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I’VE always been a great lover of music, 
whether it happens to be the classical 
type that is supposed to appeal particu­

larly to the wealthy dowagers, or the lively 
tempos of modern music that are assumed to 
appeal to the younger generations. Certain 
types of music are particularly interesting 
to me, and certain musicians have long been 
my friends. My specialty is violin music, al­
though I know that Heifetz, Milstein, Menu­
hin and Kreisler will never have to considei- 
me as very serious competition. But this 
interest did account for my delight when 
Frank Havens mentioned that he was going 
to meet the great Jon Hugo, who was him­
self a maestro of the strings.

The meeting with Jon Hugo was much 
different than I had anticipated. Long be­
fore the violin virtuoso was able to keep his 
appointment with Mr. Havens, he met up 
with a blue-coated, brass-buttoned member 
of the New York Police Department who 
went by the name of Bill Ryan.

Officer Ryan discovered the body of Jon 
Hugo, murdered, and thrown on a wharf by 
several men in a big sedan. Steve Huston 
was the first reporter on the scene of the 
crime and he made the identification with 
the assistance of Claude Dean, music critic 
of the New York Clarion.

The Second Slaying

This brutal slaying of an accomplished 
musician who had so much talent and ability 
to bring pleasure to the people of his gener­
ation was a shock in itself, and it stirred me 
deeply. But almost before the news of Jon 
Hugo’s murder had reached the teletypes 
and radio receivers of the Police Stations in 
outlying districts of the City of New York, 
there came the sinister announcement that 
Mark Warren, a rising young figure in the 
musical world and a protege of Hugo, had 

been killed between the two portions of a 
recital in the famous Lyric Hall in New York 
City.

I was on my way to the scene of Hugo's 
murder when I picked up the report of the 
Warren death on my short wave radio. I 
was on the scene of this second slaying al­
most as soon as the Homicide Squad. Clues 
were sparse, and the line of investigation 
was complicated, almost from the beginning.

One thing that added to the difficulty in 
tracking down the killers and the motive for 
their actions was the almost immediate dis­
covery that Jon Hugo had not been mur­
dered at the spot where his body was found. 
At this spot, however, there was one of Jon 
Hugo’s famous Stradivarius violins. It was 
Steve Huston who discovered that the violin 
of the usually meticulous Hugo was not in 
the velvet bag that usually protected it from 
any chance damage while it was being car­
ried from place to place.

Baffling Questions

This circumstance led me back to Jon 
Hugo’s home, and to the private sound­
proofed studio where he had done his prac­
tising for many hours each day, as is the 
custom with accomplished musicians who 
are proud of their public attention. Was this 
the spot where Hugo had been murdered? 
How had the killer surprised him? Why 
didn’t his house man know that there was an 
intruder who had designs on the life of the 
virtuoso? All of these questions came to my 
mind almost immediately, and I undertook 
their investigation with diligence and what 
skill I could muster.

Steve Huston was a great help to me, and 
Chip Dorian also supplied some of the 
twists and turns in the trail that ultimately 
made it possible for me to get on the heels 
of the killers and to track them down.



The entire case was one that had a grim 
fascination for me. It was a puzzler for the 
New York Police Department, and Inspector 
Gregg helped a great deal in tying up the 
loose ends before the criminals responsible 
for the murder of the musical masters were 
finally uncovered.

Behind the Scenes

I’ve called the case “Murder Set to Music”, 
and Robert Wallace has done an excellent 
job of putting it into popular form so that 
you can read it and get the full benefit of all 
the sleuthing angles that went into the job. If 
you want to go into a different side of the 
night life of Greater New York, if you want 
to get behind the scenes in a world that has 
many determined devotees, you’ll find real 
satisfaction when you become acquainted 
with the characters in “Murder Set to 
Music.”

The case was a real challenge to The 
Phantom Detective, and I hope that the 
manner in which it was solved will serve to 
give you the type of entertainment that you 
have come to expect from stories in this 
magazine.

You’re getting all the facts in the Jon 
Hugo murder case right from start to finish. 
It ought to prove fascinating reading, and 
might well give you a challenge to work 
toward the solution at the same time that 
the case is unraveling. By all means look 
forward to “Murder Set to Music” in the 
next issue of THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE.

BE A FRIEND OF THE PHANTOM

ONE of the big thrills in my association 
with this magazine comes from the let­
ters that are written to the editor- in which 

the fine, upstanding folks of this great nation 
of ours show that they have a wholesome 

(Continued on page 12S)
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a Full-length Mystery Novel
Crime stalks the shadowed byways until the 
Phantom Detective, world's greatest sleuth, 
lights a path for justice and understanding!

by ROBERT

THE Cliy Of
DREADFUL NIGHT

CHAPTER I
Murder at High Speed

THE BLUE MOON was in an ideal 
location for the type of business con­
ducted there. On the outskirts of the 
city, it was back from Highway 45 and 

masked by tall poplar trees. There was a 
good sized parking space for cars, a hot 
orchestra, and soft and hard drinks.

This was no cheap roadside night club. 
The cover charge ran to two-fifty after 
nine o’clock and the dinner minimum was 
three dollars. As a result, many of the 
cars parked outside the low building were 
in the expensive class.

A wide-angled blue spotlight bathed the
9



Fate Holds the Strings
front of the sprawling one-story structure, 
the color which gave the place the name 
of Blue Moon. Inside, the dance floor was 
crowded and so was the bar. The annual 
high school dance was going on, but there 
were other customers, too.

A tall, lanky boy draped himself over 
the bar and said:

“Rye!”
The bartender gave a loud laugh. “Bob,” 

he said, “you know better than that. Beat 
it and don’t come back until you’re legally 
old enough to drink. What’s the matter 
with you kids, anyhow?”

The boy, Robert Covert, had a thin, 
sensitive-looking face, and his long blond 
hair was combed straight back. There was 
a slight wave in it that nothing seemed to 
iron out. He suddenly slapped the bar 
hard, sneered, and called the bartender a 
name that would have got him a broken 
jaw if he had been any older. Then Robert 
Covert drifted away from the bar and 
went outside.

He stood in the doorway overlooking 
the parking space at the rear, glanced at 
the jaloppy in which he had driven out. It 
was about fifteen years old, without a top, 
one door was missing and so, he mused, 
were two or three of the six cylinders. 
Robert Covert decided that the world was 
all wrong. His father had money, a good 
job and could well afford his son a fast, 
sleek roadster instead of this flea-bitten 
piece of junk.

Bob kicked at the door sill. A willowy 
girl, holding tight to a young man’s arm, 
smiled up at him impishly, and Bob 
squirmed even more.

Not so long ago Marva had been his 
girl. She still would be if he had a new 
coupe like Paul Hanley, to whose arm she 
was clinging.

Bob was scowling darkly when two 
other- boys joined him. All three strolled 
off, but not far from the parking space. 
Bob Covert eyed a powder-blue Lincoln 
with its top down and appearing even 
bluer than it was in the blue spotlight.

“Jeepers, what a wagon!” one of the 
other boys said.

The third whistled.
“I’ll bet that bus would do better than 

a hundred.”

When Teen-Agers Are
BOB COVERT started to smile. That 

was it! The whole world was against 
him, but he could still do what he wanted 
to do. A bartender who knew his age 
refused him a drink. His father refused to 
buy him a good car. If it was any other 
place than this small city, he wouldn’t be 
allowed to drive a car at all, at his age. 
His girl had left him for a boy who had a 
better car. They could all go to blazes. If 
the world was wrong for Bob Covert, he 
knew how to set it right.

“Wally,” he said, “what do you say you 
and me and Mark just ease over and sort 
of slide that blue Lincoln onto the high­
way for a spin. We can get it back before 
it’s missed.”

“Gosh!” Slightly rotund Wally Walsh 
licked his bps. “Do you think we ought to 
risk it? I’d like a ride in that chariot. Sure, 
I admit it, but the way the cops have been 
picking up car thieves lately, it’s a big 
chance.”

“We’re just going to borrow it,” the third 
boy, Mark Tormay, argued. He was the 
runt of the trio but hardei- looking, as if 
he had been around far more than his 
youthful appearance indicated. “That car 
belongs to Kirk August Sloper the Third,” 
he went on. “Yeah, and if we smash it up, 
so what? He’s got dough enough to buy 
fifty cars like this. Come on—let’s take it 
for a spin. I know Sloper anyway. If we 
get in a jam he won’t prefer charges.”

“Okay.” Bob Covert breathed hard. 
“Okay—let’s go!”

Mark Tormay seized Covert’s arm. 
“That’s no way to lift a car—just walk up 
and take it. People will be watching. Now 
here’s what we do. If the key is in it—and 
I never knew Sloper to bother with taking 
the key out—we’ll just quietly release the 
brake, push her along to that dark spot 
near the shed and get her lined up so when 
we start the motor we just pull for the 
road fast. All set? Come on.”

They moved the car easily. The key was 
in the ignition. Bob Covert got behind 
the wheel. It had been his idea and he was 
granted the privilege of driving it away. 
All three boys were in the front seat as 
Bob turned onto the highway.

None of the trio noticed the man who 
had been idly seated on the running board 

10



the Puppets in a Spectacle of Lawlessness 1
of a medium priced sedan near the outer 
fringe of the parking space. He watched 
the theft being performed, watched it with 
great interest. As the Lincoln rolled off, 
he got into his own car and stepped on the 
starter.

He was a rather ordinary looking man. 
In fact, having such an ordinary appear­
ance was part of his stock in trade. His 
face was inclined to be square, with high 
cheek bones and thin lips. His coloring 

his sedan up to eighty, which surprised 
him some because he didn’t think it had 
that much life left in it. But he couldn’t 
gain on the Lincoln now. It was streaking 
along a stretch of road that was as straight 
as an arrow for ten miles.

The twin tail-lights grew fainter and 
fainter. Bob Covert, at the wheel of the 
Lincoln, knew how to drive, though his 
speed would have given an older man a 
case of nerves. Here, with the wind blow-

THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

was medium, his hair a neutral shade. 
Everything about him was neutral. If he 
had pulled off some monstrous crime in 
front of a dozen witnesses, few would have 
described him accurately.

He drove his sedan onto the highway, 
spotted the twin tail-lights of the blue 
Lincoln and stepped on the gas pedal a 
little harder. Within a mile he had gained 
a trifle on the more expensive and much 
faster car. The boys were taking it easy, 
trying not to draw any attention to them­
selves.

For about three miles the distance be­
tween the cars held, then the blue Lincoln 
began to speed. The man following it got 

ing in his face, with around two hundred 
horse-power under his foot, Bob felt that 
he rated. He was a man without fear, bold 
enough to take what he wanted. A supe­
rior sort of person to whom girls would 
look up and boys would seek out.

He had no worries. They would get the 
car back before it was missed. But Mark 
and Wally would quietly describe the 
episode, brag about it and bring glory to 
Bob Covert. He would show his father he 
rated a good car.

Of course if his father ever got wind of 
this, there probably never would be a car, 
big or small, fast or slow, but there was no 
reason why he should find out. And if he 
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refused to buy his only son a good car, 
that son could smile behind his back in the 
knowledge that he had handled a faster 
and better car than his father owned.

Marva’s eyes would open wide too. Bob 
let out a wild yell and grinned at his two 
companions. Rotund Wally Walsh had al­
ready had enough. He was white-faced 
and gasping for air. All he wanted was to 
set two feet on solid ground, get back to 
the dance, and be satisfied with his lot. 
After all, at sixteen he couldn’t expect too 
much out of life. There were many years 
ahead—if he ever got out of this mess.

“Stand up and lift 'em!" or­
dered Steve. “Let go of those 

guns or I'll kill you!” 
(CHAP. IV)

JVTARK TORMAY, on the outside, was 
J-’l enjoying the ride. He displayed no 
nerves. Rather, he felt quite proud of

himself. This had worked better than he
had expected. But Bob was driving too 
fast. No sense in getting killed. Mark 
leaned across Wally Walsh and shouted at 
Bob to slow down.

Bob shook his head, laughed, and 
pushed the accelerator the last tenth of an 
inch down to the floor. The blue car didn’t 
seem to pick up any more speed, but the 
speedometer crept up another four miles 
an hour.

Well behind them now, the ordinary­
looking man in the sedan was concentrat­

ing on being as close as possible when the 
crash came, so he could pick up the pieces 
and perhaps save the lives of these crazy 
kids. All hope of overtaking the blue 
convertible had left him long ago.

Then he saw the single headlight in his 
rear view mirror and a motorcycle cop
was roaring up, siren shrieking. The 
ordinary-looking man held his sedan 
steady, but didn’t slacken his speed. When 
the motorcycle cop came alongside and 
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waved him toward the side of the road, 
the driver leaned out.

“I’m following a stolen car,” he yelled. 
“It’s a mile ahead. Three fool kids. They’ll 
kill themselves if they aren’t stopped!”

“I’m taking care of you first!” the cop 
shouted. “Pull over.”

The driver of the sedan gave an ex­

going to be killed.
The boy driving the convertible seemed 

to realize that, too, for he did slow up 
some. The sedan gained a little, until its 
driver could see the motorcycle cop hur­
tling up behind the blue open job. Then 
the driver of the sedan suddenly opened 
his mouth and shouted. Shouted until his

asperated grunt, reached into his pocket 
and took out a leather case. He opened 
this and held up a badge. The motorcycle 
cop glanced at it, settled himself in his 
saddle, and bent over the handlebars. His 
machine pulled away fast.

The driver of the sedan kept up fairly 
well. The chase, he knew, would have to 
end soon. The road would become curved 
not much further on, and if that blue con­
vertible didn’t slow down, three boys were 

lungs and throat ached.
In the convertible, Bob Covert had gone 

slightly green. A motorcycle cop meant 
an arrest. Not only for reckless driving, 
but for theft of the car. That wouldn’t be 
so good. And yet, how could he hope to 
get away from this policeman?

“Bob, for gosh sakes, stop!” Wally 
Walsh moaned. “Maybe—maybe the cop’ll 
start to shoot. Maybe he’ll kill us!”

“Shut up!” Mark Tormay shouted.
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“Bob, you hold this crate steady and keep 
her rolling as fast as she’ll go. I’ll take care 
of the cop. There won’t be any pinch. 
Leave it to me.”

Tormay crawled into the back of the 
convertible. He loosened the rear seat, 
lifted it and rested it on the back of the 
car. The motorcycle cop had his head 
down, against the terrific wind, and no­
ticed nothing. Mark Tormay didn’t hear 
the driver of the sedan behind shout in 
protest. Mark just grinned and shoved 
the car seat onto the road and directly in 
the path of the motorcycle cop.

The patrolman never had a chance. 
When his front wheel hit that seat the 
forward momentum of nearly a hundred 
miles an hour was suddenly checked. The 
bike stopped, but the cop didn’t. He 
cleared thirty feet before he landed, and 
oblivion came as quickly as the crash.

The driver of the sedan swerved wildly 
to avoid running over the prostrate officer, 
but he didn’t slacken his speed. A car, 
coming in the opposite direction, had gone 
completely off the road at the sight of 
the speeding convertible and the cop. Now 
it was moving toward the officer. If he still 
lived, he would at least have help.

The boys in the convertible needed help, 
too. Perhaps worse than the motorcycle 
cop who was probably dead. At any mo­
ment they might kill themselves or crash 
into another car with disastrous results.

The man in the sedan drew an automatic 
from a shoulder rig. Those boys ahead 
were just that—boys. But during the past 
moment they’d become something else— 
murderers. They had to be stopped.

The driver took a firm grip of the wheel 
with his right hand and aimed the auto­
matic with his left. He had no intention of 
hitting any of the boys or even trying to 
hit a tire, but if they saw gun flashes and 
perhaps heard bullets whine past, they 
might stop.

They were slowing down. The road was 
becoming curved now and they couldn’t 
keep on at such crazy speed. The man in 
the sedan fired twice. The blue conver­
tible zigzagged slightly. He fired two more 
shots and this time the convertible’s brake 
lights blinked.

BOB COVERT was slowing down. He 
didn’t care about speed any more. He 

had seen that motorcycle cop sail over the 

handlebars and hit the road. There was an 
uneasy feeling in Bob’s stomach, his throat 
was dry, and his heart hammered with a 
speed he thought comparable to the pis­
tons under that sleek hood. Now there 
were bullets—hot lead being thrown at 
him. It was all over. All except facing 
the consequences.

Wally Walsh had slid as far down in the 
seat as he could get and stayed there, 
moaning. In the rear Mark Tormay was 
swearing bitterly, but he didn’t protest 
when he felt the convertible slacken its 
speed. He bent down and picked up a 
heavy jack iron which had been under the 
rear seat. He hefted this and waited.

Bob barely made the next corner and 
knew that all hope of escape was gone. 
The driver of the sedan was better at 
piloting a car than he, and besides there 
was that gun. Bob slowed up enough to 
pull over and finally stop. The sedan nosed 
in to block any chance of Bob changing 
his mind. The driver got out.

So did Mark Tormay, holding the tire 
iron behind his back. Mark suddenly 
brought his weapon into view. He had 
noted that the stranger wasn’t holding a 
gun. Mark lunged at the man. The tire 
iron whistled down in an arc meant to 
split the man’s head. But the man wasn’t 
there when the iron parted air instead of 
skull.

Mark Tormay was suddenly seized by 
the wrist. Something happened to the 
whole side of his body. It was shot through 
with sudden, paralyzing pain. He dropped 
the tire iron and tried to use his right fist.

He never did know quite what hap­
pened. All he knew was that the stars 
were mysteriously where the earth had 
been and the ground hung in the heavens 
like a canopy of night. Then he landed, 
and all the breath went out of his body.

The driver of the sedan picked him up, 
carried him over to the blue convertible 
and put him in the front seat.

“All right, boys,” he said. “Turn around 
and go back. Let’s have a look at what you 
did. Or maybe you don’t realize you killed 
a police officer.”

“I didn’t!” Bob Covert sobbed. “I 
wouldn’t have done that. Mark threw the 
seat.”

Wally Walsh didn’t say a word. His jaws 
were rigid, his tongue incapable of move­
ment. The stranger got into the back of 



THE CITY OF DREADFUL NIGHT
the convertible and perched himself un­
comfortably on the seat frame.

Bob Covert turned the car around. He 
wished then that he’d had sense enough 
to obey his father, to try fairly to get his 
girl away from a rival, accept adversity 
and make the best of it. He wondered, 
with growing horror, if they would elec­
trocute him.

CHAPTER II

The Young in Crime

OB COVERT, Wally Walsh and 
Mark Tormay sat in a row 
against the further wall of 
Police Chief George Abel’s 
office. Abel was a ponderous 
man with pure white hair and 
a stern face.

Standing beside his desk was
Philip Covert, a man of about forty-five 
—tough, hard, active, and a fighter. He 
was fighting now and bristling with indig­
nation.

“My son happens to be a minor,” he pro­
tested. “You can't lock him up. Not for 
stealing a car. Not even Kirk August 
Sloper the Third’s car. Bob is under six­
teen. He belongs in Juvenile Court.”

“Now just a minute, Mr. Covert,” Chief 
Abel said. “You haven’t heard the entire 
story. I’m going to let a man who saw it 
all give you the details.”

The man who had captured the three 
boys, stepped forward to face Philip Cov­
ert.

“I watched and heard your son and 
those other two boys actually plan to steal 
that car,” he said, “and then carry out 
their plans.”

“You saw them? You knew what they 
were going to do? What kind of a man 
are you? Why didn’t you stop them?”

“I’m sorry. I wish I had done so now, 
but I had no way of knowing how this 
would end. My interest was in learning 
why they stole the car, and what they 
intended to do with it. I think I know.”

“You stood by and allowed my son to 
become a thief?” Covert shouted.

“He’s more than that, Mr. Covert. One 
of the boys riding with your son threw the 
back seat of the car into the path of a 
motorcycle officer. He was killed.”

Covert’s mouth opened slowly and his 
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eyes became filled with horror. He whirled 
and stalked toward Bob, his right hand a 
fist and drawn back. Before he could start 
a swing, his wrist was seized and held 
firmly. He was propelled into a neat pivot 
until he faced the stranger.

“I wouldn’t do that,” Covert was told in 
a quiet voice. “Frankly, if you had con­
sidered your son more than you’ve been 
in the habit of doing, it’s possible this 
might not have happened. I heard him tell 
his companions you refused to let him use 
your car to go to the dance, and his girl 
friend objected to the jaloppy he had to 
use. I don’t really blame the girl. An 
evening gown and wrap could have been 
ruined. You should have permitted the 
boy to have your car tonight. Making an 
exception wouldn’t have hurt you. Or. if 
you required the use of your car for urgent 
reasons, you should have taken enough 
time to explain this to Bob. Even a boy 
will see reason if he is treated like an 
adult, and told why or why not he can’t 
have the use of the family car.”

Philip Covert wrenched his wrist free. 
“And who the devil are you, to be lectur­
ing me this way? I know most of the local 
officers. You don’t belong here. In what 
official capacity did you arrest my son?”

Chief Abel came around from behind 
his desk. “Mr. Covert,” he said, “this is 
the Phantom Detective.”

Covert just stared at the ordinary-look­
ing man for a moment, then he reeled over 
to a chair beside a table, sank into it, and 
buried his head in his hands. All three 
boys were wide-eyed. The Phantom went 
over and sat down beside Philip Covert.

"In killing that motorcycle policeman,” 
he said in a kindly voice, “your son and 
his companions automatically advanced 
themselves into adult crime. Murder is 
not a juvenile offense. The boys will have 
to face that charge as grown people. It’s 
too bad, but those are the laws of this 
state.”

Covert looked up. “Laws? Do you think 
I care about laws? That happens to be my 
son. When I learned you are the Phantom, 
I realized there was nothing to gain by 
fighting you. But I still maintain that you 
are as guilty as those boys, and I shall do 
everything in my power to get them free 
and to—to break you. If I can’t break you 
I—I’ll kill you!”

The Phantom walked slowly away. He 



THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE16
signaled that he was finished, and Chief 
Abel phoned for help. The three boys 
were led out to be searched and locked up. 
Philip Covert hardly seemed aware of 
what was going on. He arose, finally, and 
walked over to the Chief’s desk.

“Tell me how much the bond is,” he 
said. “I’ll furnish it somehow. You know 
me, Chief. I’ll see that the boy faces the 
justice that’s due him. You don’t have to 
make the bail too steep.”

Chief Abel shook his head slowly. “Mr. 
Covert, you must be aware of the fact that 
murder is an unbailable offense.”

“Oh—yes. Yes, of course. I suppose it 
is.”

Covert turned and walked away, each 
step a shuffle, his shoulders sagging, his 
face that of an old, old man. As he passed 
through the doorway, he hesitated a mo­
ment, looked back, and took a long breath 
as if he was going to say something. Then 
he shrugged, recognizing the uselessness 
of it all and trudged on.

THE Phantom passed a hand across tired 
eyes.

“Chief,” he said, “at least you ought to 
be told the truth. This tragedy of young 
Bob Covert’s started out simply because 
he was frustrated and sore. Everything 
had gone wrong for him and he was—or 
thought he was—getting back his self- 
respect by turning into a tough guy not 
afraid to steal a car. I would have wagered 
a million to one that those three boys 
would abandon the car as soon as they 
had their fill of it.”

“I know, Phantom,” Chief Abel said. 
“You’re not to blame for what happened. 
Covert is all wrought up. He’s in a mood 
to blame anyone, and you happened to be 
the fall guy. He’s like that kid of his— 
trying to forget his own troubles by taking 
it out on someone else. The kid had the 
car, Covert has you.”

The Phantom nodded. “Really though, 
Mr. Covert is fortunate that I happened 
to be close by. I saw who threw that car 
seat in front of the motorcycle cop. It 
happened to be Mark Tormay. Of course 
the other two boys share guilt in the 
crime, but neither could have prevented 
Tormay from doing what he did.”

“Why should he have killed the cop?” 
Chief Abel’s voice was almost a chant. 
“Why, I ask you? Because they were 

afraid to face a juvenile rap for car steal­
ing?”

“You know, Chief,” the Phantom said, 
“young Tormay interests me. When I fin­
ally stopped them, he came at me with a 
tire iron. He’d have brained me quite 
cheerfully. What do you know about Tor- 
may?”

Chief Abel shrugged. “His people are 
okay, I suppose. Father drinks, beats up 
his wife now and then, and wallops the 
blazes out of the kids. There are five of 
them. Young Tormay has a record. Not 
much. Played hookey a lot, didn’t study 
except to barely creep by in school. About 
a year ago he was suspected of being a 
lookout for a gang of juvenile burglars. 
I’d say it was the usual story except, that 
young Tormay didn’t build up quite as 
far as Dillingei’ or Pretty Boy Floyd. I’ll 
bet he was on his way though.”

“What about the fat boy—Wally 
Walsh?”

Chief Abel smiled. “I wish our juvenile 
problem was no worse than the type he 
represents. Wally is okay. He got into 
this thing because he hates being called a 
coward. Silly, but that’s how he’s always 
been. He lives two blocks up the street 
from me.”

Chief Abel’s phone buzzed. He answered 
it and spoke briefly. Then he reached for 
his uniformed hat on the edge of the desk. 
As he arose, he said:

“That was Frank Havens. He’s just 
arrived from New York and is at the Cen­
ter Hotel. He promised to provide me with 
some information. Want to come along, 
Phantom?”

“I do indeed, Chief. It’s time you were 
told why I came here anyway. Mr. Havens 
is really responsible, and it begins to look 
as if his curiosity was about to uncover 
something of substantial proportions.”

They walked through the main office 
and Chief Abel returned the salutes of the 
desk captain and his aides. A car was 
waiting outside but the Chief decided to 
walk the short distance to the hotel. He 
nodded greetings and gravely saluted half 
the people he encountered. Chief Abel, it 
seemed, was a popular officer.

“Phantom,” he said, “what about your­
self? I’ve been curious about you for 
years. I can’t ask who are you, but let me 
put it this way. What are you?”

The Phantom chuckled. “It’s a fair 



THE CITY OF DREADFUL NIGHT 17
question, Chief. Who I am doesn’t matter. 
I’m a detective. I enjoy tracking down 
criminals, fighting them, tricking them, 
running them down by legwork, head­
work—and by science. Never discount 
the latter method, Chief.”

“What in the world do you get out of it, 
Phantom?”

“Satisfaction, I suppose. Money doesn’t 
interest me. Put it this way, Chief. If my 
coming to your city helps wipe out or 
lower a crime wave, then I have my re­
ward.”

“You’ll stay then and help, Phantom?” 
Chief Abel asked.

“Yes. After what happened tonight, I’d 
have changed my mind if I had intended 
to leave. But Mr. Havens will explain all 
that to you. I’m grateful for your coopera­
tion. Tell me, Chief, how is my red-headed 
colleague doing as a patrolman?”

“Steve Huston?” Chief Abel mustered 
a grin. “I detailed him as you and he re­
quested, to one of the toughest beats in 
town. I had some difficulty putting him 
across but I managed, and I’m certain that 
no one suspects he isn’t what the records 
proclaim him—a rookie cop.”

The Phantom was smiling. “There’s one 
thing I’ll promise you, Chief. The beat he 
goes out on will never be the same again. 
It might remain as tough, or become even 
tougher, but the people who live there 
won’t ever forget Patrolman Huston.”

“He’s quite a pal of yours, isn’t he?” 
Abel asked.

“He likes to work with me,” the Phan­
tom explained. “And I find him most use­
ful. He’s a crack crime reporter on one of 
Mr. Havens’ metropolitan newspapers but 
he’s never as happy as when I send him 
out on something.”

“Does he know who you are?” the Chief 
asked.

“No. He hasn’t the faintest idea. No 
one knows my identity, Chief, except Mr. 
Havens. If it was known I probably 
wouldn’t live long. At the least I’d be 
considered a mighty poor insurance risk. 
So I choose to disguise myself and operate 
anonymously. It gets results, and saves me 
worry that I can expend on my investiga­
tions and not upon myself.”

“I can understand that,” Abel agreed. 
“Well, here we are. The hotel, Phantom. 
I’m interested to find out why Mr. Havens 
sent you here to help us. We need help,

MURIEL HAVENS

we welcome it especially from you, but 
how did Mr. Havens know?”

“I expect he’ll have the answer to that,” 
the Phantom said. “At any rate it’s more 
his province to do the explaining.”

CHAPTER III

The Figures of Crime

RANK HAVENS opened his 
hotel suite door in answer to 
the Phantom’s knock. Havens 
was a stocky, gray-haired man, 
past fifty. He had the polished 
assurance of a successful man 
and his handshake was warm 
and friendly.

“Hello, Phantom,” he said. “Chief Abel, 
it’s a pleasure to see you again.”

The Phantom closed the door behind 
them.

“Things haven’t worked out too well, 
sir,” he commented.

“I know,” Havens said somberly. “My 
local newspaper informed me of the death 
of that motorcycle officer. Sit down, 
gentlemen. Chief Abel, my chain of news­
papers has always fought crime, organized 
and unorganized. I make it a point to 
watch things, to study crime statistics and 
keep up with developments. My news­
papers, which are part of the civic life of 
many cities, including this one, have or­
ders to report anything out of the ordinary 
to me personally.”
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Chief Abel sighed and removed cello­

phane from a cigar. He snipped off the end 
with his penknife.

“The unusual is happening here, Mr. 
Havens,” he said. “I know just about what 
your local editor must have reported.” 
Abel lit a match, puffed until the cigar 
tip glowed, then leaned back to continue. 
“We have a juvenile crime wave here. 
Despite all we can do it keeps getting 
worse.”

Havens zipped open a brown leather 
brief case and took out several papers. He 
spread these on the table and consulted 
them.

“This city is in the more than three 
hundred thousand population group,” he 
said. “I’ll give you figures of other cities 
of the same size and type and compare 
them with your record. The average mur­
der and non-negligent manslaughter rate 
for the other cities is two points and 
ninety-two hundredths. Your town has 
accumulated a figure of six points and 
seventy-nine hundredths. In manslaugh­
ter by negligence your city has five points 
and seven tenths against two points and 
four tenths. In robbery the other cities 
average thirty points and seven-tenths 
to every hundred thousand population. 
Yours is much worse—ninety points and 
four tenths.”

“Where did you get these figures?” 
Chief Abel asked.

“They were compiled by my statistical 
department and augmented by the reports 
from the Federal Bureau of Investigation 
in Washington. Let me go on. In ag­
gravated assault per one hundred thou­
sand your city ran eighty points and nine 
tenths, and the other cities of the same size 
were only thirty-four points and four 
tenths. Take burglary—one of the out­
standing increases occurred in this type of 
crime. Per one hundred thousand popula­
tion in other cities, the rate runs two hun­
dred and three points and two tenths. In 
your town it amounts to six hundred 
ninety-two points and four tenths. Larceny 
in other cities is four hundred seventy- 
three points and one tenth crimes for each 
one hundred thousand people. Here it is 
over a thousand.”

Chief Abel was puffing hard and fast on 
the cigar until he was clouded in smoke. 
He fanned some of this away.

“Mr. Havens,” he said wearily, “I’m not 

denying those figures. I realize my city 
has suddenly and unexplainably gone hay­
wire. My men and I are doing our best, 
but we can’t seem to cope with it. Those 
kids are on the loose. There is one partic­
ular type of crime you haven’t mentioned. 
I wonder what the difference is in our 
percentage compared to other cities. I 
mean the crime of car stealing.”

“Car thefts are an extremely common 
juvenile form of crime,” Havens said. 
“Generally, the rate runs to ninety-four 
points and five tenths cars stolen for each 
hundred thousand population. Here, in 
this town, the figure is five times as high.”

The Phantom, comfortably sprawled out 
in an easy chair, commented on this.

“Your car theft rate is the highest in the 
country, Chief. True, many of the cars 
are recovered, but some are never seen 
again. True, most of the thefts are com­
mitted by boys looking for thrills, but they 
don’t steal them all."

“We recover about two-thirds of all 
stolen cars,” Chief Abel said. He regarded 
the tip of his cigar for a moment. “I won­
der why the kids in this city are more 
prone to crime than the boys in other 
towns? Why are more cars stolen here 
than anywhere else? There must be some 
reason. ’

“That is exactly why I asked the Phan­
tom to come here, Cnief,” Havens said. 
“Why I sent one of my crack reporters to 
work undercover, and why I shall devote 
the assets and abilities of my entire or­
ganization to answering your questions. 
There must be an answer.”

THE Phantom arose and walked slowly 
to the window where he stood, looking 
idly’’ down upon the busy Main Street.

“I’ve been trying to find it, Chief,” he 
said. “In the two weeks I’ve spent here 
I’ve quietly studied various juvenile 
groups. They don’t appear any different 
than those in any other city. Bob Covert 
wasn’t the only boy I observed stealing a 
car. My theory has been that some of 
these cars hit the hot car market, and what 
I wanted to know was whether or not 
juveniles stole these particular cars—the 
ones which disappear completely. Cars 
had been stolen from the parking space of 
the Blue Moon Inn so I spent some time 
there waiting and watching. I’m certain 
that young Bob Covert had no idea of 



THE CITY OF DREADFUL NIGHT
selling that blue convertible.”

“But why, then,” Chief Abel argued, 
“did the boys kill a policeman to keep from 
getting caught? Murder is usually only 
the work of desperate criminals.”

“Chief,” the Phantom said, “I told you 
that I doubted Bob Covert stole that car 
with the intentions of selling it. I agree 
that Wally Walsh only went along for the 
ride, but Mark Tormay told the other two 
how to steal the car, and how to get it out 
of the parking space without attracting 
attention. He talked them into the crime 
—not that much talking was necessary. 
And it was Tormay who killed that police­
man. He alone is actually guilty.”

“What are you driving at, Phantom?” 
Chief Abel asked.

“I believe that Tormay really intended 
to profit by the theft of the car. Oh, he 
would have suggested that Bob Covert 
abandon it in some quiet spot, but I be­
lieve Tormay would have gone back for 
it or sent someone who knew how to dis­
pose of it. That is why Tormay threw the 
back seat of the car. He was a desperate 
criminal. That ride in a stolen car was no 
lark to him. It was serious business.”

Frank Havens put the papers back into 
his briefcase. “Phantom,” he asked, “have 
you any proof of this?”

“No—none at all. But I do know that 
cars stolen by other boys intent only upon 
committing a prank, have vanished com­
pletely. Perhaps Tormay was involved in 
these thefts. I intend to question young 
Tormay.”

“With those facts brought to my atten­
tion, so do I,” Chief Abel said. “I’ve had a 
horrible feeling all along that this crime 
wave wasn’t just the crazy stunts of kids. 
Phantom, do you think our juveniles here 
are being exploited?”

The Phantom dropped the curtain back 
into place, walked over and stood beside 
Havens who was still seated at the table.

“I don’t know, Chief,” he said soberly. 
“Boys have been exploited by professional 
criminals in the past, but hardly on such 
an extensive scale. Sr pose this was true 
—that boys were detailed to commit 
crimes—who would likely be back of it?”

“You mean who heads our local under­
world? I can answer that one. Mike 
Lathy grew up in crime. He was the 
youngest racketeering bootlegger we ever 
pinched during prohibition. He developed
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gangs, led them, and cut in on their profits. 
He still does. Nothing much in the way of 
crime ever happens here that he doesn’t 
know about.”

The Phantom paced the floor for a mo­
ment. “Chief, does this Mike Lathy oper­
ate any places where boys would normal­
ly go? Like pool rooms, bowling alleys, 
juke-box joints? Even athletic clubs?”

“No. There wouldn’t be enough profit 
in anything like that for Lathy.”

“I see. Anyone else who might have 
taken these boys over?”

Chief Abel shook his head. “We’re sing­
ularly free of organized crime, barring 
Mike Lathy and his men. I’m proud to say 
that even Lathy is more or less controlled. 
We’ve had our bad men. Right now any 
cop in town would give his vacation to 
find out where a mug named Tom Wiley 
is hiding out. Wiley shot one of my men 
—put him in a wheelchair perhaps per­
manently. That was six months ago, but 
Wiley has been seen around town. He is 
wanted for murder now.”

“Cross him off,” the Phantom said. “Any 
man on the lam and red-hot as Wiley must 
be, wouldn’t organize a gang of juveniles 
or plan their crimes. He’s too busy saving 
his own hide. We’ll have to look further, 
Chief. Especially under rocks and rotted 
stumps where the kind of vermin we’re 
after would be hiding. You don’t mind 
if I keep poking around?”

“Mind?” Abel cried. “Phantom, I’ll do 
everything in my power to help you any 
way I can!”

“Of course,” Havens added, “all this will 
work much better if the matter doesn’t 
receive much publicity. The Phantom 
won’t be operating strictly undercover, 
but Steve Huston will be. Also, if news 
of a concentrated investigation leaks out, 
those people we are after may cease opera­
tions and hide until all the commotion dies 
away.”

CHIEF ABEL strode over to Havens and 
offered his hand.

“I'll cooperate in every possible way. 
I’m not proud of the crime record set in 
this city and I know that if it grows or 
isn’t chopped down, I’ll be out of a job. 
Which is only right, because a chief of 
police must be judged by the amount of 
crime he cannot control. My record as of 
now isn’t so good, but I’m trying to better 
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it. Thanks for your interest and your 
help.”

The Phantom went to the door with 
Abel. “I’ll be at your office shortly,” he 
said. “We’ll talk to Mark Tormay together 
and perhaps he may solve a lot of our 
problems. I’ve an idea that Tormay’s 
toughness is a shell, and that underneath 
it he’s just another boy.”

After Chief Abel was gone, the Phan­
tom sat down at the table across from 
Havens.

“Those statistics of yours are certainly 
backed up, sir,” he said. “This city is alive 
with crime. You’ll note that none of it is 
spectacular. Just a series of small inci­
dents, but add them up and they reach 
tremendous proportions.”

“I know,” Havens agreed. “And the 
worst of it all lies in the fact that juveniles 
are being used. I know their crimes are 
not the spontaneous ones of youth. They 
are guided, personally conducted tours 
into a world of crime by inhuman beings 
who don’t care if they twist and turn 
young minds into warped shapes. Phan­
tom, we’ve got to lick this thing here, be­
cause if it is allowed to grow it will spread 
like a festering sore.”

“I’ve been on this case about a week, 
Mr. Havens. In that space of time I’ve 
come to realize the importance of breaking 
this up. But I can’t make any headway. 
It still looks only like the isolated crimes 
of juveniles. I’ve an idea the boys involved 
don’t even know they are being led, or 
used.”

Frank Havens reached for the phone. 
“I’m keeping frequent checks on other 
large cities. Just in case this type of crime 
has already spread. Excuse me while I 
contact some of my editors. By keeping a 
close check, and working fast, we may be 
able to control this and confine it here.”

The Phantom sat down and closed his 
eyes. He was tired. Two weeks of work 
by day and night was nothing new to him 
but in this case he had found no tangible 
results—only a boredom that comes with 
too much leg work and no progress.

He had no intentions of giving up. His­
tory would be made the day the Phantom 
Detective dropped an investigation. But 
he missed his penthouse apartment in 
New York. Atop one of the large buildings 
and reached by a private elevator, it was 
one of the most comfortable bachelor 

apartments in the city.
There the Phantom lived a life of lux­

ury and ease as Richard Curtis Van Loan, 
millionaire, and popular socialite, a man 
much sought after as a top tennis player, 
and a polo expert qualifying for the inter­
national games. He was a member of ex­
clusive clubs but didn’t confine his activi­
ties to only the moneyed side of life. Boys 
clubs knew him as a generous donor, and 
an active participant in the development 
of children.

Richard Curtis Van Loan was tall, 
athletically built, with even, handsome 
features. But when he became the Phan­
tom he altered his appearance to as­
sume any sort of character he needed to 
fit the particular case on hand. He could 
do this, because he was an expert in the 
art of disguise, but wise enough to know 
that hair dyes, mechanical devices and 
skin colorings were not enough. He lived 
every part he played.

In his penthouse apartment were secret 
wardrobes where he kept clothing suited 
to any role, identification documents which 
would have challenged the skill of any 
expert on forgery to prove them false. He 
maintained a complete disguise layout 
there also and he could come and go as 
either Richard Curtis Van Loan or in any 
disguise he chose. The private elevator 
gave him ready entrance or exit.

Far uptown, under another identity, he 
maintained a large and expensively equip­
ped crime laboratory. It was there that he 
developed clues through scientific meth­
ods and tracked down criminals by means 
of microscopes and spectroscopes. And 
there, to the few who ever noticed him, 
he was known as Dr. Bendix, an eccentric 
old recluse and research scientist.

Only Frank Havens knew the Phan­
tom’s real identity. Havens, one of the 
biggest newspaper publishers in the na­
tion, used his power and his presses to 
conduct a constant campaign against 
crime. There was nothing he liked to do 
better than turn a bright light into the 
dark corners of the underworld, and in 
this work the Phantom was of inestimable 
aid to him.

FRANK HAVENS’ largest newspaper 
was the New York Clarion and Steve 
Huston, red-headed, tough and able crime 

reporter was on the staff. Huston often
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helped the Phantom in his work, though 
Steve didn’t have the vaguest idea that 
under the Phantom’s disguise was Richard 
Curtis Van Loan whom Huston knew by 
sight and thought of as an idler with too 
much money.

Lovely Muriel Havens, Frank Havens’ 
only child had known Richard Curtis Van 
Loan almost all her life, and was one of 
his closest friends. She often sensed that 
beneath his polished, calm exterior lay 
something vital and dynamic which pre­
vented him from being content with only 
the excitement of a polo or tennis game. 
She was sure he was not satisfied to mere­
ly exist for pleasure. But while Muriel 
often pondered this problem, it never oc­
curred to her in her wildest dream that 
Van Loan could be the Phantom Detec­
tive.

Both the Phantom and Frank Havens 
agreed that while Muriel might often be 
of help to the Phantom, she must never 
know his true identity. If she did it could 
place her in constant jeopardy at the 
hands of criminals who might discover she 
knew the Phantom’s secret and think she 
would talk under proper “persuasion.” 
Like Steve Huston, Muriel asked no ques­
tions and was content to be of aid to the 
Phantom. It gave her a feeling of accom­
plishment and usefulness.

The ringing of the telephone brought 
the Phantom Detective out of his light 
doze. Havens had been calling cities all 
over the country and his voice droned on 
and on. But this time the phone rang and 
when the Phantom saw Frank Havens 
give a start of excitement, he became fully 
awake and attentive.

Havens hung up slowly and took a long 
breath.

“Chief Abel wants you at his office,” he 
said. “Not to question Mark Tormay 
though. Tormay is dead. He was found 
in his cell five minutes ago—poisoned.”
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CHAPTER IV

Redhead in Blue

HERE was some question as to 
whether his shoes or his badge 
wore the highest polish. He 
walked down the shabby 
street, night stick swinging as 
though he had been a patrol­
man half his life instead of 
only a few days. Under his 

cap fiery red hair contrasted with the blue 
uniform.

Steve Huston liked this assignment. He 
had taken on a number of roles in his day 
as a newspaper reporter but this was one 
of the most exciting. He was supposed to 
keep on the alert for all kinds of crime, 
but especially for the type committed by 
juveniles. He also had orders to watch his 
fellow policemen, though no suspicion had 
been centered on them so far.

Steve Huston saw the sergeant waiting 
at the corner near the call box. He saluted 
with a flourish, and the sergeant returned 
the salute. Sergeant Callahan waited un­
til Steve placed his duty call and closed 
the metal box.

“How’s everything, Steve?” Callahan 
said. “Quiet as it should be?”

“Too quiet.” Steve looked around in the 
gloom. “Too doggone quiet, Sergeant. The 
kids who are allowed to stay out nights 
aren’t usually home as early as this.”

Callahan dragged out a thick watch. 
“Steve, my boy,” he said, “cops don’t work 
on hunches. We leave that for the detec­
tive bureau. If the beat is quiet you’re in 
luck.”

“Just the same, Sergeant,” Steve said, 
“I’ll bet you better than even dough that 
we’re being watched this very minute. I 
saw a shadow streak across the sidewalk 
at the mouth of the alley beside the Pren­
tice Hardware Store. If we walk away 
from here, circle the block and meet in 
front of Johnston’s Florist Shop on the 
other street, we’ll be in a position to make 
sure.”

Callahan took a casual look toward the 
alley.

“Lad,” he said softly, “you got it bad. 
All rookies see shadows and guess they’re 
everything from prospective burglars to 
ghosts. I used to see ’em myself when I 
was young and green.”
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“I saw what I saw,” Steve insisted.
“I ain’t saying you didn’t, lad. And I’m 

going to help you prove that shadows 
aren’t always made by lurking crooks. 
How long you been on the force now?”

“Less than a week. Does that make any 
difference?”

Callahan eyed him shrewdly. “You pop 
out of nowhere and you’re out on a beat. 
Others have been waiting for months to 
get a crack at an opening, but you just 
come along and you’re Patrolman Steve 
Huston. Who you got such a big drag 
with, lad?”

Steve grinned. “We can talk about that 
later. Now I want to earn my pay by stop­
ping a crime. I’m betting there’s a bunch 
of kids waiting for us to go away from this 
call box so they can break into that hard­
ware store and get themselves a supply of 
guns.”

“How do you know that?” Callahan 
asked. “Presuming the boys are hiding.”

“That store has had a window full of 
guns for the last three days. Beautiful 
weapons, but they shouldn’t be displayed 
like that. All they do is excite kids who 
might be planning a stickup. How about 
it, Sergeant? Do we meet as I suggested?”

“You’re reaching for a lieutenant’s bar,” 
Callahan grumbled, “but I’m with you, 
Steve. We meet around the block.”

Steve saluted and ambled slowly away. 
Callahan passed the alley without so much 
as a glance down it. Steve turned the 
corner and fought off a temptation to 
backtrack for a quick look. He could be 
wrong. Shadows are deceptive. He kept 
on going, turned into the street behind the 
hardware store and saw Callahan coming 
his way. They headed for a florist shop 
and its deep doorway.

“I saw nothing,” Callahan grumbled 
again. “But just to prove you’re like all 
rookies we’ll check the alley and the hard­
ware store. There’s only a six-foot fence 
to climb. Come on!”

Callahan took the lead and Steve had to 
admit the sergeant knew how to work in 
the darkness. He made no false moves 
and he seemed to sense the location of 
such pitfalls as garbage cans, loose bricks 
or clothes lines. They reached the wooden 
fence and Steve leaped slightly to get a 
handhold on the edge and slowly pull him­
self up. He hung there, knees braced 
against the fence.
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He could see nothing at first, but he did 

hear a scraping sound and then the clink 
of metal against metal. This was soon fol­
lowed by a distinct snap as some sort of 
a lock broke under great pressure. Imme­
diately afterward he saw a shadowy form 
spring down the alley toward the street. 
Someone had been dispatched to check on 
whether or not the noise had aroused any 
passersby.

STEVE let go and dropped lightly to the 
ground. He was grinning broadly.

“Sergeant, all those assorted shadows 
just jimmied a window and are climbing 
through. You circle the block again and 
cover the front door, because they’ll have 
that ready to run through in case they 
need a fast retreat. I’ll cover the rear and 
we ought to have ’em bottled up.”

“I’m on my way,” Callahan said. “I 
heard that snap, too, and I’ve heard locks 
break before. Is it kids, do you think?”

“I’m sure of it. Why?”
“Because I don’t want to be shooting 

down some young fellow who has never 
tried to steal anything before. You give 
me a blast of your whistle just before you 
go in after ’em. I’ll be set if they start 
running out the front door. Hop to it 
now.”

Steve waited three full minutes, giving 
Sergeant Callahan time to get set. Then 
he went over the fence, hung his night 
stick on his badge and drew flashlight and 
gun. He approached the back of the hard­
ware store softly.

He realized that while the burglars 
might be fifteen- or sixteen-year-old boys, 
it was possible each had already armed 
himself and loaded the guns they had stol­
en. Boys, in possession of brand new guns, 
might be tempted to use them. Steve 
didn’t like the idea. He spun the cylinder 
of his Police Positive to be certain it was 
free and ready for action.

He soon found the broken window and 
saw how three stout steel bars had been 
sawed or cut through. Then a pane of 
glass had been broken, only to have the 
burglars find that the window lock was in­
accessible. They had used a jimmy on it 
then.

If they were smart burglars they would 
have unlocked the back door for a quick 
getaway. Steve grasped the knob hard 
and turned it. The door was open. If 
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there was a lookout, Sergeant Callahan 
had either nailed him quietly or avoided 
him. Steve didn’t care which. He put his 
police whistle between his lips and blew 
a loud blast on it.

Instantly he heard running foosteps in­
side the store. Then there were two quick 
shots, answered by the louder roar of Ser­
geant Callahan’s .38. Steve ran across a 
store-room, reached a door to the store, 
and started to open it. He heard a board 
squeak behind him. Instead of turning, he 
dropped to the floor. It was a trick the 
Phantom had taught him. There was a 
streak of flame, the reverberating crash of 
a gun, and Steve almost fired back.

He loosened his pressure on the trigger, 
however, sprang to a crouch, and headed 
toward a row of shelves and cabinets in 
the center of the room. The gun roared 
again just as he reached the protecting 
barrier. Steve slipped his gun back into 
its holster, removed the night stick thong 
from around his badge and grasped the 
stick by its end. He suddenly stepped out, 
the night stick raised.

He saw the gunman, creeping forward 
on all fours. He was no more than thirty 
feet away and a perfect target. Steve flung 
the night stick. It went end over end 
gracefully before it hit the gunman across 
the top of the head. He fell flat and stayed 
that way.

Steve had moved fast as he hurled the 
club. He heard it strike and hurried to­
ward the side of the gunman. A quick 
flash of his light showed him a boy of fif­
teen or sixteen. Huston took the gun out 
of his limp hand.

Then he approached the door to the 
store once again. He opened it wide. Two 
men were crouched behind a counter, cov­
ering Sergeant Callahan who was slowly 
making his way along the store.

“Stand up and lift ’em'” Steve said. “Let 
go of the guns or I’ll kill you!”

The pair jumped erect. Their guns clat­
tered to the floor. Steve didn’t move. He 
was still eying the darkness, wondering if 
there could be any others lurking here.

“You two,” Steve said, “this is a warn­
ing. If any others of your gang are hid­
ing and take a shot at us, I’ll gun you two 
out first. Sergeant—watch it. I think 
there are one or two more of them.”

“Cuff that pair,” Callahan ordered crisp­
ly, “while I go hunting rats.”

Steve approached the pair. “Raise your 
hands higher,” he said. “Now walk toward 
the wall. Stop four feet away from it, 
stick both hands out and let yourself fall 
against the wall. Support yourselves with 
the palms of your hands. Snap it up!”

They were soon helpless. Steve searched 
them and found another gun on each. He 
had no time to estimate how old they 
were. He inserted his night stick between 
the legs of one man, twisted it and sent 
the man crashing down. Steve clamped a 
handcuff on him quickly. Then he spilled 
the other burglar and used the other cuff 
on him.

“Only one more in the back room,” Cal­
lahan called, “and he looks as if you gave 
him a treatment, Steve. I’m turning on 
the lights.”

TTUSTON shaded his eyes until they be- 
-*-1 came accustomed to the glare. The 
shooting had attracted attention and radio 
cars were already pulling up. Steve turned 
to his prisoners. He judged them to be 
past the juvenile court age, but not by 
much.

They were not the type the Phantom 
had encountered in Bob Covert, Wally 
Walsh or Mark Tormay, though Tormay 
resembled them more than did his com­
panions. These boys were hard-bitten, 
slum-raised tough guys, openly sneering 
at Steve as he studied them.

The only thing in the store which had 
.been touched so far was the case of guns 
and that had been stripped of only eight 
weapons. Sergeant Callahan came out of 
the back room, herding his prisoner be­
fore him. He ordered a radio patrolman 
to call a wagon.

“Sometimes,” Callahan grunted, “a wise 
kid remembers a ride in the paddy wag­
on more than he does the crime he com­
mitted. All right, boys, who put you up 
to this?”

“Santa Claus,” one boy sneered. “He 
needed some rods to put in his bag for 
the kids at the orphans’ home. You 
wouldn’t be asking these questions if 
Rocky had kept his ears and eyes open. 
Letting that flatfoot slip up behind us. 
Rocky, when I get out of this I’m going to 
punch your head in.”

“Come along,” Callahan ordered gruffly. 
“After I have you tucked in a cell then it’s 
my duty to go visit your parents and tell 



THE CITY OF DREADFUL NIGHT
them where you are. That’s the life of a 
cop—for them that likes that sort of 
thing.”

After the boys were taken away, Calla­
han phoned the owner of the hardware 
store to come down and guard his stock. 
Then he leaned against the counter and 
smiled at Steve.

“For a greenhorn you ain’t bad,” he 
acknowledged. “In fact, lad, I don’t think 
you’re quite as green as you look.”

“If you could have seen how that one 
in the back room got the drop on me, Ser­
geant, you’d have sent me back to the 
Academy to study fundamentals of police 
work. I’m going to look around out back. 
I can’t help but think some of them got 
away.”

He turned on outside lights to illuminate 
the alley and areaway now. Below the 
jimmied window he found the tool with 
which the burglary had been committed. 
It looked like the weapon Mark Tormay 
had tried to use on the Phantom—a tire 
iron, but sharpened at the flat end. A 
more careful examination showed that it 
was a hand-made burglar tool, created out 
of the finest high-tempered steel. Steve 
carried it back into the store and arrived 
at the same time as the precinct Captain.

Callahan saluted him and told a brief 
story of the burglary and fight. Steve 
handed him the tool.

“They used it to jimmy the window,” 
he explained. “Looks like a tailor-made 
burglar’s implement to me, Captain.”

“Show me the window they jimmied,” 
the Captain said. “This starts to add up.”

Steve and the Captain went out into the 
alley. The Captain studied the imprint of 
the jimmy in the old, soft wood of the win­
dow sill. He took a small ruler from his 
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pocket and made some measurements. 
Then he turned to Steve.

“You were well recommended for a 
rookie,” he told Steve. “I guess the brass 
that detailed you to my precinct knew 
what they were talking about. Good work. 
You didn’t just collar three plain burglars 
tonight, Huston. Not by a long shot. Those 
three young hoodlums robbed a jewelry 
store before they came here. The same 
jimmy was used to get in there, after the 
burglar alarm system had been wrecked. 
Of course I can’t prove the same gang did 
both jobs, but the experts from the police 
labs will be able to tell. I think the same 
jimmy opened both windows and if so, the 
same men were using it.”

“I didn’t find any jewelry on them,” 
Steve said. “Did they get much?”

“About eight thousand dollars’ worth. 
Stuff that wasn’t put in the main vault. 
One man was repairing watches in a back 
room. They brained him. He may die, so 
it’s a good job you did tonight, Officer 
Huston. I’ll be proud to report you to 
Headquarters.”

“Thank you, sir,” Steve said gratefully. 
“There’s only one thing worries me and 
makes me think I’m not quite as good a 
patrolman as I seem to be. There were 
three boys in here. Each one had stolen 
two guns and I recovered six weapons. 
But there are eight empty boxes in that 
show case. If all the boxes were full, two 
guns are still missing and that means so 
is another one of those kids.”

“Check around in back,” the Captain 
said. “Even if one got away, three out of 
four is a pretty good bag, and we’ll get the 
fourth one. These kids almost always 
squeal on one another.”
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0TEVE went out the back door again.

The areaway behind this building was 
wide, dark, and cluttered with refuse 
sheds, piles of old bricks and lumber and 
some packing cases probably saved for 
kindling. He moved warily, though he be­
lieved that if there had been a fourth 
member of the group, that burglar would 
have put considerable distance between 
himself and the scene of his crime by now.

Steve threw the beam of his flash at one 
exceptionally dark corner of the court. As 
he shut it off, he felt a gun pushed against 
the small of his back. Steve slowly raised 
his hands.

The gun was held steady. A hand came 
around him to open his coat and remove 
his service pistol. Then, in a hoarse whis­
per, the gunman gave orders.

“Copper, if I bump you it means abso­
lutely nothing to me. I burn anyway. So 
we walk down this alley, out to the street 
and you got my arm like I’m pinched, see. 
Only I got a gun ready to blow you in 
half and maybe blast a couple of more 
bulls before they get me. You’ll find us a 
car and you’ll drive us off in it. Just you 
and me. Make it look good, copper, or 
they’ll be hanging a wreath on your door.”

CHAPTER V

Corpse Behind Bars

UIETLY the Phantom stepped 
into Mark Tormay’s cell. Tor- 
may lay on the bunk, huddled 
up in one final contortion of 
agony. On the floor beside the 
bunk was a tin cup, the bot­
tom of which was slowly turn­
ing black.

“I can’t imagine how it happened, Phan­
tom,” Chief Abel said. “Tormay was care­
fully searched when he was brought to the 
cell room. It’s impossible that he had either 
a vial or medicinal paper of poison on 
him. And yet no one entered his cc-11 be­
tween the time he was locked in and when 
he was found dead.”

“The poison was, of course, in the cup 
of water he drank,” the Phantom ob­
served. “Have you looked for a container 
in which he might have secreted the 
stuff?”

“We even pulled the plumbing apart,” 
Abel said. “There’s no trace of it.”

The Phantom stepped out and glanced 
at the neighboring cells. They were occu­
pied, and the men in them swore that no­
body had even come near Tormay.

“He was okay when they locked him 
up,” one of the prisoners said. “There was 
a lot of fuss taking his picture and the pic­
tures of those other crazy kids. Reporters 
were asking a lot of questions, and it 
wasn’t doing my hangover any good. But 
then it died away. Tormay just fussed 
around the cell for a while, cussing pretty 
much. Then I heard him turn on the wa­
ter and fill his tin cup. Maybe ten min­
utes went by and I heard him groaning. 
I started yelling for help but the cops don’t 
pay much attention when one of their 
guests sings out. By the time somebody 
figured I wasn’t fooling, Tormay was quiet. 
A goner, I guess.”

“Where are the other boys. Chief?” the 
Phantom asked. “Walsh and Covert?”

“I h?d them locked in the women’s divi­
sion. The cells are cleaner, have real beds. 
Those two are just kids, but we found out 
that Tormay was nineteen. Old enough so 
he didn’t rate a break. That’s why I had 
him put in the regular cell room.”

They walked back to Chief Abel’s office. 
Word of the death had leaked out and the 
front office was full of reporters and pho­
tographers. They pressed around Abel, 
trying to get a statement from him. No­
body paid much attention to the Phan­
tom, though this pack would have turned 
every bit of their energy on him if they 
had known who he was.

Abel got through them. He entered his 
office, locked the door and sat down wear­
ily.

“This is bad,” he admitted, “but wait 
until the big city papers hear about it. 
Phantom, if Tormay was slipped poison 
with which to commit suicide, or the dose 
was put into the only cup in his cell, the 
person who did it was among the report­
ers, cops, detectives and officials who 
crowded into the cell room to see Tormay. 
But I’ll be daggoned if I could point out 
any likely suspect. I trust everyone who 
was there.”

“You’d best check on them, just to be 
sure,” the Phantom advised. “You’re run­
ning this show. Chief. I’ll be glad to offer 
what assistance I can, and there is certain 
help I’d like, too. The autopsy report, 
for one thing. A talk with the other two 
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boys if you can arrange it without that 
pack of wolves outside getting wise.”

“They won’t bother us, Phantom,” Abel 
said. “They know—the newspapermen 
anyway—that juveniles can’t be photo­
graphed or questioned. I’ll have a man 
take you to a visitor’s room and have 
Walsh and Covert sent in.”

“That will be fine. I’ll see them now, 
if I may.”

Abel made a phone call.
“Phantom,” he asked then, “what’s your 

theory on the motive for Tormay’s mur­
der? Or do you think it was suicide?”

“It’s difficult to tell, Chief. Tormay 
didn’t strike me as the type to take his 
own life, even if he was in such a bad 
spot. Furthermore, the poison was a cor­
rosive substance that could blacken the 
metal of the tin cup. If it was murder, the 
poison would hardly have been in the 
form of a powder. Tormay might have no­
ticed it, and then, too, most poisons in the 
form of powders are none too readily solu­
ble. I believe it was a colorless liquid. A 
minute quantity that couldn’t be seen. But 
a liquid must be carried in either a bottle 
or a capsule. There was no bottle. He 
might have swallowed an empty capsule 
and an autopsy might show this. Though 
why he should empty the capsule into 
water is beyond me. It would have been 
easier to swallow the whole thing.”

“I don’t think it was suicide either,” 
Abel agreed. “But why, Phantom? Why 
was he bumped off this way?”

T^HE Phantom arose and stood before 
-*■ the Chief’s desk.

“I had a half formed notion that Tor- 
may wasn’t just some kid bent on mis­
chief,” he said. “He seemed to boss the 
theft of that cai’ though he did it so well 
Walsh and Covert probably don’t realize 
it.”

“What do you mean, Phantom? Tormay 
may have been a young toughie, but he 
was still a kid. Stealing that car was only 
another of those juvenile crimes.”

“Was it?” the Phantom asked gently. 
“All your stolen cars aren’t found. Enough 
stay missing to make it look as if some­
one was getting a profitable living out of 
it. I’ve no evidence to go on, but I would 
like to know why your city should sud­
denly develop a juvenile crime wave five 
times as great as that of any other city 
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this size and type.”

“So would I,” Abel sighed. “So would 
I, Phantom. I’ll see you when you finish 
talking to the boys.”

Wally Walsh was perched on the edge 
of a straight-backed wooden chair in a 
brick-walled office containing only three 
chairs. Bob Covert slumped in his. Both 
boys gave the Phantom worried glances. 
The Phantom pulled a chaii- over between 
them and sat down.

“You know who I am,” he said. “I’m 
not a policeman. I have no desire to see 
either of you punished beyond what is 
properly due you for being so foolish. 
However, there are things I want to 
know.”

“Where’s my dad?” Covert asked. “I’m 
not saying anything unless he’s here. He’ll 
whale the daylights out of me if I tell you 
anything.”

“I don’t think he will, Bob. Before this 
is over he’ll know he’s been wrong and 
that he’s partly to blame for what has hap­
pened. The trouble with your father is 
that he is too steeped in making money to 
pay much attention to his son. Your 
mother is dead, isn’t she?”

“Yes, sir,” young Covert replied.
“You’re an only child. You deserved a 

better break than you’ve been given. 
What about other relatives?”

“There’s Aunt Janis. She lives in Bar­
tonville. I always liked to go see her. 
She’s a schoolteacher there and fives in a 
nice house all by herself. We had a lot of 
fun last summer. She’s a good sport. She’s 
my mother’s younger sister.”

“A visit there might be good for you,” 
the Phantom said. He glanced at dejected- 
looking Wally Walsh. “What about you, 
Wally?”

“My father will let me stay here so it’ll 
be a lesson to me. He always says I got 
to clean up my own messes. He wouldn’t 
let Mom come to see me. I know that’s 
why she hasn’t come.”

The Phantom shook his head in sym­
pathy. “You boys have been building up 
to this for some time, but your parents are 
as much to blame as you. Now perhaps if 
you help me and the police, things won’t 
be so terribly bad. Of course, that police­
man is dead. Nothing can bring him back. 
But Mark Tormay killed him. It was 
lucky that I happened to be right behind 
that blue convertible and saw it all. My 
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testimony will absolve you from direct 
blame. In fact I saw both of you try to 
stop him from getting into the back of the 
car.”

“He told us what he was going to do,” 
young Walsh said. “Mark was always so 
smart and so tough. I don’t know how I 
got mixed up in this.”

“Well, how did you?” the Phantom 
asked. “It didn’t just happen around you, 
Wally. You were there by choice.”

“Yeah, I know I was. But a couple of 
kids swiped another car last month and I 
wouldn’t go along, and they said I was 
yellow. So this time I just went. I wish 
I’d let Mark and Bob call me yellow. I’d 
rather be yellow than be a k-killer. Then 
be locked up in here and maybe on my 
way to the reformatory.”

“Did Mark Tormay mention anything 
about where you’d abandon the stolen 
car?” the Phantom asked. “Did he act as 
if he—well wanted that particular car 
stolen?”

“I don’t think so,” Bob said. “He just 
came along for the ride. I wanted that 
blue convertible. Mark did say I should 
drive it to Ankerston because we could 
leave it there and get the bus back.”

“Did either of you ever hear about any 
other boys who stole a car and abandoned 
it in Ankerston?”

“I didn’t,” Bob replied.
“That car I was telling you about—-when 

I wouldn’t go along,” Walsh said. “They 
were going to leave it in Ankerston.”

“Who were the boys who stole it?” the 
Phantom asked.

“I don’t know, sir. Only Mark Tormay. 
He was there, and there were two others. 
Just kids, I guess. Kinda scared, but they 
wanted to drive a big car.”

“Why don’t you ask Mark Tormay 
about this?” Bob demanded. “Why do we 
have to answer all the questions?”

The Phantom told it slowly and quietly. 
“Mark Tormay is dead. We don’t know 
yet whether he took his own life or was 
murdered.”

Both boys sat rigid, saying nothing, but 
filled with a new kind of terror.

“I’m going to try and get you boys out 
of here,” the Phantom said. “I have no 
authority, but I think if your parents were 
told the exact circumstances and had cer­
tain facts pointed out to them, they might 
pull wires.”

"My father wouldn’t,” Bob Covert said. 
“Anyway, I don’t want him to. He’d skin 
me alive if he got me alone. I’m safer 
right here.”

The Phantom arose. “And they say the 
crimes are those of juveniles,” he said 
harshly. “I’ll see you later, boys.”

CHAPTER VI

Wanted for Murder

TEVE HUSTON hoped they 
made a pretty picture. He held 
onto the elbow of a prisoner 
who really had him in custody. 
At the mouth of the alley radio 
police glanced at them with 
curiosity but saw nothing 
wrong. It was expected that a 

prisoner might be found lurking some­
where and be hauled off to the precinct 
station.

Huston led his man to a radio car parked 
half a block away. He got in and the man 
climbed in beside him. Now the crook 
openly held his gun pointed at Huston and 
for the first time Steve saw his face. It 
seemed vaguely familiar.

“Go ahead,” the man snapped. “Take a 
good look. A lot of good it’ll do you. Now 
start driving. Head for Route Nineteen 
out of town and keep on it. If any alarm 
goes out because of some trick you pulled 
before we got into this prowl car, I’ll kill 
you and shoot it out with the other cops. 
I ain’t being taken alive.”

“What’s your objection to that?” Steve 
asked. “Are you sick of living? Hand me 
a gun and I’ll arrange that you stop—sud­
denly.”

“Smart, huh? A comedian. I’m in no 
mood for laughs. Just keep quiet and drive 
like I tell you.”

Steve didn’t exactly concentrate on driv­
ing. He was trying to figure some way to 
get away from a man who kept a gun con­
stantly prodding his ribs. Tire chance 
seemed remote, and the way this fugitive 
kept harping on shooting it out with the 
cops indicated that capture would mean 
death. Steve sneaked another quick look 
at the man. In profile his nose was thin­
ner, his face sharper. Steve cried involun­
tarily.

“Wiley!”
The gunman gave a curt, mirthless
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laugh. “So you finally tumbled. Camera­
eye cop recognizes Tom Wiley, whose face 
is on every police department bulletin 
board in the country. What’s the matter, 
copper? Don’t I look like my picture on 
the readers?”

“Yes—yes, you do,” Steve said. “You’re 
wanted for murder and you’ll get the chair 
when they catch up with you. But maybe 
you could fix that rap, make it only life. 
If you kill me you won’t live long enough 
to make the chair. A cop killer never gets 
the slightest break.”

“You think I might fix it, huh?” Wiley 
laughed harshly. “Listen, the minute a 
cop heeled with a gun spots me he’ll start 
shooting. I can’t make any deals. . . About 
a mile on we come to a side road. Take it.”

Steve kept trying to think of a way out. 
He reached the side, road and saw with 
considerable apprehension that it was a 
narrow dirt lane leading off into what 
looked like a dark wilderness. An ideal 
spot for the end of a ride, the kind he was 
being taken for. Wiley, from his more 
than ample police record, had shown that 
he lacked the element of mercy. There was 
little reason to think he had acquired any 
since his last arrest.

“You can stop the car right here, pal,” 
Wiley said. “Then you can get out.”

Steve had been in some ticklish spots 
before, but none quite as close to death as 
this. His usually facile tongue couldn’t 
talk Wiley out of killing him. The man 
simply had nothing to lose. It was easier 
for him to murder this policeman than to 
let him go.

“I don’t know what you’re thinking, 
pal,” Wiley said, “but don’t try it. These 
kind of things can be done the easy way 
and the hard way. First we’ll roll this bus 
down the side of that sand pit. There’s a 
good deep pool at th? bottom. Deep enough 
to hide the car. Deep enough to hide you, 
too, if you don’t do as I say.”

Steve carefully slid out of the car. Wiley 
watched him every moment and no gun 
was ever held steadier. Steve raised his 
arm slightly and stood there waiting. 
Wiley motioned with the gun.

“Twist the wheel and head her straight 
down. I know this territory like a book. 
Been hiding out here for weeks. There’s 
just a bare hill smack down to the pool 
and if this car gets going fast enough it’ll 
land way out in the water. Get her set,

then give her a shove.”
Steve was puzzled. If Wiley intended to 

kill him it would have been simpler to use 
the gun in the car, leave the body of his 
victim behind the wheel and get rid of 
both the corpse and the car at the same 
time. Wiley didn’t handle this with the 
usual acumen his breed showed in cases 
of murder.

STEVE worked the police coupe around 
until it was headed down the slope. He 

gave it a shove and the coupe gained mo­
mentum. It disappeared in the darkness, 
but he could hear it rolling faster and 
faster down the long cleared hillside. Then 
there was a crash and the splash of water. 
In a few moments the rural silence re­
turned.

“You carry a flashlight,” Wiley said. 
“Take it out of your pocket and drop it on 
the ground.”

Steve obeyed, half tempted to hurl the 
heavy flash at the man and take his 
chances with the bullets that were bound 
to crash out of the killer’s gun.

“I changed my mind,” Wiley said, with 
a laugh. “Pick the flash up again. Go on 
—pick it up.”

Steve thought he recognized the game 
then. Wiley was playing with him. When 
he got tired of it he would shoot. Steve 
bent and reached for the flashlight. The
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blow hit him across the back of the neck. 
It was well-placed, by an expert in these 
things, and it paralyzed him clear down to 
the toes. His uniform hat fell off and he 
landed flat on his face. Wiley stepped 
closer, nudged him with his toe, then 
pulled back a foot and kicked him on top 
of the head.

Steve’s senses didn’t quite leave him. 
He knew it was night, the grass was cool, 
and there were stars in the sky. He knew 
:hat a murderer stood above him, and that 
Jeath was inevitable, only in this case it 
vould come too soon, by many years.

Then the stars and the ground and the 
cool grass and even his thoughts all be­
came one rolling, jumbled mass of con­
fusion. The sky passed in review before 
his open eyes, vanished, then came back 
for an encore. He didn’t realize he was 
rolling down that smooth hill until he felt 
the iciness of the water as it closed around 
him.

But it was only inches deep this close to 
shore and he had stopped rolling. He was 
on his back. The cold water shocked his 
nerves and muscles into a state of near 
normalcy. He wanted to get up, to get out 
of that water, but he knew better. Dimly 
he could hear Wiley coming dowm the in­
cline, then the ray of the flashlight stabbed 
the darkness, swept across the edge of the 
pond and centered on him. Before the 
spot illuminated his face, Steve closed his 
eyes and pretended unconsciousness.

Wiley didn’t step into the water. He 
merely nudged Steve again, seemed satis­
fied that he was unconscious, and bent 
down. He grasped Steve by one shoulder, 
turned him clumsily until his face lay in 
the water. An unconscious man would 
quickly drown that way. Steve held his 
breath.

Wiley laughed, walked backward up the 
incline for several steps, then decided his 
deed was done. He wheeled and began 
moving faster. Steve raised himself slight­
ly, filled his lungs, then let himself down 
again in case Wiley changed his mind or 
threw the beam of that flash his way.

After a moment or two, Steve saw the 
bobbing flashlight near the top of the in­
cline. He crawled out of the water, shiv­
ered in the cold air and started up the hill 
himself. At the top he lay flat and watched 
the darkness for signs of Wiley.

The wanted killer appeared to be quite 

certain of himself. He was using the flash­
light again, and he had turned into some 
sort of a lane. Then Steve saw the red 
wall of a barn and finally the flash lit the 
front door of a farmhouse. Wiley let him­
self in. No lights were turned on, but 
Steve had seen enough.

He found his uniform cap in the lane 
and put it on, wincing as it pressed against 
the growing lumps on his scalp. He broke 
into a run, reached the highway, and when 
a car came rolling toward the city, he 
stepped into the middle of the road and 
held up his hand authoritatively. The car 
came to a quick stop.

Steve gave the driver a short explana­
tion and ordered him to head for the near­
est house with a telephone. Steve changed 
his mind. A house telephone didn’t offer 
the privacy he wanted. He had himself 
driven to a small town only a mile further 
on.

T^HERE he entered a phone booth and 
called the Center Hotel. He asked for 

Frank Havens and the publisher was soon 
on the wire.

“This is Huston,” the reporter said. “I’m 
in a drug store in the center of Plainfield, 
ten miles north of the city. A wanted kill­
er named Tom Wiley snatched me. He 
thinks I’m dead. He took part in the stick- 
up of that hardware store tonight. Maybe 
you heard about it, maybe you didn’t. 
Anyway a sergeant and I nailed three kids 
robbing the place and it seems they also 
busted into a jewelry store.”

“I know about both jobs,” Havens said. 
“I also know you’ve been reported miss­
ing. Go on, Steve.”

“This Wiley is holed up in a farmhouse. 
I know just where it is. I think he knows 
a lot about this juvenile crime wave. May­
be he’s bossing some of the kids and teach­
ing them how to steal. Anyway he’s want­
ed for murder, so it doesn’t make much 
difference.”

"Stay where you are,” Havens ordered. 
“I’ll send the Phantom out. If he sizes up 
the situation and decides a raiding party 
of police are needed, we’ll arrange that, 
too. He may want to get this Wiley with­
out having him shot to ribbons. At any 
rate, you stay where you are.”

“Yes, sir,” Steve said. “Shall I call re­
write on your local paper and give them a 
scoop'
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“No—forget you’re a reporter. When 

you go back to writing stories, I want you 
to have a really big one.”

“Yes, sir,” Huston said happily.

CHAPTER VII

Siege

HEN the Phantom reached the 
office of Chief Abel, he found 
that official in the middle of a 
press conference. There were 
three newspapers in town, but 
reporters and photographers 
from various press services 
were present and crowded the 

office.
Chief Abel gave them routine informa­

tion, said he didn’t know whether Tormay 
had taken his own life or been murdered, 
and that it was up to the Medical Exam­
iner’s office and the Detective Bureau to 
determine that. When the theft of the blue 
convertible was mentioned, Chief Abel 
waved his hand toward a young man who 
was seated in a corner and quietly observ­
ing the whole thing with considerable in­
terest.

“This is Kirk Sloper, boys,” Chief Abel 
said. “It was his car they stole.”

The Phantom, near the door, simply 
watched. Press conferences in this fairly 
large city were no different than they were 
in New York. Reporters everywhere had 
a natural flair for fast talking, faster act­
ing, and adapting themselves to anything 
that turned up. To a man they closed in 
on Kirk Sloper. One of the photographers 
stuck his camera close and the flash bulb 
blinded Sloper. He clapped both hands to 
his eyes, arose, and looked for the photog­
rapher. Spotting him, he pushed his way 
through the other reporters and seized the 
photographer by both shoulders and shook 
him violently.

Kirk Sloper was tall, rangy, and, like 
Richard Curtis Van Loan, had never per­
mitted too much money to make him lazy. 
He was in excellent physical trim and 
when the smaller, more wiry photographer 
wrenched himself free and swung one, 
Sloper was prepared. He ducked the blow, 
drove the photographer against the wall 
and poised a fist. Then he lowered it, 
stepped back and laughed.

“All right,” he said. “But next time you 

shove a flash bulb in my face as you set it 
off, I’ll break your camera and your neck.”

“Yes, you will.” The photographer ad­
justed his coat and hung his camera more 
securely over his shoulder. “Guys like 
you only read the papers to see if their 
picture is on the society page. This time 
you’re making Page One, so what are you 
complaining about?”

“I don’t like being nearly blinded,” 
Sloper told him.

“Maybe you don’t like close-ups,” the 
reporter derided. “What’s the matter, 
friend? Afraid the bags under your eyes 
will show?”

Sloper cocked a fist again, and the pho­
tographer made a hasty retreat out of 
range. He grinned broadly and the others 
laughed. Sloper lowered his fist and 
laughed also. He had been taken for a 
brief ride, knew it, and took it like a good 
sport.

“Okay, Mr. Sloper,” the short, wiry 
photographer said. “I figured you for a 
stuffed shirt and I figured wrong. You 
want me to take another shot? I’m Mor- 
nay of the Sphere.”

“It’s all right,” Sloper said. “Forget the 
whole incident.”

“How about some pictures of that con­
vertible?” Mor nay asked. “Just to show 
what the younger element is stealing in 
the way of cars these days.”

“It’s out front,” Sloper said. “Come 
along. You can take all the pictures you 
like.”

Most of the reporters filed out. To the 
few who remained, Chief Abel gave some 
additional and rather meagre information. 
Finally the office was clear and the Phan­
tom came over to sit down.

“I’ve kept your name out of this,” Chief 
Abel said. “I know you asked me to do 
that, but we can’t keep it out forever. Not 
when you’ll be an essential witness in the 
trial of those two boys.”

“I’ve been talking to young Walsh and 
Bob Covert,” the Phantom said. “They’re 
not bad boys. As in many of these cases 
their parents need punishing more than 
the boys do. Is there anything new on the 
death of Mark Tormay?”

“Not yet. They’ll do an autopsy soon 
now. We’ve received word of two more 
burglaries. One, of a jewelry store, result­
ing in the serious injury of a clock re­
pairer who was working late in a back 
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room. The other job was entering a hard­
ware store, presumably after guns. It 
seems your friend Steve Huston makes a 
good officer. He helped nail the boys who 
broke into the store.”

“Fine!” The Phantom chuckled. “Steve 
is probably enjoying himself. I said he’d 
be remembered on that beat. So there 
were two more jobs. Did they tie up?”

“Yes. A jimmy was found at the hard­
ware store job and it is apparently the 
same instrument used to force entrance to 
the jewelry store. The marks caused by 
the tool match perfectly. Have you heard 
from Steve Huston?”

“No. Should I have heard from him, 
Chief?”

“I don’t know.” Abel frowned. “Steve 
apparently made a pinch and took his pris­
oner off in a radio car. He didn’t ask per­
mission to go off like that nor to borrow 
the car, but off he went. We haven’t heard 
from him, and I wondered if this prisoner 
might be someone he wanted you to see 
first.”

HE Phantom shook his head.
“I haven’t heard from him at all.” he 

declared. “Steve doesn’t normally act like 
that. He plays it straight and never takes 
unusual steps without some definite rea­
son. I don’t like it, Chief.”

“Well, neither do I, Phantom, but we 
can’t do anything about it. Steve, his pris­
oner and the radio car all seem to have 
vanished. I expect though, that he’ll turn 
up. Reporters and news photographers are 
unpredictable beings. Take that under­
sized squirt, Mornay. Did you see him 
tantalize Sloper? Mornay likes to get so­
ciety people at a disadvantage. He gets 
more kick out of an uncomplimentary pic­
ture of someone like Sloper than in a prize 
news shot. But. he picked on the wrong 
man when he went after Kirk Sloper.”

“So I noticed,” the Phantom comment­
ed. “Tell me, were all those people around 
Mark Tormay just before he was found 
dead? They were taking his picture, I 
understand.”

“Yes,” Chief Abel said. “As a matter of 
fact I called the reporters to my office and 
had no intention of turning the meeting 
into a press conference. I wanted to ask 
them about Tormay. Naturally they tried 
to help, but there was so much confusion 
in the cell room that nobody really knows 

what happened.”
“Was Sloper there?” the Phantom 

asked.
“No. He came down to pick up his car. 

The blue convertible those boys stole. Are 
you asking these questions with some def­
inite suspicion on your mind?”

“Someone dumped poison into Tormay’s 
cup—if he didn’t kill himself. The only 
people who were near him were your men 
and those reporters. That’s true, isn’t it?”

“Yes. I. . . Wait a moment!” Chief Abel 
scowled darkly. “I forgot about Joe Proc­
tor. Never saw him anyway. The desk 
captain phoned me to ask if Proctor could 
visit the boys. Proctor is an attorney. Not 
too prosperous a one because instead of 
attending strictly to business, he makes it 
a practice to insert himself into the arrests 
of juveniles.”

“That’s interesting,” the Phantom ob­
served.

“Proctor is, too. He played college and 
professional football and got the name of 
‘Killer’ because he was one of the roughest 
men who ever played the game. He made 
his own way through life. In fact, he was 
a juvenile delinquent himself and spent a 
year in a reform school. That’s what 
turned him into a crusader for the rights 
of juveniles. He jumps on anyone who 
violates a single law with reference to 
junior-size crooks.”

“A.nd he had an interview with Tor- 
may,” the Phantom mused. “I think I’ll see 
Attorney Proctor.”

The phone rang and Chief Abel an­
swered it. The Phantom saw him grow 
tense as he listened.

“Thank you, Mr. Havens,” Chief Abel 
said. “I’ll attend to it at once.” He hung up 
and looked at the Phantom. “That was 
Frank Havens. He just heard from Steve. 
It seems Steve wasn’t exactly taking a 
prisoner when the men saw him drive off 
in a radio car. It was Steve who was the 
prisoner and his captor happened to be a 
wanted killer named Tom Wiley.”

“Where is Steve now?” the Phantom 
asked quickly.

“Wiley tried to murder him, and slipped 
up. Steve knows where the man is hiding. 
It’s far out, in a farming section, thank 
heaven. I’ll assemble a squad and get out 
there at once. Wiley is a dangerous man. 
He’s boasted that he’ll never be taken 
alive.”
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The Phantom stood up. “I’m going out 

there first, Chief. Maybe Steve and I can 
hold that killer. Where do you meet 
Steve?"

“He's in a drug store in the center of a 
village called Plainfield. Go on ahead if 
you like. It will take a few moments to 
get a squad together and properly armed. 
Steve doesn’t have to show us the place. 
We know where it is.”

The Phantom hurried out of Headquar­
ters. He had a fast car parked close by. In 
front of Headquarters, Kirk Sloper was

STEVE HUSTON

still being questioned and photographed 
as he sat in the convertible. Nobody paid 
any attention to the Phantom as he slipped 
by the crowd.

In a few moments he was racing north 
to meet Steve Huston and there were a 
number of things on the Phantom's mind 
to confuse him. Primarily, the death of 
Tormay was the most puzzling. Why 
should a boy of about nineteen be killed? 
What sinister plot lay behind his murder?

Because the Phantom never doubted 
that it was murder. Tormay hadn’t been 
filled with terror even though he stood a 
chance of facing the electric chair. He was 
the blustering type. He might have folded 
up when he faced the judge for sentence, 
but until his fate was assured, he would 
have brazened the whole thing out.

33
AD he been killed because he knew 
too much, and someone was afraid 

that under the pressure of a murder rap, 
the young man might talk, might be agree­
able to a deal in order to save his neck? 
That was highly possible, but what could 
Tormay know?

Wally Walsh and Bob Covert were out 
of it so far as the Phantom’s suspicions 
were concerned. They were just a couple 
of frustrated boys out on what they had 
thought would be an exciting lark. They 
were cured now.

The Phantom wondered about Attorney 
Proctor, whom he had not met as yet, but 
who had visited the boys. A man who 
professed to devote much of his valuable 
time to defending boys gone wrong, was 
in an excellent position to reap a tremend­
ous profit if he could arrange to pick from 
these boys those who would make good 
thieves.

For the Phantom had few doubts but 
that an adult brain was behind this sudden 
rise in juvenile crime in this city. Such a 
crime wave doesn’t materialize of itself. 
It had to be planned, installed, and carried 
out. And now, it appeared, Steve Huston 
had uncovered something pertinent to the 
Phantom’s half-formed theory about this 
crime wave. One member of a juvenile 
gang had turned out to be a wanted mur­
derer. That fact lent strength and sub­
stance to the Phantom’s idea that these 
boys were being led.

Steve Huston was waiting on the corner 
near the closed and darkened drug store. 
He knew this disguise the Phantom was 
wearing Both he and Frank Havens had 
familiarized themselves with it even be­
fore they all came to this city. So Steve 
swung aboard the car without hesitation.

“Am I glad to see you!” he said. “I was 
afraid Mr. Havens wouldn’t be able to 
reach you.”

“He didn’t. He called Chief Abel, and I 
happened to be there. The Chief is or­
ganizing a raiding party to surround the 
place. But I’d like to get at this Wiley 
fellow first, if I can. Give me the details, 
Steve.”

“There isn’t much to tell,” Steve 
grunted. “He got the drop on me, kidnaped 
me and a radio car. I recognized him from 
wanted bulletins on the police station 
walls. He ran the radio car down a sand 
pit and into a pond, slugged me, and rolled 
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me down into the same pit. I landed in the 
water and he turned me over, face down 
so I’d drown. But I wasn’t as unconscious 
as he thought I was.”

The Phantom rolled his car along at a 
fast clip. “Let me understand this, Steve. 
Wiley had a gun trained on you and in­
stead of using it he rolled you down into a 
sand pit?”

“He used the gun all right. But as a 
club.”

“You were far out, where any shooting 
wouldn’t be heard, Steve?”

“Well. . . Yes, I suppose so.”
“Then why didn’t he shoot you? Why 

did he risk clubbing you when often a blow 
from a gun butt is ineffective and some­
times the victim gets at his assailant before 
the gun can be used to fire a bullet. And 
he was content to turn you over in shallow 
water when he could have dropped a rock 
on your head, or put a foot on your neck 
and held your mouth and nose under until 
he knew you were dead. Wiley was in no 
hurry, otherwise he’d hardly have gone to 
this hideout.”

Steve whistled sharply. “You’re telling 
me that Wiley had no intention of killing 
me, that he wanted me to get away and 
spread an alarm? But why, Phantom? 
The man is wanted for murder. He knows 
if he isn’t killed in a gun battle, he’ll die 
in the chair.”

“I don’t know why, but if we can find 
Wiley—” The Phantom braked the car. 
“Where is that side road?”

Steve directed him there and soon the 
Phantom cut the lights and rolled to a stop 
on the rise overlooking the farm where 
Wiley had taken refuge. There were no 
lights down there but that was hardly 
surprising. Wiley would make it a point 
to see that no signs of life were visible.

“We haven’t much time and we’ll have 
to move fast,” the Phantom said. “When 
the police arrive it won’t be healthy to be 
caught between their bullets and Wiley’s. 
But I want at least to make a try at getting 
him alive. We’ll circle the farm, come at 
it from the rear, and try to get inside. 
Chief Abel will see our car and if we’re 
not around and don't answer his hail, 
he’ll know we must have made it.”

They hurried across abandoned pasture 
land, now high with weeds. The Phantom 
handed Steve a gun and kept his own 
ready for quick action. In a few moments 

they were behind the farmhouse. The 
Phantom dropped to his knees and crept 
toward a fringe of trees and brush about a 
hundred yards from the house. Steve was 
at his side. As they neared the open space 
they lay fiat.

“I’m going ahead,” the Phantom whis­
pered. “You stay here and cover me. If 
Wiley starts shooting, keep him busy so I 
can either withdraw or make a run for the 
house. Ready, Steve?”

“Ready,” Steve said between his teeth. 
“Good luck. Phantom.”

GPHERE was no hope of approaching the 
rear door without exposing himself.

The Phantom was crouched and moving 
softly and rapidly across that cleared 
space. Nothing happened. The house re­
mained dark and quiet. Perhaps Wiley 
really believed he had killed that patrol­
man and was in no danger. Perhaps he 
figured if a squad came they would attack 
from the front of the place and make little 
attempt at stealth.

The Phantom reached a small shed. He 
circled it, keeping close to the shadows. 
As he passed the wide door he smelled 
the odor of gasoline. The shed was ap­
parently used as a garage. He left the 
protection of the small building and had 
taken a dozen steps when a gun cracked.

It was shooting at almost point-blank 
range and in daylight might have been 
lethal. But in the hazy starlight, replete 
with hovering shadows from trees and 
outbuildings, the Phantom was a dim form 
and the bullet missed him by a yard.

The next one wouldn’t. He fell flat. 
From behind him Steve Huston opened 
up, shooting at one of the first floor win­
dows. His slugs smashed glass and 
smacked into the side of the house. The 
Phantom had no time to waste now. 
Steve’s covering shots would keep the 
killer from using that window, but he 
would quickly go to another room and 
open up before Steve could know which 
new place to cover. The Phantom was 
close to the house now.

Glass crashed somewhere above. He 
looked up in time to see the muzzle of a 
rifle protrude from a second floor window. 
The Phantom snapped two quick shots 
but Steve, because of the distance and the 
darkness, didn’t know what target the 
Phantom had chosen, and held his fire.
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The Phantom straightened and went 

into a spring that carried him toward the 
back door which had a storm porch pro­
tecting it. The rifle cracked and the Phan­
tom actually felt the impact of a bullet 
hitting the ground close to his feet.

Then Steve opened up, with a target 
now. The flash of the rifle had sent him 
into action. The Phantom reached the 
storm porch, flung himself across it and 
set his back against the wall near the rear 
door.

For a moment there was a grim silence. 
Nobody had anything to shoot at. Then the 
Phantom heard the first of Chief Abel’s 
vanguard of cars. Steve fired a shot into 
the air as a warning and the police cars 
stopped out of range of even a rifle. Men 
got out, armed to the teeth with every 
kind of a weapon the Police Department 
had in its arsenal.

Tommy-gunners moved into position to 
cover all sides of the house. Men with 
powerful and portable searchlights set up 
their equipment. Detectives and patrol­
men with tear gas guns crept closer, for 
their weapons had a shorter range.

Chief Abel manned a loud-speaker.
“Wiley!” his voice rolled out over the 

countryside. “You can’t get away. We’re 
coming in after you in two minutes, and 
we’ll come shooting.”

The Phantom slowly reached out, 
located the doorknob and turned it. Wiley 
should be at the front of the house by now. 
If that door was unlocked. . . He sighed 
because by the way the door felt it wasn’t 
merely locked but bolted as well.

There was a scurry of feet and the 
Phantom’s gun automatically came up. 
Steve leaped up the porch steps and flat­
tened himself beside the Phantom.

“The Chief knew from the shot I fired 
that we had the back of the place covered,” 
he said. “They’ll attack from the other 
three sides, but that doesn’t make being 
in or near this house any safer. We’ve 
either got to nail Wiley or get away from 
here!”

“Let’s go in,” the Phantom said, with a 
light laugh.
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CHAPTER VIII

Farmhouse Mystery

TOMMY-GUN cut loose first. 
Then searchlights bathed the 
house in brilliant light. An­
other tommy-gun started up. 
The Phantom stepped back, 
pointed his gun at the door 
lock and fired twice. The lock 
broke, but the door still held.

“Bolt near the top,” Steve grunted after 
an examination. “I can crash that.”

From inside the house a gun cut loose. 
The same rifle, and it fired three fast shots 
which became a signal for every police­
man to open up. Glass crashed. From 
inside the Phantom and Steve could hear 
the dull plops as tear gas bombs exploded. 
The man penned up in here hadn’t fired 
after he had let him loose those three 
shots

Steve launched an attack at the door 
and sent it crashing open under one as­
sault. The Phantom went in first, gun 
ready. He coughed as some of the tear gas 
seeped out to greet him. Then he saw the 
prone figure in the front hallway.

“Steve!” the Phantom called. “Steve— 
they got him! Tell them to stop shooting.”

Steve’s voice rang out. The police be­
gan closing in fast. The Phantom stepped 
up toward the recumbent figure, his auto­
matic slanted down and ready. He pushed 
a toe against the fallen man’s ribs, drew 
no response, and kicked the rifle he still 
held out of his unresisting hand.

The Phantom bent quickly and turned 
the man over. Those searchlights illumin­
ated the hallway fairly well, but for a 
moment the Phantom thought the shadows 
were deceptive enough to make him think 
that Tom Wiley resembled Philip Covert 
in appearance. He looked closer and knew 
this was no resemblance. He was looking 
at the actual man. He was the father of 
Bob Covert, who had stolen Sloper’s car 
and who was now in a cell.

Steve reached him as the Phantom 
straightened up. Men were already on the 
porch and hammering at the door.

“Watch it, Steve.” the Phantom said. 
“Wiley may still be here. The man on the 
floor is someone else. Let the police in and 
warn them. I’m going to fade out for a few 
moments.”
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The Phantom went through the back 

door, encountered a group of policemen 
and exhibited his badge. It was no reg­
ulation badge, but it was known to every 
policeman from coast to coast. Duplica­
tion was hardly likely because of the ex­
pense, for the Phantom Detective’s identi­
fying badge was a shield of precious metal 
set with jewels in the shape of a domino 
mask.

The Phantom retreated until he reached 
that shed he had circled. There was no 
lock on the door and he opened it. A black 
sedan of a common make was inside. Its 
radiator was hot, as if it had been driven 
at a furious speed.

When the Phantom returned to the 
farmhouse, he quietly moved into the 
background. That ostentatious photog­
rapher was there, maneuvering about to 
get angle shots of the corpse. Kirk Sloper 
was mysteriously on the scene, too, but 
like the Phantom, taking no part in the 
excitement.

Through the open front door, bathed in 
the light of the searchlights, the Phantom 
saw Sloper’s blue convertible. Both front 
doors were wide open. The Phantom 
drifted over beside the man.

“It seems that Mr. Mornay is having a 
field day with his camera,” the Phantom 
remarked.

Sloper laughed. “I guess you saw the 
argument in Chief Abel’s office. Mornay 
belongs in the movies. He’s the exact 
movie version of what a screen crime 
photographer is like. I think he’s a bit 
crazy. When the flash came about this 
raid, I was parked in front of Police Head­
quarters and Mornay was taking pictures 
of the car. He jumped in beside me and 
made me drive him here. I hit eighty-five 
once and he wasn’t satisfied.”

The Phantom smiled and nodded in an 
abstract manner. He was looking across 
the room toward a door that seemed to be 
dented in half a dozen places. It was 
directly opposite a window which had 
been shattered by the fire of tommy-gun.

The Phantom went over to this door. It 
led into a stairway to the cellar. He studied 
the dents, rapped knuckles against the 
door and grunted in surprise. The door 
was made of steel.

He swung it shut and found that it 
didn’t even fit the doorway, although it 
made an effective shield.

T^HERE were patrolmen in the cellar, so 
* the Phantom knew no one had made 

an escape by that route. He sought out 
Chief Abel who seemed to have aged a 
dozen years.

“What in the world can have happened 
here?” Abel asked. “Where is Wiley and 
how did Covert get in this house? We 
killed him. He was riddled with a burst 
from a submachine-gun.”

“I know,” the Phantom said. “I looked 
him over. Steve swears he saw Wiley 
come here and I believe him, of course. 
But Steve had to go to town and phone. 
Wiley could have suspected trouble, could 
even have returned to the sand pit into 
which he had thrown Steve to drown, 
found no corpse there, and realized Steve 
must have got away. It wouldn’t take 
Wiley long to get clear once he knew a 
raid was bound to happen. But that 
doesn’t explain how Covert came to be 
here.”

“Well, don’t look to me for an explana­
tion,” the Chief said. “Last time I saw 
Covert he was threatening to kill you.”

The Phantom pursed his lips. “Chief—I 
wonder. Could this be some sort of a 
scheme to discredit me and your Depart­
ment? Apparently we’ve gunned an in­
nocent man to death. A man we didn’t 
particularly like, and who had threatened 
us, but just the same he was no criminal.”

“Discredit us for what reason?” the 
Chief demanded. “Look here—Covert was 
the only person in this house. Nobody got 
out of it. There are no tunnels, no secret 
exits. You covered the back door. My 
men had the rest of the place under ob­
servation. If anyone else had been here, 
we’d have him, too. Therefore Covert 
opened fire on us, didn’t even try to iden­
tify himself and died resisting arrest. 
Maybe he’d gone crazy over that boy of 
his, and thought killing a few cops would 
even things up.”

“Chief,” the Phantom said, “have 
Covert’s body watched every moment. 
Send it to the hospital morgue the moment 
the Medical Examiner finishes. I recom­
mend that Covert’s scalp be carefully 
examined for any signs of a bruise with 
some instrument that might not have 
raised a lump or caused a laceration but 
knocked him out. That, or the presence 
of a sleep-inducing drug.”

“I’ll see to it,” Abel said.
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‘One more thing. In a shed behind this 

house you’ll find a car. Check on it. If it 
was stolen try to ascertain about when it 
was taken. I’m going back to Headquar­
ters for a talk with young Bob Covert. I’ll 
break the news to him, even though I’d 
much rather face a gun battle with a mur­
derer.”

“Good idea.” Abel mopped his face. 
“Maybe he knows of some reason why 
Covert took the place of a murderer and 
elected to shoot it out with us.”

The Phantom signaled Steve and took 
him to one side.

“Keep your ears open,” he said. “Stay 
in your role of a patrolman—a rookie. I’ll 
meet you later.”

The Phantom made his way back to 
where he had parked his car. He got be­
hind the wheel and turned the car around 
to head back to the city. He was sorely 
puzzled now. Finding Philip Covert in 
that farmhouse was incredible. It had to 
have some meaning, but what? Unless his 
first theory was true, and Covert had died 
to discredit both the Police Department 
and the Phantom Detective.

Boys, members of juvenile gangs, would 
be getting leery and frightened at the work 
of the police and the Phantom. Therefore, 
if someone wanted to make them lose this 
sudden fear, turning the Police and the 
Phantom into fools was the best way.

They had trapped Tom Wiley, a badly 
wanted man. They had staged a savage 
all-out attack, and killed an innocent man. 
Somewhere along the line a grave mis­
take had been made, and if the police made 
such silly errors they couldn’t be expected 
to track down gangs that preyed on the 
city.

With a good understanding of a teen-age 
boy’s mind, the Phantom knew how such 
a hoy would be impressed by the fiasco at 
the farmhouse. Such boys would laugh 
at the discomfiture of the police, visualize 
how Chief Abel must have looked when 
he saw his men had bagged an innocent 
and rather important citizen instead of a 
wanted murderer. The boys would drink 
in every line, every word reported in the 
newspapers. They would call the police 
stupid, and avidly start making plans to 
go ahead with their schemes because they 
had little to fear from the police now.

The Phantom pulled up in front of Head- 
auarters and went in. He told the desk

captain briefly what had happened, asked 
permission to see Bob Covert, and the 
desk captain arranged to send the boy into 
that visitor’s room.

TDOB sensed that something had hap- 
pened. He sat down slowly and gave 

the Phantom an anxious look.
“I’ve bad news for you, Bob,” the Phan­

tom said. “Your father is dead.”
Young Covert turned pale, bit his lip, 

then suddenly arose. He walked over to 
the barren wall, faced it and stood there 
for a few moments. He rubbed his eyes 
before he turned around, but his chin was 
up and his shoulders were back.

“Your father was killed by police bul­
lets,” the Phantom said. “They were after 
a murderer who took part in a robbery to­
night in which three teen-age boys were 
involved. He was traced to this hideout. 
How your father got there, or why he was 
there, no one can even guess. The mur­
derer had vanished. There was no one 
else in the house, and apparently your 
father fired on the police who wrere closing 
in. I know someone shot at me a couple of 
times.”

“He had an awful temper,” Bob Covert 
said. “He said he’d kill vou—remember?
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But just the same I don’t think he’d hurt 
anyone. Dad was okay. Sometimes he 
didn’t seem to understand what I wanted, 
but that was all right. Dad wouldn’t try 
to kill anybody. He just talked a lot. You 
got to believe that.”

“I do, Bob. That’s why I came here be­
fore anyone else could reach you. Think 
carefully now. Was your father mixed up 
with any crooks? Did he gamble, stay out 
nights, go away on mysterious trips?”

“Gosh, no. He used to be in bed before 
I was and he didn’t have too much money. 
That was why we didn’t get along so well. 
I wanted more than he could afford.”

“Bob,” the Phantom said, “your father’s 
death was murder. Somehow his death 
was important to a band of killers. You 
and I must determine the reasons, locate 
the guilty men, and see that they are 
punished. That means I will need your 
help. Your verj' active help.”

“Just ask me anything.” Bob’s eyes were 
wet again. “I loved my dad. He loved me 
too. I—I want to—to—”

“You mentioned an aunt whom you 
used to visit,” the Phantom said. “What is 
she like? How old, for instance?”

“Aunt Janis?” Bob rubbed his eyes 
again. “Oh, she’s young. In her twenties 
all right. She’s awful pretty and I always 
liked to go there. We used to go out to 
dances and everybody thought she was 
my girl instead of my aunt.”

“I see. Bob, I’m going to visit your aunt. 
Then, later on, someone is coming to your 
house. Someone you will greet as your 
aunt and call your aunt. But you’ll never 
have seen her before. You must make 
everyone in town accept her as Janis 
Scott. Is that clear?”

“Yes, sir. She’s some sort of a—a de­
tective. Isn’t that so, sir?”

“You might call her that. A great deal 
depends on you, Bob. There’s another 
thing, of equal importance. You must 
indicate to everyone that you feel the 
police are responsible for the death of 
your father, and that you hate them for 
it.”

“Yes, sir,” Bob said. “They—they didn’t 
kill him on purpose, did they?”

“I assure you they did not. As a matter 
of fact, I think he was dead when the 
police bullets hit him. Dead or uncon­
scious. It was plain murder, Bob. Your 
father is the second to die that way. Tor- 

may was first.”
“Yes, I know.” Bob nodded.
“You’re positive that Tormay said or 

did nothing which would lead you to be­
lieve he was part of a gang, and that 
Sloper’s car wasn’t going to be simply 
abandoned, but really disposed of?”

“He never said anything, sir. Except. . . 
Well, when he was climbing from the front 
into the back seat to try and ditch the 
motorcycle cop, he talked under his breath 
a little. About no cop was going to stop 
him.”

“Thank you,” the Phantom said. “I’ll 
put our plan into motion as soon as pos­
sible. Has anyone in your neighborhood 
ever seen your Aunt Janis?”

“She’s never been in this city, sir. No 
one will know her. But what about Wally 
Walsh? Has he got to stay locked up?”

“I don’t think so. With the death of 
Tormay, I doubt either of you will be held 
for murder. Wally Walsh isn’t to know 
you’re working with me. Even to him you 
must act as though you hate the police.”

The Phantom arose and so did Bob 
Covert. The Phantom offered him his 
hand. Bob took it. He did his best to smile 
a little. It didn’t come off very well, but 
he knew that he was being accepted as an 
adult, being trusted and given a man’s 
work to do. His eyes may have been tear- 
dimmed, but they held a great deal of 
pride, too.

CHAPTER IX

Dangerous Plans

URIEL HAVENS followed the 
headwaiter to a table in a 
booth, smiled her appreciation 
for this privacy, and sat down. 
She was small enough to be 
called petite and she seemed 
to sparkle with good health 
and beauty. Her dark eyes 

were bright and alert.
“I’m expecting a friend,” she said. “We’ll 

order when he arrives.”
The headwaiter bowed, left two menu 

cards and went away. Muriel leaned back 
and watched the entrance to this smart 
restaurant. Through that door would 
come a man who was an utter stranger to 
her. She had no idea what he would look 
like. He might be stocky and give the 
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illusion that he wasn’t very tall, or he 
might be lanky and rangy. He might look 
like a prosperous professional man, a 
down-in-the-mouth failure, an indolent 
cafe-hopping playboy, or a shifty-eyed 
gangster. She wouldn’t know it was the 
Phantom until he sat down beside her and 
smiled, and she looked into his eyes.

Those eyes alwavs intrigued her. She 
was certain she could recognize them any­
where and yet, while they seemed familiar 
in any role he undertook she could never 
tell where she had seen them before. In a 
way, this man of many disguises and 
identities—they called him the “Man of a 
Thousand Faces”—reminded her of half a 
dozen people and she knew that was the 
highest praise of his skill in switching 
character she could offer him.

She hardly noticed an ordinary-looking 
man who did enter unobtrusively. It 
would have been difficult for anyone to 
tell whether or not he belonged in this 
place, though he had a certain assurance 
about him. He stopped for a moment on 
the low balcony at the entrance, and his 
eyes quickly scanned the room and every­
one in it.

Then he made his way down the steps to 
the main floor, between tables, and came 
straight to Muriel’s booth. His right hand 
slowly moved up as if to massage his jaw. 
Instead he gently tugged at his left ear 
lobe, and that was the signal by which 
Muriel knew him.

“Phantom!” she said softly. “It’s so nice 
to work with you again.”

He grinned at her as he sat down. “You 
may not think it’s so nice by the time this 
is finished, Muriel. We’re bucking a tough 
proposition. Let’s order first, then I'll brief 
you on all the details.”

She listened attentively, a short time 
later, while the Phantom outlined the case.

“This little city of which I am speaking,” 
he explained, “has shown an amazing rise 
in the juvenile crime rate. Your father 
decided to try and find out why. We still 
aren’t certain, though it begins to look as 
if someone is exploiting these juveniles, 
teaching them the ways of crime, preach­
ing about what they can do with the money 
they’ll have. Making them envious of 
those who have more than they. It’s a 
clever, ruthless campaign, Muriel. It has 
led to three murders so far, and the thing 
has hardly begun.”

39
“And what am I to do,” Muriel asked 

with a smile, “that is to be so dangerous?”
“Three boys stole a car. One of the boys 

killed a motorcycle cop rather than risk 
capture. That boy was himself killed— 
poisoned—while he was locked up. There 
is some question as to whether it was 
suicide or murder, but I believe someone 
killed him. The father of one of the other 
boys—a nice kid named Bob Covert—was 
caught in a police trap set for a wanted 
killer named Tom Wiley. In my opinion 
Wiley deliberately led Steve Huston to 
believe he was hidden in a farmhouse so 
that Steve would bring a raiding party to 
the place.”

“And Steve did,” Muriel reasoned. “I 
know how that redhead works. What hap­
pened there, Phantom?”

“Someone fired at the police. At Steve 
and me, too. Naturally the police threw 
everything they had at the farmhouse. We 
didn’t find this wanted murderer, Tom 
Wiley, in there. We did find Philip Covert, 
the father of this boy mixed up in the cop 
kill.”

“But why on earth did they kill him?” 
Muriel asked. “Or did they? Was he in­
volved with the crooks or this killer 
named Wiley?”

“We don’t know,” the Phantom con­
fessed. “In my opinion someone else was 
in that farmhouse with Covert. Someone 
who held Covert a prisoner and when the 
police began firing tommy-guns, this man 
put Covert in the path of the bullets,”

Tl/TURIEL wrinkled her smooth forehead 
-I-’-*- in puzzlement.

“But how did this second party get 
away, Phantom?” she asked. “The house 
must have been surrounded.”

“It was. Yet Covert was the only person 
we found. However, I did locate a car in 
a shed behind the house. It was a car 
which was stolen off the city streets not 
half an hour before we rushed the farm­
house. Whoever used it, didn’t spare the 
horses. The radiator was plenty hot. And 
then we discovered another interesting 
fact. The door leading to the cellar of 
the farmhouse was made of steel. Bullet­
proof stuff.”

“Then it seems someone planned all this 
and made certain not to be hit by a bullet,” 
Muriel said.

“Yes. Tom Wiley could have installed 
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that door. We think he meant to make a 
stand of it in that farmhouse. Now I’m 
leading up to your part in all this. Philip 
Covert, the man who was killed, has a 
sister-in-law named Janis Scott. I’ve seen 
and talked to her. She’s about your age 
and, although you don’t look alike, you 
are both of the same general coloring. 
Janis Scott isn’t known in that town. I 
want you to come help Bob Covert, the 
boy. He will accept you as his Aunt Janis. 
I’ve covered all the details.”

“That doesn’t sound dangerous, Phan­
tom,” Muriel said.

“Wait—and listen,” the Phantom told 
her. “You will be accepted as Bob's aunt 
because there is no reason why you 
shouldn’t be. You’ll hint that Philip Covert 
phoned you not long before he died and 
that you are dissatisfied with the way the 
police have handled the whole thing. You 
will even say that the police can’t be 
trusted, and you intend to take care of 
matters in your own way.”

Muriel nodded slowly and pursed her 
Ups. “Now it comes. If this Philip Covert 
had an idea he was to be killed and phoned 
his sister-in-law just prior to his death, he 
might have told her something. To find 
out what that was, those crooks are bound 
to be checking. Phantom, they might de­
cide that Philip Covert's sister-in-law is 
potentially dangerous enough to rate a 
bullet.”

“I told you it wasn’t a tame assignment,” 
the Phantom said. “I’m not insisting you 
take it, Muriel.”

“Of course I’ll take it,” she said quickly. 
“Of whom should I beware? Are there 
any suspects?”

“One,” the Phantom said soberly, “and I 
haven’t even seen him yet. That’s how fast 
things are moving. The boy who was poi­
soned might have been killed by an attor­
ney who visited the boys without even 
being asked to appear there. His name is 
Proctor. He spent part of his youth in a 
reformatory, and he professes to be devot­
ing his energies to keeping other boys 
from the same fate. Other than Attorney 
Proctor you have—well, three hundred 
thousand and more people who live in this 
city. I’m hoping you can lure the real 
culprit into the open.’

“I’ll do my best,” Muriel promised. 
“When does this begin?”

“At once. Go see Janis Scott. She lives 

in this town where we are now. She’ll loan 
you baggage initialed properly, arrange to 
send you mail, and all-in-all build you up 
as the genuine article. You’ll board a train 
after wiring Bob, and the boy will meet 
you. He knows exactly what you look like 
and he’ll begin calling you Aunt Janis 
from then on.”

“Phantom, can we trust this boy?” she 
asked.

“I think so. It’s a chance, but then our 
game is full of chances. I think all he 
needs is a break. Is everything quite clear 
now?”

“I think so,” Muriel said, “but another 
pot of coffee might clarify little details, 
especially if you drink the coffee with 
me.. . Phantom, what are you like? Really 
like?”

He chuckled.
“Perhaps if you knew, you'd be mighty 

disappointed, Muriel.”

SHE tucked her chin in her cupped hand, 
looked at him thoughtfully.

“I doubt it,” she said. “You’re a strange 
man. You have the poise and assurance 
that go with good breeding and money. 
You're educated to the teeth and I know 
you’re a scientist—a really trained one. 
You aren’t afraid of a thing. People like 
and trust you—and yet you have no 
identity.”

“Perhaps I should develop one, just for 
you,” he teased her.

“No—I wouldn’t like that. It’s much 
better this way. Because if I’m ever in 
danger and the only way out is by having 
to tell who you are, I wouldn’t want to 
know.”

“Steve Huston has been talking to you,” 
the Phantom accused. “That’s the line he 
always uses.”

“It isn’t a line,” Muriel said somberly. 
“For either Steve Huston or me. And if 
you laugh at me for saying this, I’ll make 
my father tell me who you are. I can 
wind him around my finger. He buys me 
mink when my eyes gleam in front of a 
fur store. He arranges for me to be 
escorted by his good friends to the best 
affairs in New York. There isn’t a thing I 
can want for. Dad would do anything in 
the world for me”—she heaved a sigh, 
smiled a little and added, in a small voice 
—“except tell me who the Phantom De­
tective really is.”
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CHAPTER X

Man Afraid

N A CHAIR in a corner at the 
rear of Chief Abel’s office, the 
Phantom sat watching and lis­
tening while one of the boys 
whom Steve Huston had cap­
tured was being questioned. 
Chief Abel was kindly enough 
about it, even in the face of 

determined insolence on the part of the 
prisoner.

“Stop trying to make a wise guy of your­
self,” the Chief said. “You were caught 
red-handed in the act of burglarizing a 
store. You shot at an officer. We know 
you have been hanging around Mike 
Lathy, who claims to be our most eminent 
gangster.”

The youth smiled out of one side of his 
thin face. “You know so much, why ask 
me anything? I guess maybe my record 
card shows plenty, huh?”

Chief Abel shrugged and looked at the 
Phantom. “He’s even proud of his police 
record. What a representative of our 
coming generation this young man is!” 
He turned back to the boy. “Well, I’m 
going to keep on asking questions, and 
you’ll answer them if you ever hope to 
get out of here.”

The youth laughed again, loudly this 
time, and in shrill derision.

“You can’t keep me here. I didn’t kill 
nobody. My lawyer says you can’t hold 
me more’n twenty-four hours, and as soon 
as the time is up, I’ll start squawking. I’ll 
get sprung all right. No cop, even with all 
the gold braid you got, can keep me here. 
I know my rights.”

“And you respect the rights of no one 
else,” Abel sighed. “Your full name is 
Paul Blannick. You are eighteen. You 
were given a suspended sentence for 
attempted auto theft. You were placed on 
probation for rolling a drunk. Your father 
reported you as incorrigible. That’s a fine 
record. Now we’ll add burglary, attempted 
murder and—murder.”

Paul Blannick began a sneer which 
looked as if it had been practised in front 
of a mirror. No eighteen-year-old could 
make such a caricature of his face with­
out practise. Half-formed, it died away. 
Blannick’s mouth opened, and his jaw 
stayed agape. His eyes were suddenly 
wide in sheer horror.

“Mur-murder!” he gasped.
“It looks as if it will be,” Chief Abel 

said. “At least, we can hold you without 
bail until the hospital tells us that watch 
repairman won’t die.”

“What repairman?” Blannick shouted. 
“What are you trying to give me? What 
kind of a frame is this?”

The Phantom came forward. He held 
the jimmy which had been used to pry 
open the hardware store window. He laid 
this on the desk in front of Blannick.

“The Chief is right, Blannick,” he said. 
“You were caught inside the hardware 
store, so you can’t deny you broke in. And 
with this jimmy. Isn’t that so?”

“Okay—we did jimmy the window. But 
that don’t make me no murderer. I don’t 
know what the Chief is talking about. I 
never saw any repairman.”

“This jimmy,” the Phantom said, “was 
used on another job just before you boys 
broke into the hardware store. A jeweler’s 
establishment was burglarized and a

[Turn page] 
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watch repairman who was working late 
was attacked. He may die. We can prove 
this jimmy is the one which was used to 
open the jewelry store window. So you 
see how that ties you up?”

“But I didn’t break into any other 
place!” Blannick protested shrilly. “I 
swear I didn’t! I didn’t hurt anybody. We 
lost our heads when that cop came in and 
we shot at him because we had brand 
new guns in our hands and we thought we 
were tough guys. But I’m glad we didn’t 
hit the cop. You got to believe me! I didn’t 
do that jewelry store job.”

“But the jimmy is the same,” the Phan­
tom reiterated. “We can tell by the mark 
it left. We can tell so completely that it 
would be accepted as evidence in court.”

“We weren’t near any jewelry store!” 
Blannick wailed. “All we wanted was 
guns. We saw them in the window and 
we wanted them.”

“Why?” the Phantom asked bluntly.

BLANNICK hesitated, looked from the 
Phantom’s stern face to Chief Abel’s 

even sterner one. In his mind he heard 
the word “murder.” Paul Blannick was in 
a mood to talk.

“We were going to stick up a lot of gas 
stations and diners,” he explained. “We 
had to have guns. But honest, we didn’t 
bust into any jewelry store.”

“The jimmy says you did,” the Phantom 
said. “I personallj’' measured the mark it 
made and there is no question about it. 
The jimmy even has a broken corner 
which showed up both at the jewelry store 
and the hardware store. It’s like leaving 
a fingerprint. Where were you an hour 
before you tapped the hardware store?”

“Planning on how to do it,” Blannick 
groaned. “We met in an empty store over 
on Oak Street. We were there at nine 
o’clock and we left only fifteen minutes 
before we tackled the hardware place. 
Ask the other boys. It’s the truth. I swear 
it’s the truth.”

“Where was this jimmy all that time?” 
Chief Abel demanded.

“I had it. In my pocket. My back 
pocket where it wouldn’t show. It couldn’t 
have been used on the jewelry store.”

“Where did you get the jimmy?” the 
Phantom asked.

Paul suddenly brought his lips together 
in a tight line. He seemed to be thinking.

“I ain’t telling,” he finally said. “I’m no 
squealer. Anyway the guy who gave it to 
us had nothing to do with either job.”

The Phantom gave Chief Abel a nod 
and the Chief sent for a detecive who took 
Paul Blannick back to a cell. Chief Abel 
sat down, lit one of his cigars, and bit 
through it savagely.

“I think he’s lying,” he growled. “He 
and those other kids robbed that jewelry 
store. You measured the mark of the 
jimmy, Phantom. You know how it 
matches.”

“I’d be almost willing to swear the same 
jimmy opened both windows,” the Phan­
tom said. “So in all likelihood, the same 
was used in both jobs. How much was 
stolen from the jewelry store, Chief?”

“It was no kid job—not in results. They 
took several thousand dollars’ worth of 
easily negotiable stuff. But Phantom, this 
Paul Blannick is a so-called tough guy. 
Maybe he wouldn’t crack, but those other 
kids—they’re yelling bloody murder for 
their mammas. They’ve talked, made good 
statements, and everything Blannick says 
jibes with the stories of his kid compan­
ions.”

“Do you believe they are tying? That 
they had these stories all rigged and are 
sticking to them?”

“I don’t know what to think.” Chief 
Abel threw his massacred cigar into an 
ash tray. “This thing is running away from 
us, Phantom. Someone must be training 
those kids. Look how they operate. Two 
or three juveniles—under sixteen, led by 
a kid who thinks because he is eighteen 
he’s a man and a tough one at that. Look 
how they break into places. Kids don’t 
use tools that way. They don’t know about 
burglar alarm systems. I tell you a trained 
criminal mind is back of them.”

“I agree,” the Phantom said. “And it 
might be Tom Wiley. How is our friend 
Attorney Proctor taking all this?”

“He swears he’ll get those kids out if he 
has to go to the highest court in the state. 
He’ll do it, too. Proctor is either the most 
sincere man I ever encountered or the 
most thorough-going crook outside of a 
cell.”

“Well it’s a wide choice.” The Phantom 
laughed. “I think I’ll see Proctor. And 
how about your alleged chief of the local 
underworld. This Mike Lathy. Hasn’t he 
been pretty quiet?”
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“Too quiet,” Chief Abel grumbled. “I’m 

having him tailed wherever he goes. He 
knows it. You don’t fool Lathy like that, 
but he seems to welcome being watched. 
He knows what’s going on all right, but 
if he’s mixed up in it, I don’t see how.”

“He'd make certain you didn’t,” the 
Phantom said. “I believe you are handling 
Lathy and all the others in as good a man­
ner as possible, Chief. You’re doing all 
you can.”

“What’s it getting me? Just more 
crimes! Phantom, what is the answer? 
There must be one. This isn’t a series of 
isolated crimes, being pulled by juveniles. 
It’s big stuff, directed by an adult mind. 
Three people have died already. A motor­
cycle cop, Mark Tormay, and Philip Cov­
ert. How many more will die before we 
run this to earth? How many more kids 
will get the fever and go wrong? Not just 
here, in my city, but all over the country! 
This thing is getting publicity.”

“Perhaps it is meant to, as all part of 
the scheme,” the Phantom said musingly. 
“Juvenile crime planned on a nationwide 
basis. It could be. Criminal minds have 
thought of stranger things. . . Thanks for 
letting Bob Covert get out in time to meet 
his aunt. I’m sure he won’t run away.”

“We couldn’t hold him,” Chief Abel 
explained. “The murder charge petered 
out because Tormay was the only guilty 
one. I’m glad they’re free—Bob and Wal­
ly. Those poor kids have suffered enough.”

USING a car which was provided by
Frank Havens’ local newspaper, the 

Phantom first checked the address of At­
torney Proctor and drove to his home. It 
was a small, modest, but neat little bun­
galow. Lawn and hedges didn’t have a 
blade of grass or a leaf out of the way. The 
octagonal tiles of the walk from the gate 
to the porch looked as if they were 
scrubbed daily.

Joe Proctor, Attorney-at-law, was like 
those tiles. Scrubbed-looking. He was a 
viking of a man, ruddy of face, wide­
shouldered, and rugged. The only con­
trasting feature about him was his eyes— 
small, inclined to squint, and mirroring 
suspicion of everyone and everything. The 
Phantom showed him the jeweled badge.

“Ah—yes.” Proctor bowed slightly. “I’m 
happy to have you call on me. I’ve been 
expecting you, to be frank about it. And 
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if you hadn’t come, I would have looked 
you up. Though I will admit searching out 
a man who calls himself the Phantom, 
can’t be an easy process.”

“What are you afraid of, Mr. Proctor?” 
the Phantom asked calmly.

“Eh? Did you say afraid? Why should 
I be afraid?”

“I asked you,” the Phantom answered. 
“Until you saw my badge and knew who 
I was, you were quite normal, but the 
sight of that badge sent a rather promi­
nent vein in your throat pounding too fast 
and too hard. You’ve a built-in lie de­
tector, Mr. Proctor.”

Proctor laughed. “What an idea! I’m 
afraid of nothing or no one—including 
you. Come in. Standing here on the porch 
is no way to welcome a man. Even one 
who thinks you are afraid.”

“The pulse in that vein jumped even 
faster when I mentioned it,” the Phantom 
said. “But it’s probably none of my busi­
ness anyway. You’ve a nice little place 
here. Do you live all alone?”

“Yes. I learned how to like loneliness 
when I spent three years in a reformatory. 
I had a cell to myself, which was probably 
best, but it changed me from a boy into a 
man overnight. I haven’t forgotten it.”

The Phantom sat down. “And that is 
why you insist upon helping juveniles, 
no matter what sort of a crime they com­
mit? Whether they are guilty or not?”

“Yes—I admit it. You can’t relate the 
word ‘guilty’ to a boy of twelve or four­
teen. He isn’t capable of guilt because he 
hasn’t learned how to think. But put him 
behind bars and he learns quickly, and in 
the wrong sort of way. I know because I 
went through it.”

“You talked to Mark Tormay yesterday. 
What did the boy have to say?”

“Tormay? You mean the one who was 
poisoned? I’m not quite certain which of 
the three he was. Names don’t mean 
much. I wanted to help them all.”

“He was the smallest of the trio, and the 
oldest. Brown hair and eyes, dressed in a 
tweed jacket and slacks.”

“Oh, yes.” Proctor nodded heavily. “He 
told me to go to blazes at first. Thought I 
was a lawyer on the D. A.’s staff. When I 
finally convinced him, he said he hadn’t 
done a thing. That it was all an accident. 
I didn’t believe him. In my opinion he 
was beyond the point of redemption. The 
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other two were nice boys, though. Just 
sowing oats—wild or tame, whichever 
you wish to call them.”

“Were you in Tonnay’s cell, Mr. Proc­
tor?”

The lawyer smiled. “Why don’t you be 
honest about it, and ask me if I poisoned 
him?”

“Well, did you?”
“No. I remained outside his cell and the 

turnkey stood no more than a dozen yards 
away, watching us. You know how they 
are when they have a prisonei- charged 
with murder. They keep pretty close tabs 
on him.”

“Did he, while you were present, drink 
water from his tin cup?”

Proctor cocked his head to one side as 
if thinking deeply.

“No—I’m quite sure he didn’t,” he said 
finally. “I recall that he was holding onto 
the cell door bars so tightly his knuckles 
shone. By that I knew he was scared— 
the same way that you think a pulse in my 
throat shows I’m scared. I wish I could 
help you, Phantom.”

“Is the substance known as uranyl 
familiar to you?”

“I never heard the word before. What 
in the world is it?”

The Phantom shrugged. “They make 
atom bombs out of its first cousin, Mr. 
Proctor. Good night—and don’t bother to 
show me out. Stay seated and calm those 
jumping nerves of yours.”

CHAPTER XI

Tip-Off

S
KJmOUSED by the jangling of the 

telephone in his hotel room the 
Phantom quickly awakened.

Jrgw There was no hesitation in his 
movements, even though his 
eyes were barely open as he 

jgfe. swung out of bed.
Frank Havens was on the 

wire and he sounded sleepier than the 
Phantom.

“Meet me in the breakfast room down­
stairs as soon as you can make it,” Havens 
said. “Something has come up.”

The Phantom shaved and showered in a 
few minutes. When he was partially 
dressed, he stood before the medicine 
cabinet mirror and proceeded to renew 

his disguise makeup from a special field 
kit he carried with him. There was not 
much to be done. The Phantom’s dis­
guises were as permanent as a disguise 
can be.

Satisfied that he could never be recog­
nized as the millionaire Richard Curtis 
Van Loan, the Phantom finished dressing 
and hurried to the elevator. Frank Havens 
was already at a corner table, purposely 
selected for the greatest amount of 
privacy.

Havens waved the Phantom to a chair 
across the table.

“Sit down and enjoy a substantial 
breakfast. You may not find time to eat 
decently again for hours.”

A waiter came and took the order. 
While the Phantom started on his orange 
juice and hot cereal, Havens leaned across 
the table and spoke in a low voice.

“About an hour ago—right after dawn, 
in fact—the night editor on my paper here 
received an anonymous phone call. Some 
man said he wanted to perform a civic 
duty and that if the newspaper wanted a 
good story, a reporter and a photographer 
should be posted outside the Security 
Trust Bank at nine-thirty this morning.”

“Wasn’t any attempt made to trace the 
call, Mr. Havens?” the Phantom asked.

“The night editor did what he could, 
which wasn’t much. The caller merely 
made his statement and hung up. The 
call came from a pay station at a bus depot. 
Nobody noticed anyone using that par­
ticular booth. The anonymous caller also 
phoned the other two newspapers here in 
town with a similar story, and a warning 
that when these men were posted they 
were to be well-hidden.”

“Sounds like an intended stickup to 
me,” the Phantom said thoughtfully, 
“with one of the gang ready to renege. 
Are you and the others sending men as 
suggested?”

“My paper is, and I believe the others 
will too,” Havens said. “We can’t afford to 
pass up a tip like this. I wanted you to 
know about it.”

The Phantom sipped his coffee and 
looked over the top of the cup at Havens.

“I’ll be there,” he promised. “As a re­
porter from one of the press services who 
has just arrived in town. Naturally, I’ll 
change my appearance, and I’ll also need 
a camera and equipment. Can you fur­
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nish these?”

“Of course. I’ll get them myself, meet 
you wherever you say, and turn them 
over to you.”

“Fine. Make it Lawlor and Beatty 
Streets. That’s a quiet section, and we’re 
not apt to be seen. I don’t want this press 
service photographer to be associated with 
you in any way. Shall we make our date 
in about an hour? That will be around 
eight-thirty, and I’ll have time to give the 
neighborhood of the bank a good going 
over.”

“I'll be there,” Havens promised. “How 
did things work out with Muriel?”

“She arrives today and will be greeted 
by Bob Covert with loud exclamations of 
welcome. They’ll go to the Covert home 
where she will take over, even to super­
vising the funeral of Bob’s father. What 
happens after she establishes herself as 
Janis Scott remains to be seen. I’m hoping 
she will draw a murderer in her direction, 
bring him out of the woodwork, so to 
speak. Because the man we want is as 
well-hidden as a termite. See you soon.”

The Phantom returned to his room and 
locked the door. He carried his makeup 
kit into the bathroom where the light was 
good and went to work erasing the 
features which had so far served him. For 
a few brief moments, the handsome coun­
tenance of Richard Curtis Van Loan was 
revealed without a trace of disguise. Then 
he began converting this into a new face.

EACH move he made was that of an ex­
pert. Sure, deft fingers rubbed a dye 

into his skin clear down to the shoulders. 
It made him seem darker. He applied a 
chemical to his hair which definitely 
blackened it. Into his nostrils went 
minute pads which caused the nose to 
look broader and the nostrils to flare 
slightly.

Two small suction cups applied inside 
the mouth make his cheeks look a bit 
hollow. He applied some flesh-colored 
putty behind his ears and they stood out 
more prominently. His lips became fuller, 
his chin less square. Finally he combed 
his hair in a different way, slicking it 
straight back. This gave him a higher 
forehead, or seemed to. Most of the dis­
guise was an illusion, but so well-handled 
that there wasn’t the slightest resemblance 
between this man and the other identity 
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the Phantom had so far maintained.

He changed into a dark brown pin­
striped suit, added a somewhat battered 
brown hat with a gray feather in the 
band. He scraped some of the polish off 
his shoes, filled his pockets with cigars— 
which his other identity never touched. 
With a final appraising look in the mirror, 
he quietly unlocked and opened his door, 
saw no one about and went to the fire 
stairway where he climbed three floors be­
fore ringing for the elevator.

His rendezvous with Frank Havens was 
within easy walking distance, but he de­
toured slightly and passed by the Security 
Trust Bank. It was on one of the main 
streets, in a section which would become 
busy soon now. It was like most banks in 
cities this size—big plate glass windows 
behind which the bank officers showed 
themselves, a long corridor along which 
were the dozen cages of tellers and book­
keepers. The vault, big and gleaming, 
was at the rear of the bank. A uniformed 
guard, with Sam Browne belt and pistol 
prominently displayed, lounged inside 
the main door to let the employees enter.

The Phantom saw all this briefly and 
thoroughly. He kept on going until he 
spotted Frank Havens’ car and promptly 
got into it. They wasted no time, for their 
plans might fall through if it became 
known that this strange news photog­
rapher knew Frank Havens.

The Phantom shoved a couple of flash 
bulbs into a side pocket, put an exposure 
meter in his breast pocket, added a couple 
of cheap mechanical pencils, then slung 
the Graphlex camera over one shoulder 
and a leather kit of equipment over the 
other. None of this paraphernalia inter­
fered with the automatic strapped in a 
shoulder rig under his left arm.

“Don’t depend upon me for good pic­
ture work,” the Phantom chuckled. “1’11 
be too busy trying to stop whatever hap­
pens to take prize winning pictures. Did 
the police get any tip-offs?”

“No—and they won’t. Police might 
spoil the story, and my men and those of 
the other papers will keep quiet about the 
whole thing. Who knows, anyway, but 
that it’s just the work of some prankster?”

The Phantom waited until he was sure 
no one could see him. He got out of the 
car, swung down the next side street and 
kept going until he was within a block of 
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the bank. While he watched, he counted 
five employees passing the guard.

At twenty minutes of nine, the Phantom 
spotted a reporter ambling too casually by 
the bank, too studiously avoiding even a 
glance at it. Then an old car pulled up 
directly across the street. The Phantom 
saw the driver and recognized him as 
Hank Mornay of the Sphere.

During the next ten minutes two more 
news photographers appeared, then a cor­
responding number of reporters. They 
greeted one another and apparently laid 
plans for the greatest coverage if anything 
broke. By nine o’clock, when the bank 
doors opened for business, every news­
man was tense.

Once a black sedan swung into the curb 
as if it were in a hurry. But it was only a 
bank official, late for work, and the Phan­
tom relaxed again. There were no more 
scares.

At ten o’clock the reporters were grow­
ing restless, and at quarter after one re­
porter and his photographer drove off, 
convinced the whole thing was a hoax. 
Even the men from Frank Havens’ paper 
gave up at ten-thirty. The Sphere report­
er went over to Hank Mornay’s car and 
opened the door. He carried on a brief 
conversation, shrugged and walked away. 
Mornay, it seemed, was going to stick it 
out.

THE Phantom drifted over his way, cas­
ually passed the car and turned quick­
ly when Mornay called out to him. The 

Phantom went back to the car, peering 
curiously at the man behind the wheel. 
Then he apparently saw the camera on 
the seat beside Mornay for the first time, 
and broke into a wide grin.

“Hello, sucker,” the Phantom chortled. 
“They got you too?”

“Step in.” Mornay wriggled over to the 
other side of the car and lifted his camera 
over to the back seat. “You’re new. How 
come you’re in on this?”

The Phantom pointed to his nose. “It 
gets long sometimes. The boss says I got 
the best nose for news he’s ever seen. 
I’m Tucker—with Allied News. I was sent 
here to do a series on your juvenile prob­
lem, and I got to know a couple of the 
boys. This morning I saw them pass me 
with that look a reporter gets when he 
thinks the hunting is going to be good. 

So I sort of tagged along and tailed them 
here. The only thing they seemed to be 
etching was the bank, so I figured they got 
a bum steer.”

“You’re pretty fast on the draw, broth- 
ed.” Mornay offered him a cigarette which 
the Phantom rejected for one of his cheap 
cigars. “Fact is, we were all tipped some­
thing was going to happen at the bank at 
nine-thirty this a.m. Well, whatever the 
guy meant, it’s sure delayed. I had noth­
ing else to do, so I thought I’d stick. I 
get paid for my time anyway.”

“Me too,” the Phantom said. “Who are 
you with?”

“I’m Hank Mornay—the Sphere! What 
kind of a box are you using?”

The Phantom opened his camera case 
and removed the instrument. For the next 
ten minutes they talked shop, but neither 
man took his eyes off the bank for more 
than a few seconds at a time.

It was the Phantom who saw the first 
boy. He seemed to be about eighteen, 
wore dirty slacks and a leather flying 
jacket, with some sort of a design on the 
back of it. The jacket was tightly but­
toned, though the morning was fairly 
warm. Once the boy let his right hand 
casualty brush the jacket about where his 
belt was—and where a gun would be.

“Mornay—pipe him,” the Phantom said 
“That kid’s on the prowl or I never 
learned much during the gang days in 
Chicago and Cicero. Look at him case 
that bank.”

“A young punk.” Mornay reached for 
his camera and worked fast to get it set. 
“What’s he think he’s going to do—stick 
up the bank all by himself?”

“Some of them don’t have much more 
brains than to pull a stunt like that,” the 
Phantom answered, and worked on his 
camera also. “We’d better get out of this 
car, find good spots and go on an alert, 
Mornay. When this busts, it'll come fast.”

Mornay studied the neighborhood. 
“We’ve got to keep the kids from spotting 
the cameras or they’ll guess what’s up. 
Look—right across the street from the 
bank entrance—that doorway. One of us 
could hide there. Seems to lead to an 
empty store.”

“Flip you for it,” the Phantom offered, 
and reached for a coin. He tossed it.

“Oh, take the spot,” Mornay said. “I 
know one even better . . . Hey—there’s 
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another one of those teen-age hoodlums. 
Boy, the way those two ignore one an­
other! So nobody will guess they’re going 
to stick up the bank. Look, my friend, 
what do you intend to do about this?”

“Get my shots first, and then holler.” 
The Phantom shrugged. “After all, my 
boss pays me to get pics, not play cops.”

"That’s how I feel, too, even though this 
is my town. Okay—it’s a deal. We take 
our pics first. See you, pal, and watch out 
for hot lead. Some of those juvenile Baby 
Face Nelsons throw their lead a little 
wild.”

The Phantom nodded and watched Mor­
nay await a chance to approach the cor­
ner near the bank. He was intending to 
wait until the boys entered, hurry around 
the corner and be ready to shoot his pic­
tures as they came out. It would be tricky, 
dangerous stuff, but Mornay was going 
about it as though he was taking a studio 
shot of some bridal couple.

The Phantom reached the doorway. It 
was not a bad spot. Both boys had reached 
the ends of the block, were turning, and 
on their way back. Judging by the way 
they walked, it seemed obvious they in­
tended to meet at the bank entrance and 
go into high gear.

CHAPTER XII

The Loot and the Flame

N THE theory that no man 
knows fully when he is or is 
not under observation, the 
Phantom kept acting his part. 
He raised the camera, sighted 
it, and fussed with the shutter 
control. The morning had 
turned dull and a few drops of 

rain were already falling.
The two boys met, but didn’t go into 

the bank. Instead they stood there as if 
waiting for a bus, and a moment later 
the Phantom knew why. A third young 
man sauntered up the street. He was 
carrying a canvas bag with a zipper and 
leather trim. He gave one single nod of 
his head and moved up just outside the 
door, turned his back, zipped open the 
canvas bag, and worked fast.

When he half turned, the Phantom saw 
that he held an automatic rifle with a 
short muzzle, down alongside the seams of 
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his trousers. The Phantom whistled softly. 
There might be some bloodshed before 
these foolish boys were through. One of 
the boys promptly took the canvas bag, 
apparently as a receptacle for loot.

The Phantom loosened his gun in its 
holster. If that boy with the automatic 
weapon prepared to use it, the Phantom 
intended winging him. It might be only a 
sixteen- or seventeen-year-old youth at 
whom he would shoot, but he might save 
a number of lives. The boy deserved no 
particular break. By using a tommy-gun 
he placed himself far above the range of 
juvenile crimes. This was big stuff on a 
big scale.

The other two boys unbuttoned their 
leather jackets, swung briskly into the 
bank, and the Phantom could see their 
heads through the window as they moved 
halfway down the line of tellers’ cages. 
Then they came to a stop.

There were two full minutes of agon­
izing suspense!

Suddenly both boys erupted from the 
bank, and as they reached the sidewalk 
the bank alarm system began to clamor. 
The Phantom saw Mornay step around the 
corner, camera raised. The bank guard 
ran out of the bank, and the boy with the 
tommy-gun started to raise it.

Behind the Phantom a window crashed. 
The door was pulled open and uniformed 
police came swarming out. This was so 
unexpected that the Phantom didn’t move 
quite fast enough and was almost bowled 
over. Through the broken window a 
police rifle chattered briefly.

The boy with the tommy-gun just leaned 
against the bank wall as if he were very, 
very tired. He turned a white face in the 
direction of the shooting, then let go of 
the tommy-gun. He started to raise his 
hands, but as they went up, his knees 
caved in and he went down.

The Phantom was already on the street 
and racing after the two boys who had 
rushed past Mornay. The Sphere photog­
rapher was raising his camera for a shot 
at the tommy-gun guard on his way to 
the sidewalk. Mornay was totally obliv­
ious to all else, including the rain that had 
started to pelt down.

The Phantom had already seen the two 
fleeing bandits dart down an alley. He 
reached it far ahead of the police, and be­
gan discarding camera and utility case tc 
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give him more speed. Police pounded after 
him, but he had been recognized as a news 
photographer and definitely on their side. 
Also he seemed unusually fleet of foot and 
police never turn down that kind of help 
in such a situation.

The Phantom had his automatic ready 
for a couple of fast shots above the heads 
of those boys. They were nowhere in 
sight. He kept on to the end of the alley 
and saw one of the boys standing beside 
what looked like a large incinerator. The 
boy saw the Phantom at about the same 
time and gave a warning yell.

A metal dooi' clanged shut. The boys 
were on the move again, but when the 
Phantom saw them both, neither one car­
ried the blue canvas bag. He recalled the 
clang of metal, slowed, and looked around. 
That incinerator was provided with a steel 
door. The Phantom hesitated for a second 
or two. Capturing the boys was of para­
mount importance, but getting the loot 
also meant a great deal.

Then he no longer had to make up his 
mind because, from the vent atop that 
incinerator, came a gust of smoke fol­
lowed by flame. He raced back, grasped 
the door handle and yanked it open. A 
sheet of flame came out to meet him. He 
tried to fan it away with his hat, but it 
was no use. He did manage to see the can­
vas bag blazing furiously and as the flimsy 
sides of it fell away, he spotted the stacks 
of currency being consumed by those 
eager flames.

POLICE swarmed around him. The
Phantom quickly told them what had 

happened and four of the fleeter cops went 
after the boys. The others did their best 
to get at the burning loot. But nothing 
could get by those flames, and while they 
hunted for some metal or wooden bar 
with which to rake out the currency, the 
fire had its full way.

“You can relax,” the Phantom said. 
“There won’t be much left. This incin­
erator was full of loose paper and refuse. 
Probably it had just been started on fire, 
but didn’t get going until those boys 
opened the door and created a draft. Then 
the whole thing went up in seconds.”

“Fool kids!” one patrolman grumbled. 
“Didn’t they know you’d see them hide 
that dough here?”

“I’m not sure,” the Phantom admitted.

“They were in a big rush, wanted to cache 
the loot and hide among the crowds on 
the streets. I suppose they didn’t notice 
the smoke or feel the fire in this incin­
erator. Now nobody has the dough.”

The Phantom went back up the alley, 
retrieving his equipment as he progressed. 
Mornay was on the sidewalk at the mouth 
of the alley. He raised his camera, grinned 
broadly, and took the Phantom’s picture.

“Boy,” Mornay cried, “did things hap­
pen! So the darn fool kids ditched their 
loot in a burning incinerator. How dumb 
can those kids get? Me, I’ve some of the 
best pics I’ve ever taken. How did you 
make out?”

“I didn’t,” the Phantom grumbled. “I 
started to take a shot of that kid with the 
tommy-gun and half the Police Force 
piled on me from behind. They must 
have been tipped, too, and were waiting 
in that vacant store. Oh well, you can’t 
get what you go after all the time.”

Mornay winked at him and patted his 
camera. “Pal, you want some advice from 
a guy who has taken news pics for years? 
Never play the hero. Leave that to the 
cops, and just remember you get paid for 
taking pics, not stopping crooks.”

“Thanks,” the Phantom said wryly. “I’ll 
remember that. How is the boy they cut 
down?”

“They just chopped the legs from under 
him,” Mornay said cheerfully. “He’ll live 
and after about fifteen years in the pen 
wish he hadn’t. I’m going back to the 
bank and promote the story.”

“I’ll come along,” the Phantom said. 
“Might as well turn reporter if I can’t get 
pics.”

They trotted down the street and into 
the bank where confusion still reigned. 
The clamor of the burglar alarm added 
to the din of voices and the shouts of the 
gathering crowd.

“They stuck up Teller Number Six,” 
Mornay said. “Let’s see him and get the 
story first hand.”

With press cards stuck in their hats, 
Morney and the Phantom went down to 
the end of the bank, elbowed their way 
past bank officials and boldly invaded the 
otherwise sacred precincts of the area be­
hind the cages. Teller Number Six was 
about thirty years old, still shaking from 
his experience, but staying in his cage.

“Friend,” Mornay said, “we’d like to
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get a shot of you. Okay?”

“S-sure,” the teller said uncertainly. “I 
—I guess it’ll be okay.”

“Thanks.”
Mornay fired a flash bulb, inserted an­

other and took a second shot. The Phan­
tom got two, also. Mornay removed his 
second flash bulb and, with a wink at the 
Phantom, threw it past the teller into his 
cage where it hit the cement floor and ex­
ploded with a noise like a bullet. The 
teller gave a bleat of alarm, jumped clear 
off the floor and the new excitement 
brought bank officials.

“Just an accident, folks,” Mornay said. 
“I’m sorry. Hey—what’s your name? All 
the details. You’re Page One news, 
friend.”

The teller retreated into his cage, 
crumbling the broken bits of glass under­
foot. Mornay followed him, threw his 
utility case on the high chair below the 
window and hauled out a notebook.

“I’m Richard Gibson,” the teller said. 
“I’ve worked here for eleven years. Ever 
since I left high school.”

“Okay, okay,” Mornay said. “What 
happened?”

“Why—why, these two boys stepped 
up to my window and one of them stuck a 
canvas bag and a gun at me. All he said 
was to fill it up with the dough from the 
night deposits.”

The Phantom stepped a bit closer. “You 
handled night deposits every day, Mr. 
Gibson?”

“Yes. There’s quite a few of them. It 
puts a lot of money in my cage all at the 
same time. But I never thought—”

“You sure didn’t.” Mornay rubbed it in 
a bit. “Come on, pal.” He took the Phan­
tom’s arm. “Let’s get the dirt from some­
body high up. These bank officials dote 
on having their mugs on the front page.”

THE Phantom trailed behind the ap­
parently more aggressive Mornay who 
broached the bank officials without the 

slightest hesitation. They cooperated well 
and soon Mornay was in a booth phoning 
the information to his paper.

The Phantom entered a booth, too, and 
called Frank Havens at the office of his 
newspaper. He gave a terse story of what 
happened—enough to put on the Press 
Service wires. While he spoke, he saw 
Mornay leave the booth, hunt around the
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bank, and finally speak to Gibson, the 
teller who had been held up. Gibson 
pointed and Mornay hurried to the cage 
where he found his camera case. He 
slung this over his shoulder.

The Phantom caught up with him at 
the door. It was raining hard now.

“Well,” the Phantom said, “I guess that 
ends all the excitement. Congratulations, 
Mornay. I’ll be looking forward with a 
lot of interest to seeing the pics. I should 
have shot, too. I’ll remember what you 
said about heroes and newspaper photog­
raphers.”

Mornay grinned and offered his hand. 
“So long, pal. Better luck next time.”

Holding his camera close, Mornay darted 
out into the rain and went scurrying to 
where his car was parked a block away. 
His camera case and utility case were 
pounding against his ribs. The Phantom 
watched him until Mornay was in his car 
and driving off. Then the Phantom went 
back into the bank and stood by while 
officials tallied the teller’s cash to see how 
much was missing.

It totaled twenty-six thousand dollars 
on the first tally, but there were many de­
posit slips to check. Twenty-six thousand 
dollars burned up because of the greed 
and foolishness of boys! Or was it the 
greed of someone who had egged those 
boys on, made them take the risks while 
he took the loot and basked safely in some 
spot where he would never even be sus­
pected, let alone found?

The Phantom realized he still had much 
work to do. Disregarding the pouring 
rain, he returned to that alley and the 
incinerator in which those thousands of 
dollars had been consumed. He opened 
the door and found that the fire had died 
away. The ashes were still hot, but he 
used a small bit of wood to move the 
residue about until he encountered what 
had once been a stack of bills, now so 
burned that nothing was left but flimsy 
layers of thoroughly blackened ash.

The Phantom took an envelope from his 
pocket, carefully transferred some of the 
ash into the envelope and put this away. 
There was not a trace of that canvas bag 
left.

Reaching his hotel, the Phantom pro­
ceeded to his room by the same devious 
route he had taken in leaving it. Once 
behind a locked door, he quickly changed



THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE50
his disguise back to the one that was 
known in the town. He left the hotel 
openly this time and went to Police Head­
quarters.

Chief Abel saw him at once. Abel was 
considerably agitated over the events of 
the morning.

“We were tipped off, just as the news­
papers were tipped,” he said. “Somebody 
sent those three boys into what looked 
like certain death. I can’t make up my 
mind if they were to be deliberately sacri­
ficed or whether some member of the gang 
turned rat and squealed.”

“What does the wounded boy say about 
it?” the Phantom asked.

“He think’s he’s tough, won’t say any­
thing much, and refuses point-blank to 
name the two boys who escaped. He won’t 
believe the set-up was tipped, and he 
swears his only disappointment is the fact 
that he didn’t have time to open up with 
that tommy-gun.”

“Speaking of guns,” the Phantom said, 
“I’ve a suggestion to make. It’s beginning 
to become apparent that your juveniles 
are being organized, taught how to be­
come criminals, and sent out on jobs that 
seem to grow in importance. Can you 
imagine three teen-age boys sticking up 
a bank? But it happened. Those boys 
were armed. Last night another gang 
tried to rob a store because they wanted 
weapons. I believe you should instruct 
all dealers in guns and ammunition to 
lock them in their safes or get rid of them 
temporarily. The temptation they offer is 
tremendous.”

HIEF ABEL nodded his agreement.
“That’s an excellent idea,” he said, 

“and I’ll put it into operation at once. A 
boy and a gun are a dangerous combina­
tion.”

“There is one more thing,” the Phantom 
said. “Can you tell me where I can find 
a spectroscope? Perhaps one of the larger 
factories is supplied with one. I know 
your police lab isn't so equipped.”

Chief Abel reached for his phone, made 
a couple of calls, and hung up.

“You’ll have one available at any time 
in the chemical laboratories of the Parker 
Manufacturing Company,” he said. “But 
what has developed to require the use of 
scientific instruments?”

“Ashes,” the Phantom smiled. “Just 

plain ashes, Chief.”
He borrowed a police car and driver, 

went to the factory labs and spent about 
half an hour working with a spectroscope. 
He dissolved part of the ash from the in­
cinerator in an acid, picked up a little 
with a platinum loop, and held it in the 
flame of a Bunsen burner while he 
studied the colors of its spectrum through 
the instrument. He concentrated mainly 
on the scale between blue and green.

Satisfied with these results, he asked 
permission to use the scientific library 
and turned to an article on uranyl, also 
known as uranium nitrate.

CHAPTER XIII

Benefit Performance

IVING up to her role of Janis 
Scott, aunt of Bob Covert, 
Muriel Havens attended Philip 
Covert’s funeral next morning 
with Bob. It was a trying ex- 
perience because she met 
many people and wondered if, 
by chance, any of them had 

known the real Janis Scott.
Her presence was a blessing to Bob for 

she helped him to stand up under the 
severe blow of his father’s murder. Since 
she had arrived the day before she had 
been an encouragement and comfort to 
him. She had already heard about the 
bank holdup and realized how serious 
things were becoming in the city, and 
how much boys like Bob needed help.

She and Bob were on their way home 
after the funeral when a car pulled into 
the curb and Kirk Sloper got out. Muriel 
recalled having seen him at the funeral 
services both at church and at the grave.

Sloper removed his hat. “Hello, Bob,” 
he said, with a faint smile. “I’ve been 
wanting to see you.”

Bob looked sheepish. “Aunt Janis,” he 
explained, “this is Mr. Sloper. It was his 
car I stole. You know, the one where—”

“Oh, I see,” Muriel broke in quickly. 
“I’m sure, Mr. Sloper, that Bob is sorry.”

“I know he is,” Sloper said. “And I am 
withdrawing my complaint against Bob 
and his friend Wally Walsh. I have al­
ready informed the District Attorney’s 
office that I do not wish to prosecute. 
After all, they didn’t hurt my car, and I
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was partly to blame in leaving it un­
locked.”

“Then I won’t have to go to court?” Bob 
asked eagerly.

“I’m not promising that,” Sloper told 
him. “More than stealing a car came out 
of this, but I’ve a feeling you won’t be 
punished any further. I’ll do all I can.”

Muriel offered her hand. “We’re most 
grateful, Mr. Sloper. Bob has been 
through so much.”

“Let me drive you two home,” Sloper 
said. “I insist—and now that I’ve met you, 
Miss Scott, I must admit I have a reason. 
I’ll tell you about it on the way.”

He took a rather long route to the 
Covert home but neither Muriel nor Bob 
commented on it.

“Do you intend to live here now, Miss 
Scott?” Sloper asked. “Or will you take 
Bob back to your own town?”

“I haven’t made up my mind, Mr. 
Sloper. Are you trying to sell me the 
idea I should stay here?”

“I wish I could. This is why I ask. If 
you intend to remain, you will want to 
meet our more prominent people. I don’t 
mean stuffed shirts, but neighbors and 
friends of Philip. There happens to be an 
excellent way for you to become 
acquainted with many of them.”

“I’m listening.” Muriel smiled.
Sloper became more enthusiastic. “To­

night we’re giving a special performance 
at one of the big movie houses. Name acts 
are coming in to perform and we managed 
to corral a Hollywood preview. There’ll 
be searchlights, cameras, microphones— 
all that stuff. The price of admission is 
somewhat unique. I don’t know who got 
the idea, but it’s good. You’ve heard the 
ads over the air and in the newspapers 
and magazines to sell your old diamonds. 
Well, to witness this show you turn in 
some piece of jewelry, and we’re em­
phasizing old diamonds. Not big ones— 
two- and four-point stones are quite ac­
ceptable.”

“What’s it for?” Muriel asked.
“We’re trying to create a fund to buy 

cocktails,” Sloper said, and grinned.
“Good heavens!” Muriel cried. “Do you 

mean that?”
“Yes, but not the kind of cocktail you 

buy in cafes. These are atom cocktails for 
people suffering from cancer. Expensive 
cocktails. They cost a thousand dollars
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and up.”

“I see.” Muriel nodded. “I doubt you 
could pick a worthier cause, Mr. Sloper.”

“We’ve got everybody lined up,” he said 
proudly. “I’m betting we’ll take in enough 
old gems to create a small hospital ward. 
And to bring in as much as possible, we’re 
holding a raffle. The winner gets a two- 
carat diamond. It’s donated, so the pro­
ceeds will be all profit.”

“Of course I’ll be there,” Muriel said. 
“Though I don’t know where I’m going to 
find even a speck of a diamond.”

“I thought of that, too,” Sloper said. “So 
I brought one. What’s the difference if I 
let you use it? I meant to donate the 
thing anyway, and to be frank, your pres­
ence will be well worth the stone. People 
are curious about you. They’ll come in 
droves to see what you look like. It’s plain 
sadistic curiosity, but it exists in every 
case of—ah—”

“I understand,” Muriel said. “And of 
course I shall go. I’ll bring Bob with me. 
Bob and I must pick up our lives now and 
I believe this is a good way to begin. 
Thank you, Mr. Sloper.”

“Not at all,” he said softly. “There is to 
be a dance afterward. Bob can go to my 
home where he will be well taken care 
of and you and I . . . How about it, Miss 
Scott?”

“We’ll see how things go,” Muriel said. 
“Thank you for the ride—and the 
diamond.”

SLOPER saw them to the door of Bob
Covert’s pleasant home. Muriel 

watched him drive away and as he turned 
the corner he looked back and waved.

“He’s a nice guy,” Bob declared, with 
fervor. “Gosh, he’s not even going to let 
them send me to the reformatory.”

“He’s a very nice guy,” Muriel con­
ceded. “I suppose he knew your father 
well?”

“I don’t think so,” Bob replied. “Dad 
never mentioned his name except after I 
—after it happened. Dad told me at the 
police station that he was going to beg Mr. 
Sloper not to make it too tough on me. I 
guess Dad didn't have any time—to—do 
that.”

Muriel put her arm around the boy. 
“You’ve the makings of an excellent de­
tective, Bob,” she said hastily. “And an 
actor. The way you put me over as your
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aunt is remarkable. Everyone believed 
it.”

Bob gave her a small smile. “I’m 
getting so I believe it, too. I wish you were 
my aunt.”

“My”—Muriel winked at him—“all the 
good-looking young men in town are fall­
ing for me. But you come first, Bobbie. 
Now we’re going to begin our detective 
work. We’ll take your father’s car and go 
visit an undercover agent late this after­
noon. Meantime we must look over your 
father’s letters and papers. There may be 
something in the way of a clue.”

She kept the boy so busy for the re­
mainder of the day that he almost forgot 
the disastrous results of his escapade. 
Early in the evening, Muriel and Bob 
drove to one of the poorer sections of the 
city and she circled a couple of blocks 
until she saw Steve Huston, walking 
slowly along swinging his night stick.

Muriel nudged Bob, stepped on the gas, 
and deliberately went through a red light. 
Steve’s whistle shrilled a command to 
stop, and she braked the car over to the 
curb. Steve put his foot on the run­
ning board and peered through the rolled- 
down window.

“You may be a good-looking girl,” he 
said with a grin, “but I’m married and 
have eight kids, and no amount of blarney 
or a smile is getting you out of a ticket... 
Hello, Miss Havens. And how is Bob 
Covert?”

“It’s Janis Scott,” Muriel told him. 
“Aunt Janis, to you and Bobbie. We’re do­
ing fine, thanks, but we don’t dare risk 
trying to see the Phantom. You can do 
that for us.”

“I’m expecting him around any minute,” 
Steve said. “What’s up?”

“It’s only a hunch, Steve, but strong 
enough to be ridden. Tonight, at one of 
the big theatres they are holding a per­
formance to which admittance is secured 
only by donating a precious gem. It’s to 
buy atomic energy for use in a hospital. 
Everyone of importance will be there, and 
as the theatre seats eighteen hundred 
people, there should be quite a sack of 
gems.”

Steve nodded. “I get it. A target like 
that is bound to attract crooks. And loot 
consisting of donated gems would be the 
easiest stuff in the world to dispose of. 
You could be right, and an attempt will be 

made on the haul. I’ll tell the Phantom.”
Steve stepped back, administered a brief 

lecture about passing traffic lights, and 
waved them on. He resumed his beat and 
kept his eyes peeled for the Phantom.

At seven-thirty he heard a whisper as 
he passed a deep, dark doorway. Steve 
Huston slowed up. walked over to the 
doorway and leaned against the side of it. 
He couldn’t see the Phantom, hidden 
somewhere in the darkened depths.

TTUSTON spoke softly.
LI “Muriel was here. Says there is a 
charity affair at one of the movie the­
atres and admission costs a genuine jewel. 
A diamond, pearl, anything like that. Pro­
ceeds are for a hospital. She says nearly 
two thousand people are attending and 
donating old jewelry. It could make a 
fancy and easily disposed haul for these 
gangs.”

“Quite possible,” the Phantom’s voice 
reached him. “I’m expecting that who­
ever trains, guides and controls these 
juvenile gangs has been building up to 
some big crime. Something in which the 
profits will enable these crooks to either 
expand on a national basis, or quit the 
racket and live like millionaires. Eighteen 
hundred people donating gems will make 
a sizable amount of negotiable stuff 
worth a lot, because it can’t be traced. 
I’m going to be at that affair, Steve.”

“I wish I was going with you,” Steve 
said. “This patrolling a beat gets monoto­
nous, even with a burglary job now and 
then to keep me busy. Are you making 
any progress, Phantom?”

“Enough. Keep your eyes skinned for 
Tom Wiley, the man who kidnaped you. 
I’ve a feeling it is his skill which is being 
imparted to the gangs of boys. The man­
ner in which the bank robbery took place 
this morning matched Wiley’s methods too 
closely to be an accident.”

“Phantom,” Steve said softly, “if I see 
Wiley, I promise you he’ll be hauled in 
whether it’s on a stretcher or in a basket. 
He’s one bird I’m not apt to forget in a 
hurry.”

“He may remember you, too,” the Phan­
tom warned. “And Wiley is a highly dan­
gerous man.”

“You know”—Steve twirled his night 
stick as he began to move away—“I’ll bet 
he thinks the same thing about us.”
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CHAPTER XIV

Fast Company

IL \ IRK SLOPER had not exag- 
gerated about the benefit per- 

ag?| formance. By seven-thirty, 
I people began to arrive. By 

eight, the block was jammed. 
Searchlights fingered the sky 

wPttI with their beams. Someone 
had dug up a calliope that 

made a circus din of the scene. Cars pulled 
up and fur-draped women and tuxedoed 
men got out. No metropolitan opening 
ever had more swank.

A slightly different touch had been 
added in that the doorman was dressed 
like a surgeon, replete with operating 
mask and gown. The ushers wore white 
uniforms with fake stethoscopes sticking 
out of their pockets. An entire hospital 
room had been set up in the lobby.

Kirk Sloper, Muriel, and Bob Covert 
arrived fairly early, and Sloper introduced 
Muriel to a number of people. Finally 
they went inside. Hank Mornay, the 
Sphere photographer, showed up early 
and took enough pictures for an entire 
Sunday supplement section.

All of this was carefully observed by 
the Phantom Detective from a window di­
rectly across the street which was just 
high enough so that with a pair of field­
glasses he was able to look deep into the 
theatre lobby.

He noted the arrival of Muriel and Slo­
per and squirmed a bit at the way Sloper 
acted toward her. He muttered under his 
breath when she smiled at Sloper and held 
his arm tightly. That was the way she 
acted with Richard Curtis Van Loan, and 
the Phantom didn’t like it.

He got back his sense of humor after a 
few moments though. Muriel was play­
ing a part, and doing a marvelous job at 
it. Besides, there were far more impor­
tant things for the Phantom to do than 
give way to jealousy.

Each patron was obliged to donate be­
fore entering the theatre, and the offerings 
were dropped into a large, shiny, chrome- 
finished sterilizing machine which further 
lent a hospital air to the festivities. Gems 
sparkled in the Phantom’s field-glasses. 
Some of the jewels, even at this distance, 
he knew were extremely valuable.

Some were small, worth only twenty or 
thirty dollars. But there were eighteen 
hundred people turning over gems to en­
ter the theatre. The sum total of their 
donations would run into a sizable amount.

At nine-forty, the theatre doors were 
swung shut. The white-clad ushers drift­
ed into the lobby to smoke cigarettes and 
chat. Two uniformed policemen were get­
ting ready to move the sterilizing machine 
and its valuable cargo. They wheeled the 
thing across the lobby and into the man­
ager’s office.

The Phantom held the glasses tighter to 
his eyes. If anything was going to happen, 
this was the moment. He studied a cou­
ple of the white-clad ushers. All along he 
had sensed that there’d been something 
wrong with them. In the first place, the 
regular ushers were on duty in regulation 
uniforms. Those in white were merely 
superfluous. Yet they had moved in and 
taken over.

None of the white uniforms fitted too 
well; some had long sleeves, some hung 
like sacks, and in two or three cases they 
were too small. Furthermore, the men 
who wore them were all about the same 
age. Seventeen or eighteen.

A movie truck, with a camera perched 
on top of it, had been parked just beyond 
the entrance. Now it pulled up directly in 
front of the place. The men manning the 
camera and mike were dismantling their 
equipment and passing it down into the 
truck. They, too, seemed too young for 
this sort of work.

The Phantom felt more and more that 
Muriel’s hunch was correct, and that the 
generous donations from the theatre pa­
trons were going to be stolen. He watched 
one of the white-uniformed ushers go over 
to the dummy hospital room and quickly 
strip a pillow slip off a pillow. He rolled 
this up and stuck it under his uniform.

He walked slowly in the direction of the 
manager’s office and the Phantom counted 
eight white-clad ushers following him. 
Each seemed to have been well-trained in 
his duties.

They took up positions to protect both 
an escape to the street and to cover every­
one in the manager’s office.

The Phantom hurried out of the build­
ing, entered an alley by a side door, and 
climbed into a car which he had chosen 
for speed. He started the motor and sat
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there, waiting. He also had a good view 
of the lobby from here.

T "ENTRAINED, amateur juvenile crimi- 
nals would have stormed the man­

ager’s office, shot their way in if necessary, 
and then run for it. But these young men 
operated with all the smoothness of an ex­
perienced gang. When they were all set, 
two men in tuxedoes jumped out of the 
movie truck and hurried into the lobby.

There, without preamble, they started 
swinging at one another and shouting. 
One of them stumbled against a glass- 
enclosed advertising sign and it crashed 
to the marble floor.

The door to the manager’s office was un­
locked from inside, flung open, and the 
two patrolmen came barging out to stop 
the fight. They ran straight into drawn 
guns, and when they halted in stunned 
confusion, the boys swarmed over them 
with gun butts wielded as clubs.

Four of the bandits had already entered 
the office. In a few moments the one who 
had appropriated the pillow slip emerged 
with the white pillow case bulging. He 
ran to the movie truck and threw the sack 
inside, climbed in himself, and someone 
tooted the truck horn just once. All the 
fake ushers streamed for the truck, piled 
in, and it was pulling away as the last 
man was hauled in and the door slammed 
shut.

The Phantom drove out of the alley, 
picked up the trail within two blocks and 
stayed on it. No alarm would be given for 
a few minutes yet. From what he had 
seen, everyone connected with the thea­
tre had been knocked out.

The movie truck suddenly pulled to the 
curb of a fairly quiet side street. The men 
who came out the back door no longer 
wore white uniforms but were dressed in 
natty suits or in sport jackets. Four of 
them headed for the business district in 
pairs. Four others crossed the street and 
got into two cars which were waiting. 
Three more men got out of the truck and 
one of these carried a suitcase that seemed 
heavy. He was the Phantom’s quarry.

This man talked rapidly to his compan­
ions for a moment or two, then threw the 
suitcase into a light sedan, got behind the 
wheel and drove off alone. Somewhere in 
the distance the Phantom heard the van­
guard of wailing police sirens.

The Phantom was a past master at the 
art of trailing, either on foot or by car. 
Once he even pulled up parallel with the 
bandit’s car at a red light. He got a faster 
start, but two blocks further on he was 
behind the bandit again.

The crook was in no hurry, and showed 
no signs of fear or nervousness. A bright 
red light suddenly flashed in the Phan­
tom’s rear view mirror and he thought for 
a moment that somehow the police had 
found the right trail. But it was an ambu­
lance overtaking him.

As it zipped by the Phantom had a 
glimpse of an attendant in white. The 
stretcher was empty. The ambulance 
sirened its way past the bandit’s car, 
swerved around a corner and finally slid 
to a stop. Its searchlight fanned the closely 
built private dwellings until the driver 
found the number he wanted. He backed 
the vehicle to the curb.

The Phantom had already stopped his 
car around the corner, after passing the 
ambulance and the sedan driven by the 
bandit. He made his way on foot back to 
a stop where he could observe what went 
on. The young man who had taken charge 
of the loot approached the ambulance and 
stood there, as if he were just curious. The 
empty stretcher was taken out by the 
driver and the attendant. They carried it 
into the house.

The young man took a long look around 
before he returned to his car. Then he 
worked fast. Certain that he was not being 
observed, he lifted out a dark blanket in 
which the Phantom knew that sack of 
gems had been wrapped. He thrust this 
into the ambulance and two minutes later 
he was driving off.

From the house, the ambulance men 
carried a patient swathed to the neck in 
blankets, wearing a big peaked cap and 
dark glasses. They maneuvered him into 
the ambulance, the driver slammed the 
door, and it started off with flasher light 
working, and siren demanding a right of 
way.

Trailing it was simple, and the Phan­
tom remained far back until he realized 
the destination of the ambulance. It was 
not being driven to any hospital, but to 
the airport. He speeded up his car and 
passed the ambulance. By the time it 
reached the field and rolled out toward 
one of the big passenger planes poised for
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the takeoff, the Phantom was already in­
side the administration building.

That plane, he learned, was bound for 
New York on a non-stop flight. The Phan­
tom quickly bought a ticket. If the plane 
had been full to capacity he would have 
identified himself to get aboard, but this 
was not necessary.

The patient had already been placed in 
one of the forward seats. If he had the 
stolen gems on him, they made no bulk. 
The Phantom had an idea they might be 
concealed inside a specially made blanket 
which swathed him from head to foot.

The stewardess was worried about the 
sick passenger, and stayed close by him.

“I’m quite all right, miss,” the Phantom 
heard him say. “Everything is fine. Some­
one will meet me in New York. I’m going 
there for an operation, and I’m easily ca­
pable of traveling alone.”

The Phantom sat down in one of the 
rear seats, fixed his belt, and picked up a 
magazine he had purchased. The plane 
taxied into position for the take-off. He 
looked at his watch. Exactly twenty-two 
minutes had elapsed since the theatre 
holdup. Few crimes had been as carefully 
planned and as efficiently worked out. The 
loot was on its way to New York, well- 
concealed, and before the news of the rob­
bery even reached the city it would be dis­
posed of.

The Phantom wondered who the sup­
posedly sick man was. The dark glasses, 
cap and blankets effectively concealed his 
identity. It didn’t matter much at the mo­
ment. The sick man was not getting off 
that plane until the Phantom did. For the 
moment the chase was over, and the Phan­
tom settled down for the two-hour flight.

CHAPTER XV

Trail East

EW Y O R K—and LaGuardia 
Airport. There another ambu­
lance was waiting. Swiftly the 
Phantom was out of the plane 
and hiring a cab to tail the am­
bulance. This time it was far 
more difficult, but his driver 
managed to keep the white ve­

hicle in sight. The destination was a 
brownstone front house in the East 
Eighties.
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The sick man was carried inside and 

soon afterward the ambulance rolled off. 
The Phantom chartered his taxi and had 
the driver wait a block away while the 
Phantom himself took up a vigil closer to 
the house. He waited half an hour and had 
begun making plans to enter the place 
when he saw the door open and a man 
emerge.

He was a rather short, slim man. He 
wore dark glasses, like the glasses the pa­
tient had used. Undoubtedly this was the 
same man, but now he was neatly dressed, 
and at ease as he walked slowly down the 
steps of the brownstone. He kept on walk­
ing for three blocks, then entered a cafe. 
At the bar he ordered a drink.

The Phantom, at the other end of the 
bar, watched his man in the mirror. The 
crook drank his whisky straight, in one 
gulp, and ordered more. While he waited 
for it he removed the dark glasses for a 
moment and rubbed his eyes. The Phan­
tom gave no sign of recognition, but now 
he knew the identity of the man he had 
followed. Steve Huston would have been 
highly interested. For the man was Tom 
Wiley, the wanted killer who had escaped 
so mysteriously from that farmhouse 
where Philip Covert had turned up just as 
mysteriously to take the bullets meant for 
Wiley.

All along, the Phantom had been cer­
tain that Wiley must be one of the king­
pins in this new racket of exploiting teen­
age boys. His pupils had shown too much 
of the skill Wiley possessed. Now this 
crook had flown to New York, some five 
hundred miles away, to dispose of the 
stolen gems, almost before the theft could 
be reported to various police departments 
around the country. It would take twenty- 
four hours to inventory those gems, let 
alone list and broadcast their descriptions.

Wiley took a taxi after he left the cafe, 
and the Phantom stuck to his trail. The 
crook finally dismissed his taxi far down­
town, walked a couple of blocks, then 
started some evasive tactics that took all 
the Phantom’s ingenuity to counter.

Wiley was making certain he couldn’t 
be tagged. He resorted to every trick he 
knew, or had ever heard of. from suddenly 
wheeling about and reversing his direc­
tion, to the old dodge of pretending to tie 
his shoe. He darted in and out of subway 
stations, took short rides on local trains, 
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buses, and finally came to a complete stop 
in front of an antique store on Third Ave­
nue.

He smoked a cigarette while his eyes 
roved up and down the street. It was late, 
few people were about, and the Phantom 
was compelled to remain well-hidden. 
Wiley scaled his cigarette butt into the air, 
pivoted, and walked into the antique store.

Two minutes later the proprietor, a wiz­
ened, shuffling little man put out the lights 
and locked the door. The Phantom didn’t 
try to get in. He knew why Wiley was 
there. This antique dealer was known to 
be a fence.

Realizing he could afford to risk a few 
minutes of not watching the store, the 
Phantom hurried to a phone booth in a 
tobacco store. He dialed a number and 
grinned when a sleepy, impatient voice 
answered.

“Inspector Gregg,” he said, “this is the 
Phantom.”

The sleepy voice was instantly a wide­
awake one, the impatience gone from it. 
Inspector Gregg of the New York Police 
was one of the Department’s most efficient 
officers, a close friend of the Phantom De­
tective, and ready to work with him at all 
times.

“What’s up?” he demanded. “It must be 
darned near morning.”

“It’s barely after midnight,” the Phan­
tom chuckled. “You big city folks go to 
bed too early. Inspector,-1 need help. A 
man I’m trailing is now in the process of 
fencing a lot of stolen stuff. I want that 
fence watched and scooped up with the 
loot if he tries to go away with it. I'm at 
the corner of Third and Eleventh right 
now.”

“I’ll come myself, with a couple of good 
men,” Gregg said. “Look for me and in­
troduce yourself. Heavens knows what 
you’ll look like, but I know better than to 
think I’ll recognize you.”

THE Phantom returned to the antique 
store and resumed his watching and 
waiting. Within fifteen minutes he saw two 

quietly dressed men amble along the 
street. Then a detective cruiser pulled up 
and Inspector Gregg got out. He was a 
heavy-set man, quick moving and sharp- 
eyed. He sent the car away and stood in 
the middle of the sidewalk, furiously puff­
ing on a cigar until the Phantom walked 

up to him.
“Good evening, Inspector,” he said. “Or 

does it still feel like almost morning as you 
stated over the phone?”

Gregg stuck out his hand. “Glad to see 
you again, Phantom. Who are you lining 
up this time? That creepy old Doc Noakes 
who runs the store just beyond that cor­
ner?”

“I don’t know his name, but that’s the 
place,” the Phantom said. “At any mo­
ment, a man will come out. I’ll trail him, 
and you tail me. Have your two detec­
tives give us a ten-minute leeway, then 
grab Noakes. Look for a large amount of 
small gems, a hatful of them at least.”

Gregg nodded, walked away and held a 
brief conference with the two men who 
had already taken up positions to watch 
the store. Wiley didn’t spend too much 
time dickering and he seemed in more of 
a hurry than before when he emerged. 
This time he made no attempt to throw off 
any possible pursuit, and he didn’t have 
far to go.

The Phantom saw him trot down cement 
stairs to the basement entrance of a cheap 
apartment building. He rang the bell be­
side the iron-grilled door, lit a cigarette, 
and was puffing nervously when admitted.

Inspector Gregg joined the Phantom. 
“That’s a new place to me,” the police offi­
cer admitted. “I can’t even hazard a guess 
as to why your man went in there, unless 
the superintendent of the building lives in 
the basement and is in cahoots with some­
one who lives on an upper floor. Want me 
to bust in?”

“No, Inspector. Later, perhaps, but I 
don’t want to frighten Tom Wiley in any 
way. I think I might give you some idea 
as to what this is all about too, while we’re 
waiting.”

“It might help to know,” Gregg grunted.
“I’m working in a city five hundred 

miles from here. Almost midway between 
New York and Chicago. They’re having 
a juvenile crime wave there and it’s be­
come deadly serious. People have been 
murdered, some fast and efficient stickups 
have been pulled, and crime is being more 
or less glorified. Something of this nature 
could spread fast, Inspector.”

Gregg shuddered. “Don’t even mention 
it. We have enough trouble with adult 
crooks.”

“So has every community,” the Phan-
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tom said. “The way to stop that is to 
reach those inclined to turn crooked be­
fore they go off the right track. That 
means when they are young. I intend to 
suggest that this city where I’m now work­
ing spend money for more playgrounds 
and supervised sports and entertainment. 
That they train more men and women to 
teach children and teen-agers that being 
honest pays off a thousand times better 
than a life of stealing and violence.”

Gregg shrugged. “The first thing you’ll 
hear when you begin youi’ speech, Phan­
tom, is that such ideas cost money.”

“Of course they do,” the Phantom ad­
mitted readily. “But it also costs money 
to bury murder victims, execute their 
murderers, put people in prison and keep 
them there. Any reduction in crime will 
result in the savings of millions of dollars, 
Inspector. Insurance rates, for one thing, 
will drop. So many courts, prisons, police, 
expensive safeguards won’t be needed. It 
would pay off.”

“Am I arguing?” Gregg’s cigar shifted 
from one corner of his mouth to the other. 
“But let a city like the one you describe 
get out of hand, let some wise guys train 
kids and send them out to pull off success­
ful jobs, and you’ll find the nation hiring 
more cops, building more prisons and in­
surance rates. Use your own imagination.”

“That is why it’s got to stop,” the Phan­
tom said tensely. “If I can break this up 
before a big job is pulled—and they’re 
aiming at one—if I can turn the spotlight 
of publicity on the whole thing and show 
up the crooks behind these teen-age boys, 
the whole thing will collapse.”

“Count on me and nineteen thousand 
New York City cops to help in any way 
we can,” Gregg said. “Now, about the im­
mediate matter of your friend who just 
went into that house. What happens when 
he comes out?”

Quickly the Phantom outlined what he 
had in mind.

“Your job will be to find out what his 
business was here,” he said, “and you 
must try to handle this quietly. If you get 
no results that way, smash your way 
through and get at the truth. I’ll keep on 
Wiley’s trail. Something tells me that this 
stickup of a few hours ago was planned 
and carried through to provide funds for 
the big job. They’ve got to pull it soon. 
People are getting up in arms about the
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whole thing. The local police of that city 
are beginning to run down clues and I’m 
getting closer to the truth. They’ll use 
speed in this final crime, and that makes 
our part risky. We won’t have time to plan 
and get set.”

“Things are happening already, Phan­
tom,” Gregg said. “I just saw a shaft of 
light come from the basement entrance. 
Your man is on his way out, and I’m on 
my way in.”

Wiley had a spring in his steps as he 
walked rapidly away. He whistled shrilly, 
too, as if his efforts had met with complete 
success. He took a cab to a quiet, moder­
ately priced midtown hotel and checked 
in. He signed a registry card and paid in 
advance for one night, because he had no 
baggage.

The desk clerk picked up a bundle of 
mail, ran through it, and handed Wiley a 
sealed letter bearing no stamp and no post­
office cancellation. Wiley refused the serv­
ices of a bellhop, thanked the desk clerk, 
and turned away to rip the seal of the en­
velope.

From it he took a brief note which he 
scanned, then placed in a sand-filled urn. 
He lit a cigarette, dropped the lighted 
match onto the crumpled ball of thin paper 
as if by accident and watched the note 
burn. This done, he slid two small pic­
tures from the envelope. Both were pic­
tures of the Phantom in two disguises.

Wiley studied them intently for a couple 
of minutes, slipped off his dark glasses and 
casually let his eyes drift across the al­
most deserted lobby. The Phantom had 
taken a chair near the tobacco stand and 
he sat there, reading a newspaper.

Wiley glanced at one of the pictures 
again, grunted under his breath, and 
headed for the phone booths. He made a 
call which required only a moment or two, 
emerged, and walked quickly out of the 
hotel.

The Phantom was already feeling the 
first twinges of threatening danger. The 
letter Wiley received had been important. 
The phone call was either to receive in­
structions or give orders. Now Wiley was 
proceeding to carry out certain plans.

He made no attempt to throw off any 
possibility of a shadow and he studiously 
avoided looking about, even when he got 
aboard a half empty subway car.

Wiley rode downtown, made his way to
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the Staten Island Ferry slip and checked 
the time of the next departure against his 
watch. Then he dropped a coin in the turn­
stile and went aboard the ferry.

It was one of those early morning pe­
riods when fog choked river and harbor 
traffic, but didn't spill over on land enough 
to interfere. Boats were hooting their way 
through the thick haze. Now and then a 
passing ship threw a dull halo in the mist. 
In between the blasts, a heavy silence 
seemed to have settled over the river. It 
was an ominous silence, and Tom Wiley’s 
eyes were equally ominous.

He went as far forward on deck as he 
could get, lit a cigarette, and cupped it in 
his hand. The Phantom leaned against the 
rail, pondering the idea of taking Wiley 
then and there, before he had a chance to 
pull whatever murderous little trick was 
hatching in his mind.

The ferry shivered and her engines 
came to life. She slid smoothly out of the 
slip and headed into the fog. For perhaps 
ten minutes Wiley stood there, and dur­
ing that brief period of time he smoked 
three cigarettes in long, nervous puffs. A 
few passengers were braving the raw, wet 
chill of the fog to walk the deck, but most 
of them went back to the lighted and heat­
ed saloon after a few moments of this.

The deck was practically deserted, the 
fog had closed in and the chill was eating 
deeper when Wiley deliberately turned 
around and looked directly at the Phan­
tom.

“Well, wise guy,” Wiley said, “why 
don’t you make the pinch and get it over 
with? Or are you afraid the thirty-eight 
in my pocket will fill you too full of lead?”

THE Phantom straightened from his 
lounging position against the rail and 
walked slowly toward Wiley.

“You may start shooting any time you 
wish,” he said calmly. “I’m betting you 
can’t kill me before I can reach my own 
gun and do some trigger work myself. If 
you’d like to try, this is the best oppor­
tunity you’ll get, Wiley.”

“They say you’re fast, Phantom. They 
also say you’re smart, but I don’t think so. 
I been wise to you right along.’’

“Only since you received a letter at the 
hotel,” the Phantom said. “And it must 
have contained a picture of me, because 
when you looked over the hotel lobby, you 

practically waved in my direction. I’m in­
terested to learn where you got those pic­
tures, Wiley.”

“What’s the deal, if I tell?” Wiley asked.
“I don’t deal with murderers,” the Phan­

tom said coldly. “Wiley, I'm taking you—”
Wiley carefully removed a hand from 

his pocket and snapped the envelope con­
taining the pictures toward the Phantom.

“Take a look at this,” he said, “and may­
be you’ll change your mind. Maybe you’ll 
be glad to make a deal.”

The Phantom moved forward half a 
dozen steps until he was close to the rail. 
He bent to pick up the envelope, keeping 
a wary eye on Wiley. He was so intent on 
watching the killer that he did not see the 
man who came out of the fog, moving on 
shoeless feet. The fellow sprinted across 
the narrow expanse of deck, raising a 
blackjack as he approached.

The Phantom sensed rather than heard 
or saw the danger. He began rising and 
pulling a gun at the same time. The black­
jack crashed against the side of his head 
and the attacker’s onrush sent the Phan­
tom reeling against the rail.

He was half-stunned, fighting off a diz­
ziness and ringing in his head that threat­
ened to become dark oblivion. Someone 
seized his legs, just above the knees. He 
was lifted in one powerful move, his hips 
cleared the rail, and he began falling. It 
seemed miles and miles to the surface of 
the water. He hurtled through white fog 
that seemed almost like a cushion.

He hit the bay head-first, which prob­
ably saved him from passing out alto­
gether. The water was icy cold and it 
shocked him back to full consciousness. He 
kicked water, fighting his way back up­
ward. His lungs were aching by the time 
he broke the surface.

Something slid past him, not more than 
two or three yards away. It was the stern 
of the ferry boat from which he had been 
thrown.

The Phantom turned over on his back, 
doubled up his legs and kicked off his 
shoes. Then he floated on the fairly quiet 
bay until some measure of strength re­
turned.
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CHAPTER XVI

Murder Guns

S
isappearing in the fog and 
darkness, the ferry was quick­
ly out of sight. The Phantom 
twisted around and began 
swimming. A fog whistle hoot­
ed somewhere to his left and 
he instantly reversed direc­
tion. If he swam into the path 

of some fast-moving ferry or tug, he might 
be killed.

He swam for ten minutes before he 
slowed his efforts and suddenly realized 
he didn’t know which direction to take. 
He couldn’t figure out how far he was 
from any shore. He was, in fact, lost some­
where in the middle of the bay, hemmed 
in by fog, and at the mercy of any pass­
ing ship.

Finally lights came mistily into being 
and the Phantom hardly dared breathe for 
fear they were a mirage. They were real 
enough, but might as well have been a 
trick of the mind. For the lights were 
moving, and his yells could not be heard 
twenty feet in this fog.

That he was somewhere between the 
tip of Manhattan Island and Staten Island 
was all he knew. He might swim out to 
sea and never get back. Before long the 
cold was going to get him. His head 
ached; his wet clothing pulled him down. 
Fog sirens were howling in a dozen differ­
ent keys from a dozen directions now. He 
was directly in the channel then, the worst 
possible spot to be found.

The Phantom felt the tug of the cur­
rent, struck out against it and soon the 
fog sirens grew fainter and the current 
practically disappeared. His strokes were 
not getting any stronger. He felt as if he 
had swum halfway to Europe. He slowed 
down, using his arms and legs just enough 
to keep the chill from bringing on a 
paralysis. This helped, for it built up -his 
strength slightly.

At least it gave him strength to shout 
and swim with all his might when he saw 
the lights of a ferry-boat moving toward 
him. His throat became raw from shout­
ing, his arms felt as if they were coming 
apart at the sockets—and the ferry sailed 
serenely past.

That was when the Phantom knew 
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futility, and an odd measure of fear. He 
hated the sirens that hooted all around 
him again. They could drive a man to dis­
traction. He turned over on his back to 
rest, but it was too cold, so he twisted 
around again and started swimming.

He gave a harsh laugh. There was no­
body to hear the note of desperation in it. 
Maybe, he thought, he would crawl up on 
the shores of Newfoundland. Or when the 
fog finally lifted, he would find himself 
swimming along in the Thames.

It all became funny, and he laughed at 
the idea. This passed, and he wanted to 
go to sleep. That was the way to forget 
that he ached all over, that he was cold 
clear through, and that those foghorns 
were only the tantalizing notes of pure 
illusion. They were not horns built on any 
boats. They just existed somewhere in 
the fog, and there was no chance of rescue.

There was a roaring in his ears. It came 
closer and grew louder. Someone was 
shouting, but that seemed silly. Who 
would be talking and shouting way out 
here, in the middle of the bay?

“I’d have sworn I heard somebody yell­
in’—right over this way!” a voice said. 
“Easy now. . . There he is! Easy!”

The Phantom lay on his back, looking 
up at the fog. The water' still seemed to 
be swirling all around him but he was no 
longer any part of it. The clammy feel­
ing existed only because he was soaking 
wet. Someone raised him, tilted his head 
back, and sharp whisky burned a path 
down his throat.

The heat of it spread all through his 
body. He felt better. Much better, and all 
he wanted to do was sleep. Just sleep for 
about ten years. And he thought of Tom 
Wiley, standing there at the rail of the 
ferry, taunting him to come closer until 
the hidden assassin was ready to spring.

The Phantom sat bolt upright and be­
gan wringing out the end of his coat. He 
soon learned that he was aboard a fishing 
boat usually rented to groups of people, 
but at the moment manned only by a 
crew of two—the owner and his brother- 
in-law. They had been trapped by the fog 
while returning from a fishing trip, had 
almost run out of gasoline and had shut 
off the engine to conserve fuel and ride 
the fog out. That was why they had heard 
the Phantom’s cries.

They got him ashore about dawn, re­
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fused to accept any sort of a reward, and 
still seemed to regard the Phantom as 
someone who had jumped overside from 
a ferry-boat and then changed his mind 
about dying. The Phantom examined his 
features in the mirror of a gum machine. 
The makeup had suffered severely.

HE TOOK a cab to a street a block away 
from Park Avenue, paid the driver 

and walked to the private entrance of a 
towering apartment building on Park. 
There he stepped into a private elevator 
that shot him to the penthouse atop this 
structure jutting high into the sky. He let 
himself into a luxurious apartment where, 
as Richard Curtis Van Loan, he lived 
alone.

The many friends of Van Loan won­
dered why a bachelor as wealthy as he 
didn’t keep at least one man-servant, a 
valet, but Van Loan preferred to live 
alone. Mainly that was because in the 
apartment were secreted part of the Phan­
tom Detective’s disguise materials. Living 
alone, he could come and go as he pleased.

It was to this hidden supply of clothing 
and dyes and facial contour pads that he 
proceeded the moment he was inside the 
apartment. In a few moments a hot show­
er had taken the last of the chill from his 
bones, and he had a pot of coffee percolat­
ing in the kitchen.

He renewed his makeup, put on a suit 
that was a duplicate of the one ruined by 
the waters of the bay. He watched the sun 
come over the distant spires of the skyline 
while he drank his coffee and began feel­
ing much better.

He left the building by the same con­
venient private elevator and went straight 
to Police Headquarters. Inspector Gregg, 
groggy from lack of sleep, greeted him 
with enthusiasm.

“I was certain they’d finally nailed you!” 
the Inspector exclaimed. “What hap­
pened?”

The Phantom laughed. “They almost 
did. I spent part of the night in the bay, 
and it’s not a good season for swimming, 
believe me on that. Did you bag those 
people Wiley visited?”

“The first one was a fence, as you know. 
We found him adding up the value of the 
loot stolen from that theatre. He admitted 
Wiley had arranged to sell the stuff even 
before it was swiped, that he had paid 

him thirty-five grand in cash, and that 
Wiley was in a big rush for the money. If 
he had dickered the fence would have 
raised the ante ten or fifteen grand.”

“Wiley would only be in a rush,” the 
Phantom said, “if the big job must be 
ready to be sprung. How about that base­
ment visit Wiley made?”

“Fellow named Montague lived there. 
He didn’t know a thing about Wiley or 
anyone else, but we found five thousand 
dollars on him which he said he was al­
ways in the habit of carrying. We proved, 
however, that the fence had given this 
dough to Wiley a short time before, and 
that Wiley must have turned it over to 
Montague. That broke him, and he talked. 
Montague is one of our more important, 
yet lesser known, purveyors of tommy- 
guns, automatics, revolvers, rifles, gre­
nades and even tear gas. Wiley bought five 
thousand dollars’ worth of assorted goods 
from him.”

The Phantom whistled sharply. “You 
stopped the shipment, I hope!”

“No. Montague didn’t keep the artillery 
at his home but in a hidden warehouse 
where it could be distributed fast. Wiley 
had the stuff shipped right out by private 
car, and before we reached the place, the 
stuff was gone. We sent out an alarm, but 
I don’t think it will do any good.”

“Wiley must have gone back, too,” the 
Phantom said. “And the man who came 
out of the fog to toss me into the bay. 
Thanks, Inspector, I’m grateful for your 
help.”

“Don’t thank me,” Gregg countered. 
“Stop this business of turning boys into 
crooks and you’ll save everyone like me 
a lot of headaches.”

The Phantom nodded and smiled. 
“Frankly, Inspector, I’m not thinking of 
the headaches you and other men in your 
profession get out of this. You’re paid for 
the worry and the fun of dodging bullets. 
I’m thinking of mothers and fathers, of 
brothers and sisters, of the kids them­
selves—the ones who go wrong.”

By courtesy of Inspector Gregg a police 
car whisked the Phantom to LaGuardia 
where he could board a plane and reach 
the town he had earlier left in fast time. 
He was the last one aboard and looked 
around for a seat. He saw Attorney Proc­
tor fastening his safety belt, and sat down 
next to him.
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Proctor gave him a startled look. “You 

are—who I think you are, I suppose?” he 
asked.

“I’m the Phantom, yes. Did you have a 
pleasant stay in New York, Mr. Proctor?”

“No,” the attorney growled. “I came 
here to check on a reformatory term which 
a couple of those boys who robbed that 
hardware store had served. Frankly, I 
was disappointed. They were classed as 
incorrigibles a long time ago. Worse than 
that, the boys lied to me about this record.”

“Maybe they can still be helped,” the 
Phantom suggested. “You didn’t run 
across Tom Wiley in New York?”

“Wiley? The man who is wanted for 
murder? Why hardly, Phantom. I doubt 
he’d be apt to show his face or travel as 
far as New York.

“Well, he did, and he had someone with 
him. A man who would be quite strong 
—about like you.”

PROCTOR regarded the Phantom with 
open amazement, then gave a short 

laugh.
“Talk about your direct accusations. 

But you’re wrong. I did not see Wiley. I 
didn’t see anyone I knew, in fact. So 
whatever you’re driving at, it simply isn’t 
true.”

“Very well,” the Phantom said. “But I 
haven’t stopped believing that you’re all 
wrong, Mr. Proctor.”

“How do you mean, all wrong?” Proctor 
scowled.

“You act too much like a policeman. 
You . . . Better fasten your belt. We’re 
taking off. I was saying, a policeman 
walks his beat or works his shift in the 
detective bureau. He does little or noth­
ing until a crime is committed. Then he 
springs to action. Commendable, I’ll ad­
mit, but a really good officer would do 
something to prevent crimes from being 
committed. You’re like that. A boy gets 
in trouble and you’re in there pitching for 
him. He needs help. You do a lot of good 
—there isn’t any question about it. But 
why not reach the boys before they’re be­
hind bars?”

Proctor studied the square face of his 
companion. “You tell me how, Phantom. 
Tell me the first step. Show me how to 
creep, and I’ll soon learn how to walk and 
run. I want to help those boys. I want 
to do it, not in court before a judge, but 
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at a time when the help will do more 
good.”

“Then fight for those kids. Especially 
the ones who live in poor quarters and 
have nothing. Don’t neglect the more 
prosperous families, either. Look what 
happened to young Bob Covert. Wherever 
you go, make speeches for these boys, ap­
proach important people, start funds. Set 
up playgrounds, camps. Do it on a rough 
scale if necessary, but do it. Your city, 
Mr. Proctor, needs a man with vitality 
and ambition to handle this. More than 
that, a man who knows what those kids 
go through, and suffers with them.”

“I’ll start on it right away,” Proctor 
said. “But I’ll fight you, too, in connec­
tion with the boys you and the police have 
been hauling in. That’s a warning.”

“Let me deliver one, too,” the Phan­
tom said quietly. “If you turn out to be 
working against those boys, if you happen 
to be the man responsible for the bank 
stickup and the theatre robbery, I’m sure 
you’ll wish you’d never been born.”

“Do you believe I’m your man?” Proc­
tor asked.

“I don’t know. You have the back­
ground—a juvenile delinquency record 
yourself and possibly a deep-seated idea 
that society had treated you wrong, and 
you are now getting back at it. The way 
you leap to the defense of these boys when 
they are arrested, and the perfect contact 
you have with these delinquents adds up. 
More than that, your trip to New York 
at the time when I was nearly killed by 
Wiley and someone else who warned 
Wiley I was on his trail comes close to 
convicting you.”

Proctor looked out of the window for a 
moment as the plane leveled off. Then he 
unbuckled his safety belt.

“Phantom,” he said, “I didn’t try to kill 
you. My trip to the city was because of 
those boys. One of them lied, and said a 
visit to New York would prove he wasn’t 
as bad as the police insist. He was worse 
than that.”

“You could have been purposely sent 
there,” the Phantom suggested. “The boy 
who lied could have been approached by 
someone who wanted you suspected. When 
did you leave?”

“Yesterday afternoon. Why?”
“Then others knew you were gone, that 

you’d be in New York, and that if things 
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went wrong, at least a certain amount of 
suspicion could be thrown your way. Let’s 
drop the subject for now. Tell me whom 
you will line up to help in your campaign 
to straighten out these boys.”

Proctor enthusiastically named a score 
of men.

“What about young Sloper?” the Phan­
tom asked. “The man whose car was stol­
en by Bob Covert and his pals? He ought 
to see the necessity for working with those 
boys.”

“Sloper would do it in a second,” Proc­
tor agreed. “But I happen to know he’s 
broke. Or almost so. His father didn’t 
leave as much of a fortune as people think, 
and Sloper went through it. I warned him 
and he laughed, said he knew what he 
was doing, and that he’d go to work when 
his money was gone. I think he’ll be hunt­
ing a job within the next six months.”

They talked about other people, the 
Phantom adroitly bringing in everyone 
connected with the juvenile crime prob­
lem. Proctor held nothing back. He 
seemed glad to talk.

VV7HEN the plane landed Proctor and
*' the Phantom got off, Proctor offered 

him his hand.
“I know you haven’t got rid of your 

suspicions of me yet,” he said. “That’s all 
right because, as an innocent man, I’ve 
nothing to fear from you. When you are 
convinced, drop around and give me a 
hand in this. I’m going to need plenty of 
help, and your kind is the most expert of 
all. Those kids—I know how they feel. 
Why, after what I went through when I 
was young, even the sight of a badge to­
day makes me tremble. You recall how 
you noticed my fear when you came to 
see me. I was too ashamed to tell you the 
truth then.”

The Phantom’s car was still where he 
had parked it. He entered the airline 
ticket office and asked if anyone had taken 
off the night before in a chartered plane. 
No one had. He wanted to know if any 
nearby towns had flights leaving for New 
York shortly after nine o’clock. His guess 
on that was correct. Two cities within 
twenty miles of here were regular stops 
for passenger liners east-bound after nine.

The Phantom knew then that someone 
in town could have discovered he was 
missing, guessed he was on the trail of 

Wiley, and sent that shrewd little killer 
pictures with which to identify the Phan­
tom. There had been two pictures, he 
knew, for Wiley had studied each one in­
tently. And the Phantom had appeared 
here in two disguises. He was rapidly 
progressing past the guessing stage now.

He drove to Police Headquarters and 
went straight to Chief Abel’s office. There 
he told about the incoming shipment of 
weapons and advised that road blocks be 
set up. It was a vain gesture, he knew, but 
one not to be overlooked. Then he went to 
his hotel and slept for six hours.

CHAPTER XVII

Paid in Poison

NIFORM discarded now, Steve 
Huston sat across the dinner 
table from the Phantom. They 
had selected a quiet corner of 
the hotel dining room and were 
consuming hearty meals.

“I’m glad to be off that 
beat,” Steve said. “Oh, I real­

ize all the hoofing was worth it. I made 
friends with a lot of kids, and with some 
of their parents. Phantom, we’re sitting 
smack on top of a volcano! Did you know 
that?”

“What makes you say so?” the Phantom 
asked.

“Something is about to explode. I can’t 
get any definite story, but the feeling ex­
ists. Everybody in the slums knows it. 
They understand by the way some of those 
wise kids are clamming up, spending 
money, or doing a lot of whispering. Those 
people aren’t fools. They actually know.”

“I do, too,” the Phantom said. “And 
whatever it is won’t be much longer in 
coming, because those behind the scheme 
realize we’re getting closer to the truth all 
the time and that public opinion is being 
molded to such an extent that these boys 
—some of them—might have a change of 
heart before the big job is pulled. Let one 
of those boys squeal, and the fat’s in the 
fire.”

Steve grinned. “One of them will, Phan­
tom. I’ve got him all lined up. What do 
you think of that?”

“Fine—if he’s really on the level.”
“This kid wouldn’t pull a doublecross. 

He’s seventeen, his father is in prison, and 
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he’s worked hard since he was able to get 
out of school. He knows what crime can 
do to a family, and he’s kept resisting the 
efforts of other kids to get him on the 
wrong track. I talked to him often and 
long. He’s pretending he’s sick of the 
whole thing and wants to make money 
fast. If they accept him, and tell him their 
plans, we’ve got them.”

“Keep in contact with that boy,” the 
Phantom advised. “I have Bob Covert try­
ing to work the same thing. Between the 
two of them we might get results. As of 
now, make certain your gun is free and 
easy to draw, because we’re going hunt­
ing. For Tom Wiley and five thousand 
dollars’ worth of red-hot weapons he just 
bought and had sent here.”

“Do you know where he is?” Steve 
asked quickly.

“I know one of his hideouts. He is also 
aware that I know it, so while he may not 
be there, I’m hoping to find something 
which will show where he is. At any rate 
it’s worth a gamble. If we meet him, he’ll 
shoot to kill the moment he lays eyes on 
me.”

The Phantom drove Steve to the house 
from which Wiley had emerged on an 
ambulance stretcher the night before. The 
place was dark and deserted-looking. They 
watched it for five minutes, then stole 
around to the back of the place.

The Phantom studied the rear door lock, 
found it to be old-fashioned and anything 
but pick-proof. He went to work on it 
with a slim, flat piece of metal. In less 
than five minutes the bolt slid back. There 
were no burglar chains or other bolts.

Steve used a pencil flash to light their 
way, and held a gun in his other hand. 
They crossed the kitchen, pushed open the 
pantry door and stood in darkness to lis­
ten. There was not a sound.

The Phantom put his lips against Steve’s 
ear. “Do you smell fresh tobacco smoke? 
It seems to get stronger the deeper we 
progress into the house.”

“I also smell freshly poured whisky,” 
Steve whispered back. “The whole joint 
reminds me of a barroom.”

“Keep going,” the Phantom ordered.
“And hold that gun ready.”

They reached the front hall, went down 
it, and peered into a large living room. 
Further along they came to a music room, 
and the Phantom’s arm suddenly checked 
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Steve’s advance. The Phantom quietly 
took the flash from Steve, snapped it on 
and turned the small beam in the direc­
tion of the corner where a console radio 
was placed. A man was seated before the 
instrument. Beside him was a small table 
on which rested a bottle of whisky, an ice 
bucket, some ginger ale, and a heavy auto­
matic. The man seemed to be listening in­
tently to the radio. A perfectly natural 
picture, except that the radio wasn’t play­
ing and the man was dead.

“Turn on the lights,” the Phantom 
snapped. “Then we’ll search this house 
from top to bottom. We’ve found Tom 
Wiley all right.”

“Yes.” Steve looked at the dead man 
in the bright overhead lights which he 
turned on. “I recognize him now. Some­
body knew Wiley was plenty hot, and 
couldn’t hide out forever. Somebody knew 
you’d look him up.”

THE Phantom felt for a pulse, found 
none, then picked up the almost empty 
highball glass. He smelled of it, held the 

glass to the light and rotated the remain­
ing liquor in it.

“Poison,” he said. “The murderer real­
ized that Wiley was not only a member of 
this band now too hot to handle, but he 
had to be got rid of cleverly. The gun on 
the table is an indication that Wiley was 
getting suspicious of his friends, too, but 
he forgot that they had killed one boy by 
poison already. Or maybe Wiley didn’t 
even know it. I saw a phone in the living 
room. Will you call Chief Abel?”

Steve came back in two minutes.
“The Chief is coming out personally. 

How long has Wiley been dead, Phan­
tom?”

“I’m not a doctor, but I’d say about half 
an hour. Which means we’re going to 
check certain people’s whereabouts not 
only for last night when I was heaved off 
the ferry-boat in New York, but tonight 
about the time that Wiley died.”

“You have ideas then?” Steve asked.
“Ideas? No. I’m sure who is behind 

this, but I can’t pin the evidence down. 
To make an arrest now would just tip our 
hand, put our enemies on the defensive, 
and throw the whole thing off until they 
are ready to start work again.”

“But what about that big job? The one 
requiring all those guns?”
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“If we can’t determine what it is or 

when it is to be pulled, I’ll have the people 
I suspect arrested. That’s something I 
promised myself, though once this is done 
we lose our best chances of convicting 
them.”

The Phantom searched Wiley carefully 
without disturbing the body. He found 
nothing of interest. There would be no 
prints on the bottles or glasses, not a clue 
to indicate who had b«en here and slipped 
a poison into Wiley’s highball. The Phan­
tom could depend upon only one thing— 
the fact that no person can be in two places 
at the same time.

Chief Abel arrived, tired-looking and 
discouraged. He heard the Phantom’s 
story, assigned men to do what was nec­
essary, then sat down with a long-drawn- 
out sigh.

“Another murder,” he groaned. “Phan­
tom, how much longer will this last? To­
night’s newspapers are screaming for ac­
tion, and one of them calls this the ‘City 
Of Dreadful Night.’ Whoever wrote that 
caption wasn’t far wrong. With darkness, 
it does become a city of fear. The crimes 
are getting worse and more frequent and, 
most serious of all, is the fact that the 
majority of them are done by juveniles. 
What’s going to happen with all these kids 
gone wrong? ‘City Of Dreadful Night’ is 
the right phrase all right. But you’re 
doing all you can. So is everyone.”

The Phantom and Steve walked slowly 
out of the house. The Phantom drove to 
the Covert home and rang the bell. Bob 
Covert let him in.

The Phantom indicated Steve. “This is 
a friend of mine, Bobbie. We came to see 
your aunt.”

Bob said he remembered Steve, even if 
he was out of uniform. Then he said, “But 
she isn’t here, sir. Mr. Sloper came for 
her about an hour’ ago. They were going 
out to dinner and dance. But I’ve been 
working, and I’ve got some news.”

The Phantom sat down on the edge of a 
chair. “Good, Bobbie. Let’s have it.”

“I went down to a juke-box joint this 
afternoon and acted like a sorehead. I 
said the cops were tough and mean and 
they killed my dad. I guess I put on a 
good act, because they told me I could get 
back at the cops if I wanted to.”

“Fine! You’re developing this case fast­
er than we are, Bobbie. What else?”

“There are about fifteen fellows in on it. 
Tomorrow morning they’re going to stick 
up gas stations, diners, any stores open all 
night—”

“In the morning?” the Phantom 
frowned. “Are you sure?”

“Yes sir, tomorrow morning. They’ll 
have a lot of guns ready. Somebody told 
the boys it would be easy, because around 
nine o’clock in the morning people who 
work all night are dopy and can be taken 
easy. Also the banks won’t be open yet, 
and all the money taken in during the 
night will be there.”

“I don’t get it,” Steve broke in. “Shifts 
at gas stations and diners change before 
nine. And only a little dough is taken in 
during the night compared to what goes 
into the cash register by day and early 
evening. The whole thing sounds funny 
to me.”

“But that’s what they told me!” Bob 
cried. “It’s the truth! I wouldn’t lie.”

SOOTHINGLY the Phantom eased the 
boy’s distress.

“We know that,” he said. “Steve didn’t 
mean it that way. It seems that whoever 
is supplying this information and plotting 
these crimes is lying to his own men. I’d 
like to know why.”

“I’ll go back and maybe find out some­
thing more,” Bob offered.

“No. Don’t do that. They’re getting 
cagey enough as it is. Stay away from 
them, Bob. Especially tomorrow, because 
I have an idea all those jobs which look so 
lush will turn out to be dangerous and 
unprofitable.”

“Then why are they going through with 
them?” Bob asked.

“To create a smokescreen. A diversion. 
See what I mean, Steve?”

“Do I?” Steve gasped. “Put fifty or 
sixty kids out sticking up a couple of dozen 
places at the same time all over town and 
you’ll have the cops in a lather they won’t 
work out of for hours. And while that 
goes on, somebody pulls a big number. 
Even if something goes wrong and an 
alarm goes through, chances are there 
won’t be enough cops nearby to make any 
difference. Phantom, I’m seeing my con­
tact, too. Right now, if I may.”

“Of course,” the Phantom said. “I’ll 
meet you at the hotel in an hour. Verify 
Bob’s story and get all the additional facts
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you can. We woi’k fast, Steve, or we’ll 
lose this game. Tomorrow morning is the 
deadline.”

Steve hurried away and the Phantom 
turned to Bob Covert.

“You’re sure that Sloper came for your 
‘aunt’ about an hour ago? And he was 
alone?”

“Oh yes, sir,” Bob said. “He had that 
blue convertible, too. They were going to 
the Club Samoa, I heard him say. I like 
Mr. Sloper. I guess he’s falling for Aunt 
Janis and I’ll bet he’s glad now he told my 
father he’d get me out of all that trouble.”

“Sloper—told your father?” the Phan­
tom asked. “When?”

“Dad came to see me that night. He 
said he wras sorry for the way he’d acted 
in Chief Abel’s office and he was going to 
get me out. He said he’d make Mr. Sloper 
listen to reason and drop the charge of 
stealing the car. Then he’d work on other 
people to get me out of that—murder 
charge.”

“Your father went to see Sloper,” the 
Phantom said. “That’s interesting, be­
cause Sloper might be the last person who 
talked to your father before he was taken 
away to be killed. Thanks for the informa­
tion, Bob.”

The Phantom gravely shook hands with 
the youth, went out to where his car was 
parked, and Bob stood in the doorway 
watching until the phone rang in the liv­
ing room. He hurried back into the house 
to answer it.

“This,” a voice said over the wire, “is 
Aunt Janis, Bobbie. I called to tell you 
that—that Mr. Sloper and I are running 
away to be—to be married. I’m very 
happy. . . The noise? Oh, that’s music 
from the Club Samoa, but we’ll be leaving 
here now. I want you to be happy about 
this, Bobbie. I want everyone to be 
happy about it.”

“Sure—sure, Aunt Janis,” Bob said. “I 
guess Mr. Sloper is a nice man. I’m glad 
you’re going to marry him. I'll be all 
right—honest I will.”

“I’m certain you will, Bobbie,” Muriel 
said in a somewhat strained voice. “Tell 
Uncle Bill about it. You could go and stay 
with him.”

“But I haven’t any Uncle Bill—” Bob 
started to say.

There was a click and he knew she had 
hung up. He put the phone down. She
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had sounded odd, almost scared. And why 
had she talked about an Uncle Bill who 
didn’t exist? And would she run off and 
marry Sloper even though she had known 
him only a short time? How could she 
marry him anyway, unless she told him 
the truth, that she was not Aunt Janis 
Scott, but someone who worked for the 
Phantom Detective?

Suddenly Bob realized something was 
radically wrong. He raced to the front 
door, but he was too late. The Phantom 
had driven off. Bob went back into the 
house. There must be something he could 
do, but what? If anything ever happened 
to Aunt Janis, even though she wasn’t 
really his aunt. . . Bob suddenly felt as 
frightened as he had that night when the 
motorcycle officer was killed.

CHAPTER XVIII

Murder Ride

VERY headwaiter in town 
knew Kirk Sloper the Third. 
Because of the fat tips he hand­
ed out he rated one of the fin­
est tables at the Club Somoa. 
Sloper helped Muriel into her 
chair and sat down himself. 
It was the dinner hour, and the 

orchestra was just tuning up. Sloper or­
dered, they relaxed over their drinks, 
and Muriel approved of the lush spot.

“Even New York couldn’t outdo this by 
much, Mr. Sloper.”

“Well”—Sloper grinned—“I’ve been 
around quite a lot, and there are a few 
places to top it. However, I’ve nothing 
better to offer, so let’s enjoy our night out. 
How is Bob taking things?”

“Much bettei- than I’d hoped for,” Mur­
iel replied. “He’s a good soldier. He misses 
his father, but won’t talk about it. Philip 
was a fine man, but of course you know 
that.”

“I?” Sloper asked. “I never knew him, 
Miss Scott.”

Muriel looked surprised. “But didn’t 
Philip go to see you about dropping the 
charges against Bob? That night Phil was 
—was killed?”

“Why no. No, he didn’t come to see me. 
Are you certain he meant to?”

“He told Bob he was going directly from 
Police Headauarters to your home. Bob
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was sure you two had talked, since you 
refused to press charges just as Philip 
intended to ask you to do.”

Sloper drained his cocktail in one gulp. 
“He didn’t see me, I tell you. He never 
reached my home.”

“All right,” Muriel soothed him. “If you 
say so, then he didn’t see you. Let’s not 
quarrel about this.”

He smiled. “What’s there to quarrel 
about? Come on, the orchestra is starting, 
and we’ll dance away our little argument.”

While they were dancing, Muriel’s mind 
worked furiously. Philip had started for 
Sloper’s place. Apparently he never got 
there, but why then was Sloper so vehe­
mently insistent about it? Why hadn’t he 
merely passed it off? She had worked 
with the Phantom long enough to have 
developed a good sense of judgment and 
psychology. Sloper’s denial was too strong. 
In fact it reversed itself to become a posi­
tive statement. He had seen Covert, so 
why deny it?

Sloper put a finger under her chin and 
tilted her head back.

“What in the world is so weighty on 
your mind?” he asked.

“I was thinking about Bob,” she said. “I 
promised to phone him before he goes to 
bed.”

“It’s only eight-thirty,” Sloper objected, 
with a laugh. “Kids his age stay up later 
than this.”

“I was only reminding myself to do it 
later,” Muriel said. “If I don’t call, he’ll 
worry so much he’s apt to call the police. 
I mean it, Mr. Sloper.”

“He’s a smart lad,” Sloper chuckled. 
“If you promised to call me and didn’t, 
I’d do something drastic, too. . . Our first 
course is being served.”

They sat down and began eating. Muriel 
hardly tasted the food. She was trying to 
figure out how and why Kirk Sloper could 
be involved in this mixture of robbery and 
murder. She was hardly aware of it when 
a waiter hovered behind Sloper and gave 
him an envelope.

“This just came,” the waiter said. “The 
gentleman who brought it said it was 
urgent.”

Sloper handed him a bill. “Thanks. I’ve 
been expecting it.” He smiled across the 
table at Muriel. “Excuse me just one mo­
ment.” He slit the flap, extracted a picture 
with a note pinned on it. He turned the 

picture face down, crumpled the note and 
placed it in the ash (ray. He touched a 
match to it and watched it burn.

Muriel smiled at him. “You’re acting 
just like a spy, Mr. Sloper. Was that a 
message from some Mata Hari?”

“No.” Sloper picked up the photograph, 
and handed it to Muriel. “Just a friend of 
mine. Tell me—have you ever seen this 
girl before?”

Muriel looked at the picture and a 
panicky feeling touched her.

“Why no, Kirk,” she said. “Should I 
recognize her?”

“In a way, yes. Her name is Janis Scott, 
and she is Bob Covert’s real aunt. Who 
are you, and why this impersonation?”

“So you checked up,” Muriel said quiet­
ly. v

“Of course I did. I always check up. 
Who are you working with—the police?”

’ll /FURIEL pushed her chair back.
J-’-*- “I’m going! Please excuse me.”

“Sit down,” he said quietly. “You’re 
not going anywhere. Because in about 
three minutes someone is going to visit 
your fake nephew. I’ve an idea you’ve 
come to like that brat. My friend will cut 
his rotten little throat if you get away 
from me. Perhaps I can’t stop you from 
leaving here, but I can have Bob killed 
before you can reach him or do anything 
about me.”

Muriel, half arisen, sat down again. 
“What do you want me to do?”

“We’re going for a little ride, just the 
two of us. If you tell me the whole truth 
about yourself, neither you nor Bob will 
come to any harm. I couldn’t hurt you, 
and there is no reason why I should. Be­
cause in less than twelve hours everything 
here will be finished.”

Muriel closed her eyes for a moment. 
“I’ll do what you say,” she murmured. 
“I’d already guessed you were hiding 
something, because I felt sure Bob’s father 
had seen you and if that was true, then it 
was at your home where he was probably 
attacked.”

“One of the more unfortunate risks of 
my chosen business,” Sloper said smooth­
ly. “We’re leaving now. I want you to go 
to one of the phones and call Bob, just as 
you promised him. Thanks for telling me 
he expected the call, because I agree that 
he’s just about the type of a kid who would 
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raise the roof if you didn’t phone.”

“What can I tell him? To account for the 
fact that I won’t be home?”

Sloper’s lips spread in a wide smile. 
“Something I honestly contemplated as 
coming true. Tell him you and I are elop­
ing. If there is anyone else he can visit, 
tell him to go there because you won’t be 
home for a couple of days. That will re­
move any suspicion he might have.”

“And if I refuse?” Muriel asked.
“We’ll arrange it so Bob won’t worry— 

about anything. You know what I mean.”
“Yes. I’ll do as you. say. I suppose you’ll 

be right at my elbow?”
“Of course.”
He arose, went around the table and 

helped her up. He signaled for the check, 
dropped a good-sized bill on it, and took 
Muriel’s elbow firmly. He piloted her 
between tables, bowing and greeting 
friends. He was the smooth, debonair 
man-about-town. Muriel didn’t wonder 
why the Phantom had never come to sus­
pect this man.

She entered a phone booth and Sloper 
crammed himself into it with her. He 
managed to get the door shut and supplied 
her with a coin. She called Bob and prayed 
the message she wanted to deliver 
wouldn’t be too elusive for his boyish 
mind to grasp.

He should realize she couldn’t marry 
anyone while she maintained a double 
identity. He would know there wasn’t any 
Uncle Bill, and that she must mean some­
thing by this strange suggestion. Bob was 
playing detective for all he was worth, 
suspicious of everyone, and the least thing 
that set off his suspicions would make him 
go after advice. Muriel didn’t possess too 
much hope, but it was all she could do.

She hung up and walked beside Sloper 
to the parking space where his blue con­
vertible was waiting. He got in first, hold­
ing her wrist in what seemed to be a play­
ful mood. She sat down beside him, and 
he was smiling and laughing as he backed 
out to drive away.

They passed through busy downtown 
streets, reached the beginning of the out­
skirts and suddenly Sloper jammed on the 
brake, forced Muriel’s head back and 
struck her on the point of the jaw. . . .

When she awoke, the car was rolling 
along at a fairly fast clip. Sloper was grin­
ning at her. She tried to move and found 
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that her ankles and wrists were tied, and 
that there was an uncomfortable gag be­
tween her lips. She gurgled through it.

Sloper bowed slightly. “I’m sorry,” he 
apologized with mock sincerity. “I’ve 
reached a decision that you won’t talk, or 
if you do, will only tell me a pack of lies. 
I realize you’re a police spy, and you know 
far too much. I can’t afford to take any 
risks at this stage of the game. We’re set to 
complete our plans tomorrow morning. 
If you were permitted to interfere, all this 
work and risk would be for nothing.”

MURIEL struggled with the soft cloth 
holding her wrists. It was no use.

“People will condemn me if they learn 
the truth,” Sloper said. “I can’t stand con­
demnation. Or poverty. I was on the verge 
of bankruptcy, you see. I had to recoup 
my fortune somehow, and this blasted city 
owed it to me. They took most of my 
father’s money away from him and fin­
ished the job by cleaning me out. So why 
shouldn’t they pay me back? I’m no or­
dinary man. I’m Kirk Sloper. I come of 
an important family. A smart family too. 
They knew how to build up a fortune, but 
in those days they could get away with 
things for which I’d be put in prison. So I 
have emulated them in some respects, and 
I won’t go to prison.”

They were far out now, along a winding 
macadam road lined with trees and shrubs. 
The headlights swept the lonely highway 
and the convertible was gaining speed.

“I'm sorry about this,” Sloper said. “In 
a way I’ll owe you a great deal, because 
little Bobbie will swear you told him we 
were off to get married. Naturally we were 
traveling rather fast. There was a terrible 
accident. Terrible! They’ll find you dead. 
They’ll pick me up half dead—or so they’ll 
believe. I’ll go to the hospital, and I’ll be 
there in the morning. What an alibi!”

Sloper maneuvered around an especial­
ly sharp corner and, stretching ahead of 
him, was straight road but along a high 
bank. The white highway fence looked 
incredibly flimsy. Sloper opened the car 
door beside him and climbed out onto the 
running board.

“Good-by, Beautiful,” he said. “I hope 
it’s fast.”

Muriel braced herself. He was going to 
pull out the hand throttle, jump, and let 
the car gain momentum along that straight 
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strip. By the time it veered off, it would 
be doing eighty or better. She knew how 
fast this car could pick up. It would crash 
the fence, perhaps turn over several times.

Sloper would run to the wreckage. If 
she wasn’t dead, a blow with a stone or a 
stout piece of the wreckage would take 
care of that. Then he would untie her and 
remove the gag. He would bruise and 
bloody himself and squeeze into the 
wreckage to wait until the accident was 
discovered.

Muriel saw him reach for the throttle. 
He had grown pale, because jumping off 
the car even at this speed was highly dan­
gerous. He began pulling the throttle out.

Suddenly Sloper gave a yell of alarm. 
The windshield right above the driver’s 
wheel was suddenly shattered. He twisted 
around. A car was hurtling toward him 
and a streak of flame jetted from the 
driver’s window. Sloper howled a curse, 
realized that if he jumped he would land 
in the path of this oncoming car, or at 
least be shot by the driver.

He had to get away!
He slid behind the wheel again, slam­

med the door and pushed his foot down on 
the gas pedal.

The car following him looked like an old 
crate. It could never outstrip this fancy 
convertible. He didn’t stop to think that 
no car is faster than a bullet. One piece 
of steel hit him high in the left shoulder. 
He screamed, and took his foot off the gas 
pedal. He didn’t want to die. Suddenly 
he wanted to live no matter if it was be­
hind prison bars. He pushed on the brake 
and kept screaming.

CHAPTER XIX

Three Men of Murder

HIEF ABEL listened, as­
tounded, as the Phantom and 
Muriel Havens told him their 
story. They had stopped on 
the way back to town, made 
certain that Bob Covert was 
not harmed, and Bob was wait­
ing out with the desk captain 

now. Chief Abel couldn’t believe it.
“You could have brought in anyone 

except young Sloper,” he said, “and I 
wouldn’t have been surprised. But his 
family background, the money that was

left him—”
“All gone,” the Phantom said. “He’s 

broke, and was trying to get as rich once 
more as his forefathers had been. Only he 
wanted to do it faster, and without much 
regard to how.”

“But Phantom,” Muriel said, “last night 
someone attacked you on a ferry-boat 
bound for Staten Island. If Sloper is the 
man behind this crime, he can’t be alone. 
Because Sloper was here in town last 
night.”

“I know—I checked,” the Phantom said. 
He took a newspaper from his pocket and 
spread it on Chief Abel’s desk. “A lot of 
people had alibis for last night. Mornay, 
the photographer for the Sphere, certainly 
took enough pictures. There’s one here 
that shows Sloper, and you, Muriel. It 
also shows Gibson, the bank teller who 
was robbed. Everyone is here except At­
torney Proctor, and he admits he was in 
New York.”

“Sure he does—when you caught him 
on his way home,” Chief Abel grunted. 
“Well, does Sloper have help in this?”

“Quite a bit of help,” the Phantom said. 
“Mornay is his right-hand man.”

“The Sphere photographer?” Muriel 
cried.

“The same. Mornay killed Mark Tor- 
may. During the excitement of question­
ing Tormay and taking his picture, Mor­
nay managed to dump a small amount of a 
deadly drug into the boy’s tin cup. When 
Tormay drank from it, he died almost at 
once. . . Chief, has an autopsy been per­
formed on Tom Wiley yet?”

“Yes.” Chief Abel drew a piece of paper 
toward him. “The same stuff that killed 
Tormay killed Wiley.”

“Sure it did,” the Phantom said. “And 
the nature of that poison points straight 
at Mornay. It’s called uranyl, chemically 
known as uranium nitrate. It has few uses, 
and the major one is for intensifying photo 
negatives and pi'ints. They put it in toning 
baths. Mornay needed a poison fast. It 
was late, drug stores were closed for the 
most part, and a purchase of poison at the 
hour would be well-remembered. So Mor­
nay appropriated a bottle from the photo 
lab. It was labeled poison, so he took a 
chance. He wasn’t wrong on the power of 
the stuff—all uranium salts are deadly. 
But he made a serious error in selecting a 
drug that in all likelihood came out of a
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photo lab.”

“I’ll have Mornay rounded up,” Chief 
Abel said grimly.

“It won’t be necessary,” the Phantom 
said. “He’ll be around here in a few min­
utes. I asked him to come down and bring 
along the pictures he took at the theatre 
stickup. Mornay killed Tormay because 
that youth was no ordinary juvenile de­
linquent. He was an out-and-out crook 
who helped other boys steal cars and park 
them conveniently for other members of 
the gang to pick up and hide. That way, 
the car thefts were mostly pinned on 
juveniles. He poisoned Wiley because that 
crook and killer had become more danger­
ous than useful. Wiley, of course, taught 
some of the boys his tricks of burglary and 
holdup.”

“What about Philip Covert, Phantom?” 
Chief Abel asked. “How did he get into 
that farmhouse? Where did Wiley go? 
And—well, I want to know how we killed 
an innocent man instead of a guilty one.”

“Sloper told me some of it,” Muriel said. 
“I believe that Philip Covert went to see 
Sloper about dropping the charges against 
Bob. Covert found Tom Wiley with Sloper 
and recognized him. That made it bad, 
because if Sloper was tied up to Wiley, 
the whole thing could fall through. So 
they took Covert a prisoner, brought him 
to the farmhouse, and then Wiley set the 
stage.”

“You mean that Wiley deliberately kid­
naped Steve Huston, pretended he w’anted 
to kill him, but purposely let him go so he 
could send in an alarm?” asked Chief 
Abel.

“That’s correct. Meanwhile, Tom Wiley 
got out of that farmhouse, and Hank Mor­
nay took his place.”

THE CHIEF gasped and spluttered.
“Hank?” he exclaimed. “But—but 

Mornay was right around Headquarters 
up to the time the flash came in.”

“Almost until the time of the flash,” the 
Phantom corrected. “He teased Sloper, 
attracted attention to them both for an 
alibi. He went outside to Sloper’s car and 
claimed that when the alarm came in, he 
and Sloper hit out for the farm. The truth 
is, Mornay went there first in a stolen car 
which he parked in the shed behind the 
farmhouse. He traveled fast in it, for the 
radiator was almost red-hot. He slipped
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into the house before anyone arrived. 
Wiley had it fitted up for a last stand, even 
to a steel cellar door he picked up some­
where.

“Mornay simply waited until the police 
were set, fired at them and, as the ma­
chine-guns started playing, he pushed the 
half conscious and drugged Covert in front 
of a window. The tommy-guns cut him up. 
Mornay promptly came out of his hiding 
place behind the steel door and when the 
police burst into the house, he merely held 
up his camera and started taking pictures. 
Sloper, in that blue convertible, told 
everyone how Mornay had practically 
commandeered the car and made him 
drive there.”

Chief Abel made a few notes, called the 
desk captain, and told him to expect Mor­
nay, and seize him on sight. Then he 
leaned back and did some thinking.

“Phantom,” he said after a moment, 
“you were attacked in New York. We 
know that Sloper stayed in town here, and 
that Mornay was taking pictures. Neither 
of them could have gone there.”

“That’s true,” the Phantom admitted. 
“I’ll explain a little later who tried to kill 
me. Right now we have plans to make.”

“About the intended stickups in the 
morning?” Abel asked.

“Exactly. We haven’t found the guns 
Wiley bought. They are probably ready 
for distribution now. We can’t stop the 
boys from forming or even accepting the 
weapons, but we can intercept them be­
fore they use them. You’ll need every 
available officer, and perhaps as many 
State policemen as possible. All places 
likely to be stuck up must be watched, 
and the boys taken before they can even 
get set. That, Chief, is preventive police 
work. The best kind of police work there 
is.”

“All right,” Abel said. “I can do that. 
What else?”

“Let’s go back to the series of crimes 
for a moment. From the first, I half be­
lieved that your local underworld was not 
mixed up in it. Not a clue pointed toward 
your known gangster named Lathy. And 
why should he start a campaign of juvenile 
crime anyway? It would only cut into his 
own brand of crime. The cut a gang leader 
would get from gangs of boys would be 
small. Not worth the risks. So I thought 
there might be another reason for this 
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juvenile activity, something which would 
hide behind the stickups, robberies and 
burglaries of these boys.”

“And do you know what it is?” Chief 
Abel asked.

“I’m not certain. When the burglary at 
that hardware store took place, I began to 
get suspicious. The jimmy used on the 
window left a telltale mark, but the twin 
of that mark appeared at the scene of a 
jewelry store stickup, which took place 
just before the hardware store job. The 
boys Steve caught denied breaking into 
the jewelry store. Nobody believed them, 
especially when the same jimmy seemed 
to have been used in both crimes.”

“And wasn’t it?” Abel wanted to know.
“I believe these boys were supplied with 

exact duplicates of the tools our adult 
crooks used, so that all suspicion would 
continue to center on these juveniles. 
You’ll note that the jobs which really paid 
off were done by the adults.”

“Not the bank stickup,” Chief Abel 
argued. “Mornay even got pictures of the 
kids involved.”

“But you didn’t find the boys. Their 
adult mentors spirited them away. And 
wasn’t it foolish foi' those boys to hide 
their loot in an incinerator? The boy your 
men cut down talked enough to show their 
orders were to cache the money there.”

“Kids do fool things,” Abel commented.
“But not that foolish. The idea was for 

someone else to come along, get the loot, 
and make off with it while the boys in­
volved in the holdup would stroll away 
and, if arrested, deny everything. Didn’t 
you think it odd that the incinerator 
should start burning just after they de­
posited the loot in it?”

“Incinerators smolder,” Chief Abel 
shrugged. “Opening the door would create 
a draft.”

THE PHANTOM shrugged, and waved 
a hand.

“This fire didn’t require a draft,” he 
said. “It was probably wired somehow to 
the door so that when it was opened and 
closed, the combustion began. The flames 
wiped out all trace of the method used, 
but it didn’t wipe out twenty odd thou­
sand dollars in currency.”

“Phantom,” Chief Abel said, “the money 
was in there. Even you saw the boys ditch 
it.”

“I saw them ditch a canvas bag in which 
the money was placed. However, the cur­
rency which went into that canvas sack 
happened to be a good grade of stage 
money. Or, maybe, some counterfeit bills 
that Wiley could have picked up.”

“Phantom,” Muriel said quickly, “if 
those boys thought they cached real 
money in the incinerator and it was worth­
less, then they were given this worthless 
money during the holdup. The real money 
was held out!”

The Phantom nodded. “You’re right.”
Someone knocked on the door. Hank 

Mornay, camera slung over his shoulder, 
came in ahead of a uniformed sergeant. 
Mornay wasn’t pleased about the fact that 
the sergeant held his elbow.

“What’s the idea?” he demanded. “I 
walk in and the sarge put the arm on me, 
drags me back here.”

“Did you search him, Sergeant?” Chief 
Abel asked.

“Yes, sir. No guns. Nothing.”
“Sit down, Mornay,” the Phantom said. 

“Relax—because you probably won’t again 
for a long, long time. I was just telling 
Chief Abel and Miss Havens—”

“Miss Havens?” Mornay gasped. “II 
thought she was Bob Covert’s aunt!”

“You did until Sloper had you check 
and you got a picture of the real Janis 
Scott,” the Phantom said. “Let me go on. 
I was telling them about the bank holdup, 
how the boys stole a lot of worthless 
money. You see, I gathered up some of 
the ashes and put them under spectro­
scopic examination. Real bills have a 
secret dye that comes well within a certain 
green spectrum range. The spurious bills 
didn’t have this dye, and that fact alone 
proved they were fake.”

“I don’t get it.” Mornay pretended in­
nocence.

“You will,” the Phantom said. “After 
the stickup, we entered the bank. I say 
‘we,’ because I was that press association 
photographer you stuck in that doorway 
for the hidden police to bowl over and 
delay—because you knew darned well I 
was some sort of a detective. You notified 
the local papers and the local police about 
the intended holdup, but that was all."

“I’ve wondered why they tipped off the 
holdup," Muriel said.

“So their plan could go into operation, 
and Mornay needed an excellent reason 
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for being at the scene,” the Phantom ex­
plained. “After the crime, Mornay entered 
the bank and shot pictures of everyone. 
There was a lot of excitement and he did 
his best to add to it. He left his camera 
case in a teller’s cage, later on retrieving 
it.”

“So what?” Mornay shouted. “Can’t a 
guy leave an empty leather camera case 
around?”

“Of course, but it becomes a handy place 
to hold the money which was supposed to 
have been stolen, Mornay. When we left 
the bank, it was raining hard. You were 
carrying an extremely valuable camera, 
and yet you didn’t even try to put it in its 
case. You know why. The case was 
jammed with bills. No professional photog­
rapher would have treated a camera that 
way unless the reasons were extreme.”

“I’m not going to say one word,” Mor­
nay exclaimed. “This is all a lot of lies. 
You can’t prove anything against me.”

“I think,” the Phantom said, “we can 
prove two murders against you. You’ll 
find out how later on. And when those 
boys realize you didn’t care if they were 
captured or killed after the stickup, I’m 
betting they’ll talk.”

“I’ll keep this man away from Sloper,” 
Chief Abel said.

“Sloper?” Mornay screamed. “Did he 
talk?”

“He will,” the Phantom said. “And if he 
doesn’t, then Gibson will.”

“Gibson?” Muriel asked. “I don’t seem 
to know him.”

“He’s the bank teller who shoved the 
fake money at those holdup boys. The 
man whose face our friend Mornay here 
superimposed upon the body of another 
person attending the theatre affair, so that 
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Gibson would be well alibied, and it 
would be thought impossible that he could 
fly to New York after it was found I’d 
followed Tom Wiley there. Gibson warned 
Wiley, had him lead me into a trap, and 
threw me off the ferry-boat.”

“Gibson,” Chief Abel snorted. “I’ll haul 
him in too.”

“I’ll give you odds you wan’t,” the Phan­
tom said. “Not tonight. Am I right about 
that, Mornay?”

The news photographer’s reply made 
Muriel’s eyes open wide, caused the Phan­
tom to wince, and brought Chief Abel out 
of his chair with a clenched fist. Mornay 

anything after that.

CHAPTER XX

The Big Job

RIMLY determined men were 
on the job, so between eight 
and nine o’clock the next 
morning, the greatest crime 
wave ever hatched in this city 
was stopped in its tracks. Boys, 
slipping up on gas stations and 
diners, were quickly sur­

rounded, stripped of their weapons and 
loaded into cars. They weren’t taken to 
Police Headquarters but, under close 
guard were brought to the street in front 
of the bank where Gibson worked as a 
teller.

There, motion picture cameras had been 
set up, police were ready, and the boys 
were told to watch intently. The Phantom, 
Muriel, Steve Huston and Chief Abel were 
in one big car covering the front of the 
bank. The doors would open in the next 
five minutes. [Turn page]
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“I hope you’re right about this,” Chief 

Abel said fervently. “Phantom, if it goes 
wrong, we’ll be laughed at until—until 
Doomsday.”

The Phantom was not worried. Not on 
the surface, though some doubts were 
growing within him as the morning pro­
gressed.

“I figured it this way,” he said. “Gibson 
worked yesterday afternoon. Nobody saw 
him leave the bank, and he didn’t go home 
nor to his usual haunts—a cafe, a pool­
room. Nobody at either place saw him. 
There is a suitcase missing from his room.”

“All that doesn’t add up to bank rob­
bery,” Abel declared.

“It does when added to other factors. 
Like the fact that the bank vault contains 
more than a million dollars in cash this 
morning. That amount isn’t often carried. 
The juvenile gangs were prompted to 
create a crime wave just prior to the time 
the bank opens for business. There was 
so much necessity for haste that Wiley 
was dispatched with stolen jewels to help 
buy the guns needed.”

“All right,” Chief Abel grunted. 
“There’s a lot of money in the vault. Gib­
son has disappeared. The boys were set to 
create a diversion which would make the 
bank robbery simple. I admit all that, but 
bank employees are already in the bank 
and nothing has happened. Where is Gib­
son? Why this set-up—boys we captured, 
movie cameras?”

“Gibson,” the Phantom said, “is in the 
bank vault. He’s been there all night, and 
when the door opens in about three min­
utes, he’ll come out shooting and carrying 
a suitcase full of cash. If every cop in 
town was chasing the score or more of 
stickups that were to have been pulled off, 
Gibson would have an easy time getting 
away. He could shoot a path through the 
bank employees without any trouble.”

“So that’s it,” Steve Huston said. “I 
suspected he’d be in the vault, especially 
after the rather definite assignments you 
gave me last night in connection with 
Gibson.”

“The boys”—the Phantom turned to 
look at the police cars containing the 
thirty-odd juvenile criminals—“will have 
a first-row seat at the capture of a bank 
robber. I want them to see how it’s done, 
see what little chance a crook has, and 

how he reacts when all his props fall 
down.”

“If he comes out shooting,” Chief Abel 
warned, “his only reaction will be toward 
the slugs that smash him to pieces.”

“I don't believe it will be necessary to 
shoot,” the Phantom said. “The movie 
cameras are set to photograph the whole 
thing. They’ll be shown in every theatre, 
and kids all over the land will have a good 
sound laugh at Gibson. If most of these 
boys are ever tempted, they’ll stop to 
think of Gibson and what happened to 
him despite his careful plans. They’ll 
remember how stupid he looked and 
acted.”

The Phantom’s watch showed one min­
ute of nine. He walked briskly into the 
bank. Two men stood before the huge 
vault. The electric clock controlling the 
time lock gave its customary click. One 
bank employee spun one of the combina­
tion dials, stepped back, and a second 
turned another dial. The Phantom mo­
tioned everyone aside. He seized the high 
door lever, turned it, and pulled the mas­
sive door open.

For a few seconds nothing happened. 
Then a burst of gunfire came from within 
the dark vault. It was followed by a man 
dressed in overalls and jumper, with a 
long peaked cap on his head, and an 
oxygen mask over his face, completely 
concealing his features.

He had a suitcase with a stout leather 
strap slung over one shoulder, and used 
both hands to hold the submachine-gun. 
He fired a couple of more warning bursts, 
fanned the weapon toward the employees 
who stood with their hands stretched high.

THE masked man backed toward the 
door, turned and started to race 
through it. Suddenly he stopped. The 

submachine-gun he held sagged. He faced 
a half-circle of police and a dozen varieties 
of weapons were trained on him. He saw 
the line of cars with the spectators gaping 
at him. He spotted the movie cameras 
grinding away as if this were a well-re­
hearsed piece of business, with the final 
take now in progress.

The masked man whirled about, seek­
ing an exit. The Phantom stood behind 
him, an automatic leveled.

“Take off that oxygen mask, Gibson,” 
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the Phantom said. “Drop the gun and see 
how high you can reach. Do that—or die!”

Gibson let out a scream that sounded 
half-strangled beneath the mask. His gun 
clattered to the pavement. He ripped the 
mask from his face and showed features 
dead-white and contorted in terror. His 
knees shook visibly. The words he uttered 
didn’t make sense and came in a high 
pitched wail.

Both arms shot as high as he could get 
them. Then he began to sway. His eyes 
rolled back until only the whites showed, 
his knees buckled, and he fell on his face.

Somebody laughed. It was taken up 
until the crowd howled. The Phantom 
didn’t stay for that part of it. He and 
Muriel and Steve Huston had a car wait­
ing.

“It worked,” Steve said. “Gibson reacted 
the way we all hoped he would. He 
showed himself to be a sniveling coward. 
The boys aren’t apt to forget him, nor the 
way Mornay and Sloper are shouting 
accusations at one another.”

“Whatever is done to them, they de­
serve it,” Muriel said. “Trying to get rich 
by using impressionable boys as a smoke 
screen for their bigger crimes. They don’t 
rate one iota of mercy.”

“They won’t get it,” Steve Huston 
opined. “Your father’s newspapers are 
going to keep this case open until they 
burn those men. What do you want to bet 
that the crime statistics of this city take a 
nose dive?”
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“They’ll do that,” the Phantom said 

slowly. “But this is just one city. How 
about the others? We’ve done what little 
was possible here, but our efforts can’t 
extend from Coast to Coast. We need men 
like Attorney Proctor to take over. We 
need money, a great deal of it, to keep 
boys off the streets. It’s never too late to 
save one of those kids, and each one saved 
is a million dollars in our bank.”

Muriel and Steve Huston got out of the 
car in front of Frank Havens’ local news­
paper building. They watched the Phan­
tom drive away. Neither said a word as 
they turned and walked into the building 
where Steve would write one of the big­
gest stories of his career, and Muriel 
would explain all the facts which couldn’t 
be made public, to her father.

Both knew they would see the Phantom 
again and soon. Because somewhere a 
man would be thinking that he was 
greater than the law, cleverer than anyone 
else, and that the world owed him a living 
which was to be his for the taking. Such 
men always plot and plan, but against 
them would be the ingenuity, experience, 
courage, and the guns of the Phantom 
Detective.

But in the meantime, wealthy Richard 
Curtis Van Loan would be taking life easy 
in his luxurious penthouse, back to the life 
he had been born.

But when the call did come for the 
Phantom he would be ready to answer— 
was ever ready.

NEXT ISSUE'S PHANTOM NOVEL

MURDER SET TO MUSIC
The Case of the Slain Musician

By ROBERT WALLACE



The Stranger’s Voice

TRAGEDY never means very much 
unless you know the persons in­
volved. But when you knew the boy 
who was drowned, the family that was 

broken up, or the person who was shot 
to death, it took on a new light.

Brett Harmon thought that as he sat at 
his desk in the semi-darkness of his office. 
He had known Joe Decker. He remem­
bered him as a skinny kid stealing spuds 
off pushcarts and helping roast them for 
other hungry kids in gutter fires under 
the shadow of New York’s old “El.” He 
had met him in later years, too, when Joe 
Decker had made the mistake of going 

into the business of peddling pin-ball 
machines. He remembered how, at that 
meeting, they had compared notes, and 
how strange it seemed that they should 
both now have a couple kids of their own.

“And now you’re the d.a.,” Joe Decker 
had said, “and I’m still a small-timer. But 
I always knew you’d be something big, 
Brett.”

And now Joe Decker was dead. To 
Brett Harmon, it almost seemed that a 
part of himself had died.

One of the phones on the desk buzzed 
and Harmon reached for it. “Yes,” he said 
into its mouthpiece, and after listening to 

Harmon Had an Eyewitness—Who Wouldn't Talk!
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a few brief words, he hung up, arose from 
his desk and walked out of the room.

He went through his secretary’s room, 
that was dark with the gloom of after- 
hours, into a corridor and then down its 
echoing emptiness to an elevator bank. 
The man who onerated the elevator wore 
a star on his shirt and a gun at his hip. 
When he reached the prison floor, he un­
locked the door. Harmon crossed an ante­
room to a barred door. The guard there 
tipped his head and unlocked the brass 
lock.

Brett Harmon was tall, but not impos­
ing. A handsomer face might have helped 
him in election campaigns, but the swatch 
of gray that he had acquired during the 
war years was a flattering distinction.

The room Harmon entered was small, 
square, and bare in appearance, although 
there were three chairs along one wall, a 
chair in the center of it, and a spotlight 
on a tripod. Jerry Ziff and Alec White, 
two Homicide detectives who were loiter­
ing about the room, straightened to atten­
tion on seeing Harmon. But the male 
stenographer at the small table didn’t pay 
any notice. The fourth man, who was 
seated in the center chair, didn’t look up.

Harmon took a brief that Jerry Ziff 
handed him, and squinted his eyes in an­
noyance at the spotlight.

“Turn that thing off.” he said. “We don’t 
need anything like that here.”

Brett Harmon had never liked anything 
that smacked of third degree methods. 
If a man was going to talk, he could talk 
without being physically tortured. When 
the spot was switched off, Harmon sat 
down casually and for a moment studied 
the witness. In the half dozen years be­
fore he had become district attorney, 
when, as a lowly assistant, he used to be 
called day or night to ascertain the facts 
at the scene of a crime. He often had to 
interrogate witnesses and sometimes mur­
derers. In this way he had evolved a code 
of routine.

First, he never questioned more than 
one witness at a time, nor did he ever let 
one witness hear the answers that any 
other witness had given. Second, in cross- 
examination he shunned the use of blunt, 
fear-inspiring words, such as “murder” 
and “shooting” and “rape”.

Brett Harmon only used soft, cushioned 
words, to make it easier for a person to
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talk about the crime. Third, he always 
tried to make anyone being interrogated 
realize that he was a friend, a counselor, 
and not a prosecutor. Finally—and this 
was the cardinal rule of all—he never re­
vealed anything of the evidence at hand 
or what the police knew.

Tire man sitting in the center chair 
looked up now. Brett Harmon judged 
him to be in his middle forties. He was a 
big man with a florid face and nervous 
hands.

“You’re John J. Mahoney?” Harmon 
asked, and when the man nodded, “You’re 
the proprietor of a tavern on Fourth 
Street?”

“Yes sir,” Mahoney said.

TjJRETT HARMON, District Attorney, 
felt sorry seeing the way the man was 

squirming. But when innocent persons 
were sucked into crimes which they had 
no part in making, personal anguish was 
only part of the tragedy.

“I’m here to help you,” Harmon said.
“Yes sir, I don’t want to get in no 

trouble.” Mahoney gestured appealingly 
with one hand.

“That’s what we want to keep you out 
of—trouble,” Harmon said. “But conceal­
ing evidence in a murder case is a serious 
offence. It’s compounding a felony. You 
don’t want to compound a felony, do 
you?”

Mahoney said that he didn’t, and Har­
mon continued. “According to the word I 
have here, when the police first arrived 
on the scene, you identified the murderer 
as a man named Eddie Chrone. After­
wards, you not only denied it was Chrone, 
but you asserted you never had mentioned 
his name. What are you scared of, Ma­
honey?”

“I’m not scared of anything. I just don’t 
want no trouble. And Chrone is a power 
in this town.”

“So that’s what you’re afraid of?” Har­
mon dropped his voice. “Decker bucked 
Chrone in his gambling-machine racket, 
and died. And you think if you talk, 
Chrone or Chrone’s men will come after 
you.”

“I didn’t say that.”
John J. Mahoney was scared, scared of 

his life.
“You as good as said it, Mahoney. Look, 

I want you to know we protect our wit­
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nesses. Anyway, once Chrone is sen­
tenced, his power will be broken. He’ll 
have no men—no organization.”

Mahoney was silent, his eyes down. “I 
never said it was Eddie Chrone who did 
the killing,” he said finally. “You cops 
told me I said it. But I never did.”

Harmon looked over the brief he held in 
his hand. “I have a statement here you 
made last night when you were first 
questioned. You said that you had just 
closed up your tavern and walked out 
with Joe Decker, who was youi’ last cus­
tomer, and that you then met Eddie 
Chrone.”

“I didn’t say it was Eddie Chrone. I 
said it was somebody I never seen before.”

“All right. You met this fellow, and he 
started arguing with Decker. They passed 
a few words back and forth, and then 
suddenly this stranger pulled a gun. Is 
that right?”

“That’s right,” Mahoney said.
“Then, according to you,” Harmon 

tapped the paper in his hand, “this is 
exactly what happened. You have all the 
conversation down here. And yet you deny 
Eddie Chrone was the killer.”

“That’s the way it happened,” Mahoney 
said. “That’s it exactly. But I don’t know 
who did it.”

It was all ground that had been gone 
over before. But in questioning a man, 
Harmon knew, getting him to repeat the 
same story over and over had a point. 
Little variations would creep into the story 
that might suddenly change its whole com­
plexion.

Harmon said to Ziff and White. “Come 
on, boys.” He tipped his head at Mahoney. 
“Let’s take this one for a walk.”

With Mahoney and the two Homicide 
men following, Harmon moved down a 
long corridor, past two tanks of prisoners, 
and came to an isolation cell. A man 
sprang up from the bunk there at his ap­
proach. Harmon watched the man’s eyes 
to guage his reaction toward Mahoney, 
but he could discover nothing significant.

Harmon turned to the tavern keeper. 
“You know this man, Mahoney?”

Mahoney’s eyes were on the floor. He 
raised them, and thrust his hand forward 
in a gesture. “Sure. It's Eddie Chrone.”

“Of course he knows me,” Eddie Chrone 
said. “I hoist ’em at his bar quite often. 
So what?”

Chrone was a wire-lean man with a 
dark jaw that was too big for his face. 
Harmon pointed at him, as he pounded 
home the question at Mahoney.

“Wasn’t it this man who came up to 
you and Joe Decker when you left your 
tavern?”

Mahoney dropped his eyes. The words 
struggled in his throat and it seemed for 
a time he’d never get them out.

“No sir,” he said then. “It wasn’t. I 
don’t know who it was who killed Joe 
Decker.”

TTARMON let the breath run out of his 
Al lungs slowly. There was nothing more 
to be done. He had an eyewitness, but 
the eyewitness, in fear of his life, would 
never talk. He had to figure out some way 
of making him talk, of pinning guilt on 
this killer of Joe Decker.

“Take Mahoney back to his cell,” he 
said. “Perhaps I’ll return to him later.” 
But in his heart he knew that Mahoney 
would never be of any use to him. Ma­
honey was taken away, and Harmon and 
Ziff were left alone with the prisoner.

“Is this a social call or business?” 
Chrone asked. “If it’s social, you can skip 
it. If it’s business, all I got to say is, book 
me or let me go.”

Eddie Chrone was the sort of social 
misfit who is never able to think in any 
terms outside himself. Life, for him, was 
still a jungle in its most primitive state, 
with every man fighting tooth and claw 
to get everything for himself and leave 
nothing of value for others.

“Where were you at three-fifteen a.m. 
this morning?” Harmon asked him.

Chrone’s jaw jutted another balky inch. 
“I don’t have to answer questions, Flat- 
foot. You got nothin’ on me. I’m gonna 
be sprung outa this can the minute my 
lawyers can get down here.”

“Did you happen to see Joe Decker at 
three-fifteen this morning?” And when 
there was only sullen silence, “Get wise 
to things, Chrone. You’ll only make it 
hard for yourself by playing stubborn.”

Chrone sneered. “I’ve heard that song 
before. I take it you checked my alibi.”

“Alibis are easy to buy, Chrone.”
“Have you got anything on me? Then 

spill it. Put up, or shut up.”
The man was right. Chrone could feel 

cocky and sure of himself. He had com­
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mitted a murder and he was going to get 
away with it because everyone was afraid 
to say anything against him.

Harmon turned away. He walked with 
Ziff all the way out of the cell area before 
he spoke. “What do you think?” he said 
then.

“I think he’s guilty as blazes,” Ziff said.
“Of course,” Harmon agreed morosely. 

“We got our killer, but our only witness 
against him has been scared into a hope­
less clam-up.”

Never in all his career had Harmon felt 
such a sense of frustration. Back in his 
darkened office, he sat soberly at his desk 
thinking. It all reduced itself to childhood 
terms. They were all a bunch of slum 
kids again, he and Joe Decker and, this 
time, Eddie Chrone too. He knew how 
Eddie would have fitted in. The big kid 
who secretly beat up smaller ones, who 
could never play a game without bicker­
ing for more than his share.

Occasionally, Harmon’s thoughts were 
interrupted by phone calls. One was about 
a killing in Harlem that one of his assist­
ants could handle competently. A second 
was a request for him to speak at a high 
school assembly, which he granted. The 
third was a call from his wife that con­
cerned his favorite radio program.

It made him sit up with sudden excite­
ment. That last call was a clue, a possible 
solution to his dilemma. He was just 
reaching for the phone again, this time to 
make an outside call, when Jerry Ziff 
entered the room. “They’ve just served 
the writ on Chrone.”

Eddie Chrone had made good his threat. 
His lawyers had won his freedom on a 
habeas corpus. Harmon’s mouth tightened. 
“I want him rearrested the minute he 
steps outside the door.”

Ziff’s eyes widened. “Rearrested?”
“You heard me,” Harmon said. “And 

we’ll book him for Murder One this time.”
Ziff started for the door.
“And, Ziff,” Harmon called after him. 

"We can release John J. Mahoney. We 
won’t need his testimony. Because we’ve 
got ourselves a new eyewitness—to Joe 
Decker’s killing.”

Ziff swung back to ask some questions 
about that, but Harmon waved him on 
his way. He could have held Mahoney 
now on a charge of compounding a felony, 
of shielding a killer, but somehow it didn’t 
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seem worth it. It was a little too much 
like persecution instead of prosecution.

The door closed on Ziff and Harmon 
picked up the phone again.

A N HOUR later, a dapper, boldly- 
x dressed man, carrying a pair of suit­
cases, appeared at Harmon’s office. He 
had a comical blond mustache, and he 
looked as if he might be a Hollywood 
writer. Actually he was an actor who had 
skyrocketed to success on the basis of a 
new kind of radio show.

Brett Harmon clasped his hand warmly. 
“Tom Wood,” he said. “Come with me. 
You’ve saved my life.”

They walked down the corridor, and 
Brett Harmon ordered the elevator to the 
prison floor. They found Eddie Chrone, 
chafing and fuming in the same cell he 
had occupied earlier.

“What in blazes is this, Harmon?” he 
demanded. “I’m going to break you for 
this. This is your finish, Copper.”

Harmon smiled slowly. “I’m afraid it’s 
the other way around this time, Chrone. 
I want you to meet a gentleman who is 
going to play a very important role at 
your murder trial. Meet Mr. Tom Wood, 
originator and producer of the Hidden 
Microphone radio show.”

Chrone’s eyes narrowed. Harmon could 
see the wheels turning around in his head. 
The skin around the pinball-promotor’s 
mouth grew whiter.

“What’s that got to do with me?”
“Plenty,” Harmon said. “Plenty. Or­

dinarily, I follow a policy of never reveal­
ing to a suspect the evidence we have 
against him. But in this case I can see no 
objection to letting you know our situa­
tion. You’ve heard the Hidden Micro­
phone radio show, Chrone—everybody 
has. Well, this time, looking for real-life, 
unrehearsed stuff to broadcast, they got 
some real drama-—your murder of Joe 
Decker.”

Eddie Chrone’s face blanched complete­
ly. “Who you kidding?” he said.

“We’re kidding no one,” Harmon an­
swered. “Tom Wood was on the scene in a 
nearby parked car with his hidden micro­
phone and made a recording of what hap­
pened when you and Joe Decker met up.”

Chrone’s eyes wavered, then grew hard.
“It won’t wash, Copper,” he snarled. 

“Nobody’s prowling the streets at three 
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in the morning to get stuff for radio 
shows.”

“But it so happens that Tom here 
wanted to get some amusing drunks in 
conversation, and what better time than 
three o’clock when all the bars close? 
Understand, Tom isn’t too choosy about 
what he records. He uses less than two 
percent of what he gets—less than one 
recording in fifty. Do you begin to under­
stand now, Chrone, why it’s not so un­
usual that he happened to get you and 
Decker on his little wire recorder?”

Harmon took Wood by the arm and led 
him away before Chrone could answer. 
“How long do you think it will take to 
get it set up, so we can let him hear it?” 
he asked then. “An hour?”

“A while longer than that,” Wood said.
“Don’t hurry,” Harmon said. “Perhaps 

the longer, the better. I want Chrone to 
stew for a good long while. He’ll be soft 
enough for the pickling then.”

Three hours later, Harmon lifted a 
phone on his desk and asked that Joe 
Chrone be brought to his office. He had 
decided a new scene might be just the 
place for a shift in attitude for Eddie 
Chrone from his former self-assurance 
and cockiness.

Chrone entered, skeptical, but wary. His 
shifting eyes quickly took in the layout of 
the room, its exits, the positions of the 
Homicide men, then settled on the port­
able player for wire recordings.

“Is that the gimmick?” he asked.
Harmon did not bother to answer. He 

turned to Tom Wood. “Turn it on,” he 
said to the radio man.

DEFTLY, Tom Wood threw the toggle 
switch and placed his hand on a dial 

which he slowly turned. For half a minute 
there was only the hum of the speaker, as 
one spool revolved, and another wound 
the take-up. Then, suddenly, there was 
the background of street noises, distant 
auto horns and the throb of car noises. 
There was another brief pause, then the 
thumping sound of footsteps on a walk.

The voice came distinctly and clear. 
“I’ve been wanting to kill you for a long 
time, Decker.”

The answer was lost in the roar of a 
passing elevated train.

“What?” came the voice again. Then,

“Let go of my arm!”
The recorded crack of the gun was lost 

in the sudden shout of Jerry Ziff. Eddie 
Chrone was lunging across the room to­
ward a window. His purpose was clear. 
He was going to hurl himself through it 
no mattex- how deadly the result.

Brett Harmon was after him then. Legs 
thrusting, he left his feet in a flying tackle 
that caught Chrone about his middle. He 
hit the floor hard. Other men swarmed 
in on him, dragged him up.

“All right, I killed him,” he babbled. 
“But I’ll never fry for it. You’ll never 
get me in that chair!”

“The charge will be Murder One, 
Chrone,” Harmon answered, straightening 
his sleeves and adjusting his coat. “The 
sentence will be up to the judge and jury. 
Take him out, boys, and have the stenog­
rapher get his statement.”

He felt better now. He guessed it had 
been a sort of loyalty. A loyalty not only 
toward Joe Decker, but to all the kids 
like him who had grown up in similar 
poverty and squalor. A sort of loyalty to 
his own kind.

Jerry Ziff could scarcely restrain his 
question. Everyone except Tom Wood 
and Brett Harmon had cleared from the 
room. “How did you do it?” the homicide 
man gasped. “You mean you actually got 
a recording of the murder as it was com­
mitted?”

“Of course not,” Harmon said. “No dis­
trict attorney could be that lucky. But 
my wife, phoning to remind me to tune 
in on my favorite radio show made me 
think of the whole scheme. It stacked up 
this way: Tom Wood here is an actor. We 
knew, from Mahoney’s testimony, exactly 
what was said and had taken place at the 
time of the murder. Everything but the 
identity of the killer. I took Tom down 
to let him hear Eddie Chrone talk. Then 
he went back to the studio and made the 
recording, with himself playing the role 
of Chrone.”

“You mean that wasn’t Chrone? But 
wouldn’t he recognize it wasn’t himself?”

“He didn’t, did he?” Harmon said bland­
ly. “As you yourself may know, outside 
of movie actors and radio people, few 
persons know what their own voices really 
sound like. An imitation was good enough 
to fool Chrone.”



and 
way

As Jerry sprang back, 
the body slipped 
fell the rest of the

Suicide
Club

by 
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They collected stories of those who jumped from 
buildings—and Jerry Trimm covered their convention!

JERRY TRIMM turned from the ave­
nue into the side street, walking 
with long, swinging strides that re­

flected the vigor of spring and of youth. 
To one who knew him, that meant that 
he had a slight hangover which he wished 
to walk off before lunch. It was probably 
the Scotch on top of the Planters punch, 
last night. He reminded himself, scow­

ling, tc avoid that combination in the fu­
ture, and cocked his fedora at a slightly 
more dapper angle just to show that he 
didn’t give a hoot.

He could see his destination ahead of 
him on the comer of Sixth, where the 
Monument Hotel towered high above its 
neighbors. The main entrance was 
around the corner, but he remembered 
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that there was a side entrance on this 
cross street. Yes, he could see the mar­
quee that extended out over the sidewalk. 
White, frosted-glass letters said:

Monument Grill — Eddie Efton’s 
Troubadours.

It led you in at the rear of the lobby, 
where the bar was located. He remem­
bered that, too. Jerry Trimm was a man 
who got around New York pretty thor­
oughly; he knew his way. It was part of 
his job.

Of course a little hair of the dog wasn’t 
exactly part of his job, though right now 
it would certainly help. He was ponder­
ing that as he neared the entrance. 
Should he, or should he not, stop for a 
sour before tackling his assignment? 
Well, perhaps.

Just before the marquee cut off the 
sky, he looked up.

He couldn’t say, afterward, what had 
made him look up. He wasn’t even sure 
whether he had seen anything or not. 
If his eye did catch a momentary glimpse 
of something, there was certainly no time 
for the significance of what he saw to 
telegraph itself to his brain. For in that 
same instant his ears were assailed by a 
terrific, shattering crash. Instinctively he 
cringed, and halted so abruptly that the 
soles of his shoes actually slid a few 
inches on the cement pavement.

For a moment he had no idea of what 
had happened. Then he was aware that 
jagged shards of broken glass were clat­
tering to the sidewalk, just in front of 
him. He was also aware that a sudden, 
shocked hush had fallen on the busy 
street.

Cars braked to a halt, pedestrians froze 
in their tracks. A single, sharp scream 
rang out.

He raised his eyes. The marquee was 
made up of sheets of thick wire-glass sup­
ported by a framework of steel channels, 
the structure designed to cany its own 
weight plus that of two feet of wet 
snow.

The whole framework was shivering 
violently. Two adjacent panels of glass 
were smashed to fragments. The steel 
beam between them was bent in the mid­
dle, nearly torn from its bolts. Over it 
something was draped, loosely—some­
thing that, since it wore clothes, must be 
human.

OF THAT fact, scarcely recognizable 
at first glance, further proof was now 

given by a bizarre illustration of the in­
exorable law of gravity; the law which 
had already exerted its fearful power 
for more than twenty floors. In those 
clothes were pockets, and, since the body 
now hung head down, some of the con­
tents disgorged themselves. With a metal­
lic tinkling, coins rolled hither and yon.

Instinct that was stronger than will 
power loosened Jerry Trimm’s muscles. 
Half unaware that he was moving, he put 
out his foot, stopped a skittering coin, 
and stooped to pick it up. At that moment 
the body slipped, and fell the rest of the 
way.

Jerry sprang back. From the comer a 
police whistle shrilled. Throats which 
during those few seconds had been frozen 
in horror now opened up. Great shouts 
arose. Jerry sprang up the steps and 
made for the bar. . . .

Some time later he sat in the private 
office of Horace Coyle, manager of the 
Monument. Others sat or stood about 
the small, austerely furnished room. The 
traffic cop from the corner, bulky and 
self-assured in his uniform; a police lieu­
tenant named Fennelly, in plain clothes, 
making notes at the desk; a chamber­
maid in starched gray and white jumper, 
a desk clerk who fiddled with his collar 
and tried to look calm and self-possessed.

The doctor, the photographers, and the 
morgue attendants had come and gone, 
the latter taking with them all but cer­
tain contents of the pockets which were 
now strewn forlornly on the desk.

Horace Coyle, dapper, sallow-jowled, 
twisted one hand with the other in nerv­
ous distaste.

“A terrible thing,” he murmured for 
the fourth time. “The name of the ho­
tel—”

Lieutenant Fennelly shrugged cal­
lously. “You’ll live it down, Coyle. Any­
body with a twenty-four-story heap in 
New York has got to expect people to 
jump out of their windows, once in a 
while.” His loose mouth grinned sar­
donically. “Maybe he got a bad egg for 
breakfast, this morning.”

Coyle’s hands fluttered in distress. 
“For heavens' sake, Lieutenant, don’t say 
that—in front of the press!”

Fennelly turned to Jerry Trimm, his 
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grin fading. “You’re with the Daily Star, 
you say?”

“Yes,” Jerry said quickly, “but not on 
straight news. I write features for the 
Sunday edition, the Star Weekly. I’ve 
called the city room. They're sending a 
man to cover this.”

“And this—what’s his name?—Victor 
Gair. He was a friend of yours, eh?”

“I didn’t say a friend, exactly. I knew 
him. He was a private dick operating on 
his own. I bumped into him in connec­
tion with that Orbach jewel case, last 
year. He tried to chisel himself in on 
the reward, I remember. He—”

Jerry checked himself. After all. the 
man was dead. De mortuis nil nisi bonum.

The police lieutenant turned back to 
Horace Coyle. “What was he trying to 
chisel himself into, here in the Monu­
ment?”

The manager raised his palms in pro­
test. “I don’t know. As I told you, he 
has been quite—er—cooperative with us, 
in the past. He came in yesterday, and 
asked for a room on the south side of the 
building, on either the nineteenth or 
twenty-first floors. It happened that we 
could give him Twcnty-one-thirty-six, 
and we did. Naturally, I did not inquire 
into his business.”

“His business is easy enough to guess,” 
growled Fennelly. “He wanted to watch 
somebody on the twentieth . . . Say, 
where is that man from Twenty-thirty- 
six? I thought you asked—”

“Here he comes now, Lieutenant.”
An assistant manager held the door 

open for a tall, heavy-chested man in a 
pin-stripe blue suit. He had glossy black 
hair, features that were handsome if you 
liked the surly type, and he wore an ex­
pression of cautious annoyance.

In response to Fennelly’s questions, he 
said that his name was Judson Bruno, 
that he lived in Stamford, Connecticut, 
where he was in the used car business, 
and that he was in New York to attend 
a convention, and, if possible, to work up 
a little business on the side.

“You acquainted with a man named 
Victor Gair?”

Bruno cocked his head to stare at one 
comer of the ceiling, exercising his 
memory.

“Gair? Not to my knowledge—no.”
“You know anything about his suicide
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this morning?”

Bruno’s features seemed to stiffen. 
“Suicide?”

The police lieutenant described briefly 
what had happened.

“He was in Room Twenty-one-thirty- 
six. He must have gone right past your 
window, on the way down. Were you in 
your room, Mr. Bruno, at”—he consulted 
his notes—“twelve-ten?”

CTHE answer was measured, definite.
“I was. I came in just before 

twelve. At twelve-ten I must have been 
just about phoning room service to send 
up my lunch. You can check up on 
that, of course. Perhaps that’s why I 
didn’t see anything go past the window.” 

Jerry Trimm looked up. The remark 
about checking up on his presence in 
Room Twenty-thirty-six struck Jerry as 
odd, or at least unnecessary. The man, 
after all, wasn’t suspected of anything. 
It was probably just one of those things 
people said to the police.

Fennelly didn’t seem to notice it. “I 
guess you can’t help us then, Mr. Bruno. 
By the way, what convention did you say 
brought you to New York?”

The tall man turned back from the 
door, and answered slowly.

“I came to attend the annual meeting 
of the Suicide Club.”

Jerry straightened in his chair. That 
was the assignment that had brought 
him here—to write up the Suicide Club, 
whatever that was.

He saw Fennelly’s jaw go slack with 
surprise.

“The . . . What did you say?”
Bruno frowned, and looked to Horace 

Coyle as if for help.
“It doesn’t mean anything. It’s just 

a hobby, a fad. There are several hun­
dred collectors, all over the country. We 
correspond, and swap, and have a meet­
ing once a year.”

“But what do you collect?”
“Suicides. The news reports, that is. 

We clip them and paste them in scrap­
books. Only those who jump from build­
ings, of course. And we keep them by 
floors. The perfect collection would con­
tain a news item on a suicide from every 
floor from the first right up to the hun­
dred and second. The older the date line, 
the better.”
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“The hundred and second? Why not 

higher?”
“That’s the Empire State Building, you 

see. There aren’t any higher than that, 
up to now. And that particular item, of 
course, is quite common.”

Fennelly snorted. “Well, I’ll be hanged! 
What the devil is the value of old news 
clippings on suicides?”

“None, of course,” replied Bruno 
coolly. “But it’s like anything else that 
people collect. What material value, for 
example, have old stamps, or copper 
coins, or books in a language that’s no 
longer read? They are only valuable to 
the collector, because of theii' rarity. As 
soon as he has a sample of any one item, 
he is no longer interested in a second— 
except, naturally, to sell or trade to an­
other collector.”

“And you sell and trade these clip­
pings?”

“Certainly. I had two seventeens, both 
date-lined from Bridgeport. I received 
sixty dollars for one, last evening. The 
buyer just didn’t happen to have a seven­
teen, that’s all.”

Fennelly leaned heavily on the desk. 
“And next I suppose you’re going to tell 
me that Victoi’ Gair jumped out of his 
window just because somebody didn’t 
have a twenty-one, eh?”

Bruno flushed. “I’m not telling you 
anything at all about Victor Gair, Lieu­
tenant, because I don’t know anything. 
Furthermore, I happen to a have a twen­
ty-one already, which I can show you. 
Would you like to look over my collec­
tion?”

The police lieutenant disposed of this 
offer with a sarcastic sweep of his hand. 
He looked slowly ’round the room with a 
hard, incredulous glare, as if to say, 
“Did y’ever hear of anything as crazy as 
that?” Just as his eyes came to the 
door, it opened, and he saw the sergeant 
whom he had earlier sent upstairs.

“Come in, Dave. You look through 
Twenty-one-thirty-six?”

The sergeant wore a derby and a per­
fect dead-pan.

“Cheap valise, a raincoat, a few under­
clothes,” he reported. “Razor and toilet 
articles, a half pint of Bourbon nearly 
finished, and yesterday’s Star. No letters 
or papers; no clues to his movements. 
The window was open. If there’s any 

marks on the sill, you’ll need a micro­
scope to read ’em. His room key was ly­
ing on the table.”

The last item he dropped on the corner 
of the desk. Fennelly eyed him.

“Is the Bourbon gone now, Dave?” he 
asked.

“Nearly,” was the sergeant’s inscru­
table reply.

“I beg pardon,” interpolated Bruno. 
“I have some business. If you don’t 
need me.”

“I guess not,” admitted the lieutenant. 
“If we have any more questions, we’ll 
know where to reach you.”

Bruno nodded quickly, and departed.

AFTER he was gone, Fennelly picked 
■'* up the key the sergeant had just 
brought in. From where he sat, Jerry 
could see the number “2136” impressed 
into the plastic tag. Then suddenly the 
detective dropped it, and began poking 
through the articles which had come 
from the pockets of the corpse. He held 
up another key, with tag attached.

“Two keys?” he muttered, in puzzled 
inquiry. He turned over the second tag, 
and read aloud, “Four—eight—G—seven 
—two.”

Horace Coyle made a sudden move­
ment, checked it. “It’s one of our pass­
keys,” he explained.

“What do the numbers signify?”
“It’s a code,” explained the manager, 

“in case the key gets lost. That one un­
locks all doors from the twentieth floor 
up.”

“And can you explain how it came to 
be in Victor Gair’s pocket?”

Coyle was obviously uncomfortable. 
“No, I can’t. We naturally don’t give out 
passkeys to guests. But I suppose, in his 
line of work, he would know how to get 
hold of one. There are, of course, quite a 
few in existence, in the hands of the 
management, the house detectives, in­
spectors, chambermaids, and so forth.”

Fennelly’s eyes swung to the elderly 
woman in the striped jumper. She met 
his silent accusation with tightly com­
pressed lips, lifting the bunch of keys 
that hung at her waist. She selected 
one, held it out for Fennelly’s inspection. 
As he read the numbers, he muttered 
them aloud.

“Four — eight — G — seven — two . . .
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Okay. So it isn’t yours he had. In that 
case, he probably paid somebody else to 
get hold of it. I can’t see that it’s got 
anything to do with his killing himself, 
but I’m wondering who—and why.”

The ensuing discussion did not, how­
ever, bring forth any answers to those 
questions, nor any hint of an explanation 
why Gair should have carried one key in 
his pocket and left the other lying in his 
room. After a short time Jerry Trimm 
rose.

“I just remembered, Lieutenant, that 
I’ve eaten no lunch. Is it all right if I 
breeze along?”

Fennelly frowned. “Since you’re one 
of the few persons who actually saw 
death occur, you may be called on to give 
testimony at the inquest, when it’s held. 
We’ll let you know.”

Jerry nodded, and went out to the 
business men’s grill. He ate a hot ham 
sandwich, a dish of rice pudding, and 
drank two cups of coffee. The check was 
an even dollar. He fished out his change 
to find a quarter for a tip.

Staring at the handful of silver, he 
noticed a coin that he had not previously 
been aware was in his pocket. At least 
it looked like a coin, although it was 
stamped out of aluminum and had a tiny 
circlet screwed into one edge so that it 
could be worn on a watch chain or a key­
ring.

On one side was embossed a stylized 
skull-and-cross-bones, and underneath it 
the words, “Suicide Club.” On the 
other, against a background of a tower­
ing skyscraper, was a blank rectangle big 
enough to accommodate a name, and in 
small digits a number. The number “326.”

He examined it in mingled surprise and 
curiosity. Obviously it was an identify­
ing bangle for a member of the Suicide 
Club—but whose? Well, the number 
might give him the answer to that. That 
was doubtless what it was for. He 
dropped it back in his pocket and went 
out into the lobby.

The bulletin board near the main eleva­
tors announced, among other events:

Suicide Club—Dinner—Green Room, 8:00 P. M.

When he inquired at the desk, the clerk 
told him, “See the club secretary, Mr. 
Pfeister. He’s in Room Seven-twenty- 
seven.”

Jerry picked up the phone on the ledge
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and asked for Seven-twenty-seven. Yes, 
Mr. Pfeister was in, and would be glad to 
see him. Nothing in the voice prepared 
him for the jolt he received when the 
door of Number Seven-twenty-seven 
swung open and he faced the straight­
cut black coat and stiff white collar of 
a clergyman. Above the collar was a 
firm, pink chin, a pair of keen blue eyes, 
and a shock of unruly white hair.

“Mr.—Mr. Pfeister?” stammered Jerry.
“Yes. Come right in.” His voice was 

soft, smoothly modulated, as he indi­
cated a chair, smiling at Jerry’s surprise. 
“You are interested in the Suicide Club?”

Jerry said that he was, and told him 
why.

“We are not averse to a little publicity, 
although we do not seek it.” His host 
nodded. “Like all with a hobby, we are 
glad to interest others in riding it.”

TT HAD been started, he explained, by 
a man who had been a coroner in De­

troit in Nineteen-thirty, when the onset 
of the depression had provoked a wave of 
suicides. It had spread, slowly but 
steadily, as a fad among men in all walks 
of life. To take it up, one needed only 
a scrapbook, a pair of shears, and access 
to the newspapers. The rules were 
simple. The members established their 
own values by trading, and developed 
their own lingo through correspondence.

“For example, a report on a suicide 
from a bridge, a monument, or a cliff, 
is known as a bridger. While the height 
may be great, it is not possible to deter­
mine an exact floor level. Consequently, 
bridgers are not in great demand. Livers, 
on the other hand—”

“Pardon me. Did you say, livers?”
“Those who jump with the intent of 

suicide, but do not succeed in killing 
themselves. Fairly common from the 
lower floors, but extremely rare in the 
higher levels, of course. The victim must 
live at least twenty-four hours in order 
to classify as a liver.”

He spoke briefly of his own personal 
interests. He had no parish, but was re­
tired on a private income. The Suicide 
Club was primarily a hobby to pass the 
time. However, the pursuit did oc­
casionally bring to his attention cases of 
desperate financial need, in which he 
could sometimes be of assistance.
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“This case here today—have you 

looked into it, Mr. Pfeister?”
“Not yet. I am waiting for the news 

reports.” He smiled peculiarly. “I will 
confess that my collection has so far 
lacked a twenty-one. Although this one, 
being a stumbier, is not so valuable.”

Jerry’s expression betrayed his ques­
tion.

“A stumbier,” explained the elderly 
clergyman, “does not reach the ground, 
but lands on a set-back, an adjoining 
roof, a marquee, or something of the 
sort.” His tone held a note of sadness. 
“The way modern skyscrapers are con­
structed, we get few examples of the full, 
clean-cut fall in the ranges above twen­
ty-”

He went on to say that the club had 
been formally organized only in the last 
two years, and only at this meeting had 
distributed to the members, at a cost of 
ten dollars apiece, a membership token. 
It was a disc, carrying certain insignia.

“Oh, yes,” said Jerry. “I think I’ve 
found one. I would like to return it to its 
owner, if you can tell me who it is.”

He dug in his pocket and brought out 
the aluminum coin. Mr. Pfeister noted 
the number, and consulted a small 
ledger.

“Why, yes. Let’s see—-Seven-twenty- 
seven . . . That’s Bruno—Judson Bruno. 
His home address is in Stamford, but he’s 
stopping here in the hotel, I believe.” He 
rubbed his chin thoughtfully. “That’s 
odd, that he should have lost it so soon. 
He was one of those who paid me only 
last night, and I delivered it to him just 
before noon today. At least, I delivered 
it to his room. He wasn’t in, so I put it in 
an envelope and slipped it under the door. 
Fortunately I keep a listing of the serial 
numbers, just for this reason.”

Jerry stood up. “It’s been interesting, 
Mr. Pfeister. Thanks very much. You’ll 
probably see a write-up in the Sunday 
Star, soon. And I’ll take care of return­
ing this little souvenir.”

He went back to his office and wrote 
half a dozen pages, but was not satisfied. 
He returned to the Monument about six 
and inquired for Judson Bruno. He was 
told that Mr. Bruno had checked out. 
He got Mr. Pfeister on the phone and 
asked about the dinner.

“No, I’m afraid you won’t find Mr.

Bruno at the dinner,” he was informed. 
“He left a note in my mail-box—said he 
had to return to Stamford on an urgent 
business matter.”

While he ate dinner alone, Jerry hesi­
tated. But he had nothing to do that 
evening, and it was his instinct, developed 
by his work, to follow things through. 
You never could tell where you might 
pick up a story with a twist. At eight 
o’clock he was boarding a train for Stam­
ford in Grand Central.

The directory in Stamford gave him the 
address. It was an apartment house 
hardly a block from the station. He 
pushed a button, and listened to agitated 
footsteps inside, for fully a minute before 
the door opened.

The girl who faced him had beautiful 
blond hair that tumbled over her shoul­
ders in symmetrical waves of gold. It 
was the kind of hair you see in the sham­
poo ads—brilliant, incredible. She had 
not much else. Her features were slightly 
heavy, her face round, her lips rouged to 
a petulant pout. Her eyes narrowed at 
him, and there was an edge to her tone.

“Yes?”
“I beg pardon . . . Mr. Bruno? Jud­

son Bruno?”
“He’s not in.” Her manner was im­

patient.

JERRY explained that he had seen
Bruno in New York during the day, 

that he had found something of Bruno’s 
and wished to return it. As evidence of 
his intentions he drew out the aluminum 
coin and held it in his palm. It seemed 
to mean nothing to her.

“You’ll have to come back some other 
time.”

She moved the door a few inches, get­
ting ready to close it. Jerry spoke on a 
sudden hunch.

“By the way, do you know about Vic­
tor Gair?”

It was almost as if he had slapped her 
face. She drew back with a gasp, her 
eyes widening. Then abruptly she stepped 
aside.

“Come in,” she said huskily,
She closed the door behind him, then 

locked it and shot the bolt. They were 
in a small living room, overcrowded with 
cheap furniture. Through one open door 
Jerry could see a sink piled with dirty 
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dishes, and through another a traveling 
bag open on a bed, a stack of women’s 
clothing on either side of it. It looked as 
though Mrs. Bruno had been getting 
ready to walk out.

She clutched his arm. Her fingers 
were tense, frightened. “For heaven’s 
sake, tell me what happened to him!” 
she begged.

“He stepped out of a window on the 
twenty-first floor of the Monument,” 
Jerry told her. “Suicide. I was on the 
sidewalk when he landed. It was pretty 
bad. Why? Was he a friend of yours?”

She shook her head numbly, but not 
in answer to his question.

“I don’t understand it. I don’t under­
stand it.”

She dropped into a chair, staring 
blankly at the nig, Jerry sat down on 
the sofa, facing her. After a moment 
she began to talk. Slowly, uncertainly 
at first, but then like a flood poured out 
the sordid story. Her expression never 
changed its wooden rigidity, even after 
the tears began to roll down her cheeks. 
It was grotesque, like watching a statue 
weep; a statue with shining golden hair.

Jud was a brute—a selfish, stubborn 
bully. A month after their marriage she 
had discovered that he was playing with 
other women. The discovery had been 
repeated, often. She had asked for a 
divorce; he refused. What could she do? 
She had no family except a cousin in 
California, and no money to pay lawyers. 
Although Jud’s income was in five fig­
ures, he gave her barely enough for 
household expenses. The rest he spent 
on his own entertainment.

Then she had met Victor Gair. He had 
been working on a case in Stamford at 
that time, and had picked her up in a 
local grill. They had seen each other, 
secretly, half a dozen times. He had 
pointed out that his business was getting 
divorce evidence.

“I had no money to pay him,” she ex­
plained. “But he was willing to do it— 
for other reasons.”

Jerry understood. She went on, her 
tone bitter. The convention in New York 
had seemed like an opportunity. Ob­
viously Jud meant to use it as an excuse 
for some illicit fun. Otherwise, why take 
a hotel room when he could easily have 
returned to Stamford each night? Victor
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had been optimistic about catching him 
in flagrante delicto.

The next thing she knew, Jud had 
come home, a couple of hours ago, a day 
sooner than she had expected. He had 
offered no explanation, but had laid a 
late edition of a New York evening pa­
per on the table and pointed to a short 
paragraph on the first page. The expres­
sion in his eyes as he watched hei' read 
—she could not define it, but it had 
frightened her. Leering, triumphant.

She had pretended ignorance, but her 
agitation must have been noticeable. His 
sneering silence had been terrifying. She 
had no idea how much he knew about 
Victor Gair, but he must have known 
something, else why call her attention 
to that paragraph? He had refused any 
explanation. She had been too frightened 
to demand one.

“Where is he now?” asked Jerry.
“He went out—to his office, he said. I 

don’t think—I don’t know what he’s go­
ing to do.”

The dribble of glassy tears began to 
get on Jerry’s nerves.

He pulled out his handkerchief and of­
fered it to her.

“Thank you.” She mopped at her livid 
cheeks.

“So Victor Gair was working for you? 
When did you last hear from him?”

“Last evening—he phoned. He said he 
had a room in the same hotel with Jud, 
and was watching him like a hawk.”

“Did he say anything to indicate that 
he might be thinking of committing 
suicide?”

“Heavens, no! Victor—I just can’t
imagine. .

Jerry pondered these revelations, while 
she sniffled opposite him. Then he rose, 
reaching for his hat.

“Well, I’ll go see if I can find your 
husband.” ■

She was at his side quickly. “You 
won’t tell him? I don’t know why I’ve 
told you all this, but you—you’re so sym­
pathetic. I know I can trust you. Can’t 
I?”

TJER eyes were bright with tears again, 
her lips twisted in distress. Jerry 

hesitated over what to say. He felt sorry 
for her, yet did not wish to be drawn 
anv farther into the unsavory complica­
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tions of her affairs. She misread his hes­
itation.

“Oh, no, please! Don’t tell Jud any­
thing!” She clutched his shoulders with 
both hands. “If he knew what I’ve done, 
he—he’d beat me! I’m afraid! I’m leav­
ing here—I don’t know where I’m going. 
You’ll help me that much, won’t you?”

From his shoulders her hands went 
around his neck. She pressed against 
him, turning on the form of appeal that, 
in her experience, was always most 
effective. Without actually taking her 
in his arms, Jerry had to seize her waist 
to keep his balance.

She murmured into his neck, “Please! 
I’ll do anything you ask!”

They were in that position when the 
door opened and Judson Bruno stood 
there, staring at them.

“Ah-h-h-h,” he purred, with a nasty 
intonation.

By the time the door clicked shut they 
had sprung apart, but the spring itself 
was guilty. The blonde cringed against 
the table, her eyes wide with terror.

“Jud! I didn’t know—I only meant—” 
She gulped, trembling. “I never saw 
this man before in my life.”

“No?” Bruno’s tone sneered disbelief. 
“But I have seen him before, I think. 
Yes?”

Jerry tried to keep his voice level. 
“That’s right. At the Monument Hotel 
this noon. That’s why I’m here. Mr. 
Bruno. I came to see you, not your wife. 
She was just explaining to me that you 
were—that you were not at home.”

“Ah, yes!” Bruno’s sneer was malevo­
lent. “She explains these things very 
well, doesn’t she?” When he shot her a 
malicious look, her mouth opened to 
speak. “Keep quiet!” he ordered harshly.

She shrank back, shuddering. He 
turned again to Jerry.

“Now perhaps you’ll explain a little 
further just what you’re doing here, Mr. 
—er—”

“Trimm,” Jerry told him curtly. “With 
the Star. I happened to be at the Mon­
ument this noon, as you know. I found 
something that I discovered later belongs 
to you, and I came to return it.”

He produced the aluminum disc, ex­
tended it on his open palm. Bruno peered 
at it curiously without touching it.

“I’ve never seen it before. What is it?”

In surprise Jerry told him, “It’s your 
membership token in the Suicide Club.”

“Oh, yes! You say it’s mine?”
“The number on it shows that. Mr. 

Pfeister, the secretary, looked it up in 
his roster. He told me that he had de­
livered it to you just before noon, to­
day, by slipping it under your dooi- in 
an envelope. The door of Room Twenty­
thirty-six, at the Monument.”

“Maybe he did,” Bruno shrugged. “But 
then how did you happen to find it?”

“I picked it up on the sidewalk, under 
the marquee, when Gain's body struck. 
I thought that it fell out of his pocket.”

Jerry stopped talking, but he did not 
stop thinking. In fact, he was thinking 
faster than ever. This curious collection 
of facts, and their interrelated meanings, 
was suddenly beginning to fall into a 
pattern. The meaning of that pattern 
struck him like a chill.

Mr. Pfeister had left that pseudo coin, 
marked by its identifying number, in 
2036, Bruno’s room, just before noon. 
At ten minutes past noon it had reap­
peared, bouncing on the sidewalk under 
Victor Gair’s smashed corpse.

How had it got into Gair’s pocket? 
Bruno might have given it to him, ex­
cept that Bruno had denied even know­
ing Gair. And just now he had stated, 
with off-guard frankness, that he had 
never seen the token before. Then how 
had Gair—

But Jerry was not the only one doing 
some fast thinking. Something similar 
must have been passing through Bruno’s 
mind, although his thoughts were not re­
flected on his face. He came at least to 
one conclusion. Reaching out unhurried­
ly, he picked the disc from Jerry’s palm 
and dropped it into his pocket.

“Thanks for your trouble, Trimm,” he 
said, in a tone that tried to be casual. 
Then he turned toward his wife. “Get 
out!”

She gripped the edge of the table. 
“But Jud! I haven’t—”

“Get out!” he repeated with brutal 
finality. “You were getting ready to 
leave anyway, before I came home. Now 
you can walk out, you little devil, and 
stay out forever. Go on!”

Jerry started to speak, then checked 
himself. Any interference would only 
involve him further in this marital mess, 
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the most thankless position he could as­
sume.

T^HE blonde, her eyes riveted to her 
husband, obeyed his blunt command.

Her lips trembling, she crept round the 
edge of the room, keeping as far from 
him as possible. When she was almost 
at the foyer, he made a small, impatient 
gesture with his hand. She emitted a 
brief shriek of terror, jerked open the 
door, and slammed it behind her. Jerry 
heard her heels running along the cor­
ridor.

“Now,” said Bruno ominously. He 
stood with heels apart, between Jerry and 
the door, his heavy features set, like 
concrete. “Now tell me the truth about 
finding that coin.”

Jerry, taken by surprise, repeated his 
former statement. “How do you explain 
its getting into Gair’s pocket?” he added.

The other man disregarded his ques­
tion. “And did you discuss this with my 
wife?”

“No. She didn’t seem to know any­
thing about the coin. It’s true that we 
had never seen each other before. She 
was upset, frightened, by what happened 
to Victor Gair, and she was appealing to 
me for help. That’s all it amounted to.”

“Did you tell Pfeister where you 
picked up that disc?”

“No, I just said I’d found it. I didn’t 
realize then—”

“No, you probably did not. But you 
realize now, perhaps.”

“I’ll have to be going,” said Jerry.
“No, you won’t,” snapped Bruno.
His hand came out of his pocket hold­

ing a revolver, small but deadly. He 
held it pointed steadily at the pit of 
Jerry’s stomach. Jerry blanched.

“You realize that, if you find it difficult 
to explain how Gair got possession of 
that coin, I would find it even more 
difficult, not to say dangerous. Luckily 
you are the only one in the world who 
might ask questions. Now that it is in 
my pocket, I am quite safe. It is un­
fortunate for you, Mr. Trimm, but you 
newspapermen are always putting your 
noses into other peoples’ affairs. Some­
times so far that you cannot get them 
out clean.”

Jerry’s throat was tight. “What are 
you going to do?”
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“I’m going to shoot you,” was the cold, 

unequivocal reply. Jerry noticed that 
Bruno’s lip twitched nervously, as if the 
prospect was a pleasure. “Alive, you 
are too dangerous to me. Dead, you will 
be no problem whatsoever.”

“But you’ll go to the chair for mur­
der!”

“Ah, no! The explanation will be quite 
simple—much simpler than explaining 
that coin. I come home unexpectedly, 
and find my wife in your arms. She runs 
out. I kill you in rage. The unwritten 
law will get me a light sentence; per­
haps nothing. You know how these 
things are. You’ve written them often 
enough in your newspaper. Proof? 
That lipstick on your chin.”

Involuntarily Jerry raised his hand.
“Don’t move! If there’s no lipstick 

there now, there will be before you’re 
found.”

He had sidled cautiously toward the 
sofa while talking. Now he had a pillow 
in his hand. He held it so that a corner 
was over the muzzle of the revolver, to 
muffle the explosion.

“The less noise the better,” he ex­
plained, half to himself. “I may need 
a little time to arrange things, before the 
neighbors rush in.”

His eyes were glazed with excitement 
now, but his hand was steady as a rock. 
He moved toward Jerry from the side, 
beginning to get around behind him. It 
was evidently his intention to shoot him 
in the back of the head, deadening the 
blast with the pillow.

Jerry’s muscles tensed like iron. The 
slightest premature movement would, he 
knew, jerk that trigger finger into ac­
tion. He had to wait until Bruno got 
close enough, but not too close. When 
he could step and reach that gun hand in 
one swing—not before.

The front door flew open with a bang. 
Jerry saw a broad chest in a blue uni­
form with brass buttons. Peering past 
his shoulder were frightened eyes under 
a mop of rumpled blonde hair.

“Go ahead! Make him give me my 
things! He can’t throw me out like this! 
All my clothes, my rings—”

As Jerry swung, the gun barked. His 
eyes, still focused toward the door, saw 
the puncture appear as if by magic in 
the long skirt of that blue blouse. The 
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cop plunged to his knees. Then Jerry’s 
attention was concentrated elsewhere.

The pillow, Bruno, the gun, all went 
to the floor together in a desperate 
scramble. For Bruno the jig was up. He 
must have known it, but for a moment he 
fought like a wild beast. Jerry got hold 
of the gun, but Bruno’s teeth sank into 
his wrist, and he couldn’t do anything 
with it. They thrashed about on the rug, 
the screams of the terrified blonde re­
sounding in their ears.

A FTER what seemed like a century, 
but was probably all of ten seconds, 

Jerry got his elbow on the other man’s 
solar plexus and bore down. Bruno’s 
breath went whuff; his muscles began to 
relax. As Jerry’s arm tore free, the cop 
arrived on hands and knees, his own 
police positive reversed in his massive 
hand. A blow of the butt put Bruno in 
dreamland, but the officer handcuffed 
him to a steam pipe before starting to 
unbutton his blouse.

More by accident than by intention 
the bullet had passed through the pillow 
before reaching its target. It was now 
embedded an inch deep in the police­
man’s hip, but had penetrated no vital 
spot.

He gritted his teeth and began to ask 
questions.

Jerry made no attempt to explain the 
whole story, there in Stamford. He mere­
ly signed a charge of felonious assault, to 
make certain Bruno would be held, but as 
soon as he got to New York he got hold 
of Fennelly on the telephone.

“Bruno probably guessed that Gair 
was tailing him,” he explained. “Gair 
went down to Twenty-thirty-six when 
he knew Bruno was out, to see what he 
could pick up, using the passkey that 
he’d bribed some chambermaid to give 
him. While he was there, this envelope 
was slipped under the door. Naturally, 
he looked in it. Perhaps he thought that 
identity disc would be of some service 
to him. Anyway, he put it in his pocket. 

Then Bruno came and caught him there.” 
“And killed him?” speculated the de­

tective.
“I don’t know. Maybe just knocked 

him cold. In order to avoid an accusa­
tion of burglary, Gair probably explained 
his errand. That doubtless made Bruno 
madder than ever. They had some words, 
and the words soon became blows. Then 
Bruno found himself with a body on his 
hands. Perhaps a dead body; perhaps 
only an unconscious one.”

“In Gair’s pocket he overlooked the 
passkey, but he found the room key to 
Twenty-one-thirty-six right above him. 
He saw a way to kill a lot of birds with 
one stone. He went up the service stairs 
to the floor above and let himself into 
Gair’s room. He opened the window, 
and left the key lying on the table. Then 
he came down again and threw Gair, or 
Gair’s body, out of his own window. It 
was directly below, and nobody could 
tell, afterward, which room it came 
from.”

“But he never saw that Suicide Club 
coin in Gair’s pocket?”

“If he did, he may have thought it 
was Gair’s, and left it there. He had no 
way of knowing it was his own, because 
he had no idea what his own number 
was. So it went down and tumbled out 
on the sidewalk. When I picked it up, 
of course, I didn’t realize what sig­
nificance it was going to have.”

“You realized just in time, didn’t you?”
“It came pretty close to being just in 

time to be too late.” Jerry laughed 
shortly. “I’m wondering if Mr. Pfeister 
is going to be bitterly disappointed.”

“Disappointed? Why?”
“He told me that his collection lacked 

a twenty-one.”
“And now it turns out to be a twenty, 

eh?”
“Worse than that. As I understand 

his explanation, murders are no good. To 
make the grade, it has to be suicide.”

He could hear Fennelly’s sarcastic 
grunt. “Tough break, huh?”
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Murder Wears a Dress

ALBERT MERICAN was ready to 
kill again. His thin, short body was 
protected from the rain by a black 

raincoat and a large black umbrella which 
he held at an angle against the driving 
downpour. From time to time an annoy­
ing run of water dripped from his long 
nose.

He disliked foul weather, but anything

was better than staying in the same house 
with Milly.

“Milly,” he muttered savagely, his voice 
as mean a sound as the slash of the pound­
ing rain on the umbrella.

He looked up the street. In the distance 
the round bright red neon sign of the bar 
warmly beckoned. Perhaps a warm burst 
of whisky would settle his raw nerves.
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He slowly walked toward the bar. How 

he hated his current wife. How he hated 
her. His anger softened a bit at the tepe­
fying thought of the money he’d have after 
Milly’s funeral.

The bartender was a dull-faced man 
with battered ears and a ludicrously small 
nose.

The pleasant hum of conversation in the 
large boothed room was dim and sweet 
against the harsh night sounds in the tor­
rential outdoors.

“Double bourbon,” Albert ordered and 
took the drink to an untenanted booth.

He sipped gently, thought, sipped— Yes, 
it was nice in here—a place where a man 
could plan. No wonder taverns had been 
the chief plotting places through the ages.

He was pleased with himself. He was a 
master criminal—blasted right he was. In 
Washington, in Florida, in New York, he 
had married and killed three fairly 
wealthy women.

A man of simple habits plus a complete 
and utter hatred for women or companion­
ship of any kind and the nosier places of 
entertainment could live a brilliant life of 
ease in such a fashion.

Albert nodded. Yes, he had good rea­
son to be proud of himself. He never used 
the same method twice.

In Washington he’d been Paul Funnel­
son, frustrated literary man—Wilma had 
unfortunately plunged down the cellar 
stairs. The “poor” reward to the “be­
reaved” husband had been $11,000.

In Florida he’d been William Benzinger, 
sickly ex-insurance broker—Fanny had 
slipped on an icy pavement. The incon­
solable husband had been left $9,000.

In New York he’d been Rudolph Las- 
win, businessman—Dorothy who couldn’t 
swim had drowned when their row-boat 
overturned. AU that had been left to the 
miserable husband who had adored his 
Dorothy was $14,500.

HE DRAINED the glass. Oh how he 
would love to use the boat trick 

again! The simplest method, indeed. But 
he didn’t dare; he was much too clever 
to repeat himself.

For Milly he’d devised a brilliant 
scheme. Of course, there were a few 
weak spots in the plan, but that made it 
all the more foolproof! Only an idiot tried 
to make a plan perfect. His plan was as 

perfect as any and would give him maxi­
mum protection.

He had the bartender refill his glass and 
returned to the quiet comfort of the pad­
ded booth to go over his plan again.

After his two-week vacation, which 
started on Monday, he’d go to his office as 
usual. It was a mere twelve-by-twelve 
gash in the ten-storv Furry Building 
where he ran a mail-order business of the 
most trivial nature. He placed ads in the 
cheap magazines, and when someone 
wrote for a luckystone ring he sent it to 
the purchaser if fifty cents had been en­
closed with the request.

So he’d go to his lonely office as usual 
the first business day after his vacation 
and tend to business as usual—until ten- 
thirty. Then he’d don the heavily padded 
sport coat (which he’d purchased two 
years ago in Chicago), slip on the elevator 
shoes which added three inches to his 
height and the old black felt hat.

He’d sneak out the rear entrance of the 
building and go home. They lived on the 
outskirts of this little Ohio city, and their 
beautiful little cottage was a mile away. 
A good walk, but he’d always been fond 
of hiking.

The house nearest to theirs belonged to 
Rena, his sister-in-law, and was a good 
hundred yards away. After making cer­
tain no one was about he’d knock on the 
door and surprise Milly that he had come 
home so early. Well, her surprise wouldn’t 
last long. He’d dispatch her quickly and 
set to work on his alibi.

That was where the sheer genius of his 
plan came in. Milly wras an atrocious cook, 
a poor housekeeper, an incomparable bore. 
In fact, her only accomplishment was the 
front lawn, the flowers and the box hedges. 
She kept those stiff little plants with pro­
fessional care, priding herself upon the ex­
cellence of the hedge which greenly fenced 
the front garden.

Every two weeks Milly trimmed the 
hedges, carefully lining up the poles and 
the string which went over the bushes to 
insure that she sheared an even path over 
the green things which Albert hated.

After disposing of her, he’d put on her 
old garden frock and the floppy sun hat 
she always wore and trim the hedges him­
self.

Rena would be on her sun porch—as 
usual. He’d wave to her. as he’d seen 
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Milly do when he was home on a Sunday 
afternoon, and she would remember it 
later. He had no fear that Rena would 
come over. She was a reticent person and 
rarely visited even her own sister.

After trimming the hedges he’d hurry 
off in his too-large overcoat and elevator 
shoes (from a window Rena couldn’t see) 
and hop a bus to the business section. It 
wouldn’t take long.

The first thing he’d do upon arrival at 
the office would be to phone his house 
twice. The operator would verify it. Of 
course there would be no reply. Then he’d 
phone his sister-in-law and ask her if Milly 
was over at her house. Rena would na­
turally say that Milly had just been out on 
the front lawn.

Actually the ten minutes he used to 
return to the city via the speedy bus would 
be mighty difficult to account for—if they 
suspected him.

That was his alibi—the phone call. He 
couldn’t be home and in the office at the 
same time.

Albert had one final drink and left the 
bar. He was at the end of town so he 
boarded a bus and was driven to the stop 
a few blocks from his home.

He was quite pleased with himself. He 
could get twelve thousand easily for the 
house in these inflated times, Milly’s in­
surance would net another ten thousand 
and her twenty-one thousand in the bank 
would come to him also.

Forty-three thousand cool, beautiful 
dollars! His most ambitious coup indeed!

Milly was a trim-figured fortyish little 
woman with rumpled dark hair and hum­
ble eyes. She greeted her husband pleas­
antly and returned to her book.

Albert hadn’t been what she expected 
but he was something to take along on 
visits and to parties. Morose occasionally, 
but what intelligent person didn’t have 
fits of depression?

Albert lit his pipe and smugly puffed on 
it. No, he was sure, she hadn’t changed in 
three years. Good heavens, married to 
that for a thousand days.

“Where shall we go on our vacation?” 
Albert asked hopefully, between puffs on 
the pipe.

“Al, you know I dislike travel.”
“But, Mil—another vacation spent at 

home! We haven’t gone anywhere since 
we married.”
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“Can you afford California or Bermu­

da?”
He blushed. “I can afford Chicago. It’s 

a nice place—”
“Oh rattles!” She slammed the book 

shut. “Let’s not discuss it.”
Beginning to sound like one of those 

crapulently conceived soap operas, he 
thought. Two whole weeks with Milly— 
but it would be a point in his favor at the 
inquest and trial. A man didn’t spend his 
vacation at home with a wife he didn’t 
love.

She was stingy as all of them had been, 
and he regarded that as another point in 
his favor.

It proved his true love for the woman 
he had married.

MONDAY. First day of the vacation.
Oatmeal, coffee (it never tasted the 

same twice) and a revolting, soft-boiled 
egg.

At eleven in the morning Milly gayly 
donned her garden frock (a long, green- 
stained) , put on the wide-brimmed sun 
hat and smiled at him.

“Must be punctual or the most beautiful 
garden in the world will fail,” she said.

He didn’t curse because he’d long since 
passed the swearing stage.

“It is beautiful,” he admitted, following 
hei’ out into the hot early sunshine.

She set up the poles and the measuring 
string carefully. Seeming barely to touch 
the growth, she worked over the beauti­
fully even topped hedge.

Acute disgust rustled through Albert. 
He’d endure these two weeks somehow, 
but come that Monday, two weeks hence—

Milly fooled with the marvelously fresh­
looking flowers foi’ a long while, then re­
turned to the porch.

“You give all that time to the garden?” 
Albert asked.

She smiled. “Every day. It took a little 
longer today because it’s hedge-cutting 
day. Every two weeks, on the first and 
third Mondays, I trim them. That’s why 
they’re so—so perfect.”

Luncheon consisted of sandwiches 
(bacon, he imagined, from the burnt ruins 
that he swallowed), tea and cake. She’d 
baked the cake, hence Albert was rather 
hungry when he left the table.

He couldn’t scold her for the horrible 
meals. She had a shelf of cook books. She 
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was trying. You couldn’t ask more of a 
woman.

Even the dullest, most frightful days 
will pass. Albert was a pale, hungry-eyed 
little man when he went back to work.

He had a large breakfast in the building 
restaurant and went up to his office. There 
were quite a few pieces of mail waiting 
for him. He set to work and had a goodly 
portion of the lucky-stone rings in the 
mail by ten-twenty.

Then he took out the garments and 
donned the sport coat with the heavily 
padded shoulders, put on the high-heeled 
shoes and the dark brown trousers. The 
black slouch hat completed the picture.

No one saw him leave via the alley 
route. He couldn’t walk very quickly in 
the stilted shoes, but he did make good 
time because he paced himself brilliantly.

From the shadow of the huge elm tree 
a few yards from his own house he sur­
veyed the scene. Rena wasn’t on her front 
porch. He glanced at his watch. It was 
ten forty-five. He boldly went to the front 
door and rang the bell.

The door opened and Milly’s face 
drooped with surprise. “Albert! That 
coat, that hat!”

“Something dreadful’s happened,” he 
mumbled. “Let me in.”

She moved aside, and he entered. Milly 
slammed the door shut.

“Please, Mil, get me a glass of brandy.” 
Wearily he flung himself in the chair near 
the fireplace.

Milly hurried into the kitchen.
In a flash he had one of the heavy brass 

candle-holders, tip-toed to the kitchen 
doorway, flattened his back against the 
wall.

Milly came bustling back to the parlor.
He smashed the heavy candlestick 

against the top of her head, again and 
again. When he finally stopped, her head 
was as red as beet juice.

At last his little gardener was dead. At 
last. He sighed with relief. She hadn’t 
been carrying a glass of brandy. Probably 
she’d forgotten where she’d hidden the 
bottle.

Then he moved quickly, his gloved 
hands taking the few dollars from her 
little change-purse and flinging it at her 
side.

He donned her garden frock and the 
floppy hat. He was slight enough so that 

from a distance Rena would think it was 
her sister in the garden at the usual time.

Today was hedge-trimming day. He 
lined up the poles on the lawn, started to 
snip carefully at the top of the hedge. He 
glanced toward Rena’s house. Good—she 
was on the porch. Rena waved to him. 
He waved back. Thank goodness she never 
came over to gossip.

He was nearly finished when he heard a 
car slow down on the highway before the 
house. Fear made him tremble a little. 
It might be a salesman—maybe a jriend— 
maybe another murder.

As the motor slowly picked up speed, 
Albert peeked over the hedge. He was 
sure the floppy hat screened most of his 
face.

It was a dusty Ford coupe and the 
driver, a youngish man, was r looking 
directly at him.

Deliberately Albert turned his back on 
the man—meaning going away, Mr. Sales­
man—his fingers tightening around the 
heavy shears.

He heard the motor accelerate. When 
he turned, the trunk of the little car was 
disappearing around the bend in the high­
way.

It was noon when he finished with the 
garden, for the hedge had been hard work 
for him. He waved good-by to Rena and 
entered the house.

Quickly he donned his disguise and 
made his exit via a side window which 
was out of Rena’s view and hastened for 
the bus stop a few blocks ahead of the one 
he ordinarily used.

There were a few disinterested people 
in the bus. They didn’t pay any attention 
to Albert who seemed engrossed in a 
newspaper.

Unobserved he entered the office build­
ing by the rear entrance. Safely in his 
office he closed the blind and quickly 
disrobed, putting on his drab brown suit. 
He balled up the costume he’d used and 
jammed it into a little leather bag.

According to his plan he phoned his 
home, and of course there was no answer. 
That was for the police record. He phoned 
again. Then he phoned his sister-in-law.

“This is Al, Rena, Is Milly at your 
place?”

“Why, no. Weren’t you home a little 
while ago, Al?”

“No.”
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“Oh I thought you were.”
He laughed briefly. “I’ve been jammed 

with work here. After the vacation layoff, 
you know—”

“Yes, of course. What did you want 
of Mil?”

“I can’t remember whether it was tea 
or coffee she wanted me to bring home.”

“She was in the garden a short while 
ago,” said Rena. “She probably was bath­
ing when you phoned.”

“Could be, I’ll try again.” He hung up, 
and his right eyelid began twitching un­
controllably. He closed his eyes and after 
a while it stopped.

W/TIAT had Rena meant: “I thought 
’ ' you were home, Al?” She’d said some­

thing like that. Why? Why?
He brought out his pipe and tobacco 

pouch, then dropped them on the desk. 
He’d slipped—but where?

Then he smiled. He was being a fool. 
Rena had probably thought he was still on 
vacation. That was it.

He left the office at five sharp as usual. 
The little bag with the clothes he threw 
into a bubbling little tar pit that was on 
his way. He then purchased a can of coffee 
and a packet of tea.

He was very calm when he alighted 
from the bus near his home, and walked 
leisurely along, nodding to neighbors.

He knocked on the door, waited, 
knocked again. After' a reasonable amount 
of time he opened the door and entered. 
Milly never locked the door, but she hated 
for him to pop in on her and give her a 
start.

He looked at the familiar sight on the 
floor, the top of her head now black with 
dried blood.

He had to simulate horror, fright, grief. 
He thought of his mother—brutal, obese, 
ignorant. He remembered what he’d en­
dured when she’d been drinking, remem­
bered vividly—and sweat covered his face. 
His hand quivered. How he’d hated that 
woman!

He ran outside, yelling as he stumbled 
toward Rena’s house. A passerby stared 
at him.

“My wife’s been killed,” he shrieked 
and pitched forward on his face.

Police Chief Cander nodded sadly to 
Albert. “I’m sorry,” he said. “Looks like 
some tramp got in here.”

Albert jammed the handkerchief into 
his mouth, choked indistinguishable words.

Rena was in the room, along with the 
police officers and the medical examiners.

“Killer used the candlestick,” said the 
M. E.

“For a few pennies she was killed,” 
moaned Albert.

“We’ll get him,” said Cander. “Don’t 
you worry.”

“Milly. She was so gentle . . . probably 
fed him.”

“No,” said Cander, “the kitchen’s in 
order.”

“Who’d do this?” cried Albert.
They consoled him as best they could. 

Before they left the Chief asked if he 
wanted to stay at a hotel for a while.

“No—no.” His face felt sticky and hard.
“I’ll be all right.”

Rena patted his arm. “Just call”—her 
eyes brightened—“just call if you want 
anything.”

“Th-thank you.”
They were gone, at last, and he was 

alone again.
He slowly filled his pipe, lit it, savored 

the friendly pipe juices that filled his 
mouth. He exhaled with perfect content­
ment.

Forty-three thousand dollars. Forty- 
three excellent reasons for living.

After a decent interval he’d sell every­
thing, get the insurance money, and head 
for New England.

Splendid place. A man could relax near 
the sea. Quiet there, too. Perhaps he’d buy 
a little sea-side cottage and hire a good 
cook.

The police chief hadn’t even suspected 
him. Number four was as great a success 
as the others.

Albert settled deeper in the comfortable 
wing chair near the fire-place and dreamed 
while tobacco smoke spiraled upward be­
fore his relaxed face.

He didn’t hear the door bell at first— 
he hadn’t been expecting any callers—but 
the shrill, insistent buzzing pierced his 
dream-soaked mind at last.

He sprang to his feet, went to the door, 
opened it.

“Sorry to disturb you again,” said Chief 
Cander, “but something’s turned up.” 
Rena stood beside the officer.

“You caught him?”
“Uh—no.” Cander was visibly dis­
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turbed. Anger edged into his tone as he 
asked, “Why did you call your wife this 
afternoon?”

“Why—why to see if Mil wanted coffee 
or tea. I’d forgotten.”

Cander glanced at Rena. “You sure he 
doesn’t know about it?”

“No,” said Rena slowly, her eyes fixed 
on Albert’s face, following every twitch.

“You worked it pretty slick,” said Can­
der, “but you just weren’t well enough 
informed.”

“Wh-what?” He carried it off pretty 
well, Albert did.

“Your wife,” said Cander, “or somebody 
in a garden dress and hat was seen by 
Rena from eleven till about noon. Right, 
Rena?”

“Yes.”
“Probably Mil,” said Albert. “She was a 

fanatic about the garden.”
“Milly never touched a leaf of the gar­

den,” said Rena, “unless you were around, 
Al.”

“Huh?” Albert felt his self-assurance 
weaken.

“Pool’ Mil,” said Rena. “She could never 
do anything well, but when she met you, 
Al, she thought she’d found a good man. 
She wanted you to be proud of her, if only 
for the garden.

“You see,” finished Rena, “she had a 
professional gardener come in every two 
weeks to tend the garden. I saw. him stop 
before your house—I know his car—then 
I saw him pull away.”

Cander cut in. “I’ll make it short and 
sweet, Albert. Your wife gave orders to 
that pro gardener never to come in and 
do his stuff if she was puttering in the 
garden because it meant her husband was 
home, and she didn’t want you to catch on 
to her little game.”

“That’s why I thought you were calling 
from home this afternoon,” Rena said 
stiffly.

“Sure,” added Cander. “You work 
alone. You phoned to get some kind of 
alibi.”

Rena was right, Albert thought. Milly 
couldn’t do anything—

It snapped through Albert. No wonder. 
Bake or keep house or— He should have 
guessed.

T’WO troopers brought in a sun-burned
young man who said he was Paul 

Lison, garderner by trade.
“Yeah,” said Paul. “Sure looked kinda 

funny here. Didn’t look much like her 
fooling with the hedge. Acted suspicious, 
too. I thought her husband was home so I 
kept on going. Later I got to remembering 
her face—”

“You’re all crazy,” yelled Albert, “Why 
would I want to kill her?”

“For her money,” said Cander. “For her 
money.”

“I didn’t do it,” said Albert.
“You didn’t do it right,” said Cander, 

“that’s all.”
The almost perfect plan. He would trim 

the hedges, proving she’d been alive at 
that time.

The gardener stared at him, his mouth 
opening. “Yeah, I’m sure that’s the guy in 
that lady’s outfit—sure that’s him.”

“Get this guy’s description on the tele­
type,” Cander was ordering, “and make it 
snanpy. He’s probablv worked this game 
before some place. They always do.”

Albert rushed for the window. A well 
aimed shot from the chief’s .38 smashed 
his kneecap, tumbling him to the floor. 
His senses were gone, pain blotted out 
everything.

“Ma,” moaned Albert, “I didn’t mean 
to . . . don’t—don’t hit me—”

“What’s he talkin’ about?” asked a 
trooper.

“Who cares?” said Cander. He elanced 
down at the little man whom the M. E. was 
attending to. “He thought he was making 
an easy buck.”

The trooper laughed. “Living with these 
dames.—Ha, that’s making a buck the hard 
way.”

“Sorry, ma’am,” said Cander to Rena.
Rena nodded absently. She didn’t say 

anything. She hadn’t had much truck 
with men, couldn’t understand their 
ways—
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The Unwanted

The muzzle of the short-barreled automatic was pointed at Fenwick’s belt-buckle

By LEONARD JONES

STEVE FENWICK’S first impulse was 
to throw the man out of the office. 
Curiosity stopped him. That, and 

the thousand-dollar treasury note the man 
drew from his wallet. A thousand dollars 
would pay a lot of overdue instalments on 
his hired furniture.

Little Tony Ellis, who ran the pawn­
shop around the corner, and whose hard 

earned savings backed Fenwick’s venture 
as a private investigator, used to remon­
strate with him about his habit of treating 
shady clients to a quick and unexpected 
exit.

“Tact, Steve,” he used to say. “Tact is 
what makes money. When you meet a 
heel, treat him like a gentleman. Charge 
him double, yes; but insult him to his face, 

Two bodies—where there should have been only one!
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no. You got to remember that in business. 
Trouble your methods bring us, but no 
cash.” And with a sigh he would advance 
Steve enough from some mysterious 
sources of his own to keep the process 
servers from the door.

So, thinking of Ellis. Fenwick listened 
to what his visitor had to say. And as he 
listened he took stock of him.

Ayrton—Dr. Ayrton, the embossed visit­
ing card on the desk put it—was a slow 
speaking, rather pompous individual, a 
little run to fat. His pink, smooth shaven 
cheeks, the carefully tended and waxed 
mustache, and the expanse of gleaming 
scalp that showed through his rapidly 
thinning hair all betokened the easy living, 
prosperous man of the world.

But under the smooth surface could be 
sensed a hard core of ruthlessness. The 
close set, rather pale eyes held a hint of 
cold determination, and Fenwick sus­
pected that the man who put himself be­
tween the doctor and his goal might, 
metaphorically speaking, find the imprint 
of the doctor’s spiked boots on his face.

“I have reason to believe an attempt on 
my life will be made in the near future,” 
said the doctor, as calmly as if he were 
telling a rich dowager that she was suffer­
ing from some exclusive and expensive 
ailment. “If it succeeds, I want you to 
make sure the guilty party does not profit. 
You may consider this—” he touched the 
bill negligently with a manicured forefin­
ger “—as a retainer. I have purposely 
made it a large one. Obviously, if you 
have to enter the case, I will not be in a 
position to advance any further payments. 
I take it the amount is sufficient?”

FENWICK looked at the bill. So far as
he was concerned it was all the money 

in the world. But the thing was screwy 
from the word go. People just didn’t act 
like that.

“You want me as a sort of bodyguard?” 
he suggested cautiously, sparring for time. 
“Is that it?”

Dr. Ayrton looked at him in cold annoy­
ance. “I thought I had made myself clear,” 
he said wearily. “I will explain again. No, 
Mr. Fenwick. I do not want a bodyguard. 
As long as I am alive I w’ant nothing what­
ever from you. But should I die, say, in 
the next few weeks, you will find out why, 
and inform the police accordingly. That 

is all.”
With some difficulty Fenwick kept his 

growing temper in check.
“You spoke of the police,” he said rea­

sonably. “Why pay me a thousand for a 
job they’ll do in any case, and do as well 
or better?”

Dr. Ayrton nodded. “A fair question,” 
he admitted. “If I thought the police would 
be sure to get at the truth I should not 
come to you. But the police will investi­
gate only where it is plain a murder has 
been committed. Suicide, for instance, 
would not interest them. Now, I certainly 
have no intention of killing myself. You 
follow me? If I die by accident, that ac­
cident is staged. If I am found dead in my 
chair and a gun in my hand, someone has 
closed my fingers around the butt of that 
gun. I am asking nothing illegal. You are 
to give your findings to the police.”

Fenwick was beginning to wonder if he 
was dealing with the victim of a persecu­
tion mania. But he seemed sane enough. 
If he was willing to back up his beliefs 
with a thousand dollars, who was Steve 
Fenwick to call him a liar? He shrugged 
slightly, and taking a sheet of notepaper 
from his desk, unscrewed the top of his 
fountain pen.

“If you’ll just give me a few particu­
lars?” he said. “I assume you have a de­
finite suspicion of someone?”

The doctor paused for a moment, and a 
look of hatred came into his eyes. “Yes,” 
he said. “My wife.”

Fenwick glanced up sharply. The doc­
tor merely raised his eyebrows. “I realize 
it sounds quite incredible,” he said quietly. 
“Unfortunately, it happens to be true.”

Fenwick let it pass. “Motive?” he asked 
dispassionately.

“None!” snapped the doctor. Then he 
made an apologetic gesture. “Oh, money, 
I suppose. I am a wealthy man, and she 
expects to inherit a fortune. And, of 
course her freedom. She is more than a 
little interested in a business associate of 
mine, named North. Miles North.”

“Why not a divorce?” asked Fenwick, 
making a note of the name. “It’s tidier than 
being killed.”

The doctor’s lip curled. “I do not expect 
you to understand,” he said, “but the 
name of Ayrton means something socially. 
I do not intend to have any hint of scandal 
attached to it.” He rose. “And now, if you
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have no further questions, good day.”

When the doctor had gone, the head of 
Fenwick Investigations put his feet up on 
the desk and thought it over. A doctor 
who was a stuffed shirt and, if he was any 
judge, a cruel man; a wife who had prob­
ably been driven to seeking companion­
ship elsewhere; and North completing the 
triangle. Sordid, the whole thing. The 
only part of it that was clean was the crisp 
note now reposing in his battered wallet.

On the face of it, an easy thousand 
dollars. As long as his client was alive he 
had no worries. If he died all Fenwick had 
to do was pin the job on the wife, and turn 
the evidence over to the police. Yes, 
money for jam. None the less he was 
aware of a sneaking feeling of regret that 
he had not thrown the doctor out on his 
ear.

Tony Ellis was perched on the high 
stool back of his caged desk when Fen­
wick entered. The detective dropped the 
thousand on the desk.

“Put this in the account and let me have 
a couple of hundred in cash,” he said.

ELLIS looked at the note and groaned.
“Steve,” he said reproachfully, “all 

these years I have trusted you like a son. 
Now you have to go and knock over a 
bank, or maybe hold up a big crap game. 
Do I deserve you should try to put me be­
hind bars? It is all right when you come 
to me for an advance; if I have it I give it 
to you. But hot money I cannot touch.”

“It isn’t hot,” said Fenwick patiently. 
“Maybe the guy is wacky. I’m not sure. 
But he paid me a thousand to find out who 
kills him. Didn’t even ask for a receipt.”

“Mad he certainly is, if he doesn’t ask 
for a receipt,” agreed Ellis suspiciously. 
“And what kind of talk is this about his 
wanting to find out who kills him? He is 
maybe dead when he comes into your 
office? A Zombie, perhaps? Or do you 
see him in a seance blowing tiny trumpets 
and scattering thousand-dollar bills about 
the room? Steve, you would not try to 
fool an old man?”

Fenwick explained further, and Ellis 
looked relieved. “Is that all?” he said. 
“Why didn’t you say so right off? Wives 
poison their husbands every day. It looks 
as if he has married the wrong girl.”

“Doesn’t it? And now, about my couple 
of hundred?”
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“Wait,” said Ellis. He took the money 

and went into a little room back of the 
shop. He came back with his hands full 
of small bills and gave them to Fenwick. 
“This Dr. Ayrton,” he said. “Maybe I 
know him. He has offices on Park Ave­
nue?”

For a man who never left his shop Ellis 
knew more things about more people than 
seemed possible, and Fenwick had fre­
quently found his knowledge useful.

“That’s the one,” he said. “Smooth, fat 
individual. Hates everybody.”

Ellis nodded, and his chubby face was 
serious. “I have heard things about this 
Dr. Ayrton,” he said. “He is not a man to 
take lightly, Steve. I think maybe he uses 
you to pull some little chestnuts out of the 
fire for him.”

Fenwick rubbed his chin thoughtfully. 
“It’s possible,” he admitted. “But what 
can he do? I don’t even come into it until 
he has passed to happier spheres.”

“It is somewhere else he goes when he 
dies,” growled Ellis. “But you watch 
yourself, Steve. I do not want you should 
be burned to the elbow in this business.”

While Steve did not expect to have to 
earn his money, he decided a little pre­
liminary investigation might be useful.

It wasn’t hard to get a line on the 
Ayrtons. A little judicious priming with 
some of the money Ellis had given him 
put the doorman in a talkative mood.

“She’s a good looker, Mrs. Ayrton is,” 
the doorman said appreciatively. “Maybe 
twenty-three or four; about half the doc­
tor’s age. Used to be a model for a Fifth 
Avenue firm. About nineteen when she 
married. The doctor was a big-time sur­
geon, you know. Lots of kids are idealistic 
about doctors. If I’m any judge, she’s re­
gretted it ever since.”

“Lots of them do,” agreed Fenwick. 
“Ever hear of a man named North? Miles 
North?”

The doorman sniffed. “North? He’s a 
lawyer. Smooth article. One of these 
sharks who set up in business on a shoe­
string, and a couple of years later are 
cheating the government in the upper in­
come tax brackets. Out for what he can 
get.”

Including other men’s wives, thought 
Fenwick, but did not say it. “You know a 
lot about things,” he remarked.

The doorman shrugged. “In my busi­
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ness you learn a lot. People regard you as 
part of the furniture, and they talk. It 
pays to keep your ears open and your 
mouth shut—sometimes.” He looked at 
the fiver in his hand and grinned.

A car drew up, and he straightened 
abruptly. “Aryton’s car,” he said hur­
riedly. “You’re in luck.”

He went to the curb and opened the 
door. Fenwick looked speculatively at the 
girl who got out. So she was the dame 
who was preparing to bump off an incon­
venient husband? She certainly didn’t 
look the part. The doorman hadn’t exag­
gerated about her looks, either. She 
glanced at him as she passed, and Fenwick 
smiled automatically. For a moment he 
thought she was going to freeze up, and 
then she smiled back. A warm, friendly 
smile, like a kid’s. But like a kid who has 
been hurt, and isn’t sure of herself.

WHEN she had passed, Steve left the 
building and drifted aimlessly along 
the street. Like many another man, he 

believed in hunches, and he was sure she 
was no more capable of cold-blooded mur­
der than he was. Ellis was right. There 
was something fishy in Ayrton’s tale.

A picture theatre caught his eye, and he 
went in. It wasn’t exactly his idea of a 
wild night, but nothing better seemed to 
offer. Afterwards he called at a bar in 
East Forty-fifth, and spent a couple of 
hours listening to the bartender’s peculiar 
brand of philosophy. By the time he got 
back to his apartment it was well past two, 
and the telephone in his bedroom was 
ringing with shrill and monotonous in­
sistence. He strode over and picked up 
the instrument.

“Fenwick speaking,” he said.
The voice at the other end was Dr. 

Ayrton’s, and he sounded as if he were 
pressed for time.

“Fenwick? I’ve been trying to get you 
for hours. Listen. I’m speaking from my 
place in Westchester—” he gave the ad­
dress. “I need you tonight, and badly. 
Things have happened today. I can’t tell 
you over the phone. But I can count on 
you?”

“Why not?” said Fenwick. “You hired 
me.”

He hung up, and reached for his hat. So 
Ayrton had changed his mind about a 
bodyguard after all! Well, for a thousand 

bucks he was willing to keep even Ayrton 
alive. With swift fingers he checked a 
heavy thirty-eight automatic and slipped 
it into his pocket. A quarter of an hour 
later he was roaring north in his car.

It was close to four when he turned in­
to Ayrton’s drive and pulled up in front 
of the house. There were no lights show­
ing, and to Fenwick’s mind that spelled 
trouble. Ayrton might be hiding some­
where in that darkened house in fear of 
his life, but he doubted it. Heel or not, the 
doctor had courage and a colossal vanity 
that would never let him admit fear.

His ring brought no response except the 
faint peal of chimes somewhere in the 
house. With a growing sense of uneasiness 
Fenwick went around to the back of the 
house and repeated the summons. Still 
no result. Both locks were heavy Yales, 
and he was on the point of breaking a 
window when he remembered the garage. 
Attached to the house as it was, it would 
be sure to have a communicating door. 
There was a padlock on the sliding garage 
doors, but it was not secured. Fenwick 
went in, his footsteps echoing sharply 
from the concrete floor.

The only car in the garage was the 
typical doctor’s coupe. The radiator was 
cold. Casually Fenwick turned his flash­
light inside the car, and received his first 
shock. There was someone inside, and 
that someone was dead.

In fact, Fenwick had never seen anyone 
who looked quite as dead as that motion­
less, waxen faced figure, and he had seen 
more than one stiff in his time. Not only 
that, it was not the doctor, as he had half 
expected. It was someone he had never 
seen before. He opened the door and 
made a closer inspection. The man was 
dead right enough, but Fenwick could see 
no cause of death. No blood, no signs of a 
wound. And the body was stone cold. If 
there was anything certain, it was that 
when Ayrton had phoned the uncom­
municative gentleman in his car was just 
as dead as when Fenwick found him.

That left Ayrton some explaining to do. 
Reminded of the doctor, the detective 
glanced about him. The door leading to 
the house was not locked, and opened 
soundlessly. It gave access to a sort of 
anteroom opening into a combined study 
and library. Fenwick switched on the 
lights.
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A soft, tiny plop, in the direction of the 

fireplace, attracted his attention, and he 
saw the top of the doctor’s head peeping 
over the back of an armchair. Fenwick 
did not say anything. There would have 
been little point in doing so, for the plop 
he had heard was caused by a drop of 
blood falling into a wide pool beside the 
chair. The doctor, like the stiff in the 
garage, was dead.

This time, however, there was no doubt 
as to the cause of death. There was a bul­
let hole in the side of the doctor’s head, 
and in his right hand, hanging over the 
side of the chair, was a small but ob­
viously effective revolver. It looked as if 
the time had come for Fenwick to start 
earning his money.

TTE PERCHED himself on the edge of 
Al the table and studied the layout. It 
looked like suicide: maybe it was. But 
Ayrton had said it might look like suicide. 
And where did the extra corpse fit in? No 
suicide there, or murder either. He had 
just died, period. There must be a tie- 
up, but what was it?

A woman’s handbag on the sofa caught 
his attention. He went over and picked it 
up. Mrs. Ayrton’s: plenty of stuff inside 
to prove that. And half a box of .32 re­
volver cartridges, the same caliber as the 
gun gripped so tightly in Ayrton’s fist.

Very careless of the dame—too careless. 
Again it didn’t make sense. The whole 
business smelled of—hold it, there was a 
peculiar smell in the room, at that. Fen­
wick found what he was looking for in a 
corner, half hidden by a pile of old rags. 
A two-gallon tin of gasoline. In the gar­
age he wouldn’t have looked at them 
twice. Here they meant only one thing. 
Incendiarism.

Someone had planned to start a neat 
little fire in the doctor’s study. That fire 
would have left a body too charred to be 
recognizable, the metal initials from a 
woman’s handbag, and very little else. 
Any other clues would have been wiped 
out.

A neat theory, only there hadn’t been 
any fire. Either the killer was badly flus­
tered, or he had been interrupted.

Meanwhile Fenwick had the choice of 
calling the police or letting them find it 
out for themselves. Ayrton’s orders were 
to give his findings to the police. But that 
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order was given on the assumption that, 
faced with apparent suicide, the police 
would not be interested. This was differ­
ent. Even the dumbest hick cop would 
find enough of the bizarre in the case to 
stimulate his interest. Besides, being 
found in close proximity to a couple of 
corpses was the sort of thing likely to 
cause hard feelings all around. It would 
Certainly mean a day or two in the local 
calaboose while they checked up on him; 
time he could use to better advantage on 
his own.

He might just as well have saved him­
self all that arguing, because just then the 
door to the garage opened, and a beefy 
gent in plain clothes eased his way in. He 
was accompanied by two uniformed police­
men who regarded Fenwick with a specu­
lative interest, but said nothing.

It didn’t add anything to Fenwick’s 
peace of mind when he recognized the 
plainclothes man. It was a bad sign that 
Detective Sergeant Wills had appeared so 
promptly and so far off his usual beat. 
Wills didn’t seem pleased to see Fenwick, 
if it came to that. He took off his already 
battered hat and slammed it down on the 
floor. Then carefully and deliberately he 
jumped on it with both his capable feet. 
That seemed to ease his mind a little, be­
cause when he spoke his voice was more 
plaintive than angry.

“Steve,” he said, “why must you do 
these things? Can’t I have peace in my 
old age without you strewing my path 
with corpses every so often?”

Fenwick could not help grinning. Know­
ing Wills, he was of the opinion he had as 
much use for peace as a Dyak headhunter 
on the lookout for a couple of skulls to 
decorate the ancestral mansion.

“I’m not askin’ you if you killed this 
mug,” continued Wills, “because you are 
such a liar you’d say no anyway. Be­
sides, that blood has been there about an 
hour, and when I came in the radiator of 
your car was still too hot to touch. But I 
wanna know what you are doing so far 
from town at this time of night.”

“You aren’t very near home yourself,” 
countered Fenwick, sparring for time.

“Been giving evidence in a case in 
Peekskill,” Wills said shortly. “The boys 
were driving me home. You oughtn’t to 
go flashing lights in a house that’s sup­
posed to be shut up for the season if you 
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don’t want company. And now—”

“You came in through the garage,” in­
terrupted Fenwick. “The doctor’s car is 
there. Did you look inside?”

Wills gave him a long stare. “Is this a 
game?” he asked suspiciously.

“I doubt it,” said Fenwick dryly. “Bet­
ter have a look inside that car. You’ll die 
laughing.”

“I don’t laugh easy,” growled Wills. 
Then, to one of the policemen, “See what’s 
up, George.”

George detached himself and went out 
towards the garage. Wills looked around 
the room. His eye fell on the gasoline and 
rags in the corner, and he pointed an ac­
cusing finger.

“Steve,” he said reproachfully, “sure 
this ain’t a crooked insurance angle you 
are working.”

“Not guilty,” said Fenwick. “That’s 
how I found things.”

WILLS wore a puzzled frown. Here 
’' was a nice routine suicide threatening 

to turn into something with angles, and 
suicides with angles are things that have 
to be handled with kid gloves. He scruti­
nized the corpse carefully, then turned to 
Fenwick.

“I’m going to ask you some questions,” 
he said grimly, “and I want some straight 
answers. Otherwise—”

George came back. His eyes were still 
popping. “There’s another one in the car, 
sarge,” he bleated, “and deader’n Judas!”

Wills paused, looked as if he were about 
to say something, and closed his mouth 
again. Followed by George, he made a 
hasty exit towards the garage. After a 
moment’s hesitation, the other patrolman 
drifted after them.

Fenwick had hoped for that. The hand­
bag belonging to Mrs. Ayrton he had 
dropped behind a cushion as Wills came 
in. Now he scooped out the contents and 
sorted them rapidly. Those that could be 
traced to Mrs. Ayrton he stuffed in his 
pockets, the rest he put back. The bag 
itself, too bulky to conceal, he wedged in 
the fireplace chimney.

He could not have said himself why he 
did it. Dr. Ayrton had hired him to find 
his killer, and said in so many words that 
killer would be his wife. Ayrton was 
dead, and now Fenwick was doing his best 
to keep the incriminating evidence from 

the police. Maybe he was just playing a 
hunch, and then again maybe there was 
more to it. He hadn’t forgotten that re­
mark of Ellis’s about pulling chestnuts out 
of the lire. The whole business was 
screwy; had been on the fringe of lunacy 
from the time Ayrton had come with his 
absurd tale.

Sergeant Wills thought it was screwy 
too. His face had a hunted look when he 
came back into the room. “Riddles,” he 
said. “Questions that haven’t got answers. 
Which reminds me. You haven’t said why 
you are here.”

Fenwick gave him part of the truth.
“Ayrton had a hunch some one was 

gunning for him,” he said. “He came to 
me for protection. Tonight he called me 
up and said the blowoff was due. When I 
got here I found him like that.”

“I see,” said Wills with heavy sarcasm. 
“He gets to thinking it over, and when he 
realizes what a rotten bodyguard he has 
hired he shoots himself in sheer disgust. 
I don’t blame him. And who is our friend 
in the garage?”

“You’ve got me there,” said Fenwick.
“I hoped you'd know.”

“I don’t. Or why he is dead. Or why he 
is wearing no shoes or socks, and clothes 
that don’t fit. Or why anything is the way 
it is.” He scowled blackly at Ayrton’s 
corpse, and at the gasoline in the corner.

“Well, Steve,” he decided after a mo­
ment, “there’s no need for you to lose any 
more sleep over this. You’re out of a job. 
I’ll give this case my personal attention. 
But of course you’ll stay in New York 
where I can reach you?”

Fenwick took the hint. He got to his 
feet, hoping the bulge of feminine odds 
and ends in his pockets did not show too 
much, and left as casually as he could. 
Wills watched him go, and with a weary 
sigh turned back to the job in hand.

In the garage Fenwick worked fast. The 
luggage compartment of the doctor’s car 
contained a large suitcase, and he grunted 
in satisfaction. He had expected some­
thing of the sort, but finding it was a 
further indication that he was on the right 
track. When he drove off, the suitcase 
was on the seat beside him.

He stopped some distance down the 
road and opened it. He found the contents 
suggestive. A new bankbook made out in 
the name of Richard Elwood, and con-
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taining a staggering balance. A second 
book, being a joint account between 
Ayrton and Miles North, with recent with­
drawals. Clothes, all new, and neatly 
tabbed with the name of Elwood. In fact, 
everything else in the case was appar­
ently the property of this unknown El­
wood, except the suitcase itself. Fenwick 
grinned mirthlessly. It bore Ayrton’s 
initials. For all his cunning, the doctor 
had made a slip there.

Elwood—the corpse in the car? A pos­
sibility, but Fenwick was inclined to 
doubt it. He had certain ideas about that 
corpse; ideas he meant to check right 
away.

TT WAS nearly eight when he reached 
the hospital where Ayrton had been 

chief surgeon. The receptionist, a red­
head with curves, said curtly that Dr. 
Ayrton was not in, and besides he saw 
people only by appointment. Her eyes 
wandered over Fenwick’s unshaven chin 
and crumpled suit with the implied as­
sertion that it would be a frosty day when 
he succeeded in making one.

Fenwick turned on the charm. “You 
don’t understand, beautiful. “I don't want 
to see him. I’m a friend of his, and he 
asked me to look in about a registered 
drug he lost yesterday. He thought it 
might be somewhere in the dissecting 
room.”

Under that smile the redhead became 
suddenly human. “It’s a little irregular,” 
she smiled back, “but I believe Dr. Ayrton 
was in the dissecting room last evening. If 
you'd come this way?”

If the nurse was expecting Fenwick to 
try and improve their acquaintance in the 
quiet of the dissecting room, she was 
doomed to disappointment. The room was 
not empty. In addition to four cadavers in 
various stages of assembly, the morgue 
attendant was there, and he was on the 
verge of coming unstuck mentally.

“Five!” he shouted as they came in. 
“Five, there were yesterday, and now 
there’s only four! No one’s signed it out, 
and Dr. Harvey has booked the brain for 
his lecture. What’ll I do?”

The nurse sighed resignedly and turned 
to Fenwick. “Sorry,” she said, “I’ll have 
to report this. That miserable old gin­
hound’s mislaid a stiff again. He’s always 
doing it.” And with a final pungent com-
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ment about the attendant’s ancestry she 
went out.

Fenwick was feeling pleased. One point 
was cleared up, at least. It was obvious 
the missing subject was the corpse in 
Ayrton’s car. There was no further need 
to spend time at the hospital. A door 
opening on to a parking space showed how 
the corpse had been abstracted without 
attracting attention, and Fenwick slipped 
out by it.

His next point of call was a shop where, 
for thirty dollars of Ayrton’s money, he 
bought a duplicate of Mrs. Ayrton’s 
handbag. Wills would ask questions, and 
he might as well supply the answers.

Mrs. Ayrton was already up when he 
called. Time was short, and he wasted 
none in beating around the bush.

“Mrs. Ayrton,” he said, “your husband 
has been murdered. I know you didn’t do 
it, but the police will think you did. I 
want you to go out and let me deal with 
them. Have your hair done, or something; 
but go quickly.”

The girl swayed a moment on her feet, 
and Fenwick was afraid she was going to 
faint. But she steadied herself. “I—I don’t 
understand.” Her voice was expressive of 
complete bewilderment.

“I hoped you wouldn’t. But believe me, 
it’s urgent. I know I’m a stranger. But 
your husband hired me to protect his in­
terests—Fenwick lied diplomatically “— 
and with him dead, I regard helping you 
as part of that job. Please believe that, 
Mrs. Ayrton.”

For a moment she looked searchingly at 
him. Then without a word she turned to­
wards the bedroom. A moment latei' she 
returned dressed for the street.

“I’m going to the hairdresser’s on the 
corner,” she said simply. “You can reach 
me there if I’m needed.”

When she had gone Fenwick put the 
handbag on the table and sat down. He 
had not long to wait. The doorbell rang 
with that imperious touch only authority 
can convey. Fenwick felt a certain admira­
tion. Wills might be the slow type, but 
he got results.

The sergeant had an official looking 
paper in one hand, and Mrs. Ayrton’s 
handbag in the other. His mouth dropped 
open as Fenwick opened the door. “No!” 
he said protestingly. “Not again! What 
are you doing here?”
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“I’m an old friend of Mrs. Ayrton’s,” 

said Fenwick calmly. “I came to offer 
my sympathy.” His eyes turned ques- 
tioningly to the stranger beside Wills, who 
had been looking at him fixedly.

“Mr. North,” said Wills mechanically as 
the two entered. "Look here, Steve, what’s 
your game? Where’s Mrs. Ayrton?”

“She’s not in,” said Steve. "I was ■wait­
ing for her.”

Wills looked his suspicion. “Uh-huh. 
You’re sure you didn’t send her out, 
knowing I had a warrant for her arrest?”

“What a question! How could I know 
that?”

Wills held out the handbag aggressively. 
“Mrs. Ayrton’s,” he snapped. “We found 
it at the doctor’s place, and Mr. North 
here identified it. And don't try to tell me 
you—suffering cats.”

His eye had fallen on the second hand­
bag, and he stopped short. “What’s the 
matter?” asked Fenwick innocently.

7ILLS didn’t answer. He was staring 
from one bag to the other. He went 

across to the table and looked inside the 
second one. It contained Mrs. Ayrton’s 
odds and ends. He fingered the leather 
thoughtfully, and Steve frowned. Wills 
was no fool. Fortunately both bags were 
of soft leather, and Wills could tell little 
about their comparative ages.

“Maybe we’ve made a mistake, Steve,” 
he said slowly. “But I find it very odd 
both bags are so much alike.”

“You know what I think, Sarge?”
“No, Steve,” said Wills dangerously. 

“What do you think?”
“Someone planted that bag you found. 

Someone who knew what kind of bag 
Mrs. Ayrton had.”

Wills’ eyes had narrowed. “Yes,” he 
conceded, “if you are right he'd have to 
know that, wouldn’t he? Well, I can see 
I have some work to do yet. Coming, Mr. 
North?”

“Eh?” North turned his eyes reluctantly 
from Fenwick’s face. “No, not yet. I think 
I’ll wait. As the Ayrtons’ legal adviser—”

“Sure. Well, see you later, Steve. And 
if I find you've been interfering with evi­
dence, in jail!”

He went out. Fenwick looked specu­
latively at North. It would not take Wills 
long to find out that he had bought that 
second handbag. He suspected something 

already. The case had to be clinched be­
fore he got back, and he frowned thought­
fully. North’s hat was on a table by his 
hand. Beside it was a pair of leather 
gloves. Fenwick shrugged. Why not? He 
had suppressed a lot of evidence so far. 
Why not manufacture a little? When the 
lawyer’s back was turned he dropped the 
gloves in his pocket. Then he spoke to 
North, who was pacing restlessly about 
the room.

“I suppose Ayrton had it coming,” he 
said conversationally.

“Hey? What are you talking about?”
“Your killing him,” said Fenwick 

calmly. “In your place I might have done 
the same. But why drag Mrs. Ayrton in­
to it?”

“You're crazy!” But North was all at­
tention now.

“Am I? We’ll consider the case of two 
hypothetical business partners, then: a 
doctor and a lawyer. Their methods were 
shaky; so shaky they were beginning to 
worry about the district attorney taking 
an interest. Shall I go on9”

“Please do,” said North politely. Fen­
wick noted his right hand was resting in 
his coat pocket, and his pulse quickened.

“I will. One the t"n, the doctor, got 
so panicky he decided to light out, leaving 
his partner to face the D.A. He raided 
their j tint account, and arranged to dis­
appear under the name of Bichard El­
wood. The lawyer found out, shot him 
with his own gun, and faked a suicide. 
What he didn't know was that the doctor 
was trying to fake a murder, and the two 
mixed together made an unholy mess! Tire 
doctor left his wife’s bag there, meaning 
her to take the rap. When the lawyer 
found out his fake suicide didn’t hold 
water, he was only too glad to identify 
the handbag and incriminate her.”

“That’s all guesswork. It’s absurd.”
“Is it? Unfortunately for you, Wills 

thinks now that it was you who planted 
that handbag. Ever hear of the paraffin 
test?”

Involuntarily North glanced at his free 
hand. Then he smiled contemptuously. 
“Of course.”

“Of course,” agreed Fenwick. “You're 
a lawyer. You know the paraffin test 
proves infallibly if a gun has been fired 
recently from a person’s hand. It fright­
ened you, though, until you remembered 
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you wore gloves lost night. Where are 
those gloves now, North?’’

North’s glance flashed to the table, and 
his face went gray.

"Yes,” said Fenwick, “it looks as if the 
sergeant has heard of the test too, doesn’t 
it? Gloves are made of leather, and 
leather is skin. What can be proved for 
one can be proved for both.”

North’s hand came out, of his pocket 
with a short barreled automatic. The next 
instant he was sprawling on the floor 
under the table Fenwick had tipped over 
on him. The gun went clattering into a 
corner. North was a heavy man and a 
fighter. He managed a grip on Fenwick’s 
throat and began to squeeze. But of the 
two Fenwick had been brought up in the 
tougher school. He wasted no time in try­
ing to break that deadly hold. Instead he 
brought both palms sharply and simultan­
eously against North’s ears. The lawyer 
gave a howl of pain as the suddenly com­
pressed air shattered his ear drums. He 
released his hold.

■’T'HAT was all Fenwick needed. He 
A smashed his fists into North’s face and 

midsection, and that was that.
“Very pretty, Steve,” said Wills’ voice 

from the door. “But do you have to mess 
him up so much? All blood he is, and the 
police will be accused of using strong- 
arm methods again.”
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He looked at North’s unconscious fig­

ure, and shook his head.
“So he did it, eh? I thought so when 

you mentioned the handbag. Except for 
Ayrton himself, he was the only one who 
knew about it.”

Fenwick shook his head. “Ayrton 
planted the bag,” he said.

“You mean he cooperated in his own 
murder?”

Fenwick explained briefly. “No. You 
see, Ayrton had to disappear, and he fig­
ured the best way to disappear was to be 
buried. And for a burial you have to have 
a body. For him that was easy. Fie stole 
a body from his own hospital. He meant 
to put a bullet through its head, and start 
a fire to make it unrecognizable. But a fire 
on top of a supposed suicide would make 
the police suspicious, so he came to me 
with a trumped up tale about his wife, 
and how she was planning to kill him and 
make it look like suicide. Smart. If it 
hadn’t been for North interfering I might 
have fallen for it. But North rigged it 
for plain suicide. He never saw the extra 
body at all, and it must have been one 
devil of a shock to him when he read 
about it in the papers.”

Wills nodded, and looked absently 
around the room. "By the way,” he said. 
“You haven’t seen my gloves about any­
where, have you? When I went out I 
picked up North’s by mistake.”

“Qih QjuaI a (Rvuiinc (riaisAgjwni JfiLLinq—''
rpHAT’S what the young policeman, Bill Ryan, thought when he found 
A the body in the alley. But strangely enough, sight of this particular body 

unnerved him. There was something appallingly horrible about finding this 
dead man in a garbage-littered waterfront alley, with the river waters 
lapping at the pilings nearby and, in the other direction, the bright-lit cars 
streaming unconcernedly on the great elevated highway. . . .

Just routine, the Homicide men told Steve Huston when he made in­
quiry, but he hopped along on the Homicide car. "I'll go along for the ride, if you don’t 
mind,” said Steve. Somehow he had a hunch that something important was afoot. And 
when a violin, with a case initialed J.H., was found at the scene of the crime, that 
clinched matters.

It was a case for the Phantom! The case of the slain musician—told next issue by 
Robert Wallace in MURDER SET TO MUSIC, one of the most exciting mystery novels 
of the year! Look forward to a top-flight thriller in which the finding of the victim’s 
body is only the first note in a macabre symphony of death!



THE 'Doctoi CALLED

THE news swept through police 
headquarters in Los Angeles. Word 
passed from floor to floor and even 
through the cell blocks. “The Black Dah­

lia killer has confessed,” was the message. 
Few murders had created more furore 

in Los Angeles than the slaying of the 
beautiful butterfly girl nicknamed Black

Dahlia by the press. Her body had been 
horribly mutilated and this act had given 
rise to many conflicting public theories 
about the killer.

Upstairs in a room in the detective divi­
sion, burly sleuths were questioning a 
cowering suspect. “Yes, I did it,” he 
whimpered. A homicide stenographer was 
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of the complex and all-embracing nature of our police 
structure! All these stories are based on authentic 
and actual cases and bring you the “inside” facts!

hurriedly summoned and took down the 
words of the trembling man. The state­
ment was typewritten and each of the 
pages was signed by the prisoner.

Solved at Long Last

The elated detective heaved a sigh of re­
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lief. Their first class headache had been 
solved.

As they were congratulating themselves, 
the door opened and a tall man with sharp 
piercing eyes and a long thin mustache 
stepped into the room.

“We got the right man this time, Doc,” 
they greeted him.
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“That’s fine,” replied Dr. J. Paul de 

River, psychiatrist attached to the Los 
Angeles police force. Dr. de River began 
questioning the confessed murderer. A 
short while later he picked up the state­
ment signed by the prisoner and tossed it 
into the waste-basket.

“Sorry, boys,” he told the crestfallen 
detectives, “but this is just another one of 
those phony confessions.”

The deflated prisoner, his hour of glory 
over, was taken to a hospital for mental 
observation, another man in the long list 
of weak-minded individuals who had con­
fessed to a murder he had not committed. 

sex motivation in the medical sense, is the 
underlying cause of most crimes and as 
a result Dr. de River legitimately takes 
part in the investigation of all important 
cases. The position of the body, certain 
acts of the killer following the murder, 
which mean nothing at all to police, often 
provide him with a definite clue which 
assist authorities in identifying the killer.

Dr. de River takes a leading role in 
questioning suspects and his shrewd anal­
ysis of the prisoner’s answers and actions 
have enabled him to trap many culprits 
who thought they were getting away with 
it.

False Confession Common Letter Cleared Up Crime

Police know that every time a murder 
breaks and newspapers devote a great 
deal of space to it, they can expect to re­
ceive false confessions. Sometimes the 
confessions are from prisoners already in 
jail who hope to relieve the boredom of 
confinement by a trip out of prison gates. 
More often the confessions are from psy­
chotic individuals who become so wrapped 
up in the crime that they even delude 
themselves into thinking they had com­
mitted the murder.

Dr. de River occupies a unique niche 
in the art of crime detection and has 
trail blazed a path of psychiatric approach 
to the solution of murder. He probably 
would be startled to hear himself de­
scribed as a detective since he is a medical 
doctor who specializes in psychiatry. But 
as the only full time psychiatrist who is a 
member of a police force and who devotes 
his energies to solving crime, he is as 
much a detective as any member of the 
Los Angeles Homicide Squad. In fact, he 
goes to the scene of every murder, re­
sponding as quickly as the Homicide 
Squad itself.

Doctor Solves Murders

The psychiatric detective does more 
than separate the sheep from the goats as 
far as confessions are concerned. He per­
sonally has solved many of the best known 
murders in the West Coast city. Officially 
he is listed on the payroll as head of the 
Sex Offense Bureau, a separate division 
that is allied with the police department. 
The title is misleading. To osychiatrists.

Reading of several letters enabled the 
psychiatric detective to solve the murder 
of Mrs. Rose M. Whitmore, a millionaire 
widow. This case broke in a strange fash­
ion.

The time was late April, 1942, the nation 
was at war, and Air Raid Warden Ray­
mond E. Stepp was a conscientious mem­
ber of the civil defense corps. When a 
new couple moved into a bungalow on 
North Hobart Boulevard in Los Angeles, 
only two doors from his home, he knew it 
was his duty to call there and record their 
names for the records being kept by his 
volunteer organization.

Won't Answer Bell

Stepp went there several times but re­
ceived no answer to his repeated tugs at 
the bell. Tappings on the door brought no 
response. Other neighbors occasionally 
saw a middle-aged couple enter a new ex­
pensive machine and drive away. The 
couple usuallj' kept all the window blinds 
drawn. Several times when Stepp rang 
the bell he was certain that the people 
were home but deliberately would not 
answer.

One night a neighbor informed him that 
she had heard screams in the bungalow 
the previous week and since that time had 
seen no signs of activity there. Stepp went 
to the bungalow to make a final call, de­
termined that if he received no answer he 
would report the lack of cooperation to 
police. He found the house in darkness 
and the garage empty. As he was about to 
move away he detected an odor which he
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recognized as decomposing flesh. Stepp 
called police and two detectives forced 
their way into the house and found the 
body of a woman lying under a bedspread 
in the front bedroom.

Murder Was Brutal

The woman’s head and face was bat­
tered and bloodstains were on the floor 
and walls of the room. An inspection of 
the house showed that there were three 
bedrooms, one of which was bare. The 
other bedroom had been occupied by a 
man and contained several suits, hats, 
shoes and ties.

Further mystery was injected by the 
neighbor who had heard the screams. She 
said she glanced over at the bungalow and 
caught a glimpse of a man wearing a white 
shirt pull down the shades. The action 
had been so quick that she had not seen 
the face of the man. A short time before 
that she had momentarily seen the man 
who lived in the bungalow on the lawn 
and she was certain that he had been 
wearing a blue shirt at that time. She did 
not know whether he was the man who 
had lowered the shades. Wondering if 
there might be two bodies in the house, 
the officers searched it thoroughly without 
finding anything else. In the man’s bed­
room they noticed a shaving set.

Police Are Called

The local men notified central head­
quarters and Captain Vernon Rasmussen, 
commander of the homicide squad, raced 
to the bungalow. Dr. de River also re­
sponded to the call.

None of the neighbors even knew the 
names of the couple who had occupied the 
house. In a desk in the living room the 
officers found papers which established 
the identity of the murdered woman as 
Mrs. Whitmore. The officers found stock 
securities with a face value of more than 
a quarter-million dollars. The checkbook 
showed that shortly before her murder 
she had withdrawn S3,400 in cash. There 
was no money in the house, but additional 
stocks and bonds plus a sterling silver 
diamond wrist watch were in the various 
rooms.

In the woman’s dresser were a batch of

1*07 
letters which were signed, “Dahl.” The 
name of a New York City attorney was on 
many of the legal papers and officers tele­
phoned him. They learned that Mrs. Whit­
more was a widow. Her husband had died 
some 12 years earlier and left her more 
than a million dollars in cash plus a large 
trust fund. She had been in New York in 
February and told her attorney she was 
going to her winter home in West Palm 
Beach.

Several weeks later she called him and 
said she was selling her Florida home. 
The attorney did not know that she had 
gone to Los Angeles. So far as he knew 
she had not remarried and he was certain 
that she would have notified him promptly 
if she had, since they had been friends for 
many years. He added that she was a 
shrewd business woman who would have 
wanted legal documents drawn up to pro­
tect her fortune if she ever remarried.

Roomer Puzzles Detectives

Several hours later the puzzled detec­
tives returned to headquarters with no in­
formation about the man who had lived in 
the second bedroom. None of the neigh­
bors had ever spoken to him and their de­
scriptions of him were vague to the point 
of being practically valueless. Mrs. Whit­
more had purchased the house and made 
all the arrangements herself.

Although neighbors said that the man 
always had driven the car, the sales 
agency reported that she had walked in 
alone and placed the order for it.

The officers turned to Dr. de River and 
asked if he had spotted anything in the 
way of a clue. The packet of letters turned 
out to be love notes but none of them were 
dated or carried any address.

The psychiatrist scanned the love notes. 
One of them read, “I love and respect you 
more than anything else in the world. I 
want to marry you and make a fine home 
for you. There exists no cure for my heart, 
wounded with the sword of separation 
from you.” The rest were quite similar in 
that the writer stressed his respect and 
love.

“Find this man Dahl and you will have 
the killer,” he told the startled officers. 
“These letters from him to the murdered 
woman aren’t normal love letters at all.
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When a man’s in love he doesn’t have to 
tell a woman he respects her. The only 
reason for the assurance is that ire knew it 
wasn’t true and he was trying to cover it 
up that way. The answer is that he was 
after her money, and as her attorney 
pointed out, she was too shrewd a business 
woman to give it to him. He probably 
killed her in a rage when she would not 
turn over her fortune to him.

‘‘Another thins," he added. "Since these 
are love letters the signature Dahl is prob­
ably part of his name or a nickname. A 
nickname. A man named Jones wouldn’t 
sign love letters just as Jones.”

Hunt for Man's Name
The detectives went to work once again 

sifting through the various papers they 
had found in the desk. On one thej- found 
the name of Grover Cleveland Dahl- 
bender.

“I'll bet he’s the one who wrote the 
“Dahl” letters,” the psychiatrist ex­
claimed.

“And with a name like that my men 
better find him or turn in their badges,” 
Rasmussen added.

The detectives quickly got on the trail 
of Dahlbender. They learned that he was 
a former Wall Street broker who came to 
Los Angeles and was employed by a local 
wholesale drug firm as a salesman. The 
officers knew that they were on the right 
track when tljfcy learned that Dahlbender 
had not appeared at the drug house for 
more than a week, which was since the 
murder had been committed.

While the search for the missing man 
spread through California, an itemized 
record of the murdered woman’s belong­
ings showed that jewelry and negotiable 
securities valued at 850.000 were missing. 
Dahlbender was traced to San Diego and 
from there to a resort town where he was 
found in the company of an attractive 
divorcee.

Dazed Killer Admits Crime
Startled by the rapidity with which the 

police discovered his identity, even though 
he never' had allowed himself to be seen 
by the neighbors at the bungalow, he ad­
mitted the murder and theft. Later he 
pleaded guilty and was sentenced to life 
imprisonment, trapped because the psy­

chiatric detective had been able to read 
another meaning in his love letters.

One of Dr. de River’s most noted cases 
involved the brutal murder of three little 
schoolgirls, 7, 8 and 10 years old. The girls 
had left their homes in Inglewood, located 
in Los Angeles County, about 11 o’clock 
Saturday morning. They were seen early 
that afternoon in a nearby park but later 
disappeared.

When they failed to return home that 
night, a search was made. Monday after­
noon members of the searching party 
stopped short when they saw three pairs 
of shoes neatly placed side by side on the 
edge of a gully.

In the ravine were the three bodies of 
the children.

Each one had been criminal^ assaulted 
and a piece of clothesline was tied around 
their necks.

De River Gives Aid

Dr. de River was summoned to the 
scene and asked for his opinion. Here it is 
on record in police files given the day the 
bodies were found:

“Look for one man. probably in his 
early twenties, a ped 'rile (interested in 
children) who might Lave been arrested 
before for annoying children. He is a 
sadist with a super-abundance of curios­
ity. He is very meticulous, and probably 
now remorseful: most sadists are very apt 
to masochistic (self-condemning) after ex­
pressing sadism. The slayer may have a 
religious streak and even become prayer­
ful.

“Moreover, he is a spectacular type and 
has done this thing, not on sudden im­
pulse. but as a deliberately planned affair. 
I am of the opinion that he had obtained 
the confidence of these little girls. I be­
lieve they knew the man and trusted him.”

Psychiatric Clues Only

The psychiatric detective was basing his 
description of the killer solely on his medi­
cal knowledge, the position of the shoes 
and the three bodies. There were no 
physical clues at the scene.

Working on the leads furnished by Dr. 
de R iver, detectives concentrated on find­
ing all the young men whom the three 
girls might know. One of those questioned 
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was Albert Dyer, a WPA worker who had 
guarded the school crossing as part of his 
job. He had been arrested once on a sex 
charge. Dyer offered an alibi that stood 
up under routine checking as did so many 
others being questioned.

Several days later he returned to the 
local station house and said he had heard 
police were looking for him. The officer 
on duty shook his head and Dyer started 
to walk out. Dr. de River happened to be 
at the station house at the time and he 
watched the man strut toward the door.

“Bring him back here,” he ordered.

Killer Is Grilled

For the next half hour the psychiatrist 
questioned the youth and while the police 
officers stood by and watched they saw 
Dyer suddenly lose his cocksure air and 
then confess to the triple murders. They 
exchanged glances when the prisoner in 
describing his crime remarked, “I even 
knelt and prayed for their souls and my 
own.”

The psychiatrist had completely called 
the turn on the killer. The “super-abun­
dance of curiosity,” which Dr. de River 
had predicted in his report proved Dyer’s 
undoing. He later was executed. If he had 
stayed away from the station house after 
being cleared by police the crime possibly 
never would have been solved. It also 
might have remained unsolved if Dr. de 
River hadn't happened to drop in at the 
station house that day.

Like so many other experts in the field 
of crime detection, Dr. de River embarked 
on his career first by chance and then by 
deliberation. He was a noted and most 
successful practising psychiatrist in New 
York City when the late President Roose­
velt appointed him to a special board to 
handle cases involving disabled war vet­
erans in California. Dr. de River was ap­
pointed as consulting psychiatrist to the 
board.

He Blazes New Trail

In making investigations in certain 
problem cases, he became interested in 
the study of sex and its relation to causing 
crime. With the enthusiasm of a scientist 
blazing a trail, Dr. de River offered his 
services to the Los Angeles probation de­
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partment. He interviewed and studied the 
prisoners who had pleaded guilty or been 
convicted by a jury, and made recom­
mendations to the court as to any treat­
ment needed to rehabilitate the prisoners 
and make them useful members of society.

It was his work in solving the murder of 
the three little girls that led to the estab­
lishment of his bureau as a part of the Los 
Angeles police.

Several years ago the newspapers of the 
nation headlined the story of an attractive 
bride who was found murdered in her 
pullman berth. Because of the difficulty 
of obtaining train accommodations at that 
time, the bride’s husband had been 
assigned to a berth in another train. The 
murder had occurred in Oregon while the 
train was on its way to Los Angeles.

Murder Puzzles Press

For the next twenty-four hours the re­
porters had a field day picturing a crafty 
killer who went about the train knifing 
passengers and they wondered if the killer 
was somebody from out the bride’s past.

When the train arrived in Los Angeles, 
detectives and Dr. de River were waiting 
in the station. They quickly obtained 
statements from the various passengers 
who were released and allowed to go about 
on their business after receiving a nod 
from the psychiatrist.

The last group of men to be questioned 
were the train personnel. The porter 
assigned to the car, who had been one of 
the chief suspects all along, found himself 
answering a barrage of questions. Mean­
while Dr. de River began talking to a din­
ing car cook, a crew member who under 
normal conditions would have been no­
where near the pullman car where the 
murder had been committed.

Cock's Delight Betrays Him

The psychiatrist had detected an air of 
suppressed excitement about the man, 
certain mannerisms and evident delight at 
hearing about the more gory aspects of the 
crime, and he suspected that Robert Lee 
Folkes, the cook, might be a sadist.

Dr. de River deliberately designed his 
questions to get the other man boasting 
and then quietly asked him if he had cut 
up the woman.
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“Sure, I did,” was the reply. “I like to 

see blood. It makes me feel big.”
Later, when the realization of what he 

had said sank home, the prisoner tried 
to back out. but he already had dem­
onstrated before witnesses just how he 
had committed the murder and displayed 
knowledge of the crime that only the 
killer could have known. Folkes was re­
turned to Oregon where he was convicted 
and ordered put to death in the gas 
chamber.

When Dr. de River states that a sex im­
pulse caused a crime he is not thinking in 
terms of lust. Folkes, the killer of the 
bride in the pullman, received his thrill 
from the sight of blood.

Knows Murderers' Impulses

It is by understanding the impulses 
which drive men to commit certain crimes, 
that has enabled the psychiatrist to solve 
the crimes. Los Angeles police, for ex­
ample, could find no motive for the brutal 
murder of a young teen-age girl found 
stabbed some twenty times. There had 
been no criminal assault, no jealous suitor, 
and robbery definitely had not been a 
factor. The girl had lived a blameless life 
and yet the repeated stabbing indicated a 
revenge slaying.

To Dr. de River the answer was simple.
“We must look for somebody young and 

athletic,” he informed detectives.
“Someone who is apt to be normal in 

appearance with a pleasing personality 
but absolutely cold and ruthless. He de­
rives his thrill from the sight of blood and 
cannot be completely appeased until he 
has destroyed his victim.”

Advice Spurs Police

The doctor’s word spurred police to in­
tensify their efforts since such a killer 
could strike again and again whenever 
seized by the impulse. They found that 
among the boys the murdered girl knew 
was a husky youth, big for his age, who 
liked to boast of his athletic prowess. The 
officers concentrated in checking on his 
movements and cracked his alibi. He con­
fessed and was sentenced to life imprison­
ment.

The psychiatrist has on a number of oc­
casions linked together what appeared to 

be separate crimes with no possible con­
nection and demonstrated that the same 
person was responsible.

There was for example the moonlight 
attacker who pounced upon women, beat­
ing them with a heavy stick and robbing 
them. The first victim was a beautiful 
Russian dancer named Anya Sosoyeva 
who worked as an extra in pictures and 
was attending a dramatic course given at 
the college. On the night of February 24. 
1939, she was crossing the campus when a 
man leaped from behind a bush and 
crushed her skull. She sank into a coma 
soon after and never regained conscious­
ness. She was unable to describe the man.

Investigates Girl's Death

Dr. de River went to the scene with the 
homicide squad men. A pair of gray gloves 
was found at the scene.

Just about a month later the killer made 
his second attack. The screams of his vic­
tim brought several people running to the 
scene and the man raced off. The second 
victim also was a pretty young actress.

Meanwhile police were in the midst of a 
series of burglaries by a mysterious in­
truder who crept in and out of houses 
without being detected. They were at a 
complete loss as to the identity of the 
phantom burglar, or the man who at­
tacked the women with a heavy stick.

Dr. de River studied police reports on 
the various crimes and then informed de­
tectives that he believed both series of 
crimes were being committed by the same 
person. He pointed out that all the crimes 
were occurring during certain moonlit 
nights. Meanwhile, the burglaries con­
tinued with occasional attacks on women 
walking on lonely streets.

Crimes Have Police Guessing

Because the crimes were so different 
police weren’t too certain that the same 
man could be responsible.

“The thefts are secondary in importance 
to this thief,” Dr. de River insisted. “He 
likes to inflict pain whether it is by strik­
ing women over the head or by stealing 
items which may not be very valuable but 
which he senses has some sentimental 
value.”

Finally one night, detectives picked up



THE DOCTOR CALLED THE TRUTH
a 21-year-old suspect named DeWitt Cook, 
who was wearing leather gloves and 
sneakers. When police found a large cache 
of jewelry in his home which he never had 
even attempted to sell, he admitted that 
he was the phantom thief who had been 
responsible for som e 309 burglaries. He 
denied any knowledge, however, of the 
murder of the Russian dancer or any of 
the other similar attacks.

Attacker Re-enacts Murder

Police notified Dr. de River that his 
theory about the suspect seemed to be 
wrong. The psychiatrist questioned Cook 
and slowly brought out from him his life 
story including his desire to be on the 
prowl as a lone wolf. Under the gentle 
but persistent questioning of the physi­
cian, he finally cracked and admitted the 
murder. Later, he calmly went through 
the motions of the murder while a news­
reel camera cranked away. This dramatic 
confession was used against him in his 
trial and he was executed for the murder 
of the dancer.

A few officers had red faces one morn­
ing after Dr. de River attended the morn­
ing line-up at police headquarters. One of 
the prisoners was a young man accused of 
passing rubber checks. He stood in the 
glare of the bright lights while detectives 
studied his features so they could remem­
ber him in the future.

Both the regular officers and the prison­
ers were surprised when the psychiatrist 
asked that the suspect be brought to his 
office. There was nothing about the crime
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to attract the attention of the noted medi­
cal sleuth.

Prisoner Resents Inquiry

The prisoner also seemed to resent the 
implication that the sex bureau should be 
involved in his case.

The psychiatrist asked the suspect to 
talk about himself.

The prisoner shrugged. “What’s there to 
tell?'’ he countered. “I’m married and 
have a job. Things got a little tough and 
I wrote a check. It's the only mistake I 
made.”

“Not quite,” the psychiatrist replied. 
“Suppose you tell us why you’re posing as 
a man.”

The detectives in the room stared open- 
mouthed at that. The prisoner slowly 
turned crimson and finally admitted that 
she had been passing herself as a man 
ever since she was a young girl, and liked 
to play baseball and other boys’ games.

Police hurriedly assigned her to an­
other cell block in the stationhouse. Later 
she was sent to a woman’s prison after 
receiving advice from Dr. de River on 
how to adjust herself to living a normal 
life.

Dr. de River has urged that every large 
city employ a psychiatrist to work with 
homicide squads. He can prevent prison­
ers from making false claims to insanity 
and at the same time, if a prisoner is in­
sane, see that he is given proper medical 
attention instead of being prosecuted for 
a crime the nature of which he didn’t 
understand.
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By ROGER DEE

MURDER on

open forJust act respectable and keep your eyes
details, thought Wilder as he planned the robbery, but—

SANSON WILDER tucked his brown 
sheepcrook cane under his arm and 
smiled approvingly at his reflec­

tion in the plate glass window of the 
Deauville Drygoods Emporium.

“The picture of respectability,” he 
chuckled. “Who would think that with­
in two hours I’ll be robbing the Sump 
County Farmer’s Bank?”

His reflection smiled back at him con­
fidently, a well-set, middle-aged man in 
a quietly cut gray suit. Cheerful pink 
face, twinkling rimless glasses, and 
neatly trimmed mustache expressing to 
his complete satisfaction the personality 
he had created for himself in two short

weeks. In Deauville, pop. 230.0, he was 
Theodore Wilder, wealthy retired busi­
nessman with a hobby of collecting and 
compiling Civil War legends.

He moved down the silent street, 
pausing at old Pop Rand’s newsstand 
for a cigar and a copy of the weekly 
HerttU. Old Rand raised his blind, 
pleasant face from his cash, drawer at 
the sound of Sanson’s approach, recog­
nizing his step instantly with the prac­
ticed ease of a man sightless for years.

“Out late, aren’t you?” he asked 
cheerfully. “Going to stay out tonight 
and listen to the election returns, Mr. 
Wilder?”
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“No late hours for me, Pop,” Sanson 

answered expansively, “I’ve just fin­
ished the last of the old papers at the 
library, and I’m turning in for the night. 
I’ll be moving on in a few days now, I 
suppose.”

Old Rand nodded, his pale dexterous 
fingers sorting change rapidly into the 
little wooden bowls of his cash drawer. 
His white blind man’s cane lay on the 
glass counter at his elbow, its polished 
handle ready to his hand.

“They tell me you’re writing a regu­
lar history of Deauville and Sump Coun­
ty,” he said curiously.

“Just covering the years of the war 
between the states, Pop,” Sanson cor­
rected.

He walked back slowly to Deauville’s 
dingy two-story hotel, smoking his cigar 
and checking over his schedule for the 
hundredth time. Tonight’s job would 
go off smoothly, as other jobs had gone 
in the past.

He had worked old Pop Rand’s rou­
tine into his schedule because Pop was 
the last man to walk the streets at 
night, excepting his nephew, George 
Rand. George was Deauville’s night 
patrolman and a full one-third of the 
local police force.

At ten-thirty, old Karapoulos, the 
Greek who owned the restaurant next 
door to the newsstand, would stop and 
leave a packaged lunch on Pop's counter. 
At eleven sharp, old Pop would close 
his stand and tap his way down Main 
Street, bound for the all-night service 
station a block below the bank. His 
patrolman nephew would be waiting for 
him there, and they would eat their 
midnight lunch together with Hendricks, 
the station attendant.

From eleven to eleven forty-five they 
would be in the station, then Pop would 
shuffle off to his own house farther 
down Main Street, leaving George to 
take up his rounds again. It was a 
routine that never varied, and it would 
give Sanson forty-five minutes to enter 
the bank, jimmy the ancient vault, and 
get back to his hotel.

It was ten thirty when Sanson walked 
into the lobby of tlie Deauville Arms 
and took his key from Tolbert, the fat 
night clerk. They chatted a moment 
over the election returns blaring from 

113
the lobby radio, then Sanson went up­
stairs unhurriedly, still puffing at his 
cigar.

With the click of his door behind him 
affability dropped from Sanson’s face 
like the slipping off of a mask. He had 
twenty minutes to get ready. It was 
time he went to work!

TJE opened the larger of his two bags 
and took out a briefcase of alligator­

grained leather. It was very heavy, 
though it was not full. The top half was 
left empty for the loot he would soon 
have, the bottom half packed with a 
neat array of chilled steel tools, pre­
cision tempered for the job they were 
meant to do.

“They wouldn’t faze a city vault,” he 
muttered, looking down at their shiny 
competence. “But the tin can in this 
hick bank will split like a cracker box.” 

Respectability and an eye for details 
he thought as he fished the duplicate 
key to the bank’s side door lock out of 
the briefcase.

It was a brass copy he had made a 
week ago from a wax impression. He 
had checked it against the lock last 
night, making sure it would open the 
door silently and quickly.

At ten fifty-five he went softly down 
the wooden fire escape at the rear of the 
hotel, the briefcase in one hand and his 
stout brown cane in the other. The 
stick made a handy weapon if he should 
be forced to use one.

Suppose someone did see him, he 
thought as he reached the bottom of the 
stairs and felt his way through the 
darkness behind the hotel. He was only 
an eccentric old codger who couldn’t 
sleep tonight because of the election re­
turns blaring up from tlie lobby radio.

He went briskly down the back street 
behind the hotel, turning left on the un­
lighted block behind the Deauville bank. 
At the end of the block he turned right, 
approaching the side entrance of the 
bank through the narrow alley that led 
back to Main Street.

His strap watch showed eleven o’­
clock. Old Pop Rand, his newsstand 
closed, would be tapping his way down 
Main toward the service station where 
his policeman nephew' waited for him. 
For the next forty-five minutes he would 
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be out of Sanson’s way, eating his 
leisurely midnight snack with George 
Rand and Hendricks, the station 
operator.

Sanson stepped into the deeper black­
ness of the bank's side entrance, slip­
ping his duplicate key noiselessly into 
the lock. He was turning it gently 
when heavy footsteps sounded on the 
sidewalk, coming toward him down the 
alley from Main Street.

For a breathless second, he was 
shocked motionless. It was George’s 
step—Sanson had heard it too often 
before on his trips to and from the 
library not to recognize it.

Sanson turned the key quickly, 
stepped inside the dark lobby of the 
bank, and closed the door softly behind 
him. There was no time to relock it— 
George Rand’s shadowy bulk loomed up 
outside the barred glass panel too soon. 
Sanson knew from, experience that 
George conscientiously tried every door 
on his beat as he passed, giving his 
whole attention to his job.

Sanson knelt on the floor away from 
the glass of the door and gripped the 
doorknob with, both hands—just in time. 
George rattled the outside knob, giving 
it a wrench that took every ounce of 
Sanson’s strength to resist.

The knob did not turn. George Rand 
went stumping off down the alley, 
whistling tunelessly. Sanson stood up 
slowly in the darkness. Never, in the 
twenty years of such work had he been 
so close to capture.

Sanson relocked the door, opening his 
briefcase in front of the rickety old safe, 
he risked a brief ray from his pocket 
flash, then chose his first tool. Uneasi­
ness left him, and he worked swiftly.

Twenty minutes later, the loot packed 
snugly above the neat layers in his 
briefcase, Sanson was opening the side 
door again. The job was over without 
mishap, as he had known it would be.

He went out quickly, leaving the side 
door unlocked. Finding it unbolted in 
the morning might easily shift suspicion 
to the bank personnel, and served to 
cover his tracks even more completely.

GLANCING at the luminous dial of his 
watch, he noted with satisfaction 

that it was only eleven twenty-five—and 

recoiled from a near collision with a 
vague form that shuffled up out of the 
darkness. It was old Pop Rand. San­
son had recognized him from the tap­
tap of his stick. He hoped the old man 
had not recognized him in turn.

"You’re out late, Mr. Wilder,” the 
blind man said. He had known Sanson’s 
step at once, the darkness in no way 
hampering his keen hearing. “Taking 
a late stroll, or are you—”

“What are you doing here?” Sanson 
shot at him. He strained his eyes to 
make out the pale blur of the old man’s 
face in the darkness. Panic fluttered 
siekeningly within him.

“I stayed open a little late to hear the 
rest of the election returns before I took 
George’s lunch to him,” the old man 
said. “I called George and told him I’d 
be a little late.”

A thin note of suspicion came sud­
denly into his voice. “What are you 
doing here at the bank, Mr. Wilder? It’s 
eleven thirty by now and—”

Sanson stepped in and swung the 
cane in his hand, his face convulsed with 
anger and frustration. The heavy stick 
caught the old man across the forehead, 
and he went down limply, the boxed 
lunch mid his white cane falling from 
lax hands.

Sanson stood for a tense moment with 
his thoughts whirling, trying to fight 
down the terror that welled up in him. 
He had never killed a man before, be­
cause it had never been necessary. But 
he could not possibly have let Rand go— 
the old man would have told of their 
meeting when the robbery was dis­
covered, and not even the bumpkin po­
lice force of Deauville would fail to see 
the significance of his being at the bank 
so late at night.

Sanson dropped his cane and brief­
case and knelt beside the old man’s 
prone figure, feeling for his wrists. Old 
Rand’s pulse was feeble but steady. He 
was unconscious, but he was still alive.

The unconscious man threshed briefly 
under Sanson's grip before the pulse 
ceased to flutter in his wrinkled throat 
and the laxness of death put an end to 
his struggles. Sanson stood up shakily, 
his heart pounding. He was afraid he 
was going to be sick.

A big figure loomed up at the alley 



MURDER ON SCHEDULE
entrance off Main Street. Sanson 
wheeled to run, realizing that it was 
George Rand making a last round be­
fore meeting his uncle for his belated 
midnight lunch.

Sanson’s haste was almost fatal. He 
tripped over the briefcase and fell head­
long, grunting aloud with the force of 
his fall. At the alley mouth George 
Rand’s big bulk stiffened into alertness.

“Who’s there?” he barked. “What's 
going on in there?”

Even in the desperation of his haste 
Sanson kept his wits, remembering the 
briefcase and his cane. He scrabbled 
frantically for them in the darkness, 
found them and raced down the alley.

Behind him he heard George Rand’s 
explosive curse and the heavy thud as 
he tripped over his uncle’s body and fell. 
The delay gave Sanson the precious 
seconds he needed, seconds which put 
him out of the alley mouth and on the 
back street that led to his hotel.

Presently he was inching up the old 
wooden fire escape, took a last look to 
make sure he was not followed, and 
climbed through the open window into 
his room.

He had just time to shove the brief­
case under his bed before a heavy fist 
pounded at the door, rattling it on its 
hinges.

He opened the door after a brief mo­
ment of uncertainty, blinking against 
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the bight from the hallway outside, and 
stared at George Rand and Tolbert, the 
fat hotel clerk. George’s bulk blocked 
the doorway, his broad face pale and his 
eyes hot and hard. His night-stick 
swung ominously in his right hand. His 
left was out of sight behind the half- 
opened door.

“Come out, Wilder,” he ordered. “I’m 
arresting you for the murder of my 
uncle and for robbing the Deauville 
bank.” His big jaw bulged with his ef­
fort at control. “I hope you resist,” he 
said through his teeth. “I’d like to—”

“But I haven’t been out of my room!” 
Sars-oa protested.

“You were out all right,” George Rand 
said grimly. “You were in the alley by 
the bank, where you murdered my uncle. 
You identified yourself by leaving— 
this!”

He brought his left hand into sight, 
gripping a heavy brown sheepcrook 
cane. "You were too hasty, Wilder,” he 
said. “You made an error there in the 
dark—an error that’s going to hang 
you.”

Sanson’s eyes fell to the cane he still 
held in his hand, the one he had brought 
from his scramble in the alley. With 
sight of it he knew with a freezing 
certainty that George Rand was right, 
because the stick he held was not his 
own.

It was white—a blind man’s stick.
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"Tom. Vernon had lived for steel—it was in his blood and 
his bones, and he had been shot dead because of it. . .

WHEN YOU came right down to it, 
Tom Vernon’s death -’as not my 
responsibility and its H-x: legation 
none of my business. I’m a '.op, sure, but 

only a desk sergeant in the uniformed 
division. Murder belongs to the homicide 
squad. All the same, Vernon had been a 
friend of mine and his corpse was found 
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in my precinct, down by the Saturn Steel 
Foundry where he’d worked as invoice 
accountant. So it was natural enough for 
his killing to be on my mind. I hadn’t 
been able to think of anything else in the 
week since it happened.

Not that thinking about it did any good, 
I reflected as I went off duty at eight
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o’clock and started home. The night was 
dark except for a pinkish red glare in the 
skjr over the Saturn Foundry’s open 
hearth furnaces and coking ovens south 
of town, and I remembered how Tom 
Vernon had built his life around that 
foundry, that constant splash of flame 
which told of molten steel being cooked 
and poured and processed for the rolling 
mills.

Vernon had lived for steel; it was in 
his blood and in his bones, and he had 
been shot dead because of it. And up to 
now, Homicide hadn't made one move 
toward arresting the man who’d shot him. 
Or who had ordered him shot, which 
amounted to the same thing.

Much as I disliked the idea, I had begun 
to wonder if pressure was being used on 
somebody higher up in the police depart­
ment: political or maybe financial pres­
sure to get the heat turned off, the in­
vestigation closed, the case marked “Un­
solved” and filed away as dead as Tom 
Vernon himself. Could be. I hated to be­
lieve it, though, because my kid brother, 
Garry MacPherson, was a lieutenant in 
Homicide—and he had the Vernon assign­
ment. He was in charge. If he allowed 
this killer to get away with it, he would 
be no brother of mine. Not any more he 
wouldn’t.

I keyed myself into the little north-side 
cottage where the two of us kept bachelor 
hall. Garry was in the bedroom wearing 
my new birthday necktie, the yellow- 
blue-and-red one that he himself had 
given me a month ago when I turned 
forty. He was just thirty-two.

He had on his fawn gabardine slacks, 
his tan-hound’s-tooth sports coat and a 
shirt that looked like a fire alarm in 
Technicolor.

HE WAS standing in front of the bureau 
mirror, admiring himself, and he 

grinned at me in the glass when he saw 
me come clumping into the room.

“Hi, Jock,” he said. “Don’t mind me. 
I’m just preening in borrowed finery.” He 
gave the tie a pat. “How’s it look?”

On him it looked a lot better than it 
would ever look on me. I don’t wear 
civilian clothes too well because I’ve been 
too many years in uniform. Anything but 
blue serge and brass buttons makes me 
uncomfortable.
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I said, “Okay, it’s yours. I give it back 

to you.”
“Nope. Strictly a loan for tonight only. 

Now climb out of the harness and get into 
something gay. You and I are going on 
a nice refined party.”

“Party? What the devil are you talk­
ing about?”

“Don’t ask questions.” He grinned 
again. “Shave those blue Scotch jowls 
of yours and shift from uniform to plain­
clothes. We have a date, you and I.”

His jauntiness irritated me and his care­
free, go-to-thunder attitude got under my 
hide.

“Aren’t you overlooking something?” 
I said, and sat down on the edge of the 
bed. “You’re supposed to be on a murder 
case. The Tom Vernon case. Tom was 
a friend of ours, and he’s dead.”

“Just this evening, let’s forget about 
Tom Vernon, eh, Jock?”

“A cop never forgets his duty.”
“That depends on the kind of cop,” 

Garry said lightly. “Anyhow I’ve got a 
surprise for you tonight. In fact, two sur­
prises; big ones. Important enough to 
make your eyes pop out.”

“As important as nailing Vernon's 
killer?”

“For the love of mud, Jock, let’s skip the 
Vernon case a while. You don’t have to 
wear the badge twenty-four hours a day, 
do you?” He mussed my hair. “Be human 
for a change.”

Oh, sure. Be human. I had raised 
Garry from a pup, after the folks died. 
I’d put him through school and college 
and got him a rookie’s rating on the force, 
and now he was a homicide lieutenant 
while I was just a crusty, stodgy old desk 
sergeant watching him climb to the top. 
So I wasn't human.

I scowled. “Look, kid. Officially it’s 
none of my business, but how’s for telling 
what progress you’re making?”

“Progress? On what?”
“On nabbing Anton Semmler for the 

Vernon murder.”
“Oh, lord!” Garry raised his eyes, mock­

ingly. “Back at that again.”
“Yeah.”
“And still barking about Anton Semm­

ler.”
“Who else?” I said. “Semmler used to 

be a bootlegger, a rum-runner in prohi­
bition. After repeal he went into the 
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rackets and got fat. During the war he 
had his fist in the black markets: gas, 
tires, meat. And he’s still at it, only now 
they call it gray marketing in the steel 
game. He’s been under Senate investiga­
tion. He controls an organization of hoods 
and cutthroats masquerading as legiti­
mate businessmen. He-—”

Garry waved a languid hand. “Tell me 
something I don’t already know.”

“All right. If you know all that, why 
haven’t you put the finger on him for 
killing Tom Vernon?”

“No evidence,” Garry said shortly, and 
looked annoyed.

I was annoyed too. More than that, I 
was getting bitter. “Evidence! You’ve 
got all you need. It’s a known fact that 
a trainload of sheet steel was shipped out 
of the Saturn plant last month, presum­
ably for a valid destination—a customer 
who had a foundry priority. But the in­
voices and bills of lading and shipping 
instructions were destroyed in the Saturn 
offices and somebody filled out substitute 
forms. The shipment went to another out­
fit and was paid for, C.O.D.”

“Mistakes happen in the best of foun­
dries.”

“But this was no mistake,” I retorted. 
“The concern that got and paid for the 
steel was a dummy corporation, a front 
for Anton Semmler. He’s the guy that re­
ceived the shipment and re-sold it on the 
gray market.”

GARRY lifted a shoulder. “Perfectly 
legal, so far as Semmler was con­

cerned. Shucks, Jock, you remember the 
howl that was raised. There was a thor­
ough inquiry, and Semmler came out of 
it with a clean slate. Nobody could prove 
he had any connection with that dummy 
corporation. Sure the dummy outfit re­
ceived the steel by a fluke, a shipping 
error. But they paid for the cargo, and 
there was nothing illegal in the wav they 
transferred it to Semmler. After all, the 
Saturn Foundry got its dough for the 
steel. The only real loser was the original 
legitimate customer that the shipment 
should have been consigned to.”

“Wrong.X I said. “The real loser was 
Tom Vernon. He lost his life. And I’ll tell 
you why. He was Saturn’s invoice account­
ant, and he probably found out how the 
so-called mistake had been made on that 

mis-sent steel shipment. Chances are he 
traced the error down and discovered An­
ton Semmler was at the bottom of it, prob­
ably by bribing a shipping clerk. That 
would be just like Semmler to corrupt 
an employe and pay him to make out sub­
stitute waybills. So Vernon probably ac­
cused Semmler and threatened to blow it 
wide open. And Semmler killed him—or 
had him killed.”

Garry made a wry face at me. “Got it 
all figured out, haven’t you, Jock?”

“That’s the way I see it. Vernon was 
murdered so he couldn’t testify.”

“You may be right,” Garry admitted. 
“But proving it is another thing entirely. 
Got any suggestions along that line?”

I made a fist. “Yeah. Pinch Semmler 
and beat a confession out of him.”

“Now you’re being a cop again. The old- 
fashioned unscientific kind. Relax, Jock. 
Leave homicide work to the experts.”

“Like you, for instance?” I said. “Lazy 
experts that sit around while a killer 
laughs at the law?”

He chuckled and made another pass at 
rumpling my hair. “Maybe I’m tired of 
being that kind of homicide expert. May­
be that’s one of the surprises I’ve got for 
you tonight. Are we going on a party or 
aren’t we?”

“I don’t know. Are we?”
“We are, so hurry up and take a shave 

and change into civvies. We wouldn’t 
want to keep our host waiting. Or the fair 
lady, either. Impolite, you know.”

Grumbling, I shaved and changed. My 
brown worsted suit seemed stiff on me or 
maybe I was stiff in it. I didn’t feel any 
better' when a liveried chauffeur rang our 
doorbell and Garry and I went out to a 
big black Lincoln limousine that was wait­
ing for us at the curb.

There was a man in the tonneau. Open­
ing the door made the dome light come 
on, so that I could see his face and take 
his handshake. He was a wiry, middle- 
aged little guy, frosty at the temples, warm 
enough with his smile.

It was the first time in my life I had ever 
mingled socially with Benjamin Lefcourt, 
vice president and general manager of 
Saturn Steel. But I had to admit I was 
impressed. I wondered how my kid broth­
er had got to know him so well. It wasn’t 
every flatfoot who could go on a party with 
a personage as important as Lefcourt.
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“Glad you could come, Sergeant Mac- 

Pherson,” he welcomed me. “I wasn’t sure 
you’d make it, from what Garry told me. 
And this is an occasion that should be cele­
brated.”

“Is it?” I didn’t try to keep the perplex­
ity out of my voice. “Why?”

Garry said, “Jock doesn’t know the se­
cret yet. Let's keep him in ignorance a 
while longer, shall we? Then I’ll spring 
both surprises at once.”

“Both?” Lefcourt looked at him as the 
limousine headed toward East Bridge.

Garry laughed. “That’s right, there’s 
one that you don’t know about. You will 
pretty soon, though.”

WE rolled to the spacious, landscaped
parking grounds outside Riverdale 

Country Club, which was less a country 
club than a high-grade night spot, open to 
all comers if they had the money. Accord­
ing to gossip, Anton Semmler owned the 
place. If so, it was one of his very few 
legitimate enterprises. And legitimate or 
not, I wasn’t too pleased at the prospect 
of eating food prepared in a kitchen owned 
by a rat like Semmler—the guy responsi­
ble for the murder of my friend, Tom Ver­
non.

I suppose I showed my distaste. Garry 
and Lefcourt kept trying to kid me into a 
good humor through the various courses, 
but they didn’t get far. And I was just 
as bored with the floor show. Maybe I’m 
getting a little old for a row of chorines in 
G-strings and gauze brassieres and artifi­
cial smiles.

All during this chorus-girl routine I 
kept letting my eyes wander around the 
well filled room, watching the other cus­
tomers, sorting and classifying them in 
my mind. Then I saw Semmler.

He was sitting alone at a ringside table 
opposite us: a heavy, paunchy, flabby- 
jowled man in dinner clothes and dia­
monds. I wanted to get up and walk over 
to him and trade him his gaudy rings for 
a pair of handcuffs. The very sight of him 
there, smug, confident, cocksure of him­
self, made I’iV hackles prickle. That was 
the cop in me: the cop looking at a killer 
who thought he was bigger than the law.

A girl came out and sang into a micro­
phone. The master of ceremonies intro­
duced her as Vivian Lane, but I didn’t 
need him to tell me who she was. There’d 
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been more than enough about her in the 
gossip columns out of New York—her sud­
den rise to night club fame, the million­
aires tin-owing themselves at her feet, the 
offers of marriage from Argentine cattle 
barons and Social Register playboys.

The thing I remembered best was the 
talk that her initial break in show busi­
ness had been sponsored by Anton Semm­
ler. Sure. At the start, she’d been Semm­
ler’s protegee. What else she’d been to 
him, I didn’t know, but I noticed the way 
he looked at her while she chanted her 
torch tunes in a husky, throaty voice as 
intimate as whispers in a bridal boudoir. 
His beady little eyes told me plenty.

Vivian Lane, I thought. Stopping over 
for a one-week stand in a steel mill town 
to give the yokels a treat. And to be close 
to the guy who’d given her her first boost 
up the ladder. Strangely enough, though, 
she didn’t strike me as the type who’d 
fall for an egg like Semmler. She was tall 
willowy, rounded in the right places but 
not making an issue of it.

Her hair was red and bobbed page-boy 
style, and her features were just irreg­
ular enough to be interesting and fem­
inine, but not perfect like a calendar 
painting. It was hard to imagine her as 
Semmler’s private property, but she must 
have been. Semmler wasn’t a guy who’d 
do favors without getting full value in re­
turn.

“Nice, eh, Jock?" Garry nudged me.
I nodded. “Nice if that’s what you like. 

Me perspnally, I prefer—”
My sentence never got finished because 

Vivian Lane came to the end of her last 
song, and the lights went up for dancing, 
and she made a graceful bee-line for our 
table, smiling and showing her lovely 
white teeth.

Garry jumped to his feet and pulled out 
a chair for her like a courtier perform­
ing nip-ups for a royal princess. She 
flashed that smile at him and he got a 
fatuous smirk on his face and introduced 
me to her. Then he introduced Benjamin 
Lefcourt, who looked dazzled. For a big 
shot foundry manager, he seemed as im­
pressionable as a schoolboy.

Garry picked up his brandy goblet. 
“Now for those two surprises I promised. 
The first is no news to Mr. Lefcourt; but 
you, Jock, you’d better hang on tight. I’ve 
resigned from the Homicide Bureau. I’ve



quit the force.”
“You—what?” I choked.
“Effective tomorrow, I’m chief of plant 

police at the Saturn Foundry.”
I stared at him, trying to find words 

that wouldn’t come.

HE put a hand on the Lane girl's shoul­
der. “And next week Vivian and I are 

getting married.”
“Now wait,” I said. My voice sounded 

harsh and something boiled up inside me, 
something I had trouble keeping under 
control. I fought for steadiness. “Wait 
just a moment. Let me get this right. Let 
me understand this.”

“You’re not angry, are you, Sergeant?” 
That was Lefcourt talking. “You aren’t 
sore because I’m giving your brother a 
chance at bigger things? He’ll make three 
times as much salary as head of my mill’s 
private police force.”

Garry grinned at me, a little uncer­
tainly.

“Maybe you're jealous because I found 
Vivian before you did, eh, Jock?”

I could have answered that, but he 
wouldn’t have liked the answer. I could 
have told him how I felt about him hook­
ing up with a woman who’d belonged to 
Anton Semmler. Instead, I poured my­
self a stiff jolt of brandy from the cob­
webbed bottle in the middle of the table, 
and downed it neat. That wasn’t a re­
spectful way to treat vintage liquor a 
hundred years older than I was, but it 
steadied me; gave me time to think.

Presently I said, “I’m a trifle stunned 
by all this news, Garry. You say you start 
at the Saturn plant tomorrow?”

“That’s right.”
“Sort of short notice to Headquarters, 

isn’t it?”
“I imagine they’ll get along okay with­

out me.”
“What happens to the assignment you 

were working on?” He knew what I 
meant. The Vernon kill.

He shrugged. “There are plenty of oth­
ers to carry on where I leave off.” he said 
indifferently. “And don’t start preaching 
to me about duty. I’ve got my future to 
think about. Higher pay’s important, now 
that I’ll have two mouths to feed.” He 
squeezed Vivian’s hand, and she squeezed 
back.

“Yeah,” I said. “And the second mouth

is a mighty pretty one.” I looked at the 
girl. “Welcome to the Clan MacPherson. I 
hope we’ll all be very, very happy togeth­
er.”

She caught my sarcasm and frowned 
through a blush. She seemed on the edge 
of saying something just as cutting, but 
then she widened her eyes and looked past 
me.

I turned in my chair, and there was 
Anton Semmler standing behind me— 
close enough to have listened and heard 
the whole conversation.

“You’re marrying the shamus, Viv?” 
he said, and indicated Garry. When she 
nodded he said, “Be good to her, copper. 
Or else.”

I waited for Garry to jump him. Gar­
ry didn’t, so I started to. I was blind 
angry. Big as Semmler was, and for all 
the weight he threw around, I was going 
to take him apart and fling the pieces in his 
fat, flabby face.

But Benjamin Lefcourt grabbed my 
arm and tugged at me, hard.

“Please,” he said. “Not here, Sergeant 
MacPherson. Let’s not have a brawl. Con­
sider your brother, and his fiancee.”

“I’ll kill the fat creep,” I said through 
my teeth. Meanwhile Semmler had 
walked to the door and was getting his 
hat from the check girl. He didn’t look 
back.

Garry said sharply, “Jock, you’re for­
getting yourself! What’s the matter with 
you?” He glanced at my empty glass. 
“First time I ever saw you drunk.”

I was stone sober and he knew it. But 
he was embarrassed, and trying to cover 
for both of us; covering his refusal to 
fight Semmler, and covering me because 
I had wanted to. Suddenly I felt sick, not 
from the brandy but because of the kind 
of brother I had.

That gave me an excuse to stand up 
and sway a little. “Yeah,” I mumbled. 
“Drunk. Sorry, folks. Hope you’ll for­
give me. I’m not a drinking man, y’under- 
stand. Can’t take the stuff. Go with me, 
Garry, before I make a spectacle of my­
self in front of everybody.” I hiccupped.

LEFCOURT and the Lane girl were gra­
cious about it. They excused Garry 

while he took my arm and steered me 
back into the little boy’s room. Then I 
snapped out of my pretended stupor. I 
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gave the colored attendant a dollar and 
said:

“Leave us alone for five minutes, son, 
will you?”

The man departed. Garry narrowed his 
eyes at me. “What’s the idea, Jock?”

“The idea is I want to ask you a ques­
tion. Is this some clever college-cop caper 
you’ve dreamed up?''

“I don't get your drift;.”
“I’ll make it plainer. Are you shifting 

over to the Saturn outfit so you can be 
on the inside? So you can do some un­
dercover investigating on the Vernon 
murder?”

“Jock, shut up that kind of talk.” His 
gaze wouldn't meet mine, but had wav­
ered beyond me, downward, uneasy.

I ignored that. “And are you shining up 
to the Lane girl so you can get a pipeline 
to Anton Semmler?”

I wanted him to answer yes to every­
thing I'd asked him. Then I would know 
he was being smart, sticking to his job of 
tracking down a killer. I would know he 
was honest.
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He shook his head, quickly. “It’s none 
of your business and this is no place to 
discuss it. But since you want to know, 
I’m taking the Saturn berth for one reason 
only. Money. Now come on, let’s get out 
of here.”

“You mean you’re not interested in nail­
ing Tom Vernon’s murderer?”

“That’s city police work. I'm not a 
city cop any more.”

“And this play you’re making for Vivian 
Lane—it’s not to give you a line on 
Semmler?”

“No! What makes you think I could get 
to Semmler through her, even if I wanted 
to? Which I don’t.”

“She’s his woman,” I said. “Or at least 
she used to be.”

“Take that back, Jock.”
“I don’t take back the truth. That 

dame—”
He moved close to me, and his face was 

white. “Don't call her a dame. She’s a 
lady in case you know what that word 
really means. Semmler may have helped 
her get started in show business, but she 
told me that’s all it was. Business.”

“And you believe her?”
“Yes. I happen to be in love with her.’!
“Then you’re a fool,” I said. “It’s easy to 

see what’s going on. You're being suck- 
ered. Semmler found out through his 
grapevine that you were taking his job 
at the foundry. He figured you might 
stumble into something that would in­
criminate him on that gray market steel 
deal. So he sicked the girl on you. She’ll 
keep you pumped dry of information, and 
she’ll pass it on to Semmler. Then he’ll 
know every move you make, every step 
you take. He’ll checkmate you, stay ahead 
of you all the way. Look, kid, don’t tell 
me you’re actually falling for the stall. 
Don’t tell me you can’t realize what that 
red-haired chippy is after—”

He hit me. He feinted me wide open 
with his left and followed through with 
a right uppercut that put me down on the 
tile floor. Then he walked out. And as I 
fell, I saw one of the booths opening at the 
rear of the white-walled rest room. A 
man stepped from the booth.

His face was the last thing I saw for a 
while. Then my head hit the floor and I 
was unconscious. But in that final second, 
before the blackness closed in around me, 
I recognized the man as one of Anton 

Semmler’s gray market underlings and 
realized he had eavesdropped on every­
thing I’d said to Garry. And that spelled 
trouble. Bad trouble.

It was all of five minutes later, maybe 
more, when I felt the cold wet towel be­
ing slashed on me by the colored attend­
ant. Garry’s fist had left an aching bruise 
on my jaw, and the back of my skull 
throbbed from impact with the floor tiles. 
I stirred, blinked my eyes open; managed 
to lurch to my feet. As my mind got clear 
and my memory focused, a lot of things 
became plain to me—things I’d been too 
stupid to understand until now.

A BOUT Garry’s actions, for instance. 
- He must have known there was some­
body in that rear booth; he’d known our 
talk was being overheard. Sure, I’d tipped 
the attendant to go away for a while but 
I hadn’t been smart enough to check and 
make sure nobody else was in the rest 
room. But Garry had realized it.

That was why he’d denied he was taking 
the Saturn police-chief job as a means of 
getting the goods on Tom Vernon’s killer. 
That was why he had denied any idea of 
using Vivian Lane as a pipeline to Semm­
ler. I’d been a blundering idiot to ask 
him such questions in a place like this. 
What else could Garry do but deny, and 
pretend to be enraged, and knock me cold?

By that time, though, the damage had 
been done. Semmler’s man would report 
the conversation—and Semmler himself 
would be smart enough to see that Garry 
was on his trail, jockeying for evidence.

I wondered if Garry fully understood 
the danger I’d exposed him to. Semmler 
was the kind of guy who, being forwarned, 
would defend himself by attacking. He 
had proved this, I reasoned, when he mur­
dered Tom Vernon to keep Vernon from 
exposing him in connection with the mis­
directed trainload of Saturn steel. Com­
pared with the hundreds of thousands of 
dollars Semmler was making in the gray 
market, a human life meant nothing. If 
Semmler killed Vernon he wouldn’t hesi­
tate to kill Garry for a like motive.

I stumbled out of the rest room and 
made for our table. Lefcourt was still 
there, but Garry and the Lane girl were 
gone. Cold premonition inched through 
me.

“Where are they?” I asked thickly.
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The Satui’n Foundry executive looked 
at my bruised jaw, my wet face and hair. 
Disapproval came into his eyes.

“Your brother and his fiancee decided 
to leave. He didn’t explain why. Natur­
ally I waited here for you. As your host, 
it was the thing to do. But if you’ll pardon 
my saying so, Sergeant MacPherson, I 
think you’ve been acting rather boorishly 
this evening. Forgive me for being blunt.”

I let that ride. After all, he was right 
about it. Sure I had been a boor. Worse, 
I'd been a fool.

“Did Garry say where he and the girl 
were going?”

“I believe he mentioned taking her to 
her hotel. He asked the waiter to phone 
for a cab from town.”

“Come on!" I said savagely. “He may be 
walking into a trap. A bullet trap. I 
talked to him in the rest room about how 
he’s closing in on the Vernon murderer, 
and somebody overheard it. One of Semm- 
ler’s hoods. Semmler’s been tipped by this 
time. Garry’s in danger.”

Lefcourt stood up. “I don’t like this. 
If what you say is true—”

“It is. Let’s go!”
Outside on the parking grounds, we 

found Lefcourt's limousine. And his 
chauffeur. Lefcourt asked the man some
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questions. The answers thickened my feel-' 
ing of premonition.

Garry and Vivian Lane had come out­
doors to wait for their cab. But instead, 
a station wagon had come for them and 
they d left in that. Not too willingly, it 
had seemed to Lefcourt’s chauffeur. “I 
noticed the station wagon ’specially,” he 
added. “A Cad custom job. Green trim, 
chrome ripple caps, chrome luggage rack 
on top. Mean anything, sir?”

To me it meant plenty. There was only 
one car like that anywhere in our area. 
It belonged to Anton Semmler. He used 
it exclusively for his trips to and from his 
elaborate rustic fishing lodge eleven miles 
up the river. Maybe its destination 
hadn’t been that fishing lodge, this time. 
Maybe it had gone to Semmler’s massive 
town house—or to any one of a dozen 
places.

I put my bet on the lodge. It was a bet 
against long odds, an ugly, desperate bet 
that might very well have Garry’s life as 
the main stakes. That was the chance I 
took.

Lefcourt’s limousine rolled. We headed 
north along the Riverside Freeway, gath­
ering speed, slashing through the lateness 
of the night. Behind us, far to the other 
side of town, the sky was a sullen red 
reflection of the Saturn Foundry’s fur­
naces. The red of blood, I thought grimly. 
My old friend Tom Vernon’s blood, and 
now maybe my kid brother’s.

At last we reached Semmler’s fishing 
lodge.

THERE were lights glowing inside the 
sprawling, peeled-willow-log building; 

and there was a Cadillac station wagon on 
i the front drive, under the trees. Then a 
। man came toward us: the station wagon’s 
; chauffeur. Only he didn’t look like a 

chauffeur. He looked like what he was— 
a bodyguard, a gunsel.

I didn't wait for him to ask what I want­
ed. I let him have my fist, full in the 
mouth. He went down and stayed down. 
Then, with Lefcourt tagging along be­
hind me, I raced to the rustic lodge and 
started for the front screen door.

I stopped, so abruptly that Lefcourt 
bumped into me.

Inside the huge log-and-stone living 
room stood Garry. He had an arm around 
Vivian Lane, and he was facing Semmler. 



I could see all or tnem tnrougn me screen 
door. I could see the bleak hostility in 
Semmler’s small, fat-pocketed eyes, and 
the coldness of his flabby-jowled features.

“Call it kidnaping if you want to,” 
Semmler was rasping. “I disagree. Kid­
naping usuallj' means for ransom. That 
wasn’t my purpose in having you brought 
here. What I want is a showdown. I’ve 
told you why. Okay, I’ve said my say, now 
let’s hear yours.”

“Sure,” Garry said levelly. “In the 
first place, regardless of what your man 
heard in that rest-room and regardless of 
whatever he may have reported to you 
by phone, it happens that Vivian and I 
are in love. We're going to be married 
whether you like it or not. That’s straight, 
and it has nothing to do with you.”

“You insist you’re not using her to get 
at me?”

Garry uttered a sardonic laugh. “Vivian 
isn’t the kind who would stool on her own 
father, even if she could.”

“You—you" The fat man’s round face 
flushed. “You—you know she's—”

Vivian Lane said, “Yes, Dad. I told him 
at the very beginning. He knows I’m your 
daughter, and it makes no difference to 
him. He loves me in spite of that.”

Semmler was silent, briefly thought­
ful. He studied Garry for a moment.

“All right,” he said presently. “I’m go­
ing to give you the only kind of wedding 
present you'd probably accept from me. 
My money you wouldn’t touch; you’re not 
that kind. You think anything of mine 
is dirty.”

“Except your daughter,” Garry tight­
ened his arm around her.

“And maybe you're right. But that’s 
going to be changed. I ve made my pile 
and I'm getting out of the gray market 
racket. As to the wedding present I men­
tioned—I’m going to tell you the name of 
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ing trade and business. Now mechanically inclined men 
can get practical instruction In spare time at home- plus 
quick shop practice atU.E.I. {found cd 1927}..
IMPORTANT FACTS FREE — Write today 
Find out all about these interesting opportunities without obliga­
tion. Send a postcard or short note right now.
UTILITIES ENGINEERING INSTITUTE, Oept.R-23

K 252S SHEFFIELD AVENUE < CHICAGO 14, ILLINOIS^

THOUGHTSHAVE WINGS
YOU CAN influence others with 
your thinking! Learn to impress 
others favorably—/er across your 
ideas. Let the Rosicrucians show 
you how to use the power of mind. 
For/w book write Scribe H.T.B,

Th« ROSICRUCIANS (AMORC)
San Jose. California

HIGHEST COMMISSION paid for showing 
FAMOUS MEDI-KOTE NYLON UNIFORMS
and others to waitresses, beauticians, nurses, dentists, 
doctors, etc. Just take orders from our catalog. Collect 
your commissions in advance. Repeat business assures 
large earnings. Full or part time. No investment.

MEDI-KOTE CO. Rodwille Centre. L. I.. N. V.

BE A DETECTIVE
WORK HOME or TRAVEL. Experience unnecessary.
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write to
GEO. R. H. WAGNER, 125 W. 86th St., N. Y.

OWN a Business
Clean and Mothproof rugs and upholstery 
"in the home.” Patented equipment. No 
shop needed. Duradean dealer’s gross prof­
its up to $20 a day on EACH serviceman. 
These Nationally Advertised services cre­
ate repeat customers. Easy to learn. 
Quickly established. Easy terms. Send to- 
day for Free Booklet—Full details.

DURACLEAN CO., 69-5PL, DEERFIELD, ILL

! HOWtcBREAK
TRAINHO Mako money. Know how to break and 

train horses. Write today f,fr this boot 
FREE, together with special offer or 
a course In Anima! Breeding. If you 

are interested in Galtlng and Riding the saddle 
horse, check here ( ) Do <1 today—now.

BEERY SCHOOL OF HORSEMANSHIP 
Dept. 825 Plea»ant Hill, Ohio

CARBURETOR TOO RICH
■makes MOTORIST TOO POOR

Car owners who are wasting money and not getting 
proper gas mileage due to over-rich mixtures 
Will be pleased to learn how to save gasoline 
by VACU-MATING over-nch mixtures. VACU- 
MAT1C fits all cars, trucks and tractors. It is 
automatic and operates on the supercharge 
principle. Easily installed in a few minutes. 

SALESMEN WANTED!
Send name, address on penny postcard for free 

, 4 particulars and howto getyours for introducing. 
VACU-MATIC C0.77617.1465 W. State St., WAUWATOSA, WIS.
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AMAZING

plate. bite and it molds perfect! 
and comfort. Ends forever the n 
of temporary applications that las 
months. Will not injure plates, 
satisfaction or your money bac 
today. Fay postman $1.2 " for one 
per and lower--or send money r

PLASTI-LINER CO., Dept. 47-G, Buffalo 15, N. Y. d

and Tighten}
-false;

teeth;
PLA Srtl^t f N E Rj

START YOUR OWN BUSINESS
on our capital. Al wavs your own boss. Hundreds average SO. OGO to 
925,000 annual sales year after year. We supply stocks, equipment 
on credit. 200 home necessities. Selling experience unnecessary to 
start. Wonderful opportunitv to own pleasant, profitable business 
backed by world - w!(je industry. Write RAwleigh co., dept. 
E-U-TFG, Freeport, Illinois,

RUPTURE!
An amazing Air-Cushion 
Invention allows body 
freedom at work or play. 
Light, neat, cool .sanitary. 
Durable, cheap. Day and night protection helps 
Nature support weakened muscles gent ly but surely. 
No risk. Sent on Triall Write NOW for free Booklet and 
Proof of Results. All correspondence confidential.
Brooks Company, 183-B State St., Marshall, Mich.

OLD LEG TROUBLE
Easy to use Viscose Home Method. Heals many 
old leg sores caused by leg congestion, varicose 
veins, swollen legs and injuries or no cost for 

. "W trial if it fails to show results in 10 days. De-
'■* Y scribe your trouble and get a FREE BOOK.

t. g. viscose company 
Vtod 140 N. Dearborn Street, Chicago 2, Illinois

TUB NEWELL COMPANY
153 Clayton Sia., St Louis 5, Mo.

Banish the craving for tobacco aa 
thousands have with Tobacco 
Redeemer. Write for free booklet 
telling of injurious effect of tobacco 
and of a treatment which has reliev­
ed many men. ..... .
35 Years In Business FREE
300,800 Satisfied Customers

w°N™0 STOPTOBACCO ?

BOOK

Send for this FREE BOOK on

RHEUMATISM

r/vve/vz-ons
Detailed information on how to secure patent protection, for yoUJ 
Invention Kill be mailed promptly upon request.

Victor J. Evans & Co., Merlin M. Evans,
Registered Patent Attorney, 407-E Merlin Bldg., Washington 6, D. C.

ARTHRITIS • NEURITIS • SCIATICA

If you suffer the agonizing pains of these diseases 
when the usual remedies have failed, learn about a 
specialized system proven for treating. This marvelous 
treatment is completely explained in the Ball Clinic’s 
FREE BOOK. No Obligation. Write Today. 
Ball Clinic, Dept. 504, Excelsior Springs, Mo.

the guy I dealt with at Saturn. The man 
who changed the invoices on that last 
trainload shipment and who killed Tom 
Vernon because he discovered the truth. 
Maybe I’m a rat for squealing; but mur­
der is something I never stooped to even 
in my rum-running days. I think I’d have 
turned State’s evidence in the long run, 
auyhow. But now that you’re marrying 
Vivian—”

He reached toward his hip pocket. He 
was sweating, and I figured he was after 
a handkerchief. But behind me, Benjamin 
Lefcourt pulled an automatic and fired 
twice through the screen door. The sudden 
thunder of the gun almost deafened me, 
and then I saw Semmler grab at his fat 
middle and fold over slowly.

The red-haired girl screamed as he 
sagged to the floor.

“He was going to shoot them'” Lef­
court shouted at me. “He was going for 
his pistol.”

I grappled with him, disarmed him just 
as Garry came hurtling out of the house. 
Garry saw the smoking gun in my fist and 
choked: “Jock!” in strained disbelief.

“Not me, kid. Lefcourt.”
The disbelief went out of Garry’s eyes, 

then, and he sprang at the steel mill 
manager. There was a flash of metal, a 
clicking sound, and Lefcourt was wear­
ing handcuffs.

“For murder,” Garry said harshly. 
“You'll fry in the hot seat for that. You 
killed a man in front of eye-witnesses, and 
you’ll fry.”

“Don’t be a fool!” Lefcourt squalled. 
“Take these things off me!” He rattled the 
manacles. “I shot Semmler because I 
knew he was going to kill you—”

“No. You shot him because you knew 
he was going to name you as Tom Ver­
non’s murderer.”

LEFCOURT’S mouth twisted crazily.
“That’s a lie! A malicious lie! You 

can’t prove it.”
“Perhaps not, though I was getting 

closer to you. I knew why you were giv­
ing me the job of foundry police chief. 
You wanted me where you could watch 
me; you wanted to make sure I wouldn’t 

j pin the Vernon kill on you. I had some 
■ evidence, but not enough. And by hiring 
j me away from the Homicide Bureau, you

figured I’d never get any more.”
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“No. You're insane!”
“Am I? When we go through Semmler’s 

papers you may change your mind. Not 
that it matters, because we’ve got you 
now for murdering him. And you can 
only be executed once.”

I said softly, “Garry, lad, I didn't know.
I didn’t even guess how it was. I—”

“It's all right, Jock. You meddled. You 
fouled things up. But you brought it to a 
head. You forced Lefcourt's hand.”

“At the cost of another life,” I said 
bitterly, and went into the lodge where 
Vivian Lane was hovering over her mur­
dered father. I touched her, and she 
turned her wet eyes up to me.

Grief was in them, and numb despair; 
but her glance was not accusing. She 
wasn’t blaming me for what had hap­
pened; she didn't hold me responsible. She 
wasn't that kind. She knew Semmler had 
lived outside the law: she seemed to un­
derstand that it was inevitable he would 
die outside the law.

“Garry will make it up to you, Vivian,” 
I said gently. Then I said, “Welcome to the 
Clan MacPherson.” And this time it was 
not sarcasm. This time I meant it.

■ ABB f STUDY AT HOME for Business Suc- 
B II Bf cess and LARGER PERSONAL EARN- 
B BBBl INGS. 40 years expert instruction — 
B IbWIb over 114,000 students enrolled. LL.B. HIBWW Degree awarded. All texts furnished. 
HgW V Easy payment plan. Send for FREE 

BOOK NOW — '’Law and Executive
BBB Guidance.*'
AMERICAN EXTENSION SCHOOL OF LAW
Dept. 14-T, 646 N. Michigan Ave.z Chicago 11, 111*

WRITERS
Conscientious sales service for your short stories, 
articles, books and plays. Send today for FREB 
circular "Your Road To Writing Success.”

DANIEL S. MEAD LITERARY AGENCY
Dept. T-5 264 Fifth Ave., New York 1, N. Y.

DEATH STALKS A

TRANSATLANTIC

LINER—AND THE

KILLER MUST BE

CAUGHT BEFORE

THE SHIP STEAMS

INTO HARBOR!

regular or Ioj

This officer-styled 
gabardine trenchcoat 
has yoke lining, set- 
in shoulders, storm 
piece, shoulder straps

The Queen and the Corpse 
By MAX MURRAY

RA^GOAT SPECIALS
FOR MEN FOR BOYS

g.SO 4.8O
and 2 big slash pockets.

Boys'
SEND NO MONEY—Print name, address. 
Order now and pay postman plus small post­
age charge. 10 Day money back guarantee. 

STR AGO MFG. CO.Z DEPT. TG, 13 W. 17 ST., N. Y. 11, N. Y.

How to Make ^oney with 
Simple Cartoons''

A book everyone who likes to dravr should 
have. It is free; no obligation.i BOOK I
Simply address 1________ > r'

CARTOONISTS’ EXCHANGE
Dept. 75 Pleasant Hill, Ohio

A Top-flight Mystery Novel Featured 
in the Spring

MYSTERY BOOK MAGAZINE
NOHOW ON SALE—25c PER COPY AT ALL STANDS!
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3S FINE SUIT
CASH EARNINGS, Tool Bls news! This fine tailored 
vours without paving one cent—and big cash earnings. 
It's easy! Just take a few orders for famous Gibson Tai­

loring Earn up to 810 a day and get your own suit 
as extra bonus. Dozens of rich new fabrics, superbly 
tailored in latest styles, at low prices Produce;orders on 
sight. Money back guarantee. FREE SAMPLES. Write 
today giving name, address, age, etc., for big complete 
outfit of actual samples and details of amazing new 
Bonus Suit and money-making plan—All Sent Free! No 
experience. SEND NO MONEY! W. Z. GIBSON, Inc., 
SOO 6. Throop St., Dept, S-677, Chicago 7, III.



DO YOU WANT 
( rami MON EY-LOVE-LUCK!

I nSn^TfiNrQ Have been carried since 
LUHUOIUHLv Egyptian times to gain 
MONEY-LOVE-LUCK. Always carried 

in pairs in your pocket or purse. According to legend one is to draw
and attract GOOD LUCK in Money, Love, Games, etc. The other is 
to drive away the things that keep you from getting what you desire. 
No supernatural claims made. Sold only as curios. Our genuine j 
Loadstones aie Highly Magnetic. You will like them. Guaranteed or ; 
your money back. i
OOrplil 2 Genuine Live Highly Magnetic Loadstones, the ancient 
ul Lu I ML legend of Loadstones and a special carrying bag. All for ‘ 
91.9S. Postpaid if cash with order or sent C.O.D. with fees added. 
Order your today on a Money-back Guarantee.

OLIVER COMPANY, 3119-17 Troost, Kansas City 3, Mo.

Wttt H&MSURS
The new wonder animals from Syria. 

Often called Toy Bears. Delightful pets. 
Everyone wants them. Laboratories need 
thousands. Clean, odorless. Raise any­
where. A profitable and interesting hobby 

or business. We furnish breeders and instruc­
tions. Write today for free book.
GULF HAMSTERY, 1537 BASIL ST., MOBILE. ALA.

» MEN OVER 40 »
s$70 A WEEKI-O *
$ h's easy to sell IDEAL flavorings, $

j spites, drugs, toilet a r 11 c I es. $
Finest quality. Best price.

$ Wonderful combination deals D-***>^ * 

-Rush name lor details and FREE 35c $ 
IDEA! Clpt- WAXAHACHIt ,

$ ASOISUCTS 49p TEXAS Von ilia $

ZIRCONS
Loose, 1st quality. Pure white. Special: 3 Zircons approximate 
total weight 3-kts. We can supply Zircons in all >izes and 
mountings of all types. Send order or write for details today.

IB. EOWE
Dept. TF, Holland Bldg., St. Louis, Mo.

Calling Aviation Fans!

Featuring Exciting New Stories of 
Adventure in Peacetime Flying!

THE PHANTOM SPEAKS
(Continued from page 7) 

attitude toward law and order and the un­
derstanding of the rights and privileges of 
their friends and neighbors. In my opinion, 
this is real Democracy in action, and it is 
one of the foundation stones and main pil­
lars of our way of living.

Numerous readers are affiliating them­
selves with our friendly group which makes 
tangible expression of its support of law and 
order and the local law enforcement bodies 
who are charged with the prevention of 
crime and the punishment of criminals.

If you are one of those readers who is not 
already a member of FRIENDS OF THE 
PHANTOM, and you would like to join with 
us. just send along a letter or a postcard 
indicating your interest in joining the club. 
Please state your name, address, age and sex. 
When this information is received. I will see 
that you are forwarded your membership 
card immediately. Enclose a self-addressed 
stamped envelope so that the card will reach 
you safely.

In the past a number of our FRIENDS OF 
THE PHANTOM Members have asked for 
some more tangible expression of their 
membership than the card itself. For these 
people we have secured an attractive 
bronzed replica of the Phantom Badge which 
may be had upon request. This badge is not 
required for membership, but if you would 
like to have one. it may be secured for a 
nominal charge of fifteen cents in stamps or 
coin to cover the cost of mailing and han­
dling.

There is one thing we would like to make 
clear at this time. Some people are inclined 
to feel that membership in our organization 
automatically makes them police officers. 
This is definitely not the case. Membership 
in FRIENDS OF THE PHANTOM does not 
give you any special rights or privileges with 
respect to City, State or Federal law en­
forcement bodies.

Our chief purpose in sponsoring the 
FRIENDS OF THE PHANTOM is to indi-

Read Our Companion Magazine

POPULAR DETECTIVE
Now on Sole—20c at All Stands! Now On Sale—15c At All Stands!
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cate the collective power of the moral sup­
port of our readers and the great majority 
of the American people. We feel that we are 
accomplishing something really up-to-date 
and worthwhile in this enterprise.

FROM THE MAIL BAG

WE have received quite a few letters from 
readers this month. They are all inter­
esting and we are more than glad to have 

them. One that brings up an interesting 
question comes from down Virginia way.
Dear Phantom:

Please send me the Phantom emblem. Find 
15c in stamps. If it is possible to send my mem­
bership card along with the emblem, will you 
please do so? In your last issue, in "The Case of 
the Bible Murders," on page 24. Havens tells Van 
to take Muriel home from the scene of the mur­
der in his car. Havens says, “I’ll take a taxi 
later." Van takes the car. Later, as the Phantom, 
he and Havens are again in Havens’ car. Now 
what I want to know is. how did Havens’ car get 
back so that he could ride away in it again, when 
the car had already been taken home? In all the 
time I’ve read the Phantom’s adventures I've 
never found a bad one. In fact The Phantom is 
the best of its kind I've ever read. Keep up the 
good work. Let’s have more, lots more like it.

Arlie F. Armentrout, 
Keezletown. Virginia, R.F.D. 1.

Well, Mr. Armentrout, at first glance it 
surely looks as though Havens and Van 
Loan have been doing a little funny work 
with that limousine, but since the Phantom 
spent some time at his apartment and things 
have been going along on the case as indi­
cated by the arrival of Inspector Gregg, etc., 
it is quite possible that Havens went home 
in the taxi and came back in the limousine, 
isn’t it? Bob Wallace has been given this 
one to puzzle over. I'm sure he’ll be much 
more careful in future stories.

One of our correspondents has suggested 
that it might be a good idea to have some 

[Twn page]

NEXT ISSUE’S NOVEL

MURDER SET TO MUSIC 
by 

ROBERT WALLACE

Featuring the Phantom

AUDELS Carpenters 
and Builders Guides

Inside Trade Information On

4vols.$6
InsideTrade Information 
for Carpenters, Builderg, Join­
ers. Building Mechanics and all 
Woodworkers. These Guide* 
give you the short-cut instruc­
tions that yon want — inc'.udinjr 
new methods, ideas, solutions, 
J>lans, systems and money sav- 
ng suggestions. Au easy pro­

gressive course for the appren­
tice and student. A practical 
daily helper and Quick Refer­
ence for the master worker. 
Carpenters everywhere are us­
ing these Guides as a Helping 
Hand to Easier Work, Better 
Work and Better Fay. To get 
this assistance for yourself, 
simply fill in and 
mail FREE COUPON Mow-

How to use the steel square—How to file and 
eet saws—How to build furniture—How to uso 
a mitre box—How to use the chalk line—How 
to use rules and scales—How to make joints— 
Carpenters arithmetic—Solving mensuration 
problems—Estimating strength of timbers— 
How to set girders and sills—How to frame 
houses and roofs—How to estimate costs—How 
to build houses, barns, garages, bungalows, etc. 
—How to read and draw plans—Drawing up 
specifications—How to excavate—How to use 
settings 12, 13 and 17 on the steel square—How 
to build hoists and scaffolds—skylights—How 
to build stairs—How to put on interior trim—• 
How to bang doors—How to lath—lay floors—-’How to paint.

AUDEL, Publishers, 49 W. 23rd St., New York 10, N. V- 
Mail Audels Carpenters and Builders Guides, 4 vols., on 7 days’ fre« 
trial. If OK i will remit $1 in 7 days and $1 monthly until $6 is.paicf- 
— Otherwise I will return them. No obligation unless t am satisfied.

Nomi

Address-

Occupation’ —m-ir -~r  ---------- - - ------------ ... - ■

Employed by- PAL

THRILLING TRUE STORIES OF HEROISM 
AND ADVENTURE IN

REAL LIFE COMICS
Approved by Parents and Teachers!

NOW ON SALE — ONLY lOe AT ALL STANDS!

Here's a Profitable 
BUSINESS FREE
MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITY FOR YOU 

WITHOUT INVESTMENT.'
No arparienca ntadtd to oct si our Local Dealer for 

MASTER Work Uniform garmentt. Every butinew coneem a 
prospect. Advertiting embroiderad on garmentt it a b’g ulea 
feature. Eaty. pleasant work. You receive caih commiuiont 
daily. You can eetify earn up to many tbouiandi of doHara par 
year. We supply all Salat Equipment FREE. Write

GEO. MASTER GARMENT CO., Dept. 323
Ligonier, Indiana

BE A
LEARN AT HOME

Practical nurses are needed in every 
community . . . doctors rely on them. .. 
patients appreciate their cheerful, ex­
pert care. You can learn practical 
nursing at home in spare time. Course 
endorsed by physicians. 50th yr. Earn 
while learning. High School not re­

quired. Men. women, IS to 60. Trial plan. Write nowt
CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING

Dept 425, 41 Eaat Pearson Street. Chicago 11, Ilf.
Pleas© send free booklet, and 16 sample lesson pages.

TVame.................................................................... . ..........................................................
City.................................................State................................................  
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kind of a list of new members of the 
FRIENDS OF THE PHANTOM Club with 
their names and addresses. Since a great 
proportion of the letters coming into the 
Mail Bag this month are from readers who 
are interested in joining the club, this seems 
like an excellent opportunity to supply the 
list and acknowledge these letters at the 
same time. So here goes:
Mrs. Ed Shreves, 1444 South Lincoln. Casper, Wyo.
Sergeant William M. Hudson, P.O. Box 44, Fort Han­

cock, N. J.
Stanley Rush. State Hospital, Augusta. Me.
Bill Engel, 5410 South Washtenaw Avenue. Chicago 32,

A. F. Fisher. General Delivery. Ardmore. Okla.
William Gerard Begley. Parkview Lodge, Chemong

Park. Bridgenorth. Ontario. Canada.
Victor A. Cranston. Drew University, Madison, N. J.
Harry E. Hunt, 3217 G McMichael Street, Philadelphia,

Alfred F. Churchill. 300 Leigh. Detroit 17, Mich. 
Eugene L. Hager. R.R. xl. Hatton, Ky.
Ovid A. Fox. 4904 Tchoupitoulas Street, New Orleans 

15. La.
James Easley, 1321 Askew. Kansas City. Mo.
James H. Goyitche. 1725 Main Street North, Niagara 

Falls. Ontario. Canada.
Lester Tandit, 1837 East 79th, Cleveland. Ohio.
Bobby Bozeman, Route ~3. Cartersville. Ga.
Norton A. Lushbough, 324 N.E. 6th Street. Oklahoma 

City. Okla.
Charles H. MacDonald, Route itl. Box 363, Pittsburg, 

Colo.
William E. Allen, 221 East 60th Street, New York 22. 

N. Y.
Mrs. B. M. Flemitz, West 42nd Street, Shadyside. Ohio. 
Alfred Hull, 68 Second Street, Northwest. Huron. S. D. 
Bob Schilling, 6044 North American Street, Philadelphia 

20. Pa.

Sam Johnson. 14797 Dequindre, Detroit 12, Mich.
Roy Hubley. 19 Murray Street, St. John, N. B., Canada. 
Mrs. Arthur Sendelbach. R R.3. Box 217, Fostoria, Ohio.

Welcome to all of you new members. We’re 
certainly glad to have you in our organiza­
tion, and we feel sure that you are active in 
many fields in your own communities.

Thanks, too, to all you other folks who 
have written in to us. We are always glad to 
have your comments and criticisms on the 
stories we are publishing in THE PHANTOM 
DETECTIVE. Send along your remarks 
whether they are favorable or unfavorable. 
A postal card is as welcome as a letter. Kind­
ly address all of your correspondence to 
The Editor, THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE, 
10 East 40th Street, New York, 16, N. Y. 
Let’s meet here again in the next issue!

—THE PHANTOM

P. S. Just a word to tell you about a swell 
motion picture I’ve seen recently. Called 
WHISPERING SMITH, and starring Alan 
Ladd, this Paramount Picture in Technicolor 
is a pulse-stirring yarn of the crimes com­
mitted during the railroad era of the West 
in the 1890s. It’s a grand bet for both Western 
and detective fans!

Sbrawme/
COPY THIS GIRL AND TRY FOR A

Free *2 III Art Course
5 PRIZES! 5 Complete Art Courses, including 
Drawing Outfits! Each Course Valued at $240

EXTRA! Whether you win or not, the contest judges will 
write you ... if they feel you can develop your talent 
profitably. Our famous home-study course makes your 
own room an extension of one of the world’s largest art 
schools. 34 years experience in turning out successful, 
money-making graduates. Splendid op­
portunities now for trained artists in all ■ 
fields. Find out how much ability you z 
really have. Take this Drawing Test ’ 
FREE. Mail this coupon with your |

ART INSTRUCTION, INC.
Dept. 3639, 500 S. Fourth St., Minneapolis 15, Minnesota 
Please enter my drawing (attached) in your FREE 
$240 ART COURSE CONTEST for March.

(PLEASE PRINT)drawing.
RULES. You must be amateur. Make copy of | 

girl 5 ins. high. Pencil or pen only. Omit let- I 
tering. All drawings must he received by March B 
31, 19-49. None returned. Winners notified. If | 

desired, send stamped, self-addressed envel- ■ 
ope for list of winners.

Name__________________________________ Age---------------
Address---  --------------------------------------------------- -----------
Ci ty________________________Zone____State-------------------



THOUSANDS NOW PLAT
who never thought they could!

Thrilled by Playing
I’ve had !■ - - Mi - j -• ?. w »!: 1 -V.’nk 
ycur course ;$ I was n. re thrilled 

« «i- c.ij. «:. t! I T
< := • .. . ; A : a. Th-. M- rr-
\V;;b w W.U'Z r-

' 1 T. M.u. • ria. M.cii.

Wouldn't Take S1000 for Course
The lessons are so simple that anyone can 
under-rand them. I have learned to play 
by note in a little more than a month. I 
wouldn't take a thousand dollars fcr my 
course.. *S. E. A., Kansas City, Mo.

Shares Course With Sister
The teaching is so interesting and the 
jr-ees I couldn't a-k for any­
th; ng het rer. I recnmnn n' l your course 
hi-idv. _My hot .-iidL-s it with me and 
fee’s the same way.

*b. E. G., WaiHau. Wise.

You, too, can play any instrument 
By this EASY A-B-C Method

"\7"OU think it’s difficult to learn
1 ’..’.isic? That's what thousands 

others have thought! Just like 
y-.u, they long to play some instru­
ment— the piano, violin, guitar, 
saxophone or other favorites. But 
thv-y denied themselves the pleasure 
— be ct use th.»’y thought it ?>ok 
mor.fi'.s and years of tedious study 
to learn.

spare time at home for only a few cents 
a day. Never mind if you have no musical 
knowledge or talent. Just read the fas­
cinating booklet and Print and Picture 
sample that explain all about the U. S. 
School method. (Instruments supplied when 
needed, cash or credit.! Tear out the cou­

Finding New Joy
I am finding a new joy that I 
never experienced before, fcr I 
have always wanted to play, but 
had given up h e e un-Z I 
of your c.

Learn in Spare Time at Home
And then they made an amazing dis­

covery! They learned about a wonderful 
way to learn music at home—without a 
private teacher—without tedious study— 
and in a surprisingly short time. They 
wrote to the U. S. School of Music for the 
facts about this remarkable short-cut 
method. And the facts

pon now. before you 
School of Music, 
215 Brunswick 
Bldg., New York 
in, N. Y. (51st 
year)

FREE!
Print and Picture 

Sample

turn the page. U. S.

NOTICE
Prices of our courses 
hate n<'! g^ne up. 
Musi*' ipssons still 
’■<>< only a few cents 
a dav. Il-mieniber, we 
'1 m’t teaeli music 
"by ear" or by num- 
>;-!s. We teach you 
m I lay by standard

Plays After 2 Months
I hesitated before sending for your 
course because cf an earlier ex­
perience I had with a course by 
ear from another company. I air. 
playing pieces now I never dreamed 
I would play after only two months.

*E. T.. Prichard, Alx

.'per.ed their eyes ! They 
were- amazed to find how 
easy jt was to learn.

The result? Over 850.000 
men and women have studied 
music at home this simple, 
A-B-C way. Now, all over 
the world, enthusiastic mu­
sic-lovers are enjoying the 
thrilling satisfaction of cre­
ating their own music. They 
have found the key to good 
times, popularity and 
profit.

1. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC, 
2945 Brunswick Bldg

ilarly in the instrument 
fire -Hus: rated booklet 
d your free Print and

Piano
Guitar
Hawaiian

Guitar
Violin
Piano Accordion

Saxophone 
Trumpet, Cornet 
Reed Organ 
Tenor Banjo 
Ukulele

Clarinet 
Trombone 
Flute 
Modern

Elementary 
Harmony

Practical
Finger
Control

Piccolo
Mandolin

•Actual pupils’ names on request. 
Picture's by professional models.

Costs only few cents a Day
And that’s what you can 

do, right now. Get the proof 
that you, too, can learn to 
play your favorite instru­
ment— quickly, easily, in

Mi-
Mi;

(Please

Address.

City... ....State.
NOTE: If you are under 16 years of age, parent must sign coupon.

SAVE 2c — STICK COUPON ON PENNY POSTCARD



bounces' back 
•with new pep... so 

‘Eveready'batteries 
bounce back for 

extra life!

fhed/t

Lighter LIGH1 
Monger lifU

EVEREflDV
TRAOE-MAR*

• Naturally, when you use your flashlight, you use up some of the power 
in the batteries. But "Eveready” batteries recover power between uses— 
thanks to a reaction of chemicals in the batteries. Yes, "Eveready” bat­
teries bounce back for extra life! Insist on "Eveready” batteries for your 
flashlight—they’re the largest-selling brand in the world!

The registered trade-mark "Eveready" distinguishes products of
NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC.

30 East 42nd Street, New York 17, N, Y.
Unit of Union Carbide Qffl and Carbon Corporation


