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E V E R E A D Y FLASHLIGHT 
T R A D E - M A R K 

FOR CIVILIAN WARTIME USE! 

Keep flashlights loaded with de-
pendable fresh DATED "Eveready" 
batteries—and have an extra set on 
hand jor your light in case oj long-
continued use. 

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 
special fibre sheets, tight-
ly laminated in 5 layers, 
the tube is tough and 
hard. It will give long 
years of service! 

WATER-REPELLENT) 
This new "Eveready" 
flashlight is protected by 
a specia l wate r -proof 
coating which seals out 
moisture. 

L O N G L A S T I N G ! 
. . . Drop it on concrete 
floor—this flashlight case 
c a n " t a k e " o r d i n a r y 
abuse. It's actually more 
durable than millions of 
flashlights now in use. 

METALS HAVE GONE TO WAR! 
But metals or no metals, Amer-

ica needs flashlights . . . at home, 
in business, on the farm, in the 
factory. . . needs them for a thou-
sand vital civilian uses. 

And America shall have them! 
This national need—made more 

pressing than ever by wartime 
emergency conditions—has been 
answered by the world's largest 

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

Unit of Union Carbide and Carbon Corporation 
EH3 

The word "Eveready" is a registered trade-mark oj 
National Carbon Company, Inc. 

FRESH BATTERIES LAST LONGER... 
Look for the DATE-LINE 

flashlight-and-battery laboratory. 
Here it is—the new "Eveready" 

flashlight made of tough, 5-ply 
fibre—tested 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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WHAT A R E 

YOU 
GOING T O DO TO 

HELP? 

I Am Ready to 
HELP YOU 

Help 
WIN THE WAR 

^ f ^ ^ ^ D i f r i e t o r 

EASY TO LEARN 
AT HOME ! 

Turn those precious hour* 
you may bo idling away 
aroand tho house into prict-
Imtt hnowhJgo which will 
*er?c you all your life. 

You're a good loyal American; yon want to do your parti 
All of us can't be toldiers, or sailor*, or air pilots, but we 
can serve. One way to do it is to master a trade or vocation 
which will help win the war and at the same time prepare 
you for a good position after the war is over. 

CRIME IS 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 Printing and other Crime Detection Meth-
ods, and you can leant right at home, in spare time, at small 
cost. 

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

Fascinating—Thrilling—Profitable 
Scientific crime detection offers excellent opportunities BOW 
. . . and the future promises even greater 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 finger printing em-
ployees. The potential value of finger print training grows 
day by day. 

NOWS 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 Sunnyslde Ave. Dept. 7966 Chicago, III. 

FREE "BLUE BOOK OF 
CRIME" 

Gives the case histories of famous crimes 5 
and how they were solved by experts. I 
This book has been an "eye-opener" to Z 
thousands. It told them how they could | 
prepare themselves at small cost and in _ 
short time to fill good-pay, responsible | 
positions in Identification Work. Send • 
for it F R E E today, stating age. | 

This May Be Your Opportunity for I 
HELPING TO WIN THE WARM i 

Send For This Great Book Now 
INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE 
M I O S u n n y s k U A v e , D e p t . 7 8 0 6 , C h i c a g o . | R . 

Gentlemen: Wi thout obl igation, lend me tha " B i n e 
B o o k of Cr ime" and complete llat of over 840 bureau* 
employ ing I .A.S. graduates. A l s o give me information 
regarding coat and terms. 

( L i t e r a t u r e s e n t only t o p e r a o n a s t a t i n g a g e . ) 

N a m * . * t « 

Address 

I C i t y . Stats. 



E V E R Y S T O R Y B R A N D N E W 

Vol. XIX, No. 2 September, 1942 Price 10c 
A Complete Green Ghost Mystery Novel 

JhiL Qoasl tksL 

— mURDEROUS mERIMID 
?jWFsj/M^A Bv G. T. FlEimnG-ROBERTS 

George Chance, Magician-Detective, Adopts 
'>. U ^ the Role of the Green Ghost to Help Ex-

^ ^m^h^t* m Circus Pals when a Mysterious Brutal Killer 
Rurus Amok! - - - 1 3 

A Complete Colonel Crum Novelet 
SHADOW OF THE KILLER John H. Knox 56 

The Mystery of a Fifteen-Year-Old Kidnaping Leads the Midget Detective 
Straight to a Grim Political Crime and Blackmail Set-up' 

Thrilling Short Stories 
AMATEUR DEATH Lansing Stebbins 50 

An "Accident" Turns Out to Be a Well-Planned Murder 

HIS GRAVE WAS DEEP C. G. Tahney 77 
Lambert's Perfect Crime Would Baffle the Police, But— 

CURSE OF THE COBRA Henry Kuttner 87 
Disaster Comes to Those Who Would Arouse the Wrath of Yakamfwa 

PREMIUM FOR MURDER C. S. Montanye 96 
Detective Bannon Can't Take it Easy when a Desperate Killer Plays Possum 

and 
MYSTERY-SCOPES Chakra 102 

Special FREE Mystery-Scope Reading Offer! See Page 108 

T H B n J J N Q MYSTERY, published bi-monthly by Bet ter Publicat ions. Inc. at 11 E M JOlh Si N ™ York N V q.,w 
•CTtptlon yearly. 1.60 f s l l IsMlMI ; sln«le copies. 1.111. Porcl«n and Canadian posui te e i l r a Kntere'd an i m i i i d c i . .V „ 
Ju ly 12 1035. a l the Post Office at Ne» York. N Y . under the A n o( March 3 11170. Copyri . l , " m " " HoI « I - i b l r S f n i ? 
I n c M a n u s c r i p t will not be re turned unless accompanied by se l f - .ddn-sscd . s tamped enve lops . and a r e s u b m i t t e d a P h i 
au thor s r l s t Names of all c h a r a c t e r , used In stories and »eml llctlon ar t ic les are flcllUous If . name iSy l l v t a j 
person or existing Inst i tu t ion Is used It Is a coincidence. ' l l m ' 

PRIN'TKD IN T i l t U.S.A. " 



EARN A 
IF you still have a low pay Job—If 

the War has cnt instead or jumped 
your pay—or if you now have H War 
Job that you know won't last—take 
a tip from the hundreds of men who 
have Jumped their pay by training 
at home in spare time to become 
Radio Technicians. Today these men 
enjoy good civilian and military 
Jobs In a Held with a bright peace-
time future. 

H e r e I s a T e s t e d W a y 
t o B e g i n E a r n i n g M o r e 

M o n e y Q u i c k l y 
Badlo offers you til* opportunity to n i t l 15, 
110 a week extra Alloa Badioe In ipare t i n* 
a few month! from now and to prepare for 
good full time Radio Jobs paying up to 150 a 
week. MAIL THE COUPON. Get the facts 
about how to l e a n job, like these at home. 

W h y R a d i o T e c h n i c i a n s 
C a n M a k e $ 3 0 , $ 4 0 , 

$ 5 0 a W e e k 
The Radio repair business la boom IDS became 
manufacturers hare stopped making new home 

TECHNICIAN'S PAY 
and auto Radios and (be country's 57,400.000 
eats &re getting okler. requiring mqre repairs, 
new tubea, parts. This Is opening new oppor-
tunities for full time and part time Radio 
Technicians to get goods jobs, or to open their 
OKn Radio repair businesses. Radio Techni-
cians and Operators hold good Jobs in the 
country's 682 Broadcasting Stations and In 
Aviation, police. Commercial, Marine Radio. 
Loud Speaker Systems give good jobs to 
many. The Government Is calling for OKlliaD 
Radio Operators and Technicians. Ml l fu ry 
orders for tremendous quantities of Radio 
equipment are keeping Radio factories busy, 
opening more good Job opportunities. Men who 
know Radio are in line for extra rank sod 
pay In the Army and Navy. Radio develop-
ments such as Television and Frequency 
Modulation, held back by tbe War. make 
Radio a live-wire field for the future. 

B e g i n n e r s S o o n L e a r n to 
E a r n $ 5 , $ 1 0 a W e e k 

E x t r a In S p a r e T i m e 
Dae to the boom In the Radio repair busi-
ness. practically every neighborhood offers op-
portunities for a good part time Radio Tech-
nician to make extra money fixing Radios. I 

give you special training to show you how to 
start cashing In or these opportunities early. 
You fret 0 Rig Kits or Radio Tarts and In-
structions for conducting experiments and 
building t«*sl equipment to help you do better, 
f t t j p r Radio repair wort. My 50-50 method— 
half working with the Radio part* I send you, 
half studying my lesson texts—makes learning 
Radio at home Interesting, fascinating; gives 
you valuable practical experience. 

F i n d O u t H o w I T r a i n Y o u 
a t H o m e f o r G o o d 

P a y in R a d i o 
MAIL TTI15 C O r p O N . I ' l l send my 04-page 
Book FRKE. It tolls about my Courso; the 
present and future jobs In different branches 
of Radio; the many rails for Radio Techni-
cians today. Reed letters from more than 100 
men I have trained so yon can Roe what they 
are doing and corning. MAIL T H E COT TON 
In an envelope or pasted on a penny postal. 

J . E . S M I T H , P r e s i d e n t 
Oept. 2J09, National Radio Institute 

Washington, D. C . 

EXTRA PAY IN fcVW 
J ^ i ARMY, NAVY. TOO 

Men likely to go Into military service, 
soldiers, sailors, marines, should mall the 
Coupon Now I Learning Radio helps men 
get extra rank, extra prestige, more in-
teresting duty at pay up to several times 
a private's bam pay. Also prepares for 
good Radio jobs after service ends. I T S 
SMART TO TRAIN FOR RADIO NOW I 

TRAINING MEN FOR VITAL RADIO JOBS 

BOOK HAS SHOWN H U N D R E D S K j T e . v 
NOW TO MAKE GOOD MONEY ^ S S f U p i 

K INRM>\° 
Mr. J . C. SMITH, Prnttfoot , Dept. 2J09 
NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE. Washington. D. C. 

Mall me FREE, without obligation, your big ''4 -page book 
about present and future opportunities in Radio and how you 
train me for them. 

Age 
Name 
Address 
City State 



Plays on Radio 
"I am happy to tell you 
that for tour weeks I 
nave been on the air over 
our local radio stations. 
So thanks to your institu-
tion for such a wonderful 
tourse" 

• W H. S., Alabama. 

Found Accordion Easy 
"I've always wanted to 
play the piano accordion," 
writes • H. E. from 
Canada. "But thought I'd 
never learn It. Then I 
read about your lessons. 
I don't know how to ex-
press my satisfaction." 

• Actual pupik' names on request. 
Picture8 bv profetsional Model'. 

DO YOU PLAY? 
Say "Yes" Next Time They Ask! 

Surprise your triendsl Learn to ploy 
•he plane or other musical Instru-
masts this quick, easy way . First 
lesson starts you playing real tuna. 

OU'VE often been asked that question: 1 "Do you play V Everybody looks at you 
expectantly, waiting for you to sit down 
at the piano and entertain the crowd. Are 
you compelled to embarrass yourself and 
throw cold water on the party by saying 
"No" ? 

What a difference it would make If you 
could say "Yes". Think of the good times 
and popularity in store if you conld only 
play the piano or some other musical in-
strument—the guitar, violin, accordion, 
saxophone or whichever one happens to 
be your favorite. 

Well, you CAN. You can learn to play 
any musical instrument you please. You 
can do it by a method that's EASIER AND 
QUICKER than you perhaps ever thought 

Sossible. It takes only a few minutes a 
ay at home, at your own convenience. 

You save the expense of a private teacher, 
s o t h e cost i s t r i f l i n g . 

Thousands Wow Play Who 
Never Thought They Could 

Does it sound too good to be dans! Then remem-
ber this : Mommas have learned to play by this 
amazingly easy method. Thousands of men. 
women and children in all walks of life—in all 

Earta of the world. People who had never played 
sfore. who knew nothing about music and lia<l 

no special talent. 
Imagine their Joy, when, In a remarkable short 

time, they found themstlvea actually PLAYING! 
Imagine the astonishment of their friends! No 
ivonaer the fame of this amaslng method spread, 
until today, over 700.000 people all over the world 
bare enrolle-1 for It. 

Musfc Made Easy at A • fl • C 
How Is It possible to leaiu music so easily? What 
is th i s fammis f . fl. School method of home in 
struct Ion f Hero is the secret: this modern, short 
cut method ships the tedious drudgery of old 
fashioned method.". Instead. I( s tmts you playim 
—a simple, popular tune In your very tlrst lesson 
another in your second lesson and so on. Fasci-
nating prlnl-and-Dlcture lessons make everything 
dea r . You what to do—you can' t go wrong. 

Send For Booklet With Print and Picture 
Sample 

If you would sincerely like to play a musical In-
strument. you will be thrilled by the free Illus-
trated booklet and Print and Picture Sample that 
tells how easily you can learn. Mall the coupon 
or write for them today, mentioning the Instru-
ment In which you are interested. (Instruments 
supplied when needed, cash or credit.) Address: 
17. S. School of Music. 2949 Prunswick Bldg.. 
New York. N, V. 

Forty •fourth year. (Established 1898) 

U. 8 . SCHOOL OF MUSIC. 
2949 Brunswick Bidg.. New York Ci1y. 
I am Interested in muslo study, particularly 
in the Instrument Indicated below. Please 
send me your free booklet, "How to taam 
Music at Home," and your Print, and Picture 
Sample. (Do you have Instrument ) 
Piano Saxophone Cornet 
Violin Trumpet Piano Accordion 
Guitar Trombone Plain Accordion 
Cello Tenor Ban)o Hawaiian Guitar 
Mandolin Ukulele Other Instrument 

Name 

C i ty . . . 
NOTE' 

State 
IK years of age. parent 
sign coupon. 

Save 2c — Stick coupon on penny postcard 



15 Minutes A Day 
•«ant//'//prove 
/canmakeyou 
ijtwjm 
I'M " t r a d i n g - i n " old bodies f o r new I I 'm t a k i n g men 

who know t h a t the condition of the i r a r m s , shoulders , 
chests and legs—their s t r eng th , "wind ." and endurance— 
Is no t 100%. And I ' m m a k i n g N E W MEN of them. 

Arre r l ea ' i Greatest 
" B u i l d e r of M a n " 

Among al l the p h y s -
ical Ins t ruc tors and 
"cond i t i one r s of m e n " 
ONLY O N E N A M E 
S T A N D S OUT. T h a t 
nwme is Chart* Atlas I 

I n every p u t of the 
country Charles A t l a s 
i s r e c o g n i z e d a s 
" A m e r i c a ' s Greates t 
Bu i lde r of M e n . " A l -
most two million men 
have wri t ten to Mm. 
T h o u s a n d s upon thou-
sands have p u t the i r 
physical development 
Into his h a n d s ! 

And now t h a t t h e 
call is for men capa-
ble of he lp ing Amer -
ica meet a n d conquer 
any national emer -
gency, many t h o u -
sands of o the r s (even 
those already In the i r 
count ry ' s Army and 
N a r y ) a re ca l l ing u p -
on Cha r l e s At las to 
bui ld t h e kind of men 
America vitally needs. 

Here's P R O O F Right Hsrel 
" R e s u l t s come so f a s t hy 

your method t h a t It seems 
just as if some magician pu t 
on the pounds of sol Id musc le 
j u s t where yoa want t h a n . " 

— W . L.. Misuari 
" F e e l l ike s million dollars 

and have a 44" normal chest 
—A 2" G A I N P ' 

— L A. 8 . . Illinois 
" M y doctor t h i n k s your 

course Is fine. Have p u t two 
inches on my cheet a n d % 
in civ on my n e c k . " 

—B. L . 
" M y muscles a re bulging 

out and I feel l ike a new man . 
My cheat measures If8 In. , 
an increase of 5 in . , and 
my neck increased 2 In." 

—G . M., Ohio 

I d o n ' t care how old or young 
you are , or how a s h a m e d of your 
present phys ica l condit ion you m t y 
be. I can add S O L I D M U S C L E to 
your bicepe—yes. on each a r m — i n 
double qu ick t i m e ! I can broaden 
your shoulders , s t rengthen your back, 
develop your whole muscu la r sys-
tem I N S I D E and O U T S I D E ! I can 
add Inches to your client, give you a 
vIse-Mke g r ip , m a k e those legs of 
yours l i the and powerful . I can 
shoot new s t reng th Into your old 
backbone, exercise those Inner or-

?ana. help you c ram your body to 
ull of pep, vigor a n d red-blooded 

vi ta l i ty t h s t t h e r e ' s not even " s t a n d -
ing room" le f t for weakness a n d 
t h a t lazy feel ing 1 Before I get 
th rough wi th you I I I h a r e your 
whole f r a m e " m e a s u r e d " to a nice, 
new, b e a u t i f u l su i t of muscle 1 

I Was a 97-lb. 
Weakling 

All the world knows I was O N C E 
a sk inny, scrawny 67-pound weak-
ling. And NOW It knows t h s t I won 
the t i t le . " T h e W o r l d ' s Most P e r -
fectly Developed M a n . " Agains t a l l 
comers! How did I do R l How do 
I work mi rao le t In the bodies of 

other men In only IS m i n u t e s a dayf 
T h e answer is " D y a a n l e Tsosloa," 
t h e amazing method I discovered 
and which changed rae f rom a 17-
pound weakling Into t h e champion 
you see here! 

What 15 Minutes a 
Day Can Do For You 

Are you ALL M A N — t o u g h - m u s -
cled, on your toes every minu te , wi th 
al l the u p - a n d - a i - ' e m tha t can lick 
your weight In wi ldca t s? Or do 
you need the help I can give you -
t h e help t h a t has already worked 
such wonders for other fellows, 
everywhere T 

In Just IS m i n u t e s a day. r igh t 
In the privacy of your own home. 
I ' m ready to prove t ha t " D y n a m i c 
T e n s U a " can lay a new outf i t of 
solid muscle over every Inch of your 
body. I 4 t me put new. smash ing 
power Into your a rms a n d shoulders 
—give you an a rmor - sh ie ld of stom-
ach muscle t h a t laughs at punches— 
s t rengthen your legs in to real col-
u m n s of surging s tamina . If lack 
of exercise or wrong living h a s weak-
ened you Inside, I ' l l get a f t e r t h a t 
condi t ion, too. and enow you how 
It feels to L I V E ) 

FREE THIS FAMOUS BOOR THAT TILLS YOU 
JUST HOW TO ©IT A BODT THAT 
MIN RESPECT AND WOMEN ADMIRI 

Almost two mil l ion men have sent for and read my book, " E v e r -
las t ing Heal th and S t r e n g t h . " I t tells you exactly wha t " O y a a m l e 
T e n s i o n " can do. And t t ' i packed with p ic tures t h a t S H O W yon what 
it does. Beauita It baa produced for other men. B E S U L T B I waht 
to prove It can get for Y O U ! If you a re sa t is f ied to t a k e a back 
seat and be pushed around by other fellows week-In. week-out . you 
d o n ' t w a n t t h i s book. But H you want to learn bow you can actual ly 
beCome a N E W M A N . r ight Irt the privacy of your own home a n d In 
only 15 m i n u t e s a d a y , t h e n manl—get th is coupon Into t h e m a l l to me 
as f a s t as your legs can get to the letterbox 1 O H A H L E S A T L A S . Dept . 
71 T, 115 E a s t £9rd & . . New York City. 

MAIL THIS COUPON NOW! 

CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 77-Y, 
115 East 23rd St.. New York City 
I want the proof t h a t your system of " D y n a m i c 

Tens ion" will help m a k e a New Man «rf me— 
give me a heal thy, husky body and big muscu la r 

development. Send me your free book, " E v e r -
las t ing H e a l t h and S t r e n g t h . " 

(P lease P r i n t or W r i t e P la in ly) 

City Si s i r J 



LET'S BET 
THIS 

STRAIGHT 

O 

THIS W A R is being fought by 
a big Army. It's an army 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. 

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

Whether 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. 

Colonel, G.S.C. 
UNITED STATES ARMY 
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ELECTRICITY 
Uarn Without Hook**90'"* 

Electricity Is the mighty power behind our Vic-
tory Program. Trained Electrical men are needed. 
PREPARE FOR YOUR PLACE this amazingly 
easy way. "Lea ro By Doing" In 12 weeks. You 
don't need much money— 1*11 finance your 
training. READ EVERY WORD OF MY 
MESSAGE ON THIS PAGE AND SEE HOW 
YOU CAN DO YOUR PART EITHER IN 
THE ARMED FORCES OR INDUSTRY. 

How Can You Best Serve Your Country Now? 
How Can You Best ServeYour Country After the War? 

IF YOU'RE DRAFTED 
If you enter the Army as a trained electrical man, you are 
eligible to apply for higher rating aitd bigger pay. In both the 
Army and the Navy, rated Electrical Workers hold mighty 
important jobs—just as skilled Electrical Workers hold vita! 
jobs in civilian life. AND THIS IS IMPORTANT: There 
will be a TREMENDOUS NEED for trained Electrical 
men af ter the war. By getting your Electrical Training 
NOW, you will be ready for a BIG PAY, BIG FUTURE 
JOB after your service In the Army is over. 

CETYOM T/WMM 
MOW. * * MY FOR 
fT CATER / 

Coyne Training Is EASY, PRACTICAL! 
You LEARN BY DOING. No dull books. 
No baffling charts. No reciting. Don' t let 
lack of money atop you. You can get 
t raining first—then pay for It In easy 
month ly payments af ter you graduate. 
If you need par t - t ime work to help out 
with living expenses, I'll help you get it. 

IF YOU'RE DEFERRED 
Everyone cannot serve In our Armed Forces . . . Some may 
be too young . . . others too old . . . others with dependents 
. . . and others with some physical defect. If you cannot 
serve, don't be discouraged. FROM 16 to 50, EVERYONE 
WITH PROPER TRAINING CAN SERVE IN WAR IN-
DUSTRY . . . turning out weapons and materials. And re-
member : Electricity In war time Is essentially no different 
from Electricity in peace time. After the war you'll be an 
all-around SKILLED ELECTRICIAN ready for a good-pay 
Peace-time job. 

Get the Facts 
I This school is 4J years old—Coyne training Is tested and 
I proven. Mall the coupon and let me send you the 
big, free Coyne bodk. This does not obligate you. So 
act at once. Just mall coupon. 

COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 
BOO S. Pasllna St. Dot. C2.84 CHICAOO, lUJHOtS 

— 
I COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL. Dept . 62-414 

isot S. Paulina St . , Chicago, III. 

Send me y o o r Free Book and tell m e about 7our plans 
| to he lp m e . 

J N A M E 

{ ADTDRESS. 
I I CITY 



FOOT I I I H 
ATHLETE'S FOOT 

Send Coupon 
Don't Pay Until Relieved 

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 very conta-
gious, and it may go to your hands or 
even to the under arm or crotch of the 
legs. 

DISEASE OFTEN MISUNDERSTOOD 
The cause of the disease is not a germ 

as so many people think, but a vegetable 
growth that becomes buried beneath the 
outer tissues of the skin. 

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

This growth is so hard to kill that a 
test shows it takes 15 minutes of boiling 
to destroy i t ; however, laboratopr tests 
also show that H. F. will kill it upon 
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 bottle of 

H. F. will be mailed you immediately. Don'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 much faith we 
have in H. F. Read, 
sign and mail the cou-
pon today. 

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

Please send me immediately a bottle of 
H. F. for foot trouble as described above. 
I agree to use it according to directions. If 
at tile end of 10 days my feet are getting 
better, I will send you $1. If 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 STATE... 



don't Worry 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 rupture. Surely you 
keenly desire—you eagerly CRAVE to enjoy life's normal 
activities and pleasures once again. To work . . . to play 
. . . to l ive . . . to love. . . with the haunting Fear of Rupture ban. 
Ished from your thoughts I Literally thousand* of rupture suffer, 
era have entered this Kingdom of Paradise Regained. Why not 
you? Some wise man said, "I> Jothing is impossible in this 
world"—and it is true, for where other trusses have failed 
Is where we have had our greatest success In many cases 1 
Even doctors—thousands of them—have ordered for them* 
selves and their patients. Unless your case is absolutely 
hopeless, do not despair. The coupon below brings our 
Free Rupture Book in plain envelope. Send the coupon now. 

Patented AIR-CUSHION Sup-
port Gives Nature a Chance 

to CLOSE the OPENING 
Think of it! Here's a surprising yet simple-acting invention 
that permits Nature to close the opening—that holds the rup. 
ture securely but gently, day and night, at work and at play] 
Thousands of grateful letters express heartfelt thanks for re* 
suits beyond the expectation of the writers. What is this 
invention—How does it work? Will it help me? Get the 
complete, fascinating facts on the Brooks Automatic Air 
Cushion Appliance—send now for free Rupture Book. 

Cheap—Sanitary—Comfortable 
Rich or poor—ANYONE can afford to buy this remarkable, 
LOW-PRICED rupture InventionI But look out for imita-
tions and counterfeits. The Genuine Brooks Air-Cushion 
Truss U never sold In stores or by agents. Your^Brooka is made up, after 

J'OUT order is received, to fit your particular case. You buy direct at the 
ow "maker-tcvuser" price. The ' '** * 
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low '*maker*tcvuser" price. perfected Brooks is sanitary, lightweight, 
inconspicuous. Has no hard pads to gouge painfully into the f l e s h n o 
•tiff, punishing springs, no metal girdle to rust or corrode. It bnnga 
heavenly comfort and security—while the Automatic Air Cushion con-
tinually works, in its own, unique way, to h«(j£Narijre get results! Learn 
•what this patented invention can mean to you - send coupon quick! 

IPROOF! 
Proof of the value and outstanding 
merit of the BROOKS APPLIANCE 
is clearly shown by the fact that over 
8000 doctors have ordered it for them-
selves or their patients. One doctor alone 
has ordered for his patients over 400 
Brook9 Appliances. Follow your doc* 
tor's advice! If he aays you have a 
reducible rupture and advises a proper-
fitting support, don't subject yourself 
to further delay, which may prove 
dangerous, but send us your name 
and address immediately. Stop Your 
Rupture Worries 1 Enjoy the comfort, 
freedom of action and phyiical security 
which this made* to-order appliance 

^ w i l l give you. ^ 

SENT ON TRIAL! M«H THIS COUPON NOWI 
N o . . . don ' t order a Brooks n o w — F I R S T get the complete 
revealing explanation of this world-famous rupture Invention. 
T H E N d a c l d e whether you want the oomfor t—the freedom trom 
fear and worry—the securi ty—the same a m a s l n j results thou-
sands of men. women and children have reported. They found 

i our Invention the answer to their prayers! Why can ' t you? 
1 And you risk nothing as the oomplete appliance is S E N T ON 
I T R I A L . Surely you owe It to yourself to Investigate this no-

C. B. BROOKS* •to* trial Send for the facts now—today—hurry 1 All cor-
Invtntor respondents strictly confldentlal. 

FREE I Latest Rupture Book Explains All! 
f j S ' J A J u s t Clip a n d Send C o u p o n " ^ 
Brooks Appliance Co.,1820 Stat«St.,Maiehall»Mlcli. 
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Copt. Turnbull (1806-1900) - like other old salts of hU 
day — rocked a keg of whiskey under hie rocker. Its roll 
recaptured the motion of the wave-tossed ships on which 
he'd mellowed many a barrel of whiskey. 

From Mellow Whiskeys 
"Rocked in the Keg" came the 

Idea for Rocking Chair! 

ROCKINr— 

i n L i e n o r 
- fyr Jon fcrolJ 

I used 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. 

H e n a f r i e n d to ld m e hig 
system. H e sa id "I've sett led o n 
Old Mr. B o s t o n as MY brand 
—DO matter what t y p e o f f i n e 
l iquor I want ." 

Me—I have too, n o w . 

It turns out that Old Mr. Boston 
is the one brand name under which 
you can buy almost every known 
type of fine liquor. Other big com-
panics make many liquors, but they 
give them many different names. 
It's baffling! It's befuddling! 

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

You know Boston. And you 
know its fine old reputation 
for craftsmanship. Well, you 
can smack a taste of the old 
town's 300-year*>ld reputation 
for quality in every drop of 
every Mr.Boston product. 

So why not try the Old Mr. Her. 
old plan and use Old Mr. Boston 
"as a handle by which to call your 
shots" when you want fine liquors?, 



" D r o p y o u r g u m , coppers , or I ' l l m a k e a fine pair of banshees out of y o u ! " 

JhsL QOASL tluL 
MURDEROUS MERMAID 

By G. T. FLEMING-ROBERTS 
George Chance, Magician-Detective, Adopts the 
Role of the Green Ghost to Help Ex-Circus Pals 
When a Mysterious Brutal Killer Runs Amok! 

C H A P T E R I 

Murder in Miniature 

AT D U S K the gray sedan flashed 
across the invisible line that 

L separated Fulton Heights from 
one of its sister suburbs. The blond 
man at the wheel cocked a slate-blue 
eye at the clock on the ins t rument-
board. 

"Seventy minutes from Manhat tan ," 
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 
int imating that you could have been 

A c o m p u t e G R E E R G H O S T m V S T E R V R O U E L 
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The Green Ghost Races into Action and 

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-On-The-Spot when 
one of my friends is in trouble," he 
said. "That ' s all it proves, Merry." 

Miss Merry White, 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 inscrutable 
creature 1" 

The petulant expression on her face 
was pure fraud. 

" W h a t 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 evenings 
to me. Now it turns out somebody's 
in trouble." 

GE O R G E C H A N C E chuckled. He 
removed 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!" 

"Then I'll recite the telegram from 
memory. Begin quotes: 'Please take 
in show. I am in trouble. Need help. 
Urgent. Martin Hess.' End quotes." 

"Who ' s Martin Hess?" 
"Owner of the circus," Chance ex-

plained. "A follower in the footsteps 
of Barnum. 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 background. The fam-
ily is ashamed of it." 

"That kind of people, huh?" Merry 

s n i f f e d contemptuously. "Wha t ' s 
wrong with rooting a family tree in 
circus sawdust? Your pop was an ani-
mal 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 magician, 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-
throwing—all 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 i t?" 

"According to Standish and certain 
authorities 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 
flooded with counterfeit money. The 
T-men have a notion that this money 
is' manufactured in Canada, picked up 
by the circus when it tours the Domin-
ion, and then distributed in this coun-
try." 

"Could be," Merry said, "that Mr. 
Hess' trouble has something to do 
with this counterfeiting." 

"That ' s what I'm thinking. Stand-
ish says that the T-men believe the 
counterfeit notes are the work of one 
Max Conrad, a notorious criminal 
who's had some experience in that 
line." 

"Conrad!" Merry's green eyes wid-
ened. "Why, I've heard of him! Five 
years ago, the G-men cornered his 
gang in an Illinois farm-house after 



Gets in on a Sensational T-Man Cleanup! 

a nation-wide search. The house caught 
on fire dur ing the gun 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 stuff 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 roast ing peanuts, popped corn, 
"hot dawgs," baled hay, and fresh saw-
dust. This was home-coming to him, 
and his pulse quickened to match the 
throb of the bass d rum 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 

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

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

C H A N C E was compelled to park 
three blocks from the entrance to 

the circus grounds. Ten minutes later 
he and Merry were just another couple 
walking with linked arms, moving 
with the humah tide that passed 

C h a n c e 

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-
t l 'mun! A guaranteed lifetime foun-
tain pen with solid gold point for twen-
ty-five cents—a quarter of a dol lah!" 

"Good n ight !" Merry Whi t e said. 
"Look over there!" 



16 .THRILLING MYSTERY 

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 nauseating 
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 Harper, and he was a strange 
sort of parasite who had fastened him-
self to the Chance household__He was 
gambler, tout, vaudeville booking 
agent—in fact anything that offered an 
opportunity of making money from 
somebody else's labor. Right now, he 
was a pitchman, 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 gentl '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, chiseler!" 

"You take your choice, Mister," 
Harper said. "Every 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 gentl 'mun chooses a beau-

tiful green pen, ladeez and gentl 'mun!" 
shouted Harper, and shoved one of the 
two-bit pens into Chance's hand. Out 
the side of his mouth he added: "That ' l l 
be two bits, sucker!" 

Chuckling, George Chance paid Joe 
Harper the twenty-five cents. Then 
he and Merry headed for the circus 
"backyard" where he expected to find 
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 grounds, 
that 's sure." 

"That 's nice and definite!" Merry 
said as they walked away from the 
pimpled man. "But anyway I want to 
see a side-show. Can't we look for 
your Mr. Hess there as well as any-
where?" 

TH E Y 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. I t 's Minnie the Miniature Mer-
maid—she lives in a goldfish bowl. 
Why, yes sir, she's alive! Eighth won-
der of the world, exclusive with the 
Martin Hess show. She'll entrance 
you with her dance. She's bee-utiful 
and glorious, this tiny creature only 
nine inches tall. And I said nine inches 
and I mean nine inches—" 

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 Merry entered the 
mirror-spangled doorway, c l i m b e d 
wooden steps into a dimly lighted in-
terior. There temporary bleachers 
were arranged in a semi-circle about 
a small purple-draped platform. 

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

"Is she really in the bowl?" Merry 
said, craning her neck. "I don't see 
any bowl." 

"I t 's back of that curtain," Chance 
said. "Wai t and see. Maybe you can 
dope it out." 

There were perhaps fifty people in 
the little tent and more crowding 
through the door when suddenly the 
purple curtain was jerked back from 
the platform. There, in the center of 
the tiny stage was a round goldfish 
bowl, not more than a foot and a half 
in diameter and brilliantly illuminated 
so that the bubbles in the clear water 
glittered like jewels. 

The mermaid was in the very center 
of the bowl, her golden hair floating 
out from her head as though borne on 
the current of the water. She cer-
tainly looked no more than nine inches 
in height, and she was perfectly 
formed. A close-fitting gown of green 
satin and sequins showed beneath the 
hem of a mannish topcoat which was 
thrown over her shoulders. But her 
back was toward the audience. 

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 or small had ever needed a top-
coat. The fact that her back was to-
ward the audience was all wrong. 
Something had slipped up. Chance 
even doubted if the mermaid knew that 
she had made her appearance before 
the audience. 

"Somebody's gaffed the act," he 
whispered to Merry. 

IT W A S more than that. The atti-
tude of the tiny figure in the bowl 

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

"Just a s ta tue!" 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 flashing 
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 I" the Bkeptic behind 

him yelled. 
And then the gun in the hand of the 

mermaid crashed. I t was a very life-
sized sound. Gray smoke puffed from 
the barrel, clouding the tableau a mo-
ment. 

A second figure appeared in the gold-
fish bowl—a man not over ten inches 
in height. He pitched suddenly for-
ward as though from the side of the 
glass bowl itself. He fell forward on 
his face, arms stiffly at his sides, to lie 
perfectly still on the bottom of the 
bowl. For just a moment, the tiny 
mermaid looked back over her shoul-
der, her lips parted as though to 
scream. 

The lights went out and the bowl 
was swallowed in darkness. The audi-
ence clapped spontaneously, thinking 
this was all part of the act. But it 
wasn'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! 

C H A P T E R I I 

In the Dark 

f f W m j T A S it real, darlin'?" Merry 
w w White gasped as she fol-

lowed Chance's interference through 
the crowd. "Those little people in the 
bowl—they were 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 turned on his heel, 
ducked under the ropes that defined 
the ticket line in front of the show, 
crossed a little patch of flattened grass, 
to one of the gaudy, painted drops that 
linked the front of the mermaid show 
with that of the Boogie-Woogie Min-
strels. He pulled an anchor peg, lifted 

of an inverted periscope. 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 room, 
but her image was transmitted to the 
mirror directly beneath the goldfish 
bowl through a reduction lens, which 

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-
signed for this illusion. Beneath the 
raised floor where the spectators sat 
was a room fully eight feet high. It 
was in this secret room that the Bhoot-
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 

le gun in t h e h a n d of t h e m e r m a i d c r a s h e d , and 

accounted for the miniature effect of 
the whole illusion. 

Though the idea behind this trick 
was an old one, its adaptation was new. 
Chance valued the secret so highly that 
he had insisted upon a snap-lock being 
fitted to the door leading into the secret 
room. 

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

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



black. Finding which of these panels 
was the door itself was Chance's first 
job. After that, it took him a little 
time to select the r ight pick-lock from 
the elaborate collection he always car-
ried. 

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

to make the - mermaid ' s hair appear as 
though it floated in the water. But his 
confidence, as well as portions of his 
anatomy, was shaken in another mo-
ment when he crashed into an inani-
mate object which shouldn't havfe been 
there at all. His fingers groped, 
touched the cool, smooth surface of an 

a f i g u r e p i t c h e d f o r w a r d f r o m t h a s ide of t h e bowl 

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 flooring 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 

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

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. 

CCHANCE swung around. His left 
^ fist shot out like a piston, sank 

deep into yielding flesh and coarse, 
wiry hair. A grunt, and foul, hot breath 

19 
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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 flimsier 
makeup. 

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 fist beat 
down like a hammer into the unseen 
face. 

And those hammer blows hur t ! 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 monster 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 figure 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 
:enter of the room, then struck a ma^ch. 
The area in which the mermaid had to 
stand in order to appear in miniature 
in the goldfish bowl above, was indi-
cated by a whitewashed circle on the 
bare earth floor. Just inside this circle 
lay the body of a man. 

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

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

millionaire owner of the circus. 
Chance had known Hess for years. 

He had been a good friend to the or-
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 
which he had loved so well had killed 
him. Had it been somebody named 
Max Conrad, because the owner of the 
circus had discovered something — 
something that would point out Con-
rad's identity, or would spoil Conrad's 
counterfeit racket? 

The match burned down to the magi-
cian's fingers. He struck another and 
step'ped around the circle, picturing in 
his mind the point at which the mer-
maid had stood when she had fired her 
shot. It occurred to him suddenly that 
in order to hit Hess she would have 
had to turn slightly to the right when 
she had fired. 

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

HE CROSSED to the mirror which 
the hairy monster had toppled 

over on him, examined the wood back-
ing of the shattered glass. A bullet 
had passed through the wood, leaving 
its slivered hole. It looked to the magi-
cian as though the mermaid had shot 
at the surface of that extra mirror 
rather than at Hess. Here were two 
bullet-holes, but there had been but 
one report. 

Somebody was pounding on the door 
of the secret room—pounding loud 
enough to be heard above the continual 
bellowing of the spielers, the trample 
of feet on the floor above, and the hot 
licks from the colored trumpeter in the 
minstrel tent next door. 

George Chance moved over to the 
door and opened it. There were five 
men outside that door of the room be-
neath the mermaid's tent, but none of 
them represented the law of Fulton 
Heights. 

There was a clown in motley panta-
loons, his face comically painted in red 
and white. On one side of the clown 
was a tall, graceful figure in flesh-col-
ored tights. On the other side was a 
wide-shouldered, narrow-hipped man 
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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 
shoulder. 

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

"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. "Martin 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. 

"I t wouldn't do any good," Chance 
said to him quietly. "Where are the 
police?" 

The other men drew closer. 
"Is it true then, what Ricki tells us?" 

the man in the riding pants asked. 

HE H A D ink-blue eyes, tnahogany-
red eyebrows and a hairless 

head. His nose recalled a ski-jump. 
His lips were two thin, straight lines, 
and beneath his lumpy chin was a wide 
white scar. 

" 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 turned 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 
flushed 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-button eyes of his peered out of 
bluish pockets. 

"I 've heard the name of Chance, too," 
he said. "They still talk of your mother 
as the queen of the flying 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. W h a t I don't understand is 
why Mr. Hess would kill himself." 

"He didn't," Chance said. " I t was 
murder." 

"Murder!" Latour 's mahogany eye-
brows climbed. "But everybody loved 
Martin Hess! How could it be?" 

"Apparently everybody didn't love 
him," Chance said. 

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

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

The magician stepped forward. 
"Okay," said the bluecoat. " W h a t ' s 
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"Mr. Hess, owner of the circus, has 
been murdered." 

The policeman nodded toward the 
door. 

"In there?" he asked. "Just step in 
with me, Mr. Chance." 

C H A P T E R I I I 

A Job for the Ghost 

GE O R G E C H A N C E and the police-
man who had spoken went inside. 

The other bluecoat remained at the 
door. 

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

"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 fight with the 
Ape-Man and the matter of the extra 
mirror. 

"Fine," the policeman said drily. 
"But you can save all that theory about 
what happened for Captain Bushman 
when he gets here. I'll send out a man 
to round up this ape freak and the mer-
maid lady. And I'll have your full 
name and address, Mr. Chance." 

The bluecoat walked briskly out of 
the secret room, issued orders to his 
sidekick. Harry Marquand, king of the 
wire-walkers, 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. 

"I t 's not my job to think. Fay Mc-
Kay the mermaid lady?" 

"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 White 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, so the word was mum. 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 of 
the Fulton Heights arm of the law. 

"Do you know how Ricki got wind 
of it. Tim?" 

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

"Not me, George. I was hanging 
around the office wagon, talking with 
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 
where the bluecoat was standing, sur-
rounded by Ricki, Gregor Latour, and 
Harry Marquand. The three circus 
performers were impressing upon the 
law's representative the innocence of 
Fay McKay, alias Minnie the Mermaid. 
Jerry Haines was not in sight. 

While the police officer was occupied 
and before the rest of the Fulton 
Heights police force got on the scene, 
it seemed to Chance that now was a 
good time for the Green Ghost to take 
over. Because this was definitely a job 
for the Ghost. He would get a great 
deal of personal satisfaction out of 
grabbing Martin Hess' murder—even 
more than in rounding 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 final efforts to get the 
crowd to spend their dimes before the 
big show began. 

CH A N C E hurried toward the en-
trance of the circus grounds, and 

was once again stopped by that well-
known nasal voice of Joe Harper. 

"Chance of a lifetime, folks! Get 
your guaranteed fountain pen with the 
solid gold point." 

The way he emphasized the word 
"chance" gave it a double meaning to 
the magician who once more stopped 



in f ront of the pi tchman'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 
—half a dollah!" 

Business must have been good. Joe 
Harper had raised the ant£. Chance 
smiled thinly and took out a fifty-cent 
piece as Harper thrus t a red pen into 
his hand. 

"Out on the sidewalk, a gent hiding 
behind a haystack," the pitchman whis-
pered. "I t ' s your double or nothing." 
And then aloud for the benefit of the 
crowd; "And the gentl 'mun knows a 
bargain when he sees one! W h o else 
wants a genuine lifetime guaranteed 
fountain pen for only half a dollah? 
They won' t be here tomorrow, folks. 
They won' t be here an hour f rom now 
at this phenomenal price." 

Harper ' s whispered message was 
readily understood by George Chance 
who immediately left the circus 
grounds. Among the crowd that 
thronged the sidewalk, his keen eye 
picked out a man in overalls and wide-
brimmed black fel t hat. The "hay-
stack" Harper 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 beard 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 startl ing, 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 in height. Chance was perhaps an 
inch taller. 

"Good night, Glenn!" Chance ex-
claimed. "I see Joe Harper rooked 
you, too." 

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 Brooklyn 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. 

GEORGE CHANCE h a d ' f o u n d 

Glenn Saunders years ago, warm-
ing a cold bench in Central Park. He 
had recognized the pronounced like-
ness between himself and the man on 
the bench. Plastic surgery had aug-
mented that likeness, providing the fa-
mous magician with a perfect double. 

The double had enabled Chance to 
get away with many lightning change 
magical illusions on the stage. And 
now that the magician had turned his 
talents to crime detection Glenn Saun-
ders had proved even more valuable. 
Whenever Chance decided to adopt 
the identity of the Green Ghost in order 
to hunt down some murderer, Glenn 
Saunders was always at hand to step 
into Chance's shoes. 

In such manner the identity of the 
Green Ghost and George Chance could 
always be kept separate, even though 
Detective Green Ghost frequently em-
ployed magic to snare his murderers. 
So many enemies had the Green Ghost 
made in the underworld that had he 
not always been able to protect the se-
cret of his dual identity through the 
use of Saunders as a double, his life 
would not have been worth a plugged 
nickle. 

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. For he 
had become eager student of magic. 

Alone with Saunders, Chance began 
to remove his tweed suit. The coat, 
pants and vest were reversible, and 
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 
black silk lining for the coat. The lin-
ing could be quickly snapped into place 
and it contained many secret pockets 
loaded with magic tricks and gimmicks 
which he had found useful in his many 
encounters with criminals. 

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

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

"All set to take on a mob of counter-
feiters, eh?" Glenn Saunders asked. 

"More than 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 good, and 
the mysterious Max Conrad did a thor-
ough and complete rub-out job." 

Quickly Chance brought Glenn 
Saunders up to date on all that had 
occurred at the circus. Saunders had 
to know all this in order to take up 
where George Chance had left off. 

"And for heavens' sake, watch your 
step with the Fulton Heights police," 
Chance warned. "We don't have the 
drag here that we have in the big town. 
Now go on back to the circus and be 
George Chance. See if you can explain 
that mermaid illusion to the cops. 
Demonstrate the various angles in-
volved, and try to get them to see some-
body else besides Fay McKay as the 
candidate for murderer." 

As soon as Saunders had left, Chance 
took his compact makeup kit from his 
bag. If his old pal Ricki could have 
watched what transpired he would 
have realized that what he had taught 
George Chance of makeup had not been 
a waste of time. 

Two wire ovals thrust into Chance's 
nostrils, tilted the magician's nose 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 healthy 
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-gold 
eyebrows. Finally, a generous patt ing 
of dry powder gave him a corpselike 
pallor. 

So far as makeup was concerned, 
when he had put on his black crusher 
hat, the job was done. He could pass 
in a crowd without at tracting any par-
ticular attention. He didn't look like 
George Chance, but neither did he look 
like that terror of the underworld, the 
Green Ghost. But from this basic ap-
pearance it was an easy step to assume 
the ghastly death's head appearance of 
the Ghost. 

"Turning 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-
uous expression, facial muscles would 
freeze. A battery-operated light globe 
of small size was set in the peculiar 
scarf pin he wore in his tie. At a 
touch of a switch, a ghastly green light 
would flood upward across his face. 

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

C H A P T E R IV 

The Vanishing Lady 

AC C O R D I N G to the well-ordered 
mind of Captain Bushman of the 

Fulton Heights Police, every murder 
was composed of certain elements 
which he called "links." These ele-
ments, in order of their importance, 
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 
not spoil the luster of Link Number 
Three, when Bushman personally dis-
covered the weapon. 

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 into the tent were two 
policemen, Wire-Walker Har ry Mar-
quand, Gregor Latour, Merry White , 
and Glenn Saunders. Except for 
Merry White, no one present had any 
reason to doubt but what Saunders was 
George Chance. 

"Uh-huh," Captain Bushman grunt-
ed with satisfaction, "this is Link Num-
ber Three in our murder 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-
man's shoulder. Bushman's eyes ex-
pressed cold resentment of the animal 
trainer 's action. 

"I do not believe anything you say 
of this business!" Latour exploded. 
"Every time you turn around, it is Fay 
McKay she did this or that. I think 
you decide things too fast. How do 
you know that is the gun that killed 
our friend, Martin Hess?" 

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

"Which probably constitutes Link 
Number Four—the motive," Bushman 
said sagely. "You go walk your tight 
rope, my friend, and take that lion tam-
er with you. I'll handle this in my 
own 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. I t wasn't 
required for the illusion. But placed 
as it was it might easily have reflected 
the figure 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 mirror 
support bears out my point." 

"That is hokus-pokus," Bushman 
said. 

"It 's not,"' Saunders said stoutly. 
"What was that ape-man from the 
freak show doing down in that room?" 

Bushman turned to one of his men. 
"Any progress made toward getting 

that fake caveman to talk?" 

LA T O U R burst out laughing, and 
Bushman wheeled on him. 

"All right, lion tamer, what 's so 
funny about that?" 

"You getting Tanko, the Ape-Man, 
to talk—it is too funny!" Latour 's ink-
blue eyes glistened. "Ho-ho, you 
should laugh, too! Tanko is dumb. 
He only makes grunting noises. You 
will leam a lot from him, Captain!" 

In the shadows outside the dressing-
room tent, the Green Ghost heard all 
of this argument. It wouldn't lead to 
any startling conclusions. Bushman 
had made up his mind, and finding 
what might be the murder weapon 
had sealed Fay McKay's guilt. Any-
one 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. 

I t was more than a hunch. Who 
was it that had told Ricki that Martin 
Hess had been shot? W h y had Ricki 
avoided answering that question when 
it had been put directly to him? Pos-
sibly it was Fay herself who had told 
Ricki of the shooting. Maybe Ricki 
was hiding the girl somewhere on the 
grounds. And it was important that 
the Ghost talk to 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 fifty eye-wit-

nesses to the actual crime. There were 
only fifty persons who thought 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 
roar with laughter, while all the time 
his own eyes were filled with tears of 
sorrow. 

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

When the band ran the clowns off 
to make room for Latour '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 
woman. 

She dashed around to the side of 
the tent, glancing backward at her 
pursuer. It was during one of these 
backward glances that she fell over a 
tent stake. The peaked cap fell from 
her head and long golden hair came 
tumbling into 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, tried 
gouging his face with her finger nails. 
Her tactics might have been effective 
on somebody who could move less rap-
idly than the Green Ghost. He caught 
her tiny wrist and held it in a grasp of 
steel. 
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it out, Fay ! " he said atern-
ly. "Don ' t be a little fool. 

I 'm trying to help you out of this mess. 
Keep up this sort of thing and you'll 
land in jail. Or maybe the chair." 

Her round blue eyes searched the 
strange, pale face. 

"Why—why should you help me?" 
"Because you didn't kill Martin 

Hess." 
" W h o are you?" she gasped. 
"Just a guy you're going to have to 

t rust ," he said, his deep-set eyes grave. 
"You've got the screwy idea you can 
hide right here with the circus. The 
cops will find you eventually. W h a t I 
want you to do is get away from here, 
go hole-up in a hotel until this mess is 
cleaned up. Have you any money on 
your person for a hotel room?" 

"Yes," she said slowly. 
"Okay. Now, you've got to t rus t 

me. You haven't any reason to be 
afraid of me if you didn't kill Martin 
Hess." 

"I didn't 1" she sobbed. 
"But when you shot that gun, the 

spotlight was on in that room beneath 
the purple tent. At least fifty 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 Tanko, 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 came on. I don't know who 
turned them on. That was ahead of 
schedule." 

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

"Tha t ' s right." 
"But you d i d n ' t T h a t was a reflec-

tion. One of those extra mirrors they 
carry with the act, in case one of the 
regular ones breaks, was in f ront of 
where you were standing and a little 
to one side—the left side, to be exact. 
You saw Tanko 's reflection and shot 
at it." 

"I don't know about the reflection," 
she said. "But I shot at what I 
thought was Tanko. Then I heard a 
movement in the dark just outside the 
circle, near where that big fan was go-
ing. I saw Martin Hess topple for-
ward out of the dark. But there was 
somebody else there—somebody in the 
dark behind Hess." 

"Somebody pushed Hess into the cir-
cle as you shot," the GhoBt 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 toere aiming at that mirror 
you couldn't have hit him from that 
angle. But why did you want to shoot 
Tanko?" 

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 interrupted. 

"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 
body is faked. But he's terrible-look-
ing and I 'm afraid of him." 

"Go on," the Ghost urged. "Wha t 
happened in Albany?" [Turn page] 
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TH 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, but 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 him down there in that 
dark room with me, he had a knife in 
his hand. I know he intended to kill 
me. I drew the gun and fired." 

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

"I think so." 
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-
sible 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 Hess 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. HesB to know just what was going 
on. I didn't see the man's face, but it 
wasn't Tanko. I think Tanko was still 
in the room after I left. I could hear 
him fumbling about, trying to find the 
door 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'a 
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' finest 1" 

C H A P T E R V 

Death's-Head 

FAY and the Ghost dashed down 
the 6ide of the big tent, keeping 

close to the canvas wall. The Ghost 
knew the policeman would scarcely 
risk shooting directly at them for fear 
of hitting some of the spectators on the 
other side of the canvas. 

All the shooting the policeman did 
was straight up in the air. At the same 
time, he blasted on his whistle, though 
it was doubtful if 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 flashed, 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 
Ghost'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 
side-show area and they had just 
spotted her. They started running 
abreast to head the girl off, but just 
then something happened that gave the 
Ghost and Fay a break. 

I t didn't just happen. Rather it had 
been planned on the spur of the mo-
ment by Joe Harper, the Ghost's pal. 
Harper, lugging his pitchman's stand 
loaded with two bit fountain pens, just 
managed to get between the police and 
Fay McKay. The pitchman stumbled 
over the folding leg of his stand, fell 
directly beneath the feet of one of the 
policemen. In doing so, he pushed the 
stand in front of him and "accidently" 
spilled the second officer. 
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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 entrance lauded 
the ability of one Lester the Great, 
who was the circus magician. A smile 
twitched the thin lips of the Ghost as 
he and Fay entered the doorway. 

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

"On the stage, Fay! And hurry! 
They'll 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 curtain, the 
height and width of the cabinet front, 
was suspended from the top of the 
tent. By means of a windlass at the 
left side of the cabinet, this curtain 
could be lowered to close the front. 

"Pull up your sleeves, arms bare to 
the elbows," the Ghost ordered the girl. 
"Then jump into the < abinet, put both 
arms straight up, and; grasp that hori-
zontal bar ten inchet above the top 
of the cabinet." 

Utterly bewildered, yet t rust ing this 
strange man completely, the girl 
obeyed. 

"As I let the curtain down in front 
of the cabinet," he directed, "you must 
lower your arms, but only under cover 
of the descending curtain, understand? 
When the curtain is all the way down, 
crouch on the cabinet floor facing the 
back. You'll get your chance to get 
into the clear. And here—" 

THE Ghost 's agile fingers flicked to 
a pocket of his black vest and 

brought out a plain card on which was 
lettered a telephone number. 

"When you're finally holed-in, give 
me a ring at that number." 

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 floor, 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 you 1" 

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 bluecoats came running down 
the aisle between the folding chairs 
intended for the audience, the Ghost 
touched the windlass that allowed the 
curtain to drop in front of the cabinet. 
He managed to catch 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 

s a i d l ightly a s t h e curtain Bettled i n 
f ront of the cabinet. " Y o u can still 
sfie her hands st icking out of the top 
of t h e cabinet, can't y o u ? " 

They could see the two hands and 
about six inches of bare arm. The 
hands were hooked onto the horizontal 
bar 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. "Wha t kind of a shenanigan iB 
this?" 

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

"Tha t 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 coincidence." 

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 turned the muzzle of his 
gun toward the interior of the cabinet. 
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T h e 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. When the police turned toward 
the man in black, a second surprise 
awaited them. 

TH 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. Because his black suit 
was virtually impossible to see against 
the black background, it appeared as 
though that ghastly death's-head float-
ed in mid-air. 

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

The Ghost's voice seemed to come 
from the depths of a coffin. There was 
mockery in it, but not the sort that 
pulls any laughs. The Ghost's little 
automatic, turned on the two police, 
was 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 inter-
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 
Lester to perform the "Talking Skull" 
routine. 

The Ghost's left hand went behind 
him, grasped the skull. His right, still 
holding the automatic, 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 elastic 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 synchronized 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 
them. 

Taking full advantage of this sur-
prising move, the Ghost sprang to the 
back of the tent. Magically, it seemed 
his fingers traded the automatic for his 
knife. He ripped a doorway for him-
self and leaped through the opening. 
Given this much of a head-start, he 
felt confident that he could out-run the 
police. 

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 automatically to the 
horizontal bar as the curtain was low-
ered. And they would discover that a 
jerk on a certain black thread released 
the fake hands from the bar and al-
lowed them to fall back into the pocket 
sewed on the back of the curtain. 

The Ghost paused in his flight to 
look out across the stretch of darkness 
beyond the circus "backyard." If Fay 
McKay was out there somewhere, tem-
porarily beyond the reach of the law, 
he didn't mind sacrificing Lester 's van-
ishing trick so much. The general pub-
lic wouldn't learn it anyway. 

C H A P T E R VI 

Murder Multiplies 

DU R I N G the time the Ghost had 
been engaged in making fools 

out of a pair of the Fulton Heights ' 
Police, that stalwart arm of the law, 
Captain Bushman, had not been idle. 
Acting on information obtained from 
Glenn Saunders, whom he supposed to 
be George Chance, he had turned his 
attention to Tanko, 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 Tanko. 
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 torso with short legs and long, 
bowed arms. His nose was crushed 
flat against his face and his forehead 
was peaked and receding. 

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

Saunders had frequently heard of 
police questioning a criminal who 
wouldn't talk, but this was the first 
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 not have been able to suppress 
his laughter. 

Tanko squatted on a low stool, his 
pad of paper on one hairy knee. When 
Bushman would fire a question at him, 
he would blink, scribble something on 
the pad. Since most of Bushman's 
questions could be answered by "yes" 
or "no," the answer side of the grilling 
was finally reduced to Tanko simply 
holding up a sheet of paper that had 
the word "yes" or "no" written on it. 

While 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 
entrance to the big-top. 

"Where you going, Frai l?" he de-
manded in a voice that might have been 
surly 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. 
Wha t does a counterfeiter look like 
anyway?" 

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

"Shsh!" he warned. "And bend 
down. He'll see you." 

"Who?" 
"Quiet, Frail!" Tim whispered an-

grily. 
A man moved stealthily along the 

side of the menagerie tent. As he cut 

Q l a n n S a u n d e r s 

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

"He was fooling around the animal 
tent," Tim whispered to Merry. "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 barrel and 
followed. Inside the big-top, the band 
was playing "The Skaters' Waltz." 

Merry said, "Darn crime, anyway I 
I'll bet Harry Marquand is waltzing 
across the tight wire, and I 'm not in-
side to see him and have nervous fits." 

JE R R Y H A I N E S walked along the 
side of the main tent. At the end 

of the canvas wall, he cut across the 
"backyard" toward the office wagon. 
Tim and Merry would have followed 
except for the unforeseen intervention 
on the part of a circus roustabout who 
came bounding from the rear entrance 
to 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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J o e H a r p e r 

collar, and lifted him off the ground. 
"Here, you let him go!" Merry said. 

"His name's not Major Tynamite." 
"Well, 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. "Wha t would a midget be 
doing on the grounds if he wasn't with 
the circus?" 

"He—he isn't even a midget," Merry 
said, trying desperately to get the man 
to release Tim. "He'6 my own little 
boy, and I'll have you arrested 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. 
T h e y ' l l Btunt h i s g rowth . " 

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 busineis, 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 himself up into a rage. The air 
about him was tinted a faint blue by 
his profanity. He was plopped down 
beside a nice-looking midget lady who 
promptly stuck her fingers 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 
bums!" 

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. 

"Listen, little man, you've got to 
help us out in this dollhouse act. I 
guess Major Tynamite took on a skin-
full or something. We'll make it right 
with you." 

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

The manager straightened, taking 
his 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. 

TIM tried to make a dash for the 
door. He was caught around the 

waist, lifted high. The manager of the 
midgets had raised the roof on a min-
iature house and the roustabout 
dumped Tim into the doll house where 
he came close to landing on top of the 
lady midget. Somebody put the roof 
back on the house which was promptly 
pulled out in front of the audience by 
a couple of circus ladies dressed up 
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 woman spread out her hands 
appealingly to Tim. 

"Please help me," she said, her blue 
eyes brimming with tears. "My hus-
band's tight. If you don't help me put 
this act across, we'll lose our job." 

"Don't try to work your feminine 
wiles on me," Tim said. "I won't do 
any song and dance out there in front 
of that mob." 

The little lady's eyes were change-
able. Right now they flashed fire. 

"I 'm not trying to work any wiles on 
you. Why, 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 two girls will open 
the front of the house. We' re sup-
posed to be seated like a couple of dolls. 
Stiff like, see? They'll take us out and 
play with us. You keep stiff just like 
a doll, only help the girls a little when 
they start to take your coat off." 

"Take my coat off?" 
Tim's eyes were actually popping 

with boiling anger and amusing em-
barrassment. 

"Why, 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 firmly. 

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 of her hand burned on Tim's 
cigar. 

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 
manager of the midgets was waiting 
for him, Tiny Tim was mad as the 
proverbial hornet and his cigar was the 
hornet 's sting. 

Behind him the band was playing 
furiously to cover what was obviously 
a serious slip-up in the performance. 
The manager of the midgets crouched 
to tackle Tim, but Tim's cigar gouged 
at the man's face. The manager went 
over backward trying to avoid 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 Merry's voice 
calling him. 

T h e li t t le man came to a quick stop. 
He was panting, but not too out of 
breath to be unable to blame Merry for 
his humiliation. 

" W h y 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 !" 
"Tim, listen to me! He's been 

shot 1" 
"Take off my coat. Treat me like a 

doll. I—" Tim stopped sputtering. 
" W h a t did you say, Frail? Who 's 
been shot?" 

"That man you told me to follow. 
That man Haines." 

"Where?" 
"He 's lying over there beside the 

office wagon. The shot came from be-
hind one of those big vans." 

"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 mind!" 

C H A P T E R VI I 

Garden of the Past 

H A T Jerry Haines they shot 
last night was a Treasury De-

partment 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 toup£ 
over his own hair. His present role 
was that of Detective-sergeant Ham-
mel 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 
boring into a man's mind, and rather 
thin Tips beneath a black square of 
mustache. 

"I wondered if there wasn't a T-man 
on the job somewhere," the Ghost 
said. "I t was pretty tough for Merry. 
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 commissioner asked. 

"All I could get from Merry was 
something about somebody named 
Madge being funny. That ' s how Merry 
repeated it to me—that Haines said 
Madge was funny." 

"Who ' 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 Merry thoroughly on 
just what she saw and heard. The poor 
kid was rather upset this morning. 
Captain Bushman, of the Fulton 
Heights Police, asked her so many 
questions last night that she's going 
around in circles." 

"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 himself and had told BuBhman 
he ought to have a doctor look at 
Tanko. 

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

T H E GARDEN OF T H E PAST 

"I suppose you've been here before?" 
Standish asked. "I t ' 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 
menagerie." 

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 
statueB 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 saber-toothed 
tiger crouched to spring upon a plaster 
replica of a hairy mammoth. And far-
ther along a tyrannosaurus battled 
with a long-necked "thunder beast" 
that must have been a story and a half 
in height. 

TH E estate grounds were open to 
the public three days out of the 

week and many a zoology class had 
visited the place to study the replicaB 
of these monsters that once had tram-
pled the earth. 

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

Miss Margaret Hess was receiving 
visitors 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 riches. I t 
had always been Martin Hess' 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 Hammel" dis-
tantly. 

"The police?" she said. "But my 
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poor brother 's death did not occur 
here." 

"But perhaps you can enlighten us 
by answering a few questions," Stand-
lsh said. 

She sighed. "Perhaps I may." 
As the Green Ghost followed Stand-

ish and Margaret Hess across the huge 
drawing-room, he saw that she had 
not been alone. Seated in three chairs 
that formed a little semi-circle in a bay 
window, were Ricki, Harry Marquand, 
and Gregor Latour—all from the Hess 
circus. The Ghost guessed that Mar-
garet Hess might have found their 
presence a little humiliating except 
that she probably considered police-
men quite aB far beneath her as circus 
people. 

Ricki was scarcely recognizable 
without his grease paint makeup and 
putty nose. His own nose was rather 
small. There were hundreds of tiny 
wrinkles at the corners of his eyes and 
mouth. His pale yellow hair was thin 
and flecked 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 outdoor man in a florist's hot-
house. Embarrassment had flushed 
his face and the long scar beneath his 
chin was contrastingly white. 

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

Miss Hess shrugged. 
"A foolish question to aBk me. Com-

missioner. I know absolutely nothing 
of my brother 's business dealings. W e 
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 who asked this ques-
tion. 

MISS H E S S elevated her nose and 
turned her back on the old 

clown. 
"And Martin Hess never mentioned 

any sort of trouble that he w a B in— 
any trouble that might have occurred 

M»rry W h l t « 

at the circus?" the Green Ghost put in. 
"I never discussed the—the show 

business with my brother at all," Miss 
Hess said. "I thought I had made that 
clear to you." 

"Then I think you'd better start dis-
cussing right now," Ricki said. "I 
guess we ain't much so far as having 
any class goes. Miss Hess, but we do 
know the circus—I and Latour and 
Marquand do. If you don't want to 
have anything to do with the show, it's 
all right with me. All you got to do 
is appoint a manager and sit back on 
your—and sit back and rake in the 
chips." 

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

"I t '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 tha t 
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 f rom 
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 
if the greatest show on earth should 
die with Mr. Hess!" 

"I am thinking of present necessity, 
Mr. Latour," Margaret Hess said 
coldly. 'The circus will be sold." 

"You mean you need money?" Mar-
quand's black eyes stared at the woman 
incredulously. 

Miss Hess' lips thinned. 
"I do not care to discuss such mat-

ters with you. I believe you three gen-
tlemen have consoled me sufficiently 
for the loss of my brother, and that you 
may go now." 

Miss Hess stood, tall and straight, 
her slippered foot patting the floor 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 Mr.—er—Ricki, 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 appeared, Miss Hess said: 

"Bring me the Da Vinci sketch from 
the library, Huston." 

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

"This—this keepsake, I feel it my 
duty to inform you, is valuable. One 
collector offered Martin two thousand 
dollars for it. When you Bell 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 Leonardo Da Vinci 
would fit into the scheme of things 
when one is traveling with a circus." 

A S U P E R I O R 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 "circus 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 inventor, military engineer, mechan-
ic, and scientist as well as an artist. 
This is merely the sketch of some 
strange contraption 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 treasures 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 aq 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 flying machine. 
Leonardo actually invented a flying 
machine, according to authorities, 
though of course the thing was a fail-
ure. He modeled it after the birds of 
the air." 

The servant returned, 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-
room doorway, and stared at the relic. 
Harry Marquand and Gregor Latour 
lined up benind him. Latour got a 
glimpse of himself in the mirror and 
his color heightened. He put big, awk-
ward fingers up to straighten his tie. 

"What ' s all this writing along the 
side of the thing?" Ricki asked. 

"Da Vinci's own incomprehensible 
notes," Miss Hess assured him. 

Ricki shook his head bewilderedly. 
He passed the thing to Harry Mar-
quand who blinked his pocketed eyes at 
the strange legacy and then showed it 
to Latour. The animal trainer took 
his turn 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 ia." 

T h e Green Ghost asked if he migh t 
see it. M arquand shrugged , handed 
the f r amed sketch to him. 

Toge the r the Ghost and Standish 
examined the drawing . T h e great 
Leonardo ' s idea of an a i rp lane seemed 
to be a pair of wings to be s t rapped 
to a man ' s shoulders and flapped wi th 
the arms. In all the sketching on the 
piece of paper there w a s no complete 
d rawing of the machine . I t was com-
posed, ra ther , of numerous detail d raw-
ings, the largest of which looked like 
the r ight w ing of a bat . 

T h e Ghost handed the th ing back to 
Ricki who s tuck it under his arm, 
thanked Miss Hess, and left w i th his 
two fr iends. Miss Hess asked Standish 
if there were any more quest ions. 

"Yes, if you don ' t mind ," the com-
missioner said. 

T h e Green Ghost excused himself . 
" I th ink I ' l l take a walk a round the 

grounds . Unless you need me, S tan-
dish." 

"Go r ight ahead," the commissioner 
said. "I ' l l meet you at the car ." 

C H A P T E R V I I I 

The Dummy Talks 

HA L F an hour went by while the 
Ghost w a n d e r e d over the 

grounds , gazing at the s t range beas ts 
of bygone centuries. He was not the 
only s igh t seer ; for, as he approached 
a small pool beside which was poised 
a whi te s t a tue of some dragonl ike fly-
ing reptile, he 6aw a young m a n in 

horn- r immed glasses s t a r ing a t the 
mons ter , h is head cocked critically on 
one side. H e and t he Ghost exchanged 
greet ings . 

"Ugly- looking beast , i sn ' t he?" the 
Ghost commented . " O r I should say, 
wasn ' t he?" 

T h e flying repti le had a shor t , thick 
body, a head t h a t fa int ly resembled 
tha t of a crocodile, and r ibbed, mem-
branous wings tha t s tuck out f r o m i ts 
shoulders . 

"Supposed to be a p te rodac ty l , " the 
y o u n g man said . "Supposed to be, 
t ha t is ." 

" W h a t ' s the ma t t e r wi th i t?" the 
Ghost asked. 

T h e young m a n snorted. 
"Foss i l skeletons of the p terodacty l 

prove the wing was connected be tween 
the body and an enormously developed 
fifth digit on the front claws. You can 
6ee tha t on th is s ta tue the wing sproutB 
r ight out of the shoulder and isn ' t at-
tached to the digit at all. And I can ' t 
unders tand the error. Every other 
s t a tue in the place is as nearly accu-
ra te as res tora t ion f rom the skeleton 
can make it." 

" W e can ' t a lways be r ight , " the 
Ghost said. 

" B u t this error is unpardonable . I t ' s 
glaring. Ru ins the wor th of the entire 
collection. Of course, if one isn't well 
versed in the sub jec t—" 

T h e young man was well versed in 
the subject . He turned out to be a 
professor of zoology, and he was not 
content unti l he had given the Ghost 
a good-sized chunk of his learning. 

W h e n the Ghost rejoined the com-
missioner, he learned a s tar t l ing bit of 
news. 
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" I pumped Miss Hess dry," Standish 
said. "Even 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 inherited 
nothing but a batch 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 sketch 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 information. 

'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 finger—or what would be its little 
finger if the little finger was about two 
hundred times larger than the other 
fingers?" 

'^Vhat 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." 

TH A T afternoon, the Green Ghost 
went to a public library where he 

obtained a book on the life of Leonardo 
Da Vinci, illustrated with the repro-
ductions from his sketchbook. In it he 
found a copy of the identical sketch 
which Ricki, Marquand, and Fay Mc-
Kay had inherited from Martin Hess. 
He borrowed the book, took it to a 
famous New York 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 White, 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 making 

a little progress," Saunders reported. 
"Whether 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 
purple tent where the Hess killing took 
place." 

"That 's the bullet which Fay McKay 
fired at the reflection of Tanko," the 
Green Ghost asserted. 

"Well, anyway, it didn't come from 
the murder weapon — the revolver 
which Bushman found in Fay's dress-
ing-room tent. Bushman 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 being watched by plainclothes 
men." 

"Bushman's working under the the-
ory that if he gives Tanko enough rope 
he'll hang himself," the Ghost said. 
"You might try to get Bushman to see 
that there was only one shot fired at 
the time of the killing—the shot fired 
by Fay McKay at the reflection of 
Tanko." 

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

"Exactly. 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, so that it appeared to the 
audience above as though Fay had shot 
Hess. Therefore, Tanko mijjht be an 
accomplice of the killer, but it appears 
as though his only reason for being in 
that room was to scare Fay into shoot-
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 good 
alibi for you." 

At nine o'clock, just as the show un-
der the big-top was well underway, the 
Ghost put in a surprise appearance in 
front of the tent of the freak show. He 
was dressed in the same black suit 
which traditionally identified him, and 
his makeup was the same ghostly face 
he had employed the night before. But 
as he slipped under a flap of the freak 
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show tent, the Ghost was "turned off," 
as he expressed it. 

WI T H the exception of Tanko, the 
freaks had all gathered at one 

end of the long tent. The fat lady the 
dog-faced boy, the India-rubber man, 
the fire-eater, the human pincushion— 
all had congregated, waiting for the 
crowd to get out of the main show. A 
side-show performer didn't have much 
time off, what with two 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 vanishment 
of Fay McKay on the night before. 

As soon as Tanko 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. 

"I t 's the Bhenanigan man!" he ex-
ploded triumphantly, 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. " W e all heard him. He 
cussed." 

Tanko was showing signs of wanting 

T i n y T i m 

to leave for parts unknown. The officer 
punched him one in the jaw which sat 
him down upon the box, then blew a 
blast on his whistle which immediately 
brought in Captain Bushman and a pair 
of detectives. Tanko was hopelessly 
cornered. The Ghost, too, was cor-
nered—but not hopelessly. 

"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. 

"Who 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 handcuff him, if he's that slick." 

HA N D C U F F S that meant practi-
cally nothing to the Green Ghost 

were clamped on the magician-detec-
tive's right wrist, linking him to the 
policeman. And Bushman turned hia 
attention to Tanko. 
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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. 
W e haven't tried anything to make you 
talk, see?" 

Tanko didn't say anything. Neither 
did he attempt to write on his pad. He 
simply sat there, head bowed on his 
hairy chest, his tiny eyes glowering at 
them. Bushman hit him alongside the 
mouth, but the ex-wrestler could take 
all that and more. 

"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 
room below the purple tent. All Con-
rad told me to do was get down in that 
room and put the scare into Fay Mc-
Kay." 

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 
Jerry Haines—he figured where Con-
rad stashed the phony dough. Now 
you flatfeet get me out of here in a 
hurry before Conrad finds out I've 
talked." 

"Who ' s Conrad?" the Ghost de-
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 jailhouse!" 

Three reports, so close together that 
they constituted one continuous roar, 
sounded just outside the tent. Tanko 
sat bolt upright, mouth open, eyes star-
ing. He pitched forward to the earth. 
Three slugs had drilled the canvas be-
hind him and plumped into Tanko's 
back. He must have been dead before 
he hit the ground. 

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

tent wall. He stepped through the can-
vas, sighted the dim figure of a man 
sprinting through the gloom. 

Police burst out of the tent like peas 
from a pod. The Green Ghost pointed 
to the flying figure 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 wall!" 

He wheeled on the Green Ghost. 
"And I want you, Mister. You've got 

a few questions to answer." 
"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 
hole in the freak tent. And by the time 
Bushman 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-
man pen racket. He dropped a tiny 
slip of paper on the tray which held 
Harper 's wares. On it was written a 
brief message: 

Follow Me to Rectory 

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

C H A P T E R IX 

Treasure 

East Fifty-fifth Street in Man-
hattan was a square brick house 

that crouched in the shadow of an old 
church. At one time the house had 
been a rectory attached to the church 
that was its neighbor. 

But tragic death had come to two 
successive ministers who had lived 
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. I t was in the basement of this 
pile of crumbling brick and mortar that 
the Green Ghost made his headquar-
ters. It was a surprisingly 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 consultation. 

When Joe Harper and the Ghost ar-
rived at the rectory that night, they 
found Tiny Tim Terry and Merry 
Whi te 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, T im?" 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 fiercely 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 juBt went the way of all leads. 
Tanko was shot tonight, and just after 
I'd scared him into talking." 

"The fur ther you go in this investiga-
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. "But my 
dogs are killing me." 

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

"Well ," 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 

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

"So another innocent gal is saved 
f rom the clutches of the law," Joe 
Harper said sarcastically. "Question 
is, how we going to find Conrad before 
he finds UB—with a bullet." 

The Ghost looked at Merry. 
" W h a t about those last words of 

Jerry Haines, before we go any fur ther? 
Haines was a government agent out 
after this counterfeit mob. He died be-
cause he knew too much. Therefore, 
we might suppose that his last wordB 
were pretty important." 

" H e 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." 

TH E Ghost went over to the studio 
couch and sat down beside Merry. 

He took the girl's B l i m , 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 is 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. 
"Still no sense to a remark like that . 

Let 's leave it for now. Commissioner 
Standish discovered this morning that 
the Hess family is broke. I t seems 
Martin Hess mortgaged everything he 
owned except the circus, and his sister 
will have to sell the show to pay off the 
debts. She'd have sold it, anyway, I 
suppose. The funny part is that no-
body seems to understand why Hess 
would do a trick like that. W h a t did 
he do with the money he borrowed ?" 

Nobody had an answer for that one. 
The Ghost told them of the Leonardo 
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C o m m l u i o n a r S t a n d l i h 

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 Marquand could sell 
the Leonardo and that way get enough 
money 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 Leon-
ardo sketch was a clue to the hiding 
place of the money Hess had borrowed. 
That money, in the hands of Ricki, 
Marquand, and Fay McKay, could be 
used to buy the circus and keep it go-
ing, 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 ? I t 's silly. 
Martin Hess knew that his sister would 
sell the circus, anyway—" 

"Silly?" Joe Harper scoffed. "Then 
you don't know the courts and the 
shysters and people like Margaret Hess 

as well as I do. It 's just plain sense. 
It 's the only possible way in which 
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 interpreted, 
"that if Martin Hess had willed all that 
money to Ricki, Fay, and Marquand, 
Margaret Hess could take the will into 
court and have a swell chance of break-
ing it and taking the money for herself. 
I think we've got something there. 
Especially, when you stop to consider 
that a statue of a pterodactyl on the 
Hess estate is zoologically an error." 

The Ghost'B three aides exchanged 
glances. 

"Do you feel all right?" Joe asked. 
The Ghost smiled thinly. 
"Perfectly 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." 

ME R R Y W H I T E suddenly leaned 
forward and rocked her pretty 

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

"Has everybody gone nut ty? The 
Ghost starts talking Greek and Merry 
has a fit. If this is a game, let Tim and 
me play too." 

"Darlin', darlin'!" Merry 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 
magician-detective. 

"He didn't say 'funny'. He said 
'queer'. And 'queer' is slanguage for 
counterfeit money, which makes every-
thing perfectly all right. You associate 
counterfeit money with a T-man like 
this Jerry Haines. That 's what Haines 
meant when he gasped out those two 
words. He meant either that some-
body named Madge has the counterfeit 
money, or maybe knows where it is." 

"You're sure of this, Merry? You'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 Merry. 

"You and Tim ^et 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 good." 

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-
companied by Joe Harper. 

" I t ' 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." 

"So what?" Joe said. 
"So, throughout the Hess estate are 

lifesize statues of prehistoric animals. 
These statues are accurate reconstruc-
tions, with one exception. The statue of 
the flying reptile known as the ptero-
dactyl isn't a reconstruction from the 
actual skeleton of the extinct creature. 
The wing of Hess' pterodactyl is copied 
after the wing of Leonardo's flying ma-
chine as pictured in the sketch be-
queathed to Ricki, Marquand, and Fay 
McKay." 

"And you think the Hess fortune was 
hidden somewhere around this flying 
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. I 
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 somebody 

else? Not interested." 

TO G E T H E R , they climbed the 
fence that enclosed the Hess estate. 

In moonlight and shadows, the strange 
beasts of the garden of the past became 
fearsome 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 Btepped be-
neath the reptile's wide-spread right 
wing. He took a flashlight from his 

ocket and cautiously directed the tiny 
earn toward the earth. 
The sod had been newly cut and re-

placed. There was a sprinkling of damp 
earth on the blades of long grass. 

"Looks as though somebody's been 
doing some digging here pretty re-
cently," the Ghost commented. 

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

"Dough!" Joe Harper gasped as the 
lid was thrown back. "I never saw 
so much lettuce in my life. Must be a 
million bucks!" 

He got down on his belly beside the 
hole, began taking out packets of new 
bills. The Ghost crouched beside him, 
turning his flashlight 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 6tuff for Hess ' 
circus pals, aren't 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 
of it. Maybe the owners would be glad 
to let you have the whole treasure." 

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

"You mean it's phony?" 
The Ghost turned his flashlight beam 
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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. I t 's counterfeit, all right. A mil-
lion bucks worth of nothing!" 

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

"I think it's been buried enough," 
the Ghost said. There was a grim look 
in his eyes. "This Conrad has blocked 
us at every turn, and we still don't 
know a thing about him except that he 
works out 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 
tomorrow night." 

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

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

C H A P T E R X 

After Midnight 

JO E H A R P E R and the Green 
Ghost burned up the highway to 

Fulton Heights, while Merry and Tim 
hunted the circus for the person named 
Madge to whom the dying Jerry 
Haines had referred, and Glenn Saun-
ders was unwittingly digging himself 
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. While 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" where the big 
trucks and vans, that carried the circus 
on tour, 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-
dering whether he really ought to re-
member this Willy Scales or not. He 
had never heard the name before. 

"Yes, I think I do," he replied. 
"Sure you do," Ricki Baid. "You 

saved his life once, remember?" 
Saunders forced a laugh. 
"Oh, sure. Funny how even a thing 

like that will slip your mind." 
"Yeah. Willy had been fooling 

around the monkey cage, remember? 
And then he went right from there 
over to clean out the cage of one of the 
big cats. You know how a cat hates 
monkey scent. Why, if you hadn't 
been handy, that big she-lion would 
have ripped Willy to pieces. But there 
you were, just a young punk, but brave 
as brass." 

Glenn Saunders didn't say anything. 
Ricki's pale eye6 were watching him 
closely. 

"Remember 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're not George Chance. You're 
an impostor. And come to think of it, 
ever since you been hanging around 
here, we've had trouble from murder 
on!" 

"Now wait a minute, Ricki!" 
"Don't you try backing out of it, Mr. 

Fake. I 'm going to set the cops on 
you!" 

Saunders was already on the move. 
Ricki lunged at him, tripped, fell flat 
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 throat. A 
gun jammed into his belly. 

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

* * * * * 

AS SOON as he had reached the 
circus grounds, the Ghost headed 

straight for the managerie tent. He 
recalled that when Tiny Tim had been 
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following Jerry Haines, just before tbe 
latter had been shot, the T-man had 
been prowling around the animals in 
the tent. 

There were still lightG in the animal 
show and considerable activity about 
the tent, though the customers had all 
left the circus grounds. The keepers 
of the beasts were bedding them down 
for the night. None of the men saw 
the Ghost enter, and it was not until 
he stopped in front of a cage contain-
ing a particularly beautiful leopardess 
that anyone paid any attention to him. 

"Wha t you doing in here, Mister?" 
one of the keepers demanded. "The 
show's been closed over an hour. W e 
don't allow no loafers around here." 

The Ghost pulled a badge f rom 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. "Firs t 
time I ever saw a circus go to bed, and 
I've got plenty of time to kill." 

"Well ," the keeper said, "don't go 
fooling around Madge or there'll be 
something killed besides time. W e 
don't want any dead coppers around 
here." 

"Who ' 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, turned 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 
place was deserted. He was about to 
leave, but on second thought, he 
dropped the tent flap and crossed to 
Latour 's cot. 

He searched the bed clothing care-

fully, turned to the battered metal suit-
cases tha t 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. 
There was nothing else in the room 
that could have contained anything 
incriminating. 

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

"You've talked to Merry and Tim?" 
Harper whispered 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. Tim heard one of the 
men call Glenn 'Green Ghost.' Some-
thing's gone haywire." 

IN T H E meantime, when Glenn 
Saunders found h i m s e l f sur-

rounded, he put up a brief but stiff fight. 
He couldn't have possibly avoided that 
blow he had taken from behind unless 
he had 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 handkerchief 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 
there weren't pockets to pick. They 
were tough-looking eggs, all of them, 
and Saunders didn't see anything par-
ticularly rosy about his future. 

" W h a t do we do with Mr. Ghost 
when he comes out of his t rance?" one 
of the toughs asked the masked man. 

"Work on him," came the muffled 
voice from behind the handkerchief. 
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"So far, we've kept ourselves pret ty 
well covered by getting rid of Hess, 
tha t 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. Saunders held his 
breath, kept his eyes closed. The 
longer he could feign unconsciousness 
the better off he was going to be. 

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

"When 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 
k i t c h e n van—loud, happy Negro 
voices. Saunders' heart sank. At first 
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 more rapidly. 

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

"Not me, no suh I" 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 carried 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 or 
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." 

TH 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 
outside the door, apparently on the 
verge of coming in. 

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

"Yas, suh," the Negro said, entering 
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. 

"Wha t 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 Negro with his right fist. The 
blow landed and the black man hit the 
floor, rolled, didn't stop until he had 
hit a flour barrel. Then he lay there, 
perfectly still, his eyes closed. 

"All right," C o n r a d whispered. 
"Take a look outside and see if the 
other one is around." 

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. When they opened 
the door, one of them uttered a sur-
prised oath. 

"Conrad 1 Take a look at this 1" 
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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 flour 
barrel, a black automatic 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-
tour?" 

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 him and he hit the floor 
of the van, his hands gripping at the 
right side of his chest. 

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

C H A P T E R XI 

The Show Goes On 

CH A N C E set aside the following 
evening to give a dinner party in 

his brownstone house on East Fifty-
fourth Street. Merry White, who was 
to act as hostess, arrived early. 

Of course, Joe Harper was there; 
Chance had never been able to shake 
that Broadway bum out of his guest 
room. Chance was expecting Tiny Tim 
Terry, of course, and also Harry Mar-
quand, Fay McKay, and Ricki. The 
three members of the Hess circus had 
deserted the show for tonight—the last 
performance in Fulton Heights. 

"You know there's a lot about this 
case you haven't told me, darlin'," 
Merry said. 

She and George Chance and Joe 
Harper were sitting in the living room 
enjoying a cocktail of Harper 's own 
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 incriminating. 
In fact, it was what I didn't find that 
told me that Latour was Conrad." 

"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 Conrad 
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 uncommon 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 mahogany-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-room. 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 fr iends 
in the circus, He6s 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 instructions. 

"The instructions were there, all 
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right, but in what is known as 'looking-
glass' writing. I borrowed the sketch 
f rom 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 
could 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." 

HE paused a moment, nodding 
soberly. 

"Wha t Latour did was, first take the 
counterfeit money and the engraved 
plates from where he had them stashed 
at the circus," he said then. "Then he 
went to the Hess estate, dug up the 
treasure, substituted the counterfeit 
money and the plates. Maybe he 
thought that Ricki and the others 
would eventually figure out the riddle, 
dig under the wing of the pterodactyl, 
and find the queer money. Either they 
would recognire it as counterfeit or 
they would try to 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 
M a d g e the ferocious leopardess," 
Chance said. "That was the same place 
where he had hidden the counterfeit 
money. And just about as safe as a 
bank, when you consider Madge's dis-
position." 

"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 circus. You've 
told us about that. But you didn't say 
how it happened." 

Chance smiled. "I t wras simple. I 
was outside the kitchen van putting on 
a ventriloquism act, using two voices 
so that I sounded like a couple of 
Negroes. By means of the mentalists ' 
code, which Glenn Saunders and Merry 
know just as well as I do, I told Glenn 
Saunders I was outside in blackface, 
and that I was coming into the van to 

help him out. You know how the code 
works, Joe—certain key words stand 
for certain letters. I t 's the same code 
most of the vaudeville mind-reading 
teams use. 

"I got into the van and Conrad tried 
to knock me out when I started for the 
cupboard where Glenn was hidden. I 
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 out of his ropes. 

"Wha t he did was to pull a cork out 
of some bottle in the cupboard, burn 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 Conrad's 
men looked into the cupboard they 
were stunned by what they saw. I was 
lying on the floor next to the flour bar-
rel 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 rubber mask over my blackface 
get-up, and when Conrad t u r n e d 
around—there was the Green Ghost, 
waiting for him." 

"Must have been quite a shock con-
sidering Conrad thought that Glenn 
was the Ghost," Merry said. 

CH A N C E nodded. 

"Conrad must have overheard 
that conversation between Ricki and 
Glenn where Ricki accused Glenn of 
being an impostor. Conrad knew that 
the Green Ghost had been on the circus 
grounds and knew that the Green 
Ghost is pretty good at making his face 
look like that of somebody else." 

"Well ," Joe said, "I wouldn't care to 
be in Conrad's shoes. He'll get the 
chair sure. But say—just what did 
happen to the Hess money?" 

Chance laughed. "Talk on any sub-
ject with Joe and he'll eventually worm 
the conversation around to money. 
Why, Joe, I stole the Hess money out 
from under Madge's cage while the 
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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 

Merry 
when it go«B to the block." 

"Then the show goes on!" 
said triumphantly. 

"In spite of a snobbish lady named 
Margaret Hess," Chance said, "the 
show goes on." 
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A M A T E l / R D E A T H 
By LANSING STEBBINS 

State Police Sergeant Bill Russell Bares tlte Truth of an 
"Accident" That Turns Out to Be a Well-Planned Murder 

TH E A m a t e u r Movie Club of 
Lakevil le met once in a week in 
the big renovated barn on Don 

Boswor th ' s suburban estate. Tonigh t , 
they were shoot ing the final scenes of 
Don 's own masterpiece of the cinematic 
art, " T h e Kidnaped Bride." Don him-
self was ac t ing aB director and operator 
of the expensive and well-gadgeted 
Bolex. 

"All r ight , gang I" he called. " W e ' r e 
ready to shoot the big cl imax scene. 

The heroine is supposed to be gagged 
with adhesive tape and tied securely. 
The bruta l kidnapers are to take pic-
tures of her in that condi t ion—pictures 
they hope will force her grieving par-
ents and dis t racted fiance to kick 
th rough with the ransom. Le t ' s get 
at it." 

Laugh ing and joking, the club mem-
bers gathered around pre t ty Marcia 
Boswor th , Don ' s red-haired young 
wife, who was the heroine of " T h e 
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Kidnaped Bride ." Rope waB wound 
around her alender body, fas ten ing her 
a rms at her sides. A loop of rope cir-
cled her smooth throa t . Don himself 
s tuck a piece of tape over her soft red 
lips. 

"S tand her up aga ins t the wall ," he 
ordered, "and fas ten the end of the 
rope around her neck to tha t r ing in the 
wall ." 

Still laughing, the memberB finished 
set t ing the stage. Marcia submi t ted 
willingly, her blue eyes sparkl ing wi th 
laughter . 

T h e whole sc r ip t of " T h e K idnaped 
Br ide" was absu rd—but it was mean t 
to be. 

" A n old-fashioned melodrama in 
modern dress ," Don Boswor th had de-
scribed it. 

T h e club m e m b e r s had entered into 
the spirit of the th ing wi th a will, 
deliberately bur lesquing the exagger-
ated s i tuat ions and plot. I t ought to 
get howls, they though t , when it was 
exhibited at the big coun t ry club ball, 
tha t fall. 

A still camera was set up on a t r ipod 
in f ron t of the bound girl. Flood and 
spot l igh ts were tu rned on and club 
members who were impersona t ing the 
k idnap g a n g wa tched wi th exaggera ted 
leerB while their " leader" took the pic-
tures tha t were supposed to induce 
p rompt payment of the ransom. 

In the background , other floodlights 
blazed on them, while Don Boswor th 
recorded the scene on movie film. 

"All r ight ," he yelled. " C u t ! " 
T h e l ights faded out. A tall good-

looking young m a n in immacula te eve-
ning clothes s tepped forward in re-
sponse to Don 's beckoning ges ture . 

" I t ' s your t u rn now, Bob," said Bos-
wor th . "You have trailed one of the 
gang to their hide-out, managed to ef-
fect an entrance. Af te r a search, you 
find your be t ro thed tied up and help-
less, fa in t ing with fear and fat igue. At 
the moment , none of the gang is pres-
ent . You rush to the girl, cut the rope 
tha t circles her th roa t and then—" he 
l aughed—"then one of the gang enters 
th rough ano ther door and surpr ises 
you." 

Bob Holmes , the "fiance," nodded 
and smiled. " A n d then ," he said, " I 
whip out my t ru s ty au tomat ic and, 

holding t h e fa in t ing girl in one arm, 
fill the evil m u g ful l of lead. T h a t 
r igh t? W h e r e do I get the t rus ty au-
tomat ic?" 

BO S W O R T H , a tall, dark-haired, 
sal low-faced man , reached in to 

the pocket of the spor ts jacket he wore 
and pulled out a small .32. H e handed 
it to Holmes . 

" T h a t ' s m y gun ," he said. " H a n d l e 
it gent ly. I t ' s loaded wi th d u m m y bul-
lets. N o t blanks, you unders tand , be-
cause b lanks wouldn ' t work in an au to-
matic. These are dummies , wi th wax 
bullets in them. But be sure no t to 
point the gun s t ra igh t at the camera, 
anyway . T h e wax will melt before 
it can do any damage. I made the 
dummies , myself ." 

I t was quite in keeping wi th Bos-
wor th ' s character tha t he should have 
rfiade his own d u m m y bullets. H e w a s 
known as a "gun crank," as well as a 
sort of ama teu r scientific and mechan-
ical genius. He had a well-equipped 
labora tory and workshop in the big 
house here on his es ta te and was for-
ever invent ing new gadgets and repair-
ing old ones. Before the war, he had 
been an active radio ama teu r and had 
once held a pr ivate flyer's license. 
Some mys te r ious physical defect kept 
him out of the a rmed services. 

T h e still camera was moved out of 
the way. Boswor th stepped fo rward 
and ad jus ted the l ights to give him the 
effect he wan ted when he tw ined the 
Bolex on the bound "vict im." Off to 
one side was the door t h rough which 
her rescuer was to come. 

Don Boswor th pointed a spot l ight at 
it, then stepped back to the movie cam-
era. 

"I ' l l shoot a few feet of you, firit, 
Marsh ," he said to his wife. " Y o u are 
sagging in your bonds wi th your eyes 
closed, lost to all hope of rescue. T h e n 
. . . But wait a minute . You look too— 
too urtmussed for all you 've been 
th rough . Le t me fix you up a bit ." 

He s tepped a round the camera and 
moved toward his wife. Reach ing out , 
he rumpled her long-bobbed red hair 
and slid a s t r ap of her blue evening 
gown d o w n f rom a whi te shoulder . 
She t r ied to mumble a p ro tes t t h r o u g h 
her tape gag, bu t he mere ly l aughed 
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and the other club members joined 
him. Then he went back to the 
camera. 

The floodlights blazed on and the 
Bolex began to whirr. 

"Now," Bosworth called after a mo-
ment, "you hear a noise outside the 
door. Y o u 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—saved. 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 outstretched arms and a glad cry 
sounding from his lips. 

At the camera, Don Bosworth 
grinned excitedly. 

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

Bob Holmes' finger 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 staggered blindly. His 
knees buckled and he fell to the floor. 
Marcia, too, collapsed and lay limp and 
motionless beside him. 

White-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 
floor. 

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." 

He dropped to his knees beside his 
wife. . . . 

SE R G E A N T B I L L R U S S E L L of 
the State Police reached the Bos-

worth estate a few minutes after the 
ambulance. He had been at his bar-
racks when the report had come in 
from the hospital. With a trooper at 
the wheel, he had sped to the scene in 
a white-topped patrol car, even though 
the operator at the hospital had assured 
him that it was definitely only an acci-
dent. 

Accidents had to be investigated, 
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 thrown over Bob Holmes' 
body, and two hospital interns were 
kneeling beside Marcia Bosworth. 
They shrugged their shoulders 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. "What were you doing 
with a gun, anyway?" 

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. I made 
the dummy cartridges myself, and put 
in a very small powder charge. Just 
enough, I thought, to work the mecha-
nism of the automatic. But the gun 
blew to pieces—killed Bob—wounded 
Marcia. I can'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 hie palm. 
"If the one that let go didn't have 

any more powder in it than thi9," he 
said, "I don't see w h y the gun ex-
ploded, either." 

As a mat te r of routine, he ques t ioned 
the other members . Each one's ver-
sion was substant ia l ly the same as Bos-
worth ' s . H e had the t rooper take their 
names and addresses and told t h e m to 
go home. 

T h e two white-coated in terns s tood 
up suddenly. T h e y had placed Marcia 
Boswor th on a s t re tcher and were car-
ry ing her toward the wai t ing ambu-
lance. 

"Needs a t rans fus ion ," one said. 
"We ' l l have to s tep on i t ." 

Bill Russell tu rned to Boswor th , 
who stood white-faced and j i t tery, near 
the camera tr ipod. 

"Be t t e r go wi th 'em, Boswor th , " said 
the t rooper . "I ' l l see you la ter—at the 
hospital ." 

Nodding, Boswor th followed the in-
te rns t h rough the door. He aver ted 
his face as he passed Ho lmes ' blan-
keted form. 

For a m o m e n t a f t e r the o thers had 
left, Sergean t Russell and the t rooper 
moved around the s tudio barn, their 
eyes t ak ing in every detail . 

" W h a t d 'you make of it, Se rgean t?" 
the t rooper asked. "Da rned f u n n y tha t 
gun blew up like that , don ' t you th ink?" 

T h e big se rgeant nodded. "Darned 
funny , " he answered . "So darned 
f u n n y tha t I wonder if m a y b e — " He 
broke off and stood f rowning at the 
camera . T h e n : " W a i t here, Jones ," 
he ordered. " I ' m going to take a look 
at Bosworth 'B l abora tory ." 

He s t rode up the drive toward the 
main house. Al though he had no 
definite idea, noth ing he could pu t in to 
words , he had a s t rong hunch tha t the 
explosion of tha t gun was too " f u n n y " 
to be an accident. There was some-
thing wrong, somewhere . His hunch 
was s t rong, and Sergeant Bill Russel l 
had learned tha t it paid to follow his 
hunches. 

A white-coated Fil ipino houseboy 
let Russel l into the big house and 
silently led him to Boswor th ' s base-
men t labora tory and work-shop. R U B S 
stopped on the threshold and whis t led 
in surprise at wha t he saw. 

T h e place had all the equ ipment of a 
first-class college chem lab. Retor ts , 
bot t les of reagents , racks of teat tubes, 
and long whi te - topped tables gleamed 
under f luorescent l ight ing. A door in 
the opposite wall led into a work-shop 
filled wi th power-dr iven lathes, cir-
cular saws and presses. R u s s began to 
believe the s tor ies he had heard about 
Boswor th ' s being someth ing of a 
genius. A smar t w o r k m a n could ac-
complish a lot with a set-up like this. 

TH E Filipino faded noiselessly 
away, and Russ w a s alone in the 

lab. H e s ta r ted wander ing aimlessly 
around, his eyes da r t ing keenly over 
the mass of equipment . H e could not 
have told w h a t he expected to find. 
He was not sure he expected to find 
any th ing . But his hunch was Btronger 
than ever now, and it had him worried. 

F inal ly he stood f rowning beside a 
long whi te table. Absent -mindedly he 
pulled a deck of c igaret tes f r o m his 
pocket, pu t one in his mouth , and 
s t ruck a paper match . As he blew out 
the firBt pufF of blue smoke, he flipped 
t h e match toward a metal waste-bas-
ket at the end of the table. 

A second or two later, the though t -
ful look vanished f rom his gray eye6 
and he stepped swif t ly toward the bas-
ket. T h e match had not gone out, and 
had s tar ted a fire in some discarded 
filter paper. 

Russ bent over and pulled out a blar-
ing piece of the absorbent paper. I t 
was burn ing freely, not as that sort of 
paper should burn, especially when it 
was still d amp as this was. 

H e stood s ta r ing at the s teady green-
tipped flame. Something inflammable, 
he realized, had been spilled on tha t 
paper not long ago. His b row fur -
rowed, as hi9 hunch grew s t ronger . 
He dropped the still burn ing paper and 
s tepped on it to ext inguish the flame, 
and as he did so his mind shot back to 
his college days—to the hours he had 
spent in the chem lab t ry ing to mas te r 
the intricacies of formulae, and to a cer-
ta in lab demonst ra t ion tha t had scared 
him green. 

Half an hour later, a f te r a t h o r o u g h 
search of both the labora tory and t he 
work room, Russ re joined Troope r 
Jones in the barn . T h e se rgeant ' 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 I 
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 Bosworth stepped out. 

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

"How's your wife?" Russ asked. 
"They—they think she'll live," the 

amateur scientist answered dully. "I 
just gave her some blood in a transfu-
sion. They Bay there's nothing to do 
now but wait. I thought I'd get a 
taxi and go—" 

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

Mumbling his thanks, Bosworth 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 
town. 

"My place is the other way. Ser-
geant," Don said when they made the 
first turn. 

"I know it. But I 've got to make a 
report to the chief 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, too." 

"Shouldn't wonder," said Russ, and 
stepped on the ga6. 

The chief, a burly, mustached, old-
time cop, was properly sympathetic 
toward Bosworth, 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. Bosworth," 
he said. "I hope—" 

"By the way, Chief," Russ cut in, 
"do you happen to have a thir ty-two 
automatic 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 
Mr. Bosworth's place and just want to 
see what they'll do in a gun we know 
is all right." 

The chief's eyes widened. "Why, 
no, I guess not, Sarge," he said. "Go 
ahead." 

RUSS quickly loaded the clip, 
shoved it into place, and jacked 

one of the shells into the chamber. 
Then he swung on Don Bosworth, 
handing the gun to him. 

"You shoot it, Bosworth," he said. 
"I want to watch what happens." 

Bosworth half 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 mumbled. "I won't. 
You can't make me—" 

The State trooper stared at him. 
"Not afraid, are you, Bosworth?" he 
asked softly. "There isn't anything 
wrong with those shells, is there?" 

"No—no, of course not!" Bosworth 
cried. " I J u s t don't want to—" 

"I was just wondering"—Bill Rus-
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•ell'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, isn't it ? Well, if you won't try 
the gun, I'll have to." 

He shoved the gun forward 6wiftly 
so that it was right in front of Bos-
worth's face, although pointing away 
from him toward the side wall. Very 
deliberately, he slipped the safety catch 
with his thumb. The weapon was not 
six inches away from Bosworth's star-
ing eyes. 

"Stop 1" Bosworth yelled. "Don't 
pull that trigger. It will kill me. Those 
shells are loaded with nitroglycerine. 
I'll confess. You know it anyhow. I 
planned to kill Holmes—and maybe 
Marcia. 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 atruck 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 right, 
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 filter paper in your lab-
I accidentally set fire to the paper. 
I wasn't much good at chemistry at 
school, and I can still remember how 
scared I was when the prof set fire to 
some absorbent paper that had been 
soaked in nitro. I expected it to blow 
us all to bits, but all it did was burn 
with a green-tipped flame. The flame 
gave me the idea, and a careful search 
did the rest. It most worked for you, 
Bosworth—but not quite." 
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SHADOW OF THE 
C H A P T E R I 

Murder on Schedule 

CO L O N E L F A B I A N CRUM, sci-
entist - detective extraordinary, 
was only four-and-a-half feet 

tall. But he had a way of making peo-
ple forget his size. The slender girl 
with the soft dark hair and impudently 
pretty face was finding this out as she 
raised her conscience-stricken brown 
eyes f rom the sun-flooded desk to the 
big banner at which Crum was staring. 
I t read: L E N W A R I N G F O R DIS-
T R I C T - A T T O R N E Y A N D A 
C L E A N S L A T E F O R M I D V A L E . 
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"But it is important ," the girl said 
defensively. " I t ' s terribly important, 
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. 

"Doubtless, 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 



The Mystery of a Fifteen-Year-Old 
Kidnaping Leads the Midget 
Detective Straight to a Murderous 
Political Crime and Blackmail Set-Up! 

KILLER 
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 i t?" 

"About ," the girl 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 I 
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A Colonel Crum Novelet 
By JOHN H. KNOX 

can do. I don't hire out as a bodyguard 
to politicians." 

"Oh, 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." 

"Well , 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 mur-
dering my father, though he's still 
alive, the broken shadow of his former 
self. And year by year, Graves Eason's 
grip has tightened, until now, at last, 
the younger generation has rebelled. 
Len Waring is leading the fight. He's 
fighting not for money or power, but 
for a decent place to live in. So am I. 
For that and"—she paused—"I'll be 
honest. For that and personal re-
venge I" 

"Hmm," Crum said. "Personal re-
venge?" He sat down again. 

TH E girl resumed her seat too. She 
stared at her nails. The bright 

flush which had fired her cheeks made 
her prettier than ever. 

"Yes," she said. "Revenge for the 
ghastly tragedy that knocked my father 
out of politics fifteen 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 fifteen years ago. My father 
was county judge, leading a clean polit-
ical slate. I t was a hard fight against 
the growing power of Eason 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 five. She van-
ished into thin air. The grief 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. 

"Oh, 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 War ing 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 as 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 Eason will fear. If he 
knows you're watching our camp, he 
won't dare resort to murder." 

Crum mulled it over. The thing was 
entirely out of his line. He was no 
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 fifteen years later, which chal-
lenged his bloodhound instincts. 

"And where is your crusader, Len 
War ing?" he asked. 

Leila Pentland brightened, glanced 
at her wrist-watch. 

"He should be here by now," she 
said. "I t ' 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 I 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. "Len 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 murals, Len smelled some-
thing fishy. He thinks Jock bought the 
job outright, from Eason. So he's been 
trying to pump Jock—" She paused. 
"But I do wish Len hadn't gone out 
there alone." 

"Aren' t you a little too jittery, Miss 
Pent land?" 
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"You don't know Eason," Leila said. 
" I t 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 thing. Lately Len has 
been hanging around a girl whom Jock 
Gilroy's supposed to be in love with, a 
certain Verda Ivandi, daughter of a 
fake medium, Swami Ivandi, who's one 
of the crooks that Graves Eason pro-
tects." 

"Hold on a minute," Crum said, "why 

Colonel C r u m 

should your young knight-errant. War -
ing, be hanging around the daughter of 
a crooked fortune teller—or I suppose 
it amounts to that?" 

LEILA flushed. 

"That ' s a part of Len's investi-
gations too," she defended. "He's try-
ing to get evidence for a last minute 
expose of Eason's racket connections. 
The swami is a particularly odorous 
one. He's the confederate of confi-
dence men and worthless stock ped-
dlers. He uses his supposed medium-

ship to lure the ignorant suckers into 
their hands. I t ' 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 
promise to stay longer 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 of the most compact and 
complete detective-laboratories ever as-
sembled. In the car, his assistant, the 
giant Asiatic, Aga Asian, was lounging 
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 to if he 
stuck with his own car and trailer. 

Leila agreed, and soon the car was 
speeding out of the suburbs and onto 
a white highway that wound into the 
cedar-fringed hills. But they had gone 
only half a mile, when a red coupe came 
shooting past them with the hissing 
speed of a meteor—headed toward Mid-
vale. 

"The siren is certainly in a hur ry!" 
Leila Pentland said. 

"Siren?" Crum asked. 
"Yes," Leila said, "that was Verda 

Ivandi, the medium's daughter. I'll bet 
she's been out to Jock Gilroy's place 
too." 

Her eyes, Crum noticed, were anx-
iously glued to the road now, and her 
slender fingers were balled in t ight 
fists. A little farther on they reached 
a dirt road angling off to the right, 
where a sign with an arrow read: 

CEDAR L O D G E S T U D I O 
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^. 

"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 remodeled it to 
his taste. Leila crossed the porch, then 
stopped abruptly at the open door. 

A long hall, with a staircase on one 
aide, stretched ahead. At its end was 
the studio proper. It was a big room, 
flooded with sunlight, and as Crum 
came up behind the girl, he glimpsed 
what he supposed had caused her to 
pause. 

I t 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 course, costumed dummies or lay-
figures, which the artist was using in 
place of living models. But why had 
they caused the girl to stop so sud-
denly? 

TH E N she opened the screen door 
and Crum saw that it was some-

thing else which had caused her to 
pause. Near the back of the studio a 
man was crouching on his hands and 
knees. But at the sounds from the hall, 
he sprang to his feet and whirled. At 
the same time Leila ran forward. 

"Len I" she cried. "Len! What on 
earth—" 

Len Waring, after his first startled 
jump, stood perfectly still. He was a 
stocky, broad-shouldered young man 
with a strong, good-looking fai-e and 
crisp brown hair. 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, ju6t 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 from 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. 

C H A P T E R I I 

Killer Into Thin Air 

LE I L A 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, got his 

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," War ing said al-

most defiantly. " I t was bolted on the 
inside." 

"And there wasn't anyone else in 
here?" 

Waring shook his head. "Unless Jock 
killed himself, the killer must have es-
caped through a window." 

Leila glanced at the closed windows. 
"Must have—" she said weakly. 

Then : "Well, 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 introduc-
tion, then knelt down to examine the 
corpse. His sensitive fingers grasped 
a wrist, noted its warmth, its limpness, 
while his eyes ran over the wounded 
throat, appraising the state of coagula-
tion of the blood. 

"Doesn't seem to have been dead 
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more than thirty minutes or so," he 
said. "How long have you been here, 
Waring?" 

"Why," War ing said, "about twenty 
minutes. Just came out to ask Jock a 
few questions about certain City Audi-
torium mural contracts." 

"And what was Verda Ivandi doing 
out here?" Leila asked. 

War ing winced slightly. "She wasn' t 
out here," he said. 

Leila grabbed his arm. 
"Len," she sobbed, "don't say tha t ! 

She was here. I t ' s some sort of trap 
they've led you into. Oh, I was afraid 
of i t ! If it had happened in town, at 
least Chief Moberly could have been in 
on the Investigation. He's honest, if he 
is ineffectual. But out here it's the 
sheriff's business, and he's just a crea-
ture of Eason's!" 

"But I didn't kill him!" War ing 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 
sheriff. Will you ask my assistant to 
bring my camera 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 
legionary. He circled it and found its 
four windows securely locked on the in-
side. 

He stared up at the Spanish style 
balcony which ran across the back of 
the room. Beyond its rail he could see 
two doors leading to upper rooms. He 
started up, but just then Aga came in 
with the camera, so he stopped to pho-
tograph the corpse. Sunlight slanting 
past the balcony rail gave an excellent 
light and he took two shots from differ-
ent angles. Then he gave Aga the 
camera to take out. 

He turned to Waring. 
"The sheriff 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 
narrow, and its far end, just under the 

skylight 's edge, was filled with a pile of 
rubbish—old icasela, broken stretcher 
frames, paint cartons. 

Half buried in the debris, another of 
the burnoose-clad dummies, like the 
one downstairs, lAy sprawled against 
the rail. Crum paused long enough to 
see that the skylight could not be 
reached from below. Then he opened 
the door to the first room and went In. 

IT W A S a small guest room, but It 
was empty. I ts window was locked 

on the inside. He came out and entered 
the second room. This was a store-
room, its floor littered with odds and 
ends of building material. Crum went 
to the window, the last possible exit 
from the studio. 

I t was also locked on the Inside, and 
the screen hooked! 

A feeling half uncanny, half suspi-
cious, tingled in Crum's veins. War ing 
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 first enter-
ing he had noticed a faint smoky odor. 
He stepped to a closet door, pulled it 
open and jumped back with a snort as 
another of the lay-figure dummies. Its 
jointed body unclothed, almost fell on 
him. He swore at the thing. The 
whole business was beginning to get 
on his nerves. He shoved the dummy 
back, slammed the door and scanned 
the room again. 

This time he found the source of the 
smoky smell. I t was a large square of 
burned canvas ash lying in one comer 
and half hidden by a roll of roofing 
paper. It had obviously been an oil 
painting and it had been burned just 
where it lay. All but its center wras 
reduced to ash and that was too 
scorched and blackened to show any 
design to the naked eye. 

But why had the thing been burned 
here on the floor—and so recently? 
With a little time, his science might 
bring out that burned design, if he 
could remove the ash before the sheriff 
got here. 

H e went o u t , d o w n t h e stairs, a n d 
through t h e n o w empty Btudio t o t h e 
front porch. A g a h a d g o n e b a c k into 
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the trailer but Leila and Len War ing 
were in the front yard. The girl was 
standing behind War ing ' s car, staring 
at the tire tracks in the dust. As Crum 
appeared she called to him. 

"Look there," Bhe 6aid tensely when 
he had joined her. "Len 's not telling 
the truth. There 's the track of a car 
crossing over his car track. Can't you 
convince him how dangerous it is for 
him to lie to us?" 

Crum looked, nodded. The girl was 
right. 

"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 examined the bolt which had been 
broken from its socket. 

"Tell me. War ing ," he said, "were 
you out of this room, after you first 
broke in, for long enough to let the 
killer escape, assuming he was in 
here?" 

"I wasn' t out at all," Waring re-
plied, "until af ter you came. But why 
all this pother? If the windows are 
locked Gilroy must have killed him-
self." 

"Only he didn't," Crum answered. 
"How do you know?" Waring was 

genuinely startled now. 
"The depth of the wound, for one 

thing," Crum Baid. "The gash goes 
clear to the vertebra. That almost 
never happens when a man cuts his 
own throat." He stepped nearer the 
corpse. "Also, notice his left hand." 

War ing stared. "I see nothing wrong 
with it." 

"There isn't," Crum replied. "That 's 
the point. When a man cuts his own 
throat with his right hand, he will al-
most invariably stretch the skin over 
the place with his left. But there's no 
blood on Gilroy'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 hla own throat? H e 
couldn't have with that long instru-
ment anyhow. T ry it. There 's not 
room to move your elbows." 

"But suppose he sat down, cut his 
throat, and fell back?" 

"Look at the blood," Crum pointed. 
"There's a little spattered on the front 
of the smock. But none has run there. 
None has run down his neck onto his 
chest. I t 's all run to the side and pud-
dled on the floor. His throat was cut 
while he lay there—unconscious, or 
held securely by his at tacker!" 

A R I N G seemed unable to speak. 
Relentlessly Crum went on : 

"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 in?" 

"Yes," Waring gulped. "I swear 
it!" 

He stopped as a voice spoke behind 
him. 

"Then that fixes you. War ing!" 
Waring whirled and Leila and Crum 

turned toward the door. I t had opened 
and three men were stepping into the 
room. Leila clutched Crum's arm. 

"I t 's Graves Eason, Sheriff Nick 
Nichols and District-Attorney 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 first glance. I t 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. W e 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 diBtrict-attorney. He leered at 
Waring. "Too bad, kid. The county 
will have to hang her young political 
hero now. Just couldn't hold your 
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temper, eh? And you evidently didn't 
give poor Gilroy much of a chance 
either." 

War ing 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 logic, and beyond 
a doubt, that no one but you could 
have done it." 

He turned 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 murder. And you, Colonel," 
—he bowed to Crum—"we're much ob-
liged to you, sir. The county is in your 
debt. But of course"—his eyes gleamed 
cold and dangerous—"you realize the 
case is closed. You won't be needed 
further ." 

C H A P T E R I I I 

The Burned Painting 

CH I E F O F P O L I C E J IM MO-
B E R L Y of Midvale was a short, 

stocky man with a clipped military 
muBtache and an air of nervous effi-
ciency. He cultivated it painfully to 
hide his sense of failure and defeat. 
But this morning, seated in Crum's 
cottage at the Midvale Motor CourtB, 
the honest if ineffectual man dropped 
his mask and spoke frankly. 

"It 's a terrible blow to all of UB," he 
said. "But what can I do? I've got no 
jurisdiction out there, and I have a 
hard 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. W h a t good is an arrest if you 
can't get convictions? All the court 

machinery is in Eason's hands. I was 
banking on Len War ing 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 Asian 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 flushed. "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 could have 
killed Gilroy? You think Len's shield-
ing the Ivandi girl. But could that 
slight girl have overpowered a big man 
like Gilroy and cut his throat?" He 
shook his head sadly, stood up. "If 
there's anything I can do," he said, "let 
me know." 

After he had bowed himself out, 
Leila turned her narrowed defiant eyes 
on Colonel Crum. The little scientist-
sleuth sat silent as a Buddha, smoking 
while he toyed with the tiny pistol on 
his watch chain. 

"Well," Leila challenged him, "do 
you agree with that?" 

"Common sense advises me to," 
Crum answered frankly. "But there 
are a couple of things that have stuck 
like burrs in my mind. One is that 
burned painting I mentioned finding 
on the floor of the room upstairs. I 
keep asking myself why it was there, 
why so recently burned? And the sec-
ond thing is that suspected kidnaping 
of your sister fifteen years ago. 

"I can't escape certain curious paral-
lels. That kidnaping let Eason get 
into power. This crime is liable to 
keep him there. And there's the odd 
fact that in both cases the killer never 
showed his hand at all—assuming that 
Waring 's innocent, of course. In both 
crimes this cunning killer is a mere 
hypothetical shadow. Tell me some 
more about 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 waB a 
carnival in town and we thought she 
had Btrayed away, attracted by the mu-
sic. But no 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? There were some about 
then. I t was the awful horror and un-
certainty that broke Father 's spirit, 
killed his interest in the political fight. 
Only much later, when Eason was al-
ready in, did we begin to suspect foul 
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 mural con-
tract. So by murdering him and fram-
ing War ing he could kill two birds 
with one stone. But how does that 
recently burned painting up there fit 
into that?" 

HE P A U S E D as the door opened 
and the massive figure of Aga 

Asian loomed in the doorway, holding 
a couple of developed photographs in 
his hand. 

"They came out fine and clear, 
Effendi," he said, and laid on the bed 
the developed photographs which 
Crum had made of the corpse of Gil-
roy. 

Crum and Leila bent over them, star-
ing. "Funny," 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 mushroomlike 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. I t ' s the first 
one. Rather queer, but maybe it 's a 
defect in the film." 

He turned away and began to pace 
the floor again. 

"To get back to that burned paint-
ing," he said, "who burned it? Gilroy? 
I don't think he'd have burned it there 
on the floor. 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." 

"Well, I've known him all my life," 
Leila said. "As I told you when he waa 
young Father helped him financially 
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. W e 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 painting," 

he said, "and talk to your father. Could 
we go to your house now?" 

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-
son, 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. 
"Why, 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. 

"Fa ther—Father !" she called. 
There was no answer. Nervously 

she pushed the door open. Then she 
staggered in with a choked cry. Crum 
followed, gripped her arm as she 
stopped, tottering above the gaunt 
shape of an old man in a nightgown 
who lay on the floor beside the big 
four-poster bed. 

"Father—Father!" she shrilled dis-
tractedly. "Oh God, have they killed 
him, too?" 

"Steady, girl," Crum grated. 

D R O P P E D to his knees, laid 
a hand on the thin old body, 

moved it a little. A shock traveled 
through his nerves. The body was 
cold and stiff. The aged head was 
flung back, the wrinkled skin had a 
bluish pallor. The eyes bugged, the 
tongue protruded between the teeth, 
the gaunt throat showed purple dis-
colorations. 

"But why did they kill him?" Leila 
sobbed. "And how could they have 
got in here this morning?" 

"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. " W h y ? " 
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. 

"Why, why, right there—" The girl 
had whirled, but her words broke off 
as she stared at the wall. 

Distinct on the figured 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 
Moberly, 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 into her 
face and she lay there sobbing brok-
enly. Crum laid a hand gently but 
firmly 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 Btudio. The 
killer evidently murdered your father 
while stealing it, then went to Gilroy's 
studio and killed him. The question is 
—why should this portrait of a three-
year-old girl, kidnaped fifteen years 
ago, be involved in two murders now?" 

"But I—I can't imagine!" Leila an-
swered helplessly. 

Crum paced the floor. 
"Obviously the painting was stolen 

so 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 birthmarks, noth-
ing of that sort." 

" W a s 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 contem-
plation. Presently he said: 

"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?" 

"I t did," she said. "But there was no 
evidence against them. There were no 
ransom demands. Anyhow, it wouldn't 
be possible to trace them now." 

"I wonder," Crum said thoughtfully. 
"Something has just occurred to me. 
A carnival nearly always has its sooth-
sayers and mediums—" 

Leila sat up with a gasp. 
"An^ Swami Ivandi is a medium! 

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!" 

" W e mustn' t go too far witii 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 
War ing . Suppose you wait here for 
Chief Moberly to come, Miss Pentland, 
while I borrow your car and drive 
down to the jail." 

CR U M did not like driving, but he 
could manage it well enough when 

he had to. Shortly af ter leaving the 
Pentland house in Leila's gray coup6, 
he drew up before the brownstone 
county jail, got out and hurried in. 

The jailer's office was the first 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. "I 'd like 
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 finished, 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 sheriff hinted to me that if you 
stay overnight, he may not be able to 
control 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 in-
vestigator to look into the handling of 
state funds and general lawlessness in 
certain counties. I told him it wasn't 
quite in my line. But, of course, if 
things are really out of 'control here, I 
might get in touch with him." 

Eason's eyes narrowed. "The gov-
ernor's a friend of yours?" 

"Call him long-distance. If he de-
nies it I'll pay the charges." 

Eason took a deep bite on his cud of 

tobacco. 
"Well," he said, af ter a moment, 

"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 Waring, in his Bhirt 
sleeves, sat on the iron cot smoking. 
He looked pale and haggard. 

"No more grilling, please," he said. 
"Judge Pentland wa6 murdered last 

night," Crum announced. 
"What !" Waring sprang up. "But 

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 morning. Does 
that mean anything to you?" 

"Why," Waring faltered, "it doesn't 
make sense to me." 

"I suspect it does," Crum cut him 
short. "The time for lying is over, 
Waring." He stepped nearer, spoke 
lower. "Tell me," he said, "just how 
you came to suspect that Swami Ivandi 
was here with that carnival fifteen 
years ago, that he was the kidnaper of 
Rosemary Pentland?" 

WARING eyed him, pale and 
hesitant. Finally he slumped 

down with a shrug. 
"All right, 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 newspaper 
files." 

"And," Crum put in, "the reason you 
shielded Verda Ivandi this morning is 
because you suspect that she herself is 
Rosemary Pent land?" 

"Shhh!" Waring whispered sharply. 
"If they knew I suspected that they'd 
kill her. But it's true. Only Verda 
doesn't know herself for certain 
whether she's Rosemary Pentland or 
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 girl, so—" 

"Gilroy hinted i t?" Crum said 
thoughtfully. "And maybe Verda 
was out there this morning to ask Gil-
roy what he knew?" 

"That ' s it exactly," War ing said. 
"And so was I." 

"And the girl quarreled with Gilroy 
and killed him?" 

"She did not !" Len War ing said 
flatly. "She never was in the room. 
I found her hammering on Gilroy's 
door when I got there. That was 
when I looked in and saw him—dead. 
The girl got hysterical, cried that she'd 
never be able to learn the t ruth from 
him now. I got her quieted, made her 
leave. Then I broke the door in." 

" Y o u ' l l stick to that Btory if it hangs 
you?" 

"I 've got to. I t ' s the rock bottom 
truth I 've reached now." 

Crum turned away, shaking his head. 
War ing 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 I 
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 wonderful girl, and I—I love her." 

"Tell her so next time you see her," 
Crum said. 

"Wha t are you going to do now?" 
War ing 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." 

He rattled the door for the turnkey. 

C H A P T E R IV 

Swami Ivandi 

TH E R E 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 two 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. 

"A11 right," Crum whispered. "When 
I get in, I'll draw the stuff up after me. 
Wai t here until I let it down. Then 
head straight for the laboratory and 
get to work on it. Miss Pentland will 
take me in later." 

The giant nodded Bllently and 
stooped. His huge hands gripped the 
little detective's ankles, lifted him as 
lightly as a doll, until Crum's feet were 
far above the giant 's head. Then Crum 
clutched the window's deep sill, flipped 
the screen hook loose with a wire, 
opened it outward, drew himself up 
with the agility of a human fly. 

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 Baying. "I can't let you mess 
around in there, but they ain't gonna 
do nothin' to you. They got the goods 
on Waring." 

Crum nodded to himself with satis-
faction. Verda Ivandi was doing her 
part. After his talk with Len War ing 
he had contacted Leila. Leila had 
contacted the Ivandi girl and brought 
her to him. Dark and pretty, the girl 
had been genuinely concerned about 
Waring, grateful to him for shielding 
her. 

Also, Bhe 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, whom she had always 
regarded with awe rather than affec-
tion, she had nevertheless offered to do 
anything to help them answer that 
question for her. 

When Crum had suggested that she 
go out and throw a scene to divert the 
deputy on guard while he and Aga 
burglarized 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 
floor and set to work. First he sprayed 
the thick painted-canvas ash with a 
shellac and alcohol mixture. When 
the sticky solution had softened the 
aah, he took one of the large panes of 
glass and delicately slid it beneath the 
burned painting. Then he pressed the 
second pane carefully down on top un-
til the softened ash was flat between 
them, and boiind them together with 
the rope. Carefully he carried them to 
the window and let them down to Aga 
below. 

"Photograph it on an orthochromatic 
plate and print it on compression 

faper," he whispered. "I'll be in later. 

want another look at that bolted door 
downstairs if possible." 

AF T E R Aga had started silently 
down the slope toward 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 mannikins 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 fingers. Here was the 
mystery that baffled him. Despite his 
progress with the mystery of Rosemary 
Pentland, the obstacle of the locked 
studio remained unshaken. 

War ing seemed to be telling the 
t ru th 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. 
Crum cupped his hands to shield his 
flash and snapped it on. He knew all 
the ruses by which inside locks can be 
manipulated from the outside. But in 
this case it simply couldn't have been 
done. When he snapped his flash off 
he was ready to stake his reputation on 
that fact. The killer could not have 
escaped through this door and then re-

bolted it. And he had already con-
vinced himself that the windows had 
not been tampered with. 

He straightened, 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 something—" 

"Nuts, girlie," the deputy said. "They 
got this pinned on Waring and he ain't 
going to get out 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 
voice. 

"Say, kid," he said, "your old man, 
the Swami, is makin' good dough, they 
say, and they say he's got the axe on 
Eason himself." 

Then the words faded so low that 
Crum 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 not near enough 
to hear what the deputy was saying. 
If he could crawl up under the stairs, 
nearer to the door— 

He snapped on his flash. 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 in-
terested Crum was the fact that a deep 
film of dust had been disturbed, prov-
ing it had been done recently. 

He stooped, pulled the rag out. I t 
was a handkerchief, stained with 
brown grease paint, evidently from 
the jar. Carefully he moved the jar 
out, not touching it with his fingers, 
sprayed it obliquely with light. A 
close inspection of its smooth surface 
showed not a fingerprint anywhere. 

That was strange. Whoever had 
put the jar there had carefully wiped 
his fingerprints from i t! Why? 

Crum opened the jar, sprayed his 
light inside. Most of the brown grease 
paint was gone, but there were the 
marks of fingers on the residue and on 
the inside surfaces of the jar. Who-
ever had wiped it had forgotten that. 
Puzzling over the significance of his 
find, Crum wrapped both jar and hand-
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kerchief in a handkerchief of his own 
and thrust them into his pocket. Then 
suddenly he stiffened, snapping off his 
light. 

TH E front door had Blammed. 

Verda, he guessed, had gone. He 
had given her a specified time to stay, 
had not realized the time was up. And 
the deputy who had closed the door 
did not seem to be going back into the 
room. Instead he was coming slowly 
down the hall. And Crum had not 
completely closed the closet door. If 
the man should notice— 

He did I There was a muttered oath. 
"Who ' s in there?" 
Crum flung himself flat against the 

closet wall. He clutched his gun in 
his left hand, groped with his right 
among brooms and mops for some less 
lethal weapon. He got hold of a bottle 
of furni ture oil, raised it. 

The door came open, light blazed in. 
The ugly face of the deputy cracked 
open with an oath and he swung his 
gun about. Crum hurled the bottle at 
his forehead. It didn't break, but the 
cork came out and as the man stag-
gered back, his gun blasting, the oil 
ran down into his eyes, blinding him 
for an instant. 

Crum sprang out like a cat. The 
barrel of his gun slammed against the 
tot tering man's jaw and he fell side-
ward to the floor. 

He was out. Swiftly the little de-
tective bent over the deputy, whipped 
the handcuffs from the man's pocket, 
shackled his wrists behind him and 
dragged him into the closet. Then 
with a skeleton key from his own kit, 
he locked the closet door and hurried 
out the front. 

Verda Ivandi's car was already gone. 
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 happened. Leila 
was on the point of tears. 

"Wha t can we do now?" Bhe 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. I 
have until then." 

"And what can you do in a few 
hours?" 

"When 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, force him or trick him into 
talking or into 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 
him to get the fingerprints from the 
inside of the jar. Then I suggest that 
you find Verda and keep her with you 
at my cottage at the Motor Courts 
where Aga will be near to protect you. 
And right now, you can drive me to 
Swami Ivandi's hangout." 

\ r 
C H A P T E R V 

Gamble with Disaster 

SW A M I I V A N D I ' S suite was on 
the third floor of the Grand Cen-

tral Hotel. Crum knocked on the door 
marked, "Consulting Room." The swa-
mi himself 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 no robes now and was dressed 
in a smart gray business suit. At sight 
of Crum the black agate eyes in his 
pottery-colored 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 writh 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. 

" A n d now, wha t can I do for you, 
Colonel?" 

Crum casually reached under his 
coat as a man might for a c igaret te 
case, but instead b rought out his com-
pact and powerful revolver. 

T h e swami s tar ted, but he seemed 
more surprised than alarmed. 

"My dear Colonel!" he laughed 
nervously. "I hardly expected any-
thing as crude as this f rom you!" 

" I didn ' t think you would," Crum 
said. "Which of course made it simple. 
Yes, I 'm usually more subtle, perhaps. 
But it 's good to change one's technique 
occasionally, don' t you th ink? Or do 
you? At any rate, I shall cont inue to 
be b lunt ." 

He paused, holding his gun negli-
gently level, weighing his man. 

"F i f t een years ago, Swami ," he said, 
"you were hired to kidnap the daugh te r 
of Judge Mart in Pent land. Graves 
Eason hired you to do it. Since com-
ing back here you have been able to 
get wha t you wanted from Eason ." 

"Really, this is absurd ," the swami 
in ter rupted . " W h a t proof—" 

" M y proof," Crum said, "will keep. 
T h e point is tha t I am convinced of it, 
and I would not hesi tate to kill a snake 
of your caliber." He smiled. " I t 
might be an oppor tuni ty to test an 
egotistical feeling I somet imes have 
tha t I could get by with murder if I 
cared to. As you may know, I have 
considerable resources and a cer tain 
amount of experience, so—" 

T h e swami had gone a trifle shy. 
"You expect to make me talk by—" 
"No, no," Crum said. "No t unless 

you want to. If you prefer , you will 
s imply talk as I tell you to. You will 
t ake the te lephone there and call 
Graves Eason. W h e n he answers you 
will s a y : 'This is Ivandi. Come to 
m y sui te at once. T h e lid is about to 
blow off about Verda . ' T h e n you will 
h a n g up ins tant ly ." 

T h e swami gulped. "But it 's foolish. 
H e will refuse to come." 

" I th ink not ," Crum replied. "And, 
Swami"—he reached down with his 
left hand, took hold of his little watch 
charm pistol and leveled it p layful ly— 
"I wonder if you've ever heard "of this 

little bauble of mine? I t shoots a t iny 
bullet loaded with the jungle a r row-
poison curare. I t isn ' t as useful as it 
once was, since it 's been ra ther widely 
publicized. However , its effect is so 
ins tant , so s i lent—" He waggled it. 

"S top ! " Ivandi gulped. " I 've heard 
of i t !" 

Crum c h u c k l e d deprecatingly. 
"The re are," he said, "some miscon-
ceptions about curare. It is, of course, 
painless in the usual sense. One be-
comes instant ly not paralyzed but 
flaccid, unable to move a muscle, yet 
not immediate ly dead. The brain still 
lives, somewhat , I should say, as a 
head which falls f rom the guillotine is 
said to be momentar i ly alive." 

"Stop i t !" Ivandi was sweat ing now. 
"I ' l l do what you say, though it will do 
you no good at all." 

HE S N A T C H E D up the phone, 
still eyeing the little gun fear-

fully, and called a number . W h e n 
Eason ' s drawling voice answered, he 
repeated the message Crum had given 
him and racked the phone. 

"Wel l , what now?" he gasped. 
"March into the front room," Crum 

directed, "and sit facing the door. 
W h e n Eason knocks, ask him to come 
in. W h e n he does, say, 'The lid has 
blown off and they know about Verda . ' 
I will take over f rom there. But re-
member , no false moves. T h e curare-
gun will be trained on you, my re-
volver on Eason, and I will not hesi-
ta te to shoot either of them." 

Ivandi, thoroughly f r ightened now, 
went in and took his seat stiffly while 
Crum stationed himself behind the 
curtains. The minutes wore away. 
Sweat dripped from the fake medium's 
face. Then a knock came at the door. 

"Eason?" Ivandi called. "Come in." 
The door opened and the bulky form 

of Eason slid in. But the action which 
followed came more swift ly than C r u m 
had anticipated. For while the political 
boss' left hand closed and latched the 
door, his r ight snaked under his coat 
and came out with a snub-nosed auto-
matic. 

"Now," he snarled at Ivandi , "you 
blasted blackmailer, you 've shaken me 
down for the last time. Now I 'm go-
ing to get you out of the way, and I ' l l 



S H A D O W OF T H E KILLER 71 

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 flaring from his vest pocket, 
but desisted at a jab from the gun. 

"You can't kill me!" he choked. 
"The shot will be heard—" 

Graves Eason grinned. He had 
stopped by a radio cabinet. His left 
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 Ivandi 's 
charging head. The next instant 
Ivandi struck him, his head slamming 
like a battering ram into the politician's 
paunch, his long arms entangling 
Eason'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. "Drop 
i t!" he snapped. 

Ivandi did. "It was self-defense," he 
whined. "You saw—" 

"Correct," Crum said. "And a favor 
to the community. But you've got 
other things to answer for, Ivandi." 

He stooped, holding the gun on the 
swami while he assured himself 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 to my 
laboratory where I will prove that you 
are a kidnaper." 

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 

Ivandi sat calmly smoking. He had 
recovered f rom his fr ight 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 floor. 

U T I tell you, Colonel," the 
chief said, "I can't permit it. 

The attack on Nichols' deputy was 
bad enough. But now you've called 
me here, told me that Graves Eason is 
lying dead in a hotel room, and are in-
sisting that I keep it quiet until you 
finish some experiment or other. 
You're already in trouble up to the 
neck as you 11 discover when that 
deputy is found. But where will I be 
when it's found that I concealed the 
fact of Eason's death and connived 
with you to 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 murderer of Judge Pentland and 
Jock Gilroy by the ears." 

A snort from the swami interrupted 
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 you forced me to it, and you'll be 
held responsible. There's no crime 
with which you can charge me at all I" 

"He's r ight!" Moberly snapped, 
stopping belligerently before the little 
detective. "And now you ask me to 
wait until your assistant has finished 
developing the photograph of that 
burned painting. What if it can be 
brought out? Do you imagine that you 
can prove the identity of a grown 
woman by a fifteen-year-old painting 
of a three-year-old child?" 

"The killer who murdered Jud^e 
Pentland to get that painting and de-
stroy it evidently thought so," Crum 
replied. 

"But how would it be possible?" Mo-
berly persisted. "The girl didn't have 
any scars or deformities on her face, 
did she?" 

"Evidently not," Crum said. "But 
she had an ear." 

"An ear!" 
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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 fingerprints. And 
the fact that Gilroy's technique was 
crude and photographic—" 

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 into 
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. Crum, 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 them went into his trailer-labora-
tory. Here in the white tiled space 
where gleamed all the curious instru-
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 
photo of the blurred painting had, 
nevertheless, brought out the least-
burned center part fairly clearly. It 
was the head, in profile, of a little girl 
in pigtails. The small dainty ear was 
fairly 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 upper helix angles toward the 
rear, the concha is rather small. Now 

HE T O O K the profile photo of 
Verda Ivandi and laid it beside 

the other. Both he and the chief 
squinted excitedly. I t was Crum "who 
straightened first. 

"Good Lord!" was all the little de-
tective said. 

Moberly's eyes jerked toward him. 
"Well, what—" 

"But can't you see?" Crum asked in 
a tone of tense despair. "The concha 
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, gTew mottled with 
a hectic flush as he rasped between set 
teeth. 

"Now you have played hob! You've 
played hob with me for gambling on 
your hunches. You've 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 
Eason's death. And I hate to think 
what Catlett will make of that!" 

Crum turned 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 on: 

"I was a fool to think you could ever 
clear Len Waring anyhow. Even if 
Ivandi were proved the kidnaper of 
Rosemary 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 to it. He was 
trying to think, trying desperately to 
arouse the stunned processes of that 
keen brain which had never failed him. 
In half a daze he drifted to the end of 
the laboratory table and stood staring 
at the two photographs of Gilroy's 
body taken in the murder room that 
morning. 

He scanned them idly at first. Then 
his eyes fastened speculatively on the 
one which showed the larger blot of 
blood near the corpse's head. I t was 
the first shot he had taken. There 
couldn't have been more blood then 
than later. Yet the shadowy blot was 
there, extending much farther than in 
the other, extending clear to the shad-
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ow of the balcony rail. 
Suddenly Crum straightened, a queer 

look in his eyes. 
" W h a t a fool I 've been !" H e laughed 

aloud. "Of course the s tudio w a s 
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 Pen t -
land's d a u g h t e r ! " 

Moberly s tared at him as if certain 
now tha t the little detective was crazy. 
But Crum, ignor ing him, tu rned to 
Aga. 

"Did you get the plastic fingerprints 
out of tha t grease paint j a r ? " 

" I did, Effendi," A g a said. " I used 
the old Stokis method, bromide of 
silver paper, and got several good 
ones." 

" H e y ! " Moberly cut in. " W h a t ' s 
the new angle?" 

"You go back in there and see tha t 
Ivandi ' s safe," Crum told him. "I ' l l be 
in there in a few minu tes to hang h im." 

C H A P T E R V I 

Tcll-Tale Shadow 

MO B E R L Y , shaking his head, 
went out. Crum took the fin-

gerpr in ts which Aga handed him and 
th rus t t hem into his pocket. He re-
moved the curare-pis tol f rom his 
watch-chain and palmed it in his left 
hand. He th rus t a b lackjack up his 
right sleeve. H e had not fo rgo t ten 
Ivandi ' s swif t and wolflike a t tack on 
Eason. Then he opened the door and 
s tar ted out. 

But on the doorsill he s topped, s tar-
ing across the dimly l ighted court . 
T w o men were coming s t ra igh t to-
ward his trailer with a purposefu l 
stride. One of them he recognized by 
his apelike carr iage and bullet-head as 
the sheriff. 

Crum thrus t a hand behind him and 
snapped his fingers. Aga was ins tant ly 
beside him. 

"Sheriff and a deputy," Crum whis-
pered. " W e ' r e already in it up to our 
necks, s o w e won' t stop now. Y o u 
take the big one when I Bignal." 

"Ah, there he is!" the apish sheriff 

growled, as he and his stooge moved 
into the light, hands on their guns. 
"Colonel Crum, I arrest you for bur-
glary and murderous assault on an offi-
cer of the law." 

" V e r y well ," C rum shrugged re-
signedly. " I expected it. I gambled 
on a long chance and lost, gent lemen. 
I 'm ready to answer to the cour t . " H e 
made a half tu rn . "Aga, hand me m y 
ha t . " 

Aga stepped back out of s ight . 
"Hey , don ' t let tha t big bully get to 

a g u n ! " the sheriff snarled. 
H e dived past Crum and th rough the 

door, c lawing his own revolver out. ' 
T h e second man was close a t his 

heels. As he s tar ted to step up into 
the door, C rum whipped out the black-
jack and slugged him expert ly. At the 
same ins tant Aga ' s giant body closed 
wi th the sheriff. T h e gun was twis ted 
f rom the ex-pug 's hand as f rom a child, 
and huge fingers closing on his t h roa t 
choked off his scream. 

In a mat te r of minutes both men lay 
on the trai ler floor, gagged and bound 
wi th Aga s tand ing guard over them. 
Crum, smil ing grimly, s tepped jaunt i ly 
out and walked toward the cottage. 

T h e windows had been closed and 
the blinds d rawn when Crum brought 
Ivandi in. Now as he entered he saw 
at a glance that no th ing f rom the out-
Bide had been heard. Both girls sat 
wide-eyed wi th suspense. Moberly 
was scowling as he chewed his mus-
tache. Only Swami Ivandi sat per-
fectly at ease, a challenging smile on 
his lips. 

"Wel l , " he asked, "were the ears 
identical?" 

"No , " Crum said, " they weren ' t . 
But you see, I 've been approaching 
this th ing f rom the wrong angle. I 
just realized that the paint ing was 
stolen, and two men murdered, pre-
cisely because the ears were not iden-
tical. 

"Bu t , " Moberly cut in, "since tha t 
proves tha t Verda Ivandi is not Rose-
mary Pen t l and—" 

"Since it proves that ," Crum said, "it 
explains why Swami Ivandi commit ted 
t w o murders in order to des t roy t he 
pa in t ing and hide the fact ." 

" Ivandi killed t h e m ! " M o b e r l y 
gasped. 
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"Of course." Crum 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 no longer 
have been able to blackmail Eason." 

"He was blackmailing EaBon?" 
"Undoubtedly. 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 Rosemary Pent-
land. Ivandi does, and for years 
Eason hears no more about him. Then 
Ivandi appears in Midvale with a girl 
whom 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 turn blackmails Ivandi. He 
probably got the Auditorium mural 
contracts by forcing Ivandi to use his 
influence with Eason." 

HE P A U S E D and coolly lighted a 
cigarette before resuming. 

"But the real danger to Ivandi came 
when Verda herself 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, Ivandi 
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 
Gilroy too, for Gilroy would know who 
had stolen the painting to destroy it. 
So he must have gone straight to Gil-
roy's studio, and waited for the artist 
to come in, probably burning the paint-
ing in the upper back room while he 
waited in 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 some rubbish over your feet. 
You were lying on the balcony up 
there, sprawled against the rail, and 
you looked just like another of the 
costumed lay figures." 

Ivandi paled. "And how did I get 
out?" 

"By quick thinking, quick footwork, 
and a well laid plan," Crum said. 
"Probably at first your 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 accused. But at any rate 
you had planted yourself up there when 
he broke in. So you lay there mo-
tionless, saw us come 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 burnoose, put 
it on the unclothed dummy which was 
in the closet upstairs and left it where 
you had lain. Then you sneaked 
quickly down and hid in the closet 
under the stairs. There you cleaned 
your face of the grease paint and 
waited. Later—probably when War-
ing was being taken to jail—you got 
out of the house and away from the 
scene." 

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 to wipe the 
outside of that jar of grease paint, but 
you overlooked the prints your fingers 
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had left on the inside." He flipped 
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 prints while 
Crum went on: 

"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 dummy, in the closet and other 
places we didn't think of examining be-
fore. We may find some of your hairs 
in the burnoose. W e may find micro-
scopic particles of the grease paint 
about your hair roots, under your nails, 
on your clothing. And each detail, 
proving a part of my story, will nail 
you in your coffin, Ivandi!" 

TH E silence was electric for a mo-
ment. As the fortune teller stared 

back at Crum the harsh lines of fear 
and hate seemed to soften slowly to a 
curious c y n i c a l resignation. He 
shrugged. 

"Well ," he said slowly, "one thing 
you must believe. I did not murder 
that child I kidnaped. She sickened 
and died a natural death some months 
afterward. Later I adopted an or-
phaned niece, Verda, and always told 
her she was my daughter. Later still 
it occurred to me to represent her to 
Eason as the kidnaped girl and put the 
pressure on, 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 right 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 
your coat for that curare-pistol either I" 

Crum didn't. The little gun was al-
ready palmed in his left hand. 

"Get down as he says," Crum told 
the others. "Even 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. 

Instant ly then Ivandi started back-
ing toward the door, keeping Crum 
covered. Crum watched, not the feral 
face of the killer, but the knuckles of 
his gun hand. 

When Ivandi reached the door, what 
Crum was expecting happened. The 
knuckles whitened, the trigger finger 
tensed. But Crum had already brought 
his hidden curare-gun in line, still con-
cealed by his fingers. Now he pulled 
the trigger and ducked. 

The little gun made only a faint 
pfftt\ like a small firecracker which 
was drowned in the derringer's blast. 
But once its minute, curare-impreg-
nated bullet struck Ivandi's flesh, he 
dropped even a9 a jaguar drops when 
a poisoned blow-dart strikes him. 

Crum straightened, the shot having 
gone over his head. But the killer lay 
dead across the doorsill. . . . 

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 
Moberly and Leila Pentland found 
Colonel Crum at his Motor Court cot-
tage and cross-examined him about 
that sudden turning point from defeat 
to victory. 

"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 
Gilroy and made his escape. It sounds 
uncanny." 

Crum smiled. "The uncanny part," 
he said, "is that the explanation had 
been in plain sight ever since I first 
looked at those pictures of the corpse I 
made this morning. Only I didn't get 
it." He turned to Leila. "Remem-
ber how we wondered why the blood 
blot 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 wrasn't all blood. It was part shadow. 
The square of light in which Gilroy lay 
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w a i shining past the balcony rail, you 
know. And it was up there that 
Ivandi, swathed in his Arab burnoose 
was lying. But evidently he had to see 
what was going on below. . So he 
poked his head out to look down. He 
jerked it back before any of us noticed. 
But evidently I snapped the camera 
bulb just at that moment—and the 
shadow stayed, blended in the picture 
with his victim's blood. Sort of iron-
ical, isn't it, that curiosity killed him?" 

LEILA said that it was. She also 
said a lot about how grateful she 

and Waring and the whole town felt 
for what Crum had done. 

"But I do feel 6orry for Verda Ivan-
di," she finished. "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 arrangement 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. 

"Oh, he's still wallowing around in 
the landslide," Leila replied, "the be-
ginning of the landslide that's going to 
carry him into the district-attorney'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!" 
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reached 
he were GEORGE L A M B E R T 

for the phone as if 
striking at it. 

"Send Rallston in here, Miss Emery ." 
His lips tightened as he replaced the 

receiver. He stood up, walked around 
the desk and began pacing the office. 
A big, raw-boned man, he had the 
craggy face of a New England farmer 
and the cold eyes of a card sharp. 

A man entered hesitantly. 
"Sit down," said Lambert. 77 

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 macabre whim 
of Nature placed his thin little torso 
upon grotesque, spiderish legs. He 
sidled like a crab to a chair near the 
desk. 

"Two weeks ago," Lambert said, "I 
discovered that you were padding the 



78 . T H R I L L I N G M Y S T E R Y 

payroll . I gave you a break. You ' re 
no t in p r i son—where you should be. 
And where I can still send you. Wha t ' s 
the payroll th is week?" 

Ral ls ton twis ted his fingers. 
"A little over for ty- two thousand 

dollars." 
L a m b e r t walked toward him. 
"You ," he said quietly, "are going to 

fake a holdup." 
Ralls ton stared at him, and his 

peaked face slowly became the color of 
cold ashes. He tried to get up, but 
Lamber t ' s hand pinned him down. 

" N o ! " he whispered. "I can' t do it. 
I—I won ' t be able to bluff it th rough. 
W h e n the police s ta r t quest ioning me" 
—his voice rose shri l ly—"I ' l l be caught . 
I know i t ! " 

" I know that , too," said Lamber t . 
"Bu t wha t if I'm your alibi. If I did 
all the ta lk ing?" 

There was a pause. 
" I doh' t unders tand, Mr. Lamber t . " 
"I ' l l say I was in the car with you 

when the supposed holdup took place. 
All you know is tha t someone jumped 
on the running board and slugged you 
th rough 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 
quest ions." 

Rallston watched the big, cold-eyed 
man crouching over him. 

"But why," he asked helplessly, 
"should you do tha t ? You're general 
manager of this plant. You earn ten 
thousand a year. W h y should you risk 
disgrace and pr ison?" 

" T h a t ' s my business," Lamber t 
snapped. "Wil l you do it? Will you?" 

He clamped his hands on the pay-
mas te r ' s shoulders, and the lat ter pant-
ed, his popping eyes now bright and 
sh iny : 

"Okay. Okay. H o w do we work i t?" 
Lamber t released him. He said 

te r se ly : 
" I won ' t go into the details now. 

Don' t want to keep you here too long. 
Jus t get th is ! W h e n you pick up the 
money tomorrow morning, drive to my 
home. You know where it is. T h e 
garage doors will be open. Drive r ight 
in. I'll be wai t ing for you, aod we'll 
hide the money there. T h e n I ' l l ex-

plain to you just how we'll go about it." 
"You—you'll do all the talking, Mr. 

Lambert?" 
"Yes. N o w beat i t ! " 
T h e paymaster shambled out. L a m -

bert waited a few minutes before he 
followed him. He told his secretary 
tha t he'd be gone for the day, wen t 
downsta i rs and slid behind the wheel 
of his big green sedan. It was then 
that he noticed how sweaty his palms 
were. 

"I 've got to do it ," he said th rough 
his teeth. 

CH A R L I E H O W E L L ' S hole-in-
the-wall office, where Lamber t 

spent the next three hours, was blue 
and s t rong wi th cigar smoke. 

" I t must work," the pink-cheeked, 
smiling man told him. "Because I 'm a 
smar te r crook than tha t Mexican poli-
tician. F i f ty grand—and we get title 
to the Moreno mines. And that Brit ish 
syndicate must have those mines. 
George, we'll clear a quar te r of a mil-
lion apiece. 

Lamber t nodded. 
" W e will. I 've been doing some pri-

vate checking, too. I'll have the money 
for you Monday." 

"George," Howell said, smiling, "is 
it a secret where you're get t ing all tha t 
dough?" 

Lamber t ' s eyes held the other 's . 
"A secret—yes," he said. "I think 

you'll have no t rouble guessing soon, 
Charlie. But you won' t ask quest ions." 

"I won' t . A quar te r of a million is 
wor th taking a chance for ," the pink-
cheeked man said, still smiling. 

"Tha t , " said Lamber t , get t ing up, "is 
what I thought . " 

Lamber t now drove to a garage near 
his office which did his repair work. 
He told the night man, who knew him, 
that his spare tire was flat and he 
wanted a short checked in his tail light. 
He said he'd call for the car in the 
morning. Then he took a taxi home. 

He lived in a rambl ing suburban 
house. Enter ing, he sensed the s t range 
loneliness of a home wi thout its mis-
tress. Edith, his wife, had been gone 
several days now, visi t ing her mother 
in Atlantic City, and the house some-
how sullenly resented her absence. 
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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. Glancing right, he saw the com-
municating door leading into the ga-
rage. I t was through this door that 
Edward Rallston would pass tomorrow 
morning. 

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, dark, very lonely. 

Facing him was a huge vacant lot 
that embraced at least three normal 
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 lot. 
No private dwelling there at all, and 
very little traffic passed here. On the 
left was a walled private estate, un-
tenanted now. 

"You couldn't," he whispered, "ask 
for more privacy. It'll work. Oh, it'll 
work, all right." 

He retraced his steps back into the 
living room, removed his hat and coat 
and made himself comfortable in his 
favorite chair. He sat there, smoking, 
thinking, getting up occasionally only 
to fetch another can of beer from the 
refrigerator in the kitchen. He was 
astonished when he suddenly noticed 
that it was two o'clock in the morning. 

"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 him 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 himself on the edge of the bed. 
As he took off his shoes, he remem-
bered that he'd left the lights burning 
downstairs and in the basement. Well, 
nuts to them! And nuts with getting 
undressed, too! 

He yawned and slumped over on the 
bed. He was asleep almost immedi-
ately. 

F B W E alarm awakened Lambert . He 
M. lay still, shrinking f rom the sound, 

waiting for Edi th to silence it, as she 
did every morning. But it kept on and 
on, and then he remembered. He sat 
up jerkily and stopped the a l a rm His 
mouth felt fuzzy, but his head was clear 
enough. 

Reaching for his shoes, he said aloud: 
"A big day today, brother. Yes, sir!" 
Suddenly he was somehow reluctant 

t o p u t on his shoe3, u n w i l l i n g to ge t 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. 
I t 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 another suit. Glancing at the 
alarm clock, he saw that it was now 
twenty-five 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 now 

Wearing his hat, coat and gloves, he 
descended into the basement. He ap-
proached the black, squat furnace. It 
was cold, since he hadn't started heat-
ing the house yet. The various imple-
ments associated with the furnace hung 
on 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 several times as if it were a 
baseball bat. He tried the hatchet next. 
Then he was sure. He felt more con-
fident with the poker. 

He carried the poker to the inner 
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. Lamber t?" 
His fingers 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 satchel, step-
ping through the door, and Lambert 
felt something rising within his chest, 
pressing outward, as if he'd just 
dropped ten floors in an express eleva-
tor. 

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 folding now. He fell on his face 
and lay still. His gray felt hat, still on 
his head, was now battered and shape-
less. 

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 something he saw on the 
ceiling beam above him. 

Lambert glanced at the money 
satchel, then hiB eyes shifted to the 
corpse again. As he kept watching it, 
something drained from him. It left 
him cold and grim and very steady. 
The thing was done! 

RU N N I N G up the cellar steps, he 
reversed the key and locked that 

door. He dropped the key into 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 into 
the alleylike Spruce Street. He parked 
the coupe there, got out, walked lei-
surely toward the corner. 

An old Negro woman shuffled past 
him. That was all. And then he turned 
the comer, now on Kendall Avenue, 
and thought : 

"From now on, it 's not so bad. I'll 
make it!" 

A ten-minute walk to his garage, and 
it was good to hear Joe Parrish'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 into 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, familiar scene. 
Just another morning. He went into 
his private office, hung up his hat and 
coat and sat down behind his desk. 
He waited for the phone to ring—and 
it did, a few minutes later. As he ex-
pected, it was O'Keefe, the assistant 
paymaster. 

"I 'm a bit worried about Mr. Rall-
ston, sir. He hasn't returned with the 
payroll yet. I phoned the bank and 
they said he left with the money at 
nine-twenty. He should have been 
back here by ten, at the latest. Now 
it's " 

Well, the ball was rolling. 
O'Keefe got off the wire and Lam-

bert called Arthur Wyat t , president of 
the Acme Textile. 

"That sounds ugly, George," Wya t t 
said. "Maybe you'd better call the po-
lice." 

So Lambert phoned the police—and 
the ball was booted again and it rolled 
faster and things began to hum. 
O'Keefe knew the license number of 
Rallston's coupe. Within twenty min-
utes, a radio car found it on Spruce 
Street. 

Lieutenant Collins, from Headquar-
ters, theorized about it in Wyat t ' s of-
fice : 
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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 him over the 
head. No, he took it on the lam with 
the money. Probably swapped to an-
other car he had ready. We' l l get him. 
W a s the payroll insured?" 

Wyat t , fat, thick-necked and pom-
pous, looked as if this question were a 
personal insult. 

"Of 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 philo-
sophically. "And is caught at i t !" 

TH E hours marched on, and the ball 
kept rolling—always in the right 

direction. The cashier at the bank 
stated that Rallston had seemed pretty 
j i t tery when he departed with the 
money. 

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 insur-
ance company came to see Lambert . 
He spoke to them and found himself 
kidding with them, and they had a few 
drinks f rom the supply he always kept 
in the office. The investigators liked 
his liquor and they lingered on. And 
some reporters came over, and they 
lingered on, too, until it became a kind 
of party. 

After all, there was nothing partic-
ularly dramatic or unusual about an 
embezzling paymaster. The concensus 
was that Rallston was a fool for t rying 
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 drawn guns. 
And then he was in his living room, 
turning on the lights. A silent house, 
and he was both angry and grateful 
for the relief 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. Then—there it was! Rall-

ston was still staring, astonished, at 
the ceiling beam. And there was the 
black money satchel. 

He had feared meet ing 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 thir ty minutes. 
T h e n it really 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 flashlight and walked 
through the communicat ing 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 pursed his lips at the pro-
test of rusty hinges. 

Slipping through, he looked for the 
grave. As he remembered, it was a 
bit to the left of the gate and some 
thirty feet in. The pale blurs of the 
tombstones made him think of the 
anti-tank defenses he had seen in a 
newsreel. He sidled past one uneven 
row of them. And there it was—the 
hole in the ground, the great mound of 
earth to the left of it. 

An open grave—waiting! 
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 r e tu rn Sunday morning for Mra. 
Albr igh t ' s funeral . She had ment ioned 
casual ly tha t the funeral , scheduled 
for Fr iday, had been postponed to Sun-
day morning . And the cemetery hap-
pened to be a two-minute walk across 
the lot f rom the back of his home. 

SO H E ' D strolled across and he saw 
the open grave. And he thought 

of Rallston, who would pick up a forty-
two-thousand-dol lar payroll Sa turday 
morning. Sa tu rday night—an open 
grave, unguarded . And Sunday morn-
ing a coffin would be lowered into it, 
mak ing Bacred tha t bit of ground to the 
last remains and memory of some 
woman. 

But wha t if another body secretly 
shared tha t grave? A body buried 
below the coffin? 

" E d w a r d Rallston, the paymaster 
who took it on the lam with for ty- two 
grand, will never be found," he said 
softly. "Never ! " 

On the r ight side of the pit was the 
grani te block and headstone of another 
grave. He looped one end of the 
clothes line about the stone, securing 
it there. T h e n he slid down to the bot-
tom of the black hole. P lac ing the 
flashlight on the ground, he got down 
to work. 

The ear th was soft , and it was easy 
enough to bite out big chunks with the 
coal shovel. S tar t ing f rom one end 
of the pit, he dug a two-foot-wide 
t rough, re t rea t ing f rom it as it length-
ened. Minutes dragged and there was 
only the sound of his brea th ing and the 
Boft sigh of ear th spilling off the shovel. 

I t was finished finally, the t rough 
runn ing the full length of the grave. 
Pan t ing , he picked up the flashlight, 
s tuck it in his pocket . Then he 
grabbed the clothes line and pulled 
himself out. And two minutes later, 
he was back in the basement . 

T h e paymas te r ' s body was stiff, 
rigor mortis a l r eady having set in. 
Star t l ingly l ight, it came up like a 
board as he lifted it off the floor. He 
balanced it edgewise on his shoulder, 
as if it were a six-foot plank. 

T h e grim t r ek began. Across the 
dr iveway. Along the path in the lot. 
H i s ears were a lways wary -for the 
sound of a car on the Drive, for a foot-

step, a voice. And he lived a long t ime 
before he finally 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 parasi te . 

"All r ight , " he panted, "let 's get it 
over wi th ." 

Down in the pit again, he yanked at 
the legs so tha t the corpse slid into the 
cradle of the t rough. He grabbed the 
shovel. W i t h swif t , sweeping strokes, 
he began blot t ing out the body, piling 
evenly the loose earth. 

T h e t rough soon became a low 
mound. He tamped it down with the 
back of the shovel. There was still 
some surplus earth, which he gathered 
into the pillowcase. He knot ted the 
mouth of the bag and lifted it out of 
the pit. 

Once again he went to work with 
the edge and back of the shovel. H e 
smoothed and scraped the bo t tom of 
the grave until there was absolutely no 
suggest ion of the elongated ditch tha t 
had been dug there before. 

He climbed out and now he got rid 
of the surplus ear th by spr inkl ing it 
over the mound the gravediggers had 
left. T h e last move was to detach the 
clothes line f rom the tombstone. 

"Wel l , " he whispered, " tha t ' s t h a t ! " 

HE W A S free now—free to flee 
f rom here. And yet he some-

how dreaded leaving. W a s he sure 
tha t he'd forgot ten noth ing? Li t t le 
th ings were a lways supposed to t rap 
murderers . 

He began poking about wi th the 
searchlight. Then he though t—th i s 
wouldn ' t be a scene of crime, wi th de-
tectives snooping about . . T h e hol-
low t ragedy of a funera l would focus 
at tent ion here t omor row morn ing . 
People suffer ing genuine grief, people 
faking sympathy , yet all absorbed by 
the coffin, by the ceremony. S u r e ! 

He edged away f rom there . F o r the 
last time, he heard rus ty h inges speak 
as he closed the little gate behind him. 
And he was walking across the lot, and 
his confidence re turned wi th a kind of 
gush, fierce and s t rong. 

He'd made it. No th ing could go 
wrong now. Not now. Not any more. 
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He'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 right shoulder 
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 floor, 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 fishing 
trips. He brought it to the satchel, 
opened the latter and transferred to 
the basket the banded thousand-dollar 
packets of tens and twenties. The look 
of the money, the feel of it, did not 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 this house; neither Edith nor 
the maid would dare to touch it. 

He returned to the satchel with an 
old magazine 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. Then he tore pages 
from the old magazine. He wadded 
them as he threw them in after the hat. 

Now he carried the satchel to the 
cold furnace, thruBt it through the fire 
door. Behind the furnace was a 
sprouted, two-gallon jug of kerosene. 
He could tell when he lifted it that it 
was half-full. He spilled quite a bit of 
it into the satchel, soaking the wads 
of paper there. Then he threw in the 
lighted match. 

He watched the flames shoot up, 
hesitant, then swiftly joyous and hun-
gry, consuming the bag and its con-
tents. 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 floor. 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 
damper of the fire door, he saw that the 
fire had spent itaelf there too. Noth-
ing left now of the bloody hat. And 
only a few bits of metal, fallen through 
the grates, remained of Rallston's 
money satchel. 

"Yes, I made it," he told himself. 
"Yes!" 

HE W A S suddenly swept by a 
tremendous feeling of emancipa-

tion. I t felt glorious to regain the ex-
clusive claim on his life and freedom. 
Almost, it was like being reborn. 

He went upstairs, had a drink and 
carried the squat bottle of Scotch into 
the living room. He turned on the 
radio. Spanish music, of which he was 
very fond. He relaxed in his chair. 
Wi th imperceptible transition, his feel-
ing of elation faded before the reaction 
of deadly fatigue. 

He sat with the Scotch, listening to 
the music but not really hearing it, 
drinking automatically. The music 
ended, and there was a news broadcast, 
and that went off, too. He did not 
remember just when he had drifted 
into sleep—nor why he now suddenly 
awakened, tense and suspicious. 

Glancing at his watch, he saw that it 
was only one o'clock. He'd slept an 
hour or so. He caught himself listen-
ing to something. And then he real-
ized what it was. Rain. A slashing 
rain drumming 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 finger on 
it. Then he got it—and the hot, 
scratchy little things he thought he'd 
purged from his system again began 
crawling 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 
rivuletB—it was only too probable 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 tonight? 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 fists, then he opened 
them and slapped his thighs. It had to 
be done! So he walked down to the 
basement, picked up the flashlight, 
once again got the clothes line and the 
coal shovel. His resentment as he 
walked out was a sick and poisonous 
thing. Oh, how he hated that rain! 

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. There were shallow puddles 
here and there, reflecting like polished 
stone the white finger of the flashlight. 
Apparently 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 
6tood at the open grave, lancing down-
ward a beam from the flashlight. 

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. 

SO M E H O W the sight dissipated his 
vicious resentment. For, in a 

way, luck still was with him. How 
easily he might have slept another hour 
—and not have discovered that it had 
rained. Now it was just a task of un-
pleasant brute labor—to bury the 
corpse deeper. He had many hours 
yet before daylight. Yes, it might have 
been much worse. 

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 lower. 

He forced the base of the flashlight 
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 nightmar-
ish resurrection. He rolled it to one 
side of the trough now once again ex-
posed. 

Reaching for the shovel, he thrust it 
into the ground. It struck something 
solid. His frayed nerves made him 
curse what must be a stone there. He 
jabbed the shovel at another point. 
Rock again. A large stone, apparently. 
For the third time, he sank the shovel, 
now at a point a foot away. And again 
it struck a hard surface. 

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 
same result—rock! A few minutes 
later, 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 not 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 find-
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 jammed like an ice floe, 
piled up and frozen and meaningless. 
He was stuck with that corpse! 

Slowly, the shocked numbness began 
to leave him. Something had to be 
done. Fortunately he still had a half 
dozen hours until daylight. As the 
very last alternative, he could drag the 
corpse back to his car and drive it out 
somewhere. But this would make what 
he had considered a flawless crime just 
another murder, clumsy and dangerous. 

Could he find some solution right 
here in the grave? He thought of the 
mound of earth above. He could shovel 
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 Btep 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 much 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 catacombs, place the corpse 
there, plaster the earth back, tamp it 
down, smooth and solid again. The 
earth that the paymaster's body would 
displace could be used to refill the 
trough at the bottom of the pit. Per-
fect I 

He passed his hand over his eyes, 
weak and shaken for a moment by the 
relief he felt. Then he tilted the flash-
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 !" 

FOR minutes after this, his thoughts 
raced like s caged squirrel in a 

tread 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 i t ! 

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 knee 
deep in the muck. He worked faster, a 
burying animal, panting, plastered f rom 
head to foot with earth and mud. 
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Suddenly he realized tha t he was 
bury ing the corpse wi th the ear th he 
took out of the side of the pit. He 
t u r n e d and stooped to shovel some of 
t h a t ea r th away f rom the body. And 
it was then tha t the th ing happened I 

He sensed ra ther than actually saw 
the motion behind h im—ear th toppling 
downward like an oily wave breaking. 
I t s t ruck his back, a yielding mass with 
terrific weight behind it. He was 
th rown to the other side of the pit, and 
the earth piled on his legs, his thighs, 
his back. A mass beneath which he 
frant ical ly tried to claw out. 

And then something else—something 
solid and bruta l—struck with crushing 
force the small of his back. It pinned 
him down, a t r emendous heel gr inding 
there, and he gave a cry that was like 
the thin wail of a child. 

HE lay still, instinctively realizing 
tha t the n u m b feeling beneath the 

gr inding th ing on his back would be-
come a horror of agony if he dis turbed 
it. His left a rm was pinned under him. 
H e could move his r ight arm. He could 
tu rn his head slightly. Tha t was all. 

T h e flashlight still remained stuck in 
the opposite wall. It bathed imperson-
ally, meaninglessly, the clayish earth 
all around him. 

" T w o walls to choose f rom—and I 
pick the one that would undermine the 
adjo in ing grave. A huge block of gran-
ite there and the tombstone and the 
ground already softened by the rain— 
oh, why didn' t I think!" 

Lamber t began to cry, but s topped it 
when he realized that he was bawling. 
And he thought—this is the end, isn ' t 
i t? No br ight Ideas could spr ingboard 
from here, could they? 

T h e drops of rain intensified. Heavier 
and more f requent , and now he could 
hear the song of the rain. Wi thou t pre-
meditat ion, he suddenly tried to s trug-
gle forward, wri th ing his shoulders and 
hips. 

He screamed, for he had never known 
such pain, bruta l and hideous and white 
hot. Smashed bones where the corner 
of the huge grani te slab had struck him. 
It did not merely pin him helpless. It 
was boring, boring, a merciless th ing of 
vengeance. 

Now he found that his cheek lay in 
two inches of mud. He had to twist 
his head so that his mouth and nose 
might be out of it. T h e rocky ledge 
held the rain. The huge, muddy pud-
dle at the bo t tom of the grave was 
slowly rising. And he could not move ! 

The savage, bi t ter irony of it made 
him forget the pain for a few moments . 
It wasn ' t the police who would destroy 
him. Nor the landslide. No, it was 
the rain. The rain had upset his plans. 
And the rain would soon kill him. 

Already he could suck air only 
th rough the corner of his mouth . And 
then some muddy water came in with 
it. He coughed, and this s tar ted the 
f r igh t fu l pain in his back again. And 
with the cruel thing grinding there, he 
stopped ha t ing the rain. It would have 
been so long until morning. 
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HENRY KUTTNER 
Grim Disaster Comes to 
Those Who Would Arouse 
the Vengeful W r a t h of 
the Mighty Yakamfwa! 

TH E R E were f o u r men who es-
caped f r o m the A f r i c a n penal 
colony, and it happened tha t 

each was born on a success ive day of 
the week . 

Monday's child is fair of face . . . . 
L i t t l e J u a n P ico d e f t l y s teered the 

longboat no r th and remembered , w i t h 
some pleasure , how nea t ly his k n i f e 
had s l ipped in to the gua rd ' s back. T h e 
blade, which he had named death, was 
at his side, as a lways . P ico ' s b rown, 
innocen t - look ing face wore a happy 
smile. 

T h e escape had been well planned, 
and no doubt the guards were even now 
cursing and crashing th rough the 
jungle. 

w e l l , let them. T h e Spaniard ' s gen-
tle voice cursed them obscenely, but 
wi thout malice. 

Tuesday's child is full of grace . . . . 
God had been very good, P i e r r e 

B o n h e u r t h o u e h t , idly s p i n n i n g the 
chamber of his s to len revolver . Bu t 
the Lord a lways wa tched over P i e r r e . 
H o w else expla in the fac t tha t he had 
been sent to A f r i c a , r a the r than the 
gu i l lo t ine? T h a t old widow in Pa r i s 
—she had screamed much too loud ly 
when P ie r re , masque rad ing in his fa -
vor i te d isguise as a pr ies t , had s t r an -
gled her, 

W h o would have expected the old 
woman to be so l ively? Wel l , it did T h e goril la -1 Ike a r m s swept a round the nat ive 



88 . T H R I L L I N G M Y S T E R Y 

not matter now. T h e longboat ' s make-
sh i f t sail swel led in the wind , and 
w i t h i n a f e w days they would be safe . 
T h e r e was sufficient food and a cask of 
good, sweet wa te r . T h e F r e n c h m a n ' s 
wh i t e , fleshy face shone wi th benevo-
lence. 

Wednesday's child is full of woe 

T o m Mahon was a New E n g l a n d e r 
—a huge, red-ha i red giant , w i th the 
dour , ha r sh face of a Pu r i t an . H i s 
m o u t h was pe rpe tua l l y d rawn down at 
the corners . He had an u n f o r t u n a t e 
habi t of us ing his gnar led fists fo r 

Eurposes upon which the law f rowned . 

lis c r ime? H e had, as th i rd mate of 
the Pacific Queen, k i l led his sk ipper 
by b reak ing his neck wi th an un lucky 
punch . B u t he had been d r u n k at the 
t ime. 

H i s p igg i sh l i t t le eyes gleamed as he 
g lanced a round the boat, and, wea ther -
wise, read the s igns in the c loudy sky. 
T h e r e w o u l d n ' t be a s torm, but there 
would be a h a t f u l of wind . J u s t what 
t h e y needed. If necessary, there were 
the oars. Bu t he was the only man in 
t he c rew wi th s t r e n g t h enough to pul l 
t h e m ! 

Thursday's child has far to go . . . . 
R u p e r t L e e u w fe l t saddened at 

being in the company of men who were 
s tup id as well as cr iminals . T h e not-
qu i t e -midd le aged D u t c h m a n sat mo-
t ionless , h is g ray hair flying in the 
wind , and remembered Ams te rdam, 
the vanes of the windmi l l s t u r n i n g 
s lowly and sunse t on the Z u y d e r Zee. 
B e i n g a ph i losopher , he bore no malice 
to the police who had a r res ted him fo r 
va r ious murde r s , and, being a l i t t le in-
sane, he did not qui te know why he 
had ki l led. 

SC I E N T I F I C research, he t hough t . 

B u t not since the ch i ld -murde re r 
of Du6seldorf had such hor ro r been 
roused in the newspapers . Stil l , proof 
had been lacking, and so Leeuw es-
caped the pena l ty he deserved. He 
s ighed, t u r n e d his heavy head, and 
s t a red at Sal imu. 

Nobody k n e w w h a t day Sal imu had 
been born because he was a na t ive 
A f r i c a n , w i t h ebony skin where it 
showed around the s ta ined scar le t 
cloth that draped him f r o m ches t to 

loins. H e car r ied a v ic ious k n i f e w i t h 
a curved blade, and was a young wi tch-
doctor . 

I t was t h r o u g h Sal imu tha t t he f o u r 
had cont r ived the i r escape. Not unt i l 
t he last moment had he announced his 
in t en t ion of j o in ing them on the i r 
pe r i lous voyage. H e squat ted on his 
haunches , dark face immobile, and 
s tared at the sun. 

" M y mou th is burn ing up," J u a n 
Pico said. "Pas s me some water . " 

Leeuw, s i t t i ng near the cask, said, 
"Ja," and ladled out a d i p p e r f u l , pass-
ing it to Mahon. T h e New E n g l a n d e r 
l i f t ed the wooden lid and peered in, 
nodd ing wi th sa t i s fac t ion . 

" T h e r e is p len ty , " Leeuw said. 
" T h a t don ' t mean we can d r ink it up 

today ," Mahon added g r imly . "If a 
s torm comes a long—" He d idn ' t fin-
ish, but gave the d ipper to Bonheur . 

T h e F r e n c h m a n swished the wa te r 
about and s ipped a l i t t le . H i s wh i t e 
face gleamed wi th sweat . 

"Heaven will gu ide us," he said 
unc tuous ly . " B u t it is very hot ." 

"Le t ' s have i t ." P ico s t r e t ched out 
a lean b rown hand. 

"Here , my son," the F r e n c h m a n 
said. 

T h e Spania rd g r inned mock ing ly 
and gulped water . 

"Bueno! Ve ry good !" he excla imed. 
" I ' l l be glad to get nor th , where the 
sun isn ' t an oven. Even in Madr id we 
have some wind, but th i s is a b rea th 
out of hel l ." 

" I t fills the sails," Leeuw told him, 
and kept his gaze s tead i ly on the mo-
t ion less Sal imu. 

" W h y do you keep looking at tha t 
na t ive?" Mahon said rough ly . 

L e e u w sh rugged . " I am cur ious to 
know w h y he accompanied us. A ris-
ing y o u n g medic ine-man—he can com-
mand m a n y head of ca t t le f r o m his 
t r ibe. W h y should he go f o r t h in to 
u n k n o w n l ands?" 

"You have the silver t ongue , " P ico 
m u r m u r e d . " B u t I, too, have won-
dered. Espec ia l ly s ince our f r i e n d 
car r ies some th ing h idden unde r t ha t 
red c lo th of his. H i s hand s t r ays to It 
somet imes . I t mus t be valuable to 
him." 

T h e y were speak ing Eng l i sh , which 
Sal imu d id no t u n d e r s t a n d . B u t h« 
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mui t have caught a f e w words, for he 
stirred uncomfortably and touched his 
knife-hilt . 

T h e sun beat down remorse less ly , 
bu t it was long past noon. P r e s e n t l y 
the s w i f t t rop ic n i g h t would fa l l . T h a t 
did no t ma t t e r , however , fo r the re was 
a compass . 

" H e speaks F r e n c h , " the wh i t e - f aced 
B o n h e u r said. " L e t me—" He t u r n e d 
to Sal imu. " W e are cur ious , ami. W e 
have been w o n d e r i n g w h y you took 
the r i sk of j o in ing us, men wi th p r i ces 
on our heads ." 

LE E U W and P i co knew French , 
and wa i ted t ense ly fo r the an-

swer. Mahon unde r s tood a l i t t le—all 
sa i lormen u n d e r s t a n d lingua Franca, 
the composi te d ia lec t of m a n y tongues . 

Sa l imu ' s face, bear ing the scars t ha t 
to ld of his in i t i a t ion in to the p r ies t -
hood, twis ted in to a scowl. 

" T h a t is no hard ques t ion , B'wana," 
he rep l ied . " T h e r e was a ve ry old 
p r i e s t who ha ted me. H e saw me as a 
r ival , and wan ted me dead. So I was 
a f r a i d . " 

"You are y o u n g and s t rong , " Bon-
heu r sugges t ed . " W h y did you no t—" 

" H e w o u l d have poisoned me," Sali-
m u 8aid. " O r cursed me. T h e curse 
of Yakamfwa, the water -cobra . T h a t 
is ou r t r iba l to tem." H i s hand moved 
in a m e a n i n g f u l ges tu re . 

" H e ' s got someth ing valuable," Bon-
heur said in Engl ish . "Someth ing he 
stole. T h a t was why he didn ' t wan t to 
s tay with his people." 

Mahon ' s t iny eyes g leamed g reed i ly . 
"Yeah? I t ' s p robably some sacred 

medic ine . " 
" I do not t h i nk so." B o n h e u r fin-

gered his revolver . "Mahon , can you 
get his k n i f e ? " 

"You mean—" Mahon begun. 
"Be quie t , " the D u t c h m a n , Leeuw, 

i n t e r r u p t e d . He ' s g e t t i n g suspic ious . 
W a i t a bi t ." 

T h e r e was s i lence. T h e b ro i l ing 
sun beat down heavi ly. T h e r e was no 
p ro tec t ion aga ins t it, save when the 
sail somet imes t h r e w a shadow. W a v e -
le ts sp lashed s o f t l y aga ins t the long-
boat ' s sides. 

" W e do not need h im any more , " 
P i co said at last . "Shal l I t h r o w m y 
k n i f e ? " 

"No," Leeuw said. "We m i g h t want 
to f ind ou t a f e w t h i n g s f r o m him. 
I ' ve an idea." He d ipped i n t o the cask 
of wate r . " E v e r y o n e d r ink . W h e n 
Sal imu does, Mahon , g r a b him. I ' l l 
have my g u n r eady . " 

" O k a y . " T h e r ed -ha i r ed g i an t 
gu lped wa te r , and passed t he d i p p e r 
back. F ina l ly , a f t e r al l the o the r s 
were satisfied, the con ta ine r w e n t to 
Sa l imu. He hes i ta ted , bu t finally 
l i f t ed it to his l ips. St i l l , his hand lay 
l i gh t ly on his kn i fe -h i l t . 

F o r an ins tan t h i s a t t e n t i o n was dis-
t rac ted , and Mahon ' s huge body 
lunged f o r w a r d . T h e gor i l la - l ike a r m s 
swep t a r o u n d the nat ive . M a h o n ' s 
gna r l ed hand closed over Sal imu's , 
c r u s h i n g it aga ins t the kn i f e -h i l t . 

"B'wana!" Sa l imu shr ieked . Ya—'" 
None of the o the r s moved, t h o u g h 

Sa l imu ' s eyes w e n t appea l ing ly to 
t hem as he was held mot ion less in the 
Yankee ' s p o w e r f u l g r ip . O n l y L e e u w 
s h i f t e d the revolver a l i t t le . 

T h e k n i f e c la t t e red on the boat ' s 
bo t tom, and B o n h e u r reached ou t a 
foo t and d rew it t oward him. 

" S t e a d y o n ! " P ico called sharp ly . 
" W e ' l l t u r n o v e r ! " 

B u t t h e r e was no danger . Sal imu 
s t r u g g l e d like a wi ldcat , and at last 
L e e u w leaned f o r w a r d and smashed 
the revolver aga ins t the k inky black 
head. T h e na t ive wen t l imp and mo-
t ionless . 

E v e r y eye was on Mahon as he 
s t r i pped the red cot ton cloth f r o m 
Sal imu 's body and tossed it aside. 
Bound about the nat ive ' s t h igh was a 
small package , wrapped in wool . 
Mahon opened it. 

"Dios!" 
T h a t was Pico, leaning f o r w a r d 

tense ly , f o r g e t t i n g the t i l ler as h i s 
gaze was held to the immense, g lowing 
d iamond in Mahon ' s big hand. T h e 
gem was uncut , but these men k n e w 
jewels thoroughly . And they realized 
tha t this s tone represented an immense 
for tune. 

Sal imu woke up then, screamed, 
and grabbed at the gem. Mahon def t ly 
gave it to Leeuw and pinioned the na-
t ive 's a rm behind his back, twis t ing it 
viciously. 

"B'wana!" Sal imu ye lped . "Aie—" 
"You ta lk his l ingo, Leeuw," 
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g r u n t e d Mahon . "Get h im to spil l the 
dope ." 

"Ja." L e e u w s ta red keenly at the 
na t ive . " W e palaver , Sal imu. T r u e 
palaver . W h e r e did you steal th is 
d i a m o n d ? " 

B u t the o ther was almost incoherent 
w i t h hys te r ica l fear . Not the fear of 
dea th . I t was someth ing more. . . . 

"Yakamfwa!" Sa l imu screeched. " I 
have broken the mugilo!" 

" H e means taboo," L e e u w said to 
the o thers , and t u r n e d back to Sal imu. 
" W h a t is th i s about Yakamfwa, the 
wate r -cobra? W h o m did you kill to 
ge t th i s j e w e l ? " He leaned f o r w a r d 
and b ru t a l ly s lapped the na t ive ' s face. 

" T h e curse of Yakamfwa—I did not 
bel ieve in i t ! " Sal imu said. " I t h o u g h t 
I could steal the d iamond f r o m the 
temple hu t and sell it. I t h o u g h t I 
wou ld be sa fe i f — " Sal imu screamed 
again as Mahon bent his arm back. 

" T a l k , " L e e u w said g r imly . T h e 
p is to l ' s muzz le j u t t e d f o r w a r d . 

" I t — i t was the sacred jewel of our 
t r ibe. I t was kept under water , al-
ways, in a pot be fo re the sh r ine of 
Yakamfwa, the sea-cobra. T h e old 
p r i e s t—I kil led him and took the dia-
mond. I d id not bel ieve in the curse, 
B'wana." 

" W h a t c u r s e ? " L e e u w demanded . 
" O n l y holy hands may touch the 

d iamond. If a man has s inned—mur-
de red—the curse of Yakamfwa wil l 
s t r ike him. And—aie!—it is t r u e ! I t 
is t r u e ! " 

Sudden ly , w i th a quick wr i the , Sa-
l imu s l ipped out of Mahon ' s gr ip . H i s 
naked body arched toward Leeuw, 
s t ruck t he Du tchman , and bore h im 
back. T h e beat swayed and rocked 
per i lous ly . 

" S t e a d y ! " Mahon roared, g r i p p i n g 
the t hwar t s . " B o n h e u r ! Use tha t 
k n i f e ! " 

T h e F r e n c h m a n , ho ld ing the na-
t ive ' s blade, a b r u p t l y d ropped it and 
l unged f o r the d iamond as it rol led 
t oward him. A t the t i l ler , J u a n Pico 
h issed be tween his t ee th and let his 
l i t t l e k n i f e fly. T h e weapon sang 
t h r o u g h t he air and dug deep into 
Sa l imu ' s back. 

S imu l t aneous ly Leeuw ' s gun ex-
p loded . T h e A f r i c a n gave a queer , 
c o u g h i n g g run t , and h is body a rched 

back. T h e n he d ropped backward , 
and the Du tchman pushed h im as ide 
as he ca re fu l ly rose, r ubb ing his 
throat . 

"Tr i ed to s t rang le me," he g rowled . 
"Ach! . . . Wel l , he is dead. G o o d ! " 

The re was a gaping hole in Sa l imu ' s 
ebony chest, f r o m which red l iquid 
welled. 

" T h r o w him overboard ," Mahon 
commanded. "He ' s mak ing a mess 
here. Got the diamond all r igh t , 
Bonheu r?" 

"Oui. I have it." 
"My k n i f e ! " Pico shouted . " P u l l i t 

out of Salimu before you get r id of 
h i m ! " 

Mahon obeyed, tossing the weapon 
to the youngs ter . T h e n he slid Sa l imu 
overboard wi th a power fu l heave. T h e 
body sank slowly t h r o u g h the blue, 
t r ans lucen t water . 

"Keep an eye on tha t s tone," the 
New E n g l a n d e r g run ted . "If it goes 
overboard—" 

"I swim very well ," Pico said, gr in-
ning. 

For answer, Mahon s i len t ly po in ted . 
A lean, torpedo- l ike shadow was slid-
ing t h r o u g h the dep ths . F u r t h e r 
away, a t r i angu la r fin broke the sur-
face. 

"No t in these wa te r s you don ' t , " 
Mahon said, w i th g r im humor . P ico 
sh rugged . 

BO N H E U R ' S whi t e face was dank 
w i th sweat as he s tared at the 

jewel he held. 
" H o w much do you th ink i t 's 

w o r t h ? " he asked. 
"Le t 's see it." L e e u w took it f r o m 

him. "Thousands , at least . E v e n 
when it 's cut ." 

"Dol l a r s?" Mahon asked. 
"Pounds . I t ' s big. A n o t h e r Kohi-

noor ." 
"Good!" P ico said chee r fu l l y . " W e 

will be rich, all of us ! B u t who wil l 
keep the s tone?" 

"We ' l l figure tha t out la ter ," Mahon 
told him. " F i r s t of all, we 've go t to 
make por t . T h e r e may be boats pu t -
t ing out a f t e r us." 

" W e fo l low the or ig ina l p l a n ? " 
Bonheur asked. 

" M i g h t as well . T h e A r a k a Pen in -
sula 's sa fe enough . F r o m the re w e 
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can cut in land. Once we reach the 
Araka , we can s top w o r r y i n g . " 

" T h e d i a m o n d ? " P ico said quie t ly . 
Mahon cha l lenged him wi th his 

eyes. 
" I ' l l keep i t ," he snapped . 
"No, Senor Mahon , " P ico d isagreed . 
" H o n o r among thieves ," L e e u w 

said, wi th wry sarcasm. " D r o p it in 
the water -cask . T h a t way, we' l l be 
safe ti l l we hit Araka . " 

Bonheur passed h im the jewel . 
"Oui, that is wise," he assented. 

"Did not our poor dead f r i end say it 
was kept in a pot of wate r in his 
jung le t e m p l e ? " 

T h e s tone fel l , w i th a t iny splash, 
and Leeuw put back the wooden cover. 

"Now we can rest , for a whi le ," he 
said wi th sa t i s fac t ion . " W a i t , M a h o n ! 
Don ' t t h row tha t cloth overboard . I t 
wil l make a l i t t le shade, at least ." 

T h e New E n g l a n d e r , ho ld ing the 
red cot ton cloth Sal imu had worn 
w r a p p e d around his body, g r imaced 
wi th dis tas te . 

"Not for me," he growled , and 
tossed the ga rmen t to Leeuw. who 
calmly lay down and spread the 
fo lded c loth over his face. 

"I s leep," Leeuw said. " I f you are 
wise, you will do so also." 

Mahon made his way to the t i l ler . 
" I ' l l take over, P ico ." 
T h e Spania rd nodded . "Gracias." 
T h e n the re was si lence, as the hot 

A f r i c a n wind pushed at the sails and 
sent the longboat speed ing nor th , w i th 
four men and a f o r t u n e aboard. . . . 

TH A T night P i e r r e Bonheur died. 

In his su f f e r ing be fo re he passed 
on, Pico tended him wi th gent le , 
f emin i ne k i n d n e s s ; Leeuw held the 
d ipper to his l ips ; Mahon held him 
mot ion less when, in his f r e n z y , he 
surely would have torn his face to 
r ibbons with his nails. Each one of 
the three hoped Bonheur would die 
quickly, but, for certain unvoiced rea-
sons, each one kept the though t well 
hidden. 

T h e af fa i r was not at all p leasant , 
because Bonheur g rew de l i r ious and 
his obscene b lasphemies made Pico, at 
least, feel uncomfor tab le . T h e young 
Spaniard a lways made it a point to do 
penance for his misdeeds, and he fe l t 

su re tha t B o n h e u r was do ing himself 
no good in Heaven . 

I t was a bad bus iness . T h e F rench -
man got abnormal ly t h i r s t y , and at 
last it was necessa ry to r e f u s e him 
wate r . H e screamed tha t fire was 
seeping t h r o u g h his ve ins and tha t 
Yakamfwa, t he water -cobra , had b i t t en 
him. Wel l , t he re were sea-snakes in 
these waters , and Mahon s t r ipped 
Bonheur and examined him as thor -
ough ly as possible by the f a in t moon-
l ight . 

T h e F r e n c h m a n ' s body was w h i t e 
and so f t , wi th a cur ious pu lpy rot-
tenness , as t h o u g h his muscles had 
long ago tu rned to some horr ib le ha l f -
solid s tuf f . T h e r e were a f ew old 
due l l ing scars here and there , but no 
sign of a snake 's fangs . 

Yet Bonheur insisted tha t Ya-
kamfwa had bi t ten 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 t h r e w him overboard, first 
mak ing sure tha t the d iamond was sti l l 
in the water -cask . 

" I t is all qui te impossible, of 
course ," Leeuw said. "Yet I have 
s tud ied an th ropo logy , and the A f r i c a n 
wi t ch -doc to r s know qui te a bit . Do 
you suppose Sal imu managed to poi-
son the food or the w a t e r ? " 

Mahon growled dissent . 
" I -feel okay," he grumbled . "Don ' t 

you ?" 
" I feel good, but I am a f ra id . " P ico 

looked very unhappy. " P e r h a p s I am 
too supers t i t ious . " 

By th i s t ime it was dawn. T h e y 
had kept on their course, despi te t he 
hor ror of the night , and the longboat 
had made excel lent progress . T w o 
more n igh t s and they would be sa fe 
on the Araka Peninsula , ready to 
p lunge t h r o u g h the jung le to a se t t le-
men t where few ques t ions would be 
asked. 

" A n y w a y , " Mahon said, " the dia-
mond will be spli t only th ree ways, 
now." He examined the food. T h e r e 
wasn ' t much of it, but it seemed clean 
and good. T h e water was sweet , w i t h 
no t race of poison. At the bo t tom of 
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the cask the diamond lay like a huge 
dim eye. 

Yet each man in the boat suspected 
that one of the other two had killed 
Bonheur. 

Finally, by common consent, they 
made certain. They stripped, one by 
one, while the other two searched for 
any concealed poison. And these men 
were well versed in the tricks by 
which objects may be hidden, even 
by a naked man. When they had fin-
ished, they were quite certain that 
there was no poison to be found in 
the boat. 

PU L L I N G his singlet over blis-
tered shoulders, Mahon grun ted : 

"I guess maybe a cobra did get Bon-
heur, a f ter all. I must have missed 
the marks in the dark." 

"I have seen no sea-snakes." Leeuw 
shrugged. "Only the sharks." 

Pico, staring at the tr iangular fins 
that followed the longboat, shud-

dered and crossed himself. He kept his 
knife ready for any flat, venomous 
head that might lance suddenly over 
the side and strike at him. 

"Dios," he whispered, sweat o n his 
handsome face. " T h e r e may be some-
thing in this Yakamfwa curse, after 
al l . " 

But nothing happened that day. 
Except that the sun grew hotter and 
the breeze failed a little. Not enough 
to matter, however, though they used 
the oars for an hour or so. 

Soon af ter midday, Leeuw broke a 
long silence. 

"About Bonheur," he began, "I have 
an idea that auto-suggestion killed 
him. He was a most supersti t ious man, 
and that was fatal." 

"How do you mean?" Mahon stared 
at him, his red hair plastered dankly 
on the sunburned forehead. 

"Well , subconsciously he was wor-
rying about the curse. Maybe he got 
a touch of sunstroke, or fever. Auto-
suggestion did the rest. He believed 
he was dying of the curse—and so he 

did." 
"Si," Pico broke in eagerly, leaning 

on the tiller. "I have seen something 
like that in my own country. A gypsy 
woman I knew put a curse on my 
brother. She made a small mud image 
of him and did things to it. Unpleas-
ant things. When my brother found 
out he fell sick and died, and I was 
his heir. But he did not have as much 
as I thought ." 

"Sure you didn't pay the gypsy to 
do i t?" Mahon asked sardonically. 

Pico only smiled. 
"Quien sabe?" H e s h r u g g e d . Ce r -

tainly I paid no gypsy to kill poor 
Bonheur." 

There was silence again. Under a 
hot, cloudless sky the boat sped north. 
There was no sign of pursuit . But 
a tension grew and throbbed in the 
heavy, stagnant air, almost palpable, 
almost tangible. Each man dreaded 
the coming of night, when a sea-cobra 
might writhe over the side of the boat 

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 \eins. It is the Yakamfwa 
curse!" 

Mahon and Leeuw sat motionless, 
eying the dark figure at the tiller. 
Pico went on: 

"But there was no snake, no sea-
cobra. Nothing struck me with its 
fangs. I am sure of that. Dios! My 
belly is afire! And—and—" 

Soon he began to scream about 
Yakamfwa. When 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've got to get at the til ler," 
Mahon said to Leeuw in a low, tense 
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undertone. "He 's s t e e r i n g off 
course." 

"Ja. I have the gun." 
They had spoken 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 tor tures of 
Purgatory already." 

But they did not shoot Pico. I t 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-doctor, and 
Mahon gripped the gun. Both men 
were waiting tensely, wincing at the 
sounds that came out of the darkness 
shrouding Pico. 

He did not die easily. Like Bon-
heur, he cursed for a little time, but 
then changed to low, sobbing moans 
that quavered out on the still air like 
the cries of a tor tured beast in agony. 
Over and over he whispered: 

they expected to str ike the Araka 
Peninsula. 

Mahon's dour face was black with 
sunburn. His red hair Harried 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 Dutchman's skin was peeling, 
and angry scarlet wherever it showed. 

They ate and drank, and sailed on. 
Neither one mentioned 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 two 
brains. Neither man trusted the other. 
Both Leeuw and Mahon would have 
preferred to be the sole owner of the 
priceless jewel. 

And the stone lay in the water-cask, 
gray and rough, looking not at all 
valuable. It might have been a chip of 
soapstone, rather than the jewel of 

C A S E O F T H E A S T R A L A S S A S S i n 
"Yakamfwa . . . Yakamfwa . . ." 
Then he prayed to the water-cobra 

and pleaded for mercy. He would 
serve Yakamfwa fa i thfu l ly , he said, if 
only the snake god would save him 
from such a horrible death. His voice 
rose and fell as the tides of agony 
waxed and waned through Pico's 
veins. 

At last he killed himself with his 
little knife. 

They kept the body aboard till 
morning, intending to search it for 
fang-marks, but at the first light they 
changed their minds. All of Pico's 
handsomeness 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 swirl of foam almost at the 
boat's hull. The sharks were gett ing 
to expect their grim food. 

All that day they sailed north, 
under a good wind, two men who 
watched each other in silence. They 
ate and drank little. The provisions 
would last till the next evening, when 

Y akamfwa, which no bloodstained 
hands might safely touch. 

MA H O N kept the revolver and 
Leeuw fingered Salimu's long 

blade. They sat in opposite ends of 
the boat, while the silence between 
them grew into a deadly, ominous wall. 
They did not look at the sun as it 
slipped down slowly toward the west, 
and dipped beneath the horizon. Only 
twenty-four hours to go. At sundown 
the next evening they would be in 
Araka. 

"Want to steer?" Mahon called at 
last. He gave Leeuw the course, and 
the Dutchman squatted silently at the 
tiller. Mahon went forward to the 
bow and lay down 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 Dutchman went 
forward to the water-cask, drew a dip-
perful , and gulped it down. Then he 
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looked very careful ly at Mahon, who 
was a vague shadow lboming against 
the rocking horizon of the sea. 

He filled the dipper again, and put 
it down careful ly under one of the 
seats. Then he took the folded red 
cotton cloth f rom his head and thrus t 
its corner into the water. He waited. 

Mahon could not see what he was 
doing, Leeuw thought . Ja! And he 
would never know. Not till he died 
in agony, as Bonheur and Pico had 
died, with the ordeal poison of Afr ica 
flaming through his veins. There was 
no expression at all on Leeuw's heavy 
face. But he was feel ing exultant , 
more so, even, than he had in Amster-
dam, when the police were searching 
vainly for a mad killer. 

Mad? They had been fools. For 
Rupert Leeuw was a philosopher and 
a scientist. W h y , if he had not studied 
anthropology he would never have in-
sisted on keeping Salimu's garment, 
when Mahon wanted to throw it over-
board a f te r the native's butchered 
corpse. 

Y^s, Leeuw had read a great deal. 
He knew how Afr ican witch-doctors 
sometimes carry their medicines, 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 
himself with a strong poison, in case 
he met enemies. 

The Dutchman even thought he 
knew the nature of the venom. It was 
the "black medicine" of the ordeal, 
made f rom crocodile glands. The red 
cloth had been steeped in the deadly 
stuff, and Leeuw had found it fair ly 
easy, under cover of darkness, to poi-
son a d ipper fu l of water before hand-
ing it to Bonheur. That was when he 
realized his guess had been correct. 
So young Pico had died next, and now 
it was Mahon's turn. 

W h a t was the fool doing? Steering. 
No, he was advancing slowly through 
the dark. Why . . . . 

Hast i ly Leeuw drew the red cloth 
f rom the dipper and laid it aside. I ts 
work was done. There was enough 
poison in that water to kill several 
men. 

"What ' s wrong, Mahon?" he called. 
" W a n t me to take the t i l ler?" 

TH E R E was no answer. The big 
figure seemed 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 stomach, and collapsed in a 
wri th ing heap. 

Mahon waited, his gun ready. But 
Leeuw's s t ruggles did not last long. 
Present ly the Dutchman lay quiet. 
The giant 's piggish, t iny 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 
them must die. Only Mahon had 
struck first. 

The boat lurched as a gust filled the 
sail, heeling the craf t over. W i t h a 
muffled curse Mahon whirled and 
sprang to the tiller. There was a pre-
carious moment while he wrestled 
with it, but soon the danger was past. 
Yet it had given Mahon a bad moment. 
If the boat had capsized in these 
shark-infested waters, not to mention 
the sea-cobras that had killed Bonheur 
and Pico, he would be finished in-
stantly. 

A sound came out of the darkness 
then. The moon came for an instant 
from behind a cloud, and Mahon saw 
that Leeuw was moving. The Dutch-
man's bulky body lurched forward, 
smashed against the cask and sent it 
toppling overside. 

Laughter bubbled up f rom Leeuw's 
throat. Laughter that was cut off ab-
rupt ly as his jaw dropped and his eyes 
glazed in death. . . . 

Mahon was leaning far out, cursing 
viciously and t ry ing to recapture the 
cask, which was filling and sinking 
fast. The diamond would be lost for-
ever if he didn ' t— 

His fingers touched the wood and 
t ightened. Something cut th rough 
the water, and Mahon snatched back 
his hand just in "time. A white belly 
gleamed for an instant in the moon-
light as the boat shuddered under the 
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impact of the shark's rush. 
Then it was too late. The cask was 

gone, bearing with it the fabulous di-
amond of Yakamfwa. The diamond 
that no blood-stained hand could 
safely touch, gone forever into the si-
lent ocean abysses. 

Mahon remained for a long moment 
staring at the place where the cask 
had vanished. His dour face was hag-
gard. At last he drew back and 
crouched motionless, t ry ing to fight 
down the mad impulse to dive a f te r 
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. Even 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, a f te r all, he reasoned. But it 
was ended now. Four men had died 
—five, including the priest Salimu 
himself had killed—and Yakamfwa 
s h o u l d be well satisfied, Mahon 
thought with grim humor. He stared 
down at Leeuw. 

"Did you think I'd dive in a f te r i t?" 
he questioned the blank, blind face. 
"Like blazes! I 'll be safe in Araka 
when the sharks are feeding off your 
rotten carcass! Yeah!" 

As for the water, that didn' t much 
matter . I t would be hot a f te r dawn 
broke, but Mahon could stand thirst 
for fifteen hours or so. Nevertheless, 
at the thought , his throat suddenly 
went dry and his tongue was hot and 
parched. 

The devil with i t ! Tom Mahon had 
been thirs ty before. 

He bent to l i f t Leeuw's body, ready 
to cast it overside, and saw the dipper 
under a seat. I t had jammed into a 
corner there, so t ight ly that it had not 
overturned. Mahon saw the water. 

Carefully he worked the tin cup 
loose. Jus t enough for a swallow or 
two, but it would help. Mahon l i f ted 
the dipper to his lips. He glanced at 
the silent figure at his feet. 

"Here 's to you, Leeuw!" he said— 
and drank. 
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PREMIUM FOR MURDER 
By C. S. MONTANYE 

Detective Bannon Likes to Take It Easy—but There's No 
Chance of That When a Desperate Killer Plays Possum! 

ACCORDING t o t h e a s t r o l o g y 

book Dave Bannon religiously 
L bought every month, Wednes-

day Was his unlucky day. Wednesday 
was this sunny, warm day and so far, 
horoscopes to the contrary, Bannon's 
luck had been pre t ty good. 

He hadn' t had any difficulty picking 
up the taffy-haired, violet-eyed Bon-
nie Cole. All he'd had to d?> was wait 
around the lobby of the Burnham until 
t he inspector was through questioning 
her, upsta i rs in the murder suite. He 
watched her now as Bonnie, attracted 
by a jewelry store window, stopped to 
look over the gl i t ter ing display. 

Bannon slid up beside her. He 

glanced from a t ray of diamond brace-
lets to eyes that were no less br ight . 

"If you see anyth ing you like," he 
said, "pick it out and we'll go in and 
buy it." 

"You've been fol lowing m e ! " she 
accused, and her voice shook. 

Bannon saw she was nervous and up-
set. Still, under the circumstances, 
that was only natural . T h a t morn-
ing, Vesta, her sister, had been found 
dead in her bedroom at the Burnham, 
with a bullet in her heart and an enig-
matic, funny smile f rozen on her lip-
sticked mouth. 

"I 'm not the only one fo l lowing 
you," Bannon said quiet ly. 
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" W h a t do you mean?" 
"Take a look in the plate glass. 

Across the s treet—lighting a cigaret te 
at the curb." 

He saw the sudden start she gave, 
heard the gasping breath she expelled. 
Opposite, Jack Curtz buttoned his 
form-fit t ing jacket, and watched. 

Bannon 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 ' l l 
run you home." 

"Would you?" Her voice was 
choked. "That would be swell!" 

He handed her into the first 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. 
"Wha t does he want? Or don't you 

know that e i ther?" 

BA N N O N relaxed comfortably on 
the leather upholstery. He knew 

quite a l i t t le about Jack Curtz, about 
the girl beside him, and about 
"Sonny" Wallace and Mart in 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 clut ter ing 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 neighborhood 
of cheap apartment houses. Bannon 
saw they were almost to her place. 
He wished the ride could continue. 
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 f ron t of a narrow, 

brick apar tment 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 wi th unsteady 
fingers for her keys. "Got any 
l iquor?" 

"Only a bottle of Bourbon." 
"Swell. Wha t are we wait ing 

fo r?" 
In the girl 's apartment he dropped 

down with a sigh on a three-cush-
ioned couch, l istening to the click of 
her heels on the wood borders of the 
carpeted floor, as she hurried to the 
kitchenette. Bannon loosened the last 
two but tons on his vest. 

He thought about Vesta Cole's kill-
ing. Bonnie's sister, the ex-wife of 
Martin King, who owned numerous 
catch-penny shows along the main 
stein, had been murdered sometime 
af ter midnight . Bannon reviewed the 
details of the case. Almost the first 
thing that had been turned up in 
Vesta's apartment was a small, red 
leather address book that belonged to 
Stonny Wallace. 

One of the elevator operators iden-
tified Sonny's photo as that of the pas-
senger he had taken to the seventh 
floor at eleven o'clock the previous 
night. And Sonny Wallace, out on 
parole af ter a larceny rap, was Bon-
nie Cole's boy friend. 

Bonnie came back with a dose of 
Bourbon, water and ice. Bannon 
tried it and liked the taste. His gaze 
wandered over her. She was certainly 
an attractive dame. Lucky guy, 
Sonny Wallace, keeping company 
with a knockout like Bonnie. 

"Where is he?" Bannon asked, out 
of a silence broken by the t inkle of 
the ice in his glass. "Sonny, I mean." 

"I don't know." The violet eyes 
clouded. The hand that held her Pepsi-
cola trembled. "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 apar tment around midnight ." 

BO N N I E COLE 'S red lips parted. 

Her breath came fast. 
" W h y should they think Sonny 

would want to kill Vesta? Wha t rea-
son would he have?" Sudden tears 
overflowed the violet eyes. "Why, 
Vesta paid for Sonny's lawyer! She 
helped him get his parole! He's the 
last person in the world who would 
have done i t !" 

Bannon pushed out his long legs. 
He sampled the Bourbon again. Not 
a bad drink, he decided. 

"Any ideas?" His tone was sympa-
thetic, kindly. 

Bonnie Cole raised her taffy-colored 
head. 

" W h y don't you check on Martin 
King? He hated her! Ever since 
the divorce he's threatened her! 
W h y don't you tail him and see what 
happens?" 

Bannon shook his head. "No good. 
W e questioned King early this 
morning. He's out. Got an air-tight 
alibi." 

"How air- t ight? Marty 's smart!" 
"Not smart enough to get out of the 

bed he's holding down at the General 
Hospital , go up to the Burnham and 
blast his ex with a thir ty-eight ." 

"Mar ty in the hospital!" Bonnie 
Cole stared. "What ' s wrong with 
h im?" 

Bannon moved his shoulders. "Ap-
pendectomy, couple of weeks ago. 
That means something you put in a 
jar of alcohol and stand on the man-
telpiece. Forget King. Let 's talk 
about Sonny Wallace. If the guy's so 
clean why doesn't he come around and 
see us? This hide-out stuff isn't help-
ing him any. And neither," Bannon 
added shrewdly, "are you." 

The telephone across the room rang 
suddenly. Bonnie Cole straightened. 
Some of the Pepsi-cola slopped over 
the rim of her glass as she looked from 
the instrument to Bannon's expression-
less, placid face. 

"Go ahead," he said. "Answer it." 
She still watched him when she 

picked up the phone. 
"Hel lo?" 

"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!" 

Bannon started to get up. "Tel l 
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 l i f ted to Ban-
non. 

"No! Nobody talks to Sonny— 
until the time comes!" 

Again Bannon moved his shoulders. 
He found himself wishing he had a 
girl who would defend him the way 
Bonnie Cole did Sonny. He turned 
back to the couch with another shrug. 
Then, as he sank down, there was a 
sudden knock on the door. Bannon 
pushed his hand in under his coat 
and loosened the gun holstered there. 

"Cur tz!" 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 f r iend." 

Bonnie went slowly to the door. 
She turned the knob and Jack Curtz 
slouched in. The man's dark, hooded 
eyes flashed from her to Bannon on 
the couch. 

"Hello, kid," Curtz said. "Got a 
visi tor?" 

Bannon couldn't help but admire 
the girl 's nerve. She kept her emo-
tions t ight ly in check, forcing a smile. 

"An old fr iend of mine, Jack. Meet 
Mr. Barnes. Ed. Barnes." 

"Old f r iend—nuts ! I saw you pick 
this guy up on the avenue. Wha t ' s 
the idea?" 

CU R T Z was small, thin and dapper. 

In par tnership with a Times 
Square bookmaker, he always had 
plenty of money. Twice in the past 
six months Curtz had been hauled in 
as a murder suspect, but each time 
there had been the usual lack of evi-
dence and he had walked out free. 

Bannon knew he even had a permit 
to carry a gun. Cockeyed town, 
where they licensed characters like 
Jack Curtz to tote firearms. 

Bonnie had met him at the magazine 
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and cigar counter where she worked. 
I t was in the same building where 
Curtz and his par tner maintained an 
office. From what Bannon knew about 
him, Curtz never overlooked a pair of 
shapely legs or a pre t ty face. As Bon-
nie possessed both, she was fair prey. 

"Wha t do you want?" she asked 
Curtz tensely. 

" Jus t 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. 
Where is he?" 

Bonnie's hand moved up to her 
heart. There was a strained, terse 
note in her bri t t le voice when she an-
swered. 

"He's out of town. Chicago. Didn' t 
you know?" 

Curtz laughed under his breath. 
"Don't hand me tha t stuff. I 'm in a 
hurry. Where ' l l I find Sonny?" 

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 figured 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 insisted. 
"Sonny's in Chicago!" 

Curtz 's clawlike hand darted out 
and circled her sof t ly rounded arm. 

"Talk," he said, "or I'll break it off 
at the elbow!" 

"I told you—" 
"Ta lk ! " Over his shoulder, Curtz 

added to Bannon, "You'cfbet ter duck. 
This is private business. Go on, get 
out!" 

Bannon finished the last of the 
Bourbon and got up. He saw what 
had to be done and sighed. Maybe the 
astrology book was r ight af ter all. 
Wednesday, unlucky. Anyway, his 
peaceful relaxation was all over and 
done with. 

Curtz let Bonnie go and whirled 
around. He ducked Bannon's smash-
ing right fist, reached for his gun and 
whipped it out before he s traightened. 
Bannon saw it coming and lashed with 
his foot. His heavy shoe caught Curtz 

above the le f t knee-cap and bounced 
him off the end of a radio cabinet. 

Bannon nailed him wi th a s t raight 
lef t hook before Curtz could get his 
firing hand in position. His knuckles 
cracked into the sharp cheek-bone of 
the taut-skinned face. 

Curtz hissed a curse and banged into 
the wall. He swayed against it, flat-
tened, for a couple of seconds. Ban-
non used the t ime to almost f rac ture 
Curtz 's wris t while he emptied the fel-
low's fingers of the steel they con-
tained. 

He kicked the gun aside, dragging 
out his own department pistol. Curtz 
doubled like a jack-knife, propell ing 
himself forward as if he had been 
hurled f rom a sling-shot. 

BA N N O N tried to sidestep and 
take aim. He fired f rom a point 

near his vest, throwing the lead at a 
tangent and not knowing whether he 
had missed. The next instant Curtz 
butted him in the belly. Bannon's 
head ground the rug as his heels went 
up. He heard Bonnie's stifled scream, 
then his head whacked the wood bor-
der of the floor and somebody turned 
off the sunshine that poured in 
through the windows. . . . 

A f t e r a time, Bannon snapped out 
of it. 

He opened his eyes, wincing sharply 
at the pain when he moved hi& head. 
Bannon was stretched on the floor, 
and no hangover had ever given him 
as bad a headache. 

Stiffly he sat up, glad to be alive 
Wha t was the matter with Jackie 
Curtz, leaving him there without his 
finishing, lead-engraved signature? 

When Bannon's gaze cleared he 
found the answer. 

Curtz lay sprawled across the sofa, 
his face turned to the ceiling. Blood 
dripped f rom a chest wound. Bannon 
nodded. He hadn' t made such a bad 
shot, considering the difficulties in-
volved. 

Curtz 's heart still fluttered, 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 
Curtz. 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 finished reading the 
second letter when Curtz opened his 
eyes. 

"I don't know whether it's worth 
phoning for an ambulance," Bannon 
said casually. 

Curtz 's hooded eyes began to burn. 
"Wha t are you? A Jap—leaving me 
here to bleed to death?" 

Bannon smothered a yawn. "Maybe 
if you'll talk a l i t t le you'll get some 
service. W h y were you so hot af ter 
Sonny Wallace?" 

Curtz 's eyes retreated behind their 
puffy lids. 

"That ' s easy. He cut in on me and 
Bonnie. 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: Bannon 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. 
There ' l l be an ambulance over here in 
a few minutes." 

Curtz 's voice was low, each word 
slow-paced. 

"Thanks—copper. I'll be around 
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." 

Whi le the foaming concoction di-
gested, Bannon read one of the letters 
he had taken f rom Curtz. I t had been 
mailed in town, three days previously. 
He shoved it in his pocket, listening 
to the growing clang of the arriving 
ambulance and the siren of a police 
car. 

O C H A N C E for a . nap this 
af ternoon," he thought re-

gre t fu l ly . "Guess I 'd better hoof 

around and have a ta lk with Mar ty 
King, to keep this s traight ." 

But at the General Hospi tal the 
white-clad receptionist, consult ing her 
book, said: 

"Mr. King was discharged an hour 
ago." 

Bannon scratched his head. "All 
cured, eh? That ' s fine. Where did he 
go?" 

"Home, I suppose. They usually 
do." 

"Thanks." 
The subway took Bannon down-

town. He hung around Headquarters 
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, florid man, gave Bannon a sharp 
look. "Where ' s Wallace? I thought 
I told you to bring him in." 

"I ' l l break this case tonight ," Ban-
non promised, pulling his hat fu r the r 
down over his still aching head. "So 
Curtz curtained? Tha t saves the D.A. 
a lot of trouble." 

It was dark when he finished dinner 
in the little place, near Prince Street, 
where he usually ate. 

Curtz out of the picture. Where 
had Bonnie Cole lammed? Where was 
Sonny Wallace? Who had murdered 
the glamorous Vesta? 

Wi th these problems in mind, Ban-
non went uptown. He got out of the 
subway at Forty-second Street, and 
walked up Longacre. It was the hour 
when the main stem turned on its 
brightest l ights and opened up for 
business. 

Bannon wandered into one of the 
catch-penny attractions. It was called 
"Wonderland." A flea-circus, side 
show freaks, a shooting gallery, pin-
ball games and rows of animated pic-
ture machines were some of the de-
vices for amusing the patrons. 

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 flight of s tairs took 
him to the floor above. Three doors 
faced him there. They were all shut. 
Bannon dropped a hand to the knob 
of the center one, turned it and walked 
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i n to M a r t i n King ' s office. 
"Hel lo , M a r t y . Back at t he g r i n d 

aga in . " 
A man in a p i l low-swathed chai r 

ra ised h is head quick ly . K ing wore a 
ba th robe over his pa jamas . H e looked 
pale and gaun t . O n t he desk in f r o n t 
of h im was a heap of cor respondence . 
Mai l and bi l ls t ha t had pi led up dur-
ing his absence. 

H i s gaze flickered over Bannon . 
"Oh , i t ' s you. Si t down. Smoke?" 
B a n n o n lounged aga ins t a t ypewr i t -

ing table . 
" T h a n k s , no. I jus t d ropped around 

to b r ing you a l i t t le news. Your f r i end 
Cur t z got measu red up fo r a ha rp late 
th i s a f t e r n o o n . " 

K i n g ' s gaze d idn ' t waver . " I s that 
so? W h a t h a p p e n e d ? " 

" I sho t him, w h e n he began to get 
t ough w i t h y o u r f o r m e r sister-in-la.w." 

K i n g f r o w n e d . " T h a t ' s good. T h i s 
t own wil l be be t t e r off w i t h o u t tha t 
lug." 

" T h a t ' s w h a t I t h ink . " Bannon 
pushed his hat back. " I expec t , " he 
drawled , " to break the B u r n h a m mur-
der case t on igh t . " 

K ing sat mot ion less . "Yeah? Got 
an a n g l e ? " 

" I know the man who did i t ." Ban-
non spoke s lowly, i nd i f f e r en t l y . " I t ' s 
a good th ing you had tha t a i r - t igh t 
alibi, Mar t y . " 

" W h y ? " 
Bannon moved his shou lders . " J u s t 

be fo re J a c k i e Cur t z checked out , " he 
wen t on, "he sp i l l ed—to me." 

KI N G a r r a n g e d the p i l lows in his 
chair . He moved it closer to the 

desk and the heap of l e t t e r s on it. 
F r o m below the noise of " W o n d e r -
l and" filtered up: Sharp , con t inua l 
c racks f r o m the shoo t ing ga l le ry , the 
g rumble of voices, f a in t and remote . 

" W h o did i t ? " 
" W h o do you t h i n k ? " Bannon 

hun t ed a round in his pocket , f o u n d a 
loose match, and pu t it in his mouth . 
" F u n n y , if it weren ' t fo r t ha t alibi of 
yours , you 'd ce r ta in ly look l ike the 
logical kil ler , Mar ty . I mean, the way 
you've been squawking about the ali-
mony you had to pay Vesta . T h e fac t 
is, I unde r s t and , tha t you 've got a 
l i t t le sweet ie who craves m a t r i m o n y 

w i th you. K i n d of t o u g h s u p p o r t i n g 
two dames, bo th w i t h expens ive 
tas tes ." 

" W h e r e ' d you ge t al l t ha t s t u f f ? " 
B a n n o n s h i f t e d the ma tch a round in 

his mou th . 
" P u t one and one t oge the r . T h a t 

makes two. I ge t ideas ail of a sud-
den, out of nowhere . T h e n , of course, 
wha t Cur tz said," he added smooth ly , 
"fit the whole t h i n g toge the r , neat as 
can be." 

"Looks l ike I was lucky g e t t i n g ap-
pendic i t i s when I d id ," K i n g laughed . 

"Yeah, the way you hated Ves t a and 
the th rea t s you 've been mak ing . Bon-
nie ment ioned them. Te l l me some-
th ing . W h e r e does Sonny Wal l ace 
figure?" 

King ' s hand went in unde r the l i t t e r 
of cor respondence . L i f e a flash of 
l i gh tn ing it came out, ho ld ing a snub-
nosed au tomat ic . He d rew a bead on 
the loung ing Bannon. 

"So Cur tz t a lked ! " 
Bannon shook his head, g r inn ing . 
" T h a t was one of my ideas. H e 

d idn ' t men t ion your name. He was 
too fa r gone to do any s inging. Bu t—" 
Bannon expel led the ma tch wi th a 
move of his l ipE—"there were a couple 
of l e t t e r s in his pocket . One was f r o m 
you to him, mai led th ree days ago. 
T h e r e ' s jus t enough in fo rmat ion in it 
to tie you nicely up wi th Cur tz . Sure, 
you were on the flat of your back on a 
hospi ta l cot, but Curtz , your h i red 
t r igger -man , was up at the B u r n h a m 
filling his con t rac t and—" 

Someth ing in King ' s gaunt face 
checked what Bannon said. T h e man 
in the chair l aughed quie t ly . 

"Smar t copper . Do you know wha t ' s 
go ing to happen to you? I 'm go ing 
to vent i la te you, give the f r e s h air a 
chance to c i rcula te t h r o u g h the holes 
I make. Then , a l i t t le later , you ' l l be 
taken downs ta i r s to the cellar. W e ' l l 
dig a nice space, fill it w i th cement and 
pu t you in it for keeps ! " 

" T h e old mob s tuf f . " Bannon ' s eyes 
went a round the office. " B o n n i e Cole 
th inks you ' re a smar t guy , Mar ty . 
T h a t ' s a mistake. You ' re not smar t— 
enough. You ' re crazy if you t h i n k I 
came up here alone." 

He nodded toward t h e door . K i n g 
(Continued on page 110) 
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true. The person who has a number of odd and mystifying stories at his fingertip 
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The purpose of this department is to furnish such entertainment. It presents 
true stories of strange happenings gathered from all corners of the earth and authen-
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London Retribution 

IS T H E R E a law of vengeance which 
gradually weaves a web around a 
killer, bringing him to retribution as 

fearful as the horror of his own deed? 
Timothy Wiggin was a hunchback. All 

his l ife he had been mistreated by bullies 
who belittled him in his neighborhood in 
the slumB of London. 

His one love was his beautiful sister 
who was a bar-maid, and who made it 
possible for Timothy 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 I 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 too puny to 
be of any use, for the drunken giant 
knocked Tim unconscious. 

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 wa6 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 
excitement, 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 
—Tim knew it. 

Panic-stricken, the hunchback didn't 
know what to do. If he ran toward the 
river, the killer could catch him and throw 
him in. If he ran across the open field, 
he could never reach the street before the 
giant would get him. 

Like a trapped mouse, he was paralyzed 
with fear. And just as he was about to 
collapse, he thought he saw his dead sister 
beckoning him across a narrow shallow 
stream. Instinctively he jumped in and 
started to wade to the opposite side. The 
mud was thick but he kept going. 

The killer darted after him, jumping in 

BUY 
,-••. ! f -

v V A R u f A M P S ^ O N i 
102 



the stream a few feet to the left. Tim 
reached the grassy bogs beyond, 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 diameter. 

Panting and terrified, T im watched the 
murderer gradually sink to his doom—his 
screams stifled as his head disappeared be-
neath the slime—a fitting end for a fiend 
who had suffocated an innocent 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 knows? 

The Vision of Gas 
• M M U S T A R D 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 of 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, Fenner was in 
Tucson, Arizona, 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-mate* 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 Fenner, 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 Fenner's bed and handed him the 
bottle of water. 

But Fenner 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 took that bottle from my table?" 
she shouted. 

Then, seeing it in Fenner's hand, she 
gasped: "My God—don't drink that—it's 
sulphuric acid!" 

Later, doctors in the sanitarium took 
down Fenner's testimony, 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 
[Turn page] 

PROVES MAN IS GOD 
A strange method of mind and body contro l , that leads to immense powers 
never be fore experienced, is announced by Edwin J. D i n g l e , F.R.G.S. , 
well k n o w n explorer and geographer . It is said to br ing about almost un-
bel ievable improvement in p o w e r o f mind . Many report improvement in 
health. Others acquire superb bodi ly strength, secure better posit ions, turn 
failure into success. O f t e n , with surprising speed, talents, ability and a 
m o r e magnetic personality are deve loped . 

T h i s startling method was f o u n d in remote and mysterious Tibet , 
formerly a f o rb idden country, rarely visited by outsiders, and o f ten called 
the land of nnra i l f s in the astounding books written about it. Here , be-
hind the highest mountains in the wor ld , M r . D i n g l e learned the extraord-
inary system lie is n o w disc los ing to the Western wor ld . 

H e maintains that all of us are giants in strength and mind -power , 
capablc of surprising fe j ts , f r o m the delay of o ld age to the pro long ing 
of youth, and the achievement of dazzl ing business and professional success. From chi ldhood , h o w -
ever, we are hypnot ized by a false idea o f what we really are. 

Most of us Know that G o d is everywhere, but never realize that G o d cannot be everywhere with-
out be ing also in us A n d if H e is in us, then all His w i sdom, all His p o w e r — unlimited knowledge 
and infinite p o w e r — is l ikewise in us. If G o d is everywhere , then there is nothing but G o d , and 
we also are that — a complete ly successful human l i fe being the expression o f G o d in man. T h e 
H o l y Spirit of the Bible is an actual l iving force 
in man, and through it we too can d o greater 
things than these." T h e method f o u n d by Mr 
D i n g l e in Tibet is said to be remarkably instrumental 
in freeing our ininds of the hypnot iz ing ideas which 
bl ind us to the vast p o w e r o f this l iv ing force 
within us. 

A nine-thousand word treatise, revealing 
the startling results of this system, is n o w 
being of fered free to anyone w h o quickly 
sends his name and address. W r i t e promptly 
to the address b e l o w , as only a l imited num-
ber of the free treatises have been printed 

The Institute of Mentalphysics, D e p t A - 7 0 , 2 1 3 So. Hobart Blvd. , Los Angeles, Calif. 



M l l E R 

For years I waa sallstf 
Shorty. I wu unpopular 
. . . was laughed at by 
the MAN ID tho offloe . . . 
by girts everywhere. I 
felt miserable. 

Now the men haw changed 
towards mi. And I i 
•ovular with the girls. loo. 
No longer ambarratted, I 
eommaad attention every-
where. 

SHORT MEN 
HIRE'S WHAT MANY DOCTORS ADVISE 

New, Safe, Quick and Inexpensive 
At l a s t ! Here ' s someth ing new t h a i gives a rosz ingly s imple e lds to 
he igh t Increase. T h o u s a n d s of ehort men a l l over A m e r i c a are now 
a d d i n g Inches to t he i r sppee rance — and inc reas ing t h e i r popular i ty 
too. Many doctdra e n l h u s l e j U c a l l y recommend t h i s book for all 
unde rhe lgh t persons. 

Acclaimed 1 Endorsed Everywhere 
T h i s LB the grea t new book d o c t o n have been r e a d i n g about in 
leading med ica l reviews. I l l inois Medica l Journal says : " P s g e s 
packed wi th h e i g h t helps, i n s t r u c t i o n s . prac t ices . Answers all ques-
t ions on he igh t - Inc r ea s ing m e t h o d s O h i o Medical Journa l says : 
• The first book or I t s k i n d . " Wiscons in Medloal Journa l says : ' There 
real ly a re ce r ta in t h i n g s which a smal l person may do to Increase his 
size a p p a r e n t l y . " Sou the rn Medic ine says : " A un ique book with 
great p o s s i b i l i t i e s . " Covers d rugs , body-bu i ld measures , devices, 
etc. S imple d i rec t ions . L i f e t i m e results . 

OUR O F F E R — S E N D NO MONEY 
" S h o r t S t a t u r e ft H e i g h t I n c r e a s e " gives you every apparen t method 
endorsed by sc ient i s t s a n d recommended by phys ic ians . Guaran teed 
harmless . Command a t t en t i on , be a d m i r e d by women. Former ly $2.98, 
now only 68 cents . S E N D NO MONEY. J u j t m a i l coupon NOW 
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RING 48* 

as another phenomenon of psychic in-
stance in the records of mystery. 

Tiger Justice 

CLARK M A R K B E R G , a former t i ge r 
trainer, told this story to fr iends whi le 

attending the opening of Ringling Broth-
ers, Barnum and Bailey Circus at Madi -
son Square Garden, New York City, on 
April 9th, 1942. 

Some years ago when M a r k b e r g was 
wi th a small c i rcus tour ing the s o u t h e r n 
s ta tes , a young lady, one of the t r a p e z e 
ar t i s t s , was found dead in bed. H e r dea th 
was a t t r ibu ted to a fa l l she had suf fe red 
some weeks prev ious ly which had af fec ted 
her hear t . T h e doc tor had told her she 
should rest fo r the r ema inde r of the sum-
mer—but she had cont inued to p e r f o r m . 

But there were several troupers who be-
lieved the girl had been poisoned. How-
ever, they didn't want to get into any legal 
entanglements which might hold them in 
town. When the doctor pronounced the 
cause of death, without holding an au-
topsy, they kept their mouths shut. 

Stil l , they suspected the ass i s tan t t iger 
t ra iner , Joe Lopez, who took cha rge of the 
" c a t s " two a f t e r n o o n s a week, when the 
head t r a ine r res ted . 

T h e y knew he had been in love wi th the 
t r apeze girl , F l o r r i e Hof fman , and had 

Y>u$veto 
someone you know 
when you give toUSO 
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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." 

T h e drums rumbled. Lopez entered the 
cage of the t igers in all his finery. T h e 
a tmosphere was tense . Spectators held 
their breath. 

Then, be fore the guards could prevent 
the tragedy, the t igers suddenly went wi ld. 
A s though animated by a sudden lust to 
k i l l—they pounced upon Lopez , c lawing 
h im to death. 

T w o t igers were shot be fore the guards 
could get to the mangled body. H i s 
jacket had been torn f r o m his back, for it 
s eemed that the jacket rather than the 
man had angered the "cats." 

An inves t iga t ion brought for th the reve-
lat ion that the fatal jacket had monkey 
hair on i t—and the smel l of a monkey wi l l 
drive any t iger wi ld . 

Suspec t ing a plot, the c ircus owner in-
terrogated everyone , even the absent-
minded watchman w h o had been with the 
c ircus many years and who was known to 
be touched. 

W h e n asked if he had seen anyone near 
Lopez ' s dress ing room that day, he an-
s w e r e d : 

"Only Florr ie Hof fman. She was carry-
ing a monkey when she came out." 

The owner quickly snapped back: 
"But Florr ie H o f f m a n is dead—don't you 

remember—she died back in North Caro-
lina." 

"Oh, yes ," said the watchman shaking 
his head, "I remember. I forgot she was 
dead. I guess I must have been dream-
ing, for it couldn't have been her—could 
it? I thought it was funny when she took 
that monkey back to his cage—and then 
disappeared. That proves it was just a 
dream—doesn't i t?" 

N o one accused the queer old man of 
having anything to do wi th the plot, so 
hiB t e s t imony was discredi ted by the po-
l ice—but not by the troupers who wanted 
to be l i eve that the ghost of Florr ie Hof f -
man had found revenge. 

Gun-Hand Justice 

BACK in the e ight ies in Arizona, one 
of the fastest men on the draw was 

T e d Shawney who bragged he could draw 
and fire before his opponent's gun l e f t the 
holster . 

Shawney was hated by his assoc ia tes for 
his brutality, but they respected his quick 
draw. Aware of his abil i ty, he s e ldom shot 
to kill, but rejoiced in wounding an an-
tagonist . H i s pet trick was to shoot the 
other f e l low's gun hand and cripple it for 
l i fe . Many a man who had faced Shawney 
in a brawl had never used his right hand 
again. 

One of these men was W i l l Hast ing , 
[Turn page] 
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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—and you'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 saloon, 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 
l i feless 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 is I" 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 I" 
And before others could unloosen the 

grip of death, the bones in Shawney's gun-
hand had been so crushed, that from that 
day on, Shawney had to shoot from his 
left hand. No one ever feared him again 
for his quick draw. 

Although the accident was laid to rigor 
mortis, there were those who thought oth-
erwise, for no doctor had ever reported 
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rigor mortis string enough to cruih a 
man's hand! 

Wild Indian 
A U T H O R I T I E S in the study of hered-

state that every person's brain 
carries the genes of forty-eight ancestors, 
and these are buried in the sub-conscious 
mind. 

Should, however, 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 ancestor. 
This often happens when a person goes 
insane and loses conscious control. 

A case has been reported from Lan-
caster, Pennsylvania, where a young lady 
attended a spiritual seance. The doctor 
reporting this case asks that the young 
lady's name be withheld. 

She 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. Suddenly, beside the medium, ap-
peared the form of an American Indian, 
fol lowed by a war-cry that startled every 
spectator. 

The young girl became more excited 
than the others—and then as though she 
were animated by another entity, she 
rushed at the Indian's image which seemed 
to disappear into the body of the medium. 
But this didn't stop the girl. 
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U s i n g 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. 

Someone turned on the l ights , 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 -
lect ion of what she had done. T h e others 
told her she had acted l ike a wi ld Indian, 
herself . 

Stil l upset when she got home, she con-
fes sed to her s tepmother , promis ing never 
to attend another seance. 

Af ter forg iv ing the repentant girl, the 
s tepmother decided to reveal a secret she 
had kept from the girl for a long t ime. 
Assuring the stepdaughter that there w a s 
nothing for her to be ashamed of , the step-
mother said: 

"You see, my darl ing—your great-
grandfather was a fu l l -b looded S ioux In-
dian—the greatest warrior of his tribe I" 
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name "Jones" should never be g iven a 
boat, because it makes Davy Jones mad 
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and the boat will gink. Is this just a joke 
or is founded on fact? 

William Dooler. 
D e a r M r . D o o l e r : S t a t i s t i c s s e e m s to s h o w 

t h a t t h e r e m a y b e s o m e b a s t s t o t h i s b e l i e f . 
F o r I n s t a n c e t h e A m e r i c a n d e s t r o y e r J a c o b 
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t h a n 60 s a i l o r s l o s t t h e i r l i v e s . T h e n a n e w 
d e s t r o y e r In t h e S e c o n d W o r l d W a r w a s 
c h r i s t e n e d J a c o b J o n e s . T h i s w a s s u n k e a r l y 
t h i s y e a r . 

Dear Chakra: Is it true that insanity 
can be transferred from an insane man, 
to one frequently around him? 

Alice Mall. 
D e a r M i s s M a l l : T h e r e a r e s o m e c a s e s o f 

t h i s . O n e o u t s t a n d i n g c a s e Is t h a t o f C o u n t 
S z e c h e n y i . a f a m o u s H u n g a r i a n s c i e n t i s t w h o 
w e n t I n s a n e . A y o u n g s t u d e n t w a s a s s i g n e d 
t o p l a y c h e s s r e g u l a r l y w i t h t h e C o u n t . I n 
s i x y e a r s , t h e C o u n t w a s s a n e a n d t h e s t u d e n t 
w a s i n s a n e . 

Dear Chakra: When a child is afraid 
of something, does it show that such a 
thing is destined to do damage to the 
child? Wilma Johnson. 

D e a r M i s s J o h n s o n : T h e r e a r e m a n y d o c -
t o r s w h o w i l l s a y y e s . T h e r e a r e m a n y c a s e s 
t o s u b s t a n t i a t e It . O n e r e c e n t l y g o t I n t o t h e 
h e a d l i n e s . A M r s . M o r N e w Y o r k 
C i t y h a d b e e n a f r a i d o f m i r r o r s a l l h e r l i f e . 
A s a c h i l d s h e w o u l d s c r e a m w h e n s h e l o o k e d 
i n t o o n e T h i s I t e m a p p e a r e d In a N e w Y o r k 
n e w s p a p e r t h i s S p r i n g : " M r s . M 
s u f f e r e d a d i z z y s p e l l l a s t n i g h t a n d w h i l e 
c l u t c h i n g v i o l e n t l y a t t h e d r e s s e r f o r s u p -
p o r t , y a n k e d It f r o m I t s p l a c e a s a h e f e l l w i t h 
h e r b a c k a g a i n s t t h e m i r r o r . A s p l i n t e r o f 
g l a s s e n t e r e d h e r h a c k a n d w h e n s h e s t a g -
g e r e d t o h e r b e d . t h e g l a s s s p l i n t e r k i l l e d 
h e r . " 

Dear Chakra: Who discovered spiri-
tualism? Mary Bailer. 

D e a r M i s s B a i l e r : K a t i e F o x Is c o n s i d e r e d 
t h e m o t h e r o f s p i r i t u a l i s m , b e g u n a t H v d e s -
v l l l e . N e w Y o r k In 1848. — C H A K R A . 
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On daUeery I will pay pos tman I I can la p lus few cam la 

, postage. If not sat isf ied I may r e t u r n It w l t b l n ten d a y i 
I and my 98 oenle will be re funded . 

Nans 
Address 

CHUCK HERE If you warn to usee postage. 
^ Enrlose 11.00 wi th coupon and we Ih lp p repa id . 

fl EUTzKRlEG for 
SALES and PROFITS 

V ""T 
uiiiunrsrni 
• Off OKO 4 

S e n i s t l a n a l sof l u f i o r e l ea the r M U l U r y 
Btyle Oxford s e l l l n f l i k e wlldftrM M e k l n 
mendous profile for Vlc tc r s e J e t m i a . T h i i 
ace of OT«r 230 special ly shoe Blj lee far 
d r e w , sport , worh inc luding new Z ip -
per and Air Cushion Inso le Shoe® 
for men and women. P r l c w low as 
$2.98. BUgee l commissions . W r i t e 
today for F R E E Outf i t of Actua l 
Sample Shoe*. Re i e r r e your t e r -
ri tory. ACT NOW. 

VICTOR THOMAS SHOE CO. 
e i o w . V A N B U R E N 8T., D E P T . V-21, C H I C A G O . 

COMPOSED 
TO POEMS M U S I C 

Send poem for consideration. Rhyming pamphlet free. 
Phonograph electrical transcriptions made, $7.00 from 
your word and music manuscript. Any subject con-
sidered, Patriotic, Love, Home, Sacred, Swing. 

KEENAN'S MUSIC SERVICE 
Box 2140 (Dept. TF) Brldflepor-t, Conn. 

Entertainment on Every Page oj 

CARTOON HUMOR 
Twenty-five Cents At All Stands 

m m 
AS LOW AS 

$ 7 - 9 5 
PER PL4TE 

Save money by or-
dering beautiful 
life-like MARVEL 
plates, by mall. 
Send for I l lus t ra ted 
folder showing many 
sty lea, Inc lud ing popu-
lar t r a n s p a r e n t . F R E E 
Irapreeelon m a t e r i a l sent 
w i th Ins t ruct ions on t a k i n g your own m o u t h 
Impression. W r i t e Today. 

MARVEL DENTAL COMPANY 
Deft. 59-S. M3 8. Dearborn S t , Ctiloase 

10 tap' Trtt 



C h o i c e o t t h e L A T E S T S T Y L E S — r e m a r k a b l y L O W P R I C E S . 
S A T I S F A C T I O N G U A R A N T E E D o r y o u r m o n e y b a c k . I I y o u a r e 
n o t • a t t o f i e d — t h e y will not cost y o u a c e n L 

SEND NO MONEY r s O T 6 ^ ^ ? 

ADVANCE SPECTACLE CO. I A t \ 0 * C 0 S * J 
SS7 S. Dc.nliom St. [ Q ^ ^ ^ n U Chic.iso. III. 

Complete home-study c o u n t i 
and educat ional book®. allgbUy u«Kt. 
Sold, ren ted , aachangvd. All aub-
Jecta. Money-back guaran tee . Caah 
paid for uaad o w t m i . Full d»-
u n a and I l lus t ra ted 76-paBe bar-
gain catalog FREE. Wri te today! 

N E L S O N C O . 
500 8hsrman. Dept. J-227. Chicago 

U WITH GOD All T h i n g s Are P o s s i b l e ! " Are 
you fee ing d lRlru l t problems? 
Poor H e a l t h ? Money Treub les? 

Worry Abeut t h e W a r ? Unhepplnees of eny k ind I If you e r e . end ir 
you believe In (he P O W E R OF P R A Y E R , we Invite you to c l ip t h i s 
Message and m e l l »-lth s t a m p for fu l l I n f o r m a t i o n ebout our win-
d r r f u l NEW WAY of Meeting L i f e ' s P rob lems Through P r s y e r l 
L I F E - S T U D Y F E L L O W S H I P Bo* J509 Neroton. Conn. 

(SIDELINE Salesmen and Agents) 
Bell our Ulus l r s t ed Comic Booklet , end other novelties. Each booklet 
else 4(4 by 2 V Ten d i f ferent sample booklets sent for 50< or 25 ss-
sorted for 11.00. s h i p p e d n repe ld . Wholesa le novelty pr ice list lent 
sr l lh order only. No C O D orders. Send Cash or S u m p s . P r l n l 
ns jne e n d sddrees. 
R E P S A C S A L E S CO.. I West 13th S t . . Dept. 4409. Mew York City 

CASH FOR UNUSED STAMPS 
U 8. H o u s e d pos tage w a n t e d a t 9 0 % rsce . s l u e for donora lns l l ans H i 
to 19*. 8 5 % fees value for denosnlns l lnns 20* t o 5W. S m s l l l o u 85% 
feee value. MAI L S T A M P S R E G I S T E R E D . Money sent by r e tu rn mel l . 
O A R B E R S E R V I C E , 72 F i f t h Avenue. Dept. 4409, New York City 

SONG & POEM WRITERS 
N E W S O N G W R I T E R S In a r r e t d em end. Send u s your P o e n a We 
Bet them to music F H E X . H e a r your s o n s on a record. Bend for 
F R E E Folder today. 
C I N E M A S 0 N 0 CO.. P . O . Box 282S. D s s L B - l . Hollywood. Cal i f . 

mxnm 
A n e n c h a n t i n g p e r f u m e of I r r e -
s i s t i b l e a l lure , c l inging for hours 
w i th Ineffable , f a s c i n a t i n g f r a -
grance . Juat a t iny drop Is 
enough. F u l l also bott le 98* pre-

fiald, <r $1 32 C.O.D. Dlroct lons 
roe. One bott le F R E E If two 

a r e ordered . 
Box 124 ' Dipt. 205 
Huntington Station, N. Y. 

J! HOLLYWOOD 
ENLARGEMENT 

J u s t t o v e t a c q u a i n t e d , w e will m a k e a » 
raONAL Hol lywood E n l a r g e m e n t of a n y a n a p e b o t , p h o t o . 
Kodak plctnr*. prtat or n e n t f r a to 6x7 inch include color of 

hair J *— •< - i l l - in . . i-„ - . 

SS/////1I1^ OF AMY PHOTO 
a F R E E P H O F E 9 -
n y s n a p s h o t . p h o t o . 
> .lee. Include otoc of 
l lfe-lue color enJwrsw-
wlth the enlsf * 

. M . . . m a p s n r i i ^ M r i M v u t f f l pood n l l i f n l T j f j t 
H O L L Y W O O D F I L M S T U D I O S 

7021 S w i t a Monica Blvd. , DepL 418, Hollywood, Cal i f . 

BEST CRIME MYSTERIES IN 

THRILLING DETECTIVE 
ONLY 10c AT ALL STANDS 

PREMIUM FOR MURDER 
(Continued from page 101) 

was only human and, for a f ract ion of 
a split second, his gaze followed Ban-
non's. Bannon lunged in that fleeting 
space of time. Theautomat icexploded. 
Hot lead whizzed by Bannon's r ight 
ear, but he gained his objective in the 
next breath. 

The chair with the cushions went 
over. He flung himself on top of 
King, s t ruggl ing for possession of the 
automatic. King clung to the weapon, 
t rying desperately to squeeze the trig-
ger. Bannon felt the steel digging 
into his stomach. 

HE W R I G G L E D to one side, us-
ing his fist as hamnjers. King 

was big, hard. The hospital stay had 
softened him, but he still had plenty 
of fight lef t in him. His teeth ripped 
at Bannon's face, his hot breath sick-
ened the detective. Still Marty King 
clung to the automatic. 

King's arm wound up around Ban-
non's neck. It t ightened. Thumbs 
dug into the vulnerable spot on his 
neck. Bannon used all his s t rength to 
pry King's weaponed hand out from 
under him. 

Inch by inch, while his breath 
burned in his lungs and black spots 
danced before his eyes, Bannon con-
tinued to wedge the gun away. He 
pinned King's wrist to the dir ty 
wooden floor, t rying with superhuman 
effort to get his neck out of the vise 
that held it. 

Seconds were t icking away. Ban-
non knew he couldn't last much 
longer. His head was spinning around 
like a top. It was a question of 
whether he could get the gun before 
he went out—of s t rength against 
s trength. 

Bannon put everything he had into 
a final at tempt. He heard the office 
door opening. Bannon's heart sank. 
He was cooked if it were one of King's 
henchmen. The sound of the rusty 
hinges squeaking seemed to give him 
fresh, desperate power. Mart in King's 
fingers opened and Bannon had the 
automatic in the next heartbeat. 

The paralyzing arm about his neck 
dropped off when Bannon rammed the 
gun against King's head. The man 
twitched and lay still. Bannon got to 

n o 



his knees, shaking his head to clear It 
—and peering up into Bonnie Cole's 
anxious face. 

"You—you 've got h i m ! " t he g i r l 
cried th in ly . 

Bannon saw the man w i t h her . 
Sonny Wal lace , red-headed, f r eck l ed , 
pushed Bonn ie aside. H e he lped Ban-
non shove King back in to the chair . 

" W h a t are you do ing h e r e ? " Ban-
non wheezed. " I ' ve got a w a r r a n t for 
you in my pocket ." 

" I t r ied to get here to beat the 
p i n c h ! " Wa l l ace expla ined quick ly . 
" I ' ve kept unde r cover, w o r k i n g my 
own angles . I figured th i s t h ing per-
f ec t ly because, be fo re I l e f t Ves ta last 
n igh t , she said she had a late da te w i th 
Cur tz . She said he was coming the re 
to talk about a f u l l a l imony se t t l ement , 
tha t King was send ing h im to see her ." 

B a n n o n snapped the cuffs on K i n g 
and j e rked a t h u m b at the t e l ephone 
on the end of the desk. 

"Cal l H e a d q u a r t e r s , " he said to 
Bonnie. "Tel l them I wan t a wagon 
a round here, tha t I 've got the p a r t y 
who m u r d e r e d Ves ta Cole last n i g h t ! " 

Then , whi le B o n n i e unhooked the 
receiver , B a n n o n mopped his face 
w i th his handkerch ie f and scowled 
at Wal l ace . 

" O n e t h ing more , Sonny . F o r my 
own pr iva te i n f o r m a t i o n . I know j 
you ' re on paro le and tha t you 've been 
go ing s t r a igh t . B u t wha t were you ; 
do ing at the B u r n h a m last n igh t , in 
Vesta's- a p a r t m e n t ? " 

" I wen t the re , " Wa l l ace repl ied, " to 
tel l her someth ing . " 

" W h a t ? " 
S o n n y Wal lace looked across at the 

girl t e l ephon ing . H e began to smile 
as he said : 

" I wan ted to tell Ves ta tha t Bonnie 
and I got mar r ied yes t e rday a f t e r -
noon !" 

_America's Favorite 
Comics Magazine 
THRILLING COMICS 
EXCITING COMICS 

STARTLING COMICS 
AMERICA'S BEST COMICS 

Each 10c At All Stands 

DRAFTSMEN 
NEEDED 

> m w w m 

Indus t ry la c l a m ar te* 
f o r n o r * d n f t m w D , far 
t h e Job o u t s tart un-

t i l p lana Bra drawn . Bui 1 d i n t s , a i r -
p l s o s s , machine* , flpms. tanks , b l d t s s . 

al l s tar t o n the dra f t ing b o a r d , s o I t ' s Do wonder that 
every g o o d dra f tsman has a fine Job. T e e . m o r e draftsman 
are n e e d e d NOW. The p a y la ffoed and the opportuni t ies 
f o r advancement g n a t . 

Learn at Home in Spare Time 
Begin now to turn spam hours Into money. Be a draftsman, 

I the connecting link between a mechanic and an engineer. 
Enjoy the wonderful opportunities for promotion that ralat 
now. No experience or artlatlo talent la needed. Ton oon't 
have to leave your preaent Job while learning. Uae spare time. 

Employment Service Included 
Btndenta who take oar home study drafting count erf entitled 
to our employment aerviee without extra charge, we are to to our employment service without extra charge, 
constant touch with many great firms needing men. and tn 
Ilka theee Industry welcomes applications Crom American j 
advanced students and graduates. 

The total tuition coat Is low and the monthly peymen 
aaay. Write today for free bulletin outlining our Inatr 
mid giving you the details of our selective employment •« 
Mo obligation of any kind. Write today. 

AMERICAN SCHOOL 
D r a i s l Avenue a t SBOs St- Dent. flO-M a 

SONG POEMS W A N T E D 
TO BE SET TO MUSIC 

P u b l i s h e r s n e e d new songs I Submit m e or more of y « n beet poems 
for i m m e d i a t e c o n s i d e r a t i o n . Any subject. Bend poem. RECORD-
INGS MADE OF COMPLETED SONfiB. 
F i r s STAB MUSIC MASTEBS. 811 Beacon Bids-. Boston. Mass 

FALSE 
TEETH 

5 t h Y I A f e 
B u y w k t t a thousands have 
b e e n a a t l a f l o d . W e m a k e 
F A L S E T E C T H f o r you f rom 
y o u r o w n I j n p r a a a l o n a . 

Writ* Today for Fret JBookltt and Material 

9 0 D A Y T R I A L 
SIONET BACK OUAKANTIt el 
SATISFACTION proteose f e e . 

SEND NO MONEY 
J. B. CLEVELAND DENTAL PLATE CO. 
DEPT. 2-M2 EAST ST. LOUIS. ILLINOIS 

WORK FOR THE 

GOVERNMENT 
$ 1 2 6 0 t o $ 2 1 0 0 / — 
Y e a r * Franklin Institute. Dept. M2JB. Rochester. N.Y. 

O s i r e : B u s h w i t h o u t c h a r t s (1) 3 2 - p e « e book 
H u n d r e d s w a r ^ w i th l is t of II. 8 G o v e r n m e n t J o b s . (2) Te l l 
pos i t ions . M a l l o me how to q u a l i f y for one. 
Coupon y N a m e 
Today 1 / A d d r e s s 

I l l 



£A5Y WAY*.. 

This remarkable CAKE dueoyerr. 
TIKT7 Jet Black Shampoo, n l b t l out 
flirt, kioM deitdruS, greas., grime « d 
Safety f+rea hair e real smooth JET IL tC l 
Till thet fairly glow, with life sod tustm 
Don't pot up witMeded du II. bum I. DIT color hejr 
a minute longer. TTNTZ Jel Bleck Cake works 
gTeduel . . . each ehempoo leaves your heir blacker, lovelier, softer, 
sfcaier to menage. No dyed look. Won't hurt permanent* Full caka 
(Or ( | for J I ) . TINTZ eomee in Jet Bledi. liglil. medium and dark 
Brown. Titian, end Blonde. Order lodiyl Slate shade wented 
^ ^ t l f t | | A M f t h i r V Jost pay poetman pluepoet* S t i l t H U ITIVIIU I age 00 our positive eseur-
•nee of eetiafection in 7 day* or your money beck. (We Pay Poetegw 
tf remittance comes with order.) Don't wait - Write today to 

TINTZ COMPANY, Dept. 7 0 1 , 2 0 7 N. •ICHIOAft, CHICAGO 
Canadian O f f i c e . D e p t . 7 0 1 , 22 C o l l e g e S t . , T o r o n t o 

ROLLS DEVELOPED 
Two 5 I 7 Double W e l c h ! Profess ions ] R i l e m e m e n l a , 2 5 ^ 

8 Gloss Heckle Edge P r in t s . COIN 
C L C B P H O T O S E R V I C E , D e p t . 15 , L a C r o s s , W i s . 

LEG SORES? 
! ,— you suffer pain and misery of Varicose Ulcere, 
5r Open Leg Sores, send away at once lor F R E E 

B o o k l e t - T H E L l E P E M E T H O D S F O R H O M E U S E . " 
Tells all about thla 40-year-old method, praised and en-
dorsed by thoueands. Ltepe Methods , Dept. 32-J. 
92*4 N. Qreen Bay Aw., MMwiukM, Wisconsin. 

SONG POEM W R I T E R S 
e n Writ , todey fir frsa Booklet > 

llf.lnt profit sharing plan. 
A L L I E D M U S I C 

silt- | 

Calling OIL 
( p l l f t l s L J'CUIA.! 
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ENTERTAINMENT ON EVERY 
PAGE OF 

POPULAR 
CROSSWORD 

PUZZLES 
THE BIG DIME'S WORTH 
ON SALE EVERYWHERE 

disjcudlimAA, in, QLUL 
Timet QAAUSL 

HERE'S another 
Green Ghost mys-
t e r y thriller in 

store for you next is-
s u e — T H E CASE O F 
T H E A S T R A L AS-
SASSIN. Author G. T. 
Fleming-Roberts opens 
t h e magician-sleuth's 
bag of tricks once 
m o r e—and c o m e s 
through with one of 
the most thrilling full-
length novels he has 
ever written. 

In T H E CASE O F T H E A S T R A L AS-
SASSIN, George Chance takes the trail of 
a diabolical criminal versed in the black 
arts. When 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 developments in this novel 
and its gripping solution will amaze yout 
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 G A M E KILL packs a 
punch—it's a knockout yarn! 

In addition, T H E T A P P A T R E E , by 
John H. Knox—one of the most unusual 
stories we've ever given you. If you like 
stories that are different, T H E T A P P A 
T R E E is your dish! Also, several excit-
ing shorter stories of crime by your fa-
vorite authors. A gala issue from cover to 
cover! 

Happy reading! 
— T H E E D I T O R . 

P . S . P l e a s e w r i t e a n d t e l l m e w h a t y o u 
t h i n k nt t h e s t o r i e s In t h i n i s s u e . ' A d d r e s s a l l 
l e t t e r s i i nd p o s t r i i r r l s t n T h e K d i t o r . T H R U . I , -
I N O M T S T K I I Y , 11 K n s t 3 9 t h S t r e e t , N e w 
V o r k . N Y. 

LET THE STARS 
BE YOUR GUIDE! 

A Day-by-Day Horoscope for All Zodiacal 
Signs Appears in Every Issue of 

EUERVDflV flSTROLOGV 
AW on Sale 1 0 c At All Stands 
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Power Without 
Horses 

Uncle Sam Is Going All-Out 
on Gliders—Men Needed! 

TH E United States Army is now going 
all-out on gliders. The deadly tech-
nique of landing companies, regi-

ments and even full divisions of men 
silently from the sky which the Germans 
used so successfully in Crete last year is 
to be turned against them when the great 
invasion of Europe 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 
up the approach of a motorless plane and 
gliders can be released from a towing ship 
while miles away from their objective and 
•till hit it on the nose. 

What Is needed are men—for a man's 
job. 

As this force—exact numbers, naturally 
cannot be given—is 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. 
Formerly, prior flight training was consid-
ered essential, but these restrictions have 
been removed in order to give everyone a 
chance to qualify as a glider-pilot, regard-
less of the extent of previous experience. 

He must be in reasonably good condi-
tion—though the bars are a bit lower than 
for the regular Air Forces—reasonably 
well educated and Intelligent and must b« 
up to general Army requirements. He will 
be given training, first at a CAA school 
on light planes with emphasis on dead 
stick landings, then get down to 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 
flight pay. And, as it is a new service, 
commissions are going to come more eas-
ily than in other services at least until 
officer ranks are filled. 

As we just said, it's a man's job and a 
great privilege—a chance to get in the 
first whacks at the Axis—and the rewards 
are great. Let's go, fellows. Keep 'em 
gliding I 

FOR VICTORY 
Buy 

UNITED STATES WAR 

BONDS • S T A M P S 

D o n ' t suffer r m b e n u u i e o t and dl*< 
teM pbfi!K APPLY CRSWN BJUJMEB. 
Hkx Dew and f t i y i that way tip to 4 tu 

OUR AMAZINQ OFFER 
discomfort cauMd 1 

—B. la a jUTy your l 
I moet fu , No old f 

D your mciath- 9mt squeeae CROWN f rom tub* and pot your M k b a a ID. They'll M n snugly as »tw , umn t s k • miailllltaeil eu&Kfftty ha deotal field. A patent baa been ap-plied t » OTOWW KELW1B U> prated ymi from imiutoea. After 
you refine yonr plats wltt» OnOWM, take your re Me teeth out for 
deenfctt w f a w u t jJTeetUW tjea CROWN RELINKR. CROWN RE-
LINER te guaranteed . . . tTa haimleaa. NOT A POWDBB ~ 
P U T I I II not art i c led , e r e o after 4 months, return partly i tube few ftjH refund. 

were eo bed they rattled when I 'Nose | can eal steaks or oorn on the oob , " 
" i your plate with CROWN. It'a Laase 

EUls tliat natural pink color . Ordor a 
* CROWN RELINKS today . . •Mnab 

to M t a year. w « Include r i l l a *dpe 
of CBOWN plate cleaner. I I N D MO MONffY. 
jtaat annd n m e and address. Pay pOtftMp 
91JDO for a r a M m t e f l , p i « » ! » « » . 
a n d q»sh end we pay postage- Act e l one* 
and enjoy tbta new nappineae. 
C R O W N PLASTICS C O . , D e p t . M O * 
4 3 3 8 W . P h i l a d e l p h i a A w . . D e t r o i t M U h . 

Re line j 

MUSICAL 
F 0 R SITTINO 
M o t h e r , H o r n s , 
Urre. S a c r e d . P a -POEMS WANTED 

t r i o k l a , Oomlo o r a n y subjfct. Don't drtaj 
tor I n a a d l a t a CMaldaratlon a s * F R E B 
RICHARD BROTHERS, 74 Woodl 1 

730SHAVES FROM IBIAOT 
AMAZING NEW tftife. 

B L A D E SHARPENER 
N«w sharpener for all make* of 

double-edge r a w blades performs / 
t r ades I "Not naoaMVT to change (J 

, " writes ops uier, Another says, \ 
re used 1 blade orer TSO times," 

BAZOROUi really sharpens 
blades became 11 strops on leather. Gl*a» 
keen, smooth sharing edgee. No mieps-wotlt. 

Blade beld at correot angle and propar pressure 
i —automatically. Just turn crank to sharpen 

blade. No gears. Well mBde, Handsome— 
Ctuopaat—In attractive oaae. Weighs few ounces. 
Will last years. Makes Ideal gift. NO MONEYI Write today. Psy post-
n W m u r , t 1 1 man only $ 1 . 0 0 p lus fe* 

cents postage. Use B&zoroll for 0 days t a d if you're not 
delighted with smooth, velvet shaves you get. return BAZOROLL 
and we'll return yonr dollar. Hurry—order today. 
RAJOROLL CO.. 620 H. MlthlPai», Dept. tD6. Chicago, 111. 

Quit Using Tobaccol 
Write for Free Booklet and Learn Hour. 
Results Guaranteed or Money Refunded. 

T H E N E W E L L C O M P A N Y IM Olaytaa StaMos St. Losl i , Ma. 

100,000 
Satisfied 

Users 

A N Y PHOTO ENLARGED 
Stae • x I I Inches or smaller If de-
sired. Same price for full length o» 
bus t form, croupe, landscapes, pat 
animals , etc., or enlargements of any1 

part of ETOUP picture. Safe return « -
original photo guaranteed. 9 for • * . © ! ! 

SEND NO MONEYSSSSSSSS 
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^ Case of the CyingWfi 
1 Ann doesn't cry easily—but that night I 
found her in tears! "I can't help it," she sobbed. 
"All the things we were going to do—buy a 
car, build a home—remember? And here we 
are—married three years, and just barely mak-
ing ends meet I I thought our dreams might 
come true—but it's no use." I made up my 
mind right then to "have it out" with the boss. 

2 "Look here!" he said. "I 
can't pay you more unless 
you're worth more! And 
frankly, John, you lack the 
training a bigger job needs. 
Ever hear of the International 
Correspondence Schools?" 

3 When I learned the boss 
was a former I.C.S. student, 
I signed up quick! And what 
a difference it made in my 
work! I'd never realized until 
then how little I knew about 
the business. 

4 I 'm happy, and Ann'* 
happy, and I guess the boss 
is happy. (At least I've had 
two "raises" in the last year!) 
And here's the very same 
coupon that I mailed, staring 
you in the face! 

I N T E R N A T I O N A L C O R R E S P O N D E N C E S C H O O L S 
H E L P I N G T O T R A I N A M E R I C A N S F O R V I C T O R Y 

BOX 3947-V, SCRANTON, PINNA. 
Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, "Who Wins 
and Why," and full particulars about the course before which I have marked X: 

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSE* 
• a i r B n b 
n Aix Conditio nine 
• Airplam Drafting 

8 Architectural Drafting 
Architecture 

Q Contracting and Building g Cotton Manufacturing 
Diced Eoginee 

• Electrical Drafting 

• Marine Engine* 
• Mechanical Drafting 

Mechanical Engineering SI _ 

Mine Fore roan 
• Navigation 

• Electrical Engineering 
. _ _ . __ • Electric Lighting _ 

• Auto Technician • Foundry-man • Heating • Practical Telephony 
• Aviation • Aviation Mechanic • Heat Treatment of Me tela ~ 

" • Highway Engineering 
• Hooee Planning 
Q Industrial Metallurgy 
O Locomotive Engineer 

8 Machinist 

Management of Invention* BUSINESS COURSES 

8College Preparatory Q First Tear College 

Commercial Q Toremanahlp C 
• Commercial Illustrating • Good English 
• Coat Accounting • High School 
• C. P. Accounting D "" 

• Sanitary Engineering 
• Sheet Metal Work gShip Drafting 

Shipfitting • Shop Practice 

HBoilwmaking 
Bridge Engineering 

8 Chemistry 
O r i l " 

BCoal 

Concrete Engineering 
3 Accounting O Advertising 
3 Bookkeeping 
] Business Correspondence 
] Business Management 
] Cartooning • Civil B w i e * 

• Patternmalring • Plumbing 

8 Public Works Engineering 
Pulp and Paper Making 

• Radio, General 
• Radio Operating 
• Radio Servicing 
• R. R. Section F o m n a i 
• R. R. Signalman 

] Managing Men at Work 

Steam Eleotrie D Steam Engines 
• 8 team Fitting 
G Structural Drafting 
• Structural Engineering 
• Surveying and Mapping 
j j Telegraph Engineering 
• Telephone Work 
• Textile Deeigning 

S Tool making • Welding 

WooWn Manufacturing 

E Railway P«ta l Clerk 
Salesmanship 

• Secretarial • Spanish 

BShowcard and Sign Loitering 
Traffic Management 

B Advanced DreaamaUng 
Foods and Cookery 

HOME ECONOMICS COURSES 

SBome Di eeemaking 
Prof. '".1 DreaamaUng f Deeigning 

• Ten Room and Cafeteria 
Management, Catering 

.. State -..Prment Petition. .... .. 
Canadian retidonts tend e*upcn to International Corrtstvondenee School* Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada 

Britb\ reeidmtt etmi cevpon to 1. <7. B., 71 Kinpnooti, London, W. C. J , England 



Learn 

This 

Profitable, 

Fascinating 

Profession in 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 living, take up Swedish Massage, a D I G N I F I E D 
F A S C I N A T I N G , P R O F I T A B L E PROFESSION, and one of the few still open t o men and women without 
college training. Hundreds of graduates of our home study course, either have fine positions or a private 
practice of their own. Many report minimum earnings of $50.00 per week, while H. C. Crittendon, who 
received his diploma January 1st, 1930, reports averaging $60.00 per day. Right now the Army and Navy 
need hundreds of Men and Women trained in Physio-Therapy. (Massage) 

Plenty of Opportunities Open 
This interesting, big pay profession was for years 
available only to a few. Its secrets were guarded 
jealously and fabulous prices were paid for in-
struction. This same instruction is now available 
to you at a mere fraction of the former price, and 
you need not leave your present work until you 
nave qualified as an expert and can command an 
expert's pay. There is a big demand for trained 
men and women from beauty shops, hospitals, 
sanitariums, clubs, doctors and private patients. 
Prepare for this profitable profession now. 

A Dignified Profession 
The expert in Swedish Massage is recognized as 
a professional of the highest type, commanding 
the respect of everyone in his community. Here 
is a profession, now open to you, which makes 
you a public benefactor; for the skill we teach 
you is of great aid in many human ailments as 
well as in building beauty—it offers you posi-

tion, both professional 
a n d soc ia l , i t o f fe r s 
y o u i n d e p e n d e n c e , 
f r eedom f rom worry 
and t h e r e spec t and 
a d m i r a t i o n of y o u r 
neighbors and friends. 

YOU Can Learn at Home 
Turn spare hours into money. Use spare time at 
home to master a profession which has made 
thousands of dollars yearly for ambitious men and 
women. Many graduates have completed this 
training in just a few months, but you-can take 
your own time. It need not interfere with your 
other work or pleasure. All instruction has been 
prepared by the teachers in our well known resi-
dent school—the same material is used and a 
diploma is awarded upon graduation. 

MissE.A.Chllds.Md. 

Mtss H. Swain, Ariz. 

These photographs a r e 
representative of h u n« 
dreds r e c e i v e d with 
letters of praise and r ec -
ommendation. Send the 
coupon and we will In-
elude a booklet of names 
a n d photographs of grad-
uates. 

E x p e r t s in Reducing 
Many of our students become specialists in reducing. 
Thousands of men and women pay huge sums to take off fat. 
Enroll now—get the benefit of instruction by the teachers in 
our famous resident school This course includes lessons in 
Dietetics, Reducing Diets, Hydro-Therapy, Anatomy, Medical 
Gymnastics, in fact everything you need to know to qualify 
for a Diploma. 

Large Incomes from Doctors, 
hospitals, sanitariums, clubs and private patients 
are bound to come to those of our graduates who 
profit by the thousands of opportunities available 
to make money. Mr. Charles Romer, Wisconsin, 
writes, "At times I have had to turn away people; 
I have been so busy the depression never touched 
me." Miss Childs, Baltimore, Maryland, says, 
"I already have over 40 patients, I hope many 
others take your course and profit financially and 
socially as I have." Hundreds and hundreds of 
graduates have written similar letters. Get into 
Swedish Massage through our "Right in Your 
Own Home" Plan. 

R e g u l a r D i p l o m a A w a r d e d 
When you have completed our home study course 
(high school training not needed), you will be 
awarded THE College of Swedish Massage Di-
ploma. This diploma is a badge of honor, a war-
ranty to the public that you have qualified as an 
expert and should be accepted by them as proof 
of your proficiency in your chosen profession. 
Enroll now, before it , becomes necessary to spend 
years in intensive training to qualify for a permit 
to practice. 

A n a t o m y C h a r t s a n d 
Booklet of Photographs 
Write now for our amazing offer 
of Anatomy Charts and Booklet 
of Photographs and letters from 
graduates. Medical Dictionary, 
Patented Reducing Roller and 
Hydro-Therapy supplies are all 
included in our course without 
one cent of extra cost. Send the 
coupon now—there is no cost or 
obligation. 

THE College of Swedish Massage 
Dept. 663, 30 East Adams St.v Chicago 

(Successor to National College of Massage) 

Use this Coupon for FREE information 

THE College of Swedish Massage, 
Dept. 663,30 East Adams St., Chicago, III. 

You may send me FREE and Postpaid Anatomy Charts. 
Illustrated Catalog, Booklet of Successful graduates and com-
plete details of your offer. 
Name 
Address 
City State 



These TWO Big 
Best-Sellers ^ 

J J 9 
It's really truel These T W O best-sellers FOR 
O N L Y $1.39. Not $1.39 lor each, but for 
B O T H ! And you pay nothing in advance. And 
nothing A T ALL if you decide not to KEEP the 
books after examining them. N o strings attached 
to this offer. Send FREE E X A M I N A T I O N 
C O U P O N below (without money) N O W ! 

KINGS ROW 
ACTUAL VALUE $3.75 

674 Thrilling Pages. 
A Coast-to-Coast Best-Seller 

at $2,751 

Over 330,000 Sold—And Now It's America's Smash-Hit Movie! 
T H I N G S R O W - s e n s a t i o n a l best-seller which 

s t r i p s t he m a s k s f r o m a n A m e r i c a n town ! 
K I N G S R O W — t h e t o w n they t a lk of in whis-
p e r s ! K I N G S R O W — n o w t h r i l l i n g mil l ions in 
t h e exc i t i ng movie, a s it thr i l led t h o u s a n d s in 
t h e o r i g ina l novel a t $2.75 ! Revea ls t h e secret 
t hough t s , s u p p r e s s e d pass ions , p e n t - u p de-
s i res of people in a smal l t o w n — w h e r e every-
body T H I N K S h e k n o w s everybody else. 

A h u m a n f a c e c a n become a " m a s k " — h i d -
i n g love ha te , a m b i t i o n . B u t 14-year-old 
P A R R I S M I T C H E L L took people a t face 
value ! l i e l iked a f f e c t i o n a t e Renee ; loved 
g i r l -c razy D r a k e M c H u g h : t r u s t e d J a m i e 
Wakefie ld , who w r o t e poems a n d whom 

| people secret ly called " t o o p r e t t y f o r a b o y . " 
| Cassie T o w e r , t h e t o w n ' s p r e t t i e s t girl , 

he t h o u g h t " s t r a n g e . " S h e w a s a lways 
kep t h o m e by he r f a t h e r , a phys ic ian 
l iving myster ious ly well w i thou t pa-
t i en t s . Rut P A R R I S f e a r e d cold-faced 

Dr . Gordon, whoso p a t i e n t s ' h e a r t s w e r e so o f t e n 
found " too w e a k fo r c h l o r o f o r m . " Once P a r r i a 
hea rd ( and neve r f o r g o t ) f r i g h t f u l s c r eams 
f r o m a f a r m h o u s e , w h e n D r . Gordon w a s t h e r e ! 

'M Powerful and Passionate Book" 
Through his sensitive reactions. P A R R I S .developed 

the intuit ion of a bom doctor; discovered that eacii 
person's protective mask hid a gnawing fear, paralyzing 
inferiority complex, or cherished vice. And later, as 
DOCTOR Par r i s Mitchell (trained as a psychiatr is t in 
Vienna) he stripped oft their masks I 

How their masks were removed, how tangled lives 
met in thr i l l ing conflict, is an extraordinary story— 
gripping in intensity, exciting in action, fascinating 
in suspense. A truly great novel—packed with 
Kings Row's passions, loves, hates, hypocrisies, 
tragedies, comedies and, sometimes, name-
less horrors! The N. Y. Times called i t 
"a grand yarn, full or' the sap of 
l i fe . " N. Y. Herald Tribune 
said. "Emotional , powerful, 
passionate." 

^ Short Stories of DE MAUPASSANT 
IN A D D I T I O N to K I N G S R O W . you 

A L S O ge t ( f o r $1.39) t h i s 502-page 
vo lume—the g r e a t e s t w o r k s of l i tera-
t u r e ' s mos t d a r i n g s to ry - t e l l e r ! H e r e , 
comple te a n d u n e x p u r g a t e d , a r e thi 
f r a n k e s t s tor ies of t h e i r k ind ! Tales 
of love, ha te , i n t r igue , pass ion, mad-
ness, jea lousy, he ro i sm—plo t s t h a t will 
s t a r t l e vou w i t h h o r r o r a n d a m a z e m e n t ! 

Nearly 100 Stories! 
Read of " B A L L - O F - F A T . " demi -mon-
d a i n e who alone could save a p a r t y of 
more r e spec tab le people in G e r m a n -
occupied F r a n c e — a n d w h a t she did. 
Read F O R B I D D E N F R U I T in which 
H e n r i e t t a , t i r ed of be ing m a r r i e d , begs 
her h u s b a n d to t a k e he r out f o r an 

even ing as h e would a m i s t r e s s I 
Would you like m o r e b a r g a i n s like 

t h i s ? You c a n — I F Y O U W I S H T O — 
get a doub le -barga in every m o n t h ! 
105,000 people a r e do ing so n o w ; build-
ing t w o l ib ra r i e s (of m o d e r n best-sellers 
a n d g r o a t classics) fo r only $1.39 a 
m o n t h ! Bu t Y O U A R E U N D E R N O 
O B L I G A T I O N W H A T E V E R if you ac-
cept th i s o f f e r ! Y O U MAY J O I N 
U S O R N O T , A S YOU 
P L E A S E . But . in any case, 
K i n g s Row a n d de Mau- p 
p a s s a n t a r e Y O U R S , to I 
send b a c k if you w i s h — O R I 
to keep f o r O N L Y $1.39. 
if y o u ' r e de l igh ted wi th 
them. • 

Rachel—who avenaed France because 
of just one German kiss too manyI 

Examine BOTH BOOKS Free 
Send No Money—No Obligation 

BOOK LEAGUE OF AMERICA, Dept. T .G .9 , Garden City, N. Y. ' 

- • S i M ' S " ' obligation, send KINGS ROW and STTOltT I 
STORIES OP HE MA ( 'PASSANT tor F R E E EXAMINATION. | 
t o r tills $3.75 double-value I will send only ¥1.39. plus few cents • 
postage and handling eons. But if I do NOT like the books I will a 
return tliem after this 5-day free examination and pay nothing. I 

My acceptance of this offer does not obligate me in any way to a 
join or to take any books, and no one is to call upon me about i t l • 
XSU5S!'- however, mail me liloraiure so that I may, I F I I 
i ITOOSE. join the Book League sn.l he entitled to similar bar- I 
gains each month. 

You don' t have to send any money to 
receive Kings Row an I Short Stories ot 
de Maupassant for F R E E EXAMINA-
TION. The coupon will bring them at 
once. Pay nothing to postman. If you 
LIKE the books, send only $1.39, plus 
few cents postage and handling costs. 
Remember. $1.30 for BOTH books! I P 
NOT ABSOLUTELY P L E A S E D . RE-
TURN T H E B O O K S : P A Y NOTHING; 

BE UNDER NO OBLIGATION WHAT-
EVER. (And there 's no further obliga-
tion even if you accept the books and 
pay for them.) We have only a l imited 
supply for this liberal offer. When these 
are exhausted, offer will rot be repeated. 
Send coupon todav! BOOK LEAGUE 
OF AMERICA, Dept. T.G. 9. Garden 
City. N. Y. 

MR I 
MRS. } 
MISS 1 

A D D R E S S . , 

CITY STATE. 
In Canada: 215 Victoria St . , Toronto 1 

| | SAVE Postage—Check here i t you prefer to send your check or I 
L J money order for $1.39 WITH this coupon and we will prepav . 

I all postage costs. Same 5-day re turn-for-refund privilege applies I 


