












































16 THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

briefly ironed out and the white cloth
drifted lazily toward the gutter. Nobody
paid much attention except one person
who stood on the steps of the hotel and
then moved quickly to a small parked car.

Danowski exhaled slowly, as if in great
relief. Then he said, “Driver, do you want
to go on living?”

“But yes.”

“Then you will turn into the street
leading to the bridge.”

“As you command, Excellency.”

- “You will put on all possible speed and
you will crash through the wooden bar-
rier.” :

“To the American side?”

“Where else would the bridge take us?
That is where we are going. If you do
not do this, I shall kill you and drive the
car myself. If you obey me, if you are
not too indoctrinated with this stupid
prattle of the Russians, you too will be a
free man. Otherwise, you may ask to be
sent back. But we are going through the
barrier.”

The driver moistened his lips. “Yes,
Excellency. For months I have been seek-
ing a way to get through. I do not wish
to return. Trust me. I am glad to go.”

“I will believe that when we are safe,”
Danowski said. “Meanwhile the gun will
be at your neck. There are several garri-
sons on this road, just this side of the
barrier. You will not arouse any sus-
picion, do you understand?”

“Why should I, when I want to get
away as much as you, Excellency? But I
do not quite understand why an impor-
tant official like you wishes to run away.”

“Escape,” Danowski said grimly. “You
don’t run away from what’s on this side
of the barrier. There’s nowhere to run to.
It is an escape, as if we were behind
prison bars.”

“You are someone connected with pris-
oners, are you not, Excellency?”

“I am second in charge of all prisoners
in satellite countries.”

“You are a Pole?”

“Yes. A foolish, rock-headed Pole. I
fought the Nazis and I joined the Russians
because I thought we fought on the same

side. When I found out differently, it was
too late, but it isn’t too late now. Speed
up! We are still three miles from the
Border.”

The car hit fifty. A string of lights
shone on both sides of the road ahead.
Danowski was nervous, shaky. He didn’t
know whether or not this driver could be
trusted and he was tempted to make him
stop, destroy the man and drive the car
himself. But he’d seen enough of sudden
death and destruction. Perhaps the driver
was one of those thousands who wanted
to escape and only waited for the chance.
Danowski patted the two briefcases be-
side him.

S HE raised his eyes, he saw head-
lights behind him. Perhaps a thou-
sand yards behind, but maintaining a
steady speed matching that of the car he
was in. Danowski nodded in satisfaction.
Things were proceeding as planned.
They swept into the area of barracks

_and guards. The speed of the car attracted

attention, but the insignia on the front of
it was official and nobody made any at-
tempt to stop it for investigation.

Danowski had known for a long time
that he’d been growing old too fast. The
constant drive, the ever present peril of
these past years had taken their toll. He
should have been ready and he wasn’t.

The driver suddenly hit the brakes and
leaned out of the car window.

“A traitor in the car! With a gun at my
head.” ‘

Danowski cursed and his finger tight-
ened on the trigger. But what was the
use? If he killed the driver, the car would
go out of control. If he managed to take
the wheel away from him, too much time
would elapse and the alerted guards
would come down on him in droves. He
didn’t quite know what to do.

But Danowski should have known. This
was Hungary, infested with men who took
no chances. The military area extended
for a couple of miles and apparently word
had been phoned ahead, for now armed
soldiers were in the road waving the car
down.
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knew couldn’t possibly be real. Someone
was calling, “Feodor! Feodor! This way!”

He raised himself on one elbow and
peered straight ahead. The brush wasn’t
far away. Someone moved, he saw the
head and shoulders of the person who had
called his name. Danowski gave a happy
little cry, but then a searchlight on one
of the military cars began sweeping the
area.

Danowski didn’t hesitate now. He
pulled himself up as much as he could,
supported himself on one hand and lifted
one of the briefcases. Much as a discus
thrower hurls, Danowski threw the brief-
case. It sailed high and far because all
the strength he possessed went into the
throw. Then he threw the second one.
There was a crashing in the brush, a
shout that the briefcases had been found,
and a plea for him to hurry.

A searchlight picked him out. All the
headlights turned his' way now. Danow-
ski crawled around in a small circle, lay
flat and leveled the gun he held. As the
first car came to a stop. he sighted care-
fully and fired. The officer who jumped
out screamed and dropped. Danowski
aimed at the windshield and fired two
more shots. .

Then the tommy-guns cu: loose.
Danowski died in the first burst and there
was no bitterness in him. He could have
asked for nothing better than the quick
death those heavy bullets provided. It
was as he had wished it. But just before
the bullets struck, he thought that it
would be nice if that American Steve
Huston, he had come to know, could see
to it that his newspaper printed a fitting
epitaph for Feodor Danowski, who had
tried to do his bit in saving the world
from a plunge into the abyss of war
again. .

Austria was a new experience for Steve
Huston. It- was nothing like New York
City, with its bustling traffic, its high-
speed newspaper offices and such amateur
gangsters as American. cities bred. All
the gangsters, gamblers, racketeers and
dope peddlers unearthed by television
probers were small fry, Lindly  souls,

and God-fearing men, compared to what
Huston had found here.

Infiltrated on the American side were
Russian spies and those of their satellites.
They were bad enough, but the Russian
military were worse. Huston had seen
sufficient to know what danger the whole
world was in from such people. He was
not much of a foreign correspondent, but
he had keen sent here to do one particular
job, one which required a man without
fear, and with a practical knowledge of
crooks.

When Huston had first received his
assignment from his boss, Frank Havens,
the owner of a string of United States
newspapers from Coast to Coast, he had
been inclined to scoff at the danger at-
tached to it. But at this particular mo-
ment, there was no derision in his heart.

HE WAS squatting in a rowboat, float-

ing idly on the Communist side of
the river in Austria. From the trees bor-
dering the river, the man he wanted to
meet, a man named Danowski, might
come running soon. In a great hurry, with
a prize package. which might conceivably
cause Joe Stalin more trouble than a
dozen Titos. Neither Huston nor Danow-
ski had much faith in his crashing the
bridge barrier, sa. Danowski probably
would take to the river.

Huston had been there ever since dark,
about an hour and a half. He had no
knowledge of when his man might be
expected to appear. In fact, all he knew
was that the man would identify himself
as Feodor Danowski, and that he was to
be transported to the American side
secretly.

It was not that his boss, Frank Havens,
mistrusted the American Occupation
Authorities, but there were so many spies
and agents drifting about that it had been
thought wise to let only one man handle
the details and Steve Huston had been
elected.

Huston put a cigarette between his lips,
reached for matches, then muttered some-
thing. If he had stuck that match, the
chances were good that the flame would
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he was certain that he bore a charmed
life. At least a hundred slugs had tried to
find him and had failed. He hauled him-
self up on shore, shook as much water as
possible out of his clothes and started
walking fast. Now he had to keep out of
the way of American M.P.s whom the
shooting must have attracted.

TEVE’S luck held again. Within an

hour he approached the side entrance
to his hotel. His clothing was soaking wet
and if he was observed, it would be a dead
giveaway, but he had to take his chances.
He was compelled to walk through a part
of the lobby and attracted plenty of at-
tention, but he kept going.

When he locked the door of his room
he started breathing again. Once his
nerves stopped jumping, he went straight
to the phone. He spoke in faulty German,
but managed to make the switchboard
operator understand that he wanted to
talk to Frank Huston in New York City.
He got a promise that he would be phoned
as soon as the call was through.

Huston laid out some dry clothes,
stripped and rubbed his body dry with a
Turkish towel. He dressed again and had
smoked half a dozen cigarettes when
the phone rang. His call -to New York
was ready, and he heard the reassuring
voice of Frank Havens.

Huston said, “I've got to talk fast, so
please don’t ask any questions. Some-
thing went wrong. Danowski never
showed up, but there was a car crash and
a lot of shooting, some of it at me. How-
ever, it's possible that Danowski got
away. Somebody swam the river while I
rowed and made a lot of noise to attract
those rats on the other side. They opened
up on me, but I guess I live right. I'm
okay. So that’s how it stands as of this
moment. Somebody crossed the river, but
I don’t know who it was. I don’t know if
that person had the stuff we were hoping
Danowski would bring. I flopped, but
maybe it’s not a total loss.”

“I'd call it good work,” Havens said.
“You did everything possible.”

“Can I come home then?” Huston

begged. “Honest, there’s nothing glamor-
ous about the life of a foreign correspon-
dent. I'd rather cover a gang war and be
right between the shooting.”

“Call me in the morning,” Huston said.
“Perhaps we’ll have some word by then
about Danowski. You may be needed in a
hurry, so stick close to your room. I'll call
around ten.”

“Okay,” Huston said. “But don’t forget
about letting me come home.”

“I'll arrange it as soon as we have the
facts. Stick to it, Steve. You may have
performed a service the whole free world
will be proud of.”

“I'd swap all the glory for a steak,”
Huston said. “But I’ll stick around if you
say so, and if Danowski made it, just tell
me where I can find him.”

Huston hung up, realizing suddenly
that he’d been talking to someone in New
York and the craving to go back there
grew stronger than ever. He smoked more -
cigarettes, remembered that he had-
missed dinner, and wondered if Ludwig
would be able to find him a decent meal
again.

Ludwig was an old man who waited on
tables at the Golden Fiddle, a quiet res-
taurant which once had been internation-
ally famous. Ludwig liked Americans and
American cigarettes. Huston, well sup-
plied with them, had given several packs
to Ludwig, and in return had been
granted special treatment so far as food
was concerned.

Huston took his time going through the
hotel lobby. He looked for Danowski
whom he had never seen, but whom he
would readily recognize from pictures
he’d been shown of the man. Huston still
believed there was a good possibility of
Danowski having evaded that shooting
affair and that it could have been he who
swam across the river. .

The lobby was crowded. Huston was
jostled time and again, but he saw no one
who even remotely resembled Danowski.
After a twenty-minute walk Huston
walked into the Golden Fiddle. Ludwig
spotted him at once. Huston was given a
good tahle and Ludwig made his recom-
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again, he had slipped the note into it.

Ludwig came to clear the table. Huston
put a cigarette between his lips, turned
his head slightly and spoke to Ludwig
in a whisper which wouldn’t carry two
feet.

“In the teacup—a note. Very important.
When you take the dishes to the kitchen,
keep on going. Go at once to the cable
office in the American sector. Cable every
word in the note to Frank Hzvens, care
of the New York Clarion.”.

“I understand,” Ludwig murmured,
grinning as if he were being compli-
mented on the meal.

“Also tell Havens about Zarnow.”

“Thank you, sir.” Ludwig bowed. “Soon
it will be like the old days—I hope. When
we have a menu that one can be proud of.
You will come back tomorrow, perhaps?”

“If you think there's a chance of getting
something good,” Huston replied.

“We shall see. Perhaps. One never
knows these days.” Ludwig picked up
the tip. “Thank you, sir. It has been a
pleasure to serve you.”

LUDWIG didn’t go at once to the kitch-
en. He stopped by another table
which he had served and piled more
dishes on his tray, calmly emptying an
ash tray into the cup where Huston had
dropped the note. Then he made his
leisurely way to the kitchen. Huston sat
there a few more minutes until another

waiter brought dessert to the table which

Ludwig had cleared. Ludwig, he hoped,
was on his way to the cable office.

Huston got up then, walked casually
out of the place and once on the street
headed for an American M.P. booth, half
a dozen blocks away. If he could reach
that—

He turned a corner. Two men who had
been leaning against a building, straight-
ened up and walked in the same direction
about thirty paces ahead of Huston. He

lanced over his shoulder. Two more men
were behind him and across the street
another pair were pacing him. Huston felt
hcrmed in, trapped. What, he wondered,
wou.d the Phantom do under such cir-

cumstances? Huston had worked with the
Phantom often enough to have picked up
many of his tricks, but never in a situa-
tion this desperate. With a gun he might
have been able to shoot his way out, but

"Huston was unarmed.

The men surrounding him were closing
in on him now. The two across the street
were coming over, the two behind him
were walking faster, and the two ahead
were slowing up. Otherwise the block was
deserted, with no one within hailing dis-
tance. *

Huston came to a dead stop. It was no
use trying to go on. If there was going
to be any rough stuff, he wanted to get in
the first lick. Then all six men were sur-
rounding him, but none of them said a
word. They simply used their elbows and
shoulders to get him started and he was
jostled all the way to the corner. There,
the tall, sleek-looking Zarnow was wait-
ing in a dark doorway. :
" Zarnow said, “Good evening, Mr. Hus-
ton. Please step in here with me.”

Huston entered the doorway and the
six men blocked any hope of his getting
out. Zarnow was smiling politely.

“You will be good enough to hand me
that note,” he said. “The one you took
from your pocket in the restaurant.”

“Wait a minute,” Huston said. “What
are you—cloak and dagger boys?”

“You might call us that. Be assured
that we get what we go after.”

“Well then, start going after it,” Huston
said. “Because I don’t know what note
you’re talking about.”

“You will permit me to search you?”

Huston shrugged. “I don’t see why I
should, but if it will avoid trouble, go
ahead.”

Zarnow’s smile faded, but he searched
Huston anyway. When he was satisfied

. that none of the papers in Huston’s pock-

et were of any interest to him he helped
himself to one of Huston’s American
cigarettes, took a long puff, and put the
pack into his own pocket.

“What did you do with that note, Mr.
Huston?” he demanded. “And do not
think we are fools. We know you ar-
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Van's smile died away. “All right,
* Muriel. Tell it.”

“Three weeks ago Dad sent Steve Hus-
ton to Vienna.

“Yes, I knew that.” _

“But you didn’t know why. It was a
secret that didn’t even belong to Dad.
Steve hadn't the faintest idea, but he was
really working for the State Department.
He was to meet a man who was escaping
from Red-ruled Hungary.”

“Has anything happened to. Steve?”
Van asked anxiously.

“We're afraid so,” Muriel said soberly.
“Steve phoned Dad last night and told
him the man he was to have got in touch
with didn’t show up. Steve was waiting
in a boat on the Russian side of the river
to ferry him across. The man’s name- was
Danowski. He never showed up, but there
was alot of shooting and Steve said some-
body swam the river. Then this morning
Dad received a cable from a man named
Ludwig. We can’t imagine who he is, but
the cable said that Steve wanted Dad to
know about a note he’d received. Dad
made me commit it to- memory. It said,
‘Papers will be delivered in one week in
Nassau. Go there to make contact.” It was
signed ‘Maget’.”

“Who is Maget?”

“Nobody knows, Van. Somebody named
Maget sent word to Dad about the plan
of Danowski’s to escape, but who Maget
can be is a mystery. He can’t figure out
why Maget worked through him and not
some Government agency.”

“What papers does the note refer to?”

“I don’t know. Dad said it was too dan-
gerous for me to know. But there was
more to the cable, and that’s what worries
us most. This Ludwig said Steve was be-
ing watched by a Communist spy named
Zarnow—a dangerous and clever man.”

“What does your father want me to do
about this?”

MURIEL grasped his arm tightly. “Oh,
Van, I'm so glad I know you’re the
Phantom! Now I can help you. But right
now you'’re to meet an official of the State
Department who will explain: the whole

thing to you.”

“But can’t you give me any more de-
tails, Muriel?”

“They’re being mighty cagey about this,
Van. Dad didn’t even dare call you, and
the State Department man is just as care-
ful. That’s why I've been hanging around
your doorstep; waiting for you. They said
for me to tell you to take a train to Wash-
ington and be there by dinner time. Go
to the dining room of the Hotel White.
That’s a small place, but you'll know
where to find it. Just walk in and sit
down. The rest will be taken care of.”

“How will whoever wants to see me
know me, Muriel? I'm to work as -the
Phantom, in disguise, I suppose?”

She shook her head. “This will prob-
ably come as a surprise. But Dad must
have his reasens. You are to go as Richard
Curtis Van Loan, and don’t ask me  why.”

“All right. Your father always knows
what he is doing. I presume I'll be sent
to Nagsau.”

“I haven’t the faintest idea. Van, I've -
never seen Dad so close-mouthed. He
usually tells me everything he possible
can. The only secret he ever kept was
that you are the Phantom. But this time’
he just talks in riddles. All I was told was
to wait for you and fix it for us to meet
somewhere where nobody could possibly
overhear us.”

“You were clever about it,” Van said.
He looked at his watch. “I'd better be
going. I don’t want to move so fast that
I arcuse any suspicions. I may be watched,
too.” He laughed a little. “There goes my
date with your dad.”

Muriel didn’t laugh. “Be careful, Van.”

“You just take some of your own ad-
vice,” Van said. “You're Frank Havens’
daughter, remember, so your danger may
be greater than mine. I wouldn’t want
anything to happen to you.”

She stood on tiptoe to kiss him, then
fled up the stairs. Van went on down,
gr nning, '

He kept going until he reached the
basement when he nodded casually to

*some workmen busy carrying merchan-
dise to a loading platform, and when he
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reached the street, he took precautions to
determine whether or not he was being
followed. Certain he was not, he took a
taxi to Penn Station, had a forty-minute
wait for a train, then settled down in a
Pullman for the trip and the chance to
try and make some sense out of the meager
information Muriel had been prepared to
give him.

Only one part of anything she had said
seemed important so far. Steve Huston
was in trouble. That was nothing new
for the red-headed fireball of a reporter,
but this sounded more serious than usual.
Huston was in a foreign country, within
shouting distance of the Iron Curtain and
apparently he had somehow become in-
volved with Russian spies. Even the
Phantom had his doubts about getting
behind the Iron Curtain and operating
there. )

He arrived in Washington too early for
the Hotel White dining room to be open,
so spent an hour and a half in a movie
theatre. But promptly at six-thirty he
walked into the small dining room of the
hotel which though old-fashioned, appar-
ently catered to a nice trade.

Like every restaurant in this city, the
dining room was crowded, and Van was
lucky to get a small table in a corner. He
didn’t know what to expect, so he ordered
sherry and sipped it while waiting to be
served and paid no attention to anyone
around him. .

As he was finally having his dessert he
saw a gray-haired,man walking briskly
toward him. The man came up and ex-
tended his hand. Van arose and took it.

The man said, “Dick Van Loan! I
thought I recognized you when I came in.”

“Nice to see you again,” Van said. “Sit

down. Have a drmk—-or how about din-

ner?”

The gray- hénred man accepted the in-
vitation. He said, “To tell you the truth,
I've been waiting: for a table for twenty
minutes. It was just plain luck that I
happened to spot you.’

“I see.” Van grinned. “It’s appetite

“Put it down to both,” the man said.
He lowered his voice a trifle. “Noticed
anyone?”

“No, and I’ve kept my eyes open.”

“Good. I had myself followed here by a
couple of OSS men. They didn’t see any-
one on my trail either. We can’t be too
careful in this case, Van Loan.”

“Apparently not, from all the precau-
tions which have been taken so far. Can
we speak here?”

“I think so. We've got to take a chance
anyhow. First of all, I'm surprised that
the well-known sportsman and million-
aire I'm having dinner with also happens
to be the Phantom Detective. I almost
refused to believe it at first.”

VAN smiled a little wryly.

“So you were told that. Mr. Havens
must have regarded this job as -of ex-
treme importance.”

“You have no idea—Van, shall 1 call
you? My name is Jim Davis. I'm with
State right now in an official capacity.
Here’s the story—or wait. Before I go
into that, I must be certain you’ll help
us.”

“If it's a Government matter, you have
my word.”

“It’s an international matter, Van. And
one other thmg—you’ll have to work as
Dick Van Loan.”

“T don’t care what identity I must have.
I realize this must be of supreme impor-
tance and from here on, I'm taking orders.”

“Good. Now about a man named Feodor
Danowski, a Pole. Back in Warsaw he
went through the Nazi invasion. His fami-
ly was murdered. He got away somehow
and joined the Underground. Gradually
he began to work for the Russians, be-
lieving they were his allies. At the time
they undoubtedly were. The whole world
seems to have been deceived there. At
any rate, he became interested in Com-
munism and took it up. He was an able
man, an organizer, and a stern, efficient
individual. The Russians lifted him up
some notches and then made a bad mis-

which brings you more than an old friend- - take.”

Shlp ”

L ea

“Is Danowski the man Steve Huston
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Everything was colorful, from the pas-
tel-shaded houses with their rose-hued
roofs and palms, to the natives with
braided straw hats, and tourists who tried
to improve on nature with even brighter
colors. Van selected a rocking chair on
the hotel veranda, scanned the morning
papers, then alternately seemed to be
dozing and interested in the tourists.

Some important matches were taking
place on the links at this moment -and
would continue for several days, but Van
Loan wasn’t going to see any of them. He
meant to act like a man who came with a
great deal of golfing equipment, but who
did no golfing at all. Perhaps Maget, who-
ever he might be, would notice this and
realize that it wasn’t pleasure which had
brought Van Loan to Nassau. Zarnow
might assume the same thing. Van Loan
hoped both of them would take the bait.

It was true, he told himself, that Maget
had stipulated there would be a week be-
fore contact would be made—five days
now—but Van went into his act at once,
taking no chances.

He was adept at making friends and
liked people, so before the morning was
over he had met several tourists. One
man interested him mildly—Cedric West-
cott, lanky and tanned, who sat down be-
side Van and started a conversation.
Westcott was a DBritisher who operated
"an expensive café in Nassau during the
season of four months or so. Then he
traveled for a while and when the season
opened in the Laurentian Mountains in
Canada, he went there and opened anoth-
er café he owned. He was friendly, smooth
and polished, without a trace of British
accent. He wore thirty-dollar British
shoes, carefully tailored whites and a
panama which must have cost a tidy sum.

Everybody seemed to know him and
Van decided the man might become a
valuable acquaintance.

Westcott said, “Unless I'm mistaken,
you're something of a golfer yourself, Van
Loan. Is that why you came to Nassau?”

“Originally, yes. I meant to do some
golfing and to watch the matches sched-
uled for the next couple of weeks, but

remember that I came out of a cold cli-
mate and this subtropical air has made me
lazy. Let’s say I've gone native.”
Westcott chuckled. “Come and see me
in Canada next winter. I'll promise you
laziness won't effect you there. Not un-
less you want to freeze to death. How
about being my guest tonight for dinner?”
“I'd be delighted,” Van Loan said.
Westcott took off shortly afterward and
Van seemed to be dozing in the shady
ccrner he'd selected. But nothing and no
one passed by without a careful appraisal
from him. He saw a girl walk into the
hotel and she attracted his attention be-
cause she didn’t seem to act like a tour-
ist. She was an attractive half-pint pack-
age. He doubted she was more than five
feet two or three, but she was sturdily
built, with good legs, a deep tan and soft
brown hair. When she emerged she was
accompanied by a bellhop who pointed out
Richard Curtis Van Loan. Van became
even more interested when the girl came
directly over to him.
“Are you Mr. Van Loan?” she asked.
He sat up quickly. “Why, yes.”

HE pulled a chair over and sat on the

edge ‘of it, speaking in a voice that
sounded breathless. “My name is Ann
Lansing. I work here in a branch office
of Mr. Havens’ newspapers.”

“Well, I'm glad you looked me up,” Van
said, and meant it. “Did Frank ask you
to drop in?”

She smiled and he noticed that she had
sparkling eyes the color of the sea. She
said, “Well no, but I have an arrangement
with the hotel and they notify me when
important guests arrive. I send the names
to the papers representing whatever part
of the United States they come from.
Society stuff, you know.” .

“So this is just a courtesy call then.”

“Not exactly. I know you're a good
friend of my boss and I don’t suppose it
would do my career any harm if I sort
of showed you around.”

“I don’t suppose it would, and TI'll be
glad of your co.npany. Do you always sit”
on the edge of a chair that way, as if
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open and he knew he had closed it.

Van drifted casually back to the living
room and double-locked the door. Then he
went over the room inch by inch looking
for a microphone, paying especial atten-
tion to the telephone. He discovered
nothing and made his way back to the
bedroom. There he took out two golfing
bags from the closet, removed the sticks
and reached down into the depths of one
bag.

From a cleverly hidden compartment
at the bottom he drew out an automatic,
a box of cartridges and a thin metal box
containing materials he used in disguising
himself. Those objects, at least, hadn’t
been discovered. He put the disguise kit
back, removed his coat and strapped on
the shoulder holster. He made certain
the ammunition clip was full, pumped
a bullet into the firing chamber and set
the safety.

Then he slid the gun into its holster,
slipped it in and out a few times and
finally put his coat back on. The gun made
no bulge at all and the straps couldn’t be
seen unless the coat flew open. He felt
much better now. Somebody wasn't wast-
ing any time, and it was best that he travel
around heeled for trouble.

During the hot afternoon he again mo-
nopolized the same rocker, moving it to a
shadier side of the veranda, and sat there
wondering who would try to get in touch
with him first—Zarnow or Maget. He was
deeply worried about Steve Huston, too.
Steve could very well' become another
Robert Vogeler case—but only if he was
lucky. Perhaps Steve knew too much and
would be one of those who simply disap-
peared.

Thinking of Huston brought Van’s mind
around to what might have happened in
Avustria. According to the little he knew
about the affair, Steve Huston had never
met Feodor Danowski face to face. Dan-
owski hadn’t dared leave Red-controlled
territory and Huston, in his own right,
wouldn’t have risked trying to penetrate
the Iron Curtain. Therefore, Steve must
have worked through an intermediary.
Was that person the one who swam the

river while Steve drew the fire of the
Commies? Was that intermediary known
as Maget? It was possible.

Van knew there was little he could do
to help Steve now, but once he had posses-
sion of Danowski’s documents he meant to
take some sort of artion. Diplomacy was
much too slow for Van’s liking. If neces-
sary, he would even go to Austria. He had
for a long time wanted a crack at Com-
munists within their own stronghold.
What worried him most was whether or
not Steve would last that long.

Yet he had to be patient. First things
came first and getting that list of names
was far more important than saving Steve
Huston’s life. Van tried to classify Steve
as expendable, but it didn’t work. If any-
thing happened to him, there was going to
be a private war between the Phantom
and the Reds—and not of the cold variety.

Van stopped thinking along such lines.
He was afraid his thoughts might be mir-
rored on his face, and he was supposed to
be one of the idle rich without a care in
the world and not much worried about in-
ternational affairs except, possibly, as they
were related to sports in which he was in-
terested.

This was the part of his work he hated.
The sitting around waiting for something
to happen. Unlike mcst adventures he
had experienced, he was handicapped in
that he hadn’t the faintest idea of who
he was trying to help and who was his
enemy. Zzrnow and Maget remained just
as mysterious as when he had first heard
about them in that Washington restaurant.

Somewhere around the middle of the
afternoon Van became aware of the huge
Otto Bruger, sitting at a table under a
lawn umbrella just beyond the edge of
the veranda. Bruger was sipping a long,
cool drink and seemed to be watching Van
Loan rather intently.

Van had an idea things weren’t going to
simmer long. Zarnow, if he could have
reached Nassau by now—which was pos-
sible—would do his best to get rid of any-
one whom Maget might wish to see, and
that meant action.

Van Loan was eager for it to start.






IT SMOKES SWEET




34 THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

girl in New York. I'm a born sap, that’s
what I am. Here—take the handkerchief
and I hope you treat the owner of it better
than you’ve treated me.”

She wheeled and walked rapidly away
from him. Van called to her, but she kept
on going. He sat down again, slowly,
sorely puzzled. He sniffed of the hand-
kerchief. It was perfumed all right. He
didn’t blame Ann much— but what did
the combination of a perfumed handker-
chief and a note from Maget mean? Was
Maget a woman? There was no evidence
to suggest that was not the case.

Van read the note again. A boat at mid-
night sailing for one of the outer islands.
The set-up was typically spy stuff and he
didn’t like it. The set-up was also poten-
tially dangerous. Yet he knew he was go-
ing. Maget must have flown here and
taken immediate action. But there was so
much at stake and so much danger that
a chance like this seemed foolish. How-
ever, Van became certain that whoever
had tossed that note wasn’t a woman.

He snapped on his lighter and burned
the note, grinding the ashes into the
cement floor of the terrace. If this was on
the level, he didn’t want anybody to see
that note.

He returned to the café, but apparently
Ann had gone off in a huff, so he walked
back to the hotel, wary now, and alert.
The first thing he did after locking his
door, was to get into the shoulder rig. It
"had been impossible to wear it on his
date with Ann, but from here on he meant
to travel armed.

He got into some darker clothes, changed
to crepe soled and heeled shoes and tested
the gun again. He had headed for the
door when the clamor of his phone bell
brought him to a standstill. He debated
whether or not to answer it, then walked

briskly to the phone.

A man’s voice spoke. It was accented:
but slow, the voice of a native. The man
said, “Do not go. If you value your life,
do not go!” .

That was all. The phone clicked in his
ear. He hung up slowly, more puzzled
than ever. How could anyone else even

know about that note or that it asked him
to make this boat trip? Ann had held it
for a second or two, but he was positive
she couldn’t have read it. There hadn't
beén enough light. But somebody knew
and was trying to warn him. Or was the
call meant to steer him away from a meet-
ing with Maget? He felt badly confused.
This business of not knowing friend or
enemy was exasperating.

He left his suite quickly, walked out
of the hotel and made his way to the
waterfront. A few carriages were slowly
moving through Rawson Square, but the
post office and other public buildings were
dark. By day, this section swarmed with
peddlers and boatmen, but now the slip
was deserted.

The brightly colored bumboats, used to
taxi passengers to and from the outer is-
lands and the sea gardens, were lined up
waiting for daylight and the inevitable
hubbub which would come with the dawn.

Van Loan slowed his steps. Someone
was to meet him. He dawdled around for
ten minutes, wondering if the whole thing
was going to be a flop, then a man in
white trousers, a gaudy polo shirt and a
braided native hat hurried out of the
darkness. “Your name, please,” he said. It
was a native all right.

“Van Loan.”

“Ah—you will come with me, please.
This way. Not far.”

He moved quickly along the slip and
somehow managed to pick a certain boat
out of all those lined up, each looking ex-
actly like the other. Van Loan got aboard.
One thing about going into danger via a
boat—there was no easy way back.

AN sat down on a seat built like a
.-¥ bench. The boatman poled the clumsy
craft out into the harbor before he sat
down and manned the oars.

In a short time the shoreline became a
sparkling row of lights. Van tried to figure
out in what direction he was being taken,
but' could not because of the darkness.

Van said, “You—where are we going?”

The native didn’t reply except to dip
his oars faster., They were making good
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Suddenly he sprang from behind the
bush, gun level and ready. The killer
gave a wild yelp of alarm and was too
startled to move at first. He turned and
started running, but Van was much
fleeter. He overtook the man quickly,
saw him twist around to bring up a gun,
and went into a tackle.

He brought the man down with a thud
and swarmed all over him. He hammered
a solid left hand punch to the jaw, quieted
the attacker and wrenched the gun out
of his hand. He stuffed this into his coat
pocket then started finding out who he
had captured.

Still wary, as he always was when on
the prowl, Van heard rather than saw
others approaching. This had been a trap.
The man he had knocked down was a
simple sacrifice to draw him out of hiding
if he wasn’t wounded. Van smashed home
a right fist this time and the fingers were
curled around his automatic lending more
solidity to the blow. The man he hit grew
limp and quiet.

Van leaped to his feet. A gun flamed-

to the right of him. He fired back, know-

ing the gunman must have moved as he-
pulled the trigger, but hoping return fire -

would keep them back for a few seconds.
Then he started running. Another gun
threw lead his way, dangerously close
this time. He realized he was again sil-
houetted against the outline of the big
house so veered to the right, straight in
the direction from which the first shot
had come and hoping he could spot at
least one of these ki'lers.

He dived behind a bush and lay prone,
just waiting. There wasn’t a sound. The
island had become a silent subtropical par-
adise once more, but sudden death -waited
out there in the darkness. He wondered
why the shooting hadn’t attracted some-
one from the big house, but so far as he
could see, no lights had been turned on
yet. -

Van hated this kind of stalemate and
after a few moments he was on the move
again, slithering along the grass, keeping
as close contact with it as possible. Some-
where, and not far away, men were wait-

ing to kill him. They had clearly shown
this was their aim. Nobody wanted to
question him, seize him. It was a simple
matter of shooting him down on sight, but
men of that kind could expect little or no
mercy from the victim they tried to trap.

Van rested a monient, moved again, and
this time someone turned on a flashlight
with a powerful beam. The ray began
sweeping the bushes. Van scurried for
a thick one, waited until the light went
on by, then headed.straight toward the
man with the flash.

As the ray started to sweep back, he
ran faster. Another moment of this would
bring him into the light. That was when
he stopped dead in his tracks and fired
from the hip.

The man with the flash gave a wild
scream. The light cut a swathe over the
grass, tilted upward and tried .to illumi-
nate the sky before it fell out of his hand,
hit the ground and lay there, still burning,
the light filtered by the blades of fairly
tall weeds.

Two shots came from near the entrance
to the path. Then two more. Van didn’t
hear any bullet whiz over his head or
close by him, but he dropped flat and
waited, ready to open up if another flash
showed.

He stayed there five minutes, moved
experimentally, and drew no fire. Then
he made his way carefully toward the
spot where the flash still burned. Close
beside it lay a man spread out on his
stomach. His head was turned sideward
and both hands were under him, as if he’d
been trying to get up when he died.
VAN picked up the flash and sent its

beam toward the path. Again he drew
no fire so he felt fairly safe in using the
light to examine the man. The first thing
he saw was a bullet-hole through the fel-
low’s shoulder, then three_ others, all
squarely in the back. And Van had fired
only one shot at this man'! His own com-
panions must have executed him on the
theory that a wounded man could be toc
much of a handicap.

Van ran to the path, followed it swiftly . -
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and reached the top of the knoll. He could
see the water from here, and a boat was
rapidly vanishing into the darkness. Only
starlight revealed it now, but that would
soon fail and the boat would disappear in
the night.

Van had a feeling that he was alone
on this island with a dead man.

He returned to where the body lay,
turned it over this time and saw a dead
native about twenty-five years old. The
first and second fingers of his left hand
had been amputated at some time or an-
other. There was a knife in a crotch scab-
bard and another knife of the swivel type
in his pocket. Otherwise, there was noth-
ing much. A little money, cigarettes and
matches, a key ring with three keys on
it, but no papers or wallet. Nothing by
which the man could be identified on the
spot. : .

Van left him there and trudged in th
direction of the big house, wondering
what he would find. All this shooting
should have brought every occupant out-
side or at least to the windows. He
reached a barred door looking into a large
patio, discovered a bell beside it and
pushed the button. He could hear the bell
ring, but no one came in answer to it.

Promptly Van rounded a corner of the
house, picked up a whitewashed stone
from the border of a flower garden and
used it to smash a window. He knocked
out the slivers of glass, reached in to lo-
cate the latch and open it. Then he slid
‘the window up and climbed through.

He was in what looked to be a library.
There was a large desk, designed in ma-
hogony and tooled leather, some rare
books, comfortable leather chairs and on
the desk were a number of envelopes, all
opened and all addressed to Harry Nagel,
the rum distiller. So this was his island.
His empire, as Ann Lansing had called it.
Van wondered what Nagel would have to
say to this—provided, of course, he could
be asked any direct questions. At the
moment that seemed wunlikely. Until
Van was in possession of Feodor Danow-
ski’s roll of prisoners, everything had to
wait. R

Van left the house by the front door
after ascertaining that nobody was at
home, not even servants. From the front
porch he saw a small dock built out over
a bayou and a white launch glistened like
silver in the darkness.

He went straight to the boat, found it
to be a small but speedy craft, and it
wasn’t locked. Van had driven this type of
sport craft many times and in a few mo-
ments he had the motor purring smooth-
ly. He cast off, steered the boat out into
the bayou and headed for the sea between
the island and Nassau.

While the craft skimmed the water,
Van had a few moments in which to think.
What bothered him most was how any-
body knew he had received a note signed
by Maget. Of equal importance was the
question of whether or not Maget had
written it, or was even in this part of the
world.

There was a chance that Ann Lansing
had seen enough of it to know what it
meant, but would the name of Maget
possess any definite meaning for her? Not
unless .she was somehow involved in the
spy ring, and without concrete evidence,
Van refused to believe that. Communists
are never gay, light-hearted people. The
very trend of their schooled thinking is
against that, even with those who might
be assigned to espionage work.

Van made up his mind that Ann had not
seen the contents of the note and had
nothing to do with all of this.

Then there was the question of who
had warned him. Who was there to take
an interest in whether he lived or died?
And certainly that note from Maget had
been the start of a murder trap. Those
men had been shooting to kill, back there
on the island, and had considered their
work sufficiently important so that they
were entirely willing to murder one of
their own men when he presented the
hazard of becoming a prisoner.

Van gave up, decided he should be con-
tent with the fact that he had come out
of it alive, but from here on he wasn’t
acting upon any notes signed by Marget
or anyone else.
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E BEACHED the boat about half a

mile from the city, got ashore with-
out getting wet and walked .in the direc-
tion of his hotel. When he reached it, he
slipped through a side entrance, to the
back of the lobby where he saw a news-
paper lying on a chair. He avprooriated
this, found a seat beside a floor lamp and
proceeded to read the paper as calmly as
though he had been there all evening.

It was almost two o’clock in the morn-
ing before he folded the newsnaper,
strolled past the desk with a nod for the
sleepy clerk and stepped outside as if for
a breath of air. Finallv he went to the
elevators, rode to his flcor and walked
slowly toward his rooms. When he un-
locked the door, one hand held his gun
ready. He snapped on the lights, satis-
fied himself the suite was empty, then
proceeded to get ready for bed.

But that woman’s handkerchief in-
trigued him. The verfume was no or-
dinary odor, probablv was foreign. But
why a woman’s hadkerchief? Again he
began to develop the idea that Maget
might be a woman and then he felt"more
sure of it than ever.

If the note had been a forgery, written
by someone who expected to use it as a
lure, then that schemer must have known
that Maget was a woman and was under
the impression that Van Loan also knew
this. A little pleased with that theory
Van crawled into bed and put out the
light to think things out.

In slightly more than a minute he was
fast asleep.

At nine-thirty in the morning he had

finished breakfast and was again seated
in the rocking chair on the veranda, as
calmly as if nothing unusual had hap-
pened. He scanned the mornmg paper,
flown down from New York, eyed the
tourists openly and jumped to his feat
with badly concealed eagerness when he
saw Ann Lansing coming toward the
hotel. .
She joined him and seemed serious.
“About last night,” she said. “Be a good
fellow and forget it, Van. I was a little
silly.”

“I rather liked the idea of your being
jealous,” he told her.

“I was, doggone it, but the cold light
of morning made me realize how foolish
I'd been. I guess it must have been the
night, Van. I promise not to butt in on
your steady romance again.”

“All right,” he said. “We'll pretend it
never happened. What'’s fresh in the field
of news?”

She gave him a sidelong glance before
she pulled comfortably back into the chair
and kicked her feet in the air.

“Something has happened, and I'm won-
dering how you knew about it because
nothing has leaked out yet.”

“But I don’t know what you're talking
abcut, Ann. I was merely asking a stock
question. What has happened—if it isn’t
hush-hush stuff?”

“Qh. no. Just a murder. Harry Nagel
snent the night here and all his servants
also had the night off. When his grounds
keeper reached the island this morning,
he found that someone had broken into
the house. He called the police and they
went over in a launch.”

“Did you say—murder?”

“Yes. The police went over the island
and discovered a dead man about a quar-
ter of a mile from the house. He'd been
shot four times.”

“I take it sbmeone really meant to kill
him.”

“Sure it was murder. The police theo-
rize. that he was part of the gang that
broke into the house. They must have
had a fight, this man was killed, and the
others got out of there fast. Not a thing
was disturbed in the house.”

“Nagel was fortunate.”

“He thinks so too, but the police don’t
like it. We don’t have many murders
down here.”

Van yawned. “How anyone could work
up enough ambition to kill a man in this
climate is beyond me, Ann. Do they know
who the dead man was?”

“Oh, yes—that was easy. One of the
native boys who has a long police record.
He also had a reputation for hiring him-
self out as a professional killer.”
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He frowned. “But I don’t know—"

“Oh, fiddlesticks. There’s a murder on
Nagel’s island and nobody ‘is fooled for
one second about the victim being a
burglar. What kind of burglars break
into a house and steal nothing? They
couldn’t have been frightened away, be-
cause there’s no one else on the island.”

“Don’t you think,” he said, “you should
leave those matters for the police?”

“And have you forgotten that I'm a
reporter, even if most of my job does con-
sist in sending back flashes about Mr.
and Mrs. Somebedy-or-other being regis-
tered at such-and-such a hotel and having
a fine time.”

“Still, I don’t see—"

“Van, the dead man was more than
just a two-bit local crook. He worked
for Otto Bruger, as one of his gamblers,
and he made good money. Far too much
to turn to robbing a house.”

“What am I supposed to do about it?”
he asked.

“Why are you here? Isn’t it true that
Mr. Havens sent you?”

Van grinned. “Sure. I'm supposed to
keep tabs on a society reporter who likes
to kick up mysteries where there aren’t

”

any.

OR a moment he thought she was go-

ing to get up and stalk out of the din-
ing room. But she fmally gave a sigh
and finished her coffee and cigarette.

“I'm sorry, Van. I was riding a hunch,
that’s all. I often do that and none of
them ever pan out. I guess I'll always be
a society reporter. Now I've got to run.
Several tourists have promised me pic-
tures. You know the kind—standing on
the beach all dressed up in those impos-
sible clothes they wouldn’t wear at horhe
for a thousand dollars.”

“lI know,” he said. “They’re meant to
make the stay-at-homes seethe with jeal-
ousy. Well, run along. I'll pick you up
tonight.”

She gave him a smile and went bustling
off. Van stayed at the table because he’d
seen something that Ann had missed.
Directly behind her sat Yvette Tafler,

Parisian dressed in yellow shorts with a
cream colored skirt over them and a
sweater which matched the skirt. Van
gave her a friendly nod. She smiled back
and he went over to her table.

“May I sit down?” he asked.

“But of course,” she said in excellent
English with just a trace of an Austrian
accent. “You are Mr. Van Loan?”

“Well”—he feigned surprise—“how did
you know that?”

“You once played polo in Vlenna an
exhibition match. I was there and, as I
recall it, your team lost.”

Van laughed. “We were playing a
British team. An exhibition game for our
Occupation Troops. But what are you
doing here in Nassau?”

“l have come—" She hesitated, then
fashioned a smile. “I merely wanted some .
sunshine. There is not much of that in
Vienna any more, or if there is, no one
notices it.”

“I hope then,” he said, “that your stay
here will be pleasant.”

“It would be without any question if
you were to show me about, Mr. Van
Loan.”

“I? Why, of course, I'd be delighted.”

“Excellent. You are the only person I
know. Shall we do the island this after-
noon? Perhaps dinner and dancing to-
night?”

“A pleasure,” Van said.
you on the veranda.”

“I will not be too long. Oh, yes—are
you not a good friend of some great Amer-
ican newspaper man?”

“Yes—Frank Havens.”

She nodded. “I was merely testing my
memory. Pm sure we shall have a won-
derful time.”

Van walked with her to the elevators
and then went out to his accustomed
chair on the veranda. He sat there, es-
timating the chances of Yvette being on
the level. She could be Maget. She had
flown in from Europe, had two bulging
briefcases with her, though he wondered
why she had entrusted them to the bell-
hops if they were so important.

The name Maget had a French flaver,

“Pll wait for
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with something dangerous.”

Bruger made a deprecatory gesture.
“My whole life has been dangerous. And
profitable.”

He stuck the cigar between his teeth
and ambled off, looking like a shaggy
bear—and just about as trustworthy, Van
decided. He leaned back:and mentally
studied this new set-up. Undoubtedly
Bruger’s man, the dead one, had been his
spy in Zarnow’s ranks. Perhaps that was
why they were so eager to kill him. At
any rate, Bruger knew a great deal. The
man might be useful if Van could find no
other way of locating either Zarnow or
Maget.

He was determined to find both of them.
Maget for the papers Danowski had com-
piled. Zarnow because he possessed a
hostage named Steve Huston, and Van
Loan was quite aware of the fact that
he, too, might gather himself a hostage in
the shape of Zarnow.

That was, if Steve Huston wasn't al-
ready dead. Van’s lips compressed tightly
when he thought of that possibility.

CHAPTER IX
ATTACK IN THE NIGHT

AN HIRED a carriage for the
@ afternoon and went sightsee-
) ing with Yvette. It was a

*”\\ pleasant trip. But with all
Nco<a | the leeway he gave her, she
l@ Bl gave no hint of knowing any-
i thing about Danowski’s pa-
pers. She was just having a lot of fun.
If she was Maget, and cagey, he couldn’t
blame her. The odd thing was that she
seemed to steer clear of any reference to
Europe or political ideologies or anything
serious, but concentrated on enjoying
herself. She was like someone who hadn’t
known peace and security in a long time.
They reached Westcott’s place at dinner
time, danced a little until Yvette pleaded
fatigue from all the sightseeing. Then they
ordered dinner. They were on their coffee
when Westcott came over to the table. Van
introduced him.

Westcott said, “I admire your taste,
Van. Miss Tafler is charming. I hope the
food has been satisfactory.”

“Delightful,” Van told him.

Yvette was more enthusiastic. “I had

almost forgotten that such food existed,
Mr. Westcott, or such music and gaiety.”

“This island is a good place to forget
troubles,” Westcott said. “Oh, Van, would
you mind if I brought Nagel over? He’s
been wanting to meet you.”

“Who is Nagel?” Yvette asked with
just.a trace of worry in her voice as he
left.

Van said, “Oh, just some rum baron.”
But he was remembering what Westcott
had said. “Nagel can be most disagreeable
if he’s cressed and he was insistent that I
introduce him. Personally, I think he’s a
stinker.”

Westcott returned in a moment with
Nagel. The thick-set man bowed awk-
wardly for Yvette’s benefit and Van knew
instantly that Nagel was far more in-
terested in her than he was in Richard
Curtis Van Loan. Van asked him to sit
down.

Nagel promptly accepted the invitation
and called a waiter in a loud, authorita-
tive voice. The waiter was busy at an-
other table and Nagel muttered some-
thing under his breath.

He said, “These days servants are im-
possible. They come when they feel like
it. I must have fifty on my island estate,
and I have yet to find just one who is
trustworthy.”

The waiter came over and Nagel or-
dered champagne, giving detailed orders
as to how it was to be cooled. The waiter
merely walked away to fill the order.
In his attitude it was clear that he dis-
liked Nagel. Van was beginning to have
a fellow feeling. Here was a man with
exaggerated ideas of his own importance,
one used to having his commands obeyed
promptly, or he wanted to know the rea-
son why. Probably Nagel was what a
Soviet Commissar must be like. The idea
rather startled Van because he hadn’t
even considered that Nagel might be
Zarnow.

-
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“T should like to have a ride in one of
them,” Yvette said. “Perhaps tomorrow?”

“Of course,” he said.

She looked at him archly. “Why are
you here in Nassau?”

The directness of the question startled
him. “For the same reason you are—to
rest and have some fun.”

“Is that all?”

“Is any other reason necessary?”

She opened her purse and fumbled in-
side it. “Excuse me, but suddenly I won-
dered if I had brought my hotel key with
me. It does not seem to be—"

“Wait a minute,” Van said. “T’'ll light
a match.”

He held the small flame over the bag

while she fumbled around inside it. A °

scent of familiar perfume reached his
nostrils. The same ‘perfume which had
been on the Maget handkerchief. Yvette
gave an exclamation of annoyance.

“There it is—at the bottom of my bag!
Thank you.” .

They started walking again and Van
was thoughtfully quiet. If Yvette was
Maget, she might be waiting for the
approach of Frank Havens’ contact man,
so Van was tempted to broach the sub-
ject of Danowski’s briefcases. Every-
thing pointed to Yvette as being Maget.
Just in from Europe, somewhat fright-
ened, wearing the same perfume, asking
too many pointed questions.

UT if she had arrived in Nassau after
the mysterious note from Maget had
been thrown onto the terrace. how could
she be responsible for that? Besides,
Maget had said that contact wouldn’t be
made for a week, and that period of time
wasn’t even half over. i
They ambled along, unconscious of the
fact that they had left the lichted water-
front area and had entered a narrow,
dark street which was completely de-
serted. Van, occupied with his thoughts,
wasn’t as alert as usual and the attack
that came was fast and unexpected.
Two men suddenly appeared from an
areaway between two small buildings
and rushed at Van and Yvette. Both held

knives. One flung himself at Van, his
knife upraised. It slashed downward. Van
avoided the blade by a quick weaving
movement, but even so the tip of the
knife slashed through the side of his
coat.

Yvette screamed and tried to battle off
the other man. Van grappled with his
own attacker. He had to get rid of him
fast. He brought up an elbow in direct
and violent contact with the man’s chin.
The blow sent the fellow reeling back-
ward, and the knife clattered to the cob-
blestone pavement. .

Van lunged at the man who held
Yvette acainst'a wall and had his knife
poised. Van struck him a terrific blow on
the back of the neck, followed it up with
half a dozen blows to the face, and got
his man turned around. He grabbed his
antagonist’s wrist, twisted hard and shook
the knife from the man’s fingers.

Now things were on a more even basis.
Van wound up a haymaker, missed with
it and suddenly found the man he thought
out of the fray swarming all over him.
Van expected to feel the sting of the
knife, but apparentlv the killer had either
been unable to find his weapon or thought
he could handle Van without it.

Van bent double, reached up and se-
cured a handful of greasy, black hair.
He tugged hard. The man came up and
over his shoulders, fell with a thud and
a whooshing sound as the wind was
knocked out of him. Van wheeled to face
an attack from the other man — and
barely in time. The man was armed with
a rock he had picked up in the gutter.

It grazed Van’s temple, but that was
the only time the killer had a chance to
use it. Van’s right fist smacked against
the killer’s stomach, doubling him up in
agony. Van grabbed him, threw him
violently against the wall and looked
around for the other man. That man
was in the act of picking up one of the
knives. Van charged him. The man saw
him coming, straightened, and began
running. Van went after him until he
heard Yvette call after him. The second
killer was running away, too. Apparent-
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And that attack of just a little while
ago — it had been almost too obvious.
There had been two men. One of them
had kept him so busy that the other had
had sufficient opportunity to knife two
or three women. True, Yvette had put
up a battle, but it seemed to Van that
the killer could have used the knife if
he had wanted to. -

Perhaps, he reasoned, they wanted her
alive, but if that was the case, why hadn’t
they sent more than two men so that
Yvette could have been spirited away?
One more thing made Van highlv sus-
picious. No one except Yvette and him-
self knew where they were going for a
walk. They hadn’t even decided on the
direction until only a moment or two
before they actually strolled off toward
the waterfront. And vet those two killers
had been waiting for them!

Perhaps he had. been trailed, though
Van doubted it. He had made it a point
to keep his eyes and ears open. Yvette
suddenly became a controversial figure in
his mind. She had gone to the powder
room right after they had decided on the
waterfront. She could have told someone.
If she had, then Yvette was working
hand in glove with Zarnow or his agents,
and presented a terrific potential danger
for Van Loan.

On the other hand, Van knew he
couldn’t afford to take any chances. If
Yvette called him, he would go where
she wished him to. The all important
matter in this international intrigue was
the possession of those onion skin paners.
To get them he would accept any risk.

Around midnight his phone rang and
he practically leaped for it. His feelings
were a mixture of disappointment and
interest when he heard Otto Bruger on
the wire, and the gambler wanted to
come up at once. Van told him to come
along, hung up and quickly went to an
overstuffed chair, took his gun out of its
holster and tucked the weapon down be-
side the cushion where he could get at
it quickly and easily.

He let Bruger in and the broad-faced,
heavy-set man ambled over to the chair

Van indicated, and sat down. He didn’t
bother to remove his panama, just pushed
it to the back of his head so he could
mop the sweat off his brow. Bruger had
a knack of looking disheveled under any
conditions.

“You have had time to think over my

proposition,” he said. “Now it is neces-

sary to talk money.”

“Just how much do you know?” Van
asked, and wondered what kept him from
punching this man on the nose.

“There are documents,” Bruger said
with a sly smile.

“What sort?”

“The kind which would be highly dan-
gerous to—shall we say—your enemies.”

“Aren’t they your enemies, too?” Van
demanded.

“You forget,” Bruger said, “that al-
though my country lost the war, there is
some question as to who won it. I do not
care who gets these papers, for I have no
liking for either side. I am just in an
advantageous position. Is that not so?”

“That all depends upon where. you sit,
Bruger. Do you know where the papers
are?”

BRUGER studied his pudgy hands. “I
can find him.”

“Do you know who Zarnow is?”

“Perhaps. That is another matter for
another day.”

“And another price?”

“Of course.”

“Just how did vou happen to gather
this information, Bruger?”

“There are many ways. It pays a man
to keep his wits about him. Also I have
contacts abroad and I know what is going
on. That is why I took pains to plant a
man or two where he could do me the
most good.” :

Van said, “Of course you realize that
if Zarnow wins this round, your own
country will be among the losers.”

“My country?” Bruger said scoffingly.
“My country is dead. What remains of it
is not my Germany. Come, come —I am
tired of this bantering. I work for a price.
How much do you offer?”
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Van got up slowly, disdaining the gun
which had remained almost under his
fingertips. What he had to do now he
was going to enjoy. He had no use for
Bruger’s information. The man had
nothing to sell, though he didn’t realize
that.

Van suddenly reached down, grabbed
Bruger by the lapels of his coat and
hauled him out of the chair. He twisted
the gambler around, grasped his collar
and the seat of his pants and half-carried,
half-pushed him across the room to the
door. He got it open, shoved Bruger out
into the hallway and slammed the door
in his face. Bruger shouted something
about Van being sorry, but Van just
smiled in complete satisfaction and locked
the door again.

He was on his way back to the chair
when the phone rang. He answered it
very fast.

Yvette said, “Van Loan, there is grave
danger for both of us. We must work
quickly. Meet me in fifteen minutes at
Otto Bruger’s gambling place. It is closed,
but the door will not be locked. I'll be
waiting inside. Whatever you do, don’t
fail me.”

“Bruger’s place?” Van said. “But I—"

“There is no time for questions. This
is important, and I shall depend on you.”

The phone clicked. Van hurried to the
chair, removed the gun and slipped it
into his holster. Then, because he always
liked an ace in the hole, he took time to
open the closet, carry out the golf bag
and get from its hidden compartment a
second automatic, a box of slugs and his
small makeup kit. These he distributed
in his pockets so there wouldn’t be any
telltale bulges.

Finally he hurried out and headed for
the elevators. He wasn’t sure what he
was getting into, but he couldn’t afford
to risk not doing what Yvette demanded.
There was always the chance she might
be on the level.

Outside the hotel, Van didn’t even
look for a carriage. It was best for him
to be on foot in case he was being fol-
lowed. If he was, he wanted to know it.

He walked fast, with long, loping strides
that covered the ground rapidly. Before
he reached the outskirts of town, he was
positive that nobody was on his trail.

It was half an hour Before he ap-
proached the vicinity of Bruger’s place
and recognized it quickly enough, hav-
ing seen the two-story, sprawling build-
ing during one of his sightseeing trips.
The place was dark and apparently de-
serted. He stood behind a palm tree for
a few moments, considering the situa-
tion, and realizing that if this was a
trap, it would be a good one. Still, the
lure of those documents was strong —
worth taking any risk for. He moved out
and in the direction of the front door.

As Yvette had told him, the door was
not locked and he stepped into a cheaply
furnished foyer where there was a check
room, some telephones and a few old-
fashioned chairs. He  crossed this and
entered what seemed to be a large dining
room complete with tables, chairs and a
greasy smell. Van returned to the foyer
and found an ordinary door which opened
easily, and he was in the game room.

BRUGER’S offered every conceivable

device for making a man part with
his money the easy way. There were
roulette tables, bird cages, card tables,
slot machines and even a battery of
phones over which racing results were
obtained.

The room was cluttered, untidy, and
the bar at the far end was littered with
dirty glasses. Apparently the place would
not be cleaned until the next morning.
A weak electric light bulb burned at one
side of the bar, throwing more shadows
than light, but it served to keep him from
bumping into tables and chairs as he
made his way forward.

If Yvette was here, there were no
signs of her—or of anyone else, for that
matter. Van was wondering whether or
not he had been the victim of a hoax.
Perhaps a scheme to get him out of the
way temporarily while steps were taken
to gather in Yvette and her precious
briefcases. )
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vantage in the book if he expected to
take this man.

A thick arm wound around him in a
bear hug. The man’s other arm followed
and the squeeze started. It was a killing
hold, but murder was obviouslv what this
giant had in mind. Van jerked his head
up quick and hard. It cracked against
the big man’s chin and the saueeze
loosened. Van broke out of it, deliver-
ing a couple of powerful stomach punches
as he moved.

The big man came in once more, ap-
parently oblivious to the pain. Van
pasted him on the nose again, and this
hurt. As the big man’s face contorted
in agony, Van hit his nose a third time.
Then something happened. Van never
did know what it was, but he was aware
of a crashing blow just above the heart.
He must have run head-on into a loon-
ing fist. At any rate all the breath left
his lungs and intense pain shot uoward
through his left side. He staggered back
and the giant charged in again, intent on
the kill.

Van ducked, dived for the man’s legs
and tripped him. As the brute crashed
to the floor, he kicked out with his free
leg. The heel of his shoe hit Van square-
ly on the jaw and broke his hold. Van
was positive, ‘at that moment, that his
jaw was broken, but there was nothing
else to do but keep up the fight. There
would be no surrender in this one. It
was Kkill or be killed. This was no ordi-
nary battle he was fighting. It was a
small part of a cold war gone hot in this
remote place. It was a fight between
ideologies, not men, though his brutal
antagonist probably didn’t understand
that. :

Van was in pain. It started at the base
of his chin, shot upward around his eyes
and into his skull. He lay there, looking
as if all the fight was out of him, and
sensed what was coming next. The big
man scrambled to his feet with an ex-
clamation of joy, drew back one foot,
prepared to finish the job he had started.
That was when Van reached out with
both hands, grabbed the fellow’s ankle

and, in the act of tripping the man,
wrenched the ankle as hard as he could.

The giant howled in pain and surprise
as he landed on his back with a thud that
shook every bottle in the place. Before
he could get up, Van swarmed over him.

-It was almost fantastic, this battle fought

only by the ray of a flashlight which
never left the battlers.

Van was lifted bodilv and hurled to
one side. He scrambled to his feet. well
aware of the enormous strength in that
giant of a man. But he was waiting and
ready when the big man came in again
with one of his now familiar charges.

This time Van sidestepped neatlv and
let the big man go on under the built-up
speed of his own rush. When he crashed
against the bar, Van went into action.

Before the giant could get set, Van

. seized his right wrist. nulled it around

and un in a hammer lock. He put all the
strength he possessed behind the wrest-

-ling trick and managed to lift the big

man’s arm high.

Half-crouched, Van suddenly brought
his shoulder up and under the big man’s
armpit. It was a trick he knew well, but
had never used before. However, this
seemed to be the time to put it to the
test. Van was fighting for his life and
knew it.

He half-lifted the big man Wwith the
fierce upthrust. He heard a cracking
sound followed by a wild scream of pain
and knew that the big man’s arm was
out of joint.

IT WASN'T a permanently crippling
technique, but it cut his attacker down
to normal size. Van let go of the wrist,
grabbed both the man’s arms and spun
him around. Now there remained only

“the matter of chopping him down and

he started to work with considerable
relish. It was the Phantom’s first physical
encounter with the forces that had turned
the world into an uneasy armed camyg
and, while the odds had been distinctly
against him, he was now master of the
situation.

The big man tried to use his left arm,
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but he was too clumsy and in too much
pain. As Van plastered him with punches
he became aware that the flashlight ray
seemed stronger. Whoever was holding
it was moving in closer. Van wound up
a haymaker, poised his fist as if pains-
takingly gauging the blow, then sudden-
ly spun around, still in the half-crouch.
He leaped in the direction of the man
with the-flash.

Van had covered only half the distance
when there was a rush of feet. Fists and
feet battered at him from all directions.
Someone got a handful of his hair and
pulled his head back while another man
used the side of his hand against Van’s
throat. There was a terrific blow along-
side his head. His flailing arms weren’t
finding any targets though he was certain
that at least four men were pounding him
into unconsciousness.

Then came a blinding crash as a fist
hit him full in the face. Van’s senses did
a flin-flop and his knees buckled. He felt
the floor against his cheek, dimlv saw
several pair of feet near his head. Then
they moved back and the ennrmous feet
of the giant came into view. One of them
drew back. Van did his best to roll with
the kick, but he had no idea whether or
not he succeeded. There was no way to
avoid being kicked. All he could do was
try to soften the blow. When it landed,
Van skidded along the floor a yard or
two before he came to a stop.

He thought he heard a yell of triumph,
but it only lasted for the brief second
before unconsciousness robbed him of all
pain, and the knowledge that he was
beaten. . .

The first of which Van was consciously
aware was a spinning sensation that went
on and on.
bright light in his eyes. He should be
dead, but would there be such sensations
in a dead man? He opened his eyes, but
closed them again—quickly. The light
was blinding.

As consciousness became clearer he was
aware that he was lying in a bed, covered
up, and wearing pajamas. How could
this have happered? The last he knew

Somebody was flashing a -

before he had blacked out was that a band
of killers had him down and were mov-
ing in for the finish. He couldn’t be alive!

He tried to open his eyes again, a little
at a time now, so that they were mere
slits at first. There was something fa-
miliar about his surroundings. That chair,
for instance—he’d sat in it. It was a com-
fortable chair, though it seemed strange
that he should know this.

Someone — a complete stranger — was
looking down at him with a worried ex-
pression. Van opened his eyes all the
way and was startled to find that he was
in the bedroom of his own hotel suite.
He still didn’t recognize the man who
was looking down at him, but when this
man moved away a more familiar face
came’ into view. Nagel, the distillery
owner, was smiling and nodding.

“Ah!” he said. “You are waking up.”

Van wanted to tell him he was all
right. to ask what had hannened, but he
coulén’t move his mouth. The jaws were
held rigid and felt uncomfortable. He
worried an arm out from under the
covers and managed to touch his face with

‘his hand. He seemed to be covered with

bandages.

The worried face of the other man re-
placed Nagel’s, but it wasn’t quite so
worried now. He said, “Mr. Van Loan,
you responded to treatment much faster
than the average patient. How do you
feel? Or wait —you cannot talk, you
know. Your jaw is broken. Two serious
fractures.”

VAN nodded slowly, wondering why
the effort didn’t create any pain. He
struggled to sit up. but the man promptly
and gently pushed him back.

“I’'m Doctor Grenfell,” he said. “My
offices are just around the corner from
your hotel. I was summoned, and did
what I could. Does your head hurt?”

Van indicated that it did not. The
doctor actually smiled this time. “Very
good. You are going to be all right,
though it will take some time. I shall
have to operate on your jaws, Mr. Van
Loan. But you have nothing to fear. The
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surgery is simple and you will have the
best of care. I have brought a male nurse
here to look after you. One of the best.”
He looked around and raised his voice
slightly. “Humbert—come here.”

A bulky, powerful-looking man came
into view. He had a wide, simple face
and small, piggish eves, thick lips, and a
receding chin. In bulk he faintly re-
minded Van of the giant who had tried
to kill him.

Humbert had a Cockney accent, not
pronounced enough to make him difficult
to understand, but it was there. “We’ll
’ave you in shape to go 'ome in no time at
all. sir. No time at all.” :

Van nodded and wished he could
speak. There was no pain, but his iaws
were held together as if by a vise. Grad-
uallv he became aware of the pressure
of the bandage and although it seemed
to cause a certain amount of pain, it was
more like a dull ache.

Nagel came back into view. He pulled
up a chair and sat down. Van wondered
if the gleam in Nagel’s eyes was sar-
donic.

Nagel said, “You’ve had a rough time
of it, Van Loan. Very rough. I havpened
to find you, you know. Quite early this
morning. Around two-thirty, I'd say.
Couldn’t sleep so I'd been taking a walk.
Happened to pass by Bruger’s gambling
house and heard a commotion. So I
popped in, and four or five men prompt-
ly popped out the back door. I found
you on the floor.”

Convenient, Van thought, and more
than slightly coincidental.

Nagel went on, “You were lucky, too.
I surprised them before they could lift
your wallet »r watch. I wonder why you
were in that section of town at such an
hour of the morning. We consider our
island a safe place in which to live, but
like everywhere else, a man can’t go out
courting danger without meeting it,
sooner or later.”

Especially, Van thought, when that
danger was manufactured, deliberate,
and lying in wait.

Nagel said, “Your friends have been

making inquiries. Matter of fact, some
of them are in the living room right now.
Ann Lansing seems much worried. Would
you like to see her?”

Van nodded, cursing his inability to
speak. Nagel got up, talked to the doctor
in whispers for a few seconds, then dis-
appeared. In a moment Ann Lansing
was standing beside the bed and with
her was the British Overseas Airlines
pilot who had been her escort earlier.

Ann said, “Oh, Van, what a terrible
thing to happen! And after the way I
practically hooted at vou in Westcott’s
restaurant. Still, you did play me a dirty
trick.”

Van tried to talk with his eyes, and
finally Ann understood. She touched her
uniformed companion on the arm. “This
is Bill Riley, an old friend of mine. When
you stood me up, Bill just happened to
phone— No, doggone it, that’s a lie. I
dated him even though I knew you were
going to meet me. I tried to call you, but
got no answer. So you see I'm not quite
as thoughtless as you, Van. You never
even called me.”

Van’s eyes twinkled and he gave a nod
of greeting to Bill Riley. The pilot start-
ed to grin. “Don’t pay any attention to
Ann, Mr, Van Loan. She’s just a born
screwball, but a nice one. If she made a
date with you for last night, she was
double dating because we'd had a date
arranged for more than a week. Don’t
fall for this act she’s putting on.”

Ann said, “I know you can’t speak,
Van. The doctor says he has to wire your
jaws or something. I suppose you’ll have
to go home now, and that’s a dirty
shame.”

OULD all of this mischief have been

done for the purpose of sending him
home? It was one way to get rid of
Frank Havens’ contact man. Yet he
doubted it—killing was so much easier. .
But why, then, hadn’t they killed him?
Nagel might have shown up just when
they were set to carry out their plans,
but-a man could be killed in a fraction
of a second.
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He thought of Yvette, pulled an arm
out from beneath the blankets and indi-
cated by writing in the air that he want-
ed a pencil and some paper. Bill Riley
provided a dog-eared notebook and a
pencil. :

Van took them and wrote:

Have you seen Yvette?

Ann shook her head from- side to side
and looked puzzled.
Van wrote:

She may be dead. Find out if
she returned last night.

“T will,” Ann promised. “The first
thing I'll do, and I'll let you know.”
Then Van wrote:

Destroy what I've written and keep quiet
about Yvette.

Ann ripped the page out of the note-
pook, tore it into strips and put them in
her purse.

“Don’t worry, Van. Is there anything
else I can do?”

He wanted to say, “Not now,” but all
he could do was shake his head.

Ann said, “I'll be back later. And re-
member, I'm your friend. It'll put me in
soft with my boss, too, so don’t forget
to tell him.”

Van chuckled beneath the bandages
and thought that Ann was an excellent
tonic for any sick man—even his kind
who didn’t feel sick at all, just bruised
and sore.

Dr..Grenfell stopped beside the bed a
moment later. “I’'m going now, Mr. Van
Loan. But I'll be back later today. Hum-
bert will take good care of you. You may
see anyone you like—and don’t worry.
'l fix you up like new.”
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CHAPTER XII
THE SHAPE OF THE SCHEME

UMBERT fussed over Van for

a while, straightening the
sheet and the light blanket,
raising him up while he
fluffed the pillows, then sat
down in a chair in the corner.
Half an hour later Cedric
Westcott came in.

Westcott said, “I'm sorry to hear about
this, Van Loan. Have you any idea who
was responsible?”

Van shook his head,

“We've been bothered by similar inci-
dents lately—something new for the is-
lands, but I suppose such things happen
everywhere. I wanted to send over some
lunch, but they tell me you won't be eat-
ing for a while. Just taking fluids through
a glass sipper. A rough break, I'd call
it.”

But not quite rough enough, Van was
thinking. His wits had cleared, he could
feel the strength in his muscles and he
felt alert and ready for anything, even
if half his head was covered by bandages.

After Westcott left Van dozed for a
time. Humbert never left the room and
every few moments he came over to the
bed and stood there, looking down.
Around three in the afternoon Van had
another visitor. Bruger, looking as sloppy
as ever, came in and sat down beside
the bed. He was smiling broadly.

“Well,” he asked, “have you had
enough, Van Loan?”

Van felt like slugging him, but all he
could do was lie there in silence.

Bruger said, “You should have taken
up my proposition. I have been of-
fered”—he looked over his shoulder at
Humbert who was reading a magazine,
and lowered his voice to a whisper—
“fifty thousand dollars. That is right—
fifty thousand beautiful American dollars.
By the other side. They want to know
who Maget is.”

Bruger leaned back, lit one of his cigars
and deliberately blew the smoke into
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Van’s face. “It is too bad you cannot
speak, my friend, because I should like
to know if you would pay fifty thousand
to know who Maget is, and another fifty
_thousand if I identified Zarnow. You can
see I know everything. I am no fool.”

If Van had ever had any doubts about
that, they were dispelled now. Bruger
was clever, shrewd, and absolutely with-
out the slightest sense of fair play. Who-
ever paid the most would.get what he
knew. Van signaled for pencil and paper.
Bruger provided them so promptly and
eagerly that Van began to wonder if
Bruger had had an offer from Zarnow
or his men.

Van wrote:

Can’t do business now. Will meet your terms
later if you will wait.

Bruger crumpled the paper and put it
into his pocket. “I will wait, but not too
long. They are going to operate tomor-
row, the doctor tells me. A day or two
and you should be able to speak. I will
give you three days which is being fair.
All you have to hope for is that the other
side does not raise the price.”

He got up with a smirk of satisfaction,
rotated the panama hat around one finger
for a few seconds, then walked away. Van
settled back to think.

Where was Yvette? Had she been part
of the scheme to trap him? Or had she
really made the appointment in all hon-
esty, gone there with the briefcases, been
robbed of them and murdered? It was
highly possible. There was one way of
knowing. Nagel had said when he sur-
prised the killers they had fled. If Nagel
was telling the truth, the killers wouldn’t
have been able to take a corpse with
them in their flight. Not without Nagel
seeing. Therefore, if Yvette couldn’t be

found, it was fairly safe to assume she’d-

merely got up from the floor and scooted
off with the rest of the bunch. Van hoped
that Ann Lansing wouldn’t take too long.

Around four-thirty Ann came back,
alone this time. She gave a good exhibi-
tion of a girl calling on a sick friend until
Humbert strolled idly into the next room.

Then she bent and whispered into Van’s
ear.

“Yvette hasn’t checked out. Her things
are still in her room, but she hasn’t been
seen since last night. Something must
have happened to her, Van. What in the
world is this all about?”

HE SHOOK his head, glad enough that
he couldn’t talk because Ann had a
way of being insistent, and he wouldn’t
have been able to make any explanations.
“Are you sore about Bill Riley?” she
asked in an ordinary voice. Humbert
was wandering back into the room.

Van indicated that he was not.

“Bill's just an old pal.. He flies here
from London and Paris on a regular
schedule. Nice boy—but you’re nice, too.
Doggone it, this is a terrible way for you
to be. I have an idea you know so much,
if you could only speak.”

He smiled with his eyes and felt like
tearing the bandages away from his chin
and head. Ann finally patted his hand and
left. Van waited until he heard the outer
door close, then he slapped the bedcovers
until Humbert came over. Van indicated
by sign language that he wanted a drink
of water.

“Right you are,” Humbert said. “’Bout
time you got a pill, too. One shake and
you'll ’ave both.”

He came out of the bathroom with a
glass of water and a glass sipper. Van
held the glass while Humbert inserted
the sipper between his lips. Van took a
long drink. Humbert withdrew the sipper,
showed Van a small pill and worried it
into his mouth. With his tongue Van
promptly jammed the pill hard against a
back tooth. He sipped more water, pre-
tended to swallow with an effort, and
Humbert seemed satisfied.

“That’ll make you sleep. Leave it to
good old Doc Grenfell. He don’t believe
any of his patients ought to suffer any
pain. Couple of days and you’ll be right
as rain. Lay back now and close your
eyes, mister.”

Van turned on his side, sighed beneath
the bandages and pretended to compose
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‘movement and he always stood out, even
in a crowd. More, he was not mentally
equipped to cope with a shadow as
skilled as the Phantom. So it was only
about twenty minutes later, after a round-
about route whirh finally brought the
giant back to a point not more than half
a mile from his hotel, that the Phantom
saw him enter an apartment house.

The Phantom allowed three or four
minutes to go by, then entered himself.
The judicious use of a bill bought him
the information that the giant often came
here and always to see a man known as

Igor Igorsky. The giant had lied, saying.

he was unable to contact Igorsky and had
to wait to hear from him. The Phantom
was not surprised. These Soviet agents
were trained to believe that a lie is as
good as the truth, and that there was
nothing dishonorable about it. .

Money also bought the Phantom cer-
tain information about Igorsky. Elevator
operators often are a garrulous lot even
under ordinary circumstances, and plied
with a suitable amount of cash, some
bubble over the facts. A

Igorsky, it seemed, had been living here
for more than three years and occupied
one of the best suites. He wasn’t well
liked because of his miserliness and ar-
rogance, but he had never done any-
thing out of line.

The elevator operator said, “Far as we
know, he’s one of them white Russians.
Thinks the Czar oughta be back and
the Kremlin turned into his palace. May-
be he’s right. I don’t know much about
them things.”

“Does Igorsky live alone?” the Phan-
tom asked.

“He’s too tight to support a wife or a
girl friend. Anyway, the only dame
who’d go with him would have to be
blind. He ain’t so much to look at, and
he’s got the same kind of a disposition.”

The Phantom rode up to Igorsky’s floor.
He had no special reason for not showing
his hand. If Zarnow discovered that the
Phantom Detective was working against
him, it made little difference. As the
Phantom stepped out of the elevator, he

saw a door down the corridor open and_
the big killer came out. The Phantom
quickly darted around a corner and
stayed out of sight until after the fellow
was on his way down. Then he walked
briskly to Igorsky’s door and pressed the
buzzer.

The man who opened the door and stood
there blocking any attempt on the part
of the Phantom to enter, was a short man,
thin, with a pinkish complexion, a Van
Dyke beard, red-rimmed eyes that peered
out of thick glasses, and an antagonistic
manner. -

“Good afternoon, Comrade,” the Phan-
tom said. '

Igorsky’s eyes glistened with suspicion.
“What do you want? Who are you?”

THE Phantom moved as if to step into

the apartment. Ienrsky quickly put
a hand against the caller’s chest to hold
him back. The Phantom smiled, gave
Igorsky a hard shove and moved on in.
He closed the door and looked around
the place. It was lavishly furnished and
had expensive decorations, deep, com-
fortable furniture and a thick-piled rug.

The Phantom said, “I understand in
Russia each individual is allotted a cer-
tain living area—just about enough to
turn around in. You must be happy
here.”

“I shall call the management—"

“Sit down,” the Phantom said tartly.
“We’re beyond the stage of bluffing. The
man who just left you is no White Rus-
sian. He's red as a ripe pepper and so
are you. Now, shall we talk business
or do you want me to reveal the fact
that you're a Commy?”

“Before I agree to say one word, I want
to know who vou are.” Igorskv said.

“All right. I’'m the Phantom Detective.”

Igorsky sat down slowly. “So! You'
are said to be a clever man. Yes, I will
talk to you. What is it you wish to know?”

“The whereabouts of a man named
Richard Curtis Van Loan.”

Igorsky gave a start of amazement.
“Unfortunately,” he lied, “I have never
heard of him.”
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“We’ll pass it then. Now don’t tell me
you never heard of Zarnow.”

Igorsky said, “Yes. Yes, I have heard
of him. Who sent you here? To Nassau,
I mean? Are you now working as an
American spy?”

“That all depends upon how you clas-

sify a spy,” the Phantom said. “Let it go
that I'm here, I know what it’s all about,
and I'm not inclined to employ gentle
methods with plain, ordinary rats like
you and your kind.”
_Igorsky flushed. “I have heard much
about you, of course. Enough to realize
that it is of no use for me to bluff. Yes,
I am an accredited agent for my country.
Just as you are for yours—and we are
both on neutral soil. You can’t get away
with any more than we can.”

“I'd like to make a little bet on that,”

the Phantom said.
about Zarnow.”

“You understand he is an important
man. Perhaps the cleverest man in this
business. Certainly cleverer than you,
Phantom. But Zarnow is in Russia. Or
Europe, at least. He is not here.”

“You’re & liar,” the Phantom said
cheerfully. “But we’ll let that go, too. I
looked you up and came here for one
specific reason. Somewhere in Hungary,
your people have a friend of mine held a
prisoner. His name is Steve Huston.”

Igorsky shrugged. “I know nothing
about him.”™

“Perhaps you will—if you ask a few
questions of your friends. I simply want
you and the rest of your breed to know
one small fact. If anything has happened
to Steve Huston, something will hap-
pen to you and to Zarnow and the rest
of you here. Something drastic. You
might pass the word around. I know you
hold all the cards so far as Huston is con-
cerned, but I am willing to dicker if it
comes to that. However, should he be
dead, or should he be killed after this
moment, I’'m more than certain that your
Intelligence Division in Moscow is going
to wonder what happened to several of
its important agents. Is that quite clear,
Igorsky?”

“We were talking

“Yes, clear enough, though I cannot
help you.”

The Phantom suddenly bent over Igor-
sky, seized him by the lapels and hoisted
him to his feet. He pulled the man closer
and spoke in a harsh voice.

“But you do understand that I'll hold
you accountable. Also Zarnow and the
others. You infer that I am not in the
United States now, but remember this—
neither are you, and if it comes to a
showdown, the British authorities are
going to favor me.”

The Phantom flung him back into the
chair. He dusted his hands as if he'd
touched something objectionable, turned
and walked casually out of the suite. He
rang for the elevator, moved at a faster
clip down the hall and entered the fire
stairway. The elevator came to the floor,
the door opened and stayed that way a
moment. Then the operator shrugged,
closed it and dropped the car. The Phan-
tom went back to Igorsky’s apartment and
listened outside it.

IGORSKY was talking, in Russian. A
brief conversation of which the Phan-
tom understood nothing. Then Igorsky
hung up and the Phantom hurried away.
He had accomplished something, at any
rate. He had let Igorskv know that Steve
Huston’s welfare was precious to him.
Something might come of that, or it might
at least prolong Huston’s life. If he was
still alive.

A floor below, the Phantom rang for
the elevator and the garrulous operator
came up with it. More money exchanged
hands. ‘

The Phantom said, “Igorsky just made a
phone call. I noticed this building is
serviced by a switchboard, and Igorsky’s
call may be recorded. Can you find out
what number he called?”

“I can try, mister. If it means trouble
for that guy, it’ll be a pleasure. Hang
around the lobby for a few minutes. I’ll
see what I can do.” B

Within five minutes the elevator op-
erator told him that Igorsky had put
through a call to Harry Nagel's island
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talk. The only reason why they would
have murdered him was because they
either knew who Maget was and didn’t
need Bruger’s information, or they were
on the verge of finding Maget and wanted
Bruger out of the way before he could
spoil their plans.

Igorsky might have done the actual
killing. Or Nagel, or even Yvette. The
one thing the Phantom was certain of
was that he didn’t intend to carry_the
brunt of the blame. He picked up the
telephone and first called the American
consul’s office. After that, he put in a
call to the Nassau Police.

Before long, the Phantom was exolain-
ing to a Lieutenant Martinez the facts
which had led up to this killing. Martinez
was a dapper, likeable little man with
smooth manners.

He said, in perfect English, “So you are
the Phantom who is the so famous Ameri-
can detective. Ah, but one must make
sure of that. Is there any way you can
prove it?” :

“I could, if I had mv special badge
along, but it hapvens to be concealed in
my hotel room. However, I've called the
the American consulate, and they are
sending someone over.” :

“Good,” Martinez approved. “We shall
wait. With the death of Bruger there is
not much of a loss, but murder is murder,
and we cannot soften that charge because
the victim is an unsavory character.”

It was some time—more than two hours
—before the Phantom was cleared, and
then he explained in detail to Martinez.
“] came here to meet a mysterious per-
son called Maget. I was to be a contact
man.” '

“As the Phantom?” Martinez asked in
surprise. “But who knows who you are,
my friend?”

“It will come out anyway,” the Phan-
tom said. “I'm checked in as Richard
Curtis Van Loan and I really am Van
Loan. Also, Van Loan is supposed to be
dead.”

“Ah—éo,” Martinez said. “It is fortu-.

nate that you have proved ycur identity
and that the State Department in Wash-

ington has vouched for you.”

“Oh?” the Phantom queried. “Why is
that?”

“Because Richard Curtis Van Loan is
at this moment in- his hotel room recover-
ing from a jaw operation.”

“Are you sure of this, Lieutenant?”

“He was there at seven o’clock because
I saw him. Or what little you could see
with all those bandages. I wanted to in-
terview him about the attack which
caused his injuries. They would not per-
mit me to do so.”

“That’s it!” the Phantom cried. “That’s
why they tried to drug me, carry me out
to sea and drown me. They had a double
to take the place of Richard Curtis Van
Loan, someone who would fool Maget.
Lieutenant, am I free to leave?”

“Of course. If I can be of any as-
sistance—"

“Perhaps you can be, later, but right
now this is a one-man jeb. Thanks very
much. I'll keep in touch.”

The Phantom streaked out of the build-
ing, grabbed a carriage and had himself
driven as rapidly as possible to town. He
was seething with excitement now. The
scheme had taken form. He knew what
Zarnow was up to and only hoped he
was in time to balk the spy. No wonder
they had murdered Bruger. He wasn’t of
the slighest use any more, and certaintly
they wouldn’t have paid him for informa-
tion they were about to get for them-
selves. A

When The Phantom entered his hotel
he almost bumped into Ann Lansing and
Bill Riley, her escort. They were chat-
ting excitedly and looked much pleased
about something. Both passed the Phan-
tom on their way out without the slight-
est sign of recognition.

THEY were hardly out of the place

when Dr. Grenfell came rushing in
and bribed the elevator operator to take
him directly up. Apparently he also
bribed the boy to wait at the floor where
Van Loan’s suite was located, for the
car didn’t come down in answer to the
Phantom’s ring or those of several other
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guests. None of the other elevators were
in operation at this late hour, so there
was nothing to do but wait, or climb the
stairs.

The Phantom was about to do just that
when he saw the indicator arrow begin
moving. The car came down. The only
passenger was Dr. Grenfell, in even more
of a rush than before. The Phantom was
tempted to intercept the man, but in-
stead went up to the suite which was
his own as Van Loan, and pressed the
buzzer.

Humbert opened the door and promptly
tried to close it again, but the Phantom
gave him little chance. He shouldered
his way into the place and when Humbert
made a pass at him. the Phantom slugged
the Cockney, making the single punch
suffice to put the man out of the way for
a time.

As Humbert crumpled to the floor, the
Phantom hurried into the bedroom. A
man about the same build as Van Loan,
with the same color hair and eyes, was
getting out of bed. His face was covered
with bandages and he held a gun in one
hand.

The Phantom made a flying leap from
near the door, acting so fast that the Van
Loan double had no chance to get his gun
into position. The Phantom flattened the
man, wrenched the gun out of his hand,

and held him down while he proceeded

to remove the bandages.

The double looked like Van Loan only
so long as the bandages covered most of
his face. The Phantom held him pinned
down.

“Talk.” he said. “Dr. Grenfell was just
here. What did you tell him?”

“I do not know what you mean,” the
double said in a heavily accented voice.
“You have made a mistake.”

“I'm Zarnow,” the Phantom said. “Does
that mean anything to you?”

“Zarnow? I did not know. I am sorry,
Excellency. There was no way for me to
know.”

“Where did Grenfell go?”

“To find this young newspaper woman.
This American reporter.”

The Phantom raised the gun, slashed
down with it and Van Loan’s double
passed out without a sound. The Phan-
tom stuck the gun into his pocket, raced
out to the living room and cleared Hum-
bert’s sprawled-out form with a leap.
He hurried to the elevator, held his finger
on the button until the car came to the
floor, then told the operator to drop it,
express.

Ann Lansing’s hotel was close by and
he called her room from a lobby phone.
There was no answer and the desk clerk
said he was certain she hadn’t come in.
Perhaps. he suggested, she was at her
office. She had been spending a great
deal of time there these last couple of
davs. ‘

On the street. the Phantom broke into
a run. He could make it faster on foot
for some of the carriages which served
as transportation here were slow. His
hopes vanished when he saw the office
dark. It was in a small, one-story build-
ine in which were Frank Havens’ local
offices, and there were no other tenants.

Somewhat to his surprise the Phantom
discovered that the front door was not
tightly shut. He opened it and stepped
into an office equipped with two desks,
two typewriters and several filing cabi-
nets. As noiselessly as possible, he crossed
the office to a door which seemed to lead
into a back room. It opened into a short
hallway and he crept down this. He could
hear muffled singing in a low voice, and
slightly off key. It was Ann’s voice. He
felt considerably relieved. She would
hardly be singing if she was in any dan-
ger.

When he reached the doorway to a
larger back room, he saw a long work-
bench at the far end of it. Set up on this
was an apparatus for microfilming, and
Ann was busily engaged in taking shots of
one page of onion skin paper after an-
other.

N THE bench, at her elbow, lay a big
automatie, but the Phantom saw this
with only a passing glance. What inter-
ested him was the shadowy form of a man
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who was creeping across the room directly
behind Ann. He held a knife in his hand
and raised it as he neared her.

The Phantom’s gun came out of holster
quickly. The killer was almost close
enough to strike when, as he came within
range of the fluorescent lights above the
table, they threw his shadow on the wall.
Ann saw the movement and started to
reach for the gun as she whirled about.
The killer moved in fast, but he wasn’t as
fast as a bullet.

The Phantom fired one shot, aiming it
at the killer's right shoulder. As the
bullet tore through flesh and bone, the
killer screamed in pain and lurched
against the workbench. With his good
hand he frantically reached for the onion
skin papers.

The Phantom closed in fast, grabbed
the man, and spun him away from the
bench. Then he aimed his gun.

“Stay just as you are, Dr. Grenfell,” he
said in a cold voice. “I don’t know why
I didn’t put that slug through your head.
You're not only a doublecrossing -spy. but
you’re the type of man who’d knife a
woman in the back.”

Grenfell was clawing at his shoulder
and making growling sounds in his throat.
Suddenly in sheer desperation, he lunged
at the Phantom’s gun. It went up, crashed
down again and Grenfell’s skull was un-
der it. The doctor tumbled to the floor.

The Phantom turned around, gun at a
slant, with a broad smile on his face. The
smile faded. Ann held that automatic of
hers pointed straight at the Phantom and
she looked as if she would use it any
second.

“Hold on, Ann!” he said. “I'm your
friend.”

“l never saw you before in my life.
Stay back—keep away from me or I'll
shoot. I'swear I will!”

“I’m the Phantom. Frank Havens sent
me here.”

“Maybe you are. Nobody knows who
the Phantom is. But also maybe Mr.
Havens didn’t send you at all.”

“You're going to know who the Phan-
tom is, Ann.” :

~
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“I'll say I am-—if you are the Phantom.
Because I've got a gun to back me up.”

“You were able to read that note, the
phony one from Maget, that night on the
terrace. I suppose you were standing ex-
actly right to get some of the light from
inside Westcott’s place.”

“How do you know that?” she de-
manded.

“I was there, Ann. I was with you.”

“Now I know you’re lying. The only
person with me was Richard Curtis Van
Loan and, believe me— Wait a minute!
It could be, at that. Tell me something.
Where were you going early last evening?
Around seven o’clock?” ’

“On a date with you which I broke be-
cause Yvette came along.”

“Uh-huh. And did you see me later
that night?”

“T did. You came into Westcott’s place
with Bill Riley and you quite properly
made me think a blizzard had come into
the room with you.”

“And so you’re both Van Loan and the
Phantom?”

“Yes, double identities are trifles in
this business, Ann.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“You. have two identities. You’re Ann
Lansing and—Maget.”

The gun wavered slightly. “So—you’ve
guessed that too.”

“I guessed it pretty well that night we
were on the terrace and the note was
thrown at me. Two things gave you away.
One of your own doing, the other was
Zarnow'’s fault.”

NN answered him coldly.
“Perhaps you'd explain that.”
“Why not? I believed Maget was a
man. There was no particular reason why
I should have, but I assumed it. Then

- Zarnow had that phony message sent be-

cause he wanted to lure me into a trap.
Zarnow knew Maget was a woman, be-
lieved I also knew it and therefore en-
closed a woman’s perfumed handker-
chief.”

“And where did I slip?”

“That was simple. You held the note
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tered the Phantom’s mind until it was
too late, and now he blamed himself for
her capture. But he intended to bring the
situation to some sort of a stalemate and
quickly.

He went in by the service entrance
again, got off the elevator at Yvette's
floor and pressed the buzzer to her suite.
Almost at once she wanted to know who
it was. The Phantom, during his long
career, had become proficient at imitating
the voices of others and when he- told
Yvette it was Dr. Grenfell. the voice that
spoke was remarkably like the doctor’s.
Yvette opened the door quickly.

“Idiot!” she said before it was all the
way open. “What happened—"

The Phantom’s gun was at a level. He
took no chances with any of these people,
male or female.

He said, “Good morning, Yvette. I'm
glad to find you all dressed. It saves a lot
of embarrassment for both of us. You're
coming with me.”

“But—but I do not know who you are!”
— “I'm the Phantom, and if you believe
that being a woman will make me handle
you gently, think again. I've met women
like you before. Come along.”

“Go with you?” she asked, and there
was genuine fear in her eyes.

“You hear well. Shall we leave now?”
He grasped her arm tightly, refused to let
her take her handbag along, and led her
to the service elevator.

Ten minutes later he escorted her into
Ann’s office and to the room behind it:
There he told her to sit down while he
went to the supply closet and dragged
[gorsky out.

The bearded Red was conscious, and
badly frightened. The Phantom removed
the man’s gag, but left the ropes on. He
turned a straight-backed chair around,
straddled it and kept his gun ready.

“So here we are,” he said. “Zarnow has
Ann Lansing and I've got you two. Two
for one. Do you think Zarnow will bar-
gain with me?”

Yvette had recovered her wits and she
gave a contemptuous laugh. “What will
you do with us if Zarnow refuses to bar-

gain? Kill us? I do not think so. You
Americans are much too soft for that.”

“I wonder,” the Phanton said.

“You do not kill women,” Yvette went
on. “Perhaps you could save this Ann
Lansing if you have something more im-
portant than Igorsky and me to trade.”

“Meaning Danowski’s papers? I won't
need them, Yvette.”

“So then we stay here. What happens
to Ann in the meantime? She is Maget,
a dangerous enemy of ours. Zarnow will
not let her live long.”

“I know. That’s why I wasted no time
either. There’s a telephone on that work-
bench. I suggest you phone Zarnow or
whoever has Ann, and tell that person
you and Igorsky will pay if anything hap-
pens to her.”

“Nonsense!” Yvette said. She glanced
at Igorsky. “Do not let this man frighten
you. He will do nothing to us. Nothing,
I tell you.” ,

“I am silent,” Igorsky said. “What is
there to fear?”

The Phantom spoke casually. “It’s true,
I wouldn'’t dirty my conscience with kill-
ing you two. It isn’t necessary, because
I can have it done for me. All legal and
pretty.”

“What do you mean?”
manded.

“Just this. You two murdered Bruger
last night.”

Yvette de-

YVETTE bit the lipstick on her lower

lip. “That is a lie!” she exclaimed.

“You forget, I was there,” the Phantom
said. “One of you ‘even went so far as to
lock me in the room with Bruger’s body,
hoping I'd get into trouble with the polce.
But you didn’t have time to do anything
with the wires of his private telephone.
Nor did it occur to you that I'm somewhat
of a law officer myself, without authority
perhaps, but policemen all over the free
world will cooperate with me. A Lieu-
tenant Martinez is doing that now and he
has commissioned me to find the mur-
derers of Herr Bruger.”

“You cannot prove anything,” Yvette
said defiantly. :
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“But I was there. You keep forgetting
that. I can prove your motive, I can place
you at the scene of the crime. I can tear
down your reputation so that a jury will
believe any evidence against you and I
can deliver enough so that you will be
convicted.”

Yvette sneered. Igorsky was worried-
looking. The Phantom laid it on thicker.

“This is part_of the British Empire and
they have no reason to admire your kind
of people. Also, they have a habit of ex-
ecuting murderers by the noose and, as
you probably know, they never let sym-
pathy for a woman interfere with their
ideas of justice.”

“Yvette,” Igorsky said, “it is possible—"

“You have a choice and it will have to
be made fast. Either Ann goes free and
unharmed or a hangman will likely
stretch your necks. In any event you will

have proved yourself inefficient, and in- .

efficiency in your part of the world is
usually handled in a definite manner.
Dead people cannot make any more mis-
takes.” ‘

Yvette was chewing her lip again. She
said, “I can promise nothing.”

“But you will try. There’s the phone.
Delay strengthens the chance of Ann be-
ing harmed and if she is, you two are
finished. I'd"advise you to get busy.”

Yvette went to the phone. “If we ar-
range this, you will let us go? Is that
your promise?”

“I’ll be happy to get rid of you.”

CHAPTER XVIII
THE TripLE CRoOSS

GORSKY nodded frantically
for Yvette to go ahead. The
call she .made the Phantom
recognized. Yvette was get-
ting in touch with someone
on Nagel’s island.

Whoever it was she called
seemed to have answered the phone hur-
riedly for she immediately began telling
her story. She did a lot of listening, too,
finally hung up and turned around to face

the Phantom.

“It is done,” she said. “Ann Lansing
has not been harmed and she will not be.
Tonight, at eight o’clock, she will be
brought to-a table at Westcott’s restau-
rant. You will bring Igorsky and me there
and an exchange will be made. Zarnow
hopes that will be a satisfactory arrange-
ment.”

“You don’t know how satisfactory,” the
Phantom said. “All along I've wanted to
know if Zarnow was in this part of the
world. Thanks for telling me he is. And
now I’'m going to tie you up, too, Yvette.
I need some rest myself and don’t intend
for you and Igorsky to keep me from
getting it.”

She didn’t protest when he trussed her
to a chair. He examined Igorsky’s ropes
again, then went out to the front office.
The city was beginning to wake up and
stir now, but nobody would come to this
office. Ann was the only employee.

The Phantom picked up a telephone
and made a call. It was lengthy, and he
did a lot of talking. But when he finished,
he seemed highly satisfied. Then he re-
turned to the back room, sat down and
dozed lightly. . . .

At five minutes of eight that evening,
the Phantom herded Yvette and Igorsky
into Westcott’s dining room. The place
was well filled, but Westcott himself came
forward when he recognized Yvette.

“Your table is ready, Miss Tafler,” he
said, bowing. “It is a good thing your
friends reserved it because we seem to be
exceptionally busy this evening. Just
come this way, please.”

Westcott merely glanced at the Phan-
tom, showing no signs of recognition. He
didn’t seem to know Igorsky, either.
Yvette followed Westcott, with Igorsky
behind her. The Phantom brought up at
the rear, one hand in his coat pocket, eyes
scanning the occupants of the tables he
passed. Westcott led them to a table near
the rear of the place and held a chair for
Yvette. ’

When she sat down, she fingered her
napkin nervously. Igorsky was pale and
worried. The Phantom appeared to be
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and they’re not quite so simple.”

“If you will please name them?”

Van said, “How come a dirty little punk
like you happens to be mixed up in this?
Or—no matter. My terms are these.
Steve Huston will be placed aboard one
of those bumboats and he will be accom-
panied by only one man. There is a light-
house three miles off Nagel’s island. The
bumboat will proceed to a point directly
opposite the lighthouse and one mile off
shore.”

“Yes,” Igorsky said eagerly.
understand.”

“Wait a minute,” Van said. “I'm not
finished yet. I'll come to that spot in an-
other bumboat—alone. If these conditions
are met, I'll hand over the. papers for
Steve Huston. If there’s a doublecross. I'll
at least have an even chance with only
one man against me.”

“I can promise vour terms will be met.”

“Mind you, if there are anv other craft
in the vicinity, I won’t show up. Steve
Huston is important to me, but these pa-
pers are even more important to you.
There will be a fair exchange or none at
all.” '

“Of course. Of course.”

“And one more thing. Steve Huston
had better be sound in health and body.
I wouldn’t like it if he wasn’t.”

“I assure you he has been well treated.
Nothing has happened to him. Nothing
at all.”

“All right then. Make the arrange-
ments. Two hours from now. That brings
us to half past eleven. Remember, I won’t
give you people another chance.”

Igorsky scurried out of the room as if
he were being pursued. Van Loan waited
ten minutes before he stuck the gun back
into its holster, stuffed the onion skin
papers back into the briefcases and, on
a hunch, took a second gun and more bul-
lets out of a golf bag.

“Yes, 1

E LEFT his suite, took an elevator to
the lobby, and left the hotel by the
-front door. When he had walked half a
dozen blocks he started evasive tactics.
If he was being followed, the shadow or

shadowers were shaken off by the time he
reached the pier where Bill Riley’s sloop
was just putting in. Ljeutenant Martinez’
men had reached Riley to make this ap-
pointment,

Van Loan leaped aboard before the
sloop could be tied up. Riley met him
with outstretched hand.

“How is Ann?” he asked. “I've been
going nuts worrying about her.”

“In an hour or two she’ll be stepping
off a plane at LaGuardia Airport,” Van
said. :

“Swell,” Riley said, and suddenly
brought a gun from behind him. “Now
suppose you tell me how you’re mixed up
in this, Van Loan?”

Van laughed. “I'm afraid my secret is
coming out, Bill. I'm the Phantom Detec-
tive. The last time we met was at Ann’s
office where Grenfell had just tried to
kill her and I asked vou to take Grenfell
awayv on this sloop. What’s more, I'm in
a position to prove it now. Look at this.
Perhaps you recognize it.”

Van Loan opened his closed fist and
starlight picked up the high points of the
jewels which encrusted a gold badge
fashioned in the shave of a domino mask.
It was the Phantom’s identifying badge,
known all over the world.

Riley lowered the gun and relaxed.
“I’ve heard about that badge. Okay, I'm
satisfied.” :

“And how is our friend, Dr. Grenfell?”

“Locked in a cabin below. We've
been far from shore. Handling a sloop
without a crew is no easy job.”

“I’ll help you,” Van Loan said. “We've
got a date to keep.”

“You name it, Van Loan.”

“We're to make rendezvous with a bum-
boat a mile off the lighthouse beyond
Nagel’s island. I'm to be alone in an-
other bumboat so we’ll have to get one
and make it fast to the stern. Can you
manage that?”

“Easy. Wait here. I won’t be five min-
utes.”

Riley leaped ashore and disappeared
in the darkness. It took him ten minutes
instead of five. But when he came back,
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he was standing in the stern of a bum-
boat and poling it close to the sloop. Van
ran aft, threw him a line and Riley made
it fast before he swarmed aboard the
sloop.

“I’ve cut this a bit close,” the Phantom
said. “Mainly so they won’t have much
chance to scheme. They'll be tricky as
it is.”

Riley maneuvered the sloop out into the
harbor and turned it up the channel in
the direction of Nagel’s island. He was
frowning darkly as he guided the wheel

“Is Nagel behind this?” he asked.

“I’m not sure, Bill.”

“I hope he is. Had him as a passenger
out of Paris once and a nastier guy never
drew breath. Ann thought he might be
Zarnow.”

“I thought so, too. Maybe we’ll find out
before long. Has Grenfell been acting
up?"

“Plenty, but I busted him on the nose
a couple of times and he’s sulking down
in the cabin. You won’t have any trouble
with him.”

Van Loan chuckled. “He’ll be surprised
to see me, after arranging my death and
being so certain his plans worked. If
there was time, I'd face him just for the
pleasure of seeing him react. Can you
make it in one hour?”

“Half an hour. This craft is speedy
and we've got the current with us. Tide,
too. What’s going to happen. when we
get there?”

“You stand off half a mile and be ready
to run. I'll take the bumboat and meet
our friends.”

Riley said,
alone?”

“That’s the agreement.”

“You're crazy! One of these bumboats
is big enough to conceal half a dozen
men. Those babies are loaded with tricks
of that kind. They’ll blow you to pieces,
get the papers, and keep Huston. It won’t
work!”

“You're actually going

AN shrugged. “We all have to take
chances. I'm armed.”
“They’ll have tommy-guns. I'm telling

you i T-no good!”

“Just the same, I'm going. Steve Hus-
ton rates any risk I have to take. He's
taken enough for me in his day.”

“I wish a guy liked me that much,”
Riley grumbled. “Okay, suppose it hap-
pens like I say. What do I do then?”

“Run back to Nassau. Turn Grenfell
over to a police lieutenant named Marti-
nez and tell him to send every available
man to Nagel’s island. That’s your job,
Bill, if I mess things up.”

“It’s not things that’ll be messed up,
Van. It's you. Holy smokes, this is the
craziest idea!”

“Look,” Van said patiently. “I expect
trouble, so I'll be ready to deal with it.
Those people are tricky, but complete
egoists. They think they're so smart no-
body will see through them, while actu-
ally they’re transparent. If there’s shoot-
ing, I'll do my:share.”

They became too busy navigating the
craft to talk any more, but every Jtime
Van saw Riley’s face, it was wrinkled

. with worry.

The sea was calm, there was no moon,
but starlight reflected against the water
and they were able to see the bumboat
drifting close by the appointed spot
when they reached it. At Van’s order,
Riley heaved to.

Riley said, “Are you still going through
with this cockeyed idea?”

“I must.”

“But it won’t get you anything. They’ll
kill you and kill Huston, too. What’s the
sense to both of you losing your lives?
You just don’t know these people.”

“I think I do.”

“Want to bet there aren’t four or five
men in that bumboat, flattened out so
you can’t see them?”

“I fully expect that there are.”

“Then, why— Oh, what’s the use?
Look, I'm an Irishman who fought all
through the war with the British. I was
captured by the Germans, escaped, and
worked in the European Underground. -
When the war was over, I started fight-
ing those Communists. I know them like
a book. Won’t you take the word of an
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shoes around his neck and was ready.

Riley called to him and Van went over
to the grim-faced Irishman. Riley said,
“I sort of proved my theory, don’t you
think? You wouldn’t have had a chance.
And Grenfell isn’t much of a loss to our
way of life. He was their head man in
Nassau.”

“You win.” Van said. “But from here
on, I handle this my own wav. Thanks,
Riley. You'll find Ann in New York.
Just look up Frank Havens and he’ll tell

you where she is. So long. It’s time I

took to the water.”

“I wish I could go with you,” Riley
said. “Maybe I'll make it back in time
for the fireworks. At any rate — here’s
hoping.” :

Van Loan climbed over the rail, leaned
forward and let go. He went into a vper-
fect dive, hit the water cleanlv and start-
ed swimming. It wasn’t far to the isl-nd
and he had to reach it before the bum-
boat returned to it. ;

In less than fifteen minutes:he crawled
up on a rocky beach near the northern
tip of the island, some distance from
Nagel’s sprawling house. He put on his
wet shoes, rested a few moments while
he examined both his guns and made
sure the water hadn’t impeded their ef-
ficiency. Then he struck out in the direc-
tion of the big house.

The bumboat was coming in, and he
moved quickly to the dock, reaching it
in plenty of time. Two men were stand-
ing there waiting. Van slipped up care-
fully. He couldn’t afford to have any
warning given now. The pair stood close
together. Van slugged one of them with
a gun butt and had an arm around the
throat of the other before the fellow could
utter a sound. He brought up a knee into
the small of the man’s back, bent him
hard and held him that way in a choke
hold until he stopped squirming. An-
other minute and he was unconscious.
Van Loan lowered him beside his pal,
took a gun from each of them, and stuck
them into his belt.

The bumboat was close now. It hit the
end of the dock and two men sprang
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. ashore. They held the boat while a third

rd

man got off it. He was holding his arms
high into the air. Behind him was the
giant who had once tried to kill Van
Loan. )

Van leveled his gun-and fired once.
The giant tumbled backward into the
water. Van'’s gun flamed several more
times, and he called to Steve. Huston
started running. He couldn’t move fast,
but he used all the strength he had left.

- As he came near, Van threw him one

of the guns he had taken away from the
two men who were unconscious almost
at his feet. The red-headed reporter
started shooting the moment he had a
firm grip on the weapon.

Van said, “Back off, Steve!
heading for Nagel’s house.”

“I'll say we are,” Huston said grimly.
“I don’t know how you did this, Phan-
tom. but I'll say this much. I never gave
up hope until they sprayed that other
boat with bullets and blew it up with
grenades. That was the low point in my
life. believing they’d got you.”

“We’'ve got to hold them,” Van said.
“Help is on the way, but Zarnow is fin-
ished. They’re going to be plenty sur-
prised in Nassau when they find out
Zarnow is Westcott, the quiet, good-
natured restaurant owner.”

We're

THEY were retreating quickly now and
when they reached a path leading to
the big house, they broke into a run.
Someone was heading their way and Van
ducked into the shrubs at the side of the
path. So did Huston. A man with a
tommy-gun came running down the path.
They let him pass them before they
leaped. In a moment Huston threw away
the pistol and gripped the tommy-gun
with a lot of grim satisfaction. Then he
looked at Van Loan from close range
and almost dropped the gun.

“Hey — wait a minute!”
“You're not the Phantom!”

“Yes, Steve, I am. You've finally
learned the truth.”

“But Dick Van Loan! That—that’s—
I'm sorry. I know you're the Phantom

he cried.
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from the way you’re handling this. But
I also know you’re Van Loan, so you
must be telling the truth.”

“I am—and there’s no time for more
explanations now. The house is dead
ahead. They’re alarmed in there, but
they sent only one man out to see what
the shooting was all about, so maybe we
won’t have much trouble. Let’s go!”

Van burst through one of the French
doors, with Huston right behind him.
There were three people in the well-
lighted room. Nagel, Westcott and
Yvette.

“Don’t move!” Van ordered them.

Westcott growled something in a for-
eign tongue, but raised his arms. Nagel
sat down heavily. Yvette supported her-
self with both hands on the edge of a
table.

“It’s finished,” Van said. “That means
you, Westcott.”

Huston stepped forward a pace. “All
right, Zarnow, you once boasted to me
that you’d never be taken alive. This is
your chance to prove you were right.
Make a break. Just try it!”

“I am not a fool,” Westcott snapned.
“What do I have to fear? I have done
nothing.”

“Your men murdered Dr. Grenfell,”
Van said.

“Grenfell?” Westcott said in horror.

“He was taking my place in the bum-
boat. Grenfell was important to you,
wasn’t he? Back in the Kremlin they
won’t like it when they learn you had
him killed—even by mistake. But you
won’t have to worry about that. You
also arranged for the murder of Bruger,
and even if he was doublecrossing and
mercenary, he was still a human being.
You'll pay for that, Westcott—or Zar-
now.”

Nagel was suddenly on his feet. “Listen!
They made me do this. They made me
turn over my island to them. They've
got a lot of my goods in Europe and they
wouldn’t pay unless I cooperated. And—
and this two-timing female—"

“I know,” Van said. “She made quite
a play for you. She’s pretty good, at that.

I know that from my own experience.
—Now we’ll all move into the front hall-
way where there are no windows so your
friends—those who are left—can’t snipe
at us. Nassau police are on their way to
this island right now. As I said—it’s fin-
ished. . . .”

Twenty-four hours later Steve Huston
had lost some of his pallor and regained
a lot of his strength. He and Van Loan
sat in a room filled with short-wave
broadcasting equipment while one of
Lieutenant Martinez’ men patrolled cer-
tain wave lengths. They had a few mo-
ments to wait, however.

Van said, “I hope you're finally con-
vinced that I'm the Phantom, Steve.”

Huston grinned. ‘“You couldn’t have
made me believe it, Van, by simply tell-
ing me so. But I saw you work, and I
know you’re the Phantom all right.”

“How was it—over there, Steve?”

“Rugged. Very, very rugged. Zarnow
—or Westcott as he’s known here—was
in complete charge. I worked through
Ann Lansing, though I didn’t know her
real identity or the fact that she also
worked for Frank Havens. She’s a swell
kid, Van, and packed full of courage.”

AN nodded his agreement.

“I know. Well, Westcott and Yvette
and their men are behind bars. Nagel is
out on bond and while they probably
won’t do much to him, his ego is blasted
to bits. They made a fool of him.”

“You knew Westcott was Zarnow all
along, didn’t you, Van?”

“No. I only thought he might be. You
see, I knew Zarnow had been in Hungary
on a certain day, and it took just so much
time to fly here to Nassau. Bruger ar-
rived before Zarnow could possibly have
made it. Yvette came long afterward, and
Nagel was enroute from Europe at the
time things broke over there. Westcott,
however, said he’d been in Canada and
perhaps could have rigged the proof that
he was there, but the time element gave
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scars. No more hair on my chest. The
boss in?” '

“Ready and waiting. Good to have you
back, Stevie.” _

And it was good to be back, where the
ice was cold, where you saw a blonde
now and then, where the dance music
wasn’t all rhumba and samba, where you
could cross a street without watching for
the lugs with Lugers.

Steve pumped the eager hand of his
boss. Harold Cummings was a swell guy
to work for, one of the best bureau men
on the coast.

“Hi-ya, Cummings. Thanks for the
bonus. Now I want a vacation. We
won’t count the few weeks in the hospital
at Mexico City. That wasn’t vacation.
1 had a male nurse, imagine that? I used
to dream about—"

Cummings gave that little hand lift
that Steve knew so well. Cut the chat-
ter. Listen a minute.

“You deserve it, Steve. Honestly. And
you’ll get it. But there’s just one tiny

assignment here that I want you to han-

dle. Won’t take long. Then you can
have a week free.”

Steve groaned.

“Why me? Why not Rick, or Jake, or
anybody else? Why me?”

Cummings hunched forward earnestly.
“You've been away. You're not known.
I think you can do in a day what the
others can’t even get close to investigate
because they’re spotted. Will you listen?”

STEVE nodded. He pulled his chair up
to the desk and looked at diagrams
and got excited in spite of himself. He
was back home, being brought up to date.

The layout was a very big thing. The
boss had been playing chess with it the
whole year that he had been in Mexico.

It was bigger business than marijuana.
It was a several million dollar deal in
lost souls, representing more poppies than
bloom in Flanders fields. The poppy of
sleep, and dreams, and death.

“We’ve got the ship that’s been bring-
ing it over,” Harold Cummings said.
“Coast guard surrounded it last night off

San Francisco. The new delivery will
never be made. But a small portion of
the last delivery hasn’t been recovered.
We know the man, but can’t prove his
method or catch him with the opium.
That’s a job for you, Steve.”

Steve screwed lead up in his pencil
and pulled over a scratch pad.

“Name?”

“A Japanese houseboy, Johnny Shuko.
Works for Leonard King in Westwood.
Full time. Lives at King’s place. He
cooks, cleans, answers door. Does every-
thing. Small place. Just King and his
wife.”

“But he gets a day off,” Steve said.

“Yes. He gets on a bus at Santa
Monica Boulevard. He goes down to the
Oriental section and drinks Sake and
visits his friends, and that’s that. We
can’t nail him on pick-up, or on delivery.
We think he’s spotted all the agents we’ve
had on him.”

“He sounds very little,” Steve said.
“Almost too little to worry about. Why
don’t you just haul him in, if you’re
sure?”

“We want the rest of the opium.
There’s not much, and Johnny is very
little, compared to the ones we’ve already
got. But we’ve operated almost a hun-
dred percent on this and I'd like you to
make it a round figure for us. Ever hear
of CIliff Borders?” :

Steve grinned. It was like asking if
you’ve ever heard of Kit Carson. CIliff
Borders was a big, bad gambling king on
the West Coast, big and rich and un-
touched!

“I've heard.”

Cummings couldn’t keep the delight off
his face.

“We got him last night, right in the act
of paying off for the new shipment of
opium. The gambling was just a side-
line. His heavy money was in the nar-
cotics. Head guy, American, with a mix-
ture like the United Nations on his pay-
roll! We got Lee Kong, from the San
Francisco Chinatown. We got Anton
Kevorsky, in L. A. We got a dozen
pushers and six distributers. But we
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want Johnny Shuko and the rest of the
last shipment. We want it a hundred per-
cent recovered shipment, Steve!”

“All you got, and you want more. My
greedy little boss! You boys have been
working this year, haven’t you?”

Steve was more than a little bit im-
pressed by his boss. It sounded easy, all
lined up that way, with the names of
who was in jail and all the secrets out.
But Steve knew what went into a job
like that before the final report could be
made. He knew how hard the ring boys
fight. he knew what solid organization
they had, how easily they kill to keep
what they have.

The delight went out of Cummings’
face.

“We worked, Steve. Like hell. We
lost Jake and six imports. On the job,
in a year’s time. Maybe that’s why I
want it all, including the puny amount
Shuko distributes. You see?”

Steve saw. Jake had been a good
friend of his—a swell guy.
“Okay, boss. I'll wrap him up for you.

And I get a week of vacation after that?”

Cummings smiled. “You get a week
free to chase blondes or butterflies. It
_shouldn’t take long. You might start
with the Kings. Our agents worked it
from the other end, without any luck.”

Steve took down the address of the
Kings and left. . ..

T WAS three o’clock in the afternoon

as Steve pushed his heap out Wilshire:

Boulevard, relishing the sight of the slick,
familiar buildings. It was great to be
home—just great.

And pretty soon, he’d have the free
time and the bonus to take the tewn
apart. The scars on his chest were healed
enough now so that he could hug a blonde
without hurting. Also the stiff knee was
getting limber enough for dancing. He'd
get this Johnny Shuko wrapped up in a
hurry and get on with the fun he’d been
dreaming about.

He’d lied over the phone. He’d told
Johnny he was Steve Hogan, that he was
a business associate of Mr. King’s, and

that his call was urgent.

That got Mrs. King to the phone. She
had a husky note in her voice that
sounded good to Steve after all the liquid
Spanish he’d been hearing.

“Mrs. King, this is Steve Hogan. Is it
possible that your houseboy might be
listening to this conversation over an ex-
tension?”

“Impossible,” she said. “I don’t have
an extension. But why do you ask about
that?”

Steve told her why. Not exactly why,
but enough to account for his call. “Could
I see you about this? It’s very important.
And I'd like to talk to Mr. King, too.
Could I stop by and talk about art or
music while Johnny’s there, then take
you out for long enough for you to give
me a quick check of his habits in pri-
vate?”

She wasn’t strictly dumb. She told
Steve to call her husband at his furniture
plant. She gave him the number. “If
Len says I should see you, I will,” she
explained. “I'll call him after you’ve
talked to him.” . ’

Steve liked that little bit of caution.
There’d be fewer rackets operating if

.more people were like that.

Leonard King was even more cautious.
He called Harold Cummings at the bu-
reau office before he’d okay the inter-
view.

All doubt dispelled, King was co-opera-
tive, even with ideas.

“I've told my wife to receive you, Mr.
Hogan. Naturally, we want to help all
we can. Why don’t you drive her to The
Tropics for a drink about four-thirty?
I'll meet you there. We'll talk about
Johnny and then take you home to din-
ner. That way, you'll see Johnny in ac-
tion. He’s a great little cook! All right?”

It was very good. It sounded like a
promising start for a job. Both Leonard
and Marjorie King sounded like swell
people. .

But, as Steve switched over to Santa
Monica, headed for Westwood Village, he
realized that their interest stemmed from
keeping Johnny Shuko out of trouble,
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King wasn’t going to worry the beau-
tiful Marjorie by telling her that their
houseboy had come from the biggest
racket man on the coast. But he was
seeing Johnny in a different light now—
a dangerous one.

“We might as well go along home for
dinner, Hogan. Unless you'd rather skip
that and take Johnny right away.”

“No,” said Steve. “I'll take him after
the normal routine of dinner. I want
time to examine the plant on your cock-
tail table; also time to check your yard,
if you'll be a good host and show me
about after dinner.”

“Right.”

“Also,” said Mrs. King to her husband,
“I pretended in front of Johnny that Nr.
Hogan was an old friend. So you’d better
call him Steve.”

Mr. King grinned. “Fine! Marjorie,
Leonard, and Steve! Old friends. What'’s
to eat, Marge?” .

“Chicken a la Johnny,” she said a little
sadly. “The dish of his we like best!”

Steve was to follow the King car back
to Westwood. He managed a moment
alone with Leonard at the curb.

“Don’t worry about the Cliff Borders
angle,” he said. “Right now he’s in jail—
big shot man of the whole opium ring.
Johnny’s the last man. After that, the
news will probably break. The chief has
managed to hold the papers off untuil he
gives the word. Then there’ll be a story
too big for headlines. Johnny Shuko is
just a phrase, not even a complete sen-
tence.”

“Devil of a thing, Steve. I'd have
trusted Johnny with anything. I'd have
left my whole bank account right out in
the open!”

Steve laughed. “You could- He’s not
a thief. He’s probably made more money
than you and I will ever see. Opium
comes high, and goes out higher. Even
the little boys like Johnny make a for-
tune.”

THE chicken a la Johnny was as good
as a dream that comes out of the pipe.
It was roasted to a golden brown, and

something terrific had been done with
wild rice and sauces. There were little
hot dinner rolls that he had baked him-
self; there was acorn squash and a salad
that had been tossed with artistry.

It was a beautiful dinner, beautifully
served in the soft light of candles, on
silver service plates. .Few women could
have done what Johnny Shuko could do.

Steve began to agree with Mrs. King
that it was a shame about Johnny. That
beaming face, so proud as a dish was
offereq, so eager for the involuntary
praise as you ate! Genial, competent lit-
tle guy! He was pretty nice for anybody
to have around the house.

After dessert, which was ice cream,
Mrs. King rang the glass bell and Johnny
came in, still smiling.

“We’ll have a demitasse in the den,
Johnny. And brandy.”

“Yes, Mees King.”

We agjourned.

“Like to see the place, Steve?” asked

Leonard. “How about a bit of air after
Johnny’s meal? We call his chicken a
stuffer.”

“I could use a five-mile hike,” Steve
said. “But I'll settle for your back yard.
Lead on!”

To Johnny, Steve was just another
guest. The little Oriental didn’t bat an
eye when they went out through the
kitchen.

Once there, Leonard said: “Nothing
much here, Steve. Just a young orange
tree that has produced exactly one
orange. A lot of zinnias and an oleander.
What the devil are you looking for?”

“The bottom of a flower pot,” said
Steve. '

The yard was neat.
No freshly dug holes.

The garage was large enough to use
as storage for old papers and magazines,
empty bottles and tools.

Steve checked each gardening tool
carefully, twisting the handles out to see
if there could be a hollow hiding place.

He found nothing.

They went back.inside and Mrs. King
poured their coffee.

No scrap heap.
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except for Mr. Montrelli.”

“I told you he was nuts!” the second re-
porter said.

Captain Frobish stormed into the room,
slamming back the door, his beefy face
red and ugly in throttled rage. He paced
forward, breaking into the group and fac-
ing the killer.

“I told you to stay away from here,’
he said. “You crazy pest, I told you to
stay away!”

“But, Captain—"" the lieutenant began,
and Frobish didn’t bother to turn his
head.

“The man’s crazy!” he said savagely.
“Every time somebody’s killed, he comes
in and confesses. I tried to get him put
away, but he is just smart enough that
the docs won’t commit him.”

“I’m as sane as you—saner, if any-
thing,” the killer protested hotly. “Any-
way, you’ve got to arrest me, for I've
confessed to Mr. Montrelli’s murder.” He
beamed at the reporters. ‘“Better call
your photographers now; that way you’ll
have a scoop.”

’

NGER knotted the lieutenant’s hands.
“Get him out of here,” he said to the
sergeant.

“T’ll handle this,” Captain Frobish said
viciously. “I'll make certain he doesn’t
come back.”

The first reporter stretched. “Damn
me, if I didn’t fall for that yarn at first,”
he said.

“I assure you gentlemen—" the killer
began. ~

“Shut up!” Captain Frobish snapped
and scooped the Kkiller’s few possessions
from the desk top. He thrust them at the
little man. “Take these and get the hell
out of here before you see real trouble.”

“Lieutenant,” the killer pleaded, “you
must arrest me for murder. Captain
Frobish hates me; that’s why he won’t
arrest me. He wants me to be tortured
by my conscience the rest of my life.” .

Frobish’s hand whirled him savagely
about and sent him half-spinning toward
the outer door. The killer caught his
balance, the vagueness still on his face.

“You have no right to do that,” he
said. “I'm a taxpayer.”

“Get out!” Captain Frobish came after
him, herding him, thrusting him toward
the door.

The lieutenant shook his head, then
went back toward the door leading to the
rear stairs. The sergeant grunted his an-
noyance, then went through the railing
gate and sank into his chair again. The
reporters watched the killer being herded
down the hall, then drifted back to their
chairs,_ The switchboard operator was
already back at work, cigarette dangling
limply from his mouth.

The killer struck the swinging door,
almost falling, feeling the pain run along
his shoulder where Captain Frobish’s
grip had been.

“Captain,” he said, “this is no way to
treat me.” :

They were outside now, the air cool,
cars scudding by, the walks almost de-
serted. Captain Frobish kept his voice
down, even though it was savage and
hard.

“This is the last time,” he said. “Come
around here again, and you’ll see more
trouble than you ever thought existed.
You understand?”

“Yes, I understand,” the killer said,
and turned away.

But eight days later the killer was back
at the station house. He sidled through
the swinging door, nervously shredding
a cigarette. There was a cringing defiance
in his body, and he licked dry lips.

He walked down the grimy hall, toward
the sergeant’s desk, slowly rehearsing
his confession in his mind.

“I took the gun,” he whispered, “and
I_”

He was at the desk. .

“Excuse me,” he said to the sergeant,
“I wish to give myself up for having com-
mitted a murder.”

“You what!” The sergeant’s face grew
redder by the second. Then he was com-
ing from about his desk, heavy legs push-
ing the railing gate open.

He caught the little man in a vicious
grip, whirling and propelling him toward

N












100

room penthouse, complete with fireplace
and a view of San Francisco Bay, for

which you cough up five hundred clams a

month rent. Downstairs in the garage,
you have two expensive foreign-made
heaps. So you go out and tramp around
all night in the rain.”

“I happen to like walking in the rain,”
declared O’Hare. “Is it all right with
you?” He sparred with a sneeze and
lost.

Sammy grinned. “Sure, boss. Gesund-
heit. Better get in a hot tub. I’ll bring
you another drink.”

HEN Sammy Wong returned, O’Hare

was already neck-deep in steaming
water, his red hair a damp, kinky mat
across his forehead. O’Hare reached a
wet hand out of the tub and took the
drink Sammy had brought him. He also
took note of the telephone Sammy was
holding.

“Who’s on that thing?” he growled.

Wong smiled. “Nobody—yet.”

O’Hare put his glass down on_the edge
of the tub, squinted at the houseboy. “I
suppose you just carry it around with
you because it has a long cord?”

Wong shook his head. “No, boss,” he
said. “We’re due any second.”

“Due for what? What are you talking
about?”

“A call from Mrs. Maurice Safley,”
Wong replied stoically. “For the last
couple hours she’s been ringing in every
ten minutes, wanting to talk to you.”

As he was speaking, the phone jangled.
Wong nodded to his boss wisely. He
lifted the instrument out of its cradle,
said, “Yes, Mrs. Safley. He’s here now.
Just a minute.” He waited until O'Hare
had dried one hand, then passed him the
phone.

“Hello, Diane,” ' O’Hare said.
tells me you've been . . .”

“Oh, Kevin!” she cried. “Thank God,
[’ve reached you!”

“What seems to be your problem,
Diane?”

“Kevin, I'm in a terrible jam!”

‘6Yes?,’

“Wong
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“I'm in Jonathan Moore’s apartment—
locked in the bedroom.”

Kevin O’Hare glanced up at his boy,
motioned for him to put the phone base
down on a dressing stool beside the tub
and get out.

“How did you manage to get locked in
the bedroom?” he asked Mrs. Safley.

“Please, Kevin,” she pleaded. “We
haven’t time. Something dreadful has
happened in the other room—I'm afraid.”

“Look, Diane,” he objected weakly,
“Colonel Moore. What about him?”

“I don’t know!” Mrs. Safley was shrill.
“The door’s locked, and I don’t know
what has happened to him. He doesn’t
answer me! Kevin, please! Please come
over here at once!”

“Right away,” he sighed. “I'll be leav-
ing right away.”

He hung up and yelled for Wong. “Lay
out some dry clothes,” he said. “I have
to go out again.”

Wong's round, dark face was split with
a wide, toothy grin.

“All right, what’s so funny?” O’Hare
growled.

Wong slipped his hands into the sleeves
of his white coat, bobbed sharply at the
waist, his face poker-serious. “Confucius
say, Man who doesn’t know enough to
come in out of rain—all wet!” The boy
ducked back through the bathroom door
as a cake of soap crashed close to his
head . ..

Kevin O’Hare drove his M-G sports car
to Colonel Moore’s apartment on Russian
Hill. He had the top up on the little
British job, the side curtains buttoned
securely. He was sure Wong and Con-
fucius would have approved. It was rain-
ing even harder now than when he’d been
out before. The windshield wiper
swamped about every third stroke, rain
drumming on the taut canvas overhead.

HE CREPT past a cable car bumbling
along in the weather. He could see
a couple of passengers huddled, cold, in
the closed middle section. The gripman
was out on the open, forward platform,
crouching over the big levers that hang
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on to the underground cable. The man’s
black rubber coat glistened in the weak
light over his head. ©O’Hare thought of
his father—old Sean. He’d been a grip-
man on this same line. Nights like this—
hundreds of them—he’d wrestled with
those levers.

Sean hadn’t been a large man, either.
Not as tall as his son. Small, and dark,
and wiry, and independent as the devil.
He’d always boasted, “My boy isn’t going
to work for anybody, any boss. He’s. go-
ing to be the boss himself!” So Sean
had worked, sacrificed to put Kevin
through Santa Clara Law School.

As O’Hare drove down California
Street, he wondered if the sacrifices had
been worthwhile. Sure, he was a tow-
ering success as an attorney—so he could
dash out on this sort of fool’s errand to
disengage a too-wealthy, too-foolish wom-
an from an embarrassing situation!

He swung the little M-G angrily around

the corner at Larkin Street. The high-
pressure tires clawed for a grip on the
slippery pavement. Another few minutes,
and he parked in front of Colonel Moore’s
apartment building.
It looked like a large, very wet cake
of soap standing on end. Only the empty
lobby and a couple of bay windows on
the sixth floor showed a light. The latter
would be Moore’s living room.

O’Hare splashed through the rain to
the tall, plate-glass-and-wrought-iron
door. Out of deference to the proprieties
of the situation, he pressed Moore’s bell
and waited.

Nothing.

Of course, he thought, he could always
turn out the building manager. But what
would O’Hare say to him—“Sorry to get
you up at two a. m., old man, but I have
a-lady client locked in a gentléeman’s bed-
room?” Somehow, O’Hare didn’t be-
lieve Mrs. Safley would appreciate that.

No, O’Hare decided, as long as the lady
was paying for service, he ought to sell
a more subtle line of merchandise.

He went back to his car, rummaged in
the glove compartment until he found
what he was looking for—a.six-inch plas-

.
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tic rule. No burglar kit complete with-
out one.

He returned ta the service door at the
side of the bwilding, inserted the ruler
in the crack between the door and jamb,
level with the knob; located the bolt.
Then, lining the rule up on the bolt, he
pressed gently, evenly, until the rule
glided the bolt out of its slot. The door
swung open.

O’Hare padded down a dark corridor
toward a lighted area in front of the
service elevator, which he rode to the
sixth floor. The back door of Colonel
Moore’s apartment was also locked, but
gave O’Hare no more struggle than the
one downstairs.

He entered the darkened kitchen,
stood there for a moment, listening. Ex-
cept for the hum of the refrigerator, there
was no sound in the apartment.

He felt his way along, past the kitchen
sink, the stove, to a swinging door. He
could see a long, dark hallway with a
lighted arch at its other end.

O’Hare moved quietly over the hall’s
thick carpet. His own breathing, the
rustle of his damp topcoat, seemed loud
enough to announce him to the dead.
They didn't.

Kevin O’Hare got as far as the arch to
Colonel Moore’s living room. It was a
gore-spattered shambles. A decapitated
figure sprawled on the thick reed-mat
rug. The head had rolled under a square
table in the elbow of a squat, three-part
divan. From where he stood, O’Hare
could see Colonel Moore’s frozen, leering
features.

Beside the body glittered a jewel-
crusted Samurai sword, its blade driven
into the floor.

O’HARE looked around the room. The
curved scabbard on the wall regis-
tered faintly. Two empty cordial glasses
monopolized the ebony top of the table.
One of them bore a trace of lipstick.

O’Hare remembered what he was doing
there, called, “Diane!”

Immediately, there was an answering
tap on a closed door at the other end of
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running toward the door. She opened it,
wide, took one step into the living room.
O’Hare heard her gasp. She fainted.
Hard. ’

O’Hare knew it was the real thing, from
the way she hit the floor; the unbecoming,
grotesque shape her body took in the
doorway.

He carried her to the bed. - There was
certainly nothing to loosen about her
dress. He went to Moore’s bathroom,
dampened a small hand-towel and
brought it back, bathed her face.

She came to, with a lovely set of
hysterics.

When she made sense at all, stopped
mauling the front of his suit, she cried,
“Kevin! Kevin! Who? Who could have
done such a terrible thing?”

He shrugged. “I don’t know, honey.
That’s how it is with murder. Sometimes,
a person’s best friends—"

She gasped, her lips white.
You don’t think I—?”

He shook his head. “You might as well
be prepared for the worst, Diane. We're
going to have to prove to the police that
you didn’t. So let’s start at the beginning.
How you happen to be locked in here.
Tell me everything you can think of,
whether it seems to have any particular
bearing on what has happened, or not.”

He offered her another cigarette,
watched her smoke for a moment, her
hands nervous. :

Finally, she pouted. “I'm not trying to
make up a good story, Kevin,” she said.
“I’ve suddenly realized how little there
is I know.” She shrugged her bare
shoulders. “Jon and I had dinner—here.
After dinner, Jon told his boy, Wada, he
might have the rest of the evening off.
We were alone, so far as I know.”

“How did you get separated? I mean,”
he nodded toward the door, “Moore in
there, and you locked in the bedroom?”

“The doorbell,” Diane explained.
“Jonathan went to answer it. I came in
here.”

“When was the bedroom door locked,
do you know?” he asked.

“Shortly after I heard voices in the

“Kevin!
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other room,” she said. “Jonathan was
talking to someone else. Iheard the lock
snap. At the time, I thought it was a
rather strange thing for Jon to do, but—"

“You didn’t recognize this other voice?”
he interrupted.

HE shook her head. “No,” she said.

“How about Maurice?” O’Hare asked,

eyeing her closely. “Did he know you
and Jon were this cozy?”

“I wouldn’t be surprised,” she said in-
differently. “We never discussed it.”

O’Hare walked to the windows, listened
to the rain fingering the glass. He turned,
his eyes level on Diane Safley. “You
expect me to believe Maurice doesn’t
care?” he asked.

“Of course. It's true.”

“Forgive me,” he said. “I understand
we're veddy, veddy modern—but, after
all, Moore and Safley were partners. It’s
a little difficult to believe, Diane, that
Maurice ‘would extend his business ar-
rangements so far.”

“You don’t have to believe me,” she
pouted, her eyes looking as though they
might fill.

He said, “That’s exactly what I have to
do, Diane—believe you. It’s going to be
tough enough to handle Gorman after he
sees what’s in the other room. I can’t
have any reservations in my own mind.”

Diane lowered her eyes. She locked
and unlocked her fingers in her lap. With-
out looking up, she said, “Then, you’ll
have to ask Maurice. Ask him why we
haven’t lived together as man and wife
for the last two years!”

O’Hare dropped beside her on the edge
of the bed. “As long as Maurice has
taken over the conversation,” he said,
“I'd like to know where he is. Do you
have any idea?”

“I believe he’s in Stockton,” she re-
plied. “He said something about running
up there on business, this morning—said
he wouldn’t be home tonight.”

O’Hare nodded, stood up. “Moore
never mentioned there was anyone he
feared, anyone out to get him?”

Her blonde curls moved negatively.
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“And when the doorbell started to
ring,” O’Hare asked her, “Moore didn’t
make any comment as to who it might
be?”:

“No, Kevin, he didn’t. I think his exact
words were, ‘I'm not expecting anyone.’”

THE sound of chimes filtered through
the closed door. O’Hare shrugged.
“The police,” he said. “Brace up, kid. I
think we can sell them your story.”

She wiped her palms on the bedspread,
stretching her fingers like talons. “Kevin,
they can't—they won’t—"

He smiled at her. “They can, and they
will, honey. They'll ask ‘a lot of ques-
tions; but you're not to open that pretty
mouth—understand? I'll do the talking.
That may sound easy,” he told her, mov-
ing toward the door. “It won't be. It'll
be the hardest job you ever tackled in
your life.”

He went out, managed to cross the liv-
ing room without seeing Moore’s body.
In the hall, he found the button which
released the electric lock on the front
entrance. He opened the apartment
door, waited until he heard the elevator
whine to a stop at the sixth floor; saw
Captain Gorman and his Number One
boy, Masterson, step out of the cage.

The captain walked as though his feet
hurt—fast, so he could get somewhere
and sit down. Gorman was short, carried
himself tall. He brushed past O’Hare
into the apartment. Kevin waited for
Masterson to lope in, then closed the
door.

Gorman had started to slip off his coat
when he saw the carnage. in the living
room; stood transfixed, like an art critic
in a gallery. He jerked his head around,
grinned sourly at O’Hare.

“Hello, butcher boy,” he said. “I didn’t
think you had it in you” He finished
stripping out of his damp coat; tossed it,
and his hat, on a chair.

“You're right,” O’Hare told him sol-
emnly. “I don’t have it in me. Not for
this sort of thing. If you ever catch me at
murder, I promise it'll be much neater.”

“What’s the matter?” cackled Gorman.
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“Can’t you stand the sight of blodd?”

O’Hare shook his head. “Not in quan-
tity, Captain.”

Gorman ran a gnarled, brown hand
over his bald head, smirked. “Well, sup-
pose we go to work. What do you know
about this, O’'Hare? What’re you doing
here?”

“I’'m here on behalf of a client.”

They Got
j/l eir o[)umpé

IMAGINE being packed off to jail because
vou wanted to drink a cup of ordinary
coffee! Yet that’s exactly what happened in
Prussia in 1777, after Frederick William the
Great passed an edict which declared that
since he himself drank beer, it ought to be
good enough for anybody. What’s more,
didn’t his ancestors do the self-same thing?

The law restricted not only the actual
drinking of the brew, but controlled the
roasting of the bean: This could be done
only in the royal establishments, and all
licenses were issued by the crown alone.

One way in which he enforced this strange
law consisted of deputizing special agents
actually to go around and sniff the breath of
innocent citizens. If the coffee aroma seemed
prevalent, the victim was fined—and the un-
dercover spy got one-fourth of every amount
collected. Penalties for smuggling the bean
or roasting it illegally carried an extremely
stiff fine and long confinement in the village
stocks.

—Mark Knight

The police captain jerked a crooked
thumb at Colonel Moore. “Not him?”

Kevin O’'Hare answered glumly. “As
a matter of fact, I did represent the
Colonel—his firm. However, I was called
here by his partner’s wife, a Mrs. Safley.
She’s in the other room, Mike.” He
nodded toward the bedroom door.

“She found the body?” Gorman asked.

“No, Mike. I did.”

“All right, Counsellor,” Gorman
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smile, her lips putty-gray where she had
chewed the lipstick.

Gorman was all charm. He said, “Glad
to meet you, Mrs. Safley. I've been talk-
ing with your attorney, here,” he nodded
at O’Hare, “and I—"

“Excuse me, Captain.” It was Master-
son, standing in the bedroom doorway.
“There’s something back here I think
you ought to see,” he said.

Gorman, still on his Sunday behavior,
begged Mrs. Safley’s pardon and left in
Masterson’s wake. O’Hare hissed, “Drop
the country-club act, Diane. When Gor-
man comes back, be stunned—broken up;
but remember, you’re not trying to make
him!” He stalked out of the room, trail-
ing the two detectives to the back of the
apartment. A light had been turned on
in the kitchen.! O’Hare saw an open door,
heard Gorman and Masterson talking in-
side. He looked in, said, “What have we
got?”

ORMAN shrugged. “More sukiyaki,”
he commented.

The room was small, simply furnished;
brown metal bed and matching dresser,
a writing-desk under the windows, one
seat-sprung overstuffed chair. A man
was lying on the bed, facing the wall,
his legs drawn up as though he had
stomach cramps. He wore white duck
pants and a T-shirt. His coarse, black
hair stood out like the bristles of a
clothes-brush. L

The bed-covering was heavily stained
with blood; a knife hilt protruded from
the man’s left side.

O’Hare closed his eyes and swallowed
hard.

“Hairy carry,” Gorman kept repeating.
“Hairy carry. What d’ya know?” He
punched O’Hare with a sharp elbow.
“Can you identify this joker for me?” he
asked.

“It's Wada,” O’Hare said,
Moore’s houseboy.”

“Uh-huh,” Captain Gorman grunted.
“You told me the Colonel gave him the
night off.”

O’Hare nodded. “He did.”

“Colonel
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“So what’s it all about?” Captain
Gorman wanted to know. “Moore gets
disconnected from his head in the living
room, his lady friend is locked in the
bedroom, and his boy turns a knife in
his own guts back here. I'm only a cop,”
Gorman went on, speaking to O’Hare.
“You understand these people. . .. Wha’
hoppened?”

“If T had a fast answer for you, Mlke "
O’Hare responded, “we could all go home.
I do think I can put together a pretty
fair picture of the crime, however.”

“Okay, I'll look at the picture,” Gor-
man said. “I don’t promise to buy it.”

“It’s not for sale, Mike; but here’s what
I see. Someone hacked Moore's head off
with a Samurai sword—a rather exotic
method of killing. It wouldn’t occur to
everyone. However, I believe it was com-
mon practice among the Japanese Sho-
guns.”

“Shoguns?
snapped.

“The ruling class of Japan in medieval
times,” O’'Hare explained. “Now, we find
the boy—although he was a Nisei, still
a Japanese—dead by his own hand, em-
ploying the traditional Japanese angular
cutting of the abdomen. I believe they
call it hara-kiri, or seppuku.

“I don’t know a great.deal about the
boy’s background. But assume he be-
lieves he has some valid reason for de-
stroying his boss. He knew Moore was
up here with Mrs. Safley—would not be
expecting any other company. Mrs.
Safley was easy to dispose of. The boy
simply buzzed from the front door, bet-
ting she’d take cover to protect her good
name. He came up the back way; sur-
prised Moore, who expected someone to
come from the front entrance. Wada
locked Mrs. Safley in the bedroom; en-
gaged Moore in an argument—the out-
growth of which was, possibly, a blow
on the head. Next, the lethal stroke of
the Samurai sword. He then took his
own life.”

Gorman said, “Too pat—but I'm stuck
with it for now.”

What’s that?” Mike
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“You asked my opinion,” O'Hare re-
minded him.

“Yeah,” Gorman flung the word over
his shoulder as he strode out of the room,
going toward the front of the apartment.
“Where’ll I find the telephone?” he asked.

O’Hare was one step behind him, re-
plied, “There’s one in the bedroom, Mike.
But before you call the Hall of Justice
and get your mob of technicians and
medicos up here—and, incidentally, half
a dozen police reporters—would it be all
right if I took Mrs. Safley home? If you
have no further questions . . .”

Gorman cast a sidewise smirk at
O’'Hare. “No, go ahead. I'll make sure
those police reporters spell your name
right, too.”

O’Hare’s jaw dropped. He studied the
little police captain’s crooked grin. “I
knew I could depend on you, Mike,” he
said grimly.

Sammy Wong woke O’Hare up the next
morning—by dropping a stack of news-
papers on his chest. O’Hare sat up in
bed, lashing out blindly, sleepily. He
opened his eyes; saw Sammy’s guileless
smile. ,

“Good morning, boss,” the Chinese boy
said. “How does it feel to wake up a
celebrity?”

O’Hare looked around his bedroom,
yawned. He picked up one of the papers,
stared dimly at a picture of himself. The
story accompanying it was a routine
police-department handout, except where
Gorman had repeated almost verbatim
O’Hare’s construction on what had oc-
curred in Colonel Moore’s apartment—
and credited the source.

RUGGED with sleep as he was,
O’Hare knew the little Inspector
well enough to realize there had to be a
motive for all this self-effacement. “Gor-
man must be working on another angle,”
O’Hare thought. “One he’s pretty sure
is going to pay off, and show me up.”
Sammy wisecracked, “We gotta think
of a name for you, boss. The radio’s
already got the Fat Man, the Thin Man,
the Whistler, the Shadow. What are we
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gonna call you, boss?”

O’Hare’s eyes hardened. . “I know what
T'll call you, Sammy, unless you hop out
to the kitchen and scramble some eggs.”

Sammy Wong didn’t move. He lonked
at O’Hare thoughtfully. “On the level—
how did you know about Shoguns and
seppuku?” )

O’Hare threw the covers back, swung
his feet over the side of the Fed. “I went
to see Madame Butterfly a couple times,”
he growled. “Now get with those scram-
bled eggs!”

O’Hare went in the bathroom; nicked
himself shaving, swore.

What was Gorman’s angle? What was
the little heel up to?

The question was still with O’Hare
through breakfast, his third cup of coffee.
He sat at the table after Sammy removed
the dishes; stared unseeingly out the wide
picture window at the cold, gray city.
The water of the bay was metallic, looked
hard as the towers of the Bay Bridge.
There’d be more rain today.

He could hear Sammy rattling dishes
in the kitchen sink. The sudden, urgent
peal of the doorbell jarred the room.
O’Hare heard glass shatter in the kitchen,
Sammy swearing.

O’Hare chuckled. “Save the pieces,”
he called. “I’ll get the door.”

His caller was leaning on the button,
by the time O’Hare got to the hall of his
apartment, picked up the phone to the
lobby. He growled, “Okay, okay; leave
it in the wall! Who is it?”

A voice came back, bleary, mechanical:
“This is Maurice Safley, Kevin. Can I
come up?”’

He said, “Yeah,” released the lock on
the front entrance downstairs. He waited
until he heard the elevator stop at his
floor, then opened the door. Safley slanted
out of the cage, weaved past him. Mau-
rice brought his own private, stale, alco-

holic fog into the apartment.

He wore his liquor very badly. His
suit was wet, baggy, looked pinched at
the shoulders and waist. Safley’s figure
had gone the way of too many bar-stools.
The flesh on his face was loose, gray,
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with fever blotches high on the cheeks;
his eyes seeming to swim in a bath of
mineral oil. “Where is she, Kevin?” he
muttered. “Where is Diane?”

O’Hare followed Maurice Safley into
the living room. “Isn’t she at home? 1
left her there earlv this morning; I'd say,
about three o’clock.”

Safley flopped in a chair before the
fireplace, threw his wet hat on the floor
at his feet. “No,” he declared. “She
isn’t. And what’s this all about, Kevin?
I don’t understand any of it. Diane’s
gone. Where is she, Kevin? Where?”

O’Hare studied him. “I don’t know.”

“But why? Why?” wailed Safley.
“Why’d she leave me?”

“I'm not sure she has,” O’Hare said.

Safley held his head in his hands. “She
wasn’t home this morning, when I got in.”

O’Hare nodded. “So you told me. Did
she leave a message for you? Did you
ask her maid?”

“Sure ~ asked,” Safley hicupped. “I
asked the maid and the housekeeper.
They didn’t know anything—just, Diane
didn’t sleep there last night.”

“Strange,” O’Hare conceded thought-
fully. “I took her to the door this morn-
ing, saw her go in. You say she didn't
sleep there? No one saw her at all?”

“The housekeeper said she heard some-
one at the door about three-thirty this
morning; thought it was Diane talking
to a man.”

O’Hare walked to the picture window,
gazed over the gilt pagoda roofs of China-
town terraced out below him. “Mrs.
Turner didn’t hear what Diane said ?”

Safley’s sour stomach flared back on
him again. He shook his head. “No. She
thought something was said about ‘police.’
The man Diane was talking to—"

O’Hare turned away from the window.
“Police?” he smiled. “You don’t have a
thing to worry about, Maurice. Diane
is all right.”

“What do the police have to do with
it?”

“She was in Moore’s apartment, after
all,” Kevin pointed out. “Naturally, I did
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the talking last night—wouldn’t let Cap-
tain Gorman have his innings with her. 1
think perhaps the little man was piqued.
He'd want to get her to himself.”

“You mean—she’s in jail?” -

O’Hare shook his head. “No. She’s
probably in some hotel room now, with
Captain Gorman and a couple of inspec-

tors. They're trying to wear her story
down. When they get tired, they’ll re-
lease her.”

“Isn’t there something we can do about
it, Kevin?” Safley barked, getting a sud-
den belligerent kick out of his booze.
“Is this sort of thing legal, I mean?”

“No,” replied O’'Hare. “Of course it
isn’t legal. /I don’t know what we can do,
though, until they release her. It comes
under the heading of police work.”

Safley looked dumbly into the cold,
black opening of the fireplace. “This is
a hell of a time,” he muttered, “but could
you let me have a drink, Kevin?”

“Name it.”

Safley said, “Bourbon and water.”
They went into O'Hare’s study.

As he was handing the glass to Safley,
he said, “Look. There’s no point in tear-
ing around town, working yourself up
over this thing. You need rest. Why
don’t you move into my guest room, take
it easy? Just as soon as we learn any-
thing about Diane, you'll know it.”

Safley seemed to want to debate the
idea, but O’Hare poured him another
drink. That settled it. Maurice Safley,
the surviving member of the firm of
Safley and Moore, passed out.

CHAPTER 1V
FATHER oF Wapa

UCH amused at the situation,
Sammy Wong helped his boss
put their guest to bed. He
cracked, “What are we run-
ning now, boss—a clip joint?
You givin’ your customers

: Mickeys?”

O’Hare was struggling to pull off Saf-
ley’s trousers. “Don’t give me any ideas,”
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he grunted. “Sometimes I get a little fed
up with the practice of law!”

Before they finished bedding Safley
down, the doorbell sounded off again.
This time, Sammy went to answer it,
leaving O’Hare to tuck his client in. In
a few minutes, Sammy was back—smil-
ing.

“There’s an Oriental to see you, boss.
I left him in the living room. Says his
name’s Wada. Here’s his card.”

O’Hare glanced at the heavy black en-
graving. “Matsuo Wada.”

“Wait’ll you see this joker,” Sammy
remarked. ‘“He’s king-sized—about six
foot two. Gray hair, he wears in a butch
bob. Eyes like a bloodhound. From the
rear, he’ll remind you of a circus elephant
standing on its hind legs!”

“Okay, okay!” O’Hare cut him off.
“Let me form my own opinion.”

“l was only trying to save you from
shock,” Sammy declared solemnly.

Matsuo Wada was standing at the pic-
ture window, his back to the room, when
O’Hare came in. Sammy’s description
would do . . ..

O’Hare said, “Mr. Wada?”

The Japanese turned, fastened him with
sad, watery eyes; bobbed heavily from
the shoulders. He lumbered across the
room, squashed into the chair O’Hare in-
dicated. “I trust you will pardon this
intrusion, sir,” he said, “but I called your
office and they told me they weren’t ex-
pecting you in this morning. It is very
urgent I speak to you.”

O’Hare nodded. “Quite all right, Mr.
Wada. What can I do for you?”

“I hope you will be able to correct a
very great wrong.”  Wada stated, with
effort. “You see, Mr. O'Hare, I am
George Wada's father.”

O’Hare sat down on the edge of the
davenport.

The old Japanese gentlem: : seemed to
be searching for words, found them. “I
read the papers this morning, sir,” he
said. “Their interpretation of what hap-
pened at Colonel Moore’s apartment last
night was very interesting—but, I'm
afraid, quite inaccurate. I'm sure,” he
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went on quietly, “you wouldn’t wish any
injustice—"

“As a matter of fact,” O’Hare inter-
rupted him, “I’'m embarrassed about that
newspaper account. When I made those
remarks, they weren’t for publicatiomr
Being an attorney, I realize too well
thev’re loaded.”

Wada held up a limp, fat hand, its palm

‘the color of a fish’s belly. He wheezed,

“I know George couldn’t have done this
thing. He wasn’t capable.”

O’Hare’s eyes narrowed.
you mean?”

Wada moved his big shoulders in a
mountainous shrug. “Perhaps the easiest
way for me to explain is to tell you a little
about George. He was born in San Fran-
cisco; attended public school here, grad-
uated from the University of California.
He enlisted in the Army during the war
and went to Japan with the occupation
forces, where he w4s on Colonel Moore’s
staff. He and the Colonel became close
friends, and when they returned to this
country and mustered out of uniform, it
was the Colonel’s suggestion George work
for him—at least, until George could save
enough money to continue his postgrad-
uate work.”

“What do

'"HARE nodded thoughtfully.
revealing, Mr. Wada, but—"
Again the spongy-looking palm was
held - up. “The point I wish to make, Mr.
O’Hare,” the old gentleman rumbled on,
“js that George was first and last, and
simply, an American young man. He
was not a member of a Black Dragon so-
ciety. All of this Shogun symbolism
would never have occurred to him. As
far as his ancestors were concerned,
George thought of them as strange little
men with paper parasols and kimonos.”
O’Hare rubbed the back of his hand
against his jaw, stood up. “I'm sorry,
Mr. Wada,” he said. “I wish I could help
you. But I can’t call those papers in. I
can’t even make them print a retraction,
because I did say those things.”
For a moment, the old gentleman
seemed to sink lower in the chair. Then

“Very
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he sighed heavily, boosted himself to his
feet. “Yes, of course—there isn't a great
deal to be done, is there?”

O’Hare walked with him to the door.
“I will promise you this, Mr. Wada,” he
said humbly. “I feel a heavy respon-
sibility in this matter. T’ll do everything
in my power to see your boy’s name is
cleared.”

Wada dipped his close-cropped head,
his thick shoulders. “Thank you, sir,” he
said. “You will find some means, I'm
sure.” He extended his hand to O’Hare.

After Wada left, O’'Hare got his own
hat and coat, told Sammy he was on his
way to the Hall of Justice to go a few
fast rounds with Captain Gorman. He
said, “Look in on Mr. Safley once in
awhile—make sure he’s all right. If he
makes up and wants a drink, okay.”

Sammy grinned.. “If he wants a drink?
Are you quoting odds? If you are, I
want some of it.”

O’Hare found Gorman in his office. The
little cop looked almost as tired as his
old, roll-top desk, the filing cabinets lean-
ing -against each other in the corner of
the room. Gorman had enough energy
to wave O’Hare to a chair beside the
desk.

“Greetings, counsellor,” he rasped. “I
suppose you worked yourself up a hang-
nail this morning, cutting out newspaper
clippings for your scrapbook.”

O’Hare said, “I want to talk to you
about that, Mike. What was the idea of
putting this hunch of mine in your hand-
out?”

“I thought it dressed us up,” Ggyman
grinned slyly. “Made us look real in-
tellectual, like those Hollywood detec-
tives.”

O’Hare nodded. “Okay, I can take a
rib. But Wada’s father was up to see me.
. The old boy is pretty shattered.”

Gorman leaned back in his office chair,
cocked a foot on an open drawer of the
desk. “Yeah, I know. He was crying on
my shoulder, too. He said his boy wasn’t
the type, or something. What the hell?
Nobody’s ever the type to commit mur-
der. If they were, the City could give
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this job to a casting director, and no more
crime.”

O’Hare said, “How’s the case develop-
ing, Mike? Anything new?”

“What could be new?” the inspector
countered. “Everybody in this caper’s
dead, aren’t they?”

“About fingerprints, Mike—did any-
thing come down from the lab yet?”

“Yeah,” replied Gorman. “We got one
perfect set of prints off the handle of the
knife the kid buried in his own guts. A
big help! Of course, the Samurai sword
was nothing. The hilt was too highly
decorated.”

“I see,” O’Hare remarked.

ORMAN sat up, dropping his feet
hard on the floor. *“You know, it’s
funny about the Samurai sword,” he went
on. “I went over to Safley & Moore’s this
morning with the Public Administrator.
He’s buttoning the joint up till after this
gets squared away. Some curio shop they
got there, huh?” :

O’Hare nodded. “They import a lot of
things from the Orient, yes. What was
this about the Samurai sword?”

Mike squinted at him. “Over there,
I find the mate to the sword in Moore’s
apartment. Exactly like it—scabbard, .
everything—except, the one at the store
was dull as a cheese knife. I don’t think
it'd even hack through a cheese. So,
whether his father thinks he’s the type
or not, it looks as though little George
Wada had been planning this bloodletting
for some time—at least long enough to
put an edge on the pig-sticker at the
apartment.”

O’Hare stood up. “Well, I guess that
covers everything,” he remarked. “Un-
less, Mike, you want to tell me when you
plan to release Diane Safley.”

“Release her?” cackled Mike Gorman.
“First, I have to take her into custody.”

“Come off it, Mike,” O’Hare waved a
hand at him. “I know how you work.
After I left her at her home this morning,
I understand through her housekeeper a
couple of officers came by and p1cked her

”

up.
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Gorman leaned his elbows on the desk,
nesting his chin in his bony fingers. “What
kind of a routine you giving me now?”
he growled. “I say the dame is still at
liberty, as far as this Department is con-
cerned.”

“Then we’d better check with the Sher-
iff's office, Mike, because somebody put
the pinch on Diane this morning and she
isn’t home yet. 1 was talking to her hus-
band before I came down here.”

Gorman shook his head. “You know
the Sheriff’s office wouldn’t—"

O’Hare wagged his head at him. “A
good show, Mike, but you’re wasting
talent on me. All right, you’ve got her
for twenty-four hours on a holding
charge. But expect me in here tomorrow
morning—with a writ!”

Gorman slammed his fist down on the
top of the desk. “So help me God, I
haven’t copped your dame! What would
I want with her?”

“You'd better think of something,
Mike,” O’Hare told him, “or you’ll have
a rough day in court.”

CHAPTER V
DEATH STRIKES AGAIN

'"HARE dropped by his office,
on the fourteenth floor of the
Russ Building; looked over
the day’s mail and gossiped a
little with the partners.
Everyone in the office made
a fuss oyer him, insisted he

tell the inside story of the Moore killing.

“There’s no inside story,” he told them.
“Just what you read in the papers.”

That didn’t satisfy anyone, but they let
him off. How close could they question
the office brain? He told his secretary
he’d be down early in the morning: “We’ll
kick some of this correspondence
around,” he told her, indicating a stack
of letters in the center of his highly-pol-
ished desk. He had a drink at the bar
downstairs, and then drove home.

Sammy Wong was on hand to take his
hat and topcoat, answered O’Hara’s ques-
tion about their star roomer, Maurice Saf-
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ley, with a smirk: “He’s feeling no pain.”

Sammy followed O’Hare to the living
room, watched him sit down. “Boss,” he
said, “what would you like for dinner
tonight?”

O’Hare looked up at him, grinned. “Is
this my birthday, or something? All of
a sudden, I have a choice.”

“It's an occasion,” Sammy said. “I
won’t be cooking for you after tonight.”

“What'’re you talking about?” O’Hare
scowled.

The Chinese boy moistened his lips.
“I'm—I'm quitting.”

“Oh? Just like that, you're quitting.
Aren’t you happy here, Sammy? I
thought we had a pretty good deal.”

“So did I,” answered Wong solemnly.
“I liked working for you, Mr. O’Hare.
Really, I liked it—but . ..”

“Look.” O’Hare was sitting forward
in the chair. “If there’s something wrong,
let’s talk it over. I mean, I can’t stand
the suspense, Sammy—what did I do?”

“I don’t want to tell you, Mr. O’'Hare,”
Sammy said.

O’Hare sprang to his feet. He grabbed
the Chinese boy by the shoulders, spun
him to the davenport. “Now, look,
bucko,” he said, “You're sitting there
until you tell me what’s eating you. If
I'm not paying you enough, say so!”

“It’s not the pay, Mr. O’'Hare,” Sammy
said, looking frightened.

“All right, then. What?”

“Well,” said Sammy, “I guess, if you
want me to, I'll tell you. I—I just
wouldn’t feel safe in the same apartment
with you any more.”

O’Hare scowled down at him for a
minute, his big hands folded across his
chest. “Sammy,” he said, “if this is some
kind of an Oriental gag, I'm prepared to
say no more about it if you don’t.”

“It’s no gag, Mr. O’Hare,” Sammy said
with a shake of his head. He edged off
the davenport.

“Then I wish you'd make some kind of
sense,” O’Hare snapped angrily.

Sammy sucked his breath. “Make sense,
like you did last night?” he asked, his
throat tight.
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“What'’s last night got to do with it?”

“When you came in last night,” Sam-
my’s lips kept getting dry as he spoke.
“When you came in last night from your
walk, you tossed me your wet topcoat.
I took it out in the kitchen, hung it over
a chair to dry. Later, I picked up the
suit you'd been wearing and took it out
there, too. Strange thing, Mr. O’Hare,
but your suit seemed wetter than your
topcoat. Maybe I think it's screwy to
walk in the rain, anyway—but I don’t
think you’d be carrying your coat.

“It didn’t figure, Mr. O’Hare, unless
you had to wash something like blood off
the sleeve—but that would leave it wet.
So, the rain was a good break. You'd
get soaked clear through; Sammy
wouldn’t think anything about it.”

“How many people did you tell this
wild story to, Sammy?” barked O’Hare.
“The police?”

“Sure,” Sammy said. “You don’t think
I'm nuts—I want to end up like Moore’s
houseboy? We Chinese are different. We
don’t go for hara-kiri.”

“That was a jerky thing for you to do,
Sammy,” O’Hare declared.

“I don’t think so!”

The voice came from O’Hare's study
door; he recognized it even before he
wheeled. Mike Gorman. Masterson tow-
ered behind him. They sauntered into the
living room, Gorman adding, “It’s about
time somebody gave us poor cops a
break.”

“I'll give you a hole in the head,”
growled O’Hare. “You ought to know
better, Mike—lining up with this kid’s
imagination!” ,

“Why shouldn’t I?” rasped Gorman.
“I remember you’re the boy who knows
how to get past locked doors. You could
have been waiting for Wada, when he
came back to his room, after serving his
boss and Mrs. Safley dinner, and killed
him. Then you might have pussyfooted
downstairs and chased Mrs. Safley to
cover by playing the doorbell. It would
be no big stunt for you to return to the
apartment, lock Mrs. Safley in the bed-
room, and chop-chop with the Jap sword
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on Colonel Moore. You could do all that
—and strangle Safley’s old woman!”

Kevin O’Hare had his lip curled, a de-
vastating answer ready, until Gorman
added that last. His heavy jaw dropped.
“Strangle Diane?” he stammered. “Then
—then, she’s. been found?”

“Yeah,” grinned Gorman, off-center.
“How long did you expect her body
would stay at the bottom of the Bay?”

“In the Bay?” gasped O'Hare. “You're
sure it was Diane?”

“Positive,” said Gorman solemnly. “I
saw the body at the Morgue, just before
I came up here. It was a little beat from
the barnacles on the pilings under the
wharf where they found her, but there’s
no question about identification.

“What was the matter, Mr. Counsel-
lor?” jeered Gorman. “Did she let some-
thing slip when you were driving her
home from Moore’s apartment? Did she
know too much?” :

O’Hare dealt himself a slow study of
the three faces in front of him. All of
them were sober, waiting. He said, “I
hate like hell to ruin your day, Mike,
but I'm afraid I'll have to. Come on.”

“What are you trying to get away
with?” snapped Mike Gorman.

HE attorney stopped a few feet from

the door of the guest room, answered
Mike. “Murder,” he grinned; adding,
“Now, look. There is only one way out
of this room, and this is it. I want to go
in here by myself for a couple of minutes.
You can wait here—I can’t leave without
passing you.”

“Is this on the level, about the door?”
Gorman asked Sammy Wong.

The Chinese boy nodded. ,

“Then, okay,” said Gorman. “Only no
tricks, sweetheart.”

“Don’t worry, Mike,” O’Hare answered.
“I won’t jJump out a sixteen-story window
just to make you look good.” .

He opened the door quietly and stepped
into the darkened room. The day was
gray enough, and the drawn eVenetian
blinds brought on a total blackout.
O’Hare ran the blinds up. While he was
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near the chair where they’d thrown
Safley’s clothes, he -picked up the body-
sprung pants and took them to the bed.
Safley smelled like a very stale drunk,
indeed. O’Hare shook his guest’s shoulder,
said, “Wake up, Maurice. I've got news for
you—good news.’

Safley grunted and rolled over, hxs face
red, welted by the pillow. He mumbled,
“Yeah? What news?"”

“Diane’s here,” said O’Hare. “I had
her wait in the living room. Thought it
best. You wouldn’t want her to see you
like this.”

“See me like this,” echoed Safley
vaguely. He pulled himself up by grip-
ping O’Hare’s jacket collar. “You said
Diane’s here?”

“Right. So you worked yourself up
for nothing. How about crawling out of
the sack, now? I'll help you dress.”

He held Safley’s pants for him. Safley
threw his hairy shins over the side of
the bed, reaching for the bedlamp as he
did. “Gotta have some light . . . Gotta
see what I'm doing,” he muttered.

O’Hare was moving with the lamp-base
that Safley swung. at his head, managed
to catch it on his shoulder. He fouled
the pants around Safley’s wrist before his
friend could raise the lamp for a finish-
ing blow—jerked Maurice to his knees.

.O’Hare’s right shoulder was numb, but
he had too much left hand for Safley. He
hammered it into Safley’s face until
Maurice lost interest in the whole thing.
Then he opened the door.

“Mike,” he said, “there’s a guy in here
you should meet. In a couple of minutes,
I have a hunch he’ll be burning to con-
fess three homicides.”

T It wasn’t exactly that easy. Maurice
had to be urged to talk, even after O’Hare
told him, “Look, when you killed Diane
and threw her body in the Bay, you really
yanked the rug out from under your-
self. Diane was your alibi, said you were
in Stockton on business last night. I
think she really believed you were. So,
when I took her home this morning and
she found you at the house, she wasn’t
long -coming around to the answer. She

-and the two cops.
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knew you had killed Wada and Colonel
Moore. Maybe she even guessed why.”

“You're crazy!” snorted Safley.

“Then why did you try to conk me with
that lamp base?” O’Hare smiled thinly.
“Did you just decide you didn’t like me?
Or was it because you knew I was lying
about Diane—she couldn’t be here?”

ORMAN said he’d heard enough. “I'll

take this joker downtown,” he as-
serted crisply. “Maybe I can encourage
him to open_up.”

“Okay,” shrugged O’'Hare. “I suppose
you have to earn your money. And, while
you’re at it, you might have someone
check the books of Safley & Moore. As
their former attorney, there are ethical
reasons why I can’t suggest that since the
Commies took over in China, the import-
ing trade has been a little off. You'll have
to find qut about that for yourself.

“But it’s possible the partnership insur-
ance on Moore’s life had begun to appear
very desirable to Maurice. More desir-
able than bankruptcy.”

He studied Safley’s face for a long
minute, saw the skin color drain down
inside Maurice’s tight, wilted collar.
O’Hare winked at Gorman and Master-
son. “I suspect we may have something.”

O’Hare went to the door with Safley
Maurice was embar-
rassed by the bright metal on his wrist,
slunk into the elevator, keeping his eyes
averted. O’Hare stood in his door and
watched the elevator indicator.

When he turned around, he saw Sam-
my Wong. The Chinese boy had taken
off his white coat, was wearing a suede
jacket. There was a small suitcase in his
hand. He couldn’t meet O’Hare’s eyes.

“Now, where do you think you're go-
ing?” O'Hare wanted to know.

The boy’s thin shoulders rose and fell.
He shufled his feet. “Why—I—" he
stammered. “I ... I thought I better look
for a new job—after what I did.”

“You're a stinker,” admitted O’Hare
grimly. “But you still make the best
matzoh-ball soup in San Francisco. It
looks like I'm stuck with you!” L
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a little man whose little hand was com-
petently wrapped around a big gun
pointed at Joe’s middle.

“What gives?” Joe asked, trying to
keep his voice steady. He didn't like
guns. .

“You got company,” the unpleasant lit-
tle man said dryly. “You got objec-
tions?”

Joe had, but he didn’t name them.
“H-how’d you get in here?” he asked in-
stead. \

Rat Face shrugged and titteved.
in. Been in all day, practically.”
waved the gun.
we'll talk.”

Joe walked ahead into the parlor.
“Siddown,” Rat Face told him. Joe sat.

Rat Face stared at him in sardonic
amusement for a moment, and Joe found
the silence uncomfortable.

“Okay, now here’s the pitch,” Rat Facre
finally said, poking a cigarette between
his thin lips and lighting it with his free
hand. “I'm hot, see? I need a hideout—
somewhere nice and respectable-like
where the cops wouldn’t t'ink of lookin’.
So this is it, see?”

Joe didn’t see, but he kept quiet. Rat.
Face grinned at him knowingly. “Wifey’s
away, huh?” ‘

Joe nodded reluctantly. “How’d you
know?” he muttered. )

“Elemental. First I case the joint from
the outside, see? I look in the back yard.
It’s Monday, so natch everybody has got
their washin’ out on the line. Except
this here flat. No washin’, no wifey—
see?” Rat Face smirked, proud of his
logic.

“So I enter,” he continued. “Furniture
all over with sheets. That proves I doped
it out right; wifey’s away. You, buster,”
he told Joe, “I didn’t figure on one way
or the ather.” ’

“My wife and kids are in the country,”
Joe sgid. He added with meaningful dig-
nity, “Me, I work for a living.”

“Okay,” Rat Face said, unabashed.
“That makes it nice and cosy. Now we
start keeping house together, just you
and me.”

“]”m
He
“Get into the parlor and
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“You mean you’re going to stay here?”
Joe demanded incredulously.

“Rat Face tittered. ‘“Sure, why not?
Maybe a couple of days—till the heat’s
off, anyway.” He made a broad gesture.
“Ice box full—all the comforts of home—
so why not?”

“B-but you can’t!” Joe. spluttered
“I—I mean. like tomorrow I got to report
for work.”

“Just call in and say you’re sick,” Rat
Face said.

“But then I lose my time,” Joe pro-
tested. “I need the dough.”

“Look, buster,” Rat Face scowled, and
his voice had dropped to a dangerous
monotone, “there ain’t no use beating
your gums at me.” He gestured with
the gun. “Baby here says you do like I
say or else, see?”

Joe saw. He felt very helpless. He
wondered what he was going to do next.

Rat Face told him. “I’m hungry,” he
said. “Get into the kitchen and make
with some supper.”

Later, Rat Face slurped down the last
of his coffee and sat back contentedly.
“Not bad, buster, not bad.” He grinned
through broken yellow teeth. “You and
me are gonna get along—" he patted the
gun that lay alongside his plate—“as long
as you behave, see?”

ODDING woodenly, Joe got up and
began to carry the dishes over to the
sink. His mind was turning it all over
dazedly. But thinking didn’t seem te
help. This was one sweet fix he was in.
“You expecting any visitors, buster?”
Rat Face demanded suddenly.

“No—" Joe started to say, then tried
a quick switch—“Well, yeah; come to¢
think of it, there might be.”

“You're cute,”” Rat Face sneered.
“Okay, so you ain’'t expectin’ nobody.
So if somebody calls, you get rid of ’err
quick, see?” “Or else!” he added with
tiresome emphasis.

Joe sighed in resignation and began
washing the dishes in silence.

Rat Face was fidgety. “Skip the dishes
for now,” he rasped. “Get a pack of
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cards and we'll play some gin.”

Joe dried his hands and reached into
a drawer for the cards, but he shook his
head anologetically. “I don’t play cards,”
he <aid.  “Just my wife; sometimes,
she—"

“Ahh.”” Rat Face growled in disgust.
“So okay, gimme the pack! I'll play soli-
taire.”

Joe handed over the cards. Rat Face
began to lay them out. Frapp—frapp—
frapp . . .

Joe’s mind was still working desper-
ately. He wished he were expecting

visitors. Anyone. Even that slob Gil-
honley! ‘

He caucht his breath and froze. Rat
Face looked un quickly, sensing it.

“Yeah?” he said, eyeing Joe suspiciously.

“Nothing,” Joe mumbled. “Only—Well,
I haven’t anything to do with myself.”

“So?”

“So I was thinking—" Joe’s voice
cracked a little, because his mouth had
gone very dry, “that I'd get some wash-
ing done. I mean, clothes and things—"

“So?” Rat Face’s eyes, like black
beads, did not waver from Joe’s face.

“So I was wondering if I could—" Joe
nodded nervously at the washing machine
that stood in a corner of the kitchen. “I
usually do it Monday nights, wRemn the
wife’s away.”

“Yeah?” Rat Face’s lips twisted sar-
donically. “You’re a bright boy, ain’tcha,
buster? You wouldn’t maybe he figurin’
on hanging the wash outside, and maybe
be fixin’ up some kind of signal, now
would you?”

“No, honest,” Joe protested. Hastily
he reached into a drawer and withdrew
a length of cord; then held it up for the
gangster’s inspection. “See, all-.l do is
string up a line right here in the kitchen

..” His voice trailed off, and he waited
apathetlcally for the other man’s reac-
tion. )

For a few intense seconds Rat Face'’s
ayes continued to bore speculatingly into
Joe’s. Then he relaxed and grinned.

“Hey, you're a regular wifey’s boy,
ain’t you, buster?” he tittered. He waved
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a hand contemptuously. “Sure, go ahead
and wash your undies, only—" he added
a final warning— “you try to pull any-
thing funny, and Baby, here, is gonna
talk to you, see?”

Joe nodded mutely and almost killed
himself trying to look casual as he went
over to the machine. He wondered if his
pounding heart was showing through his
shirt. He attached the rubber hose to
the faucet and began to run water into
the tub. Then he opened the laundry
hamper, withdrew clothes and tossed
them into the tub. Next he added soap
flakes. Then he breathed a silent prayer
and switched on the machine.

With a rumble and a heave, the ancient
machine got to work. Rumba-bub-bub . ..
rumba-bub-bub- . . . rumba-bub-bub . . ..

Rat Face glanced up from his cards in
amazement. “Holy cats!” he exclaimed,
“what a bucket of bolts. Sounds like it’s
ready to take off!”

FOR an agonizing moment Joe thought

he was going to be ordered to turn it
off. But Rat Face went back to his soli-
taire and Joe began to breathe agam
And he kept praying .

“Say, ain’t you ﬁmshed, yet?” Rat

‘Face growled, an hour later. “That Leap-

in’ Minnie is starting to get on me
nerves.”

“Almost,” .Joe said hoarsely, and he’d
just about given up hope. “Another
minute or two.”

“Well, shake it up!” Rat Face sud-
denly caught the humor of his own re-
mark. “Shake it up! Heh-heh, that’s
good!” he chortled. “Ain’t it?” he de-
manded, searching Joe’s strained face.

“Y-yeah, that’s f-funny, all right,” Joe
stammered hastily. ‘“Very funny—"

Abruptly the doorbell shrilled. Joe
thought he was going to faint. Rat face
jumped up, clawing for the gun.

“Who'’s that?” he grated, his eyes dan-
gerous. .

“I—I don’t know,” Joe whlspered.

“All right,” Rat Face waved him to the
doorway. “Get out there.” He spoke
swiftly, and his voice was like the edge
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of a knife. “Just remember, buster, in
case you get ideas, Baby here is goin’ to
be aimed right at the back of your head.
So don’t try nothin’. Just tell whoever
it is to beat it. You got it?”

“I got it,” Joe whispered. The door-
bell sounded again insistently. They
went out into the hall, Rat Face padding
silently behind Joe like a cat. With the
gun he prodded Joe to the door, then
stepped out of sight.

Joe’s legs were shaking as he opened
the door. A very big policeman stood on
the landing, holding a pencil and note-
book. “I got a complaint—" he started
to say.

“Beat it,” Joe told him happily, and
stuck out his tongue for good measure.
The very big policeman blinked and
stared. Then he drew a deep breath, his
face began to turn red and his jaw began
to jut dangerously.

“Oh, yeah?” he said slowly, and
reached out a deliberate hand to. push
Joe inside. That was it. Joe suddenly
plunged headlong past him to the stairs.
“Inside—" he yelled, almost before he’'d
landed—“look out!”

Rat Face was so startled, he dropped
“Baby.” And, by the time he started to
belly across the floor to retrieve it, the
very big policeman had sensed something
illegal and trod on Rat Face’s hand with
his very big foot . . .

The three of them started down the
stairs. Gilhooley watched their descent
from his doorway on the lower landing,
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his eyes alight with triumph. “I told you,
Loomis!” he shrilled. “I told you I was
going to call a cop if you turned that
thing on again.”

“One side, mister,” said the cop as they
reached the landing and continued their
march down the stairs.

For the moment, Gilhooley failed to
notice either Rat Face or the handcuffs
whereby he was secured. He followed
them down the stairs, chattering excited-
ly. “Honest, officer, that’s the way it’s
been for a year now. Every time he turns
that thing on upstairs, it’s like an earth-
quake. You ought to see my living room
—plaster all over the floor. I warned
him. I told him if he didn't get rid of
that damned machine, I'd—"

“Gilhooley.” Joe paused on the last
step to gaze beatifically up at that gentle-
man. “Gilhooley, tomorrow I am going
to buy a brand new washer. The quietest
make they got.”

Gilhooley stared, then quickly re-
treated up one step as though preparing
to ward off an expected blow.

“And Gilhooley,” Joe continued, shak-
ing his head reassuringly, “just as soon
as I get back from the police station, I
am going to buy you a beer. I am going
to buy you several beers.”

“Come on,” called the cop.

“I'm coming,” Joe called back. “And
Gilhooley,” he concluded with much feel-
ing, gazing earnestly into his neighbor’s
astonished eyes and reaching up to grasp
his hand, “Gilhooley, I love you.”
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MURDER WAITS

blueness of her eyes. They’d been child-like
eyes when he first met her in Paris six
months ago, but they had acquired a maturity
now. So had her whole body, every beautiful,
soft curve of it.

“It will be mighty different from that two-
room apartment we had in Paris, Lynn. A
lot different, but there’ll never he a place T'll
like more than those two rooms—and the
memory of you sharing them with me.”

“They were wonderful weeks,” she said
with a sigh of bliss. “But maybe the ones we
look forward to will be just as good.”

“Never,” he said staunchly.

“What about—Ruth?”’ Lvnn asked slowly.
. “She’s part of a past that’s been long dead

with me,” Archer told her. “Let’s talk about

pleasanter things. Oh. yes—and this isn’t
pleasant. I talked to Attorney Bill Kirby on
the transatlantic phone day hefore vesterday
and I told him we were sailing and to have
the house made ready. After seven vears it
ought to need a mild dusting at least, don’t
you think ?”
“Oh,” she said in slight dismay. “I'd for-
gotten that, too. Mr. Kirby won'’t be expect-
ing us for a week. But I don’t mind, Randy.
I still think we were lucky to get those plane
seats.”’

Archer turned off the road onto the long.
winding driveway which curved in -and
around the big trees. Then the house was be-
fore them and Lynn gasped.

“It has twenty-two rooms,” he told her.
“That’s a lot of dusting.”

“Lead on.” she said cheerfully. “I've
faced worse things.”

E STOPPED the car in front of the long

and wide porch. Nothing seemed to
have changed. The Venetian blinds were all
down and closed, otherwise the house had a
look of having been lived in all along.

“This was never my idea of a home,” he
said. “Ruth wanted it and what Ruth wanted
she got. Oh, I'm sorry, we weren'’t to talk
about her, were we? But perhaps we
should—"

“Tell me when we'’re inside,” Lynn said.
“Tt still seems so strange to me. Six months
ago I was the loneliest girl in Paris and in
Paris that’s lonely, Randy. Then we looked
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at each other across that little restaurant and
my whole life changed.”

“You're not sorry ?”” he asked. “About the
apartment we shared, and all?”

She smiled at him. “If you had asked me
that seven months ago, I would have been
terribly ashamed but—well, I'm not. I'm
glad and I’'m happy because I've had you and
I don't give a damn what the conditions
were. Now let’s go in and face the past.”

They climbed the porch stairs and Archer
got keys out of his pocket. He opened the
massive front door and then turned to her
and reached out his arms.

“Over the threshold," he grinned. “That’s
the custom.”

She backed away a step. ‘“Randy, not now.
Not this time. I—I think we ought to wait
until we're married.”

He nodded. “I'm sorry. Of course, Lynn.
Come on in and see what I left behind me so
gladly almost seven years ago.”

She held onto 'his arm tightly as they
walked slowly down the long, graceful recep-
tion hall. He was glad to have her at his side
because the moment he had passed heyond
the threshold. Ruth seemed to he closing in
on him again. He shuddered and Lynn felt it.
She held on tighter, knowing, in her woman-
ly mind, just what he was thinking.

“It’s like a—tomb, "’ he said in a half whis-
per. “The living room is this way. Our Paris
apartment would fit into one small corner of
it.”

He threw open the door and Lynn gasped.
The room was tremendous, the furniture
oversized, lush and worth a fortune. The
rug had a piling that felt as if she walked on
air, a tremendous mirror directly across the
room reflected her and Archer, and seemed
to make pygmies of them.

“Randy,” she said in a small voice, ‘“that
lawyer must have sent an army of cleaners
here already. The place is spotless.” ~

“So [ see. Good old Kirby. He's a stuffed
shirt but efficient. Want to sit down for a few
minutes ?”’ .

“Ygs,” she said. “Randy, I'm scared of
this place. I—I don’t belong here. You're
still married to the woman who lived here
with you.”

He helped her into a davenport which



could have held a dozen of her, and he sat
down very close beside her.

“Lynn.” he said, “you ve got to understand
things all over again. Yes, Ruth and I lived
here. But that’s all we did, live. There
wasn’t even a whisper of love in this crazy
old ark of a place. Ruth liked to shine—to
impress others. That was only one minor
fault. She was the most demanding woman
I’ve ever known.”

“Tell me, Randy, why did you ever marry
her?”

He shrugged faintly. ““She wasn’t like that
when we were married. We'd known each
other a long time. Mavbe I overlooked her
real nature, but I don’t think so. I think this
house did that to her.”

“ And—what happened almost seven years
ago?” Lynn asked.

“I told you. But okay: here it is again.
Ruth was jealous, among other things. In-
sanely jealous! And I had a cute secretary
in my office. Ruth accused me of noticing
her too much. Of course. I noticed her; she
was beautiful to look at. But T had no in-
terest in her nor she in me. In fact, the whole
thing finally boiled over when T helped. her
marry the guy she was in love with.”

“And that’s when Ruth—when your
wife—"

“Yes,” he interrupted her, “Ruth went
crazy. This secretary, her name was Cora
Taylor, was having trouble with her parents.
They didn’t like the fellow she was in love
with. She had to meet him secretly, so I'd
call her father and tell him she was working
overtime. Yeah, I was Cupid’s little helper.
And after a while, T told Ruth the same thing.
The night Cora was to be married, I agreed
to drive her over the state line where her boy
friend was waiting. Naturally, she swore me
to secrecyv and I said nothing of this to Ruth.
I didn’t quite have her ﬁgured out then you

”

see.

LYNN BAKER thought that over for a
moment or two kefore answering.
“And Ruth tried to kill that girl, Randy?”
she-asked.
“Yes. It seems she had hired some con-
niving private detective to spy on me. When
Cora and I drove away, Ruth was following

us. Oh, I suppose it looked funny, but she
should have asked questions and been ready
to believe the answers. Instead she drove me-
off the road, walked up to the car and started
shooting.”

“How awful "’ Lynn gasped.

“Tt was pretty rugged, but things turned
out not so bad after all. Cora wasn’t badly
hit. Ruth, probably under the impression
she had -killed Cora, drove off. We found
where her car had run through a bridge rail-
ing. It was hauled out of the river later, but
Ruth’s body wasn’t in it. The police said she
had been washed out'to sea. Almost all the
bodies of people lost in that part of the river
were never found.”

“And in three more weeks she will be de-
clared legally dead. Randy, I'll be glad for
you when it’s all over.”

He nodded. “From that time until the mo-
ment we met, I detested women. I let Ruth
poison me against your whole sex. I took
over the management of our European
branch and left everything in the hands of
Kirby. But hang it all, when you and I began
living together, I knew we had to come back
here. To this country where we belonged!”

“You never tried to divorce Ruth?” Lynn
asked.

“No, because I didn’t<care. Then when I
phoned Kirby and said I wanted to get mar-
ried again, he told me it-would be easier and
better to wait these few weeks until the legal
seven years had passed. It would be quicker,
too, and of course he’s right. After all, what
difference does it make? Just because we
have a license to hang on the wall won’t make
us any the more married than we are right

”

now.

“But I'll be glad when we do have that
license, Randy. Let’s forget all this. We'll
become morbid. Show me the rest of the
house.”

They toured the first floor and weren'’t half
through it before both of them knew this
house hadn’t been empty these seven years.
There was food in the kitchen. Fresh, whole-
some food. Things had been used during
those years, even the house showed a certain
amount of wear and Tear.

Archer said, “If Kirby leased this place
without telling me, I'll have his hide.”
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tening. So when he heard the doorknob
turn, he was instantly alert. There wasn’t
much light in the room, for they had drawn
the heavy drapes, but his eyes were accus-
tomed to the dark and he watched the door
slowly open.

That was all it did, open wide. Nobody
stepped inside. Nothing moved. He lay per-
fectly still, waiting to see what would happen
next. He was saturated with sweat, but his
mouth was as dry as sand.

Then he saw the shadow. What made it, .

he didn’t know. Perhaps moonlight from
some corridor window. At any rate it was
there, moving silently, closer and closer
toward the door. He saw the shadow’s hand
come up and there was the silhouette of a
gunin it. He saw trousered legs take another
step.

Archer silently slipped out of bed and, in
his bare feet, tiptoed across the room toward
the fireplace. He picked up the heavy poker,
finding it by sheer memory, and moved
toward the open door. )

Suddenly there was a- wild, ear-splitting
scream and that figure came plunging through
the door, gun extended and aimed at Lynn’s
bed. Archer never hesitated. He brought
down that poker as hard as he could swing it.
The scream was cut off and the shadowy
form collapsed into an indistinguishable
" shape on the floor.

Lynn was awake and he sprang to her side.
“Somebody,” he breathed, “with a gun. He
may not-be unconscious. Get into the corri-
dor. Hurtry, Lynn!” :

She sped toward the door, veered around
the fallen form and vanished. Archer, hold-
ing the poker ready, found a light switch and
snapped it on. He inhaled sharply. That was
no ghost on the floor. It was a very substan-
tial body, but that of a woman-wearing slacks.
That was why he had thought she was a man.

Her hair had been tightly rolled on top
of her head, but it was unloosened now and
had fallen into a silken mass beside her head.
She was lying face down. Archer moved up
to her, noting the gun which she still clutched.
Even before he turned her head gently, he
knew who she was. It was a ghost—of sorts.

Ruth was back. Ruth behind a gun once

more, ready to do murder again. Lynn’s |
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voice floated up from somewhere. He hur-

~ ried out of the room, called her name and she

called back from downstairs. He fled down
the stairway and she was waiting for him at
the foot of it. He took her in his arms, held
her very tightly.

“It’s Ruth,” he whispered. “She came
back.”

Lynn struggled in his embrace until he was
holding her at arm’s length. Suddenly, in the
face of danger, she was a practical woman.

“Randy, she’s been here all the time. That’s
why the house is so-neat. She never left it.”.

He nodded in sudden understanding. “She
must have faked that suicide,” he said. “Per-
haps she’s mad, perhaps she thinks you’re
Cora: Darling, this will change our plans—
delay things—but please, please wait for me.”

“You know I will,” she said. “But what
about Ruth? Is she is she—?"

“Dead? I don’t think so. I hit her on top
of the head, but she always wore her hair
piled up and it would have acted like a mat-
tress. Stay here, Lynn. I’ll go back up there
and see how she is. There may be fireworks
when she wakes up, but I don’t care. She
won’t get away with this.”

He ran up the stairs, reached the room
and saw that Ruth hadn’t moved. He also
saw something else which filled him with hor-
ror. The rug beside her head was slowly
soaking up blood. He knelt beside her and
almost cried out. Her face already had the
waxen color of death.

He picked up one hand, pressed his fin-
gers where the pulse should have been. There
was none. He looked closer and knew she
was dead.

E STOOD UP slowly, and backed.away

in horror. Then he saw something else.
The hand which had held the gun was empty.
There was no gun anywhere around. He
passed a hand over his eyes, told himself
sternly that he hadn’t been dreaming. He
called Lynn upstairs and told her.

“Randy, it’s horrible,” she said. ‘“What
are we to do? She was your wife and you
and—and I—were here in-the same bed- .
room.”

“I don’t care what anybody else thinks,”
Archer said. “Look—you saw the gun in
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death would look like murder. I had to make
you produce it, Kirby, and you did.”

Then there were State Police all around
and Kirby was handcuffed and finally taken
away. Lynn sat down beside Archer on the
divan once more. It seemed as calm as when
they’d first entered the big house, but even
serener because neither had anything to wor-
ry about now.

Lynn said, “I know you found Kirby’s
clothes when you went upstairs to get Ruth’s
body. But nobody ever told me what hap-
pened to Ruth. I thought you put her in the
trunk of your car.”

“When I was sure Kirby had killed her
and suspected he’'d try to frame me for it?
Oh no, baby, I stuffed what was left of Ruth
into the trunk of Kirby’s car. That’s where
they found it and when Kirby saw it tumble
out, he began talking and he never stopped
up to the time they took him away.”

She snuggled closer to him. “And has all
this changed our.plans any? In any way at
all, Randy?”

“Sure it has,” he said. “We don’t have to
wait weeks to be married now.”

-

THE NATIONAL CONFERENCE OF CHRISTIANS AND JEWS

Brotherhood is as practical and as fair and square
as a traffic signal. It’s as rugged and clean cut and
it ought to be as typically American as the rules of

baseball. —Eric Johnston

Unless we can eliminate prejudice from the home,
it will never be stopped in the streets.
—Basil O’Connor
Brotherhood should not be looked upon as a
luxury to be preserved for only pleasant occasions.
Brotherhood is itself the greatest of all realities, and
the literal practice of it would be the one broad and
basic solution for our worst problems.
—Oscar Hammerstein
He has a right to criticize who has the heart to
help. —Lincoln
If we in America, against our background of free
institutions and economic well-being, fail to work
out decent patterns of human relations, then the
very memory of decency may be expunged in the
whole world. —Eddie Cantor
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