George A. Goss, of New York, makes an
other interesting suggestion—and we’re passing 
it on to you for your vote:

I would like THP rnANTOM PHTHOTIVE to 
hnvo n special department devoted to things of 
interest to the average fiction Tender, such as 
codes, ere. Y.'hy not try to adopt some such 
feature?

If enough readers ask for anv particular fea
ture, THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE will be 
more than willing to comply with their requests. 
Now listen to these:

Bid von say hair-raising? THE PHANTOM’S 
MT7RPISH MOYKY pva; ‘./rally caused my hair to 
fail out. Hush me the Phantom emblem\ Qtnek!— 
George Given, Indianapolis, Iml.

I think I'HINNPS OP THE PHANTOM la ft 
good organization formed for a good purpose. I 
enjo f̂ reading your novels very much.—C. Keesling, 
Stillwater, Oklahoma.

Thanks to you all! Be seeing you next month!
—THE PHANTOM.

We make FALSE TEETH for yon t i
by mail from your own iu>; rtisioni. You have

SEND NO MONEY E d ‘o K L E T 0i2 c f  M A T E B X A ®
DR. CLEVELAN D  D E N TA L LA B O R A TO R Y

Dept. 2-PO, East St. Louis, Illinois

“ SSLK D R E S S E S - 1 0 / “
MEN’S COATS 75c ~  CHILDREN’S COATS 35c

Many other Unusual bargains in Slightly used Clothing, Hats, 
Shoes. e«r. Write for. F.HKI5 Catalog.

MAMMOTH, Dept. M. 412 Grand Street, New York

I N V E N T O R S
JDon't delay. Protect your Me-a with a Patent. Oet Free Fatpfift 
Guide No charge for prehrainary information. Write me tedafc 

’  CLARENCE A. O’ BRIEN, Registered Patent Attorney,GK8 Adaras Building Ytashmstori, D. «■

Kt bit's, st frauds, graves it u mm
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9 Fateful moment —  when a ship loses its 
rudder! Then a great hulk drifts helplessly
—  and unless aid comes, that ship goes ‘ ‘oa 
the rocks.”

There are men who drift all their live3. 
Is it surprising that these rudderless souls 
end up ‘ ‘on the rocks” ?

I. C. S. students are men who fashion their 
own “rudders”  —  out of common sense, 
determination, and sound, essential train
ing! If you want to come into the Port of 
Prosperity and Security, then you must get 
the training you need. Get it “ the I. C. S. 
way” —  from textbooks that have her 
adopted by 25 State Universities —  through 
methods that are individualised to fit your 
own personal requirements. Send the cou
pon —  today —  for complete information.

! »

I N T  E R N A T  1 0  N A L C O R R E S P O N D  E N-C E S C H O O L S  T

r BOX 3969-P, SCRANTON, PENNA.
1 A Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “ WTio W'ins and ★Why," and full particulars about the course b e f o r e  which I have marked X:

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES□ Agriculture □ Air Brake □ Cotton Manufacturing □ Marine Engines □ R. R. Signal men’s □ Refrigeration 1□ Air Conditioning D Diesel Engines □ Mechanical Drafting D Fa nitary EngineeringO Architectural Drafting G Electrical Engineering □  Mechanical Engineering □ Sheet Metai Work□ Architecture □ Electric Lighting □  Mine Foreman C Steam Electric□ Auto Encit'o Tune-up □  Fire Bosses 0  Navigation □  Steam Engines
Q AuLo Technician G Fruit Growing □ Ilea ting □  Pat tornina king □ Steam Fitting
Q Aviation G Boilermakiag □  Rent Treatment of Metals □  Pharmacy □ Plumbing □  Structural Drafting
□  Bridge Enginecri-ig G Highway Engineering □ Poultry Farming. □  Structural Engineering□ Building Estimating □ House Planning □ Practical Telephony □  Surveying and Mapping
Li Chemistry Li Locomotive Engineer 0  Public Works Engineering □ Telegraph Engineering□ Civil Engineering !_: Machinist Q Radio, Genoral Q Textile Designing
Q Coal Mining O Management of Invention* □ Radio Operating Q Toolmaking
□  Concrete Engineering G Managing Men at Work □  Radio Servicing □  Welding, Electric and Oa*

□  Woolen ManufacturingQ  Contracting and Building □  Manufacture of Pulp Paper □  R. R. Section Foreman
BUSINESS COURSES

Q  Accounting Q Advert iaing O Civil Service □  First Year College □  Railway Postal Clerk
Q Bookkeeping □  College Preparatory □  Foremanship □  Salesmanship □  Secretarial I
□  Business Correspondence □  Commercial □  French □  Grade School □  £>ervice Station Salesmanship
□  Business Management □  Cost Accounting □  High School □  Illustrating □  Sign Lettering □  Spanish
O Cartooning □  C. P. Acoountine □  Lettering Show Cards □  Trade Management

DOMESTIC SCIENCE COURSES
■ □  Advanced Dressmaking □  Elome Dressmaking □  Tea Room and Cafeteria
I Q Foods and Cookery Q Professional Dressmaking and Designing Management, Catering

I ffn****....... ............. ...................... ........ ..................... .....A ge .......A d d r f . f j t , , , , , . . . ..... .
1 CitM................................................. ............ ........... ......... Present Posit inn
1 Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Softools Can a diet i, Limited. Montreal, Canadt
| British residents send coupon to I. 0  8., 7 1 Kings:cay, Condon, W. G. 2, England. _______
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OR
EASY TERMS While THEY Last!

T ru ly  the m ost ou tsta n d 
ing offer I have given my 
cu stom ers in y e a rs ! Only
because of an exceptional 
purchase can I sell these 
Noiseless machines at the 
sensationally low price of 
$34.s5 (cash) or on easy 
terms of 70c a week. Each 
one carefully gone over and 

refinished so that its lustre gives it 
the appearance of a brand new ma
chine costing over three times as 
much. The mfrs. orig. selling price 
on this Underwood was $125.00. It’s 
sent to you in Underwood packing 
Ncx with Underwood book of instruc
tions on care and operation.

A NOISELESS MACHINE
L atest achievem ent in ty p e w r ite r s ! 
P rov ides  w rit in g  perfection  w ith 
SILENCE. For those who want the 
advantages of a quiet home or office.
This Underwood’s Noiseless mechan
ism eliminates the nerve shattering 
clatter common to many models. An 
aid to better work because it allows 
clear thinkitig, reduces fatigue, ini- 
proves accuracy. This typewriter dis
turbs no one. for it is almost im
possible to hear it operate a few 
feet away. You get all the features 
of an Underwood PLU S N oiseless 
typ in g .

FIRST CHOICE OF TYPISTS
O V E R  5.000=000 U N D E R W O O D S  NOW IN
Recognized a* the fine?:. « : : : r_zes: hu.l: Her?
office size Undt-rw-o,; wr,:. •? :r.;i-rr. feature? that
give you S I L E N T  T Y P I N G .  Hu- al: ! -Trip-
men t—keyboard, 2 colors ra«k -r-ar-er automatic re
verse. tabulator, et- T H E R E  IS NO R I S K :  S E E
B E F O R E  YOU B U Y  ON MY 10 DAY  NO O B L I G A 
TION T R I A L  PL AN.  If y ; wish send the machine 
back at my expense.

WIDE 1 4 ”  CARRIAGES
Wide carriage machines for government re
ports. large office forms, lulling, etc., only 
$3.00 extra with order. Takes paper 14“ 
wide, has 12" writing line. A Real Buy in 
an Underwood Noiseless!

International Typewriter Exchange
231 W. Monroe St. Dept. 1088 Chicago, III.

E X T R A  VALUE!
T Y P E W R I T E R  STA N D

Two Wings 
Correct 

Working 
Height 

All Metal

US E !

NO MONEY DOWN
10 DAY TRIAL
Easy Term s— 10c A Day
No obligation. See before you buy  
on w ide open 10 day trial. Pay no
money until you test, inspect, com
pare. and use this Underwood Noise
less. Judge for yourself without 
hurry and without risk. When you 
are convinced that this is the biggest 
typewriter bargain you have ever 
seen then say. ‘ I’ll Huy.” Send only 
70c a week or $3.00 a month until 
term price of only 33S.S5 is paid. 
Try it first, enjoy a full 10 days’ 
steady use. There is no red tape or 
investigation— M y offer is exactly  as 
I state it.

2-YEA R  GUARANTEE
I back this machine with my per
sonal 2-yr. guarantee that it is in- . 
A-l condition in every respect—that 
it will give first class service. Over 
3b years of fair dealing and my 
200,000 satisfied customers prove the 
soundness of my golden rule policy 
and prove that dealing direct with 
me saves you money.

Touch Typing Course
A complete home study course of famous Van Zandt 
Touch Typing system. Learn to type quickly and easily. 
Carefully illustrated. Written expressly for home use.

MAIL COUPON N O W -Lim ite d  0,ua*ddi/ an Safe!
International Typewriter Exchange, Dept 1088, 231 W . Monroe St., Chicago, II I .
Sen.i Underwood Noiseless F O B. Chicazo' for ten days’ trial. If I keep U, I will pay -■ 
$ 3 per month Gntii easy term _nrire ($38.85i is paid. If I am riot satisfied I can return I

Mounted on 
casters, can be 
m o v e d  by 
touch of finger

For those who have no typewriter stand or 
handy place to use a machine. I make this spe
cial offer. This attractive stand that ordinarily 
sells for $4.85 can be yours for only $'3.00 extra 
added to your account. Quality built. Note all 
its convenient features.

it express collect. □  10“ carriage. 14“ carriage ($3.00 extra)
F o r quick shipm ent give occupation and reference

Name.............................................. .......... .............................................................  Age.

City. .................... ....................................................................................  State.................. ..................... .
□  Check fo r  typew riter stand ($2.00 extra) Stand sent on rece ip t of first payment on Underwood.

J



6̂ ®̂  TO
FALSE TEETH

-B Y  MAIL—
S e n d  No  Money!

Posed by a Professional Model

THE TESTIMONIAL LETTERS WE PUBLISH are communi
cations that customers have sent to us without solicitation and 
without pay. We have large numbers of such missives. We never 
Mini anyone's letter without previous consent. We believe that 

'^ach of our customers who has written to us enthusiastically in
dorsing our dental plates is sincere. We do not, however, inti
mate or represent that you will receive the same results in any 
instance that those customers describe. What is important to 
you is that when you pay for our teeth, WE GUARANTEE IF 
YOU ARE NOT 100^ SATISFIED IN' EVERY RESPECT 
WITH THE TEETH WE WILL MAKE FOR YOU, AFTER 
YOU HAVE WORN THEM AS LONG A3 60 DAYS. WE 
WILL GLADLY REFUND TO YOU EVERY CENT YOU 
HAVE PAID US FOR THEM

B E F O R E  A F T E R

MADE-TO-MEASURE 
DENTAL PLATES DI
RECT FROM OUR LAB

ORATORY TO YOU!
We make to measure for you 

Individually—BY MAIL—Dental 
Plates for men and women — 
from an impression of your own 
mouth taken by you at your 
home. We have thousands of 
custom ers all over the country 
wearing teeth we made by mail 
at sensible prices.

AT ROCK BOTTOM 
PRICES

If you find out what others 
have paid for theirs, you will be 
astounded when you see how 
little  ours will cost you . By 
reading our catalog, you will 
learn how to save half or more 
on dental plates fo r  you rself. 
Monthly payments possible.

ON 60 DAYS1 TRIAL
Make us prove every w ord  we 

say. Wear our teeth on trial for 
as long as 60 days. Then, if you 
are not p erfectly  satisfied with 
them, they will not cost you a 
cent. Isn't that fair enough?
WITH MONEY-BACK 

GUARANTEE OF 
SATISFACTION

We take this risk. We guar
antee that if you are not com 
pletely satisfied with the teeth 
we make for you. then any time 
within 60 days we will immedi
ately refund every cent you have 
paid us for them. W e take you r 
word, lrou are the judge.

HAND-CARVED SET

'Enclose find two pictures, 
i got my teeth; the other one 
lainly beautiful. I have not 
had mine out since the day I 

-̂ got them exceDt to clear

One shows how 
aft

looked before

PARTIAL

ROOFLESS

Harry W illoughby, 
A d a irv ille . K e n tu ck y , 
w rite s :

"1 have received my teeth 
and am PROUD OF THEM '

w rites :
'l received my set ot teetn 

1 wear them day and night. 1 
have good reason to be well 
pleased with them Thank vou 
very much.”

TRY our practically unbreakable ROOFLESS PARTIAL, and 
TRANSLUCENT plates. Our dentures are set with pearly- 
white, genuine, porcela in  teeth : constructed from h igh-grade 
m aterials, with expert w orkm anship , to give lon g  service. 
We make all sty les of plates A dentist w ho has had many 
years ’ experien ce  in making dental plates supervises the 
m aking o f each plate.

FREE
»•

IMPRESSION MATERIAL. Catalog with our new low 
prices and information. Don’ t put this off. Do it 
TODAY! CLIP COUPON OR WRITE. A one cent 
postcard with name and address plainly written is all 
that is necessary w

’ MAIL THIS COUPON NOW 
UNITKIJ STATE9 
DEN TAL COMPANY

W e also Repair or Reprodoee Old Platen t S-hour Service

UNITED STATES DENTAL COMPANY .
Dr. Ernest French, Supervisor o f  Laboratory ■ A D D R E S 8 ........... ..... ..

1555 Milwaukee Ave., Dept. A-82, Chicago, III.

! Dept.A-82, 1555 Milwaukee Ave..
, CHICAGO. ILLINOIS ,
I Send, without obligation, your FREE tmnfcssIOD I 
I material, catalog, and information * •
I - ,  . . -  _________
I IN A M Cj» i • • IKfe-sg...................


