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A true experience of c. 3. LATIMER, Warren, Ohio

"ANOTHER FISHER-
MAN and myself had
just finished setting a
heavy trot-line in
Lake Erie,” writes
Mr. Latimer, "when
a sudden treacherous
squall lashed out of
nowhere and churn-
ed the water into
towering waves.

"A WAVE SMACKED
us broadside, and over
we went! Then | felt a
heavy drag on my leg.
I was caught in the
trot-line and was being
pulled to my doom. In
the darkness, my com-
panion couldn’t un-
tangle me!

n»S5°
"BUT ONE OF OUR PARTY ON shore brought his flashlight into action. Its
powerful beam cut the distance and darkness—and in a minute | was free. |
shudder to think of what might have happened except for those dependable

'Eveready’ jresb DATED batteries! (signed) s\ /O /) LONG t'y*
BATTBf)l/J
The word "Eveready” is a registered trade-mark oj National Carbon Co., Inc. v/ YOAZED

FRESH BATTERIES LtSTLONGER...A"" DATE-LIHM

NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC., 30 EAST 42nd STREET, NEW YORK, N.Y.
Unit of Union Carbide [IH 4 and Carbon Corporation



Money-Making Opportuni

for Men of Character

EXCLUSIVE FRANCHISE FOR.

An Invention Expected to Replace

A MULTI-MIimON-DOLLAR INDUSTRY

Costly Work Formerly
“Sent Out” by Business Men
Now Done by Themselves

at a Fraction of the Expense

This Isacall for rofcn everywhere to handle
exclusive agency for one of the most
unique business inventions of the day#

Forty years ago the horse and- buggy business was supreme— today
almost extinct. Twenty years ago the phonograph industry ran into
many millions—today practically a relic, Only a comparatively few
foresighccd men saw the fortunes ahead in the automobile and the
radio. Yet irresistible wav”~s of public buying swept these men to
fortune, and sent the buggy and the phonograph into the discard. So
are great successes made by men able to detect thc.sfiift in public favor
from one industry to anotWsSr.

Note another change Is taking place. Aa old established Industry—an integral
and important part o f the nation’s structure—in which millions of dollars change hands
every year—is in thousands of cases being replaced br a truly astonishing, simple inven-
tion which does the work better—rmore reliably—AND A j A COST OFTEN AS LOW
AS 2% OF WHAT IS ORDINARILY PAID! It has not required very long for men
who have taken over the rights to this valuable invention to do a remarkable business,
and show earnings which in these times are almost unheard of for the average man.

EARNINGS

One man in California earned over $1,600 per month for throe
months—close to $5,000 ia 90 days* time. Another writes
from Delaware—'‘Since | have been operating (just a Uttle
less than a month of actual selling) and not the full day at
that, because | have been getting organized and had to spend
at least half the day in the office; counting what | have sold
outright and on trial, 1 have made just a little in excess of one
thousand dollars profit for one month/* A manworkihg small
city in N. Y. State made $10,805 in 9 months. Texas man
nets over $300 in less than a week’s time. Space does not per-
mit mentioning here more than these few random cases. How-
ever, they are sufficient to indicate that the worthwhile future
in this business is coupled with immediate earnings for the
right kind of mao. One man with us has already made over
a thousand sales on which his earnings ran from $5 to $60
per sale and more. A great deal pf this business was repeat
business. Yet he had never done anything like this before
coming with ns. That is the kind of opportunity this business
offers. The fact that this business has attracted to it such
business men as former bankers, executives of businesses*”
men who demand only the highest type of opportunity and
income—gives afairly good picture of the kind of business this
is. Our door is open, however, to the young man looking for
the right field inwhich to make hisstart and develop his future.

Hot a “ Gadget” —
Hot a “ Knick-Knack” —

buta valuable, proved device which
has been sold successfully by busi-
ness novices as weU as” seasoned
veterans.

Make oo mistake—this is 00 novelty—oo flimsy creation
which the inventor hopes to put on the market. Too
Probably have seen nothing uke it yet—perhaps never
dreamed of the existence of such adevice—yet it has already
been used by corporations of outstanding prominence—
dealers of great corporations—by their branches—by doc-
tors, newspapers, publishers—schools— hospitals, etc., etc.,
and by thousands of small businessmen. Youdon't haveto
convince a mao that he should use an electric bulb to light
his offioe instead of a gas lamp. Nor do you have to sell
the same business man the idea that some day he may need
Something like this invention. The need is already there—*
the money is usually being spent right at that very
moment— and the desirability of saving the greatest
part-of this- expense is obvious immediately.

Some of the Saving*
You Con Show

You walk Into an office and put down before your prospect
A letter from a talcs organization- showing that they did
work in their own office for $11 which formerly could have
cost them over $200. A building supply corporation pays
our man $70, whereas the bill could have been for $1,6001
An automobile dealer pays our representative $15, whereas
Che expense could have been over $1,000. A department
store has expense of $88A0, possible cost if done outside
the businessbheing well over $2,000. And so on. Wc could
not possibly list all cases here. These are just a few of
the many actual cases which we place in your hands to
work with. Practically everyTine of business and,every
«topon of the country u represented by these field reports
which hammer across dazzling, convincing money-saving
eppommities which hardly %oy buwxw oao can fail to

Profits Typical of
the Young, Growing industry

doing into this business is not Uke selling something
offered in every grocery, drug or dqg®armcotstore. For
Instance, when you take a $7.50 order, $5-83 can be your
share. On $1,500 Worth of business, your share can be
$1,167.00. The very least you get as your part of every
dollar's worth of business you do is 67 cents—on tea
dollars' worth $6.70, on a hundred dollars’ worth $67.00

ia other words two thirds of every order you get is.
yours. Not only on the first order—but on repeat orders
—and you have the opportunity of earning ah even larger
percentage.

This Business Bat
Nothing to Do With
Bouse to House Canvassing

Nor do you have to know anything about high-pressure
selling. "Selliag” is unnecessary in the ordinary sense of
the word. Instead of hammering away at the customer
and trying to "force" a saje, you make a dignified,
business-like call, lean the installation—whatever size
the customer says he will accept—at our risk, let the
customer sell himself after the device is in and working.
This does away with the need for pressure on the cus-
tomer—it eliminates the handicap of trying to get the
money before the customer has really convinced himself
100%. You simply tell what you offer, showing proofof
success in that customer's particular line of business.
Then leave the invention-without a dollar down. It
starts working atonce. la afew short days, the Installa-
tion should actually produce enough cash money to pay
for the deal, with profits above the investment coming ia
atthesametime. Yon thencall back, collectyour money.
Nothing « so convincing as our offer to let results speak
for themselves without risk to the customer I While others
fail to get even a hearing, onr men ate making sales
running into the huntlreds. They have received the atten-
tion o f die largest firms in the country, and sold to the
> UBfUcst businesses bjr (be ehoumds*

No Money Need Be Risked

ta trying this business out. Yon can measure the possi-
bilities and not be out a dollar. Ifyou art looking for a
lutinett that it not overcrowded—* business that tS juse
coming into its own—on the upgrade, instead of -ha
downgrade—a buskies* that offers the buyer relief from
a burdensome, but unavoidable expense—a business ehas
has a prospect practically in every office, store, or factory
into which you can set foot—regardless of size—thatit a
necessity but does not have any price cutting to coacccvi
with as other necessities do—that because you control
the sales in exclusive territory is your own business—
that fays mert en torn individual tales than many mm m<J»
Jna weekend sometimes in a month't timt—if such * business
looks as if it is worth investigating, get in touch with us
at ones for the rights in your territory—don't delay—
because the chances are that it you do wait, someone else
will have written to us in the meantime—and if it turn*
out that you Were the better man—we’d both be sorry.
So for convenience, settthe coupon helots— but send it righ«
away—or wire if you wish. But do it now. Iress

F. E. ARMSTRONG, President
Pept. 4047E, Mobile, Ala.

| 7.E. ARMSTRONG. Pres.. D<*pt-4047E, Mobile. Ate.
Without obligation to me, send mefuU talar-
nation on your proposition

o #3-
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EVERY STORY BRAND-NEW

Featuring the World’s Greatest Sleuth
in
A Full Book-Length Novel

The Phantom and the Uniformed
Killers
By ROBERT WALLACE

Taken from the Case-book of Richard Curtis Van Loan
(Profusely Illustrated)

When Innocent Lives are the Pawns of a Grim Greed-Crazed
Killer Who Seeks Power and Plunder, the Phantom Detective
Flies to the Mexican Border to Stem a Torrent of Crime!
Follow Richard Curtis Van Loan as He Comes to Grips with
a Sinister Fiend Who Hurls a Mighty Challenge at Justice 14

GRIPPING SHORT STORIES
IT'S GREAT TO RE A COP . . . Cyril Plunkett 94

There's More to Raising Sons than Just a Policeman’s Code

MURDER — SPECIAL DELIVERY . . J. S. Endieott 99

Detective Tim Sloan Pines for Action—and Gets It!

AND

THE PHANTOM SPEAKS e A Department 6
Join FRIENDS OF THE PHANTOM, Our World-wide Organization

Published monthly by Standard Magazines, Inc.. 22 West 48th Street, New York, N. Y. Entire contents copyrighted, 1940,
by Standard Magazines, Inc. Subscription yearly, $1.20; single copies, $.10; foreign and Canadian postage extra. Entered as
Weohd-class matter November 10, 1932, at the post office at New York, N. Y., under Act of March 8, 1879.

Naraos of all characters used in stories and femi-fiction articles are fictitious. If the name of any living person
or existing institution is used, it is a coincidence. Manuscripts must be accompanied by self-addressed, stamped
envelopes, and are submitted at the author's risk

Read our companion magazines: Thrilling Detective, Thrilling Adventures, Thrilling Ranoh Stories, Thrilling Wonder Stprleg,

Hhrilling Mystery, Thrilling Sports, Thrilling Western, ihriiiing Love, Sky Fighters, The Lon® Eagle, Everyday Astrology, West,

Popular Sports Magazine, Popular Detective, Popular Love, Popular Western, Masked Rider Western Magazine, Texas Rangers,

G-Men, Range Riders, Detective Novels Magazine. 8trange Stories, Black Book Detective Magazine, Thrilling Spy Stories,
Rio Kid Western, Startling Stories, Captain Future, and The Ghost

MINTED IN THB U. S. A,



| TRAINED
THESE MEN

$10 to $20 A WEEK
IN SPARE TIME

*1 repaired many Radio
sets when | was on my
tenth lesson, and 1 have
made enough money to pay
for my Radio course and
also my instruments. 1
really don’'t see how you
can give so much for such
a small amount of money. | made $600
in ayear and a half, and | have wade
an average of $10 to $20 a week— just
spare time."—JOHN JERRY, 1j-9
Arapahoo St., Denver, Colo.

DOUBLED SALARY
IN 5 MONTHS

"Shortly after | started =
the N. It. I. Course | be- :
gan teaching Radio classes :
at the SpaTton School of j
Aeronautics. After five ;
months | was given a
chanoe to join the Ameri-
can Airlines at a salary
double that which | received from the
school."—A. T. BROTHERS, 1130
Ocean Park Blvd., Santa Monica, Calif.

Lssu&A...,

7 $200 TO $300 A MONTH
IN OWN BUSINESS

"For the last two years

; 1 have been in business

1 for myself making between

' $200 and $300 a month.

Business has steadily in-

creased. | have N. R. I.

to thank for my start

in this field." — ARLJE
J. FROEHNER. 300 W. Texas Ave.,
Goose Creek, Texas.

THAT 1 CAN TRAIN YOU
AT HOMS TOR A

Clip the coupon and mail it. I'm certain |
I can train you at home in your spare]

time to be a Radio Technician. I will send 1

you a sample lesson free. Examine it, read |
it, see how clear and easy it is to under- |
stand Judge for yourself whether my |
course is planned to help you get a good |
job in Radio, a young, growing field with |
a future. You don’t need to give up your |
gresent job, or spend a lot of money to |
ecome a Radio Techn I train you f
at home in your spare

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

Radio broadcasting stations employ engi-
neers, operators, technicians. Radio man-
ufacturers employ testers, inspectors, fore-
men, servicemen in good-pay jobs. Radio
jobbers, dealers, employ installation and
servicemen. Many Radio Technicians
open their own Radio sales and repair
businesses and make $30, $40, $50 a week.
Others hold their regular jobs and make
$5 to $10 a week fixing Radios in spare
time. Automobile, police, aviation, com-
mercial Radio ; loudspeaker systems, elec-
tronic devices, are other fields offering
opportunities for which N. R. I. gives the
required knowledge of Radio. Television
promises to open good jobs soon.

Many Make $5 to $10 a Week Extra
in Spare Time While Learning

The day you enroll, | start sending you
Extra Moneﬁ Job  Sheets which “start
showin%you ow to do Radio Repair jobs.
Throughout your Course | send plans
and directions which have helped many

make $200 to $500 a year in spare time
while learning. 1 send special Radio equiﬁ)—
ment to conduct experiments and build
circuits.-  This 50-50 training method
makes learning at home interesting, fasci-
nating, practical. I ALSO GIVE YOU A
MODERN PROFESSIONAL, ALL-WAVE.
ALL-PURPOSE SET SERVICING IN-
STRUMENT to help you make more money
fixing Radios while learning and equip you
for full time work after you graduate.

Find Ouf What Radio Offers You

Act today.
my 64-page Book,
point out Radio's

M ail the coupon for Sample Lesson and
"Rich Rewards in Radio.”" They
spare time and full time oppor-

tunities and those coming in Television: tell about
my course in Radio and Television; show letters
from men | have trained telling what they are do-

ing and earning. Read my money-back agreement.
Find out what Radio offers YOU! MAIL COUPON
in an envelope, or paste on a postcard—NOW I

J. E. SMITH, President
National Radio Institute, Dept. OE09
Washington, D. C.

GOODFORBOTH &* gafaaFREE

J. E. smith,
Dept.

0EO09,

President, National Radio institute

Washington, D. C.
Dear Mr. Smith: Mail me FREE, without obligation, Sample 1
“ Kich Rewards in Radio" which a

Lesson and 61-page book
tells about Radio's spare time and full

time opportunities

and how | can train at home for them. No salesman will 1
call. (Write Plainly.) 1
Name Age

Address

City SR - X £, 2FR 1




OME of the men in the insane asylum thought that they were Napoleon. Others
insisted that they were Lincoln. Regardless of the jibes and taunts of the keepers,
all the mad men told the same stories over and over.

All, that is, except one grim-eyed old man.
known as “The Ironmaster.” Jason Sterne told no story ...

hopeful—for something. . . .

That man was Jason Sterne, long
he merely waited, silent,

And then that something happened, w th the swiftness of unleashed lightning! A

band of grim, black-masked men invaded
the premises of the insane asylum.

Simultaneously, the roaring flames of an
incendiary fire engulfed the entire struc-
ture. Eye-dazzling action ensued; guns
belched death; the tongues of flame from
the fire flicked hungrily for victims.

And when the smoke had cleared, Death
had taken its ghastly toll. And Jason
Sterne, the richest maniac in the entire
world, had vanished!

A Study in Scarlet

That's the thrilling start of next month’s
sensational complete book-length novel,
THE PHANTOM HITS MURDER
STEEL. It's a spell-binding study in scar-
let of the dark chapters in one of Amer-
ica’s greatest industries, as revealed by the
world’s greatest sleuth.

Steel! A metal the control of which
means national financial domination! You
will see how it makes great men clash
with each other, leaving a trail of molten
murder

Steel—a man-made metal, which has the
country’s most powerful magnates vying
for a monopoly!

Big Stakes

The stakes are tremendous in THE
PHANTOM HITS MURDER STEEL.
Death strikes again and again in a strange
pattern as one man schemes to rule the
steel industry.

He moves his human pawns on a weird
chessboard of life and death. Only all the

squares on this board are black!
Again the Phantom Detective hurls a chal-
lenge to his many followers. In next month’s

novel he will acquaint you with all the facts of
this great case. He will parade before you all
the clues he has gathered, the names of all the
suspects.

Can You Name the Killer?

Provided with this information, can you point
the finger of guilt at the real murderer— the
man behind the most baffling crimes the nation
has ever known?

Whether or not you can guess the identity
of the unknown murder master, you mav be cer-
tain that THE PHANTOM HITS MURDER
STEEL packs an avalanche of suspense and
surprises from the very fir«t page to the last.
You'll find the story complete in the next issue
—and you've only a month to wait!

Remember— THE PHANTOM HITS MUR-
DER STEEL is in next month’s issue! And in
addition, there will be several short stories Of
outstanding quality.

Our Mailbag

Readers, keep those swell letters rolling in!
They help us in planning future issues— keep
us on our toes so that we are constantly on the

alert for opportunities to improve THE
PHANTOM DETECTIVE.
Comments, criticisms, praise, censure, ideas,

suggestions— they’re all welcome in our mailbag,
and remember that a postcard will do just as
well as a sealed letter.

Here are excerpts from just a few recent
letters picked at random:

Please send me a Phantom emblem and a mem-
bership card. X have been reading THE
rilANTOM DETECTIVE for quite some time and
enjoy it a good deal. It is fascinating, exciting
and thrilling. The Phantom mates that saying,
"Crime Does Not Pay” come true. It does not
pay to be outside the law and any sensible per-
son reading fyour magazine will realize it. 1 can
hardly wait for your next Issue.—Betty Anderson,
Cedar Rapids, la.

Tour magazine is swell, and so are your com-

panion magazines.—Rudy Gaerlin, Bagbio, Philip-
pine Islands.

{Concluded on pugs &)



MODIFIED “4” (WHOLE LIFE) ene AmE Low mares
POSTAL POLICY AT YOUR AGE

COSTS THE PERMANENT A A A
NOW HAL F RATE FOR THE A s 77 Wsor W osr W srer
ONLY NEXT 4 YEARS 22 79 31 1.00 40 1.35 49 195

This policy is offered especially to meet 2 Zgg: 34 %Zgg 8 %_'217 £ %EZ,
today’s conditions. It gives you about 27 90 36 116 45 164 54 253
twice the insurance protection now that 3 % 3 iz 4 1o 55 266

the same money ordinarily buys, yet it is

afull Legal Reserve Life Insurance Policy Monthly rates shown in table are one half

with all Standard provisions; Cash and
loan values; Automatic Premium Payment
Clause and Guaranteed 9/2% Dividends!

permanent rates beginning the fifth year.

A further saving is made by paying
premium annually or semi-annually.

*Owing to low rates at which this policy
is offered, the minimum amounts issued
are: ages 21 to 45, $1,500; 46 to 55, $1,000.

Assure a college education for your chil-
dren! Provide a last expense fund! To
pay off a mortgage; or own this policy for
any other purpose for which Insurance
can be used!

Th d b thi
GIVE YOUR LOVED ONES PROTECTION  from Boctal Life ol New vorc Deiay may e serious.

MAIL THIS QUICK ACTION COUPON NOW! It takes less than thirty seconds to> till in "this coupon.
FILL OUT AND MAIL COUPON TODAY

Organized as Legal Reserve Life
Insurance Company under laws
of New York State in 1905

POSTAL LIFE
OF NEW YORK

has paid more than

$50,003,000.00

to its policyholders and benefi-
ciaries during thirty-five suc-
cessful years.

oty Rl cogs oL yout o

r men and women ages 1

Postal Life Insurance Company, g-/""v
511 Fifth Ave., Dept. M-633 S & iiim
New York, N. Y.

Mail me without obligation complete in-

formation about your low cost Modified | Hyas NO|I

“4” Whole Life Policy at my age and
Postal method of doing business direct. | agents)]
i/ttic urroirn....... -

Occupation....... .




THE GHOST
STRIKES BACK

at his underworld foes
INn theyear’s most
exciting mystery

THE GHOST
STRIKES BACK

by and about

GEORGE CHANCE
The Magician Sleuth!

George Chance has combined twin fields—
criminology and magic— and has made them
his own! He ranks at the top of both pro-
fessions— and his exploits spell T-H-R-I-L-L-S!

GET THE SPRING ISSUE OF

SUPER-DETECTIME
NOW ON SALE 1 0 / AT ALL STANDS



THE PHANTOM SPEAKS
(Concluded, from page 6)

| iiave been reading magazines fop some time,
and | think yours is the best of them all. Here's
hoping you continue to publish more swell stories.
—Alfred Nailor. South River, N. J,

I am interested in FRIENDS OF THE PHAN-
TOM as for the past five years | have been active
in criminal detection and fingerprint identification
work.—C. M. Leath, Wills Point, Texas.

Three cheers for THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE,
the magazine that never lets me down when it's
thrills I want.—H. R. Kirsch, Brooklyn, N. i\

THE PHANTOM'S MURDER TRAIL was one
of the best novels | ever read in my life. Keep up
the good work!—Jay Brander, Albany, Ore.

Thanks to you alll! The above letters are
typical of many hundreds of others received.
If you want to chime in, send your comments and
criticisms to THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE,
22 West 48th Street, New York City. We'd
like to hear from each and every reader.

Do no fail to join FRIENDS OF THE
PHANTOM. You will find full details on
the coupon printed below. There are no dues
or fees and everybody is welcome to join.
Clip, sign and mail the coupon today.

Remember, membership does not confer upon
you any special privileges in relation to law-
enforcement agencies. By joining you simply
express your interest in law-enforcement, demon-
strate your good citizenship, and pledge your
co-operation in all forward-looking movements
that tend to curb crime.

See you next month.

—THE PHANTOM.

THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE
n 22 West 48th Street
New York City

I wish to join the FRIENDS
OF THE PHANTOM. |
promise to uphold the laws
of the nation and do all in
my power to aid in their enforcement.

Address

Enclose a self-addressed stamped envelope If
a membership card is desired.

TO OBTAIN THE PHANTOM KKOLEM, onr
official insignia, enclose the name-strip THE
PHANTOM DETECTIVE from thacover of this
magazine plus ten cents in stumps or coin.

Note: If you do not enclose the name-strip, send
15c in stamps or coin. This nominal charge is made
merely to cover our expense in mailing this valu-
able bronze badge.

O If already a member, cheek here.

5-40 Foreign reader, are required to send Interna-
tional Reply Coupon or American stamps

WANTED

1,000 MEN

Work For The GOVERNMENT
Salaries $1700-52600 Per Year

NO LAYOFFS! VACATIONS WITH PAYI

A LIFETIME JOB

Railway Postal Clerks

City P. O. Mail Carriers

U. S. Post Office Clerks
Rural Mail Carriers

So sure are we that our simplified Interstate
Home Study Courses of coaching will result In
your passing the examinations and being ap*
pointed that we are willing ta> accept your
enrollment on the following basis. The price of
our complete 10-week lesson course is $30 plus
$3 Examiners’ Fee.

We are willing to jNive you any course
with the understanding that you are to
pay for the Course ONLY AFTER YOU
ARE APPOINTED AND WORKING.
Should you take the examination and
fail, or not be appointed for any reason
whatsoever, the loss will be ours and you
will not owe us one cent for the course.

Pay for Course Only
After You Are
Appointed & Working

So Get Started TODAY: WORK FOR UNCLE SAM!

mClip and Mail This Coupon NOW !*
INTERSTATE HOME STUDY BUREAU 8.M.J
901 BROAD ST., D1V. S.M.3, NEWARK, N. J.

Please RUSH me the full particulars of your (O.week
lesson course. It Is understood that | am not to pay for

the course until | am appointed and worklnu. 1 am Inter-
ested In (check box):

City P. O. Mall Carrier O Rural Mail Carrier
Railway Mail Clerk Q P. O. Clerk
Name

(Please print plainly in pencil)

Address....,

[ City. s s State........
If yen wist, Paste on Postcard and Mall.



>station 321, P.rncw, Pwntjih,nl«

W hat al
Pet. You!
Kill _love B

Guaranteed A~ " §P°'|0599dl
a pkt. and PaY'”Q as explained in 1
Premium Book N

B firstt MAIL WIfON TOPAV

Please ee.nd me 24 packels (one order) of Garden'

Spol Seed *to eel I at JOct: pkt. for a fine Gift. |
“nd pa* for e in 30 dayn A5*%0 send
—>ng with my Regular Premium the ft

EC PROMPTNESS PRIZES SHOWN ABOVE..

Print your last name plainlyllel-w

$qv6 9 cents by filling * in, pasting and_tnaUivf'
ovpen oko Xrcu Card TOIMX



JUST OUT

FEATURING THE EXPLOITS OF

MAJOR MARS
AT ALL NEWSSTANDS

A New Novel by

EDGAR
RICE
BURROUGHS

Now Appearing Monthly in

Now on Sale 10C At All Stands

it to become "tops" in skating or in the Diesel
engine field. It takes a lot of "know how" to re-
pair. service, adjustand maintain modern Diesel
engines..and they arebeing produced in greater
numbers and varieties each year. That's why
training is necessary Have you ever thought of
yourselfin connection with this great industry?
No matter wnere you live, you can start your
Diesel training now. Investigate. Send coupon.



4 cAmerica’s zNew
Accountants who know theywork g -
command responsible positions and Favo r I te |
good incomes. And the need for -
trained accountants is growmg
About 20,000 Certified Public Ac-
countants in U. S. and many thou-
sands more executive accountants.
Many earn $2,000 to 810,000. We train
you thoroughly athome in spare time
lor C. P. A. or executive accounting
positions.Previousbookkeepingknow I-
edgeunnecessary—we prepareyoufrom
grcund up. Our training personally
given by staff of C. P. A.’s. Low cost
— easy terms. Write for valuable 48-
page book describing opportunities in accountlng and
telling bow you rday enter it successfully

A CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTION

Fascinating, Profitable Profession .
NOW OPEN to More Men o Women NOW m SALE id / AT ALL STANDS

If ou z(aire Iooklng for a NEW and BE'I'I'ER way to make a livini
we g\/l q tI ome ThIS intel estln
é; a{lé)r ssmp zT\s for ye rs avalla e on df Tts secrets
were T alously and “fabulous prices wi re al for |nstruct|on
Wils Sie instractonis now v avallple to you at a mere ractl?n 0
tho former price and you need not leave your present work unti
d_as an_expert and can command an exggrts pay.

REL R DI R EXCITING STORIES OF THE
D s = gom..%:;’fz;ﬁz‘ngb&.oaziﬁsmnw%t e
B S R WAR ON ESPIONAGE

een prepare by ‘the ea ers IS ol famaus. resh dent
e same materr{a is used and a DIPLOMA is

awar(Jed upon graduatio
ANATOMY CHARTS AND BOOKLET FREE IN AAAERICA
Kifi*SENOJJOOPON

The COLLEGE OF SWEDISH MASSAGE (Successor to National .
Collage of Massage, Dept 663—30 E. Adams St.. Eo

You.may send me FREE and postpaid, Anatomy Charts boo In
t |9C|)Tﬁ é)#otographs and Ietters from 'graduate$ and complete detalls

Name
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CHAPTER | . .
post on the International Bridge and

Escorts op Treachery along the parade route to the great
ORDER sunlight lay hot and Plaza which was bedecked in festive
glaring upon the downtown array for an event of international
streets of El Paso. Flags of importance. The red, white, and blue
two nations festooned every lampthe United States spread compan-
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Author of *

“The Phantom’s Murder Trail,”

They retreated with

«<?ry shouts as Van

spurt the knife back
(Chapter VII)

ionably in the breeze with the scream-
ing eagle of the Mexican Republic.
For hours San Antonio Street had
been roped off and sidewalks were
lined with a jostling, happy crowd,
colorful Mexican costumes mingling

‘The Phantom and The Daggers of Kali,”
eta.

with the more sober garb of the
Americans as Mexicans and Amer-
icans alike bulged the ropes and
strained their eyes toward the Sante
Fe Bridge from whence a Mexican
dignitary of high office would enter

Mexican Border to Stema Torrentof Crime!
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the United States on a peace mission.

An impressive welcoming array
awaited the arrival of the guest of
honor at the American end of the
bridge connecting ElI Paso with
Juarez across the Rio Grande. El
Paso’s chief of police sat a prancing
horse, as honorary drum major of the
military band from Fort Bliss which
was drawn up in close formation be-
hind him; and behind the khaki-clad
band with their gleaming instruments
awaited a guard of honor composed

The Phantom

of uniformed policemen who stood
ready to escort the Mexican dignitary
when he crossed the river to Amer-
ican soil.

Nothing had been left undone to
make an impressive demonstration.
Today was to mark the solid cement-
ing of American-Mexican friendship
and mutual respect. Every American
citizen of the Border city rallied to a
civic and national duty to convince
their sister Republic that a new era
of neighborly good-will was actually
beginning.

The southern bank of the winding
river was lined with a horde of gap-

ing peons who had come to be im-
pressed by this hands-across-the-Bor-
der gesture. Normally suspicious of
the gringoes, today their brown faces
glowed with happiness and pride as
they viewed the elaborate prepara-
tions made to receive an emissary of

their government.
AN atmosphere of tense expec-
tancy pervaded the milling, wait-
ing throngs. A blare of trumpets
shrilled through the hot afternoon air.
The ropes bulged, necks craned, and
a ripple of excited comment went
down the line of watchers as a slow
procession moved up historic Juarez
Avenue toward the Mexican side of
the bridge.

“Viva Los Estados Unidos!”
heavy Mexican voice shouted.

“Hurrah for Mexico!” someone re-
sponded from the American side.

“To hell with Mexico!” was roared
back at them like a resounding echo
hurled through a megaphone.

An instant of thick silence followed,
then the crowd hummed and muttered
and laughed, eyes strained toward
the direction from which the deep-
voiced roar had come.

At the center of the bridge, on the
exact line separating the two coun-
tries, an official welcoming committee,
led by the top-hatted mayor of ElI
Paso, stepped to the side of an open
limousine and formally greeted Senor
Alfredo Romez who sat alone in the
tonneau of the open machine.

Senor Romez was a tall, distin-
guished-looking Mexican with pierc-
ing black eyes and strong, white
teeth which flashed in a smile of
pleasure as he bowed his acknowledg-
ment of the honor shown him. By
prearrangement, Mayor Thurston and
a high official of the State Depart-
ment in Washington got into the ton-
neau on either side of the distin-
guished guest. The limousine rolled

a
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on slowly to take its place in the pro-
cession.

Deafening applause rolled up from
the onlookers, partially drowning out
the blare of band instruments strik-
ing up the sprightly Mexican march-
ing song, La Cucaracha.

The steed of the band’'s drum
major, Police Chief Grainger, pranced
forward and the band fell into rhyth-
mic step behind him. Motorcycle ex-
hausts sputtered, and four uniformed
cops spread out fanwise directly
ahead of the limousine. Two motor-
cycle cops flanked the hood of the car,
and another pair of stalwart defend-
ers of the peace guarded the rear seat
of the limousine.

Behind them, four more motorcycle
cops fanned out across the street to
guard the rear.

Moving slowly enough to accommo-
date the marching feet of the band,
the procession followed the route to-
ward the Plaza where grandstands
and speaking platforms had been
erected, and public welcoming cere-
monies were scheduled to be held.

Cheering was a continuous deafen-
ing roar along the route. At least half
of the onlookers were Mexican, or of
Mexican extraction, and they vented
their pleasure and excitement in vo-
ciferous approval.

Many of them had come to scoff
and to jeer when announcement of
the public welcome had been made,
but they were overwhelmed by the
sight of the truly royal greeting be-
stowed upon this man of their own
race, sitting erect between the mayor
and Under-secretary of State Marvin
Hyslop.

In front, behind, and on either side
of the moving limousine rode a dozen
grim-eyed and watchful men, armed,
and alert for any gesture of violence
from the milling throng that might
turn the occasion from one of happy
rejoicing into swift tragedy. For
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there had been rumors that an at-
tempt might be made by a dissatis-
fied element to make a demonstration
against the signing of the new and
all-important trade pact between the
two countries.

NOWING the volatile and suspi-
cious temperament of the Mex-
ican people, the American officials
were determined to prevent this at all
costs. One little incident of any sort
might be enough to mar the friendly

Frank Havens

relations between the two countries.
To prevent that, extraordinary pre-
cautions had been taken.

Every available officer had been
called to duty in the parade area. De-
tectives in plain clothes moved along
the sidewalks through the crowds
alert for any manifestation of the
lurking evil they had reason to be-
lieve might be present.

As the parade neared the Plaza, it
appeared that the official precautions
had borne fruit, for not one voice or
hand had been raised against the
smiling visitor from across the Bor-
der.
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The grandstands of the Plaza were
packed solidly with tier upon tier of
spectators. And a mighty roar arose
from hundreds of throats when the
vanguard of the parade came into
sight.

Moving slowly and with clockwork
precision, the procession moved on-
ward while the Mexican population
of El Paso stood in their seats and
cheered wildly, straining their eye3
for a glimpse of their distinguished
fellow-countryman occupying the
place of honor in the limousine.

Death came swiftly and in full view
of that immense throng of partisan
Spectators.

The four motorcycles were wheel-
ing in formation toward the Plaza.
The Mexican driver of the limousine
was turning slowly behind them.

The motorcycle policeman at the
right rear of the limousine darted a
quick glance across at his partner at
the left. The other burly uniformed
man darted a searching glance about,
then gave a brief nod of his visored
cap.

Simultaneously, right hands
dropped to open holsters supported
by shining Sam Browne belts. There
was the gleam of hot sunlight on the
leveled muzzles of blued-steel, then
both .45s crashed out in a murderous
blast that echoed loudly back from the
buildings on either side—a death
blast that was destined to echo across
a continent before nightfall.

Soft-nosed leaden slugs went
screaming through the sunlit after-
noon with unerring aim, striking
Senor Alfredo Romez directly behind
and above each ear, crunching
through bone with terrific impact,
lifting the top of his head as though
it had been sliced off neatly with a
mighty knife, spattering blood and
horrible fragments of the dead man’s
brain like crawling gray worms upon
the mayor and State official who rode
with him.

One shattering moment of awed
silence followed those two echoing

blasts. Then a low exhalation of sur-
prise and of fright, of terror and cf
anger arose from the massed throats
of the multitude.

Taken utterly by surprise, the re-
flexes of the other policemen were
slow to coordinate into positive ac-
tion. But the two assassins were mov-
ing swiftly, with a methodical pre-
cision that showed how carefully the
coup had been planned down to the
last ultimate detail.

Holstering their still smoking
death weapons, a hand of each darted
inside his uniform blouse and each
came out with a small round object
which was tossed into the air. Then
the two stepped on their gas pedals.

HE smoke bombs exploded while

still in air. Dense clouds of black
smoke billowed out, settled over the
scene in an evil pail.

A few vagrant shots were snapped
in the direction of the murderers as-
they leaned over handlebars and
darted away. But each touched a
small lever on his motorcycle, and ex-
hausts roared out a sickening mix-
ture of tear gas fumes and black
smoke which rose like aheavy blanket
behind them.

The turmoil and confusion around
the Plaza were indescribable. Women
were screaming in horror-stricken
panic. Men were cursing and shout-
ing, surging toward the spot where
death had struck with such ghastly
swiftness.

One section of the grandstand gave
way beneath the weight of surging
humanity, carrying hundreds of men,
women and children to the ground
where the weaker were crushed be-
neath the feet of the stronger.
Screams of anguish and suffering
arose unheeded in the panicky bedlam
as the fumes of tear gas and noxious
smoke billowed over the entire Plaza,
bringing added terror and a parox-
ysm of coughing and retching in its
wake.

Half a block from the Plaza. tin*
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two uniformed Killers reached down
and shut off the valves letting the gas
into their exhausts. Grim-faced and
gimlet-eyed, they gunned their heavy
police machines down the middle of
the street, opening screaming sirens
to make a way for them through traf-
fic that knew nothing about what had
occurred at the Plaza, cutting back
sharply toward the river.

Drivers of automobiles pulled aside
to let them pass. Traffic police made
way before their sirens at busy inter-
sections. It was the perfect getaway
for a pair of cold-blooded murderers,
ironically pressing into service the
arm of the law to aid them in escap-
ing from pursuit.

Racing down a narrow street
through the Mexican quarter of the
city, again as though at a definitely
prearranged moment, both snapped
off their sirens and let off on the gas
so their movements would not be so
marked henceforth.

One of them, a heavy man with his
nose flattened down above thick,
brutish lips, straightened in his seat
and grinned at his companion.

“Right on schedule, eh, Bink? Take
it slow around the corner here—"”

“Look out!” the man called “Bink”
yelled hoarsely. “That woman an’
kids are cornin’ across!”

His companion glanced ahead to-
ward the intersection where a Mex-
ican woman and two toddling chil-
dren were starting across in front of
the slowing police cycles.

“Damn Mexes!” he grunted, a vi-
cious light gleaming in his eyes.

Deliberately he trod on the gas and
swerved the heavy machine toward
the trio, laughing aloud when the
woman screamed and tried to drag
the frightened tots from the path of
destruction.

Behind him, Bink pulled out of the
way and watched, cold-eyed and re-
morseless, as his partner crashed into
one of the children and the mother.
Then the heavy-faced killer sped on,
without a backward glance at the

child lying sprawled on the pavement
with its skull crushed, or at the
mangled body of the mother thrown
ten feet to the curb by the impact.

IRES screamed as the demon Kkill-

ers lunged around the corner onto
a side street, slithered on the pave-
mentwhen brakes were applied. They
leaped off and hit the ground run-
ning before the police motorcycles
had completely stopped, letting them
roll on into the gutter. They ran into
the back door of a dilapidated garage
building and snatched down suits of
grimy coveralls from hooks on the
wall.

In two minutes their uniforms
were effectually concealed beneath or-
dinary workmen’s coveralls and they
were pulling out in a battered car by
a side entrance of the garage into the
street on the other side of the block.
Spectators of the brutal murder of
mother and child were congregating
about the abandoned motorcycles at
the moment the murderers rolled
away with Bink at the wheel and his
ruthless companion leaning back
comfortably to light a cigar.

With pursuit effectively cut off,
Bink drove a leisurely course toward
the Rio Grande and along the bank to
a section of deserted and tumbledown
warehouses on the bank of the stream
where small boats were tied up or
bobbed at anchor outside the shal-
lows.

Not more than an hour after the
double report of their guns had echoed
in the Plaza, they were in a long,
luxuriously furnished room on the
Mexican side of the river, standing
stiffly at attention in front of a fat-
cheeked individual with the faintly
slanting eyes characteristic of the
Oriental, and saying in unison:

“Bink and Heavy reporting tc
Number One. Order PQ successfully
completed.”

“It iswell,” Number One told them.
“The boss will be pleased. Get rid of
your uniforms and go up by the back
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stairway, singly, to the rooms. You
may then mingle with the others in
the barroom, but stay sober and
watch for the signal light which may
call you to duty again tonight.”

The fat man spoke in a monotone
and watched them with low-lidded
eyes that glowed like those of a
greedy jungle cat as they nodded and
turned away. He then swung about
and gave his attention to a short wave
receiving set to which he had been
listening when they entered.

CHAPTER 11

In the Grip of Hysteria

ITH stunning celerity
two further acts of
unprovoked aggres-
sion by uniformed
Americans followed
on the heels of the
assassination of
Senor Alfredo Ro-
mez in El Paso.

While telegraph

wires were still

humming with the news and while

the citizens of two nations were re-

ceiving the news with horrified dis-

belief, a small detachment of cavalry

from Fort Bliss was making a rou-

tine patrol along the river southeast
of the city.

Wearing khaki uniforms and with
full campaign equipment, the column
of twos proceeded at a smart trot
along a wagon road through the mes-
quite thickets on the northern bank
of the river. Led by a man wearing
the stripes of a sergeant, the dozen
soldiers rode grimly erect in their Mc-
Clellan saddles with none of the
slouching ease of posture that comes
to veterans after riding many un-
eventful patrols.

At a clearing in the mesquite, the
road forked sharply, the right-hand
fork leading down to the water’s edge,
across a shallow ford and up a slop-
ing rocky bank on the Mexican side.

Sunlight lay hot upon the ford and

upon a group of happy Mexican
women doing their washing on the
opposite bank. Brown-skinned chil-
dren played in the sand and waded in
the shallow water while their mothers
pounded out clothing on the smooth
rocks and gossiped among themselves
about village affairs.

The cavalry patrol clattered to a
halt at a sharp command from their
leader. The Mexican women looked
up at the not unusual sight, nodding
and waving to the uniformed riders.
The children shouted native greet-
ings as they had often shouted to
friendly patrols in the past.

The sergeant in command of the
detachment turned and spoke grimly:

“All right, men! Let 'em have it!”

Utterly without warning and in de-
liberate cold blood, the muzzles of
thirteen U. S. Army automatics
spewed death across the river. A
scattered volley, first, that struck
down a dozen innocent women, fol-
lowed by a sustained bombardment
that sent leaden messengers of death
screaming across the Border to cut
down those who tried to flee, those
who knelt imploringly in the sand and
begged for mercy with uplifted hands.

Wholesale, conscienceless slaughter
of innocent mothers and their babes!
Angry streams of red blood flowed
into the Rio Grande while children
screamed and mothers prayed.

On the northern side of the river, a
sharp command rang out above the
shooting.

“Hold it, you fools! Let some of
them get away to carry the news.
Holster your guns and follow me.”

The leader put spurs to his horse
and wheeled back toward El Paso.
Breaking ranks, the dozen uniformed
men followed him at a thundering
gallop. The silence of death settled
upon the sunlit scene where all had
been happiness and serenity a few
minutes before.

Scarcely had the thunderous echoes
of those murderous shots died away
when the Mexican citizens of the
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small village of Toluca, a hundred
miles in from the Border, were
aroused by the loud drone of a high-
powered airplane approaching
swiftly and at a low altitude. Situ-
ated on none of the commercial air
routes, a plane was a distinct novelty
to the peons of the district. Little
groups of people quickly gathered in
the street, pointing in the air and
jabbering excitedly as the sky ship
approached.

E was indeed a beautiful sight

with sunlight glinting from her
wings—a tri-motored bomber, one of
the newest and speediest of American
fighting ships, with the military in-
signia of the United States plainly
marked on the under surface.

Mouths gaped open and eyes bulged
as the huge ship soared low directly
over the unsuspecting village. Men
pulled off their sombreros to wave
them in friendly greeting and the
aprons of housewives fluttered in the
air.

Death came from the sky as sud-
denly as it had struck twice before on
that fateful afternoon. Soaring
smoothly above the tiny village, bomb
releases were tripped by the uni-
formed crew. Great projectiles of
destruction came hurtling downward,
crashing with terrific detonations
that shook the countryside, reducing
the village to smoking ruins—a
funeral pyre for the mangled bodies
of simple, friendly people who for
years had been gradually outgrowing
their innate distrust of their Amer-
ican neighbors.

Leaving the horrible scene of death
and destruction behind, the huge
bomber climbed easily, circled and
sped back toward the Border, its mis-
sion completed.

H * * i

The atmosphere in the conference
room was stifling. Overhead fans
sluggishly moved the humid air but
could not dispel the stagnant atmos-
phere of gloom resting heavily upon

the men huddled about the conference
table.

From an open window sounds of
rioting from the streets of El Paso
drifted in. As yet, there had been no
outbreaks of actual violence, but as
yet the crowds in the streets had not
heard the reports of the two latest
atrocities committed against innocent
Mexican civilians by uniformed
Americans.

“When they get those reports, |
don’'t know what they’ll do,” Chief of
Police Grainger stated bluntly. “I've
already got every cop on duty. | may
have to call on you, General Arthur.”

The worried police chief mopped
sweat from his florid face and glanced
down the table at an erect military

figure. The commanding officer of
Fort Bliss shook his head. *“Good
God!” he expostulated. “I can’t turn

Federal troops against those excited
Mexicans! It would mean slaughter.”

“Quite in line with other events of
this afternoon,” put in another con-
feree, a tall man with dark, thin fea-
tures and glossy black hair that grew
in a low vee on his forehead.

General Arthur bristled at the tone
of the tall, dark man.

“l1 deny the implication, Mr. Zar-
doff!” he blustered. “Those ruthless
killers in uniform couldn’t possibly
have been soldiers from Fort Bliss.”

“Of course not,” said the chief of
police wearily. “No more than those
motorcycle cops could have been
cops.”

“All this is beside the point,” put
in Under-Secretary of State Marvin
Hyslop suavely. “We're here to con-
sider what is to be done in this hor-
rible emergency. Eh, Havens?”

Frank Havens, publisher of the El
Paso Clarion and a string of news-
papers of the same name from coast
to coast, nodded his gray head
thoughtfully.

“That's the all-important thing,”
he agreed. “If we don't act quickly,
anything may happen. Even—war
with Mexico, gentlemen.”
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E only Mexican among the
group gathered about the table
was General Miguel Martino who had
accompanied the murdered Mexican
emissary from Mexico City. A gaunt,
stem-visaged man in full uniform, he
nodded.

“Even that, Senors,” he said in
perfect English. “My people, they
are of an excitable nature. It will be
difficult to explain to them that what
has happened is not what it seems.
If, indeed, it is not.”

“What do you imply?” Mayor
Thurston put in darkly. “That these
ruthless Kkillings have actually been
perpetrated by policemen and sol-
diers of this country?”

General Martino shrugged and
spread out his hands.

“Do you have proof that they were
not?”

“There you are!” The American
general pounded the table with his
fist. “We have no proof! We simply
know there’'s something terribly
wrong—some band of super-criminals
masquerading in American uniforms
to turn public opinion in Mexico
against us.”

“And on the very eve of the sign-
ing of the new trade agreement with
Mexico,” another conferee, George
Crowley, spoke up angrily. As owner
of one of the largest importing busi-
nesses in the United States, with
branch houses in every important
city, Crowley was a member of this
conference by good right. Importing
a large volume of goods from Mexico,
he was intensely interested in the
lowering of trade barriers oetween
the two countries. He was a tall, well-
preserved man of fifty, with a strong,
pleasant face and fearless eyes.

“I'm afraid that's off for the pres-
ent,” Hyslop put in sharply. “Years
of diplomatic maneuvering gone to
naught before the guns of madmen.”

“Madmen?” Crowley murmured. “I
doubt that.”

His direct gaze went down the
table to the faces of Emanuel Zar-

doff and an American oil man, Leroy
Pearson, who, as a middleman, made
extensive purchases of oil in Mexico.

“l see it as a deliberate plan to
smash the treaty which meant so
much to my business,” Crowley said
grimly. “On the part of a foreign
power, perhaps, hoping to gain a foot-
hold in Mexico. Or by business in-
terests threatened by the signing of
the trade pact.”

“That’s just guessing and doesn’t
get us anywhere,” boomed General
Arthur. “Hysteria will grip the
Mexican population of El Paso when
news of the bombing of Toluca and
the shooting of men and children by
men in American uniform is an-
nounced. Unless the guilty parties
are brought to justice—and quickly
— 1 agree with Mr. Havens that we
can fear—war!”

“1 admit |1 don’'t know the answer,”
the El Paso police chief muttered.
“When two of my picked men turn
traitor and assassinate a man they
are guarding”—he spread his hands
—*“1 feel utterly helpless.”

“We're up against something tre-
mendous,” Marvin Hyslop stated sol-
emnly, grim-lipped as was every man
about that conference table. “Some-
thing so fiendish and horrible that
the minds of ordinary men like our-
selves cannot understand; a menace
with which we cannot hope to cope.
When we consider that more than a
hundred innocent victims have been
sacrificed this afternoon, only then do
we begin to realize the sinister nature
of the situation with which we are
faced. Gentlemen, | say to you in all
solemnity, that I know of only one
man on the face of this earth to whom
we can turn for aid in this terrible
hour!”

N THE tense silence following his

words, Hyslop’'s gaze sought out
the face of his old friend, Frank Ha-
vens.

Every eye was upon the publisher
and men scarcely; breathed as they
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awaited the publisher’s reply. Every
man present knew to whom the Un-
der-Secretarv of State referred.
Every man present knew that Frank
Havens was the only contact for that
man known only as the Phantom, the
greatest detective the world had ever
known, the Nemesis of evil-doers, and
the fervent champion of lost causes.

In all the world, only Frank Ha-
vens knew the real identity of the
Phantom. He, alone, could make the
decision that would bring hope to the
hearts of these men who admitted
themselves helpless before a threat
that menaced the peace of two
friendly nations—one that had put
millions of lives in the balance.

Frank Havens arose slowly,
face set in lines of decision.

“1 will contact the Phantom at once,
gentlemen. 1 think—yes, |1 can prom-
ise you he will arrive in El Paso
within a few hours.”

Bowing to them, Havens hurried
from the conference room.

Behind him the silence was broken
by a chorus of “Thank Gods,” and
strong men unashamedly cleared
their throats in the reaction of relief
that came to them with Frank Ha-
vens' promise to put their plight be-
fore the Phantom and attempt to pro-
cure his aid.

his

CHAPTER 111
Call for Help

N ONE of the most
exclusive and beau-
tiful golf courses in
the world, a young
man was preparing
to drive off theeigh-
teenth tee while the
other members of
his foursome were
grouped behind
him, making ban-

tering remarks. Not according to the

best golf etiquette, of course, but

they were a carefree group.
Overhead was the brilliant blue of

the Miami sky and the rolling course
was a carpet of perfect green turf.
To the right and a little beyond the
eighteenth hole the clubhouse nestled
in its setting of luxuriant tropical
shrubbery. Behind them the course
was dotted with brilliant splotches of
color, the vivid sports outfits of
women and girls vying with mas-
culine white flannels.

The man waggling the driver over
the little white ball had an athletic
body and broad shoulders. His strong,
pleasant features were covered with
a deep tan acquired during weeks of
healthy outdoor relaxation beneath
the Florida sun, and white teeth
flashed in a smile at a laughing re-
mark from one of the girls behind
him.

“Watch Dick and see how it’s done,
Peter,” she urged the man beside her.
“He never tops or hooks or slices.”

Peter Greenwald snorted enviously.
“1 wouldn't either if 1 had all the
money in the world and nothing to do
except keep in practice. These two
weeks down here are the first ,golf
I've had all spring. When Van Loan
wants a game all he has to do is to
jump in his private plane or yacht or
something and fly or sail to where the
sun is shining.”

Richard Curtis Van Loan’s smile
did not change. One of the wealth-
iest and most eligible bachelors in
the world, he was often pictured in
the Sunday rotogravures at one of the
sports in which he excelled. And he
was accustomed to such bantering.

He glanced down the fairway and
set himself with afirm stance. Smooth
muscles rippled deceptively beneath
the silken polo shirt as the heavy
driver came back. His downward
swing was a symphony of coordinated
power and the head of the club struck
the ball with a clean sharp spat. It
arced down the fairway, swift, low
and true to the edge of the green
where a perfect back-spin took hold
and held it a foot from the hole.

One of the girls, a lovely blonde
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with piquant features and languorous
blue eyes, laid her hand on Dick Van
Loan’s arm.

“You're marvelous, Dick!” she en-
thused. “You simply must give me
some lessons.”

“Sure,” Peter Greenwald grunted.
“If the Van Loan millions run out,
Dick can turn pro to earn his living.”

Van Loan joined their laughter and
waited for the other girl in the four-
some to drive. By not the slightest
change of expression did he indicate
that he was anything but a young
millionaire idler, society playboy and
bon vivant, with nothing more im-
portant on his mind than having a
good time.

Only one man in all the world knew
Richard Curtis Van Loan’s secret—
that he was the Phantom, acknowl-
edged master of scientific crime de-
tection, a name that struck terror to
the hearts of criminals anywhere in
the world.

It had been Frank Havens who had
urged Van Loan to take up the en-
thralling study after the death of the
young man’s father. The publisher
had been an intimate friend of the
elder Van Loan and a friend of the
younger man since Richard’'s boy-
hood. He had glimpsed in the young
blueblood those superb mental and
physical qualities which were to make
him the most noted detective of his
age. And young Van Loan had proved
Havens’ acumen right a hundred
times.

NOW, as he stood quietly on the
eighteenth tee of the exclusive
golf course in Miami, Dick Van
Loan’s eyes narrowed when he spied
a uniformed messenger boy approach-
ing hurriedly.

Always, Van Loan held himself in
instant readiness for a call to duty
from his old friend. Havens was
never without knowledge of his
whereabouts, day or night, and Dick
never knew when the grim summons
would come that would plunge him

into another maelstrom of crime and
violence with the odds a thousand to
one against Iris emerging alive. In
New York, the call usually came via
a flashing red light atop the New
York Clarion Building; in other
places, as now every messenger boy
was a potential call for the Phan-
tom’s aid.

The others were ready to go on
but Van Loan hesitated, motioning
toward the messenger boy.

“Looks as though he might have a
telegram for one of us,” he said.
“Let’s wait and see.”

Peter Greenwald grinned, with a
sly glance at the blonde who for a
week had been trying to ensnare the
young millionaire with her charms.

“Expecting a wire from the girl
friend?” he drawled.

“Perhaps.” Van Loan smiled with
exasperating calm. None of his com-
panions could possibly know that the
message might be of more serious
import.

The boy came up to the group,
touching his cap smartly.

“Mr. Van Loan?”

“Here,” Van said, and took the
envelope. With a muttered excuse to
his companions, he tore it open and
read a single code word which he
instantly translated to mean “Come
at once. Urgent.” The message was
signed by a name that was also a
code between Frank Havens and his
protege. It came from the Paso Del
Norte Hotel in El Paso where Havens
had been for some time now, giving
his attention to his El Paso property.

Van Loan made a swift mental cal-
culation as he stood there. It
was approximately eighteen hundred
miles to El Paso. In a hangar of the
private landing field connected with
the famous resort hotel at which he
was staying, one of the fastest land
planes in the United States waited
for him to get behind the controls
and go. He should be able to make it
by midnight, with a small leeway for
unexpected delays.
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His expression hardened and he
scribbled two words on the bottom
of the sheet and handed it back to the
boy with a bill.

“Get that off at once,” he directed
crisply.

The reply said:

ARRIVING MIDNIGHT

As the boy hurried away, Van
Loan turned to his caddy. “We'll
have to forego the pleasure of this
last hole,” he said.

“l say,” Greenwald protested.
“You're not running out on us,
Dick?” The blonde caught his arm
and pouted.

“Don’'t forget we have a date for
dinner tonight,” she reminded.

“I'm afraid that's off.”

Van put her hand off his arm
gently. A queer change had come
over him. There was a new, zestful
light in his eyes, and he seemed al-
most unaware of his companions. He
nodded to them absently and strode
away toward the clubhouse.

EHIND him, the blonde stared
after his tall figure unbeliev-
ingly.

“Just like that!” she exclaimed pet-
tishly. “Do you suppose it's some-
thing dreadfully important?”

Peter Greenwald laughed with sar-
donic indulgence. “Important?” he
echoed. “That shows you don’t know
Dick very well. The only important
things in his life are a pretty face
and whether the champagne is
exactly the right temperature.” He
glanced at his own dark-haired com-
panion. “It's your shot, Dolly.”

Getting a cab at the clubhouse, Van
Loan rushed to the huge resort hotel,
wondering what could be the cause
of Havens' sudden summons. That
it was some matter of vital impor-
tance, he had no doubt. The Phan-
tom was never called in unless ordi-

Projectiles came hurtling
down (CHAPTER II)

25
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nary police methods had reached a
dead end.

He knew the reason for the pub-
lisher's presence in El Paso at this
time, knew Frank Havens had ac-
companied the official party from
Washington for the signing of the
new and important trade pact with
Mexico and to take the opportunity,

at the same time, to give his paper
his semi-yearly personal supervision.
Vaguely, he wondered if the coded
telegram could have any bearing on
the trade pact.

Leaping out of the taxi at the hotel
entrance, he paid the driver and hur-
ried into the ornate lobby. Passing
a newsstand, his eye was attracted
by an afternoon “Extra” with
screaming headlines. He bought one
and read it as an elevator lifted him
to his floor.

His eyes narrowed and jaw mus-
cles bunched when he read:

MEXICO ENVOY ASSASSINATED
IN EL PASO BY AMERICAN POLICE-
MEN GONE BERSERK CITY IN TUR-
MOIL TRADE PACT THREATENED
MEXICO SEETHES WITH ANGER

Because he had been away from
radios all day, he had no idea, as yet,
of what other news had reached
Miami, and himself knew nothing of
the other atrocities. But the head-
lines were enough for Van Loan. Un-
doubtedly, this was reason for Ha-
vens' urgent message—though for
the life of Van Loan he could not see
what the Phantom could hope to do
about the situation.

It was never his custom to cross
bridges before he reached them, how-
ever. In his luxurious suite, he im-
mediately phoned the hangar to have
his plane in instant readiness for a

take-off, then called the manager to
announce his departure and request
that his bill be made ready.

His further preparations were
simple. Changing to a tweed business
suit, he got out a single pigskin bag
and packed it carefully. Into it went
half a dozen suits to fit the various
disguises the Phantom used while
working on a case, with a compact
makeup kit containing everything he
needed to change his appearance to
anything he desired.

Into the capacious bag also went a
shoulder holster and a .45 automatic
with a dozen extra clips of cartridges,
together with an assortment of va-
ried objects which might prove use-
ful. In the remaining space he packed
a toilet kit and articles of personal
apparel that he might need for a pro-
tracted stay.

THE trunks and bags and para-
phernalia that accompanied him
as a wealthy young idler could be
packed by the hotel valet and shipped
back to New York after he left.

He called for a boy to come for his
bag, then went to a trunk and from
a locked case within drew out a tiny
platinum badge set with dazzling
diamonds formed in the shape of a
mask. It was the one positive identi-
fication the Phantom always carried,
an insignia known to the police bu-
reaus of the world and one which
would gain him instant cooperation
from any official to whom it was
shown. With this badge snugly placed
in a secret pocket in his clothing, the
Phantom’s preparations were com-
plete.

Ten minutes later he was at the
hotel's private landing field and an
attendant was stowing his bag in the
enclosed cabin of the low-winged sil-
ver ship. The propeller was idling in
the bright sunlight and the speedy
racing plane vibrated gently as
though eager to take the air.

Waving to the field officials, Van
Loan stepped into the cockpit and
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settled himself behind the controls.
Chocks were removed from the
wheels, and he gunned the motor.
There was a mighty roar of impa-
tient power, and the plane glided for-
ward along the runway, then lifted
smoothly into the air, climbing in a
great circle and leveling off at five
thousand feet.

Grimly, Dick Van Loan headed the
ship almost due west, across the
treacherous Everglade swamps to-
ward the Gulf of Mexico on a course
that would carry him across the
water on a direct route to El Paso.

Another man would have consid-
ered this a foolish risk to take in a
land plane. By following the safer
land route up the peninsula and then
westward, he would have lost only a
little time and would not have faced
the danger of a forced landing in the
sea. But it was this absolute disre-
gard of personal danger that lifted
the Phantom above the ruck of ordi-
nary mortals. It was this trait which
enabled him to win his battles against
tremendous odds which no other man
would have dared tackle.

In every situation, Van Loan made
a habit of making a swift calculation
of the risks involved and the advan-
tage to be gained by taking a risk. If
the second overbalanced the first, he
did not hesitate.

Which should not indicate that he
was a foolhardy young man. He
would never have lasted long as the
Phantom if he took foolish risks.

This plane was the finest creation
that engineering brains could con-
struct. Equipped with every imagin-
able safety device and piloted by a
man whom those in the know
acknowledged to be one of the most
skilful pilots in the country, the dan-
ger of a forced landing was neg-
ligible. The saving of a few minutes
by taking this direct route might be
of incalculable value in the case he
had been called upon.

He zoomed swiftly over the west-
ern shore-line of Florida, then out

over the choppy waters of the gulf.
Settling back on the soft cushions,
Van Loan watched the crimson and
violet of sunset streak the sky ahead.
Darkness closed in gently and he
switched on his flying lights, holding
the ship true on her calculated com-
pass course, plunging through the
night toward the Border city where
death stalked the streets and the dan-
ger of a race riot grew hourly more
imminent.

HE electrical storm came up with

startling and devastating swift-
ness, one of those violent and unpre-
dictable storms which lurk just in-
land from the Gulf.

It was shortly after nine o’clock
and Van Loan was congratulating
himself on a speedy and uneventful
trip. He calculated he was some-
where over lower Louisiana, and
would reach El Paso easily by the
appointed hour.

The storm broke without warning
and he was in the midst of it before
he had a chance to circle the danger
zone. Violent wind currents struck
the heavy ship savagely, tossing it
about like a feather, and a furious
downpour lashed at the cabin win-
dows. Lightning zigzagged angrily
as though the storm gods were hurl-
ing fiery lances at him. And there
was nothing for it except to grimly
fight the stick and try to ride it out!

With superb confidence in his ship
and his own piloting ability, Van
Loan knew he would make it through
unless lightning accidentally struck.
That was the only real danger, one
that could not be averted by skilful
piloting.

It came while he was tilted on one
wing, fighting to reach an even keel.
A blinding flash that seemed to ex-
plode all over the metal surface of
the silver ship, then complete lax-
ness in the controls.

It was the end! High in the black
clouds, trapped in a hulk of scorched
metal plunging swiftly earthward!
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CHAPTER IV
“Mr.

Mercer” Arrives

ERHAPS the Phan-
tom was facing the
most desperate
emergency in his
risk - filled career,
yet he reacted with
characteristic calm-
ness.

A glance at his
altimeter showed he
had seven thousand

feet of altitude. Without panic, he
released the safety belt, took time to
assure himself the parachute pack
was firmly attached, got hold of the
rip-cord in one hand and reached
down for his precious pigskin bag
with the other.

The ship was in a screaming, twist-
ing dive when he wrenched the door
open and plummeted out into the
void. The wind tore at him with
greedy fingers and rain slashed at his
unprotected face.

With his jaw grimly set, Van Loan
carefully counted off the seconds un-
til he would be clear of the ship div-
ing down upon him, then his fingers
jerked the rip-cord. There ensued
that awful moment in every para-
chute jump when the jumper won-
ders if the silken fabric will behave
properly and death will be cheated.

With the best of equipment, reg-
ularly inspected, Van Loan’s para-
chute functioned perfectly. Body
straps jerked tight, almost stunning
him, then he was suddenly floating
easily in the black night, descending
out of the storm area and able to dis-
tinguish pinpoints of lights below.

He made a perfect landing in some
low brush near a highway not more
than a mile from the lights of a vil-
lage. Cutting off the straps, he hur-
ried to the macadam, rain-drenched
and disheveled, with only one thought
pounding in his brain—to get an-
other ship and hurry on to keep his
appointment with Frank Havens.

He jerked a flashlight from his
pocket and signaled frantically as a
car approached. It slowed, pulled up
beside him. A bearded farmer of the
region stared suspiciously at the
traveling bag in his hand.

“What's going on? How come—"

“There’s no time for questions,”
Dick Van Loan said crisply. “Ten
dollars if you'll take me to that town
—to the airport if there is one.”

He threw his bag in the back of the
rickety sedan and got in the front
seat, taking out his wallet. The farm-
er’s suspicions were allayed by a ten-
dollar bill and he drove on through
the rain that now was turning into a
drizzle.

“There’s a landing field not far
ahead,” he suggested. “Sure you
want to go there?”

“Quite sure. I've got another ten
if you'll make it fast.”

The farmer made it as fast as his
rickety car would negotiate the wet
road. Ten minutes later he stopped
in front of a small building with
lights streaming out the window, and
Van Loan jumped out.

Inside, a lanky, sandy-haired youth
stared at him in astonishment when
he snapped:

“Can you fly me to El Paso?”

“Not in this weather.” The young
man shook his head. “These storms
are bad. It's not safe to take a ship
out.”

“I'll charter one,”
“I'm a licensed pilot.”

The young man shrugged. “Not
one of my ships. | don't care how
good a pilot you are.”

“Have you got one you'll sell me?”
Van Loan demanded. “Don’t stand
there gawking. I'm due in El Paso
at midnight.”

The lanky youth threw back his
head and laughed, his gaze taking in
Dick Van Loan’s unprepossessing ap-
pearance.

“What would you use for money,
Mister?”

Restraining his impatience as best

Van offered.
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he could, Van Loan drew a wallet
from his pocket.

“How much?” he asked crisply.

Thinking to put the shabby
stranger in his place, the young man
drawled.

“I've got a sweet little monocoupe
in the hangar. She cost me six thou-
sand, stranger. If you want to spend
that much money—"

AN LOAN gave one swift

thought of regret for his own
eighty-thousand-dollar ship that now
lay behind him, a worthless pile of
twisted metal.

“Six thousand will be all right,”
he said quietly, “if the ship will take
me to El Paso.”

He drew out six one-thousand dol-
lar bills which he offered to the stupe-
fied young man.

Gulping back his astonishment and
stammering excuses, the youth led
him to a frame hangar and showed
him a speedy monocoupe that ap-
peared in first-class condition. Though
not half as fast as the ship that had
just crashed, Van Loan calculated
she would put him in El Paso in
time. The deal was completed before
the owner had wholly recovered from
his astonishment.

Ten minutes later the Phantom
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was again in the air, grimly winging
his way toward El Paso to keep his
word that had never yet been bro-
ken. . ..

At midnight the same group of
men who had been in conference that
afternoon were gathered in Frank
Havens’ suite in the Paso Del Norte
Hotel.

The long hours of strain were be-
ginning to tell on some of them.
Though there had been no actual
bloodshed yet reported in the city,
the local situation was exceedingly
ominous. American citizens had been
warned to stay off the streets lest a
flare-up occur which would light the
powder keg.

Too, disquieting reports were fil-
tering in from the Border provinces
of Mexico. With feeling against the
United States running high, it was
said that armed bodies of peons were
gathering, swearing they would have
revenge for the deaths of their coun-
trymen.

Under these trying conditions, the
police chief's normally florid face was
an ashen color. His lips twitched as
he stared at a watch in his hand.

“It's almost midnight,” he in-
formed the gathering.

General Arthur got up and paced
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up and down the deep rug, casting a
glance at Frank Havens now and
then. General Miguel Martino sat
quietly by Hyslop’s side. Both of
them smoked cigars and kept their
eyes nervously on Havens.

In a group a little removed from
the others, Zardoff, Pearson and
Crowley were in low-toned conver-
sation, obviously trying to pass the
time until midnight arrived.

Of all the men in the room, Frank
Havens seemed the only one who was
wholly unperturbed. Quietly smok-
ing his perfecto, he waited for the
time the Phantom had said he would
arrive.

Police Chief Grainger snapped his
watch shut and stood up.

“Midnight,” he announced shakily,
“and no Phantom.”

As though his words were the sig-
nal, the telephone buzzed.

Havens swept it up and listened a
moment.

“Send him up,” he said.

Every man was tense, watching
him. He replaced the receiver, flicked
ashes from his cigar.

“The Phantom has arrived,” he an-
nounced quietly.

Almost at the same moment there
was a rap on the door. Havens went
to open it while every eye was turned
to catch a glimpse of the man they
had heard so much about.

HIS appearance was disappoint-
ingly unimpressive. For Havens
was shaking the hand of a man who
looked no more like Richard Curtis
Fan Loan than did the publisher. A
few moment at the airport rest room
with his makeup kit had changed
Dick Van Loan to a slightly stooped
man whose hair was tinged with
gray. His mouth appeared weak and
there were wrinkles in his cheeks.
Even Havens would not have recog-
nized him in his disguise had he not
announced himself by a name he
often used while in the character of
the Phantom.

“Come in, Mr. Mercer,” the pub-
lisher said cordially, then turned and
noted with twinkling eyes the disap-
pointed reaction of the men waiting
to receive the noted sleuth. “The
Phantom, gentlemen,” he introduced
Van Loan gravely, mentioning the
names of the various men and briefly
stating the reason why each was
present.

No explanation was necessary, of
course, for the presence of Chief
Grainger, General Arthur, Marvin
Hyslop or General Martino.

Approaching the last group of
three who stood to receive them, Ha-
vens explained:

“Mr. Crowley heads one of the lar-
gest importing businesses in this
country. A personal friend of Hy-
slop’s, he has long urged this trade
pact with Mexico that will permit a
heavier flow of trade across the Bor-
der. And these two gentlemen”—he
waved a hand in introduction—“Mr.
Zardoff and Mr. Pearson, have large
interests in Mexico. Mr. Pearson is
a middleman for wealthy American
oil buyers of the petroleum proper-
ties expropriated by the Mexican
government, and Mr. Zardoff is
owner of a large ship line operating
mostly between Mexico and the
Orient. They were members of the
official party that accompanied Senor
Romez, and were invited here to see
that their business interests were
protected.”

The Phantom studied each face as
he shook hands, making a keen men-
tal note of each name and the busi-
ness of each man. When the intro-
ductions were finished, he faced the
assemblage gravely.

“Since arriving in El Paso,” he
said, “I have heard a full account of
the dreadful events of today. | real-
ize that anti-American sentiment is
running high in this city, and | pre-
sume the same reaction is gripping
the entire country of Mexico. | can
understand your dismay and appre-
hension, but | fail to see what yoxj
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expect me to do. No man can undo
what your two policemen did today,
Chief Grainger—nor what your
troops have done, General Arthur.”

Grainger jumped up angrily.

“Those men weren’'t cops! | swear
they weren’t! Clever masqueraders.
Those two cops—Phelan and Pitts,
they were supposed to be—have dis-
appeared. Phelan and Pitts left home
to come on duty this morning as
usual—and haven't been seen since.”

The Phantom nodded slowly, his
mind active.

“l see what you mean. Such a
switch might not have been impos-
sible. Uniforms do have a way of
making all men look alike. And a bit
of skilful disguise does wonders. As
I happen to know.” He turned
abruptly to General Arthur. “How
about you, General? Are you of the
opinion the cavalry patrol and the
crew of the bomber were members
of your command?”

“Positively not!" the general ex-
ploded furiously. “Such a thing is

impossible! American soldiers — to
thus desecrate their uniforms? Un-
thinkable !”

“H-m-m. But a patrol was sent

downriver this morning?” the Phan-
tom guessed shrewdly.

“Yes. A routine patrol. [I've
checked the records of every man
and they've all had long and honor-
able service. It's my opinion they
were ambushed after leaving the fort
and their uniforms assumed by men
with some diabolical purpose of their
own.”

“And the bomber?”

HE general shook his head.

“That’'s more difficult to ex-
plain, but I can vouch for every man
in the crew. The ship left on a sched-
uled flight to San Antonio this morn-
ing. We received a radio report that
they were making a forced landing
in the open country in the Big Bend
to effect minor mechanical repairs.
We received no further report—until

the ship was used for that hellish
purpose this afternoon.”

“It's mad,” the Phantom muttered.
“Inconceivable. Think of the organi-
zation that would be required for the
triple coup. The careful planning and
timing. The exact knowledge of the
movements of your troops, General.
A study of local police movements.
Every minute detail carried out to
exactitude.”

“Mad or not,” exclaimed Marvin
Hyslop excitedly, “it’s so! It has hap-
pened, Phantom. Months of diplo-
macy ruined. Unless the killers can
be unmasked at once and the Mexican
people can be shown that those acts
were not those of official American
aggression, even war may result!”

The Phantom glanced at the Mexi-
can general. “Do you concur, sir?”

“l1 do.” General Martino nodded
stiffly. “My personal conviction is
that my friends here are correct in
their deductions. But my people,
Senor Phantom, will require proof.”

“But why?” the Phantom de-
manded. “Why would anyone do such
a dastardly thing? Such an organi-
zation would require tremendous
financial backing, with a super-crim-
inal at the head of a group of utterly
ruthless killers.”

“We live in troubled times,”
Crowley reminded him. “There are
foreign powers that have long cast
envious eyes toward Mexico’s rich
natural resources. The signing of the
pact today would have been a death
warrant to their hopes of weaning
Mexico away from the United
States.”

“1 believe the treaty also contained
a clause relating to the return of ex-
propriated oil properties,” the Phan-
tom said to Hyslop, watching Pear-
son keenly.

The oil man spoke up before the
diplomat could reply.

“That's true. | opposed the pact
because it was against my personal
interests. But | opposed it openly.
Zardoff, here, stood to lose more by
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losing the shipping contract of oil to
the Orient.”

“S0?” Zardoff leaped to his feet
excitedly. “Is that an accusation, Mr.
Pearson?”

“Wait,” the Phantom pleaded.
“Unfounded accusations aren’t going
to get us anywhere. I'll have to study
tlie situation, and—"

He was interrupted by the tele-
phone. Havens answered it and
turned to Chief Grainger.

“It's Headquarters. Important, |
imagine.”

ERYONE tensed, wondering

what next, as the burly chief
took the phone and spoke to Head-
quarters.

He hung up after a brief conver-
sation, shaking his head.

“1 left orders for them to report
anything big to me here,” he rum-
bled. “I don’t think this has anything
to do with, the subject under discus-
sion, but it might interest you, Mr.
Crowley. A young lady has been kid-
naped from the La Vita apartments.
Miss Margaret Mathews. They say
she’'s private secretary to the man-
ager of your local branch.”

“Miss Mathews?” Crowley ex-
claimed, paling. “Why, yes. She's
been with Jerrold, my local manager,
for some years. Kidnaped? That's
horrible!” He hesitated, glancing at
Leroy Pearson. “She's . . . You've
been quite friendly with her, haven't
you, Leroy?”

“Yes,” the oil man conceded read-
ily. “She’s been kind enough to go
around with me some these last few
days. You introduced me to her that
morning when we were in Jerrold’s
office. A nice girl. Kidnaped!” He
shook his head, frowning.

“By a couple of particularly vi-
cious ruffians,” the chief put in. “On
their way out with the girl, they mur-
dered the clerk and the elevator boy
with no provocation whatsoever.
Shot them down in cold blood.” He
took a deep, hard breath. “But that’s

purely a local police problem. No use
worrying the Phantom about it.”

The Phantom had listened with
keen interest, but he kept his own
counsel as always. In his own mind
he was not so sure that the chief was
right in dismissing the kidnaping as
having no connection with the case
he was in El Paso to investigate.

CHAPTER V
The Little Bull

HERE was one curi-
ous similarity be-
tween the kidnap-
ing of Margaret
Mathews and the
horrors of the day
just past which
suggested itself at
once to the Phan-
tom—t he ruthless
and unnecessary

murder of the clerk and elevator op-
erator at the La Vita apartments.
Most kidnapers refrain from violence
if possible, yet these men had appar-
ently killed for the sheer love of
slaughter. And the one striking fea-
ture of the crimes of the previous day
was their wanton brutality.

A slender thread on which to the-
orize that there was a connection be-
tween the two, but it was one which
the Phantom tucked away in the re-
cesses of his mind for future refer-
ence. He rose to his feet slowly.

“1 believe 1 have all the salient
points, gentlemen,” he said. “I'll see
what | can do, though | confess I've
never confronted a more diabolical
riddle.”

He turned toward the door with
Frank Havens, then hesitated at the
heavy pound of feet in the corridor
outside. The door was thrown open
violently, and they were confronted
by a tall dark-featured man, bare-
headed and panting. His piercing
black eyes darted past the Phantom
and the publisher to rest on Chief
Grainger.
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“They told me I'd find you here,
Chief,” he ejaculated hoarsely, im-
patiently pushing past Van and Ha-
vens. “I'm David Wells, Chief Grain-
ger. I've just come from the La Vita
apartments where your dumb cops
wouldn’t let me in. Peggy Mathews
is in some horrible danger! Why
aren’'t you out looking for the hood-
lums that snatched her instead of sit-
ting around here twiddling your
thumbs ?”

George Crowley pushed forward
and laid a hand on Wells' shoulder.

“You're Miss Mathews' fiance
aren’'t you?” he asked. “An aviator,
didn't | understand her to say?”

David Wells glanced at the wealthy
importer and nodded ungraciously.

“l remember you. Met you in Jer-
rold’s office once when | called for
Peggy.” He turned to face Chief
Grainger again, his face darkly
flushed and angry. “I tell you there’s
something monstrous at the bottom
of this, Chief. Peggy— Miss Mathews
—called me on the phone not more
than half an hour ago. She was in
deathly fear about something and
asked me to come to her apartment
at once. We — well, we haven't
been seeing each other for several
days but she knew she could depend
on me. She wouldn't tell me what it
was about, but from what she did say
I gathered it had something to do
with those cops and soldiers going
berserk and killing the Mexicans this
afternoon. By the time | reached her
apartment | found it guarded by <mys
and all they'd tell me was that"she
had been kidnaped! Why don’t you
do something?”

“We'll do what we can,” the chief
pacified him. He glanced at the Phan-
tom uncertainly, then back to Wells.
“If your suspicion of the motive for
your fiancee’'s kidnaping is correct,
I'm sure the Phantom will be inter-

“The—Phantom?”
David Wells choked over the words,
the dark flush receding from his thin

cheeks while his gaze roved wonder-
ingly over the faces of the men in the
room, seeking one that would fill his
idea of the appearance of that Neme-
sis of evil-doers. Van Loan stepped
forward with an apologetic smile on
the mild features his makeup kit had
given him.

“l am the Phantom,” he mur-
mured. “I wish you'd repeat exactly
what your fiancee said to you over
the telephone.”

WALLOWING his astonishment
at the Phantom’s appearance,
Wells told him.

“I'm afraid | can’t repeat her exact
words,” he said hurriedly. “She was
almost incoherent and we—well,
we've been on the outs for several
days because | got sore when she
went out with another man.”

He paused long enough to throw
an angry glance across the room at
Leroy Pearson.

“Mr. Pearson knows about that,”
he said bitterly. “As | say, there was
a sense of strain between us and she
didn’t come right out and say things
as clearly as she would have if we
hadn’'t quarreled recently, but she
hinted that she had some important
information in her possession and
that it had something to do with the
murders this afternoon. She said |
was the only man she could fully
trust and begged me to come to her at
once.”

He cast a glance of angry triumph
at Crowley and Pearson as he fin-
ished.

“That's your version of it,” Pear-
son broke in, stepping forward.
“What proof have you—"

Wells' fists knotted menacingly.

“My word is proof enough,” he
snarled. “If you don't—"

“Gentlemen, gentlemen! This is no
time for private arguments.” Chief
Grainger got between the two men
who were glaring at each other.

“You're right.” Wells’ anger sub-
sided quickly. “We've got to think
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about Peggy. She must be in terrible
danger! But the police have no right
to keep me out of her apartment,
Chief. She may have left a message,
some clue to the identity of her at-
tackers.”

“That's a police matter,” the chief
reminded him. “I'm sure my detec-
tives are quite capable of finding any
clue and following it better than
you.”

“I'm not so sure of that,” Wells
defied him. “How do | know some
of your men didn’t do it themselves?
It would be in line with what hap-
pened this afternoon. | don't trust
any man in uniform after today.”

The chief flushed at this gratuitous
insult but said patiently:

“Everything possible will be done
to insure Miss Mathews' safety, |
promise you.”

“Do you mean you refuse me an
authorization to enter her apartment
to look around for myself?” David
Wells demanded.

“1 do.”

Wells started an angry remon-
strance, then checked himself, then
whirled about and strode from the
room, slamming the door behind him.
There was a momentary silence fol-
lowing his departure, then Pearson
spoke.

“That looked like an act to me,” he
said angrily. “l don't believe Miss
Mathews would have turned to him if
she had been in trouble.” In his voice
was the bland assurance of a middle-
aged Lothario egotistically sure of his
way with young women.

Van shrugged his shoulders and
turned to the door with Frank Ha-
vens.

“Things are beginning to shape up
a little, Frank,” he said when they
were out of earshot. “I wish you'd
dig up all the information you can
on Zardoff, Pearson and Crowley.
The others, | believe | already have
docketed. I'll contact you as soon as
I can.”

Frank Havens nodded and gripped

his hand, spoke in a voice deep with
emotion.

“Take care of yourself, Van. I'm
afraid you're up against a more
fiendish opponent than even the
Phantom has ever encountered.”

“l know,” Van Loan agreed
gravely.

He hurried away, down through
the lobby and out to the curb where
he signaled a taxi.

“The La Vita Apartments,” he or-
dered and sank back against the
cushion in a brown study as the taxi
lurched away.

BEIE La Vita was a four-story
structure on a quiet side street

not far from the downtown section.

A cordon of police was thrown
around the entrance, barring excited
spectators. The taxi driver pulled up
at the edge of the throng and looked
back at his fare inquiringly.

“There you are, Mister. It don't
look like the police are letting any-
body inside, though. Sure you want
to stop here?”

The Phantom nodded and got out,
confident in the knowledge that his
tiny domino badge would pass him
through any police line. Paying the
meter charge, he strolled forward un-
obtrusively, listening to the excited
comment about him, and was roughly
halted by a sergeant whose patience
had grown thin.

“Stand back there, you! Where do
you think you're going?”

The crowd snickered behind the
Phantom, unable to see the tiny plat-
inum and diamond badge which he
was palming under the sergeant’s
gaze. But the sergeant saw. Glanc-
ing downward as he started to push
the man back, the sergeant’'s eyes
bulged. His rough voice changed to
an apologetic stammer.

“Good Lord, sir. | didn't know you
were—"

“Precisely,” Van Loan snapped,
sliding the insignia back in its secret
pocket. “I'd like to go in”
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He went on pleasantly, as the burly
officer nodded and followed, not yet
quite recovered from his surprise at
finding himself face to face with the
famous detective.

“You bet,” he mumbled. “Yes, sir.
Right this way.” He led him forward
to the entrance, stuck his head inside

ened as they took in Van’s far from
impressive appearance. His manner
was respectful but deprecatory as the
Phantom stepped inside,

“This is an honor, of course,” he
murmured, “but | don't see how this
case could possibly interest you.
Couple of kidnapers got panicky and

Wells stared into the muxzle of the Phantom's automatic {CHAPTER VI)

and bellowed, “Hey, Lieutenant!” to
a tall dapper man standing with a
group of white-coated men surround-
ing two still figures on the floor.

As the lieutenant came forward
with a frown of disapproval, the ser-
geant leaned forward and spoke one
word into his ear. The police officer’s
frown disappeared and his eyes wid-

started shooting when they were
making their getaway.”

The Phantom moved forward by
the lieutenant's side and stared down
at the corpses of the elevator boy and
the clerk. One glance proved to his
keen mind that they had not been
killed by panicky shots as the lieuten-
ant supposed. Each had been shot
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precisely through the center of the
forehead with heavy soft-nosed slugs
which had torn away the backs of
their heads—precisely as Romez had
been assassinated.

The Phantom had seen enough to
convince him his hunch had been cor-
rect—that David Wells' story about
the telephone conversation had not
been as fantastic as it had previously
sounded.

“I'd like to look over the girl's

apartment, Lieutenant,” he said.
“Alone.”
"Sure. Anything you say. But

we've already been over it with a
fine-tooth comb.”

Van Loan smiled grimly to himself
as the officer led him to a stairway,
recalling numerous instances in the
past when the keen eyes of the Phan-
tom had picked up some minute clue
overlooked by the police in their rou-
tine investigation. Too, he was look-
ing for something definite to tie up
the kidnaping with the mass murders
of the day just past—which was
something the police did not as yet
suspect.

“XTOBODY to run the elevator,”

i-N the police lieutenant explained
as they climbed the stairs to the kid-
naped girl’'s apartment.

He turned down a hall at the top
of the stairs and issued a gruff order
to the uniformed man lounging
against a closed door.

“Let this gentlemen into the apart-
ment, Grady. He’s not to be disturbed
while he’s inside.”

Van Loan thanked him and entered
the living room of a modest though
comfortably furnished three-room
apartment. Closing the outer door
firmly, he stood in the center of the
room looking about searchingly at
the furniture.

There was no evidence of a strug-
gle in the neat room. Everything was
in order, as though the occupant of
the room had merely -walked out for
a stroll. Everythingwas in its orderly

place except for a pair of blue bed-
room slippers which had been kicked
aside carelessly, near the door lead-
ing into the bedroom.

He studied the position of the
slippers, then his gaze roamed over
the room again. The slippers took on
particular significance when viewed
in relation to the otherwise meticu-
lous orderliness of the room. Here
was every evidence that Miss Mar-
garet Mathews believed in a place for
everything and everything in its
place. Yet she had just kicked her
slippers off there, and left them
where they fell.

To the Phantom'’s keenly analytical
mind this was evidence that she had
discarded them hurriedly—or had in-
tentionally left them in that position
as a sort of signal.

He frowned, trying to visualize the
circumstances of the kidnaping. Al-
most midnight, and she was expect-
ing a visit from her fiance. It was al-
together probable that a girl would
be attired in slippers instead of shoes
at that late hour.

The bell rings and she goes unsus-
pectingly to answer it. Instead of
David, she is confronted by two
armed Kkillers who gruffly order her
to come with them. Desperately, she
indicates her slippers, begs for time
to don a pair of shoes. Not wishing
to attract attention by taking a par-
tially clad girl out on the street, it
would be natural for her captors to
agree.

She hurries to the bedroom, kick-
ing off her slippers and leaving them
lying in a conspicuous place.

Van Loan nodded with satisfac-
tion. It was logical to presume the
slippers had been left there for a
clue. He stepped forward to the bed-
room door, switched on the light and
again was confronted by the same
definite signs of orderliness encoun-
tered in the outer room.

The bed was neatly made; cos-
metics and toilet articles were ar-
ranged in precise order on the vanity
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dresser. In the corner above the van-
ity, next to a door leading into a
clothes closet, was an old-fashioned
what-not shelf loaded with an array
of small inexpensive figures of dogs
and elephants and monkeys such as
one picks up as souvenirs from curio
shops.

The closet door stood open and a
row of shoes on the floor was disar-
ranged. A folded copy of an afternoon
newspaper lay on the small bench in
front of the vanity, black headlines
screaming:

MEXICAN DIPLOMAT MURDERED!

Van’'s eyes narrowed as he saw a
small brassy object lying on top of
the folded newspaper. He stepped
closer and stared down at an inch-
high replica of a bull, molded from
metal and gilded to look like gold.

LANCING at the what-not shelf,

he saw a small empty place in
front where it appeared likely the
small bull might have normally
rested. Again, he was struck with
the significance of one object being
peculiarly out of place in an other-
wise neat room. The little bull lying
on top of the newspaper that
screamed the news of the death of
Romez!

Could it have been placed there by
the desperate girl while she put on
her shoes under the watchful eyes of
her captors ?

It was possible! The what-not
shelf was within reach as he entered
the closet. She might have picked the
bull up and laid it on the newspaper
when she sat on the bench to put on
her shoes. But what did it mean?

Van picked the heavy little figurine
up and turned it over in his hand.

On both sides of the tiny bull were
engraved the words:

El Torro Chico welcomes you.

He frowned over the inscription,
translating the three Spanish words

into “the Little Bull.” It looked like
a souvenir that might have been
given out at a night club or restau-
rant. From across the Border in
Juarez, probably.

A faint sound from the outer room
caught his attention while he stood
there with the little bull in his hand.
It was the sound of a back door being
opened cautiously.

He tensed at the sound, then put
the bull back on the newspaper with
lightning speed, stepped soundlessly
to the closet and squeezed in behind
the row of dresses hanging from a
brass rod running the length of it.

CHAPTER VI

Rollicking Cowboy

IAUTIOUS, furtive
footsteps were
crossing the living
room floor toward
the open bedroom
door. Van made a
place between two
dresses where he
could see a narrow
slit of the bedroom,
and slid his hand up

to the butt of his automatic in its
shoulder holster.

With bated breath he waited for
the intruder to show himself.

The steps hesitated in the doorway
of the bedroom. Then there was a
faint creak in the absolute stillness
and the intruder entered boldly, evi-
dently satisfied that the apartment
was empty, and that the lights had
merely been left on carelessly by the
police when they completed their in-
vestigation.

He stopped directly in front of the
open closet door, and from his place
of concealment the Phantom was
looking directly at the face of David
Wells.

There was a grim look of desperate
resolution on the aviator’s dark, thin
features. His lips were tightly com-
pressed, and his eyes glinted as his



38 THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

gaze lit upon the tiny bull which Van
had carefully replaced where the girl
had left it

Wells stooped and picked it up just
as Van had done, examined it care-
fully, then nodded his head as though
satisfied, and slipped it into his coat
pocket.

Van Loan thrust the curtains aside
and stepped out, drawing his .45 in
one swift movement.

Wells whirled and dropped into a
crouch at the sound, his right hand
streaking into his coat pocket—but
he was staring into the black muzzle
of the Phantom’s automatic. His
hand slowly relaxed and came out of
his pocket.

“Take it easy,” Van commanded
easily. “Put your right hand on top
of your head, then hand over what
you just put in the other pocket.”

Sullenly, David Wells placed his
right hand on top of his head, but
made no move to bring the bull out of
his coat pocket.

“How did you get here, and what
are you doing hiding in Peggy’s
closet?” he snarled.

“It's my job to get around,” Van
said casually. “And I hid in the closet
to see what you were going to do with
the clue your fiancee left behind.
Turn around and face the wall.”

Wells obeyed slowly. Van stepped
up behind him and lifted a stubby
.32 from the young aviator’s right
coat pocket, then reached in the other
and the drew out the metal figure of
the bull. Then he holstered his gun
and sat down on the bed.

“You can relax now and do some
explaining of your own,” he said
quietly.

Wells whirled about angrily, point-
ing to the gilded object in Van's
hand.

“l had an idea Peggy would try to
leave something like that for a clue!”
he declared. “I said so up in the
hotel.”

“So you did,” Van agreed dryly.
“And when the police wouldn't let

you in, you sneaked up the back
way.”
LLS nodded. He was breath-
ing hard, his thin face twitch-
ing.

“The kitchen door leads onto the
fire escape,” he explained. “Peggy
always left the key hidden outside.
Why shouldn’'t I have come? The
dumb cops wouldn’t recognize a clue
if it bit them. Anyone who knew
Peggy would know there was some
significance to the newspaper held
down with the bull.”

Van nodded. “El Torro Chico—the
little bull,” he said softly. “What
does it mean to you?”

“Well—it must mean something.
That's a souvenir they give away
over at Mendoza's cabaret in Juarez.
We were there for dinner a couple of
weeks ago and Peggy mentioned the
sinister type of habitues of the place.
It must mean . . . well, that there’s
some tie-up between her abductors
and the cantina of that name.”

“Guessing the significance of the
clue, you were going to keep it from
the police,” Van charged. “Why
didn’t you call them as soon as you
saw it, instead of grabbing it up and
putting it in your pocket?”

David Wells scowled darkly. “Why
should 1 bother with the police?
They'd laugh at me. And they have
no authority across the Border. I'll
go over there myself and smoke out
those rats—find Peggy!”

Van nodded. The aviator spoke
with vehemence, but that was natural
if he were in love with the kidnaped
girl. On the other hand, Van could
not rid himself of the thought that
Peggy Mathews had been attacked
by killers immediately after phoning
Wells that she had important infor-
mation about the murder of Romez.
Had he betrayed her trust—perhaps
sent the men to silence her—then
hurried to the police with his story to
clear himself if she had confided in
someone else?



THE PHANTOM AND THE UNIFORMED KILLERS 39

“This sort of thing is out of your

line, Wells,” the Phantom said.
“You'd better duek out the same way
you came in. I'll investigate El Torro
Chico.”

“Will you?” A quick look of relief,
perhaps of triumph, came into Wells’
face. It was instantly suppressed, but
noticed by Van.

“I'll go with you!” he offered eag-
erly. “1 know my way around over
there.”

Van shook his head decisively. “I
always work alone,” he declared, and
went on deliberately: “Besides |
don't fully trust you, Wells. Your ex-
planations are altogether too glib.
I'm not at all certain you didn't
sneak up here to find this clue and
destroy it before | had time to get
around.”

“Damn you!” Wells’ face was livid
with anger. “Are you insinuating I
don't want Peggy trailed?”

“I'm not insinuating anything.”
Van stood up, unloading Wells' .32
and handing it over to him. “I'm
warning you to stay out of my way,”
he went on coldly. “If you're hon-
estly interested in Miss Mathews’
welfare, and not just putting on an
act, you can help most by leaving the
investigation in the hands of duly
constituted authorities.”

“l don’t know what gives you the
idea that I'm not on the square about
Peggy!” Wells interposed hotly.
“Good heavens! Don’'t you realize
that we're engaged?”

Van did not bother to remind him
that he knew David and his fiancee
had quarrelled about Leroy Pearson’s
attentions to her. He merely told him
good-by quietly and waited until he
had gone out of the back. Then he
let himself out the front door of the
apartment, hurried down through
the lobby and out through the police
line to a taxi.

“Can you take me to a place where
I could buy some second-hand cloth-
ing at this time of the night?” he
asked the taximan.

EPRESSING his astonishment at

the strange request, the driver
took him to a shabby store in a
poorer district of the city. The pro-
prietor slept in the back room and
was not averse to being aroused at
any hour to make a sale.

Prolonged ringing of the shop bell
brought a sleepy-eyed storekeeper to
the door. Van was admitted after
explaining what he wanted, and send-
ing the taxi away.

Half an hour later he emerged with
his former clothing done up in a neat
bundle under his arm. He wore a
large cowboy hat tipped back on his
head, and his muscular frame was
clothed in a checkered flannel shirt
open at the throat, whipcord riding
breeches and laced leather boots.

Cheerily whistling a cowboy tune
and attracting no attention in that
Border city, he strode toward the
business section until he found a
lighted bus depot. He checked his
bundle of clothing, then went into the
deserted rest room, latching the door
behind him.

Laying out his compact little make-
up kit, he swiftly went to work ob-
literating the identity of “Mr. Mer-
cer.” In “Mr. Mercer's” place he
created a man of thirty with a
rugged, devil-may-care countenance;
a man who looked as though he had
led a rough, hard life of lawless dan-
ger, a man who could take care of
himself in the tough turbulence of the
Border community.

It was an amazing demonstration
of the Phantom’s technique which
was unequalled by any makeup artist
in the world.

With a fine comb dipped in a spe-
cial preparation of his own from a
small jar, he swiftly erased the flecks
of gray from his hair that had been
part of the previous makeup. A
greaseless cream rubbed into his
bronzed cheeks gave them a heavier
tan, hinting of exposure to tropical
suns.

A bit of wax and a cunningly
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shaped strip oi' cartilage widened and
flattened his nostrils. A dark sub-
stance changed the brilliant white of
his teeth to a tobaccoish brown, and
skilful application of a shading pencil
gave the illusion of gauntness to his
clean-cut lower jaw. The entire effect
was one of black magic when he
paused to study his reflection in the
mirror.

Any other man on earth would
have been satisfied, intensely proud
of the transformation. But to the
Phantom there was something lack-
ing in the countenance that looked
back at him from the glass. One of
those subtle touches that no man ex-
cept the Phantom would have con-
sidered important.

The face in the glass was too
straightforward and honest! To per-
fectly match the character he in-
tended to assume it wWhs necessary to
give it a well defined hint of crim-
inality.

This was deftly and surely accom-
plished by a dab of puttylike sub-
stance applied to the lower corner of
his left eye that gave him a faint
squint that was somehow evil in its
implication.

A second inspection satisfied even
the Phantom down to the last meticu-
lous detail. Repacking his compact
makeup kit, he slid it into his pocket
and strolled out through the bus
depot.

Women looked twice at his tall
figure with a hint of open admiration
in their eyes, but the Phantom was
bent on more serious business. Hail-
ing a taxi, he ordered the driver to
fake him to Juarez, across the Rio
Grande.

“l can't do it, Mister. Not this
time of night. No one allowed to
cross the Border after midnight.”

“Drive to jhe bridge anyway,” Van
directed him, for he knew that in the
watch pocket of his whipcords re-
posed a tiny badge that would insure
him passage denied other men.

The driver shrugged, but took him

to the end of the bridge where he
pointed out armed men patrolling the
crossing.

“Just like 1 said,” he grumbled.
“They won't let nobody past.”

Van Loan got out and approached
the patrolling figures on foot. Had
the driver lingered to watch, he
would have been amazed to witness
the celerity with which the Phantom
was courteously accorded permission
to cross to the dark and furtive
streets of the Mexican city.

As he left the bridge behind him,
Van Loan knew he was utterly on his
own. The Phantom was embarked
on the most perilous mission of his
spectacular career, facing the most
ruthless and conscienceless gang of
killers he had ever sought to track
down, if he could trust his instinct
which told him the murderers of in-
nocent Mexican women and children
could not be American policemen and
soldiers, even though they were uni-
formed as such.

CHAPTER VII
Boasting A mericano

LEANING his infor-

mation from the

Mexican border of-

ficials, Van Loan

knew the location

of the cantina

named EI Torro

Chico and run by

one Juliano Men-

doza. It was a place

of unsavory reputa-

tion according to the officials. They

warned him, too, that it might not be

safe for a lone American to be about

in Juarez after the events of the past

day, but the Phantom merely laughed
at the warning.

In his new character of bullying
Border roisterer, he planned to be
tougher and meaner than any of the
other Border toughs he might en-
counter.

With nothing more than a vague
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clue to lead him to El Torro Chico,
he was determined to push himself
boldly to the forefront in the tur-
bulent night life of the Mexican
town, to draw as much attention to
himself as possible as a bullying
gringo. If this cantina should be the
headquarters of a lawless gang he be-
lieved they would recognize him as
one of their ilk and might let some-
thing slip that they would not say
before another type of American.

There were few Mexicans on the
streets at this hour, for it was past
midnight. Cafes and cantinas and
native shops along the way were
shuttered and dark, with here and
there a gleam of light furtively show-
ing past drawn curtains.

Those who did pass him on the
streets were bent upon business of
their own and paid the tall gringo no
heed. For the most part they -were
sombreroed men with serapes about
their shoulders, or bent and wizened
old crones searching for scraps of
refuse and begging for alms in a
cracked sing-song.

As he left the more modern sec-
tion of the city behind him and pene-
trated the darker byways leading
down toward the river, following the
directions he had received at the
bridge, the atmosphere of evil grew
more distinct. Faces peered at him
from shrouded doorways, and many
of the habitues of the evil section
called out bold invitations.

Shrubbery grew rampant and un-
tended here. The street lights ended
abruptly, and lurking shadows glided
before him as he pressed on into the
heart of the unpoliced district where
unimaginable iniquity was offered to
those who sought it out.

Directly ahead, bright lights
pierced the gloom. Approaching at a
swinging pace, Van Loan made out
the letters of a bright sign over the
doorway of a low adobe building
isolated from all others and set well
back from the street.

A tingle of expectation traveled up
his spine as he read the sign:

EL TORO CHICO
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He lurched into the gravel path
leading up to the swinging doors,
simulating drunkenness, and no actor
on Broadway or in Hollywood could
have played the role better than he
at the moment.

A reek of hot, stale air smote him
in the face when he pushed into the
barroom. From a back room came
the jarring rhythm of a tango played
in the native manner.

A row of Mexicans lined the bar,
but a swift glance at the tables back
against the wall showed Van Loan
they were occupied mostly by Amer-
icans who were attending strictly to
their own business and paying no
heed to the heated denunciations of
their race being voiced by the Mex-
icans at the bar.

Pushing forward against a swarthy
native at the end of the bar, Van
Loan growled loudly:

“Tequila—and to hell with Mexico.”

ILENCE fell like a pall over the

bar. Mexicans craned their necks
to see what sort of man issued the
challenge, and Van Loan could hear
an uneasy scraping of chairs on the
floor behind him.

The Mexican by his side stepped
back.

“S0?” he snarled fiercely.
are one tough gringo, no?”

“Plenty tough.”

Van Loan’s voice was harsh, in
keeping with the character he had as-
sumed. A growl of anger rippled
down the bar. The Mexicans had
taken much from Americans that day.
Here was one bold fellow on whom
they could vent their aroused emo-
tions. They surged forward and
knives glinted wickedly in the smoke-
filled air.

Van Loan took a quick step for-
ward and smashed his fist into the
face of the nearest Mexican. The man
went down as though clubbed with an
ax. Van caught him by shoulder and
thigh, heaved his limp body high in
the air and slammed him into the

“You

midst of those who surged forward.

They drew back with angry shouts,
and a glittering blade lanced from
among them at Van Loan’s head. A
quick sideward jerk let it slither by
to stick quivering in the wall. Van
Loan jerked it out by the handle,
turned and spun it back with a jeer-
ing laugh.

It pinned the sleeve of another at-
tacker against the bar and there was
an awed gasp from native throats at
this evidence of knife-throwing prow-
ess greater than their own.

They gave way when Van Loan
swaggered forward. He had created
the impression he sought and every
eye in the barroom was upon him. He
turned and laughed into the fright-
ened faces of the Americans sitting
at tables along the wall.

“That's the way to handle these
birds,” he asserted triumphantly to
his countrymen.

He strode on to the doorway lead-
ing to the cabaret in the back, and
stood lounging in the doorway look-
ing over the scene with piercing eyes.
Outwardly, there was nothing to dis-
tinguish the scene from that of any
other like cabaret on the Border.

Yet, looking for something out of
the ordinary, Van Loan did see one
important difference. The tables were
crowded with hard-faced Americans,
gimlet-eyed men with the stamp of
brutality indelibly on their faces. All
had drinks before them, yet none ap-
peared to be drunk. Nor was there
any atmosphere of mirth or gayety
in the back room; rather, it seemed
to Van Loan’s quickened perceptions
the majority of the customers there
were simply killing time, grimly wait-
ing for some expected summons or
event.

A waiter in a soiled white jacket
approached Van Loan. His nose had
been broken and had healed crooked.
One ear was cauliflowered, and thick
lips looked as though they might have
been smashed to a pulp in the prize
ring.
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“There ain't no tables,” he wheezed.
"Beat it!”

Looking past him, Van could see
half a dozen unoccupied tables. He
smiled with terrifying calm down at
the waiter, then reached forward and
tweaked the man’s nose.

“Get out of my way!” he bellowed
angrily.

The waiter stepped back and fell
into a fighter’s stance, but he was fac-
ing a man who could have been heavy-
weight champion of the world had he
cared to enter the professional ring.
Without even setting himself, Van
slammed a right uppercut to the
waiter's jaw, then stepped over his
prostrate body toward one of the
empty tables.

HERE was a moment's intense
silence, then the string orchestra
frantically started a dance tune.

Sitting three tables removed from
Van Loan, two men regarded his
brawny figure with awed admiration.
One of them was a heavy man with
a flattened nose.

“There’s a guy the boss could use,
Sink,” he growled.

Bink nodded, his eyes low-lidded.
“We ought to get him out of here,
Heavy, but the boss don't like for us
to start no trouble.”

“Let him be,” the man called
“Heavy” said comfortably. “He’s half
drunk and just wandered in by acci-
dent. He'll pass out after a few
drinks.”

“Look at Tanya giving him the
eye.” Bink nudged his companion.
“She’s always on the lookout for a
new man.”

“And she likes 'em big and mean
and tough.” Heavy chuckled crudely.
“It's a good thing Number One is
busy, and ain’t likely to drop in. The
last two men Tanya gave the eye to
just naturally disappeared. He's
plenty jealous.”

The woman they were discussing in
guarded tones sat alone at a table not
far beyond Van Loan. She was rest-

ing her cheek in one palm and was re-
garding him favorably with tawny
eyes that had a faintly Oriental slant.
Her cheeks were softly rounded and
had a rich olive tint that bespoke hot
blood close beneath the surface.
Heavily rouged lips were full and in-
vitingly pouted. Her evening gown,
cut daringly low, revealed creamy
shoulders and an alluring throat.

Van Loan had already noticed her.
He eyed her boldly and with open ap-
proval, in the manner of a man such
as he appeared to be. In the mean-
time, he was appraising her with keen
interest.

He realized at once that she was a
most unusual woman; strikingly
beautiful, yet with something evil
about her beauty. Her slanted tawny
eyes had a feline quality while they
had the rich promise and allure of
full-blooded womanhood. She was not
old, he judged; yet certainly she was
not young.

Her wide forehead spoke of intelli-
gence, while a well-formed mouth and
jaw were evidence of a ruthless
strength of character. A mixture of
exotic Oriental and tempestuous
Latin temperament, he decided; and
doubly dangerous in possessing the
strongest attributes of both.

As though a signal had been passed
between them, she arose slowly and
moved toward his table with panther-
like grace. He repressed his normal
impulse to arise; instead waving his
hand toward the chair directly oppo-
site him.

“Set down, Beautiful,” he invited.
“I'll buy a drink.”

She sank into the chair with sinu-
ous grace. An almost indefinable per-
fume drifted across the table to Van
Loan’s nostrils, curiously mingled
with the sweetish scent of hashish.

He was instantly on his guard
against her, realizing that if there
was anything in the clue of the little
bull in Margaret Mathews’ apartment
that the exotically beautiful woman
who had approached him was exactly
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tiie ruthless type to be mixed up in
kidnaping and murder.

“T WITNESSED the scene you cre-

J. ated in the barroom,” she told
him musically. “Do you always assert
your strength in that offensive man-
ner?”

“Offensive?” He grinned across the
table at her. “You didn't seem to
think so or yuh wouldn’t come over to
get acquainted.”

She smiled in return, not in the
least abashed. “That is so,” she ac-
knowledged. “I like men who know
their own strength and are not afraid
to display it.”

“They wasn’t much to go up against
out there,” said Van contemptuously,
the drawl in his voice so “Western”
he might have been accustomed to it
all his life. “A bunch of Mexes that
needed to be put in their places. It’s
time we Americans woke up and
pulled a few more stunts like that
stuff the cops and soldiers done yes-
terday.” He paused, waiting alertly
to see if this feeler would bring any
results, wondering if he was on the
right track or was just wasting time.

“S-0-0?” She was studying him
from beneath enigmatically lowered
eyelashes. “You approve of the
shooting of Mexicans?”

“Teach 'em a lesson,” he growled.

“But most Americans are angry
about the Kkillings because it has
spoiled the friendship between the
two countries,” Tanya purred.

A pulse of excitation throbbed deep
inside Van Loan’s breast. He was on
the track of something, all right. She
was watching him as carefully as he
was watching her, trying to draw
him out exactly as he was drawing
her out.

He pretended a drunken laugh,
then said with reckless abandon:

“1 don’t mind tellin’ yuh, Beauti-
ful, that 1 don’t shore enough think
cops and soldiers done that shootin’.
I've been around, savvy? I'm got a
hunch it was somebody plenty smart

that fixed it up thataway. Somebody
with an ax of their own to grind.
Somebody that mebbe don’'t want to
see Mexico and the United States get
too friendly.” He paused a moment,
then said with confidential careless-
ness: “l done a hitch in the Japanese
air force not long ago and | happen
to know they could use Mexico’s oil
and wouldn’'t mind seein’ something
happen that would keep these two
countries apart.”

A glint of intense interest showed
in Tanya's eyes. “You are an air-
plane pilot?”

“One of the damn best in the
world,” he assured her gloatingly. “I
ain't always been a cow nurse. Not
enough excitement. But I right away
found out that a soldier of fortune,
like I set out to be, don’t get right far
these days unless he can handle a
plane. Same thing goes for smugglin’
—and I've done my share of both.”

She nodded slowly as though mak-
ing up her mind on some point.

“My name is Tanya.”

“Mine’s Steve Russell. Let's have
that drink | promised 1I'd buy yuh.”

He looked around and a waiter
came hurrying. After they had both
ordered, she leaned intimately close.

“This is interesting—what you
have said,” she murmured. “You are
a man whose services are for sale?”

“At a price.” He looked directly
into the depths of her tawny eyes and
added deliberately: “Or for a Kkiss
from a pair of lips like yores.”

HE laughed, not displeased. The

waiter brought their drinks and
Van took a tiny sip from his, waiting
for her to go on with the conversa-
tion, being careful not to show too
much eagerness lest she suspect him
of trying to worm his way into her
confidence.

She worried a full underlip with
sharp teeth while he waited for her
to take the lead.

“My kisses go to men who prove
themselves worthy of receiving them,”
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slut said at last. “Many men make
loud boasts, but few cany them out.”

“Gimme a chance to show yuh I
ain't jest boastin’,” Van suggested
confidently. “Make it somethin’ tough
—the hardest thing yuh can think of.”

“Very well.” She emptied her glass
deliberately and turned the full seduc-
tive power of her remarkable eyes
on his. “1 know a man who might use
the services of one as brave as you
say you are. He has an enemy in El
Paso—one of the most dangerous men
on earth. The man who removes this
enemy could demand anything in pay-
ment for his services.”

“Who is the feller whose scalp’s
wanted?” Van demanded. “Put me
on his trail if yuh want to get rid of
him.”

“Not so fast, my friend,” she de-
murred. “When you hear his name
you will doubtless be like other men.
Your courage will ooze away and your
red blood turn to water.”

“Is that so?” Van blustered. “I'm
tellin’ yuh I ain’t afraid of no man on
earth.”

“Some say this man is not human,”
Tanya whispered. “More like a fiend
incarnate. | mean—the Phantom!”

Van drew in his breath sharply.
Here was definite assurance that
Tanya had some secret connection
with the few who knew the Phantom
had been called in on the case.

“The Phantom?” he blustered, pre-
tending incredulity. “In EIl Paso? |
hope yuh're right. | gotta score of
my own to settle with that feller. He
broke up a smugglin’ deal of mine a
couple of years ago.”

“He calls himself Mr. Mercer,”
Tanya purred. “l can describe the
disguise he is using on this journey.”

As she went on to describe “Mr.
Mercer,” Van Loan’s keenly analyt-
ical mind seized upon another definite
clue in the maze of improbabilities in
which the case was already shrouded.
Tanya’'s description of the Phantom
could orly come from some person
present at that conference in Frank

Havens' hotel suite or from David
Wells, avowed lover of the kidnaped
girl!

Those were her only two possible
sources of information, disregarding
the remote possibility that one of the
policemen at the apartment to whom
he had also revealed his identity was
connected with the gang, and they
did not know the Mercer name.

His thoughts flashed back to the
scene in Margaret's apartment, to
David Wells’ quick recognition of the
souvenir from EIl Torro Chico, to his
manner of openly explaining what it
meant when he realized the Phantom
had already seen it and recognized it
as a clue.

OULD it have been a trap? Was

the whole thing a plant to get the
Phantom across the river into the
clutches of the gang? They had un-
derestimated their opponent if they
expected him to walk into it without
changing his disguise, Van Loan
thought grimly. He waited for Tanya
to finish describing “Mr. Mercer.”

“I've been layin’ for this chance
for a long time!” he broke in ex-
citedly. “Tell—er—whoever is in-
terested, to quit wqrryin’ about the
Phantom. I'll find him and put him
outa the way!”

Tanya's eyes glowed with fanatical
zeal as she leaned closer. “If you can
do that,” she purred, “if you can
prove yourself that way—return here
and | promise you shall have every-
thing you ask.”

Playing the part of drunken and
swaggering Border ruffian, Van Loan
let his admiring gaze travel over her
sinuous body with greedy approval.

“I'll be back to hold yuh to that
promise—with the Phantom’s corpse
all tied up with pink ribbon,” he as-
sured her, with a meaning she could
not misunderstand.

He reached out and pinched her
cheek, then got up and strode out,
reeling a little as he went.

Tanya made an imperious motion
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to Bink and Heavy behind his back.
They hurried to her table.

“Follow that braggart,” she or-
dered sibilantly. “He boasts that he
will find the Phantom and kill him.
If he does—well and good. But if he
doesn’t, we’'ll take care of this boast-
ing Americano.”

CHAPTER VIII
A Man Out ofa Manhole

DRUNKEN peon
lurched out through
the swinging doors
directly in front of
Van Loan. Shrewd-
ly suspecting that
Tanya planned to
have him trailed
from the cantina,
Van took a quick
step forward and

grabbed the peon’s tattered straw
sombrero from his head.

The Mexican turned with a loud
oath but Van Loan grinned at him
reassuringly and suggested in voluble
Spanish that they should trade hats,
proffering his own expensive felt
headgear in exchange for the cheap
straw hat. The peon agreed with
drunken gravity, clapped Van Loan’s
broad-brimmed Stetson on the back
of his head and went lurching to-
ward the street.

Fading unobtrusively into the
shadows, Van watched with a grim
smile as Heavy and Bink hurried
out of the cantina. They paused in
the doorway for a moment, and Bink
pointed to the Mexican.

“That's him, there,” he announced
in his husky voice. “With the big
Stetson. We'll just foiler along be-
hind like Tanya said.”

They moved down the path behind
the reeling peon. Van cautiously
withdrew around the corner of the
cantina, leaning against the wall in
the deep shadow and thoughtfully
considered his position.

It was evident that El Torro Chico

was a meeting place for the ruffians
who had abducted Margaret Math-
ews, and that the Mathews girl had
known that when she had placed the
minature bull conspicuously on the
open newspaper in her apartment.

But suppose El Torro Chico was
a tough gang hangout? What had
that to do with the ruthless acts of
violence in El Paso and across the
Rio yesterday? According to David
Wells, Margaret had told him over
the telephone that she was in pos-
session of some vital information
concerning those bloody murders.
Immediately afterward, she had been
attacked in her apartment and spir-
ited away — plainly indicating, of
course, that the perpetrator of the
foul deeds had learned of her inten-
tion to turn her information over to
Wells and had intervened to prevent
it.

If this was true, then here at El
Torro Chico was the key to the sin-
ister riddle. That theory was com-
pletely borne out by things Tanya
had just told the Phantom in the
cantina.

But how did it all add up? What
was the meaning behind it all? Why
had those seemingly meaningless kill-
ings been perpetrated?

The Phantom had already learned
enough to be ready to discard the
original premise that the murderers
had actually been American police-
men and soldiers. Incredible and im-
possible as it had first appeared, he
was thoroughly convinced that a
super-criminal  organization had
utilized the uniforms to disguise
themselves and commit the wanton
murders in a way to disrupt friend-
ly relations between Mexico and the
United States for some secret purpose
not yet apparent.

His own belief was, of course, not
enough to prevent more bloodshed.
The simple peons of Mexico were a
credulous people and it would take
positive proof of the diabolical con-
spiracy to convince them that the
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frightful acts had not been commit-
ted with the sanction of American
military and police authorities.

LREADY, a desperate and daring

plan for getting into the confi-
dence of the leaders of the murder-
ous gang had formed in Van Loan’s
mind, but he was not yet ready to
put it into execution.

His plan, if successful, would be
one of the most ingenious coups the
Phantom had engineered in his long
career in combatting crime. Briefly,
Van Loan was determined to fulfill
his promise to Tanya—to bring the
dead body of the Phantom to the can-
tina as proof that he was a man to
be relied upon.

In his tiny compact makeup kit he
had everything necessary to trans-
form any set of features into an ex-
act duplicate of “Mr. Mercer’'s” coun-
tenance in a few minutes. This was
what he was determined to do as soon
as it was possible to secure a corpse
that could be palmed off as that of
the Phantom.

That would, of course, have to wait
until another day. He would need
the cooperation of the El Paso police
department to carry out his plan suc-
cessfully, and also he had to let
enough time lapse so that Tanya
would believe he had been able to
contact and conquer the one enemy
she feared.

Rather regretfully, he decided that
the dramatic delivery of the Phan-

tom’s corpse would have to wait un-
til later. In the meantime he might
as well utilize this opportunity of get-
ting better acquainted with the can-
tina which appeared to be headquar-
ters for the group of terrorists who
assumed American uniforms to com-
mit their cold-blooded outrages that
threatened to disrupt friendly inter-
national relations between two coun-
tries.

He moved forward cautiously along
the side of the building, stooping low
to avoid windows through which light
showed.

There was no moon, and vagrant
stars peeped down from between
masses of black clouds obscuring the
sky. The cantina was isolated from
other buildings, set near the bank of
the Rio Grande, and surrounded by
a rampant growth of mesquite and
catclaw bushes which shielded Van
Loan’s crouching figure from the
street.

The building was much larger than
it appeared from the front or the in-
side. Well over a hundred feet in
length it was, and the rear windows
were dark and silent.

A tingle crept down Van'’s spine as
he considered what that might mean.
It appeared that the cantina in front
was just a blind to mask the real pur-
pose of the building—a sort of bar-
racks, possibly, to house members of
the band while they were not shooting
down innocent Mexican women and

[Turn page]
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children in the disguise of American
soldiers and policemen.

Van Loan paused at the rear corner
of the building, peering around cau-
tiously at a wide, cleared space in
the back where half a dozen trucks
were parked.

The bank ©f the river was just be-
yond, and there was the reflected
gleam of starlight on sluggish water.
Northward, the American side was
dark and silent at this past-midnight
hour. He knew there were Border
patrols on each side keeping ceaseless
vigilance to prevent smuggling, but
there was no indication of such activ-
ity at the moment.

Keeping in the cover of low shrub-
bery, Van moved to the edge of the
clearing, then turned to survey the
situation. The sound of music and
of laughter drifted back faintly from
the front, a sort of gruesome danse
macabre in celebration of the fiend-
ish triumphs of the day just past.

E TENSED and his hand darted

inside his coat to the butt of a
holstered .45 when a faint scratching
sound attracted his attention. He
listened attentively and heard it re-
peated, but could not tell whence it
came.

It was so faint that ears less keen
than the Phantom’s would not have
distinguished it from the music and
laughter. But Van Loan’s sensitive
perceptions were rigorously trained,
so that he never disregarded the
faintest indication of anything out
of the ordinary.

He crouched low, pressing his body
deeper into the shadow of a stunted
cedar, his piercing gaze roaming back
and forth over the cleared area be-
hind the cantina.

The sound continued, as of metal
upon metal, yet curiously muffled and
indistinct. It had an eerie unearthly
guality, seeming to arise from the
very ground itself.

It changed from a scratching to a
grating as ©f rusty; hinges, and be-

came more pronounced. There was
faintly perceptible movement in the
black shadow beneath one of the
trucks ten feet in front of Van Loan.

Soundlessly he drew his automatic
and leveled it in that direction, tensed
and ready for anything, but not yet
able to distinguish what was taking
place before his eyes. It looked as
if a portion of the ground were heav-
ing upward, as though something
was pushing up from below. But the
black shadow was so heavy it was
impossible for Van to tell what was
causing the phenomenon.

Suddenly there was the whitish
blur of a human face in the black-
ness beneath the truck. Van'’s finger
was lightly against the trigger and
the safety was thumbed off, but he
held his fire while the outline of a
man’'s body gradually took form,
crawled out into the dim starlight.

He knew his own body was fairly
well concealed, and hoped he would
not be forced to shoot. He had no
desire to reveal his own presence or
to bring the native police to the
scene. That could only serve to warn
the occupants of the cantina, frighten
them into hiding.

The man who had emerged from
the bowels of the earth in such a mys-
terious manner was crouching low,
looking all about him carefully. He
moved a few cautious steps forward
in a furtive manner—and Van Loan
suddenly relaxed into the shadows.

The man was David Wells! Fiance
of the kidnaped Margaret Mathews.

He did not see the Phantom whose
body was pressed back into the shrub-
bery, merged with the dark shadows.
He seemed undecided as he stood
erect, glancing all about apprehen-
sively, turning as though to go back
toward the hole out of which he had
just emerged, then hesitating and
dropping swiftly into a crouch as the
light sound of footsteps sounded
around the side of the cantina.

Watching from his place of con-
cealment, the Phantom saw starlight
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gleam on the metal of a pistol in
David Wells' hand. The aviator
moved back in a tense crouch toward
the shadow beneath the truck, pistol
leveled toward the corner of the can-
tina.

The figure of a big man material-
ized suddenly around the corner.
Bareheaded, starlight glinted on a
shock of pale gold hair surmount-
ing a bulbous countenance that looked
peculiarly childish in contrast to the
wide sweep of heavy shoulders and
the thick body of the man.

TEPPING lightly and with infi-

nite caution, the big fellow passed
Van Loan, hidden in the shrubbery,
and moved directly toward David
Wells. The Phantom heard a smoth-
ered gasp from the aviator’s lips, and
the big man stopped in mid-stride.
Then Wells called out a name Van
Loan had heard in Frank Havens’
hotel room:

“Jerrold! What in the name of
heaven are you doing over here?”

“Eh? Who's that? Where—"

“Here. Under the truck.
David Wells. You know—I
earlier tonight.”

“Wells?” The big golden-haired
man relaxed and moved forward to
squat down close to David. “You're
the young man that's sweet on Peggy
Mathews, aren’'t you? This is a
strange place to find you.”

“You took the words right out of
my mouth.” Wells’ voice was harshly
strained. “What are you doing
here?”

“Put your gun away.” Jerrold
laughed good-naturedly. “I1 suppose
I'm here for the same reason you
are—to see if that little bull you told
me Miss Mathews left behind had
any bearing on her abduction. Mr.
Pearson dropped in after you hung
up. He was pretty much cut up about
the whole thing, of course, but wo
both agreed she might possibly have
left the trinket lying on the news-
paper as a message.”

It's
called

“You laughed at me over the phone
when | mentioned the possibility,”
Wells reminded him savagely.

“It did sound preposterous at first.
But Pearson seemed to regard it as
important when | discussed it with
him, so | decided to come over and
snoop around. Peggy Mathews was
more than just a devilishly compe-
tent secretary, Wells. | thought a
great deal of that young lady. |If |
can get my hands on the beasts that
kidnaped her—” His voice trailed
off in a throaty growl of menace.

“There’s something queer about
this place, all right,” Wells admitted.
“1 see you are looking at that round
hole behind me. There’s one just like
it about ten feet nearer the building.
They're both fitted with round iron
lids like manhole covers and there’s
a hidden spring catch that opens and
closes them. | went down the other
one to hide when I almost got caught
and the top automatically closed be-
hind me. There seems to be an un-
derground passage between them
and after | blundered around in the
dark I stumbled onto the ladder lead-
ing up to this one. Do you suppose
—they've got Peggy imprisoned down
there in an underground cell or room
of some kind that they keep covered
with those manhole covers?”

“Underground cells, eh? It looks
to me as though we have stumbled
onto something, Wells. But why?
What's the answer? Why would a
gang of Juarez cutthroats kidnap
Miss Mathews? Pearson told me
about your hints that she had some
important information about the
murders yesterday. That sounds ut-
terly preposterous. What could she
know? How could she learn any-
thing?”

“l1 know it sounds wacky,” David
Wells admitted wearily. “I'm—
afraid to think. If she is here—in
the clutches of a murderous gang—
dare we attempt to reseue her our-
selves? Because of the added danger
to her, of course I mean.”
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“We're treading on mighty thin
ice,” said Jarrold soberly. “If she's
mixed up with that gang we know
they won't hesitate to kill. The slight-
est hint that we’re onto their secret
would certainly mean instant death
to her.”

“Just what | was thinking,” Wells
agreed.

“Perhaps we’'d both better quit try-
ing to play detective and duck out
of here while we're all in one piece,”
Jerrold suggested. “The police are
the men to handle this.”

“No!” In heavens name, no!”
David Wells’ voice broke. “Promise
you won’'t say a word to the police.
You know what they'd do. They'd
pull a raid and that would be the
same as signing Peggy’'s death war-
rant—if she—if she isn't—"

“1 suppose you're right. But what
can we do? If you actually think
Miss Mathews is here—"

“It was foolish for both of us to
come over here and horn in on some-
thing we don’'t know how to handle.
We'd best clear out and trust the
Phantom to handle it. No doubt he'll
follow up the same clue.”

“No doubt,” Jerrold agreed. “He
has a reputation for never neglecting
the slightest detail when he’s working
on a case.”

CHAPTER IX

Dungeon Rooms

O EARING their words

clearly, Van Loan
could not repress an
inward chuckle. He
sardonically sup-
posed the rules of
politeness required
him to stand up and
take a bow for the
compliments, but he
remained  motion-
less, hidden from their gaze.

He was not at all sure he could
trust either of them, and on a case
the Phantom had long ago learned

that the fewer men he trusted the
less likely he was to be betrayed. He
had only scratched the surface of the
sinister mystery thus far and he was
not ready to show his hand to any-
one until he had learned a great deal
more.

In the meantime, Jerrold and
Wells were stealing quietly away
along the bank of the river through
the brushy area, away from the
cantina.

Van Loan remained silent and let
them go, his brow furrowed in
thought. One important question was
troubling him to the exclusion of all
others. How had both men managed
to cross the closely guarded Border
into Juarez after the bridge had been
closed to traffic at midnight?

By his owmm experience he had seen
how closely the rule was enforced.
Yet here were two men whom he
knew had been on the other side of
the river after midnight.

With no plausible answer to the
guestion, he filed it away with other
things in his retentive mind for fu-
ture reference. One thing, he was
determined to do before he left—
thoroughly explore those mysterious
entrances and exits into the ground
behind the cantina of the Little Bull.
He had a feeling that if there were
secret cells or rooms underground
that here was at least a partial key
to the puzzle. Nor would he be satis-
fied until he had learned everything
possible about the Juarez rendez-
VOuS.

Van Loan moved as soundlessly and
swiftly across the area of starlighted
ground as the shadow of a soaring
hawk crosses a patch of sunlit ground.
Dropping on his knees beneath the
truck from which he had watched
David Wells emerge he found a round
iron lid set snugly in a concrete foun-
dation flush with the top of the
ground.

He squatted back on his heels and
carefully felt around the edge with
sensitive fingertips, seeking the con-
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As he opened his mouth to bellow Van struck him a crushing blow with the heavy barrel (Chapter x)

cealed spring catch he had heard
Wells mention to Jerrold.

A complete circuit of the outer
edge brought no results, and his fin-
gers moved out to the concrete foun-

dation, pressing and probing. At last
he felt a small iron nubbin give
slightly beneath pressure, and as if
by magic the lid tipped downward
smoothly, on a well oiled hinge.
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An acrid odor drifted up out of
the circular hole and burned his nos-
trils. He jerked his head back to avoid
the unpleasant smell, then forced him-
self to take a deep sniff of the pun-
gent exudation. At once his sensi-
tive olfactory system identified the
strange odor as coming from raw
marijuana, a weedlike plant possess-
ing powerful narcotic properties and
which grows luxuriantly in the
Mexican climate and soil.

Although marijuana has long been
cultivated and used in tropical coun-
tries as a drug, it has only recently
been imported into the United States
in any quantities. Rolled into ciga-
rettes that are called “reefers” by the
initiate, it is a powerful and cheap
substitute for the better-known drugs
which are becoming increasingly
difficult for addicts to obtain, due to
the energetic enforcement activities
of Federal officers.

AN LOAN drew back for a mo-

ment to let the accumulated odor
escape before venturing down. It was
quite evident that great quantities of
the raw weed was or-had recently
been stored underground here just
south of the Rio Grande.

To his trained mind this suggested
the Mexican depot of a smuggling
ring operating between El Paso and
Juarez, and it explained to a great
extent the furtive actions of the in-
mates of the cantina. But he still
could not see any plausible hook-up
between the smuggling of marijuana
and the wholesale murder of Mexi-
can citizens by killers disguised in
United States’ uniforms.

Never one to waste time theoriz-
ing when an avenue of action pre-
sented itself, Van waited until the
acrid stench had cleared away enough
so he could stand it, then slid his legs
over the edge and felt around with
his toes for the top rung of the lad-
der which Wells had mentioned as
leading to the surface. He climbed
down silently into the black pit, leav-

ing the iron lid standing open as a
possible means of escape if he should
be discovered below and have to re-
treat.

About ten feet below the surface
the toe of his boot encountered solid
concrete. The smell ©f marijuana was
stronger, but he was becoming in-
ured to it and it no longer stung his
nostrils.

Standing flat-footed at the bottom
of the hole, he was enveloped in
Stygian blackness and absolute si-
lence. He risked a slender beam of
light from his fountain pen flashlight,
found himself standing in a large
square chamber with concrete walls
and ceiling. In one corner were sev-
eral wooden boxes stenciled “crack-
ers” and from them emanated the
odor of the noxious weed.

About ten feet away another iron
ladder led upward to the surface. He
moved to it and sent his tiny beam
of light upward to play upon another
circular opening and iron lid similar
to the one by which he had entered.

That checked with the story he had
heard Wells tell Jerrold. Either the
aviator had told the truth about
stumbling onto the entrance and exit,
or he had given his story the sem-
blance of truth by relating details fa-
miliar to him.

A narrow passageway led to the
right from where the Phantom stood,
and another one angled off to the
left. He switched off his light and
chose the one to the right because
his instinct told him it led in the di-
rection of the cantina.

Feeling his way along rough con-
crete walls and walking soundlessly
on rubber heels, he counted nineteen
paces before his progress was abrupt-
ly halted by a heavy wooden barrier,
a makeshift door of rough two-by-
sixes.

Light gleamed faintly through tiny
cracks between the boards. He
pressed his ear against one of the
cracks and listened intently, but could
hear no sound from the other side of
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the barrier. Risking a brief flash of
his light, he found the door held shut
by a crude wooden bar moving in and
out of a slot in the concrete wall so
it could be opened from either side.

He drew the bar back gently and
pushed the door inward an inch—two
inches. Faint light streamed through
the crack but no sound of alarm came.
He”aused to draw his .45 and hold it
in readiness, then boldly pushed the
wooden door open enough to walk
through the opening.

E STOOD inside another long

room where a sort of ramp
sloped upward at a steep angle—
leading to the cantina, he supposed.
Small bulbs in the arched ceiling
gave off enough illumination to see
dimly for a distance of not more than
twenty feet. The end of the room
sloped downward, also, and at its end
was a closed door. It was fastened
with a bar and padlock—probably led
to the dungeon rooms or cells. Van
had heard Jerreld and Wells surmis-
ing about. No time to investigate
what lay behind it now, though. His
interest was in the cantina.

Suddenly Van froze to stiff atten-
tion. His right arm angled across his
chest with forefinger tight on the trig-
ger of his automatic when he espied
a man sitting on the concrete floor
not more than ten feet away. The
man’s shoulders were propped against
an iron grating and his head hung
forward laxly, a greasy felt hat was
crushed down over his eyes to shut
out the light.

A regulation U. S. Army webbed
pistol belt encircled his waist and the
leather flap of an army holster was
buttoned down over the butt of a
Colt .45 automatic.

While Van waited tensely to see if
he was going to be aroused, a low
rumbling snore came from the sitting
man. Breath wheezed in through his
lips, then was again expelled in a low
snore.

The U. S. Army belt around the

sleeping man’s belly was another
proof of some link between the smug-
glers’ hideaway in Juarez and yester-
day’s murders. What that link was,
the Phantom could not yet even con-
jecture. Until he knew who and what
was back of the unholy acts it would
be worse than useless to take any ac-
tion.

Glancing to the right again, Van
saw that the ramp leveled off through
a curtained archway at a distance of
not more than thirty feet. Determined
to gather all the information possible
about the nefarious crew frequenting
El Torro Chico and to find and try
to rescue Margaret Mathews, he be-
gan sidling up the slope, his gun
drawn, atid keeping a keen watch be-
hind him on the sleeping man. But
the sleeping man did not move.

The sloping ramp terminated in a
small richly carpeted anteroom with
a stairway leading down into it from
the right. Strong light shone through
the brocade curtains closing the arch-
way, and the low murmur of voices
could be heard.

Moving noiselessly across the thick
rug, Van Loan stopped at the edge
of the archway, cautiously drawing
an edge of the heavy portierre aside
to get a glimpse inside and to hear
what was being said more clearly.

A wave of heated, incense-laden air
came out the ci'ack. He could see only
one corner of a luxuriously furnished
chamber but he could hear Tanya's
purring voice distinctly.

“T THINK vyou lie to me about the

-L white-faced girl,” she was say-
ing. “Why did you not slit her soft
throat when Bink and Heavy first
brought her? Is my master's love
fading or does he think I will become
one of a harem?”

A low wearied monotone responded
to Tanya’'s complaint.

“l have told you it is as the boss
wills. The fools drugged her so heav-
ily she may not speak for twelve
hours more.”
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“Why should it be desirable that
she should speak?” Tanya demanded
fretfully. “1 thought it was necessary
to shut her mouth lest she say too
much.”

“That is so, Tanya.” The man who
spoke was being very patient with his
exotic companion. “But the boss fears
she may have already told someone
some hint of her knowledge of his
plans. Until she can be questioned,
it is his order that she shall remain
closely guarded in the tunnel dungeon
but unharmed. | think it is perhaps
so”—the slurring monotone had a
thoughtful implication — “that the
boss has another reason he has not
disclosed to me. | have seen a light
in his eyes when he spoke of her. We
must not judge him harshly, my
Tanya, for he has not your perfumed
lips for his solace, as | have. Can you
understand that?”

His voice broke off and there was a
silken rustle from beyond the cur-
tains, a faint sigh slowly escaped
from Tanya.

But Van Loan had heard enough—
more than he had dared hope he
might learn by this daring explora-
tion. The Mathews girl was alive—
drugged too heavily, by mistake, so
that it was impossible for her to be
guestioned to discover whether she
had shared any of her knowledge with
another. And Margaret Mathews was
here! Guarded in some one of these
underground dungeon rooms!

He glanced behind him instinctive-
ly, toward the slouched figure of the
man keeping guard before a grated
door in the tunnel wall. That man
felt safe, secure now to relax his
guarding vigilance.

But Margaret Mathews would re-
main safe only as long as the effects
of the drug administered by her cap-
tors kept her mind so numbed she
could not be questioned. Another
twelve hours, the voice of the man
to whom the Phantom had just been
listening had suggested as a maxi-
mum.

CHAPTER X
Swim for Life

N let the edge of the
curtain drop back to
dose the tiny crack
he had made. He
had started to turn
away when he heard
the warning creak
of a door opening
onto the stairway
landing above and
behind him.

He was caught eavesdropping at
the curtained archway with no possi-
ble means of retreat without being
seen!

He might have escaped the way he
had come had he been willing to leave
the kidnaped girl behind, tout he was
determined to rescue her from her
underground prison before it was
too late. She had information des-
perately needed, and her life whs at
stake.

He made his decision instantly,
while the door was still being opened.
Cautiously gathering up several folds
of the thick brocade curtain, he
pressed his body tight against the
wall and drew the loose curtain in
front of him, shielding his figure from
the eyes of the man descending the
stairs.

Heavy footsteps reached the bot-
tom and thudded into the thick car-
pet while Van waited tensely to see if
he was going to be discovered. The
footsteps approached directly toward
him and he held his breath and trig-
ger-finger tight. Then a man lurched
past him and into the inner chamber.

The Phantom dropped the curtain
while it was still swaying from the
man’s entrance into the room beyond,
and sped away across the carpet and
onto the slanting concrete. He slowed
his steps as he approached the guard
still sitting in the same posture of
slumber. Peering over the man’s
head through the iron grating he was
able to make out the lax figure of a
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slender girl lying huddled on the floor
of a tiny cell cut into the side of the
tunnel wall.

A strong odor of stale sotol came
up from the heavily breathing guard.
That explained the fellow’s stupor,
for the rank fermented juice of the
cactus has a soporific as well as an
alcoholic effect upon those who imbibe
of it too freely.

The fellow stirred while Van Loan
looked down on him, blinked red-
rimmed eyes open and started to
yawn. His yawn broke off in the
middle as he realized he was looking
up into the face of a stranger.

Lurching to his feet he opened his
mouth to give out a warning bellow
but Van stepped aside nimbly and
struck him a crushing blow on the
head with the heavy barrel of his
automatic. The bellow turned into
a wheeze and the guard’s knees tried
to buckle under him. But he shook
his hard head doggedly and lunged
forward, wrapping his arms about
the Phantom in a bear hug and send-
ing him crashing back against the
concrete wall by his weight and mo-
mentum.

No novice in a rough and tumble,
Van let every muscle relax as he
sti'uck the wall. Then he ducked his
head under his opponent’s chin and
brought it up hard, jarring loose the
guard’s hugging grip about him and
sending him staggering back with a
surly curse. With a pantherlike
spring the Phantom followed up his

advantage. This was no time for
gunplay, for if the girl was to be res-
cued it would have to be done quietly
and quickly.

EAPING in he drove a left upper-
cut to the guard’s jaw, following
it with a vicious swing of the gun-
barrel that completed what the upper-
cut had begun. The guard reeled back-
ward, then fell soddenly to the floor.
Van leaped over him toward the
iron door, bolstering his gun and
darting a glance up the ramp from
gleaming eyes. No one appeared in
the curtained doorway. The short,
fierce struggle had attracted no at-
tention.

The door of the cell was fastened
shut with a common iron hasp, and
it creaked loudly on rusty hinges as
Van swung it open and leaped inside.

He stooped over the drugged girl
for a hasty examination, found her
pulse strong though slow. Scooping
up her limp body he darted out of the
cell, heard a hoarse shout from the
head of the ramp, that told him the
daring rescue had been discovered.

Lead sang off the concrete wall in
front of -him as he dashed for the
wooden door that led to the open air
and freedom. Thunderous reports
echoed and reechoed in the narrow
passageway and bullets tugged at his
clothing. Two of them seared his
left side and thigh as he leaped into
the auxiliary passage, shielding his

[Turn pane]
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unconscious burden from the deadly
hail with his own body.

There was momentary respite while
he was out of range of pursuing bul-
lets, and in a few leaps he reached
the foot of the iron ladder. There he
shifted the body of Margaret Math-
ews over his shoulder before the gun-
man could sprint to the wooden gate
and send more slugs after him.

He swarmed up the iron-runged
ladder like a monkey, without ever
clearly knowing how he managed it
with one hand and burdened with the
girl. He popped out through the cir-
cular opening behind the cantina un-
scathed but into a bedlam of confused
shouts and excited orders. They gave
way to the crackle of gunfire vrhen
men pouring out the back door of the
cantina saw him turn and dive for the
bank of the river still carrying Mar-
garet Mathews over his shoulder.

One or more sub-machine guns
chattered a death song behind him.
The only thing that saved him from
annihilation was the very number and
ferocity of those who sought to halt
him. Jostling each other and getting
in each other’s way, the bullets mirac-
ulously slashed the air all about him,
but he crashed over the bank and into
the river wholly untouched except for
the two flesh wounds suffered under-
ground.

All that remained between the
Phantom and a successful rescue of
the kidnaped gild was the simple little
task of swimming the Rio Grande
with a drugged girl in his arms and
with tommy guns and pistols spitting
death, lined up on the bank behind
him.

Bullets spanged into the water,
ricocheted off into the night air harm-
lessly. For there was only a spread-
ing swirl of turgid water to mark the
spot where the Phantom and his un-
conscious victim had plunged beneath
the surface.

The wild and ineffective shooting
from the bank slackened, then stopped
altogether while the gunmen waited

for Van’'s head to pop up above the
surface and give them a target. But
the smoothly glistening surface of the
river gave no clue to the position of
the man who had dared to invade
their underground sanctuary and
snatch their girl victim from their
clutches.

SECONDS passed—then minutes—
and fingers slowly relaxed on trig-
gers. Men shook their heads doubt-
fully at one another and parties were
hastily dispatched up and down the
bank of the river to see if the Phan-
tom had miraculously doubled back
under water to regain safety on the
Mexican side.

When those parties returned and
reported no evidence of either man or
girl it was decided that their bodies
must have been so heavily weighted
with lead in their dash to the river
that they had sunk straight to the
bottom and must now lie in the soft
mud, as effectually disposed of as
though buried in their graves.

Reaching this conclusion, the men
who had answered the alarm from
the cantina were hastily herded back
into the rear room barracks. When
Juarez police arrived a few minutes
later to investigate the shooting they
were blandly informed by the pro-
prietor that a drunken peon had dis-
charged his postol into the air in a
burst of over-exuberance—and that
was all there was to it.

Though the local police were quite
sure a single drunken peon had not
fired the hundreds of shots that had
been distinctly heard, they were will-
ing enough to let the investigation
rest there. They had slight desire to
disturb the status quo of the cantina
which was known to be a hangout of
hoodlums and desperadoes.

While this was going on, Richard
Curtis Van Loan, the Phantom, was
completing one of the most extraordi-
nary feats of underwater swimming
ever attempted by even a champion
at that sport.



THE PHANTOM AND THE UNIFORMED KILLERS 57

Even as he plunged into the water
he was awhre that his only chance of
reaching the opposite bank in safety
was to swim at least half the distance
beneath the surface without daring to
show himself once by coming up for
air until he had gone far enough so
that he was merged with the black
river and the night shadows beneath
the moonless sky.

He had luckily escaped being hit in
that first short dash while the gun-
men were excited and shooting wildly.
But he knew he mwould be too good a
target to miss after they'd had time
to collect their wits and take aim.

Therefore, in that last second while
he plummeted from the bank into the
water he had taken the precaution to
draw a tremendous breath of air into
a lung reservoir that had been ex-
panded into far more than normal
capacity by deep-breathing exercises
extending over a number of years.

Letting himself sink far beneath
the surface at once, Van shifted his
hold on Margaret to get a firm grip
on her nose and mouth so she couldn’t
unconsciously breathe in water. Then
grimly he drove toward the opposite
bank with a single arm and double-
kick stroke that propelled him as
speedily as most ordinary swimmers
could cover the same distance on the
surface and unhampered.

Letting air dribble from his lips in
tiny bubbles and carefully conserving
his supply, until he came up well past
the middle of the river, Van Loan
easily accomplished the seemingly im-
possible feat with no great discom-
fort. Finally he emerged on the
American side in the shadow of a
gnarled cottonwood overhanging the
water.

E STOOD erect cautiously and

lifted the girl in his arms. He
had already relaxed his hold on her
nose and mouth, holding them above
water for the final half of the desper-
ate swim for life. Now he noted with
satisfaction that she was a-.au

breathing normally. Carrying Mar-
garet up the sloping bank he propped
her up gently against a tree trunk
where the shadow was blackest and
most concealing.

He felt her pulse and caught the re-
assuring strong beat of her heart,
arranged her in a comfortable posi-
tion, then sank down gratefully to
gather his strength so that he could
again shoulder the unconscious girl
and slip away with her through the
concealing shadows.

While he sat there, shivering from
the chill early morning air upon wet
clothing, he heard the tread of heavy
feet on the bank directly above him.
They stopped in front of the cotton-
wood.

“1 don’t see nothin’ out of the way,
Jim,” he heard in a Texas drawl. “The
shootin’ sounded like it come from
right yonder across the river but
I guess that’s up to the Mex police to
handle.”

“Yeah. There ain’t no more excite-
ment in this customs’ job. We ain’t
caught nary a smuggler for a long
time past.”

“Scared 'em all off from these
parts, | reckon,” the first speaker re-
plied. “Well, we might's well mosey
back.”

“1 reckon.”

The second customs’ officer paused
to spit into the river over the Phan-
tom’s head, then followed his compan-
ion back upriver.

Van Loan waited until the sounds
of their footsteps had died away be-
fore he deemed it safe to venture out
of the shadow and up the bank with
the rescued girl. She still hung limp
in his arms, her wet clothing clinging
to the supple curves of her lissome
young figure, her face waxen-white
and expressionless in the pale star-
light. She was completely under the
influence of whatever drug her ab-
ductors had administered to keep her
quiet while they carried her away,
and only her labored breathing be-
trayed the fact that she still lived.
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CHAPTER XI
Closing In

ANDY water sloshed
in the Phantom’s
leather boots when
he climbed the bank
and found himself
in an isolated sec-
tion of dark ware-
houses and tumble-
down shacks. The
first streaks of
dawn were red in

the east. He found a paved street
and hurried along it toward the pale
glimmer of lights outside an all-night
filling station, unpleasantly conscious
of the appearance he presented and
of the drugged girl in his arms. He
was eager to get her under a doctor’s
care and himself to his hotel room be-
fore daylight made him an object of
curiosity.

At the filling station he aroused the
sleepy attendant and curtly explained
that there had been an accident and
the girl was hurt. He had a police
ambulance summoned, and a taxi for
himself.

A flash of the Phantom’s tiny badge
to the police surgeon on the ambu-
lance was enough to get that official’s
promise of strict secrecy and the best
medical attention for Margaret
Mathews. A twenty-dollar bill over-
came the taxi-driver’s aversion to car-
rying such a water-soaked fare in his
cab.

It was full daylight when Van Loan
stepped out of the cab in front of the
bus depot where he had checked his
clothing and changed his makeup last
night.

He retrieved the bundle and went
into the washroom where he latched
the door and hastily changed back to
dry clothes. Then he made a quick
job of changing his features into
those of Mr. Mercer again.

He strolled out into the bus sta-
tion without being noticed, hurried
to his hotel and was carried up in

the elevator to a luxurious suite.
There he blissfully soaked in a tub
of hot water, slipping as naturally
back into this environment as he had
assumed the character of a drunken
roisterer who had terrorized the
clientele of El Torro Chico.

Sunlight was streaking the win-
dows of his hotel sitting room when
he came from the bathroom wearing a
belted dressing robe of black satin,
his makeup as Mercer carefully re-
applied. Crossing the thick rug to
the telephone, he called Frank Ha-
vens' room number and smiled while
he listened to the continued ringing
that ensued before the publisher’'s
sleepy voice came over the wire.

“This is Mercer,” he said crisply.
“How about coming to my room and
having breakfast with me?”

“Breakfast? Good heavens,
scarcely daylight.”

“Is that so?” Van Loan said dryly.
“1 really hadn’t noticed. It's a grand
time for breakfast anyway. I'll or-
der while you're coming down.”

He hung up on Havens’ loud-voiced
protestations, then asked the switch-
board operator for Room Service and
ordered a huge double breakfast
served in his suite.

He was lolling back indolently with
a cigarette between his lips and hands
clasped behind his head when Frank
Havens arrived some time later. The
gray-haired publisher had evidently
dressed in a hurry and his manner
was agitated as he entered the room
after Van had called “Come” in re-
sponse to his knock.

it's

HE STOPPED just over the thres-
hold, staring reproachfully at the
indolent appearance of his friend
who looked as fresh and clear-eyed as
though he had just arisen from bed
after a good night's sleep.

“So this is the way you work on a
case,” he greeted Van sarcastically.
“1 couldn’t sleep for worrying about
what sort of mess you’d gotten into.”
But he added anxiously: “Don't tell
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me you've decided to give it up as an
impossible job.”

“No chance of that, Frank,” Van
Loan reassured him. *“You were the
one who taught me to never let a case
drop until it was solved. No, the
Phantom has had a very interesting
night. As soon as | get some food in-
side of me I'll be ready to go again
—and I'm beginning to see where I'm
going.”

He leaned back and puffed on his
cigarette, then proceeded to relate
the salient events of the night which
he had described to Frank Havens as
“interesting.” He stopped only long
enough for the waiter to enter with
breakfast, and when he finished his
Xecital half an hour later, the wheeled
service table between them held only
the remnants of a hearty breakfast.

“And that's the way it stands,
Frank,” Van Loan ended, as he se-
lected an after breakfast cigarette.

“You've accomplished marvels,

Van,” Frank Havens told him heart-
ily. “You've practically proved the
existence of this gang—and you've
located their headquarters across the
river.”

“I've proved it to my own satis-
faction,” Van shook his head. *“But
that doesn’'t count, Frank. To suc-
cessfully thwart this coup and bring
the relations between the two coun-
tries back to an even keel, we face
the task of convincing the Mexican
public that yesterday’s murders were
not committed by American soldiers
and policemen as it appeared on the
surface, but by ruthless killers dis-
guised in American uniforms for the
express purpose of causing ill-will
between the two countries. That's go-
ing to require a complete baring of
the awful conspiracy in all its rami-
fications. And the reasons for its ex-
istence—who will benefit.”

He paused thoughtfully, then said
slowly:
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“We know this, definitely. There
were seven men in that conference
room last night, besides ourselves.
Those seven and young Wells are the
only ones who saw me as Mr. Mercer.
One of those men sent my description
over to the cantina. | wish you'd re-
fresh my memory on those seven,
Frank.”

“Well, there was Chief of Police
Grainger, of course, and General Ar-
thur from Fort Bliss; Marvin Hy-
slop, our Under-Secretary of State,
and the Mexican military attache,
General Miguel Martino. All of them
surely must be absolutely above sus-
picion, Dick. And George Crowley,
also. His importing business makes
that trade treaty a matter of vital
importance to him. He, certainly,
would do nothing to endanger the
signing of it.”

“Which is exactly what yesterday's
crimes accomplished, if nothing
else,” Van Loan mused. “No, Frank.
I'm positive in my own mind that the
paramount motive behind those
crimes was to ruin the new treaty and
keep duties high on imported goods.
That leaves us those two other gentle-
men—"

“Leroy Pearson and Emanuel
Zardoff,” Havens supplied. *“lI don't
know either one well, but their impu-
tations are unblemished. Both, how-
ever, have consistently opposed the
new treaty and the plan for the set-
tlement of the expropriated oil prob-
lem which would have the effect of
nullifying the huge contract they have
arranged for Zardoff to carry the oil
Pearson handies to the Orient in his
tankers.”

“Giving us only two reasonable
suspects with a possible motive for
causing ill-will between the two coun-
tries,” Van Loan mused grimly.

GAIN he paused for a moment

of deep thought, then went on:
“There is one other plausible
angle. You say that the disruption
of the new trade treaty would be a

severe blow to George Crowley’s im-
porting business. Perhaps someone
is deliberately out to ruin him.”

“But who?” Havens protested. “A
competitor? You've narrowed your
suspects down to a small group. None
of them would gain by ruining Crow-
ley.”

“How about Jerrold, his local man-
ager? Miss Mathews was his private
secretary and her source of informa-
tion about the plot seems likely to
have been her employer. She must
know something important to have
caused them to go to the risk of kid-
naping her.”

“1 don’'t know Jerrold,” Havens ad-
mitted. “But | would say he hasn’t
the means to finance such an extensive
operation as this.”

Van Loan shook his head. “The
financing might have been arranged
by a foreign power anxious to keep
the United States and Mexico from
becoming too friendly. 1 tell you,
Frank, I've only scratched the surface
thus far.”

“You've done wonders,” Havens
argued warmly. “Rescuing that girl
may well prove to be the breaking
point of the whole case. As soon as
she recovers from the effect of the
drug she may be able to clear it all
up.”

“When she recovers sufficiently to
talk. Twelve hours, perhaps. What
may happen in the meantime? | don’t
like inaction, as you are well aware.”

He paused, wrinkling his brow, and
the publisher respected his mood of
concentration by remaining silent.
After a time Van shook his head and
thumped his fist down viciously on
the table.

“The thing remains just as puz-
zling and impossible as before. It's
inconceivable that two cops, thirteen
hard-bitten cavalrymen, and the en-
tire crew of a United States bomber
could disappear from the face of the
earth without leaving a trace behind
them.”

“But that's just what has hap-
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pened,” Havens reminded him mourn-
fully.

“1 know. Accepting that as a start-
ing fact, let’'s devise a theory to fit
it. Starting with the bomber. Gen-
eral Arthur told us it left yesterday
morning on a routine flight to San
Antonio and radioed that it was mak-
ing a forced landing in the rugged Big
Bend district near the Border. It
hasn't reported since. Let's see if we
can reconstruct what might have hap-
pened :

“There must have been a trained
crew waiting on the spot to take over
the controls after it landed and the
army fliers were captured or Kkilled.
That would require exact foreknowl-
edge of where and when the forced
landing would be made. Which means
it could not have been accidental, but
was planned and premeditated. Well,
I suppose that’s not impossible. One
traitor in the crew — a clever me-
chanic—could take care of that. The
plane is probably now cached in a se-
cret hangar in Mexico, perhaps un-
dergoing alterations that will make
it impossible to identify. Perhaps it
has already been destroyed. In either
case it would be a long and difficult
job to trace it down, and we must
work swiftly.”

CE more Van Loan paused, and
again his old friend remained si-
lent, knowing from experience that
this thinking aloud about an impor-
tant case clarified the issues for the
Phantom and was likely to lead to a
characteristically brilliant deduction.
“Seizing the two motorcycle police-
men and replacing them with two im-
postors disguised to look like the cops
would also present no insuperable dif-
ficulties,” Van mused aloud. *“Chief
Grainger stated they had left home
for duty as usual yesterday morning,
so the switch must have occurred be-
fore they reported to the station. |
believe the chief mentioned the miss-
ing policemen’s names as Phelan and
Pitts. 1I'd better check their home

addresses, the time they left their
houses—"”

He broke oft again, rubbing his
chin. “But the cavalry patrol is
something else, Frank,” he went on
irritably. “1f you were planning such
a coup how the devil would you go
about seizing an entire mounted pa-
trol, armed with pistols, rifles and
sabers. The general told us the patrol
was made up of old-timers, too; men
with long and honorable military
service behind them.

“An ambush seems inconceivable.
Men of that type wouldn't throw up
their hands and surrender without
firing a shot. There,would certainly
be some repercussions, some report
filtering in about the terrific and
bloody struggle that would follow the
ambushing of a group like that who
by training and tradition would go
down fighting to the last breath.”

“No such report has come in,” Ha-
vens reminded him. “Some time,
somehow, after leaving Fort Bliss,
the patrol was overpowered and the
uniforms and horses and equipment
of the soldiers taken by thirteen mur-
derers who then rode on calmly to
keep their grisly tryst with death at
the ford downriver.”

Van Loan nodded gloomily. “It
smacks of Black Magic. Mass hyp-
notism. But that's preposterous!”
He broke off angrily. "No! There
has to be a simple answer within the
realm of physical possibility!”

He arose and began pacing up and
down the luxurious hotel living room,
muttering disjointedly.

“Now, if | were faced with the
problem of capturing an armed cav-
alry patrol without noise or fuss,
keeping mounts and equipment in-
tact—what would | do?”

He stopped in the center of a stride,
pounding a fist into his open palm.

“I've got it, Frank! The only pos-
sible answer. Accounts of the death
of Romez mentioned the two smoke
bombs tossed in the air by the uni-
formed Killers to cover their escape
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—and the later use of a trick mech-
anism on the motorcycles that sent
tear gas billowing out of the exhausts
to discourage pursuit. Is that cor-
rect?”

“Why yes. | was present, of course,
and witnessed the whole horrible af-
fair. But | don't see . .

“You will,” Van Loan promised.
“No ordinary man would think of
smoke bombs and tear gas fumes in
the exhaust pipes. The criminal mind
is peculiar in that the most brilliant
mentality is likely to follow a single
train of thought. A criminal who hits
upon one successful method of ac-
complishing a certain purpose is ex-
tremely unlikely to experiment with
any other method thereafter. In my
library | have a thick volume by that
brilliant psychologist, Professor Sam-
uel Pettigrew, in which he traces this
one-idea fixation throughout the ca-
reers of a score of the most ruthless
killers in history.”

“1 still don’'t see how that helps,”
Havens began weakly, but fell silent
when he saw Van Loan was not lis-

tening.

E young man strode to the tele-

phone and snapped it up, asked

for Police Headquarters. He quickly
got Chief Grainger on the wire.

“The Phantom talking, Chief,” he
said briskly. “lI wish you’d do me
a small favor.” He paused for an an-
swer, then went on:

“Get a large map of El Paso and
mark on it the location of the home
addresses of Phelan and Pitts. Then
interview all their close friends—
their wives, anyone who might know,
and determine whether either or both
had any set routes by which they cus-
tomarily came to work in the morn-
ings.

“Trace any such routes on the map
and have it ready for me when 1| call
for it. 1 have another important re-
guest to make, but it had better not
be discussed over the telephone.
Thank you, Chief. | think I can safely

say that things are beginning to
shape up nicely.”

He dropped the phone on its prong3
and whirled about, his brown eyes
flashing with excitement. His older
friend viewed him with amused tol-
erance.

“Perhaps you know what this is all
about,” Havens drawled, “but I'll be
blessed if I do.”

“l may be wrong, of course,” Van
admitted. He paused on his way to
the bathroom, then shook his head
decidedly. “No, it has to be that way.
If I'm lucky, within an hour I will
definitely have proved a suspicion that
has just come to me, and with enough
proof to justify closing in on the
gang. | wish you would call a boy to
come and get those damp clothes and
send them out to be cleaned.” He
pointed to the cowboy outfit in a
bundle near the door. *In the mean-
time I'll be dressing for my interview
with Chief Grainger.”

CHAPTER XIlI
A Nice Fresh Corpse

RANK HAVENS
was hanging up the
phone after calling
for a boy when Van
reentered the room
to finish his dress-
ing in his company.
He was standing be-
fore the mirror over
the ornamental fire-
place knotting his

tie vihen a light tap sounded on the
door.

“That'll be the boy for your
clothes,” the publisher said, getting
up. “I'll give them to him.”

“Wait!” Van had whirled about, his
voice containing a sibilant whisper of
warning.

Havens stopped in mid-stride to-
ward the door. He turned to ask a
guestion, but Van motioned him to be
silent. He darted to a bag and lifted
out a clumsy-looking pistol, then he
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crept toward the door, light-footed
and agile as a cat.

“I'm rather expecting a business
call from across the river,” he whis-

pered as he passed Havens. “This
may be it.”

“All right,” he called loudly. “I'm
coming.”

He made his footsteps loud as he
approached the door.

“What is it?” he asked with his
hand on the knob.

“Telegram for Mr. Mercer,” a gruff
voice told him.

Van Loan’s face twitched with
grim amusement. The reply was such
an obvious hoax. No one could pos-
sibly be sending a telegram to Mr.
Mercer at the Paso Del Norte in El
Paso.

Watching in utter amazement
Frank Havens saw the Phantom
crouch and put the muzzle of the curi-
ously shaped pistol against the crack
under the door.

Receiving no response, the gruff
voice outside called irritably:

“Are you gonna open up for this
telegram?”

Van Loan did not reply. He was
crouched low, manipulating a lever
on the side of the pistol.

There was silence outside, then a
dull thud. A startled gasp was fol-
lowed by another thud as of a heavy
body falling to the floor. Van Loan
stood erect and smiled reassuringly
at the publisher.

“This is a handy little invention of
my own,” he said, tapping the curi-
ously shaped pistol. “It doesn’t shoot
anything as deadly as bullets, but re-
leases a colorless and odorless gas
which instantly numbs the nervous
system of anyone breathing it. It has
the property of expanding rapidly in
the open air, quickly becoming di-
luted so it is safe to breathe the mix-
ture.”

He calmly opened the door and
nodded down at two recumbent fig-
ures in the corridor outside. A pistol
was gripped in the hand of one, a

tommy gun had fallen beneath the
other as he fell unconscious.

“There are my telegraph messen-
gers— quite harmless now. They'll
come around in a few hours with only
a bad headache as a consequence of
their ill-advised attempt upon my
life.”

“But how—what made you think it
wasn't the boy for your clothes?”
Havens ejaculated, staring down won-
deringly at the would-be assassins.

“It stood to reason that such an at-
tempt was next on the program,” Van
commented. “The gang knows my
name and where I'm staying. They
were smart enough to wait until
morning so | wouldn't suspect a knock
and the telegram hoax.” He nodded
casually as a bell-hop hurried down
the corridor, his eyes bulging at sight
of the two gunmen. *“There’s the boy
nowr”

E GAVE the lad the clothes and

asked to have them returned
with all speed, then asked Havens to
call the police to come for the two
men as soon as he left. Havens agreed,
then stopped him as he was about to
leave the room.

“By the way, | haven't been able
to get much of that information you
requested last night. I'll start dig-
ging at once. But | did turn up one
item that may interest you. Pearson
and Crowley are old friends. They
were buddies in the American Esca-
drille in the World War.”

Van Loan nodded absently. "Get
everything you can.” He gripped his
friend’s hand and hurried out, down
to Police Headquarters where he was
immediately taken to the chief’s
office. . . .

Deep lines of worry trenched the
chief’s florid cheeks and his eyes were
bloodshot.

“1 hope,” he greeted Van vehement-
ly, “you can report more progress
than I've been able to make.”

Van took a chair across the desk
from him, smiling easily.
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“It’s a difficult case for straight po-
lice work,” he soothed. “I admit I've
been rather fortunate in stumbling
onto some clues. There's one thing
you can tell me, Chief Grainger.
What of the smuggling situation in
El Paso?”

“Smuggling?” The chief seemed
pleased to have a question he could
answer without apologizing for the
inadequacy ef his force. “We've
stamped it out completely during the
past few months. Phantom. Cooper-
ating with the U. S. Customs men,
we made it so hot for smugglers that
we haven't caught one trying to bring
anything across for at least two
months.”

Van Loan nodded gravely. “A fine
record. There’s one more thing. Mari-
juana! Do you have much of that
here?”

Grainger frowned as he heard the
name of the noxious weed. He pursed
his lips and stared at “Mr. Mercer”
with new respect in his eyes.

“Why do you ask?”

The Phantom shrugged his stooped
shoulders.

“1 have ahunch there’s a great deal
of it being distributed in EIl Paso. It's
probably being shipped from here to
Eastern parts of the country. Am |
correct?”

“You are, sir. Though I'm damned
if I know how you got onto it. There
has been nothing made public, but we
know that the city is being flooded
with the stuff. At first we thought
it was being secretly raised on this
side of the Border, but we've made
a thorough investigation and have
been unable to discover any evidence.”

“It isn't being raised here,” Van
Loan told him flatly. “It's being
smuggled in from Mexico.” He went
on swiftly: “I can't tell you how I
know nor any more about it, but I
can assure you that situation will be
cleaned up at the same time that we
catch the fiend who has brought pub-
lic disgrace on your police force by
making it appear that two of your

men murdered the man they were as-
signed to guard.”

“Thank God that you're sure it
wasn’'t Phelan and Pitts,” the chief
muttered. “1 admit | have been ready
to believe almost anything.”

“No, it wasn't Phelan or Pitts. Any
more than the men dressed as soldiers
were really soldiers. Do you have that
map | asked for?”

“Right here.”

HE chief spread a large map of

the city out on his desk. The
Phantom leaned forward as he
pointed to two small inked crosses
close together in the extreme south-
east part of the city.

“There’s where Phelan and Pitt3
lived. They were close friends and
had recently built bungalows side by
side in this new subdivision. There
are many routes they could follow
coming into the city to report for
duty, but by talking to their closest
friends I've found they generally
came due south from their homes on
this street, then turned at the river
and angled in to the city.”

His big finger traced an inked line
on the map as he spoke. Van Loan
nodded, his eyes fixed on the map but
with a far-away look in them, as
though he was not actually seeing the
map but was looking in his mind’s eye
at the places indicated by the lines
and symbols.

“1 suppose they rode their cycles
home at night?” he asked.

“Yes. They were trusted men. Two
of the finest on the force, Phantom.”

Van nodded, still leaning forward
and studying the map with intense
interest.

“That's Fort Bliss—almost due
north of where Phelan and Pitts
lived,” he murmured. “l suppose you
wouldn’t have any idea what route a
cavalry detachment would be likely
to follow leaving their barracks to
make a mounted patrol of the Bor-
der?”

“No. But General Arthur could
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give you that information |
ine.”

“I'm sure he can,” Van Loan
agreed. He reached forward and
carefully folded the map, placing it in
his inside coat pocket. Then he leaned
back and said composedly: “Over the
phone | mentioned one other small
favor | was going to ask, Chief
Grainger. It is this: Do you think
you could put a nice fresh corpse at
my disposal for a few hours this
afternoon?”

The chief jumped inches out of his
seat when the full impact of the Phan-
tom’s casual request struck him.

“A corpse!” he stammered.
you say a nice fresh corpse?”

“Exactly. Preferably one of about
my build. Haven’t you a dead crook
in the morgue whose body is lying
there unclaimed? Don’t look at me
as though you think I'm crazy, Chief
Grainger. 1 assure you | am not.”

The chief smiled weakly. “It's—
an unusual request,” he muttered.
“Highly unorthodox. Could you—er
—tell me what you intend to do with
it?”

"I'm afraid not.” Van smilingly
shook his head. *“As a matter of fact,
Chief, the less you know about my
plan the better, for it would be im-
possible for you to approve officially.
But | can assure you it's extremely
important. Not a mere ghoulish
whim.”

“lI—1 suppose it might be ar-
ranged,” the chief mumbled. “There
was a poor derelict who committed
suicide last night. He has no living
kin. He’s about your size and age.”

“Fine.” Van Loan arose briskly.
“We’ll consider that settled, Chief.
Make arrangements for me to pick
him up at the morgue around noon.
I'll try to return him unharmed to oc-
cupy a grave in Potter's Field,
though | can't guarantee to do so.”

I-le turned and hurried out before
the chief could change his mind. Out-
side lie hailed a taxi and got in.

“Fort Bliss, driver,” he said crisp-

imag-

“Did

ly. “And don't stop to pick daisies on
the way.”

CHAPTER XI11
Startling Discovery

ILITARY red tape at
G.H.Q. in Fort Bliss
was speedily cut
when “Mr. Mercer”
sent his name in by
an orderly. He was
immediately  ush-
ered into the pres-
ence of General
Arthur, command-
ing the army troops

assembled in that area.

The general was as erect and mili-
tary as he had been at the midnight
conference, but the strain of the last
eighteen hours showed clearly in his
eyes and in the tiny lines newly-
formed about his mouth.

Not only was the general under tre-
mendous pressure to explain the fan-
tastic conduct of troops under his
command in seemingly going berserk
and attacking foreign civilians, but
there rested on his shoulders the
added responsibility of maintaining
order on the Border. Already, iso-
lated riots had broken out and there
had been some firing across the river.

But thus far he had kept the situa-
tion firmly in hand. Every soldier on
patrol duty had strict orders to re-
frain from returning hostile fire, no
matter what the provocation.

“But | can't guarantee how long
I'll be able to maintain order without
spilling blood,” General Arthur ex-
plained sadly to the Phantom. “Al-
though my men are restless, they are
soldiers and will obey orders. The
real danger is, of course, the increas-
ing boldness of guerrilla bands of
Mexicans vihen they discover our
troops do not defend themselves. It
is an intolerable situation, Phantom,
and growing worse hourly. | can't
stand by and let my men be slaugh-
tered.”
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He lit a cigarette shakily, his eyes
burning into Van Loan’s in mute in-
quiry.

“1 fully appreciate the seriousness
of the situation,” Van told him sym-
pathetically. “And 1 assure you it
isn't as hopeless as it seems. With
your cooperation, | hope to be able
to report tangible progress very
soon.”

“Thank heaven for that, Phantom!
What can | do to help? Anything!”

“It's really simple, but maybe it
will prove the key to the entire case.”
Van drew the folded map of the city
from his inner pocket and unfolded it
on the general’s desk. “All | want is
for you to take a pencil and trace on
this map, if possible, the exact route
your ill-fated patrol took yesterday
morning from the time they left the
fort until the ford was reached where
fire was opened on the Mexican
women and children.”

General Arthur nodded, studying
the map keenly. “That won't be diffi-
cult.” He picked up a pencil and
placed the lead point on the map.
“Our patrols leave the military zone
at this point and ride dowm this un-
paved street until they reach the
river. They then turn southeast and
follow a circuitous route, staying as
close to the river bank as is possible.”

Excitement gleamed in Van Loan’s
brown eyes as the general drew a pen-
cil line down a street just one block
west of the ink line marking the
course followed by the two police-
men from their homes.

At the most southerly point, the
patrol must have turned east on the
same street over which the policemen
had turned west toward the city. For
exactly one block, the pencil line co-
incided with the inked line!

And that block, as nearly as Van
could judge from the map of a city
with which he was unfamiliar, was
somewhere in the vicinity of the spot
where he had climbed out of the river
last night—directly across from ElI
Torro Chico!

“l don't see what good this can
possibly do you,” the general was
saying hopelessly. “We have, of
course, sent out numerous scouting
patrols along the entire line of march
and none of them have found a trace
of the missing patrol. I'm afraid
that's a dead-end.”

“On the contrary,” Van told him

quietly. “I'm quite sure | shall soon
be able to reconstruct exactly what
happened.”

He put his finger on the map at the
point where the policemen and the
cavalry patrol had covered the same
ground.

“What sort of section of the city is
this, General Arthur?” he asked. “Do
you happen to be familiar with it?”

“Only in a general way. It's some-
what deserted and desolate as | recall.
There are some dilapidated ware-
houses on the bank of the river, some
tumbledown shacks scattered up and
down the street.”

“One more question, General. Ex-
actly what time did the patrol ride
away from the fort?”

“About half an hour before dawn.
It was what we call the dawn patrol
and they were scheduled to reach the
river by the break of day.”

Van Loan nodded his entire satis-
faction, picking up the map and re-
folding it as though it was an exceed-
ingly precious document.

“That’'s all for now, General Ar-
thur,” he said crisply. “I sincerely
trust | will have some good news for
you before many hours.”

He wrung the general's extended
hand firmly, then hurried out to his
waiting cab and directed the driver to
take him to that particular block on
the map which had aroused his inter-
est.

The
amazed.

“Sure you ain't got the wrong ad-
dress, Cap?” he grunted. “There’s
nothing there except some old shan-
ties that ain't been lived in for years.”

“I'm very sure it's the right ad-

driver looked somewhat
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dress,” Van told him. He mentioned
the name of the street down which
the two police officers customarily
rode, and directed: “Drive down that
street to the first street this side of
the river, then turn to the right.”

The driver shrugged in a manner
that eloquently indicated he didn't
care where they went so long as he
got paid for it, and they sped away.

Van Loan sank back against the
cushion and lit a cigarette, closing
his eyes and going over and over
every fact in his possession. It must
be as he had analyzed it. That was the
only logical answer—and the Phan-
tom had sternly schooled himself al-
ways to seek a logical answer for
even the seemingly impossible.

He sat erect as they neared the
river, and when they approached the
turn he leaned forward.

“Take it slow along this block,” he
ordered, “but don't stop. And don't
look around as though you are par-
ticularly interested in anything. Just
drive straight ahead.”

The driver nodded and swung
slowly around the corner where Phe-
lan and Pitts must have turned on
their police machines the morning be-
fore, The strip of land between the
street and the bank of the river was
a deserted weed-grown area with
only a single building in the entire
block on that side. On the other side
were two or three crumbling adobe
houses, none of them large enough to
be what Van Loan was looking for.

S THE taxi rolled forward

slowly on the rutted pavement,
Van studied the dilapidated building
on his left with intense interest. It
looked as if it were about to fall
down, as if it had not been in use for
decades. The paint had long since
worn o!f the walls and the roof was
composed of rusty sheet metal curl-
ing up at the corners.

Yet there was one curious and sig-
nificant aspect to this appearance of
desertion which Van noticed at once.
The street had once been paved with
a thin coating of macadam which was
now in bad shape, rutted and broken.
Yet for a distance of some twenty
feet, directly in front of the old ware-
house, the pavement was new and
smooth, evidently having been relaid
sometime within the last two or
three months.

Van Loan’s eyes glinted as he ob-
served this significant bit of evidence.
He was quite certain he had now
solved the mystery of the missing
cavalry patrol and the two motorcycle
patrolmen. A gnarled cottonwood
leaned over the river bank behind the
warehouse, and through a mass of
foliage on the opposite bank of the
river he could dimly make out the out-
lines of EI Torro Chico cantina.

That proved his theory without a
doubt—the theory that had come to
him when he had suddenly recalled
that closed door in the underground
room from which he had escaped with

[Turn paged
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Margaret Mathews. If only he had
had time to open that door then, and
see what lay behind it! But he was
sure now! It was a door to a tunnel
that had been dug under the Rio
Grande where smugglers—and others
—could come and go at will from
America to Mexico. And here before
him, was the American terminal of
the tunnel beneath the river! This
old warehouse!

Yet, with definite proof of this in
his hands he was unable to take any
action on mere surmise, no matter
how positive he was in his own mind.
The identity of the man behind the
murder and smuggling ring was
shrouded in mystery, and a raid to
gather in underlings would do no
good.

And what was more, as yet he had
no reason for yesterday’'s ruthless
slayings.

Reaching the end of the block, Van
leaned forward and directed the
driver to take him to the Paso Del
Norte.

Hurrying through the lobby a few
minutes later, he spied David Wells
waiting for an elevator. The aviator
scowled and shook his head when Van
casually asked what he was doing.

“l can't stand this waiting any
longer!” he burst out. “I'm going to
do something about Peggy.”

Van did not tell him that the girl
was safe in an El Paso hospital. He
was not positive that Wells did not
know she had been rescued and was
just trying to see how he would react.
Van got out of the elevator on Ha-
vens’ floor. He found George Crowley
and Emanuel Zardoff with the pub-
lisher. Zardoff scowled at him cyn-
ically.

“rpHE great Phantom doesn’'t seem
-L to be accomplishing much,” he
jeered. “Do you realize that war is
imminent, that my shipping business
will be ruined if this affair is not
cleared up speedily?”
“l realize that a lot of things be-

sides your shipping business will be
ruined,” Van told him dryly.

“I'm sure the Phantom is doing
everything humanly possible, Zar-
doff,” Crowley put in. “We can’t ex-
pect more.”

“That's a very decent attitude to
take, Crowley,” Havens acknowl-
egded. “Particularly when your im-
porting business, above all others,
will suffer by the breaking down of
trade relations with Mexico.”

“And | understood last night that
you objected to this new treaty,” Van
said to Zardoff. “Wasn't something
said about the loss of a huge oil con-
tract with the Orient if a settlement
was reached on the oil expropria-
tions?”

“True enough,” the shipping mag-
nate retorted. “l opposed the treaty.
But this madness of war—" He flung
out his hands. “It will ruin all com-
merce!”

“Then you're glad the treaty is
doomed, but you'd like to get things
patched up now?” Van suggested
mildly.

“Why you—you! Do you insinu-
ate—"” Emanuel Zardoff choked over
the words, stepping forward with
clenched fits, his face purpling with
wrath.

Van Loan stood his ground facing
him, his eyes steely.

“In my search for motives behind
these extraordinarily ruthless mass
murders | am merely exploring every
avenue that presents itself,” he said
coldly. “It occurred to me that the oil
contract might be of more importance
than the normal profits involved. No
offense, of course.”

He bowed easily to the enraged
shipping line owner who stood before
him with balled fists. Then he turned
to Havens.

“Did you look up those back files
this morning?” he asked.

The publisher nodded gloomily. “I
learned a great deal about the parties
in question, but nothing pertinent.”

Van Loan drew Havens aside to d
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small table and drew out his folded
map. With their backs turned to the
other two men in the room, he pointed
out the location of the warehouse.

“l ran onto something important,”
he said in a low tone. “There’s an old
building on the bank of the river
right here. 1 want to know who it
belongs to, and—"

“What is that? A building there
you say?” Zardoff had come up as
noiselessly as a cat and was peering
over Havens' shoulder at the map.
“There was once a warehouse there
that belonged to Pearson.”

He seemed to have entirely recov-
ered from his flare of anger at the
Phantom. He turned to George Crow-
ley who stood some feet away.

“Would you not know, Crowley?”
he asked. “Did Pearson not once say
you were thinking of leasing it?”

Crowley came up to the table with
a frown on his bluff countenance.

“Pearson’s warehouse?” he re-
peated, and glanced down at the in-
dicated place on the map. “I believe
it was some place about there. | did
think of leasing it some years ago,
but it was in such a terrible state,
ready to fall down, that I didn't con-
sider it worth repairing.”

“Pearson, eh?” Havens muttered.

HE DARTED a doubtful glance at
Van Loan, but the Phantom’s
face was expressionless. He refolded
his map and put it in his pocket.

“Perhaps we'd better go to my
room to discuss this further,” he said
quietly to Havens. “l meant to show
you this map privately, but it didn't
work out that way.”

“I1f you wish that we should go,”
exclaimed Zardoff haughtily, “we
shall be only too glad.”

“I'm quite sure that's what he
means, Zardoff.” Crowley laughed
genially and strolled toward the door
with a wave of his hand to Frank
Havens. “See you later, Frank—when
you're not so busy detecting.”

“Yes,” said Zardoff stiffly, follow-

Van set to work on the corpse with the deft
certainty of a sculptor iCHAPTER XIV)

ing him. “When we may talk to you
without being insulted, Havens.”

Van Loan grinned at Havens' re-
proachful expression as the two men
went out.

“I'm sorry | had to insult your
friends, Frank, but this thing is much
more important than wounded feel-
ings. We've got to get hold of Pear-
son”—he spoke tensely—*“at once!
Do you know where he can be
found?”

“I'm not sure,” Havens said doubt-
fully. “I rather think he has a room
here at the Del Norte. I've met him
going in and out of the lobby several
times.”

Going to the telephone, Van ex-
plained crisply:

“Owning that warehouse looks bad
for Pearson.”

He waited impatiently as several
minutes passed before he got the
room clerk on the wire. He was in-
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formed that Mr. Leroy Pearson was
a guest of the hotel, and was given
his room number. He thanked the
clerk and hung up.

“It’s two floors up,” he said to the
publisher. “Let’s pay him a visit.”

Havens agreed, though his face
wore a bewildered expression.

“You might tell me what it's all
about,” he said fretfully as he fol-
lowed Van out to the elevators.

“I'm not too sure myself—but it
may be the end of the trail, Frank.
We'll knowTsoon enough.”

He stepped out of the cage two
floors above and led the way down a
corridor and around a corner, stop-
ping abruptly in front of an open
door.

Coming up behind him, Frank Ha-
vens saw his hand dart under his coat
and come out with his .45. Peering
past him into the hotel room, Havens’
eyes bulged at the sight of a man in-
side the door leaning over the lax
body of Leroy Pearson who lay out-
stretched on the floor with blood
flowing from his crushed head.

The man stood erect and turned as
Van Loan stepped forward with lev-
eled pistol. They saw the strained
white face of Marvin Hyslop, Under-
secretary of State, standing over the
body of a man who obviously had
been murdered only a few minutes
previously.

CHAPTER XIV

His Own Body

—I'M afraid he’s
dead,” Marvin Hys-
lop faltered.

He took a back-
ward step, shudder-
ing. His complexion
was greenish,
pinched with fright.

Van nodded and
holstered his auto-
matic, then strode

forward and dropped to his knees
beside Pearson, made a quick exam-

ination of the body. The Phantom
shook his head disgustedly.

The diplomat stared in horrified
fascination at the expression on Ha-
vens’ face.

“You don’t think that I . . . Good
heavens, you don't think |1 had any-
thing to do with it, do you?”

Van arose from his examination,
shaking his head.

“He died instantly from the effect
of one terrific blow.” He pointed to-
ward a blood-stained metal statuette
about a foot in height and weighing
at least ten pounds, which lay on the
rug a short distance from the lifeless
body of Leroy Pearson. “That's the
death weapon without a doubt.”

Disregarding Marvin Hyslop ut-
terly, he stepped to the telephone and
called Chief Grainger, briefly explain-
ing what had happened. Hanging up,
he faced the two men grimly.

“The police will be here shortly.
This is their job, not mine. Do you
have anything you particularly wish
to say to me before they arrive, Mr.
Hyslop?”

The diplomat had regained his
composure somewhat. He faced the
Phantom erectly and with dignity.

“You and Mr. Havens deserve an
explanation. | realize, now, what you
must have thought when you came
and found me like this, but | assure
you | can explain my presence here.”

Van Loan frowned. Hyslop spoke
with the assurance that seemed to in-
dicate lack of a guilty conscience.

“Suppose you tell us just what hap-
pened,” he suggested. “Why, for in-
stance, did you come to Mr. Pearson’s
room?”

“At his request,” Hyslop snapped.
“He telephoned me a few minutes ago
in great agitation and asked me to
come up. He said there was a young
man here making the most extraordi-
nary accusations against him, and he
desired a third party present to hear
the full affair. He intimated that it
had some connection with yesterday’s
dreadful events and naturally | hur-
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ried up here. The door was open and
he was lying like that when | entered
the room. My first impulse was to
see if he was beyond aid, and | was
bending over him when you gentle-
men arrived.”

“Did he mention the name of the
young man who was with him when
he called you?” Van Loan asked
tensely.

Hyslop frowned in deep thought.
“l—Dbelieve he did. Though the name

was unfamiliar to me. It was—ah—
Dave—"

“David Wells?” Van Loan supplied
softly.

Hyslop brightened. “Yes. The

young man who broke into the con-
ference last night.”

Frowningly silent, Van Loan bent
over and scrutinized the death
weapon carefully.

“There are fingerprints on this,”
he said grimly, then straightened up
as Chief Grainger and a squad of de-
tectives poured into the room. They
had made quick time from Headquar-
ters just around the block.

Van held up his hand to stem a tor-
rent of questions.

“I'm in a great hurry and I'd like
to ask you to attend to one thing be-
fore you begin a routine investiga-
tion,” he said. “There are fingerprints
on this statuette. I'd like to know if
they belong to David Wells, a licensed
pilot.”

The chief nodded. “His prints will
be on record. | can have a set up here
in a few minutes, and we'll make a
quick comparison.”

E ISSUED a terse order to one

of his men, then Van Loan, Ha-
vens and Hyslop related their stories
of the finding of the body. By the
time their testimony had been taken
down, a set of David Wells' finger-
prints had reached the hotel room.
The police expert had dusted the mur-
der weapon in the interim, and he
made a swift comparison with a mag-
nifying glass./

“He’s your man, all right,” he an-
nounced gravely.

“Pick him up right away,” Van ad-
vised Grainger briskly. He paused by
the door. “Is everything set for me
at the morgue?”

Chief Grainger looked bewildered
for a moment, then nodded.

“Oh, that? Yes. Ask for Jenkins.”

Van thanked him and hurried out
with Frank Havens at his heels. The
publisher remained discreetly silent
while they went down in the elevator
to Van’'s rooms and there found the
clothing that had been sent to the
cleaners, back and ready for use.

But when Van silently began to
take off “Mr. Mercer's” clothing and
don the boots and rough attire he had
worn across the Border before, Ha-
vens could hold in his questions no
longer.

“Don’'t be such a sphinx!” he ex-
ploded. “What's this all about? How
does Pearson’s murder tie in? Is
Pearson the man we're after?”

“l don't know,” Van admitted. “If
I did I wouldn’t be preparing to mur-
der Mr. Mercer.”

“What on earth,” snapped Havens,
“do you mean by talking about your
own death?”

“Not my own,” Van said cheerily.
“Mr. Mercer’s.”

He laid suit, shoes, shirt and tie
carefully aside and slipped into whip-
cord pants, then sat down and began
pulling on the heavy leather boots.

“1 promised a lady—though that is
probably the wrong word to use in
describing her—to deliver the body of
the Phantom to her headquarters this
afternoon to prove my sincerity and
fitness to enter the organization of
which she is a member. | intend to do
just that.”

“Good heavens!” exclaimed Ha-
vens. “Are you deliberately going to
put yourself in the power of that
deadly gang?”

Van shrugged his powerful shoul-
ders and leaned over to start lacing
the second boot.
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“You taught me not to consider
personal danger while working on a
case,” he reminded. “Besides, my life
doesn’'t count for much against the
hundreds of thousands of innocent
victims who will suffer if | fail.”

“But if Pearson is the man you're
after—” began Havens hesitantly.

“The best way to prove that is to
get on the inside and be at headquar-
ters when news of his death arrives,”
Van explained composedly.

He finished lacing the boots and
strode into the bathroom where he
went to work with makeup kit to re-
produce the features and personality
of the man he had been last night.

“Either Pearson or Pearson’s mur-
derer is our man. I'm quite sure of
that.” He spoke jerkily out through
the open bathroom door. “Pearson’s
ownership of that warehouse on the
river makes it look pretty black for
him.”

AVENS was getting rather ex-
asperated, for him.

“What about that warehouse ? What
part does it play in the scheme of
things? You haven’'t told me any-
thing.”

“It plays a mighty important part
unless I'm badly mistaken,” came
Van’'s muffled wvoice. “And that's
something you can do for me, Frank.
Take that map from my pocket and
show it to the chief of police. Ask
him to make arrangements to have it
surrounded immediately by a heavy
guard, keeping well concealed. Let
anyone enter who wants to, but fol-
low and capture any who leave. And
have the chief arrange with the Mex-
ican authorities in Juarez to do ex-
actly the same with EI Torro Chico
directly across the river. Those are
the two focal points on both sides.

“If 1 haven't got in touch with you
by sundown, have both places raided
simultaneously. And if the chief
closes in on the warehouse, warn him
to have his men avoid that stretch of
new paving in front. I'm positive it

is underlaid with pipes which can be
made to emit a powerful gas that will
instantly stun men and horses. That's
the only way the cavalry patrol could
possibly have been captured without
causing notice. And it was a handy
trap for the motor cops, too.”

He emerged from the bathroom
with a broad grin on the devil-may-
care countenance into which he had
transformed his own handsome fea-
tures.

“How do | look, pard?” he asked in
a booming voice. “Tough enough to
bring the Phantom in all tied up with
a pink ribbon?”

Despite his anxiety over the ter-
rible risk his friend was going into,
Havens could not repress a smile of
admiration at the perfect mimicry of
the Phantom.

“l don't blame them for offering
you a place in their murderous or-
ganisation, Dick. You look as sinis-
ter rnd swaggering as a pirate on the
qguarterdeck sailing under the skull
and crossbones. Or maybe I'm mixed
in my metaphors. Perhaps | mean a
sidewinding rustler.”

Van was making “Mr. Mercer's”
clothing up in a compact bundle to
take wfith him to the morgue. He
went to his bag and took out a couple
of extra loaded clips for his auto-
matic, then paused as though he sud-
denly had remembered something
important.

With a sly grin he stooped and
rummaged in the bottom of the bag,
lifted out a wide belt of webbing with
a heavy metal buckle in front and
with a flat packet some four inches
square attached to the middle.

Havens watched him with amused
tolerance as he pulled up the tail of
his flannel shirt and strapped the
wide belt of strong webbing about his
waist above the top of his whipcords.

“What's that?” he chuckled. “An-
other of those infernal gadgets you're
always inventing in that laboratory;
of yours?”

Tucking his shirt down into his
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pants to conceal the belt, Van Loan
asked:

“What would your guess be?”

“It's probably a container of con-
centrated food for your use if you
should happen to get stranded on a
desert island before you return,”
Havens hazarded, with twinkling
eyes. “There’'s one thing about the
Phantom—he’s always foresighted.”

AN LOAN smiled widely at this

reference to his habit of always
trying to prepare himself in advance
against any possible contingency
which might arise.

“You'd be surprised,” he chuckled.
“As a matter of fact, it is one of my
own inventions. With it, | almost dare
to hope that | may be able to accom-

explained that he had been sent by
Chief Grainger to claim the body of
the suicide victim.

Jenkins nodded knowingly.
this way, Mr. Mercer.”

He led Van through a spotless tiled
corridor to a small anteroom where
a sheet-covered body lay on a wheeled
table. Then he pulled the sheet back
from the naked corpse with imper-
sonal cheerfulness.

“There you are, sir. We haven't
done anything with him as you can
see. He's just as they brought him in
after he blew the top of his head off.
Without even the blood washed
off.”

Van stepped to the side of the
corpse and looked down calculatingly
at the ghastly features of a man of
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plish what the learned Leonardo da
Vinci dreamed of doing in the Fif-
teenth Century. Perhaps | won't get
a chance today, but one never knows.”

With this cryptic utterance he
pressed Havens’ hand firmly and hur-
ried out with the bundle of clothing
under his arm.

He stopped down the street and
went into a U-Drive-It agency. A few
minutes later he drove out behind the
wheel of an inconspicuous little coupe
with a large luggage space in back.
He drove immediately to the morgue.

Parking the coupe in front of the
building, he entered the front office
and inquired for Jenkins. A mousy
little man came bustling out in re-
sponse to the attendant's ring. Van

about forty years of age. The top of
his head had literally been blown
away and his cheeks were streaked
with dried blood.

Rigor mortis had, of course, set in
long ago, and Van knew full well that
he faced the most difficult job of
makeup he had ever attempted. Here-
tofore, he had always worked with
pliable living flesh, and here was a
problem to test even the Phantom’s
almost superhuman skill.

The man was about his own size, he
noted approvingly, which meant that
“Mr. Mercer's” clothing would fit
him well enough.

“What | am going to do will re-
quire some little time and absolute
privacy,” he said to Jenkins. “Will
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you please go out and give orders
that 1 am not to be disturbed under
any circumstances.”

“Very good, sir,” Jenkins said, a
puzzled look on his face.

Though Jenkins was consumed with
curiosity to know what the stranger
was going to do that would require
time and privacy, he had his orders
from Chief Grainger and he went out
soundlessly, closing the door behind
him.

As soon as he was alone with the
corpse, Van Loan got out his makeup
kit and set to work with the deft cer-
tainty of a sculptor working with
cold and unresponsive marble.

Fortunately the general contours
of the dead man’s face were much like
those which Van had built up for
“Mr. Mercer” or his task would have
been impossible. And fortunately,
too, the corpse would have to pass
the inspection only of those who had
heard “Mr. Mercer” described but
had not seen him—unless he was
finally ushered into the presence of
the leader, and even he had seen the
Phantom only a few times in that dis-
guise. Thus, a perfect job of altera-
tion was not absolutely necessary,
though Richard Van Loan was too
much the artist not to do his best to
approach perfection.

IRST, there was the dead-white

complexion to be gone over with
a greaseless cream which imparted to
the cold cheeks a deathly semblance
of “Mr. Mercer” in life.

The teeth of the dead man were
stained and decayed with two upper
front ones missing. Van skillfully
built those two missing teeth up with
a puttylike substance which hard-
ened almost instantly, then spread
over them all a thin layer of a white
preparation of his own invention
which dried into the glistening sem-
blance of well kept porcelain.

The chin was too pointed, so he
remedied that by placing bits of mou-
lage on either side and with skillful

shading which miraculously changed
that feature to a blunt firm jaw.

He stepped back to survey the re-
sult of his handiwork critically, his
photographic memory holding before
him the features of “Mr. Mercer” for
comparison. Frowning, he lightened
the color of the cheeks an almost in-
finitesimal degree, then flecked the
bloody hair lightly with a special
whitish powder.

A second inspection satisfied even
the Phantom. He quickly turned to
the difficult task of dressing the stiff
body in the clothes he had brought
along, then spread the sheet back over
the body.

He went to the door and spied Jen-
kins loitering in the hall outside and
called him.

“My coupe is parked out in front,”
he explained concisely. “We have to
get this body into the luggage space
somehow, and without bringing the
riot squad down on us for corpse lift-
ing. How can we manage it?”

Jenkins gulped back his astonish-
ment as best he could.

“It's highly irregular,” he qua-
vered. “But the chief said anything
you did was all right. Drive around
to the rear and I'll wheel him out and
we can load him without anyone see-
ing.”

Van thanked him, and three min-
utes later he had the coupe backed up
at the rear door with the luggage
space open. Jenkins was waiting with
the shrouded corpse. Coming around
to help him load it, Van Loan snatched
the sheet away.

"l don’t want that any more,” he
said.

Jenkins took one look at the fully
clothed and completely transformed
corpse and let out a shuddering gasp
of dismay.

“Come on,” Van ordered. “Help me
stow him away in the luggage space.”

Jenkins obeyed, his eyes bulging
and hands shaking so badly he was
not much help.

It was a difficult task to force the
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stiff body into the small space and
both men were sweating profusely
when Van finally lowered the metal
lid and locked it.

“It'll mean your job if a word of
this gets out,” he warned Jenkins,
then got in and drove away toward
Juarez—to deliver his own lifeless
body into the hands of Tanya and her
unholy crew.

CHAPTER XV

Orders and a Promise

EANING back at his

ease in a softly up-

holstered chair, a

fat-cheeked man

blinked long effem-

inate eyelashes

down over eyes that

had an Oriental

slant. He lifted a

long yellow ciga-

rette from a jade

tray on a lacquer stand beside him

and drew in a contemplative puff of
perfumed smoke.

“1 understand,” he remarked, when
he had taken his time. “You have
done well to report this incident to
me.”

Standing stiffly at uneasy attention
before him were Heavy and Bink.

“We thought we had ought to tell
you about it, Number One,” Heavy
said. “Bink and me try to do our duty
toward the boss.”

“We couldn’t hear what Tanya said
to him,” Bink put in. “We figure she
told him to duck us and then sent us
out to follow him just to get us out of
the way, knowing we’re the only ones
upstairs that really keep our eyes
open. More'n likely he slipped back
after we mistook the Mex for him
and followed him all over Juarez.”

“It is well,” said Number One sib-
ilantly. “You two have been faithful
to our cause and the boss shall hear
of it.”

He paused to blow smoke lazily
through puffed lips toward silken

draperies drawn over the basement
windows to exclude the harsh light of
day from the luxurious underground
room.

“This man, he is handsome, you
say?” he queried gently.

“1 wouldn't call him exactly hand-
some,” Heavy put in quickly. “He's
big and plenty tough. The kind Tanya
goes for sometimes.”

“Tanya,” said Number One, “is a
fool. You may go upstairs now.”

He sat there as silent and as con-
templative as a Buddha statue carved
from ivory while the pair saluted and
turned away. Then a greenish glow
began to emanate from his low-lidded
elongated eyes, and he leaned for-
ward to pull a silken bell rope.

He settled back with long, thin fin-
gers clasped across his paunch and
did not even raise his eyelids as dra-
peries rustled behind him and Tanya
glided in. Today, she wore cerise
lounging pajamas of diaphanous ma-
terial which clung to her supple
limbs. She sank to her knees on a
soft cushion before him.

“Did not my master call?” she mur-
mured.

Number One took a last puff on his
long yellow cigarette and mashed it
out in the tray beside him. When he
lifted his long lashes to look at Tanya
it was extraordinarily as though
shutters had been lifted from win-
dows behind which greenish flames
flickered evilly.

“The two men, Heavy and Bink,
have just left my presence,” he said.

“Those two?” Tanya's full lips
twisted scornfully. “They failed mis-
erably in an appointed task last
night.”

“So0? And what was this task?”

“1 bade them follow a rash fellow
who spoke loudly of ridding us of our
enemy, the Phantom. He was drunk
and should have been an easy one to
follow, but they lost him in the shad-
ows and spent many hours trailing a
peon who wore a hat somewhat like
the one the gringo wore.”
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“And this gringo?” Number One
guestioned softly. “He was one you
could give your heart to, perhaps?”

“My heart belongs to my master,”
she told him submissively.

“Sometimes | am not certain,
Tanya. What was this man’s name?”

“Steve Russell.”

“And you gave away our boss’
secrets to a drunken stranger?”
Number One’'s voice lashed like a
whip.

ANYA winced, but answered

strongly.

“l gave away no secrets! He was a
shrewd and daring soldier of fortune
wishing to join our cause of which
he had heard rumors. An expert pilot
and without fear, he would be wel-
come to our ranks. And should he
carry out his boast to deliver the dead
body of the Phantom to us, he would
prove himself worthy without ques-
tion.”

“Bah! That you should hope such
a one might cope with the Phantom
who is known to have met and de-
feated the greatest criminal organiza-
tions in the world! It is a part of the
madness that grips you when your
lovely eyes fall upon a hulking brute
of a man you might love for a mo-
ment and then toss aside. If he dares
to return to the cantina | will pre-
pare the White Death for him.”

Tanya shrugged smooth, white
shoulders beneath the filmy material,
but her own tawny eyes were begin-
ning to glow with feline anger.

“The words you utter are those of
less than perfect wisdom, oh Master.
I tell you this Russell is one whom
we need. There is yet work for strong
men to do, and we have few enough
of those.” Her last words were
spoken contemptuously.

Not a flicker of expression showed
on Number One’'s puffy cheeks.

“You are beautiful in anger,
Tanya,” he said. “It is thus | love
you best. But you will do well not to
interfere with the work of men. If

this man has the temerity to venture
back to EI Torro Chico, he shall be
sent to me at once.”

“It shall be as you order it, Mas-
ter.” Tanya rocked forward on the
cushion, touching her forehead to his
knees.

The low sound of delicate chimes
echoed through the sumptuous under-
ground room. Number One leaned
sideward to grasp a fragile French
telephone and lift it to his ear.

“Number One reporting, Boss,” he
purred into the mouthpiece of the pri-
vate telephone.

A voice jangled over the wire with
the mechanical intonation of all tele-
phone voices.

“There’'s hell to pay on this side,
Number One. The Phantom is closing
in. Haven't we any men capable of
dealing with him? 1 feel sure it was
he who grabbed the girl last night.
Since he escaped across the river un-
der fire it is probable the girl is also
safe. He is a menace to us as long as
he lives!”

“The two that went to his hotel
this morning failed miserably,” Num-
ber One admitted. “But | have more
than a dozen working on that angle
and | hope—"

“Hopes aren’t doing us any good
with the Phantom snooping around,”
the voice jangled wrathfully. “If his
investigations aren’t halted at once
we may be forced to put Order X
into effect and ruin everything we’'ve
worked so hard to attain.”

“Not that!” exclaimed Number
One in a choked voice. “Not Order X.
That will mean—total destruction to
our cause.”

“Better that,” the boss snarled,
“than to be caught like rats in our
holes. Have everything in readiness
to carry it out as planned if | give
the word. As soon as the Phantom ar-
rived last night | realized we must
prepare ourselves for the worst. You
recall each step of the operation as |
outlined it to you this morning?”

“1 recall the details, yes. There will
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be a plane waiting at the designated
spot for those few—"

“The few who will escape the cata-
clysm,” the boss finished for him
grimly. “Yes. | am making the ar-
rangements now. You had best have
the crew of the bomber standing by
in readiness—waiting for you to take
the controls if | flash the order to
you. The Phantom is a devil from
hell, Number One.”

“l understand,” said Number One
softly into the mouthpiece. “I trust
Order X will not be necessary, but I
will have the crew at their posts as
you direct.”

E REPLACED the receiver with

a queer expression of puzzled
doubt on his moonlike face and
Tanya, who had heard only his replies
to the boss, leaned forward and shook
his arm.

“What is it?” she cried fearfully.
“You look so strange. Is there bad
news? This Order X you spoke of—
what does it mean?”

“That is not for you to know,”
Number One snarled. “Not for any-
one to know except a picked few.” He
paused and emitted a deep sigh,
tapering fingers reaching for another
of the yellow perfumed cigarettes.

Tanya had not heard what the boss
said over the telephone. She had no
idea what thoughts were racing
through Number One's mind as he
sat there. She started to rise, then
turned as a Mexican servant girl en-
tered silently and bowed submissively
before she spoke.

“Pardon, Senor and Senora, but
there ees one gringo at ze back w’'at
ask to see Mees Tanya. He ees say
for tell her he ees breeng ze present
wrapped in pink ribbon w’at he prom-
ise her last night.”

“It is that Steve Russell!” Tanya
exclaimed joyfully to Number One.
“Is it possible he has brought the
corpse of the Phantom as he prom-
ised me?”

“1 think you will discover he has

not,” Number One told her in a voice
like thin silk.

He spoke to the Mexican girl.

“Bring the man down here at once,
with whatever present he has brought
my Tanya.”

The girl bowed and departed.
Tanya stood aside with her eyes on
the entrance, waiting tensely for
Steve Russell to keep his promise.

CHAPTER XVI
Death of the Phantom

ICHARD VAN

LOAN was pre-

pared to flash his

Phantom’s badge in

crossing the Inter-

national Bridge if

either the American

or Mexican authori-

ties insisted that he

open the luggage

space of his coupe

for inspection. But the officers of

both nationalities simply glanced at

him and the coupe and waved him on,

sparing him the embarrassing neces-

sity of explaining the corpse in his
car.

The narrow streets of Juarez
seethed with natives today although
the growing national anger against
Americans had not yet broken into
open flame. By heroic efforts, the
Juarez policemen were succeeding in
keeping their countrymen disarmed
as they paraded the streets. Thus far
the demonstrations in the city had
been confined to vocal insults when-
ever a citizen of their sister Republic
appeared in public.

Van received his share of such
angry insults as he drove slowly
through the crowded streets. People
turned to point at him, and jeers and
taunts went up on every side as he
drove with his eyes straight ahead.
At one corner a group of small boys
pelted the back of his rented coupe
with rocks but this action was quickly
halted by a policeman. The Phantom
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was soon through the densely popu-
lated part of the city, turning east
along the river toward his destina-
tion.

Daylight did not touch this section
with kindly fingers. In the darkness
of night there had been a subtle fas-
cination in the furtive gleams of light
from shuttered windows. The impli-
cations of depravity and evil along
the route had been almost inviting be-
cause they were cloaked in darkness.

Beneath the stark reality of hot
sunlight, there was only squalor and
ugliness along the way. Disreputable
adobe houses and the slatternly fig-
ures of their female occupants were
stripped of all possible glamor by
daylight. They gazed apathetically at
Van with dull, listless eyes as he
drove by. He was glad when he saw
he was approaching El Torro Chico
cantina.

This was the final test of his plan
and he was tensed to meet it coolly.
Anything might happen. He had no
way of knowing what fiendishly in-
genious methods the gang might have
for obtaining information.

He found a driveway leading in
through the brush around the side of
the cantina and he turned into it
boldly. It led around the back to the
cleared area where the trucks had
been parked last night, but there were
no trucks standing there this morn-
ing.

He stopped the coupe near the back
door and swung out lithely, his keen
gaze studying the surface of the
ground where he knew two steel man-
holes led beneath. There was no out-
ward sign of them in the daylight.
The entire space had been freshly
raked and loose dirt had evidently
been used to camouflage the open-
ings.

Without hesitation, he strode to the
back door and knocked. The door
opened and kitchen smells came out,
the odor of chili con came and of
fresh crisp frijoles.

A fat Mexican woman looked out at

him with black shoe-button eyes. She
asked him what he wanted in Mex-
ican, and he replied in the same lan-
guage, explaining that Tanya ex-
pected him and that he had brought
her the promised present tied up with
a pink ribbon.

HE Mexican woman ungraciously

told him that Tanya would be in-
formed of his presence, and closed
the door in his face.

Whistling cheerily, Van strode back
to the coupe and unlocked the luggage
space, then gravely took a pink ribbon
from his pocket and tied it around
the bloody head of the corpse in a
huge bowknot. The door opened
while he was thus engaged, and a
Mexican servant girl stepped out,
looking at him with wide, wondering
eyes.

“You can come in, Senor.
your gift for Tanya.”

Van nodded and unconcernedly
reached in and dragged out the body.
The Mexican girl watched him curi-
ously while he hoisted it up on his
shoulder, but Van noted that she be-
trayed no particular surprise or
alarm at seeing the unusual present
Tanya was receiving. It was quite
evident that corpses were no novelty
around EI Torro Chico.

The Mexican girl glided into a nar-
row hallway past the kitchen ahead
of him, led him down an uncarpeted
corridor past closed doors to a nar-
row staircase leading downward.

The faint odor of exotic incense
drifted upward to Van’s nostrils as
he began the steep descent behind the
maid. It grew stronger as they went
down, and mingled with it was the
sweetish scent of hashish that he had
smelled on Tanya’'s breath last night.

At the foot of the stairs he stepped
off onto a thick carpet and saw that
he stood in the same luxurious ante-
room where he had done his eaves-
dropping last night.

He followed the maid silently to
the portieres and she drew them open

Weeth
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fcr him, stood aside for him to enter.
Just inside he stopped, blinking in
the unearthly glow that came from
concealed tubes along the walls, al-
most suffocated by the heavy odor in
the underground room.

Then he saw Tanya moving toward
him and he grinned at her, slumping
his shoulder to let his burden drop on
the floor at her naked feet.

“There yuh are, Tanya,” he ex-
claimed boastfully. “The Phantom
don't look so dangerous now.”

Not yet accustomed to the bright
light and with his gaze held by
Tanya’s alluring form which might
as well have been nude for all the pro-
tection given her by the filmy pa-
jamas, Van did not see the other occu-
pant of the chamber.

Tanya stooped over to the cold
body and studied the man’s features
searchingly, then straightened and
turned glistening eyes on Number
One.

“Come and see for yourself, my
master, whether | erred in sending
this man upon his mission! Here is
the Phantom in the cold flesh, filling
the description we received per-
fectly.”

For the first time, Van Loan was
conscious of another presence in the
room. He followed Tanya's gaze as
she spoke and saw Number One sit-
ting in his cushioned chair, regard-
ing him malignantly through slitted
eyes.

He met the venomous gaze with
open bravado, though he could feel
the short hairs bristling at the back
of his neck in warning that the silent
figure spelled danger.

“So,” purred Number One, “you
have succeeded where others have
failed throughout the years. You
have my sincere congratulations, Mr.
Steve Russell.”

HE last words were spoken with
a sneer and Van uneasily won-
dered how much the fat man knew.
But he maintained his blustering

pose and laughed boastfully at Num-
ber One’s veiled accusations.

“It wasn't so hard. The Phantom
died as easy as any other man when
I drilled him with a forty-five slug.
It jest happens | wasn't scared of
him, that's all.”

Number One's fat body appeared
to flow out of his chair. He moved
forward with a grace that was pe-
culiar in one who looked as though
he would have to waddle instead of
walk. He stood beside Tanya looking
down at the corpse with intense in-
terest and, Van thought, some puzzle-
ment.

“We have only the description to
prove this is our arch enemy,” he re-
minded Tanya gently. “I would feel
easier in my own mind if this corpse
could be identified by—one who has
seen and talked with him in this dis-
guise.”

“The boss—"” Tanya began eagerly,
but Number One silenced her with a
gesture. His lids came back fully
from his eyes and he looked at Van
with bland approval.

“If this is indeed the Phantom,
you have done well. If it should
prove a piece of trickery we have a
way to deal with those who attempt

to insinuate themselves into our
midst by such means.”

Van met his gaze coolly. “It's the
Phantom, all right. Why do yuh

think 1'd try to trick yuh? I'm hoping
to get in on a good thing, and it cer-
tainly looks like there must be plenty
of money in this business, judging
from the looks of this hideout.” He
shot an envious glance around the
luxurious room.

“There is, indeed, enough money
and to spare for each of us if the
menace of the Phantom is actually
removed,” Number One told him in
his monotone.

“1f you want to prove it, why don’t
yuh have his body taken across the.
river to El Paso and left where he’ll
be found at once?” Van suggested.
“Let the police over there identify
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him for yuh. Yuh can hold me a pris-
oner here if yuh want while yuh sat-
isfy yoreself.” He gave a careless
shrug.

A flicker of puzzlement showed
momentarily on the Oriental’s impas-
sive face. It was evident to Van that
the man whom Tanya called “Mas-
ter” had some reason to be suspicious
of him but was finding it difficult to
hold to his suspicions in the face of
Van’s absolute self-assurance.

“1 think that would be well,” Num-
ber One said finally. “I will arrange
it at onoe.”

He turned his back on Van and
clapped his soft palms together
sharply. A panel slid back in the
seemingly solid wall in front of him
and two bearded ruffians stepped for-
ward. Number One nudged the cold
body on the floor with his toe.

“Take this carrion across through
the tunnel and have it deposited in a
conspicuous place in ElI Paso where
it cannot fail to be discovered imme-
diately,” he ordered.

The bearded men stooped and
picked up the body Van had deliv-
ered. As they moved toward the por-
tieres with their burden, Number
One followed them. Tanya seized the
opportunity to move close to the
Phantom.

She placed warm tapering fingers
on his arm and swayed closer to him.
Her voice was a hot whisper.

“You have done well, my Steve
Russell. You shall have the reward
I promised you as soon as we can be
alone.”

Turning back toward them as the
curtains fell shut behind the two men
bearing their gruesome burden,
Number One looked at the little
tableau with unfathomable eyes.

“It is good of you, Tanya, to wel-
come new members with such
warmth,” he said.

He moved slowly back to his chair
and settled himself as before, while
Tanya drew away from Van quickly.

“You may go now, Tanya. | would

speak to Mr. Steve Russell in pri-
vate.” He waved his hand negli-
gently and she went away silently.

“Sit here beside me,” Number One
purred, pointing to a low bench. “I
judge you have led an adventurous
life and have many capabilities that
might be of service to the boss. Tell
me things of interest concerning
yourself.”

Van slouched over to the bench and
took out a pack of cigarettes, refus-
ing one of the yellow perfumed ones
offered to him.

“There’'s a plumb plenty to tell,”
he said easily. “I've been around, all
right. Revolutions in the Tropics,
some gun runnin’, flyin’ a plane for
the Japs—that kinda business.”

“You are an expert pilot, eh?”

“The best in the world,” Van
boastfully assured him. “lI kinda
gathered from somethin’ Tanya said
last night that you folks was right
interested in a good pilot.” He added
carelessly, “Bombin’ planes is my
specialty.”

“So0? You think perhaps you could
pilot the American bomber that laid
eggs in Mexico yesterday?”

Van'’s pulse leaped, but the expres-
sion on his face did not change.

“’Course. A ship like that would
be my meat. I'll give yuh a demon-
stration any time yuh want.”

“Perhaps it can be arranged,”
Number One said placidly.

E LEANED sideward and turned
the switch of a cabinet radio,
turned the dial until soft music from
an El Paso station filled the air.
“Tell me more of youradventures,”
he urged. “lI may decide you are
worthy to meet the boss himself if
you convince me you are all you say.”
Van sat back easily and began a
casual account of imaginary episodes
that must have happened to the sort
of man he was pretending to be. Be-
cause of his wide knowledge of for-
eign places and of the criminal ele-
ments in strange cities where his de-
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tective work had taken him in the
past, he was an interesting and con-
vincing talker.

The radio music came to an abrupt
stop while he was in the midst of
spinning a yarn about bombing a
Chinese fortress while in the service
of Japan. Van stopped as an an-
nouncer’s voice excitedly broke into
the music.

«T ADIES and gentlemen, we in-
terrupt our regular program to
bring you a news flash of the utmost
importance. From Police Headquar-
ters we have just received word that
the slain body of the foremost detec-
tive of modern times has just been
discovered on one of our main streets.
Friends, the Phantom is dead!

“Foully murdered while in pursuit
of his self-imposed task of ridding
the world of those vicious elements
that prey upon civilized communi-
ties.

“At this early moment, little is
known about how the Phantom died,
but Chief Grainger has authorized us
to announce that only last night he
unselfishly hurried to our city at the
request of authorities in an effort to
solve the hideous series of murders
perpetrated against innocent citizens
of Mexico by killers masquerading in
American uniforms—a series of
crimes which have shocked the entire
world.

“While nothing can possibly miti-
gate our sorrow at the demise of the
most glamorous defender of law and
order the world has ever known, we
are proud to give voice to Chief
Grainger’'s announcement that even
in death the Phantom did not fail to
fulfill his sacred duty.

"Before death claimed him, he had
largely succeeded in solving his last
and most difficult case. While we are
not permitted by the police to divulge
any details, it is believed that the
Phantom may have uncovered impor-
tant information which is expected to
lead to early arrests. We now return

you to the program already in prog-
ress.”

As the music faded in again, Num-
ber One reached out and flipped the
switch.

“There yuh are!” said Van exul-
tantly. “Yuh wanted proof. Yuh've
got it. | guess that shows yuh I've
got what it takes.”

There was a worried frown on
Number One’s moonlike face.

“Perhaps you were too late,” he
mused. “The radio announcer spoke
of early arrests. Is it possible the
Phantom stumbled onto something
before you removed him?”

“That’'s jest bunk,” Van snhapped.
“A police trick to keep the public
from knownin’ how little they know.”

“l—am not so sure,” Number One
demurred.

He arose with that curiously effort-
less glide which Van had remarked
before, and went to a corner where
he seated himself before a powerful
short wave receiving set and began
fiddling with the dials. Van leaned
forward tensely and listened as the
monotonous voice of the police an-
nouncer came on.

“—a wreck at Piedras and Altura.
That is all.”

A brief and pregnant silence en-
sued, then the same voice crackled
out in excited contrast to the blase
monotone habitual with police broad-
casters.

“Calling all cars! Calling all men!
All reserves! Calling every member
of the department that can leave ac-
tive duty! Report to your precinct
stations at once armed for duty.
Every police officer in the city report
to your precinct stations at once. All
sheriff deputies and other peace offi-
cers are requested to cooperate. At-
tention, every police officer in the EI
Paso district! Report to your imme-
diate superiors at once. Death of the
Phantom makes change in previous
plans imperative. Calling every man
for immediate duty. Calling every
peace officer!”
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Number One flipped off the switch
and arose. His fat cheeks were ashen
and his lower lip trembled uncon-
trollably.

“It sounds like mebbe | did get the
Phantom too late,” Van said soberly.
“What yuh goin’ to do?”

Number One brushed past him to
the fragile French telephone. He
lifted it in a shaking hand.

“Get me the boss!”
“Quick!”

he said.

CHAPTER XVII
Order X

Aick van loan
stood near, strain-
ing his ears to hear
the voice of the
mysterious boss
coming over the
wire, and hoping
against hope that
he might hear a

tone he would rec-

ognize that would

give him a clue to the super-crim-
inal’s identity.

But Number One kept the receiver
pressed tightly to his ear so not a
sound came forth.

“Hello, Number One?” was what
the boss said. “What's up?”

“A lot and all of it is bad, Boss.
Did you just hear the news flash
about the death of the Phantom?”

“Yes. Wonderful news—for us.
You must be crazy to call it bad.
Which one of your men gets credit
for doing the Phantom in?”

“None of our regular men, Boss.
A newcomer. He stands beside me as
I talk. Single-handed, he delivered
the Phantom’s body to our door and |
Bent the corpse through the tunnel to
be thrown out on the street to see
if it would be positively identified by
the police.”

“H-m-m. A new man, eh? We
must see that he is suitably rewarded,
Number One.”

“There will be time to discuss that

later. First, have you not heard the
short wave police broadcast?”

“l1 haven’'t had it turned on this
morning. Why?”

“That Phantom,” Number One told
his superior, “is indeed a fiend from
hell. Despite all our precautions, it
appears that before he died he turned
evidence over to the police that will
lead them to our secret places of hid-
ing. Just a minute ago there went
out a radio call for every armed man
in the area to prepare for action
against us. It would seem they have
some definite knowledge—"

The boss interrupted him with a
bitter curse. “That's what | was
afraid of when | warned you a short
time ago to be prepared to put Order
X into effect. | talked with the Phan-
tom not long before noon and | fear
he is in possession of vital informa-
tion. If it was he who rescued the
girl last night and got her away
safely, all of our plans are in danger
of discovery. Suspecting what she
does, she will tell all she knows about
the tunnel and smuggling. That
means raids may be made simultane-
ously at both ends. Number One, Or-
der X is the only recourse left to us.”

“1 agree with you, Boss. There are
more important things than the
smuggling. My country’s interests
are at stake. We dare not trust these
dogs of ours to hold their tongues if
they are captured and subjected to
the police third degrees.”

“You understand every detail you
are to carry out?”

“They are indelibly engraved upon
my memory as you outlined them to
me this morning. The plane will be
waiting after | have completed my
task?”

“It will be waiting. Everything
will be in readiness. Move cautiously,
Number One, so none will suspect
your true purpose and make a last-
minute desperate attempt to escape.”

“You can trust me to keep them in
blind ignorance of what is coming,”
Number One assured him blandly.
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“Will you pilot the plane that waits
to receive us?”

“Yes,” the boss snapped. “Have no
fear. 1 will be at the appointed
place.”

UMBER ONE hung up and
turned to survey Van Loan with
an odd gleam in his eyes.

“Because of your service to us, |
select you to be one of a fortunate
few. Who knows? An extra pilot
might come in handy should anything
happen to me.”

He turned toward an inner cham-
ber, indicating that Van should wait
for him. Alone in the underground
room, Van Loan hesitated. From the
one-sided conversation he had just
overheard he deduced that some des-
perate plan for destroying the under-
lings in the organization while the
key figures escaped was in the offing.

Though he believed likely the
Juarez police already had the cantina
guarded so none could escape, in con-
formity with his instructions to
Frank Havens, it was possible they
had some secret underground outlet
that was not being watched.

For this reason it might be better
for him to pretend eagerness to go
along with Number One in the hope
of thwarting their last desperate ef-
fort to escape the tightening coils,
rather than make any abortive at-
tempt now to get out of the cantina
and lead the police to the under-
ground hideout.

One line spoken by Number One
over the phone to the boss kept re-
curring to Van while he waited:
“Will you pilot the plane that waits
to receive us?”

The boss, then, was an experienced
pilot! That was the most important
clue the Phantom had yet received to
the identity of the one man whom he
wanted to come to grips with above
all others.

The hurried reentrance of Number
One interrupted his cogitations. The
short heavy figure was incongruously

clad in leather flying togs, with hel-
met straps flapping down on his
round cheeks.

Tanya came floating into the room
at the same time. She stopped with a
start of surprise when she saw how
Number One was clothed.

“Are you flying this afternoon?"
she asked in agitation. “I1 didn't
know—"

“No one must know. No one must
leave the cantina until | return.”

Number One spoke in a soothing
voice which made a shudder run up
and down Van'’s spine because he was
inwardly certain that the girl was
being left behind to meet her death
with the others. Yet this was no time
for sympathy. Tanya deserved none,
he knew. She was one of the ring-
leaders of the unholy crew which con-
sidered murder an unimportant side-
line in their business.

Still, because she was a woman,
and beautiful, Van turned his head
away when Number One approached
her and planted a reassuring Kiss
upon her forehead. The kiss of Judas,
he thought bitterly. It was a dirty
business when rats began scrambling
to save their own lives with no con-
cern for those who were left behind.

Then Number One stepped up si-
lently behind him and laid long slen-
der fingers on his arm.

“Come with me,” he said. “An im-
portant duty awaits us this after-
noon.”

He led Van to a huge tapestry cov-
ering half of the rear wall. He
reached up and unhooked one comer,
drew it back to reveal a narrow door-
way in the wall.

T SWUNG inward at a light pres-
sure from one fingertip upon a
concealed spring, and a straight low
underground passage stretched out in
front of them. Electric bulbs strung
along the ceiling at intervals gave off
a faint illumination.
“You will proceed before me,”
Number One instructed, and Van had
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to duck his head to enter the tunnel.

From his knowledge of the layout
of the underground chamber he real-
ized this tunnel led directly away
from the river and could not possibly
be the one leading to the Pearson
warehouse.

Instead, it was as he had suspected,
a secret means of egress from the
cantina which would probably bring
them to the surface far in the rear
of the police lines which must now be
forming about the building and its
luckless occupants. Known only to
Number One and possibly one or two
other higher-ups, he supposed. Which
meant that all those left behind were
caught securely in the clutching ten-
tacles of the police dragnet.

He walked swiftly ahead of his
host, with head bowed to avoid strik-
ing the boarded ceiling. Estimating
their time of travel within a minute
or two, Van mentally calculated they
had covered more than a quarter of
a mile underground when the tunnel
abruptly terminated in wooden stairs
leading upward into the interior of a
large building where half a dozen
automobiles of various makes and
body designs were parked on the con-
crete floor.

There appeared to be no one in at-
tendance at the automobile storage
depot, and Number One quickly got
behind the wheel of a powerful twin-
six sedan. Van slid into the front
seat beside him.

The sedan was pointed toward
closed sliding doors, and Van leaned
over to ask his companion if he
should get out and open them while
Number One started the motor. The
Oriental smiled faintly and shook his
head.

He started the motor and rolled to
within a foot of the doors, then
stopped confidently. They slid open
on well oiled mechanism and Van
realized they must have broken the
circuit of an electric eye which op-
erated them automatically.

A country; lane stretched out in

front of them, leading away from
Juarez into the rolling hills of Mex-
ico.

Van craned his neck curiously as
the heavy sedan leaped forward un-
der Number One’s skillful guidance,
and saw the heavy doors sliding shut.
Set inconspicuously in a thick grove
of trees, the large garage was almost
perfectly camouflaged and Van Loan
was once more impressed with the
vast ramifications of the criminal or-
ganization he was pitted against,
marveling anew at the scientific in-
genuity and perfection of every cog
in the vast machinery of crime.

The road was smooth and straight
with only isolated farms along on
either side. Number One let the pow-
erful motor hum up to sixty miles an
hour. He held that pace for twenty
miles during which they penetrated
a rougher terrain, with no habita-
tions at all in sight.

He slowed the sedan suddenly and
lurched off onto a side road leading
directly down into the bottom of a
narrow wooded ravine, which in turn
debouched into a flat meadow wholly
surrounded by low hills and utterly
inaccessible except by the one route
which had brought them into it.

HOUGH he had prepared him-

self for some such sight, Richard
Van Loan’s eyes bulged when he saw
the huge army bomber housed under
a cleverly concealed hangar beneath
spreading trees at one end of the hid-
den landing field. Her propellers were
turning lazily in the afternoon sun-
light, and another sedan was parked
close to the side of the hangar.

Half a dozen lounging men sprang
to their feet and saluted Number
One as they rolled up. They looked
at Van with some curiosity but said
nothing when their superior leaped
out and announced:

“We will take off at once. Mr. Rus-
sell will accompany us as co-pilot. Is
everything in readiness?"

“Everything shipshape, sir. She’s
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revving nicely and is warmed for the
take-off.”

“Very good. To your stations! The
bomb racks are loaded and ready?”

“Everything in shape, sir.”

Moving toward the huge ship,
Number One spoke to Van over his
shoulder.

“Come to the pilot’s compartment
with me. Perhaps | will try you at
the controls when we gain altitude.”

Van followed him into the pilot's
compartment thankfully while the
other members of the crew scrambled
in behind them. It was beginning to
look as if luck were playing into his
hands at last. If he could disable
Number One in the air and no one
else could pilot the plane, he would
have the rest of the crew at his mercy
until he brought the big ship down
safely.

He settled down before the instru-
ment board with its amazing number
of dials and gadgets, all of which
were familiar to him. He watched
with interest while Number One
horsed the motors, then swept out
over the tiny landing field and up
over the encircling hills in a perfect
take-off.

The man was an excellent pilot.
He handled the controls smoothly and
surely, climbing in a long, lazy circle
until the landing field below looked
no bigger than a pocket handker-
chief. He leveled off at five thousand,
and Van was sitting relaxed beside
him, waiting to see what the next
move would fee in this strange ghme
of life and death.

He felt the heavy man give a sud-
den convulsive start as though some-
one had stuck a pin in his fat anat-
omy, and glanced aside curiously to
see Number One regarding him with
a look of bewildered doubt, with
slowly dawning horror.

“What's the matter?” Van asked
lightly. “Yuh look as though yuh had
jest remembered yuh went off and
let the gas on under the roast. Any-
thin’ wrong?”

Number One forced the ghastly
semblance of a smile to his lips.

“You will excuse me. It is an at-
tack that sometimes comes over me
at this altitude. You will kindly take
over while | step back and recuper-
ate.”

Nothing loath to get the feel of the
unfamiliar ship before seizing con-
trol by force, Van nodded and took
the controls when Number One got
up and went back into the inner
cabin.

Flying smoothly at five thousand,
the Rio Grande was a ribbon of silver
gleaming faintly far beneath. Van
tested the controls out cautiously,
finding the huge ship beautifully re-
sponsive to the slightest touch. He
would have no difficulty handling her
under any conditions.

He heard a footstep on the catwalk
behind him and started to turn his
head.

His bronzed cheek encountered a
cold cylinder of steel, and his heart
stopped beating for a second when he
heard Number One’s voice speaking
in tones chillier than the pistol muz-
zle against his cheek.

“Sit quietly, Phantom. This time
I think you will not escape.”

CHAPTER XVIII
The Boss Plans Well

T\ HUMBER ONE slid
into the other pi-
lot's seat and seized
the controls, while
other men who
were crowding in
behind Van Loan
grabbed his shoul-
ders and held him
helpless.

Il i s automatic
was quickly snatched Horn its shoul-
der holster, and at Number One’s
order his wrists were bound tightly
and cruelly behind him with pliable
copper wire which he knew from ex-
perience was the one material from
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which no escape artist could possibly
extricate himself. For the thin
strands would not give a particle, but
would merely cut into the flesh if the
prisoner fought against them.

Van Loan maintained a dogged si-
lence while this was going on. Out-
numbered seven to one and disarmed,
resistance could only result in imme-
diate death.

He did not in the least understand
what had happened to bring this
about. He was morally certain Num-
ber One had not suspected him when
they left the cantina and drove out to
the landing field, nor while they were
taking off.

Earlier, he recalled there had been
a strong hint of suspicion in his at-
titude. But that had entirely disap-
peared after El Paso police had found
the corpse and identified it as that of
the Phantom by public announce-
ment.

“Push him closer where | can look
upon his face while | continue to han-
dle this ship,” Number One ordered
his crew when Van was securely
bound.

“S0,” he said softly, when Van was
shoved forward where he could look
up at him, “once more the Phantom
has tried one of those famous bits of
legerdemain which have served him
so well in the past. Who was the poor
fellow you killed and made up to re-
semble you in the disguise you wore
when you arrived last night?”

Van Loan smiled down at him con-
temptuously. “l don't know what
yuh're talkin’ about. It sounds crazy
to me. Good Gawd, the EIl Paso police
accepted the body as the Phantom’s
theirownselves.”

“The police are fools,”
One grunted.

Van's eyes were steely, drilling
down into his.

“There ain’'t much | can say if
yuh're not goin’ to tell me what rea-
son yuh got for makin’ this plumb
foolish mistake.”

“1 was foolish only when 1 did not

Number

see the truth when it was so clear
for me to grasp. | can thank God for

coming to my senses in time. It is
even better this way.” There was
evil exultation in his voice. “You

shall ride with me on the bomber’s
last trip, Phantom. You, of all men,
will appreciate the so beautiful sim-
plicity of the plan by which your
police will surround both ends of the
tunnel and keep the persons no longer
important to our plans cooped up
while | fly overhead and seal their
lips and the secret of the tunnel for-
evermore with bombs neatly placed.”
“You devill” Van Loan exclaimed
hoarsely as the full meaning of the
maneuver swept over him, and for
the first time he dropped his Western
drawl. “You plan to destroy the
warehouse and cantina with bombs
while your own followers wait within
feeling perfectly secure? Tanya too?”
Number One laughed. “So you
would worry about Tanya? She
signed her own death warrant when
she looked on your broad shoulders
with favor last night, Phantom.”

HE WAS negligently turning the
bomber in a huge circle as he
spoke, thundering back toward EI
Paso at a hundred and fifty miles an
hour to put the infamous Order X
into effect.

“You seem very positive that | am
the Phantdm,” said Van slowly. “I'm
much interested to know what caused
you to change your mind about me so
suddenly.”

“1 will tell you, because you have
not long to live and it may make your
final moments of life less endurable
to meditate upon the slip of fate
which ruined your careful plan. It
was something the boss said to me
when | spoke to him over the tele-
phone when you were at my elbow
seeking so desperately to hear his
voice. Fool that | was, its significance
escaped me until a few minutes ago
when memory of the boss’ words re-
turned to me like a bolt of lightning.” ,
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“U-m-m. That was when you pre-
tended to be sick and turned the con-
trols over to me?” Van nodded and
sighed. “I should have suspected you
then. But | was waiting to get more
definite information about where the
boss planned to wait for you in his
airplane.” He spoke calmly, and
shrugged. “Go on. I'd like to know
where | slipped up so | can be more
careful next time.”

“For you, Phantom, there will be
no next time—unless you devise a
means to fall ten thousand feet in a
bomber that is in flames and out of
control. Which 1| think will be a fit-
ting death for you. During that last
few moments when the earth is rush-
ing up to meet you, can can wish bit-
terly and unavailingly that the boss
had not mentioned to me that he
talked to you in El Paso just before
noon.

“The corpse you palmed off on me
asyourself had been dead many hours
longer than that, Phantom. As soon
as | realized the significance of the
fact that the boss had seen you alive
such a short time before, 1 knew the
corpse must be an impostor.”

UMBER ONE glanced at the
crew congregated behind Van.

“Now, drag him back out of the
way, men,” he said sharply. “Then
all of you return here to receive our
boss’ final instructions in the great-
est coup he has engineered.”

Rough hands seized Van Loan and
dragged him back out of the pilots’
compartment. He lay on the floor,
testing his enormous strength against
the wires encircling his arms, though
knowing the effort was useless. The
half dozen men gathered in front of
him to listen to Number One's pre-
cise emotionless voice giving the or-
ders that doomed every member of
the gang except themselves to de-
struction.

“You few have been chosen from
among all our number to survive the
police trap set by that helpless crea-

ture cowering on the floor behind
you. To secure ourselves against the
possibility of any weaklings falling
into the hands of the police and di-
vulging any information that might
endanger us in the future, the boss
places upon our shoulders the respon-
sibility of seeing to it that not one
of our number survives to be cap-
tured by the police who are even now
closing in on them!

“A steady and pitiless hand at the
bomb releases is all that is required.
Two bombs must be released upon the
warehouse as | dive low. Direct hits
are essential. Two more eggs must
be carefully laid upon the cantina,
completing the first operation. That
will leave two bombs in the racks as
traveling companions for the Phan-
tom when we fire the ship at a desig-
nated spot over Mexico and leave him
to enjoy the downward journey alone.
Is that clear?”

“Sure,” said one of the.men ad-
miringly. “It's clear and plenty
Smart. But what about us? How are
we going to get clear like you prom-
ised?”

“That is arranged,” Number One
assured him calmly. “After destroy-
ing our twin objectives we are to fly
above a point where the boss is wait-
ing to pick us up in another swift
plane. We will bail out—after firing
the ship with gasoline. Parachutes
will carry us safely to be picked up
by the boss. Every scrap of evidence
will be destroyed behind us. With
trade relations ruined, we will con-
tinue as before, with larger profits.”

“But you've forgotten something,”
another member of the crew put in
agitatedly. “There aren’'t any para-
chutes. The army fliers used up all
but one when | pretended to put the
ship out of commission over the Big
Bend yesterday. And | left mine be-
hind after we took off from there
after getting her down safdy whei'e
you were waiting.”

“The boss does not forget such de-
tails,” Number One said suavely.



88 THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

“Early this morning he brought
seven new parachutes in preparation
for just this contingency. They are
stowed in a rear compartment. Get
them and each strap yourself into one
to be in readiness. Bring one to me
while | gain altitude and into posi-
tion to dive on the warehouse.”

The men came scampering back
past Van who lay on the floor quietly.
They opened the compartment and
got out the carefully packed para-
chutes, strapping the contraptions on
their backs and taking one to the
pilot who was climbing steadily.

There was nothing Van Loan could
do except lie on the floor and watch
this fearful thing happen. For once
in his life the Phantom was resigned
to the futility of struggle. The wires
binding his wrists had already cut
deep into the flesh and each slight
movement he made was piercing
agony.

He could do absolutely nothing to
prevent the cataclysm of death that
would soon be rained down from the
skies upon unsuspecting people. Yet
he sternly reminded himself that
each of those doomed to die were
members of the gang with blood guilt
staining their hands. He was too
much of a materialist to waste sym-
pathy upon them. Destroying the
hideouts with bombs would save the
police the necessity of attacking and
would probably prevent the death of
men doing their duty.

No, the Phantom was no weak-
kneed sentimentalist when it came to
the ruthless destruction of criminals
who deserved to die. In that sense,
he was grateful to the boss for tak-
ing the matter directly out of his
hands.

OR was Van Loan afraid of

death for himself. He had long
realized that he could not survive the
dangers of his chosen profession for-
ever. He had been blessed by many
miraculous escapes in the past, but
he did not attempt to blind himself to

the fact that he was now in the most
perilous position in his career.

The one thought that gnawed un-
ceasingly at his vitals was that he
had failed miserably in his greatest
assignment.

The boss was smarter than he. He
had been one step ahead of him all
the time. Though the gang would be
broken up and destroyed, their clever
smuggling scheme smashed, the main
purpose had been accomplished; the
friendly relationship between the two
countries was smashed and the arch-
criminal was free to gather together
another gang to profit from the death
of hundreds of innocent victims.

And the only man who even re-
motely suspected the boss’ true iden-
tity was trapped helpless aboard a
bombing plane high in the heavens,
destined to soon be turned into a blaz-
ing inferno of death. For the Phan-
tom kneiv! He knew the identity of
that man who masked his criminal
activities beneath a front of pseudo
respectability.

The supreme irony of it was that
the Phantom had learned the truth
too late to communicate it to anyone.
Soon his lips would be sealed by
death and the boss would be safe to
carry on as before.

The men of the crew were scatter-
ing to their posts at the bomb re-
lease levers. Tense and grim they
crouched there, staring downward
through the telescopic sights at their
objective as the huge plane tilted
slowly into diving position.

Lying on the floor, bound and help-
less, Van Loan was able to visualize
the scene with startling clarity.

They were diving now, not too
swiftly for perfect aim, with the
powerful ship under perfect control.
Wind screamed through the braces
and struts outside, ceaseless vibra-
tion shook the floor upon which Van
rested.

There was the sudden crush of in-
ertia as Number One skilfully lev-
eled out of the dive, and at that pre-
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cise instant two of the men tripped
their bomb releases.

The pilot was slamming the nose
upward, gunning the motors des-
perately when booming explosions
sounded  simultaneously  beneath
them. The men shouted exultantly,
patting each other on the back, and
Van Loan knew they had scored di-
rect hits on their first target.

The ship was climbing swiftly,
then dipping the right wing and cir-
cling for position with consummate
skill.

Again there ensued that tense pe-
riod of waiting, the screaming dive,
much shorter in duration this time;
again the flattening out and the si-
multaneous jerk of bomb releases.
Then they were away, leaving the
booming explosions behind them, and
Van could envision the indescribable
chaos following in their wake.

The crew was at ease, now, laugh-
ing and joking over their success,
lighting cigarettes and testing their
parachute straps for the getaway.

The plane was winging southeast-
ward into Mexico, climbing swiftly

89

for enough altitude for easy para-
chute jumping.

UMBER ONE'S voice crackled
back from the pilots’ compart-
ment.

“Spill a couple of five gallon cans
of gasoline back there and prepare
to bail out. Two at a time when |
give the word. We're almost over the
boss’ plane.”

Swiftly they rolled out two cans of
gasoline and sloshed the volatile fluid
over the interior of the plane, jeering
at Van as some of the liquid soaked
into his clothing, assuring him it was
no harder to die by fire than in the
crash that would result when the
bomb-laden plane struck the ground
from this altitude.

Then Number One set her nose
downward and left the controls.

“Over the side,” he panted, trot-
ting back. “First pair count twenty,
the next, fifteen, and the next pair
count ten before pulling the rip-
cords.”

He bent over Van's prostrate body
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with malignantly glowing eyes as the
men began bailing out in pairs.

“I'm sorry it must all be so sud-
den, Phantom. But life is very sweet
to me and | cannot delay my de-
parture.”

The last of the crew had plunged
out of open doors, and he turned from
Van Loan, stood poised on the thres-
hold for a moment, then dropped a
lighted match behind him and fol-
lowed the men into thin air.

Gasoline flames blazed high behind
him, fanned by the fierce draft
through open doors. Gritting his
teeth, Van struggled to his feet and
lurched to the other door, looking
down upon the seven escaping men
hurtling downward.

As he watched, the first pair pulled
their rip-cords and a mushroom
growth of cloth blossomed up behind
them. But only for an instant, then
the parachutes seemed to rip asunder
and the men plunged on, their prog-
ress scarcely checked.

Watching in horrified fascination,
Van Loan saw the same drama re-
peated by the second pair, the third
—then by Number One himself. Each
parachute split as soon as it opened
and the seven helpless bodies went
crashing downward to their death.

He understood, now. In this final
test the boss had proved himself ut-
terly ruthless and resourceful. Even
as the gasoline flames licked at his
clothing, enveloped him, Van Loan
was recalling those fateful words of
Number One reassuring the crew:
“Early this morning he brought
seven new parachutes. . . .”

Yes, the boss had taken care of
every possible contingency. He had
left nothing to chance. With diaboli-
cal cleverness he had furnished the
trusting seven with ripped para-
chutes which would send them to
their deaths when they believed they
were joining him in escape.

Now, there was only one man in all
the world left alive who could pos-
sibly spoil the boss’ plans. And that

man was the Phantom, trapped in a
ship that was a blazing inferno of
fire, twisting downward in a terrific
dive and loaded with two bombs that
would explode when it struck.

CHAPTER XIX
Forgetful Flyer

(ARTH rushed wup-
ward in dizzying-
circles as the huge
bomber careened
downward, hope-
lessly out of con-
trol, blazing a crim-
son trail of fire
through the sky.

Flames seared

the Phantom’s back

as he hung there in the open door-

way, staring downward. His own

gasoline-soaked clothing was afire

and with his hands bound behind him

he was powerless to beat the flames
back.

For a split-second that was like an
eternity he hesitated, then with his
face set in a grim mask of despera-
tion he plunged out from the flaming
ship into space. His bound hands
fumbled at the wide leather belt as
he catapulted clear. Desperately, his
finger's burrowed under the tail of his
flannel shirt, jerked it out so it
whipped high in the wind made by
his descent which was so swift that
the flames licking at his clothing
were immediately whisked out. Had
his speed been any less great the
flames would only have been whipped
to more furious fire.

Twisting and turning in space
thousands of feet in the air, the
breath was jerked from his lungs and
blood pounded in his head but he
clung grimly to the last remnants of
consciousness while his fingers fum-
bled with the small flat packet at-
tached to the webbed belt beneath his
shirt.

A tiny metal ring protruded from
one end. A desperate jerk ripped the



THE PHANTOM AND THE UNIFORMED KILLERS 91

packet open, and the wind caught
and whipped out the tight folds of a
parachute made of the thinnest oiled
silk, a fabric of tremendous strength,
but so gauzelike that a full-size para-
chute could be folded into the tiny
packet fastened to his belt.

As it bellied out above Van Loan's
head like a tremendous umbrella his
descent was abruptly checked by the
wide webbed belt, crushing him for a
moment so that it felt as though he
would be cut in two by the pressure.
Then, suddenly, he was drifting eas-
ily, floating downward as safely as
any parachute jumper ever descended
beneath an ordinary bulky 'chute.

Beneath him, he heard the terrific
detonation of the falling plane and its
cargo of bombs exploding as it struck,
and fervently gave thanks for the
long hours spent in his Bronx lab-
oratory perfecting the tiny parachute
against just such a time as this. And
he smiled to himself as he recalled
Frank Havens' sarcastic allusions to
his penchant for preparedness. Once
more, it had paid dividends by sav-
ing the Phantom’s life.

egotiating the 'chute as an
N experienced parachute jumper
does to make a spot landing, he
drifted downward, eddied by wind
currents, his eyes searching the ter-
rain beneath and seeing atremendous
crater some sixty feet in diameter
where the bomb-laden plane had
struck.

Dotting the hillside behind this
point were seven tiny specks which
finally resolved themselves into the
crushed bodies of the ill-fated gang
members who had trusted their lives
to parachutes sabotaged by their
leader. And not more than a quarter
of a mile away, hot afternoon sun-
light glinted on the spread wings of
the airplane which had decoyed them
to their death.

As Van Loan maneuvered himself
toward the ground near the seven
dead bodies he kept wondering why

the pilot of the other plane did not
hurry and take off now that his pur-
pose was accomplished.

UMBER ONE had expressly
stated that the boss would be
piloting the ship himself. Didn't the
man see the Phantom drifting down
safely? Didn’t he realize his plan had
gone awry and the greatest menace to
his safety was descending inexorably?
Evidently not, for the airplane did
not move, and no one came hurrying
from it to intercept Van Loan as he
landed near one of the crumpled
bodies.

Exultation surged through Van
Loan as he unsnapped the collapsed
parachute from his belt and stumbled
across to the crushed body of one of
the mechanics. The man had a pair of
wire-cutting pliers in his hip pocket
and it was but the work of moments
to get hold of them and manage to
snip the wires binding his wrists be-
hind him.

He straightened up, flexing the
numbed fingers of his hands, darted
a glance over his shoulder at the
plane. It remained unmoving but he
could now see the figure of a man
climbing down from the cockpit and
hurrying around to the engine.

Motor trouble, he thought swiftly.
This was the sort of break that is
bound to come once in every case if
one perseveres and believes strongly
enough in the rightness of one’s
cause.

But Van was still unarmed, in no
condition to attack a desperate crim-
inal single-handed.

He sprinted up the hillside to the
obese body of Number One, knelt and
found his own automatic in the dead
man’s hip pocket, then trotted swiftly
toward the plane with the weapon
held purposefully ready.

As he neared the plane he saw
clearly that the pilot was leaning
over the engine, working desperately
at something that seemed to be
wrong. The man seemed unaware of
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his presence, working with his back
turned until Van stopped close be-
hind him with leveled pistol.

“The jig is up, Boss,” he called
softly.

The man’s head jerked around and
Van Loan was looking into the hag-
gard white face of David Wells. His
hair was disheveled and his face,
streaked with sweat and grease, was
showing complete and utter amaze-
ment when he saw' Van Loan holding
a gun on him.

“Who—who are you?” he stam-
mered. “How did you—get up in that
bomber? How—how did you get
down? | saw the others falling—"

“They fell all right,” Van said
grimly. “I would have too if it hadn’t
been for a hint | received that |
might be called upon to pilot a plane.
But that's of no importance. What
are you doing here? | happen to
know you, w'hether you know me or
not.”

ELLS shook his head and ap-
peared to be bewildered.

“1 don’t knowr. I—I1 just seemed to
suddenly come to and | found myself
sitting there in the cockpit of my
plane.” He ended plaintively. “Do
you have to point that gun at me?”

“Back up here toward me while |
search you,” Van ordered. “I'm not
taking any chances—not with men
who go to sleep and w'ake up sitting
in a plane in Mexico under these cir-
cumstances.”

“I'm not armed,” David Wells as-
sured him. He backed up to Van and
submitted to a thorough search.
“And | didn't say | just went to sleep
and w'oke up here. I—1 think | got a
blow' on the head somehow'. It aches
terrifically. Things are—all sort of
hazy and unreal since | went to sea a
man named Pearson at his hotel.”

“l1 think perhaps I'll be able to
dear them all up for you,” Van Loan
promised him grimly after he satis-
fied himself the aviator was not
armed. “And if you must know who

I am, they call me the Phantom.”

Wells almost dropped. “But—but,”
he stammered. “You can't be the
Phantom. He— Mr. Mercer—the
Phantom, he doesn’'t look like you!”

“Never mind that now!” snapped
Van. “I'm the Phantom, believe it or
not, and there are many things I
know that would surprise you. The
first thing now, though, is to get back
to El Paso. Will that plane fly?”

He holstered his gun and stepped
toward the squatty monoplane.

“It’s just a clogged gas line,” Wells
told him with chattering teeth. He
leaned over the motor nervously. “I
had just discovered the trouble w'hen
you sheaked up and poked that pistol
in my ribs. It was quite a shock.”

“l don't doubt that,” Van agreed
dryly. He went toward the cockpit.
“1f you've got any bandages I'll apply
a little first aid to my w'rists.”

“There’s a kit in the tool compart-
ment.” Wells seemed to be regaining
his composure as he worked busily.
“I'm certainly anxious to have you
tell me w'hat's been going on, Phan-
tom. It's hellish to lose a couple of
hours out of your life and not know
what's happened.”

Van agreed that it must be quite a
strain. Both were silent while he
dabbed salve on his cut wrists and
then w'ound bandages around them.

Wells came around as he was fin-
ishing. He flushed when he saw
Van'’s fingers creep up near the butt
of his pistol.

“l don’t blame you,” he said hast-
ily. “l know things must look bad
to you but you can't possibly have
any real evidence against me.”

Van realized that the man’s assur-
ance could spring from either inno-
cence or from the knowledge that he
had done his work well and that not
a single living person remained who
could testify against him.

“Get in,” Van said gruffly. “I'll
fly this ship back to ElI Paso. And
don’'t get the idea | can’t handle the
controls and shoot at the same time.”
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David Wells slid in beside him
nimbly, and the repaired motor
started at once. Van did not waste
any time with fancy flying. He lifted
the ship in a screeching arc and lev-
eled off at five hundred feet, flew a
direct route to the Rio Grande and
then followed a winding course above
the river toward El Paso.

A pall of smoke hung low in the
afternoon air as they neared the city.
Dropping lower and leaning over the
side, Van could clearly make out the
smoking ruins of what had once been
a huge American warehouse and a
Mexican cantina. Fire apparatus was
at each scene of ruin, and workmen
were busily searching through the
debris for possible survivors.

Swooping upward out of the smoke,
Van heard a gasp from his compan-
ion's lips. “lI don't—understand,”
Wells faltered.

Van Loan did not reply. His face
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was set in an expressionless mask.

Ho turned over the city, curtly
asking Wells for directions to his fly-
ing field, and five minutes later was
setting the monoplane down in a
three-point landing on a small iso-
lated field on the outskirts of El Paso.

“Is that your ear?” Van pointed
to a small sedan parked by the han-
gar as they got out.

“No,” Wells denied. Then, petu-
lantly: “I've told you | don't know
how | got out here from the hotel,
nor how | got over into Mexico in
my plane. Someone must have—
taken me.”

“They were kind enough to leave
their keys in their car,” Van said as
he looked at the ignition lock. “Hop
in and we’ll take a ride to Police
Headquarters. Convenient loss of
memory,” he added slowly, “is apt to
be looked upon with suspicion by

(Continued on page 102)
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body badly riddled by bullets. . . .

Rafferty sighed and tried to think
of a prayer, but he couldn’'t remem-
ber any. For the moment he could
remember only that with Ed gone and
Mary dead, Johnny alone was left to
him.

His fingers, that were always grim
and sure, fumbled with the buttons
on his uniform coat. They stiffened
when they felt the outline of the en-
velope in the inside pocket. Healy’s
envelope. The dam burst then and
Rafferty’s mind was flooded with
curious memories.

“All ready, Cap?” Stefanic called
from the door.

They went down the hall, their
footsteps heavy with the weight of
their big, strong bodies. Pete Coch-
ran had the Buick waiting at the
curb.

It was October, but the street
looked warm and sultry. The wind
smelled of rain, and above the canyon
of sleepy buildings, above the glow
of sleepy yellow lights, the sky was
dark, frowning. Lightning played
across it in the distance.

“St. Luke’s, Pete,” Stefanic said.
“Make it fast.”

Pete slid behind the wheel. The
car began to roll almost instantly.
The siren wound up, screamed its
warning.

Rafferty sat, leaning forward,
with his hands on his knees. He
was in his fifties, his face lean, hard,
in the dusklike gray chiseled stone.
He had gray-blue eyes, staring now
at young Pete Cochran’s neck. Pete,
from the back, looked like Johnny.
Rafferty wondered if Mary were with
him now, here in the car in spirit,
terrified as he was terrified. He
seemed to hear again what she had
said the night Johnny announced
that he was going to be a policeman.

Mary, with Irish laughter on her
full lips and in her blue eyes—and
with fear in her heart.

“It’s the nights when you're away,
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Jim,” she'd whispered in the begin-
ning. “Jim, find something else,
some other work to do. Please.”

E'D laughed at her. He was big
and strong, and the cops had
got into his blood. He'd liked the
feel of the gun at his hip, and the
power. The threat of adventure—
yes, and even of death. He'd been
young then, a man in the making.
And proud when the boys were
born.

Ed first, with Mary's eyes and
laughing lips. Ed who had the
breath of blarney in him.

“The suckers become cops,” Ed
liked to say, perhaps because he be-
lieved it, perhaps to see the fire in
his father’'s eyes. For by that time
Jim Rafferty had gone up. A ser-
geant. A grim, tight-lipped and
craggy mountain of a man, with the
law his religion, his life.

It wasn’'t any wonder that Johnny
was his favorite. Johnny played cops
as a kid. Each evening, Johnny
crawled on his knee and demanded
tales of that day’s events. Tall tales
of policemen who never failed.
Johnny hadn’t wanted to go out into
the world, like Ed. His decision to
join the force had gladdened Raf-
ferty’s heart. But that was the night
Mary sobbed, the night she'd said:

“Jim, there’ll come a time when
you'll wish to God you’d never been
a cop.”

The car took another corner and
Rafferty swayed with it, flinching.
Abruptly, he took the envelope from

his uniform pocket, stared at it.
Healy's envelope.

“Look, Jim,” Healy had said,
“you’re getting up in years. You

don’t want to go on jumping at the
bell forever. It's time you let up,
took things easy, made some real
money. Jim, with your reputation
it's a natural! Rafferty and Healy,
Investigations. You'll have a desk
and a business. Let younger men
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run the risks—we’ll use our brains!

“Look, Jim, I know it's hard for
an old war horse to call it quits. I've
fixed up your resignation. All you've
got to do is sign it.”

“Main entrance, Captain?” Pete
called from the front seat. St. Luke’s
was just ahead.

Rafferty walked ahead, Ilong
strides that were anxious despite the
tightness of his lips. He was silent
going up the elevator, and then down
the hall.

“Not too long, Captain,” the nurse

cautioned. Stephanie remained in
the hall. Rafferty went inside the
room.

Johnny ... A lean, handsome face,
white now. Black hair, lying damply
across his forehead. Hands that were
strong and clenched. Rafferty cleared
his throat to break the tightness.
He caught his breath when Johnny
opened his eyes and grinned.

“Hi, Dad,” Johnny greeted.

“Maybe you shouldn’'t talk.”

“Funny, | want to talk. The nurse
told me morphine does that to some
people. The Irish, eh Dad?”

AFFERTY pulled up a chair, sat

down. He wanted to kneel beside
the bed, tell Johnny that he'd gone
through hell on the ride out. He
wanted to show Johnny how grateful
he was to find him alive. He stared
at the bed, quiet for several mo-
ments.

“Is it bad?” Rafferty asked.

“The pain? Not so much, not after
the hypo.”

“1 mean what did the doc say?”

“1 got a hole through me, some-
where low down. [I'll be all right.”

Rafferty wished he had seen the
doctor first, to be sure.

“l ought to get a citation, don't
you think?” Johnny "went on in a
slow, whispered voice. “Maybe when
promotions go through—" He winced,
grinned again. “Dad, | was lucky.”

Rafferty nodded soberly.

“l saw this car parked, with a
guy sitting in it. It was a cheap, old
car and that kind is never parked
up on the north end of my beat. So
I went on, to the corner, like noth-
ing was wrong. But | cut back—
the alley—to make certain.”

He stopped, closed his eyes. Raf-
ferty’s hand shot out nervously,
reached for Johnny's wrist, the
pulse. The beat was slow, even,
though not very strong.

“Dad, you're here yet?”

“I'm here, Johnny.”

“The—the car was still across the
street. All of a sudden | heard the
window going up. It was from the
Waverly house. You—you knowr the
Waverlys? Money, jewels.”

“Shouldn’t you sleep now, son?”
Rafferty said softly.

“Tsk, tsk, Dad,” Johnny said. “I'm
telling you a story, the way you
used to tell me stories of the swell
things you did. Remember ?”

Remember! Rafferty’s heart gave
a quick eager leap. But Ed had gone
away, and Mary had gone away too.
And now, here was Johnny. . . .

“Dad, | caught the guy there in
the dark. He—he got me first, but
I kept right on pulling the trigger.”

“You did fine, son,” Rafferty said.
His eyes were stinging. He brushed
them, swore softly. “But you've got
to go to sleep.”

“Okay, if you say so,
It—it's great to be a cop!”

There was a smile on”™Johnny’s lips.
It remained even after he fell asleep.
Rafferty sat at the bedside, five, ten
minutes. The door opened finally and
the nurse returned.

“He's going to be all right, Cap-
tain,” she said.

“He’s my son,” Rafferty said, nod-
ding gravely. He began to feel proud.
He began to realize that this was but
the beginning. Johnny was his kind
of cop. There’d be adventures and
threats of death, because Johnny was
walking in his father’s footsteps.

Captain.
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He wished he could go out, and
slap Stefanic on the back, and say:

“Come on, Steve, let's go down and
have a drink. Let's celebrate!”

But of course he couldn’'t do that.
Stefanic would think the man who
never unbent had gone insane. So
he just looked at Johnny, happy.
And still there was Mary in his
thoughts, in the background, Mary
sobbing and looking alarmed.

TEFANIC was waiting in the hall.
“They got the other guy in the
room just opposite. Captain. | went
in to look him over. Damn fool—
The boys found his record right in
his clothes. Name’s Lawson, and he
did a stretch in Utah pen. You'll
want to see him, won't you?”

Rafferty growled deep in his
throat. He told Stefanic to phone
through an order for a guard at
Lawson’s bedside; to wait, then, for
him downstairs. He crossed the hall
and opened the door.

The man on the bed was young,
with a thin pale face. His nostrils
were distended, as though fighting
for air. He opened blue eyes that
looked long into Rafferty’s and then
jeeringly at him.

“So | rate a captain?”

Rafferty remained by the door.

“Aren’'t you going to come in?
And sit down—and ask me why I
did it?” Lawson couldn't go on,
coughed. Red froth came to his lips.
He spat it into an enameled pan
lying beside the pillow; lay back
panting. “Don’'t you—you want a
confession, Captain?”

“You're not able to talk,” Rafferty
said heavily.

“What have | got to lose? Did I—
did | kill him?”

Rafferty shook his head. He didn't
know what to say suddenly. He
moved toward the bed and sat down
without meaning to.

“Funny,” Lawson said. “l always
wanted to make monkeys out of cops,

and now I'm worried about this one!
You got—you found my identifica-
tion papers, didn't you?”

Rafferty nodded.

“That's good. Even a crook don't
want to go out without— without
anybody knowing his name. That's
why | carried the papers. Sort of a
phobia, 1 guess.”

There was a long silence. Lawson
stirred restlessly.

“You're a funny one, Captain,” he
said. “lI figured you'd come in here
and cuss me. That's what | always
expected of cops. Hard, like stone.
One side to everything, my-way-or-
else stuff. Never see into a guy’'s
heart. |—but damn it, you don't
know what I'm talking about.”

“l think 1 know,” Rafferty an-
swered slowly.

“Yeah? You don't know how a
guy can get sick of cops, so sick he—
Let's skip it. You'd better scram.”

Rafferty didn’t move.

“Do | have to die looking at cops,
too?”

“Ed,” Rafferty said huskily, “don’t
you want to know me?”

The silence was electrified.

“Ed?” Lawson husked. He drew
in a long, whistling breath. It ended
in a sob. “You fool, you fool! Why
didn't you let me go out alone? |
couldn’t help it. I tell you. 1 got to
hating what made you so damned
stiff and sure. | did things to even
up. Only, Dad, I couldn't kill a cop.”

He paused, then went on.

“When this fellow flushed me |
shot without even thinking. | had him
cold. I could have put a slug right
into his heart, but I—1 wasn't bigger
than the Law. I'm the sucker, not
the cop. Like a sap | stood there,
scared, and let him drill me.” He
coughed again. The pan filled with
blood. His eyes turned glassy.
“Dad—you won't tell Mom?”

Rafferty tried twice before the
words came. "She’ll never know.”

One hand reached out, and Raf-
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ferty touched, grasped it. “Oh Dad,
why didn’t | know you sooner?” The
hand stiffened and was still.

Rafferty got up. For the second
time this night there were tears in
his eyes. For the second time he
cursed them. He didn't know what
to do. The horror of what had hap-
pened, of what he had unwittingly
caused to happen, wouldn’'t let him
think. He could only stand there,
and run his fingers over Ed’s face.

A swish of starched skirts came
into the room, moved up to his side.

“He’s dead,” Rafferty said.

He fled into the hall. The hall came
to a stairway. He turned into the
stairway, and suddenly Mary’s words
drummed through his head.

“There’ll come a time when you'll
wish to God you’d never been a cop.”

That time was here, and Rafferty
wiped the sweat from his forehead.
For the moment he hated the uni-
form he wore, for what the uniform
had done to him and his wife and

his sons. And then all around him,
the walls, the little windows at each
landing, was Johnny, grinning from
the white bed. Johnny would always
follow, saying:

“It's great to be a cop!”

His feet resounded with these
things. Mary’s words and Johnny's.
He reached the bottom of the stairs,
paused momentarily, dazed. Uncon-
sciously, his hand reached into his
uniform pocket for Healy's letter.
He stared at the letter, comprehend-
ing, cold and tense. It was a key to
the pattern of Johnny's future, as
well as his own.

There was a mail box just outside
the door. Pete Cochran and Stefanic
were waiting in the Buick, a few
steps farther on. There were two
roads here—the new and the old.
Rafferty took a deep breath.

He tore the envelope into tiny bits,
let them fall from his fingers and
disappear in the wind. He walked
stiffly to the car.
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There was a faintly ironical expres-
sion on his big face. He knew that
the men in gray were delivering
packages of unset gems to some of
the manufacturing jewelers in the
building, packages that were heavily
insured, but he felt that the cau-
tious attitude of the two men was

overdone.
The two mail-carriers stepped
into one of the elevators, already

half filled with passengers, the
starter nodded and the door of the
car slid shut. Sloan sighed. He
hated a routine job like this. He
wanted to get into action.

Sloan had been detailed to keep
watch on this building today, as it
was Friday and payday for a number
of the firms established there.

His eyes suddenly sharpened. Two
men had strolled into the lobby. One
of them was rat-faced and furtive
looking, the other big and tough.

"Slinky Gray and ‘Beef’ Tilson,”
muttered Sloan softly. “Now, what
do they want here?”

The two men were a couple of
cheap crooks. What business did
they have nosing around this build-
ing on payday? Payrolls was not
their racket. To his surprise Tilson
saw him, said something to his com-
panion in a low tone, and came
aggressively toward him. But what
Tilson said surprised him even more.

"So this is where you do your
loafin’, en? Might know that a yel-

low—" The big man launched into
vile invective.
"Why, you—" Sloan caught Til-

son’s right arm with his left hand,
his right fist drawn back to strike.
"Shut up before 1 kill you!”

It was a day of shocks and sur-
prises. At that instant the lights in
the lobby went out, plunging the
corridor into darkness. Sloan felt
Tilson jerk away from him. There
was a flash of flame and the deep
roar of a .45, the thud of a falling
body. A woman’s scream rose eerily.
A siren alarm began wailing.

THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

DREW his gun. He was
tanding with the weapon in his

nd when the electric lights came

on again. People, seeing the drawn
gun, drew back from him in horror.
Beef Tilson was sprawled out on
the marble floor of the lobby, big
and grotesque in death.

“He Kkilled him, he did it!” A
thin-faced, middle-aged woman cried
out hysterically, pointing a shaking
finger at Sloan. "We heard him say
shut up or I'll kill you.”

"That’s right, he did it!” shouted
a man. “We heard him,”

"Be quiet, all of you. This man
is a detective.” It was the elevator
starter who spoke. He stepped for-
ward, a husky man dressed in a
gray linen coat. He acted not only
as starter but as guard for the
building. "All of you stay where
you are.”

Sloan realized that the entrance
doors of the building had been auto-
matically locked as soon as the
alarm went off. He knew that on
the outside the police were arriving
from all directions. Suddenly Mar-
tin, the starter, uttered a surprised
curse and began to beat at the right
hand pocket of his gray coat—it had
burst into flame.

"How the hell did that happen!”
he exclaimed when he had succeeded
in beating out the fire.

But Sloan was looking for Slinky
Gras?-. The rat-faced man had disap-
peared.

Martin went to the entrance doors
around the corner in the L-shaped
lobby and let tire police into the
building.

The elevators were again running.
One of the cars reached the ground
floor and the door opened.

“Robbery up on the fifth floor,”
announced the elevator operator.
"They got the payroll of the Bankley
Advertising Agency—ten grand.”

Passengers stepped out of the ele-
vator. Three of them were fright-
ened office workers who had hap-
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pened to be leaving the building at
the time the excitement started. Be-
hind them came the two men from
the post office department.

“That's sure a relief,” said one
of them, stopping close to where
Sloan was now talking to the police.
“We managed to deliver the pack-
ages we had to the addressers before
those guys robbed us.”

“No nixies then?” asked Sloan,

“No, not a one,” said the man
in gray. “They was all insured.”

“Keep everybody in the building,”
said Sloan to the lieutenant in
charge, “I've got a hunch.”

“All right,” said the lieutenant,
“but make it fast.”

Sloan nodded, and glanced around
looking for the elevator starter.
Martin wasn't in sight.

“Where’'s Martin?” Sloan asked
the elevator operator who was
gaping at the body of Tilson.

“Went back to the fusebox for
the lights on this floor,” answered
the operator. “Who killed this bird?”

“A guy he trusted!” said Sloan.

WENT back and opened the
oor leading to the exit stairs.
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He looked at the men surrounding
lim and found that Martin, the
starter, was an interested listener.

“Look in the bag that mailman
is carrying and see what you find,”
went on Sloan.

A policeman opened the bag, drew
out a wad of money and two black
slickers.

“Just what | thought. There’s the
payroll—but there was one man who
planned the whole thing. One man
who got these two gunmen to pose
as mail carriers and who got Tilson
and Gray to come in here where I
could see them. Tilson had been
ordered to pick a fight with me, but
he didn't know it would mean his
death.”

“Is that man here now?”
the lieutenant.

“Yes,” said Sloan, and pointed to
Martin.

“Here is your man. He was stand-
ing back near the main switch
for the lobby lights. When' Tilson
tried to pick a fight with me, Martin
switched off the lights. He shot
Tilson in the dark, stuck his gun
back into the side pocket of his coat
and turned the lights on again. The

asked

here was a crumpled figure lyingiuzzle of the gun was hot and set

on the steps. It was Slinky Gray,
and he was dead, choked to death.

“That's all 1| wanted to know,”
said Sloan, turning to the policeman
who had followed him back to the
stairs. “Arrest those two mail car-
riers—they’'re the one’s who stole
the Bankley payroll!"

“But the guys who done that had
on masks and black rubber slickers,”
Baid the elevator operator. “They
didn’'t look like mail-carriers.”

“Or act like it either, even when
they were supposed to be,” said
Sloan. “Anybody connected with the
post office knows that a package is
delivered to the addressee, and that
the addresser is the sender—and
that nixies are letters that are not
delivered because of lack of com-
plete address.

fire to a package of matches in his
pocket—that's what first tipped me
off. Martin used to be in the jew-
elry business—he was the one man
who knew the whole setup around
here and in the other buildings
along this street.”

“The dirty doublecrosser,” snarled
one of the pretended mail-carriers.
“He was beefing on having to split
five ways on the last job we pulled,
so this time he bumps off Tilson
and tries to make it look like the
detective here done it.”

“Yes,” said Sloan. “And Gray
must have been close enough to Mar-
tin to know he was the one who
fired the shot, so the elevator starter
had to kill him to keep him quiet.
This is one time when | had murder
brought to me special delivery I’
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judges and juries. If someone doesn’t
substantiate your story I'm afraid
you're going to find yourself in the
middle of a very tough spot.”

David Wells relaxed glumly as Van
drove in to the city. He darted a
frightened glance at Van’'s grim face
from time to time, but said nothing.

Van stopped at Police Headquar-
ters and got out briskly. He took a
firm grip on Wells’ arm and led him
in to Chief Grainger’s private office,
pushing the door open without knock-
ing. The chief was bellowing into a
telephone, red-faced and perspiring.
He dropped the phone and glowered
at the two intruders.

“Get out! What do you mean by
coming in without knocking? Can't
you see I'm busy?”

Another phone birred and he
snatched it up, still glaring and mak-
ing offensive noises. Van smiled and
reached into his watch-pocket. When
he held his open palm under the
chief’'s nose, a tiny platinum and dia-
mond badge in the form of a domino
mask blinked up into the astonished
chief’s eyes.

He swallowed what he was saying
in a gurgle of astonishment.

“What is this?” he roared. “You
—you can't be the Phantom. Man
alive, he’s dead! | saw him with my
own eyes. |—I—"

“Nonetheless,” stated Van Loan
affably, “1 am the Phantom, though
I've been much closer to death since
I talked with you here this morning
than you will ever know. The man
you think is the Phantom is a hoax,
pure and simple. | should know for
I worked hard enough making that
corpse up to look like me.”

“Good God! That corpse. 1'd for-
gotten about—"
“Never mind that,” said Van

briskly. He nodded toward David
Wells. “1 want this man detained—
put under medical care. He’s suffer-
ing from shock and loss of memory.”

The chief looked closely at Wells
for the first time since the Phan-
tom had entered with him. He gave
a start. “But that's—isn’'t that the
young man who came to the hotel
last night?” he exclaimed. “Wells?
The one who—"

“It's David Wells, all right,” Van
Loan put in swiftly before Chief
Grainger could mention the finger-
prints and Pearson’'s murder. “I'll
tell you about it after he's taken
away,” he said significantly.

The chief nodded and pressed but-
tons. Men came and led Wells away.
When they were alone, Chief Grain-
ger groaned:

“This is a horrible business, Phan-
tom. That infernal bomber—right in
broad daylight! It looks as though
you were right about the warehouse
and the Mexican cantina. But what
have we got left? Not a shred of evi-
dence. Every particle of evidence
destroyed!”

Van Loan nodded, his eyes bright.
“The man behind it all has been
fiendishly clever,” he admitted. “But
you're forgetting Miss Mathews
whom 1 rescued last night. Has she
recovered from her drugged stupor?”

“Not yet. | had a bulletin on her
condition a few minutes ago. She's
showing signs of recovery. Another
hour will do it, the doctors think.”

“I'm sure she’ll have important in-
formation. But even without her, |
believe 1 can point out your man,
Chief. There’'s no use waiting for
Miss Mathews. She can only verify
what | already know. | wish you'd
gather up all the persons who were in
Mr. Havens’ suite when | arrived last
night. We'll have to do without Leroy
Pearson, but bring David Wells, and
pick up a man named Jerrold. He's
resident manager for Crowley, and
was Miss Mathews' immediate su-
perior. I'll meet with all of you in
Havens’' hotel suite in half an hour
if it's convenient.”
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The chief agreed to his suggestion
with a nod. “It's your party, Phan-
tom. | confess I'm wholly at sea to
understand what was behind it all.”

Van Loan got up. “Give me half
an hour, Chief. There's one other
thing | have to check at Miss
Mathews’ apartment before | can be
absolutely sure I'm right.”

CHAPTER XX

The Phantom Explains

UST as they had once

J before, the same
group of men—ex-

cept for one miss-
ing—were gathered
in Frank Havens’

hotel suite to meet

\S kH S with the Phantom.
‘ar I11B Chief Grainger and
W=* General Arthur,

heads of the police
and military forces of the area; Un-
der-secretary of State Marvin Hy-
slop and General Miguel Martino,
American and Mexican diplomatic
representatives; and George Crowley
and Emanuel Zardoff, importer and
ship-owner, representing big business
at the conference.

Of the group -who had been gath-
ered to meet the Phantom eighteen
hours previously, only Leroy Pear-
son’s seat was vacant and his ab-
sence was doubly made up for by the
presence of David Wells and Jerrold.

The tension that had been so no-
ticeable the previous midnight was
lacking. It had been succeeded by an
attitude of grimness, a deep atmos-
phere of solemnity which held the
gathering in hushed silence as the
Phantom arose to address them, still
wearing the rough Western garb and
disguise of Steve Russell.

“I'm sure you all know why you
have been called here this afternoon,”
Van Loan began quietly. “Last night
you men entrusted to me a certain

XContinued on page 104)
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(Continued from page 103)
job which | have not yet satisfactor-
ily completed. | believe I can promise
you the desired result before we leave
this room, if you will kindly bear
with me.

“First, 1 wish to state bluntly that
I am convinced that one man in this
room is the foulest criminal unhung.
A murderous monster in whose
warped mind was conceived one of
the most amazing coups of modern
times. A man who not only cold-
bloodedly ordered the deaths of hun-
dreds of innocent victims, but who
also did not hesitate to pronounce the
death sentence upon his own loyal
followers to save his own life. That
man sits among us, and it is my in-
tention to unmask him this after-
noon.”

He paused dispassionately while
each man darted furtive glances of
distrust at his neighbor.

“This man,” Van Loan continued,
“was known to the rank and file of
his band only as the ‘Boss.” He re-
mained in the background and paid
others to carry out his plans. Those
who died this afternoon were merely
pawns in his game.

“I’'m going to take time to recapitu-
late a bit. 1 hope to be able to build
up a theory of guilt which will fit only
one among you, which will fit that
one so perfectly that there will be no
doubt in any man’s mind as to his
identity. | admit my accusation will
be based merely on my own deduc-
tions and circumstantial evidence.
However, there is one living witness
who will be able either to prove or
disprove my theory as soon as she is
able to tell her story. | mean Miss
Mathews, of course.”

David Wells was sitting directly in
front of Van, by the side of Chief
Grainger. He started nervously and
his eyes burned up into Van's at men-
tion of his fiancee’s name.

“Miss Mathews,” the Phantom
went on, “was kidnaped from her
apartment because she had inadver-
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tently come into possession of infor-
mation dangerous to the boss. She
was prepared to divulge that infor-
mation when she was seized and spir-
ited away to an underground cham-
ber. She pluckily seized her chance
to leave a clue to the identity of her
abductors behind her. 1 was lucky
enough to realize what it meant and
make use of it.”

Van Loan paused. From the ex-
pressions on the faces before him
it was plain to see that they knew it
had not been mere luck that led him
to the clue and caused him to grasp
the significance of it at once.

“When 1 analyzed the situation
confronting me last night, | realized
at once that the new trade treaty be-
tween the United States and Mexico
must be the crux of the affair. Every-
thing pointed to a man who was des-
perately determined that the treaty
should not go through. There was no
other logical motivation for the hor-
rible events of yesterday afternoon.

“On the other hand, the very na-
ture of the crimes indicated not only
the most careful planning before-
hand, but also the existence of a
super - organization of desperate
criminals, smoothly coordinated and
backed by almost unlimited finances.
It was not a hurriedly conceived plan,
and could not possibly have been suc-
cessfully put into operation by men
selected in haste and at random.

“All of this gave me reason to be-
lieve such a gang must have been in
operation here for some time, with
each member drilled to do his duty
with military precision and with un-
guestioning obedience to orders.”

General Arthur bristled under the
impact of the Phantom’s concise sum-
ming up of the situation. He started
to protest, but Van Loan stopped him.

“From the lips of a man who was
betrayed to his death this afternoon
by the boss whom he foolishly trusted,
I learned the secret dual purpose of
this plot. The man of whom | speak

{Continued on page 106)
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Be Healthier, Happier —1
Live Longer

When you can get for 35 cents a safe, efficient
and harmless stimulant and diuretic that should
flush from your kidneys the waste matter, poi-
sons and acid that are now doing you harm, why
continue to break your restful sleep by getting
up through the night?

Don’'t be an EASY MARK and accept a sub-
stitute—Ask for Gold Medal Haarlem Qil Cap-
sules— right from Haarlem in Holland, GET
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bladder may be backache, puffy eyes, shifting
pains, burning or scanty passage. Don't accept
a substitute.
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LEARN to DRAW at HOME in YOUR SPARE TIME!
Trained Artists aro capable of earning $30, $50, $75
a week. Our practical, spare-time training makes it
fun to learn COMMERCIAL ART. ILLUSTRATING
and CARTOONING all in one course. No previous
training necessary. Write today for details in free book,
"Art for Pleasure & Profit." State age.
STUDIO 665-P. WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF
If 15— 15th ST., N. W.. WASHINGTON, D
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J555SHH. H. Bromley, of Shelburne, Vt.,
writes: “I suffered for 10 years with

(Continued from page 105)
was known only as Number One by
his associates, agent of a foreign
power that has long been anxious to
obtain trade concessions with Mexico
and cause a rift between our two
friendly governments.

“From a Juarez cantina which
served as a mask for his operations,
he plotted the coup with a man who
had a personal profit motive of his
own. Working together toward the
same end, they pooled their interests
and brought about the horrible re-
sults of yesterday which the whole
world knows.

“This Number One,” went on Van
Loan strongly, “was merely a dupe
for the boss. Today, faced with the
knowledge that the Phantom was
closing in, fearful that Miss Mathews
had been removed to a place of safety
and would soon recover from her
drugged condition to reveal every-
thing, the boss cold-bloodedly ar-
ranged to massacre every follower—
including Number One himself.

“Duped into believing he and a few
chosen members of the gang were to
be saved, Number One did the boss’
dirty work for him, destroying every
particle of evidence of their opera-
tions so there would be no proof to
back up the girl's story if she recov-
ered to tell it.”

Van Loan paused, with every man
in the room hanging on to his words.

“1 soon discovered further evidence
that such an organization existed, the
reason for its existence, and the
source of huge illegal profits which
financed the operation against the
lowering of trade barriers which
would have had the effect of cutting
those profits to the bone. Smuggling
was the answer, of course.”
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Van darted a keen look at Chief
Grainger, whose normally florid face
took on a deeper hue of red.

“The chief will tell you, as he told
me this morning, that smuggling has
apparently ceased during the past
few months. Yet, he admitted the un-
explained presence of huge quantities
of marijuana in El Paso. That meant
that smuggling had not ceased at all,
but that those engaged in the busi-
ness had merely discovered a new and
perfect device for getting contraband
across the Border and had deserted
the normal channels which the police
were accustomed to watch.

“The answer to the puzzle is, of
course, a tunnel underneath the river,
terminating in Mexico at the inno-
cent-appearing ElI Torro Chico can-
tina, and on our soil at an old de-
serted and apparently dilapidated
warehouse on the bank of the river.”

There was a gasp of surprise and
awe from his listeners, for he had re-
vealed to none except Chief Grainger
the secret of the tunnel. Giving them
no time to recover from their surprise
at this revelation, Van Loan went on.

“It was a warehouse that belonged
to a man who was with us last night
but who is absent today. Leroy Pear-
son was murdered at noon today in
his room two floors above us, be-
cause the boss knew | was getting
suspicious about the whole set-up and
he was afraid I would get to Pearson
and find out the truth about his ware-
house. There were fingerprints left
on the weapon that killed Pearson—
fingerprints that are identical with
yours, David Wells.”

Wells’ face went ashen.

“I—I'm beginning to remember
things better,” he burst out. “After
seeing you in the elevator | went up
to Pearson’s room and charged him
with  knowing something about
Peggy’s whereabouts. | remembered
that he had taken her to EI Torro
Chico for dinner several times lately.

(Continued on page 108)
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If you like to draw, test your sense
of design, color, proportion, etc.,
with our simple Art Ability Test.
An opportunity to get a frank opin-
ion, free, as to whether your talent
is worth developing.
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for illustrations. Design and color
influence the sale of most things we
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road to success.
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a large art, engraving and printing
institution, has trained many young
men and women now serving in-
dustry as designers or illustrators,
capable of earning from $1,000 to
$5,000 yearly. Its Home Study
courses in Commercial Art, Illus-
trating and Cartooning, contain
exclusive illustrated lessons by many
famous artists. Practical instruction
by experienced men is the reasonfor
its many years’ outstanding success.
Courses sold on easy payments.

Send today for Art Test and Free
Book explaining present opportun-
ities in art. Just fill out and mail
coupon below.

- SCHOOIS !

5630 Federal Schools Bldg.
Minneapolis, Minn.

Send me, without obligation, your Art Test
and Free Book.
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We had—quite a violent argument,
and he telephoned someone to come up
to be a witness to my accusations.
Then, while we waited—" David’s
voice faltered and he shook his head
dazedly. “Things just went blank,”
he confessed weakly. “I don’t remem-
ber anything clearly until—until |1
found myself in Mexico in my plane
and the bomber came crashing down.”

“A likely story,” Chief Grainger
sneered. “If you can’t think of a bet-
ter one I'm going to arrest you here
and now for the murder of Leroy
Pearson.”

David Wells shrank back as the
chief approached purposefully with
handcuffs, then stuck out his hands
defiantly and let the irons be slipped
on his wrists.

Van Loan sighed, but made no move
to halt the arrest.

“Better have one of your men hold
him in the hall outside,” he suggested.
“Ah—you’ve ordered Miss Mathews
brought directly here if she recovers
enough to tell her story, haven't you?”

The chief said he had and ordered
a man to lead Wells out. Van stopped
them a moment.

“There’s one other question I've
been wanting to ask you, Wells. How
did you get across the Border last
night?”

David Wells stared at him out of
lack-lustre eyes.

“Last night? Why, I flew my plane
over and landed it in a private field
near Juarez. It's a trip | often make
after the Border is officially closed at
night. Parties from EIl Paso who get
caught in Juarez by the closing of the
bridge pay me a good price to fly them
back. There's nothing really wrong
about the practice.” He looked at the
Phantom defiantly. “lI've never car-
ried any contraband.”

“l understand. That clears up a
point that has been worrying me.”

Van Loan turned away slowly and
paced across tire floor to Jerrold who
was slumped in a chair near the win-

103



dow by the side of Emanuel Zardoff.

“How about you, Jerrold?” The
Phantom’s voice was incisive, each
word striking with the impact of a
straight-arm blow. “How did you get
across the Border last night?”

“Why, | drove across the bridge, of
course. The way any honest citizen
does.”

“No, you didn't. The Border was
closed for the night. No one was al-
lowed to cross.”

Some of the color fled from Jer-
rold’s cheeks, but he glared back at
Van angrily.

“l crossed before it closed, of
course. Before midnight.”

“No, you didn't. | didn't arrive in
El Paso until midnight. David Wells
called you at your home and talked to
you after we were at Miss Mathews’
apartment. Pearson dropped in after
hearing about her kidnaping shortly
after midnight. But you had a con-
venient method of crossing the Bor-
der any time you wished whether the
bridge was closed for the night or
not. You came through the tunnel,
Jerrold. Don't deny it.”

“1 do deny it!” Jerrold spluttered.
“l1 didn't! 1 didn't know anything
about any tunnel.”

But Van Loan had turned his back
and was not listening. He moved to
the center of the room and every eye
was on him as he waited for quiet.

“As | mentioned when | started
talking, from the beginning 1 have
known the man behind all this was
one who stood to lose most by the low-
ering of customs duties on goods im-
ported from Mexico. Let each of you
ask yourself this question: Does
David Wells, struggling young avi-
ator, and owner of a small aviation
school, fit that bill? Did he stand to
lose millions if the trade barriers
were lowered? No. You know he
didn't. What man in this room did
stand to lose millions of dollars a year
by that treaty?”

(Continued on page 110)
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He turned, faced George Crowley.

“It seems to me, Crowley, you are
the one man who had the strongest
motive for smashing that treaty.”

Crowley lurched to his feet angrily
while a look of incredulity spread
over the other faces. Before the
wealthy importer could speak, Mar-
vin Hyslop intervened hurriedly:

“I'm sure you must be mistaken,
Phantom. Of all the men | know,
Crowley stood to gain most by the
treaty. A large volume of his busi-
ness flows across the Border. He even
worked with me, helped me to ar-
range the treaty.”

“Of course.” Crowley was scowling
angrily. “The man must be mad.”

“I'm sorry to contradict you, Mr.
Hyslop,” Van Loan said to the Amer-
ican diplomat courteously, “but | fear
you have made a very natural mis-
take. Ostensibly, I'm sure that Mr.
Crowley pretended to favor the
treaty. He could not well do other-
wise in his guise as an honest busi-
nessman. If he had been compelled
to pay duty on the stuff he imported
from Mexico, | agree that the treaty
would help him.

“But when you consider that he had
built a tunnel under the river at enor-
mous expense just to avoid paying
high duties and was thus enabled to
undersell his legitimate competitors
and still show a large profit—you can
easily see that any lowering of the
trade barriers would take that advan-
tage away from him by allowing the
legitimate dealers to get their goods
almost as cheaply as he could smug-
gle his in.”

“Preposterous! Utterly insane,”
George Crowley was raving. “Are
you gentlemen going to listen to any
such infamous libels—&

“Yes.r Van Loan’s voice rang out
strongly. “They're going to listen,
and so are you. The boss is a skilled
airplane pilot. You were a member of
that famous flying unit, the American
Ezcadrille, in the World War. The
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boss was one of the men who saw me
in my disguise as Mr. Mercer last
night. You were one of those men.
The boss talked to me just before
noon today. You talked to me just
before noon today. | learned that
from your Number One man—the
man you Kkilled, because you could go
on just as well, or better, without
him. You had established contacts
with his country for your goods
smuggled out of America, and with
him dead all the profits would be
yours.”

“Any other man here will fit your
descripi'jn just as well,” Crowley
said sarcastically. “l1 suppose you
think I killed Pearson, too?”

“Certainly you did. You hurried
out of this very room to kill him when
you found out | had spotted the ware-
house. Zardoff told us you had once
contemplated leasing the warehouse
from Pearson. Your own records
show you did lease it from him some
time ago—for uses which | am sure
Pearson did not suspect. You could
not allow us to question him and
learn that pertinent fact.

“Your room is just across the hall
from his. You hurried upstairs and
found David Wells in the midst of a
violent argument with Pearson. You
snatched up that statuette and
knocked David unconscious from be-
hind, then killed Pearson with one
blow. You wiped your own finger-
prints from the weapon, pressed
David’s onto it, then carried his un-
conscious body across the hall to your
room before Mr. Hyslop arrived in re-
sponse to Pearson’s call.

“You saw a chance to make David
the goat for everything by sneaking
him downstairs and out to his own
airport where you loaded his still un-
conscious body into his plane and flew
it over to Mexico, landing at a spot
where you knew the bomber was des-
tined to crash, knowing his story of
loss of memory and not knowing how

(Continued on page 112)
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eaws— How to build furniture— Flow to use a
mitre box—How to use the chalk line— How to uae
rules and scales— How to moke joints— Carpenters
marithmetic— Solving mensuration problems—Es-
timating strength of timbers— How to sot girders
and sills— How to frame houses and roofs— How to
estimate costs—How to build houses, barns, gar-
ages, bungalows, etc'—How to read and draw
plans—Drawing up Bpeclficaf nF.— How to ex-
cavate— How to use settings , 13 and 17 on tho
steel square— How to build hoists and scaffolds—
skjlights— How to build stairs—How to put on
interior trim— How to hang doors—How to lath -
lay floors—How to paint
moiuuiiuiimuii
T24EO. AUDEL & CO.* 49 W. 23rd Sft., New York City
Mail Au els Carpenters al T Builders Guides, 4 vols., on 7 days* free trial* If O-K*
1 willremit$1in 7 d-ys, an g monthly until is paid* Otherwise | will return them*
ii-j obligation uulua 1 'am sat isfied.

Name.
Address.

OCCUPALION. ... w et e

IfeiMce.

prowlers, bandits, drunks and hold-up artists, you Can mak«
Big Koney selling these Tear Gas Guns to Autoiata, Hanks. Stare*
Householders— anyone, anywhere. Tear Gas will stop the most vicious
man or beast and Is safer and more effective than firearms. Here Is
a complete lino of Tear Gas Protective Devices and Shells at lowest
prices. Among them are Pencil Guns, Fountain Pen Guns, Polio)
Club Guns, Six Shooters and Electric Sholls, etc. Simple demonstra-
tions lead to Big Profits For You. Just send $2 for demonstration
outfit, including Automatic Pencil Gun, 10 Demonstrators and 8 Pow-
erful Tear Gas Cartridges. Complete Sales Plan FREE. Write today,

HAGEN IMPORT CO* Dept. H-442.  ST. PAUL, MINN-

$£260 to $2100 Year

Get Ready
4

FRANKLIN

Dept. B-257, Rochester, N. Y
Sirs: Rush to me without charge (1)
82-page book with list of U. 8. Govern-
ment Big Paid Jobs. (2) Tell me in»-
mediately how to qualify for one of these

Immediately INBTITUTB

Men—Women
Many
Appointment®
Each

Year. ! Jobs.
Mail Coupon Name
today sure- / AATESS  wovvreevssmerrerresmereseensinns e

THE New COLLEGE HUMOR 15c EVERYWHERE



STOPS PYORRHEA

AND TRENCH MOUTH

Or No Cost!

New Guaranteed
Home Treatment
Astounds Medical
Profession

Ton can bolieve the sworn affidavits of doctors and dentists who

have tried this new discovery on most stubborn cases of pyorrhea,
trench mouth and bleeding gums.

that seemed hopeless
is almost uncanny in getting quick and sure results.

PYRO was wused with startling success many times la cases
Piiw)
It gets to the

where everytiling else railed.

root of the trouble because PYRO has a penetration of 7* inch

in 5 minutes and it corrects and heals as it penetrates the diseased

areas.
teeth are loose or pus pockets have formed,
for quick correction . ..

Of PYRO.

If your gums aro sore or bleed when brushed < - jit yair
order PYRO today
act now before you lose your teeth entirely.

Read This Proof

Mrs. H. Kirby 45 Bast 66th

New York, writes: "For a num-
ber of years | suffered with an ad-
vanced case of pyorrhea, constant

A Doctor Writes:

A well-known physi- St.
cian . a member of
the American Medical

Assn, _and many Dl_her treatments seemed only to arrest the
professional organiza- disease. | was told I would lose my
tions, says: "1 do not teeth. Then I heard Of this new rem-

hesitate to state that edy. decided to try
this solution has saved it. ‘Am very happy now. My guni3
me from the nightmare are healthy, teeth tight, and write this
of false teeth.” hoping that others suffering as 1. will

try it."
DON'T LOSE YOUR TEETH. ORDER NOW!

We hare 45 pages of affltlavHs attesting to the wonderful powers
Bo positire are we that It will bring you the health and

Being desperate,

happiness you have been seeking, that we will send it to you with-

out a single penny of risk.
ment or we will send O0.0.l). for $2 plus postage.
directed and if not
bottle and we will refund the purchase price in full.

Send $2 today for tho full ho™ ®treat-
Use PYRO as
100~ delighted with results, return the unused
(Canada

$2.25 ca3h with order.)

GIO-TF So. Alexandria

D. A. CABLE PRODUCTS, BOX 4,

Hamilton Grange Sta,, New York Post Office

Pile Sufferers!
Attention

The McCleary Clinic, 597 EIms Blvd.,
Excelsior Springs, Mo., is putting out
an up-to-the-minute book everyone
should have on this and related ail-
ments. You can have a copy of this
book by asking for it on a postcard
sent to the above address. No charge.
It may save you much suffering and
money. Write today for a free copy.

SONG POEMS WANTED

TO BE SET TO MUSIC
Free Examination. Send Your Poems to
J. CHAS. McNE£Il* MASTER OF MUSIC
Dos Angeles, Calif.

”g plete home-study courses
ndeducatlonal books, elightly used.

Sold, rent ed exchangel
cts M b ck guarantee. Cas
{) for ﬁ cou ses Full d
ails end Illustrate age
gain catalo%I FREE. Wr te” to ay'
ELSON CO.
E-227 Manhattan Bldg* G~aajo
Specialties for Magicians use. Inks,
Shiners, Check-Cop, Daubs. Catalog

ten cents, stamps or coin.
HrLI1i BIIOS., Box T, Salida, Colo.

(Continued from wage 111)
he got there would be disbelieved if
the authorities found him on the spot
when they went to investigate the
crash of the bomber.”

The Phantom leveled an accusing
finger.

“It has to be you, Crowley. Jerrold
is the manager of your local branch
house, and must have been mixed up
in the smuggling with you. Miss
Mathews, as confidential secretary to
Jerrold, must have been aware of
your smuggling operations. Loyalty
to her employer would have kept her
qguiet on that count—until yesterday’s
murders and her realization that they
were tied up with the smuggling.

“Shocked by this knowledge and
her guilty feeling of complicity be-
cause she had not gone to the author-
ities sooner, Miss Mathews turned to
her fiance for advice last night, call-
ing him on the telephone and hinting
at what she knew.

“But you had foreseen just that
reaction from a decent girl, Crowley,
and you had guarded against it. |
have just come from her apartment
where | found her telephone wire had
been tapped.”

Van Loan digressed for the benefit
of the others.

“That is a point that bothered me
all along. 1 couldn’t understand how
the kidnaping had followed so swiftly
on the heels of her call to David un-
less he had engineered it. The tapped
telephone is the answer, of course.”

“This is utterly preposterous—in-

sane!” Crowley was mopping sweat
from his face. He glanced at Jer-
rold. “Do you know what this fool is

talking about?” he mumbled.

Jerrold’s bulbous face was -working
gueerly. He lifted his big body from
his chair and ran nervous fingers
through his mop of golden hair.

“l know all right.” His voice
crackled harshly, “I tried to get you
to lay off. We had the world by the
tail, but you weren't satisfied until
you played around with Mendoza and
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sold the United States out! You're
crazy if you think I'm going to take
the rap for—”

A bellow of rage came from Crow-
ley’s lips and he lunged forward to-
ward his accomplice.

A gun flashed in Jerrold’'s hand, but
Van threw himself forward to spoil
his aim. General Arthur and Chief
Grainger joined in the melee, and
patrolmen streamed in the door to
subdue both Crowley and his tool,
Jerrold, both of whom were strug-
gling and cursing- the Phantom.

Behind the patrolmen, a disheveled
but beautiful young girl came flying
in, dragging her manacled sweetheart
by the arm and passionately demand-
ing that he be released at once, trying
to make herself heard above the up-
roar to tell her story that clinched the
Phantom’s case against Crowley in
every particulax-.

The handcuffs were quickly taken
from the dazed young man’s wrists,
and Van Loan edged forward to grip
his hand. Then he stepped aside smil-
ingly as David Wells encircled his
Peggy in a happy embrace.

Quite certain that he was not
needed any longer, the Phantom
slipped out quietly, totally unnoticed,
not waiting for congratulations.

For that was the Phantom’s way.
He had his reward in the sight of the
reunited lovers, in the knowledge that
he had, single-handed, smashed one
of the foulest conspiracies of all time,
that henceforth the citizens of neigh-
bor Republics on either side of the
Rio Grande would dwell together in
unity and understanding.

With this knowledge in his heart,
the Phantom was content.

Next Month’s Novel:
THE PHANTOM HITS MURDER STEEL

OLD LEG TROUBLE

Easy to use Viscose Method heals many old

leg sores caused by leg congestion,varicose veins*

swollen legs and injuries or no cost for TRIAL.

Describe vour trouble and get FREE BOOK.
T. G. VISCOSE METHOD COMPANY

140 N. Dearborn Street Chicago, Illinois

33T

JIAMT ERNE

World’'s Lowestf2 Ilrasenteredl
TIRE PRICES
Tire users by the
tiicucancls ell over
the U.S.A. vouch for
the Long Hard Seirv-
ic® of our Standard
Brand tires recondi-
tioned with high grade
materials and latest
methods by our tire

experts. Cor21

for instant
use. Stronfr. stead
light. Useful every-

years experience AR Ardarnon,

.makes »t possible to
) offertires at lowest prices,with legal
agreement to replace at H price any

~tire that fails to give 12 Mos. Service.

EVERY TIRE GUARANTEED|
BALLOON TIRESI AR CORD TIRES .
Size Rim  Tires Tofaeng’”\IsT’\sls e
maanasg ssioseniey 11 IS 45@%
gg*447%01921---' -------- 084 295 2B5%55" 3765 165
29x4.75-20 _ 35%5 %gg %;g
JO&WMO !:ii da HEAVY DUTY TRUCK TIRES

6.25-17 2.90 1.35 [High Pre
28*5.25-18 2.90 1.35Size Tires TubeslSlze ires Tubes
29*5.26-19 2.95 1.3530x5 4-25$>9«34x7 $10.95 $4.65
30x5.25-20 2.95 1.36 33*! 3.95 a ak
31*5.25-21 3.25 1.3584*5 4.25 2.26E°* 2 ex
6.50-17 3.SS 1.4032x8 ?.9S 2.96P«*8 JJ-J® L»J
28x5.50-18 3.35 1.4035x0 0.95 4.46140x8 13.25 4.W
;°-12 2-33 Mf TRU

RUCK BALLOONIIRE ey
i$6.95 $8.75

o' el 1 s 4
-y y 975201383 (548
32¢0.50-20 %75 1761ALL OTHER

6.00-10 3.75 145} SIZES ‘'BSS*9

SEND ONLY $1.00 DEPOSIT on each tire ordered.
($3.00 on each Truck Tire.) We ship balance C.0.D.
DeductS per cent ircash is sentin full with order.To
fillorder promptly we may substitute brands if nece&r
sary. ALL TUBES BRAND NEW - GUARANTEED—

PERRY-FIELD TIRE & RUBBER CO.
2328-30 S. Michigan Av.1Bepft.'ffP31, Chicago, HI*
Write me for your treats

ASTHMA =
Sldney, Ohio

W. K. STERLINE, 830 Ohio Ave.,
THE TRUTH ABOUT

Stomach Ulcers
Caused by Gestric Hyperedicity

Booklet on simple home treatment. Many report th«r
SrraEiE. were saved from expensive operations. Learn all
about this amazing inexpensive home treatment. Pain relieved from
the start. No rigid or liquid diet. This valuable booklet sent FBBB
with information aa to guaranteed trial offer. TWIN CITY VON
co.. Dept. 209. saint Paul. Minnesota.— Adv.

N"SSLK DRESSES-log-

men's COATS 75¢c — CHILDREN'S COATS 35e
Many other Unusual bargains in Slightly used Clothing. Hata,
Shoes, etc. Write for FREE Catalog
MAMMOTH, Dept. M. 412 Grand Street New York
delay—send us your poem

W‘ \N | ED immediate consideration.

RICKARD BROS., 74 Wedds Building, Chicago, ID.
in Few Minutes'

NEURITIS s

To relievo the torturing pain of Neuritis, Rheumatism,
Neuralgia or Lumbago in a few minutes, get NURITO, the
fine formula, used by thousands. No opiates. Does the work
quickly—must relieve cruel pain to your satisfaction in afew
minutes— or your money back. Don't suffer. Clip this ad now
as a reminder to ask your druggist for NURITO today,

TREATMENT mailed On
Free Trial. If satisfied
send $1; if not, it's Free.

ORIGINAL SONG POEMS

any subject. YoOu CAN writs
the words for a song. Don**

Relieve Pain

113



Easy as A-B-C
Known as the
“print-a nd- pic-
ture” method, this
simplified instruc-
tion by mail shows
you exactly which
notes to strike.
Follow the charts
and you can’'t go
wrong. You start
playing real tunes
almost at once.

“Thar's Gold in Them Thar Hill-

Billy Songs” craze for mountain music,
“swing” and other popular forms has brought
fame and fortune to many who started play-
ing for the fun of it. Thousands have discov-
ered unexpected pleasure and profit in music,
thanks to unique method that makes it amaz-
ingly easy to learn.

How Romance
Started First it

was, “I love to
hear you play”;
then, “1 love you.”

Many have found
music the key to
popularity, friend-
ships and romance.
The girl who plays
some musical in-
strument is always
in demand, never
lonesome and neg-
Iccted.” Make this
charming accom-
plishment yours!

Surprised Friends a Bronx,
New York, pupil* writes: “My

friends are greatly surprised at
the different pieces | can already
play. | am very happy to have
chosen your method of learning.”

Wouldn't Take $1,000

“The lessons are so simple,”
writes* S. E. A., Kansas City,

Mo., “that anyone can under-
stand them. | have learned to
play by note in a little more
than a month. | wouldn't take a

thousand dollars for my course.”

Feey Method Starts Thousands

* Actual pupils names on request.
Pictyres by professional models.

Paying—Free Offer Shows How

ould you like to know more about this amazingly easy

way to learn music at home without a teacher? How
it starts you playing real tunes with the very first lessons,
eliminating the tedious study and practice of old-fashioned
methods? How it makes everything so clear that you need
no previous knowledge of music, no special talent? Would
you !lkv proof that you, too, like thousands of others, can
quickly learn to play your favorite instrument? If inter-
ested. just mail the coupon, checking the instrument you
like best and you will receive a Free Print and Picture
Sample and fascinating booklet by return mail. (Instru-
ments supplied when needed, cash or credit.) U. S. School
of Music, 2915 Brunswick Bldg., New' York City, N. Y.
(Our Forty-second Year- Established 1898.)

I-I:. S. School of Music,
2945 Brunswick Bldg., New York, N. Y.
I am interested in music study, particularly in the instrument

indicated below. Please send mo your fre-> booklet, “How to

lieam Music at Home" and your fre» "Print and Picture

Sample. Do you have instrument?

Piano Violin Mandolin  Ukulele Modern

Piano Guitar ~ Trombone Flute Elementary
Accordion  Cello Cornet Piccolo Harmony

Plain Hawaiian Trumpet Drums and Voice Culture
Accordion Guitar  Harp Traps

Saxophone Banjo Clarinet  Oraan

Name ...

City Stato

L] Check liere fer Booklet "A " if under 16 years of age.
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Positively Lowest Price Ever Offered!
Easiest Terms in History!

Buy direct from us at 1/3 mfrs. orig. price and

save over $70.00! Beautifully rebuilt and un-

conditional 2 yr. guarantee. No down payment neces-

sary—10day Trial. Hurry ~

—only 237 at this price!

NO MONEY DOAN s
SECRETARIAL

TYPEWRITER STAND Mounted  on

f; casters, can

|D DAY TRlAL If you Send your order Now! be moved by
touch of
YOURS ABSOLUTELY FREE finger.

(on receipt of first payment)—If

EaS Terms 8C a da you send your order note! Makes
every typewriter portable. Sturdy,

compact, weighs but a few pounds.

Try L. C. Smith for 10 days, and

No obligation. Send no money. See before you buy stand goes to you immediately on
on _Wlde-open .10 d_ay Trial. If you keep it, pay on receipt of first payment. metal wings, cor-

easiest terms in history— less than 8c a day (only rect working

$2.00 a month). You get this genuine late office height.

model L. C. Smith beautifully rebuilt with all

standard improvements - basket» shift, standard k COMPLETE TOUCH TYPING COURSE
84 character, 4'“?‘” keybpard, shift lock keyl back As an extra inducement for quick action, we give
spacer, gcolor ribbon, ribbon reverse, stencil cut- FREE with your L. C. Smith a completé 9 lesson
ting de\_/lce, tabu!ator, Tehtc. BZ“ begdn;]g-joztlg%ough- Home Study course-of. Famous Van Zandt Touch
out—quiet operation. ousands pai 50— it's B f f

yours for only $29.90 (cash price). No risk, money ;r;,s?l'yn_g system. You can now learn typing quickly and

back guarantee!
OFFER FOR LIMITED TIME-SEND COUPON TODAY

2 YEAR GUARANTEE Accept this wide open offer now—only 237 L. C. Smiths at this

our full 2 year ironclad guarantee is your posi- price, and no more when they're gone! If you wish—send no money.
tive assurance of satisfaction and long service! This Use L. C. Smith for fu_II 10 day trial in your home. Return it at our
L. C. Smith is shipped to you on its merit alone. expense if you don't think it the greatest value you have ever seen. If
You must be satisfied that this is the biggest, best you buy, pay on easiest terms in history—only $2.00 a month (less than
typewriter bargain ever offered ! Our 30 years of 8c a day). 2yr. ironclad guarantee. Avoid disappointment

Fair Dealing Backs Up This Guarantee. —mail coupon today.

IDEAL FOR HOME OR OFFICE
. . . - . 1T wRrR INTERNATIONAL TYPEWRITER EXCHANGE. Dent. 5C8
This late L. C. Smith with basket shift is the machine used 231 W. Monroe St., Chicago, Illinois
by schools, large corporations and business houses the ] .
country over. The perfect, all-purnoso typewriter for corre- Send me L. C. SMITH (F. O. B. Chicago) at once for 10 days' trial. If 1
keep it | will pay $2.00 per month until easy term price ($3i\90) is paid.

spondence, office work, billing, manifold work. etc. TTas all P €
modern improvements you need, stands hard service— and If I am not perfectly satisfied I can return it exuress collect.

it's yours at only $2.00 a month. Easiest terms ever offered FOR QUICK SHIPMENT GIVE OCCUPATION AND REFERENCE
—less than you would pay to rent an inferior machine.
; f N

ONLY 237 at this Price—BUY NOW! ame

TTTTRRY. Only 237 at this price—they'll sell out quick. Address

Our direct-to-you policy, no branch offices, warehouses or Town.......... . . : State -

dealers makes this amazing value possible. ijn Tr. Free Typewriter Stand sent on receipt of first payment, if you send
IXIIIL - payment now stand shipped immediately. If payment is enclosed,

mark here O

INTERNATIONAL TYPEWRITER EXCHANGE
231 West Monroe Street Chicago. lllinois OVER 200.000 SATISFIED CUSTOMERS ALL OVER THE WORLD.



Actual color photographs. Before the
harvest—inspection of a crop of
better-than-ever tobacco grown at
Willow Springs, N. C., by U. S. Govt,
methods. {Be%ow) H. H. Scott looks
oversome fineleaf afterit's been cured.

make tobacco better than ever

. and Luckies always buy the finer grades,"”
says H.H.Scott,12yearsanindependentbuyer

IN A NUTSHEL.L, here’s why we ask: ""Have you tried
a Lucky lately?”

1. With the scientific help of Uncle Sam, farmers have
grown the finest tobacco in recent years.

2. Among independent tobacco experts, Luckies are
the 2 to 1 favorite. Experts like H. H. Scott point out
that Luckies have bought the choicer grades of these
better-than-evertobaccos. So Luckies are better than ever!

3. These finer tobaccos have been aged from 2 to 4
years, and have been further mellowed by the
"Toasting” process, which takes out certain throat
irritants found in all tobacco.

Try Luckies for a week, and see why ... WITH MEN
WHO KNOW TOBACCO BEST-IT S LUCKIES 2 TO 1

Copyright 1940, The American Tobacco Company
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