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Kexp fasbliighss loaded withh de-
pemdatbibe fresh D. " ’
battevites—amnd have an extva set on

hand jfor ?wm lighttt in case of lpug-

Made of special 5-ply fibre, new laboratory-
tested design saves copper, brass, nickel,
chromium and other metals vital to war use!

STRONG! . . . Made of WATER-REPELLENT! LONG LASTING!
special fibre sheets, tight-  This new “Eveready” ... Drop it on concrete
l{ laminated in 5 iayers flashliigtt is protected flooe—=this flashlightt case
the tube is tough and cam "take” ordinary

hard. It will give long

years of service! moistute.

MErais HAVE GONE TO WAR!
But metals or no metals, Amer-
ica needs fllzsinlighits . ... at home,
in business, on the farm, in the
factomyy... . needs them for a thou-
sand vital civilian uses.
And America shall have them!

Thisnational need—made more
pressing than ever by wartime
emergency conditiwrs—has been
answered by the world’s largest

NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC.
30 East 42nd Street, New York, N. Y.

Unit of Union Carhide and Carbon Corporation

The word “Eveready” is a registered trade-mank ofj
National Carbon Company, Inc.

a special wzner-?roo
coating which seal

s out abuse. It's actually more

durable than millioas of
flashligtiss now in use,

flashliigtitoamidsbtevgey laboratory.

Here it is—the new “Eveready"”
flashliggtit made of tough, 5-ply
fibre—testantl and proven under
severest laboratory conditions.

Yet it is made virtually without
the use of metal. Soon available
at all dealers!
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| Am Ready to
HELP YOU
Help
WIN THE WAR

G brctar

Tarn those praiious Howrs
you may bo idling away
arcuad the heuse into ppice-
levs Anowldsigo which will
$eree you afl your life.

GOING TO DO TO

HELP?

You're a good loyal American; yon want to do your part!
All of us can’t be soldiers, or sailor#, or air pilots, but we
can serve. One way to do it is to master a trade or vocation
which wiil hel&a win the war and at the same time prepare
you for a good position after the war is over.

CRIME 1S AN ENEMY

Training which enables you to thwart crime within our own
borders will help to win the war with the Japs and other
foreign foes. You'll get such training through the I.A.S.
Course in Finger Pri tin inﬁ %t&ér Crime Detection Meth-
ods, and you can l@ﬂ ‘ @, in spare time, at small
cost.

For 26 years the L.A.S. has been pretgmri ambitious
men to fill responsible positions in Identitication Bureaus
throughout America. Today over 43 per cent of all the
Nation's Identification Bureaus are run by our graduates.

Fascinating—Thilling -~ Rrfofitdble
Scientific crime detection offiers excellent opportunities Bow/
.+ » and the future promises even %reater possibilities. A
recent Gallup poll shows that 69% of America’s population
wants every one in the U.S. to be finger printed right now.
Hundreds of Defense Plants are now fimger printing em-
gloyges.d The potential value of finger print training grows

ay by day.

NOW'S THE TIME TO START

Now ... when the demand for our graduates is greater than
ever before ... when new Bureaus and National Defense
are finding need of more and more trained finger print
experts . . . makes the present time the ideal time to get
into this pleasant, profitable, thrilling work.

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
1920 Sunnyside Ave. Dept. 7966 Chicage, lil.

FREE “-802% °*

Gives the case histories of famous crimes
and how they were solved by experts.
This book has been an “eye-opener” to
thousands. It told them how they could
prepare themselves at small cost and in
ood-pay,

gonitlona in Identification Wor!
or it FREE today, stating age.

short time to fill

This May Be Your

for B
HELPING TO WIN THE WARY 5 Addre» -

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE

5920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 7966, Chicago, 1.
Gentlemen: Without obligation, send me tha *Blae

Book of Crime” and complete liat of over 840 buresud

employing 1.A.S. graduates. Also give me infermation

regarding coat and terms.

nsible (Literature sent osly to peraona stating age.)

Send m

Nam®...coaeseenns Age...on
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IF you still bave a low
the War has cut in
g r {f yon now have [3)
gab that you know won't lut—take
%tlp from the hundreds of men who
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ave umbed thm ny b nralnlng
maa "f'eday theie men
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Here Is a Tested Way
to Begin Earming More

Money Quickly

Bo offfers you th¥ qulmunil to miake 15,
n nuk a;m filox B ,ln pare timé

i P e
ibaut wwm jab;l ike these at heme.
Why Radio Technicians
Can Make $30, $40,

$50 a Week

The Radia repailr business la boomIDG becsus
manufacturers bave atopped making new hmm

ENTRA PAY IN Yol
131 ARMY, NAVY, TOO
(4
Men likely to go into mil service,

soldiers, sallors, marines, should mall uu
Coupen Now! Learning Radia helpa men
got axtra rank, oxtn prestige, more ifi-

tereating ‘tz W up !0 several times
a §flV 'i iﬂi Also prapares for

EM l% ifﬁi ieFves sndi. I
ART iﬁ N FOR RADIO NOwW
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Extra In Spare Tlme
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portunities for a noea paﬂ tlm ﬁi Tag'

niclan to make extra money
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Fil«l Out How | Train You
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Pay in Radio
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J. E. SMITH, President

Dapt. 2J09, National Radio Institute
Washington, D. C.
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TRAINING MEN FOR VITAL RADIO JOBS

E. SMITH, Presidoot, Dapt. 2J09
ington, D. €.
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Plays on Radio
"1 am_ha to tell you
that for p’o’ur we&kg 1
fiave beeﬂ on the aif o
gu eka tadio sutleﬂ
Banks t

tl@ﬂ Qg iu@ehyie '#.G:Bﬂﬂ“ l‘s

W H. 8., Alkihauma.

Found Aacordion Easy

“I've always wanted to
pla? the plgo anmtdlon

Ciﬂiﬂa. “But thought 1'd
foad. lemﬂyé&r les%'m
[aeat

presy mYy ﬁltli ﬂ@tleﬂ x

s Actual pupiki’ mames om reagumd.
Pitigets wmm‘:“mu

DO YOU PLAY?

Say “Yes” Next Time They Ack/

Surprise your friemdsl Leamn to ploy
the plane or other musical Insiru-
masta fthia qulek, easy way. First
lesson starte you playlng real fuwa.

ou’ VB often been nhd that queﬂﬁm

I 9Dg you play %’ Everybody t you
expectantly, waltin, rar you te ailt down
it the ﬁlih& and en emln the erowd. Are
i/au ? to embarrass yeurwelf and
y cold water eﬂ tha ﬁir-ty by saying

Whﬁt a difference it would make if you
eould say *“Yea". Think of the good times
and popularity in store ﬂ you conld only
play the plano or some other musieal in-

atriment—the itar, vlelin, aeeordion,
iixaphan& oF whichever one happena te
be your favorite.

Weil, you CAN. You can Ienm to Iny
any musleal instrument { K
Giil do it by a method that's E SIER AND
UICKER than you perhapa ever thought
esilbla 1t takea only a few minutea a
Siy at heme, at your own convenience.
You gave the expense of a private teacher,
#0 the cost la trifling.

Thousands Now Play Whe
Never Thought They Cauld

Doens it nound tog goud to he dans! Then remem
bet this: Mowsamua have learnad to play by thia
amazingly easy method. Thous mi‘. of
waman ind uh ou in all walks of Im—m l||
E: People who had never played

tafa who kn“ ‘nothing about music and fiasl
ne apecial talent.

lm lllt tholr whea ln I mulmih shar!

PLAYING!
e a*s@gﬁgg Lo e,
ﬁ ¢ wﬁﬁgve’f pespls ill em S

Music Made Easy aa A -8 -C
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is tMi mgmu . T i!
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Saxophone
Trumpet

Violin Plno Aecsordion
Guitar

&elle Tenor Banjo leullan Guitar
andelie  Ukulele Other hnstrument

Name ... ..........eciiaiiiiiiiiiaa,

Ciy... . L...... State.

NOTE* IM years of age pifam

sign” coupon,

Save 2¢ — Stiek o coUpen 6F | peRRy wﬁsifd



Amrerlea’s Greatest
Man

“Huilder of

%nln e hands!

And now that the
call is for men capa-
ble of helping Amer-
ica meet and eenguer
any  natienal Bﬂgﬂf-

Mere's PROOF Right Msrel

“fBesults come so fast hy
your meihod that It seems

us! u If some ician
} the pwnduf ld mum
1 ust Where

L a0 Mmsﬂ
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chests and legs—their stren

bodies for mew! ¥'m taking men
whe know that the condition of thelr arms, shoulders,

. "wind." and endurance—

1s not 100%. And Fm making NEW MEN of them.

I den’t cnn hm old or young

u haw mmltlynur‘lm

;:ﬂnnm nlgvllc-lll condition you
l souln uuscu: m
g.. each srm—in
uh n um'l l ﬁh lifﬁidﬂﬂ
dﬂv& i w i‘r ii-
b aiyawr %‘B%
f aa
si %é e fﬁ i &
,.. -.«. aed red- mma
'lmlu that there's not evem “stan
zht m; Ialll for weal
whele iﬁm‘ﬁlr:'ﬂﬁi ’? We g&“
hew, beautitul sult
1 Was a 97-Ib.
Weakling
All the world knaws I was ONCBH
skinby. scrawny B7-peu!

e Wedk-
oW lt ima :m 1 wsn

ling. ana R
m ﬁ.|h “The W iﬁ %‘%
“".‘.."." mm%'{*nf i %9

other men In nnlly S minutes a dqf
-ma-u mynnlu Tsnslam,”
1 discovered
m wll hm from a €7-
pound uonlm Inte m cliimﬂmﬁ
you see lefe!

What 15 Minutes a
Day Can Do For You

Are you ALL MAN—tough-mus-
cled, on your toes every milnuite, with
all the up-and-ait-tem that can lick
gour weight In wildcats”? Or do
you nesd the help I cam give you —
the help that has already warked
such wonders for other fellows,
everywhereT

In Jost 1S minutey a day. right
In the prilvary of your
I'm reatly to prore
Tenslén™ can lay a bew
solid muncle over evary lAen
body. Idt @ put new.
mm lma your_ e abf
i St

THIS FAMOUWS BOOR THAT THLAS YOU
JUST HOW TO GIET A BODY THATY
MEN RESPECT AND WOWEN ADMIRE

Almost two millilon men have
lasting Health and Strength.” ll

hnllon" m da. Anl tt's packed with
roduced for other men.
III yau are satifsfled to

baa
lt ean nt for ou"

im pnnm imuu

Tollow:
)@II 'lm to Iam

ﬁ@ﬁt m s i%w“%&hgwm': f%@mﬁ&%&@#

for read my book, *‘Ever-
ml- ou exactly what "Oynml-
pietures that BHOW yoan what
BESDLT® [ waht
nlh n hi&i
L] wﬂ i, er
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MAIL THIS COUPON NOW!

Cl

ATLAS, Dept. 77-Y,

HARLES
115 Esst 23rd St., New Yerk Cﬂy

I want the uml that your xanem of “Dynmlq
halp

Temlon™ will

me—

give me a healthy, hu:w huly and hlg museulnr

development.

lasting tealth and

me your free book, Ever-
Strenggih ™




LET'S BET

THIS
STRAIGH

THIS WAR is being fought by
a big Army. It's an ammy that is
called the United States.

Millions of us are in uniforms
and many more millions are not,
but how we happen to be dressed
isn't what's important.

Wihat is important is whether
every one of us is in this fight,
giving it everything we have.
Amy less won't win.

Whetther you're a soldier on
the firing line, or are backing him
up as a soldier on the production
line, you're fighting for the same
things.

The decision, whether or not
we are to live in a decent world
as free men in the years to come,
is in the making now. It's up to
you, Soldier.

Colenel, G.S.€.
UNITED STATES ARMY
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Electricity is the mighty power behind 6ur Vie-
tory Program. Trained Electrical men are needed.
PREPARE FOR YOUR PLACE this amazingly
eaay way. “Learn By Doing" in 12 weeks. You
don't need much maney— l’ll ﬂ‘mez your
tralning. READ RD OF MY
MESSA GE ON THIS PAGE AND SEE HOW
YOU CA 0 YOUR PART EITHER IN
THE ARMED FORCES OR INDUSTRY.

k**golll*

How Can You Besk Seyve Your Country

Now?

How Can You Best Seirve Your Country After the War®

IF YOU'RE DRAF'I’ED

If you enter the Army as
ellglble to arply for higher rating uld
Army and the av-y rated Electrica

1m; as skilled
jons I eivﬂum 1ffe

AND THA
mf t wif.
o4 WI be ready
afteF youF sepvice ﬂ &

:r
E
S
E3E.

emfgiieé?i”%%f%%@

CETYOUR TRAINNG
WOM . ; : Ry FOR:
1T LATER S

Coyne Tralning is EASY, PRACTICAL!
You LEARN BY DOING. Ne dull books.
Neo baffling eharta. No reelting. Don't let
laek of momey atop you. You ean get
tralnlng fiswi—ittasn pay for it 1n easy
monihly paymenta after you graduate.
1f you need part-time work to help out
with living expenses, I'll help you get ft.

IF YOU'RE DEFERRED

Everyo! t 1 Armed Fo . Some
be 1o ;‘Su“‘“” “others %"Em' mg&m}fh 4 nega“a,
ta with some o4 €8,
ferve don‘t be dlseour d ERyo lﬁt 50 \‘;E
WITH P a
ne i GFGHE

Dem f s E1estrie] ﬁﬂ %la
ﬁiﬁ%s@ LA 5@&@"2 A

Get the Facts

| This echool is 43 years old—Co zne training s teated and

1 groven Mall the coupon and let me send you the

Ig, free Coyne bodk. This does not obligate you. Se
act at once, Just mall coupon.

6 o SINE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL

1 COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL. Dept. 62-84
500 S. Paulina St., Chicage, 1
Send me yoar Fm Book and nll me about
nmaeoor Free Book and tell me about
to he p me.

Fody

Jour plans
our plans




FOOT IT(H

ATHLETE'S FOOT

Sentd Cowgpon
Damitt Pay Undil Retitoed

At least 50% of the adult population
of the United States are being attacked
by the disease known as Athlete's Foot.

Usually the disease starts between
the toes. Little watery blisters form,
and the skin cracks and peels. After a
while, the itching becomes intense, and
you feel as though you would like to
scratch off all the skin.

BEWARE OF IT SPREADING

Often the disease travels all over the
bottom of the feet. The soles of your
feet become red and swollen. The skin
also cracks and peels, and the itching
becomes worse and worse.

Get relief from this disease as quickly
as possible, because it is verﬁ' conta-
gious, and it may go to your hands or
f.ven to the under arm or crotch of the
egs.

DISEASE OFTEN MMSUNDERSTOOD

The cause of the disease is not a germ
as so many people think, but a vegetabla
growth that becomes buried beneath the
outer tissues of the skin,

To obtain relief the medicine to be
used must first gently disselve or re-
move the outer skin and them kill the
vegetable growth.

This growth is so hard to kill that a
test shows it takes 15 minutes of boiling
to destroy it; however, laboratopy tests
also show that H. F. will kill it upen
contact in 15 seconds.

DOUBLE ACTION NEEDED

Recently H. F. was developed solely for the
purpose of relieving Athlete’s Foot. It both
gently dissolves the skin and then kills the
vegetable growth upon contact. Both actions
are necessary for prompt relief.

H. F. is a liquid that doesn’t stain. You just
paint the infected parts nightly before going
to bed.

H. F. SENT ON FREE TRIAL

Sign and mail the coupon, and a bettle 6f
H.F. will be mailed you immediately. Deon't
send any money and don't
pay the postman any
money; don't pay anything
any time unless H. F. is
helping you. If it does
help you, we know you
will be glad to send us
$1 for the bottle at the
end of ten days. That's
how muech faith we
have in H.F. Read,
sigh and mail the cou-
pon today.

QORE PRODUCTS, INC.
814 Perdido St., New Orleans, La.

i T.F
[ |
§ Please send me immediately a bottle of
1 H.F. for foot trouble as described above,
I agree to use it according to directions. If
l at tHe end of 10 days my feet are getting
l better, I will send ﬁ'ou $1. It I am not en-
tirely satisfied, I will return the unused por-
[ tion of the bottle to you within 15 days from
] the time I receive it.

NAME:
ADDRESS...-
CITY




don't WCI‘I‘Y about

Rupture.. .

® Why put up with days . . . months . . . YEARS of dis.
comfort, worry and fear? Learn now about this perfected
invention for all forms of reducible rupiure. Surely yeu
keenly desire—you eagerly CRAVE te eﬂjay life's nermal
activities and pleasures onee a To work . «.. lay
o 88 live.. . 10 love. . . with the auntmﬁ Fear of Rupture
ished from your (tih%:iﬁhtilll.l ¢ ol

GRWQ gﬂse B3R 54 8% Ty
\aggg HLERE) et
m

ﬁﬂd E Gli‘- B Eﬂt& ﬂ QUF Fﬁ@g:‘ t;%ﬂjﬂ %¥
%E“QIHFS g‘gtak iR iﬁ*ﬁiﬁ %BV@I 8 E8UPGH HEW:
Patented AIR-CIIISHION Sup-

port Gives Nature a Chance
to CLOSE the OPENING

Think of itl Here’s a surprising yet simple-acting invention
that permits Nature to elose the ope holds the ruip.
ture securely but gently, day and night, at work and st pla
Thousands of gﬁtelul etters express heartfelt thanks for
sults beyond the expectation of the writers. What is ibis
invention—How does it woek? Will it help me? Get the
complete, fascinating facts on the Btooks Automatie Air
Cushion Appliance—send now f6f free Rupture Book,

Cheap—Sanitary—Comfortable

Rich or poor—ANYONIE can afford to buy this remarksble,
LOW-PRICED rupture inventonl But look out for imita-

tions and counterfeits. The Genuine Brooks Alr-Cushion
Truns ld never sold in stores or hy agents. Youn'Brooka is made up, after
f\ﬁ order ia recelvu;ﬁ to it Tiaem &ﬁmﬁl}; aﬁ‘a.. You buy dm:: gse

‘mulkergouser” ec rooks is sanitary, } L,
inconapicuows. Has ne bard pn%n to gauge palnfully into the fikshhno
atiff, punishi prings, no meal girdle to rust ar corcode. It bnoaga
hnvenly con:g:n nd security—while the Automatic Ale Cushion con-
ﬂmnll works, in its own, unigue way, to helj Lesarn

] p-temed invention can mean o you--sead esupon quick]

SENT ON TRIAL!

. don’t arder a Brooks now—FIRST get the camplets
na explanation of this world-famoua rupture invention.
THETN Aadite whether you want the comfort—the freedom trom
fear and worry—the security—the same amas t:i results thou-
sands of men. women and children have repor They found
i our invention !].II anawer to thelr prayersl Why can't ;o\l?
And you risk as the ENT QN
TREAL. Surely you owe It to yowself to investigate this no—
risk trial. aendmt;r the facts now—today—humyl A All eor-
strl

X

p

: 'rk.].[ml Cllp ancl Send

FREErl lﬂmﬁimemwmm e

DTUTE ? |

PRO OF!

Proof of the value and ouistanding
merit of the BROOKS APPLIANCE
ia elearly shown by the fact that over
8000 doctora have ardered it for them-
selves or their patieats. One doctor alone
has erdered for his patients ever 400
Brookd Applidnees. Follew your dee:
ter's adviee! 1t Be aays yed Bawe a
feducible Fupture and advises a proper:
Hitvag iueeen demt suBject yourieh

19 iu;ms; Helay, wmen may ;ave

ﬂui ﬁ% yu; 9
g% QHF

k%s % %&

e m iCHS” k%ﬁ e%
W Bl " agg E.”. e
dive you: )
\ 7

Mail ThisCoupon NRWI

§ Sramssibisenton Man [ Wrooman ovbita £7 |
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I wsed to go crazy in liquor
stores, trying to decide which
brand to buy. So many brands!
The confusion is terrific for the
layman liquor layer-inner,

Then a friend told me his
system. He said “I've settled on
Old Mr.Boston as MY brand
=00 matter what type of fine
liquer 1 want.”

Me—I have too, now.

It turns out that Old Mr. Boston
is the one brand name under which
you can buy almost every knoun

type of fine liquor, Other big com-
pama make many liquors, but they
g’w them many different neomes.
s baffling! It's befuddling!

In the Old Mr.Boston line you
can buy 30 different liguors, all
under the one name, and all easy
on the palate and pocketbook.

You know Boston. And you
knosw jts fine old reputation
for craftsmanship. Walll, you
can smack a taste of the old
town’s 300veeai-did reputation
for guality in every drop of
every MrfBsiton product.

So why not try the Old Mr. Hex-
old plan and use Old Mr. Boston
“as a handle by which to call your
shots™ when you want fine liguors?,



“Drop your guns, coppers, or I'll make a fine pair of banshees out of youwl™
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MURDEROUS MERMAID

By G. T. HLEMING-ROBERTS

George Chance, Magitiamnbdtectitive, Adopts the
Role of the Greem Ghost to Help Ex-Cireus Pals
When a Mystandiuss Brutal Kiffer Runs Awnok!

CHAPTER 1
Muandber in Mimiatisre

T DUSK the gray sedan fifiadhed
Aacross the invisible line that
separated Fulton Heights from

one of its sister suburbbs. The blond
man at the wheel cocked a slate-blue

eye at the clock on the imstrument-
board.

“Seventy minutes from Mamhattan,”
he said to the girl beside him,

She was a pretty little thing with
clear green eyes and hair that was
nearly black. Her figure would have
met Rockette specifications, and the-
atrical booking agents had always
measured her personality in kilowatts.

“Proving the value of the elevated
highway,” she taunted. “Or were you
intimating that you could have been

A COMPLELE GREER GHOST MVSTERY ROUEL
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a champion race driver as well as the
world’s greatest magician and a super-
duper detective, darlin’?"

A smile twitched at the comers of
the man's mouth. He had a lean face
with prominent cheek bones and a
nearly straight nose. There was a
good deal of leg room in the front of
the big sedan, and he needed all of it.

“Oh, I'm Johnny-Omn-Tie-Spot when
one of my friends is in trouble,” he
said. "That's all it proves, Merry."

Miss Merry Wihite, the woman in-
terest in the life of Magician George
Chance, just as she had formerly been
in his magical reviews on the stage,
wriggled around on the cushions so
that her back was to the door.

“George Chance, you imscrutable
creature I

The petulant expression on her face
was pure fraud.

“Wihat have I done now?" he tisked.
“Inscrutable? Thought you read me
like a book."

“You told me that you were taking
me to a circus. You deliberately led
me to believe that you were going to
devote one of your precious evemings
to me. Now it turns out saomebody's
in trouble.”

EORGE CHANCE chuckled. He
refneved a piece of yellow paper
from the pocket of his tweed coat.

“Read this telegram.”

“I won't!” she said. “You—you gay
deceiver of innocent and motherless
girls?”

“Them I'll recite the telegram from
mermory. Begin quotes: ‘Please take
in show. I am in trouble. Need help.
Urgent. Martin Hess.” End quotes.”

“Wiho’s Martin Hess?"

“Owmer of the circus,” Chance ex-
plained. “A follower in the footsteps
of Barnumn. A millionaire whose fam-
ily would gladly disown him."

Merry whistled.

“Nobody ever disowns a million-
aire."

“The Hess family would like to—
and still hang on to old Martin’s dough.
It’s the circus backgroumd. The fam-
ily is ashamed of it.”

“That kind of people, huh?” Merry

sniffed contemptuously. “What's
wrong with rooting a family tree ip
circus sawdust? Your pop was an ani-
fmal trainer and your mom a trapeze
artist. And you're nice people.

“Thanks, Merry,” he said, laughing.

“You couldn’t have become the
world's greatest magician if you hadn't
learned tricks from a side-show wizard
at the tender age of eight. And if
you hadn’t become a magiciam, you
might never have met me.”

“That would have been tragic.

“And if it wasn't for your circus
background you couldn’t go around
alias that super sleuth, the Green
Ghost. You couldn't play the part of
the Ghost if you didn’t know makeup,
impersonation, ventriloquism, knife-
throwiimg—alll those things you learned
in a circus.”

“And if it weren't for the Green
Ghost,” he added, “we probably
wouldn’t be going to the circus to-
night. Another thing I didn't tell you,
Merry: No less a personage than Po-
lice Commissioner Edward Standish
suggested that the Green Ghost take
a look at the Hess Circus before it
moves into Madison Square Garden.”

“What's the matter with the show?"
Merry asked “Got a fan dancer in it?"

“According to Standish and certain
authoritiies of the United States Treas-
ury Department, the Hess show has a
counterfeiter in it. It seems that just
about every town the show lights in is
floodwsl with counterfeit meney. THhe
T-men have a notien that this meney
is manufactured in Canada, pieked up
by the circus when it tours the DomIA:
ion, and then distributed in this couR-
t[‘y‘."

“Could be,” Merry said, “that Mf.
Hess’ trouble has something te do
with this counterfeiting.”

“That’s what I'm thinking. Stand-
ish says that the T-men Believe the
counterfeit notes are the werk 6f Ae
Max Conrad, a noterious crimiRal
ryho's had some experience iR (hat
ine.”

“Conrad!” Merry's green eyes wid:
ened. "Wy, I've heatd of Rif! Five
years ago, the G-men egfAered HRis
gang in an Illineis farm-heuse afer
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a nation-wide search. The house cauwght
on fire during the guh battle, and a
lot of the criminals were burned. They
even thought Conrad might have been
burned to death in the fire”

“But there wasn't any proof, yoa
see. Right now, it looks as though
Max Conrad is hiding in the Hess show
and distributing his crooked money as
the circus moves from town to town—
selling the counterfeit stuiff to profes-
sional ‘queer pushers’ as they're
called.”

through the gates.

There was an excited glitter in the
eyes of the famous-magician. His nos-
trils dilated as he savored the combined
odors of roasting peanuts, popped corn,
“hot dawgs,” baled hay, and fresh saw-
dust. This was horme-coming to him,
and his pulse quickened to match the
throb of the bass drum in front of the
side-shows.

The raucous voices of the bally spiel-
ers seemed to shout a welcome. Yet
there were probably only a few now

George Chamce

“So that's why we're going to the
circus?”

“Right! As a matter of fact, don't
be a bit surprised if our pals, Joe Har-
per and Tiny Tim Terny, are already
on the grounds."”

KANCE was compelled to park
three blecks from the entramee to
the cireus grounds. Ten minutes Jater
he and Merry were just another couple
walking with linked arms, moving
with gh% humah tide that passed

associated with the show who would
recognize him, so swiftly had he rock-
eted to fame and fortune on the magic
carpet of abracadabra.

Out of the babel of circus voices, one
seemed to originate in the nose of its
owner.

“Chance of a lifetime, ladees and gen-
tI'mun! A guaranteed lifetime foun-
tain pen with solid gold point for twen-
ty-five cents—a quatter of a dollalh!™

“Good night!” Merry White said.
“Look over there!™
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Chance was already looking at the
owner of the nasal voice. The man
stood behind a little pitchman’s stand
with a tray of fountain pens on top of
it. He was wearing a black and white
checkered suit and a snap-brim hat
that was a particularly mnauseating
shade of green. A cigarette dangled
loosely from his lips, wobbled up and
down as he cried his wares.

His face was gaunt, wolfish. His
eyes, in the shadow of his hat-brim,
looked like black beetles. His name
was Joe Hatper, and he was a strange
sort of parasite who had fastened him-
selt to the Chance household,_He was
gambler, tout, vaudeville booking
agent—in fact anything that offered an
opportunity of making meney from
somebody else’'s labor. Right now, he
was a pitehmamn, and apparently doing
very well for himself.

As Chance and Merry came up to
Joe Harper’s stand, the pitchman
picked up a fountain pen and showed
it to them.,

“Here’s a gentI'mun that knows
value, folks!” he yelled for the benefit
of the crowd. "He'll buy a pen. Look,
Mister, it writes both ways—upside
down for a fine line, right side up for
a thick one. You can’t beat this pen
if you pay eight dollars and a half.”

“You bet you can't,” Chance whis-
pered. “That's my pen you're using as
a demonstrator, cliiseller!?”

“You take your choice, Mister,”
Harper said. “Ewvery color of the rain-
bow and each and every pen guaran-
teed to last as long as you do.” And
as Chance crowded close to the stand,
he whispered: “Better look up your
pal, Martin Hess. I think he's got
some info for you about the guy with
the phony mazuma.”

“Right,” Chance whispered.

“And the gentI’'mun chooses a beau-
tiful green pen, ladeez and gemtl 'mumn !
shouted Harpet, and shoved one of the
two-bit pens into Chance’s hand. Out
the side of his mouth he added: “That’ll
be two bits, sucker!”

Chuckling, George Chance paid Joe
Harper the twenaty-five cents. Then
he and Merry headed for the circus
“backyard” whete he expected to fiind
Martin Hess in the office wagon.

There a pimpled young man with

tow-colored hair informed them that
he hadn’t seen Hess for the past thirty
minutes.

"He's somewhere on the grouRds,
that's sure."
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EY returned to the crowded area
in front of the side-shows, and
there Chance stopped Merry in front
of a new looking tent of purple canvas.

“Here’s Minnie the Miniature Mer-
maid,” he said. “Remember when I
was designing this illusion for Hess?
He paid me two grand for it.”

The spieler for Minnie's show
stepped to the mike on the bally plat-
form in front of the purple tent.

“Hur-ray, hur-ray, folks!" bellowed
from the loud-speaker. "Positively the
last performance before the big show.
And if you miss this, you've missed a
lot. It's Minnie the Miniature Mer-
mmaid—she lives in a goldfish bowl.
Wiy, yes sir, she's alive! Eighth won-
der of the world, exclusive with the
Mattin Hess show. She'll entrance
you with her dance. She's bee-utiful
and glorious, this tiny ereature enly
filne inehes tall. And I said nine inches
and I mean nine ineches—="

Chance took hold of Merry's arm
and urged her forward to the door of
the purple tent. When they reached
the ticket seller, Chance simply passed
his right hand across the ticket box and
said quietly:

“Shill in."”

It was the universal password among
circus and carnival people. The man
in the box gave Chance a wink and a
nod, and George and Merty entered the
mirror-spanglkd deorway, cclliidb e d
wooden steps into a dimly lighted iA-
terior. Thete tefnporary bleachers
were arranged in a semi-gircle about
a small purple-draped platferm.

“You may get somebody’s foot dewn
the back of your neck,” Chance said to
Merry as they seated themselves in the
front row, “but I'd like you te get ¢he
full effect of this. 1 think it's pretty
good, especially when the bally spielef
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comes in and actually moves the bowl
while the girl’s inside.”

“Is she really in the bowl?” Merty
said, craning her neck. “I don't see
any bowl.”

“It’s back of that curtain,” Chance
said. “Wait and see. Maybe you can
dope it out.”

There were perhaps fifty people in
the little tent and mote crowding
through the door when suddenly the
purple curtain was jerked back from
the platform. Theie, in the center of
the tiny stage was a round goldfish
bowl, riot more than a foot and a half
in diameter and brilllantly illurminated
86 that the bubbles in the elear water
glittered like jewels.

The mermaid was in the very center
of the bowl, her golden hair fldasimg
out from her head as though borae on
the cufrent of the water. She cer-
tainly looked ne more than nine imches
in height, and she was perfectly
formed. A elese-fifting gown of green
satin and sequins shewed beneath the
hem of a mannish topeoat which was
thrown ever her sheulders. But her
Baek was teward the audienee.

The audience gasped. So did George
Chance. Because there were several
things wrong about all this. The top-
coat was all wrong, since no mermaid
great of small had ever needed a top-
coat. The fact that her back was to-
ward the audience was all wrong.
Semething had slipped up. Chance
even deubted if the mermmaid knew that
she had rmade her appearamce before
the audienee.

“Somebody’s gaffed the act,” he
whispered to Merry.

T WAS more than that. The atti-

tude of the tiny figute in the bowl
was one of fear—but the sort of fear
that stands its ground in the face of
deadly danger.

“Just a statue!” somebody behind
Chance said. "A fake like all this stuff,
You'd think we'd get tired of being
played for suckers.”

And then, as though to disprove this
skepticism, the little mermaid moved
one step backward, pulled a flslting
something from beneath the topcoat—
a gun! The weapon appeared less than
an inch in length, but the intent of the

miniature mermaid was unmistakable.

Chance got half out of his seat,

“Down in front!” the i€ behind
him yelled.

And then the gun in the hand of the
mermaid crashed. It was a very life-
sized sound. Gray smoke puffed from
the bartel, clouding the tableau a mo-
ment.

A second fiigure appeared in the gold-
fish bowl—a man not over ten inches
in height. He pitched suddenly for-
ward as though from the side ot the
glass bowl itselt. He fell forward on
his face, arms stiffly at his sides, to lie
perfectly still on the bottom of the
bewl. For just a moment, the tin
mermaid looked back over het sheul-
der, her lips parted as though to
§efreann,

The lights went out and the bowl
was swallowed in darkness. The audi-
ence clapped spontameously, thinking
this was all part of the act. But it
wash't.

George Chance seized Merry’s arm
and pulled her to her feet.

“Come on! That wasn't in the script
at all!”

And as he and Merry struggled
against the tide of in-coming custom-
ers, the voice from the bally platform
outside shouted:

“She's adorable! She's bee-utiful!"

She was all of that. And fifty people
had just seen her commit murder!

CHAPTER 11
In the Dark

CYWMWMTAS it real, darlin’?” Merry

ww Wihite gasped as she fol-
lowed Chanee's interference through
the crowd. “Those little people in the
bowl—they wete really living human
beings—"

“And one of them is probably dead,”
Chance rapped.

The glaring lights from the bally
platform found the magician’'s face
tense, his eyes anxious. He drew
Merry out of the line in front of the
purple tent.

“Go find a cop,” he said quietly.
“Don’t alarm anyone—just get a cop.”



And then he turmed on his heel,
ducked under the ropes that defined
the ticket line in front of the show,
crossed a little patch of ffattenesi grass,
to one ot the gaudy, painted drops that
linked the front of the mermaid show
with that of the Boogie-Woogie Min-
strels. He pulled an anchot peg, lifted

the canvas and crawled through to the
back of the purple tent.

The purple tent was taller than it
appeared, for it had been especially de-
gsigned for this illusion. Beneath the
raised floor where the spectators sat
was a room fully eight feet high. 1t
was in this secret room that the &wot-
ing had actually taken place, and not
in the goldfish bowl.

A mirror partition in the goldfish
bowl, placed at an angle with the hori-
zontal, acted simply like the eye-piece

of an inverted periscops. Below the
stage, was another mirror, much larger,
but placed at the same angle. The
mermaid performed before a third mir:
ror placed at the other end of the roem,
but her image was transmitted to the
mirror directly beneath the goldfish
bowl through a reduction lens, which

ie gun in the hand of the mermaiid erashed, aAd

accounted for the miniature effect of
the whole illusion.

Though the idea behind this triek
was an old one, its adaptation was Aew.
Chance valued the secret s6 highly that
he had insisted upon a snap-leck bein
fitteel to the door leading inte the §6@f8%
room.

Getting out of the place was a simple
matter of tuening a lateh, but getting
in required a key.

The sides of the secret reer were
constructed of plywood panels, painted



black. Finding which of these panels
was the door itself was Chance’s fiitst
job. After that, it took him a little
time to select the right pick-lock from
the elaborate collection he always cai-
ried.

At last he heard the tell-tale snick of
the lock, and the black door yielded to

a figure pitched forward from tha side of the howl

slight pressure. He stepped into the
dark and closed the door behind him.
On the floor above, the feet of the suck-
ers who had paid the admission price
pounded thunderously. Jagged slabs
of boogie-woogie squealed and blared
from the tent next door. The only light
in the room came in thin gray slices
through cracks in the fitmoring above.
Chance moved forward quickly in
spite of the gloom, confident that he
knew the location of the big mirrors
and the electric fan which was used

to make the’mmermmid’s hair appear as
though it floated in the water. But his
confidence, as well as portions of his
anatorny, was shaken in anothet mo-
ment when he crashed into an imani.
fnate object which ghouldn’ have been
there at all. His flingess groped,
touched the coel, smooth surface of an

extra mirror which could have played
no part in the goldfish illlusion.

And suddenly he was aware that he
was not alone. In the dim gray light
from above, he saw a black gargan-
tuan shape reflected in the surface of
this extra mirror. It was a simian
shape, hulking and menacing.

THANCE swung around. His left
fist shot out like a plston, sank
deep inte yielding flesh and coarse,
wity hait. A grunt, and foul, hot breath
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exploded in Chance’s face. Two thick
hairy arms wrapped about the magi-
cian’s lean body, lifting him to his toes
in a mighty embrace that might have
crushed the ribs of a man of fllinsier
fhakeup.

But the magician’s arms were up so
that they had escaped that powerful
embrace. Fingers of his right hand
clawed at hair on the back of the mon-
strous creature, while his left fiist beat
down like a hammer into the unseen
face,

And those hammer blows hurt! The
monster released his hold, plastered a
huge, sweating palm over the magi-
cian's face, shoved Chance backward to
crash into the mirror.

Glass smashed, the whole heavy
framework in which the mirror was
mounted tottered forward. Possibly
the monstet actually pulled the sup-
porting framework over on Chance. All
the magician knew was that he was
plastered on the floor with the mirror
support on top of him.

He clawed the earth floor for a hold,
wormed his way forward so that his
head cleared the wreckage, just as the
door of the secret room opened. For a
brief instant he saw the broad-shoul-
dered, neckless fiigure of the monster
silhouetted against the light from the
outside. But by the time he could
clear himself of the mirror framework
and reach the door, the simian shape
was gone.

“The ape who walks like a man,” he
mused. “Or more probably the man
who walks like an ape. Either way, a
heck of a guy to meet in the dark!”

He turned, walked back nearly to the
zenter of the room, then struck a match.
The area in which the mersmaid had to
stand in order to appear in miniature
in the goldfish boewl above, wag indi-
cated by a whitewashed cirele on the
bare earth flbaor. Just inside this eirele
lay the bedy of a man.

He had been rather a plump man
with pure white hair and a face that
had been jovial. The shiny area ot the
forehead was mareed by a single but
entirely sufficient bullet-hele.

A pained expression crossed the lean
face of the magician. The corpse in
the circle had once been Martin Hess,

millionaire owner of the cireus.

Chance had knowm Hess for years:
He had been a good friend to the of-
phaned boy who was later to become
George Chance, magician. Hess had
been a great showman. It seemed dou-
bly tragic that somebody in the circus
waieh e had loved so well had killed
him. Had it been sofmebody named
Max Cenrad, because the owner of the
eireus had diseovered something —
semething that weuld peint out Con-
fad's identity, er would speil Conrad’s
eounterfeit racket? _

The match burned down to the magi-
cian's fifiggars. He struck another and
stepped around the circle, picturing in
his mind the point at which the mer-
maid had stood when she had fired her
shot. It occuried to him suddealy that
In order te hit Hess she would have
had te turn slightly te the right when
she had fited.

But had she done that? She had
stepped back a little, but had she ac-
tually turned?

E CROSSED to the mirrer which

the hairy menster had teppled

8ver oA Rim, examined the weed Back:

ing of the shatiered glass. A bullet

had passed through the weed, leaving

its slivered hole. Tt leeked 8 the mapt:

€ian as theugh the mermaid Rad sHBt

bt e e ml

Bu&il@k%‘l%%u aBHi &%%E%Hm& %%%E {BER
8HE FEPBFE:

Somebody was pounding on the doeer
of the secret room—pounding loud
enough to be heard above the ¢ontinual
bellowing of the spielets, the trample
of feet on the floor above, and the ge&
licks fromn the colered trumpeier iR the
finstiel teat next desr.

George Chance moved over to the
door and opened it. There were five
men outside that doer of the reem Be:
neath the mermaid's tent, but Rene of
thern represented the law ef FulteR
Heights.

There was a clown in fiotley panta-
loons, his face comically painted iR fed
and white. On one side of the €lowh
was a tall, graceful figure in Fdax-€ol:
ored tights. On the other side was &
wide-shouldered, narkew-hipped MaA
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in whipcord riding pants and polished
leather boots.

Behind this trio was the young man
with the pimpled face whom Chance
and Merry had seen at the office wagon.
Beside him was a midget wearing a
conservative blue business suit of -ex-
pensive tailoring. An enormous cigar
jutted grotesquely from the baby face
of the tiny man,

The midget was obviously “Tiny
Tim"” Terry, close friend of George
Chance, and able assistant of that re-
lentless foe of crime, the Green Ghost.
But as he opened the door of the secret
room, Chance did not recognize a sin-
gle member of the trio in the fore-
ground immediately. He was a little
bit startled as the clown reached out
his white-gloved hand to clutch his
shouldet.

“George Chance!” the clown ex-
claimed in a high, thin voice that more
clearly inditated his years than did his
painted face. “It is George Chance,
isn't it?"

“Ricki!”

The magician looked into the faded
blue eyes of the old clown and recog-
nized him.

“Ricki, old boy! Still rolling them in
the aisle, eh?” Chance’s grin was al-
most as wide as that on the red painted
lips of the clown.

Ricki must have been past sixty and
still the biggest fun-maker with the
show.

“How is he?"” Ricki gasped, sending
an anxious glance into the dark room
beneath the purple tent. “Martim Hess,
I mean. I heard that he had been shot.”

Chance shook his head sadly.

“He's dead, Ricki.”

Something like a sob sounded from
behind the clown’s painted mask. He
made a feeble effort to push past
Chance to get through the door, but
the magician gripped the old buffoon
by the shoulder.

“I gotta see him, George,” Ricki said,
his voice quavering.

“It wouldn’t do any good,” Chance
said to him quietly. “Wihere are the
police?"

The other men drew closer.

“Is it true then, what Ricki tells us?"
the man in the riding pants asked.

E HAD ink-blue eyes, tmahogany-

ted eyebfows and a hairless

head. His nose recalled a ski-jurmp.

His lips were two thin, straight lines,

and beneath his lurmpy chin was a wide
white sear.

“I'm afraid it's true,” Chance said.
“Ricki, where did you find out about
Hess?"”

The old clown did not seem to hear.
He stopped trying to pull away from
Chance, however, and turmed to the
man in the riding pants.

“George,” he said hoarsely, “I want
you to meet Gregor Latour, an animal
trainer like your dad was.”

The man in the riding breeches
flusteed as he extended his hand,

“Night and day from Ricki I have
heard the name of Chance—Chance the
animal trainer. And now I meet his
son, another Chance, a great magician."”

“And this is Harry Marquand,” Ricki
said, indicating the slim figure in tights.
“High-wire walker, backbone of the
thrill department.™

Marquand was dark, thin-faced. He
had a curled mustache, and those black,
shoe-buttom eyes of his peered out of
bluish pockets.

“I've heard the name of Chance, t0o,”
he said. “They still talk of your mother
as the queen of the fliying trapeze.”

“I hardly rate an introduction,” the
young man with the pimpled face said,
“since I'm not a celeb. I'm just Jerry
Haines, and I've helped Martin Hess
keep his books straight —sort of a
stooge. What I don’t understand is
why Mr. Hess would kill himself.”

“He didn't,” Chance said. "“It was
murder.”

“Murder?” Latour’s mahogany eye-
brows climbed. “But everybody loved
Martin Hess! How could it he?”

“Apparentlly everybody didn’t love
him,” Chance said.

He looked over Latour’s shoulder to
see two uniformed police officers com-
ing toward them. Merry White was
not far behind. One of the cops pulled
his fieshlightt, went straight to the door.

“One side,” he said curtly. “Which
of you is Mr. Chance?"

The magician stepped forward.

“Okay,” said the bluecoat. “What's
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“Mr. Hess, owner of the circus, has
been murdered.”

The policeman nodded toward the
door.

“In there?” he asked.
with me, Mr. Chance.”

“Just step in

—

CHAPTER 111
A Job far the Ghost

EORGE CHANCE and the police-

fnan who had speken went inside.

;[‘h% other blueceat remained at the
eef.

One look at the body and the officer
with Chance saiidi:

“Murdered, I'd say. Not that it's
my business to say. You discovered
the body?”

Chance told exactly what had oc-
curred, not omitting his fiight with the
Ape-Man and the matter of the extra
fRifcor.

“Fine,” the policeman said drily.
“But you can save all that theory about
what happemed for Captain Bushman
when he gets here. I'll send out a man
to round up this ape freak and the mer-
fmaid lady. And I'll have yeur full
name and addeess, Me. Chanee.”

The bluecoat walked briskly out of
the secret room, issued orders to his
gidekick. Harry Marquand, king of the
wire-walkets, stepped up to the police
officer.

“You’re not thinking Fay McKay
had anything to do with this?”

The policeman looked Marquand's
slim figure up and down.

“It’s not my job to think. Fay Mc-
Kay the mermaid ladiy?™

“She is,” Marquand said. “And she
was one of Martin Hess® closest
friends.”

George Chance pulled away from the
circus people, went over to where
Merry Wihite was standing beside Tiny
Tim.

“Merry,” he said quietly, “did you
tell Ricki, the clown, about this shoot-
ing?”

"No, darlin’! You said mum was the
word, 80 the word was rum. I just told
the copper—that one over there who

thinks he owns the earth with a fence
around it."

Merry made a face at the back 6f
the Fulton Heights arm of the law:

“Do you know how Ricki get wind
of it, Tim?" )

The midget switched his huge eigar
to the other side of his mouth. ]

“Not me, George. [ was hang{ng
around the office wagom, talking wit
that Haines fellow, when the wire-
walker came dashing by and said some-
thing about Hess getting shot."

The midget stepped closer to Chance,
stood on tiptoe, his babylike brow
crinkled by a puzzled scowl.

“You got to watch the Haines guy,"
he whispered. “He packs a gun under
his arm.”

The magician nodded. He looked
back toward the door of the secret room
whete the bluecoat was standing, sur-
tounded by Ricki, Gregotr Latour, and
Hartty Marquand. The three circus
performers were ifnpressing upon the
law's representatiive the innoeemce of
Fay MeKay, alias Minnie the Mermald.
Jerty Haihes was net in sight,

Wihiile the police officer was occupied
and before the rest of the Fulton
Heights police force got on the scene,
it seermed to Chance that new was a
good time for the Green Ghest to take
over. Because this was definitely a jeb
for the Ghost. He would get a great
deal of personal satisfaction eut of
grabbing Martin Hess' murder—even
more than iR reuRding up the counter-
feit ring:

Quietly he slipped back through the
canvas drop under which he had passed
to get to the back of the purple tent.
Out in front, the side-shows were put:
ting on their finall efferis te get the
crowd to spend their dies befsre the
blg shew began.

HANCE huttied towatd the ef-
tranee of the clreus grounds, and
was BRce a%am_gt@pim@ by that well-
known nasal veice of Joe Harper.
“Chance of a lifetirne, folks! Get
your guaranmteed fountain pen with the
solid gold point.”
The way he emphasized the werd
“chance” gawve it a double meaning t6
the magician who once rore stopped



in front of the pitchman’s stand. Im-
mediately Joe Harper began the process
of selling Chance a two-bit pen.

“I’'m not too sure you're not working
this overtime, Joe,” Chance whispered.

“Don’t crab my act,” Harper worked
out of the side of his mouth. “Choose
your pen, Mister. Only a few minutes
before the big show. Only fifty cents
—halif a dollizth!™

Business must have been good. Joe
Harper had raised the antg. Chance
smiled thinly and took out a fififfyeemt
piece as Harper thrust a red pen into
his hand.

“Out on the sidewalk, a gent hiding
behind a haystack,” the pitchman whis-
pered. “It’s your double or mothing.™
And then aloud for the benefit of the
crowd; “And the gentl’'mum knows a
bargaim when he sees one! Wio else
wants a genuine lifetime guaranteed
fountain pen for only hallf a dollah?
They won’t be here tomorrow, folks.
They won’t be here an hour from now
at this phenomemnal price.”

Harper's whispered message was
readily understood by George Chance
who immediately left the dcircus
gtounds. Among the crowd that
thronged the sidewalk, his keen eye
picked out a man in overalls and wide-
brimmed black felt hat. The “hay-
stack™ Haeper had mentioned was ob-
viously the man’s heavy gray beard
that covered cheeks, mouth and chin.
It was also obvious to George Chance
that the beatd was false.

As he passed the whiskered man,
Chance gave him a slight nod. Im-
mediately, the whiskered one turned,
followed some distance behind the ma-
gician as the latter walked up the street
toward his car.

Chance stopped at his car only long
enough to take a black traveling bag
from the back compartment. Then he
continued on up the street for another
block to a corner filling station. He
entered the men’s rest-room at the side
of the station unnoticed by the at-
tendant.

A moment later, the whiskered man
also entered the room and carefully
latched the door behind him. He raised
his hand to his face, jerked off the false
whiskers.

The effect was startling, for the face
of the man in the overalls was identical
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with that of George Chance. More than
that, as the man began taking off his
overalls it became apparent that his fig-
ure was also like that of the magician,
and beneath his outer clothing he wore
a suit exactly like Chance’s. The only
detectable difference in the two men
was ifi height. Chance was perhaps an
Ineh taller,

“Good night, Glenn!” Chance ex-
claimed. “I see Joe Harper rooked
you, t00.”

There was a red fountain pen stick-
ing out of the double’s pocket. Glenn
Saunders smiled ruefully.

“Some day I'm going to find myself
sole owner of the Brooklym Bridge,” he
said, “and Joe will have sold it to me."

Not only did the two men look alike,
but they spoke alike, had the same
mannerisms.

EORGE CHANCE bhad found
Glcnn Saunders years ago, warm-
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And Glenn Saunders had willingly
shucked his own identity to become
George Chance’s double in exchange
for all that Chance could teach him

about the art of abracadabra. Fer he
had become eager student of magie.

Alone with Saunders, Chance began
to remove his tweed suit. The eeat
pants and vest were reversible, an
when he had turned them inside out he
had a second suit of dead black cloth
that would have looked well at a
funeral. From the satchel he had
brought from the car, he removed a
blaek silk lining for the coat. The lin-
ifig cotild be quickly snapped into place
and it ecentained many secret pockets
leaded with rhagie tricks and gimmicks
which Ae had feund useful in his many
eneeunters with eriminals.

A clip which had originally been in-
tended as a billiard ball dropper held
his little autormatic on the inside of
the coat, on the right, just above  the
hera.

A keen-bladed throwing-kmife was at
home in the special sleeve sheath at-
tached to his right arm.

“All set to take on a mob of countet-
feiters, en?” Glenn Saunders asked.

“More tham that,” Chance said, as he
got into the black suit. “Counterfeiters
and murderers. Apparently Martin
Hess knew too much about what went
on in his circus for his own goed, and
the mysterious Max Conrad did a thet-
ough and complete rub-out job.”

Quickly Chance brought Gienn
Saunders up to date en all that had
occurred at the eircus. Saunders had
to know all this in order te take up
where George Chance had left off.

“And for heavens’ sake, wateh yeur
step with the Fulton Heights pelice,”
Chance warned. “We don't have the
drag here that we have in the big t6wh.
Now go on back to the cireus and Be
George Chance. See if you ean explaif
that mermaid illusion te the &ops.
Demonstrate the vareus angles iA-
volved, and try to get thern to see some:
bedy else besides Fay MeKay as the
candidate for murderér.”

As soon as Saunders had left, Chanee
took his compact makeup kit from his
bag. If his old pal Ricki eould have
watched what tramspired he weuld
have realized that what he had taught
George Chance of makeup had net been
a waste of time,

Two wire ovals thrust inte Chanee's
nosttils, tilted the magiclan's nese and
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elongated the nostrils. A set of cellu-
loid shell teeth that looked as if they
were in the last stages of decay were
next clipped over Chance’s Hhealthy
teeth.

He dipped into a box of ordinary
brown eye-shadow to darken and deep-
en the pits of his eyes and the natural
hollows of his cheeks. A liquid pow-
der blotted out the color of his red-geld
eyebrows. Finally, a generous patting
of dry powder gave him a cerpselike
pallor.

So far as makeup was conce¥ned,
when he had put on his black crusher
hat, the job waa done. He could pass
in a erowd without attracting any par-
ticular attemtion. He didn't look like
George Chanee, but neither did he Jook
like that terrer of the underworld, the
Green Ghest. But frem this basie ap-

garanee It was an easy step to assume

he %hastlly death’s head appearamce of
the Ghest:

“Turming on the Ghost,” as he called
it, was largely a matter of muscular
control. His lips would peel back to
reveal those yellow, skull-like teeth.
His deep-set eyes would assume a vac-
ueus expression, facial muscles woiild
freeze. A battery-operated light globe
of sfall size was set In the peculiar
gearf pin he were in his tie. At a
toueh of a switeh, a ghastly green light
would feed upward aeress his faee.

Makeup completed, he quietly left
the filling station and returmed his
black bag to his car. Then he headed
back toward the circus grounds. The
hunt for Max Conrad, counterfeiter
and possibly murdetet, was on,

CHAPTER 1V
The Vanisthiing Lady

CCORDING to the well-ordered
A fhind of Captain Bushman of the
Fulten Heights Police, every murder
was composed of certain elements
which he called “links.” These ele-
thents, in order of their immportance,
were—the corpse, the killer, the weap-
on, and the motive. The idea was not
original with Bushman.
L'p until nine-thirty when the show

under the big-top was well under way,
Bushman had discovered only one ob-
vious link—the corpse of Martin Hess.
That at least fifty other people had
made that discovery ahead of him did
fnot spoil the luster ot Link Number
Theee, when Bushian personally dis-
covered the weapen.

Entering the dressing-room tent of
Mermaid Fay McKay, who was still
among the missing, Captain Bushman
pounced upon a nickel-plated revolver.
Following him inte the tent were two
policemen, Wiire-Wallker Harcy Mat-
guand, Gregor Latour, Merry White,
and Glenn Saunders. Execept fof
Merey Wiiite, fie ofie present had any
feasoh to deubt but what Saunders was
Geerge Chanee.

“Uh-huh,” Captain Bushman grunt-
ed with satisfaction, “this is Link Num-
ber Thtee in our murdet chain.”

Gregor Latour was second to spot
the gun. He drew his thick mahogany-
red brows together in a scowl and
clamped a powerful hand on Bush-
than’s shoulder. Bushfhan's eyes ex-
pressed cold resentment of the animal
trainer’s actien.

“I do not believe anything you say
of this business!” Latour exploded.
“Evety time you turn around, it is Fay
Me¢Kay she did this or that. I think
you decide things toe fast. How do
you knew that is the gun that killed
eur friend, Martin Hess?”

“She couldn’t have killed Martin,”
Harry Marquand said. “Pay, and
Ricki and I were Hess' closest friends
in the show business. Hess even prom-
ised us he would remember us in his
will.”

“Wiich probably constitutes Link
Numbet Four—the motive,” Bushman
said sagely. “You go walk your tight
fope, fy friend, and take that lion tam-
ef with you. I'll handle this in my
owhn way.”

Harry Marquand gave the captain a
black look.

“You might at least listen to Mr.
Chance. He’s a magician. He knows
how that goldfish bowl stunt works
and what you could see in the bowl
and what you couldn’t see.”

Glenn Saunders, his voice sounding
like a recording of Chance’s voice,
spoke up.
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“I've already tried to point out that
there was an extra mirror down in that
room below the purple tent. It wasn’t
required for the illusion. But placed
as it was it might easily have reflected
the fiigure of somebody standing behind
Fay McKay. She might have mistaken
the reflection for a real person—for
somebody she had reason to fear. The
bullet-hole in the back of the mirrof
support bears out my point.”

“That is hokus-pokus,”
said.

“It’s not,”™ Saunders said stoutly.
“"Wiat was that ape-man from the
freak show doing down in that roem?”

Bushman turned to one of his men.

“Any progress made toward getting
that fake caveman to talk?”

Bushman

ATOUR burst out laughing, and
Bushman wheeled on him.
“All right, lion tamer, what’s so
funny about that?"
“You getting Tamko, the Ape-Man,
to talk—it is too funny!” Latout’s ink-

blue eyes glistened. “Ho-ho, you
should laugh, too! Tanko is dumb.
He only makes grunting noises. You

will learn a lot from him, Captain!™

In the shadows outside the dressing-
room tent, the Green Ghost heard all
of this argumemnt. It wouldn’t lead to
any startling conclusions. Bushman
had made up his mind, and fifiidimg
what might be the murder weapon
had sealed Fay McKay’s guilt. Any-
ofie could have planted the gun.

The Ghost’s object at the moment
was to find Fay McKay before Bush-
man succeeded in clamping the brace-
lets on her. He had a hunch he could
beat the police to the missing mermaid.

It was more than a hunch. Who
was it that had told Ricki that Martin
Hess had been shot? Why had Ricki
avoided answering that question when
it had been put directly to him? Pos-
sibly it was Fay hersellf who had told
Ricki of the sheoting. Maybe Ricki
was hiding the gifl somewhere on the
grounds. And it was important that
the Ghost talk te Fay.

Of all that had transpired in that
secret room only what had occurred
within that chalked-off circle had ac-
tually appeared in the goldfish bowl.
There really hadn’t been fiifty eye-wit-

nesses to the actual crime, There were
only fifty persons who thougit they
were eye-witnesses. The only persons
who could actually have been eye-wit-
nesses were those in the secret room
at the time,

Under'the main tent, Ricki and his
clown troop had the center ring. It
was that old stunt in which a score of
clowns pile out of a midget car. Ricki
was in there with the others, giving
everything he had, making the crowd
roat with laughter, while all the time
his own eyes were filled with tears of
SOTFOW.

At the rear entramce to the big tent,
the Green Ghost leaned against a pole
and waited, watching the slap-stick
finalk: to the act, listening to the fren-
zied music of the band. He watched
one clown in particular—a rather small
figuite in a voluminous costume ot
multi-colored patchwotk. The wearer
of the outfit was just a little too grace-
ful abeut being awkward,

Wihen the band ran the clowns off
to make room for Latout’s animal act,
the Green Ghost kept his eyes on the
little buffoon in patchwork. This
clown kept apart from the others,
passed within a yard of where the
Ghost was standing as the act left the
tent.

“Just a minute, Patches,” the Ghost
said quietly.

The clown stopped, sent a frightened
glance at the thin man in black, then
bolted. The Ghost sprinted along be-
hind. The way “Patches™ ran was a
dead give-away. The clown was a
worman.

She dashed around te the side of
the tent, glancing backward at her
pursuetr. It was during one of these
backward glances that she fell ever a
tent stake. The peaked cap fell frem
her head and long golden hair €ame
tumbling inte full view.

She was on her feet again when the
Ghost swooped down from behind her
and looped a lean arm around her
waist. She twisted around, {ried
gouging his face with her fimger nails.
Her tactics might have been effective
on somebody whe could feve less rap-
idly than the Green Ghest. He caught
her ltiﬁyr wtist and held it in a grasp of
steel.
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it out, Fay!” he said stern-

ly. “"Don’t be a little feel.

I'm trying to help you eut of this mess.

Keep up this sert of thing and yeu'll
land in jail. OF rhaybe the ehair.”

Her round blue eyes searched the
strange, pale face.

“Wihhy-—why should you help me?”

“Because you didn’t kill Martin
Hess.”

“Who are you?” she gasped.

“Just a guy you're going to have to
trust,” he said, his deep-set eyes grave.
“You've got the screwy idea you can
hide rvighit here with the circus. The
cops will find you eventually, Wihat I
want you to do 18 get away from here,
go hole-up in a hotel until this fmess is
cleaned up. Have you any foney on
your persen fer a hotel reem?”

“Yes,” she said slowly.

“Okay. Now, you’'ve got to trust
me. You haven’t any reason to be
afraid of me if you didn't kill Martin
Hess.”

“I didn't " she sobbed.

“But when you shot that gun, the
spotlight was on in that room beneath
the purple tent. At least fiffty people
who were looking at the goldfish bowl
at that time will be willing to testify
they saw you shoot Hess.”

“I was shooting at Tamko, the Ape-
Man,” Fay insisted. “I had gone into
the room in the dark, because that's
the way you have to do or you'll crab
the act. I was crossing the room to
take off the topcoat when suddenly
the lights eathe on. I don’t know wheo
turmed them en. That was ahead of
sehedule.”

“And right in front of you, you
thought you saw the Ape-Man.”

“That’s right.™

“But you didn’t. That was a reflec-
tion. One of those extra mirrors they
carry with the act, in case one of the
regular ones breaks, was in front of
where you were standing and a little
to one side—the left side, to be exact.
Yaiu saw Tanko’s reflection and shet
at td'

“I don’t know about the reflection,”
she said, “But I shot at what I
thought was Tamko. Then I heatd a
movement in the dark just outside the
circle, near where that big fan was ge-
ing. I saw Martin Hess tagple 6f=
ward out of the dark. But there was
somebody else there—sofmebody in the
dark behind Hess.”

“Somebody pushed Hess into the cir-
cle as you shot,” the Ghost said. “I
think Hess had been killed before-
hand. To the spectators above, it may
have looked as though you shot Hess,
but if you ieere aifning at that mirrer
you eouldn’t have hit hifn frem that
angle. But why did you want te sheet
Tankoe?"

Fay McKay drew a long, tremulous
breath.

“Last week when the show was at
Albany something happened. Tanko
told me that if I ever let this out he'd
kill me—"

“I thought Tanko couldn't talk,” the
Ghost imterrupted.

“He can’t. But he writes what he
wants to say on a pad of paper. He'a
a former wrestler who was hurt in an
accident. Most of that hair on his
bedy s faked. But he's terrible-look-
ing and I'ra afrald of him.”

“Go on,” the Ghost urged. “What
happened in Albany?” [Turm page]
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E girl shuddered, then went on
talking hastily.

“Tanko was leaving the circus
grounds one night after the show was
over. He had a worn suitcase in his
hand. The latch of the case came open
and whatever was in the Buitcase fell
out. I went over to help him pick up
what he had spilled, and it was money
—lots of money stacked in little pack-
ages. He didn't want me to see it,
wanted me to keep away, bit then he
couldn’t tell me what he wanted.

“He forced me against a tent wall
and wrote on that pad he carries that
if I said anything about the money
he’d kill me. He repeated that same
warning the next day and the day
after. I began to get more afraid of
him than ever. I began carrying a gun
with me wherever I went. Tonight,
when I saw hifn down there Ih that
dark reefh with e, he had a knife in
his hand. I khow he intended to kill
fme. I drew the gun and firedl”

“And the money in the suitcase—it
looked like new money?” the Ghost
asked.

“I think so0.”

The GhoBt nodded. Counterfeit
money, in all probability. Being un-
able to talk, Tanko would have made
a good messenger to deliver the coun-
terfeit money to the agents who
“pushed” it. Or then again, it was pos-
stble that Tanko was Conrad.

“One more thing,” he said. “Tanko
and presumably Hess were in that
room beneath the purple tent tonight.
There was also a third man, somebody
who pushed Heass into that circle?”

“Yes,” the girl replied. “Someone
ran out of the room just before I did.
I was too stunned by the sight of poor
Mr. Heald to know just what was going
on. I didn't see the man’s face, but it
wasn't Tanke. I think Tanke was still
in the roor after I left. I could hear
him fumbling about, teying to find the
deor in the dark.”

The Ghost looked over the top of
Fay McKay’s golden head. A uni-
formed policeman was standing at one
end of the big-top. He wasn't listen-
ing to the blare of the circus band nor
to the roar of the big cats in Latour’s
animal act. Rather, he was moving
stealthily toward where the Ghost and

Fay McKay were standing.

“Oh-oh!” The Ghost seized Fay's
hand. “We'd better scram, Here
comes one of Fulton Heights' finext 1"

CHAPTER V
Deaskh-Hddtad

Y and the Ghost dashed down

the 6ide of the big tent, keeping

close to the eanvas wall. The Ghost

knew the policefhan would scarcely

tigk sheeting directly at them for fear

of hitting sorhe of the spectators on the
ether side of the eanvas.

All the shooting the policeman did
was straight up in the air, At the same
tire, he blasted on his whistle, though
it was doubtful it it could have been
heard because of the noise inside the
big tent,

At the end of the big-top, the Ghost
shoved Fay toward a canvas spreader
that connected the side-show string
with the entrance to the main tent.
The Ghost’s knife fleshed, ripped
through the cloth. He pushed Fay
through the opening, followed her as
one of the officer’s bullets plopped
through the spreader just above the
Ghoat’s head.

Through the opening, the Ghost
saw Fay streaking through the thin-
ning crowd in front of the now deserted
bally platforms. He sprinted after her,
caught her by one wide sleeve. May-
be she hadn't noticed, but there were
two bluecoats on the other side of the
slde-shew area and they had just
spotted her. They started rundin
abreast to head the gifl off, but jus
theh semething happened that gave the
Ghest aRd Fay a brealk.

It didn't just happen. Rathet it had
been planned on the spur of the me-
ment by Joe Harper, the Ghest's pal.
Hatper, lugging his pitchman’s stand
loaded with two bit fountain pens, just
fhanaged to get between the pelice and
Fay Me¢Kay. The pitehman stumbled
over the folding leg of his stand, fell
directly beneath the feet of ane of ihe
pelicernen. IR deing 8o, he pushed the
stand in frent of him and “accidénty”
spilled the seesnd oHicer.
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The Ghost sprang toward the door
of one of the side-show tents, dragged
Fay McKay after him. The spangled
banner above the tent enttance Jauded
the ability of one Lester the Great,
who was the cireus fagician. A smile
twitched the thin lips of the Ghest as
he and Fay entered the deeFway.

Somebody in white tie and tails, pre-
sumably the Great Lestet, tried to stop
them. There was no hocus-pokus about
the left jab that filsdternsld Lester to the
earth, but it was quite effective.

“On the stage, Fay! And Hhurry!
They T find us in a couple of shakes.”

The little stage was draped in black.
In the center and a little to the rear
was a wooden cabinet, open at the top
and front. A black velvet cuttain, the
height and width of the eablnet frent,
was suspended frem the top of the
tent. By means of a windlass at ¢he
left side of the eabinet, this ewrtain
esuld be lewered to clese the frent.

“Pulll up your sleeves, arms bare to
the elbows,” the Ghost ordered the gifl.
"Then jump into the cabiieal, puitt boekh
arms straight up, and geasp that heri-
zontal bar ten Inchey abeve the tep
of the eabinet.”

Utterly bewildered, yet trusting this
strange man completely, the girl
obeyed.

“As I let the curtaim down in front
of the cabinet,” he directed, “you miiist
lower your areas, but only under cover
of the descending curtain, understand?
When the cliftain 18 all the way dewn,
crouch on the cabinet floer facinig the
back. You'll get your chanee to get
inte the elear. And here="

E Ghost’s agile fiingers flicked to

a pocket of his black vest and

brought out a plain card on which was
lettered a telephone mumber,

“Wihem you're fimally holed-in, give
me a ring at that mumber.”

He stuck the card between the girl's
lips. Her teeth clamped on one end
of it. Possibly she would have tried to
thank him, except that at that moment
two policemen came in the door of the
magician’s tent. They saw the Great
Lester stretched out on the flioor, then
looked toward the stage.

The Ghost pressed his hand to the
right side of his black coat. His little

automatic dropped into the palm of his
hand. He turned the gun on the girl
atanding in the cabinet, her hands
raised.

“You’re covered, babe,” he said
harshly. “Come on, coppers, I got her
cornered for youl!”

For just a moment, he thought that
Fay McKay was going to give the
whole stunt away. Perhaps his acting
was too realistic. Perhaps it had even
convinced Fay that he was about to
hand her over to the police. But as
the two blueceats came running down
the aisle between the folding chairs
intended for the audienee, the GHost
touched the windlass that allewed the
eurtain te dl”@? in frent of the eabinet.
He managed te eateh Fay's eye. He
winked.

“Remember!” he whispered.

“Grab her!" one of the bluecoats
shouted as he bounded onto the stage.

“Oh, she can't get away,” the Ghost
said lightly as the curtain settled in
front of the cabinet. “You can still
sée her hands sticking out of the top
of the cabinet, can’t you?"

They could see the two hands and
about six inches of bare arm. The
hands were hooked onto the horizontal
bat above the open top.

“She won’t get away,” the Ghost as-
sured them, “unless one of you utters
the forbidden magic word!"

“Magic word, huh?” the second cop
roared. “What kind of a shenanigan i8
this?”

The Ghost’s hand dropped down the
side of the cabinet, touching a secret
spring. His little fimger caught and
hooked onto a black thread which was
gcatcely visible even when you knew
whete to look for it.

“That was a very grave mistake,"
he said soberly. “You could scarcely
believe it, but ‘shenanigan’ happens to
be the magic word which I was about
to caution you not to say. An unfor-
tunate ceincidence.”

He stepped back from the cabinet as
he said this, gave the invisible thread
a slight jerk. The hands and arms that
had reached out of the top of the cab-
inet vanished. One of the policemen
yanked the black curtain aside with
one hand and turmed the muzzle of his
gun towaed the interior of the cabinet.
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The cabinet was empty.

The Ghost's patter, brief though it
was, and that moment of stunned sur-
prise the police got from the mysteri-
ous vanishing act, gained precious sec-
onds for both Fay and the Ghost him-
self. Wihen the police turned toward
the man in black, a second surprise
awaited them.

E magician-detective’s lips had
drawn back from his shell teeth.
His eyes stared vacantly. A ghastly
aura of green light spread upward
across his face. Beeauwe his black suit
was virtually impessible te see against
the black baekgroumd, it a%pema as
theugh that gha&tlly death's-head filkat:
ed in mid-aif.

“Drop your guns, coppers, or I'll
make a fine pair of Irish banshees out
of the both of you!”

The Ghost’s voice seemed to come
from the depths of a coffin. Thete was
mockery in it, but not the sort that
pulls any laughs. The Ghost's little
automaftic, turned on the two police,
wag not particularly funny either.
Two Police Positives plunked to the
floor of the stage.

The Ghost was moving backward
across the stage, his slim body imter-
posed between the two policemen and
one of the Great Lester’s magic tables.
It was entirely possible the police offi-
cers had not seen what appeared to be
a human skull sitting in the center of
the magic table waiting for the Great
Leater to perform the “"Talking Skull”
foutine.

The Ghost's left hand went behind
him, grasped the skull. His right, still
holding the autommattic, raised suddenly
to the brim of his black hat. Just
under the hat brim was a carefully
folded veil of black silk held in place
by an elastie¢ band.

The Ghost twitched the elastic. The
black veil fell across his face. At the
same time, he brought the skull off the
table and around over his left shoulder.
He flung the skull straight at the two
astounded bluecoats.

So perfectly synchromized were these
two movements and so swiftly did he
execute them, that there was scarcely
any lapse of time between the blackout
of the Ghost's face and the appearance

of the skull. To the police, it must
have appeared as though the Ghost
had taken off his head and tossed it at
thermn.

Taking full advantage of this sur-
prising move, the Ghost sprang to the
back of the tent. Magically, it seemed
his fimgeis traded the autoratic for his
knife. He ripped a doorway for him-
gelf and leaped through the opening.
Given this mueh of a head-start, he
felt eonfident that he could out-fun the
peliee.

His only regret was that he had
spoiled one of the Great Lester"s tricks,
The police would eventually investi-
gate the cabinet from which Fay Mc-
Kay had vanished. They would dis-
cover the secret trap at the back and
the chute that led to the back of the
tent from the trap.

They would discover that the two
arms they had seen sticking through
the top of the cabinet were fakes. They
would learn that these artificial arms
and hands hooked autormaticallly to the
horizontal bar as the curtain wag Jow-
ered. And they would discover that a
jetk on a certain black theead released
the fake hands from the bar and al-
lowed them to fall back inte the pocket
sewed on the back of the cwrtain.

The Ghost paused in his flight to
look out across the stretch of darkness
beyond the circus “backyard.” It Fay
McKay was out there somewhere, tém-
poratily beyond the reach of the law,
he didn't mind saetificing Lester’s van-
ishing trick so much. The genetral pub-
lie weuldn't learn it anyway.

CHAPTER VI
Muncther Mwltiplies

URING the time the Ghost had
been engaged in making feels
out of a pair of the Fulton Heights'
Police, that stalwart arm of the law,
Captain Bushmam, had not been idle.
Acting on information obtained from
Glenn Saunders, whorm he supposed t6
be George Chance, he had turned his
attention to Tanmko, the Ape-Man of
the freak show,
Glenn Saunders had accompanied
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Bushman to the freak tent where Bush-
man’s underlings were holding Tanke.
The Ape-Man was an ugly brute, had
been ugly even before the accident that
had broken his back. He had a barrel
of a torse with shert legs and leng,
bewed arms. His nese was erushed
flat against his faee and his ferehead
was peaked and receding.

Stripped to the waist, his broad ex-
panse of chest looked like a fur rug.
Not all of the hait that covered his
body had been faked.

Saunders had frequently heard of
police questioning a criminal who
wouldn’t talk, but this was the fiinst
time he had ever witnessed the grilling
of a man who couldn't talk. Had it
not been for the sincere and perspiring
efforts of Captain Bushman, Saunders
would net have been able to suppress
his laughter,

Tanmko squatted on a low stool, his
pad of paper on one hairy knee. When
Bushman would fite a question at him,
he would blink, scribble something on
the pad. Since most of Bushman's
guestions could be answered by “yes”
6f "ne,” the answet side ot the grilling
was fially reduced to Tanko simply
helding up a sheet of paper that had
the werd "yes" ef "fe" written oA it.

Wihile the grilling of Tanko went on
and on, over by the menagerie tent,
Tiny Tim Terry came out from behind
a water barrel in time to catch Merry
White's skirt as she headed for the
efitrance to the big-top.

“Where you going, Frail?” he de-
manded in a voice that might have been
sutly had it not been pitched so high.

Merry had a bag of peanuts. She
popped one, let the shucks fall on Tim's
hat.

“I'm taking in the show, Small, Dark
and Rancid. I've been looking for
counterfeiters, and up to now no luck.
What does a counterfeiter look like
anyway?”

Tim put a fiimger to his lips and
pulled Merry back of the water barrel.

“Shsh!” he warmed. “And bend
down. He'll see you™

“Wha?™

“Quiet, Frail!” Tim whispered an-
grily.

A man moved stealthily along the
side of the menagerie tent. As he cut

Qlanm Saunders

across in front of the entramce to the
main tent, his face was momentarily
visible in glaring light. It was the
pimpled Jerry Haines whe had been
Martin Hess® assistant,

“He was fooling around the animal
tent,” Tim whispered to Metry. “He
packs a gun in a shoulder holster. We
got to watch that guy.”

Jerry Haines ducked under the can-
vas spreader between the main tent
and the side-shows. Tim and Merry
came from around the water bartel and
followed. Inside the big-top, the band
was playing "The Skaters’ Waltz.”

Merry said, “Darm crime, anyway |
I'l bet Harry Marquand is waltzing
across the tight wite, and I'm net in-
side to see him and have nervous fitis”

ERRY HAINES walked along the
side of the main tent. At the end
of the eanvas wall, he cut acress the
“backyard” teward the office wagen.
Tim and Merry weuld have fellowed
except for the Unfereseen irderventien
en the part of a eireus reustabeut whe
eame Beunding frem the rear éntranee
te the big tent.
“Hey, Major Tynamite, what’s the
idea of walkin’ out on the act?”
The roustabout pounced on Tim,
seized him by the back of the coat
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Joe Hiarper

colilar, and lifted him off the ground.

“Hete, you let him go!" Metty said.
“His name’'s not Major Tynamite.”

“Welll, I didn't think that was his
real name,” the man said. “I ain't that
dumb. Anyway’s he's the midget that
walked out on the act, and he’s under
contract—"

“I’'m not with the circus!" Tim pro-
tested.

“Tell it to the Marines!” The man
laughed. “Wihat would a midget be
doing on the grounds if he wasn't with
the circus?”

“He—he isn't even a midget,” Merry
gaid, trying desperately to get the man
to release Tim. "He's my own little
boy, and I'll have you areested for kid-
naping, that's what I'll do!”

The roustabout laughed, jerked Tim
out of Merry’s grasp.

“Lady, you should oughta teach your
little boy better than to smoke cigars.

M stunt his growth.”

Tim kicked his captor in the stom-
ach. The man changed his grip, got
Tim under one arm as though he was
a sack of flour.

“Cut it out, Shrimp, or I'll tan your
leather for you.” And then he hurried
through the back door of the big tent.

All of this was pretty humiliating
for Tiny Tim. He was getting along
toward middle age and he prided him-

self on his dignity and poise. He had
retired from the show business, be-
cause he had resented being laughed
at, to live on a comfortable income to
which he had fallen heir.

By the time he had been carried to
the interior of the big tent, he had
worked himsellf up into a rage. The air
about him was tinted a faint blue by
his prefanity, He was plepped down
beside a nice-looking midget lady who
profptly stuek her figers In her ears.

“That isn't Tynamite!” the midget
lady squealed.

“You're danged tootin’, it isn't!” Tim
yelled. “You can’t do this to me, ycu
burms!”

The roustabout looked at the man-
ager of the midget troop.

“The only runt I saw out there,” he
explained. “All these here shrimps
look alike anyway, so why don't we
use this one?”

The manager, a man with a nose like
a beet, stooped over Tim.

“Listem, little man, you've get to
help us out in this dollhouse aet. I
guess Major Tynamite took on a skin-
full ot something. We'll make it right
with you.”

“There’s nothing could make it right
with me!” Tim said indignantly. “And
it you don’t stand aside, sir, I'll piunch
you one on the sniffer.”

The manager straightemed, taking
hig beet-red nose out of Tim's reach.

“There’s the run-on music now,"” he
said, then added something in a whis-
per, intended for the ears of the roust-
about alone.

M tried to make a dash for the
doer. He was caught around the
waist, lifted high. The managet of the
midgets had raised the roof on a min-
jature house and the roustabeut
durnped Tim into the doll house where
he came close to landing on top of the
lady midget. Somebedy put the roof
back on the house which was promiptly
pulled out in front of the audience by
a couple of circus ladies dressed wp
like little girls.
“Act like a doll,” the manager yelled
at Tim. “Queenie will tell you how."
“Queenie” presumably referred to
the midget lady who was sitting on
the floor of the doll house beside Tim.
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The little woran spread out her hands
appealingly to Tim,

“Please help me,” she said, her blue
eyes brimming with teats. “My hus-
band’s tight. If you don’t help me put
this act across, we’'ll 1ose our job.”

“Don’t try to work your feminine
wiles on me,” Tim said. “I wen't do
any song and dance out thete in front
of that miob.”

The little lady's eyes were change-
able. Right now they filashed fiire.

“I'm not trying to work any wiles on
you. Wihy, you're old enough to be
my father! Now you listen to me.
You can't back out now. When we
get in the ring, the twe girls will open
the front of the house. We're sup-
posed to be seated like a eouple of dolls.
Stiff 1ike, see? Theyll take us eut and
play with us. Yeu keep stiff just like
a dell, enly hele the gitls a little when
they start te take yeur esat eff.”

“Take my coat off?"

Tim’s eyes were actually popping
with boiling anger and amusing em-
barrasstenitt.

“Whhy, sure. Then after a while, the
two girls go to sleep and we come to
life and do a dance—"

Tim switched his big cigar over to
the other side of his mouth. He struck
a match on the seat of his pants and
relighted the cold perfecto.

“No girl large or small is going to
make a strip-tease artist out of me,” he
informed Queenie fiirmily.

The midget lady tried to drag Tim
down into a chair.

“The act is on!” she said. “"You're a
doll.”

“I am like—"

And Tim broke away just as one of
the “little girls” on the outside opened
the front of the doll house. Tim dashed
for freedom. The “little girl” tried to
shove him back into the house, and got
the palm ot her hand burned on Tim's
cigat.

He darted out of the house and raced
for the back door of the tent. The au-
dience roared with laughter, which did
Tiny Tim no good at all. By the time
he had reached the entrance where the
fhanager of the midgets was waiting
for him, Tiny Tim was mad as the

roverbial hornet and his cigar was the
ernet’s sting.

Behind him the band was playing
furiously to cover what was obviously
a serious slip-up in the performance.
The managee of the midgets crouched
to tackle Tim, but Tim's cigar gouged
at the man’s face. The manager went
over backward trying to aveid that hot
Havana.

Tim detoured his fallen foe, ran be-
tween the spread legs of the big roust-
about. He was free then, but he kept
running until he heard Merty’s voice
calling him.

The little man came to a quick stop.
He was panting, but not too out of
breath to be unable to blame Merry for
his humiliation.

“Why didn't you stop them?
Didn't you see what they did to me?
I'll never live this down. Never!”

“Oh, stop it,” Merry said.

“Do a strip tease and get laughed
at!”

“Them,
shot I’

“Take off my coat. Treat me like a
doll. I—" Tim stopped sputtering.
“What did you say, Frail? Who's
been shot?”

“That man you told me to follow.
That man Haines.”

“"Wihere?™

“"He’s lying over there beside the
office wagon. The shot came from be-
hind one of those big wans.”

“Is—is he hurt badly?"

"He's dead,” Merry said in hushed
tones. “He practically died in my
arms. And, Tim, I'm scared—scared
half out of my mimd!”

listen to me! He’s been

—

CHAPTER VII
Gardam of the Past

HAT Jerry Haines they shot
last night was a Treasury De-
partraent man.”

In these words Police Commissioner
Edward Standish of New York City
broke the news to the Green Ghost the
following morning as the two men
drove out to Martin Hess’ Long Island
estate.

The Green Ghost bore no resem-
blance to either George Chance, his
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prototype, or the skull-faced phantom
who had made life miserable for the
Fulton Heights police on the night be-
fore. His thin nose had been widened
with putty. Plastic plumpers inside
his mouth filled the hollows of his
cheeks. He wore a bushy red toupé
over his own hair. His present role
was that of Detective-sergeant Ham-
el of the New York Police.

Standish was driving. He was a
man of medium height, heavy from the
waist upward, spindle-shanked. He
had close-set eyes that had a way of
borinq,. into a man's mind, and rather
thin Jipp beneath a black square of
mustache.

“I wonderad if there wasn't a T-man
on the job somewhere,” the Ghost
said. "It was pretty tough for Merty.
She saw the flash of gun flame, saw
Haines fall. The man was gasping his
last when she got to him.”

“Did Haines say anything before he
died?” the commissionet asked.

“All T could get from Merry was
something about somebody mnamed
Madge being funny. That’s how Merry
repeated it to me—that Haines said
Madge was funny.”

“Wiho's Madge?” Standish asked.

“You've got me. Might be anybody
around the circus. I haven’t had much
of a chance to check on that. Nor
have I pumped Merey thoroughly on
just what she saw and heard. The poor
kid was rather upset this merning.
Captain Bushmam, of the Fulten
Heights Poliice, asked her 86 rany
guestions last ﬂight that she's geing
around if eireles.

“Bushman is going around in circles,
too,” Standish said. "I talked with him
on the phone this morning. It seems
one of his chief suspects iB a mute.”

“That's Tanko the Ape-Man,” the
Ghost said. “I just wonder if he can't
talk or whether that’s an act.”

Standish said that he had thought
of that himsellf and had told Bu&timan
he ought to have a doctor look at
Tanko.

The commissioner turned the car
into the winding drive of the Helis es-
tate. Carved on the stone gate posts
was:

THE GARDEN OF THE PAST

“I suppose you've been here before?"
Standish asked. “It’s a beautiful place.
Hess was quite a nut on prehistoric
animals. Maybe he'd liked to have
added a few dinosauri to the circus
henagetie.”

Standish referred to the life-size res-
torations of prehistoric beasts placed
here and there on the grounds of the
big estate. These were cement plaster
statusdd depicting the fearsome mon-
sters of the past posed among the
great hardwood trees.

To the left of the drive as they rolled
along was a statue of a salber-toothed
tiger crouched to spring upon a plaster
replica of a hairy mammoth. And far-
ther along a tyrannosaurug battled
with a long-necked "thunder beast”
that must have been a story and a halt
in height,

E estate grounds were open to

the publie three days out of the

week and fany a zoolegy class had

visited the place to study the replicai

ef these monsters that ofice had tram-
pled the earth.

The houBe itself was placed back on
a wooded slope that commanded a view
of the strange gardem. It was a great
white structure that copied the pillar-
fronted mansions of the old South.
Thete the bachelor Martin Hess had
made a home for his sister, an aged
uncle, two orphan nephews, and any
other mermber of the Hess clan whe
decided to spend a week, a month, of a
year with the wealthy shewrman.

Miss Margaret Hess was receijving
vigitors in the drawing room, a servant
informed Standish and the Green
Ghost.

The magician-detective was rather
anxious to find out just what the Hess
family planned to do with the circus
that had brought all these riithes., 1t
had always been Martin Heas' wish
that the show should go on, but if the
Ghost knew Margaret Hess she
wouldn’t be apt to respect her brother's
wishes,

She was a tall, bony woman with
high-piled white hair above a thin, im-
mobile face. She greeted Standish and
the red-haired “Sergeant Hamemel” dis-
tantly.

“The police?” she said. “But my
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poor brother’s death did net ocecur
here.”

“But perhaps you can enlighten us
by answering a few questions,” Stand-
ish said.

She sighed. “Perhaps I may.”

As the Green Ghost followed Stand-
ish and Margaret Hess across the huge
drawing-roorm, he saw that she had
not been alone. Seated in three chairs
that formed a little semi-cirele in a bay
window, were Ricki, Harry Marquand,
and Gregor Latour—alll frem the Hess
cireus. The Ghest guessed that Mar-
garet Hess might have feund their
presence a little Humiliating exeept
that she probably eensidered pelice:
fen guite a8 far Beneath her as cireus
peeple.

Ricki was scarcely recognizable
without his grease paint makeup and
putty nose. Hig own nose was rather
small. There were hundceds of tiny
weinkles at the corners of his eyes and
mouth. His pale yellow hair was thin
and fllecked with silver.

Harry Marquand was quite as grace-
ful and dapper in street clothes as in
tights. But Gregor Latour in a rugged
Shetland suit looked something like a
big outdootr man in a fflumists hot-
house. Embatiassiment had ffushed
hig face and the long scar beneath his
chin was eontrastingly white.

“To your knowledge,” Standish be-
gan to Margaret Hess, “did your
brother ever have any dealings with a
man named Max Comrad?”

Miss Hess shrugged.

“A foolish question to aBk me, Com-
missioner. I know absolutely mothing
of my brother’s business dealings. We
were in worlds apart, my brother and
I, bridged only by the most slender of
family ties. It is no secret that I did
not approve of his association with
people of the circus.”

“Yeah, and where would you be now
if it wasn’t for the circus?”

It was Ricki whe asked this ques:
tion.

ISS HESS elevated her nose and
turmed her back on the old
clown.
“And Martin Hess never mentioned
any sort of trouble that he was in—
any trouble that might have ocourred

Merry White

at the circus?” the Green Ghost put in.

“I never discussed the—the show
business with my brothet at all,” Miss
Hess said. “I thought I had made that
clear to you.”

“Then I think you'd better start dis-
cussing righit now,” Ricki said. “I
guess we ain't much so far as having
any class goes, Miss Hess, but we do
know the cireus—I and Latour and
Margquand do. If you den't want to
have anything te do with the shew, it's
all right with me. All you get te de
is appeint a manager and sit baek en
your—and sit back and rake in the
Ehips.®

“I have already told you of my inten-
tion to sell the circus at auction. just
as soon as I can do so.”

“It’s none of my business, of course,”
Marquand said smoothly, “but you are
throwing away a very nice income in
doing that.”

“I am the best judge of that, Mr.
Marquand,” Margaret Hess said. “I
am determined that the circus shall be
sold, split up into smaller units if that
is necessary to get rid of it. And I
shall not permit the name of Hess to
go with any part of it.”

Latour looked bewilderedly from
Ricki to Marquand.

“But you cannot do this, Miss Hess.
You cannot. The Hess show is like an
American institution—like the Statue
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of Liberty, you could say, or—or
George Washington. Think of the
children who would be so disappointed
it the greatest show on earth should
die with Mr. Hess!”

“I am thinking of present mecessity,
Mr. Latour,” Margatet Hess said
coldly. ‘The circus will be sold.”

“You mean you need money?” Mat-
quand’s black eyes staied at the woman
incredulously.

Miss Hess® lips thinned.

“I do not care to discuss sueh mat-
ters with you. I believe you thiee gen-
tlemen have consoled me sufficiently
for the loss of my brothet, and that you
may go now.”

Miss Hess stood, tall and straight,
her slippered foot patting the flloor im-
patiently. And then she seemed to re-
member something,

“But wait,” she said as Ricki, Latour,
and Marquand stood up. “My brother
bequeathed you something in his will
—a little keepsake. It was intended
for Me.—er—Riiclki, Mr. Marquand, and
a Miss Fay McKay. Undoubtedly you
know of this Miss McKay and ¢can give
her a rightful share in this little keep-
sake.”

She rang for the servant while the
three men from the circus looked at
one another dazedly. When the serv-
ant appeated, Miss Hess saidi:

“Bring me the Da Vinci sketch from
the library, Huston.”

The servant bowed and went out.
Miss Hess returmed her frigid glance
to the showmen,

“Thiz—this keepsake, I feel it my
duty to inform you, is valuable. One
collector offered Martin two thousand
dollars for it. Wien you &éll it, as you
undoubtedly will, I do not want you to
be cheated.”

“Sell a keepsake Martin Hess left
us?” Ricki said. “We'd as soon cut off
our ears, Miss Hess.™

Miss Hess smiled woodenly.

“You may do as you please, of course,
I fail to see just how an original sketch
from the pen of Leonarde Da Vinci
would fit into the scheme of things
when one is traveling with a circus.”

SUPERIOR smile on her lips,
Miss Hess crossed the drawing-
room to the cased opening into the hall.

There were long gilt-frame mirrors on
either side of the doorway, and it was
evident from the glance Miss Hess
gave her own reflection that she was
quite well pleased the way she was
handling these “cireus people.” .

“Excuse me,” the Green Ghost said,
“but did I understand you to say this
was an original Leonardo, Miss Hess?"

“A sketch,” she replied. “Not a
work of art. The great Da Vinci was
an inventot, military engineer, mechan-
ic, and scientist as well as an artist,
This is merely the sketch of some
strange contraptiom which Da Vinci
dreamed about in an inventive mood.
A drawing of an airplane, I believe.
My brother purchased it for his col-
lection as art treasutes some time ago.”

Commissioner Standish looked at
Miss Hess as though he doubted her
sanity.

“As I remember it,” he said, “Leo-
nardo lived in the Fifteenth Century.
It could hardly be a drawing of ag air-
plane.”

“He lived in the Fifteenth and Six-
teenth Centuries,” Miss Hess said.
“And it is an airplane. Or perhaps
you would call it a fljing machine.
Leonardo actually invented a fijiing
machine, according to authorities,
though of course the thing was a fail-
ure. He modeled it after the birds ot
the air.”

The servant returmed, carrying a
yellowed piece of parchment which
was carefully preserved in a sealed pic-
ture frame. Miss Hess took it, ex-
tended it toward Ricki. The old clown
came forward, stood in the drawing-
toom dootway, and stared at the relic,
Harty Marquand and Gregor Latour
lined up behind him. Latour got a
glimpse of himself In the mireor and
his eoler helghtened. He put big, awk-
ward fingeis up to straighten his tle.

“Wihat’s all this writing along the
side of the thing?"” Ricki asked.

“Da Vinci’'s own imcomprehensible
notes,” Miss Hess assured him.

Ricki shook his head bewilderedly.
He passed the thing to Harry Mat-
quand who blinked his pocketed eyes at
the strange legacy and then showed it
to Latour. The animal trainet took
his tutn of staring at it and handed it
back to Marquand.
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“It is very nice,” Latour said, “but I
don’t know what it is.”

The Green Ghost asked it he might
see it. Marquand shrugged, handed
the framed sketch to him.

Together the Ghost and Standish
examined the drawing. The great
Leonardo’s idea of an airplane seemed
to be a pair of wings to be strapped
to a man’s shoulders and filgpped with
the arms. In all the sketehing en the
piece of paper there was fo complete
drawing of the rhachine. It was €om-
posed, rather, of Aumetrous detail draw-
ings, the largest of which lesiked like
the right wing ef a bat.

The Ghost handed the thing back to
Ricki who stuck it under his arm,
thanked Miss Hews, and left with his
two friends, Miss Hess asked Standish
it there were any more questions.

“Yes, if you don’t mind,” the com-
missioner said.

The Green Ghost excused himself.

“I think I’ll take a walk around the
grounds. Umless you need me, Stan-
dish.”

“Go right ahead,” the commissioner
said. “I’ll meet you at the car.”

CHAPTER VIII
Tihe Dommy Talks

ALF an hour went by while the

Ghost wamdierrcedd over the
grounds, gazing at the strange beasts
of bygone centuries. He was not the
only sightseet; for, as he approached
a srhalll peol beside which was poised
a white statue of some dragonlike fily-
ing reptile, he Saw a young manm in

horn-rimmed glasses staring at the
monster, his head cocked critically on
one side. He and the Ghost exchanged
greetings.

“Uglly-looking beast, isn't he?” the
Ghost commented. “Or I should say,
wasn’t he?”

The flying reptile had a short, thick
body, a head that faintly resembled
that of a crocodile, and ribbed, mem-
branous wings that stuck out from its
shoulders.

“Supposed to be a pterodactyl,” the
young man said. “Suppes#d to be,
that is.”

“What's the matter with it?” the
Ghost asked.

The young man smorted.

“Fossil skeletons of the pterodactyl
prove the wing was connected between
the body and an enormously developed
fifth digit on the front claws. You can
fee that on this statue the wing sprowts
tight out of the shoulder and isn't at-
tached to the digit at all. And I can't
understand the error. Evetry other
statue in the place i8 as nearly accu-
rate as restoratiom from the skeleton
can make it.”

“We can’t always be right,” the
Ghost said.

“But this error is unpardomable. It's
glaring. Ruins the worth of the entire
collection. Of course, if one isn't well
vetsed in the subject—"

The young man was well versed in
the subject. He turned out to be a
professor of zoology, and he was not
content until he had given the Ghost
a good-sized chunk of his leamming.

Wihen the Ghost rejoined the cem-
missioner, he learned a startling bit of
news.
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“I pumped Miss Hess dry,” Standish
said. “Ewen if she didn’t want to, she'd
have to sell the circus to meet Martin
Hess’ debts. The old man mortgaged
everything he owned except the show
itself—mortgaged all his property to
the hilt. The Hess family imherited
nothing but a bateh of debts.”

The commissioner chuckled.

“So it could be that Ricki, Marquand,
and Fay McKay came out the big end
of the horn. At least, they can sell that
Leonardo sketeh for a couple of grand.”

The Green Ghost remained thought-
fully silent until finally Standish asked
him if his walk around the grounds
had brought any infermation.

‘Oh, yes, Ned,” the Ghost replied.
“I'm now pretty well versed in the
anatomy of the dinosaur. Did you
know that the wing of the pterodactyl
is spread between the body and its lit-
tle figer—ar what would be lts liftle
fingasr if the little fimger was about two
hundeed times larger than the eother
fingessa?”

“What in all creation is a pterodac-
tyl?”

The Ghost laughed.

“As I understand it, the critter was
the last thing you'd want to meet if you
happened to be a caveman.”

AT afternoon, the Green Ghost
wefit to a public library where he
ebtained a beok en the life of Leonardo
Da Vinei, illustrated with the repre-
duetions frem his sketehbook. In it he
feund a eepy of the identieal sketeh
which Ricki, Marquand, and Fay Me-
Kay had inherited frem Martin Hess.
He Berrewed the beek, teek it te a
fameus New Yerk art dealer.

From the art dealer, he learned that
the top price a collector would pay for
such a piece was about five thousand
dollars.

“Two thousand or five thousand,”
the Ghost thought, “it's still a darned
funny legacy to leave to three circus
performers. It certainly hasn’t any
sentimental value to them, either.”

At a previously appointed time, he
telephoned a hotel at Fulton Heights
and got in touch with Glenn Saunders.
Saunders, Merry Wihite, Joe Harper,
and Tiny Tim had kept close to the
circus night and day In hope of picking

up some sort of lead.

“Captain Bushman has been makin
a little progress,” Saunders reported.
“Wihether it's in the right direction or
not, I don't know. Anyway, his cops
found the bullet which had pierced that
extra mirror in the room beneath the
putple tent where the Hess killing took
place.”

“That’s the bullet which Fay McKay
fired at the reflection of Tanmke,” the
Green Ghost asserted.

“Welll, anyway, it didn’t come from
the murder weapon — the revolver
which Bushman found in Fay's dress-
ing-roorm tent. Bushmam now has the
idea that Tanko is the murderer. He's
not taking Tanko into Headquarters
however. Tanko's still at the show,
but he's belng watched by plainclothes
fmen.”

“Bushman’s working under the the-
oty that if he gives Tanko enough rope
he'll hang himself,” the Ghost said.
“You tight try to get Bushman to see
that there was only one shot fired at
the tirme of the killing—the shot fived
by Fay MeKay at the reflectien of
Tanko.”

“Then the killer must have shot
Martin Hess sometime before Hess
made his sudden appearame in the
goldfish bowl,” Glenn said.

“ . The killer was holding the
body upright back in the dark some-
where. When Fay McKay shot at
Tanko’s reflection, the killer pushed
Hess’' body forward, let it fall in that
chalked circle, 80 that it appeared to the
audience abeve as though Fay had shet
Hess. Therefore, Tanke might be an
aceomplice of the killer, but 1t appears
as theugh his enly reasen fer beiRg in
that reem was te seare Fay iAte sheet:
ing at him—or rather at his reflection.”

“I'm doing what I can to make Bush-
man see things your way,” Saunders
said, “and also I'm trying to be a geed
alibi for you.”

At nine o’clock, just as the show uf-
der the big-top was well underway, the
Ghost put in a surptise appearance if
front of the tent of the freak show. He
was dressed in the same black suit
which traditionallly identified him, and
his fakeup was the same ghestly face
he had employed the night befers. But
as he slipped under a Hap of the freak
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show tent, the Ghost was “turned off,”
as he expressed it.

TH the exception of Tanko, the

freaks had all gathered at ene
end of the leng tent. The fat lady the
dog-faced bey, the India-rubbet man,
the fite-eatwr, the human pineushion—
all had congregated, waiting fer the
crowd to get out of the rain shew. A
side-show perfermer didn't have miueh
time off, what with twe appearances
before and after each show under the
big-top.

Tanko was sitting on a box at the
opposite end of the tent; sitting there
in comparative darkness, his ugly head
buried in his hands. The Ghost ap-
proached quietly, stood directly in front
of the Ape-Man.

As the Ape-Man raised his head, the
Ghost’s lips pulled back from those yel-
low shell teeth, his facial muscles froze.
That pale aura of greenish illumination
spread upward, highlighting the sharp
cheek-bones.

The effect on Tanko was nothing
short of miraculous. He sprang to his
feet, and wonder of wonders, he spoke.
He said that he would be blessed—in
reverse. He even went so far as to say
how he would be blessed.

And before he could recall the star-
tled oaths that had given him away,
both he and the Ghost were surrounded
by the freaks from the other end of the
tent. And from somewhere appeared a
policeman—one of those officers who
had witnessed the Ghost's vamishment
of Fay McKay on the night before.

As soon as Tamko had spoken, the
Ghost switched off the green light that
illuminated his face and allowed his
facial muscles to relax. But that was
not enough to prevent the bluecoat
from recognizing him.

“It's the &hemanigan man!” he ex-
ploded triumphamtly, laying hands on
the Ghost.

“Here, you don't want me,” the
Ghost said. “You want him.” He
pointed to Tanko. “He talked. Didn’t
you hear him?"

“He talked, all right,” said the India-
rubber man. “We all heard him. He
cussed.”

Tanko was showing signs of wanting

Timy Tim

to leave for parts unknown. The officer
punched him one in the jaw which sat
himm down upon the box, thea blew a
blast on his whistle which irmmediately
brought in Captain Bushmamn and a pair
of detectives. Tanke was hopelessly
corneted. The Ghost, tee, was €of-
nered—=but net hepelessly.

“Okay, you freaks,” Bushman said,
“get on down to the other end of the
tent.”

One of the policemen herded the ex-
cited crowd of human oddities to the
end of the tent, and Bushman turned
his hard eyes on the Ghost.

“Wiho are you?” he demanded.

“I'm a doctor,” the Ghost said inso-
lently. “I go around making dumb
people talk. I'm wonderful”

“I’'ll tell you who he is,” said the
bluecoat who had first entered the tent,
“He’s the man who sneaked the McKay
woman out from under my nose last
night.”

“Hold him I" Bushman ordered. “Bet-
ter handcufff him, if he's that slick.”

HANDCUFIFS that meant practi-
cally nothing to the Green Ghest
were clamped on the magician-detec=
tive's right wrist, linking him to the
policeman. And Bushman turned his
attention to Tanke.
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“You're going to talk and talk fast.
Up to now you've had it easy, see, be-
cause we though you were a dummy.
We haven't tried anything to make you
talk, see?”

Tamko didn’t say anything. Neither
did he attempt to write on his pad. He
simply sat thete, head bowed on his
hairy chest, his tiny eyes glowering at
them. Bushmam hit hifa alongside the
fAouth, but the ex-wrestler could take
all that and riore,

“I'll bet he’ll say ‘ouch? when he sits
down in the electric chair,” the Ghost
said. “And he’ll fry all right. He
killed Hess and you can prove it.”

Fear brightened Tanko's piggy eyes.

“I did like sin!” he said. “Conrad
killed Hess. He killed him back of the
shooting gallery so nobody heard the
shot. I don't know a blamed thing
about how he got the body into that
roorm below the purple tent. All Ceoni-
fad told me to do was get down in that
roofh and put the scare inte Fay Me-
Kaylﬂ

Tanko was talking—talking fast and
desperately.

“That’s the straight of it. Hess found
out some of us who were pushing the
queer out of the circus. The same with
Jerty Haines—he figuredd where Con-
rad stashed the phony dough. Now
you fllotfeet get e out of here In a
hurey before Contad finds out I've
talked.”

“Wio's Conrad?”
manded.

Tanko moistened thick lips.

“You'll find out. I'm not even sure I
know. Just get me out of here. Take
me to a nice tight jaillowse!”

Three reports, so close together that
they constituted one continuous roar,
sounded just outside the tent. Tanko
sat bolt upright, mouth open, eyes staf-
ing. He pltehed forward to the earth,
Theee slugs had drilled the eanvas be-
hind himh and plurped inte Tanke's
baek. He fust have been dead before
he hit the greund.

The policeman who had been linked
to the magician-detective suddenly
found himselt dangling an empty cuff.
The Green Ghost sprang te the tent
wall. His knife was a bolt of lightning
that ripped a six-foot slit through the

the Ghost de-

tent wall. He stepped through the ¢an-
vas, sighted the dim fiigure of a man
sprinting through the gloom,

Pollice burst out of the tent like peas
from a pod. The Green Ghost pointed
to the fllying figute of the killer who at
that moment raced out of sight around
the end of one of the sideshow tents.

“Scatter, men!” Bushman roared,
“Get that guy or I'll nail your hides to
my walll”

He wheeled on the Green Ghost.

“And I want you, Mister. You've got
a few questions to amswer.”

“I don’t know any answers,” the
Ghost said. "I've never rated so much
as a package of cigarettes on a radio
quiz.”

And then he landed a blow to the
point of Bushman's chin which carried
the police captain back through the
hele in the freak tent. And by the time
Bushmam got over that, the Green
Ghost had vanished.

Leaving the circus grounds in a
hurry, the Ghost passed Joe Harper
who was reaping a harvest at his pitch-
than pen racket. He dropped a tiny
slip of paper on the tray which held
Harpet's wares. On It was written a
btiel miessage:

Follow Me to Rectory

If the police had been on Joe Harp-
er’s trail he could not have closed shop
more rapidly.

—

CHAPTER IX

Treassurze

—— ——

East Fifty-fifith Street in Man-

hattan was a square briek heuse

that crouched in the shadew of an eld

church. At one time the heuse Hhad

been a rectory attached to the ehureh
that was its neighbor,

But tragic death had come to two
successive ministers who had Jived
there, and the place had been aban-
doned, its windows boarded. It was
said that the moldering walls included
within their boundary a chorus of old
ghosts who could be heard howling
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down the chimneys on windy nights.

Few knew that the present owner of
the haunted rectory was George
Chance. It was in the basement of this
pile of crumbling brick and mortar that
the Green Ghost made his headquar-
ters. It was a surprigingly comfortable
apartment which often had to serve as
home when the famous magician de-
serted his real identity to become the
Green Ghost,

And it was here that he and his aides
met for comsultation.

When Joe Harper and the Ghost ar-
rived at the rectory that night, they
found Tiny Tim Terry and Merry
Wihite awaiting them. Glenn Saunders
was still at the circus, doubling for
George Chance.

“I'll tell you, George,” Tiny Tim said
soberly, “this investigation at the cir-
cus is getting me down.”

“Yes, isn't it, Tim?" Merry said, her
green eyes bubbling with laughter.
“There’s a midget widow there who
has designs on you. Must be your
money."”

The little man glared fliercely at
Merry.

“All right. Have your little joke, my
good woman! How would you like to
be hauled out into the middle of a cir-
cus ring to be made a fool of?"

“Stop bickering, you two,"” the Ghost
said. “Our best lead to Conrad’s iden-
tity just went the way of all leads.
Tanko was shot tonight, and just after
I'd scared him into talking.”

“The further you go in this imvestiga-
tion the closer you get to a nice hard
slab in the morgue, looks like to me,"
Merry said. “Nobody’s happy but Joe.
He’s been pulling in the suckers and
nice hard money, too."

Joe Harper dropped into a chair and
cocked his heels on the top of a coffee
table. His cigarette drooped deject-
edly.

“Okay, Babe,” Joe said.
dogs are killing me."

“Just where are we getting with this
thing, George?” Tiny Tim asked, put-
ting a match to a fresh cigar.

“Welll,” the Ghost said, "we've got
Fay McKay in the clear. She phoned
me last night that she was holed-up at
a hotel here in town, Just before Tanko

“But my

died, he put the blame for the Hess
killing on Conrad.

“So another innocent gal is saved
from the clutches of the law,” Joe
Harper said sarcastically. “Question
is, how we going to find Conrad before
he finds LE3—with a bullet.”

The Ghost looked at Merry.

“What about those last words of
Jerry Haines, before we go any further?
Haines was a government agent out
after this counterfeit mob. He died be-
cause he knew too much. Therefore,
we fight suppose that his last words
were pretty irfiportant.”

“He said something about a girl
named Madge,” Merry said, wide-eyed.
“He said Madge was funny. He could
have been talking about his wife or girl
friend—"

Joe Harper snorted.

“That’s a screwy conclusion. A man
about to kick off wouldn’t make a crack
like that about his wife.”

“How would you know?"” Merry re-
torted. “You never had a wife, and you
never kicked off.”

HE Ghost went over to the studio
couch and sat down beside Merry.
He took the girl’s slim, pretty hand.
“Now listen, dear, I want you to
think hard and recall Haines' exact
words. Did he just lie there on the
ground and with his last breath say,
‘Madge 8 funny!’?”
Merry shook her head vigorously.
“He was dying,” she said. " "Course
he didn't say it that way. I just caught
the words ‘funny’ and the name
‘Madge.” He was gasping, and it was
all awfully horrible.”
The Ghost frowned, shook his head.
“Stilll no sense to a remark like that.
Let's leave it for now. Commissioner
Standish discovered this morning that
the Hess family is broke. It seems
Mattin Hess mortgaged everything he
ewned except the circus, and his sister
will have to sell the show te pay off the
debts. She'd have seld it, anyway, I
suppose. The funny part is that ne-
bedy seems to understand why Hess
weuld de a teiek like that. What did
Re de with the mensy he Berrewrd ?
Nobody had an answer for that one.
The Ghost told them of the Leonardo
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Commilesborear Stamdish

sketch which Hess had willed to Fay
McKay, Ricki, and Harry Marquand.

“Anybody see anything remarkable
about that?”

“Sure,” Tim said. “Hess figured that
Ricki, Fay, and Marquamd could sell
the Leonardo and that way get emough
mmoney to buy the circus from Margaret
Hess. That would not only be nice for
Hess’ three friends, but it would keep
the Hess show going.”

“Not on five thousand dollars,” the
Ghost said. “That's top price for this
Leonardo sketch. But that does give
us a hint of what might have been in
Hess’ mind, Tim. Suppose the Leof-
ardo sketch was a clue to the hidin

lace of the money Hess had berrowed,
at foney, in the hands of Rieki,
Marquand, and Fay MeKay, esuld be
used to Buy the eireus and keep it ge-
iRg, as you suggested.”

“But golly, darlin’,” Merry protested,
“why not just leave the money to Ricki
and company? Why go through all
that mystery of hiding the money and
leaving a puzzle to work out? It's silly,
Martin Hess knew that his sister would
sell the cirecus, amyway—"

“Silly?” Joe Harper scoffed. “Then
you don‘t know the courts and the
shystets and people like Margatet Hess

as well as I do. It’s just plain sense:
It’'s the only possible way in whieh
Martin Hess could have willed his
money to the people he wanted it to go
to. And at the same time, he could go
to his grave feeling that the Hess show
would go on.”

“Joe means,” the Ghost imterpreted,
“that if Martin Hess had willed all that
money to Ricki, Fay, and Marquand,
Margatet Hess could take the will into
court and have a swelll chance of break-
ing it and taking the money for herself.
I think we've got something there.

allly, when you step to comsider
that a statue of a pterodactyll on the
Hess estate is zoologically an efror.”

The Ghostl three aides exchanged
glances.

“Do you feel all right?" Joe asked.

The Ghost smiled thinly.

“Petfectly all right, my friend. And
I've got an idea that maybe you and I
ought to go out on Long Island and dig
for treasure.”

ERRY WHITIE suddenly leaned

forward and rocked her pretty

head in her hands. Joe Hatper turned
his black-beetled eyes on the girl.

“Has everybody gone nutty? The
Ghost starts talking Greek and Merty
has a ffit. If this is a game, let Tim and
me play t0o0.”

“Danflim’, darlin’'?" Merty groaned.
"You've got a dope for a girl friend. A
perfect dim-wit dope.”

“At last you've found that out, have
you?” Tiny Tim said.

Merry ignored the little man's thrust.
She sprang to her feet and faced the
fhagician-deteciive.

“He didn't say ‘funny’. He said
‘queer’. And ‘queer’ is slanguage for
counterfeit money, which makes every:
thing perfectly all right. You asseeiate
countetteit money with a T-man like
this Jerry Haimes. That's what Haines
fheant when he pasped eut these {ws
words. He fieant either that some:
bedy Aamed Mad%& has the eounterieit
fmeney, oF maybe knews where it is*

“You're sure of this, Merry? Yeou're
certain that Jerry Haines said ‘queer’
and not ‘funny’?”

“Sure and certain, and cross my
heart.”
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“Good!"

. The Ghost stood up and began pac-
ing the floor, rubbing his palms to-
gether. Finally, his mind made up, he
turned to Mierry.

"You and Tim get back to the circus,
Merry, you can drive to Fulton Heights
and get there before the show closes,
Try and find out who Madge is. Joe
and I will swing over to Long Island
and see if my hunch about where the
Hess money went is any gooed.”

Five minutes later, the haunted rec-
tory was haunted only by the phantoms
of the past. The Ghost of the present
was on his way to the Hess estate, ac-
companmied by Joe Harper.

“It's like this, Joe," the Ghost ex-
plained as they neared the Hess place.
"Martin Hess willed this Leonardo
sketch to Ricki, Fay, and Marquand.
The sketch is a detail drawing of a fly-
ing machine invented by Leonardo.
The wing mechanism and the wing it-
self is modeled after that of a bird, or
maybe a bat.”

“8o what?” Joe said.

8o, throughout the Hess estate are
lifesize statues of prehistoric animals.
These statues are accurate recomstruc-
tions, with one exception. The statue of
the fllying reptile known as the ptero-
dactyl isn't a reconstructiom from the
actual skeletonm of the extinct creature,
The wing of Hess’ pterodactyll is copied
after the wing of Leonardo’s fllying ma-
chine as pictured in the sketch be-
queathed to Ricki, Marquamd, and Eay
McKay.”

*And you think the Hess fortune was
hidden somewhere around this fijimg
whozis,”" Harper said. "You think
Hess fixed it that way so that his pals
of the circus could get the dough, save
the circus, and so his relatives would
inherit nothing but debts."

“Sounds reasonable, doesn’t it?"

"Sure,” Joe Harper agreed. “There's
only one thing that worries me. When
you came out of the rectory, you were
carrying a trench shovel with you. 1
never was designed for a shovel artist.”

“Not even if there’s a fortune at the
bottom of the hole?” the Ghost laughed.

Harper snorted.

“A fortune belonging to semebody
else? Not imterested."”

OGETHER, they climbed the

fenece that enclosed the Hess estate.
In mesnlight and shadows, the strange
Beasts of the garden of the past beeame
fearseme things:

“Gives you the heeby-jeebys,” Har-
per whispered, as he stared upward at
the gaping jaws of some fierce dino-
saur. “Whole place is like a grave-
yard, sort of. Only somebody ought
to bury these monsters.”

“A good job for you,” the Ghost said.
“You like to dig so well.”

Reaching the pool beside which stood
the pterodactyl, the Ghost Biepped be-
neath the reptile's wide-spread rijght
wing. He took a flashlighit from his

ocket and cautiously directed the tiny

earn towatd the earth,

The sod had been newly cut and re-
placed. Thete was a sprinkling of damip
earth on the blades of long grass,

“Looks as though somebody’s been
doing some digging here pretty re-
cently,” the Ghest commented.

He took his little shovel, lifted the
sod and began digging away the soft
earth beneath. Hamper, in spite of his
dislike for digging, teok his turn.
Forty~five minutes later, they uncov-
ered a steel box. One of the Ghost's
plck-locks opened the lid,

“Dough!” Joe Harper gasped as the
lid was thrown back. “I never saw
80 much lettuee in my life, Must be a
taillien bweks!”

He got down on his belly beside the
hole, began taking out packets of new
bills. The Ghost crouched beside him,
tuening his fliashlighit on the money as
his assistant scooped it out.

“How about a ten per cent cut on
this stuff for you and I, huh?” Harper
demanded. “"After all, that’s no more
than a collecting agency ought to have,
and we're collecting this tutt for Hess’
eireus pals, arent we?”

“Sure,” the Ghost said quietly. “Sure,
I guess you can have ten per cent. Of
course, you'd go to jail if you spent any
ot it. Maybe the owners would be glad
to let you have the whole treasure.”

Harper rolled over on his side, hi8
hard black eyes searching the Ghoat's
face.

“You mean it's phony?"

The Ghost turned his faainlight beam



44 THRILLING MYSTERY

into the strong-box. The ray glinted
on several plates of bright metal rest-
ing up against the side of the box,

“The plates for printing this junk,
Joe. It’s counterfeit, all right. A mil-
lion bucks worth of motthiimg!™

“Welll, I'll be blowed!"” Harper ex-
ploded. “What's the next move—bury
this stuff again?”

“I think it's been buried emough,”
the Ghost said. There was a grim look
in his eyes. "This Conrad has blocked
us at everty turm, and we still don't
know a thing about him except that he
works ott of the circus. Our best bet
is to head back to Fulton Heights.
This is the last night the show camps
there. They knock down after the show
tomortow night.”

“It'll be after midnight before we get
there,” Joe said.

“That won't make any difference,
Maybe Conrad talks in his sleep!"

———

CHAPTER X
Affeer Myidmight

OE HARPER and the Green

Ghost burned up the highway te
Fulten Heights, while Merey and Tim
hunted the eireus for the persen named
Madge te whem the dying jerry
Haines had referred, and Glenn Sauf:
ders was unwittingly digging himselt
in Behind the eight ball.

George Chance’s double had re-
mained on the circus grounds day and
night as a special guest of Ricki the
clown. Whhile George Chance had
known Ricki for years, Glenn Saunders
had known Ricki for only a little more
than forty-eight hours,

Ricki seemed to be in a reminiscent
mood that night. After the show was
over, he got Glenn Saunders to go with
him into the “backyard” whete the big
trucks and vans, that careied the cireus
of touk, were parked.

“Times sure have changed, since you
and I were together, huh, George?”
Ricki said.

There was nothing for Saunders to
do but agree. One thing led to an-
other, with Ricki talking about circus
people Glenn Saunders knew nothing

about the Ghost’s double trying to
make appropriate answers.

“You take that man Willy Scales,
for instance,” Ricki said. “He was just
real careless around the animals. You
remember Willy, don't you?"

Saunders thought a moment, won-
deting whether he really ought to re-

mermber this Willy Scales or not. He

had never heard the name before.
“Yes, I think I do,” he replied.
“Sure you do,"” Ricki &id. “You

saved his life once, remember?"

Saunders forced a laugh.

“Oh, sure. Funmy how even a thing
like that will slip yout mind.”

“Yeah. Willy had been fooling
around the monkey cage, remember?
And then he went righit from there
over to clean out the cage of one of the
big cats. You know how a cat hates
monkey scefit. Wiy, It you hadn’t
been Handy, that big she-lien would
have ripped Willly to pieees. But there
you were, just a yeuRg punk, but brave
as brass.”

Glenn Saunders didn‘t say anything.
Ricki's pale eyege were watching him
closely.

“Rememiber that?” Ricki asked.

“Sure,” Saunders replied.

The clown laughed bitterly.

“Yes, you do! Because it wasn’t
Willy Scales and it wasn't a she-lion,
and you'te not George Chance. You're
an imposter, And come to think of it
ever since you been hanging areund
heie‘, we've had trouble frem murder
eal

“Now wait a minute, Ricki!”

“Don’t you try backing out of it, Mt,
Fake. I'm going to set the cops on
you!”

Saunders was already on the move.
Ricki lunged at him, tripped» fell filat
on his face. Saunders sprinted around
behind the huge van, ran head-on into
somebody crouched there in the gloom.
A hand caught him by the threat. A
gun jamred inte his belly.

“Okay, Green Ghost,” a husky voice
warned him, “be nice or get it in the
belly!”

%® * * * *
S SOON as he had reached the
cireus grounds, the Ghost headed
straight for the managerie tent. He
recalled that when Tiny Tifh had been
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following Jerry Haimes, just before the
latter had been shet, the T-man had
been prowling around the animals if
the tent.

There were still lighits in the animal
show and considerablle activity about
the tent, though the customers had all
left the circus grounds. The keepers
of the beasts were bedding them dewn
for the night. Nene 6f the men saw
the Ghost enter, and it was net witil
he stopped In front of a cage contain-
ing a partieularly beautiful leopardess
that anyene paid any attention te Rim.

“Wihat you doing in here, Mister?”
one of the keepers demanded. “The
show’s been closed over anh hour. We
don’t allow no loafers around here.”

The Ghost pulled a badge from his
pocket and flashed it. It was the badge
he used to impersonate Sergeant Ham-
mel of the New York Police. He gave
the keeper no time to examine the
shield closely,

“Police business,” he said. “First
time I ever saw a circus go to bed, and
I've got plenty of time to kill.”

“Welll,” the keeper said, “don’t go
fooling around Madge or there’ll be
something killed besides time. We
gon’t want any dead coppers around

ere.”

“Wiho's Madge?” the Ghost asked,
trying not to sound particularly con-
cerned.

“That spotted baby,"” said the keeper,
indicating the leopard. “Meanest cat
in the lot. Latour won't take her in
the ring, any more.”

So the meanest cat in the show was
named Madge. Had Jerry Haines re-
ferred to the big leopardess in his last
words?

The Ghost said good night to the
keeper, turmed and left the tent. He
went immediately in search of Gregor
Latour.

The famous animal trainer had a
small wall tent all of his own. A glit-
tering sign bearing his name was hung
over the door. A light was burning
inside the tent. The Ghost stepped
through the opening, saw that the

lace was deserted. He was about to
eave, but on second thought, he
dropped the tent flap and crossed to
Latour's €ot.

He searched the bed clothing care-

fully, turned to the battered metal suit-
cases that were at the end of the cot.
He opened the top case, searched the
clothing it contained. There was a
compartment for toilet articles in the
top of the case. He opened this, saw
tooth brush, paste, a cake of soap, and
nothing else.

He opened the second suitcase to
disclose a pair of riding boots, a whip,
and some publicity pictures of Latour
and his animals. He returned both
suitcases to their former position.
Thete was nothing else in the room
that could have contained amything
ineriminating.

A bit later, crossing the “backyard™
where the big vans were parked, he
ran into Joe Hatpetr who drew him into
the shadow of one of the trucks.

“You've talked to Merry and Tim?"
Harper whispeted breathlessly.

“No, but I've had a look at the mys-
terious Madge.”

“That can wait. Something’s hap-
pened to Glenn Saunders. Tim saw
four men taking Glenn into the big
kitchen van, and they weren’t planning
any pink tea. Tirm heard one of the
men call Glenn ‘Green Ghost." Some-
thing's gone haywire.”

N THE meantime, when Glenn
Saunders found himseellff sur-
rounded, he put p a beief but stiff figdit.
He eetldn’t have possibly aveided that
blew he had taken from behind wnless
he Rad Had eyes in the back of his head.
When he came to, he found himself
lying on the floor of the rolling kitchen
of the circus. His wrists and ankles
had been securely bound. Four men
were sitting around one of the work
tables.

One of these men wore a triangle of
white handkeraliaff around the lower
part of his face. The others were sim-
ply circus hangers-on of the type that
follows a show, working only when
thete weren't pockets to pick. They
were tough-looking eggs, all of them,
and Saunders didn't see anything par-
tleularly resy about his future.

“What do we do with Mr. Ghost
when he comes out of his trance?” one
of the toughs asked the masked man.

“Work on him,” came the muffled
voice from behind the handkerchief,
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“S8o far, we've kept ourselves pretty
well covered by getting rid of Hess,
that T-man, and old Tanko. But we
got to find out what the Ghost knows
to see whether we can stick with the
show or take it on the lam.”

One of the toughs got a can of water
out of the cooler, went over to Glenn
Saunders, threw the water in the
double’s face, Saundets held his
breath, kept his eyes closed. The
longer he could feigh wnconsciolusness
the better off he was going to be.

“Never knew a guy to sleep so long,”
the tough chuckled.

“Wiemn I sock 'em, they stay socked,”
said another.

“We'd be doin’ ourselves and a lot of
other gents a big favor if we just stuck
a knife in him,” the third said.

“That can come later,” the man in
the mask told them. “First, we've got
to find out just where we stand.”

So Saunders lay still and shivered
inwardly. Ten slow minutes passed,
and then he heard voices outside the
kitcthem van—loud, happy Negro
voices. Saunders’ heart sank. At fiist
he had supposed that help was coming.
But what could a couple of Negroes do
for him?

The two Negroes had evidently
seated themselves on the ground just
outside the van. Every word that they
said came distinctly to Saunders’ ears.
And as he listened closely, his heart
began to beat mere rapidly.

“Guess I could eat mysellf a piece of
lunch,” one voice said. “How 'bout
you? We's mighty handy to de
kitchen.”

“Not me, no suh!” the other said.
“Las’ time I sneaked eatments out
there I got caught.”

“Suppose I does de sneakin’ and
meets you round behind de big tent.”

The man in the mask jerked his head
toward Glenn Saunders.

“Better hide him. Soon as we'’re rid
of those fellows, maybe we can get to
work.”

Two of the toughs got up from the
table, went over to Saunders and
picked him up. There was a pantry at
the front end of the big van. Glenn
Saunders was cartied into the pantry
and the door closed. The toughs re-
turned to the table,

Outside the van, the two Negroes
were still talking. For ten minutes orf
more they kept up a conversation in
loud voices. And then one of the men
outside the van turned to his leader.

“They going to keep that up all
night, Conrad?"

“Go see if you can get rid of them,"
the man in the mask said. “If food will
do it, have them come in and help
themselves.”

E man got up, went to the door

at the back of the van and opened

it. One of the Negroes, a tall, thin man

as black as the ace of spades was just

eutside the deer, apparently on the
verge of eaming in.

“Okay, Sam,” the tough said. “Come
oh in and get your meat hooks on
whatever you want. And then get out
of here.”

“Yas, suh,” the Negro said, emtering
the van. "What all you gen’'mens do-
ing here?”

The man in the mask had turned his
back to the door so that the handker-
chief that hid his face could not be
seen.

“Same thing you are, Sam—getting
a bite to eat,” the tough who had ad-
mitted the Negro replied.

The Negro looked around at the four
men and then started for the pantry.

“What I wants is back heah, I
reckons.”

And he reached out for the latch on
the pantry door.

Suddenly, the man who had been ad-
dressed as Conrad wheeled, lashed out
at the Negto with his right flist. The
blow landed and the black rhan hit the
floot, rolled, didn't stop until he had
hit a flour bariel. Theh he lay there,
perfectly still, his eyes ¢€losed.

“All right,” Conrad whispered,
“Take a look outside and see If the
other one is arourid.”

One of his men obeyed, reported that
the coast was clear,

“Now get Mr. Green Ghost out of
the pantry and let's get to work on
him,” Conrad directed.

Two men went to the pantry for
Glenn Saunders. Wihen they opened
the door, one of them tittered a suf-
prised oath.

“Conrad Take a look at this!”
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Conrad and the other man hurried
back to the pantry, and the four men
stared through the open door. There
on the floor, neatly roped, was the same
thin Negro Conrad had just knocked
out!

Conrad wheeled around, stared to-
ward the flour barrel where he had last
seen the man who now appeared to be
in the pantry in place of Glenn Saun-
ders. There, standing beside the fitmur
barrel, a black automatiic in his -hand,
was the Green Ghost, skull teeth grin-
ning, that strange green light illum-
inating his face,

“I believe this spells ‘finis’ for you
and your gang, Conrad,” the Green
Ghost said quietly. “Or would you like
it better if I called you Gregor La-
teur?”

Conrad’s right hand stabbed for the
gun that lumped in his trouser pocket.
The automatic in the Green Ghost's
hand barked once. Conrad’s legs melted
out from under hirm and he hit the flivor
of the van, his hands gripping at the
tighit slde of his chest.

The Ghost, who had never considered
hieself much of a shot, was surprised.

CHAPTER XI
The Show Goxs On

-

HANCE set aside the following

L/ gvening te %ive a dinner party in
his Brewnstone Heuse on East Fifty-
fourth Strest. Merry White, who was
{8 act a8 hestess, arrived early.

Of course, Joe Harper was there;
Chance had never been able to shake
that Broadway bum out ef his guest
room. Chance was expecting Tiny Tim
Terry, of course, and alse Harry Mar-

uand, Fay McKay, and Rieki. The
three members of the Hess eireus had
deserted the show for tonight—the iast
performance in Fulten Heights. ]

“You know there’s a lot about this
case you haven’t teld me, darlin’”
Merry said.

She and George Chanse and Jee
Harper were sitting in the living reem
enjoying a cocktail of Harper's ewn
mixing.

“Even I don’t get it how you knew
Conrad was Gregor Latour,” Harper
said.

“I didn"t know until I searched La-
tour’s tent last night,” Chance said. *“I
was looking for the Hess money among
Latour’s belongings. I didn’t find that.
I didn’t find anything imcriminating.
In fact, it was what I didn't find that
told me that Latour was Comrad.”

“Greek again!” Joe Harper said.

“Not Greek at all. You remember
that Conrad had been cornered by the
cops five years ago. And his hide-out
was burned down to the ground. It
wasn’t known for sure whether Comrad
died in the flames. But it was pretty
certain that he had been severely
burned. As a matter of fact, he was so
seriously burned about the head and
face that he resorted to plastic surgery
to give him an entirely new face. He
was burned so badly that the hair folli-
cles on face and head were destroyed.
There’s nothing uncommeon about that.

*Knowing that ahead of time, when I
discovered something missing from La-
tour’'s toilet accessories, I knew that
Latour was Conrad. You see, he had
nothing but tooth paste, tooth brush,
and soap in his toilet case. No razor,
no shaving brush—nothing that goes
with the manly art of shaving. He
didn’t shave, and yet his face and head
were hairless. Except, of course, for
those mahogamny-colored eyebrows of
his. The eyebrows were false.

“Yeah,” Harper said, “but why look
in Latour’s tent for the Hess money?"

“Because when Miss Margaret Hess
handed that original Da Vinci sketch to
Ricki who in turn passed it to Mar-
quand and Latour, Latour was stand-
ing in front of a mirror in the Hess
drawing-roomn. It had occurred to me
that if Hess intended the Da Vinci to
be a clue to where he had hidden the
money he wanted to go to his friends
in the circus, Heés certainly would have
had some instructions for his friends to
follow. The artist Da Vinci had scrib-
bled a lot of notes along the margin of
the paper—notes which it is said no-
body can read. Somewhere in those
notes would have been the ideal place
for Hess to include his imstructions.

“The instructions were there, all
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right, but in what is known as ‘looking-
glass’ writing. I borrowed the sketch
from Ricki last night and checked on
that. If you held the sketch in front
of a mirror, the instructions for digging
beneath the wing of the pterodactyl
eould be clearly made out.

“Da Vinci’'s writing was still inde-
cipherable. Latour simply happened to
be looking into the mirror when he was
holding the sketch in his hand. He
knew about the buried fortune before
anybody else did.”

E paused a moment,

soberly.

“Wihat Latour did was, first take the
counterfeit money and the emgraved
plates from where he had them stashed
at the circus,” he said then. “Then he
went to the Hess estate, dug up the
treasure, stubstituted the counterfeit
money and the plates. Maybe he
thought that Ricki and the others
would eventuallly figuie out the riddle,
dig under the wing of the pteredactyl,
and And the gueer meney. Either they
would reeephike it as eounterfeit of
they weuld try te spend it.

“Either way, Latour had washed his
hands of the phony money. He didn't
need it, after all, because he now had
three million dollars in real money.”

“But where did he hide the Hess for-
tune?” Merry asked.

“Under the floor of the cage of
Madge the ferocious Jeopardess,”
Chance said. “That was the same place
where he had hidden the counterfeit
faoney. And just about as safe as a
bank, when you consider Madge's dis-
pesmen "

“Okay,” Joe Harper said. “I guess
we got that. But you're not through
yet. We know what happened inside
the kitchen van at the cireus. Yeu've
teld us about that. But yeu didn't say
hew it happened.”

Chance smiled. "It was simple. I
was outside the kitchen van putting on
a ventriloquism act, using two veices
so that I sounded like a cotple of
Negtoes. By means of the mentalists’
code, which Glenn Satindets and Merry
know just as well as I de, I teld Glenn
Saunders I was eutside in blaekfaee,
and that I was eeming inte the van te

nodding

help him out. You know how the eode
works, Joe—certain key words stand
for certain letters. It's the same code
most of the vaudeville mind-reading
teams use,

“I got into the van and Conrad tried
to knock me out whemn I started for the
cupboard where Glenn was hidden. 1
rode Conrad's punch, pretended I was
knocked out anyway. While Glenn
was in the cupboard, he wasn’t exactly
idle. Glenn knows every escape trick
that I know, and it wasn't hard for him
to get eut of his repes.

“Wihat he did was to pull a cork out
of some bottle in the cupboard, burm it
with a match and blacken his face.
Then he lay down on the floor, pulled
up some of the slack in the ropes that
were supposed to have bound him.

“Since Glenn and I have features ex-
actly alike, if we both black our faces
we still look alike. When Comrad's
men looked into the ctipboard they
were stunhed by what they saw. I was
lying on the floor next te the flolie bar-
fel and their backs were toward me,

“In my pocket I had a skull mask
made out of rubber. It fits completely
over my head for a quick change to the
Ghost's makeup if I need it. I simply
put the rubbet mask over my blackface
get-up, and when Cenrad ttwrhed
areund—there was the Greeh Ghest,
waiting fer him.”

“Must have been quite a shock con-
sidering Conrad thought that Glena
was the Ghost,” Metry said.

HANCE nodded.
“Conrad must have over ear
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cops were yanking Conrad and com-
pany off to the jailhouse. I've got the
Heas fortune here, and tonight I am
handing it over to Ricki, Marquand,
and Fay McKay—the rightful owners.
They'll use it to bid in the Hess circus

when it goe8 to the block."

“Then the show goes on!" Merry
said triumphantly.

“In spite of a snobbish lady mamed
Margaret Hess,” Chance said, “the
show goes on."

THE GREEN GHOST TANGLIES WITH AN INVISIBLE MAN AND DEFIES
MYSTERIOUS, DEATH-DEALING RAYS AS HE PITS HIMSELF
AGHARNST A MASTER CRIMINAL IN

THE CASE DF THE ASTRAL ASS5ASSIN

Nextt Issue s Exciting Full-Lamgth Novel




Bobh”is finger
tightened on the
trigger and
therce wad &
brilliant flash of
fire

AMATEUR DEATH

By LANSING STEBBINS

Sitate Police Sergeanit Bill Russelll Bares the Tmuth of an
“Accident” That Turnms Qut to Be a WeW-Hllamnsel! Murder

E Amateur Movie Club of
Lakewillle met once in a week in
the big renovated barm on Don

Bosworth’s suburban estate. Tonight,
they were shooting the final scenes of
Doh’s own mastenpiece of the cimematic
art, “The Kidnaped Bride.” Don him-
gelf was acting a8 director and operator
of the expensive and well-gadgeted
Bolex.

“All right, gang I" he called. “We're
ready to shoot the big climax scene.

50

The heroine is supposed to be gagged
with adhesive tape and tied securely,
The brutal kidnapers are to take pie-
tures of her in that comdition—pictures
they hope will force het grieving pat:
ents and distracted fiance to kiek
through with the ransem. Let's get
at it.”

Laughing and joking, the club mem-
bers gathered around pretty Mareia
Bosworth, Don’s red-haited young
wife, who was the heroine of “The
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Kidnaped Bride.” Rope wai® wound
around her alender body, fastening her
arms at her sides. A loop of rope cir-
cled her smooth throat. Don himself
situck a piece of tape over her soft red
lips.

“Stand her up against the wall,” he
ordered, “and fasten the end of the
rope around her neck to that ring in the
wall.”

Still laughing, the memberg fimished
setting the stage. Marcia submitted
willingly, her blue eyes sparkling with
laughter.

The whole script of “The Kidnaped
Bride” was absurd—but it was meant
to be.

“An old-fashioned melodrama in
modern dress,” Don Bosworth had de-
scribed it.

The club members had entered imto
the spirit of the thing with a will,
deliberately burlesquing the exagger-
ated situations and plot. It ought to
get howls, they thought, when it was
exhibited at the big countey club ball,
that fall,

A still camera was set up on a tripod
in front of the bound girl. Flood and
spotlights were turmed on and club
members who were impersonating the
kidnap gang watched with exaggerated
leers while their “leader” took the pic-
tures that were supposed to imduce
prompt payrment of the ransom.

In the background, other flcitubldgdits
blazed on them, while Don Bosworth
recorded the scene on movie film.

“All right,” he yelled. “Cut!”

The lights faded out. A tall good-
looking young man in immaculate eve-
ning clothes stepped forward in re-
sponse to Don’s beckoning gesture.

“It's your turn now, Bob,” said Bos-
worth. “You have trailed one of the
gang to their hide-out, managed to ef-
fect an entramce. After a search, you
find your betrothed tied up and help-
less, fainting with fear and fatigue. At
the morment, none of the gang is pres-
eAt. Yeou fush to the girl, cut the rope
that elrcles her throat and then—" he
laughed—="then one of the gang emters
through anothetr door and surprises

ou.”

y Bob Holmes, the “fiance," nodded
and smiled. “And then,” he said, “I
whip out my trusty automatic and,

holding the fainting girl in one arm,
fill the evil mug full of lead. That
right? Where do I get the trusty au-
tomatic?"

OSWORTH, a tall, dark-haired,

sallow-faced mamn, reached into

the pocket of the sports jacket he wore

and pulled out a small .32. He handed
it to Holmes.

“That's my gun,” he said. “Handle
it gently. It's loaded with dummy bul-
lets. Not blanks, you understand, be-
cause blanks wouldn’t work in an auto-
matic. These are dummies, with wax
bullets in themm. But be sure not to
point the gun straight at the camera,
anyway. The wax will melt before
it can do any damage. I made the
durmmires, myself.”

It was quite in keeping with Bos-
worth’s character that he should have
tfiadke his own dummy bullets. He was
known as a “gum crank,” as well as a
sort of amateur scientific and mechan-
ical genius. He had a well-equipped
laboratory and workshop in the big
houge here on his estate and was for-
ever inventing new gadgets and repair-
ing old ones. Before the war, he had
been an active radio amatevfr and had
enee held a private fliyer's license,
Seffe mysterious physieal defect kept
him eut of the arfed services.

The still camera was moved out of
the way. Bosworth stepped forwaxd
and adjusted the lights to give him the
effect he wanted when he tgaimed the
Bolex on the bound “victim.” Off to
one gide was the door through which
her rescuer was to come.

Don Bosworth pointed a spotlight at
it, then stepped back to the movie cam-
era.

“I’ll shoot a few feet of you, fifist,
Marsh,” he said to his wife. “You are
sagging in your bonds with your eyes
closed, Jost to all hope of rescue. Then
. .. But wait a minute. You look too—
too urnmussed for all you've been
through. Let me fix you up a bit.”

He stepped around the camera and
moved toward his wife. Reaching out,
he rumpled her long-bobbed red hair
and slid a strap of her blue evening
gown down from a white shoulder,
She tried to rushblle a protest through
her tape gag, but he merely Jawghed
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and the other club members joined
him. Then he went back to the
camera,

The fftondlightts blazed on and the
Bolex began to whirr.

“Now,” Bosworth called after a mo-
ment, “you hear a noise outside the
door. You open your eyes, glance to-
ward it. The door opens.”

It did, and Bob Holmes stood there.
Bosworth resumed his directing.

“Your eyes light with hope, Marsh.
You are saved—sawved. Act, dog-gone
it. Act.”

Marcia Bosworth had a good bit
of acting ability, and she went through
the motions of registering joy and hope
as well as she could in her bound and
helpless condition,

Bosworth rapidly panned the Bolex
to show Holmes at the door. Bob
Holmes, too, could act and he went
through the exaggerated business re-
quired by the script, rushing forward
with outstretehed atms and a glad ery
sounding from his lips.

At the camera, Don Baosworth
grinned excitedly.

“Fine—fine!" he cried. “Now catch
her in your arms a second, release her
and get your knife. Cut the rope above
het head. Now, Marsh, you see the
other door opening. You go rigid, then
faint. Fine. Neow, Bob, hold her and
tuen, drawing your gun. Fine. Fine,
Now—Fire!”

Bob Holmes’ fimger tightened on the
trigger. There was a brilliant flash of
fire and a deafening explosion. And
then suddenly he released his hold on
the girl. He staggeted blindly. His
knees buckled and he fell to the filvor,
Makeia, too, collapsed and lay limp and
fhotionless beside him.

Wihiite-faced, the club members stood
silent for a full minute. Then they all
rushed forward, with Don Bosworth
in the lead. They stopped again as
they reached the two figures on the
flook.

A man cursed suddenly, and one of
the women fainted.

The side of Bob Holmes’ head was
half blown away. He was dead. There
was a jagged, welling wound in Mar-
cia Bosworth’s white throat. The butt,
only, of the gun lay near Holmes’ out-
stretched hand.

The rest had vanished.

“The gun!" Don Bosworth gasped.
“It—it must have exploded! Quick,
someone, run to the house and call the
hospital.”

I;lc dropped to his knees beside his
w‘ e L

ERGEANT BILL RUSSELL of
the State Police reached the Bos-
worth estate a few minutes after the
ambulance. He had been at his bar-
faeks when the repert Rad eemie if
frem the hospital. Wilkh a treeper at
the wheel, he had sped te the seene if
a white-tepped a%i €ar, even theugh
the 8 efatef at the hespital had assured
glef& hat it was aeﬁmiely ehly an aeei-
Accidents had to be imvestigated,
however, and the estate was two miles
beyond the city limits, which put the
affair definitely within Russ’ jurisdic-
tion.

He found all the members of the
movie club still in the barn. A blanket
had been throwm over Bob Holmes'
body, anhd twe hospital interns were
kneeling beside Matcia Bosworth.
They shrugged theie sheulders when
Russ asked if she would live,

“Toss up,” one muttered.

The big sergeant turned to Don Bos-
worth.

"Suppose you tell me what happened
here,” he said. “Wihat were you doing
with a gun, amyway?”

Briefly, the young man explained
the purpose of the gathering. He out-
lined the absurd pot of “The Kidnaped
Bride” and explained what had hap-
pened when Holmes had pulled the
trigger.

“But I can’t understand it,” he fin-
ished. “That was my gun, in good
condition as far as I know, although I
haven't shot it for over a year. 1 made
the dumrmy cartridges myself, and put
in a very small powder charge. Just
enough, I theught, to werk the meeha-
flsm of the automatic. But the gun
Blew to pieces=killed Bobh—wsunded
Mateia. I ean't understand it.”

Sergeant Russell nodded. He picked
up the grip of the gun and pulled out
the magazine clip. A second later, he
pried off the wax bullet of one of the
two remaining cartridges and poured
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the powder it contained into his palm.

“If the one that let go didn’t have
any more powder in it than this,” he
said, “J don’t see why the gun ex-
ploded, either.”

As a matter of routine, he questioned
the other members. Each one’s ver-
sion was substantiially the same as Bos-
worth’s. He had the troopet take their
names and addresses and told them to
go home,

The two white-coated interns stood
up suddenly. They had placed Marcia
Bosworth on a stretcher and were car-
rying her toward the waiting ambu-
lance.

“*Needs a tramsfusion,”
“Weelll have to step on it.”

Bill Russell turmed to Bosworth,
who stood white-faced and jittery, near
the camera tripod.

“Better go with 'em, Bosworth,” said
the trooper. “I'll see you later—at the
hospital.”

Nodding, Bosworth followed the in-
terns through the door. He averted
his face as he passed Holmes® blan-
keted form.

For a moment after the others had
left, Sergeant Russell and the trooper
moved around the studio barm, their
eyes taking in every detail.

“What d'you make of it, Sergeamt?"
the trooper asked. “Dammed funny that
gun blew up like that, don’t you think?"

The big sergeant nodded. ‘‘Danmed
funny,” he answered. *“So darned
funny that I wonder if maybe—" He
broke off and stood frowning at the
camera. Then: “Wait here, Jones,"
he ordered. “I'm going to take a look
at Boswawrthh lathoratory.”

He strode up the drive toward the
main house. Although he had no
definite idea, nothing he could put imto
words, he had a strong hunch that the
explosion of that gun was too “funny”
to be an accident. There was some-
thing wtong, somewhere. His hunch
was strong, and Sergeant Bill Russell
had learned that it paid to follow his
Ruhehes.

A white-coated Filipino houseboy
let Russell into the big house and
silently led him to Bosworth’s base-
ment laboratory and work-shop. Russ
stopped on the threshold and whistled
in surprise at what he saw.

one said.

The place had all the equipment of a
firatetiass college chem lab. Retorts,
bottles of reagents, racks of teat tubes,
and long white-topped tables gleamed
under fluorescent lighting. A door in
the opposite wall led into a work-shep
fillkl with power-driven lathes, ¢ir-
cular saws and presses. Russ begam te
believe the stories he had heard abeut
Bosworth's being sofmething of a
genius. A sfhart werkian eould aé:
cornplish a 1ot with a set-up like this.

E Filipino faded noiselessly
away, ahd Russ was alene in the
lab. He started wandering aimlessly
around, his eyes darting keenly &vér
the fhass of equipment. He eould nst
have teld what he expeected to fikd.
He was fet sure he expected to find
anything. But his hunch was Rronger
than ever AoV, and it had Rifh werried:
Finally he stood frowning beside a
long white table. Absent-rmindedly he
pulled a deck of cigarettes from his
pocket, put one in his mouith, and
stmﬁk a paper match. As he blew out
the HEBt puff of blue smole, A8 Afijred
the match toward a metal waste-bas-
ket at the end of the table.

A second or two later, the thought-
ful look vanished from his gray eyeé
and he stepped swiftly toward the bas-
ket. Tihe match had not gone out, and
had started a fire in some discarded
filer paper.

Russ bent over and pulled out a blaz-
ing piece of the absorbent paper. It
was burning freely, not as that sort of
papet should burm, especially when it
was still damp as this was.

He stood staring at the steady green-
tipped fliame. Something inflmmmable,
he realized, had been spilled on that
papet not long ago. His brow fur-
rowed, as his humch grew stronger.
He dropped the still burning paper and
stepped on It to extinguish the fRavie,
and as he did so his mind shot back to
his college days—to the hours he had
gpent In the eherm lab trying to master
the intricacies of formulae, and to a cer-
tain 1ab defhonstiation that had scared
Rir grees.

Hallf an hour later, after a thorough
search of both the laboratory and the
work room, Russ rejoined Trooper
Jones in the barm. The sergeant’s face
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was grim and there was a glint in his
steady gray eyes.

“Let me see the list of people who
were here tonight,” he ordered. “I
want to ask them a few more ques-
tions.”

Jones produced his note-book and
tore out the page on which he had
jotted down the names. Russ took it
and turned toward the door.

“Wait here for me,” he said. “If Bos-
worth gets back before I do, tell him 1
want to see him.”

An hour later, the white-topped
patrol car rolled to a stop in front of
the General Hospital. Sergeant Rus-
sell leaped out and started up the steps.
As he reached the top, the door opened
and Don Besworth stepped out.

The man’s face was white, haggard,
in the dim light of the entramce. He
saw Russell and stopped, staring.

“How's your wife?" Russ asked.

"Tihey—they think she’ll live,” the
amateur scientist answered dully. *“I
just gave her some blood in a transfu-
sion. They &gy there's nothing to do
now but wait. I thought I'd get a
taxi and go—"

“I'I take you,” snapped Russ.
“There'te a few little things I want to
ask you about, and I can do it on the
way te your place.”

Mumbling his thanks, Boswotth fol-
lowed the trooper down the steps and
climbed into the patrol car. He sat
slumped in the seat, not speaking,
while Russ tooled it down the drive
and headed toward the main part of
towin.

“My place is the other way, Ser-
geant,” Don said when they made the
firsit turn,

“I know it. But I've got to make a
report to the chiet of police and I didn’t
think you'd mind coming along. It
won't take a minute.”

Bosworth sighed and nodded. “All
right,” he said. "I suppose the chief
will want to see me, t00.”

“Shouldn’t wonder,” said Russ, and
stepped on the ga6.

The chief, a burly, mustached, old-
time cop, was properly sympathetic
toward Boswoirth, the town’s wealthi-
est citizen. He made his questioning
brief, and listened without comment to
the State Police officer's report.

“Terrible accident, Mr. Beswerth,”
he said. “I hope—"

“By the way, Chief," Russ cut in,
“do you happen to have a thirty-twe
automatiic in the shop? I want to try
out something and my gun’s a thirty-
eight.” .

The chief nodded and reached in a
drawer.

He handed over a small, snub-nosed
.32 automatic.

“Took this off a hobo, three weeks
ago,” he said. “He didn’t have a li-
cense and we sent him up for—"

“Mind if I fire a dummy cartridge in
here, Chief?” Russ interrupted again,
as he drew out the clip and then pro-
duced a couple of wax-nosed shells
from his pocket. "I found these out at
Mte. Bosworth's place and just want to
see what they’ll do in a gun we know
is all riggie”

The chief's eyes widened.
no, I guess not, Sarge,” he said.
ahead.”

‘..Why,
“Go

USS quickly loaded the clip,

shoved It into place, and jacked
one of the shells Inte the chamber.
Then he swung en Den Beswerth,
handing the gun te him.

“You shoot it, Bosworth,” he said.
“I want to watch what happens.”

Bosworth halff reached for the gun,
then swiftly withdrew his hand. His
face was dead white in the yellow glare
of the station lights.

“You—you say you found those
shells at my place?” he asked, his voice
not quite steady.

Russ nodded. “Yeah. In the drawer
of your lab table. You probably had
‘em left over after you loaded the gun
you were going to use in that movie.
Go ahead.”

He shoved the gun forward again.
Bosworth drew back. His eyes swiv-
eled wildly, and he moistened his lips
with his tongue,

“No! No!” he mumibled.
You can't make me—"

The State trooper stared at him.
“Not afraid, are you, Bosworth?” RHe
asked softly. “There isn't amything
wrong with those shells, is there?”

“No—no, of cotirse not!” Beswerth
ctied. “IJjust don't want fo—"

“l was just wondering”—Bill Rus-

"I won't,
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sell's voice was edged suddenly—"if
you’d found out that everybody in your
crowd was talking about your wife and
Bob Holmes. It wasn't much of a
secret. Of course, if you had heard
about it, you might have .. . But that's
foolish, 1sn’t 1t? Well, if you won’t try
the gun, I'll have te.”

He shoved the gun forward swiftly
so that it was right in front of Bos-
worth's face, althoeugh peinting away
from him toward the side wall. Vefz
deliberately, he slipped the safety cate
with his thumb. The weapon was fi6t
six inches away frem Besworth's staf-
ing eyes.

“Stop " Bosworth yelled. “Don’t
pull that trigger. It will kill me. Those
shells are loaded with mitroglycerine.
I'll confess. You know it anyhow. I
planned te kill Heolmes—and maybe
Mareia. They were two-timing me.
Everybody was laughing at me. I—I

Bill Russell shrugged slightly, and
squeezed the trigger. There was a faint

click as the firing pin struck home,
But only a faint click. Nothing else.

“I'm not fool enough to carry a
pocketful of shells loaded with nitro
in my pocket,” he said. “All rigiht,
Chief. Better lock him up.”

Bosworth was staring at the big
State officer. Suddenly a wry smile
twisted his handsome features.

“Smart work, Sergeant,” he said.
“Would you mind telling how you
found out?”

“Easy, Bosworth,” Russ answered.
“You spilled some of your home-made
nitro on some filtee paper in your lab:
I accidentally set fire to the paper.
I wasn't mueh good at chemistry at
school, and I can still remember how
seared I was when the prot set fire to
some absorbent paper that had been
soaked in fitre. I expected it to blow
us all te bits, but all it did was burn
with a green-tipped filafme. The flie
gave e the idea, and a careful seareh

id the rest. It mest werked fer yeu,
Bosworth—but net guite.”

Tommmy Martitin Tacklks the Tougitest Crime Problem of His
Career Bhen Murdder Stalkks at a Football Garme

BIG GAME KILL
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CHAPTER I

Muandber on Sdnadule

LONEL FABIAN CRUM, sci-
entist - detective extraordinary,
was only four-and-z-half feet

tall. But he had a way of making peo-
ple forget his size. The slender girl
with the soft dark hair and itmpudently
pretty face was fiimdimg this out as she
raised her conscience-strickem brown
eyes from the sun-flooded desk to the
big banner at which Crum was staring.
It read: LEN WARING FOR DIS-
TRICOTAATDGRNEY AND A
CLEAN SLATE FOR MIDVALE,

86

“But it is important,” the girl said
defensively. “It's terribly irmportant,
Colonel Crum.™

The famous midget-detective was on
his feet, smiling with thin scorn. Small
and dapper, his cane and black hom-
burg in his hands, his dark suit relieved
only by the flash of the tiny watch-
charm pistol on his vest front, he spoke
suavely, but his words carried a real
sting.

“Doulbtiless, Miss Pentland,” he said,
“But from my standpoint it was a
shoddy trick you played me. Your tele-
gram told me that I might prevent a
horrible crime if I reached here on time,
On the strength of that I pulled my
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trailer-laboratory a thousand miles and
rushed here as soon as your office was
open this morning. Now it seems that
the ‘horrible crime’ is simply the threat
of some illegal violence which may up-
set the political apple-cart of your em-
ployer. Isn’t that just about the size
of it?"

“About,” the gitl admitted, “but not
quite. Maybe I did word that telegram
in a tricky way to get you here. But I
do need you terribly. And I can pay
whatever you ask.”

“I don't work for money,” Crum said
coldly. “I made all I needed as an in-
dustrial scientist before I retired. Now
I investigate murders for the good 1
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A Colbore/ Crunn Novelet
By JOHN H. KNOX

can do. I don't hire out as a bodyguard
to politicians.”

“Oth, but that's not fair!" Leila Pent-
land protested.

There was real distress in her eyea
now. She got up and stepped to the
window which overlooked the sun-
bathed city of Midvale, nestled in its
rich valley.

“Isn’t it a horrible crime that this
decent, prosperous little city should be
at the mercy of a gang of thieving
racketeers?” she demanded.

“I'm not a reformer,” Crum said.
“I'm a murder-specialist.”

“Walll, there have been murders,” the
girl said darkly, “and all the other
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crimes in the calendar since Graves
Eason threw out my father’s clean ad-
ministration fifteen years ago. You
might say that Eason began by muf-
dering my father, though he's still
alive, the broken shadew of his fermer
self. ARd year by year, Graves Easef’s
%:lp has tightened, until new, at last,
the yeunger pgeneratiem has rebelled.
Len Hﬂ% is leading the At He's
fighitag net for mMeRsy eF PBWRr, But
for a deeent plaee io live in. Se am 1.
For that apd™—she paused="i"h Be
henest. For that and persemal re-
venge

“Hrmm,” Crum said. “Persomal re-
venge?” He sat down again.

E girl resumed her seat too. She

stared at her nails. The bright

flush which had fired her cheeks rade
her prettier tham ever.

“Yes,” she said. “Revenge for the
ghastly tragedy that knocked my father
out of politics fiffiteem years ago. Re-
venge for the kidnaping of my baby sis-
ter!”

“You mean this political-boss, Eason,
did that?™

“I’'m convinced of it,” Leila Pentland
replied, “though it wasn’t suspected at
first. But it certainly won Eason that
election fifiteem years ago. My father
was county judge, leading a clean polit-
ical slate. It was a hard fight against
the growing power of Easom and his
racketeers, but Father would have won.
And then, just on the eve of election
almost, my baby sister vanished. She
was just three; I was fiike. She van-
ished into thin air. The grieff and hor-
ror of it prostrated my father, crushed
him. He let politics slide—and this
slimy Eason slid into power!"

She paused for breath. Her eyes
misted, her hands clenched.

“Ofh, we never got the evidence on
Eason!” she said. “I don’t expect you
to be able to do that now. What I'm
driving at is that the man who did that
awful thing to win an election then,
will do as bad again. Len Wating is
the first real threat to Eason’s power
since then. If Eason has to do it to
win, he won't hesitate to murder Len
or a8 many others as stand in his way!”

“And what,” Crum asked, “do you

expect me to do?"

“Just stay here,” the girl said plead-
ingly. “Just stay here a few days until
election’s over. You've got a reputa-
tion that even Easom will fear, If he
knows youre watching our camp, he
won't dare resort to murder.”

Crum mulled it over. The thing was
entirely out of his line. He was ne
watchdog for politicians. But on the
other hand, Leila Pentland had made
an impression. He liked her spirit, was
even inclined to forgive her for the im-
pudent trick she had played to get him
here. Also, there was something about
that shadow of a child's kidnaping
hanging like a cloud of fear over this
election fifteem years later, which chal-
lenged his bloodhoumd imstincts.

“And where is your crusader, Len
Waring?” he asked.

Leila Pentland brightemed, glanced
at her wrist-watch.

“He should be here by now,” she
said. “It’s after eight. You will wait
for him, won’t you? He’s grand, and I
know you’ll be sold on him."

Crum smiled. “Your interest in him
doesn’t seem entirely political."

Leila laughed. "I guess not. If he
ever gets around to popping the ques-
tion [ probably won't keep him waiting.
But he's so busy with politics—"

The jangling of the telephone cut her
off. She answered it.

“Oh, well, thanks,” she said, then
hung up, frowning. “That was Len's
mother,” she explained. “Lem asked
her to call me when I came in. He had
to go to Jock Gilroy’s studio and won't
be down to the office until later.”

“And why does that worry you?"
Crum asked. “"Who's Jock Gilroy?”

“He's an artist,” Leila said abstract-
edly, “though not a very good one,
Father helped him get an art education
years ago, but Jock never amounted to
much—old-fashioned, photographic. So
when Jock got the contract for the City
Auditorium muralls, Len smelled some-
thing fisthy. He thinks Jock bought the
job outright, from Easom. So he's been
trying to pump Jock—" She paiised,
“But I do wish Len hadn't gone out
there alone.”

"Aren't you a little too jittety, Miss
Pentland?”
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“You don't know Eason,” Leila said.
“It may be a trap. Jock’s studio is
about a mile from town, off to itself.
Eason may have got Jock to lure Len
out there—" She paused again. “And
there’s another thiﬂg.. Lately Len has
been hanging areund a girl whom Jeek
Glirey's sippoesed te be in leve with, a
ceftaih Verda Ivandi, daughter ef a
fake mediurh, Swami Ivandi, whe's ene
of the eresks that Graves Eason pre:
teets.”

“Hold on a minute,” Crum said, “why

Colonel Crum

should your young knight-errant, War-
ing, be hanging around the daughter of
a crooked fortune teller—or I suppose
it amounts to that?"

EILA fiiksthed.

“That’s a part of Len’s investi-
gations tg%A? SHe RfflerddleHE M H &My q3i)-
tagi s dop.evidendefdnded. ladt erdirdiite
ol B8t BAdHANCGatietd clitthetiBHES
PHOS§wAmF 4808 SpaseietilafRN AN
dhe. SWRY dRed cBATEAMALE of IESARS
Gehce HfeA A whodasdesitestobk Cprl:

dRdYee TPRO udkd hiOEUYposeateakdiReA-
dlers. He uses his supposed medium-

ship to lure the ignorant suckers into
their hands. It's a mess.”

She got up, snatched a tailored jacket
and a pert little hat from a rack.

“Anyhow, I'm going out there to
Jock’s studio, just in case. Will you
come with me, Colonel Crum?”

Crum shrugged resignedly. "All
right. I'll go out and meet this Sir
Galahad of yours—though I won’t
prorise to stay longet than that.”

They took the elevator down to the
street where the scientist-detective had
left his long and powerful car. Behind
it was his gleaming trailer, which con-
tained one ot the most compact and
complete detective-laboratoriiea ever as-
sembled. In the car, his asslstant, the
glant Asiatie, Aga Aslan, was lownging
at ease,

Leila took one squint at him and let
out a whistle.

“Golly! Wish Len had him for a
bodyguard. Is he Goliath of Gath?"

Crum introduced her and opened the
door for her to get in. Leila said that
her car was just around the corner, but
Crum urged that they use his. He was
thinking that it would be easier for him
to get away when he wanted te if he
stuck with his own ear and traller.

Leila agreed, and soon the car was
speeding out of the subutrbs and ento
a white highway that wound into the
cedar-fringed Rills. But they had gone
only half a rile, when a red coupe came
shooting past them with the hissin
sp?ed of a meteor—=headed teward Mid-
vale.

“The siren is certainly in a hurry!™
Leila Pentland said.

“Siren?” Crum asked.

“Yes,” Leila said, “that was Verda
Ivandi, the mediur’s daughter. I'll bet
she's been out to Jock Gllrey's place
teo."”

Her eyes, Crum noticed, were anx-
iously glued to the road now, and her
slender fimgeis were balled in tight
fists. A little farther on they reached
a dirt road angling off to the right,
whete a sigh with an arrow read;

CEDAR LODGE STUDIO
JOCK GILROY

Aga swung car and trailer into the
lane and presently, on a little hillock, a
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rambling stone house came into view.
Two cars were parked in the drive be-
side it—a big yellow touring car and a
new blue coup#é.

“Jock’s old yellow showboat and
Len’s new Ford,” Leila said with a
breath of relief. “No sign of Eason's
crew, at any rate.”

Aga parked beside the other cars
and Leila and Crum got out. The girl
led the way toward the building, a pic-
turesque old farmhouse with certain
touches of newness which showed that
the artist, Gilroy, had rermodeled it to
his taste. Leila crossed the potch, then
stopped abruptly at the epen door.

A long hall, with a staircase on one
aide, stretched ahead. At its end was
the studio proper. It was a big room,
floodked with sunlight, and as Crum
cafie up behind the girl, he glimpsed
what he supposed had caused her to
pause.

It was a rather startling tableau—
two lifesize, motionless figures, a
French Foreign Legionary and a rifle-
armed Arab in a burnoose, confronting
each other belligerently. They were,
of coutse, costumed durnrmies or lay-
figuees, which the artist was using in
place of living medels. But why had
they eaused the girl te atop 88 sud-
denly?

EN she opened the screen door
and Crum saw that it was some-
thing else which had caused her te
pause. Near the baek of the studie a
fan was crouching en his hands and
knees. But at the ssunds frem the hall,
he sprang te his feet and whikled. At
the sarme time Leila ran ferward.

“Lem " she cried. “Len! Whhat on
earth—"

Len Waring, after his fiirst startled
jurap, stood perfectly still. He was a
stocky, broad-shouldered young man
with a strong, good-looking fai:e and
crisp brown hait. But his tanned cheeks
were pasty now and in his frank gray
eyes was a stunned look.

Another step and Crum was near
enough to see why. A few feet from
the young politician, juét under the
edge of a balcony which ran across the
back of the room, lay the body of a
man. A paint-smeared artist’s smock

swathed his tall figure, and his head
and torso lay in a bright square of sun-
light which poured down frem the
slanting skylight above,

The brilliant light made it doubly
horrible because the man’s throat had
been cut. The raw ugly wound ran
from under his left ear and down past
his Adam’s apple. His right arm was
outflung, and across the palm of the
open hand lay the handle of a gleaming
bayonet-dagger.

— —

CHAPTER 11
Killey Into Tthim Air

EILA had drawn up with stagger-
ing 6teps to stare down at the
body.

“He’s dead,” she said huskily. “Jock's
dead! Who did it, Len?”

Len Waring swallowed,
voice.

“But I—I don’t know, Leila,” he
stammered. “You surely don’t think I
did? Evidently he killed himself. At
least he’s just aB he was when I first
saw him. When he didn’t answer my
knock, I looked through the keyhole.
And when I saw him lying there like
that I broke the door in."

“The door was locked?” Leila asked.

“Not just locked,” Waring said al-
most defiantly. “It was bolted on the
inside.”

“And there wasn’t anyone else in
here?"”

Waring shook his head. “Unlless Jock
killed himself, the killer must have és-
caped through a window.”

Leila glanced at the closed windows.

“Must have—" sghe said weakly.
Then: “Welll, Len, this is Colonel
Crum. He got here this morning, thank
heaven. I'm sure he’ll help us clear this
thing up.”

Crum acknowledged the imtrodue-
tion, then knelt down to examine the
corpse. His sensitive fiingets grasped
a wrist, noted its warmth, its lirmpness,
while his eyes ran over the weounded
throat, appraising the state ot ¢oagiila-
tion of the blood.

“Doesn’t seem to have been dead

got his
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more than thirty minutes or so,” he
said. “How long have you been here,
Waring?”

“Wihy,” Waring said, “about twenty
minutes. Just came out to ask Jock a
few questions about certain City Audi-
toriurn mutal comtracts.”

“And what was Verda Ivandi doing
out here?” Leila asked.

Waring winced slightly. “She wasn't
out here,” he said.

Leila grabbed his arm.

“Len,” she sobbed, “don’t say that!
She was here. It’s some sort of trap
they've led you inte. Oh, I was afraid
ot it! If it had happened in town, at
leaat Chief Mobetrly could have been if
on the Investigation. He's honest, if he
is ineffectual. But eut here it's the
aheriff’s business, and he's just a erea-
ture of Easen's!”

“But I didn’t kill him!” Waring pro-
tested. “He must have killed himself!”

Crum frowned at him, then turned to
the girl.

“If you mean, Miss Pentland,” he
said, “that the evidence here may not
be handled fairly, we'd better get a rec-
ord of this scene before we call the
shedff. Will you ask my assistant to
bring my cameta in?”

Leila nodded and went out while
Crum surveyed the studio. It was a
large room, its walls decorated with
sketches, and an easel containing the
unfinished painting of the Arab and the
leglonary. He cireled it and feund its
f_eauf windews sectirely lecked on the ifi-
gide.

He stared up at the Spanish style
balcony which ran across the back of
the room. Beyond its rail he could see
two doots leading to upper rooms. He
started up, but just then Aga came ifi
with the carera, 80 he stopped to pho-
tograph the corpse. Sunlight slanting
agt the baleeny rail gave an exeellent
ight and he teek twe shets from differ-
ent angles. Then he gave Aga the
eamera to take out

He turned to Waring.

“The sherifff will have to be notified
now,” he said.

Waring nodded and went off to the
telephone while Crum climbed up the
stairs to the balcony. It was low and
nartow, and its far end, just under the

skylight’s edge, was filled with a pile of
rubbish—old &asels, broken stretcher
frames, paint cartons.

Half buried in the debris, another of
the burmoose-clad dummies, like the
one downstairs, ldy sprawled against
the rail. Crum paused long enough to
see that the skylight could not be
teached from below. Then he opened
the door te the first roof and went .

T WAS a small guest room, but it
was empty. Ita window waa locked
ef the inside. He ecame out and entered
the seeond roerh. This was a stefe-
foorm, its fAeer littered with edds and
ends of Building makeriall, Crufh went
to the windew, the last pessible exit
frem the studie.

It was also locked on the inside, and
the screen hooked!

A feeling half uncanny, half suspi-
cious, tingled in Crum’s veins. Waring
didn't look like a murderer. Had he
killed Gilroy after all? Or was he
shielding the killer, as Crum had an
idea Leila thought?

Crum sniffed the air. On fiirst enter-
ing he had noticed a faint smoky odor.
He stepped to a closet doot, pulled it
open and jumped back with a snoft as
anotheg of the lay-figure durnmnies, s
jointed bedy tinelothed, almest fell en
hi. He swere at the thing. THhHe
whole business was bBeginning te get
en his nerves. He sheved the dummy
Back, slammed the deer and seanned
the reem agaif.

This time he found the source of the
smoky smell. It was a large square of
burned canvas ash lying in one comer
and half hidden by a roll of roofing
papet. It had obviously been an oil
palﬁtin? and it had been burned just
where 1t lay. All but its center wies
teduced te ash and that was tee
seorched and blackened to show any
design to the Raked eye.

But why had the thing been burned
here on the filbor—amt so recemtly?
With a little time, his science might
bting out that burned design, if he
could remove the ash before the sheriff
got here,

He went out, down the stairs, and
through the now empty studio to the
front porch. Aga had gone back into
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the trailer but Leila and Len Waring
were in the front yard. The girl was
standing behind Wanriing’s car, staring
at the tire tracks in the dust. As Crum
appeared she called to him.

“Look there,” &lte 6aid tensely when
he had joined her. “Len’s not telling
the truth. Thete’s the track of a car
crossing over his car track. Can't you
eonvinee him hew dangerous it is for
hifn te 1le te ws?”

Crum looked, nodded. The girl was
tight.

“Somebody has been here since you
came,” he said to Waring. “This is a
serious business, Waring.”

Waring scowled. Then he suddenly
reached out a foot and obliterated the
tell-tale track.

“Gilroy killed himself,” he said stub-
bornly.

Crum gave him a sharp stare.

“You're mighty anxious to hang
yourself, young man,” he said grimly.
“Just come back into the house with
me.

Waring and Leila followed him back
into the studio and he closed the door.
He exarmined the bolt which had been
broken from its socket,

“Tell me, Waning,” he said, “were
you out of this room, after you fiist
broke in, for long enough to let the
killer escape, assuming he was iA
here?”

“I wasn’t out at all,” Waring re-
plied, “until after you came. But why
all this pother? If the windows are
latlszed Gilroy must have killed him-
ie ‘!I

“Only he didn’t,” Crum answered.

“How do you know?” Waring was
genuinely startled now.

“The depth of the wound, for one
thing,” Crum &shid. “The gash goes
clear to the vertebra. That almost
fAever happens when a mam cuts his
own throat.” He stepped nearer the
cotpse. “Also, notice his left hand.”

Waring stared. “I see nothing wrong
with jt.”

“There isn't,” Crum replied. “That's
the point. Wihem a man cuts his own
throat with his might hand, he will al-
most invariably stretch the skin over
the place with his left. But there’s no
bleed on Gilrey’s left hand, as there
would be if he had done so. And did

you ever bear of a man lying down on
his back to cut hia own throat? He
couldn’t have with that long imstru-
ment anyhow. Try it. There’s not
room to move your elbows.”

“But suppose he sat down, cut his
throat, and fell hack?"”

“Look at the blood,” Crum pointed.
“There's a little spattered on the front
of the smock. But none has rum there.
Nohe has run down his neck onto his
chest. It’s all run to the side and pud-
dled on the flbar. His throat was cut
while he lay there—uncomscious, or
held securely by his attacker!”

ARING seemed unable to speak.
Relentlessly Crum went om:

“And since all the windows are
locked on the inside, the killer could
only have escaped through this door.
Do you still swear that the door waB
bolted and that no one came out of it
after you came im?”

“Yes,” Waring gulped. “I
it!"

He stopped as a voice spoke hehind
him.

“Then that fixes you, Waring "

Waring whirled and Leila and Crum
turmed toward the door. It had opened
and three men were stepping into the
room. Leila clutched Crum’s arm.

“It's Graves Easom, Sheriff Nick
Nichols and District-Attormey Ab Cat-
lett,” she choked.

“If they heard—"

The man who came ahead smiled at
her. He was a bulky man with a fat
red face under carelessly rumpled gray
hair. The face, curiously, wasn’t un-
pleasant at fiirst glance. It was when
Crum saw the eyes, cold and hard as
iced diamonds and noted the twist of
cruelty and power in the thin lips that
he got the man’'s measure, guessed he
was Graves Eason.

“Yes, Miss Pentland,” Eason said,
"we did hear. We thought we might
hear something interesting, so we came
up quietly.”

“And we heard plenty,” gloated the
scrawny, beak-nosed man, whose coun-
try-lawyer look identified him to Crum
as the digrict-attorney. He leered at
Waring. “Too bad, kid. The county
will have to hang her young political
hero now. Just couldn't hold your

swear
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temper, eh? And you evidently didn’t
give poor Gilroy much of a chance
either.”

Waring glared at him defiantly.

“Don’t count your chickens before
they're hatched, Catlett. You'll never
prove this killing on me!™

Graves Eason stroked his fat chin,
chuckled.

“Now, now, boy, you forget that we
heard. All we've got to do is to check
on what this little gentleman here has
just said. He's Colonel Crum, I be-
lieve, one of the country’s most famous
detectives. And we've just heard him
prove with brilliant logie, and beyond
a doubt, that no one but you could
have dene it.”

He turmed to the third man in the
group, a slope-shouldered, bull-necked
fellow with the broken nose of an ex-
pugilist.

“All right, Nick,” he said, “you're
sheriff. Arrest young Mr. Waring
for this murdetr. And you, Colonel,”
—he bowed to Crum—"we’te much ob-
liged to you, slt. The county is in your
debt. But of cotuirse™—his eyes gleamed
cold and dangerous—"you realize the
case is closed. You won't be needed
further.”

CHAPTER 111
Tixe Burned Painting

HIEF OF POLICE JIM MO-

BERLY ef Midvale was a short,
stocky fam with a eclipped military
fauBtache and an air of nerveus effi-
eieney. He eultivated it painfully te
Ride his sense ef failure and defeat.
But this merping, seated in Crum's
esttage at the Midvale Mater €surd
{he Renest if ineffeetual man deﬁBSé
Ris mask and speke frankly.

“It’s a terrible blow to all of 8" he
said. “But what can I do? I've got no
jurisdiction out there, and I have a
hatd enough time trying to see a meas-
ure of justice done where I do have.
When the local voters elected me in
spite of Eason, I promised to clean up
the town. I haven't done it. I can't
=alone. What good Is an arrest if you
ean't get coenvictions? All the eourt

machinery is in Eason’s hands. I was
banking on Len Waring to pull enough
votes this time to throw that rotten
crew out. And now Len has to go and
lose his head and—"

Leila Pentland whirled on him.
Seated dejectedly by the window she
had been staring out toward Crum's
trailer, inside of which Aga Aslan was
working to develop the photographs
taken in the murder room. Now she
glared at the Chief.

“Are you too going to say that Len
Waring killed Jock Gilroy?” she de-
manded.

“Say it?” Moberly flilsited, “I
wouldn’t say it if I knew it. If Len
did, he probably had a justifiable mo-
tive—maybe self-defense. But by his
own testimony, who else cowltd have
killed Gilroy? You think Len's shield-
ing the Ivandi girl. But eould that
slight girl have overpowered a blg man
like Gllrey and eut his threat?” He
shook his head sadly, steed up. “If
there's aﬂythm@ 1 ean de,” he sald, “let
fhe knew.”

After he had bowed himsalf out,
Leila turmed her narrowed defiant eyes
on Colonel Crum. The little scientist-
sleuth sat silent as a Buddha, smoking
while he toyed with the tiny pistel on
his watch chain.

“Welll,” Leila challenged him, *“do
you agree with that?”

“Commom sense advises me to,”
Crum answeted frankly. “But there
are a couple of things that have stuck
like bures in my mind. One is that
burhed palnting I mentioned fivatimg
on the floer of the room upstairs. 1
keep asking mywelf why it was there,
why so recently burhed? And the sec-
end thing is that suspeeted kidnaping
of yeur sister fifieeh years age.

“I can't escape certain curious paral-
lels. That kidnaping let Eason get
into powet. This crime is liable to
keep him there. And there’s the odd
fact that in both cases the killer never
ghowed hia hand at all—assuming that
Warimg's innocent, of course. In both
crimmes this cunning killer is a mere
hypothetical shadew. Tell me some
mere abeut that kidnaping.”

Leila mused a moment in silence.

“But there’s so little to tell,” she said
then. “Rosemary was playing in our
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yard on the edge of town late one
afternoon. Then suddenly it was no-
ticed that she was gone. There waid a
carnjval in town and we thOUgAE she
had Si¥@yed away, attracted BY the mu.
sic. But ne one had seen her there,

“The town, the surrounding country
was searched. No trace of her was ever
found. Had she strayed into the quick-
sand in the creek bed? Had wolves
carried her off? Thete were some aboiit
then. It was the awful hettor and wii-
certainty that breke Fathee's spirit,
killed his interest in the pelitical gt
Ohldy fauch later, when Eason was al-
tfeady in, did we begin te suspeect feul
play, suspected he had engineered it.”

“And if we assume he did,” Crum
said, “and then jump to the present
crime, we might suppose he chose Gil-
roy for a victim because he feared Gil-
roy would squeal about the mueal con-
tract. So by mutdering him and fram-
ing Waring he could kill twe birds
with one stone. But how does that
fecently burmed palnting up there fit
inte that?”

E PAUSED as the door opened

and the massive fiiguie of Aga
Aslan loomed in the doorway, holding
a coiuple of developed phetographs in
his hand.

“They came out fine and clear,
Effrr),” he said, and laid on the bed
the developed photographs which
Ctum had made of the corpse of Gil-
roy.

Crum and Leila bent over them, star-
ing. “Fummy,” the girl remarked pres-
ently, “but one of them seems to show
more blood than the other.”

Crum nodded. It did look a little
that way. The head of the corpse had
lain near the edge of the bright square
of sunlight from the skylight and blood
had run out in a dark stain on the floor,
spreading mushroomllilke as it ap-
proached the bordering shadow of the
balcony rail.

But in one of the prints the blood
seemed to have spread farther—until
it blended with the shadow of the bal-
cony rail itself, Leila shook her head
puzzledly.

“Had the blood spread more by the
time you took the second shot?” she
asked,

“No,” Crum replied, “and this isn't
the second shot anyhow. It’s the first
one. Rather queer, but maybe it's a
defect in the filim””

He turmed away and began to pace
the floor again.

“To get back to that burmed paint-
ing,” he said, “who burned it? Gilroy?
I don't think he'd have burned it there
on the fitmn. And if the killer did,
why? It suggests some motive dis-
tinct from that business about the
mural contract. Tell me all you know
about Jock Gilroy.”

“Welll, I've known him all my life,*
Leila said. “As I told you when he was
young Father helped him fitiancially
with his art education. In return Gil-
roy painted horrible portraits of all
the family. But his technique is stiff
and most of the portraits went to the
attic long ago. All except the one of
Rosemary, the little sister who was
kidnaped. We didn’t have a good pho-
tograph of her, so Father insisted on
keeping her portrait hanging at the
foot of his bed.”

Crum stopped his pacing, frowned.

“I should like to see that paimting,”
he eaid, “and talk to your father. Could
we go to your house mow?"

The girl looked at her wrist-watch.

“Yes,” she said. “He usually sleeps
late but it's after eleven now. He
should be up. Only I hate to disturb
him, stir up those old and awful mem-
ories of the shadowy past.”

“The shadowy past may hold a clue
to the shadowy assassin who killed
Jock Gilroy,” Crum said. “Let’s go."

They drove away, this time in Leila's
car, and were soon approaching the big
Colonial house of Judge Pentland,
standing white and lonely on the out-
skirts of town.

They drew up in a tree-shaded drive,
and Leila led the way into the cool,
high-ceilinged hall.

Here they were met by Mrs. Bron-
gon, the bustling little housekeeper
who had looked after the judge since
the death of Leila’s mother. Leila in-
troduced Colonel Crum.

“Is Father up yet?" she asked then.

“Wihy, no," Mrs. Bronson said. “You
know he always likes his morning sleep
and I never disturb him until he calls
for his breakfast.”
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“But it's after eleven,” Leila said.
“Come up with me, Colonel Crum.”

Crum followed her up the wide stairs
and down the hall to a room near its
end. Leila knocked on the door.

“Father—Father!|” she called.

There was no answer. Nervously
she pushed the dootr open. Then she
staggered in with a choked ery. Crum
followed, gripped her arrh as she
stopped, tottering above the gaunt
shape of an old man in a nightgown
who lay on the flooe beside the big
four-poster bed,

“Father—Father!!” she shrilled dis-
tractedly. “Oh God, have they killed
him, too?”

“Steady, girl,” Crum grated.

DROPPED to his knees, laid
a hand on the thin eld bedy,
moeved it a little. A sheek traveled
through his Aerves. The bedy was
eold and stif. The aged head was
flung: baek, the wrinkied skin had a
Bluish paller. The eyes bugged, the
{oRghe pretruded between the teeth,
the gauht threat shewed purple dis-
eelgrations.

“But why did they kill him?"” Leila
sobbed. “And how could they have
got in here this momnimg?"

“They didn’t,” Crum replied. “He's
been dead for hours. It happened dur-
ing the night, long before Gilroy was
killed.”

“But why?"” Leila cried. “Why?"

Crum turned and stared at the wall
facing the foot of the bed.

“"Where was the portrait of your kid-
naped sister hung?” the little detective
asked.

“Wihy, why, right there—" The girl
had whirled, but her words broke off
as she stared at the wall.

Distinct on the fiiguredl paper was
the less-faded square where a picture
had hung. But the portrait of Rose-
mary Pentland was gone!

With the help of the housekeeper,
Colonel Crum got the distracted girl
downstairs, where she was laid on a
divan. The housekeeper pressed a
glass of brandy to her lips while Crum
went to the telephone. He called Chief
Mobetly, told him the news, but asked
him to keep it quiet as long as possible.
Then he returned to Leila.

A little color had come back inte her
face and she lay there sobbing brok-
enly. Crum laid a hand gently but
fireelly on her shoulder.

“Brace up, Leila,” he said. “We
can't help him now. But we may
avenge him—and that little girl he
grieved over. I think we can assume
that the stolen portrait is the one I
found burned in Gilroy's Studio. The
killer evidently murdered your father
while stealing it, then went to Gilroy’s
studio and killed him. The question is
~why should this pertrait of a three-
yeac-old gifl, kidnaped fifieen years
ago, be invelved in twoe murders now?”

“But I—I can’t imagine!” Leila an-
swered helplessly.

Crum paced the filvor.

“Obviously the painting was stolen
8o that it could be destroyed,” he said.
“Did your sister have any deformi-
ties?”

Leila shook her head. “You mean
something which the portrait would
have showed, which might be used to
identify her if she were alive today?
No, she didn't. No birthmatks, noth-
ing of that sort.™

“Was it a full-face view or a profile?”
Crum asked.

“Profile,” the girl said.

Crum lighted a cigarette and his sar-
donic face with its domed forehead and
piercing eyes loomed through the
smoke like some idol rapt in comtem-
plation. Preseatly he saidi:

“You mentioned this morning that
when your sister vanished there was a
carnival in town. Did it occur to you
that some of the people with that car-
nival might have kidnaped her?"

“It did,” she said. “But there was no
evidence against thern. There were no
ransom demands. Anyhow, it wouldn't
be possible to trace them now.”

“T wonder,” Crum said thoughtfully.
“Something has just occurred to me.
A carnival nearly always has its sooth-
sayets and mediums—"

Leila sat up with a gasp.

“An#® Swami Ivandi is a mediuml
And that sirenish daughter of his was
out there this morning. If Len’s shield-
ing her he may be shielding Father's
murderer, too!”

“We mustn’t go too far with guesses
until we can back them up,” Crum cau-
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tioned. He took a deep draw on his
cigarette and nudged it out. *“I think
the person I want to see now is Len
Warniing. Suppose you wait here for
Chief Moberly to come, Miss Pentland,
while I borrow your cat and drive
down to the jail.”

RUM did not like driving, but he

could manage it well enough when
he had to. Shortly after leaving the
Pentland house in Leila’'s gray coup@,
he drew up before the brownstone
county jail, got out and hurtied in.

The jailer's office was the fiirst door
to the right. It was open, and loung-
ing behind the jailer’s desk with an air
of being proprietor of the establish-
ment, sat Graves Eason.

“Jailer in?" Crum asked.
to speak to Len Waring."”

The swivel chair squealed as Eason
leaned back and spat comfortably in a
bronze cuspidor.

“I told you your business with this
case was fiimished], little man,” he said.
“I ain't an officer, of course. I'm just
a building contractor, trying to do my
bit for the town when I can. But my
advice is considered good around here.
And my advice to you is to get out of
town.”

“An open threat is better than a
veiled one,” Crum said blandly.
“You're threatening to kill me or have
me killed, are you?”

“I didn’t say that,” Eason answered
smoothly. “But it seems there’s ele-
ments in Midvale that don't like you.
The sherifff hinted to me that if you
stay overnight, he may not be able to
conteoll these—er—elements.”

“In that case,” Crum said suavely, "I
might be able to help him. The last
time I passed through your state cap-
ital, I visited with your governor. He
wanted to appoint me as a special ifi-
vestigator to look into the handling of
state funds and general lawlesaness if
certain counties. I teld him It wasn't

uite in my line. But, of course, if
things are really eut ef eentrol here, 1
fight get in teueh with him.”

“I'd like

Eason’s eyes narrowed. “The gov-
ernor's a friend of yours?"
“Call him long-distamce. If he de-

nies it I'll pay the charges.”
Eason took a deep bite on his cud of

tobacco.

“Well,” he said, after a mement,
“don’t think you're running any bluff
on me, Colonel. But just to accommo-
date a friend of the governor's, I'll let
you see Waring for a few minutes.
However the advice about leaving town
before night still goes.” He called
through the door: “Burnsides! Show
this man to Len Waring’s cell.”

The turnkey appeared, a shuffling,
obsequious figure, and led Crum to
Waring's cell. He locked him in and
went off. Len Warimg, in his &hirt
sleeves, sat on the iron cot smoking.
He looked pale and haggard.

“No more grilling, please,” he said.

“Judge Pentland waé murdered last
night,” Crum announced.

“"What!I" Wating sprang up.
why—how—"

“He was strangled,” Crum said, “by
a thief who was after the painting of
his vanished daughter, Rosemary. The
same painting, I'm sure, was burned
in Gilroy's studio this merning. Does
that mean anything to you?”

“"Wihy,” Waring faltered, "it doesn't
make sense to me.”

“I suspect it does,” Crum cut him

“But

short. “The time for lying is over,
Waring.” He stepped neatee, spoke
lower. “Tell me,"” he said, “just how

you came to suspect that Swaemi lvandi
was here with that carnival ffitieen
years ago, that he was the kidnaper of
Rosemary Pentland?”

ARING eyed him, pale and
hesitant. Finally he slumped
down with a shrug.

“All righit, you've guessed it. Yes,
I suspect it, and Verda Ivandi herself
put the suspicion in my mind. Then I
verified the fact that a Swami Ivandi
was with that carnival by hunting up
its advertisement in the old mewspaper
files:"

“And,” Crurm put in, “the reaseh yeu
shielded Verda Ivandi this merning is
because you suspect that she herwlk is
Rosemary Pentland?”

“Shhh!" Waring whispered shafply.-
“If they knew I suspected that they'd
kill her. But it's true. Only Verda
doesn't know hersdff for eertain
whether she’s Rosemary Pentland 6f
not. Ivandi has claimed her as his
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daughter as long as she can remember.
But once she overheard Gilroy make a
hint to Ivandi which implied that she
was the kidnaped gif, so—"

“Gilroy hinted it?” Crum said
thoughtfully. “And maybe Verda
was out there this morning to ask Gil-
roy what he knew?”

“That's it exactly,” Waring said.
“And so was 1.”

“And the girl quarreled with Gilroy
and killed him?™

“She did not!” Len Waring said
flatly. “She never was in the room.
I found her hammering on Gilroy's
door when I got thete. That was
when I looked inh and saw him—dead.
The girl got hysterical, cried that she’'d
never be able to learn the truth from
himh new. I got her guieted, made Her
leave. Then I broke the deer in.”

*You'll stick to that story if it hangs
you?”

“I've got to. It's the rock bottom
truth I've reached now.”

Crum turned away, shaking his head.
Waring got up, came over and clutched
his arm.

“My God, Colonel!” he said. “Look
after those girls. Don’t worry about
me, but protect them. The reason 1
lied to shield Verda was, of course, be-
cause I believe she's Leila's sister.
But I couldn't tell Leila that. Leila’s
a wenderful girl, and I=I love her.”

“Tell her so next time you see her,"
Crum said.

“Wihat are you going to do mow?"
Wariing gulped.

“I'm going to get that burned paint-
ing from Gilroy's studio, for one thing,"”
the little scientist said. “I'll have to
wait for night and steal it, but I'll get
it.ﬂ

He rattled the door for the turnkey.

CHAPTER 1V
Swamis Iwandi

—

T'HEIRIE was a moon in a cloud-
dappled sky, frosting the cedars,
silvering the ridges of the hills. The
studio of the dead painter stood silent,
lighted only at the front, as twe dark
shapes, one midgetlike, one bulking

like a monstrous shadow behind it,
stole up as noiselessly as Indians and
paused under an angle of the roof.

“All right,” Crum whispered. “When
I get in, I'll draw the stuff up after me.
Wait here until I let it down. Then
head straight for the laboratory and
get to work on it. Mias Pentland will
take e in later.”

The giant nodded &lkmtly and
stooped. His huge hands gtipped the
little detective's ankles, lifted him as
lightly as a dell, until Crum’s feet were
far above the giant’s head. Them Crum
clutched the windew's deep iill, ffi}
the screen hook leese with a wire,
opened it outward, drew himwelf up
with the agility of a human fily.

A thin blade of steel, inserted at the
juncture of the window's segments,
worked the catch around. Presently
Crum was inside the dark upper room,
drawing up after him the two large
squares of glass bound with a rope.

This done, he tiptoed silently to the
door and listened. The studio below
the balcony was dark, but through the
hall came voices from the front room
where the sheriff's deputy was sta-
tioned. A girl was sobbing brokenly.

“Aw, don’t bawl now, kid,” a man's
voice was . “I can’t let you mess
around in thete, but they ain’t gonna
do nothin’ to you. They got the goods
on Waring.”

Crum nodded to himselff with satis-
faction. Verda Ivandi was doing her
part. After his talk with Len Waring
he had contacted Leila. Leila had
contacted the Ivandi girl and brought
her to him. Dark and pretty, the girl
had been penuinely concerned about
x%rﬂih{g., grateful to him for shielding

eF.

Also, glhe had been concerned about
her own identity, tormented by the
question as to whether or not she was
the kidnaped Pentland girl. Though
fearful of Ivandi, whorm she had always
regarded with awe rather than affec-
tion, she had nevertheless offered to do
afything te help them answer that
guestion fer Ref.

Wihen Crum had suggested that she
go out and throw a scene to divert the
deputy on guard while he and Aga
burglatized the studio, she had agreed.
Now she was proving a good actress.
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Softly Crum tiptoed back to the cor-
ner where the burned painting lay. He
snapped on a small flash, laid it on the
floar and set to work. First he sprayed
the thick painted-canvas ash with a
shella¢ and aleohel rixture. When
the stieky selution had seftened the
aah, he teek ene of the lafge panes of

lags and delicately slid it Beneath the

urned painting. Then he pressed the

seeehd pane earefully dewn en tep un-
til the seftened ash was flat between
them, and belind them tegether with
the repe. Carefully Re earried them e
the windew and let them dewn te Aga
Belew.

“Photogtaph it on an arthochromatic
plate and print it on compression

aper,” he whispered. “I'll be in later.

want another look at that bolted door
dovendtaitstitep desiblatthat bolted door
downstairs if possible.”
FTER Aga had started silently
down the slope towatd the lane
where the big car was waiting, Crum
tiptoed back to the .door, opened it
quietly and stepped out on the balcony.
The deserted studio, with moonshine
seeping through the skylight and a
faint glare from the hall, was a ghostly
place.

The two costumed manmikins still
stood like a weird guard over the spot
where their master had fallen. Silently
Crum stole down the stairs.

Reaching the studio door, which was
hanging half-open, he explored the bolt
lock with his fitiggars, Here was the
mystety that baffled him. Despite his
progeess with the mystery of Rosemary
Pentlamd, the obstacle of the lecked
studio remained wnshaken.

Waring seemed to be telling the
truth now. But he still swore that the
studio had been empty, the door bolted
inside.

From the lighted room at the front
of the hall, the voices of Verda Ivandi
and the deputy drifted, still arguing.
Crur cupped his hands to shield his
flagh and snapped it on. He knew all
the ruses by which inside locks can be
fanipulated from the outside. But in
this ease it simply couldnt have been
done. Wihen he snapped his flash eoff
he was ready te stake his reputation en
that faet. The killer esuld net Rave
gseaped through this deer and theh fe-

bolted it. And he had already con-
vinced himseff that the windows had
not been tampered with.

He straightemed, stood listening to
the sounds from the front room.

“But you see,” Verda Ivandi was
saying, “Jock Gilroy and I went to-
gether and I've been out here lots, and
I may have left sommething—"

“Nuts, girlie,” the deputy said. “They
got this pinned on Wariimg and he ain't
going to get ot of it.”

The girl was doing her job to per-
fection. Crum had started to turn
back and go out as he had come in
when abruptly the deputy lowered his
voiee.

“Say, kid,” he said, "your old man,
the Swarmi, is makin® good dough, they
say, and they say he's got the axe on
Eason himself.”

Them the words faded so low that
Crur could not hear them,

Softly he stepped into the hall,
spotted the door of a closet under the
stairs and made for it. He opened it,
slid in, and closed it to a crack. He
was nearer, but still net near enough
to hear what the deputy was saying.
It he eould erawl up under the stairs,
nearer to the doer—

He snapped on his ffiadh. But as he
did, somtehing near the door caught
his eye. It was a wadded rag and a
small flat jar, shoved in between an up-
right and the doorsill. But what ifi-
terested Crum was the fact that a deep
filmm of dust had beem distuiibed, prev-
ing it had been done recently.

He stooped, pulled the rag out. It
was a handkerchief, stained with
brown grease paint, evidently frem
the jar. Carefully he moved the jar
out, not teuehing it with his Ampgers,
sprayed It obliquely with light. A
elose inspectiom of its smooth surfaee
shewed net a fAiaarpriiit anywhere.

That was strange. Wherver had
put the jar there had carefully wiped
his fiiggerpeiitiss from it! WHhy?

Crum opened the jar, sprayed Hhis
light inside. Most ot the brown grease
paint was gone, but there weke the
marks of firgeis on the residue and 6A
the inside surfaces of the jar. Whe:
ever had wiped it had fergetten that.
Puzzling ever the sighificance of his
find, Crum wrapped beoth jar and hand-
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kerchief in a handkerchief of his own
and thrust them inte his pocket. Then
suddenly he stiffened, snapping off his
light.
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Verda Ivandi's ear was already geone.
Without wasting an instant, Crum
headed back through the woods toward
the lane where his car had been parked.
Leila Pentland had been instructed to
wait there for him. .

He found her at the appointed spot,
and as they headed for town Crum
told her what had happemed. Leila
was on the point of tears,

“Wihat can we do now?" &ne sobbed.
“That deputy saw you. They'll have a
legitimate charge against you for bur-
glarizing that place and assaulting an

officer. You'll either have to escape
or be jailed. In either case, you can't
help Len, and without you he’s lost I

“True,”-Crum admitted. “The situa-
tion’s grave. But it may be a £=w hours
before that deputy’s discovered. 1
have until then.”

“And what can you do in a few
hours?”

“Wihen one no longer has any de-
fenses,” Crum replied, “one must either
attack or surrender. We'll rule sur-
render out, so I'll have to attack. I'm
going to try to run a bluff on Swami
Ivandi, foree him or trick him into
talking of inte a break with Eason—
play one against the other., Mean-
while you will take this.”

He gave her the jar of grease paint
and the stained handkerchief. “Turn
it over to Aga,” he instructed. “Tell
hira to get the filnggerpriitits from the
inside of the jar. Then I suggest that
you find Verda and keep her with yet
at my cottage at the Metor Courts
whete Aga will be near to proteet yeu,
And right now, you ean drive me to
Swari Ivandi’s hangeut.”

—Ar
CHABTER ¥

Gamble with Disaster
Gamble with Disaster

WAMI IVANDI'S suite was on

the third fleer ef the Grand Cen:
tral Hotell. Crum knoecked en the deer
farked, "Censulting Resm." The swa:
i himslf answered.

He was a tall dark man, apparently
of Balkan blood. He had about him
the lean muscular look of a wolf-hound.
He wore ne robes now and was dressed
in a smatt Eray business suit. At sight
of Crum the black agate eyes ifi his
pottery~-ecolored face widened for an in-
stant. Then he was all suavity.

“Ah, Colonel Crum! I had heard
you were in town. But I had scarcely
dared hope for a visit from such a
celebrity. Please come in.”

Crum thanked him and stepped into
a waiting room sumptuously furnished
in Oriental style and reeking wiith stale
incense. From there through parted
magenta drapes, he was led into the
office. Here the Swami seated himself
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at- a glass-topped desk after offering
his visitor a chair.

“And now, what can I do for you,
Colonel?”

Crum casually reached under his
coat as a manm might for a cigarette
case, but instead brought out his com-
pact and powerful revolver.

The swami started, but he seemed
more surprised than alarmed.

“My dear Colonel!” he Jlaughed
nervously. “I hardly expected any-
thing as crude as this from you!™

“I didn’t think you would,” Crum
said. “Whhich of course made it simple.
Yes, I'm usually more subtie, perhaps.
But it's good to change one’s technique
occasionally, don't you think? Or do
you? At any rate, I shall continue to
be blunt.”

He paused, holding his gun negli-
gently level, weighing his man.

“Fifteen years ago, Swami,” he said,
“you were hired to kidnap the daughter
of Judge Martin Pentland. Graves
Eason hired you to do it. Since com-
ing back here you have been able to
get what you wanted from Eason.”

“Really, this is absurd,” the swami
interrupted. “Wat proof—"

“My proof,” Crum said, “will keep.
The point is that I am convinced of it,
and I would not hesitate to kill a snake
of your caliber.” He smiled. “It
might be an opportumity to test an
egotistical feeling I sometimes have
that I could get by with murder if I
cared to. As you may know, I have
considerable resources and a certain
amount of experience, s6—"

The swami had gone a trifle shy.

“You expect to make me talk hy—"

“No, no,” Crum said. "“Not unless
you want to. If you prefer, you will
simply talk as I tell you to. You will
take the telephone there and call
Graves Eason. Wihem he answers you
will say: ‘This is Ivandi. Come to
my 8uite at once. The lid is about to
blow off about Verda." Then you will
hang up imstantly.”

The swami gulped. *But it's foolish,
He will refuse to come.”

“I think not,” Crum replied. “And,
Swami”—he reached down with his
left hand, took hold of his little watch
chatm pistol and leveled it playfully—
'} wonder if you've ever heard ‘&f this

little bauble of mine? It shoots a tiny
bullet loaded with the jungle arrow-
poison curare. It isn’t as useful as it
once was, since it’s been rather widely
ublicized. Howewer, its effect is 8o
instamt, so silent—" He waggled it,

“Stop!” Ivandi gulped. “I've heard
of it!"
Crum chuclkiled deprecatingly.

“There are,” he said, “some miscon-
ceptions about curaree. It is, of course,
painless in the usual sense. Omne be-
comes instantly not paralyzed but
flaciiid, unable to move a muscle, yet
not immediately dead. Tie braim still
lives, somewhat, I should say, as a
head which falls from the guillotine is
said to be momenitarily alive.”

“Stop it!” Ivandi was sweating now.
“I'll do what you say, though it will do
you no good at all.”

E SNATCHED up the phone,

still eyeing the little gum fear-
fully, and called a nufmber. When
Easom's drawling veice answered, he
fepeated the fhessage Crum had given
himh and raeked the phene.

“Wedll, what now?” he gasped.

“March into the front room,” Crum
directed, “and sit facing the door.
Wihen Easom knocks, ask him to come
in. Wihen he does, say, ‘The lid has
blown off and they know about Verda.'
I will take over from thete. But re-
mermber, no false moves. The durare-
gun will be trained on youw, fy re-
volver on Easom, and I will not hesl-
tate to shoot either of them.”

Ivandi, thotoughly frightened now,
went in and took his seat stiffly while
Crurn stationed himsadlf behind the
curtaing. The minutes wore away,
Sweat dripped from the fake medium's
face. Them a knock came at the deer.

“Eason?” Ivandi called. “Corme in.”

The door opened and the bulky form
of Easom slid in. But the action which
followed came mote swiftly tham Crum
had anticipated. For while the pelitical
boss’ left hand closed and latehed the
door, his right snaked under his €eat
and came out with a saub-nosed ayte:
fhattic,

“Now,” he snarled at Ivamdi, “yeou
blasted blackmwiiler, you've shaken me
down for the last time. Now I'th ge-
ing to get you out of the way, and I'll
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take my chances with the girl."”

He came toward the Bwami menac-
ingly. Ivandi’s face twitched, he made
a reaching motion toward the hand-
kerchief fllaring: from his veat pocket,
but desisted at a jab from the gun.

“You can't kill me!” he choked.
“The shot will be heard—"

Graves Eason grinned.
stopped by a radio cabinet.
hand twitched the dial.

“With a good loud orchestra blar-
ing—" he began, but that was as far
as he got.

Ivandi’s reflexes, whetted sharp by
a lifetime of foxy maneuvering, reacted
with an animal’s quick instinct for the
only hole. Even as faint sounds started
from the radio, his lean body doubled
and shot forward. Eason's gun went
off but the shot was over lvandi’'s
charging head. The next imstant
Ivandi stewek himn, his head sl&miming
like a battering ram inte the pelitician's

auneh, His long arms entangling
aken’s.

They fell in a windmilling mass and
as Crum sprang toward them a muffled
report sounded. The moving mass
froze, separated. It was Ivandi who
rose and whirled, Eason’s gun in his
hand.

But Crum had him covered.
it!” he snapped.

Ivandi did. “It was self-defense,” he
whined. "You saw—"

“Correct,” Crum said. “And a favor
to the commumity. But you've got
other things te answet for, Ivandi.”

He stooped, holding the gun on the
swami while he assured himselff that
Eason was dead.

“Now,” he said as he rose, "you are
coming with me. Neither of the shots
seems to have been heard above the
radio, but we'll take the stairs down
anyhow. Then we will go te my
laboratory whete I will prove that yot
are a kidinaper.”

Some thirty minutes later a tense
and nervous group sat in Crum’s cot-
tage at the Midvale Motor Courts. On
the bed, her head bowed and her dark
pretty face streaked with her tears,
Verda Ivandi sat with Leila Pentland’s
arm protectively around her.

At the back of the room, his chair
propped against the wall, Swami

He had
His left

“Drop

Ivandi sat calmly smoking. He had
recovered from his fright and now
seemed the coolest member of the
group. Colonel Crum was standing
with his arms folded and his back to the
door while Chief of Police Moberly
nervously paced the filoor.

UT I tell you, Colonel,” the

chief said, “I can't permit it.
The attack on Nichols’ deputy was
bad eneugh. But now you've called
fie hete, told me that Graves Eason is
lylng dead in a hetel reefn, and are in-
sisting that I keep it quiet until you
finigh sofme experiment of ef.
You're already in trouble up to the
feek as yeu'll diseover when that
deputy is feund. But where will I be
when it's feund that 1 eeneealed the
faet of Easen’s death and connived
with you te keep his killer hidden?”

“You'll be on top of the world,”
Crum said, “If I succeed in proving the
swami here a kidnaper, and also get
the murdeter of Judge Pentland and
Joek Gilroy by the ears.”

A snort from the swami imterrupted
him.

“And you expect to prove me the
kidnaper by proving that Verda is
Rosemary Pentland? Well, you'll
never do it. And as for killing Eason,
you admitted I did that in self-defense.
But yoeu forced me to it, and you'll be
held respomsible. There’s no crime
with which you can charge me at allI”

“He's right!” Moberly smapped,
stopping belligerently before the hittle
detective. “And now you ask me to
wait until your assistant has fiimiited
developing the photograph of that
buened palnting. What if it can be
brought eut? De you imagine that you
ean prove the ldentity of a grown
weman by a fififéesi-yearaid pamiting
of a thiee-yearold child?”

“The killer who murdered Judge
Pentland to get that painting and de-
stroy it evidently thought so,” Crum
replied.

“But how would it be possible?” Mo-
berly persisted. “Tie girl didn't have
any scars or deformities on her face,
did she?”

“Evidently not,” Crum said.
she had an ear.”

“An ear!”

“But
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“Exactly,” Crum said. “The human
ear is the one feature which never
changes with age. And ears are al-
most as individual as fifiggegprints. And
the fact that Gilroy's technique was
crude and pheotographic—"

A knock at the door interrupted him.

“The photograph of the painting is
ready, Effendi],” said the voice of Aga
Asian.

Excitement and relief came imto
Chief Moberly’'s eyes. He quickly
snatched up a profile photograph of
Verda Ivandi which had been brought
for purposes of comparison and started
for the door. Crumm, however, stopped
long enough to place a revolver in
Leila’s hand.

“Keep Ivandi covered every minute,
he said, "and if he makes a break, don't
hesitate to shoot.”

“You need not worry,” Ivandi said.
"What you learn will clear me."

Crum didn't answer him. He fol-
lowed Chief Moberly out and the two
of themm went into his trailer-labora-
tory. Here in the white tiled space
whete gleamed all the curious imstru-
ments of modern crime detection, Aga
had spread out the large photograph
under a clear bright light.

The giant’s skill and the orthochro-
matic plates had done a miraculous
job. Dark and blurred and criss-
crossed with the scores of cracks, the
pheto of the blurted painting had,
neverthelless, brought out the Ileast-
burned center part fairly clearly. It
was the head, in profile, of a little girl
in plgtails. The small dainty ear was
faifly clear in its general design.

“Of course,” Crum explained as he
bent over it, “we may have to make all
sorts of enlargements of the details.
But this will prove things with a fair
certainty.  You'll notice that the ear
in the painting has a lobule definitely
separated from the cheek. The slant
of the antitargus is plainly horizontal.
The uppet Hhelix angles toward the
tear, the coneha is rather small. Now

L1}

HE TOOK the profile photo of
Verda Ivandi and laid it beside
he and the chief
It was Crum “wihe

the other. Both
squinted excitedly.
straightened fist,

“Good Lord!” was all the little de-
tective said.

Moberly’s eyes jerked toward him.
“Wedll, what—"

“But can't you see?” Crum asked in
a tone of tense despair. “The comcha
of the Ivandi girl's ear has an entirely
different shape. The antitargus angles
obliquely. The upper helix is almost
fused with the lower helix, and—But
why go on? Verda Ivandi is no more
Juage Pentland's daughter than I am!™”

The silence that followed his words
had the cold and clammy quality of a
tomb’s interior. Moberly’s face, at
first a sickly gray, gfew mottled with
a hectie flush as he rasped between set
teeth.

“Now you have played hob! You've
played hob with me for gambling on
your hunches. You'we left Len War-
ing in worse shape that he was at the
start. Now I'll have to arrest you and
hold you in connection with Graves
Eagon’s death. And I hate to think
what Catlett will make of that!”

Crum turmed away. It was all true.
Never in his career had he faced such
an impasse. Never had he seen his
whole case crumble so completely in
disaster. The accusing voice of Mo-
berly droned om:

“I was a fool to think you could ever
clear Len Wating anyhow. Even if
Ivandi were proved the kidnaper of
Rosematy Pentland, that doesn't clear
Len. You still haven't explained how
anybody but Len could have killed Gil-
roy and escaped, leaving that door
bolted on the inside.”

Crum shut his ears te it. He was
trying to think, trying desperately to
arouse the stunmed processes of that
keen brain which had never failed him.
In halff a daze he drifted to the end ef
the laboratory table and steed §ﬁéﬂ'ﬂg
at the two photogtaphs of Gilrey’'s
body taken in the murder reem that
moraing.

He scanned them idly at filistt. Then
his eyes fastened speculatively on the
one which showed the larger blet of
blood near the corpse's head. It was
the first shot he had taken. There
couldn’t have been more bleed then
than later. Yet the shadowy blet was
there, extending much farther than if
the other, extending clear te the shad-
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ow of the balcony rail.

Suddenly Crum straightened, a queer
look in his eyes.

“What a fool I've been!” He laughed
aloud. “Of course the studio was
locked and no one had come out, Of
course he left the greasy rag and the
jar of grease paint in the closet. Of
course Verda Ivandi isn't Judge Pent-
land’s dauwghter!”

Moberly stared at him as if certain
now that the little detective was crazy.
But Crum, ignoring him, turmed to
Aga.

“Did you get the plastic finfjeyppints
out of that grease paint jar?”

“I did, Efffewid,” Aga said. “I used
the old Stokis method, bromide of
silver paper, and got several good
ones.”

“Hey!!” Moberly cut in.
the new angle?"

“You go back in there and see that
Ivandi’s safe,” Crum told him. “I’ll be
in there in a few minutes to hang him."

“What's

CHAPTER VI
Tali7Eide Shatiow

—

OBERILY, shaking his head,

went out. Crurm toek the fin-
%?fpfiﬂt% which Aga handed him and
thrust them iAte his peeket. He re-
fAeved the eurare-pistdl frem his
wateh-chain and palimed it in his left
hand. He thrust a blaekjaek up his
Hgtht sleeve. He had net fergetten
Ivandi's swift and welHike attack oA
Easen. Then he spened the deer and
started out.

But on the doorsill he stopped, star-
ing across the dimly lighted court.
Two men were coming straight to-
ward his trailer with a purposeful
sttide. One of them he recognized by
his apelike cartiage and bullet-head as
the sheriff.

Crum thrust a hand behind him and
snapped his ffirgers. Aga was imstantly
beside him.

*Sheniiff and a deputy,” Crum whis-
pered. “YMeire already in it up to our
necks, so we womn’t stop now. You
take the big one when I &gmal.”

“Ah, there he is!” the apish sheriff

rowled, as he and his stooge moved
nto the light, hands on their guns.
“Colonel Crum, I arrest you for bur-
glary and murderous assault on an offi-
cer of the law.”

“Very well,” Crum shrugged re-
signedly. “I expected it. I gambled
on a long chance and lost, gentlemen.
I'm ready to answer to the court.” He
rade a half turn. “Aga, hand me my

at.”

Aga stepped back out of sight.

“Hey, don't let that big bully get to
a gun!” the sheriff smarled.

He dived past Crum and through the
door, clawing his own revolver out. '

The second man was close at his
heels. As he started to step up imto
the door, Crura whipped out the black-
jack and slugged him expertly. At the
same instant Aga's giant body closed
with the sheriff. The gun was twisted
from the ex-pug’s hand as from a child,
and huge filigerss closing on his throat
choked off his scream.

In a matter of minutes both men lay
on the trailer flloor, gagged and bound
with Aga standing guard over them.
Crum, smiling grimly, stepped jauntily
out and walked toward the cottage.

The windows had been closed and
the blinds drawn when Crum brought
Ivandi in. Now as he entered he saw
at a glance that nothing from the out-
§iide had been heard. Both girls sat
wide-eyed with suspense. Moberly
was scowling as he chewed his mus-
tache. Only Swarmi Ivandi sat per-
feetly at ease, a challenging smile on
his lips.

“Wedll,” he asked, “were the ears
identical?”

“No,” Cruma said, “they weren't.
But you see, I've been approaching
this thing from the wrong angle. I
just realized that the painting was
gtolen, and two men murdeted, pre-
elisenly because the ears were not iden-
tical.

“But,” Moberly cut in, “since that
proves that Verda Ivandi is not Rose-
mary Pentland—"

“Since it proves that,” Crum said, “it
explains why Swami Ivandi committed
two murders in order to destroy the
painting and hide the fact.™

“Ivandi killed them!” Miolerly

gasped.
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“Of course.” Crurm smiled. “For it
was Ivandi’'s claim that Verda was
Rosemary Pentland which gave him
the axe to hold over Eason’s head.
Gilroy probably knew or suspected
that it was a false claim. If he had
told Eason that and produced the pic-
ture to prove it, Ivandi would fo Jonger
have been able te blackrmail Eason.”

“He was blackmailing EaBam?™

“Ui That’s how he got
protection for his fake medium racket,
and money too probably. You see, it's
like this: Fifteen years ago, Eason
hired Ivandi to kidnap Rosematy Pent-
land. Ivandi does, and for years
Eason hears no mote about him. Then
Ivandi appeats in Midvale with a girl
whorm he claims is Pentland’s kidnaped
daughter. By holding the threat of
exposure over Eason he gets what he
wants from him.

“But the hitch comes when Gilroy
gets wise to it. Gilroy evidently
thought of making the ear comparison
with that old portrait, too—knew it
would upset Ivandi's game. So Gil-
roy in turm blackmails Ivandi. He
probably got the Auditorium mural
contracts by forcing Ivandi te use his
influence with Eason.”

E PAUSED and coolly lighted a
cigarette before resuming.

“But the real danger to Ivandi came
when Verda hersellf overhead some re-
mark of Gilroy’s about her being or not
being Judge Pentland’'s daughter.
Ivandi had to act then. For if Eason
discovered he had been tricked, 1vandi
would lose his lucrative graft and prob-
ably his life as well.

“So Ivandi first goes to steal the
painting. Judge Pentland must have
surprised him, so Ivandi killed the old
man. And now he would have to kill
Gilrey too, for Gilroy would know who
had stolen the palnting to destroy it.
So he must have gone straight to Gil-
foy's studio, and waited for the artist
to come in, probably burning the paint-
ing in the upper back roef while he
walted iR ambush.”

Ivandi had by now lost his smile.
But he still blustered.

“You have no evidence at all that I
killed Pentland,” he said. *“As for Gil-
roy, your own deductions have proved

that I couldn’t have killed him. With
the windows and door locked and
bolted on the inside, how cculd I have
escaped?”

“You didn't,” Crum said, “until Len
Waring broke the door open. In fact
you were still in there when we came
in.”

Ivandi forced a laugh. “Was I in-
visible?”

“In a manner,” Crum replied. “Your
face was smeared with brown grease
paint to make it look artificial and was
also practically covered by the hood
of the burnoose which completely
swathed your body. The long sleeves
concealed your hands, and you had
thrown sofme rubbish over your feet.
You were lying on the balcony up
there, sprawiled a?ainst the rail, and
you loeked just Ilke another of the
costumed lay fifigires.”

Ivandi paled. “And how did I get
out?”

“By quick thinking, quick footwork,
and a well laid plan,” Crum said.
“Profbalbly at first yout plan was to
make it look like suicide. The fact
that Len Waring came along and broke
in made it even better, because then
he would be aecused. But at any rate
%eu had planted yoursellf up there when

e breke in, Se yeu lay there me-
tlonless, saw us eorme in, heard all that
was said.

“Then when we were all in the front
yard you got your chance to escape.
You quickly shed your burmeose, put
it on the unclothed dumray which was
in the closet upstaits and left it where
you had lain, Then you sneaked
quickly down and hid in the ecloset
under the stairs. Thete yeu ecleaned
your faee of the grease paint and
waited. Later—probalbly when Waf-
ing was being taken te jail—yew get
eut of the heuse and away ffem fhe
seene.”

Ivandi, whose beady eyes had been
focused on his accuser's face now ral-
lied his faculties.

“A clever hypothesis,” he sneered,
“cooked up to save your face. But you
have no proof.”

“Oh, yes I have,™ Crum answered,
“You were smart enough te wipe the
outside of that jar of grease palnt, but
you overlooked the prints your fliijers
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had left on the inside.” He dliipped
from his pocket the prints Aga had de-
veloped and thrust them forward.
“Would you like to give us your prints
for comparison at once?”

Ivandi paled under his swart skin,
stared speechlessly at the printa while
Crum went om:

“But that of course doesn't exhaust
it. With a little time we shall be able
to find the prints you must have left
on the balcony rail, on certain parts of
the dumry, in the closet and eother
places we didn’t think of examining be-
fore. We may find some of your Rairs
in the butnoose, We fhay find miere-
scopic particles of the grease paint
about your hair reets, under yaur Aails,
en yeur elething. And eaeh detail,
preving a part et my stery, will nail
you in yeur eefhi, lvandil”

E silence was electric for a mo-
fent. As the fortune teller stared
back at Crufh the harsh lines of fear
and hate seefned to seften slewly te a
eurieus ey miicall resignation. He
shrugged.

“Welll,” he said slowly, “one thing
you tnust believe. I did not murder
that child I kidnaped. She sickened
and died a natural death some miorths
afterward. Later I adopted an or-
Ehamd nleee, Verda, and always told

er she was my daughter. Later still
it eeeuirted to fhe to represent her to
Eason as the kidnaped gifl and put the
pressure en, him.”

He paused, staring at Verda. His
eyes grew slightly misted. He reached
a shaking hand to the breast pocket of
his coat and clutched the handkerchief
which protruded. He brought it out
with a sharp jerk and with it came a
small and deadly derringer attached
by a string. Quick as a conjurer he
caught it In his -tight hand, and his
teeth bared in a wolfish grin as he
leveled it at Crum.

“I've got a few tricks in my bag too,
you see,” he snarled. “Get this whole
bunch flat on the floor now or I'll blow
a hole in you. And don’t reach under
yout coat for that curare-pistol either I”

Crum didn't. The little gun was al-
feady palmed in his left hand.

“Get down as he says,” Crum told
the others. “Ewven if he escapes we'll

get him later.”

The girls obeyed at once. Moberly
hesitated. But since it was Crum at
whom the derringer was pointed he de-
cided to comply.

Instantly then Ivandi started back-
ing toward the door, keeping Crum
covered. Crurm watched, not the feral
face of the killer, but the knuckles of
his gua hand.

Wihen Ivandi reached the door, what
Crum was expecting happened. The
knuckles whitemed, the trigger fiiger
tensed. But Crurh had already brought
his hidden curare-gun in life, atill con-
cealed by his fitigga's. Now he pulled
the trigger and ducked.

The little gun made only a faint
pfftN like a small fiisoracker which
was drowned in the dertinger’s blast.
But once its minute, curare-impreg-
nated bullet struck Ivandi’'s flesh, he
dropped even as a jaguar drops when
a poisoned blow-datt strikes him.

Crum straightened, the shot having
gone over his head. But the killer lay
dead across the doetsill. . . .

It was not until much later, after the
news had been broadcast to a startled
town, after an aroused populace had
turned out to carry Len Waring from
the jail in a torchlight procession, that
Mobetly and Leila Pentland found
Colonel Crum at his Motor Coiirt cét-
tage and cross-examined hira about
that sudden turning polnt from defeat
te vietery.

“One minute,” the stocky police chief
said, “the case was lost and all was
disaster. Then the next minute every-
thing seemed to clear up for you and
you were ready to march right in and
tell Ivandi exactly how he had killed
Glirey and made his escape. It sounds
uneanny.”

Crum smiled. “The uncanny part,”
he said, “is that the explanation had
been in plain sight ever since I fiimst
looked at those pictures of the corpse 1
made this morning. Only I didn't get
it.” He tutmed to Leila. “Remem-
ber how we wondered why the blood
blet in the first shot was larger?”

“I do,” she replied, “but I still don't
know why it was.”

“It was larger,” Crum said “because
it weesn't all blood. It was part shadow.
The square of light in which Gilroy lay
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was shining past the balcony rail, you
know. And it was up there that
Ivandii, swathed in his Arab burnoose
was lying. But evidently he had to see
what wag going on below. . So he
poked his head out to look down. He
jerked it back before any of us noticed.
But evidently 1 snapped the cameta
bulb just at that moment—and the
shadow stayed, blended in the picture
with his victim's bleed. Sert of iren-
leal, isn't it, that curlosity killed him?”

EILA said that it was. She also

said a lot about hew grateful she
and Waring and the whole town felt
fer what Crum had dene.

“But I do feel 6orry for Verda lvan-
di,” she fimished. “She’s had a tough
break, but she’s a good kid and I'm sold
on her. Even though she isn't my sis-
ter, I'm going to adopt her anyhow.

She’ll help brighten up the old place
out there, now that Father is gone,
And Len approves too. He says she'll
be a lot of company to me when he has
to be away.”

“Oh,” Crum said, “so Len’s in on
the new arrangemment too?"

“I wish I could blush like I should,”
Leila said wistfully. “But everybody
knows I've just been dying for him to
ask me.”

“And where is the lucky devil now,
by the way?” Crum asked.

“Of, he's still wallowing around in
the landslide,” Leila replied, “the be-
ginning of the landslide that’s going to
carry him into the diistrict-atitorney's
office at election day after tomorrow.
Gosh, but it was a close call though,
wasn’t it? Believe me, his wife is go-
ing to keep him at home around elec-
tion time after this!”

D I N g . g g o o

e e

The hnsible Maan Stakks! The Mpshénieus Ray
Gun Stidkes Demtith! Am! tlee Grewn (Brest
Meeds thee Chaiblegrig e of Crinviriaial Miegjic

N

THE CASE OF

THE

ASTRAL ASSASSIN

A Griggitg Comppéere Fudllileoqphh Movel

By G. T. FLEMING-ROBERTS

Featuring the Exciting
Further Exploits of
GEORGE CHANCE

Magician-lkuith!

COMING 1IN THE NEXT ISSUE
El e S ST U W



L a miberrt
amashed down
withh the poker

HIS GRAVE WAS DEEP

By C. G. TAHNEY

Lamberts Perfeait Crimne Would Baffle the Police
—fut He Hadn't Counted on the Laws of Natuwe!

GEORGE LAMBERT reached
for the phone as if he were
striking at it.

“Send ®allborPOREreaMiks Emery."”

His 1ipdik¥tételd: as he replaced the
recoived. RHSR A e wilige dEIRE L
th&l @eéwsaﬁah&@% 3;§aEF‘n Rifceskine

aéddg a f
o gs ol E9Re S Dt @;:nadm the

farmer
a“dswedsqﬁﬁ o, esﬁx.aams réharp

A man enter esitantly

"Sit down," said Lambert

Edward Rallston, paymaster of the
Acme Textile Company, looked like a
mouse on stilts. With his peaked, gray-
ish face, his sparse hair, his habit of
nervous blinking, he should have been
a little man. But some macabte whim
of Natute placed his thin little torse
upon grotesque, spiderish legs. He
sldled like a erab to a chait near the
desk.

“Two weeks ago,” Lambert said, “I
discovered that you were padding the
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payroll. I gave you a break. You're
not in prison—where you should be.
And where I can still send you. What's
the paytoll this week?™

Rallston twisted his fifiggars.

“A little over forty-two thousand
dollars.”

Lambert walked toward him,

“You,” he said quietly, “are going to
fake a holdup.”

Rallston stared at him, and his
peaked face slowly became the color of
cold ashes. He tried to get up, but
Larmmbett’s hand pinned him down.

“No!” he whispered. "I can’t do it.
I—I won’t be able to bluff it through.
Wihen the police start questioning me™
—his voice rose shrilly—“[ll be caught.
1 know it!™”

“I know that, too,” said Lambert.
“But what if I'm your alibi. If I did
all the talkimg?"

There was a pause.

“I doh’t understamdl, Mr. Lambert.”

“I'll say I was in the car with you
when the supposed holdup took place.
All you know is that someone jumped
on the running board and slugged you
through the open window. Knocked

you out. You didn’'t see the man who
hit you. You don't know what hap-
pened. I give all details, answer all

guestions.”

Rallston watched the big, cold-eyed
man crouching over him.

“But why,” he asked helplessly,
“should you do that? You're general
manager of this plant. You earn ten
thousand a yeat. Wiy should you risk
disgrace and prisom?”

“That’s my business,” Lambert
snapped. “Wiill you do it? WAl you?"

He clamped his hands on the pay-
raster’s shoulders, and the latter pant-
ed, his popping eyes now bright and
ghiny:

“Okay. Okay. How do we work iit?"

Lambert released him. He said
tersely:

“I won't go into the details now.
Don't want to keep you here too Jong.
Just get this! When you pick up the
foney tomerrow fhokming, drive to my
home. You know wheke it is. The

arage doors will be epen. Drive right
f. I'll be waiting fer you, agd we'll
hide the meney there. Then I'll ex:

plain to you just how we’ll go abeut it.*

“You—yeut'll do all the talking, Mr.
Lamibert?”

“Yes. Now beat it!™

The paymaster shambled gut. Lam:
bert waited a few minutes befors he
followed him- He told his seeretary
that he'd be gone foF the day, wsni
downstairs and slid behind the whee
of his big green sedan. It was then
that he neticed how sweaty his palme

were. . ,
l'ye got to de it," he eaid through
his teeth.

HARLIE HOWHRLL'S hole-in-

the-walll office, whete Lambert
spent the next three hours, was blue
and strong with cigar smoke.

“It must work,” the pink-cheeked,
smiling man told him. “Because I'm a
smarter crook tham that Mexicam poli-
tician. Fifty grand—amnd we get title
to the Moreno mines. And that British
syndicate muse have those mines.
George, we'll clear a quarter of a mil-
lion apiece.

Lambert nodded.

“We will. I've been doing some pri-
vate checking, too. I'll have the money
for you Monday.”

“George,” Howelll said, smiling, “is
it a secret where you're getting all that
dough?”

Lambert’s eyes held the other'’s.

“A secret—yes,” he said. “I think
you'll have no trouble guessing soon,
Charllie. But you won't ask questions.”

“I won't. A quartet of a million is
worth taking a chamce for,” the pink-
cheeked mam said, still smiling.

“That,” said Lambert, getting up, “is
what I thought.”

Lamibert now drove to a garage near
his office which did his repair work.
He told the night mamn, who knew Rim,
that his spate tire was flat and he
wanted a shott cheeked in his taill light.
He said he'd eall for the ear iR the
morping. Thenm he teek a taxhi heme.

He lived in a rambling swburban
house. Enteting, he sensed the strange
loneliness of a home without its mis-
tress. Edith, his wife, had been gene
several days new, visitlng her mether
in Atlantic Clty, and the house some:
how sullenlly resented het absenee.
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He walked right on through to the
cellar steps off the dining room, turned
on the lights and ran down the steps.
The elongated basement was immacu-
late. Glaneing righit, he saw the com-
faunicating door leading into the ga-
fage. It was thf@u@llh this doer that
Edwaid Rallston would pass tomeriew
fROERTAY.

He walked to the door, twisted the
Yale lock and passed into the garage.
The big doors here were open, as he'd
left them. He strode out into the drive-
way. It was quiet, daek, very lonely.

Facing him was a huge vacant lot
that embraced at least three mormal
blocks. It was a messy jungle, but a
footpath bisected it. Ashley Drive, on
which his house faced, curved and
dipped along the right edge of the Jot.
Ne private dwelling there at all, and
very little traffie passed here. On the
left was a walled private estate, un-
tenanted Aew.

“You couldn’t,” he whispered, “ask
for more privacy. It'll work. Oh, it'll
wotk, all right.”

He retraced his steps back into the
living room, removed his hat and coat
and made himsellf comfortable in his
favorite chair. He sat there, smoking,
thinking, getting up occasionally only
to feteh anothet can of beer from the
tefrigerater in the kitehen. He was
astonished when he suddenly noticed
that it was twe e'eleck in the merning.

“I'd better get some sleep,” he told
himself.

He made another trip to the refrig-
erator, but now he spiked his beer with
a generous slug of gin. He detested
the combination, a slight nausea revolt-
ing hirm as he raised his glass, but he
knew it was a swell sedative,

His legs already were heavy and his
head sluggish when he climbed the
stairs to his be'lroom. He set the alarm
for nine, wound the clock, and then
seated himselif on the edge of the bed.
As he took off his shoes, he remem-
bered that he'd left the lights burnin
dewnstairs and in the basement. Well,
Aute te them! And Auts with gelting
undressed, tee!

He yawned and slumped over on the
bed. He was asleep almost immedi-
ately.

FEVHE alarm awakened Lambert. He

B iay still, shrinking from the sound,
waiting for Edith to silence it, as she
did every morning. But it kept en and
6h, and then he remermbered. He sat
up jerkily and stopped the alarm. His
meuth felt fuzzy, But is Read was elear
gRBUgH.

Reaching for his shoes, he said alowdi:

“A big day today, brother. Yes, sir!"

Suddenly he was somehow reluctant
to put on his shoe3, unwilling to get off
the bed. He decided he'd better have a
drink.

He put on his shoes and went down-
stairs and had a husky shot of Scotch.
It brushed away his uneasiness like a
mop sweeping cobwebs. He was now
eager to get busy.

He went upstairs again and washed
and shaved. Appraising himself in the
mirror, he thought he looked perfectly
normal. He changed his shirt and was
careful the way he made his tie, and he
put on anothee suit. Glancing at the
alarm clock, he saw that It was new
twentyfive minutes after nine.

He was glad it was so late. Rallston
would be at the bank promptly at nine.
He'd leave at nine-fifteen, at the latest,
and he should be here by nine-forty,
Fifteen minutes from new——

Wearing his hat, coat and gloves, he
descended into the basernent. He ap-
proached the black, squat furnace. It
was cold, sinee he hadn't started heat-
ing the house yet. The various imple-
ments assoclated with the furnaee hung
6h nails behind it.

Last night he had decided on the
long-handled hatchet, but now he
looked at the poker. He knew how
heavy it was. He brought it down and
swung it severall times as if it were &
baseball bat. He tried the hatehet next.
Then he was sure. He felt more €on-
fidenit with the peket.

He carried the poker to the imner
garage door, ajar now, stepped to one
side and experimentally swung the
heavy end up over his head. And it
was then that he heard the car in the
driveway.

He thought, his heart pounding. “I
can still tell him it's all off.”

The car swung into the garage. A
brief squeal of brakes. The slam of a
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door. Heels on cement. Rallston's
voice:

“Mr. Lambert?”

His fiimgers tightened on the poker.

“I'm in here, Rallston.”

He heard footsteps approaching.
Closer, closer. He squeezed the cold
roundness of the poker. And there was
Rallston with the black satchell, step-
ping through the door, and Lambert
telt something rising within his chest,
pressing outward, as if he'd just
dropped ten flooks in an express eleva-
toF.

He smashed down with the poker.

There was a sound he would never
forget and could never describe. Rall-
ston spilled left on his long legs. He
was a limp thing, held up—and released
—and foldifig now. He fell on his face
and lay still. His gray felt hat, still on
}il& head, was fiow battered and shape-
€8s.

Lambert lowered the poker. He ap-
proached Rallston and rolled him over
on his back. The hat came off and the
paymaster’s head almost immediately
was pillowed on something wet and
widening. It was red, and there was
another color in it, too. His eyes were
open and his mouth sagged. He seemed
astonished by semething he saw on the
celling beam abeve him.

Lambert glanced at the money
satchel, then hi8 eyes shifted to the
corpse again. As he kept watching it,
something drained from him. It left
hifh cold and grim and very steady.
The thing was done!

UNNING up the cellar steps, he
reversed the key and locked that
door. He dropped the key inte his
pocket, switched off the lights and de-
scended the steps. Skirting the body,
he walked through the inner garage
door. He slammed it shut behind him
and made sure that the lock had caught.
Rallston’s car was a black coupe, a
couple years old—a car similar to thou-
sands of others. Lambert backed it out
of the garage and the driveway.

Not a soul in sight. He turned into
Ashley Drive. Neither pedestrians nor
cars, as yet.

Wessley Street and railroad tracks
and the slum section beyond it. He

drove through it. No lights here, no
pauses, very little traffic. Passing an
abandoned ice plant, he swung left imto
the alleylike Spruce Street. He parked
the coupe there, got out, walked lei-
surely towaed the corner.

An old Negro woman shuffled past
him. That was all. And then he turned
the comet, now on Kendall Avenue,
and thought

“Frorm now on, it's net so bad. I'll
make jt!”

A ten-minute walk to his garage, and
it was good to hear Joe Pattish’s cheer-
ful voice.

“Good morning, Mr. Lambert. Your
car is ready for you. The short in the
tail-light was just some worn insula-
tion.”

“Thanks, Joe,"” he said,

He got inte his own car and it was
ten-thirty when he reached the plant.
This was not unusual.

“"Good morning, Mr. Lambert,” said
his old maidish secretary.

Familiar greeting, famillar scene.
Just another morming. He went imto
his private office, hung up his hat and
coat and sat down behind his desk.
He waited for the phone to rimg—and
it did, a few mihutes later. As he ex-
pected, it was O'Keefe, the assistant
payraster.

“I'm a bit wortied about Mr. Rall-
ston, sir. He hasn't retutned with the
payroll yet. 1 phoned the bank and
they said he left with the meheg at
nine-twenty. He sheuld have been
iback here by ten, at the latest.
t)s—”

Well, the ball was rolling.

O'Keefe got off the wire and Lam-
bert called Arthur Wyatt, president of
the Acme Textile.

“That sounds ugly, George,” Wyatt
said. “Maybe you'd better call the pe-
lice.”

So Larmbert phoned the pelice—and
the ball was booted again and it relled
faster and things began te Rum.
O'Keefe knew the license Aumber of
Rallston's coupe. Wiithin twenty mif-
utes, a radio car feund it en Spruee
Street.

Lieutenant Collins, from Headquat-
ters, theorized about it in Wyatt's of-
fice:

New
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“If he were held up, there’s no reason
why the bandits should take him with
‘em. Easier just to bash hith over the
head. No, he took it on the lam with
the money. Probably swapped to an-
other car he had ready. We'll get him.
Was the payroll imswred?”

Wyatt, fat, thick-necked and pom-
pous, looked as if this question were a
personal insult.

“Off course it's insured. But Rall-
ston has been ten years with this com-
pany and never——"

“Every man is honest until he com-
mits a crime,” Collins declared phile-
sophically. “"And is caught at it!”

E hours marched on, and the ball

kept relling—always In the right

direction. The eashier at the bank

stated that Rallston had seefhed Ef@tty

jittery when he departed with the
MBRRY:-

The landlady at his boarding house
came through with the information that
she had heard him pace the floor in his
room until wee hours of the morning
and that he had refused his breakfast.

Two investigators from the imsur-
ance company came to see Lambert.
He spoke to them and found himself
kidding with therm, and they had a few
drinks from the supply he always kept
in the office, The investigators Jiked
his liguer and they lingered on. And
§ome repofters came over, and they
lingered on, too, until it became a kind
of party.

After all, there was nothing partic-
ularly dramatiic or unusual about an
embezzling paymaster. The comcemsus
was that Rallston was a fool for trying
it and that it was only a matter of time
before the cops picked him up.

It was ten o'clock when Lambert
finally drove home. As he ran up the
steps and fumbled for the key to the
front door, he half-expected a sharp
command and men with drawm guns.
And then he was in his living room,
turning on the lights. A silent houise,
and he was both angry and grateful
for the reliet he felt.

He squared his shoulders and his
mouth tightened and he went to the
cellar door. He could not see the
corpse until he walked halfway down
the steps. Them—there it was! Rall-
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ston was still staring, astonished, at
the ceiling beam. And there was the
black money satchel.

He had feared meeting horror here;
he found that there was none. There
was just a man, dead. And there was
a problem that he must—and would—
solve within the next thirty minutes.
Themn it reallly would be all over.

He strode to the furnace and brought
down the shovel. In a hamper where
Edith kept her dirty linen, he found a
large pillow-case. He stuffed into it
a length of clothes line., Then he
picked up a fFahlighit and walked
through the communicating door into
the garage and the driveway.

A black night, silent and lonely. He
crossed to the vacant lot in the rear of
the house, found the footpath and fol-
lowed it straight on through, alert and
wary like some night animal. He
came out onto a gravel road under con-
struction. Beyond it was an iron fence
enclosing a cemetery.

He crossed the road and walked left
along the fence, his feet rustling the
dry, dead grass. The little rear gate
should be just about here—and he saw
it a moment later. He tried the handle.
The gate swung inward, and he un-
consciously putsed his lips at the pro-
test of rusty hinges.

Slipping througih, he looked for the
grave. As he remermbered, it was a
bit to the left of the gate and some
thirty feet in. The pale blurs of the
tormbstomes made him think of the
anti-tank defenses he had seen in a
newsieell. He sldled past one wrneven
row of thewm. And there it was—the
hele in the ground, the great mound of
earth te the left of it.

An open grave—waitiimg !

He stood there a little while, brood-
ing about the crazy whims of chance
and destiny. By sheer accident, he
had caught Rallston padding the pay-
roll. He had given the guy a break—
because he felt sorry for him.

Then Charlie Howell came along
with his ingenious and crooked scheme.
They could clean up a fortune—if they
could raise fifty grand. And it seemed
that they couldn’t possibly lay their
hands on that much money. The
chance of a lifetime and—no go!

And then Edith telephoned that she
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would returm Sunday morning for Mra.
Albright’s funeral. She had mentioned
casually that the funetal, scheduled
for Friday, had been postponed to Sun-
day mortning. And the cemetery hap-

to be a two-minute walk acress
the lot from the baek of his heme.

O HE’D strolled across and he saw

the open grave. And he thought
of Rallatom, who would pick up a forty-
two-thousand-dolllar paytoll Saturday
morming. Satutday night—am epen
grave, unguarded. And Sunday mefn-
ing a coffin would be lewered inte it,
aking Bacred that bit ef ground te the
last rernains and memery of seme
womhanmh.

But what if another body secretly
shared that grave? A body buried
below the coffin?

“Edward Rallstom, the paymaster
who took it on the lam with forty-two
grand, will never be found,” he said
softly. “Never!”

On the right side of the pit was the
granite block and headstome of another
grave. He looped one end of the
clothes line about the stone, securing
it there. Them he slid down to the bot-
torm of the black hole. Placing the
flaghilipht on the ground, he got down
to work,

The earth was soft, and it was easy
enough to bite out big chunks with the
coal shovel. Starting from one end
of the pit, he dug a two-foot-wide
trouglh, retreating from it as it Jemgth-
ened. Minutes dragged and there was
only the sound of his breathing and the
soft sigh of earth spilling off the shovel.

It was finished fimally, the trough
running the full length of the grave.
Pamnttimg, he picked up the fladshigint,
stuck it in his pocket. Them he
grabbed the clothes line and pulled
himsdlf out. And two minutes later,
he was back in the basement.

The paymaster's body was stiff,
rigar montfés already having set in.
Startlinglly light, it came up like a
board as he lifted it off the fldaar. He
balanced it edgewise on his shoulder,
as if it were a six-foot plank.

The grim trek begam. Across the
driveway. Along the path in the lot.
Hiis ears were always wary -for the
sound of a car on the Drive, for a foot-

step, a voice. And he lived a long time
before he fiinally stood at the edge of
the grave.

He bared his teeth as he tossed the
body into the pit. And his skin
crawled as if he’d just shaken off some
hideous parasite.

“All right,” he panted, “let’s get it
over with.”

Dowmn in the pit agaim, he yanked at
the legs so that the corpse slid into the
cradle of the trough. He grabbed the
shovel. With swift, sweeping strokes,
he begam blotting out the body, piling
evenly the loose earth,

The trough soom became a low
moumnd. He tamped it down with the
back of the shovel. There was still
some surplus earth, which he gathered
into the pillowcase. He knotted the
mouth of the bag and lifted it out of
the pit.

Once agaim he went to work with
the edge and back of the shovell He
smoothed and scraped the bottom of
the grave until there was absolutely no
suggestiom of the elongated ditch that
had been dug thete before,

He climbed out and now he got rid
of the surplus earth by sprinkling it
over the mound the gravediggers had
left. The last move was to detach the
clothes line from the tombstone,

“Will,” he whispered, “that’s that!”

E WAS free now—free to fliee

from here. And yet he seme:-
hew dreaded leaving. Was he $wre
that he'd fergetten nething? Little
things were always suppowed te trap
FRUFGRIRTS.

He begam poking about with the
searchlight. Them he thought—this
wouldn’t be a scene of erime, with de-
tectives snooping abeut. .The Hel-
low tragedy of a funeral weulld feeus
attention hete temerrew merAing:
People suffering genuine griek, peeple
faking sympatthy, yet all abserbed By
the eoffin, by the eeremony. Surél

He edged away fromm theie. For the
last time, he heatd rusty hinges speak
as he closed the little gate behind him.
And he was walking aeress the let, and
his confidence returhed with a kind of
gush, fieree and strong.

He’d made it. Nothing could go
wrong now. Not now. Not any more,
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Hf’d run the gauntlet—and he made
it

He would never wear this suit again,
however. For, always, regardless how
many times it was cleaned, he would
sniff suspiciously at the fight shoiilder
of the jacket. And he would never
again attend a funeral.

He entered the basement. There
was Rallston’s bloody hat. The
hideous stains on the cement filvor, The
money satchel. Details that still had
to be taken care of.

Under the cellar steps, hung a dusty
straw basket he used on his fiidiing
trips. He brought it to the satchel,
opened the latter and transterred to
the basket the banded thousand-dollar
packets of tens and twenties. The Jook
of the money, the feel of it, did net ex-
cite him.

He could just about squeeze all the
money into the basket, which he now
hung back on its nail beneath the steps.
Like all his fishing equipment, it was
sacred in thia house; neither Edith nor
the maid would dare to touch it.

He returmed to the satchel with an
old magazime he’'d also found beneath
the stairs. Gingerly, he picked up the
stiff, crimson-black thing that was the
paymaster's hat and deposited it in the
fabricoid satchel. Them he tote pages
from the old magazime. He wadded
them as he threw them in after the hat.

Now he carried the satchel to the
cold furnace, theuldt it through the fire
door. Behind the furnace was a
sprouted, two-galllon jug of kerosene.
He could tell when he lifted it that it
wag half-full. He spilled quite a bit ot
it into the satchell, soaking the wads

gaper there. Them he threw in the
lighted mateh.

He watched the fllames shoot up,
hesitant, then swiftly joyous and hun-
gry. consuming the bag and its con-
tenta. It was the final funeral pyre, he
thought, of the deadly enemy he’d en-
gaged.

No, there was still something else.
He carried the kerosene container to
the dark stains on the fibeor. Pouring
a small pool there, he ignited it, and
here too a dancing, gay little pyramid
of flames marked another funeral pyre.

He lingered in the basement until
those flames died out, leaving a black-

ish patch that now only a laboratory
could identify. Through the open
dampet of the fire doot, he saw that the
fire had spent itself theie too. Noth-
ing left now ot the bloody hat. And
onily a few bits of metall, fallen through
the grates, remained of Rallston's
money satchel,

“Yes, I made it,” he told himaelf.
.'mll"

E WAS suddenly swept by a

tremendous feeling of emaneipa-
tion. It felt glorious to regain the ex-
clusive claim on his life and freedem.
Almost, it was like being reberh.

He went upstairs, had a drink and
carried the squat bottle of Scotch into
the living room. He turmed on the
radio. Spanish music, of which he was
very fond. He relaxed in his chair.
With imperceptiiblle tramsition, his feel-
ing ot elation faded before the reaction
ot deadly fatigue.

He sat with the Scotch, listening to
the music but not really hearing it,
drinking automwticallly. The music
ended, and there was a hews broadcast,
and that went off, too. He did not
remember just when he had drifted
into sleep—nokr why he now suddenly
awakemed, tense and suspicious,

Glancing at his watch, he saw that it
was only one o'clock. He'd slept an
hout of 8e. He caught himsalif listen-
Ing to semething. And then he real-
ized what it was. Rain. A slashing
rain drurmming the porch windows.
That was what had awakened him.

He stared at the rain-blurred win-
dows, grimly aware that something
was wrong, trying to put his filmger on
itt. Them he got it—and the hot,
scratehy little things he thought he’d

from his systesh again began
erawling in the pit of his stomach.

Only a thin layer of earth concealed
the thing buried in the bottom of the
grave. And the slashing rain, churning
the earth, washing it away in muddy
riwilieBs—iit was only too probahble that
it would expose the corpse!

He lurched out of the chair. He felt
the savage resentment of a weary sol-
dier who is once again booted out of
the dug-out to face the horror and
chaos of no-man’s land.

This was a summer rain, not the kind
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one could expect in October. And why
did it have to rain tomigltt? A dry
spell for weeks——

He went to the porch window. He
could hear and see the rain slowing up
now, its fury spent. In a few minutes,
it stopped altogether. But had it al-
ready done its harm?

He clenched his fiists, then he opened
them and slapped his thighs. It had to
be done! So he walked down to the
basement, picked up the flilshiigit,
once again got the clothes line and the
coal shovel. His resentrmemt as he
walked out was a sick and peisonous
thing. Oh, how he hated that raim!

It was a wild, black night. A wind
had come up, damp and cold. There
was a threat of more rain in the air.
He followed the path across the lot.
The ground was spongy, but not too
muddy. Thete were shallow puddles
here and there, reflecting like polished
stone the white finger of the flikkijdit.
Apparentlly it hadn't rained long.

The little gate had a new sound now
in its wet hinges. The bad teeth of the
first row of tombstones. And then he
stood at the open grave, lancing down-
ward a beam from the flikhhipdht.

He saw what he had feared. The
earth had seeped and washed—and
there, clearly visible, were two muddy
shoe tips. And another muddy lump
that was the head. He could even
make out the plastic mass suggesting
the outlines of the body.

OMEHOW the sight dissipated his
viclous resentment. For, in a
wa%’. luek still was with him. How
easily he might have slept another hour
=and net have diseovered that it had
fained. Now it was just a task ef uf-
pleasant brute laber—te bury the
eorpse deeper. He Had many Reurs
et befere daylight. Yes, it might Rave
gen much werse.

As he did before, he secured one end
of the clothes line to the tombstone and
used the rest of it to help lower himself
into the pit. He found the bottom of
it now to be sticky, clayish mud. Well,
it could be shovelled anyway, and it
would probably be firmer a bit Jower.

He forced the base of the flaadilight
into the earth wall and focused the
light so that it spread and shone down-

ward. Then he stooped and yanked
at the yellow shoes. The board-stiff
corpse came heaving up from beneath
its muddy cover—a kind of mightmar-
ish resurrection. He rolled it to one
gide of the trough now once again ex-
pesed.

Reaching for the shovel, he thrust it
into the ground. It struck something
solid. His frayed nerves made him
cuese what must be a stone there. He
jabbed the shovel at anothet point.
Rock again. A large stone, apparently.
Fok the third tirme, He sank the shovel,
new at a pelnt a feet away. And again
it struek a Rard suffaee.

His eyes narrowed, and he suddenly
became thoughtful rather than impa-
tient. He took a step forward and
tried the other end of the trough. The
sarme result—rock! A few minutes
latee, the ugly truth had him by the
throat.

He could not bury the body any
deeper. Because a rocky ledge passed
there. Rock! A pneumatic drill might
break it—pickaxes. But not a shovel.
He could net bury the body any
deeper!

He dropped the shovel and stood
there numb with shock, desperate be-
yond mere terror. It was like diving
off the high board and suddenly fimd-
ing that the water had disappeared and
jagged rocks were below.

There was not enough earth above
the rocky ledge in which to bury Rall-
ston’s body. And so he was stuck with
the corpse of the man he had mur-
dered.

He lighted a cigarette, dragged the
smoke deep into his lungs. His
thoughts were jamrned like an ice floe,
piled up and frozen and meaningless.
He was stuck with that corpse!

Slowly, the shocked numbness began
to leave him. Semething had te be
done. Fortumately He still had a half
dozen Heurs until daylight. As {he
very last alternative, he esuld drag the
corpse baek te his ear and drive it Qut
sofewhere. But this weuld make what
he had eensidered a Alawless erime éﬁﬂ
afether murder, elumsy aRd dangerals:

Could he find some solution right
here in the grave? He thought of the
mound of earth above. He ¢could shevel
some of it down, use It to make the
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extra layer he so very desperately
needed. But there was an ugly risk at-
tached to this.

The gravediggers would return, of
course, to complete the job here. Surely
their experienced eyes would notice the
shrinking of the mound and the fact
that the grave was not so deep as it had
been. They would know that someone
had tampered with the grave.

And from their surprise and suspi-
cion, it would be only a short &iep to
police investigation, to the discovery of
the body, to the linking of the fact that
he, Lambert, lived just across the lot.
The police wouldn't need mueh more

the solution. Why not bury the corpse
in the side of the grave?

Sure, why not? There were earthen
walls on either side. All he had to do
was to carve out a niche, like those in
Roman catacorbs, place the corpse
there, plaster the earth back, tamp it
down, smoeoth and selid again. The
earth that the paymaster’s bedy weuld
displace eould be used te refill the
Efeg h at the bettern of the pit. Pef-

€€

He passed his hand over his eyes,
weak and shaken for a moment by the
relief he felt. Then he tilted the fltesh-
light upward, directing the beam on the
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of a lead. Then he'd be walking on
horribly treacherous thin ice.

“I must think of something else,” he
whispered. “I must!"

OR minutes after this, his thoughts

raced like s caged squirrel in a
teead mill. Round and round—and get-
ting nowhere. And time slipped ever
on. And there was the corpse.

He considered burying the corpse out
on the vacant lot somewhere. But chil-
dren often played there. And there
were dogs. If one of them should be-
gin digging, barking——

He had it! It flashed and flared like
gunpowder touched off, and he was
again stunned by the very simplicity of

opposite wall, and grabbed the shovel.

The earth seemed driest along the
center. He sank the shovel there and
tore out the first chunk. And then an-
other and another and still another,

He controlled himself when he real-
ized that there was no necessity for
being so frantic. He had plenty of time
—and he had a way out. Such a simple
way out—but what if he hadn’t though
of !

The scar deepened in the side of the
pit. Now he began lengthening it. He
felt a drop of rain. He'd better have
the thing dug before he wallowed kiiee
deep in the muck. He worked fastef, a
buirying animal, panting, plastered from
head to foet with earth and mud,
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Suddenly he realized that he was
burying the corpse with the earth he
took out of the side of the pit. He
turned and stooped to showvel some of
that earth away froem the boedy. And
it was then that the thing happened|

He sensed rather than actually saw
the motion behind him—earth toppling
downward like an oily wave breaking.
It struck his back, a yielding mass with
tecrific weight behind it. He was
thrown to the other side of the pit. and
the earth piled on his legs, his thighs,
his back. A rhass beneath which he
frantically teied to elaw eut.

And then something elks—smmething
solid and brutal—struck with crushing
force the small of his back. It pinned
hifn down, a trerendous heel grinding
thete, and he gave a cry that was like
the thin wail of a child,

E lay still, instinctively realizing

that the numb feeling beneath the
gHnding thing on his back would be-
eofne a herror of ag@h? it he disturbed
it. His left arm was planed under him.
He eould move his right arm. He éeould
turh his head slightly. That was all.

The fiishlight still remained stuck in
the opposite wall. It bathed immperson-
ally, meaninglessly, the clayish earth
all around him,

“Two walls to choose from-—and 1
pick the one that would undermime the
adjoining grave. A huge block of gran-
ite there and the tombstome and the
ground already softened by the rain—
oh, why didn’t I tHimk!”

Lamibert began to cry, but stopped it
when he realized that he was bawling:
And he thought—this is the end, isn't
it? No bright ideas could sprimghoard
from here, could they?

The drops of rain intensified. Heavier
and more frequent, and now he could
hear the song of the rain. Withowut pre-
rmeditatiiom, he suddenly tried to strug-
gle forward, writhing his shoulders and
hips.

He screamed, for he had never kmown
such pain, brutal and hideous and white
hot. Smashed bones whete the corner
of the huge granite slab had struck him.
It did not metely pin him helpless. It
was boting, boring, a rmeiciless thing ot
vengeames.

Now he found that his cheek lay in
two inches of mud. He had to twist
his head so that his mouth and mnose
might be out of it. The rocky ledge
held the rain. The huge, muddy pud-
dle at the bottomn of the grave was
slowly rislng. And he could Aot meove!

The savage, bitter irony of it made
him forget the pain for a few moments.
It wasn't the police who would destroy
hirn. Nor the landslide. Neo, it was
the rain. The rain had upset his plans,
And the fain would soon kill him.

Already he could suck air only
through the cornet of his mouth. And
then some muddy water came in with
it. He coughed, and this started the
frightful pain in his back again. And
with the eruel thing grinding there, he
stopped hating the rain. It weuld have
been &6 leng until meraiAg:
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By
HENRY KUTTNER

Grim Disaster Comes to

Those Who Would Arouse
the Vengeful Wrath of
the Mighty Yakamfwa!

ERE were four men who es-
caped from the African penal
colony, and it happemed that

each was born on a successive day of
the week.

Mamita)ss chilldd is fair of face . ... . .

Little Juam Pico deftly steered the
longboat north and remembered, with
some pleasure, how neatly his knife
had slipped into the guard’s back. The
blade, which he had named death, was
at his side, as always. Pico’s brown,
innocent-looking face wore a happy
srnille.

The escape had been well planned,
and no doubt the guards were even now
cursing and crashing through the
jungle.

wadll, let therm. The Spaniard’s gen-
tle voice cursed them obscenely, but
without malice.

Tuesctiyys's chilldl is full! of graee ..... .

God had been very good, Pierre
Bonheur thouelht, idly spinning the
chamber of his stolen revolver. Biit
the Lord always watched over Pierre,
How else explain the fact that he had
been sent to Africa, rather than the
guillotine? That old widew in Paris
—she had screamed much too lowdly
when Pierre, masquerading in his fa-
vorite disguise as a priest, had stran-
gled Ker,

Wiho would have expected the old
woman to be so lively? Well, it did

The gorilia-llke arms swept around the native:
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not matter now. The longboat’s make-
shift sail swelled in the wind, and
within a few days they would be safe.
There was sufficient food and a cask of
good, sweet water. The Frenchman's
white, flieshy face shone with benevo-
lence.

Weehoedddy’s chilltl is fulll of woe

Tom Mahon was a New Englander
—a huge, red-haired giant, with the
dour, harsh face of a Puritan. His
mouth was perpetually drawn down at
the corners. He had an unfortunate
habit of using his gnarled fists for
Exrposes upon which the law frowned.
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clot raped him from chest to

loins. He carried a vicious knife with
a curved blade, and was a young witeh-
doctor.

It was through Salimu that the fouf
had contrived their escape. Not until
the last moment had he announced his
intentiom of joining them on their
perilous voyage. He squatted on his
haunches, dark face immobile, and
stared at the sun,

“My mouth is burming up,” Juan
Pico said. “Pass me some water."

Leeuw, sitting near the cask, said,
“Ja,” and ladled out a dipperful, pass-
ing it to Mahom. The New Englander
lifted the woodem lid and peered in,
nodding with satisfaction.

“There is plenty,” Leeuw said.

“Tihat don’t mean we can drink it up
today,” Mahom added grimly. “If a
storem comes along—" He didn’t fin-
ish, but gave the dipper to Bonheur.

The Fremchmam swished the water
about and sipped a little. His white
face gleamed with sweat.

“Heavem will guide us,” he said
unctuously. “But it is very hot.

“Let's have it.” Pico stretched out
a lean brown hand.

“Here, my son,” the Frenchman
said.

The Spaniard grinmed mockingly
and gulped water.

“Bueenb! Very good ! he exclaimed.
“I"Il be glad to get north, where the
sun isn’t an oven. Evem in Madrid we
have some wind, but this is a breath
out of hell.”

“It fills the sails,” Leeuw told him,
and kept his gaze steadily on the mo-
tionless Salimu.

“Why do you keep looking at that
native?” Mahon said roughly.

Leeuw shrugged. "I am curious to
know why he accompamied us. A ris-
ing young medicine-mam—Ie can ¢om-
mand many head of cattle from HRis
tribe. Wiy should he go forth ifte
unknown lamnds?”

“You have the silver tongue,” Pico
murmured. “But I, toe, have wea-
dered. Especially since our friend
carries something hiddem under that
red cloth of his. His hand strays te 1t
;c?metinms. It must be valuable ¢8

im.”

They were speaking Emgllish, whieh

Salimu did not understand. But hg
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must have caught a few words, for he
stirred uncomfortably and touched his
knife-hilt.

The sun beat down remorselessly,
but it was long past noon. Presently
the swift tropiic night would fall. That
did not matter, however, for there was
a cormpass.

“He speaks Fremch,” the white-faced
Bonheur said. “Let me—" He turned
to Salimu. “We are curious, ami. We
have been wondering why you took
the risk of joining us, men with prices
on our heads.”

EEUW and Pico knew French,
and waited tensely for the an-
swer. Mahon understood a little—~—all
sailormen undecstand lingtina Frswea,
the composite dialeet of many tongues.
Salimu’s face, bearing the scars that
told of his initiatiom into the priest-
hood, twisted into a scowl.

“That is no hard questiom, Bwana,”
he replied. “There was a very old
priest who hated me. He saw me as a
rival, and wanted me dead. So I was
afraid.”

“You are young and strong,” Bon-
heur suggested. “Wihy did you mot—"

“He would have poisoned me,” Sali-
mu 8aid. “Or cursed me. The curse
of Yalkanifwa, the water-cobra. That
is our tribal totem.” His hand moved
in a meaningful gesture.

“He’s got something valuable,” Bon-
heur said in English. “Something he
stole. That was why he didn't want to
stay with his people.”

Mahon's tiny eyes gleamed greedily.

“Yeah? It's probably some sacred
medicine.”

“I do not think so.” Bonheur fim-
gered his revolver. “Mahom, can you
get his knife?"

“You mean—" Mahom begun.

“Be quiet,” the Dutchman, Leeuw,
interrupted. “He's getting suspicious.
Waiit a bit."

There was silence. The broiling
sun beat dowm heavily. There was no
protectiom against it, save when the
sail sometimes threw a shadow. Wave-
lets splashed softly against the long-
boat's sides.

“We do not need him any more,”
Pico said at last. “Shall I throw my
knife?"

“No,” Leeuw said. “We might want
to find out a few things from him.
I've an idea.” He dipped into the cask
of water. “Eweryome drink. When
Salimu does, Mahom, grab him. I'll
have my gun ready.”

“Okay.” The red-haired giant
gulped water, and passed the dipper
back. Finally, after all the others
were satisfied, the container went to
Salimu. He hesitated, but fifiailly
lifted it to his lips. Still, his hand lay
lightly on his knife-hilt.

For an instant his attention was dis-
tracted, and Mahon’s huge body
lunged forward. The gorilla-like arms
swept around the native. Mahon’s
gnatled hand closed over Salimu’s,
crushing it against the knife-hilt.

“Bivearad!” Salimu shrieked. Ya—"

None of the others moved, though
Salimu’s eyes went appealingly to
them as he was held motionless in the
Yankee’s powerful grip. Only Leeuw
shifted the revolver a little.

The knife clattered on the boat's
bottorm, and Bonheur reached out a
foot and drew it toward him.

“Steady on!” Pico called sharply.
“"We'll turn over!™

But there was no danger. Salimu
strugglled like a wildcat, and at last
Leeuw leaned forward and smashed
the revolver against the kinky black
head. The native went limp and mo-
tionless.

Every eye was on Mahom as he
stripped the red cottom cloth from
Salimu’s body and tossed it aside.
Bound about the native’s thigh was a
small package, wrapped in wool.
Mahomn opened it.

llmmB:’D)

That was Pico, leaning forward
tensely, forgetting the tiller as his
gaze was held to the immense, glowing
diamond in Mahon's big hand. The
gera was uncut, but these men knew
jewels thoroughly. And they realized
that this stone represented an immense
fortume.

Salimu woke up them, screamed,
and grabbed at the gem. Mahon deftly
gave it to Leeuw and pinioned the na-
tive’'s arm behind his back, twisting it
viciously.

“Bivegrzd!” Salimu yelped. “Aym—"

“You talk his lingo, Leeuw,"
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grunted Mahom. “Get him to spill the
dope.”

“Ja” Leeuw stared keenly at the
native. “We palaver, Salimu. True
palaver. Wihere did you steal this
diamond?”

But the other was almost imcoherent
with hystericall fear. Not the fear of
death. It was something more. . . .

“Yeddeantfad!” Salimu screeched. “I
have broken the rmuggit!”

“He means taboo,” Leeuw said to
the others, and turmed back to Salimu.
“Wihat is this about Yakamffvea, the
water-cobra? Wthom did you kill to
get this jewel?” He leaned forward
and brutally slapped the native’s face.

“The curse of Yakamifvea—-1 did not
believe in it!” Salimu said. “I thought
I could steal the diamond from the
temple hut and sell it. I thought I
would be safe if—" Salitru screamed
again as Mahom bent his arm back.

“Talk,” Leeuw said grimly. The
pistol’s muzzle jutted forward.

“It—it was the sacred jewel of our
tribe. It was kept under water, al-
ways, in a pot before the shrine of
Yakamifvea, the sea-cobra. The old
priest—I killed him and took the dia-
mond. I did not believe in the curse,
Blwanm”

“What curse?” Leeuw diemanded.

“Only holy hands may touch the
diamond. If a man has simmed—mur-
dered—the curse of Yakamffwea will
strike him. And—aie!—it is true? It
is true!™

Suddenly, with a quick writhe, Sa-
limu slipped out of Mahen’s grip. His
naked body arched toward Leeuw,
struck the Dutchman, and bore him
back. The beat swayed and rocked
perilously.

“Steady!” Mahon roared, gripping
the thwarts. “Bonheur!" Use that
knife!”

The Frenchmam, holding the na-
tive's blade, abruptly dropped it and
lunged for the diamond as it rolled
toward him. At the tiller, Juam Pico
hissed between his teeth and let his
little knife fiiy. The weapom sang
through the air and dug deep into
Salimu’s back.

Simultaneously Leeuw’s gun ex-
ploded. The African gave a queer,
coughing grumt, and his body arched

back. Them he dropped backward,
and the Dutchman pushed him aside
as he carefully rose, rubbing his
throat.

“Tried to strangie me,"” he growled.
“Mobh! . .. Well, he is dead. Good!”

There was a gaping hole in Salimu's
ebony chest, from which red liquid

welled.

“Throw him overboard,” Mahon
commanded. “He's making a mess
here. Got the diamond all right,
Bonheur?”

“Ouii. 1 have it

“My knife!” Pico shouted. “Pull it
out of Salimu before you get rid of
him!"”

Mahon obeyed, tossing the weapon
to the youngster. Then he slid Salimu
overboard with a powerful heave. The
body sank slowly through the blue,
translucent water.

“Keep an eye on that stone,”
New Englander grunted.
overboard—"

“I swim very well,” Pico said, grin-
ning.

For answer, Mahomn silently pointed.
A lean, torpedo-like shadow was slid-
ing through the depths. Further
away, a triangular fin broke the sur-
face.

“Not in these waters you don't,”
Mahon said, with grimm humeor. Pico
shrugged.

the
“If it goes

ONHEUR'S white face was dank
with sweat as he stared at the
jewel he held.

“How much do you
worth?” he asked.

“Let's see it." Leeuw took it from
him. “Thowusands, at least. Even
when it's cut.”

“Dollars?” Mahon asked.

“Poundls. It’s big. Another Kohi-
noor."”

“Good!” Pico said cheerfully. “We
will be rich, all of us! But who will
keep the stome?”

“We'll figuee that out later,” Maken
told him. “First of all, we've got to
make port. There may be boats put-
ting out after ws.”

“We follow the original plan?”
Bonheur asked.

“Might as well. The Araka Penin-
sula’s safe enough. From there we

think it’'s



CURSE OP THE COBRA 91

can cut inland. Omnce we reach the
Aralka, we can stop worrying.”

“The diamond?” Pico said quietly.

Mahon challenged him with his
eyes.

“I'll keep it,” he smapped.

“No, Semar Mahon,” Pico disagreed.

“Homor among thieves,” Leeuw
said, with wry sarcasm. “Drop it in
the water-cask. That way, we'll be
safe till we hit Araka.”

Bonheur passed him the jewel.

"Ouij, that is wise,” he assented.
“Did not our poor dead friend say it
was kept in a pot of water in his
jungle temple?”

The stone fell, with a tiny splash,
and Leeuw put back the woodem cover.

“Now we can rest, for a while,” he
said with satisfaction. “Waiit, Makomn !
Don't throw that cloth overboard. It
will make a little shade, at least.”

The New Englamder, holding the
red cottom cloth Salimuw had worn
wrapped aroumd his body, grimaced
with distaste.

“"Not for me,” he growled, and
tossed the garment to Leeuw., who
calmly lay dowm and spread the
folded cloth over his face.

“I sleep,” Leeuw said. “If you are
wise, you will do so also.”

Mahom made his way to the tiller.

“I"0 take over, Pico.”

The Spaniard nodded. ‘‘Gmacias.”

Them there was silence, as the hot
African wind pushed at the sails and
sent the longboat speeding north, with
four men and a fortune aboard. . . .

AT night Pierre Bonheur died.

In his suffering before he passed
on, PiJiIsSHEE rtﬁrhefwmhe ériepd
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sure that Bonheur was doing himself
no good in Heaven.

It was a bad busimess. The French-
man got abnormally thirsty, and at
last it was necessary to refuse him
water. He screamed that fire was
seeping through his veins and that
Yaeaninfiera, the water-cobia, had bitten
hirm. Welll, there wete sea-snakes ifi
these waters, and Mahom sdripped
Benheur and examimed him as thet-
loiughhly as pessible by the falnt meen-

ght.

The Frenchmam's body was white
and soft, with a curious pulpy rot-
tenmess, as though his muscles had
long ago turmed to some horrible half-
solid stuff. There were a few old
duelling scars here and there, but no
signm ot a snakes fangs.

Yet Bonheur insisted that ¥a-
kamfuza had bitten him. He showed
symptoms similar to those of snake-
bite. His eyes bulged glassily and his
face was congested with blood. Veins
stood out on his forehead. Toward the
end he cursed everything on earth and
died with shocking slowness.

So they threw him overboard, fist
making sure that the diamond was still
in the water-cask,

“It is all quite impossible, of
course,” Leeuw said. “Yet I have
studied anthropology,. and the African
witch-doctots know quite a bit. Do
you suppose Salimu managed to poi-
son the food of the water?”

Mahom growled dissent.

*[ 4feel okay,” he grumibled.
you 2"

"I feel good, but I am afraid.” Pico
looked very unhappy. “Perhaps I am
too superstitious.”

By this time it was dawm. They
had kept on their course. despite the
hortor of the night, and the llomgboat
had made excellent progress. Two
mote nights and they would be safe
on the Araka Penimsula, ready to
plunge through the jungle to a settle-
fent where few guestions would be
asked.

“Anyway,” Mahom said, “the dia-
mond will be split only three ways,
now.” He examined the food. There
wasn't much of it, but it seemed clean
and good. The water was sweet, with
no trace of poison. At the bottom of

“Don't
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the cask the diamond lay like a huge
dim eye.

Yet each man in the boat suspected
that one ot the other two had killed
Bonheut.

Finally, by common consent, they
made certain. They stripped, one by
one, while the othet two searched for
any concealed poison. And these men
were well vefrsed in the tticks by
which objects rmay be hiddem, even
by a naked man. Wihem they had fin-
Ished, they were gquite eertaim that
thete was ne poisen te be feund iA
the beat.

ULLING his singlet over blis-
tered shoulders, Mahon grunted:
“I guess maybe a cobra did get Bon-
heur, after all. 1 must have missed
the marks in the dark.”
“I have seen no sea-snakes.” Leeuw
shrugged. “Only the sharks.”
Pico, staring at the triangular fins
that followed the Ilongboat, shud-

did.”

“S§i{." Pico broke in eagerly, leaning
on the tiller. "I have seen something
like that in my own country. A gypsy
womam I knew put a curse on my
brothet. She made a small mud image
of him and did things to it. Unpleas-
ant things. Whem my brother found
eut he fell sick and died. and I was
his heir. But he did net have as miuch
as 1 theught.”

“Sure you didn’t pay the gypsy to
do it?” Mahon asked sardonically.

Pico only smiled.

“Qieren sat?”®”’ He shrugged. Cer-
tainly I paid no gypsy to kill poor
Bonheut.™

There was silence again. Under a
hot, cloudless sky the boat sped morth.
There was no sign of pursuit. But
a tension grew and throbbed in the
heavy, stagnant air, almost palpable,
almest tangible. Each man dreaded
the comling of night. when a sea-cobra
might writhe ever the side of the beat

Aext Isgu;'s‘ Gl:een Ghost Novel: ITHE

dered and crossed himself. He kept his
knife ready for any fillat, vemomous
head that might lance suddenly over
the side and strike at him.

*dRéps,” he whispered, sweat on his
handsome face. "fHeere may be some-
thing in this Yadatfwa curse, after
all”

But nothing happened that day.
Except that the sun grew hotter and
the breeze failed a little. Not enough
to ratter, however, though they wused
the oars for an houk oF §0.

Soon after midday, Leeuw broke a
long silence.

“About Bonheur,” he began, “I have
an idea that auto-suggestiom killed
him. He was a most superstitiows man,
and that was fatal.”

“How do you mean?™ Mahon stared
at him, his red hair plastered dankly
on the sunburmed forehead.

“Wellll, subconsciously he was wor-
tying about the curse. Maybe he got
a touch of sunstroke, or fever. Auto-
stiggestiom did the rest. He believed
he was dying of the curse—and so he

as it rode low in the water, and search
out a victim. . . .

But it was cold steel that killed that
night.

In the silvery dimness of the moon-
light Pico began sobbing and gasping,
and presently said that his head was
ready to burst.

"It is like Bonheur,” he panted. *I
am thirsty, and there is fire running
through my \@ims. It is the YYdkamfwa
curse!™”

Mahon and Leeuw sat motionless,
eying the dark fiiguice at the tiller.
Pico went om:

"But there was ne snake, no sea-

cobra. Nothing struck me with is
fangs. I am sure of that. Dinsi/ My
belly is afire! And—and—"

Soon he began to screarm aboiit
Yalkanffvaa. Wihen the other two tried
to get near him, Pico menaced them
with his knife.

“Do not touch me!" he screamed.
“Let me be, curse you! Let me be!"

"We'we got to get at the tiller,”
Mahon said to Leeuw in a low, tense
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undertome. “He’s steerimg off
course.”
“Ja. I have the gun.”

They had spokem too loudly, and
Pico heard.

“The gun!” he raged. “Shoot me,
Leeuw! I do not want to die as Bon-
heur died. I can feel the tortures of
Purgatory already.”

But they did not shoot Pico. It was
difficult to aim in the gloom, and they
did not wish the Spaniard, wounded,
to come leaping at them with His

knife. Leeuw had the long blade
taken from the witch-dector, and
Mahon gripped the gun. Both men

were waiting tensely, wineing at the
sounds that came out of the darkness
shrouding Plee.

He did not die easily. Like Bor-
heut, he cursed for a little time, but
them changed to low, sobbing moans
that quavered out on the still air like
the cries of a tortured beast in agony.
Over and over he whispered:

they expected to strike the Araka
Penimsula.

Mahon’s dour face was black with
sunburm. His red hair fliamied like a
banner. He seemed to ignore the blaz-
ing heat, however, and sat like a statue
at the tiller,

Leeuw had made a folded pad for
his head out of Salimu's red cotton
garment, now faded and discolored.
The Dutchmam's skin was peeling,
and angry scarlet whetever it showed.

They ate and drank, and sailed on.
Neithet one mentiomed that the dia-
mond’s value would be split only in
two shares now. But the thought lay,
like a crawling maggot of evil, in twe
brains, Neither man trusted the othet,
Both Leeuw and Mahon would have
preferred to be the sole ownet of the
priceless jewel,

And the stone lay in the water-cask,
gray and rougfh, looking not at all
valuable. It might have been a chip of
soapstone, rather tham the jewel of

CASE OF THE ASTRAL ASSASSIA

‘ohkambwa . . . Yademhfwa . . "

Them he prayed to the water-cobra
and pleaded for mercy. He would
serve Yakamfwa faithfully, he said, it
only the snake god would save him
from such a horrible death. His voice
rose and fell as the tides of ageny
waxed and waned through Pice's
veins.

At last he killed himself with his
little knife.

They kept the body aboard till
morning, intending to seatech it for
fang-marks, but at the first light they
changed theie minds. AIll of Pico's
handsofmeness had gone and his face
was that of an imbecile gargoyle.
Mahon let go the tiller and silently
heaved the corpse overside. THere
was a swiel of foam almest at {he
beat's hull. The sharks were getting
to expeect their grimm foed.

All that day they sailed morth,
under a good wind, twoe men who
watched each other in silence. They
ate and drank little. The provisions
would last till the next evening, when

Y akamfwa, which mo Hiloadksiained
hands might safely touch.

AHON kept the revolver and

Leeuw ffligeradd Salimu’s len
Blade. They sat in eppesite ends 6
the beat, while the silence between
ther grew into a deadly, emineus wall.
They did net leek at the sun as it
slipped dewn sloewly teward the west,
an QIB%Q@ beneath the herizen. Only
twenty-feur heurs te ge6. At sundewn
the Aext evening they weuld be in
Atalka.

“"Want to steer?” Mahom called at
last. He gave Leeuw the course, and
the Dutchmam squatted silently at the
tiller. Mahon went forward to the
bow and lay dowm full length, but he
did not sleep. The whisper of the
waves was too much like a serpent's
hiss. He kept thinking of curses, and
the way Bonheur and Pico had died,

At midnight Leeuw relinquished the
tiller to Mahon. The Dutchmam went
forward to the water-cask, drew a dip-
perful, and gulped it down. Then he
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looked very carefully at Mahom, who
was a vague shadow lboming against
the rocking horizom of the sea.

He filled the dipper again, and put
it down carefully under one of the
seats. Them he took the folded red
cotton cloth from his head and thrust
its corner into the water. He waited.

Mahom could not see what he was
doing, Leeuw thought. Jd’ And he
would never know. Not till he died
in agony, as Bonheur and Pico had
died, with the ordeal poison of Africa
flamiitgg through his veins. There was
ne expression at all on Leeuw’s heavy
face. But he was feeling exultant,
motre 80, even, than he had in Amster-
damm, when the police were searching
vainly for a mad killer.

Mad? They had been fools. For
Rupert Leeuw was a philosopher and
a scientist. Wiy, if he had not studied
anthropology he would never have in-
sisted on keeping Salimu’s garment,
wheh Mahon wanted to throw it over-
board after the native's butchered
corpse.

Yds, Leeuw had read a great deal.
He knew how African witch-doctors
sometimes carry their medicimes, when
burdens must be light and gourds
would be too heavy. They soaked
their garments in the medicine they
needed most. And Leeuw had thought
it logical that Salimu would provide
himselff with a strong poison, in case
he met enemies.

The Dutchmam even thought he
knew the nature of the venom. It was
the “black medicine” of the ordeal,
made from crocodile glands. The red
cloth had been steeped in the deadly
stuff, and Leeuw had found it fairly
easy, under cover of darkmess, to poi-
son a dipperful of water before hand-
ing it to Bonheut. That was when he
tealized his guess had been ceorrect.
So young Pico had died next, and new
it was Mahen's turf.

Wihat was the fool doing? Steering.
No, he was advancing slowly through
the dark. Wiy. .

Hastily Leeuw drew the red cloth
from the dipper and laid it aside. Its
work was done. There was enough
poison in that water to kill several
fmen.

“"Wiatt's wrong, Mahon?” he called,
“Wamnt me to take the tiller?”

ERE was no answer. The big
figuice seerned to draw together
and hesitate. Then, out of the dark-
ness, came a spurt of red fire and a
sharp report. Leeuw screamed, clutch-
ing at his stornach, and collapsed in a
wtithing heap.

Mahon waited, his gun ready. But
Leeuw’s struggles did not last long.
Presently the Dutchmam lay quiet,
The giant’s piggish, tiny eyes glinted
with satisfaction. Good! That was
done, and now the diamond belonged
to one man only.

Mahon shrugged. Leeuw had prob-
ably intended to kill him, he thought,
once they were in the jungle at Araka.
Two men and a diamond worth a for-
tune—it was inevitable that one of
thera must die. Only Mahon had
struck fitest,

The boat lurched as a gust fiilled the
sail, heeling the craft over. With a
muffled curse Mahon whirled and
sprang to the tiller. There was a pre-
carious moment while he wrestled
with it, but soon the danget was past.
Yet it had given Mahon a bad momert.
If - the boat had capsized in these
shark-infested watets, not to mention
the sea-cobras that had killed Bonheuif
and Pico, he would be fliiished in-
stantly.

A sound came out of the darkness
then. The moon came for an imstant
from behind a cloud, and Mahon saw
that Leeuw was moving. The Duteh-
man’s biilky bedy lufched forward,
smashed against the cask and sent it
toppling overside.

Laughter bubbled up from Leeuw's
throat. Laughter that was ctit off ab-
ruptly as his jaw dropped and his eyes
glazed in death.

Mahon was leamng far out, cursing
viciously and trying to recapture the
cask, which was filllng and sinking
fast. The diamond would be lest fot-
ever it he didn't—

His fimmgers touched the wooed and
tightemed. Something ecut threugh
the water, and Mahon snateched back
his hand just in time. A white belly
gleamed for an instant in the meen-
light as the boat shuddered under the



CURSE OP

impact of the shark’s rush.

Then it was too late. The cask was
gone, bearing with it the fabulous di-
amond of Yafeanifuwa. The diamond
that no blood-stained hand could
safely touch, gone forever into the si-
lent ocean abysses.

Mahon remained for a long mement
staring at the place where the cask
had vanished. His dour face was hag-
gard. At last he drew back and
crouched motionless, trying to fight
down the mad impulse to dive after
the jewel. Well, it was gone. Leeuw
had taken care of that. And the Dutch-
man lay silent, his dead face pale in
the moonlight.

And now—what? Araka, Mahon
supposed. Freedom was a treasure to
be gained, and one of which Leeuw
could not rob him. Ewen though the
diamond was lost, that was no reason
for forgetting the prison cell that
waited, back along the jungle coast.

Maybe there was something in the
curse, after all, he reasoned. But it
was ended now. Four men had died
—five, including the priest Salimu
himself had killed—and Yakamfwa
showlld be well satisfied, Mahon
thought with grim humor. He stared
down at Leeuw.

“Did you think I'd dive in after it?"
he questioned the blank, blind face.
“Like blazes! I'll be safe in Araka
when the sharks are feeding off your
rotten carcass! Yealn!™

As for the water, that didn't much
matter. It would be hot after dawn
broke, but Mahon could stand thirst
for fifiteem hours or so. Nevertheless,
at the thought, his throat swddenly
went dry and his tongue was hot and
parched.

The devil with it! Tom Mahon had
been thirsty before.

He bent to lift Leeuw's body, ready
to cast it oversidie, and saw the dipper
under a seat. It had jammed into a
corner there, so tightly that it had not
overturmed. Mahon saw the water.

Carefully he worked the tin cup
loose. Just enough for a swallow or
two, but it would help. Mahom lifted
the dipper to his lips. He glanced at
the silent fligume at his feet.

“Here's to you, Leeuw!” he said—
and drank,
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PREMIUM FOR MURDER

By C. S. MONTANYE
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Ioo over the glltterlng dlsplay
Bannon slid up beside her. He

glanced from a tray of diamond brace-
lets to eyes that were no less bright.
“If you see anything you like,” he
said, "pick it out and we’ll go in and
buy it."
"You've been following me!” she
accused, and her voice shook.

Bannom saw she was netvous and up-
set. Still, undet the dircumstances,
that was only natutall. That morn-
ing, Vesta, her sister, had been found
dead in her bedreer at the Burniham,
with a bullet in her Heart and an enig-
matie, funny smile frezen en her lip-
stlekedi meuth.

“I'm net the oenly ene following
you,” Bannon sald quietly.
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“Wihat do you meam?"

“Take a look in the plate glass.
Across the street—lighting a cigarette
at the curb.

He saw the sudden start she gave,
heard the gasping breath she expelled.
Opposite, Jack Cuttz buttoned his
form-fitting jacket, and watched.

Bannoa smothered a smile. She
hadn’t known Curtz was tailing her,
too. He palmed his badge and let her
have a glance at it.

“Taxi sound good?” he asked. “I'll
run you home.”

"Would you?” Her voice was
choked. “That would be swell!”

He handed her into the fiirst cab that
came along, giving the hackie her ad-
dress. Bannon looked through the
cab’s rear window. Jack Curtz was
moving quickly through the crowd on
the sidewalk, looking up and down for
another cab.

“He know your address?”

“I—I don’t know,” Bonnie Cole
said.

“Wihat does he want? Or don’t you
know that elither?”

ANNON relaxed comfortably on

the leather upholstery. He knew
guite a little about Jack Curtz, abeut
the giel beside him, and about
“Senny"” Walllace and Martin King.

“He’s been bothering me for a long
time,” Bonnie said.

“In love with you?"

She made no effort to disguise a
shudder.

“You might call it that. I hate
him! I'm afraid of him.”
“I don't blame you.” Bannon

smiled sleepily. *“Jack Curtz isn't
exactly the kind any nice girl would
like to have cluttering up her living
room. As a matter of fact,” he added
idly, “I wouldn’t be surprised if
Jackie's number has gone up. I don't
think he’ll be around much longer.”

The cab went north for a mile or
more, then east, into a meighborhood
of cheap apartment houses. Bannon
saw they were almost to her place.
He wished the ride could comtinue.
He was. comfortable, completely at
ease, the way he liked to be.

He pulled himself together when
the taxi stopped, got out and offered

Bonnie his hand.

They were in front of a marrow,
brick apartment house. Bannon knew
the type. Rooms ten dollars apiece by
the month, on lease. He paid the cab
driver, looked at the corner they had
rounded for a sign of Curtz, saw noth-
ing, and followed Bonnie Cole to the
vestibule.

“I think I'll come up—for a drink,"
Bannon announced, when she opened
her bag and fumbled with unsteady
fingmss for her keys. “Got any
liquor?”

“Only a bottle of Bourbon.”

“Swell. What are we waiting
for?"

In the girl’'s apartment he dropped
down with a sigh on a three-cush-
ioned couch, listening to the click of
her heels on the wood borders of the
carpeted floot, as she hurtied to the
kitchenettz. Bannon loosened the last
two buttons on his vest.

He thought about Vesta Cole’s kill-
ing. Bonnie’s sister, the ex-wife of
Martin King, whe owned mnumerous
catch-penny shows along the main
stein, had been murdered sometime
after midnight. Bannom reviewed the
details of the case. Almost the finst
thing that had been turmed up in
Vesta’s apartmment was a small, red
leathet address book that belonged to
Stomny Wallace.

One of the elevator operators iden-
tified Sonny’s photo as that of the pas-
senger he had taken to the sevemth
floor at eleven o'clock the previous
night. And Sonny Walllace, out on
parole after a larceny rap, was Bon-
nie Cole’s boy friend.

Bonnie came back with a dose of
Bourbom, water and ice. Bannon
tried it and liked the taste. His gaze
wandered over her. She was certainly
an attractiwe dame. Lucky guy,
Sonny Walllace, keeping company
with a knockout like Bonnie.

“Whetre is he?” Bannom asked, out
of a silence broken by the tinkle of
the ice in his glass. “Sonny, [ mean.”

“I don't know.” The violet eyes
clouded. The hand that held her Pepsi-
cola tremibled. “I—I haven’t seen him
for a couple of days."”

“I've got a warrant for him,” Ban-
non went on quietly. “The inspector
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would like to have a chat with him,
find out what he was doing in your
sister’s apartment around midnight.”

ONNIE COLE'S red lips parted.
Her breath came fast.
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“This is Sonny, Babe,” Bannon
heard the voice in the receiver say.
“Listen, I've got a sharp angle and—"

There's a detective here now!™
Bonnie interrupted quickly. “He can
hear everything you say!™

Bannom started to get up. “Tell
him to hang on a minute. I want to
talk to him."

Bonnie put the telephone back on
its cradle. There was a defiant gleam
in the violet eyes she lifted to Ban-
non.

“No! Nobody talks to
until the time comes!"

Again Bannon moved his sihoulders.
He found himself wishing he had a
gitl who would defend him the way
Bonnie Cole did Sonny. He turned
back to the couch with another shrug.
Tihem, as he sank down, there was a
suddem knock on the door. Bannon
pushed his hand in under his coat
and loosened the gum holstered there.

“Curtz!” the girl whispered sibi-
lantly.

“If it is, let him in and we'll get
this over with. I don’t think he knows
me. Tell him I'm an old friend.”

Bonnie went slowly to the door.
She turned the knob and Jack Curtz
slouched in. The man’s dark, hooded
eyes fllesshedd from her to Bannom on
the couch.

“Hello, kid,”
visitor?”

Bannon couldn’t help but admire
the girl’s nerve. She kept her emo-
tions tightly in check, forcing a smile.

“An old friend of mine, Jack. Meet
Mr. Barmes. Ed. Barnes.”

“Old friend—nuts! I saw you pick
this guy up on the avenue. What's
the idea?"

Sonny—

Curtz said. “Get a

URTZ was small, thin and dapper.
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and cigar counter where she worked.
It was in the same building where
Curtz and his pattner maintained an
office. Frora what Bannon knew about
him, Curtz never overlooked a pair of
shapely legs of a pretty face. As Bon-
nie possessed both, she was fair prey.

“Wihat do you want?” she asked
Curtz tensely.

“Just a little information.” A
crooked sneer twisted his thin lips.
“I picked up a piece of news last night.
Maybe you can guess what it is. I
want to get in touch with Wallace.
Whete is he?”

Bonnie’s hand moved up to her
heart. There was a straimed, terse
note in her brittle voice when she an-
swered.

“He’s out of town. Chicago. Didn't
you kmow?"

Curtz laughed under his breath.
“Don’t hand me that stuff. I'm in a
hurry. Where'll I find Sommy?"

Bonnie Cole shook her head and re-
treated a step or two. Curtz followed,
his thin face dark and threatening.
So far as Curtz was concerned Ban-
non didn’t feel he was in the room at
all. Curtz had probably figuret him
as a masher who had made the pick-up
to while away the warm afternoon.
Bannon nodded to himself. Not a bad
notion.

“I've told you!” Bonnie imnsisted.
“Sonny’s in Chicago!™

Curtz’s clawlike hand darted out
and circled her softly rounded arm.

“Talk,” he said, “or I'll break it off
at the eltbow!™

“I told you—"

“Talk!” Over his shoulder, Curtz
added to Bannom, “You'dfbetter duck.
This is private business. Go on, get
out!?”

Bannon fiinishkeed the last of the
Bourbon and got up. He saw what
had to be done and sighed. Maybe the
astrology book was right after all.
Wednesday, unlucky. Anyway, his
peaceful relaxation was all over and
done with.

Curtz let Bonnie go and whirled
around. He ducked Bannom's smash-
ing right fist, reached for his gun and
whipped it out before he straightened.
Bannom saw it coming and lashed with
his foot. His heavy shoe caught Curtz

above the left knee-cap and bounced
him off the end of a radio cabinet.

Bannon nailed him with a straight
left hook before Curtz could get his
firimg hand in position. His knuckles
cracked into the sharp cheek-bone of
the taut-skinmed face.

Curtz hissed a curse and banged imnto
the wall. He swayed against it, filt-
tened, for a couple of seconds. Ban-
non used the time to almost fracture
Curtz’s wrist while he emptied the fel-
low’s fimngers of the steel they con-
tained.

He kicked the gun aside, dragging
out his own department pistol. Curtz
doubled like a jack-knifte, propelling
himself forward as if he had been
hurled from a sling-shot.

ANNON tried to sidestep and

take aim. He fired from a point
near his vest, thiowing the lead at a
tangent and not knewing whether he
had raissed. The next Instant Curtz
butted him in the belly. Bannen’s
head ground the rug as his heels went
up. He heard Boennie's stifled seream,
them his head whacked the weed ber-
der of the floor and somebedy turned
off the sunshine that peured in
through the windows. . . .

After a time, Bannon snapped out
of it.

He opened his eyes, wincing sharply
at the pain when he moved hi% head.
Bannoa was stretched on the fitvor,
and no hangover had ever given him
as bad a headache.

Stiffly he sat up, glad to be alive
Wiat was the matter with Jackie
Curtz, leaving him there without his
finidlingg, lead-engraved sigmature?

When Bannon’s gaze cleared he
found the answer.

Curtz lay sprawled across the sofa,
his face turned to the ceiling. Blood
dripped from a chest wound. Baninon
nodded. He hadn't made such a bad
shot, considering the difficulties in-
volved.

Curtz’s heart still fiutttersst], though
his respiration was faint. Bannon
found the bathroom and let the cold
water run in the sink. He soaked a
towel in it, slopped it over his face.
That made him feel somewhat better,

Bannon slicked his hair back with
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one of Bonnie’s combs and went in to
Curitz. He went through the pockets
of the man on the couch. A couple of
letters, a leather cigarette case, a
wafer-thin watch, a soiled handker-
chief and a wallet,.

Bannon had flinisheed reading the
second letter when Curtz opened his
eyes.

“I don't know whether it's waorth
phoning for an ambulance,” Bannon
said casually.

Curtz’s hooded eyes began to burn,
“Wihat are you? A Jap—leaving me
here to bleed to dieath?"

Bannon smothered a yawn. “Maybe
if you'll talk a little you'll get some
service. Wihy were you so hot after
Sonny Wallace?"

Curtz's eyes retreated behind their
puffy lids.

“That's easy. He cut in on me and
Bonmie. I warned him. I told him to
keep away or he’'d get blown up. Yes-
terday—"

He coughed, choked and moved
his head weakly: Bannom frowned,
He saw he wasn’t going to hear as
much as he had hoped. He went over
to the telephone and called Headquar-
ters.

Back at the couch, he picked up his
gun, holstered it and shook Curtz's
shoulder.

“I'm on the way out, Jackie,
Therell be an ambulance over here in
a few miinutes.”

Curtz’s voice was low, each word
slow-paced.

*Thanks—copper.
again—to get you!™

In a corner drug-store Bannon took
a stool at the fountain.

“Bromo, strong,” he said to the soda-
jerker. “I've got a riveting machine
in the back of my head.”

Whiille the foaming concoctiom di-
gested, Bannon read one of the letters
he had taken from Curtz. It had been
mailed in town, three days previously.
He shoved it in his pocket, liistening
to the growing clang of the arriving
ambulance and the siren of a police
car.

I'Il be around

O CHANCE for a.nap this
afternoon,” he thought re-
gretfully. “Guess I'd better hoof

around and have a talk with Marty
King, to keep this straight.”

But at the General Hospital the
white-clad receptionist, consulting her
book, saiid:

“Mr. King was discharged an hour
ago.”

gBanmm scratched his head. *All
cured, eh? That's fiire. Where did he

go?ll

“Home, I suppose. They usually
do.”

.‘Tmlmlm._"'

The subway took Bannom down-
town. He hung around Headgquarters
until dinner time. Nothing had been
turned up on Sonny Wallace. Inspec-
tor Dietz came in just before Bannon
went out.

“Curtz croaked.” The inspector, a
big, fllorid man, gave Bannon a sharp
look. “Whenre's Wallace? I thought
I told you to bring him in.”

“I'll break this case tonight,” Ban-
non promised, pulling his hat further
down over his still aching head. "So
Curtz curtained? That saves the D.A.
a lot of trouble.”

It was dark when he ffinishedl dinner
in the little place, near Primce Street,
where he usually ate.

Curtz out of the picture. Where
had Bonnie Cole lammed? Wihetre was
Sonny Wallace? Who had murdered
the glamorous Vesta?

With these problems in mind, Ban-
non went uptowm. He got out of the
subway at Forty-second Street, and
walked up Longacre. It was the hour
when the main stern turned on its
brightest lights and opened up for
business.

Bannom wandered into one of the
catch-penny attractioms. It was called
"Wonderland.” A feacireuss, side
show freaks, a shooting gallery, pifi-
ball games and rows of animated pie-
ture machines were some of the de-
vices for amusing the patrens.

Bannon made his way to the rear.
He skirted the shooting gallery,
opened a door set in a recess to the
left of it and stepped into a dimly
lighted hall. A flighit of stairs took
him to the floor above. Thiwe doors
faced him there. They were all shut.
Bannon dropped a hand to the kneb
of the center one, turned it and walked
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into Martin King's office.

“Hello, Marty. Back at the grind
again.”

A man in a pillow-swathed chair
raised his head quickly. King wore a
bathrobe over his pajamas. He looked
pale and gaunt. On the desk in front
of him was a heap of correspondence.
Mail and bills that had piled up dur-
ing his absence.

His gaze ffickered over Bannon.

“Oh, it's you. Sit down. Smoke?"

Bannon lounged against a typewrit-
ing table.

“Tihanks, no. I just dropped around
to bring you a little news. Your friend
Curtz got measured up for a harp late
this afternoon.”

King's gaze didn’t waver.
so? What happened ?”

“I shot him, when he began to get
tough with your former sister-im-law."”

King frowned. “Tiat's good. This
town will be better off without that
lug'l'

“That's what I think.” Bannon
pushed his hat back. “I expect,” he
drawled, ‘“to break the Burmham mur-
der case tomight.™

King sat motiomless.
an amgle?”

“I know the man who did it.” Ban-
non spoke slowly, indifferently. “It's
a good thing you had that aiir-tight
alibi, Marty.”

Ilwrhy?n'

Bannom moved his shoulders. “Just
before Jackie Curtz checked out,” he
went on, “he spilled—to me."

“Is that

“Yeah? Got

ING arranged the pillows in his

chair. He moved it closer to the
desk and the heap ot letters on it.
Fromm below the noise of “Wonder-
land” filtesssd up: Shatp, comtinual
cracks from the shooting gallety, the
gruenible of voiees, faint and remote.

“Who did iit?”

“Wiho do you think?” Bannon
hunted aroumd in his pocket, found a
loose match, and put it in his mouth.
“Fummy, if it weremt for that alibi of
yours, you'd certainly look like the
logical killer, Marty. I mean, the way
you've been squawking about the ali-
mony you had to pay Vesta. The fact
is, I understamd, that you've got a
little sweetie who craves matrimony
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with you. Kind of tough supporting
two dames, both with expensive
tastes.”

“Wihere'd you get all that stufff?”

Bannon shifted the match around in
his mouth.

“Put one and one together. That
makes two. I get ideas all of a sud-
den, out of nowhere. Then, of course,
what Curtz said,” he added smoothly,
“fit the whole thing together, neat as
can be."

“Looks like I was lucky getting ap-
pendicitis when I did,” King laughed.

*Yeah, the way you hated Vesta and
the threats you've been making. Bon-
nie mentionmed them. Tell me some-
thing. Wihere does Sonny Wallace
figuee?”

King's hand went in under the litter
of correspondemce. Life a flash of
lightning it came out, holding a snub-
nosed automatic. He drew a bead on
the lounging Bannon.

“So Curtz talked!™

Bannon shook his head, grinning.

“That was one of my ideas. He
didn't mention your name. He was
too far gone to do any singing. But—"
Bannom expelled the match with a
move of his lipE—"there were a couple
of letters in his pocket. One was from
you to him, mailed three days ago.
There’s just enough information in it
to tie you nicely up with Curtz. Sure,
you were on the flat of your back on a
hospital cot, but Curtz, your hired
trigger-eman, was up at the Burnham
filihgg his contract amd—"

Something in King's gaunt face
checked what Bannon said. The man
in the chair laughed quietly.

“Smart copper. Do you know what's
going to happen to you? I'm going
to ventilate you, give the fresh air a
chance to circulate through the holes
I make. Themn, a little later, you'll be
taken downstairs to the cellar. We'll
dig a nice space, fill it with cement and
put you in it for keeps!”

“The old mob stuff,"" Bannon's eyes
went around the office. “Bonmie Cole
thinks you're a smart guy, Marty,
That's a mistake. You're not smart—
enough. You're crazy if you think I
came up here alone.”

He nodded toward the door.

King
(Comtinued on page 11G)
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London Retribution

S THERE a law of vengeance which

gradually weaves a web around a

killer, bringing him to retributiom as
fearful as the horror of his own deed?

Timothy Wiggin was a hunchback. All
his life he had been mistreated by bullies
who belittled him in his neighborhood in
the slumiz of London.

His one love was his beautiful sister
who was a bar-maid, and who made it
possible for Timotihy to have a home, such
as it was. Tim begged enough pennies
each day on the streets of London to pay
his share of the rent and food.

Then tragedy struck! Tim came home
one evening to find a human fiend attack-
ing his sister. The brute had stuffed a rag
into her mouth to prevent her screaming.
Tim rushed the fiend, but was toe puny to
be of any use, for the drunken giant
knocked Tim umconscious.

When the hunchback came to, he found
his sister dead. She had suffocated from
the gag which had been pushed back too
far in her throat. The police could not
find the killer. The matter wa@ just one
more of those unsolved crimes of the

slums which interested few people.

But Tim swore revenge. He erected a
little shrine to the God of Vengeance—
and each night prayed that his sister's
death would be avenged.

Then one evening on the banks of the
Thames River, Tim saw the killer. In his
excitemmemt, Tim screamed at him, then
realized his foolishness, for he should
have followed the man and reported him
to the police.

The killer turned — recognized the
hunchback and instantly started after the
little fellow. There was murder in his eyes
—Timm knew it.

Panic-strickem, the hunchback didn't
know what to do. If he ran toward the
river, the killer could cateh him and throw
him in. If he ran across the open fiield,
he could never reach the street before the
giant would get Kim.

Like a trapped mouse, he was parslyzed
with fear. And just as he was abeut to
collapse, he thought he saw his dead sister
beckoning him across a farrow shallow
stream. Instinetively he jumped in and
started to wade to the opposite side. The
mud was thick but he kept geing.

The killer darted after him, jumping in
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the stream a few feet to the left. Tim
reached the grassy bogs beyomnd, then
turned in panic to see if the killer were
near.

But Fate willed otherwise. The killer
was sinking—he had jumped in the one
spot of quicksand along the entire river,
a section only a few feet in diiameter.

Panting and terrified, Tim watched the
murderer gradually sink to his doom—his
screams stifled as his head disappeared be-
neath the slime—a fiitting end for a fiiend
who had suffocated an innocemt girl.

The police later found the body and be-
lieved Tim's story—all but the part about
the vision of the dead sister, which was
attributed to terror. But—was it due to
terror? Who kmnows?

The Vision of Gas

MMUSTARD GAS is a horrible weapon.
It burns one from inside out, for its
chemical formula is Di-Chlor-Ethyl-Sul-
phide which releases sulphuric acid when
the vapor enters the pores of the body
and mixes with the moisture therein.
Joseph Fenner of Plainfield, N. J., a sol-
dier ot the First World War, would never
forget Mustard Gas. He had inhaled
some of it in the trenches of France—and
it had burned his throat and lungs. For
many years he suffered, before excellent
care prevented the ravages of disease
from adding his name to the roster of the
dead.
Shortly after the war, Fenmer was in
Tucsom, Arizoma, an inmate of a sanita-

rium, trying to regain his health. One
morning before sunrise he woke up very
thirsty. He asked one of his room-mates to
get him a drink of water from the hall
table where the nurse kept it.

The room-mate was new at the sani-
tarium, not as ill as Femnmer, so he went
out in the hall where he saw the bottle
of water on the nurse’s table. Half-asleep,
the room-mate carried the bottle to Fen-
ner.

Although the room was not very light,
Fenner saw something that made him sit
up in bed terrified. He was back in the
trenches in France. The man approach-
ing him was a German soldier wearing a
gas-mask, and around him was a cloud of
poison gas.

But the vision lasted only a moment,
and by that time the room-mate had
reached Femner's bed and handed him the
bottle of water.

But Femner didn’t drink it. He just
stared at the bottle and tried to collect his
wits. As he did so, the nurse rushed in.

“Who toolk that bottle from my table?"
she shouted.

Them, seeing it in Femner’s hand, she
gasped: “My God—dom’t drink that—it's
sulphuric acid!"

Later, doctors in the sanitarium took
down Femmer’s testimomy, his strange ac-
tions being verified by the room-mate and
the tiurse who had been severely repri-
manded for her carelessness. But no ex-
planation could be given.

The case was referred to psychiatrists

[Twrm page]

PROVES MAN IS GOD

A strange method of mind and body control, that leads to immense powers
never before experienced, is announced by Edwin J. Dinglk:, ERG.S.,
well-known explurer and geographer. It is said to bring abowt almast un-
believabie improwemunt in powsr of mind. Many report improvemznt in
health. Others acquire superb bodily strength, secure better positioms, turn
failure into success. Offten, with surprising speed, talents, ability and a

more magnetic persomalitty are developed.

This startling method was found in remote and mysterious Tibet,
formerly a forbiddem cowmtry, rarely visited by outsiders, and often called
the land of nnrailes in the astounding books written abowt it. Here, be-
hind the highest mowntains in the world, Mr. Dimgle learned the extraord-
inary system lie is now disclosing to the Wkestorm world.

He maintaims that all of us are giants in strength and mind-power,
capablc of surprising feps, from the delay of old age to the prolonging

of youth, and the achievememe of dazzling business and professiomal success. Erom childhood, how-
ever, we are hypnotized by a false idea of what we really are.

Must of us kmow that Ged 1s everywhere, but never realize that God cannot be everywhere with-
out being also in us. And if He is in us, then all His wisdom, all His power — unlimited kmowledge
and infinite power — is likewise in us. If God is everywhere, then there is nothing but God, and
we also are that — a comypletetly successful human life being the expression of God in man. The

Holy Spirit of the Bible is an actual living force
greater
The method found by Mr
Dimgle in Tibet is said to be remarkably instromental
in freeing our ininds of the hypnotizing ideas which
blind us to the vast power of this living force

in man, and through it we too can do
things than these.”

within us.

A nine-thousand wernd treatise, Fevealing
the startling results of this system, is now
being offered free to anyome who quickly
sends his name and address. Whiite promptly
to the address below, as only a limited num-
ber of the free treatises have been printed

The Institute off Mentalphysics, Dept. A-78, 213 So. Hobart Blvd., Los Angeles, Calif.
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as another phenomenon of psychic in-
stance in the records of mystery.

Tiger Justice
LARK MARKBERG, a former tiger
trainer, told this stery to friends while
attending the opening ot Ringling Breth-
ers, Barnum and Balley Clreus at Madi-
§on S%uaf@ Gardem, New Yeork City, én
ApFil 9th, 1942,

Some years ago whem Markberg was
with a small circus touring the southern
states, a young lady, one of the trapeze
artists, was found dead in bed. Her death
was attributed to a fall she had sufffered
some weeks previously which had affected
her heart. The doctor had told her she
should rest for the remainder of the sum-
mer—but she had continued to perform.

But there were several troupers who be-
lieved the girl had been poisomed. How-
ever, they didn’t want to get into any legal
entanglememnts which might hold them in
town. When the doctor pronounced the
cause ot death, without holding an au-
topsy, they kept their mouths shut.

Stilll, they suspected the assistamt tiger
traimer, Joe Lopez, who took charge of the
“cats” two afternoons a week, when the
head trainmer rested.

They knew he had beem in love with the
trapeze girl, Florrie Hoffman, and had
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threatened her if she refused to marry him.
Before he had joined the circus he had
been a pharmacist and he once boasted
that he knew a poison which could not be
detected.

Time passed. The circus went on. Then
came the fatal afternoon in Oklahoma
when Lopez was scheduled to take charge
of the “cats.”

The drums rumbled. Lopez entered the
cage of the tigers in all his finery. The
atmosphere was tense. Spectators held
their breath.

Then, before the guards could prevent
the tragedy, the tigers suddenly went wild.
As though animated by a sudden lust to
kill—they pounced upon Lopez, clawing
him to death.

Two tigers were shot before the guards
could get to the mangled body. His
jacket had beem torn from his back, for it
seemed that the jacket rather than the
man had angered the “cats.”

An investigation brought forth the reve-
lation that the fatal jacket had monkey
hair on it—and the smell of a monkey will
drive any tiger wild.

Suspecting a plot, the circus owmer in-
terrogated everyome, evem the absent-
minded watchman who had been with the
circus many years and who was known to
be touched.

When asked if he had seem anyome near
Lopez’s dressing room that day, he an-
swered:

“Only Florrie Hoffman. She was carry-
ing a monkey when she came out."

The owmer quickly snapped bhack:

“But Florrie Hoffman is dead—dom’t you
remember—sie died back in Neorth Care-
lina.”

“Oh, yes,” said the watchmanm shaking
his head, “I remember. I forgot she was
dead. I guess I must have been dream-
ing, for it couldm’t have been héwr—ceoild
it? I thought it was funny when she took
that monkey back to his cage—amd then
disappeared. That proves it was just a
dream—doean’t it?"

No one accused the gqueer oid man of
having anything to do with the plet, se
hiB testimomy was discredited by the pe-
lice—but not by the troeupers whe wanted
to believe that the ghost of Flerrie Hoff-
man had found revenge.

Gun-Hand Justice

BACK in the eighties in Arizoma, one
of the fastest men on the draw was
Ted Shawney who bragged he could draw
and fire before his opponent’'s gun left the

holster. . .
Shawney was hated by his asseciates foF
his brutality, but they respected his quick
draw. Aware of his abjlity, he seldom shet
to kill, but rejeiced in Wounding an an:
tagomgﬁ.- His pet trick was te shest ¥hs
other fellow's gun hand an sngpés it for
life. Many a man whe hag ‘1&5& Zhawne
in a brawl had never used his right han
sOne of these men was Will Hasting,
(Twm page]
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One has only

tostudy the

news about

business expansions, war production, new ta¥e@
and regulations to see that wherever business is
busy accountants are busy. For remember: this
is the profession back of the financialsuccess and
progress of all other enterprises. And account-
ancy incomes of $2,000 to $5,000, or more,
yearly, certainly aren't earnings to be dis-
missed lightly |

WHAT ARE MY OPPORTUNITIES?

Frankly, they areimportant ones—and numer-
ous. Beq(innm opportunities as eeper,
cost clerk, billing clerk, time clerk. Advanced
opportunities to serve in big and small business
firms; advising on finance, analyzing costs,
helpifig to shape polieiea. Opportunities to

ualify In the Governmental aceounting jobs

at are opening up rore and rmore. Oppot-
tunities in private praetiee, as a 6ost consultant
er C.P-A:

THE BEST ANSWER OF ALL

These are facts that invite your thorough Investiga-
tion as to what LaSalle Tritning for this profession of
many opportamiities has in store for you.

Complete infotmauon—a survey covering this sub-
ject from different angies—is what you shouid have
Dow, before making any final decision. You'll find it
in this 48-page book. And it is aptly titled "“The Pro-
fession That Pays"” ... for. as the official Jowmal of
Accountancy has pointed out: “if thers be a pro-
fession in which the average compensation ls higher,
it is not known to us.” So, if you really are in carnest
—and willing to study seriously—fiill in and mail T@
coupon for your copy teday, Your future may lie
inside its pages!

LASALLE extension universiTy
A Cormraxpomilance Institution

Dept. 9329-HR Chicago, 11,

1 wamt to see what Accountancy offers for my future.
Please send me your FREE 48-page booklet. “Axrount-
ancy, the Profession That Payx.” and full jofarmatica
about your economical, spare time trainjng.
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Al%in mDnthl H

who had questioned Shawney’s honesty in
a poker game—and before Hasting could
draw, he had had the bones of his right
hand shattered by Shawney's bullet.

Hasting had cursed Shawney. He
shouted at the laughing gun-man:

“Someday I'll ruin that gun-hand of
yours, Shawney—amd youw’ll laugh on the
other side of your rotten face.™

Shawney sneered:

“You'll never do it facing me, you crip-
ple.”

Hasting never did live to fulfill his ven-
geance, for one evening while Shawney
and others were in a saloom, a rancher
rushed in and reported that Hasting had
been killed in a cave-in at the mine. The
rancher asked for help to dig out Hast-
ing's body.

Shawney volunteered along with several
others. After digging for sometime, the
lifeless right arm of the dead man was
seen sticking out of the dirt. Shawney
recognized it by the scar which his own
gun had made.

“Here he isl"™ shouted Shawney. And
then he reached down and grabbed the
crippled hand and started to pull the body
out of the loose dirt.

Suddenly Shawney screamed:

“My God—my hand!™

And before others could unloosen the
grip of death, the bones in Shawney’s gun-
hand had been so crushed, that from that
day om, Shawney had to shoot from his
left hand. No one ever feared him again
for his quick draw.

Although the accident was laid to miigor
moutiss, there were those who thought oth-
erwise, for no doctor had ever reported
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rigar portiifs strdng enough to cruih a
man's hand!

Vild Indian

A UTHORITIES in the study of hered-

state that every persem's brain
carries the genes of forty-eight ancesters,
anddtheae are burled in the sub-conscious
min

Should, howewverr, extreme emotion
weaken the conscious control of an indi-
vidual, any of these genes might break
through and take control for a spell, caus-
ing the individual to take on the manner-
isms and characteristics of that amcestor.
This often happens when a person goes
insane and loses conscious control.

A case has been reported from Lan-
caster, Pemmnsylwania, where a young lady
attended a spiritual seance. The doctor
reporting this case asks that the young
ladsy's name be withheld.

he had been warned by her stepmother
to keep away from spiritualism, but be-
cause her friends had been finding enter-
tainment at a certain medium’s house the
girl couldn’t resist the temptation.

The room was dark except for a tiny
red light. The medium, sitting in the cen-
ter of a circle of spectators, went into a
trance. S@ddenly, beside the medium, ap-
peared the form of an American Indian,
followed by a war-cry that startled every
spectator.

The young girl became more excited
than the others—amd then as though she
were animated by another entity, she
rushed at the Indiam’s image which seemed
to disappear into the body of the medium,
But this didn’t stop the girl.

[Twrn pege]
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Using her long handbag as a tomahawk,
she struck at the medium’s head, grabbing
the medium’s hair in the other hand as
though trying to scalp the woman.

Someome turned on the lights, and soon
the young girl was quieted. In a dead
faint, she was placed on a sofa.

Soon she came to, but she had no recol-
lection of what she had done. The others
told her she had acted like a wild Indian,
herself.

Still upset when she got home, she con-
fessed to her stepmotther, promising never
to attend another seance.

After forgiving the repentant girl, the
stepmother decided to reveal a secret she
had kept from the girl for a long time.
Assuring the stepdaughter that there was
nothing for her to be ashamed of, the step-
mother said:

“You see, my darling—your great-
grandfather was a full-blooded Sioux In-
dian—the greatest warrior of his tribe!”

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS

Dear Chakra: I have been told that the
name ‘“Jones” should never be givem a
boat, because it makes Davy Jones mad

Special Free Offer

Send this coupon to Mystery-SBumpes, THRILL -
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and the boat will gink. 13 this just a joke
or is founded on fact?

Wiilliam Dooler.

Dear Mr. Dooler: Statistics seerns to show
that thera may be seme basis te this belief.

For instance the American dentro Jaeeb

Jones was Bunk In the ﬁ'f&i rrll t’tfr M&fé

tham 60 anll@rs l@&l thel m |q, a4 néw
i)

destroyer In the eon
ehrigtehed Jﬁ@%lh JQ:'H%:% q%"h
this yeaf.

Dear Chakra: Is it true that insanity
can be transferred from an Insane man,
to one frequently around him?

Alice Mall.

Dear Miss Mall: There are some cases of
thin. One outstandimgz ease ia that of Couwnt
Szechemyii, & famoum Hmm riah aeientist whe
went Insam». A Yy ‘: udehit wa;% a’iééllﬁﬂéd
to play ehean remlﬁrrx wmh %@Whtt
BlX years, the Couht Was Sahe am ihe ‘-Ftt@déﬂ(
Wan iNshAe:

Dear Chakra: When a child is afraid
of something, does it shoew that sueh a
thing is destined to de damage to the
child? Wilma Johnson.

Dear Miss Johmson: There are many doc-

tors who willl say yes. There are many cases
to substamtiate It. One recently got {nto the
headllimen. A Mrs M.......... or New York
City had beem afraid of mirrors all her life.
As a child she would scream when she llooked
into ome. This Item apm:amzd:l In a New York
newspaper this Spring: "“Mms M...........
suffered a dizzy spell last night amd while
clutching violently at the dresser for sup-
ort, yamked It from Its place as ahe fell with
er back agaimsit the mirmror. A splinter of
glass enteredl her hack amd when she stag-
gereed! to her bed. the glass splinter killed
er.”

Iy Was suh ééi‘fy

Dear Chakra: Who discovered spiri-
tualism? Mary Bailer.
Deanr Miss Bailer: Kattle Fox Is comsidered

the mother of splritwallism, begum at Hvdes-
ville, New York In 1848. —CHAKRA.
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PRENMIUM FOR MURDER
(Qonitimadd fram page 101)

was only humam and, for a fraction of
a split second, his gaze followed Ban-
non’s. Bannom lunged in that flHletiing
space of time. Theautomaticexploded.
Hot lead whizzed by Bannon's right
ear, but he gained his objective in the
next breath,

The chair with the cushions went
over. He filung himself on top of
King, struggling for possession of the
automatiic. King clung to the weapon,
trying desperately to squeeze the trig-
ger. Bannom felt the steel digging
into his stomach.

E WRIGGLED to one side, us-

ing his fist as haranjers. King
was big, hard. The hespitall stay had
softened him, but he still had plenty
of fight left in him. His teeth ripped
at Bannon's faee, his het breath siek:
efed the detective. Still Marty King
elung te the autematie.

King’s armm wound up aroumd Ban-
non’s neck. It tightemed. Thumbs
dug into the vulnerable spot on his
neck. Bannom used all his strength to
pry King's weaponmed hand out from
under him.

Inch by inch, while his breath
burned in his lungs and black spots
danced before his eyes, Banmnom con-
tinued to wedge the gum away. He
pinned King's wrist to the dirty
wooden floot, trying with superhuman
effort to get his neck out ot the vise
that held it.

Seconds were ticking away. Ban-
non knew he couldn't last much
longer. His head was spinning around
like a top. It was a question ot
whether he could get the gum before
he went out—aoff strength against
strengith.

Bannom put everything he had into
a firnal attempt. He heard the office
door opening. Bannom's heart sank.
He was cooked it it were one ot King's
henchmen. The sound of the rusty
hinges squeaking seemed to give him
fresh, desperate powet. Martim King's
fingasss opened and Bannom had the
automatic In the next heartbeat.

The paralyzing arm about his neck
dropped off when Banmon rammed the
gun against King’s head. Tihe man
twitched and lay still. Bannom got to



his k@pees shakin hlshad to elga i{t
BFiRG UP 1AtO enme ole's
afmeu aee,

"You—youw've got him!” the girl
cried thinly.

Bannom saw the man with her.
Sonny Walllare, red-headed, freckled,
pushed Bonnie aside. He helped Ban-
non shove King back into the chair.

“Wihat are you doing here?” Ban-
non wheezed. “I've got a warrant for
you in my pocket.”

“I tried to get here to beat the
pinch!’ Walllace explaimed quickly.
“I've kept under cover, working my
own angles. I fijgured this thing per-
fectly because, before I left Vesta last
night, she said she had a late date with
Curtz. She said he was coming there
to talk about a full alimony settlement,
that King was sending him to see her.”

Bannon snapped the cuffs on King
and jerked a thumb at the telephone
on the end of the desk.

“Call Headquarters,” he said to
Bonmie. “Tell themm I want a wagon
around here, that I've got the party
who murdered Vesta Cole last night!™

Then, while Bonmie unhooked the
receiver, Bannom mopped his face;
with his handkerdhieff and scowled
at Wallace.

“Ome thing more, Sonny. For my
own private information. I knowj m
you're on parole and that you've been
going straight. But what were you;
doing at the Burmhamm last night, m
Vesttdls ent?”

“I went there,” Walllace replied, “to
tell her samething.”

llwmt?nl

Sonny Walllace looked across at the
girl telephonimg. He begam to smile
as he said:

“[ wanted to tell Vesta that Bonnie
and I got married yesterday after-
noon !
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PAGE OF
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THE BI& DIME'S WORTH

ON SALE BEVERYWHERE
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HERE'S another

Green Ghost mys-

tery thriller in
store for you next is-
sue—THE CASE OF
THE ASTRAL AS-
SASSIN. Author G. T.
Fleming-Robetts opens
the magician-sleuth's
bag of tricks eonce
Mmore—and cComMes
threugh with oene ot
the rmest thrilling full-
length nevels he has
evek Written.

In THE CASE OF THE ASTRAIL AS-
SASSIN, George Chance takes the trail of
a diabolical criminal versed in the black
arts. Wihen an invisible man stalks, and a
mysterious ray gun strikes death, Chance
must use every ounce of his resourceful-
ness to solve the baffling problems created.
The startling developraents in this novel
and its gr gpihg golution will amaze youl
It's a humdinger of a detective yarn.

Another headliner next issue is BIG
GAME KILL, a novelet by Dale Clark. A
brutal murder is committed on a football
field in full view of the huge crowd of
sports fans! BIG GAME KILL packs a
punch—it’s a knockout yarn!

In additiom, THE TAPPA TREE, by
John H. Knox—ome of the most unusual
stories we've ever given you. If you like
stories that are different, THE TAPPA
TREE is your dish! Also, several exelt-
ing shorter steries of crime by your fa-
vorite authors. A gala issue from cover to
cover!

Happy reading!

—THE EDITOR.

P.S. Please write amdd tell me what you
thimk nf the storiex In thik isswe.” Address all
letters iind postrivrds: te The Kditeow, THRULIL,-

ING MYSTHIRW, 11 Knast 39th Streeit, New
York, N. Y.

LET THE STARS
BE YOUR GUIDE!

A DayybbpB)ay Hovvesepepe for All Zadiacal
Signs Agppares in Evaryy Issue of

EUERYDAY ASTRULOGY

Mo on Sale  10c  Av Al Sands

fH S ECHTRO-TEG TESHCT G O Iy T Sty tri i ftifCTi



Power Without
Hosses

Undle Samm Is Gaoing) Al @ht
on Ghiflass-AdgeNodebaibd!

E United States Army is now going
all-out on gliders. The deadly tech-
nique of landing companies, regi-

ments and evea full divisions of men
sileatly from the sky which the Germans
used so successfully in Crete last year is
te be turned against them when the great
invasien of Eurepe finally gets under way.

The advantages of glider attack are ob-
vious—the ships are economical to build
and easy to replace—the element of sur-
prise is immense, for no detector can pick
ul) the approach of a motorless plane and

iders can be released from a towing ship
while miles away from their objective and
still hit it en the nose.

bwnm is needed are men—for a man's
jol

As this force—exact numbers, naturally
cannot be Siven—ls planned to number
about a hundred thousand men, the field is
wide open. Here are the qualifications for
membership:

The applicant must be a citizen of the
United States between the ages of 18 and
35 years, inclusive. He must be able to
pass the physical and mental requirements.
Formetly, prior flight training was consid-
ered essential, but these restrictions have
been remeved in order to give everyone a
chanee te qualify as a glider-pilot, regard-
fess of the extent of previous experience.

He must be in reasomably good condi-
tion—though the bars are a bit lower than
for the regular Air Forces—reasonably
well educated and intelligent and must be
up to general Army requirements. He will

lven training, firet at a CAA school

ight planes with emphasis on dead
stiek andings, then get down te intensive
training with gliders themselves,

Those who graduate successfully, be
they civilians or Army men, will be given
at least staff sergeant's rating with full
flighit pay. And, as it is a new service,
commissions are going to come more éas-
“#.; than in other services at least until

get ranks are fillled.

As we just said, it's a man's job and a
great prwllege—a chance to get in the
first whacks at the Axis—and the rewards
are great. Let's go, fellows, Keep 'em
gliding!
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1 Ann doesn’t ery easily—but that night 1
found her in tears! ““I can't help it,”” she sobbed.
“All the things we were golng to do—buy a
car, build a home—remermder? And here we
are—rmarfied three years, and just barely mak-
ing ends meet! I thought euf dreams might

eome true—but it's e use.” I made up my
ind right then te "have it aut" with the bess.

e et —

2 “Look here!™ he said. “I
can't pay you more unless
you’re wonthh more! And
frankly, John, you lack the
traiiriired a bigger job needs.
Ever hear of the International
Correspondence Schools?™

B Air Biwkd
m Ak Canditiosing
Kivgliare Dnstitii

BOX 3947-V,

Without cost 6r obligation, please send me a eopy of your beeklet, "Who Wins
and Why,” and full particulars abeut the course

3 When I learned the boss
was a former [.C.S. student,
I signed up quitik/ And what
a difference it made in my
work! I'd never realized until
then how litiiée I knew about
the business.

SCRANTON, PFINNA.

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES

O] Contracting and Building [E] Marine Engined
Cattan M, a

Drifiing
'Meahanloal Engineacing

'ore which I have marked X:

g
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Atrchitestura
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o
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4 1'm happy, and Ann's
happy, and T guess the boss
is happy. (At least I've had
two “raises” in the last yearl)
And here’s the very same
coupon that I mailed, staring
wou in the facel
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Learn
This
Profitable,
Fascinating

Profession im 90 Days,

at Home

Hundreds of Men and Women have found Independence this way

If you are looking for a new and better way to make a livin,

FASCINATING, PROFITABLE P

college training. Hundreds of graduates of our home st
practice of their own. Many report minimum earnings
received his diploma January 1st, 1930, reports avera_gu}mg $60.00
nead] hundheeds of Mben and Woonen traimed in Phyivothdre

LON, and one

Plenty of Opportunities Open

‘This imferestin%. bl% pay profession waa for years
available enly to a few. [Its secrets were guarded
jealously and fabulous prices were d for in-
strwetion. This same {natruetion ia now avallable
to you at a mere fraction of the former price, and
you need net leave your preseft werk until you
have qualiﬂsd 28 an expert and ean eommand an
axpert's daay. There 15 4 big demand fer trained
men apd wemen ffdam beality sheps, hesgitals,
sanitariums, 6lubs, doetors and PrIvate patlents.
Prepaie for this profitable professien now.

A Dignified Profession

The expert in Swedish Massage is reengnized as
a professional of the highest type, eammsndin
the respect of everyone in his camfﬂuﬂlt{. Here
is a profession, now open to you, whieh mmakes
you & publie benefactor; for the skill we teach
you is of great ald ln many human ailinents as
well as in building beauty—it offers you pesis
tion, both professignal

‘ ahd secial, it efiers

an
i admiration of yeur
aelg}a‘aafa'aﬂa i-igﬂ&iﬁ;

YOU Can Learn at Home

Turn sg:are hours inte meoney. Use 6pare time at
home master & profession whieh has madg
thousands of dollars yearly for ambitious men an

women. Many graduates have eompleted iBis
training in just & few moenths, but yeu-ean take
your own time. It need net interfére With yeuf
other work oF pleasure. All mstme?aka Ras Besh
prepared by the teachers in eur wel Bg% asl:
dent sehoel—the same fnaterial i85 used and &
diplefia is awarded upoh graduatien.

Experis in Reducing

Many of out students becoine Cgiﬁiiliﬁi i
Thousands of men and women pay hu

our famous resident school ‘This eourse inely

Dietetics, Reducing Diets, Hydm-Tl\erggg, Agjatomy,
need to

Gymmnasities, 1n fact everything you know

for a Diploima,

8ufAs to tﬁis@dggiPﬁl

Enroll now—get the benefit of Instruction by tggﬁ i?ﬁ@h&ﬁ 18

MissE.A.Chiliidsddd |

——
Bikss H. Sweain, Ariz.

PIpY.

These photographs @mre
representative of h v n«
dreds receiwvad with
lettera of
emmendation.
@l@u on iﬁ“@deklwsﬁ il fh:
el £ 8t 61 names
and phetesrapha of Gfiai
pates.

alze and ree:

Send the

, take up Swadish Massege, 8 DIGNIFIED
the few s%ill @Esn to men and women without
course, either have |
$60.00 per week, while

ve ﬁn@prm@ﬁg oF & private
. €. Cnittendon, whe
Nawy

per day. t now the Armyy and

(Massege)

Large Incomes from Doetors,

hospitals, sanitatinms, clubs and private patients
are bound to come to those of our grad who
rofit by the thousands of opportumities available
‘make money. Mr. Charles Romer, Wisconsin,
writes, At times I have had to turn away people:
I have been so busy the depression never totiche,
me."” Miss Childs, Baltimote, Maryland, says,
“I already have over 40 patients, I hope many
others take your course and profit fieneially and
soclally as I have." 5 afd hundieds of
graduawa have written similar letters. Get_inte
wedish Massage h our "Right ia Yeur
Own Home" Plan.

Regular Diploma Awarded

When you have completed our heme study course
(high school training Aot need dgf ou will b

awarded THE College of Swedis assage Di-
ploma. This diploma is a badge of honor, a waF=
ranty to the public that you have qualified as a

expert and sheuld be accepted by thi B

of your proficiency in your chosen professien;
Entoll now, before it, beeomes ﬂeﬁ%ﬁé y to spend
g@eaﬁ gi égt@mlve training to gualify for a permit

pra .

Anatomy Charts and
Booklet of Photographs

Write now for our amazing offer
of Anatomy Charts and Booklet
of Photographs and letters from
araduam. Medieal Dictionary
Patented Reducing Roller and
Hydro-Therapy supplies are all
included in our course without
one cent of extra cost. Send the
eoupon now—there is no eost 6f
obligation,

THE Ediege of Swedish Miassage

Dept. 663, East Adams St., Chicago

(Successor to -National College of Massage)

Use this Coupon for FREE informetion

THE Coll.
Dept. 663,

You may send me FREE and Post
Ilustrated Catallog, Booklet of Successful graduates and comm-

egeofmllm

hieage, il

0 Esst Adams St., ),
td Anatemy Charts.

plete details of your offer.
Jil El NAME. ... coivuutite i iensooocsasassentsssnonssnasnas e
) aua{lgy Address. ...... ... .. it e



These TWO best-sellers FOR

It’s really truel
ONLY §1.39. Not $1.39 for each, but for
BOTKI! And you pay nothing in advance. And
nothing AT ALL if you decide not to KEEP the
books after examining them, Ne strings attached

to this offer.

COUPON below (without money)

Send FREE EXAMINATION
NOW!1

ACTUAL VALUE $3.75

674 Thrillipg Pagess.

WA CuoerstotocCoast BeitsSedler
at $2751

Over 330,000 Sold—And Now It's America’s Smash-Hit Movie!

INNGS ROW -sensational best-seller which
strips the masks from ah Amehican tavwh |
KINGS ROW—the town they talk of in whis-
pera!! KINGS ROW—mow thiilling milllens in
the exelting movie, as It thiiilled thousands in
the original hoved at $2.75 { Reveals the seeret
thouohits, suppiaased passions, pent-up de:
sires of people in a smalll towh—whtie every=
body THINKS he knows everyboedy else.

A human face can become a “mask™—hid-
ing love hate, ambition. But Li-year-old
PARRIS MITCHELL took people at face
value ! lie liked affectionate Renee ; loved
girl-crazy Drake McHugh ; trusted Jamie
Wallaffield, who wrote poems amd whom

| peoplesecretly called “toopretty faraboy.™
I €assie Tower, the lBWB S pretiiest gir.
he thought “5{5-35‘&% * 8he was always
kept heme By her Father, a physician
living MySRHHAY Wil witheut pa-
tients. But PARR!& teared esld-faeed

Dr. Gordon, whose patients’” hearts were so often
found “tmo weak for chloroform.” Omee Parria
heard- (and never forgot) frightful screams
from a farmhouse, whem De. Gordon was there!

‘M Powmerifsl and Passiomate Boak"

Through his sensitive r PARRIS
the intuition of a borm doctor; dizcovered that eacii
person’s protective mask hid a gnawing fear, paralyzing
inferlority complex, or cherished vice. And later, as
DOCTOR Partiiz Mitchell (traimed as a psychiatrist in
Vienna) he stripped oft theilr masks|

How their masks were removed, how tamgled lives
met in thrilling conflict, Is an extraordinary story—
gripping in Intensity, exciting in action, fascinating
in suspense. A truly great nnvel—pscked with
Kings Row’s faves, hates, hy
tragedies, comedies eand, sometimes. name-
lesg horrors! The N. Y. Times called it
"a grand yarm, full of the sap of
life” N. Y, Herald Tribune
sald, “Emotional, powerful,
passionate.””

wr Short Stories off DEE MAUPASSANT

N ADDITION to KINGS ROW. you
ALSO g:t (for $1.39) this sm-mge

volume—t| greatest works of

evening as he would a mistiess!
Would you like more bargains like

litera- is? — —
ture’s most daring stor’y-teller! Here, this? You can—IF YOU WISH TO
nd

thi

get a double-bargain every montln!

are :
frankest stories of their kimdl! Tales 105.000 people are dolng so now ; bulld-

of love, hate. Intrigug:, passion.

ness, jealousy, heroismn—pllots that will
startle vou with horrer and amazement |

Nearily 100 Sstoiiss!

med-  ipg twe libravies (of modern best-sellers

an@ gwat ela&&i@gh faf- aw .99 2

ﬁ%i&

Read of “BALIL-OF-FAT." demi-mon-
daine who alone could save a party of
more respectable people in German-
occupied Framce—and what she did.
Read FORBIDDEN FRUIT in whieh
Henriietts, tived of being mamikd, begs
her husband to take her out far an
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X’Bt With
heh.

Examine BOTH BOOKS Free
Sendl No Momgy—No Obligstion

You don‘t have to send any money to
recelve Kings Row an I Short Storles ot
de Maupassant for FREE EX. NA-
TION. The cou {mn will bring them at
om:e Pay nothing to postman. If you

KE the books, ssnd anly fl .89, plug
uw cents puﬁttgt eosts,
Remember. 31 30 for BOTH beaks! g

ELY PLEASED, RE-
TURN THE BDOKS PAY N@FHiNQ\

tlon even it you iuoept the beoks and
pay for them.) We have enly a lumsed
supply fer this liberal offer.
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Rachel—wike avenaed France becauss
of just one German kizm feoo manyl
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BOOK LEAGUE OF AMERICA, ﬁiﬁt. T.6.9, Garden CGity, N. Y, [
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however, mail me mﬂfi‘w}i 5% ela Y '
Foass’ join me Book League shd fie entited &8 slmllar Baf-

gains each
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