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THE GR Y PHA TO f'S RETUR 

CHAPTER I 

FRO� 1 DYL '"G LIPS 

P
'ATROL 1 JO HU PI TO walking his 

beat at hYO o clock in th m min hun1med a 

jo) I tun a h turne off th Bo"· r_ an 
swun into Ea tHou ton tr t. It a a · t ni ht, 
'vith ra "·in · pinb aroun th tr t 
an Pinto "alk al n ·ith an ai o 

i t n c , a if t 1' ·in t m ak th t of i r -
able du �. Hi ·h a'' an on1 ·hat florid f atur 
w r 4�pr ionl . "'F r all th t hi face indicat . 
he n1irrht haYe b n thinkina that it a a fin ni ht 
for a 111ur er or "·i hino- that h \\·a in lain cl th 
in t a of uniform or i tu i 1 hitn If in i c z r 

home pl ying with hi a y Yh lu ty 
and 4 oo- oo he ·a pl a to int rpr t a ". n-

'd rful lino-ui tic achi Y n1 nt . 
Perha it \\a nothin ut in tinct that cau 

him to 1 w "�n hi pace a h p ed a uatt) 
and rather dila i ate uildino- in the mi dle of th 
block. o far a app a ra c ent it id not cliff r 

greatly from it dra an unpr po e ina n i h or 
y t Pint cast a harp lane at th round-fl or 
"·indo,v which bar a 1 ttere ian proclaimin that 
the pr mises were occupied by S rh anus Gabe d aler 
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in pipes, tobacco, and ciga rs. As i f  the building haa 
cast a spell o f  gloom upon him, the patrolman ceased 
his humming, and his lips were set in a tight l ine as 
he proceeded down the block. 

B eing an ambitious and hard-working officer, Pinto 
made it a practice to cultivate the acquaintance o f  as 
many as possible o f  the people l iving along his beat. 
He knew Sylvanus Gage, a thin, stoop-shouldered 
man with a flowing beard, a black cap a do rning his 
bald skull,  and mild blue eyes that had a habit of 
gazing lugubriously at the wo rld through thick lenses 
rimmed with tarnished gold. D espite h is patri
archal appearance, he  was reputed to b e  using his 
tobacco business as a cloak for a flourishing traffic 
i n  stolen goods. So deftly did the old man manage 
his illicit  .enterprises that the police, though mo rally 
certain o f  their facts, had n ever been abl e  to pro· 
'duce any evidence against him. Little was kno,;vn o f  
his housekeeper, a sour and sharp-tongued slattern 
o f  uncerta i n  age, but there were those who suspected 
that she was not entirely innocent of complicity in 
h e r  :employer's clandestine activities. 

It may have been o f  this Pinto was thinking as he 
, plodded along with the measured gait o f  the sea

soned patrolman. The soggy s idewalks glistened in: 
the l ight from the street-co rner  lamps, and here  and 
the re along the pavement water was forming in  little 
pools. M ost o f  the windows were 'dark and, save 
fo r an occasional shi fty-eyed and furtively slinking 
p edestrian, the streets were deserted. Pinto halted 
for a moment to look at his watch, then quickened his 
steps, "pulled" the buff·colored box on the co rner, 
and truaged o n  again·. 

Once more he was humming a tune. Eacli of the 
scattere'd p rowle rs he met was subjected to a critical 
scrutinY. out of the corner o f  his �ye. Now and then 
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he 'ao'dge'd into a 'aark 'doorway ana tried a locK. 
From time to time he glanced through the window 
of a store or shop. It was all a matter of habit with 
Joshua Pinto. For seven years he had pursued the 
same dull routine, varied only by an occasional trans
fer to another part of the city, or by a change from 
night to day duty, or vice versa. I-fe had broken up 
a fevv nocturnal street brawls, now and then he had 
'foiled the designs of a second-story artisan, and on 
two or three occasions he had caught a safe-blower 
red-handed, but nothing very exciting had ever hap
pened to him. 

On this particular night, however, an acute ob
server might have noticed an air of disquietude about 
Offic r Pinto. There was the m rest hint of uneasi
ness in the way he twirled his nightstick as he walkea 
along, in the intensified alertness with which he in
spected the occasional passers-by, in the quick and 
somewhat nervous glances he cast up and down the 
shabby str ets. Likely as not the rain and the \Vin'd, 
together with the gloom pervading the district were 
responsible for his state of min and possibly his 
physical discomfort was aggravat d by a pr monition: 
-though Pinto himself \vould hav called it a 
"hunch"-that a tragic event was soon to enliven the 
tedium of his existence. 

Again his footsteps 'dragged as once more lie 
stroll d past the establishment of Sylvanus Gage. 
The building was 'dark and still, like most of the 
others in the block, yet something prompted Pinto 
to cast a suspicious glance at the door and windows, 
as if he sensed an omen in the shadows clinging to 
the wall. 

He stoppe'd abruptly as a Cloor slammed ana a 

shrill feminine voice called his name. A woman, 
scantily 'dressed and with loosened hair fluttering in 
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the wind, was hurrying towara him with ·excitecr 
gestures . 

"Officer !"  She clutched his  sleeve and pointed 
toward the tobacco shop . "There-hurry ! "  

The patrolman' s eyes followed her pointing finger. 
� second-story wrindow opened above thei r heads 
and a frowsy person, distu rbed by the wornan' s harsh 
voice, looked down into the street. Pinto regarded 
the speaker with apparent unconcern, recognizing 
the housekeep er of  Sylvanus Gage. Another 
window opened across the street, and a second face 
looked down on them. 

Officer Pinto ,  schooled by p revious ·experiences 
\vith overexcited females, casually inquired what 
might b e  the matter. 

"Matter ! "  retortea the woman·. "Muraer-
that' s wha t' s  the matter. Why don' t you get a move 
0 ?" n .  

Pinto permitted himself to be  lea along. The 
'driver o f  a milk wagon halted his  nag to watch the 
commotion. The woman, j abbering and shivering, 
opened the door o f  the tobacco store, pushed the 
officer inside and switched on the l ight above the 
counter. 

"There I" She pointed at a door in the rea r o f  
the dingy shop . "He-M r. Gage-sleeps back 
there." 

"Vl ell, what of  i t ?" An impatient look cloaked 
Pinto ' s  real feelings. "He' s got to sleep some place, 
a in ' t he ?" 

The woman' s  eyes blazed. ' 'You stand there 
handing out sass while he--he may be dying back 
there ."  Trying to steady hersel f, she gathered up 
the folds o f  the tattered robe she wore. "My room's 
right above h is ,"  she explained. "A few moments 
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ago I jump ed  out of bed, thinking I'd heard a 
sound. " 

"A sound, eh? This  town is  chockfull o f  them 
th ings. ' '  Pinto leveled an uneasy glance at the door 
in the rear. "What kind of sound was it you thought 
you heard ?" 

What kina of sound! You ain' t pa id for asking 
fool questions, Officer Pinto. All day long I felt in  
my bones that something awful was go ing to hap
pen, and when that no ise woke me up l was sca red 
stiff. I grabbed a few clothes and ran 'down here, 
but the door to Mr. Gage' s room was bolted on the 
inside. He always shoots the bolt before he goes 
to bed. I knocked, but not a sound came from the 
inside. Then I shouted loud enough to rais the 
dead but " 

' Your boss is hard o f  hearing, a in t h ? ' 
' A little. Say, why don t you do something ? ' 
Pinto walked to the outer door, shooed away a 

knot o f  curious spectato rs then sauntered back to 
where the 'voman stood. Th re wa a supercilious 
grin on his lips , but a.eep, irr his ·eyes lurkea an uneasy 
gl eam. 

' So you ve been feel ing in your bones that some
th ing a ful was going to happ n " he gibingly ob
served. ' Then you hear a no is and ri ht a \Va y 
you yell murder. You've got so1ne imagination ou 
hav . I a in't  going to break in on a sl p ing tnan 

just because your bones feel funny. Mine do, too ,  
once  in a while, but  I don ' t make any fus s about it .  
No, sir-ee! You mi ht as  well trot back to bed." 

The woman pul led at the folds of  her robe. I 
haven't told you all yet." She spoke fast and low, 
gazing fixedly at the door in the rea r. 'Yesterday 
a fternoon Mr. Gage got a letter  f rom-from a 
party he s got good reason to be scar  d o f. He 
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�aan't hear� from .him in years, and he' d  been hop .. 
1ng h e  was r1d of  htm for good. Well, I was watch
ing him while h e  read the letter, and I saw him turn 
white a s  a sheet. Later, while he  was out to lunch, 
I went to h is  desk and read the letter. I was just 
that curious. It told M r. Gage that the writer would 
call on h im inside fort�-eight hours." · 

"Was that all ?"· 
"All but the name at the bottom-an'd the nam-e 

was the main thing.n 
"Eh ?" 
" It was the name of the man M r. Gage has  heert 

a fraid of all  these years. When I saw that name 
a t  the bottom of  the note I felt a chill al l  over. 
Say," rais ing her  voice, "why don' t you break in that 
door ?" 

Pinto stroked his  chin, as i f  strongly impressed by 
what the woman had told him. Another  group of  
spectators had gathered a t  the entrance, and he 
gruffiy o rdered them to disp erse. Then he faced the 
inner 'door, turned the knob, pushed. The door did 
not y ield, and he looked back ove r  his shoulder. 

"Whose name was s igned to the note ?" he 'de
manded. 

A look of awe crossed the hous·ekeep er' s  face. 
She raised a bony a rm and steadied herself against 
the counter. A grayish p allor had suffused her 
shriveled features. 

" I-I can't tell you," she whisp ered. "I mustn't. 
Hurry-for Heaven' s sake !"  

Something of  her  ·excitement seemed to h ave been: 
cotnmunicated to Pinto, but .even no'v he  appeared 
loath to attack the door. 

" I f  your  boss was so a ll-'firea scared of the gu)'t 
that sent him the note, why 'didn't he call  up the 
pol ice ?" he queried suspiciously. Then a look o£ 
camp rehension dawned in h i s  face. "I guess, though', 
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that he wasn't very anxious to have the department 
butt into h i s  affa i rs, and maybe he thought the other 
fellow' s bite was worse'n h is  bark. Well, here 
goes." 

He stepped back a few paces, squared his shoul
ijers for action, then hurled his massive figure against 
the door. The woman stood rigid, stra ining for
ward a l i ttle, yet holding her hands befo re her face 
as if areading the sight that might meet her eyes. 
�gain and aga in Pinto flung his body against the 
,(ioor, and finally, with a crash and a long spl intering 
sou�d, it flew open, precipitating him headlong into 
the Inner room. 

A queer sound rose in the woman' s throat ana she 
lowered her hands. She made a s  i f  to follow the 
policeman, but something held her back. From 
where she stood, sta ring through the doorway, she 
could see that the inner room was da rk, and she 
heard the policeman' s grunts and mutte rings as  he 
struggled to rega in h is  feet. Th n came an interval 
o f  s ilence, b roken only by grop ing footfalls , and 
presently a l i  ht app ared i n  th rea r. Pinto had 
found the electric switch. 

The housekeeper  shudd red a s  an exclamation: 
issued from the other room. Evid ntly the officer 
had di cover d something. C rouchin  i n  front o f  
the counter she  trained her ears ,  l i stening. Pinto 
was speakino- in  low, quick accents, but she could not 
m�ke out the words , and she h a rd no answering 
VOlCe. 

Fin a lly, Pinto came out. H is face "'t as  a l i ttle 
:white and his l ips "\vere set in a tight l ine. 

"He's  dead," he decla red. 
The woman sh rank back aga inst the counter. 

�'Murdered ?" 
The officer ba wleo a command to the neck-cran

ing group a t  the entrance to stand back. Without 
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a nswering the housekeeper's  question, he lookea 
quickly about the store till he sp ied a telephone on 
a shelf behind the counter. The woman l istened ab
stractedly as  he called a number and spoke a few 
words into the transmitter. Then he stepped out 
'from behind the counter and faced her. 

"Your boss is  lying o n  the floor in there," he an
nounced, j erking his huge head toward the inner 
room, "with a kni fe wound in his chest. He was 
b reathing his last just as I got to him." 

The housekeeper j erked herself  up, a look o£ 
sullen passion in her blanched face. "B reathing his 
last, was he ?" Her  voice was loud and shrilL 
"Then he wasn' t 'dead yet ! I f  you'd hurried, as I 
told you to, we might have saved his l i fe. I ' l l  report 
you for this, Officer Pinto ." 

"Cut that stuff ! Nothing could have saved him .. 
H e  was too fa r gone. Say," and Pinto bored his 
sha rp eyes into her twitching face, "what name was 
s igned to that letter ?" 

Twice she openea her l ips to speak, but no words 
came. 

"Out with i t ! You've got to tell me now." 
The woman swallowed. "Why do you want to 

know ?" she asked faintly. 
" I 've got a reason. Just a s  Gage was arawing his 

last breath, I got down beside him and asked him i f  
h e  could tell m e  who stabbed him. I guess h e  read 
my lips; anyho,v, h e  was able to whisp er a name.. I 
want to know i f  i t  jibes with the name s igned to the 
letter  Gage got yesterday." 

"Well, then"-she presse'd her banos against her 
breast-"the name on the letter was the Gray Phan
tom's ." 

Pinto ejaculated hoa rsely. 
" It jibes, all right !" he declarea. 



CHAPTER II 

THE MISS! G BAUBLE 

J
UST then a youngis

. 
h man with a slouching gait 

and a dead cigar between his teeth pushed 
through the little knot of spectators at the en

trance and leveled a mildly inquisitive glance at 
Pinto and the housekeeper. 

The patrolman, after introducing the new arrival 
as Lieutenant Culligore of the detective bureau, told 
briefly what he had discovered. 

Culligore doffed his dripping raincoat and banged 
his soggy slouch hat against the counter. His dull 
face and sluggish manners gave the impression that 
he was never quite awake, but now and then a furtive 
little gleam in his cinnamon-colored yes betrayed a 

saving sense of humor. He seemed unimpr ssed 
until Pinto reached that point in his story where the 
aying man had told the name of his a ailant. Then 
Culligore curled up hi lip against the tip of his 
nose, as was his habit when interested in omething, 
�nd motioned the patrolman to follow him into the 
1nner room. 

There was an indefinable air about the chamber 
that vaguely suggested the abode of one \vhose life 
is hidden from the world. The ragged carpet and 
the ancient wall paper were of neutral tones, and the 
atmosphere was stale and oppressive, as if s ldom 
'freshened by sun or \Vind. Li utenant Culligore s 

.drowsily blinking eyes traveled over the scene, yet he. 
9 
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appeared to see nothing. The safe in a corner 
seemed rather too l arge for the modest requirements 
o f  a tobacconist. Near by stood an ink-sta ined writ
ing desk and a cha ir. The clothing on the narrow 
i ron cot looked as  though the occupant, suddenly dis
turbed in his sleep, had sprung from it in a hurry. 

In the center o f  the room lay a curiously twisted 
ngure, garbed in p ajamas of  p ink flannel . Over the 
heart was a dull stain, and the right arm lay across  
the chest in a manner h inting that the dead man had 
used h i s  la s t  ounce of  strength to ward off a blow. 
One o f  the legs was drawn up a lmost to the abdo
men, and the eyes were fixed on the cei l ing in a 

glassy stare. 
"Well, Pinto ?" Cull igore lookeCl as though he ·ex

pected the patrolman to do the necessary thinking. 
"The corpse  told me the Gray Phantom did it," 

said Pinto in a tone o f  final ity. "Don' t you think 
we'd better start a general a larm, s ir ?" 

"Corpses are sometimes mistaken, Pinto." The 
lieutenant fumbled for a match and slowly kindled 
h i s  cigar. " I' l l  bet a p a ir o f  p ink socks that the 
Phantom had nothing to do with this. The Phantom 
a lways fought clean. I 'd  hate l ike blue blazes to 
think that he  pulled off this job."  

Pinto scowled a l ittle ,  a s  i f  he  couldn't quite under
stand why Culligore should reject an easy solution: 
o f  the mystery when it came to him ready-made. 

"By the way," and Cull igore fixed an indolent eye 
on the electric fixture above the desk, "was the light 
on or off when you broke in ?" 

" It was off, s ir. I turned it on myself." 
Culligore thought for a moment. "Well, tliat 

'doesn't mean much. The murderer might have 
switched it off before he made his get-away, or the 
room might have been dark all the time. I' d give 
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a gooo smoke to know whether the murder was aone 
in the light or the dark." 

Pinto's eyes widened inquiringly. 
"You see, Pinto, if the light was on we can take 

it for granted Gage saw the murderer's face. If the 
room was dark, then he was just guessing when he 
told you it was the Phantom. It would have been a 

natural guess, too, for he would be very apt to sup
pose that the murderer was the man who had sent 
him the threatening letter. Since we can't know 
whether Gage was stabbed in the light or the dark, 
we'd better forget what he told you and take a fresh 
start. " His eyes flitted about the room, and a flicker 
of interest appeared in their depths. "How do you 
suppose the murderer got out, Pinto?, 

The patrolman looked significantly at the single 
window in the room. Culligore took a spiral tape 
measure from the little black box he always carried 
when at work on a homicide case and measured the 
width of the narrow sash. 

'Too small," he declared. "You'd have to yanK 
in your belt several notches before you could crawl 
through a window of this size, Pinto. Anyhow, it's 
latched from the inside." 

A look of perplexity in his reddish face, Pinto 
turned to the door. He looked a bit dazed as he 
noticed the damage he had wrought in forcing it. 
One of the panels was cracked in the center, and the 
slot in which the bolt had rested had been torn out 
of the frame. 

"You see, Pinto. " There was a grin on Culli
gore's lips. "The murderer couldn't have got out 
of the window, because it's much too small, and he 
couldn't have walked out through the door, because 
it was bolted from the inside. There's no transom, 
so he could not have ad jus ted the bolt from the other 
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side. Nobody has yet figured out a way o"f passing 
through a door or window and leaving it bolted on 
h . "d " t e 1ns1 e. 

Pinto stared at the door, at the window, and 
finally at Culligore. The problem seemed beyond 
him. Then he took his baton and, tapping as he 
went, explored every square foot of floor and walls, 
but no hollow sounds betrayed the presence of a 

hidden opening. He shook his head in a flabber
gasted way. 

"It's possible, of course," suggested the lieuten
ant, "that the murderer was still in the room when 
you broke in. He might have made his get-away 
in the dark while you were hunting for the light
switch. " 

"The housekeeper would have seen him," Pinto 
pointed out. "She was standing just outside. And 
there was a crowd at the entrance. Say," and a 

startled look crossed his face, "do you suppose Gage 
killed himself?'' 

"That would be an easy solution, all right. But, 
if he did, what was his idea in telling you that 
the Phantom had done it? And I don't see any knife 
around. Gage wouldn't have had the strength to 
pull it out of the wound, and, even if he had, how 
did he dispose of it? No, Pinto, Gage was mur
'dered, and-hang it all !-it's beginning to look as 
though the Phantom did it. " 

"But you just said " 
"All I'm saying now is that it's beginning to look 

as if the Phantom had had a hand in it. Things 
aren't always what they seem, you know. I'm not 
taking much stock in what Gage told you just before 
he died. There are other reasons. One of them 
is the size of that window. Another is the fact that 
the door was bolted on the inside. Together they 
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sho\v that the man who committed this murder ac
complished something o f  a miracle in  getting out o f  
the room. The Phantom is the only man I know 
who can do that sort of thing." 

He grinned sheep ishly, as i f  conscious o f  having 
sa id  something that sounded extravagant. 

"Stunts l ike that are the Phantom's long suit , '  he  
went on. ''He l ikes to throw dust in  the eyes o f  the 
police and keep everybody guess ing. But he ��as  
always a gentlemanly ra scal, and i t  takes someth ing 
bes ides a bolted door and a window latched on the 
inside to make me bel ieve he has gotten down to di rty 
work. Wish the medical examine r would hu rry up." 

He took a cover from the cot and threw i t  over 
the upp er pa rt of  the body. A chance glance toward 
the door made h im pause. Just across the threshold, 
with hands clasped across her breast and eyes fixed 
rigidly on the l i feless heap on the floor, stood the 
housekeeper. She a\voke "i th a sta rt f rom her rev
e ri e  as she felt the l ieutenant' s steady gaze on her 
'face, and she sh rank back a step . \Vith a puckering 
of  the bro\¥s, Cull igo re turned away. His eyes fell 
on the sa fe. 

A pull a t  the knob told him it was locked. He 
took a magni fying lens from h i s  k i t  and ca re fully 
'examined the surface. Then vvith a shake o f  the 
head s ignify ing he had found no finger p rints, he 
crook d h i s  i ndex finger at the houseke per. She 
advanced reluctantly, and Cull igore studi d her \vith 
a sidelong glance. 

' You needn' t talk unless ou want to , ' he sa id 
gently. "The departlnent i sn' t offering you any im
munity. vVe've known fo r some time that Gage \Vas 
running a fence, though we never got the goods on 
him." 

The woman, standing in a crouching attitude ana 
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studiously avoiding Culligore's gaze, swept a tress 
of  moist gray ha ir f rom her forehead. 

"We've also suspected that you have been in ca
hoots with him,, continued the l ieutenant i n  casual 
tones. "Oh, don't get scared. vVe won' t go into 
that just now. All I want is that we understand 
:each other." 

The woman raisea her head ana looked stra ight 
a t  Officer Pinto, and there was a hint of  dread in 
her eyes as thei r glances met. A puzzled frown 
crossed Culligore' s face a s  he noticed the strange 
�exchange o f  glances; then he pointed to the sa fe. 

"Know how to open i t ?" 
The housekeeper  shook her head. "Mr. Gage 

kept only cheap junk in i t, anyhow. All he used it 
.for was a b lind." 

"A bl ind ?" 
"He had to keep a lot of valuabl es in the house 

al l  the t ime, and he was a lways a fra id of  burglars .  
He kep t  a lot of phony stuff in the sa fe, th ink ing if  
burglars found it they might be fooled and not look 
any fu rther." 

"Ah! Not a baa idea.  Where aid he  keep the 
real stuff ?" 

The woman hes itated fo r a moment; then, with a 

quick gesture, she po inted to the old writing desk. 
"Gage was a shrewd one," observed the l ieuten

ant. ' \Vith a sa fe in the room, nobody would think 
o f  looking for valuables in  a broken-down desk. 
Now," drawing a l i ttle closer to the woman and try
ing to catch her shi fty eyes, "I wish you 'vould tell 
us who killed him. I th ink you know." 

A tremor p assea over the woman's a shen face, 
and she fixed Pinto with a look tha t  caused the 
l i eutenant to l i ft his bro,vs in perplexity. Finally, 
she pointed a finger at the p atrolman. 
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"You heard wh;_t he said, aidn't you? Mr. Gage 
told him the Gray Phantom did it. Isn't that 
:enough?'' 

Culligore regarded her narrowly, as if sensing an 
attempt at evasion in what she had just said. Then 
he nodded and seemed to be searching his memory. 

' Let me see-Gage and the Phantom had some 
kind of ro\v a few years back? " 

The hou ekeeper's "Yes" was scarcely audible. 
' \Vhat was it about? " 
Her lips curled in scorn. "That's what I could 

never understand. They \Vere quarreling like two 
overgrown boys over a piece of green rock. Imita
tion jade was what 1 r. Gage called it. I nev r got 
the story straight, but it seems the Phantom had been 
carrying it around as a kind of k psake for ) ears. 
He lost it finally, and sam how it got into Mr. 
Gage's hands. The Phantom wanted it back but 
Mr. Gage was just stubborn enough to han on to it. 
They had an a\vful rumpu and I think the Phantom 
threatened to get Mr. Ga e orne day. " 

"All that fu s about a piece of phony jad ? The 
Phantom must have had orne particular r ason for 
'van tin; it back. \Vhat \Vas it hape like?" 

"It was a funny kind of cro s, \vith eight tips 
to it." 

'A Malte e cross maybe." Li ut nant Culligore 
whistled softly. The Phantom s a que r cuss. 
Likely as not he thought mor of that piece of imi
tation jade than most peopl would f a thousand 
dollars. \Vhat I 'don't see is why Gage wouldn't 
give it up. Unless " he added \Vith a shr \Vd grin, 
'he knew how badly the Phantom '\Vanted it and 
hoped to make him cough up some real dough for it. 
Wasn't that it?" 

'A shrug was the housekeeper's only response. 



16 THE GRAY PHANTOM'S RETURN 

"And the Phantom, o f  course, balked at  the ioea 
of paying goo d  money for his own prope rty. But it 
seems Gage would have given it up when he saw that 
it was putting his l i fe in danger. I suppose, though, 
he thought the Phantom was only bluffing. H e  
�idn't bel ieve anybody would commit a murder ov.er 
a thing that  could be bought for a few cents. "  

Again the housekeep er shot Pinto a queer glance. 
�'If you don't want me a ny more, I th ink I'll " 

"Just a moment," interrupted Cull igore. " I  want 
you to show me the letter Gage got yesterday." 

With a sullen gesture she stepp ed to the desk, 
'fumbled fo r a few moments among the drawers, 
then drew fo rth a letter and handed it to the l ieu
tenant. Cull igor e  examined the envelope and the 
sup erscriptio n  under the light, then pulled out the 
:enclosu re. 

" 'The Gray Phantom neither fo rgives no r fo r
gets , '  " he read a loud. "Sho rt and to the point. 
Now let' s have a look at the Maltes e cross. But 
wait-here' s the medical examiner. You're late, 
u " .uoc. 

"Ca r b roke 'down." The examiner, a thickset, 
bea rded, crisp-mannered individual, put a few qu es
tions to Culligo re and Pinto, then uncovered the 
body, explo red the region o f  the wound with an ex
pert touch, and finally jotted down a few notes in a 

red-covered book. As he rose from his kneeling po
s ition, the l ieutenant gave him a s ignal  out of  the 
co rner o f  his  .eye, and the two men left the room 
together. 

"Just one· question, 'aoc."· Culligo re spoke in low 
tones, as i f  anxious tha t  Pinto and the housekeeper 
should not hea r. "About that  wound. How long 
'did Gage live a fter he  was stabbed ?" 

"Not very long." 
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"Long enough to tell Pinto the name o f  the man 
who stabbed h im ?' ' 

The examiner looked sta rtl ed. "Yes, in all p rob
abi l i ty. Say, you don' t suspect that cop in there 
of " 

ot  a fter what you've told me." Cull igore 
wheeled on his  heels and re-entered the inner room. 
His  uppe r  l ip brushed the tip o f  h is  nose, signi fying 
he had lea rned something i nteresting. Pinto was 
replacing the cover over the body, whi le  the house
k eper  standing a few paces away, was rega rding 
him with a fixed, inscrutabl e look. 

" ow let's see the 1\llaltese c ross, " di rected the 
l i eutenant. 

The woman jerked her  elf up . Her eyes held a 
aefiant gleam, but i t  died away qu ickly. With evi
aent reluctance she app r ach d the d sk and pointed. 

There a h idden drawe r back th ere i n  the 
comer " she announced. I don t kno\v ho,v to open 
i t . You 11 ha e to find that  out fo r your elf . ' 

Culligo re, a fter looking in  va in  fo r a concealed 
sp rin took a small tool from hi kit. To locate 
the dra\ver without the \voman s h lp would hav 
been a di fficult ta k fo r i t  wa i n  eni usl h idd n in  
an  appa rently olid portion o f  the  de  k .  \ i th a fe\v 
deft twists and jerks he fo re d i t  open and poured 
out th e cant nt con is ting o f  a r at nun1ber  of 
small objects \Vrapped i n  ti sue pap r. Each o f  the 
little "'ads conta ined a di amond. U n\vrapp ing one 
a fter anoth r Cull i o re gath red them in a bli ttering 
heap on the de k. The tone ' a ri e in s ize and
brill iancy. Occa ionally he rai sed one of them to 
the l ight and in pected it keenly, sati s fying himself 
of  its genuineness. 

"Some eye-teasers ! "  he muttered. "But where' s 
the Maltese cross ?" 
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The housekeeper's face went blank. She stare'd 
at the diamonds, then at the empty drawer. 

"It was there day before yesterday," she declared. 
"Mr. Gage showed i t  to me. " 

There \Vas an odd tension in  the lieutenant's 
manner. "Did  the Phantom know about the secret 
dra,ver and how to open i t ? ' '  

The woman, one hand clutching the edge o f  the 
'desk, seemed to ponder. " I  don't know. He might 
have. The Phantom called on M r. Gage several 
t imes a fte r they sta rted qua rreling. But " 

"Well, i t  doesn' t matter." There was a strain: 
of suppressed disappointment in Culligore' s tones, 
and his face hinted that an illusion was sl ipp ing away 
from him. " It looks as though the thing was settled. 
The G ray Phantom is the only man I know who 
would pass up some fi fty thousand dollars' worth o f  
diamonds after taking the trouble to steal a gewgaw 
worth about two bits ." 

With dragging ga it  he left the room, stepp·F!a be
hind the counter outside, and spoke into the tele
phone. In  a few moments now the ala rm would 
go out and a thousand eyes would be searching for 
the Gray Phantom. Cull igore, tarrying for a l i ttle 
a fter he had hung up the receiver, looked a s  though 
he were in a mood to qua rrel with his  duty and with 
the facts sta ring him in the face. Then he shrugged, 
as i f  to banish regrets o f  which he '\Vas half ashamed, 
and his  face bore a look of  dogged determination 
when he stepped back into the bedroom. 

"We'll get him," he announced with grim assur
ance. " Inside fi fteen minutes there' l l  be a net thrown: 
a round this ala town so tight a mouse couldn't 
wriggle through." 

He p icked up h is  hat an'd kit, an'd just then his  
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eyes fell on the housekeeper's face. In va in he ex
ercised his  wits to interp ret the sly gaze with which 
she was fixing Patrolman Pinto . 

Did it mean fear, susp icion, horro r, hate, or all 
four ?:, 



CHAPTER I II 

BLUE OR GRAY? 

C
UTHBERT V ANARDY was conscious o f  a 

disquieting tens ion in the air. The long 
shadows cast by the trees that stood in clusters 

on the lawn of Sea-Glimpse impressed him as s inister 
ha rbingers o f  coming events. The wind had a raw 
·edge, and it p roduced a dolorous melody as it went 
moaning over the landscape. Vana rdy recognized 
the vague sense o f  dep ression and fo reboding he 
·experienced a s  he walked down the p ath that wound 
in and out among flower beds and pa rterres o f  
shrubbery. He  had noticed i t  often in the past, and 
always on the eve of some tragic event. 

He could not understand, for o f  late his life had 
fallen into serene and humdrum lines, and there had 
been no hint of  disturbing occurrences . His horti
cultural experiments had kept him well occup ied, and 
he had derived a great deal o f  sat isfaction from the 
favorable comments which the p roducts o f  his ga r
'dens had created an1ong experts at the ho rticultural 
:expositions in New York and Boston, as well as from 
the speculations a roused concerning the identity o f  
the anonymous exhib i tor, who fo r p rivate reasons 
p referred to remain unknown. Nothing o f  an ex
citing nature had happened in several months, and, 
but fo r his intangible misgivings , there was no sign 
of  an interruption to his tranquil life. 

On the veranda he stopped and looked back into 
the gathering dusk. The trees and shrubs, colored 

20 
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and distortea by his restless imagination, took on 
weird contours and seemed to assume life and mo
tion. No doubt, he told himself, the premonitions 
he had felt of late were also the products of his 
fancy. They could be nothing else, for he had sev
·ered all the links connecting him with the old life. 
Time had quieted all the dreams and impulses of his 
former self. He smiled as it occurred to him that 
his highest ambition at the present moment was to 
produce a gray orchid. 

It was only a whim, a aiversion from more serious 
work, but the novelty of the experiment, as well as 
the difficulties in the way, appealed to him. By in
tricate cross-breeding he was gradually developing 
an orchid of a dim, mystic gray, his favorite color. 
When once evolved, the hybrid should be known as 
the Phantom Orchid. It would be the living symbol 
of whatever had been good in his other self, the 
Gray Phantom. 

His thoughts went back to tho e other days when 
he had gone, like a swaggering Robin Hood, from 
one stupendous adventure to another. Even his 
bitterest enemies, and there had been many of them, 
had never accused the Gray Phantom of being actu
ated by considerations of sordid gain. The public 
had gasped and the police muttered maledictions as 

he gratified his thirst for thrills and xcit ment, al .. 
ways playing the game in strict accord '\tvith his code 
and invariably planning his �xploits so that his vic
tims were villains of a far blacker dye than he. 
Always his left hand had tossed a'vay what his right 
hand had plucked. Hospitals, orphan asylums and 
other philanthropic organizations became the recip
ients of donations that were never traced to their, 
source. Princely and mysterious gifts poured into 
garrets and hovels in a way that caused simEle-
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min'de'd people to believ_e in: a r_eturn o f  the Clay of 
m iracles. 

The Gray Phantom, through it all, maintaine'd an: 
�lusiveness tha t  completely baffled the p olice and 
clothed his identity in a glamourous haze. So as
tounding were his  p erfo rmances that there were 
those who asked themselves  whether he  was not 
practicing black magic. Once, in the ea rly days of 
h i s  career, he fell into the clutches o f  the police, sat
isfying the sup erstitious ones that he  was really a 

being o f  flesh and blood, but an amazing escap e a 

:few days later revived the gossip o f  a rogue who 
was in collusion with ·evil spir its .  The Phantom was 
greatly amused, and spurred his ·energi es to even 
more dizzying flights, but there were times when a 

softer mood came upon him, a nd then he wondered 
:\vhy his restless sp i rit could not have found a dif
�ferent outlet. Perhaps the reason was to b e  found 
in the remote and dimly remembered p ast wh en, 
[fri endless and homeless, he had derived his philos
ophy o f  l i fe from thieving urchins and night-prowl
ing gangsters. 

The years p a ssea, a nd the Gray Phantom's adven
tures made his  sob riquet known from coast to coast, 
but gradually the l i fe he was leading began to pall 
o n  him. H i s  ·explo its  no longer gave him the thrills 
he c raved, and he  began to search, at  first blindly: 
a nd haltingly, for a more satisfying way o f  unleash� 
ing his boundless ·energies.  There came long l ap ses 
b enveen h is  adventures, an'd finally it  b egan to be 
rumo red that the Gray Phantom had gone into re
tirement with h i s  accumulated treasures, fo r no one 
guessed that he h a d  flung away h is  spoils a s  fast as 
he garnered them in. Nobody understood the true 
reason fo r the change that had com� ov.er him, and 
the Phantom least o f  all. 
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He oJten won'derea at the obscure impulses that 
nad impelled him to seek seclusion at Sea-Glimpse, 
a na rrow stretch of wooded land surrounded on 
three sides by jagged coast l ine and in the rear  by; 
:forest and farm lana. He could not understand 
them, except that his new mode of life gave him a 

sense of pleasing remoteness from things he wishe'd 
to forget, and a t  times he thought he would be con
tent to spend the rest o f  h is  days in this secluded 
nook, secure from intrusion a nd free to devote him
self to his hobby and his books. 

But to-night a vague unrest was upon him. He 
peered into the shadows,  constantly growing longer 
and darker, and it seeme'd as if the ghostly figures 
of his past were reaching out for him. Perhaps, 
there was still a 'forgotten link or two that bound 
him to the old life. He shrugged, as if to banish: 
�disquieting thoughts , and entered the house. Step
p i ng into the l ibrary, he lighted his reading lamp and 
took a work on horticulture from the shelf. There 
was a problem in connection with the gray orchid 
that he had not yet been able to 'vork out satisfac
torily. He sat 'down and open d the book, but the 
p rint oanced and blurred beneath h i s eyes .  ..N. 
.\v oman's fac appeared out of nowhere, the same 
:face that h ad haunted him in idle moments for 
months. His mental pictu re was aim and frag
mentary, and h e  could not distinctly remember even: 
the color of the hair  or whether the eyes were blue 
o r  gray, but the vi sion pursued him with the persist
�ence of a haunting scent or a stra in from an old 
�amiliar song. 

Helen Hard,vic]( ana he fiaa sha red several au
ventures and perils together. Only a few months 
had elap sed since he rescu ed her from the clutches 
of the mysterious "Mr. Shei," the leader of an arch .. 
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conspiracy which the Phantom haa frustratea. 
1\.bout a yea r before that he had emerged from his 
r_etreat for long enough to restore to her father, 
curator o f  the Cosmopolitan Museum, a collection 
of Assyrian antiques that Hardwick had spent the 
best years of his  l i fe in gathering, and which had 
been stolen by a c riminal o rganization headed by 
the  Phantom's o ld-time enemy and rival, "The 
Duke." To Vanardy the achievement had meant 
l i ttle more than a pleas ing diversion and an oppor· 
tuni ty to humiliate a man whose personality and 
methods he abhorred, and Helen Hardwick' s grati· 
tude had made him feel that she was giving him the 
accolade o f  an  undeserved knightship . She had 
come to Sea-Glimpse to  thank h im, and her pa rting 
glance and smile were st i l l vivid in  his recollection. 
He o ften glanced dreamily at the spot where she had 
stood when fo r an instant her hand l ingered within 
his .  With the blood pounding against h is  temples, 
h e  had exerted all his power of will to restrain him
sel f  from calling her  back. There were times when 
he regretted having let her  go l ike that, without hope 
·o f  seeing her  again, but in  h i s  soberer moments he  
saw the  inevitableness of  the  outcome. In the eyes 
·of the world he was still an outlaw, and too great a 

gul f  sepa rated the G ray Phantom and Helen Hard
wick. The memory o f  her  eyes, warm, frank and 
b right, would be with him a lways. He had her to 
thank for the finest emotions he had ever experi
:enced, and he would try to b e  content with that. 

She seemed l i ttle more than a d ream to him now, 
an'd even the dream was fragmenta ry. Again he 
thought i t  strange that  he could not remember the 
color  o f  her eyes or  hai r, and that l ittle remained 
with h im save a n1i sty and tantaliz ing vision of  love· 
liness. 
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He closed the book and passeo to ilie win'dow. 
The moon had risen, bathing the na rrow strip of 
water vis ible between the birches and hemlocks in a 

white mist. The house, which Vana rdy had restored 
from the dilapidated condition in which he had 
found it, was s ilent save fo r an occasional creaking 
o f  old timb ers. Clifford Wade, once his chief li eu
tenant and now the maj o r-domo o f  h i s  l ittle house
hold, had gone to the village for the mail .  The 
Phantom stood lost in refl ections, his deep gray ·eyes 
so ft and luminous. On occasion they could sting 
and stab like po ints o f  steel, but in repose they were 
the eyes o f  a dreamer. The nostrils were full and 
sensitive, and the a rch o f  the l ips was pa rtly obscured 
by a sho rt-cropp ed beard that would have made him 
hard to recognize from his  photograph i n  a revolving 
case at police headqua rters. 

H e  tu rn ed a s  a knock sounded on the 'doo r. 'A 
fat man stepp ed th rough the doo r groaning and puf
'fing as  i f  the task o f  carrying his  huge body th rough 
l i fe were the bane o f  his  existence. Wade, the os
tensible owner o f  Sea-Glimpse-fo r its real master 
\Vas  seldom seen beyond the bounda rie  of the estate 
-placed a bundle of mai l  on th e table, gave his  
master a long-suffering look, a nd withd rew. 

With a l i stless a ir  Vanardy glanced at the mail 
and began to unfold the ne\v p ap ers.  He ran h i s  
eyes over the  h eadl ines,  and a caption, blacker and 
l a rge r tha n  the rest, caught his lan uid attention., 
H e  sta red at it  fo r moments, as  i f  h is  brain were 
unable to abso rb its meaning. Slowly and .daz edly; 
he mumbled the wo rds : 

DYING MAN A CCUSES THE GRAY PHANTOM 

Presently h is  quickening eye was running down the 
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column: o f  typ e. It was a lurid and highly colorea 
account o f  the murder o f  Sylvanus Gage, a crime 
s a i d  by the police to be one of the strangest on 
reco rd. Headquarters 'detectives confessed them
selves baffied by several of  the c ircumstances, and 
:esp ecially by the fact that the murdere r seemed to 
have accomplished the app a rently impossible feat o f  
making his escap e through a door which had b een 
found bolted on the inside when the police reached 
the scene. 

The mu rder, it  was statea, would p robably have 
gon e  down in the annals of crime as an unsolved 
mystery but for the fact that  the dying man had 
whisp ered the name o f  his  assa ilant to Patrolman 
Pinto , who had been summoned to the scene by the 
housekeep er, M rs.  M a ry Tripp e, a fter the latter had 
b een disturbed by a mysterious sound. The name 
mentioned by the victim was that of Cuthbert V.an
a rdy, known internationally a s  the G ray Phantom 
a nd rega rded by the police a s  one of the most in
genious criminals o f  modern times.  

However, the account went on, the G ray Phan
tom' s gui lt would h ave been clearly ·established even 
without h is  victim's dying statement. It h a d  b een 
learned that fo r some years a feud ha'd existed be
tween the two men and that the Gray Phantom had 
threatened to  take his  ·enemy' s l i fe .  The total ab
sence o f  finger p rints and other tangible clews 
strongly suggested that the deed could have b een per
p etrated only by a criminal i n  the Phantom' s class. 
The p erplexing features a dded further p roo f o f  the 
Phantom' s  guilt. Who else could have made h is  
:escap e i n  such an inexplicable manner ? Who but 
th e Gray Phantom, who was known to b e  pursuing 
a criminal career for pleasure and excitement rather 
than for the p rofits he .derived from it, would have 
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leJt behina him a small fortune in perfecf sfones, 
taking nothing but a wo rthless curio ? 

These and other deta ils Vana rdy read with in
te rest.. He smiled as h e  reached the concluding p a ra
graph, stating that a countrywide sea rch fo r th� 
murderer was in p rogress and that  the police confi
dently exp ected to make an a rrest within twenty-fou r 
hours.  H e  glanced at  the accomp anying likeness o f  
himsel f, mad e from a photograph taken i n  the ea rl� 
sta es o f  his  career. 

"What drivel ! "  he ·exclaimed, tossing the pap-er 
as ide.  Then, one by one, he glanced through the 
other early editions o f  the New Yo rk evening news
pap ers. All featured the Gage mu rde r  on the first 
page, and all th e accounts agreed in rega rd to es
sential  details.  In The Evening Sph ere's sto ry o f  
the c rim e, however, h e  'detected a subtle di fference. 
I t  p resented th e same array of damning facts, po int
ing stra ight to the inevitable conclusion o f  th e Phan
tom' s gui l t, yet, between the l ines, he sensed an 
elusive qual ity that differentiated it  from the others. 
He read i t  aga in, mo re slowly th i s  time ; and here 
and there in an oddly twisted sentence o r a n  am

biguous ph rase,  h e  caught a h int that the writer of  
the  Sphere's a rticle entertained a sec ret doubt o f  the 
Ph antom's guilt. 

The suggestion was so feeble, however, tfiat a 

casu a l  reader  would scarcely have noticed it, and 
whatever doubts the write r may have felt were 
smothered under a mass o f  evidence pointing itt the 
oppos i te di rection� He threw th e pap e r  down with 
an a ir  o f  disdain. Here,  in th is sheltered retreat, 
what the wo rld thought o f  him was o f  no account. 
Serene in his seclusion he could snap his fingers at 
its op inions and suspicions. He sat Clown at the 
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piano·, ana a mom·ent later his finely tap ering lingers 
:were flashing over the keys. 

Suddenly, in the midst of  one o f  his favorite arias, 
his hands began to falter. Fo r a time he sat motion
less, with lips  tightening, gazing narrowly at  the 
point where Helen Hardwick had stood at the mo
ment when he held her hand. His face was grim 
ana troubled, a s  if a Clisturbing thought had just 
occurred to him. He got up and with long strides 
passed to the desk, where he p ressed a button .. 

- "Wade," he crisply announced when the fat man: 
reappeared, "I am going to New Yo rk in the morn
ing. " 

Wade sat oown, tlrawing a squeaky p rotest from 
an unoffending chai r. "To New-New Yo rk ?." h�e 
stammered. 

"Exactly. Tell Dullan to pacK my grip. I shall 
leave ea rly, about the time you are getting your 
beauty sleep. ' ' 

· 

Wade blinked his  little ·eyes. "But why, boss' ?"· 
"Here' s the reason."  Vana ray handed him one 

of the papers he had been: perusing, watching with an: 
amused smile the flabbergasted look that came into 
the fat man' s face as he read. As he app roached the 
·end o f  the a rticle, wheezy gasps and indignant mut
ters punctuated the reading. 

" Rot I "  he commented ·emphatically. " If I wasn't 
a fat man I ' d  l ick the ·edito r  o f  this sheet within an 
inch o f  h is  li fe. Why, you always played the game 
according to the code, boss. You nev�r killed a man 
in all your l i fe."· 

·"No, never."· 
" 'And you were right lier� at S:ea-Glimp_s:e at ili� 

time the mu rder was done." 
"True enough'. But I might nave some aifficulty 

proving it. Your own testimony wouldn't be par· 
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ticularly imp ressive. B es ides , th ere's  just enough o"f 
truth in the police theory to give color to the l ies. 
It is true Gage and I quarreled, and I beli eve I once 
threatened to give the old skinflint a beating. It \va s  
a foolish wrangle, involving nothing but a cross 
made of imitation jade.  I d been wea ring i t  at
tached to a cha in a round my neck as far  back as  I 
could remember. Who put it there I don' t kno\v. 
Perhaps " 

"Your mother-maybe, ' suggested \Vade, slant
ing a s arching gaze at Vanardy. 

I don' t kno,v, vVade. You may be right. I 
remember  neither father nor mother. All I know 
i s  that the cross seemed to be the only connecting 
l ink b tween my present and th past I couldn' t r -
memb r. I fought like mad when the st reet urchins 
and gangsters tri ed to tak i t  away from m , and 
omehow, through thick and thin, I managed to 

cl ing to it . Then, one day about s i  - y ar ago, I 
lost it .  Probably the chain part d. Anyhow, in  
some mysterious manner the c r  s f 1 1  into Gage s 
pass ss ion. I \Vent to Gage and d mand d i t. He 
must have seen how anxiou I \Va t recover it f r 
he put a stiff price on it . I 'vas \v il l ing to pay
would have pa i  almost anyth ing-but ach t ime I 
began to count out the mon y Gag oubl d h i s  
pric . So it w nt on for y ar  , and I admit I orne
tim s f lt l ike strangl ing the ol mi  r. But I never 
th reatened to kill h im and I never wrote the l etter 
mention d in the papers ." 

"Somebody' s been doing some tal l  lying ' '  decl ared 
Wade i rately. " I f  I wasn t so fat I d make the fel
lo,v that wrote th is  a rticle eat his own wo rds. But 
you should \vo rry, boss. Th y can' t get away with 
it ." 

' I am not so sure,  Wade. Seems to me they've 
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ma'de out a fa i rly complete case against the GraY, 
Phantom. The motive is substantial tnough. There 
are enough mysterious circumstances to suggest that 
only the Phantom could have committed the crime.  
J'he fact that the murderer stole a cheap trinket and 
left fifty thousand dollars' worth of real  'diamonds 
behind h im is rather impressive. And you mustn't 
forget that  a l ittle evidence aga inst the Gray Phan
tom will go a long way with a jury." 

Wade , a picture o f  ponderous wrath, c rumpled 
the newspaper in his huge fist. The fretful look in 
the small round eyes s ignified that his mind was 
grappling with a problem . 

"The letter Gage got the Hay before the murder 
must have been forged," he ventured at last. 

"Of course ; but i t  may have been done skill fully 
:enough to deceive a ll but the keenest eye. Hand
writing experts have been known to disagree in mat
ters o f  that kind." 

The fat man reflected heavily. � 'Why didn' t Gage 
beat it for the tall \\ oods when he got the letter ?" 

"Because the tall woods a re full o f  ambushes. 
Likely as not the letter gave him a jolt at first. 
Then, upon giving it a sober second thought, he 
cooled ao'\-vn. His  p rincipal consideration was that 
the G ray Phantom had never been known to commit  
a murder, and that consequently the letter was either 
a joke or  a bluff." 

"But he told the COP.. it wa s the Gray Phantom 
that stabbed him. , , 

"Naturally. A wound in the chest isn' t conducive 
to clear th inking. We may assume that  tbe mur
�derer approached his victim by stealth and that Gage 
never saw the man who struck him down. Under 
the c ircumstances i t  was natural .enough for him to 
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suppose that, a fter all, the Gray Phantom had 
carried out h is  threat. What else was he to th ink ?" 

An ominous rumble sounded in vV a de' s eA'Pansive 
chest. You've been framed, boss ." 

Vana rdy nodded. "And it  doesn't requ i r-e a great 
deal of brill iance to 'figure out who engineered the 
frame-up . The Duke has the reputation of being a 

good hater ." 
The fat man seemed sta rtled. ' But the Duke' s 

in  sti r, " he argued. ' You sent him there yoursel f . ' 
"So I did. "  A pleased sm ile l ighted Vana rdy s 

featu res. " But two o r  three m mbers o f  his gang 
were not present at the round-up and I have re
ce ived tips to the effect that they have been o rgan
iz ing a new crowd. I suppose the Duk has been 
communicating \vith them through un erground 
channels and instructing them in r gar to thi 
frame-up . The Duke has \Vo rn t get me, an 
undoubtedly th i s  i his method o f  accompl i  hing hi 
a im.  He chose the mode o f  revenge which he 
thought \vould hurt me most. " 

' If I wasn' t a fat man I " oul - began \ ade. 
"Save yc ur  th reats .  The Duke i a c ra fty ra cal 

just as clever as he' s vindictiv . That kind o f  a man 
makes a bad nemy. The only way to que r hi  
game i s  to track Clown the man ho did the crime. 
That' s  why I am go ing to N w Y a rk in the morn
ing . The pol ice will nev r find the cu lp rit, fo r they 
a re wasting thei r t ime and en rgi s looking fo r the 
Gray Phantom.  Therefo re i t's up to me." 

A scowl deep ened in  Wade' s rub icund face. "The 
wo rld must be coming to an end when the Gray Phan
tom tu rns detective. It' s  the maddest crazi est thing 
you ever did yet bas . " 

" I t will be qui te an aaventu re . " V ana rdy' s eyes 
tw inkled . 
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"It' s too risky, boss. Why, every dick and 
harness bull and amateur s leuth on the American 
continent i s  on the lookout for you." 

"Very l ikely." 
' 'The po lice have enough on you to send you to 

the jug for a mill ion yea rs, even without the Syl
vanus Gage job. And you can just bet the Duke's  
gang wi l l  have their eyes p eeled, watching their 
chance to lead you into a trap . ' '  

' ' I  suppose so . ' '  
The fat  man s ighed. He  knew from long ·exp eri

·ence that h is  ch ief, once h i s  mind was made up , was 
impervious to pleas and a rguments. 

"Why don' t you just sit tight ?" was h i s  final at
tempt. " I  don ' t  see what you' re worrying about. 
They' l l  never find you here .  Nobody knows where 
to look fo r you. You' re safe." 

"Sure o f  that ?" Vanardy smiled queerly. 
"There ' s one p erson who knovvs where to find me." 

A look of startled comp rehension came into 
Wade' s face. "You mean the l ittle queen who was so 
hea rt-broken because the Duke had stolen a lot o f  
old Assyrian junk from he r  dad ?" 

" I  mean Miss Helen Hardwick," decla red Van
a rdy stiffly. " I  was fortunate i n  being able to re
cover the collect ion from the Duke and restore it to 
M r. Hardwick." 

"She was sure easy on the eyes ! "  rhapsodized 
Wade, unrebuked. ' 'But you let her slip away from 
you , a fter you 'd sti rred up most of the earth to dry 
her tears .  I never got you on that deal  boss. Why 
if I hadn' t been a fat man-" He sighed arrd rolled 
wistful eyes at  the ceil ing. 

Vanardy scowled, then laughed. 
"Chuck the sentiment, you old clod-hopp ing hippo.  

�s far as I know, Miss Hardwick is the only l iving 
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person, outside our own circle, who i s  aware of mJ1 
:whereabouts." 

Will she give you away ?" 
"I t  depends ,"  murmured Vanardy. ' I f  she be-

l ieves me guilty of  murder she may consider i t  her· 
<luty to inform the pol ice ,  and she vvould be abso-· 
lutely right in  doing so. But that' s ne ither here nor 
there. I m starting fo r New York in a fevv hours 
to track down the murderer o f  Syl vanu Gage." 

Admi ration clashed with anxiety in \Vade s face . .  
' I get you, boss. You want to k p the Gray Phan
torn ' s  reco rd clean. You don' t want any bloodstains:; 
on his name. You don t want the world to th ink that 
you ve committed a murd r. 

An odd smi le  played about the Phantom s l ips .  
"'iV rang, Wade. It  goes against the gra in to have 
a foul murder l inked to one s nam , but it i n t that. 
I'm not lying awak ni ht 'v rryin · about the 
wo rld s op in ion. Th only thin that troubles me 
is  " H brok off and hi yes  sought th spot 
where Hel en Hardwick had toad. 

"You needn t say it ,  boss .  \ ade s o ice was a 

tri fl e  thick as he  strug I d out o f  th cha i r  and 
gripped th other s han . I f  I 'va n' t a fa t man I d 
tag right alon but I gu s I d only b in the way. 
Good luck-and give my re ard to the l i ttl 'vren . ' 

ith low, trundling t rid he left the room. A 
mom nt l a te r  the door  had closed b hin h im,  and 
the Gray Phantom was alone. Once more, as h e  
paced the floor  h i s  ·eyes '' ere so ft a n  luminous.  
Suddenly he p au ed and b nt a rever nti al look on 
the rug at his feet as i f  he  wer standing in  a hal
lowea spot. 

" Blu or gray ?" h mumbled. 



CHAPTE R IV 

MR. ADAIR, O F  BOSTON 

" OLAND ADAI R, Boston, Massachusetts ." 
It  was thus the Gray Phantom inscribed the 
register at  Hotel Pyramidion, while an a f

Iable clerk beamed app,roval on his athletic and well .. 
groomed figure. 

"What do you requ ire, M r. Adair ?" 
"Parlor, bedroom, and bath, with southern :ex .. 

posure, p referably above the s ixth floor." 
The clerk, intuitively sens ing that the new a rrival 

was one accustomed to having his wishes complied 
with, glanced at his card index.. "vV e have :exactly 
what you want, M r. Adair." 

"Good ! I wish breakfast ana the morning news
papers sent to my apartment a t  once. ' ' 

� ' It shall be do.ne, M r. Adair." The clerk bowed 
aebonairly, little suspecting that the new guest, who 
so unmistakably p resented all the -earmarks o f  a cul
tured and leisurely gentleman, was at this moment 
the most "wanted" man on the North American 
continent. 'fhe guest himself grinned in his short 
black beard whil e an  .elevator carried him to the 
ninth floor, and an acute observer  would have gained 
the impression that  he was b ent upon an a dventure 
hugely to his l iking. 

He ate his breakfast slowly and with keen relish', 
meanwhile glanc ing over the n·�wsp apers, which were 
still featuring the East Houston Street murder as 

34 
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the chi ef  sensation. Nothing had as  yet been ais
covered which threw the fa intest l ight on the pe
cul i ar  manner in which the slayer had left the scene 
o f  his crime, and it was rega rded as doubtful 
whether th is  mysterious phase of the case would be 
clea red up until after the Gray Phantom's a rrest. 
It had  been ascerta inea that the noto rious cr iminal 
was not aboard any of the vessels that had sa i led 
for fo re ign ports s ince the murder, so i t " as  thought 
probable tha t  the fugitive was still in the country, 
and it was confidently declared by po lice offic ial s  that 
the drag-net would gather him in before long. 

The accounts in the various papers 'vere substan
tially s imi lar, but aga in  the Phantom det cted a 
'faintly dissenting note in the Sphere's a rticle .  I t  was 
s o  s l ight as  to be sca rcely discernible, but  to the Phan
tom i t  s igni fied a lurking doubt in the writ  r' s m ind, 
and a suggestion that the Sphere's reporter sensed a 
weak l ink in the cha in o f  evidence. 

" I ' l l  have a talk with the fel low," he decided. " I  
might ask him to take dinner with me this evening. 
He rna y p rove interesting." 

He fini shed his coffe and l ighted a long, thin 
ci ar, then passed to the window and watched the 
p rocession below. After h i s  long and monotonous 
s elusion at Sea-Glimpse  the l i fe o f  the c i ty acted as  
a gentle el ectric timulant on h i s  nerves .  He  glowed 
and tingled with sensations that had la in  do rmant 
<:luring long months of tedium, and the strongest 
and raci est o f  these was a feel ing o f  ever p resent 
aanger. 

The Gray Phantom aid not aec ive himself. His  
p resent adventure was by fa r the most hazardous of 
h is  ca reer. On the one hand he was threatened by: 
the nimbl e-witted man hunters of  the pol ice depart� 
ment, and on the other by the henchmen o f  the Duke. 
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His only hope o f  sa fety lay in his subtler intell igence, 
'vhich had seldom failed him in moments of danger, 
and the temporary p rotection afforded b) h i s  bea ro. 

Luckily, the only photograph o f  him in ·existence, 
th·e one the newspapers had displayed on the i r  front 
p ages the morn ing a fter the murder, showed him 
smooth-shaven. The beard, giving him a maturer 
and somewhat more professional appea rance, a f
'forded a thin and yet fai rly sat is facto ry disguise, but 
it would be of scant use  i f  by the sl ightest misstep or  
careless move h e  should attract susp icion to himsel f .  
In such an event, certa in reco rds filed away in the 
a rch ives of the pol ice would quickly ·establ ish his 
identi ty as the G ray Phantom. N evertheless, he 
was  p leased that the descriptions carri ed by the ne�·s
p apers had made no mention o f  a bea rd. 

There was a measure o f  safety, too, in the sheer 
audacity with which he  �ra s  proceeding. The man 
hunters might look everywhere ·else, but they would 
sca rcely expect to find thei r quarry l iving sumptu
ously a t  a first-class  hotel. H is free and easy mode 
o f  conduct, unmarke'd by the sl ightest effort at con
cealment, a fforded a p rotection which he  could not 
have found in the shabb iest hovel and under the 
most elaborate disguise. 

Yet, desp ite all the sa feguards h is  b rain could 
invent, the s ituation was p erilous enough to give the 
Gray Phantom all the ·excitement h i s  nature craved. 
Hi s  pulses throbbed, and there was a keen sparkle 
in  h is  eyes as he  left the hotel and went out on the 
streets. The very a i r  seemed charged with a qual
ity that held h im in a state o f  p iquant suspense. The 
pol icemen appeared more alert than usual, and now 
and then snatches o f  conversation reached h is  ears 
from l i ttle groups at street corners and in doorways 
who were avidly aiscussing the Gage murder and the 
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chances o f  the Gray Phantom being caught. At ·e ach: 
subway entrance and elevated sta i rway lo itered a 

seemingly slothful and impassive character whom 
his trained eye easily i dentified as a detective . 

Chuckl ing softly in  his bea rd, the Phantom walked 
on . No one s eemed to suspect that the striking and 
'faultlessly garbed figure that sauntered . down . the 
streets \vith such a carefree and easy stride, looking 
for all the \Vorld  l ike a lei surely gentleman out fo r 
his  mo rn ing constitutional, might be the obj ect o f  one 
of  the most thorough and far-reaching man hunts 
:ever undertaken by the pol ice .  Occas ionally he 
paused to inspect a windov, display, incidentally 
l i st n ing to a discuss ion in which his name " as fre
quently mentioned. The East Houston Str et mur
<:ier, which under ordina ry ci rcumstances would have 
attracted but pass ing noti ce 1  had become a tr men
'dous s ensation because of th G ray Phantom s sup
pas d connection with i t . 

Gradually he veered off the cr  wded thorough
'fares and entered into a maze of c rooked, narro\v,  
and squal id s treets wher house,vi ves and children 
"\vith di rt- treaked faces vi \ved hi  impos ing figure 
\Vith frank cu rios i ty. After a glanc at a co rner 
s ign he tu rned east, qu icken ing hi pace  a l i ttle and 
scanning the numbers over the doorwa s as he p ro
ceeded. One of  the buildings, a murky brick front 
with a funeral wreath hanging on the door  and a 
tobacconist' s s ign l etter d across the ground-floor 
:\Vindo,v, h e  rega rded with more than casual interest. 

"Sylvanus Gage, Dealer  in Pipes, Tobacco, and 
'Ciga rs " he read in  pass ing ; then a fter a moment' s 
hes itation,  he pursued his  ea stwa rd course, a thought
'ful pucker bet" een his ey s . He was trying to out
l ine  a course of  p rocedure, a matter to which 
hitherto he had given scant attention, fo r the Phan-
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tom was the veriest tyro in the science o f  criminal 
investigation. It occurred to him that one of his 
n rst step s  should be an inspect ion o f  the scene of the 
murder. 

A few blocks "farther east he turned into a once 
famous restaurant and o rdered luncheon.  He dal
l ied over the dishes, smoked a ciga r while he drank 
h i s  coffee, and i t  was a fter three o 'clock when he 
left the place and headed in  the di rect ion o f  the 
tobacco store. This time he p aused in front of the 
·establ i shment, looked through the window, and find
ing the interior  deserted, resolutely rang the bell . 
Some time passed befo re the s ide door was opened 
by a flat-chested woman with sharp features and 
unkempt gray ha ir. 

"What do you want ?" she 'demanded sulkily, re
garding the call er  with oddly p iercing eyes. "Can't 
you see the store' s closed ?" 

The Phantom l i fted his hat  and smi led u rbanely. 
"Sorry to intrude," he murmured.. "You a re Mrs. 
!Tr ippe, I believe ?" 

"Well, suppose I am ?" 
"The late M r. Gage' s housekeeper ?" 
"What' s that to you ?" 
"I am M r. Ada ir, of Boston," ·expla inea the 

Phantom, unruffled by her churl ish 'demeanor. He 
and the woman had met  once o r  twice during his  
stormy intervi ews with Gage, but he felt sure she did 
not recognize h im. "You may have heard of me as 
an amateur investigator of crime," he went on  easily. 
"I have established a modest reputation in that l ine. 
This morning I happened to read an account o f  M r. 
(; age' s tragic death, a nd some o f  the ci rcumstances 
impressed me as interesting. Could I trouble you 
to show me the room in  which the crime was com
mitted ?" 
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His hana was in the act o f  extracting a banK note 
.from his pocket, but he checked it in t ime, a s ixth 
sense warning him that Mrs. Tr ippe  might res.ent 
an attempt to grease her p alm. 

" I  don't see what  you want to p ester me for," 
she muttered sullen ly, fixing him with a look o f  oh
:vious suspicion. "The police have almost  worried 
the l i fe out o f  me with their fool questions and carry
ings-on. The case i s  settled and there's nothing 
more to investigate . "  

"Sure of  that, Mrs.  Trippe ?" He  had aetecte'd 
a faint hes itancy in her speech and manner, ana he  
was  quick to take advantage of  i t. Incidentally he  
noticed that she  had aged a great 'deal s ince h e  last 
saw her, and he doubted whether  he  should have 
recognized her i f  they had met by chance . "What 
about the murder' s  manner o f  escape ?" he aaded . 

� ' I  understand that hasn't been ·expla ined yet." · 
"Well, he  escaped, <iidn' t he ? I don't s ee that  it 

makes any difference h ow he did it. The Gray Phan
tom ahvays did things his own ' ay. But, " a fter 
a few moments' wavering, Pyou can come in ana 
look a round." 

Her  abrupt acquiescence su rp rised him, ana he 
guessed it  was not wholly du to a 'desi re to be 
obl iging. He \Vondered , as  he follow d her  th rough 
the store, whether her  decision to admit him was not 
p rompted by a wish to see what deductions he would 
make a fter inspecting the scene of the crime. 

She opened the inner tioo r, remarking that the 
<Iamage wrought by Officer Pinto had been repa i red 
a few hours a fter the murder and that the pol ice 
<.lepartment' s seal  had been removed only a short 
while ago.  The Phantom passed into the narrow 
chamber, only sl ightly altered in appea rance s ine . 
the time o f  his  last vi s it. The real ization that he was 
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viewing the scene o f  a crime supposed to have been 
pe rpetrated by himsel f  appealed strongly to h is  dra
matic i11-stinct, and the thought that at thi s  moment 
the pol ice were searching for h im with a fine-toothed 
comb lent a touch of humor to the s i tuation. 

The woman stepped to the small 'vindow in the 
rear and raised the shade, then stationed hersel f at 
the door, peering at him out of wary, narrow-lidded 
eyes, as i f  intent on his s l ightest move. The Phan
tom glanced at  the r ickety desk at  "vhich Gage had 
sat while haggl ing over petty sums and figuring per
centages to the fraction of  a cent. 

" I  see one of the drawers has been fo rced open ,"  
he remarked. 

"Lieutenant Culligore did that," expla ined the 
woman. "That was the drawer where M r. Gage 
kept most of h i s  valuables ."  

" Including the Maltese cross ," the Phantom 
smil ing! y put in. 

M rs .  Tripp e nodded. "There' s a spring some
where that  opens and shuts i t , but none o f  us  could 
'find i t, and so Lieutenant Cull igo re had to break 
the drawer op en." 

"Yet the c ross was gone, " observed the Phantom, 
" and the drawer was intact when Lieutenant Culli
gore found i t. That would seem to indicate that the 
murderer knew how to operate the sp ring. " 

"Well, hasn' t  the Phantom p roved that he  knows 
just about all there is to know ?" 

" I  am sure the Phantom would feel h ighly com
plimented i f  he could hear you say that." He  
smiled discreetly, real iz ing that here 'vas another 
item o f  proof, fo r he was will ing to wager that, 
though he had never seen Gage work the sp ring, he 
could have opened the drawer without laying violent 
hands upon it. I-!e tu rned to the 'vindow, carefully 
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txamined the catch, then ra ised the lower hal f ana 
�endeavored to thrust his  shoulders through the open
ing. The attempt sat isfied him that  even a smaller 
man than himsel f would have found it impossible to 
squeeze through. 

That left only the door as a means o f  egress and 
ingress, and the door  had been bolted on the ins ide 
when Officer Pinto a rrived, which c i rcumstance 
s eemed to render i t  fl atly impossible for the mur
Qerer to have escaped that way. He  tried the lock 
and examined the stout bolt, then stepped through 
to the other s ide, closing the door behind him. A 
wrinkle of  perplexity app ea red above h is  eyes. Even 
the Phantom' s nimble wits could not devise a way 
o f  p assing through the door and leaving it bolted on 
the ins ide. The feat did not seem feasibl e, and yet 
the murderer must have accompl ished it . His face 
wore a frown as he reentered the l i ttle chamber. 

"Can' t  figger i t  out, eh ?" The hous keeper  
seemed to have read h i s  mind. "Well, you needn't  
try. The police did, and they had to give i t  up a s  
a bad job. The Phantom has a cute l i ttl e way with 
him, doing things so they can' t be xpla ined." 

"And yet," facing her squa rely, "you don' t th ink 
the Phantom committed the murder ?" 

A sca re ly perceptible sh iver ran th rough her 
sh runken figure. "What else can I th ink ?" she 
pa rri ed. 

He shrugged his shoulders. The imp ression 
haunted him that she was not so sure of the Phan
tom's guilt as she appea red. He  ran h is  eyes over 
the floo r, the walls, and the murky ceil ing. 

"And you needn't try to find any hidden openings, 
�itlier," she told him, again reading his  unspoken 
thoughts. "A bunch of  headquarters 'detectives 
spent half a day tapp ing the walls and the ceil ing 



42 'THE GRAY PHANTOM'S RETURN 

and ripp ing up_ boards in  the floor. 
tom--" '  

The Phan-

The jangl e of  the bel l  at the outer door inter
rupted her, and she looked scowlingly toward the 
'front of  the store. " I  guess that' s Officer Pinto ,"  
she muttered. "He' s  on night duty) but he's been 
p rowling a round here most of  the time s ince the 
murder, asking sil ly questions when he  ought to be 
in  bed.n 

A hard,  wary gli tter appeared in the Phantom's 
·eyes as she left the room. In an  instant he had 
scented danger. 
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DANGER 

C
OOLLY, though every nerve

. 

and muscle in his 
body were on the alert, the Phantom took a 

cas .. from his pocket and l ighted a c iga rette. 
He stood face to face with a peril of a tangible and 
definite kind. The p rotecting beard was dependable 
only so long as he d id not attract the attention o f  
the pol ice and invite a closer scrutiny. I t  would not 
fo r long deceive a n  officer whose tra inin had made 
h im habitua l ly susp icious of  appea rances and who 
ha? been drilled in the a rt of seeing through dis
guises .  

Voices came from the outer room, Mrs.  Trippe's 
su rly tones clashing with the gruff accents o f  Officer 
Pinto. The Phantom felt a tingle of suspense. I t  
was the kind o f  situation he  would have thoroughly 
enjoyed but for the fact that  in this instance he could 
not j eopardize his l iberty w ithout also endangering 
his purpose. 

Footsteps app roached, and p resently a stocky 
:figure, with the housekeeper hovering behind, stood 
framed in the doorway. The Phantom, smil ing se
renely, felt  instant rel ief  the moment he  glanced at  
the heavy and some,vhat reddish features, with the 
unimpressive jaw and the stol id look in the eyes. 
Pinto might be a faith ful  plodder and a dangerous 
adversa ry in a phys ical encounter, but i t  was pla in 
that he possessed only ordinary intell igence. 

43 
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"Well, who' re you ?" bluntly 'demanded the of
ficer. 

I t  was the housekeeper who answered. "He says 
he is Mr. What did you say your name was ?" 

"Mr. Ada i r, of Boston," replied the Phantom 
with an a i r  o f  superb tranquill ity, adding the explan
ation he had already invented fo r Mrs .  Trippe' s 

· benefit. "Hope I 'm not intruding," he concluded. 
Pinto stepp ed inside, his eyes fixed on the Phan

tom' s face in  a hard sta re. Then, by slow degrees, 
the churlish express ion left his features and a sl ightl� 
contemptuous grin took i ts place. 

J 

"You' re welcome," he declared. "Go as fa r a s  
you l ike. I s 'pose you' re trying to dope out how 
the Phantom got out o f  the room. Well, bel ieve 
me, you' l l  have to do some tall thinking." 

The Phantom chuckled affably. Evidently Pinto 
had class ified him as one of the harmless cranks 
who flock in the wake of the police whenever a mys
terious crime has taken p lace. 

" I  was just discussing the p roblem with M rs. 
Tripp e," he announced easi ly. "It' s a fascinating 
riddle .  I infer it has gripped you,  too,  since you 
come here in civil ian clothes while not on duty. " 

"Well , I 've been kidding mysel f along, thinking 
maybe I would find the solution." Pinto's  face bore 
a sheepish look. "There' s got to be a solution 
somewhere, you know, and " 

"And it would be  a feather in your  cap i f  you 
were the one who found it fi rst, " put in  the Phantom 
genially. "Perhaps  it would mean p romotion, too 
-who knows ? But has i t  occurred to you that the 
murderer' s exit  i s  no more mysterious than his ·en
trance ? I f  he accomplished a miracle getting out, 
he also accompl ished a miracle getting in ."  

"The Phantom's strong for the miracle stuff, all 
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right. But i t' s  possible Gage himself  let the mur
derer in. Maybe he expected somebody to call. 
Anyhow, we know the vil la in  got in somehow. \Vhat 
I 'd l ike to know i s  how he  got out." 

The Phantom's eyes had been on the floor, near 
the point where, acco rding to the newspap er articl es 
he had read, Gage' s body must have been found. 
Of  a sudden he looked up, and the gaze he su rprised 
in Pinto ' s  slyly peering eyes sent a tingle of app re· 
hension through his body. He wondered whether 
the patrolman was as obtuse as he seemed. 

"I understand, " he said without a tremor in h i s  
voice, ' that you found the room dark upon break
ing in .  Couldn' t the murderer have slipped out 
whi le you were looking fo r the l ight switch ?, 

"I-Iuh !" The contemptuous nort came from 
Mrs. Trippe, who, with a rms crossed over her chest, 
stood in the rea r o f  the room . Ho\v could he, I 'd  
l ike to know, with me standing right outside the 
door and a crowd of  rubbernecks at  the main n· 
trance ? ' '  

The Phantom seemed to ponder. The th o ry he 
had just suggested d id not se m at al l  p lausible ,  and 
his only purpose in mentioning it  had been to tu rn 
Pinto's  thou hts in a new di rection. 

' I 'd s\vea r the rascal wasn t in the room vvhen I 
broke in," decla r d the patrolman with emp ha i . 

"And he couldn' t have got out before ," remarked 
the Phantom, \Vith a grin .  At the same mom nt h e  
felt M rs.  Trippe' s eyes o n  his face. She was gazing 
at him as i f  his last remark had made a pro found 
impression upon her. He sensed a ne"' and baffl ing 
quality in the s ituation, something that just eluded 
his mental grasp , and he began to vvonder whether 
the housekeep er d id not know or suspect something 
which she had not yet told . 
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"The Phantom's a a evil ,"  observed Pinto, again: 
slanting a queer glance at the other man. "N obod� 
of flesh and bone could pull off  a stunt l ike this .  
Maybe some day he' ll tell us how h.e did it .  He'll 
be  roped in  before  long. Say," with a fo rced laugh, 
"wouldn't it b e  funny i f  he should get caught right 
here, in this room ? They say a murderer a lways 
comes back to the scen·e o f  h is  crime." 

All the Phantom's sel f-control was requi red to 
repress a sta rt. Pinto' s remark, though uttered in: 
bantering tones, w a s  -entirely too po inted to have 
been casual ,  and the gleam in his  eyes testified that 
his susp ic ions were a roused. 

"I think the Phantom's talents have been grosslY. 
overest imated. When he is caught we shall p rob� 
ably find that he  i s  quite an o rdinary; mortaL Don' t 
you think so,  M rs .  Trippe ? ' ,· 

The woman started, then mumbh":Cf something 
unintell igible unaer her breath. 

"Well ,  n1aybe, ' '  sa id  Pinto. ' ' I 've: got a feel ing 
in my elbow that says he' l l  b e  caught before night, 
an'd then we'l l  see. He may be a n  ordina ry mortal, 
hut I ' ll b e  mighty interested to know how he got 
·out  o f  th i s  room. Got any ideas on the subject, 
M Ad . ?" r. a 1r . 

The Phantom' s frown maske'd the swi ft working 
n"f h i s  mind. "Yes, but you wil l  l augh when I tell 
you what  they are. My frank opinion i s  that  the 
Phantom had nothing whatever to oo with this 
murder. " 

Mrs.  Trippe stared at the Phantom as i f  expecting 
an  astounding revelation to fal l  from his l ips .  

Patrolman Pinto , too, seemed taken aback. Pi. 
l ittle o f  the color fled from his  face, and for an: 
instant his eyes held an uneasy gleam. In a moment, 
however, h e  had steadied himsel f, and a raucous 
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chuckle voiced his opinion of  the Phantom� s l ast 
statement. 

"Say, you amateu r 'dick"s make me laugh. The 
Phantom had nothing to ao with i t, -eh ? \V ell, i f  
h e  d idn't  commit this mu rder, maybe you'll tell us 
'vho did., 

The Phantom, quiveringly alert, strolle'd across 
the floor and back aga in. There was a bland smile 
on h i s  l ips and the amused twinkle in  h is  eyes con ... 

cealed the tens ion under which his mind was labor-
. 
1ng . 

"That' s  asking a lot o'£ ar1 amateur 'detective, isn't 
i t ?" he  suavely inqui red . "Maybe i t  will help you, 
however, to kno'v how the s i tuation looks to a l ay
man. You say you a re will ing to swear  that the 
murderer was not in the room when you broke in. 
It is almost equally certain, vi ew ing the matter in: 
the natural o rder of things , that he could not have 
left the room between the commission o f  the c rime 
and your  forcible ·entrance. Therefore " 

He broke off,  feel ing a violent rush o f  blood to the 
head. He had b en talking aga inst t im , hoping to 
find a way of diverting Pinto ' s  susp icions from him· 
sel f. Suddenly it struck him that h i s. rambl ing d is· 
course had led him straight to th solution o f  the 
mystery. The revelation flashed th rough his  mind 
l ike a swi ft, bl inding glare .  To hide his a ai ta tion h e  
lighted a ciga rette . Through the sp inning rings o f  
smoke h e  saw the housekeeper' s  ashen face, mouth 
gap ing and eyes staring with fierce intensi ty. 

' vV ell t '  p rompted Pinto. H i s  voice was a tri fl e  
shaky .. 

The Phantom was himsel f again. "Well, as  I 
was about to say, i f  the murderer was not in the room 
when you broke in , then the c i rcumstances point 
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stra ight to you, M r. Pinto , as  the murderer ni 
Sylvanus Gage ." 

For a time the room was utterly still. The pol ice
man seemed torn between astonishment and a 

nervous fear. The housekeeper held her breath, }:ler 
'features twisted into a smile that rendered her  :ex
p ression ghastly. 

" I  knew it ! "  she c ri ed. " I  knew it all the time' !"· 
"You must b e  crazy, ' '  muttered Pinto,  at last find

ing hi�  vo ice. 
"Not at all .  But for the fact that you are an 

officer in good standing, you would have been sus
pected immediately. In  the l ight o f  all  the c i rcum
stances, i t  stands to reason that the man who broke 
through the door was the man who murdered Gage. 
No one else could have done it. Mrs. Trippe, do 
you remember how long Pinto was alone in the room 
after fo rcing his  way in ?" 

The housekeeper seemed to search her memory. 
" It took h im several moments to find the e lectric
l ight switch , "  she mumbled haltingly. "After that
well , he  was in there for some time before he came 
out. Maybe t'vo minutes, maybe five-! can't  b e  
sure." 

"At any rate, long enough to 'drive a kni fe i nto 
Gage' s chest. " There was an exultant throb i n  the 
Phantom's tones, the eagerness of the hunter who 
is tracking down h i�  quarry. "Gage, we rna y assume, 
was a\vakened by the noise when the door crashed in ,  
and sprang from his  bed. You probably grappled 
in the da rk. Then " 

Pinto interrupted with a harsh, strident laugh. 
"Some cock-and-bull story you' re handing us ! I f  
I ki l led Gage, then Mrs. Trippe here must have 
been in on the job .  I t  was she  who called me and 
told me to force the 'door." 
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The Phantom waved his hand a i rily. "Because 
she had heard a mysterious noise. That noise may 
have been prearranged to give you a chance to kni fe  
Gage. I don' t p retend to understand al l  the minor 
deta ils yet, but the essentials are clear a s  day. 1""' ou 
must have committed the murder, fo r the s imple 
reason that nobody else could have done it . " 

' Y  eh ?' ' There was a vicious sneer in Pinto' s 
'face. "Maybe you'l l  tell me, then why Gage thought 
the Phantom was the one who kni fed him." 

' Because of the forged letter he had received the 
'day before .  Besides Pinto, we don' t know that Gage 
thought anyth ing of the kind. We have nothing but 
) ou r 'vord for it .  You were the only ,vitness to the 
creclaration you say Gage made.  A man who wil l  
commit  a cowardly murder is also capable of tell ing 
a l i e ."  

Great bluish veins stood out  on Pinto s fo rehead. 
' You' re doing fine fo r an atnat ur dick " he j ered. 
"All you've got to do now is  to fi0ger out a motive, 
and the case wil l be complete." 

"Motive ? Ah yes ! The Duke  has a habit o f  
r cru i ting his  tnen i n  queer place . Once h e  had a n  
a ssi stant district atto rney on h i  staff · at another time 
an associ a te p ro fe or of ph ilosop hy :\· ith a p enchant 
fo r forb idd n thing . \Vhy shouldn t h have a hard
'' orking patrolman ?" 

Pinto' s figure squi rmed b neath h i s  gaze. 
"Such a man 'vould prove u eful to the Duke, 

·especi ally if he 'vanted to frame an enemy ' pu rsued 
the Phantom. "Nobody suspects a pol iceman. A 
man in uni form i s  beyond rep roach . Even i f  th e 
c i rcum tances o f  a crime point straight to him as  
the perpetrator, i t  i s  always easi er to uspect some
body else pa rticul arly omeone 'vho has a criminal 
record. I guess you banked on that Pinto ." 
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His tones bespoke a free and easy confidence, but 
he felt none o f  i t. l-Ie believed that the murderer 
of Sylvanus Gage stood before him, but his only 
reason for thinking so was that, so far as appearances 
went, no one else could have committed the crime. 
He was po ignantly aware that his theory would b e  
laughed a t  and derided, and that h e  himself would 
be subjected to the hollow farce of a trial which must 
inevitably result i n  h is  conviction. Once in the 
clutches of the pol ice, h is  chances o f  clearing him
sel f  would be  extremely slender. "Well, Pinto, what 
about i t ?" His  tones were cl ear and fa intly taunt
ing, giving no hint o f  the swi ft play of  his wits. 
"Did you take the p recaution of a rranging an alibi ?" 

� 'No,  I didn't." The pol iceman spoke defiantly. 
For an  instant he fumbled about his  pockets, a s  i f  
searching for something. Evidently the obj ect he  
wanted was  not to be found about his civi l ian garb.  
� ' I  didn 't  have to fix up, an  alibi. Say, M r. 
2\.dai r  " 

He paused for a moment and came a step closer 
to the Phantom. 

"Say, " he went on·, "while you' re telling us so 
much, n1aybe you' l l  tell us  how long the G ray Phan-
tom has been wearing a beard." 

· 

Momenta rily startled by the verbal  thrust, the 
Phantom was unprepared for the physical attack that 
instantly followed. He felt the sudden impact o f  
the pol iceman's ponderous body, p recip i tating him 
against the farther wall of the chamber. In  a· 

moment, with unexpected agil ity, the officer had 
se ized M rs. Tripp_e by the arm and hurried her 'from 
the room. 

Then a 8oor slammea and a key turne'd gratingly 
in . the lock. The Gray Phantom was alone, a 

p_rtsoner. 



CHAPTE R V I  

T H E  WAY OUT 

D
USK was fall ing, and the l ittle room was al

most da rk. The sudden attack, all the more 
surp ris ing because of Pinto ' s  p revious a i r  o f  

stol idity, had left the Phantom a tri fl e  dazed, but 
in  a tw�inkling he real ized the full seriousness of h i s  
Hilemma .  The door  had no sooner slamm d than 
he was on his feet, rega ining his breath and flexing 
his  muscles fo r action. 

With a sp ring agile as a panther s he th rew him
sel f a a inst the door. Once i t  had succumbed to 
the superio r weight of Patrolman Pinto body, but 
the Phantom's leaner and n imbler figure was no 
match fo r its sol id  resi stance. Afte r thrice hurl ing 
h imsel f again t the obstruction, h saw that he was 
only wasting time and strength . 

Hurri edly he switched on the l ight. From h i s  
pocket he took a box conta inin an asso rtm nt  o f  
small tools which on  several occa ions had  stood him 
in good stead. In va in he tried to manipulate the 
lock, finding that i t  was too sol idly imbedded in the 
wood. Next he tried the hinges, but the flaps were 
'fastened on the oth r s ide of  the doo r and there
fo re in accessible. He cudgeled his wits, but to no 
avail ; evidently the door was an impassable ba rri er. 
It seemed by fa r the most substantial  part o f  the 
room, sug esting that Gage might have had it spe
cially constructed a s  a protection aga inst burglars. 

51 
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He sprang to the winaow, then recallea that lie 
had already ascerta ined that i t  was too narrow to 
permit him to crawl through. Another precaution 
o f  the wily Sylvanus Gage, he grimly reflected. His  
eyes, quick and crafty, darted over floor, ceil ing, and 
walls, but nowhere could he see a s ign of a movable 
panel o r  a hidden passage, and he remembered Mrs. 
Trippe's statement that headquarters detectives had 
spent half a day searching for a secret exit. Though 
he  worked his wits at  furious speed, the situation 
baffied his ingenui ty. 

The Phantom perceive'd he was trappe'd. Th�e 
amazing luck that had attended him in the past had 
made him reckless and indiscreet, and now i t  seemed 
to have deserted him like a fickle charmer. He sup
posed that Pinto, too shrewd to attempt to deal 
s ingle-handed with such a slippery and dangerous 
adversary as the Gray Phantom, was already in com
munication with headquarters, summoning reenforce
ments. In a few minutes he would be hemmed in 
on all s ides and pounced upon by overwhelming num
bers o f  policemen, and in a l ittle while the newspapers 
would shriek the sensation that at last the Gra� 
Phantom had been captured. 

It surprised him that  he could view the end of his 
career with philosophical calm, unaffected by vain: 
regrets. He had always suspected that  some day an 
overbold play on his p a rt would result in  his undo
ing, and he had train·ed himself  to look upon his 
ultimate defeat with the indifference of a cynic and 
fatal ist, but he had never guessed that the crisis 
would come like this .  He smiled faintly as i t  dawned 
on h im that the disaster which now stared him in 
the face was the direct result of his determination to 
vindicate himsel f in the -eyes of a woman. He had 
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p layea fo r high stakes in the p ast, but Helen Hard
\vick' s faith in him was the highest o f  them all. 

His  smile faded as quickly as it had come. There 
'vas a sting in the real ization that his boldest and 
b iggest game was foredoomed to fai lure. Only a 

fevv more minutes o f  l iberty rema ined, and a fter that 
a ll chance of exculpating himself would be gone. 
Officer Pinto ,  having become famous of a sudden as 
the Gray Phantom's  captor, would now, more than: 
ever before, be beyond susp icion, and he could b e  
depended upon to make the most of  his advantage. 
The Phantom, whose hands had neve r been sull ied 
by contact with blood, would be an ob j ect of horror 
and loathing as the perpetrator  o f  a vile and so rdid 
murder. Helen Hardwick, l ike al l  the rest, would 
shudder at mention of his name. 

The dismal thoughts went l ike flashes through h is  
mind. Only a few minutes had passed since the door 
slammed. The thought o f  H len Ha rdwick caused 
a sudden stiffening of his fiQUre and imbued him with 
a fi erce desire fo r freedom. He re fused to beli eve 
that h is  sta r had set and that this was th end. Many 
a time he had wriggled out o f  co rners s emingly as 
tight and un scapab) e as the pr  nt one chuckl ing 
at the di scomfiture of the police and the bedevilment 
o f  his  foes. Why could he not achi ve anothe r o f  
the astounding feats that had made his name 
famous ? 

He spurred his wits to furious effort, repeatedly 
tell ing himsel f that somewhere there must be a way 
out. I t  was hard to beli eve that  a man l ike Sylvanus 
Gage, l iving in constant danger o f  a surp rise visit 
by the police had not p rovided himself with an  
:emergency exi t. Despite the failure of  the detectives 
to find it, there must be a concealed door or secret 



54 THE GRAY PHANTOM'S RETURN 

passage somewhere, though w ithout doubt it was 

h idden i n  a way worthy o f  Gage' s foxlike cunning. 
He  ran to the door and shot the bolt. The police 

would be fo rced to break their way in, and thi s  would 
give h im a few moments' resp i te. Again, as several 
times before in the last few minutes, h is  eyes strayed 
to the window. Though he knew it was far  too 
narro\v to afford a means of escape, it kept attract
ing h i s  gaze and tantal iz ing his  imagination. Dec id
ing to make a second attempt, he  hastened across the 
floor, pushed up the lower s ash, and edged h i s  
shoulder into the  opening. Writh e and wriggle a s  

he might, h e  could not squeeze through. Even a 

man of  Gage' s scrawny build would have become 
wedged in the frame had  he attempted it .  

Outs ide the house a gong clanged, s igna ling the 
arrival o f  the pol ice p atrol. From the front came 
sharp commands and excited vo ices .  Already, the 
Phantom guessed, a cordon was being thrown around 
the block,  ensnaring him like a fi sh in a net. Precious 
moments p assed, and still he was unable to take his 
·eyes from the window. A vague and unaccountable 
instinct told h im that h i s  only hope of s a fety lay; 
in that direction. 

He ra ised the shaae a l ittle and looked out upon 
a court disfigured by ramshackle sheds and h eaps of  
refuse. Several temporary h iding p laces awaited him 
out there, i f  he could only get through the window. 
Even an  extra inch o r  two added to its width would 
·enable h im to wriggle out o f  the trap . But how--

The answer came to him with sudden, blinding 
'force. Yet i t  was simple and obvious enough ; in  
'fact, the only reason he had not thought o f  i t  before 
was that  h i s  mind had been searching for something 
more intricate and remote. It had not occu rred to 
him that the :extra inch or two that he needed could 
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be  provided by the simple :expe'dient of aisloaging 
the window frame. 

Already his fingers were tearing and tugging at  
the woodwork. He noticed that the casements were 
thick, so that the removal o f  the frame would give 
him considerable additional space, yet he had been 
at work only a few moments when he discovered 
that his plan was fa r more difficult of execution than 
h e  had expected. The frame, at fi rst glance, i ll
fitting and insecurely fastened, resisted al l  his efforts. 
His  na ils were to rn and there were bleeding scratches 
on his fingers. He looked about him for something 
that he could use as a lever. 

Someone was trying the lock, then came a ioua 
pounding on the aoor. 

"Open ! ' '  commanded a voice .. 
The Phantom, fa i l ing to find any implement that 

would serve his  purpose, inserted h is  finge rs beneath 
the sill and tugged with all his strength. 

' 'Come and get me ! "  was the taunt he  flung back 
over his shoulder. Then he  pul l ed a ain ,  but the 
sill did not yield. He stra ightened h i s  body and 
attacked the perpendicula r frame to the righ4 but 
again he encountered nothing but sol id  resistance. 

"The game's up, Phantom,n said the voice out· 
side the doo r. "Might as well give in. I f  you don't  
we'll bust the aoor ." 

The Phantom 'vorked with f rantic strength. His  
knuckles 'v re bruised, h is  muscles ached, and sweat 
poured from his fo rehead. 

" I ' l l  dri l l  a hole through the first man who ·enters 
thi s room," he cr ied loudly, hoping that the threat 
would cause th men outs ide to hesitate for a few 
moments longer b fo re battering 'down the 'door, 
iThen, placing his  feet on the s i ll , he  centered his 
�fforts on the horizontal bar at the top . 
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'A quick glance through the window revealea a 

broad-shouldered man in uni fo rm standing with h i s  
back to  a shed. Evidently th e co rdon was tighten
ing. Even i f  he succeeded in getting through the 
window, he would have to fight his way through a 
human ba rrier .  The outlook was almost hopeless, 
but he persi sted with the tenacity that comes of de
spa i r. He sp rang from the si l l ,  turned the electric 
l ight switch, plunging the room into darkness and 
h iding h i s  movements from the eyes o f  the man out
s ide, then leaped back to h i s  fo rmer posit ion and 
tugged frenz i edly at  the horizontal p i ece. 

Of a sudden his hand slipped and a metallic pro
tuberance scratched h is  wrist .  With habitual atten
t ion to deta il ,  he wound h is  handkerchief  a round the 
injured surface, stopp ing the flow of blood. If by a 

miracle  he should succeed in getting out, he did not 
care to leave behind any clews to his movements. 
Another sha rp glance through the window satisfied 
him that the man at the shed was not looking in h is  
(li rection. Then he ran h i s  fingers along the horizon
tal frame, found the ob ject that had wounded him, 
and discovered that it was a nai l .  

The hubbub outside the door had ceased momen
ta rily. Suddenly there came a loud crash, as i f  a 

heavy body had dashed against the door. The Phan
tom, a suspicion awakening amid the jumble o f  his 
racing thoughts, fingered the nai l ,  twisting i t  hither 
and thither. It occurred to him in a twinkling that 
it was an odd place fo r a na i l , since i t  could serve 
no apparent purpose. In  a calmer moment he would 
have thought nothing o f  i t , but his mind was keyed 
to that tremendous pitch where minor deta ils a re 
magnified .  

Another crash soun'ded, accompanied by an 
ominous squeaking of cracking timber. He bent the 
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nail to one side, noticing that its resistance to p ressure 
was elastic, differing from the inert feel o f  obj ects 
firmly imbedded in  solid wood. An inspiration came 
to him out of  the stress of the moment. He twisted 
the nail  in various di rections, at the same time tug
ging energetically at a corner o f  the frame. 

Once more a smashing force was hurled against 
the door, followed by a portentous, spl intering crack. 
Quivering with suspense, his mind fixed with des
perate intentness on a dim, tantal iz ing hope, the 
Phantom continued to bend and twist the nai l  at all 
possible angles. He knew that at any moment the 
door  was l ikely to collapse, and then--

He uttered a hoa rse cry o f  elation. Of  a sudden, 
a s  he bent the nail in  a new di rection, it gave a 

quick rebound, and in the same instant the frame 
yielded to his steady pull, as i f  swinging on a hinge, 
reveal ing an opening in the s ide of the uncommonly 
mass ive wall. For a moment his  d iscove ry dazed 
h im, then a terrific crash at the door caused him to 
pull  himsel f together, and in a moment he had 
squeezed his  figure into the aperture. 

He drew a long breath and wiped the blinding, 
sma rting persp i ration from his  face. Thanks to an: 
accidental scratch on the wrist, he had discovered 
Sylvanus Gage' s emergency exit. And none too soon, 
fo r al ready, with a splitting crash, the door had 
collapsed under the r peated onslaughts of the men 
outs ide, and several shadowy fo rms were bursting 
headlong into the room. 

The Phantom, wedged in the na rrow opening, 
seized the side o f  the revolving frame and drew it 
to . A l ittle click s ignified that a sp ring had caught 
it and was holding it in place. Excited voices, muffled 
by the intervening obstruction, reached his ears .  He 
smiled a s  he  pictured the consternation o f  the 'detec-
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tives upon discover1ng that once more the GraY, 
Phantom had l ived up to h is  name and achieved an
other of  the amazing escapes that had made him 
feared and secretly admired by the keenest sleuths in 
the country. 

He  had no fear that the pol ice would follow him, 
'for his d iscovery of  the secret exit had been partly 
accidental and partly due to the accelerated n imble
ness o f  mind that  comes to one laboring under 
tremendous pressure. To the pol ice the na il on  the 
top of the window frame would be nothing but a 

nail. It i s  the hunted, not the hunter, whose mind 
clutches at  straws, and they would never guess that 
the na i l  'vas  a l ever in d isguise. The Phantom, as 

he contemplated the ingenious a rrangement, found 
his  respect for the dead man' s inventiveness rising 
several notches. 

From the other s ide o f  the wall came loud curses, 
mingl ing with dazed exclamations, baffled shouts and 
�expressions of incredulity. With a laugh at the dis
comfiture o f  his pursuers, who but a few moments 
ago had thought him inextricably t rapped, the Phan
tom moved a l ittle farther into the opening. It 

. appeared to be slanting slowly into the ground, and 
it was so na rrow that each wriggling and writhing 
movement bru ised some portion o f  his body. Inch 
by inch he worked his way downward, wondering 
whither the passage might lead. Now the vo ices in 
the room were a lmost beyond earshot, and he could 
hear nothing but a low, confused din. 

Presently he  felt sol id ground at his  feet, and at 
this po int the passage turned in  a horizontal direc
tion. There was a slight current o f  dank a i r  in the 
tunnel, suggesting that its opposite terminus might 
be a cellar  or other subterranean compartment.1 
Limbs aching, he moved forward, with slow twi sts 
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and ceil ings o f  the body. He estimated that he ha-d 
already covered half a dozen ya rds, and he wondered 
hovv much fa rther the p assage might reach. One 
thing puzzled him as  he writhed onward. Why had 
Gage not made use of  the secret exit on the n ight o f  
the murder ? Was it, perhaps, because the murderer 
had come upon him so suddenly that he had not 
had time to reach the hidden openicg ? 

He dismissed the question as  too speculative. A 
fe,v more nvists and jerks, and he  found h imsel f in  
an  open space where he could stand upright and 
move about freely. Fo r a few moments he fumbled 
around in the inky darkness, finally encountering a 

sta i rway. He ascended as qui etly as he could, tak· 
ing pa ins that the squeakings of  the decaying sta i rs 
should not disturb the occupants above. Reaching 
the top,  he l i stened intently while his hand sea rched 
for a doorknob. Slowly and \Vith infinite caution 
he pushed the door open. Aga in he stopped and 
l i stened. The room was dark and sti l l ,  and he could 
'distinguish no obj ects, yet his alert mind sensed a 

p resence, and he felt a pa i r o f  sharp eyes gazing at  
h im th rough the shadows. 

Then, out of the gloom and silence came a voice : 
"Don't move ! "  
The words were a bit theatrical , but the voice 

caused him to sta rt sharply. A few paces ahead o f  
him he savv a blu rry shape. H is hand darted to h is  
h ip pock t ;  then he remembered that he had left 
his pi stol in the grip at his hotel, fo r when he sta rted 
out he had not expected that h is  enterp rise would 
so soon take a cr itical tu rn . 

"Hold up your hands " commanded the vo ice, an'd 
again an odd quiver shot th rough the Phantom. 

Nonchal antly he found his case and thrust a 
ciga rette between his l ips .  Then he struck a match� 
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a'avancetl a rew paces, gaz·ea sHa rply aneao as die 
'fluttering flame illuminated the. scene, and came to a 

ijeaa stop •. 

He was looking stra ight into tlie muzzle of  a 

pistol, and di rectly b.ehina the bluishly gleaming 
barr.el lie saw the face of  Helen HardwicK. 



CHAPTE R VII  

DOCTOR B IMB LE'S LABORATORY 

S
HE was the last person the G

.

ray Phanto� haa 
:expected to see at that moment, and th1s was 
the last place where he  would have dreamed o f  

:fin'iling her. He  stared into her face until the flame. 
of the match b it h i s  fingers. 

"You !"  He dropped the stub and trampled i t  
under his  foot. She stoo'd rigid in  the shadows, an'd 
the wan glint o f  the pistol barrel told that she was 
still pointing the weapon at h im. Her  breath came 
fast, with l ittle soblike gasps, as  i f  she were trying 
to sti fle  a violent ·emotion .. 

"How did you get here ?" she aemandea, her voice 
sca rcely above a whisper. 

' 'By a tight squeeze," he said l ightly. "I  must be 
a s ight." 

"You came th rough the-tunnel ? t 

" I  did as a matter o f  fact, though I oon't see 
how you guessed it ." 

Sta ring at her througll the 'dusK, the Phantom was 
conscious that his statement had exerted a p ro found 
effect upon her. She arew a long b reath, and her  
figure, scarcely aistinguishable in  the gloom, seemed 
to shrink away from him. 

' 'Oh 1 "  she �excla imed, an oad throb in lier vo ice. 
"Then you aid it 1"  

"Did W'hat ?" 
� 'Murdered Sylvanus Gage."· 
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The Phantom shook his hea'd. "You deduce I 
am a murderer from th�e fact that I got here through 
a tunnel. Well, that may be very good feminine 
logic, but·--' ' 

" It i s  excellent logic, my friend,"  interrupted a 
voice somewhere in  the 'da rkness ; and in  the same 
moment there came a click, and a bright electr ic  l ight 
flooded the scene. The Phantom had a br ief gl impse 
of a ludicrous l i ttle man with an oversized head, a 

round p rotuberance o f  stomach, and short, thin l egs 
:encased in  tightly 'fitting trousers ; then he turned 
to Helen Hardwick and gazed intently into her large, 
misty-bright eyes . 

"Oh, they' re brown, I see, " he murmured. " I  
had  a notion they were either blue o r  gray. .Queer 
how one fo rgets ."  

The gi rl looked as though utterly unable to  under
stand his  l evity, for as  such she evidently construed 
his rema rk. The thin-legged man stepped away from 
the door th rough which he had entered and 
approached them slowly, giving the Phantom a 

gravely app rais ing look over the rims o f  h is  glasses .  
The Phantom had eyes only for Helen Hardwick. 
H e  studied her closely, almost reverentially, notic ing 
that her  eyes, which upon h i s  entrance had been 
steady and cool, were now strangely agitated, radiat
ing a dread that seemed to dominate her enti re being. 
The hand that clutched the p i stol trembled a tr ifle, 
and there were signs o f  an extreme tension in the 
po ise  o f  the strong, slender figure, in the quivering 
nostrils , and in  the pallor that suffused the smooth 
oval o f  her face. 

" Remarkable ! "  murmured the spectacl ed indi .. 
vidual ,  d rawing a few steps closer to obta in a clea rer 
view o f  the Phantom. "The young lady and myself 
a re covering you with our p istols, and yet you exhibit 
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no fear  whatever. Most remarkable I May I feel 
I . ?" your pu se, s 1r . 

The Phantom' s lips twitched a t  the corners as  h e  
looked a t  the speaker. The latter' s automatic, 
pointed at a somewhat in'definite part of the Phan
tom's body, seemed ludicrously large in contrast with 
the sl ight stature o f  the man himsel f. 

"My name, s ir, "  declared the little man with an  
a i r  o f  vast importance ,  " i s  Doctor Tyson B imble .  
You may have heard of  me. I have written several 
treati ses on the subj ect of criminal anthropology, and 
my p ro fessional services have occasionally been en
l isted by the police. Not that such 'vo rk interests 
me," he added quickly. "The solution o f  crime 
mysteries and the capture of criminals are the pas
times o f  inferior minds. s a tnan of  sci ence, I am 
interested solely in the criminal himsel f, hi tnental 
and phys ical  cha racteristics and the congeni tal traits 
that d i stinguish him. Aga in I ask you i f  I may feel 
your  pulse ." 

Smil ing, the Phantom ·extenaea his hand. :Ad
monishing Miss Hardwick to keep a steady a im ,  
Doctor B i 1  ble pocketed h i s  o'vn 'veapon and took 
out his watch . 

"Perfectly normal, "  h e  aeclared when the exami 
nation was finished. "At first I thought that at least 
a part of your superb coolness was simulated. It i s  
a l l  the mo re remarkable in  view of  the fact that at  
this very moment you are surrounae'd on al l  s ides by 
the police .  They have thrown a co rdon around the 
block and ·every house is being systematically 
searched." 

The Phantom stiffened .  H i s  abrupt and unex
p-ected meeting with H elen Harawick had momen
ta rily blunted his sense o f  caution, causing him to 
;forget that  he 'vas still in imminent da nger. He 
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threw her a ·quick glance noticing a look of alarm 
in her face. H e  made a rapid appraisal  o f  the situa
tion.. His  fl ight through the tunnel could no t h ave 
taken him more than twelve o r  fifteen ya rds from 
the rea r o f  the Gage ·establishment, and h e  was al
most certa in  tha t  the p assage had extendeo in: a 

stra ight southerly (Erection.  Consequently the place 
in which he now found himsel f must be one o f  the 
shed-l ike structures h e  had seen from the winoow 
o f  Gage's be'droom. 

His eyes open·ed wide as he look:ea a rouna. What
�ever the place m ight look l ike from the outside, the 
inte rior certainly did not h ave the app ea rance of a 

shed. It was a strange setting, and it  seemea all the 
stranger because he had found H el en Ha rawick in it. 
At - one ·end was a long bench covered with bottles, 
glass j a rs ,  tubes, and a queer-looking asso rtment o f  
chemical appa ratus. The walls were lined with rows 
o f  tall cabinets with glass 'doo rs,  :each containing a 
skeleton, and above these was a frieze o f  p hoto
graphs and X-ray p rints in black frames. 

H e  wondere'd how M iss H a rdwick happ ened to 
be in  such strange surroundings . Her large, long
lashed ·eyes avo ided him, and her  right hand, 
cramp ed about the handle of the pistol, wave red a 
trifle. She haCi changed since thei r last meeting, 
h e  noticed. She had seemed half child and hal f  
woman then, a vivaci ous young c reature with a mix
ture o f  reckless audacity, demure wistfulness and 
ado rable  shyness whos e  bewildering contradictions 
had enhanced a loveliness that had gon e  to the Phan
tom' s head l ike foaming win·e. In the course of a 
'few months she had acqui red the subtle and inaefin
able something that (iifferentiates girlhoo'd from: 
womanhood. Her  'face-he had lil(e3 to think o f  
i t  a s  heart-shap ea-haH sob ereo a little, and the 
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graceful l ines of chin ana throat seeme'd firmer. 
Faintly penciled shadows at the corners o f  her l ips 
h inted that a touch of  somberness had crept into her 
mood, but even such a trifling aetail as  a few wisps 
of loosened hair dangling sportively aga inst her.· 
cheeks seemed  to go a long way; toward up_setting
thi s  ·effect. 

Doctor B imble' s thin  and. rasp ing voice startle< i 
th:e Phantom out of  h i s  reverie .  

"My laboratory, s ir, "  he .explained with a com-
p rehensive wave o f  the hand. "What you see here 
is p robably the most remarkable collection of i ts kind 
in  the world. Each o f  these skeletons represents a 

oistinct c riminal typ e. Here, for instance are the 
bones o f  Raschenell, the famous apache. They a re 
supposed to be buried i n  a cemet ry in Paris ,  but 
a certain French official for whom I once 'did  a favor 
was obliging. In my private rogues' gall ry you see 
photographs of some of  the most noto rious criminals 
the world  has ·ever known, and these X-ray pictures 

i llustrate various pathological conditions  usuallY, 
associated with c riminal tendencies. Quite rema rk
able, you will admit." 

"Quite ," sa id the Phantom a l i ttle absently, a s  i f  
h is  mind were occupied with mo re pressing matters 
than the bones o f  notorious male factors . 

"You may feel perfectly at ·ease,  my friend.' ' The 
l ittle doctor, noticing the Phantom's abstraction, 
spoke soothingly. " I  think I have a lready made i t  
clear that the pursuit and capture o f  c riminals don ' t  
interest me .  Without doubt w e  shall a rrive at some 
amicable understanding that will insu re your sa fety." 

"U n'derstanding ?" echoed the Phantom, having 
<letected a slight but significant .emphasis on the 
word. 

"Yes ; why not ? You have intereste'd me Jor som� 
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time, Mr.-ahern. Let me see-I bel ieve your real 
name is Cuthbert Vanardy ?" 

The Phantom nodded. 
"Making due allowance for the exaggerations o f  

stupid  newspaper 'vriters, I have long recognized that 
you a re a remarkable individual .  Yes, remarkable. 
You do not belong to any of the types mentioned 
by Prichard, Pinel and Lombroso, but you a re a type 
o f  your o'vn. Naturally you a rouse my scientific 
·curios i ty. Nothing would please me more than to 
add you to my collection." 

The Phantom glanced at the gri sly contents o f  
the cab inets . A serio-comic grin wrinkled h i s  face. 
' 'Aren' t you a bit hasty, doctor ? I am not dead yet, 
you know." 

' 'True-quite true .  But a man l ike you l eads a 

p reca rious existence. I f  he doesn' t break his neck 
in some rash adventure the electric cha i r  is a lways a 

menacing poss ib i l i ty. The chances a re that I shall 
outlive you by a score o f  years. Promise that you 
will give the matter due consideration ."  

The Phantom bl inked h i s  eyes .  Doctor B imble 
s eemed amiable enough, yet the man was sca rcely 
human. His  whole being was wrapp ed up in  h i s  
sc ience and h i s  entire wo rld was composed of  anthro
pological specimens and fine-spun theories .  

"You wish me to make a rrangements to have my 
body turned over to you a fter my death ?' ' 

"Prec isely, M r. Vanardy. That i s  what my fri end 
and neighbor, Sylvanus Gage, did. An inferior 
p ersonal i ty, yet he had his po ints of interest. I am 
obliged to you fo r hastening h i s  demise ." 

A tremulous gasp sounded in the room. The 
Phantom turned, and his brow clouded as he noticed 
the expression of angu i sh that had cross.ed Helen' s 
face a t  the doctor ' s  words. 
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"You ' re mi staken, B i mbl e ,"  he decla red sha rply ; 
" I  d idn t k i l l  Gage. I f  I h a d  done so , I should 
scarcely be  h e re at the p resent moment ."  

Docto r B imble shrugged h i s  shoulders.  ' The 
matter is  o f  l i ttle consequence, my dea r s i r. Whether  
o r  not you k i l l ed  Gage i s  not o f  the sl ightest interest 
to me.  Howeve r ,"  with a s ign ificant glance a t  
Vana rdy' s mud-streaked cloth ing a n d  begrin1ed fea
tu r s, ' I a m  strongly o f  the op in ion  that  you d id .  
The only th ' ng th at  p e rplexes m e  i s  that  you a re 
taking the trouble to deny i t. D id I hea r  you say 
that you came h e re through the tunnel ?" 

" I  d i d . "  A s  h e  spoke t h e  two 'vo rds, t h e  Phan
tom felt H l en ' s  eyes sea rch i ng h i s  face .  

"Enough . "  Th e anth rop ologi st m a d e  a g stu re 
exp ress ive o f  final i ty. ' You r admiss ion that  you 
came th rough the tunn el is  a n  admi s ian tha t  you 
k i l l ed G age. I p e rce ive you do not fol low m e .  Wel l ,  
t h e n ,  t h e  c i rcumstances o f  the  c r i m e  p rove conclu
s ively that it 'vas  commi tted by som one who 'va ·' 
a '  ·a re o f  the e · i stence of the tunn el . What the 
fool i sh  n e,vspap ers . refer to a s  astou nding a nd 
1ni raculous i s implic i ty i tsel f .  The mu rde rer entered 
Gage' s bedchamber by 'vay of th e underground pas
sage and rna e h i s  escape by the a rn e  route. Nothing 
could be s i tnpler. "  

The Pha ntom l aughed m i rthl essly. T h e  docto r' s 
th eo ry thouo-h a t  fi rst gla nce shal lo\V and fa r- fetched 
imp ressed h i m  uncom fo rtably, inst i l l ing in  his m i nd 
a n  idea that  h a d  not occu rred to him unti l now. 
Helen,  standing a few p aces away, was rega rding 
him int  ntly . 

"To-day, I i n fer, you retu rned to the scene o f  
you r crime,"  continued the docto r, sp eaking i n  the 
'dry tones o f  one develo p i ng a thes i s .  " C riminals  
o ften do,  but why you,  a sup erio r typ e, should exhibit 
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the same fail ing i s  beyon'd me·. Some time in the 
nea r  future I shall write a monograph on the subject, 
with particular r.eference to your individual case .  
However, the fact rema ins that you returned to the 
scene of your crime� I take it that by some b lunder 
or careless move you b etrayea your  p resence. At any 
rate, you found yourself trapped in Gage' s bed
chamber. What more natural  than that, for the 
second time within a week, you should use the tunnel 
as a means of escape ?" 

The Phantom was s i lent to r a moment. Helen 
Hardwick seemen to be searching h is soul with eyes 
that gave him a distressing impression of doubt, sus
p icion, and reproach .  

"You' re  m istaken ." He  was  aadressing the 
�octo r ,  but the effect of his words was intended for 
the gi rl. " I  went to Gage' s house this  a fternoon, 
hoping to find some c lew to the murderer." 

"Ah ! "  The doctor' s chuckle expressea amuse
ment. "You were acting on the idea that  it  takes 
a crook to catch a crook, I suppose. Go on. Your 
ingenious ·explanations a re (Everting." 

"I found myself co rnerea," continueo th·e Phan
tom, stifl ing his  resentment. "With the house sur
rounaed and the pol ice pouncing on: the aoo r, I had 
only a few moments in whicH to nna a way out. I 
used the tunnel, but I 'discovered the opening by 

" d  " merest acc1 ent. 
' ' Impossible-flatly impossible· !  Y_es, I see your 

w ri st is scratched, but that proves nothing. That 
opening, my 'dear s i r, could never have been dis
covered by accident."· 

"You s·eem to know something about i t  you rsel f, " 
remarke'd the Phantom pointealy. 

"I 'do ," aClrnittea die anthropologist, with a broa'd 
. 

gnn. 
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"And the tunnel runs into the cellar o f  your 
house. ' '  

"So i t  does." The 'doctor seem eo not a t  all dis
turbed by Vanardy' s sha rp gaze. "Years ago, when 
I was looking for an i nconsp icuous and out-o f-the
way p lace in which to pursue my studies in quiet, I 
leased the house to which this laboratory forms an 
·extension. I saw Gage now and then, and the man 
inte rested me. Even befo re we became confidenti al 
I had noticed phrenological mani festations that 
seemed to classi fy: him a s  belonging to one o f  the 
types describ·ea by Lombroso. Step by step I be
came famil iar  with h i s  h istory and mode of  l i fe. I 
lea rned that he  was conducting an ·extens ive traffic 
in stolen goods, and that he  haa a broad c ircle o f  
acqua intances in the underwo rld. Gage proved use
ful, introducing me to criminals whom I wish�o to 
study at close range, an'd,  in addition to that, the man 
himsel f interested me. I saw traits and pecul ia rities  
in h im that were strangely contraHictory. And so,  
when one day he confided to me that he was l iving 
in constant fear o f  the police, who were likely to ra id 
his  p remises at any time and confiscate h is  valuables, 
I made a p roposition to him." 

"You offered to help on the condition that he sign 
his  body over  to you fo r tlissecting purposes ," 
guessed the Phantom. 

"Exactly, my friend." B imble rubbed his  han'ds 
in glee. " I  offered to invent an avenue of  escape 
that vvould be  absolutely safe and p roo f against de
tection. Gage accepted, a n'd I set to work fulfill ing 
my part of  the bargain. The result, i f  I may bestow 
compl iments on mysel f, was a wo rk of  genius ." 

The Phantom gazed in frank astonishment at the 
:versatile anthropologi st. "The police have a nasty: 
name fo r that sort o f  thing, ' he observed. 

J 
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"The police and I a re friends. I help them on 
occas ions, when the sp i ri t  moves me and the case 
interests me. And a scientific man, my dear s ir, 
cannot afford to have mo ral scruples. The ends o £  
sci ence justi fy al l  other things, even assist ing a cr im
inal  to escape. Incidentally I derived a lot of en

terta inment out of  the planning o f  the tunnel . In: 
the first p lace, the "\tvindow was purposely built so 
small that no one would cons ider i t  for a moment 
as a possible means of escape. Still l ess would any 
one think o f  looking for an  ·exi t  h idden behind the 
frame of such a 'vindow. You noticed the nail ,  of  
course. A lot  o f  psychology is  centered around that 
na i l ." 

"So i t' s  a psychological nai l ,  eh ?" The Phantom 
looked at the scratch on his wrist. 

" I  kne,v, from my observations o f  the workings 
o f  the human mind, that not one person in  ten mil
l ion would give a second thought to that na i l .  Even 
i f, by remote chance, someone should touch i t, he  
would never suspect that i t  was  a part of  a mechan
ism. I f, by a still remote r chance, he would i n
.vestigate more closely, he would not know how to 
operate it. So, you see, there is not one chance in a 

b ill ion that a stranger would find the tunnel . Do you 
blame me for doubting your statement that you 
'found i t  by accident ?" 

The Phanton1 looked at Miss Hardwick. Doctor 
B imbl e' s  explanation seemed to have impressed her 
strongly. He did not wonder at this ,  for he knew 
there was logic i n  the anthropologi st' s argument. 
Nothing but his fi rm bel i ef  that Gage had p rovided 
h imsel f with an emergency exi t  of some sort had 
pro�pted the Phantom to give the nai l  a closer 
scrutiny. 

Doctor B imble  ga v.e him a mildly amused look. 
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"You agree with me-aon't you, Vanardy ? I think: 
my logic holds together. Only a person famil iar 
"rith the tunnel could have committed the murder. 
Conve rsely, a person betraying a knowledge of the 
tunnel is a wo rthy obj ect o f  susp icion. "  

' Haven' t you fo rgotten something ?" The Phan
tom suddenly called to mind his own theory of the 
cr ime. "One other person could have committed the 
murder without a knowledge of the tunnel ." 

'Yes, I know, ' '  sa id the 'docto r weari ly. "You 
a re thinking o f  Officer Pinto. The possibil i ty that 
he might be the guilty one occurred to me as soon a s  
I s aw the newspaper account, but the probabi l i t ies 
of the case controverted that i ew. Officer Pinto i s  
an  honest, dull-witted, consci entious soul-nothing 
else .  That kind o f  man doesn' t com " 

The jangl ing of a bell  in front of the house inter
rupted him. There \Vas a humorous twinkle in h is  
eyes as he looked at the Phantom over the rims of 
h i s  spectacl es . Helen inhal  d ha rply. 

"The pol ice have come to sea rch the house, I 
th ink, ' Docto r B imble murmur d languidly. My 
man Jerome-an estimable f llow, by the \vay-is 
already admitting th m. In a few moments th y will 
be coming this way. Of cour i f I t 1 1  them that I 
have s n nothing of  a fu it iv th y \Vil l go a" ay 
\Vi thout making an extended sea rch ." 

Vana rdy stiffened. His head '' ent up and his yes 
na rro\ved ; th n he glanced quizzically at the doctor .  
It seemed to him that Bimble had str ss d the wo rd 
i{1 as though a condi tion wer i 1np l ied. 

"Well, Vana rdy ?" The anth ropologist' s tone 
was light and playful . Sounds of di stant footfalls 
reached thei r ears .  The Phantom' s 'da rting eyes 
rested fo r an instant on one of  the skeletons and in 
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a twinkling he  un'derstooa. He  laugheCI shortly, Jor 
the idea impressed him a s  grotesquely humorous. 

"I see," he said quickly. "You'll say the necessa ry 
word to the police. i f  I agree to dedicate my ea rthlY, 
remains to your p rtvate hall o f  fame." 

"You grasp my meaning _exactly. But the time is 
short and I sha'n't p ress you for a 'definite p romise. 
Only give me your  word that you will consider the 
p roposit ion." 

"Very well ; I'll consider i t," p romised the Phan
tom. "But I warn you that I hav� no burning am
b ition to become a skeleton for some time yet." 

A pleased grin wrinkled the 'doctor' s face.- Tli-e 
'footfalls ,  mingling with gruff voices, were coming 
closer, s igni fying that  the searchers were raP.idly ap
p roaching the laboratory. 

"This way, Vanardy." The 'doctor becKon-ea the 
Phantom to follow a s  lie started toward the door. 
Approaching footsteps caused him to draw back. A 
look o f  bewilderment came into his  face. 

"We have wasted too much time," he sa ia com
plainingly ; then, a s  h e  looked about the room, his 
face b rightened. "But this  wil l  ao fo r a h iding 
place. B etter com-e a long, Miss H arawick. It may; 
save you embarrassing questions ." 

He stepped hurriedly to one s ide of the room, 
opene�d a Hoo r  and motioneu them into a narrow 
closet. 'A moment later they heard a key turn in the 
lock. 



·cHAPTER .VIII 

LOGIC :VERSUS HEART THROBS 

A
VAGUE misgiving assailea the Phantom as 

the door closed. The hiding place chosen for 
them by the genial  Docto r  B imble  seeme'd not 

quite adequate to the :eme rgency. There had been 
no time fo r a rgument, however, ana nothing for the 
Phantom to po but follow instructions. The versa
tile anth ropologist knew best, he had thought, and 
very l ikely the police would

. 
take B imble's wo rd for 

it that nobody was concealed in the l abo rato ry. 
The closet was so 'dark that, but for a fa int fra

grance and the occas ional scrap ing o f  a foot, he 
might have thought himself alone. From the oth er 
side o f  the 'door came subdued sounds, and he p ic
tured the tubby l ittle doctor p rotesting against the 
intrusion on h i s  sacr.ed p rivacy. Of Helen he could 
see nothing but the pall id gl int o f  her face in the 
gloom, but her qu ick, nervous breathing told him 
that she was keyed up to a h igh tension. There was 
a medley o f  questions i n  h is  mind, but  he found it 
hard to put then1 into words. 

"Hel-M iss Ha rdwick," he whi spered. 
"Yes ?"· 
"Logic is  sillx rot."· 
� mom·ent's pause. "I 8on't believ.e I unaer .. 

stan'd." 
"According to the lea rned 'docto r's logic, I am tn-e. 

mur.d.er.er o f  Sylvanus G age. He made out quite a 
73 



74 THE GRAY PHANTOM'S RETURN 

convincing case, and I coul d  see you were impressea . 
Yet, deep down in your heart, you know he was talk .. 
ing p iffle. You don' t believe I killed Gage ." 

She stood s ilent fo r a time. He pressed closer to 
the wall and fumbled for her hand. It was cold, and 
the pulsations at the wrist made him think of a 

frightened, fluttering b i rd. 
" I  wish I could bel ieve you didn't, " she murmured, 

'freeing her hand. 
"Thank you. " Her candor had given him a l ittle 

thrill o f  fa int and indefinable hope. "Would it  sur
p rise you very much i f  I told you that tny only 
reason for leaving Sea Glimpse was to convince you 
o f  my innocence ?" 

"Convince m e ?" She gave a low, incredulous 
l augh. "Why ?" 

" I 'm not sure I can tell you that. From a p rac
tical point of view it was a fool ish move, wasn' t it ? 
By the way, you knew that the police were hunting 
high and low for me. You alone knew where I was 
to be found, and yet you didn' t tell . I wonder why." 

She meditated for a l ittl e ; then, in a whisper : "I 
(ion' t know." 

H e  laughed so ftly. " It seems neither one of us is 
very p ractical . We don' t understand our own mo .. 
tives. Can you tell me "\vhat you a re doing in  th is  
gallery of  skeletons ?" 

" I  am not sure, but I will try. The morning after 
the murder of Gage, I read the accounts in all the 
papers. I can't tell you how I felt. It was as if a 

great illusion had been shattered. I remember how 
I cried one day when I fell and broke my first doll. 
My feel ings after reading the papers were something 
like that, only more po ignant." 

" I  understand, " he murmured. "You had placed 
the Gray Phantom on a pedestal. When he fell and 
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broke to bits, just l ike common clay, you were dis. d "  appo 1nte . 
"Yes, it was something l ike that. I had placed 

your better sel f on a pedestal . I didn' t want to be
l ieve it had fallen or  that it was just common clay. 
I read the papers very ca refully ; hoping to find a 

weak point in the evidence aga inst you, but it seemed 
complete and conclusive down to the tiniest detail. 
One of  the articles puzzled me a l ittle, though."  

"Oh-the Sphere's I Yes, I noticed it, too ." 
" It read  as though the "\vriter were not quite sure 

that you were the gui l ty one. After thinking it over 
fo r a while I called up the Sphere and asked fo r the 
repo rter who had wri tten the article. They had 
some l i ttle trouble finding him, and when he  finally 
came to th e 'phone he acted as i f  he were not quite 
sober. I tr ied to question him about the case, but 
he gruffiy told me he had nothing to t 11 as ide from 
what he had put into h is  story. I f  I had a personal 
interest in the matte r, he sa id, the best thing I could 
'do was go and consult Docto r Bimble." 

"And you adopted the sug estion ? ' '  
" I  had never hea rd o f  Docto r Bimble, but the 

repo rte r told me he was the cl everest investigato r of  
criminal ca  es  in  town. He wa rned me that Doctor 
Bimble might refuse to help me,  s ince he  accep ted 
nothing but cases of unusual interest, but the fact that 
the murd red man was a friend and neighbor might 
make a difference. Yesterday I called on the doctor, 
but at first he would talk of nothing but his skeletons.. 
The murder d idn' t seem to interest him in the least. 
He said th e Phantom;s guilt was clear and that al l  
that remained was to catch him. Then , when he  
sa\v how earnest I was, h e  told me  about the tunnel ."  

"The docto r i s  a quee r duck ,"  murmured the 
Phantom musingly. "The o rdinary man wouldn't 
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take strangers into his confidence about such things. 
""fhe eccentricity o f  genius, I suppose." 

"The whole affair  seemed to bore him immensely. 
He told m e  the man who killed Gage must have used 
the tunnel, since he could not have left the room any 
oth·er  way. He thought it possible the murdere r 
was still hiding there, lying low until the excitement 
should die  down, and if I didn' t have anything better 
to do I might watch for him a t  this end. As for 
himself, he said he  wasn' t  a t  a ll concerned in the 
apprehension a nd punishment of criminals, but h·e 
gave me his revolver and told me I might watch the 
'door  l eading from the labo ratory, s ince the mur
<lerer, if  he were still in the tunnel, had to come out 
that way. I think my interest in the case amused 
the doctor. I susp ected he was chuckling at me most 
of the time. 

"I watched tire 'door till late last night, all the time 
·hoping that, i f  anyone came out of the tunnel, 
it would not be you.  Shortly before midnight I p e r
suaded the doctor to let his  man take my place. You 
s ee, i f  the murde rer p roved to b e  anyone but you ,  I 
wanted him caught, because then your innocence 
would b e  established. Early this morning I went 
back to my p ost. When I heard step s on the stairs 
my heart stood still fo r a moment. As the ooo r  
opened I felt l ike shrieking. An'd then " 

She broke off with a gasp. From above came the 
sounds o f  footsteps and doors slamming, indicating 
that the police were s earching the uppe r  p a rt of the 
house. 

"Ana wh·en you s aw me," the Phantom put in·, 
"you immediately jump ed to the conclusion that I 
;was guilty. Well, I suppose it  was good logic. What 
can I do or say to convince you that I aidn't kill 
Gage ?"-
. .  
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' 'Nothing," she said, a hysterical catch in her 
throat. Of a sudden she seemed cold and distant, 
a s  if realiz ing that in telling her story she had be
trayed too much of  her  feelings. " I  fear there i s  
nothing more to be sa id." 

The Phantom drew a aeep breath. "I 'don't 
blame you," h e  said gently. "There a re several 
black chapters in my past. But some day I ' ll p rove 
to you that I had nothing to do with this murder. I 
adm i t  that just now the evidence weighs heavily  
against me. It  i s  true there was something o f  a feud 
betweer1 me and Gage once upon a time and " 

"And the threatening letter, " she interrupted. 
"Why 'did you send it i f  you didn ' t  mean to kill 
him ?" 

" I t was a fo rgery. I never wrote it ." 
"Handwrit ing experts say you d id ." 
"I know." He remembered having read in the 

newspapers that three ·experts had compared the 
letter with samples o f  his hand,vrit ing on fil in the 
bureau o f  criminal identi fication and that two o f  
them had decla red that the Phantom had wri tten it .  
"That only goes to show that i t  \vas an exceptionally 
clever fo rgery, and experts have been known to 
differ before." 

"But Gage told the officer that it  was you who 
stabbed him." She spoke as if  d termined to hear 
h i s  explanation of  the damning b its of  evidence even 
though every word hurt her. 

"True enough. But Gage didn't see me. H e  ha'd 
the threatening letter in mind when he sa id  that." 

"Nothing but the Maltese cross was miss ing, an'd 
you had had a quarrel with Gage about that." 

"True, too ." The Phantom chuckled b itterly. 
"If I had committed the murder I should have taken 
pains to ca rry away a lot of other things for a blind."· 
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She was silent fo r a few moments. Footsteps 

were coming down the stai rs, and the Phantom knew 
that the sea rche rs would soon be  in the laboratory. 
Aga in he found her  hand, but she quickly drew it 
away. 

"You knew about the tunnel, "  she reminded him, 
her shaky accents betraying the struggle going on 
with in  her. 

' ' I  swear  that I found it by accident." 
He could not see her face, but he sensed that she 

doubted him and that the remnant of fa ith in her 
hea rt was  unable to withstand the corroding effect 
of a gro,ving susp ic ion. The footsteps were draw
ing closer, and now they could hear voices outside 
the doo r. He recognized the rasping accents of  
Docto r B imble .  

"I tel l you, my dear si r, that the closet contains 
nothing but chemicals which I use in my laborato ry 
work.  Some o f  them are very valuable. That' s 
why I keep them under lock and key." 

Tens ing every muscle as  i f  p repa ring for an at
tack, the Phantom stepped in  front of  the girl .  She 
m ade no p rotest as  he took her  p istol, which she 
had been holding all the time and 'vhich now hung 
l imply f rom her fing-ers. 

" I  don't doubt your  word," answered a gruff 
voice outs ide, "but o rders a re to search everywhere 
and n1ake a good job of i t . H ate to trouble you, 
but it' s got to be done." 

The doctor, evidently sparring fo r time, insisted 
that he  had been in  his laboratory all day and that 
nobody could have sl ipp ed into the closet unnotice'd 
by him ; but the other was obdurate. 

"Very 'veil, then ," finally grumbled the anthropol
ogist, "but I shall make complaint to Inspector 
W adham. J e rome1 'vhere a re my keys ?" 
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Despite the susp ense  under which he  was laboring 
the Phantom grinned. He strongly suspected that 
B imble was working a ruse in order to ga in t ime. 
Yet he wondered what the outcome was to be for 
unless the keys were p romptly produced the officers 
'' auld undoubtedly force the doo r. 

Hi s  next sensation was one o f  astonishment. A 
curious calm appeared to have fallen over the group 
outside, for moment a fter moment passed without 
a word being spoken. The Phantom \Vondered what 
i t  could mean. It seemed as  though the speakers 
had been suddenly stri cken dumb . After what 
seemed a long period of s i lence somebody uttered 
an exclamation of  aston ishm nt then a laugh 
sounded, and next footsteps moved a'' ay f rom the 
closet door. A minute or  so pas d, th n someone 
fumbled with the lock, and p resently the door was 
opened by Doctor Bimble .  He wa smi l ing blandly, 
but the Phantom thought he det cted an uneasy 
gleam behind the spectacles. 

"What s happ ened ?" he inqui red, looking about 
him dazedly and noticing that the gi rl and himsel f 
were alone with the doctor. 

The anthropologist waved a hand to"\var'd the 
'front of the house. "Li sten l "  

From the streets came loud and raucou shouts, 
ana a blank look crossed the Phantom's face as h e  
made out the words : 

"Uxtra ! Gray Phantom capchured I All 'bout 
th·e big pinch ! Uxtra !" 



CHAPTE R IX 

T H E  P H ANTOM I S  MYSTIF I ED 

OR a tin1e the l ittle group in the laboratory stooa 
as  i f  turned into inanimate shapes, their senses 
under the sp ell of the hoars e  shouts in the 

street. The Phantom felt a curious churning i n  his 
head. The anthropologist was sti ll smil ing, but the. 
smile was gradually growing thin and hard. Helen: 
'fixed the Phantom with a stony look. 

" It appea rs a mistake o f  some kind ha'S been: 
made," muttered the docto r at length. " It was a 

fortunate one for you, my fri ends, for the officers 
were becoming quite ins istent. Luckily the cries · 'di
verted their a ttention from the closet, and they went 
away apologiz ing a fter telephoning headquarters 
and veri fying the report. " 

The Phantom, st i l l  feeling H elen' s gaz e  on his 
face, pocketed the p istol he had been holding. The 
ne"vsboys' cr ies haa given him a jolt that left h im a 

l i ttle daze'd ana caused h i s  mind to turn to trivial 
things . He found himsel f  admiring Helen' s simple  
l ittle hat and pla in  but tasteful aress, noticing that 
they seemed as  much a part of her as  her ha i r  and 
her complexion. He saw that she tried to be  b rave 
'desp i te  a crushing disaster to her i llusions, and some
how he  felt so rry fo r her. 

Doctor B imble turned on h im with a frown. 
"Sir,"  h e  'demande'd, "are you the Gray Phantom 

or merely a clumsy impostor ?" 
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The question seemed so ludicrous that the Phan
tom could only chuckle. 

"It has  long been my des ire to meet the Gra'£ 
Phantom," pursued the doctor, still scowling darkly. 
"I  should disl ike to think I have been imposed upon. 
But that can't  be, unless"-with another susp icious 
look-"you are acting as a fo i l  for the Phantom. 
Well, we shall see presently, I suppose. In the mean
time,  you rna y consider yoursel f at home under m� 
roof ." 

Without knowing why, the Phantom hes itated 
before accepting the invitation. To take advantage 
of the doctor' s hospital ity was clea rly the proper  
thing to do. In a l i ttle while the pol ice would learn 
they had blundered, and then the man hunt would 
be resumed with redoubled vigor .  To venture forth 
on the streets a fter that would be l i ttl e short o f  
ma'dness. The Phantom, conquering h is  mi sgivings 
-which, a fter all ,  were nothing more than a vague 
'doubt in regard to the docto r-murmured his  appre
c iation. 

B imble' s manservant, a lanky, thin-faced indi
vidual with a gloomy expression and wary eye, n
tered with a copy of  the extras. The Phantom gave 
him a quick and keenly s arching glance, and aga in  
he felt strangely bewildered� The man looked in
nocent ·enough, and i t  "\�vas nothin · but an intangible 
someth ing in h is  ga it and h is  manner o f  carrying 
himsel f that caused the Phantom to look twice. 

Docto r B imble took the damp sheet, sti l l redolent 
of i nk,  an'd read aloud the triple-leaded article under 
the sca re head. During the perusal Helen regarded 
him with strange, expr ss ionless eyes, while now and 
then the servant shot the Phantom a stealthy glance 
which the latter found hard to interp ret. 

Evi dently the extra had been hurriedly prepared, 
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rfo r  the a rticle  conta ined only a few pithy facts. It 
seemed that  the Phantom, with an audacity and a 
recklessness cha racter i stic of  him, had for some un
accountable purpose vis i ted the East Houston Street 
establ ishment in which the murder of  Sylvanus Gage 
had been perpetrated. Wearing no other disguise 
than a black bea rd, which he had evidently grown 
s ince h i s  la st appearance in public , he had ap
p roached the housekeeper, introduced himsel f as 
M r. Ada i r, o f  Boston, a criminal investigator, and 
requested to inspect the scene of  the murder. The. 
unsuspecting housekeeper  had admitted h im, l i ttle 
guess ing that  her  vis i tor  was one of  the most cele
b rated criminals o f  the age. 

The Gray Phantom had been in the room only a 
'few minutes when Officer Joshua Pinto appeared on 
the scene. With laudable persp icacity the offir.er 
recognized the Phantom almost immediately, desp ite 
the d i sguis ing beard, and by clever maneuvering 
managed to lock h im i n  the room, standing guard 
outside the door while the housekeeper telephoned 
headqua rters. In a few moments an impenetrable 
cordon had been thrown a round the house, and the 
capture of the Phantom seemed an absolute cer
tainty. Yet, when the door was battered down, 
the astonished officers saw that the room was empty 
and that the notorious rogue had ach ieved another  
o f  h is  m iraculous escapes. 

Apparently, so the articl e stated, the Phantom had 
accomplished the  imposs ible ,  but then the Phantom's 
:enti re career had been a ser ies o f  incredible accom
pl i shments . I-I ow he had managed to leave the room 
and elude the cordon of pol ice would p robably re
main a mystery forever unless the criminal himsel f 
should divulge the secret. His capture, which had 
taken place while the police were making a system-
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atic search o f  the houses in the block, had been 'due 
to one of the strange aberrations which se ize even 
the astutest criminals . A brawl had occurred in a 

"blind pig" in Bleecker Street, and the commotion 
had attracted the attention of a pass ing sergeant. 
After sending in a hurry call fo r help the sergeant 
had raided the place, and among the p ri soners taken 
was one who was almost instantly recognized as the 
Gray Phantom. The identification was rendered all 
the eas i er  by the fact that he had removed his  bea rd 
a fter making h i s  sensational escape from the East 
Houston Street establ ishment. The bel i ef  wa s ex
p ressed that the pri soner would be  induced to make 
a sta tement as soon as he had recovered from the 
·effects of the raw whiskey he had con utned in the 
dive, p resumably in celebration of hi late t coup . 

"Rot ! "  ejaculated the doctor, th rowing th paper  
aown with a gesture o f  di saust. "A fool would 
know that a man of the G ray Phantom' s  tempera
ment \vhateve r other folly he might commit, would 
not get intoxicated at a c ri tical moment l ike this .  
This  p roves- . But what' s  becom of  Miss Ha rd
wick ?' ' 

The Phantom looked up with a sta rt. The gi rl 
'vas gone. Evidently she had taken advantage o f  
the other' s absorption in  the new paper a rticle to s l ip 
out unnoticed. Jerome, a e re tfallen look on  his 
long face, hastily left the labo rato ry return ing in a 

'few moments with the repo rt that Mi Ha rdwick 
was no,vhere in sight. The Phantom ima ined that 
there was an exp ression of sha rp rep roach in the 
doctor' s eyes as they re ted on the servant, but the 
imp ression was fl eeting. 

"The young lady has  p robably gone home," ven
tured the anth ropologist. "She must have been ti red, 
"and in a measure her task was accomplished. The 
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·question is ,  can you rely on her not to communicate 
what she knows to the police ?"· 

The Phantom looked a tri fle  ooubtful. He had 
perceived that the impulses o f  her hea rt had been 
swamped by logic. It was possible she had gone 
away h ating h im, fi rmly convinced he was a mur
'derer, and in that event her  sense o f  duty might 
:easily overcome everything else. 

"Frankly, I don' t know," h e  aecla red. "At any 
rate, I am about a s  sa fe here a�  anywhere for the 
p resent. I should l ike a bath, if  I may p resume on 
your hospital ity. ' '  

"By a l l  means. And as  soon a s  you have rested 
a bit we shall dine. Dear  me,  i t  i s  a lmost nine 
·o 'clock ! Jerome ! "  

He  instructed the servant, and the Phantom 'fol
lowed the silent and so ft-footed man to the bath
room. As he splashe'd about in the tub, he tried to 
forget the bitter ache which Helen's words had l e ft 
in his  h ea rt. Her  frigid a ttitude and her  abrupt 
going away had  merely strengthened h is  determina
tion to convince her o f  h i s  innocence. He saw that 
he must act quickly and take a dvantage o f  the com .. 
parative s ecurity which h e  could enjoy until the 
pol ice 'discovered that they had a rrested the wrong 
man. 

His mind was a t  worK on a plan while he  hurried 
into his clothes, which Jerome had brushed and 
p ressed while he was in  the tub. A question that 
troubled him greatly was how far he could safely 
take B imble into h i s  confidence. The sharp-witted 
anthropologist, with h is  keen insight into human 
nature, would p rove a valuable ally, but the Phantom 
felt a great deal o f  mystification in his p resence. 
There was something about the man which h is  senses 
could not quite grasp. Likely as not, it  was onlYj 
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the scientific temperament, which gave him an  ap
pearance o f  secretiveness and dissimulation, but o f  
this the Phantom could not be  sure. 

The dinner, which he ate in the doctor' s company, 
was excellent, and Jerome served them in a faultless 
manner, proving that the anthropologist' s 'devotion 
to his science had not blunted his taste for physical 
comforts . The host discoursed lea rnedly and bri l
l iantly on Lucchini ' s  theo ry in rega rd to the respon
s ibil ity o f  the criminal, and i t  was not until the serv
ant had withdra,vn and they had reached their coffee 
and ciga rs that he  mentioned the subj ect on the 
Phantom' s mind. 

The dining room, 'fu rnishea with an approach to 
·elegance that one would scarcely have expected to 
find on such a shabby street, was l ighted by a heavily 
shaded electrol ier. The l ights and shadows playing 
across B imble' s face a s  he gesticulated with his head 
gave him an added touch o f  mystery and accentuated 
the general a i r  o f  inscrutab i l ity that hover d about 
his person. H e  broached the subj ect o f  Gage's  death 
while l ighting his  cigar. 

"Come now, Vanardy, let us be confidenti a l .  It 
was you who murdered Gage. Why deny it ?" 

Smiling faintly, the Phantom shook his hea'd. 
Bimble r garaed him curiously. "The only thing 

about the crime that interests me is your d nia l .  But 
I think I understand. In some criminals there is art 
·resth tic sense which revolts against the vulga r and 
sordid. H aving, on the impulse of the moment, 
committed a so rdid <:rime, your £esthetic sense re
asserts itsel f, and you want to fo rget the ugly affa ir  
a s  quickly a s  possible. Am I right ?" 

The Phantom laughed. "You clothe the thing itt 
such attractive phrasing that I a lmost wish I could 
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plead guilty. But I aidn' t kill Gage, and that's all 
there is to i t."  

"You still insist that  Pinto did ?" 
"Until two or three hours ago I was 'firmly con-. 

d f 
. 

, ,  VInce o It . 
"Ah ! Now we are getting 'down to facts. Until 

tvvo or three hours ago you were certain Pinto was 
the murderer. Why ?" 

"Because at the time I felt sure that no one else 
could have committed the crime. The mysterious 
ci rcumstan�s could be expla ined in no other way 
than on the assumption that Pinto was the perpe-' 
trato r ." 

"Exactly. Your  logic was not a t  al l  bad. But I 
infer that  within the l ast  three hours you have 
changed your mind. ' '  

"Not quite ; I have merely modified my op inion. I 
am no longer positively certa in that Pinto committed 
the murder." 

"Why ?" A shrewd grin twi sted the anthropol
ogist' s l ips .  "What has  caused you to modi fy your: 
view-the tunnel ? ' ' 

"Yes, the tunnel . The existence of  the tunnel 
makes i t  possibl e  for someone other than Pinto to 
have committed the murder. It suggests another 
hypothes is ,  in  the l ight of which all the c i rcumstances 
are expla inable. Without the tunnel I should b e  
morally certain o f  Pinto' s guilt ; with i t  i n  existence I 
am no longer su re." 

"Bravo,  my friend ! You are 'doing very well for 
·an amateur detective. Your idea i s  that  the mur
aerer entered Gage's bedchamber by way o f  the 
tunnel and took his depa rture the same way. Do 
you know," with a b road grin, "that I thoroughly 
agree with you ? The only point of  difference be
tween us i s  the identity o f  the human mole." 
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The Phantom's 'face 'darkenea a tr ifle .  " I  aa
vanced the idea only a s  a hypothesis ," he  decla red a 

l ittle testily, "and a s  yet I am not at all sure that i t  
has  any value. For instance, in  o rder to reach Gage' s 
bedroom by way o f  the tunnel, the murderer had to 
go through you r  house and get down in the cellar. " 

"Which could eas ily be  done. Both Jerome and 
myself are sound sleepers and the house has no 
b 1 . " urg a r  p rotectton. 

' But that i sn't  all . After traversing the tunnel , 
the murderer had to enter the bedroom. In order 
to do so he  had to work the mechan ism which con
trols the revolving window frame. From the inside 
of the chamber i t  i s  worked by the na i l .  Can i t  be 
manipulated from the outs ide as \vell ?" 

"Dear me ! "  excla imed the doctor, a lmost jumping 
out o f  the cha i r. " I  neve r thought o f  that ." 

The Phantom eyed him keenly thou ·h he seemed 
'vholly abso rbed in contemplation of  the salt  shaker. 
The exclamation, he thought, had not sounded quite 
natural. 

"You invented the contraption, ' he pointed out. 
"Surely you ought to kno\V whether the mechanism 
can be  \Vo rked by a man approaching the room by 
" ay of the tunnel ." 

"So I thought. · n inventor ought to know the 
ch i ldren of his  brain." He gave a forced chuckle, as 
if f ncing fo r time in which to fram an answer. 
"The fact of the matter i s  that the contri'\ anc was 
intended to be an emergency exit  and nothing els e. 
ifhe sp ring by  \vhich the mechanism i s  operated can't 
be reached by a man app roaching the room by way 
of the tunnel . But that ' with a grin which wrinkled 
his  '' hole face, "do s not exclude the possib i l i ty o f  
a man getting th rough by  the use o f  force. For in
stance, the frame could be budged by p rying." 
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"Perhaps. :As matters stan'd, the whole question 
hinges on whether the room can be entered from the 
tunneL I f  i t  can' t, then i t  i s  certain that Pinto com
mitted the murder. I f  i t  can, there is  a possibility 
that someone else d id it, though the p reponderanc e  
of  ·evidence stil l po ints in  Pinto ' s  'di rection, for i t  i s  
:extremely unl ikely that the murderer was aware o f.  
the existence o f  the tunnel. However " 

He  checked himsel f, deciding to let the thought 
remain unspoken. The anthropologist, having re
covered from h i s  temporary embarrassment, gave a 

hearty laugh. 
"You a re incorrigible, my friend. You a re will ing 

to aamit a lmost any theory but the plain and obvious 
one, which i s  that the Gray Phantom committed the 
murder. Reminds me of Pinel ' s  excellent treatise 
on the p sychology o f  the criminal .  But you must be 
ti red. Please excuse me while I make a telephone 
call . ' ' 

The Phantom: regaraea him narrowly as he 
trundled from the room and closea the door behind 
him. The docto r intrigued and baffied him. He was 
almost certain that B imble had been guilty o f  equivo
cation in  regard to the tunnel and the revolving 
'frame. On the other han'd, this and other pecul ia ri
t ies might be due to an e rratic temperament. His  
stubborn insistence on the Phantom's guilt could be 
the result of mental l aziness and a dis incl ination to 
'exert himsel f over a case which did not interest him. 
:Yet, a fter making al l  aue allowances, the Phantom 
could not feel wholly at ·ease. 

'fhe doctor, srni ling placidly ana without a sign 
oi guile in his face, interrupted his reflections. 

" I 've just had my friend Inspecto r Wadhane on 
the wire," he announced. "It has been decided to 
let the p risoner sleep off the effects of his aebauch. 
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He will not be  questioned until along toward morn
ing. So, my friend, you can sleeP, in peace. Shall 
1 sho\v you to your  room ?" 

The Phantom, b linking his _eyes drowsily, ex
pressed a desire to retire at once. Doctor  B imble  
conducted him to a pleasant bedroom with two large 
windows facing the street, saw that everything was 
in o rder, and '\vished his  guest a hearty good night. 
Even befo re he was out of  the room the Phantom 
had sta rted to r·emove his clothes. 

Yet, no sooner had the door  closed than he hurried 
back into the garments . Though only a few mo
ments ago he had showed s igns o f  great drowsiness, 
he was now fully awake, and his sp ringy motions 
and the twinkle in his eyes hinted that sleep was 
farthest from his mind . 

· 



CHAPTER X 

I N  T H E  TUNNEL 

T
HE Phantom waited for fifteen minutes, then 

he qu i etly opened the door and looked down 
the hall . The l ights were tu rned low and not 

a sound broke the stillness. Apparently  the anthro
pologi st and the manservant had reti red. Stepping 
inside the room, he took from an ins ide pocket the 
l i ttle metal box he always carried, examined the 
snugly packed tools it contained, and made sure that 
each was in  good condition. Finally, he switched 
off the l ight, no i selessly closed the doo r behind h im, 
a nd tiptoed down the sta i rs .  

Steal ing down a corridor through the main part 
o f  the house, he  reached the extension fo rmed by 
the laboratory. He stopped at  the door, ti lted his 
ear  to the keyhole ,  and l istened carefully. It had 
occurred to him that Doctor B imble might be  at  
work, and an encounter with h i s  host would have 
p roved emba rrassing. His keen ea rs detected no 
sounds, however, and i n  another moment he had 
passed th rough the door and was grop ing h i s  way 
across the floor of the laboratory. 

Of  a sudden he  stopped. A fa int sound seemed 
to come from the d i rection where the skeletons stood 
in the i r  glass- framed cages. He stra ined his  ears to 
catch a repetition, but none came. Evidently he had 
been m istaken. He knew how sounds a re magnifi ed 
at night,  and what h e  had heard was p robably noth-
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ing but the rattl ing of  a windowpane or  the creaking 
o f  a board under his  foot. He proceeded to the 
opposite wall, darting swi ft glances to left and right, 
as i f  half suspecting that someone was lu rking in  
the shado,vs. Aga in a door swung no iselessly on its 
hinges, and the Phantom glided down the stai rs 
leading to the cellar. From his hip pocket he took 
a small el ectric flash and let its beam pia y over the 
floor while he looked for the entrance to the tunnel . 

For a time he sea rched in  va in, traversing the 
length of  the murky brick walls and care fully scan
ning each square foot of  space without finding a 
trace of  the opening. The mouth of  the passage 
seemed to have disappeared in the three or  four 
hours that had passed s ince he emerged from the 
subterranean tube. He tried to locate it by tracing 
backvvard the course he had followed in reaching the 
sta irs , but i t  proved a difficult task, for he had floun
aered about in total darkness, not daring to use his  
flash fo r fear of attracting attention. He had a hazy 
impression, however, that the opening was in a di
agonal l ine with the foot of the sta i rway. 

The glearn of his flash leaped over  the grimy 
bricks, and p resently he detected a narrow fissu re in 
the wall. I t  extended in a quadrangular course and 
was ba rely wide enough to admit a match or a nai l .  
Inserting one of the sharp-nosed tools from his 
metal case, he pried outward, and a narrow portion 
o f  the wall swung open. He saw now that the l i ttle 
fissures constituted the boundaries of a door. It  was 
composed of bricks threaded on i ron rods and re
sembling in color and general appearance those in 
the surrounding wall ,  and i t  was so deftly concealed 
that only a careful search would reveal its exi stence. 
Evidently i t  had stood open when the Phantom 
crawled out o f  the tunnel, which explained why he 
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haa not noticeCI it. He suspected that the thoughtful 
anthropologist, not caring to have too many outsiders 
oiscover the tunnel, had closed it while the officers 
were sea rching the front of the house. 

The Phantom waited for a few minutes while a 
little of the dan.K air in the cellar found its way into 
the passage. He o id not relish the task ahead of 
him, but he was aetermined to settle a point on whicn 
the doctor had been singularly evasive.. The prob
lem he had set out to solve would be simplified to 
a great �xtent, and he would save himself neealess 
�efforts and loss of valuable time by ascertaining 
whether the bedchamber of the late Sylvanus Gage 
could be �nterea by way of the tunnel. 

Having buttoned his coat tightly arid maae· cer
tain that his instrument case was within �asy reach', 
he  inserted head ana shoulders in the opening and 
began the weary crawl towa rd the other ·enCl. His 
progress was painfully; slow, and the smell of the 
moist earth gave him a sense of oppression which 
he founa hard to shake off. The air, aank and in
sufficient, was almost stifling, and the walls of the 
:narrow passage, bruising his body at ·each twist and 
turn:, seemed to exuae a sepulchral atmosphere that 
insinuated itself into body and mind. 

At length he reached the point where the tunnel 
slanted upward into the wall, and here his progress 
became :even more oifficult. �ime and again he 
slipped, and he could maintain a footing only by 
bracing the tips of his shoes against rough spots 
along tlie sides. He was puffing from exertion when 
'finally h·e struc.K a solid obstruction which told him 
he had reached the en'd of the passage. 

Finding a p recarious foothold, he  tooK out his 
'flash ana closely scrutinizea his surrounaings. On: 
two siaes were walls of bricK, while 'directly in front 
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oi him was the flank of the window Iram-e. He 
pushed against the latter with all h i s  strength, but i t  
presented a firm and solid res istance to  h i s  efforts. 
Next he went over it i nch by inch, looking for a 
hidden lever o r  spring, but the most careful search 
revealed nothing that suggested a means of operating 
the mechanism. Finally he took out on·e of his tools 
and, inserting it in the tiny r i ft between the wall and 
the edge of  the frame, began to p ry steadily.. After 
several minutes of constant �ffort he ga v_e UP. the 
task as  hopeless .  

He leaned back against the wall an'd bent the full 
force of  his  wits to the task of finding a way through 
the obstruction. Evidently there was none. l-Ie had 
tapped every inch of the surface and looked every
where for a concealea knob or wire by which the 
mechanism might be operated. � l a rger and heavier 
tool than the instrument in his metal case would 
have been of no avail, for in those  narrow quarters 
he could not have obtained l everage. His  search, 
though thorough and infinitely pa instaking, had 
netted nothing. 

The conclusion was clea r. The revolving tloor 
could not be. operated from the outside ; hence the. 
murderer of Sylvanus Gage could not have ·entered 
the room through the tunnel . Again the Phantom's 
mind reverted to the inevitable deduction that no on� 
but Officer Pinto could have committed the crime. 

His lungs, which had been straining for a i r  for 
the last quarter of an hour, felt as though they were 
on the point of bursting, and he was about to release 
his foothold and. start back through the tunnel when 
a faint tapping sound caught his -ears. He could 
not tell how long it haa been going on, fo r until now 
his whole attention haa been 'focused on the problem 
b_efore him. For all he knew it might just have b�· 
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gun, or it might have starteCi long before. he �nfere(! 
the tunnel. 

He pressed his ear  against the side of the fram·e 
and l i stened. The sounds, quick and sharp, were 
coming in  rap id  succession, and at first he wondered 
whether someone was trying to attract h is  attention. 
Then he  noticed that the sounds skipped and jumped, 
a s  i f  the tapping covered a considerable a rea, and his  
next surmise was that the person on the other s ide 
was making a systematic search for something. 

"Fo r  what?" he wondered ; and in the next mo
ment the answer flashed through his mind. He re
membered how, while he was imprisoned in  the b ed
room, momenta rily expecting the police to fo rce the 
aoor  and pounce upon him, he  had looked to the 
\Vindow as  the only possible means o f  escape, and 
how finally he had discovered the nail  that provea his 
salvation. Evidently the person on the other side 
was now doing the very thing the Phantom h imsel£ 
had been doing a few hours ago. 

But who could i t  be ? As far as he knew, no on-e 
but Helen ,  Doctor B imble and himself was aware 
of the exi stence of the revolving door, and the tunn·el. 
It 'd id not seem l ikely that anyone should be sea rch-' 
ing at  random for an opening. And who could be 
p rowl ing about the Gage house at such an hour� 
Again  he  put h is  �ear to the frame. The tapp ing haa 
ceased, but now he heard another and different sound 
that caused h im to quiver with ·excitement. A slight 
metallic noise, l ike that p roduced by the contact o£ 
two obj ects o f  steel, told him that the person on th.e 
inside had found the na il. 

In a twinkling he had forgotten his crampe'd posi-; 
tion, the dank a i r  and the s ickening smell o f  moist 
�earth. All h is  senses were centered on the soun'ds 
coming from the other s ide, so slight that his k��en; 
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:ears could scarcely d etect them. Something told him 
that in a few minutes he would make a d iscovery 
of tremendous importance in  relation to the 
Gage murder mystery. Everything depended upon 
:whether the person on the other side would give the 
nai l  the p roper t\vist. 

M inutes dragged by on lea'den 'feet. The Phan
tom felt his heart pound chokingly against his ribs, 
its loud beats almost drowning the slight metallic 
sounds coming from the other s ide. After what 
seemed hours of nerve-racking suspense, a sharp and 
sudden cl ick caused him to start violently, and he  al
most lost his insecure footing. 

Then the window frame began to turn. A glare 
of light struck his eyes as  the opening wedge widened. 
With great, eager gulps he drank in  the a i r  coming 
'from the ap erture. A minute passed, and then a 
face, strained and ashen, was thrust into the opening. 

It was Mrs .  Trippe ,  the housekeeper. For an in
stant she stared into the Phantom's startled eyes. 

"He's kill ing me ! "  she cried. "He' s a fra id I' l l  
tell! He locked me in " 

She jerked her head to one siae. Slight thougJi 
she was, she a lmost filled the narrow opening, and 
he could see only a small strip of the room at her 
back. Suddenly a shiver coursed down her sp ine. A 
hand was projected beyond the wall , and he caught a 
gl impse o f  steel flashing in the light. Then, in quick 
succession, came a scream and a thud, and the woman 
slid from the window sill . 

It had happened so quickly that  the Phantom had 
not time to utter a word o r  raise a hand. Now, be
'fore he could move a muscle, the window frame 
slammed shut. He  heard a cl ick, signi fying that the 
'frame was caught in the steel clutches of the mech
anism. He p resse'd his shoulders against it, but to 
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no avail, ana he Knew 'from his previous attempt tliat 
the :effort was useless. Filled with horror at what he 
had just seen, he slid flown the incline b.etween the 
:walls and b�gan to work back toward the cellar.· ·· · 

Finally, after J!ttHless jerks anCl twistings, lie 
reache:a tHe tn"d of tlie tunnel-ana there a .fresn 
shock awaiteCl him. His feet brought up against a 
solid obstruction. Shove against it as he might, the 
little aoor would not yiela to his frenzied pressure. 
For a little he laid sti ll on his back, thinking. His 
mind was heavy and his thoughts flitted about in: 
circles, but finally it came to him that while he was 
at the other �na of the tunnel someone must hav.e.. 
pJac·eCl a h'eavy weight against the !door. 

_.. 

He was trapp_e'd. 



CHAPTER XI. 

'A BLOW FROM BEHIND 

O
NLY one thought stooa out clearly in the Phan

tom's mind as he l ay on his back in the tunnel 
b reathing the suffocating fumes of the dam� 

:earth, and surrounded by a s ilence and a darkness 
so p rofound that  he felt a s  if a vast void was separa
ting him from the world o f  the living. His senses 
were numbed and his brain hao ceased to function, 
but somehow his mind graspe'd the realization that 
this was the �nd o f  the Gray Phantom's career. 

The fate awaiting him seemed as inexorable as  th·e 
3arkness that surrounded h im. He had faced great 
dangers and had found himself in fearful p redica
ments before, but never had Heath appeared a s  
certa in  and inevitable as  now. Through his (fazed 
consciousness filtered a resolution to meet death, ·even 
in this  h ideous fo rm, with the same unconcern and 
sto icism with which he had accepted the favors 
destiny had strewn in his  p ath. The thought brought 
a feeble smile to his l ips, and he hopen the end would 
come befo re the thought faded away. He  wanted 
the world in general and Helen Hardwick in par
ticular to know h e  had 'died smiling. 

Something, he did not know what, sti rre'd "faintly: 
in his mind. Instinctively his thoughts grope'd for a 
memory that seemed dim and far away, a memory 
that caused his  body to vibrate with a reawakening 
Hesi re to liv.e. Slowly, out of the whirling chaos in: 
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his mind, it came to him. He could not-must not 
-die ! He could not pass out into oblivion with a 
foul crime staining h is  name. He must live in order 
to revive and vindicate the faith Helen Hardwick 
had once reposed in him. 

The resolve buoyed him a l i ttle, causing his body 
to throb with a renascent l i fe impulse. Already h i s  
m ind felt a l i ttl e clearer, and h i s  nerves and sinews 
'vere beginning to respond to the driving force o f  h i s  
'vi l l .  I f  h i s  parched lungs could only get a l ittle a ir ! 

Aga in he placed his  feet against the door and 
pushed with all  the strength he could summon. H e  
might a s  well have tried to dislodge a mounta in. The 
implements i n  his pocket case had helped him 
out of many a tight dilemma in the past, but they 
were o f  no avail  now. He still had the p istol he had 
taken f rom Helen' s hand while they stood in  the 
closet, and for an instant i t  occurred to him that the 
report of a shot might penetrate the roo f o f  the tun
nel and bring him assistance. A moment later h e  
reconsidered bi tterly. I f  the shot were heard, it 
would more l ikely bring the police; bes ides, the fumes 
released by the explosion might smother him to death 
in a few minutes. 

With a great effort he crawled away from the 'doo r 
thinking the a ir  might be not so stifl ing toward the 
center o f  the tunnel . He moved only two or  three 
paces when the terrific pounding of his heart and the 
protest o f  his  tortured l ungs forced him to l ie  still and 
rest. For several minutes he lay motionless, save for 
the heaving of his chest, matching his wits against 
the ha rdest problem he had ever faced. 

Of a sudden something chil l  and wet fell upon his 
' face. It was a mere drop o f  moisture, but it felt l ike 
ice to his pa rched skin, caus ing every nerve to quiver. 
Th� contact acted l ike an  .electric stimulant on his 
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mind. He lay rigid, expectant, wondering why the 
trivi a l  occurrence should affect him so strangely, and 
p resently another drop of moisture splashed aga inst 
his fo rehead, sending an icy shiver down h i s  spine. 

Suddenly he jerked up his  head, striking i t  aga inst 
the roo f  o f  the tunnel. In a twinkling he had grasped 
the significance of the dropping moisture. There 
must be a leak in the vault of the passage, and the 
so i l  above was probably soft and porous, enabl ing 
the tiny globules o f  water to percolate. 

The deduction jolted the last remnant of stupor 
out o f  his body. He "\Vas  still weak, but the play o f  
his "vits kindled his nervous en rgy. He  ran his  
hand along the roof, locating the point where the 
moistu re was seeping through . The arched vault 
was supported by boards running in a longitudinal 
(lirection and braced at intervals by diagonal props. 
He gave a hoarse shout of  ela tion as  he noticed that 
the boards were rotting from infiltration o f  moisture. 

He had forgotten the agonized stra ining of h is  
lungs for air. His exploring fingers found a point 
where the ends o f  two boa rds came together. Tak
ing a tool from the metal case, he inserted i t  in the 
jo int and pried. After a fe"v vigorous wrenches the 
board bent downward. N O'\IV he gripped i ts edges 
with his fingers and, l i fting himself from the floor 
of the tunnel, forced it  down by the sheer weight o f  
his body. I t  snapped, and h e  pushed i t  down the 
passage, then attacked the next board. I t  gave more 
easily than the fi rst, and now he began to cla,v and 
scratch his way through the damp ea rth. Remember
ing the length o f  the incline at the fa rther end o f  the 
passage, he judged that the layer o f  soil could not be 
more than four or five feet deep .  

More than once he felt on the point of utter ex
haustion, but the prospect o f  ultimate release fortified 
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him. Clump after clump of dirt fell at his 'fe·�t, anCI 
now and then he  struck a stratum of gravelly soil 
that yielded mo re easily to his .efforts. From time 
to time he had to stop digging and brush aside the 
accumulation at his feet. A wall of dirt was graau
ally fo rming on each side of him, cutting 'down the 
scant supply of humid air that had so far sustained 
him, but he  kept at his wo rk with th� frenzied p e r
sistence of one battling fo r his life. There was a dull 
roaring in his head and a bu rnirtg torment in his 
lungs, and there came moments of despair when h e  
wondered whethe r  his strength would last until he 
had clawed through the remaining layer of -ea rth. 

Then, a fter what seemed hours o f  agonizing toil, 
a cascade o f  small stones and loose dirt tumbled 
(fown over his head and shoulders. Momentarily 
blinded, he could sca rcely realize that his hand had 
thrust through the obstruction ana was hOW clutching 
at  empty a ir. 

The supense over, he felt su'ddenly limp an'd shaky. 
His legs doubled up under him and he  sank bacK 
a gainst the wall of the tunnel , greedily sucking in the 
'fresh air that poure'd Hown through the op ening. 
For a time h e  was content to ao nothing but rest his 
racked limbs and drink in huge lungfuls of air. 

Through the rift overheaa he c aught a glimps·e of 
leaaen sky. A myriad of strident noises told that 
the city was awakening. The 'discoraant sounds wer·e 
like jubilant music in his :ears, for a while ago he had 
thought he would never see the light of another Clay. 
:After his terrifying ·experience in the subterranean 
p assage it was hard to realize that he was again one 
of  the living. He struggleE to his feet, lurchetl 
aizzily hither ana thith er, and rubbed the dirt out of 
his ·eyes. Then, steaaying himself with one hana, 
h·e cautiously pushed his hea'd through the opening. 
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No one being in s ight , he scramble'd to the surface. 
He stood in the center of  the na rrow space be

tween Doctor B imble's laboratory and the rear  of 
the Gage �stablishment. On the other s ides o f  the 
inclosure wer.e a squatty structure that might have 
been a laundry and a slightly taller building that, 
judging from the barrels and boxes p iled against the 
wall, was p robably a grocery. Evidently the sto res 
and shops had not yet opened, fo r there was no sign 
o f  life in either airection. 

The Phantom took a few steps fo rward, then 
stopped abruptly, h is  eyes fixed on the small window 
in the rear o f  the c igar store. A recollection sent 
a shivoer through his  body. He remembered the 
hand that had appea red so suddenly in the narrow 
opening, the swi ft, murderous stroke and the groan 
that had died so quickly. There was an a i r  of peace1 
and tranquillity about the building that struck him as 
weirdly incongruous, in view of the scene that had 
been enacted within. 

He was about. to turn away when a quick', light 
step sounded behind him. Be fore he could move, 
two sinewy hands had gripped him about the throat, 
forcing him down. He tried to resist, but he was 
still too weak to exert much physical ffo rt. A sick
eningly sweetish smell assa iled his nostrils, he felt 
his body grow l imp, there was a roa ring in his head 
that  soun'ded l ike a 'distant 'vaterfall, and then he 
had a sensation of sinking-sinking. 



CHAPTER XII  

THE PHANTOM HAS AN INSPIRATION 

''REMARKABLE, s i r; most remarkable ! MaY, 
. I feel your pulse?'' 

The Gray Phantom knew, even before he  
opened h i s  eyes, that the sp eaker was  Doctor Tyson 
Bimble. He  was lying in bed, undressed, in the satne 
room his  host had assigned him the night before. 
(The lights '\vere on, so he must have slept  through 
the day, and he felt co rrespondingly refreshed. 

The anthropologist, sitting in a cha i r  beside the 
bed, 'vas timing his pulse b eats. The docto r' s thin: 
legs were wrapped in the same tight trousers he had 
'vorn on their fi rst meeting, and an acid-sta ined coat 
'vas tightly buttoned across his plump stomach. 

"Normal," he declared admiringly, pocketing h i s  
watch. "You possess extraordinary recuperative 
powers, my friend. What a constitution ! "  

The Phantom' s lips tightened . Scrap s of  recol
lection were coming to him. He gazed narrowly 
into the doctor' s guileless face. 

"A l ittle chloro form goes a long way· ·even with a 
constitution like mine," he remarked pointedly. 

"Ah, but you 'vere utterly exhausted, my friend. 
Otherwise my excellent Jerome would not have had 
quite such an easy time with you. A l ittle strong
a rm play and a whiff  o r  nvo o f  chloro form were all 
that was necessary. The effect soon wore off,  and 
you lapsed into a natural and invigo rating sleep ."  
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''So, it was Jerome. I guessed as much."  The 
Phantom looked perplexedly at the 'doctor. "But 
wasn' t it a rather rough way of putting a man to 
bed ?" 

"It  was the only safe way of oealing with an im .. 
pulsive and strong-headed man l ike you.  But for 
the timely appearance o f  my admirable Jerome, you 
:would undoubtedly have walked stra ight into the 
arms of the police ." 

The a rgument soun'ded plausible enough. The 
Phantom reali zed that the reaction following his 
·escape from the tunnel might have caused him to do 
several fool ish th ings. 

An astute grin crea sed the 'docto r' s face. "Even: 
the Gray Phantom is  at  times very transparent. Last 
night, \vhen you sta rted removing your clothes in mY, 
presence, I knew that you had no int ntion of going 
to bed. However, I reasoned that you were an in
telligent man and could be trusted to take care of 
yourself. I woke up at an ea rly hour thi s  morning 
and stepped to· your  'door. You had not retu rned. 
Greatly alarmed, I told Jerome to look for you. 
The estimable fellow found you shortly after you 
had dug your way out of the tunnel . You ought to 
'feel deeply indebted to him, si r." 

" I  do ," with a faint trace o f  sa rcasm. "But I 
should l ike to wring the neck o f  the p ractical joker 
:who blockaded this ·end of the passage while I was 
at the other ." 

The words were no sooner spoken than the 'doc
to r' s face underwent a sta rtling transformation. 
iThe affable smile vani shed, giving way to a look of 
such violent wrath that even the Phantom felt a l ittle 
awed. 

"The hound shall get his just aeserts , s i r, "  ae
clared the 'doctor in sna rling tones. Then, as  i f  
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regretting his 'di splay o f  temper, he  laughed ·easily. 
, "Provided, o f  course, we learn who perpetrated the 
outrage." 

Aga in  the Phantom was puzzled. H e  was certain: 
the anthropologist's fe rocious outburst had been 
genuine. I t  had been far too real and convincing to 
be  feigned even by a clever acto r. Yet he sen ed a 
contradiction. Whoever was responsible for the 
b lockaded 'door must have traversed the aoctor's 
hous.e. on his way to the cella r. I t  did not seem likelYt 
that  strangers could be  taking such libert ies in  a 
private residence without the knowle'dge o f  i ts occu
pant. 

" I  really ought to have new locks put on the 
'doo rs ," observed Bimble, addressing himsel f rather 
than his guest. 'That collection of mine is too val
uable to be left unprotected." 

I t  sounoed convincing, ana the casual tone went a: 
long way towaro quieting the Phantom's misgivings. 
He  knew that  an  unduly susp icious nature i s  as bad 
a s  a gullible one. Hadn' t h e  been too prone to put 
the wrong construction on  the eccentricities of a sci. 
�ntist ? Everything considered, the ooctor's actions 
haa certainly been frien.dly. H aa his intentions been 
hostile ,  he could easily have turneCI his gu-est over to 
the pol ice. 

The Phantom shi fte'd the subject. "Well, at any; 
rate, I proved to my satisfact ion that Gage' s bed
chamber can't b e  'entered by way o f  the tunnel . "  

The twinkle behind the  lenses e1.rpressed doubt ana 
amusement. "Ana so you have convince3 yourself 
that Pinto committe'd the murder ?'' 

"That nobo8y �lse could have committea it," cor
rected tlie Phantom. 

"WhicH means p recisely the same thing. Evert 
if we grant that you are b eing frank with me-whicn 
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I strongly doubt, by the way-you seem to have a 
passion for drawing obvious inferences. From the 
fact that you were unable to operate the mechanism 
from the outside you deduce that the murderer could 
not have entered the room via the tunnel. That, 
my friend, i s  very superficial reasoning. :For in
stance, Gage himself might have admitted the mur
derer th rough the revolving frame." 

The Phantom's brows went up. The possibil ity; 
suggested by the docto r had not occurred to him. 
The next moment he grinned at the sheer p reposter· 
ousness o f  the idea . "But few men are obliging 
enough to welcome their muraerers with open arms." 

"Not i f  they come as murderers." The doctor 
gave h im a keen, sea rching look. "But suppose they 
come in the guise  of friends? That' s only a ran
dom suggestion, but you will admit the possibility; 
�xists ." He sh rugged his  shoulders, as if to d ismiss 
the subject. "Jerome has repaired the damage you 
wrought in the tunnel last night, covering up all 
traces of your little adventure, so there i s  no danger 
of the police tracing you here." 

"Thoughtful,"· murmured the Phantom a l ittle 
absently. 

"Whicn reminds me," added the anthropologist, 
·"that you are again a hunted man. The police have 
seen their mistake and the prisoner was released th i s  
morning. He bears a superficial resemblance to you, 
but comparison of h i s  finger prints with those of the 
Gray Phantom p roved conclusively he  was not the 
man they wanted, and he  seems to have given a sat
isfactory account of himself in every way." 

"What else ?."· asked the Phantom, deeply inter-
:ested. . 

Doctor Bimble laughe'd merrily. "Every news
paper in town i s  poking fun at  the stupid police-and 
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well they might. The prisoner proved to be  a re
porter employed by the Sphere, whose only offense 
is an incl ination to fo rget that these are dry times. 
A reporter, of all persons ! It's del icious!" 

"A reporter-on the Sphere!" echoed the Phan
tom, sensing a possible significance in  the combina
t ion. "Not, by any chance, the one who reported 
the Gage murder ?" 

"The same. That' s what lends an extra touch of  
humor to  the si lly blunder. Imagine a journali st, 
con fronted with a sca rcity o f  news, going out and 
committing a murder in order to have something to 
write about!" 

The Phantom joined in  the 'dpctor's laughter, but 
his face sobered quickly. " Is this unfortunate jour
nalist wearing a beard ?" 

"No; but I understand your photograph in the 
rogues' gallery shows you smooth shaven, so the 
absence of a beard really enhances the resemblance 
to the p ictures published. "  

The Phantom was si lent for a time. There was 
a hint of  deep thought in the l ines a round his eyes . 
H is hand passed slowly across his beard, still gritty 
and tangled from his  experi ence in the tunnel. Sud
'denly the muscles o f  his face twitched. 

"Anything else in the papers, docto r ?" 
"Only the usual s illy doings of a silly world ."  
" I  mean in connection with the murder. No new 

aevelopments ?" 
"None whatever, except that the search for the 

Gray Phantom has been renewed with increased 
vigor. There is an intervi ew with the police commis
s ioner, in 'vhich that optimistic soul declares the 
rascal cannot have left New York and that he will 
surely be captured within the next few hours." 

The Phantom smil ed amusedly, but there was a 
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'fog in his mind. Was it possible no one had yet dis
covered that a second murder had been perpetrated 
in the Sylvanus Gage house ? With his own eyes 
the Phantom had seen the housekeeper' s  face fade 
into the ashen hue of death, and it seemed incredible 
that the body had not been found. 

"By the way," remarked Doctor B imble, as i f  
ca rrying out the other' s  tra in o f  thought, " I  ,;vonder 
what has become of Gage' s housekeeper .  I walked 
over there th is morning to see if I could do anything 
for the poor lady. The front door was unlocked, 
but Mrs. Trippe wasn' t about. " 

It requi red a l ittle effort on the Phantom' s part to 
keep h is  voice steady. "H'm.  She has had quite a 
shock. Perhaps she i s  lying il l and helpless in some 
part of the house ." 

"The same thing occurred to me, and so I looked 
in every room in the house. The lady was nowhere 
in sight, however. Naturally she found it unpleas
ant to live alone in  th e place after the murder. She 
may have gone away for a visit ." 

"Yes, quite l ikely." It  was on the Phantom's 
tongue to tell what he had seen, but for a rea son not 
quite clear  to himself he desisted. Doctor Bimble' s 
revelation was somewhat stagge ring, and the disap
pea rance of the housekeeper' s  body \Vas a poser that 
baffled the Phantom' s astuteness. The mystery 
seemed to grow more tangled and intricate with every 
passing hour, and he felt that, so fa r, his p rogress 
had been dishearteningly slow. Yet, with the whole 
city and its envi rons converted into a vast man trap, 
what could he do ? 

"Dear me ! "  The anthropologist jumped up with 
the ab ruptness of a rabbit. " I  sit here babbling like 
a garrulous old woman while you must be famishing. 
I shall have Jerome bring you some food at once. I 
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suppose/' stopp ing on h i s  way to the 'door and re
garding the Phantom with a serio-comic expression, 
" it isn't necessary to warn you that it would b e  un
wise to go out 011 the streets a night like this." 

A grin masked the Phantom's searching look. 
"You seem deeply concerned in my wel fa re, doctor ." 

"Naturally." B imble .drew himself  up . "With 
me a bargain is a lways a bargain. I hope you 
haven' t forgotten our understanding. ' '  

"I see, 'l the Gray Phantom replied. ''You want 
my skeleton to come to you intact. Yes, doctor ,  I'm 
aware of the inclemency of  the weather. You 
needn' t worry on my account.'' 

The 'doctor tarried a moment longer, cleared his  
throat a s  if about to say something else, then swung 
a round on h i s  heels and left the room. The Phan
tom looked about him. On a chair near the bed 
hung his clothes, neatly b rushed and p ressed, and 
on the dresser, laid out in an orderly row, were the 
contents of h is  pockets , including p istol, metal cas e, 
and watch. The Phantom slipped out o f  bed and 
examined the a rticles. Noth ing was mi ssing and 
nothing had been distu rbed. Evidently Doctor 
B imble trusted to his  guest's good sense to keep him 
indoors. 

And well he might, was the Phantom's grim 
thought. There were excellent reasons why he  
should remain  under the anthropologist' s roof
reasons which only a fool or a desperado would 
ignore. The police, goaded by ridicule and incensed 
a t  the way they had been made game of, were un
doubtedly ·exerting every effort and us ing every tricK 
and stratagem to ensna re their quarry. There were 
p i tfalls at  every crossing, traps in every block, p rying 
eyes in a thousand p laces. To 'defy: such 'dangers 
would be sheer madness.  
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Yet there were equally urgent reasons why tlie 
Phantom should not remain idle. One o f  them .. and 
the most potent o f  them all , had to do with Helen 
Hardwick. Another was the Phantom's i rrep ressible 
passion for fl inging his gauntlet in  the face of danger. 
A thi rd was the fi rm conviction that he  could rely 
on his  mental and physical agil ity to see h im through, 
no matter what hazards he  m ight encounter. 

He sprang back into bed as  a noise  sounded at 
the door. The cat-footed anCl tight-l ipped man
servant entered with a folding table, a stack o f  
newspapers, and a trayful o f  steaming dishes. The 
Phantom watched the nimble play of  his long, p re-
hens i le fingers a s  h e  set the table. 

· 

"You're quite a scrapper, Jerome," he observe'd 
good-naturedly. 

' Yes, s ir." The man's gloomy face was un
r�eadable. 

' You didn 't give me much of a chance to use my 
nsts on you." 

. 

"N 
. u . 

o, Slf. 
The Phantom attacke'd the hot an'd savory soup . 

"Pugil istic and culinary talents are a rare combina
tion, J erome.n 

"Y 
. ' '  es, s1r. 

"But you are not very much of a conversation
alist. ' '  

"N . .,, o, s1r. 
The man, staooing with his back to the wall, ap

parently immovable save when h e  unbent to pass a 
dish or  replenish the water tumbler, p iqued the 
Phantom ' s curios ity. A grenadier turned to stone 
while standing at  attention could not be more rigid 
and impassive than Jerome, yet there was a hint of  
constant alertness about the dull eyes and the l ines 
at the corners of h is  mouth . 
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"There are moments when s il ence is golden," oo
served the Phantom. "Perhaps thi s  i s  one of  them."' 

"Perhaps, s i r. "  
The Phantom finished the meal i n  s ilence. When 

Jerome had gone, he  turned to the newspapers , notic
ing that the front pages were largely given over to 
h imself. His  own photograph was published s ide by 
side with that of the Sphere reporter, whose name 
app eared to be Thomas Granger. Many thousands 
of dollars were be ing wagered on the outcome o f  
the contest between the Phantom and the police , with 
the odds sl ightly in favor of  the latter. A yellow 
journal was offering p rizes to those of its readers 
who furnished the best suggestions fo r the capture 
o f  the famous outlaw. There were interviews with 
leading citiz ens in  all walks o f  l i fe, expressing amaze
ment and indignation over the murder of  Sylvanus 
Gage and the dilato ry tactics o f  the officials .  Even 
Wall Street was disturbed, fo r who knew but what 
the celebrated rogue was planning another of the 
stupendous raids that had rocked the financial world 
.on two or  three occasions in the p ast? 

The Phantom was amused, but also a trifle  p er
turbed. The handicaps he had to overcome if he 
were to accomplish h is  purpose were rather stagger
ing. But for the eccentric anthropologist' s hosp i
tality he might even now be in  the co ils of  the police. 
There was a troubled gleam in his  eyes as he tossed 
the papers aside. For several minutes he sat on the 
·edge of the bed, a thoughtful pucker between his 
:eyes , abstractedly gazing down at  the p apers on the 
floor. 

O f  a sudden he roused himsel f out o f  a b rown 
study. While his  thoughts had been far away, his 
·eyes had been steadily fixed on the t\vo photographs 
in  the center o f  the page spread out at his feet. Now 
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a steely gl itter appeared in his narrowing eyes ana 
a smile spread slowly from the corners of his l ips .  

In an instant he was on his feet, glancing at his 
watch. It was almost ten o'clock. He hurried 
quietly to the door, l istened at the keyhole for a few 
moments , then shot the bolt. From now on his  
movements were cha racterized by the bri sk p recis ion 
of one acting on an insp i ration. Taking a sha rp
·edged tool from his pocket case, he stepped to the 
"'·ash stand and m ixed some l ather. A few deft 
strokes and slashes, and h i s  beard was gone. Since 
Patrolman Pinto had recognized him in sp i te of it, 
the bea rd was no longer useful, and the reddish and 
bristly mustache which he took from a wrapper in 
his metal case and affixed to h is  l ips would serve 
fairly well as a temporary disgu ise. After a brief 
glance in the mi rro r, he put on h is  clothes and 
pocketed the articles on the dresser. 

The Gray Phantom was ready fo r one o f  the 
maddest and most perilous ente rp rises of his ca reer. 
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KIDNAPED 

S
OMEWHERE a clocK was striking ten a s  the 

Phantom withdrew the bolt and, s ilent as a cat, 
stepped out into the hall. He leaned over the 

b alustrade and looked down. From the rear came 
an occas ional tinkle of glassware. Doctor Bimble, 
never dreaming that his guest  was foolhardy enough 
to leave his secure retrea t  a second time, was evi
Clently at work in hi s l aboratory. Noisel essly the 
Phantom stole do,vn the stai rs, carefully testing each 
step before he intrusted his weight to i t. The door 
op ened without a sound, and he darted a quick 
glance up and down the street. 

A fine drizzle was fall ing and the sidewalks gl is
tened in the l ights from the street lamps  and win
'dows. There was a thin: sp rinkling of pedestrians 
in the thoroughfare. Outside a pool room across 
the street stood a group of loafers, and a band of  
gospel workers was addressing an apathetic crowd 
on the nea rest corner. The Phantom was about to 
step away from the aoor when he saw something 
that  caused him to p ress close to the wall. 

"Our friend Pinto," he mused as a thickset ngure 
jogged p ast. "Seems a bit distracted this evening. 
Wonder what 's  up ." 

The policeman p asseCl 011 witli only a perfunctory 
glance in  the Phantom's eli recti on. There was some
thing about h i s  gait and the way he  swung his baton 
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whicli suggestea that his mina was not quite at ·ease. 
The Phantom waited until he had turned the con1er, 
then crept out of the door� ay, assuming an eas', 
swinging gait as he struck the sidewalk and turned 
west. 

The streets had their usual humdrum appearance, 
but beneath the calm on the surface he sensed a ten
sion and an air of repressed activit . It might haYe 
been only itnagination, but he thouglit people were 
regarding each other with coyert suspicion as if 
friends and neighbors \\ere no longer to be trusted. 
The Phantom saunterin along as if he had not a 
care in the world, turned into the Bower} and pro
ceed d toward the nearest station of the ele, ... ated 
railway. o taxicabs "·ere in sight but he would 
be comparati' ely safe once he was aboard a train. 

He v; histled a merr littl tune but he was uncom
'fortably a\vare that the cut an quality of his clothes 
were attracting attention in that squalid neighbor
hood. o\·v he "·as onl a fe\Y paces from the e e
Yate stair . The space immediate!) in front of him 
was brightly illuminated by a corner light an ach 
forward step "'·as taken at great risk. He ad,-anc d 
with an air of unconcern lanced langui 1 at tl e 
papers an magazines prea out on the neTI s stall 
and in another moment he waul ha ye be n star ing 
up the stairs. 

Just then he felt the sharp scn1tiny of a pair of 
eyes. Their owner he fancied "as stationed in the 
dark doonvay of an abandoned corner saloon only 
a few steps from the foot of the stairway but he 
dared not look back or sid ways. In a second he 
had rallied his "rits to t e emer enc . To show the 
slightest nervousness or seem in a hurry ��ould in
stantly provoke a sharp comn1and to halt. He pur
chased a newspaper, glanced disdainfully at the head-
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lines on the first page, and was chuckling over a 
ca rtoon on the sporting page as he  leisurely began to 
ascend the stai rs. 

A loud rumbling told  that a tra in was approach
ing. The Phantom pursued his unhurried pace, 
consc ious that the O\vner of the prying eyes had 
stepped out of the doorway and was rega rding him 
suspiciously. Suddenly, as he reached a turn in the 
stairs ,  a cry rang out: 

' Stop ! "  
The Phantom looked down with an  a i r  of  idle 

curiosity as if it  were unthinkable that the command 
could be meant fo r him, and climbed on. He had 
almost reached the top when a second and more i n
s istent cry sounded. 

"Hey, there ! I mean you/" 
The Phantom cl imbed the remaining step s, reach

ing the ticket window just as a train roared into the 
station. Three sharp taps sounded against the s ide
walk below, followed by a shril l  blast of a pol ice 
'vhistle .  The Phantom dropped his ticket in  the 
chopper  and stepped out on the platform. The train 
gates were open and a few passengers were getting 
aboard. For a moment he hesitated; then he hurried 
swi ftly to the end of the deserted platform and 
leaped out on the narrow walk used by track 
workers. 

The train rolled out of the station. The Phantom, 
lying flat, guessed that the agent at the next stop had 
already been notified to  hold i t  fo r search, and i t  
was  this c ircumstance that had decided him aga inst 
getting aboard. From the street rose a great hub .. 
bub . He began to cra\vl along the na rrow span, 
screened from sight by a heavy beam. Each mo
ment was p recious now, for soon the pol ice would 
learn that the Phantom was not on the train, and 
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then they would guess that he was hiding somewhere 
on the platform or the track. 

He had crawled the length of hal f a block when 
he stopped and looked down. The commotion at 
the corner had ceased, but as he glanced behind him 
he sa\\t that several dark forms were moving rapidly 
across the platform, as i f  looking for someone. At 
the po int 'vhere he lay the street was dimly l ighted 
and almost deserted. Agilely he swung his body 
from the walk, clutched the beam with both hands 
until he could obtain a foothold along one of the 
heavy i ron p il lars that supported the structure, then 
slid quickly to the ground. Standing in the shadow 
of the p i llar, he looked about him. Apparently he  
had not been seen, but in  a few moments a dragnet 
would be thrown around the vicinity, and he would 
have to exercise the utmost speed and caution i f  he  
was to escape. 

Quickly he dodged into a side street. On die 
corner was a patrol box, and, even as he glanced at  
it, the bulb at  the top of  the pole flashed into a green 
brilli ance. He knew what the s ignal meant. A gen
·e ral ala rm had been sent out, sp reading the news that 
the Gray Phantom had been seen. l-Ie hurried on, 
but he had not reached fa r when a patrolman ap
peared around the opposite corner, fo rcing him to 
take refuge in a da rk cella rway. Luckily the gre·en: 
light had al ready attracted the pol iceman' s atten
tion, and he hurried past the po int where the Phan
tom was hidd n, and made for the box on the co rner. 
:\Vhile the bluecoat was receiving his  instructions 
from the station house the Phantom crawled out of  
his retreat and, cl inging close to the shadows along 
the walls, hastened in the other di rection. 

He was very cautious now. Once out of the im
mediate neighbo rhood, the greatest danger would 
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b e  pa st, but fo r the p resent :every step o f  the way 
bristled with perils .  A taxicab hove into sight as  he 
reached an intersection of stre ets, but the chauffeur 
shovved no inclination to heed his s ignal . The Phan
tom placed himsel f di rectly in the path o f  the onrush
ing vehicle .  It stopped with a grinding o f  brakes, 
a ccomp anied vvith a medley o f  oaths.  

"What d' ye mean ?" demanded the chauffeu r. 
" Can' t you see  I 'm busy ?" 

" Double f a re, ' '  suggested the Phantom tempt
ingly. 

A sha rp glance shot out from beneath the viso r 
o f  the drive r, s cap . "Where to ? ' '  

"South Ferry, " sa id  the Phantom, though h i s  
actual  destination was  a good distance short of  that 
po int. 

"All  r ight," with a shrewd glance at h is  fa re. 
"Get in ."  

He h eld the aoo r  op en and th e Phantom �nte rea 
the cab. They had p roceeded only a short distance, 
however, when the p assenger p inned a bill to the 
cushion, cautiously stepp ed out on to the running 
board and hopp ed off in the middl e  of a da rk block. 
He had not quite app roved o f  the chauffeur' s looks. 

Just ahead of him l ay the wholesale s ection o f  
B roadway, at that time o f  night as  gloomy and l i fe
less a stretch o f  tho rough fa re a s  can be found in al l  
New York. The Phantom walked briskly to the 
co rner  and was turning south when he all but col
lided with a red-faced heavy-jowled policeman.  

' 'Pa rdon," he  sa id l ightly. Quickly he stuck a 
ciga r between his l ips,  tugging at  his mustache with 
one hand and explo ring his  vest pocket with the 
other. " By the way, officer, happen to have a 
match ?" 

The officer p roauced the aesi rea a rticle,  ana in 
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return tlie Phantom proffered a ciga r while he lightea 
his own. With a hearty "Thank you, sor, " the po
liceman put the weed in his  pocket and trudged on, 
aeciding he would smoke the affable stranger' s ciga r 
when he went off duty. H e  aidn't, howeve r. After 
stra ightening out certain tangles in his mind and ar
riving at  certain  conclusions, Officer McCloskey re
solved to keep the cigar as  a souveni r of  the occasion: 
when he accommodated the G ray Phantom with a 
match. 

Chuckling at the happy circumstances that  some 
pol icemen a re more gullible than  others,  the Phan
tom hurried fo rwa rd in  the shadows o f  tall brick 
buildings. H e  thought he had left the zone o f  great
:est danger behind him, but the utmost caution was 
still needed ; the c rucial test woul d not come until 
he reached his 'destination. As o ften before,  he was 
relying fo r success and safety on the fact that he  was 
ooing the very thing a huntea man was least l ikel� 
to do. _ 

A hansom 'drawn by a scraggy nag came towa rd 
him and drew up a t  the curb on his  signal.  He fixed 
an app rais ing look on the drive r, a d spondent�look:
ing individual in  sadly dilap idated l iv ry, whose sol e  
concern i n  his  p rosp ective passenge r seemed to have 
to do with the collecting o f  a generous fa re . 

" D rive m·e to the Sphere office, n di recte'd the 
Phantom, satisfied with his inspection of the man on: 
the box. 

He climbe'd in, anCI a cracK of the whip sta rtled 
the nag into activity. The Phanton1 ,  tingling with a 
famili a r  sensation, l eaned back aga inst the cushion; 
and watched long rows o f  somber  buildings stream 
past.  He was bent on a madcap a dventure, and the. 
details of his  plan were still vague, but i f  the scheme. 
succeeded he would have ga ined an imp ortant ad-
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vantage. His task, besiCles being 'difficult and oan
gerous, was also somewhat strange to him. Man}'� 
s ensational ventur s emb ellished his past, but he had 
never until now essayed a kidnap ing, at least not 
under circumstances like these. 

The vista brightened. A short Clistance ahead 
loomed the Municipal Building and the Woolworth 
Tower. Serenely the cab jogged into City Hali 
Park, carrying its passenger into a brightly l ighted 
square that even at night stirred with activity and 
bristl ed with a thousand dangers . The hansom 
stopped, and the Phantom gazed a trifl e dubiously 
a t  a tall building from \vhich issued the clatter o f  
linotyp e machines a nd the dull rumble of presses. 

"Here we are sir, " obser' ed the j ehu expectantly, 
speaking through the trap over the passenger' s head. 

The Phantom did not move. The entrance of the 
'Sph ere building \Vas brightly lighted and people were 
constantly passing in either direction. On the corner, 
keenly scanning the face of each passer-by, stood a 
lordly policeman. The Phantom counted his 
chances, knowing that much more than his personal 
freedom was at stake. The mustache, his sole dis
guise, seemed inadequate. H e  might be recognized 
by anyone in the passing throng \Vho chanced to 
give him a second glance, and he would face another 
ticklish situation when he was inside the building. 

" Didn' t you say the Sph ere, sir ? ' '  inquired the. 
ijriver. 

The Phantom was about to reply when fate un
:exp ectedly stepped in and solved his problem. Pl. 
few vigorous express ions spoken in loud and boister
ous tones drew his attention to the doorway. Pi. 
gaudily garbed person who seemed to b e  in an aa
vanced stage of inebriation was being propelle'd 
through the door by a stocky man with a reddish an'd 
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<ietermineo "face. As he caught a glimpse of the 
tipsy individual' s features, the Phantom starte'd and 
wedged h is  figure into the farther corner o f  the 
hansom. 

From his well-fill ed wallet he took a b il l  and thrust 
it through the trap. The j ehu took it, sta red for a 
moment at the numeral in  the co rner which was im
pos ing enough to corrupt stancher souls than his ,  
then listened attentively to the instructions his fare 
was giving in  low and hurried tones. 

" I  get you, s i r,"  was his  comment. "Leave i t  to 
me." 

In the meantim·e the stout person had given the 
tipsy one a final departing shove, and now he stood 
aside, with thumbs crooked in  the armpits of his  vest, 
his face glowing with the consciousness o f  a job well 
pe rformed. His victim p icked himsel f up with great 
difficulty and looked about him " i th groggy eyes 
'vhile loudly p roclaiming how he would avenge the 
affront. 

"Cab, si r ?" invitingly inqui red the j ehu. 
The inebriate one careened forward blinked his 

eyes and, with head wagging l imply from side to 
side, gave the hansom a slanting look. Evidently i t  
met h i s  approval , for he  nodded and staggered 
closer. The driver jumped from the box and oblig
ingly assisted his new fare to the seat .  A moment 
later the cab was Clashing a" a) from the curb, fol
lowed by the amused glances o f  se\·eral sp ectators. 

The tipsy passenger sp ra\\·l ing lumpishly in his 
seat, rolled a l ittle to one side as the conveyance 
turned a corner. To his amazement his head struck 
someone' s shoulder ; then a firm, low voice spoke in: 
his ·ear :  

"Tommie Granger, you' re just the p·erson I hav-e 
been looking for . ' '  



CHAPTER X IV 

XHOMAS GRANGE R 

S
LOWLY and with 'di fficulty the intoxicatea man: 

straightened himsel f and looked unsteadily at 
his  companion. They were in a 'da rk street and 

the ir  faces were indistinct. 
"Shay, " demanded the tipsy one, "thisli isli m� 

cab. Get out ! "  
"Now, Granger, " repl ie'd the Phantom with: a .. 

chuckle, "you surely 'don't mind giving a fellow a 
l i ft ? By the way, where do you think you a re 
going ?" 

"Home, but ' ' 
"You fo rgot to tell the 'driver your aadress." 
" Dam' the driver ! He ought to know ·enougH 

-hie-to take a fello"v home when he' s soused. 
Where ·elsh  would I be going ? Huh ?' \  

" But you r  address u 

' 'D am' my address ! I t' s  noboay'sn business. I 
l ive where I please-see ? I 'm drunk. I get d runk: 
when-hie-whenever I feel l ike it .  Know where 
to get the sh-stuff, too. Alwaysh carry a bottle on 
my hip .  Want a 'drink ?" 

"N ever touch i t. Thanks, jus t  the same. What 
was  the matter back at  the office ? They were treat
ing you rather roughly. ' ,  

Granger seemed to recall a grievance. He maae 
an effort to draw hims el f up.  "I inshultea the c ity 
:editor and-hie-he told the watchman to bounce. 

120 
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m e. I alwaysh inshult p eopl e  when I 'm soused. Did 
I ever inshul t  you ?" 

"Not yet, Granger." 
"Mayb e  I will shame day. Shay, tell the cabby 

to turn back. I wanta go back to the offish and clean 
out that  bunch o f  stiffs ." 

"Now, Granger " 
"Lemm e  go ! I ' ll show ' em they can' t treat m e  

that  way. Lemm e go, I tell you ! Hey, cabby, re
ve rsh the current. ' '  

G ranger sp rang from the seat, lurched against the 
s ice o f  the cab, and would have hurled himsel f 
against the p avement had not the Phantom j e rked 
him back. The drunken man lunged out with a rms 
and legs, but he  subsided qu ickly as he  felt someth ing 
hard pressing against his  chest . 

" Cut out the nonsense ! "  The Phantom spoke 
firmly and incis ively. "I have you cove red, and I 
won' t stand for any fool ishness . '  

The touch o f  steel aga inst h is  r ibs seemed to have 
a sobering effect on  Granger. Fo r a few moments 
he sta red sulkily at his comp anion, then he settled 
himself against the cushion, and his  mind appea red 
to be groping its way out o f  stup e fying fumes.  The 
cab was pursuing a z igzagging route through 
crooked and dimly l ighted streets ,  the j ehu having 
been instructed to drive at  random until he  received 
further o rders. The Phantom s 1nind worked 
quickly while he pressed the p istol  against his cap
t ive' s chest. A new p roblem confronted h im. H e  
had kidnaped h is  man, but where was h e  to take 
him ? The logical answer was Sea-Gl impse,  but the 
trip would consume too much time, to say nothing 
o f  the risks involved. Docto r B imble's hous e ? The 
Phantom shook his  head even as the idea occurred 
to him. The anthropologist  was too erratic a man 
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to insp ire confidence, and the Phantom n e eded some .. 
one whom h e  could trust absolutely. 

Presently he felt G ranger's  eyes on h is  face. The 
cool night a i r, together with the steady p ressure o f  
the p i stol, was rap idly driving the alcoholic vapors 
from th e repo rter' s brain,  and now he was subj ecting 
h i s  capto r to a blinking, unsteady scrutiny, as i f  h e  
vvere just beginning to susp ect that something was 
amiss. 

" I s this a p inch ?" he asked, his tones still a tri fl e  
thick. 

The Phantom laughed. "No, Granger. I 'm not 
an officer. B esides, why should I be p inching you ?" 

" For  be ing drunk and diso rderly and carrying a 
bottle on my h ip . "  

"Those heinous crimes don' t interest me. Any
how, I understand journalists are  more or  l ess p riv
ileged persons. I am merely taking you to a sa fe 
place, where you won' t go a round insulting p eople 
and getting your head smashed. " 

Granger fell into a moody sil ence, and the Phan
tom thought he detected s igns o f  a growing uneasi .. 
ness about his cap tive. Evidently the period o f  de· 
p ression that follovvs artificial stimulation was al
ready setting in.  Because o f  the� da rkness and his  
befuddled state of  mind,  the repo rter had not yet 
recognized the man at his s ide, but his gaze was 
taking on a keener edge and would soon penetrate 
the thin disguise  afforded by the mustache.  The 
Pha ntom felt the need o f  a quick decision. 

A clock struck one. In scrupulous obedience to 
h is  orders the j ehu was urging h is nag over the 
da rkest and most Clismal streets he could find. The 
Phantom looked out, and a glance at a co rner s ign 
told him that they were crossing Mott Street and 
were not fa r from the heart of old Chinatown. A 
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recollection flashed through his  m ind, and in its wake 
came an idea. 

'Stop , ' '  he called through the trap. The hansom 
jolted to the curb and halted. The street was s i lent 
and the sidewalks, as far as eyes could reach, were 
deserted. There was a thin, lazy drizzle in the a i r  
and the atmosphere w a s  a trifle  heavy. 

' Listen, Granger , "  h e  spoke sha rply. "We are 
getting out here, but I intend to keep you covered 
.every instant. The slightest sound or the least false 
move will  cost you your l i fe. I s  that clea r ?" 

The reporter' s response '\Vas surly, but the Phan
tom knew that his warning had had the effect he 
'desired. Holding the pistol with one hand, he took 
out hi s wallet with the other and selected a bi ll . 
Then he stepped down on the curb, ordering the re
porter to follow. 

"Here, cabby." He extended the b i ll, which, with 
the other the Phantom had p reviously g iven him, 
was surely enough to make the jehu forget any l ittle 
irregularity he might have observed. With a fervent 
"Thank you, s i r," he whipped UP. the scrawny nag 
and drove away. 

"Now, G ranger . " The Phantom spoke in low 
but commanding tones. "My li fe depends on the 
success o f  th is l ittl e undertaking. I ' l l  shoot you the 
instant you show the least intention to spoil my plan. 
Understand ?" 

Granger nodded, seemingly convinced that he was 
(iealing \Vith a desperate man and that, for the time 
at least, i t  behooved him to obey o rders and ask no 
questions. The Phantom wound his a rm about the 
other' s  b ack, firmly jabbing the muzzle o f  the pistol  
against the fellow' s a rmpit, thus giving the appea r
ance o f  steadying a slightly incapacitated friend. 

They approached the center of Chinatown, keep-
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ing in tlie sha'dows whenever possible. Granger was 
sullenly silent, and he seemed to be hoping and 
watching for a sign of relaxing vigilance on his cap
tor' s part. The Phantom understood, and as they 
left the shelter of darkness and turned the corner 
at Pell Street, he  p ressea the p istol a l ittle harder 
against the reporter' s armpit. 

A slumberous gloom hung over the district, as  i f  
the famous old qua rter were brooding over mem
ories of a lurid past, when terror stalked in subter
ranean crypts and strange scenes were enacted under 
cover of Oriental splendor. There were a few strag
glers in the streets and some of the shops and res
taurants were l ighted ; but, on the whole, the section 
presented a dull and l i feless appearance. The Phan
tom scanned the signs and numbers as  he hurried 
a long with h is  captive, keeping the latter close to 
his s ide, and constantly on the alert against lurking 
'dangers. 

Finally he stopp ed before one of the smaller es
tablishments and, a fter descending a few steps ,  
knocked on the basement aoor. Signs painted across 
the window in Chinese and English announced that 
the place was occupied by Peng Yuen, oealer in: 
Oriental goods. Once, yea rs ago, while the district 
was ripped and rocked by one o f  its frequent tong 
wars ,  the Phantom had chanced to do Peng Yuen: 
a great favor, and the Chinaman haa sworn undy
ing gratitude and p romised to show his, appreci ation: 
in a p ractical way if  the opportunity should ever 
come. A strange 'frienaship han aevelope'd, and 
Peng Yuen, thougli wily and rascally in his aealings 
with others, had impressed the Phantom as a man: 
whom he could safely trust. 

The front o f  the store was <lark, but througn an: 
open tloor itt the rea r came a sliaft o'f light. As he 
• 
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waited, the Phantom threw an uneasy g1ance up and 
down the street. Luck had been with him so far, 
but the tension was beginning to tell on his nerves . 

A puny figure crossed the path of  light, then the 
'doo r op ened a few inches, and the two arrivals were 
given a keen, slant-eyed scrutiny. The Phantom 
knew a l ittl e Chinese, and a few wo rds spoken in 
that tongue had a magic effect on the man inside. 
With a curious ob eisance, he drew back and motioned 
them to enter. The Phantom, pushing his quarry 
ahead of  him through the door, spoke a few more 
words in  Chinese, and their  host pointed invitingl"X 
to the doo r  in the rear. 

The three entered, and Peng Yuen a rrayed in: 
straw-colo red ga rments embroidered with black bats,  
shot the bolt. His face was as imp assive as that o f  
the image o f  Kuan-Yin pu tze which stood o n  a shelf 
over a lacquered teak-wood cabinet and he was so 
slight of stature that it seemed as though a puff o f  
wind would have blown h im to th e land o f  his an
cesto rs. The a i r  in the l ittl e den 'vas  heavy with 
scents o f  the E ast. 

The light, filtering th rough shades of green and 
rose, gave G ranger his  fi rst clea r view of the Phan
tom' s face. With a sta rt he fell  back a step and 
sta red at his captor out of  gradually widening eyes. 
The last signs of stupor fled from his face, and 
a sta rtled cry rose in his throat  as the Phantom mil
ingly snatched the false mustache from his lips . 

The Chinaman, standing \vith a rms folded across 
his chest, viewed the scene 'vith sup reme indifference. 
Granger slowly ran his hand across his fo rehead, a s  
i f  'vondering whether his  senses were playing him 
tricks. His lips came apa rt, and a sta rtled gleam 
appeared in his blea ry, heavy-lidded eyes . 
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"The-the Gray Phantom ! "  h e  muttered shakily, 
wetting his  l ips  and fall ing back another step . 

The Phantom looked amused. "Just think what 
a scoop you' ve missed, G ranger." He turned to the 
Chinaman. "Peng, you old heathen, I guess you 
know they a re accusing me o f  murder ?" 

"So ?" sa id Peng Yuen in h i s  slow, p recise Engl i sh. 
" I  aid not know. I never read the newspap ers ."  

"Then, of  course, you a re not aware that the 
police are  conducting a l ively search for me ?" 

" My friend, " said the Chinaman, unimpressed, 
"I have told you that I do not read the p apers."  

The Phantom searched the almond-shaped eyes 
:fo r  a s ign o f  a twinkle, but found none. 

" Peng Yuen, you a re lying l ike  a gentleman. It 
grieves m e  to shatter such beautiful ignorance, but 
it must be 'done. I did not commit the murder o f  
which I a m  accused. For reasons of  m y  own ]j 
'desi re to find the murderer and hand him over to the 
police. I am seriously handicapp ed by the interest 
the authorities a re taking in me, which makes it un
s a fe fo r me to move a s ingle step . I have thought 
o f  a ruse by which that obstacle may b e  removed. ' )J  

The C hinaman l i fted his brows i nqu iringly. 
' 'Thi s  gentleman, ' ,  continu ed the Phantom, in'di.

cating the inebriate, "is M r. Thomas Granger,· 
a reporter on  the Sphere. As you may have noticed, 
he looks something l ike me.  The police, 'deceived 
by the resemblance, took it into their h·eads to a rrest 
him. H e  was able to give a satis factory account o £  
himsel f, o f  course, a n d  his finger p rints quickly con· 
vinced the autho rities they had made a m istake. 
lThey a re not likely to make that kind o f  mistake 
a second time. You follow me, Peng Yuen ?" 

The ghost o f  a grin fl ickered across the China-



THOMAS GRANGER 127 

man's 'face. "Your wor'ds, my friend, have their 
roots in eternal wisdom." 

"Thanks for that kind thought, Peng Yuen. I 
knew you would see the point. Granger has seen i t, 
too, though his mind i s  not functioning with its usual 
brilliance to-night. H e  has consented to 'disapp ea r  
'for a few days and h a s  agreed to let me borrow his 
identity in  the meantime. As the Gray Phantom 
I can sca rcely move a step . In the role o f  Thomas 
Granger, newspaper reporter, I shall be able to move 
about unmolested. What, Granger-not backing 
out o f  the ba rgain, I hop e ? " 

A seemingly ca reless gestu re with th·e pistol , to
gether  with a warning look, quickly s ilenced the p ro
tests on Granger' s l ips. After a few moments of 
'fidgeting and indecision, he accepted the situ ation 
with a good-natured grin, as i f  its humo rous side had 
app ealed to him. 

"Excellent ! "  drawl eo the Phantom. " I  knew you 
would be reasonabl e. Now we strip ."  

He ha nded th e p istol to  Peng Yuen, placed his 
metal case on the tabl e, and began to remove his 
clothes. Grange r followed his example, and in  a 
few minutes the two had exchanged ga rments. Th e 
reporter was addicted to vivid hues and ext reme de
signs. At fi rst the Phantom felt a trifle  uncomfo rt
able in the strange ga rb, but he knew it  was neces
sary to the role he was assuming. He studied the 
reporter carefully while he  took a number o f  tubes 
and vials from his case. Granger was a younger 
man, his eyes were of a slightly different hue f rom 
the Phantom's,  and there were other 'differences 
:which were easily 'discernible to the keen eye. 

The Phantom, viewing himself in a cheval glass, 
aaubed a (la rk tint over the gray at his temples. 
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With an occasional backwa r"d glance at the repo rter, 
he  dappled h i s  cheeks with a faintly chromatic 
powder, traced a tiny line on each side o f  the mouth, 
poured a little o i l  o n  his hai r  and patted it  till it 
lay smooth and sleek against his  head, p erfo rming 
:each touch with such a delicate ski l l  that, though 
the resemblance was greatly ·enhanced, there was 
scarcely a suggestion o f  make-up . 

" What do you think, Peng Yuen ?" he inqu irea, 
turning from the cheval glass.  

A look o f  admiration came into the Chinaman' s 
usually woodenlike face. Even the voice was Gran· 
ger' s .  The exp ression a round the mouth and the 
.eyes and the cha racteristic set o f  the shoulders were 
adroitly imitated, and already the Phantom had 
p icked up several of the reporter' s  mannerisms. 

" It is good," murmured Peng Yuen, putting the 
maximum o f  app roval into the minimum o f  wo rds . 

Th e Phantom was beginning to show signs o f  rest
lessness.  H e  glanced at  h is  watch, then fixed the. 
Chinaman with a penetrating look. 

"Peng Yuen," he said, " in the good old cays there 
were hiding places on these p remises where people 
could disappea r." 

"It may be  so." Tlie Chinaman's face was -ex
p ressionless. "I do not recollect."-

But ·even as he spoke, a touch o f  his fingers p ro
auced an opening in  the wall. The Phantom mo
tioned, and with a shrug o f  the shoulders the re
porter stepped through the aperture. A moment 
later a sliding p anel had shut him from view. 

"The Phantom has disappea red," mumblea die 
Chinaman. "Except when I bring him food and 
arink, I will forget that he ·exists. Going so soon, 
M r. Granger ?" 
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I'h·e bogus journalist grinneCl as he grippeCl Peng 
tYuen's thin, weazened hand. He squeezed it until 
the Chinaman winced, then hurried out into the 
(la rk, dripping n ight, tu rning his step s in the direc
tion of the house on East Houston Street. 



CHAPTE R XV 

A WARNING FROM THE DUKE 

T
HE Phantom walked briskly, with an ·ea sy, 

ca refree swagger, breathing freely for the fi rst 
t ime s ince the beginning of the strange events 

that had attended his  efforts to solve the mystery o f  
the Gage murder. In the role o f  an  i rresponsible 
journal ist with a weakness for strong liquo r he could 
feel reasonably secure, fo r the police had been s o  
cruelly nagged and ridiculeo that they would think 
twice before  rep eating their sad blunder. 

' 4Stop !" commanded a voice as he swung into 
Houston Street. The Phantom halted and smiled 
impudently into the face o f  a plain-clothes man who 
·emerged from a dark doo rway to look him over. 

"Oh,  G ranger, " muttered the officer disgustealY, 
a fter a glance at his showy attire and a sniff o f  the 
whisky with which the Phantom, making use o f  the 
repo rter' s bottle, had p rudently scented himself. 
' ' Sober for a change, I see.  Where do you get the 
stuff,  anyhow ?" 

"That would be telling. Any news o f  the Phan· 
tom ?" 

"N a w! We tnought we ha'd him a while ago, 
nver at a Thi ra Avenue L station, but h e  blew 
away. I s'pose you' re out to nab him and get a 
scoop for that yellow rag o f  yours ."  

"Maybe, " said the Phantom cheerfully. "It 
130 



A WARNING FROM THE DUKE 131 

would be quite an ·event in my young l ife. I'll be on 
my way, if you' re sure you don' t want to take me  
to headquarters and get another sample of  my 
finger p rints." 

' Aw-beat i t ! "  muttered the 'detective, touched 
in a sore spot. The Phantom chuckled and moved 
on . His  ne\v role promised to be amusing as well as  
profitable, and the ease with which he had passed 
the first test gave him added confidence. Twice 
within the next fifteen minutes he was stopped and 
questioned, only to be dismissed with a d isgusted 
grunt o r  a facetious remark. 

As he crossed the Bowery a stocky figure in patrol
man's uni form appea red a round the co rner and 
moved down the street a few paces ahead o f  him. 
After s tudying his ga it  and bea ring fo r a f w mo
ments, the Phantom knew it was Officer Pinto. He  
slackened h i s  pace and followed, stepping softly so 
as not to attract the policeman's a ttention. 

Pinto' s steps falte red as he app roached the mid
Ole o f  the block, and he walked with a shuffiing and 
uncerta in a ir. Finally he stopped, and the Phantom 
thought he was gazing at a window directly in front 
o f  him. He tiptoed a l ittle closer and now he saw 
that the building on which the officer' s attention was 
fixed so intently was none other than the murky and 
si lent structure that had been occup ied by Gage and 
his housekeeper. 

The pol iceman arew a l ittle closer to the window, 
then stood rigid and motionless, a s  i f  the building 
were ·exerting a pecul ia r fascination upon him. At 
that moment the Phantom would have given a great 
Heal to know what was going on in the mind of the 
man he was watching. He could make a guess, but 
guesses were unsatis factory. At length the officer 
shrugged his shoulders, as i f  to shake off something 
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that oppressed him, then triea the lock in matter-of
fact fashion and moved on down the street. 

The Phantom hastened a fter him. He was no 
longer trying to a void detection, and his footfalls 
sounded clear ancl sha rp in the quiet street. The 
policeman stopped, looked back, and peered sharp!� 
at the oncomer. 

"Granger-huh !"  he  snorte'd a fter gtvtng the 
Phantom a derisive once-over. "Say, does your rna 
know you' re out as late a s  this ? Getting all them 
glad rags mussed up in the rain, tbo ! What's the 
idea ?" 

"The Phantom has got my goat," confesseu the 
pseudo reporter. " I t isn't natural for a man to pop 
in and out the way he does without getting caught. n 

"Well, what are you go ing to do about it ?" 
grumbled the patrolman, resuming his walk. 

The Phantom fell into step beside him, now and 
then casting a s idelong glance at his sour and un
communicative face. All of a sudden he wondered 
\vhether the policeman was aware that a second 
murder had been committed in the Gage house, and 
again it  struck him as bafflingly strange that no men
tion had been made o f  the finding of  the house
keeper's body. What had become o f  i t, and how 
much, i f  anything, did Pinto know ? 

"Something seems to be  eating you," he observed 
casually, t rying to adopt a phraseology suited to h is  
role. "You were staring at  that window as i f  you 
·expected old Gage' s  ghost to take a stroll. What 
were you thinking o f, Pinto ?" 

The policeman gave a quick, searching look. 
"Say, you've been watching me, a in't you ? What's 
the b ig idea ? And how do you know my name ?" 

The Phantom laughea ·engagingly. "How touchy 
w e  are to-night ! I wasn't watching you, ·exactly. 



A WARNING FROM THE DUKE 188 

Just stroll ing along, hop ing to bump into the Phan
tom and cover myself with glo ry. Then I saw you, 
and I couldn't imagine what you were seeing in that 
window. As for knowing your name, I happen to 
be aware that the officer on this beat i s  one Joshua 
Pinto and that he was called by the housekeeper  the 
night Gage was murdered." 

The patrolman, evidently satisfied with the �ex
planation, mumbled something under his breath. 

"But you haven't answered my question ,"  per
sisted the Phantom, speaking in gently teas ing tones . 
' I am still wondering what you were thinking of. 
while standing in front o f  the window." 

"Why, I was-just thinking, that' s all ." 
"How illuminating ! I wonder i f, by any chance, 

your p rofound meditations had anything to do with 
the present whereabouts o f  M rs. Mary Trippe, 
Gage' s housekeeper." 

The patrolman came to a 'dea'd stop. Of a sudden: 
his face turned almost white and his  eyes grew wider 
and wider a s  they stared into the questioner' s face. 

"\Vhat - '\vhat d'you mean ?" he 'demanded 
thickly. 

The Phantom laughed easily. "Why, Pinto , 
you' re the scaredest cop I ever saw. Your nerves 
must be in a bad 'vay. I was only wondering i £  
you've seen anything o f  Mrs. Trippe lately." 

"1\lly nerves are a bit  jumpy," admitted Pinto. 
He was moving aga in, but there was evidence o £  
weakness i n  the region o f  h i s  knees. "They've been: 
that way ever since I had a touch of  indigestion last 
month. What was it you asked me about M rs. 
Trippe ? ' ' 

" I  walked over there yesterday a fternoon, mean
ing to ask her a question or  two in connection witn 
the murder. I couldn' t find her, and the neighbors 
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said they hadn't seen her for a aaY. o r  two. Got 
any idea where she i s ?" 

"No ,  I haven't." Pinto was speaking in calmer 
tones now. "Likely as not she' s visiting friends or  
relatives somewhere. Wimmen don' t l ike to  staYJ 
in a place ';vhere there' s been a murder." 

"Son1ething in  that.. By the way, Pinto, when 
were you last inside the house ?' ' 

Aga in, fo r a mere instant, the patrohnan's steps  
'faltered. He  threw the man at  his side an uneasy 
glance. ' 'Why, let me see. It was the day I had 
the Phantom locked up in the bedroom and he  gave. 
me  the sl ip. Why did you vvant to know ?" 

"No reason in particular. I was just thinking 
that- But my mind's wandering. Got a bit  tanked 
·early in the .evening. Guess I'll turn in. See you 
later. " 

With a yawn, h e  turnea back, fancying there was 
a note of rel ief  in the policeman' s farewell. He. 
smiled a s  he walked along. H is conversation with 
Pinto had cleared up one po int i n  h i s  m ind. ;fhe 
officer knew someth ing of Mrs. Trippe

,
s fate. The 

�read he  had evinced at mention o f  the housekeeper's  
name proved that, and his prevarications and :eva
sions were further _evidence. The plea o f  indigestion 
and nervousness, coming from one of Pinto ' s  robust 
phys ique, was highly amus ing. 

Yet, illuminating a s  h i s  verbal fencing matcli witn 
the patrolman had been, i t  had merely confirmed 
suspicions already firmly rooted in  the Phantom's 
mind. As yet he  had not a s ingle iota o f  concrete 
.evidence, and there were several snarled threads that 
had to be  untangled before he  could accomplish 
much. For instance, there was the mystery sur
rounding the murder o f  Mrs. Trippe and the ·e qually; 
P.erplexing riddle o f  what had become o f  the body� 
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Both of them must be solved before he  coula go far 
toward attaining his object. 

He  stopped, noticing that h is  mental processes haa 
guided his steps toward the Gage house. I t  was still 
<frizzling, and he was t i red and hungry and wet, but 
the p roblem on \vhich he was ·engaged drove all 
thought of rest and foo'd from h is  mind. The black
ness overhead was slowly breaking into a leaden 
gray, and from all d irections came sounds of awak
·ening l i fe. H e  walked up to the door, bel ieving that 
the answers to the questions that troubled him were 
to be  found ins ide the house. 

Then, out o f  the shadows, as it s-eeme'd to him, 
came an unders ized creature with a slouching ga it 
and gl ittering cat' s ·eyes p eering out from beneatH 
the \vide brim of a soft hat. The Phantom felt a 
sl ight touch on his elbow, ana for an instant the 
sha rply gleaming eyes scanned h i s  face, then the 
queer-looking cha racter shuffled away as swi ftly and 
silently as he had appea red. 

The Phantom was tempted to follow, but just then 
he  noticed that a p iece o f  p aper  'vas c ramped be
tween his  fingers. He unfolded it and examined it 
in the meager light. All he could see at first was 
something crude and shapeless sketched with pencil, 
but gradually th e blur dissolved into a symbol whicn 
he  recognized. 

It  was a ducal coronet. The Phantom smile'd as 
he looked down at the emblem of h is  old rival and 
:enemy, the Duke. The paper handed h im by the 
cu rious messenger was a reminder that the hand of  
his  antagonist was reaching out for him, that thougH 
the Duke himself was in  p ri son, his henchmen and 
agents were active, being at this very moment on the 
Phantom' s trail .  

He put the paper into his pocket, ana in the same 
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moment the amuse a smile fa'de'd from his l ips. For 
a time he had forgotten that, to all p ractical pur
poses, he  was no longer the Gray Phantom, but one 
Thomas Granger, journalist. His  lips tightened as  
again he gazed at the tracings on the  paper. Did i t  
mean that the Duke' s emissaries had seen th rough 
his  disguise and al ias ,  or  did it mean-his  figure sti f
'fened as  the latter question flashed in his mind-that 
!Thomas G ranger was a member o f  the Duke' s band ? 

In vain he pondered the problem, unable to decide 
whether the paper had been intended fo r h imself 
or  for Granger. I f  for himself i t  seemed a some
what idle  and meaningless gesture on the Duke' s 
part, for h i s  old enemy surely could gain nothing by 
sending c ryptic messages to him. On the other hand, 
assuming that the reporter " as the intended recip
ient, what hidden meaning was Granger supposed to 
read into a ducal coronet ? 

He tried to dismiss the problem from his  mind 
until he could have a talk with Granger, but thoughts 
of the mysterious message and the strange messenger 
pursued h im as he  once more turned to the door. 
The entrance to the store was padlocked but the 
lock on the s ide door vielded readily to manipulation 
with one o f  the tools in his metal case. A quick 
glance to left and right assured him he was unob
served . Closing the door and taking out his electric 
flash, which he had transferred among other things 
to the suit he was now 'vearing, he  ran up the steep; 
and creaking sta irs . 

He stood in a long ana narrow hall .  1\t one ·ena 
was a sta irway, presumably leading to the store 
below, and along the s ides o f  the corridor were three 
<loors. Opening one of them, he played the ·electric 
beam over the interior, fo r he did not think it safe 
to turn on the light. It was a small, tidily Jurnishea 
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b.edroom, ana the p revalence of feminine touches 
hinted that it had been occupied by the housekeeper. 
In the neatness and immaculateness o f  things there 
was not the slightest suggestion of tragedy, and he 
looked in vain for a s ign that the occupant had been 
snatched from a humdrum life to a horrible death. 

Yet, a s  his eyes fl itted over the room, he felt a 
vague and haunting sense of  oppression. It must be 
the a i r, he thought, which was heavy and stale, a s  
i f  the window had not been opened for several days . 
The note handed him by the queer messenger was 
still a disturbing factor in his thoughts, and he took 
it from his pocket and :examined it in the l ight o f  his 
flash. 

At first he saw nothing but the crude pencil trac
ings i n  which he recognized the emblem o f  the Duke, 
but presently, as he gave closer attention to the out
lines of  the design, he detected tiny waves and jags 
that imp ressed him as being there fo r a purpose. He  
placed h i s  magni fying lens bet,veen the electric flash 
and the paper, and now the uneven strokes dissolved 
into uncouth but fairly legible letters. He chuckled 
as he perceived that the Duke, always a lover of the 
theatrical, was in the habit of communicating witn 
h is  agents by means of  writing that had to b e  read 
through a magni fying lens . 

Quickly he deciphered the script hidden in the 
ornate tracings. His  face grew ha rd as a welter o f  
ideas and susp icions surged through his mind. The 
message read : 

Traitors sometimes die. Report at once. 

The six words seemed to throb with a stntster 
meaning. They started a long tra in o f  thoughts in 
the Phantom' s mind. For one thing, they proved 
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that the message was intenaed for Granger, since 
there was no reason why the Duke should accuse the 
Gray Phantom o f  treachery. They also made it 
clear that the reporter was a member of the Duke' s 
new o rganization and that by some fa ithless act he 
had incurred the displeasure of the leaders of the 
band. 

The Phantom loathe'd a traitor, but the Duke him
self  was no stickler fo r fai r  methods, and that a 
member of  h i s  gang should have been caught in a 
perfidious act was not particularly surpris ing. As 
the Phantom saw it, the ch ief  importance of h i s  'di s
covery lay in the fact that  he was still laboring under 
a serious handicap. He had thought that in assum
ing the guise o f  a newspaper reporter he  would in
sure himsel f against molestation from all s ides, but 
now it appeared that the man whose identity he had 
borrowed was an object of susp icion and possible 
vengeance. The threat in  the fi rst  sentence of  the 
message was  clear and to the point. 

He scowled darkly at the message, then folde'd it 
carefully and put it in his pocket. He  still had an 
advantage, he told h imsel f, for he  was safe so far 
a s  the police were concerned. What he had to guard 
against was the stealthy machinations and intrigues 
o f  the Duke's band. On the whole, i t  was fo rtunate 
that the note had fallen into h i s  possession, for fore
warned was fo rearmed. Increased alertness and a 
few extra p recautions wou�d see. him clear of the 
pitfalls. 

Extinguishing his flasli, lie left tile room ana ae
scended the sta irs at the end of  the hall , emerging 
behind the counter in the front o f  the store. He 
walked down the narrow a isle between the show case 
and the shefves that l ined the wall .  The door to 
Gage' s bedroom was unlocked, and he :entered. A 
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shaft of  gray light s lanting in beneath the window 
shade gave blurry outlines to the obj ects i n  the room. 
He passed to the window and pulled the curta in 
as ide. It was a dull, bleak dawn, as dismal and 
gray as the one that had greeted him twenty- four 
hours ago when h e  crawled out o f  the tunnel. 

His insp ecti on of the room shed not the fa intest 
ray o f  l ight on the questions in his mind. H e  
sea rch ed carefully, sweeping the dark corners with 
his  flash,  but nothing appea red to have been touched 
s ince his  last vi sit. Of the tragedy he had witnessed, 
not the slightest sign was to be found. Yet the scene 
\Vas so vividly imp ressed on h i s  mind that h e  felt as  
though the very 'valls were al ive with the echoes of  
the dying woman' s groans. H e  could still see the 
quickly moving hand that baa held the kni fe. 

"Whose hand ?" he asked. It  had been a mere 
fla sh, and,  as fa r as  he could recall, th ere had b een 
noth ing d istinctive about it. It was no t likely he 
would recognize the hand if  he  should see it a second 
time ; yet the qu estion was already settled in his  
mind. The housekeep er hersel f had given him the 
answer to it in the few wo rds she had gasped out 
just befo re the blow was struck : 

"He' s  killina me I He' s  a fra id I'l l  tell ! "  
She had refe rred to Pinto,  o f  course, fo r her  p re

vious wo rds and looks, the G ray Phantom thought, 
had clea rly shown that she susp ected the pol iceman 
of h aving murde red her employe r. It was a sa fe in
fe rence, then, that Pinto had sla in the housekeep er 
in o rder to seal her lips fo rever, and the Phantom 
wonde red whether the patrolman was not also re-

ponsible fo r th e ba rricade at the ·end of the tunnel . 
It seemed pl ausible enough. Pi nto must have known 
that th ere had b een a witness to h is  'deed, though he 
probably did not know that this witness had seen 
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only a llano anCl a Kni fe. It was even possible that 
the policeman had seen more of  the Phantom than 
the Phantom had seen o f  him. At any rate, he was 
doubtless aware that the housekeeper' s words had 
been addressed to someone hidden in the opening 
back o f  the revolving frame. Fearing that this 
person would betray him, he had quickly slammed 
the frame into place, a fter which he had run a round 
to Docto r  Bimble' s cellar  and blocked the mouth o f  
the passage, intending that the witness to h i s  crime 
should smother to death. 

So much seemed clear ;  at least it furnishea a 
hypothesi s  i n  the l ight o f  which the strange events 
o f  the n ight before were ·explainable. The only 
puzzling facto r in the situation was the disappear
ance o f  the body. The Phantom, cudgel h i s  wits a s  
h e  might, could see no  other solution than that the 
murderer must have removed i t. No one else would 
have been l ikely to 'do so. I f  the body had been 
found by anyone else the matter would have been 
p romptly reported to the police, and without doubt 
another crime 'vould have been chalked up aga inst 
the G ray Phantom. Scanning the mystery from 
·every angle, the Phantom could see no other ex
planation than that the body had been concealea by; 
the murderer. 

"But why ?" he asked himsel f. So Iar as lie could 
see, the murderer could have had no reason for cov
ering up the crime, which in  the absence o f  contra ry 
p roof would have been imputed to the Gray Phan� 
tom. The police and the p ress would have jumped 
i nstantly to the conclusion that the arch-rogue had 
followed up the killing of Gage with the murder of 
the housekeeper, ana their fertile brains could easily 
have invented several plausible motives. This ,  to 
all appearances, would have suited the murderer to· 
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perfection. \Vhy, then, had he gone out of his wa� 
to keep the crime secret ? 

The Phantom's mind churned the p roblem for sev
·eral minutes before the answer came to him. As is  
often the case, i t  was so ludicrously s imple that he 
wondered why he had not seen it at once. 

"Clear as daylight ! "  he decided. "The murderer 
knew the crime couldn t be fastened on me, because 
I had an al ibi . I was in j a i l, so to speak, w·hen the 
murder was committed. O f  course I was in  j a il only 
by proxy, the real pri soner being Tommie Granger, 
but the murderer didn' t kno� that until later. He 
thought I was locked up, and that was .enough for 
h. , 

tm. 
The Phantom backea out of the room. His  visit 

to the scene of the two murders had helped him to 
clarify certain p roblems, but he  had accomplished 
nothing definite. His su p ic ions in  rega rd to Pinto 
had become stronger but as ) et he ha not a shred 
of actual proo f against the man. He considered 
'"hat his ne_�t tep should be as he walked across 
the store and sta rted up th stairs .  For s veral 
reasons, he decided, he must have a talk ith Thomas 
Granger at  once. 

He paused for an in tant outs ide the house
keeper s bedroom then walked on to the next door, 
\vhich opened into a kitchen. The th ird door, the 
one fa rthest down the hall, gave access to a large 
room d the tall t iers of boxes and packing cases 
indicated that Gage had used i t  for storage purposes .  
�L\b tracteclly he  let the gleatn of his electric flash 
gl ide over the floor and the long, jagged cracks in 
the begrimed ceiling. He 'vas looking fo r nothing 
in particular, and apparently there was nothing to 
'find. 

Yet, as he  sta rted to '\\·alk out, something held 
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him. He could not analyze the sensation at nrst, but 
it was one he had exp erienced before, and it was 
associated i n  h is  mind with dreadful and awe-in
spi ring things. He could not name it, but i t  gave 
him the imp ression that he stood in the p res ence o £  
'death. 

H e  sta rted forwa rd, but o f  a sudden he checkea 
himsel f and listened intently to sounds coming from 
the direction o f  the sta i rs. They were short, creak
ing, and i rregular  sounds, l ike those p roduced by a 
heavy man when he tries to walk l ightly, and they 
gave the Phantom a n  imp ression o f  hesitancy and 
furtiveness. 

The stealthy footfall s  "drew nearer. Quietly the 
Phantom pushed the doo r shut, took the p istol from 
his pocket, and stepped behind a row o f  p acking 
cases.  The footsteps were now almost at the uoo r. 
:An interval o f  s ilence came, as  i f  the p erson outside  
were h esitating before  he entered, then the aoor 
came op en ana a 1da rk shape p rowled across the floo r. 



CHAPTE R XVI 

T H E  OTHER LINK 

T
HE room was in total darkness save for a tinY, 

sliver o f  light filtering in through a crack be
tween the packing cases stacked against the 

winaow. The prowler  advanced grop ingly a fter 
closing the door  behind him, and from time to time 
he cleared his throat with little rasp ing sounds, as 
some persons .do when laboring under intense �cite
ment. 

The Phantom, w.eageo in a narrow opening be
tween two rows of boxes, p resently heard a faint 
scraping, as  i f · the intruder were pass ing his  hand 
back and forth in sea rch of a light switch. All he 
could see was a shadow moving hither and thither 
in the gloom, but the prowler' s quick breathing and 
jerky footsteps told that, whatever might be his 
:errana, he was going about i t  in a state of great 
trepidation. 

A sudden flasn of light caused the Phantom to 
press hard against the wall, for he wished to ascer
tain the other' s business before making h is  p resence 
known. He judged from the sounds made by the 
p rowler that he must be at the opposite side of the 
room, a nd a succession of loud, creaking noi ses indi
cated that he was dragging some o f  the cases away 
!from the wall. After a l ittle the soun'ds ceased and 
the only, audible thing was the p rowler's hard pant .. 
� 

1� 
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ing, mingling now ano then with a low, hoarse 
mutter. 

The Phantom stood very sti ll .  A curious feel ing 
was steal ing over him. It was the same wei rd and 
opp ress ive sensation he  had exp erienced sho rtly a fte r 
entering the room, but now i t  was mo re p ronounced, 
fill ing him with a sense of awe which he could not 
understand. 

The p rowler' s  footfalls ,  moving towa rd the doo r, 
b roke the sp ell. The Phantom, casting off the un
comfo rtable sensation with a sh rug o f  his  shoulders, 
stepped out from his h iding place just as a hand 
gripp ed the doorknob. 

" H ello,  Pinto ! "  He spoke in a 'drawl, toying 
ca relessly "vith his p i stol. Out of the co rner o f  an 
'eye he slanted a look at an obj ect lying on the floor. 
It had not b een there when he entered. 

The p atrolman' s face had been white even before. 
he spoke ; now it was ash en and gha stly. His eyes, 
wide with horro r, bored into the Phantom's  face. 
Seve ral times he moistened his twitching lips befo re 
he was able to sp eak. 

"Where did you co-come from ?" he ga spea. 
"Why, nowhere in p a rticula r. Just taking a w alK. 

Changed my mind about going home.  But don't 
look at m e  as  i f  I was a ghost. Makes m e  nervous. 
G reat heavens, what' s this ?" 

H e  sta rted at the gre,vsome h eap on the floo r as i f  
h e  had just now chanced t o  cast eye upon i t .  Pinto 
made a heroic effo rt to steady himsel f. H i s  quaver
ing ga ze  moved reluctantly towa rd the motionless 
'fo rm lying a few feet from where he stood. 

"Th ' h ' M T . " h ":.J at s-t at s rs . nppe, e announceu, 
twisting his head and wo rking his  Adam's apple as 
i f  on the po int o f  choking. 

"So I see ." The Phantom stepp ed closer to tli� 
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body, regarded it gravely fo r a Jew moments, then 
l ifted his narrowing gaze to the policeman's  twitch
ing face. "Where did it  come from, Pinto ?" 

The officer was gradually gaining control o f  him
self. He took out his  handkerchief and mopped his  
persp iring fo rehead. "Awful s ight-ain' t it, Gran
ger ? I thought I heard some kind o f  racket just a s  
I was passing the house .  I tried the doo rs,  and the 
one at the side was unlocked. I thought it  was 
queer, for I had made su re i t  was locked when I 
p a ssed th e other time, so I ran up the sta i rs and 
looked a round. When I cam e in  here and turned 
on the l ight, I found that thing lying there. It broke 
me all up . Fine scoop fo r your  paper, Granger, i f  
you grab it befo re the other  repo rters do." 

Smiling, th e Phantom looked Pinto squa rely i n  the 
:eye. "Your sto ry needs a l i ttle dressing up . I t  
k}oesn' t hang together. M aybe you \vould h ave been 
able to think up a better one i f  your nerves h adn' t 
been on the jump . Fo r one thing, Pinto , no cop goes 
into hysterics at sight of a dead body unless his con
science i s  giving him the j imj ams. Fo r anoth er, you 
(iidn't find th e body where it  is lying now. Unless 
11 am very much mistaken, you 'dragged it out from 
behind those packing cases." 

H e  pointed to a corner of the room where several 
large boxes had b een displaced. The sham efaced 
�xp ression of a man caught in a clumsy l ie  mingled 
;with the look o f  dread in  Pinto's countenance. 

"What you driving at ?" he  'demanded with a 
'feeble show o f  bluster. 

The Phantom' s  mind work eo quickly. In the last  
'fifteen minutes his  susp icions in regard to Pinto had 
become a certainty. The policeman's conduct left 
not a shred o f  doubt a s  to h is  guilt, but the :evidence 
the law would require was still lacking. Pinto would 
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soon gather his wits and invent a more plausible 'ex
planation than the one he  had just given, and on an: 
issue of veracity between the Gray Phantom and an: 
officer o f  the law, the latter would have all the ad
vantages. The Phantom, swiftly apprais ing the sit
uation, saw that his only hope lay in  subtler tactics. 
Perhaps by adro itly working on the policeman' s evi
�ent pusillanimity he  could induce him to make a 
clean breast of  it. 

"The game' s _qp, Pinto," he said sternly. "r·ou 
murdered Mrs. Ttjpp e, just as you murdered Gage. 
B etter come clean." 

A ghastly grin: wrinkleo the patrolman's face. 
"Think so, ·e h ?  You newspaper guys think you' re 
p retty wise, don't you ? Well, what proof have you 
got ?" 

For answer the Phantom l:lecided on a ran'dom 
thrust. He  took a p encil and a sheet of paper  from 
his pocket and, placing his  p istol on a p acking case, 
roughly sketched a ducal coronet. He held the de
s ign close to the patro lman' s  <:!yes. 

Pinto glanced a t  the sketch. With a hoarse cry 
he  shrank back a step ,  but in a moment, by an ·exer
tion of  will power, he had partly mastered his  emo
tion. He  guffawed loudly. · 

"Looks like a craw's nest to me," he gibed. 
"You recognized i t  just the same, Pinto . Your 

face told  me you did, so  there' s no use denying it. 
You' re a member of the Duke's crew. You had 
o rders to kill Gage, and you did. It was fa irly; 
clever, too, the way you arranged things so susp icion 
would 'fall on-ahem, on the. Gray Phantom. But 
the housekeeper somehow saw through you. She 
was "vi se  to you. And so,  fearing she might tell what 
she knew and send you to the cha ir, you killed her, 
too. Then " · , 
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"You've got some imagination, you have I "  j eered 
the policeman, struggling ha rd to maintain a grip on 
h imself. 

"Then," continue'd the Phantom coolly, "you car
riea the body up here and hid it. Not a very clever 
move, but you were scar.ed at the time, and people 
'do queer things when they a re panicky. You real
ized the Phantom couldn't be blamed for the murder 
of Mrs .  Trippe, for he was in ja i l when the job was 
'done. Anyhow, ·everybody thought he  was, which 
amounted to the same thing. You were in no condi
tion to reason things out, an'd the only safe way out 
o f  the mess you had made seeme.:d to be to hide the 
boay. It would postpone discovery of  the murder 
for a 'vhi l e  and give you a chance to think. The 
hiaing place you p icked wasn't a very good one, but 
it was the b est you could find in a hurry." 

"Yeah ?" taunted Pinto .  ·"Been hitting the booze 
again, ain' t you ?'' 

"No ; I'm sober 'for onc-e. Well , Pinto, after our 
l i ttl e  talk a while ago you were a bit worried. You 
knew someone would find the body sooner or later, 
and you thought things would look better all a round 
if you were the one to lind it. Anyhow, there was 
no reason for keep ing it  h idden longer a fter i t  tu rned 
out that the police ha'd nabbed the wrong man and 
the Phantom had ·no al ibi .  I suppose i f  I hadn' t 
stopped you when I did, you would now be at the 
telephone r.eRorting your 'discovery to the station 
house." 

As he spok""'-e, tlie Phantom stuaiea ·every change of 
�xpression in the other' s fac·e. Pinto winced as  i f  
�ach word ha'd been a neeale prick, but he seemed to 
be arawing on a reserve force of  fo rtitude, for his 
courage was rising rather than ·ebbing. 
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"After pulling all that 'dream stuff," he  said sneer
ingly, "mebbe you'l l  come across with the evidence." 

"Su re thing. " The Phantom's tones belied his 
crumbling hopes. H e  reali zed he had no evidence, 
and Pinto showed no signs of breaking down. " If. 
what I 've said doesn't hit the bull' s-eye, why did you 
sneak in here and drag the body out from b ehind 
the p acking cases ? You seemed to be making a bee  
l ine for i t .  How 'did you know i t  was  there ?" 

"So that' s what you call evidence !"  Pinto sneerea. 
"I guess if it  comes 'down to brass tacks, my word' s 
a s  good a s  yours. Now that you've got all that 
stuff off  your chest, mebbe you' l l  answer a question 
or two, and you might begin by telling what you' re 
'doing here yoursel f." 

' 'A reporter goes everywhere." 
' ' Reporter-huh ! You've been on tlie 'Sphere 

'four weeks, and soused half  the time. You came 
here from Kansas City. You worked on a news
paper  there only a week o r  two, acco rding to the 
dope the department got. Seems you've been tramp
ing around a lot in your days . Mebbe you' re an 
honest-to-goodness reporter ,  and mebbe you' re not. 
I ' ve got a hunch o f  my own." 

"Let's hea r  it ," sa id the Phantom l ightly, though: 
inwa rdly he felt somewhat uneasy. Pinto ' s  gaze,  
constantly sea rching his  face, was growing keener 
with every passing moment. 

"Well, it looks mighty queer to me that you 
showed up in  this burg just a few weeks aheaa o f  
the Phantom, ·especially since you two look so much: 
alike. What' s queerer still is that you got pinched 
the other day just when the Phantom was as  good 
as caught in the net. H e  would have been hauled in 
if you hadn't been grabbed by mistake." 

·"So, that' s  it. "  The Phantom chuckled amus·ealy. 



THE OTHER LINK 149 

"Just because it happened that way, you' re thinking 
that I am acting a s  a foil for the G ray Phantom." 

"You got me just right, G ranger. I 'm thinking 
that, though I 'm not saying much about it yet. 
Here' s another l ittle thing I 'd  like to get _your 
opinion on." H e  came a step closer, looked hard at 
the Phantom, and put the question sharply. "What' s 
b ecome o f  H elen Ha rdwick ?" 

"He-H elen Ha rdwick ?" The Phantom stoo<i 
rigid, mouth gaping and eyes staring. 

"She' s the one.  They say the Phantom has a 
crush on her and that it  was on her account he 
handed th e Duke that wallop some months ago� 
She' s supposed " 

The Phantom, his face 'deathly white, clutched 
Pinto's  a rm in a grip that made the policeman 
squirm. "What about M iss H a rdwick ?" he de ... 
manded hoa rsely. "Has anything h appened to her ?. 
Sp eak, man I "  

Pinto freed h i s  a rm and gave h i m  a sea rching 
look. "All I - know is that she' s missing, and E 
thought mebbe you " 

"M issing ?" echoed the Phantom sharply. "What 
<Io you mean ? Speak up ! "  

-

In his  exc itement he did not see that the look o f  
perplexity in  Pinto's  eyes h a d  given way t o  a cun· 
ning twinkle. In  another moment the policeman had 
acted with a p recision and a s"vi ftness that indicated 
he was a fa r shrewder man that his looks led one 
to think. In an instant the p istol had been b eaten 
ffrom th e Phantom' s numb hand and in the space o £  
a few seconds a steel l ink was gyved a round h i s  wrist. 

"There, M r. Gray Phantom ! "  excla imed the po
liceman with a triumphant chuckle. " I  guess you 
won' t get away from me this time ! " 

\The Phantom, at last sensing his  'danger, jumR:e'd 
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to one side, but already the other l ink was fastene'd 
a round the po liceman' s wrist. Pinto' s words regard
ing H elen Hardwick had  stunned him mom enta rily, 
and he had not seen his  peril until it was too late. 
Now he  was a p risoner, handcuffed to his  capto r ! 

"This i s  more like i t  I "  .excla imed the policeman, 
kicking as ide the p istol h is  p risoner had dropp ed and 
shoving his  own weapon against the Phantom' s dia
ph ragm. " I 've had a hunch all along that, i f  you 
weren' t the Phantom himself, you were h i s  alibi .  I 'm 
wise  now, all right. You gave yourself away when: 
1 spoke the name o f  the moll. You turned white to 
the gills and almo st jump ed out o f  you r shoes. Guess 
tyou forgot to pJay your  role that time, M r. Phan
tom. G ranger, not being in love with the lady, 
wouldn't have thrown a fit l ike that. Well ,  we' re 
off for the stationr You can hand ' em the spiel you 
gave me, and see how much they believe o f  it. ' ' 

� 'Befo re we sta rt, tell me what you know o f  M is.s 
Hardwick," pleaded the Phantom, for his  own pl ight 
still seemed o f  secondary importance. 

P into shrugged h i s  shoulders. "Shet s vamoosed ; 
that' s all I know. Come along. Mebbe she'll drop 
in and see you when you're in ja il . ' ,_ 

"J a il l "  H e  braced h i s  weight against the pull a t  
his wrist. " I'm not going to j ail-not while M is s  
Hardwick's in trouble.. You may be a l ittle stronger 
than I, Pinto, but I 'm in b etter trim, and you can't 
budge me." 

The p oliceman tore at the l ink, but in vail)'. The 
Phantom dropp ed to the floor,  dug his heels into a 
crack between two boa rds, and resisted with all his 
might. Pinto puffed and cursed, but he might as 
well have tried to l ift himself  by h is own boot straps, 
:and h i s  effo rts were further hamp ered by the neces
.sity of  keep ing the p istol a imed with his  free hand�· � 
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The glint in his captive's ·eyes hint eo that 'he was 
but waiting for a chance to land a blow with h i s  fist 
between the policeman' s eyes. 

"Say, what' s  the use  stalling ?"· a rgue'd Pinto,  re
sorting to diplomacy while regaining his breath. 
"The game' s up . "  

The Phantom knew it, but h e  w a s  playing for 
time. Some unexp ected turn might yet reverse th� 
situation and give h im the upp er hand. 

"You' re done fo r, and you kno\v it," said the po
liceman imp r ssively. "M ight a s  well give in." 

"W rang, Pinto. You s eem convinced that I'm 
the G ray Phantom, and you ought to know that the 
Phantom never gives in. I can sit h e re as long as 
you can. Don't you think vve had better com-

. ?" p romise . 
' ' Comp romise-you r grandmother. ! "· grumbled 

'Pinto . "You 11 n ever get out o f  this . ' '  
Still pointing the muzzle  at  his  prisoner, he 

brought th e butt of the weapon close to one of his  
pockets . Two fingers reached down and extracted 
a pol ice whistle, and in an instant it was between h i s  
l ips, giving fo rth a shrill blast. He waited exp ect
antly for a few moments. Again and aga in the 
whistl e  sh ri eked, but no response came. 

The Phantom grinned. ' The acoustics a re not 
all  that  might be desi red.  The windows a re closed, 
and there a re several heavy walls behveen here and 
the street. I fear, Pinto, that  you r lung power is 

. " gotng to wa ste. 
D isgustedly Pinto aropp e'd the whistle. He con

sidered for a moment, then a grim smile l i t  up his 
:face. 

"You've sung you r last tune, M r. Phantom," lie 
mutterea. "There' s always a vvay to handle tli� 
likes of you." 
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:As he spoke, he quickly shi fted his  hold on th-e 
p i stol, and in another  moment the handle c rashed 
down on the pri soner' s head. Of  a sudden the Phan
tom felt h imsel f grow l imp. A laugh broke .hoarsely; 
through the gloom that descended upon htm. He. 
heard a vo ice, but i t  sounded faint and remote, as 
i f  coming to him a cross a vast chasm. 

"Guess you won' t get out of that!" 
Then, miles away, a doo r  slammed. He exerted 

a supreme effo rt to shake off the numbness b rought 
on by the unexpected blow. H is eyes fluttered op en. 
His  mind struggled out o f  the blinding haze. 'fhe 
l ight was still on, and his sta ring eyes fl itted slo,vly 
about the room. It seemed only a moment ago that 
the door had slammed. Pinto was nowhere in s ight, 
and for a moment he wondered at th is .  

Then, his mind clearing, i t  came to him that the 
policeman had gone out to summon assi stance. He 
had had his  lesson, and thi s  t ime he was taking no 
chances with so dangerous and elus ive a prisoner a s  
the G ray Phantom. Doubtl ess he  \vould  be  back 
in a few moments, and then--

He ra i s ed himsel f  to a s i tting postu r e. A h ideous 
recollection electrified his body and mind. Helen 
Hardwick vvas m iss ing, Pinto had said. Perhap s she 
was i n  trouble ;  perhaps some 'desperate danger con
fronted her. He must find her at once, and he  must 
get out o f  the room before Pinto returned with 
reenforcements. 

He tried to rise ,  but something restrained him. 
It 'vas the steel l ink a round h is  wrist. Only a mo
ment ago ,  so it seemed, the other l ink had been 
:fastened to Pinto 's  hand. Now--

A groan o f  horro r  b roke from his l ips as he saw 
the thing to which he  was l inked by a band of  steel. 
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Pinto liaa, indeed, taken no chances. Even if the 
Phantom could get out of  the room, his hand would 
be chained to the cold, aead hand o f  the house
ke_eper. 



CHAPTE R XVI I  

:THE DUKE'S MESS ENGER 

N vain the Phantom spurred his wits to 'find a way 
out, but the thought that hurt him most was 
that he  was helpless at  a moment when H.elen 

Hardwick might be in danger. 
What had happened to her ? His imagination p ic

tured one fea rful possibil ity a fter another. The one 
that seemed most l ikely was that the Duke' s agents) 
aware o f  the Phantom's interest in the gi rl , had lured 
her into a trap. The Duke, thorough and a rtful i n  
all things, could be depended upon to miss no  op
portunity to make h i s  revenge complete. 

H e  tried to clea r his mind o f  ha rrowing surmises. 
His  s ituation was desperate, and now as never before 
he needed to think coolly and act quickly. At any 
moment Pinto might return, and the seconds were 
precious. The thought that susta ined him was that 
h is wits had never yet failed him in an emergency, 
and that ah.va ys in  the past he  had contrived to 
squeeze out o f  tight corners by performing some 
astounding feat. 

Yet, was his  dismal a fterthought, he· had never 
befo re faced a s ituation quite l ike this .  To escape 
with a l i feless form gyved to his hand was out o f  
the question. He  looked swiftly about the room, but 
saw nothing that suggested a means o f  del iverance. 
Even the p istol he had dropped had been removed 
by the thoughtful Pinto . I f  he escaped, was his con .. 
elusion, it would be only by a stroke of  amazing luck. 

154 
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Suadenly, as a new thought came to him, he thrust 
his free hand into his inside breast pocket. His face 
brightened a l ittle. Pinto had overlooked some
thing, a fter all. His  case, with its assortment of  
carefully selected tools, was  still there. Evidently 
Pinto had not thought it necessary to search h is  
pockets . He took out the l ittle box and ran his eyes 
over the snugly packed implements, each of  which 
had been p repared with a definite purpose in view. 

Quickly he tried several of his sharp-pointed tools 
in the locks o f  the handcuffs, but the mechanism was 
p roof against manipulation, and he  soon gave up the 
a ttempt. Next he p icked out a small, fine-toothed 
saw, but he realized he would only be wasting time 
i f  he tried to cut through the chilled steel o f  which 
the links were made. It might be done i f  he had 
hours at h is  command. 

A step sounded in the hall . One mo re hope re
ma ined. From his  case he took a small capsule, 
pointed at one end and scarcely longer than a pin. 
It  conta ined a combustible powder, and the Phan
tom had ca rried it with him fo r just such an emer
gency as this .  Now he took one o f  Granger's ciga
rettes from his  pocket, inserted the capsule at one 
:end, and put the ciga rette in his mouth. Then he  
returned the case to his pocket and, just a s  the door 
came open, was making an elaborate pretense of  
hunting fo r a match. 

He looked up with an a ir  o f  unconcern-and in  
the next instant the ciga rette dropped from h is  gap
ing lips. He had expected Pinto to walk in with 
one or more of his colleagues, but instead he saw 
the dwarfish creature who had handed him the paper 
bearing the Duke's emblem. 

For a few moments the l ittle  man remained in the 
iioorwa y, sweeping the room with a quick, nervous 
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glance, then closeCI the aoo r and cam·e JorwarCI. 
Mechanically the Phantom restored the c iga rette to 
h is  l ips whil e staring at the queer intruder. The 
:electric light l ent a yellow tinge to his shriveled face 
-a face so gloomy and sour that it gave the impres
sion o f  never having been l i t  up by a grin. He drew 
a pistol from his  pocket as he approached the 
Phantom. 

"Well, Granger, you su re got into a mess," he ob� 
served, speaking in a wheezy, drawling voice. 

"So it seems, ' '  agreed the Phantom, his min a 
k

. . kl "G h ?" wor tng qutc y.  ot a mate . 
The weazened individual hande'd him one, but the 

Phantom seemed in no hurry to l ight his ciga rette. 
" I  kinda thought you'd get yoursel f in bad, the 

way you ca rried on," continued the l ittle man, gazing 
indifferently at the body. "Didn' t you saVVY. the 
note I slipped you ?" 

" It was plain enough." 
"But you paid no more attention than i f  it haa 

been an invitation to a dog fight." 
" I  didn' t think there was any great rush," said 

the Phantom cautiously. "I thought to-morrow 
would be time enough." 

"Time enough ? He,  he ! Well, you' re a queer 
one, Granger. Guess you don' t know the big chief 
the way I do. When he sends for you i t  means he 
wants you right away. He's already kinda leery 
about you and- But that' s your funeral .  Hope 
'for your sake you can square yourself with him. 
It's a lucky thing I turned back and got on your trail 
a fter slipping you the note ." 

The Phantom, wondering what haa happened to 
the policeman, looked un·easily at the door. 
"Where' s Pinto ?" he asked a fter a pause. 

"The cop ? Oh, I fixea him. Handed him one 
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'from the rear as he was starting down the sta irs, 
and he never knew " hat struck him. Just gave a 
grunt and went down l ike a bag o f  cement. You 
see, I 'd been standing at the aoor trying to get the 
hang o f  the gabfest between you and him. I couldn't 
hear  much-only a word now and then-but when 
the door opens and the cop walks out I know there's 
trouble,  and so  I hand him one on the bean. Say, 
how much i s  that cop wise to ?" 

"Eh ?" The Phantom stared for an instant, un
certa in how he should play h i s  role, but he  quickly 
grasped the threads o f  the s ituation. "Oh, Pinto i s  
a"vay o ff  on h is  hunches. Hasn't the least idea I'm 
one of your gang, but thinks I am dragging a red 
herring across the Phantom' s trail . Rich-what ?" 

The other chuckled mi rthlessly. " I' ll say it i s .  
Well, the cop won' t do any talking for quite a long 
stretch, and when he  comes to things will be kind 
.of hazy in  his coco. You'd b etter come along with 
me and make your sp iel to the big chief. You'll 
have to do some tall explaining, and, unless you can 
square yourself, you rna y wish the cop had got you." 

There was an ugly smirk on the man's l ips  and he 
'spoke the last  words as i f  gloating over the ordeal 
in store for the other. 

The Phantom shrugged his shoulders. "I can 
.explain things to the big chief. What worries me 
i s  the bracelet on my wrist !" 

" I 'll get the key out of  the cop ' s  pocket, ' '  an
nounced the l ittle man. 

The Phantom gazed a fter him as he left the room . 
'P1 little while ago he had told himself that only a 
stroke o f  magic could save him, and the weazeneH 
creatu re' s  appearance at the crucial moment seemed 
·almost mi raculous. Yet he looked a trifle  dubious. 

" I'm coming out of the fire," he  mumbled, "but I 
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haven' t the least idea what the frying pan will be 
l ike. The l ittl e rat may be hard to shake, and Pinto 
will spoil my alibi as  soon a s  h e  comes out o f  ob
livion. ' '  

The small man returne'd and tossea a metallic 
obj ect at the Phantom's feet, then stood as ide, with 
p istol leveled, \vhile the handcuffs were being un
locked. His  sharp :eyes followed eve ry move the 
Phantom made, but evidently there was not the 
fa intest susp ic ion i n  h i s  mind as to the identity o f  
the man with whom h e  was dealing. In all l ikel i· 
hood h e  knew Granger but s lightly and had never 
seen much o f  him. 

"There ! "  excla ime'd the Phantom as the l in}{ 
around h i s  wrist parted. "Pinto will be  the most 
surprised cop in creation when he walks in here and 
linds the b i rd flown. I.�m dying for a smoke. " 

H e  rose to h i s  feet and struck the match, glancing 
narrowly at  the other a s  he  l ighted h i s  cigarette. 
lThere was a look o f  habitual  alertness in the little 
man' s glittering eyes, and the p istol in h is  hand more 
than :equal ized h is  physical disadvantage. 

"Look here, Granger," h e  sa id in harsh, wheezy; 
tones, " I  don't quite know how to s ize you up, but 
you and the chief  a re going to have a chat (iirectly. 
I'm putting my gat inside my pocket-like th is .  I 'll 
have my finger on the trigger all the time, so you'd 
better watch your step . We' re o ff." 

H e  motioned the Phantom to start. With a hard 
pull on his c iga rette, the Phantom drew in  all the. 
smoke his mouth could hold, strolled forward with 
an easy swagger, and, turning abruptly on the little. 
man, blew a cloud o f  smoke into his face. 

The victim gasped, spluttered, and chokea, thert 
was seized with an attack o f  sneezing that racke'd his 
sides and convulsed his entire body. Spasm after 
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spasm shook the puny 'figure until the l ittle man was 
quite exhausted. Covering his nose and mouth, the 
Phantom stepped behind him and snatched the pistol 
'from his  pocket. 

"The sneezing powder worke'd even better than 
tile last time I tried i t, ' '  he observed with a chuckle. 

"Ker-choooo I"  was the other's ·explosive com
ment. "Ker-chooooo I "  

Slowly the acrid fumes Cirifted towa rd the ceiling. 
iThe little man,  with tears streaming from his red
lidded :eyes, lurched toward one o f  the rows o f  
packing cases and leaned against it. The smoke was 
scattering, but repeated fits o f  sneezing were still 
jolting h i s  frame. 

The Phantom smothered the cigarette under his 
heel. 'A simple trick had turned the situation in his 
favor, but now he  faced another problem. How to 
<lispose o f  the little man and Pinto was a poser. 
J'he former did not worry him, for he had bungled 
his job miserably, and s ilence and discretion were 
highly :esteemed virtues in the Duke's o raanization. 

It was different with Pinto . The policeman had 
seen through the Phantom's 'disguise .  Immediately 
upon recovering consciousness he  would report that 
the Phantom was masquerading as Thomas 
Granger, and that would be the :end o f  the ruse. 
The personality he had borrowed would no longer 
protect the Phantom, and he would once more b e  
a hunted man and obliged to  watch h i s  step a t  every 
turn . 

On the other hand, i t  was just possible Pinto 
would not tell what he had discovered. The police· 
man. had a bad conscience, and that i n  itself made a 
�difference. Besides, the Phantom had twice slipped 
out o f  his banos ana he had achieve'd nothing 
whereof he could boast. His  pride ana his con-
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science, each a powerfut factor, would be very lik·ely 
to sea l  his l ips .  

Suddenly he smi led. To make doubly sure, he 
would p rovide Pinto with a thi rd motive for main
taining silence. Without doubt the policeman 
shared the average man' s fea r of ridicule, and the 
Phantom could work on  that. 

The sneezings had ceased. The victim, looking 
a s  though every ounce o f  strength had been drained 
from him, peered vacantly at the Phantom whil e  
the latter removed the second l ink from the dead 
woman's hand. Exhausted by the sneez ing fits and 
'deprived of his weapon, he was as helpless as a 
snake stripped o f  i ts poisonous glands. 

"Put your hands behind you," di rected the Phan
tom. 

The l ittle man made as if  inclined to resist, but 
thought better of i t  and obediently put his hands 
at his back . He uttered a feeble yawp as one o f  the 
l inks was cla sped about h i s  wrist. With the other 
in his hand, the Phantom led him from the room 
and turned toward the sta i rs .  A dark, inert heap 
lay at the head of the stai rway, with legs sp rawling 
over the steps .  It was Pinto. 

"Sit down," ordered the -Phantom. 
The puny man looked about him 'dazedly, then 

sat down on the top step ,  uttering a weak protest 
as he found h imself handcuffed to the unconscious 
man. 

The Phantom examined Pinto ' s head. A la rge 
swelling at the back told that the l ittle man had put 
far more fo rce behind the blow than one would have 
thought i t  possible for such a dwarfish creatu re to 
·exert .  The pulse was weak and fluttering, and the 
·eyes haa a rigid and glassy look. The Phantom 
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ha'd known of  similar  cases in which the victims had 
remained unconscious for days, and many things 
might happen before Pinto 's  mind and tongue were 
!functioning again. Upon awakening and being told 
that he had been found handcuffed to a rat o f  the 
underworld, the policeman, already troubled by an 
;evil conscience and wounded sel f-respect, would 
hardly invite the taunts and j eers o f  his fellow of
tficers by going into _exact details. At any rate, the 
Phantom felt h e  was playing h is  best card. 

"Say, Granger," whined the l ittle man, "ain't  go
ing to leave me like this, are  you ?. Not a fter I got 
you out o f  the fix you were in ?" 

" It is a bit  rough on you, I aamit, but you will 
have to make the best of i t. Your reasons for get .. 
ting me out o f  the scrape weren' t enti rely unselfish. 
I bel ieve it was your intention to put me on the. 
carpet before the big ch ief." 

The other jerked his head in: the C:iirection of th� 
·storeroom. "They'll sa� I croaked that woman in 
there," he muttered. 

"Not a chance. Examination o f  the bo'dy will 
show that the murder was committed more than 
twenty-four hours ago. What they p robably will 
think i s  that Pinto caught you in the act of robbery 
and that you assaulted him a fter he  had handcuffed 
you to him. One guess will  be about as good as 
another, though, and you will have to l ie  yourself 
out o f  the mess somehow. I wish you luck." 

He sta rted down the sta i rs, but in the middle he 
stopped and looked back. What i f  Pinto should 
:n ever recover consciousness ? If he should 'di e  be
�fore the two murder mysteries were fully cleared 
up, the Phantom's efforts to exculpate himself would 
�ncounter a serious hindrance. But no thing was to 
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be gaine'd by worrying over what might happ ·en , he 
told himself, and just now he  had something far 
more serious to think about. H is fears concerning 
Helen overshadowed all other things. 

He went out onto the street. The morning was 
far advanced and the sun was struggling through a 
curtain o f  scattering clouds. The glaring headlines 
o f  the morning papers sp read  out on the news stands 
at the co rner  told how the Phantom, a fter having 
been seen a t  an elevated railway station the night 
before, had once more slipped through the 'dragnet. 
After a brief  glance at the introductory pa ragraphs, 
he crossed the street ana ·entered the telephone booth 
in the rea r o f  a drug sto re. There he  consulted the 
'd i rectory and called the number o f  the Hardwick 
residence. 

A woman, ·evidently a servant, answerea. The 
Phantom announced that h e  was a reporter on the 
:Sphere and wished to speak with the master of the 
house. After a few moments' wait a masculine voice 
came over the wire. It trembled a l i ttle, as i f  its 
owner was trying to control an intense :excitement. 
Mr. Hardwick was at fi rst unwilling to 'discuss the 
matter, but a fter repeated urgings admitted that he  
had requested the pol ice to  search fo r h is  daughter, 
who had been miss ing for two days. She had left 
home without explanations o f  any kind, and nothing 
had been heard from her since. As it was entirelY, 
unlike her  to go away for any length of  time with
out notifying her father, M r. Harawick feared 
something had happened to her. 

The Phantom's  face had a blank: look: as  he 
�merged from the booth. He remembered Miss 
Hardwick's sudden and mysterious 'disappearance 
'from Doctor B imble' s laboratory. Something must 
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have beJallen her after leaving the scientist's house, 
and the fact that she had not communicated w ith her 
father was disquieting. 

He went out on the sidewalk and turned toward 
the corner. O f  a sudden he \Vas all caution and 
alertness. Someone was watching him. 



CHAPTER XVIII 

T H E  STARTING POIN'D 

T
HE, Phantom feigne·d utter unconcern as he 

continued toward the corner. His acute senses 
had instantly registered the fact that he was 

an object of scrutiny. It vexed him not a l ittle, for 
he was anxious to get on Helen Hardwick' s tra il, 
and he had no relish for another adventure with th·e 
police. He  looked about him out o f  the ta i l  o f  an 
:eye as h e  advanced with a leisurely swing. 

It took him but a few moments to p ick out tlif! 
.w atcher f rom among the sprinkl ing o f  loungers and 
pedestrians on the s idewalk. The man' s  dull face 
and stol id expression �did  not aeceive the Phantom 
'for a moment. He  stood with his back against a 
shop window, and part o f  h is  'face was h idden by a 
newspaper h e  p retended to b e  reading. The Phan
tom walked up beside h im . 

"You' re a detective, a ren't you ?" 
The man lowered the newspaper  and gaze'd at the 

,questioner out o f  deceptively sluggish eyes. 
"What makes you think so ?" 
The Phantom chuckled, thougn he knew he was 

treading on Hangerous groun'd. It was just pos
s ible that  Granger, a lthough he had not been long 
in the city ana therefore could not have an ·extensive 
police acquaintance, had met this particular ae
tective. 'A careful study o f  the man's face reas· 
sured him, however. 
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"On, I spotted you ·easi ly ·enough," was his an
swer. " I  suppose you have heard of  me. I am 
Thomas Granger, o f  the Sphere." 

The other gave a slight nod. A fa int grin creaseu 
his face. "I've heard of  you, all right. On the day; 
you were pinched, they tell me, you had the beauti
fulest jag on that' s been seen in  this town in manY, 
a day. Why don't you put a fellow wise to your 
source  of  supply ?" 

' ' I may," with a knowing wink, " i f  you promis·e 
. . ' ' not to JUg me agatn. 

' 'Well , you needn' t rub it in, Granger. You looK 
a lot l ike the Gray Phantom. If you didn' t have 
those glad rags on, I wouldn' t be able to tell the 
'difference. I never met the Phantom face to face, 
but judging from his p icture I should say you' re as  
much al ike as  two peas. By the way, my name i s  
Culligo re-Lieutenant Cull igore." 

The Phantom repressed a start. He had seen the 
name in the e_arl ier newspap r accounts o f  the 
murder and remembered that Culligore had been 
one of  the detectives assigned to the case. He won
de red whether it were possible that he and Granger 
had not met whi l e  the reporter was getting the facts 
of the tragedy for his paper. The detective's face 
showed no s ign o f  suspicion, but the Phantom noticed 
that he had an odd habit of rubbing his upper l ip 
against the tip o f  his nose, and the l ittle mannerism 
impressed him as significant o f  deep and devious 
mental p rocesses. 

"That reminds m·e !" he exclaimed suddenly, as i f  
just reca lling something. "There' s been a brand
new murder committed over at the Gage house." 

The detective l i fted his brows . 
" I  was snooping around, hoping to find some n·ew 

twist to the case," explained the Phantom. "In a: 
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storeroom on the second floor I founo the boay o'fr 
the housekeep er. She looked a s  though she ha<l 
been dead a good many hours .  Pinto is lying on the 
stai rs with a bump on the back of his head, and he' s 
handcuffed to a little sh rimP. that looks l ike a doP.e 
fiend."  

Lieutenant Culligore stared as  h e  hear'd th.e 
strange report. "Been drinking again ?,· 

"Go and see for yourself. ' ,  
Culligore a t  last showed s igns o f  activity. " Better 

come along,, he suggested. " I f  you've been tell ing 
me the truth, there ought to be a good story in it 
for you." 

" I've seen :enough. Going back to the office to 
.write it up." 

The two pa rted. As Cull igo re started to cross 
the street, he made a curious motion with his hand, 
and the Phantom fancied he was signaling someone 
on the other side. He walked briskly toward the 
�levated station. Evidently Culligore haa put a col
league on his trail, thereby showing that he  was not 
so unsusp ecting as the Phantom had thought. He 
ascended the sta irs and walked out onto the plat
form without a single backward glance, but his ·ears, 
trained to catch and classify the slightest sounds, 
told him a pursuer was behind him. 

The tra in, a southbound one, was crowded witn 
passengers. The Phantom selected a strap near the 
rear end o f  one of  the cars .  The many curious 
glances leveled in his 'direction told him he was being 
recognized as  the newsp aper reporter who had won 
'fame by being mi staken for the Gray Phantom and 
whose photograph had appeared side by side with 
that o f  the notorious rogue. While ostensibly ab
sorbed in an advertisement, he cast a s idelong glance 
at the platform o f  the car just aheao. ['he brief 



1'HE STARTING POINT 167 

glimpse suffice'd to identify his pursuer as a broad
shouldered individual in  a brown suit, whose  rather 
commonplace features were shaded by the b rim o f  
a derby. 

The Phantom was in a quanda ry. H e  could ac
complish nothing with a " shadow" at his heels, and 
there was something n1addening i n  the thought that 
he was losing time while H elen Ha rdwick might be 
in danger. He could p robably elude his  pursuer 
without much difficulty, but that would be  a confes
sion that he had something to h ide, and might pos· 
s ibly result in his being p icked up on a general alarm. 
H e  was s a fe behind the personal ity of Thomas 
Granger only so long as he did not engage in sus-· 
p icious conduct. 

An idea flashed in his  mind as he caught a glimpse 
of  the skyscrapers of City Hall  Pa rk. He would 
take the bull by the ho rns, he decided. The sa fest 
and surest way o f  averting susp icion from h imself 
was to play his borrowed role boldly and tho roughly. 
H e  would p roceed at once to the o ffices o f  the Sphere. 
and make a judic iously colored report o f  the latest 
affair at the G age house. It was a dangerous ex· 
p eriment, but the Phantom b eli eved he  could carry; 
it out. A bold play, a b it  o f  clever acting, and the 
usual accompaniment o f  good luck were all that was 
necessa ry. 

He was still conscious of pursuit a s  he aliglite'd 
and turned in . the di rection o f  the Sphere Building. 
'A glance at the bulletin board in the rotunda showed 
him the location of the editorial  rooms, and he as
cended in the ·elevator. The mi rro rs lining the walls 
o f  the cage th rew back at him a refl ection showing 
signs o f  suspense, worry, and want o f  sleep .  His  
Jace was  ora wn and furrowed and the usual luster 
<:>f his eyes was a trifle  'dimmed, but these symptoms 
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might also be indications o f  heavy drinking, a nd theY; 
.enhanced his resemblance to Granger. 

rfhe building throbbed with the pulsations of 
presses .  From above, like a continuous rattle o£ 
shrapnel,  came the din and clatter of the linotypes . 
Faint odors o f  ink and whiff s  from the sterotyp ing 
and photo-engraving plants hung in the a i r. 

The Phantom stepped out with a jaunty appear .. 
a nce, though inwa rdly he  was quail ing a trifle. ..N 
sign on frosted glass  told him which door to enter, 
and a red-haired youth p residing at a desk in an: 
a nte room grinned broadly as he passed through. 
A dozen typewrite rs j abbered nois ily in the rootn 
beyond. As the Phantom walked in, a sp ectacled, 
shirt-sleeved man seated at a 'desk near the entrance 
looked up and rega rded him with twinkl ing eyes. 

" 'L G " h
. 

d h d . o,  ranger, was ts goo - umore greeting. 
"Understand 'Old War Horse' tied a can to you 
last night. ' '  

-

" D i d  h e ?" a sked the Phantom, guessing that the 
individual referred to \vas  the autocrat who had 
ordered Granger bounced. " I t was a la rge night, 
and I don't remember the mino r deta ils ."  He. 
looked uncerta inly about the room, as  i f  h is  vision: 
was a tr ifle clouded. "Where i s  the old fire-eater � 
Don't see him around." 

"Of course, you don't. " The spectacled manl 
laughed. "Old vV a r  Horse is in bed, where he be
longs. I guess you haven't  quite recovered your 
bearings yet, o r  you' d know that Sloss dick is  on the 
'day shift. I see him looking this way, as i f  he had 
aesigns on you." 

The Phantom trailed the spectacled man' s glance 
to a glass-pa rtioned cubby-hole at the other ·e nd of 
the  room, where a bald and sha rp-nosea man sat  at  
a desk. He advanced a irily, grinning in  response to 
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the knowing winks and well-meant banter that fol
lowed him, and boldly apP-roached the scowling per
sonage a t  the desk. 

"Don't you know you' re 'fired ?" aeman'ded Sloss
<lick, j abbing at a page o f  "copy" with his pencil. 

"Am I ?" inquired the Phantom innocently. He 
spoke with a l ittle catch, as i f  he had a sl ight cold, 
and he avoided the sunl ight streaming in through 
the window. "It hadn't occurred to me." 

"No ? Old War Horse had you kicked out, Clidn' t 
he ? You'd been insulting him again, I understand." 
Slossdick's devastating pencil ripped an enti re para
graph out o f  the copy before him. "What' s biting 
you this morning ?" 

"Nothing," said the Phantom blandly. "Just 
thought you might l ike to know that there's been 
another murder at the Gage house ." 

The slashings of Slossdick' s p encil ceased abruptly. 
l-Ie swept the Phantom's face with a quick, searching 
glance.  Briefly the impostor told as  much as he 
thought prudent, describing the scene in the sto re
room and at the head of  the stai rs , without tell ing 
o f  his own part in the night' s events or of Pinto ' s  
mysterious conduct. He was not yet ready to accuse 
the policeman openly, and fo r the present i t  suited 
his purpose to leave the affai r vague and mysterious. 

There was a fl icker of interest in Slossdick' s eyes. 
"Housekeeper murdered and policeman lying at the 
head of  the stai rs handcuffed to a dope. Rattl ing 
good ya rn, Granger. But"-and a look o f  doubt 
crept into his face-"we've had nothing from the 
police on this." 

"Good reason. The police 'didn't know o f  it till 
a few minutes ago. If you hurry, you will beat the 
other papers to it." 

Slossdick snatched up the telephone ana called a 
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'dep artment. "First p age make-over, " he snapp e<l 
when the connection had been established. Then, 
turning to the Phantom : ' 'Think you can see th e 
typewriter keys this  mo rning ?" 

The Phantom quavered inwa rdly. Typ ewriting 
was not among his accompl ishments , and th e entire 
p roceeding was strange to him. H e  hesitated, no
ticing that the rumble o f  the presses had already 
ceased. 

"Well, never min'd," grumbled Sloss'dick, his 
pencil already at wo rk on an eight-column caption. 
" Give the dop e to Fess enden and let him write it. 
Then go home and get some sleep . You look as i f  
you needed it .  And, fo r the love o f  M ike, steer 
clea r of the booze I Fessenden ! "  

I n  response t o  the ·explosive shout, a lanky and 
aysp eptic-looking man app ea red at  the door to the 
cubby-hole. After receiving a few terse di rections 
'from Slossdick, he led the Phantom to his  desk and 
sat down before  his typewriter. He inserted a sheet 
o f  paper  in  the machine while l istening, and his  fin
gers were racing over the keys �even befo re the Phan
tom had finished his  recital. 

"Bully ya rn you've tu rned up," came his appre
ciative comment over the clatter o f  the keys. "A 
peach ! "  

The Phantom walked away. The story would, 
of course, rouse another storm of indignation against 
himself, but there was no help for that. On the 
whole, he had bettered his  chances and enhanced his 
temporary sa fety by giving the Sphere a sta rt of 
twenty minutes or half an hour in  its race against 
comp eting newsp apers. 

His  shadow was nowhere in sight as he ·emerge'd 
from the building. Either the man's susp icions had 
b een 'disa rmed by the Phantom's move, or else he  had 
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grown tirea of waiting and 'dropp ed into a nea r-by 
restau rant for a bite of food. Standing at  the curb, 
the Phantom glanced stealthily to r ight and left. 
J'here was no sign o f  espionage in either 'di rection. 
:At last he was free to begin his search fo r Helen 
Ha rdwick, but the trai l  seemed to have neither be
ginning nor end. In va in he sea rched his mind fo r 
a sta rting point. 

His  hands were in: his pocKets, ana p resently h is  
absently groping finge rs touched a piece o f  paper. 
He d rew it out, starting as his :eyes fell on the ducat 
coronet. 

"Guess I'll see G ranger," he refl ectea. " I  have a 
strong hunch h e  is my sta rting point. , 



CHAPTE R XIX 

T H E  BIG STORY 

"HOW is your guest, Peng Yuen ?" was tlie 
: ·  Phantom's  first  question a fter entering the 

shop on Pell Street. 
The Chinaman' s ·eyes widened. "The guest ? 

1\h, yes, I remember . I think the gentleman is well. ' '  
"Has h e  telephoned anyone, o r  sent out any mes· 

sages ?" 
"No ; he has remained in h is room all tile time. 

He asked me this mo rning for something to read, 
and I gave him a translation o f  'Chin-Kong-Ching. ' " 

"Good. I have come to have a talk with him." 
"Very well ." The slight figure, a rrayed in loose

fitting, straw-colored ga nnents, stepped to the wall 
with the so ftly gliding gait  cha racteri stic o f  his race. 
He p ressed a button, ana the Phantom passed 
th rough an op ening which instantly closed behind 
him. 

Granger, lying on a couch, lookea up arowsi ly. 
The little  room haa neither winaows nor visible door. 
Air was wa fted in through a mysterious recess in a 
co rner o f  the ceiling, and a shaded lamp shed a 
greenish l ight over the scene. The walls were cov· 
ered with yellow satin ·embroidered with quotations 
'from Chinese philosophers. On a table stanaing 
:rrea r  the couch were the remnants of a breakfast. 

"Fairly comfo rtable, I see. " The Phantom sat 
Hown. His glance, though se'emingly casual, was 
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taking in every aetail of  the reporter·s app,earanc.e� 
"How are you feeling ?, 

" Rotten ! "  G ranger rubbed his eyes and scowled 
'disgustedly. "I  asked the chink for something to 
:drink, and he brought me a mess that tasted like 
vinega r and molasses. Then I dropp ed a hint that I 
'vould like some reading matter, and he handed me 
a book that put me to sleep before I had turned the. 
first p age. Say, how much longe r are you going to 
spo rt my clothes and wear my name ?" 

"No longer than I have to. Your name suits 
me well enough, but our tastes in clothes differ." 

Granger grinned. He was com fo rtably stretched 
out on his back and his eyes were lazily studying the 
a rabesques in the ceiling. 

"Anyhow, my clothes are harmless. That' s mo re 
than can be said for my name. On the squa re, I am 
surprised to see you this morning. " 

"Why so ?" 
'fhere was a twinkle in the repo rter's eyes as he 

turned them on the Phantom. 'Because you went 
in for a lot o f  trouble when you annexed my identity. 
I was p ickled last night, and you took my breath 
away when you yanked off the mustache. Till then: 
I hadn' t had the faintest idea that my abducto r was 
the Gray Phantom. If I hadn't been so fl abber
ga sted I might have given you a friendly tip." 

' 'A tip ?" 
"To the effect that Tommie Granger was a 

marked man. I'll tell you something interesting if  
you promi se not to  fall out  o f  the chai r. I am a 
member o f  the Duke' s gang." 

The Phantom' s brows went up. For several 
hours he had been awa re o f  Granger' s membership 
in the criminal o rganization, but the gl ib admission 
surprised him. He had intended to pull the Duke's 
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communication out o f  his pocket with a 'dramatic 
gesture and sta rtle a confession out o f  the reporter ; 
and he was wholly unprepared for the latter' s frank 
and voluntary avowal. 

"Surp rised you, didn' t it ?" Granger chuckled as 
if mildly amused. "I can ha rdly get used to the idea 
myself. Membership in that gang o f  cutthroats and 
gra fters is nothing to be p roud o f, .exactly. I've al
ways had a sneaking a dmiration for the G ray Phan
tom, but the Duke' s different. He' s  smooth and 
a rtful enough, but he' s made of coarser  stuff." 

"Yet you a re a member of his  o rganization ?" 
"Sounds contradicto ry, 'doesn' t it ? Well, since I 

have told you the beginning, I ' l l  have to tell you the 
rest. Th e cause o f  it all dates back to my b i rth. I 
came into the worl d  w ith the face I 'm wea ring to
aay, though i t' s  undergone a p rocess o f  beautifica
tion in the intervening years. You see, my face is 
the mainsp ring that has determined most o f  my; 
actions in recent yea rs-some o f  the mo re impor
tant ones, anyhow. I wouldn't be a newspaper man 
to-day if I had been born with a 'different face." 

"I don't see the connection." 
"Let me tel l  you how i t  came about. On seven 

ijifferent occasions, and in a s  many different places, 
11 have been mistaken fo r the Gray Phantom and put 
in durance vile .  The clipp i ngs i n  my sc rapbook tell 
a ll about i t. I was in Cheyenne, Wyoming, the first 
time it happ ened, and a fter I had satisfied the police 
tdunderheads a s  to my identity, the editor  o f  one o f  
the local p apers asked me to write up my impressions 
while  in ja i l  and tell how it felt to be mistaken for 
a celebrity l ike the Gray Phantom. I did, and that 
gave me a taste for newspaper work. The .editor 
gave m e  a job on the spot and I've " 

"But what  has  a ll this to 'do with your member· 
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ship in  the Duke's gang ?" interrupted the Phantom 
impatiently. 

"Everything. I 've been plugging away at the 
newspap er  game ever  since I got my sta rt in  Chey
:enne. I never stayed long i n  a place, for I have 
something o f  a roving disposition and like change 
of scenery now and then. My face got me in bad 
almost wherever I went. I had no sooner struck a 
new to\vn than some ambitious dick thought he  s aw 
a chance to get famous by p inching the Gray Phan-. 
tom. Of course, that always meant a stretch in th� 
lock-up-anything from two days to a week. I used 
to l ie awake nights imagining that I was in  reality 
the G ray Phantom and dreaming o f  great criminal 
:explo its . That got me interested in crime and crim
inals, and I began making a study o f  the subj ect. 

"Finally, I dri fted into New Y ark and landed on 
the Sphere. One night while p rowling about the 
Chatham Square section I dropp ed into a Turkish 
coffee house. It was a low jo int, a hangout for thugs 
and thieves. While s ipp ing my co ffee I made a study 
of the different typ es a round me. One fello w inter
·ested me in p a rticula r. He was an evil-looking cuss, 
but there was something about him that fascinated 
me. He looked someth ing like a Stevensonian p i
rate, and he had a great sca r ov r his l e ft eye. Pres
·ently I began to notice that he was looking my way 
now and then, and finally I motioned to h im to come 
and sit beside me. We talked in whisp ers, l ike :every
body else in  the jo int, and by and by he asked me i f  
I was not the Gray Phantom. 

"He seemed disappointed when I told him I was 
only the Phantom's double. \\IV e talked on fo r a 
.while, and the next night we met again in the same 
place. The fellow piqu ed my cu riosity, and I tri ed 
to draw him out whenever I had a chance. I knew 
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he would shut up l ike a clam if  I told him my pro
fession, so I let him think I was a crook, though I 
didn't go into details .  vVe met night after night, and 
each time we were more confidential. I could tell 
h e  had something on his mind that he didn' t know 
just how to put into words, and of course, I did mx 
best to lead him on. He approached the subject by, 
slow and easy stages, dropping a cautious hint now 
and then. Finally, when he had convinced himself 
that I was to be  trusted, he  told me he belonged tQ 
a big criminal band and asked me if I would like to 
join." 

"So that' s how you happened to become a mem· 
her o f  the Duke' s organization ?" observed ths= 
Phantom. 

4'To cut a long story short, that was the way it 
happened. I thought I could work the salarnander 
stunt-play with fire without getting burned. The 
idea of getting on the inside of a b ig gang of crooks 
and studying its members at close quarters appealed 
to me. Aside from that, I saw a chance to turn up 
a big story for my paper, for it was n1y intention 
to get the goods on the gang and, eventually, hand it  
over to the police. But" -and a rueful smile 
wrinkled Granger' s face-" I soon discovered that 
one can' t  play with fire without getting scorched." 

"That explains," mumbled the Phantom thought
fully, at the same time extending the communication 
handed him by the Duke' s messenger. "'fhere' s a 
message worked into the design which is readable 
only under the lens. I t' s  a pleasant reminder o£ 
what happens to traitors ." 

"Yes. I know. I received several such reminders 
before you came along and borrowed my clothes and 
name. I wasn't really a traitor, though. I merel� 
refused to obey certain orders they gave me." 
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"You miglit h ave known that you woula be ex
pected to take part in  the gang' s activities. You 
�idn't expect to be a member only in name ?" 

"Well, I thought I could stall for a while, till I 
got the dop e I wanted. You see, I was hop ing the� 
wouldn' t ask m e  to ao any o f  the rough stuff till I 
had been a member for a while. I soon 3iscovere'd 
my mistake." 

' 'And so the big story will never material ize ?" 
" I'm a fraid it  won't. My obituary is the onlY: 

kind o f  story that' s l ikely to grow out o f  th is  adven
ture o f  mine. The Duke' s crew doesn' t stand for 
any nonsense. I've been told that members who 
(ion't obey orders usually disappear under mysterious 
circumstances. I never got next to the inner circle 
of the gang. I suppose they didn't trust me because 
II took a drink too many now and then. Anyhow, I 
'didn' t get th e stuff I was a fte r. I was a sort of pro
bationer, repo rting to one o f  the big chief' s  l i euten
ants, and I didn' t get as much as  a gl impse  o f  the 
inner sanctum." 

"Too bad, G ranger. " The disappointment writ
ten on the repo rter' s face seemed so ludicrous that 
the Phantom could not rep ress a smile. "M aybe it 
isn't too late yet. By the way," sta rting suddenly 
rfrom his  cha i r, "have you any idea wher.e Helen 
H ardwick is ?" 

Fo r a moment or two the reporter lay rigid on 
his back ; then he jutnp ed up and sta red in dum
�ounded amazement at the Phantom. 

"Why do you ask ?" he inqui red hoa rsely, a fter 
a pause 'during which each man looked the other 
straight in the eye . 

"Answer my qu_estion: and I'll tell you my r.eason 
(for asking it." 
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Granger swallowea hard. "Has anything haP.
pened to M iss Ha rdwick ?" 

"She has disapp eared. Left her home two days 
ago and hasn't been heard from since. Her father 
has a sked the polic.e to search fo r her." 

"Good Lord ! "  G ranger groaned. "This is 
awful ! ' '  

The Phantom gripped his a rm. "Tell me what 
you know, " he commanded. "Your looks show that 
you a re not enti rely igno rant of the matter." 

The reporter's face twitched. "I can guess what' s 
happened to her,"  he  decla red, speaking in thick ac
cents, "but I haven't the least idea where she is . ' '  

" Well, what do you think has  h appened to her ?"· 
" She's b een kid-kidnaped." As i f  to steady his 

n·e rves, G ranger picked up a ciga rette and l ighted i t. 
"How do you know that ?" 
" B ecause !"-Granger drew in a whiff  o f  smoke 

-"because I know the Duke' s crowd wanted her  
abducted. They a sked m e  to  do  i t, and I balked. I 
couldn't-well, it simply went aga inst the grain to 
Ho a thing l ike that. I t  was my re fusal to do a s  theY, 
told m e  that got me in bad with the gang." 

The Phantom's blood was slowly receding from 
his  face. Fo r a moment he sat rigid, lips tightly com
p ressed, a s  i f  stunned. "Why did the Duke' s crowd 
want M iss H a rdwick kidnap ed ?" 

"That I can' t tell you. The l eaders s imply i ssue 
orders ; they never explain thei r  motives. I haven't 
the faintest idea what the ir  reason for abducting 
M iss Ha rdwick could b e." 

S ilence fell b etween them. The Phantom's steely 
gaze continued to search the other' s  face. Though 
:evidently shock·ed by the news o f  Miss Hardwick' s 
�sapp_earance, the repo rter d id  not once lower his f 
�yes. 
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"They must have got somebody else to ao it a"fter 
I refused, " he  muttered, s lowly getting a grip on 
hims el f. "vVish I had a drink." 

The Phantom was hardly l isten ing. His knitteC:I 
bro\vs told that his  mind was struggling with a 
problem. 

' Know an officer named Pinto ?" he aske-d a� 
ruptly. 

' I think I 've heard o f  him." 
The Phantom gave a brief summary of his aave.n ... 

tures s ince arriving in the city. Granger l istened 
attentively, his eyes express ing a mingling o f  aston
ishment and admi ration. They op ened wide as the 
narrator de cribed the scene in the storeroom and 
Pinto ' s  p ecul iar  behav ior, and he chuckled appre· 
c iatively at the account of  the impostor' s  visit to the 
'Sphere office. 

"That' s  the Phantom all over. ! "  h e  remarkea 
when the sto ry was finished. " It's the nerviest thing 
I ever hea rd o f. But what you have told me onl� 
puts a fe\v extra kinks in the mystery." 

J 

The Phantom nodded thoughtfully. "How w_ell 
�o you knovv M iss Ha rdwick ?' ' 

' Sca rcely at  all. I have never met her. She 
called me up at the Sph ere office the day a fter the 
murder and asked me a lot of questions . I referred 
her  to Docto r B imble ."· 

"So she told me." 
' 'B imble i s  a nut, but he has cone seve ral b riEiant 

things along l ines o f  cr iminology . I was busy the. 
<lay M iss Ha rdwick called me up and I got a l i ttle 
jolt when she told me her name. The thing was 
natural enough, of course, but it  seemed a b it weird 
to be talking to the p p  .. �on I had been asked to kid
nap . vVell, I thought the ·eas iest way to disROSe of  
her was to suggest that she see Bimble."· 

-
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The Phantom look eo puzzled. "You never saw 
l\-1 iss Hardwick, and you have talked with her onl y 
over the telephone," he  murmured. "That  b eing 
the case, I wonder why Pinto asked me, while we 
were in  the sto reroom thi s  morning, i f I kne\V \vhat 
had become o f  M iss H a rdwick." 

"Rumor has it that a romantic attachment exi sts 
between Miss  Ha rdwick and the Gray Phantom. 
Pinto must have hea rd something about i t."  

" B ut at the time he  put the question he had not 
the fa intest idea that I was the Gray Phantom. He 
still thought I was Thomas Grange r. It was my 
way o f  responding to the question that a roused his  
suspicions. Now, he must have had some reason 
[fo r supposing that Thomas G ranger knew something 
o f  what had happened to M iss H ardwick." 

Granger considered. "M iss H ardwick may have 
told him about consulting me. But I think it just as 
likely that Pinto was p laying a bit of clever strategy 
-that he  had already susp ected your identity and 
sprung tha t  question about M i ss Ha rdwick in the 
hop e that you would betray yourself ."  

" Perhaps ." The reporter' s theory seem-ed so 
natural that  the Phantom wondered why i t  had not 
occurred to him befo re. " I f  that was his purpose, 
the trick worked beauti fully. Tell m.e, was it  before 
or a fter the murder of  Gage that the Duke's men 
came to you with the kidnaping p roposition ?" 

Gra nger sta red ha rd for an instant ; then a glint 
of admiration app ea red in his eyes. "Gray Phan
tom, you ought to have been a 'detective. That' s as 
neat a p i ece of mental acrobatics as I 've seen in: 
many a day. The p roposal came to me a few days 
before Gage was murdered. " 

"But the two plots might have been hatched simul· 
taneously ?"-



THE BIG STORY 181 

"They might. I s e e  what you are 'driving at.. 
You think the two plots were rela ted to a singl� 
obj ect. Perhaps you a re right. " 

"Granger, you don't  think I murdered G age ?" 
"No," a fter a long p ause ; " but neither can I tell 

you who did. You, o f  course, a re going on the pre
sumption that Pinto is the culp rit." 

The Phantom looked a trifle  bewildere'd. Th·e 
reporter had read his min'd. 

Granger chuckled. " I  can see in 'vhich 'direction: 
your mind is wo rking. You think the bolted doo r. 
and other ci rcumstances prove that no one but Pinto 
could have committed the murder. You believe that 
a fter killing Gage he murdered the housekeeper in: 
order to s i lence her. Pinto's  queer conduct, espe
cially the stunt he pulletl off in the store room this 
mo rning, i s  sufficient p roo f, to your way of  thinking,, 
and you base your enti re case on the guess that Pinto 
is a member o f  the Duke' s gang." 

" Don' t you agree with me ? I read between th� 
lines o f  your sto ries in the Sphere that you did not 
share the generally accepted op inion." 

Granger looked up quickly. "The devil you aio � 
I didn't mean to a i r  my p rivate op inions. It must 
have been a subconscious p rocess. To be pe rfectlYi 
frank, I don' t know whether I agree with you or. 
not. I have an idea of my own on the subject, but 
it' s vague as yet. M aybe I ' ll tell you later." 
· The Phantom shrugged his shoulders.  "The mys
tery o f  the mu rders doesn' t inte rest me p articula rl}j 
just at  p resent. Granger, i f  you were in my pos ition, 
how would you go about finding M iss Hardwick ?"J 

The reporter cons idered for a long time. "MfJ 
'first step would be to get in touch with the Duke's 
gang and try to ascerta in where Miss Ha rdwick is 
being concealed. That's a large order, and you will 
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:find it fairly exciting. The Duke,  I 've been told, 
hates you as he never hated anyone befo re, and he' s 
almost a s  dangerous b ehind prison bars a s  outside.  
He froths at the mouth whenever he mentions your 
name to the other prisoners. You r borrowed per
sonality won' t give you a great deal o f  p rotection, 
:fo r  there are a lot o f  sha rp-eyed m en in the D uke' s 
c rowd, and, besides, you' re in almost as great danger 
whether you app ear a s  the Gray Phantom o r  a s  
l'ommie Granger." 

The Phantom waved his  hand dep recatingly. " I  
have considered all  that. The question i s, how a m  
I t o  get i n  contact with the gang. " H e  p eered re-
flectively a t  the man on the couch ; then an  idea 
came to him. "How oid the heads o f  the o rganiza
tion communicate w ith you ? To whom did you re .. 
port and from whom aid you receive you r o rders ?" 

"From my acquaintance of the Turkish coffee 
house . ' '  

"The piratical-looking fellow ?.' " 

Granger nodded. 
"How can I find him ?" 
"The coffee  joint i s  in Catharine Street, not far 

:from Ea st B roadway. You can easily locate i t, and 
you will p robably find your  man there about ten o r  
�eleven a t  night. But hadn't  you better take m e  
along ?' '· 

The Phantom shook h i s  hea'd ·emphatically. 
"You have just told m e  to what extremes you a re 
willing to go in o rder  to get a good story fo r your 
p aper. The capture  o f  the Gray Phantom would 
make a n  �ven b igger story than the one you were 
a fter. I can' t  quite trust you, Granger. You love 
you r  l iquor not wisely but too well, and you ' re likelfJ 
to give the show away. Besides , it wouldn't ao for: 
us two to be  seen together. ' � 
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"Tliat' s sc," said Granger resignea.ly. "Well, 
anyhow, you might send me something fo r a bracer." 

The Phantom p romised to try. He got up and 
rapped on the wall, eyeing Granger steadily as  he 
stepped through the op ening that app eared as  i f  by; 
magic. But the reporter, evidently realiz ing that 
any attempt to .escape would be useless, made no 
move. 

An opium lamp was s izzl ing in a corner o f  the 
room. At a table sat Peng Yuen, h i s  face as im
passive a s  granite. I f  he had overheard any p a rt o f  
the conversation he  showed n o  s ign o f  it. 

"You need food and sleep ,"  he remarked tone
lessly, pointing to the table, on \vhich a meal was 
sp read out. 

The Phantom thanked him and sat down. He was 
1ami shed and fagged out, and he could accomplish 
nothing until night came, so he gladly accepted the 
.Chinaman's hospitality. As h e  ate, Peng Yuen re
ga rded him stolidly while he  smoked his  acrid pipe 
of  li-un.  He did not speak until  the Phantom had 
finished his meal. 

" 'The Book of the Unknown Phi losopher,'  " he  
rema rked, without looking di rectly a t  h i s  guest, " says 
that the overwis e  sometimes go fa r afield in sea rch 
of truths that may be found at home." 

The Phantom looked up, bewildered. "I suppose 
there is a pric less gem of wisdom hidden some
whe re in  that  sentence, but I aon' t see hovv i t  can 
apply to me." 

The Chinaman gave a queer laugh, hal f chuckle 
anCl half grunt, a nd aeep in the almond-shap ed eyes 
lurked a faint, shrewd twinkle, 
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THE MISSING SKELETONS 

·nUSK wa s fall ing a s  the Phantom, refreshe'd b� 
Peng Yuen' s excellent cooking and several 
hours of sound sleep, left the shop in Pell 

Street and cautiously p icked his  way through the reek 
and noise o f  the Chinese qua rter. H e  still felt a 
twinge o f  app rehension whenever he thought o £  
Helen H a rdwick, but h i s  nerves were steady once 
more, and he had the sp ringy step and the clear, 
alert eye o f  the man who feels sure o f  h i s  abilit� 
to meet any emergency. 

His  fears were allayed somewhat by the comfort
ing thought that Helen was as  capable and keen
witted a s  she was reckless and audacious. She was 
what the Phantom term ed a tho roughb red. She had 
nerve, spi rit, and subtlety, and on several occa sions 
she had evinced an amazing cap acity fo r handling a 
ijifficult s ituation. Bes ides, she had a robust vitality, 
and an athletic physique that in no wise m a rred her 
womanly cha rms. 

The Phantom walked slowly, turning the complex 
situation over in his  mind, fo r it was still t6o ea rly 
to go to the coffee house  in Catha rine Street. At a 
co rner news stand h e  bought an evening pape r, glanc
ing at  the headl ines as  he "' alked along. The murder 
of the housekeep e r  \vas given glaring p rominence 
because o f  the general  bel ief  that it had been per
�etrated by the Gray Phantom. The motives as-

184 
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· crib eo to him were somewhat sketchy, but tne police 
seemed convinced that he was bent on a campaign 
of terror, and there was anxious speculation as to 
where his  bloodstained hand would appear next. Itt 
the meantime, the search was being continued at 
fever heat, and the detective bureau expected to 
make an important announcement within a few 
hou rs. 

The Phantom smiled as he read. He baa ·ex
pected that the death of  the housekeeper would be 
charged to him, and he had drawn fo rtitude from 
the firm belie f  that in a short time he would p rove 
his innocence. 

The odd predicament in wh ich Pinto had been 
'found was described facetiously and at great length. 
lfhe paper treated it as a mystery that might not be 
solved until the officer, who had been taken to a 
hospital suffering from a severe concussion o f  the 
brain, recove red consciousness. His pa rtner in the 
oroll situation had stubbornly refused to render anY, 
explanation, and \Vas being held for investigation 
pending Pinto 's  recovery. He had an unsavory, 
record, acco rding to the police, and was known in 
the underworld as  Dan the Dope." 

The Phantom was satisfied. From Dan the Dope 
he had nothing to fear, and Pinto , even if he were 
inclined to tell what he knew, would not be able to 
speak for some time. He was passably safe as fa r 
as the police were concerned, and a l ittle extra cau
tion and vigilance would checkmate the designs of  
the Duke' s henchman. As far as he was able to tell, 
neither side suspected that the Gray Phantom was 
masquerading as  Thomas Granger. 

He had still more than an hour to while away, 
and a hazy thought in the back of  his mind guided 
his steps in the di rection of Doctor B imble's house. 



186 THE GRAY PHANTOM'S RETURN 

Everything seemed to indicate that Helen had Ciisap
pea red shortly a fter l eaving the anthropologist' s 
laboratory, and he  might be able to p ick up some 
clew in the neighborhood that would help him to 
trace her  movements. He looked about h im cau
tiously a s  h e  walked along, surmising that the vicinity 
was being watched by sp ies of  the Duke. 

At the corner nearest the B imble residence h e  
turned into a cigar store and purchased a package 
of cigarettes. H e  loitered nea r the door while smok
ing one, amusing himself  by studying the faces of  
the passers-by, and p resently a tall ,  angular  figure  
app roached from the  other  end of  the block. At a 
glimpse  the Phantom had recognized the inscrutable 
features o f  Jerome, the anthropologist' s servant. 
The man walked hurriedly, looking stra ight ahead, 
and in a few moments he was out of s ight. 

A vagrant impulse told the Phantom to start in 
pursuit  o f  h im and see whither h e  was bound, but he 
real ized that he  had no reason for  doing so. He 
had sensed something mysterious about B imble and 
his s ervant, but his interest in them was l i ttle more 
than an  idle curiosity. I f  he  had any susp icions at 
all, they were of the intangible and intuitive sort and 
afforded him no bas is  for action. 

After a few m inutes another figure appeared Clown 
the block, and the Phantom pressed close  to the wall 
at h is  back. Even a t  a d istance he  recognized the 
.enormous head, the jutting stomach, and the ab
surdly thin legs of Doctor B imble. With a beatific 
smile on h i s  face, and looking neither to right nor 
left, the anthropologist walked past him, .evidently 
bound in the same direction a s  his  s ervant. 

Again the Phantom felt an instinctive u rge to 
'follow. It struck him a s  rather queer that master 
and servant had not come out together, but then he 
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told himself that the circumstance was p robablY. 
meaningless and that his  imagination was magnify
ing trifles. He crossed to the opposite side of the 
street and turned .east, scanning the dark front of  
the Bimble house as he strolled along. 

Coming directly opposite the residence, he p aused 
in the doorway of a delicatessen store and looked 
across the street, scrutinizing the gloomy and unpre
possessing dwelling with an interest for which he 
could not account. It seemed strange that Doctor 
Bimble  should have chosen such an unattractive 
location, but he remembered that the scientist had 
said something about \vishing to l ive in an out-o f-the
way place where he would be safe aga inst intrusions 
on his p rivacy and where h e  could conduct h i s  re
searches in peace and quiet. 

The house, flanked by a lodging house on one side 
and on the other by a three-story structure of resi
dential  appea rance, whose boarded-up windows and 
doors hinted that it had stood vacant fo r some time, 
was da rk from attic to basement. Presumably 
Doctor B imble and h i s  man were out for the evening. 
The house and its neighbors on _each side held the 
Phantom's gaze with a persistence that he could not 
understand. He sensed an incongruity of  some kind, 
and for a while he tried in vain to analyze i t. Fi
nally, as he centered his attention on the building 
to the west, the one with the boarded windows and 
(ioors, it came to him. It  seemed strange that a 
structure of  that kind should be standing vacant in 
the midst of a housing famine, when even the l east 
ijesirable dwell ings commanded extravagant p rices. 

The Phantom laughed a l ittle disgusted with him
s·elf for allowing another meaningless tri fl e  to p er
plex him. As l ikely as not the house was vacant fo r 
the simple and sufficient reason that i t  had b.een con-
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'demne3 by the building commissioner. His gaze 
'\Vandered to the door o f  the B imble residence, and a 
disturbing thought causea the chuckle to die in  his 
throat. 

Only the other 'day Helen Harowick had walkea 
out o f  that doo r, he remembered, and from that 
moment on her movements w re ' eiled behind a 
curtain o f  m) ster) . \ hich ay had she turned, 
wha t had happ ened to her,  a nd "·here as she now ? 
H a d  she been fo rcibly abducted a s  she stepped from 
the house o r  had someone lured her into a trap ? 

There h a d  been nothing about her disapp ea rance 
in the n e\rsp aper the Phantom haa just read and he 

urmised that M r. Ha rd"·ick had used what influ
_ence he had to keep the matter out of the p ress.  The 
doo r across the street still h eld his  gaze ; and o f a 
sudden out o f  the jumble o f  his  fea rs and perplexi
ties came another harassing thought. 

'' hat if  Helen had ne\ er walked out o f  the door 
across  the way ? j hat  i f  she should still be i nside 
the house ? 

The Phantom' s -eyes narrowed as tHe susp icion: 
came to h im. It was g roundless so fa r as he could 
see  and there was no rea soning behind it.  It h a d  
come out o f  nowhere l ike a stray figment o f  the 
imagination yet it  tormented him with an insistence 
that he could not shake o ff. 

H e  walked to the end o f  the block then crossed 
the street and mo\ ed up the s ide on " hich the Bimble 
house stood. There Y\'ere a few p edestrians in the 
street and to attempt to force the main doo r might 
p roye uns a fe. The basement entrance was d a rk and 
in a moment concealea b} th-e shaaows, he was a t  
wo rk on the lock. It ) ieldea so ·eas ily to his deft 
manipulation that he coulo unaersta na how the 
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prowlers of  whom Bimble had compla ined had 
managed to enter the house. 

Pull ing the door shut he took out h i s  electric 
flash, 'determined to settle his susp icions b. making 
a sy sterna tic search o f  the house. He p roceeded 
swi ftly but with care, sea rching eye r nook an 
cranny and occasionally tapping the walls and floors 
to make sure there were no hollo spaces . He ex
plo red cellar  and basement without n ing anything 
of suggestive natu re, then walked up the same ta i r
\ray he  had ascended a fter h is  first trip through the 
tunnel. 

He was now in the laborator) , s �e p ing floor 
and walls with the electric torch. t first glance it  
look d e_ �actly as it had when Helen met him at  the 
head o f  the stai rs with a le ·eled p istol, y t he sensed 
a difference almost at once. H i s  e es fl i tt over 
the Ion workbench '\\· ith i ts coll ection of ch mical 
apparatus ,  over the black- framed photographs and 
X-ra) prints and then he glanced at the tall cage 
along the wall, in  which the skeletons stood, , rect and 
grim as ghostly sentinels .  

I t  "·as then h is  mind graspe'd the ai erence. On 
his  fi rst v-is it there had be  n at lea t a dozen skeletons 
in the room ; now he counte only seven. The fa
n1ous Ra schenell to whom Bimble had pointed with 
o much p ride, was among the mis incr one . He  

paused only fo r a moment to wonder �hat had be
come o f  the others, for B imble and the serYant mi  ht 
return at _any time and interrupt hi sea rch and he 

ished to be at the Turkish cof£ e house not l ater 
than half past ten. 

He inspected room after room but "·ithout result, 
finally mounting to the attic and making the same 
thorough investigation there . He  had found noth-
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ing whatever to reward him for h i s  efforts . He 
came to the conclusion that his  susp icions had been: 
·enti rely unfounded, for i f  they had had any basis 
in fact his  investigation would have uncovered some 
clew o r  hint po inting in that (:lirection. One thing 
had been accomplished, however, was his reflection 
a s  he walked down the stairs. He had eliminated 
Docto r  Bimble  from the range of  his susp icions and 
would waste no more time and ·effort trying to ex
plain the eccentricit ies o f  a scientist. 

Decid ing to l eave the way he had ·entere'd, he 
crossed the laboratory and moved toward the sta irs .  
With his hand on the doorknob, he looked back and 
once more let his electric torch play over the floor 
and walls. Again, without ·exactly knowing why, 
he counted the cages, vaguely feeling that there was 
a hidden significance in the depletion of th·e grisly 
company. 

Finally, he ·extinguished his  flash ana resolutely 
turned away. Aga in he was berating himsel f fo r 
bothering his  mind over trivial  things. Doubtless 
Docto r B imble  had a sound and s imple reason for 
removing a number o f  the skeletons. As h e  walked 
'down the basement sta i rs he resolved to bani sh the 
anthropologist and his  collection f rom his thoughts. 

An odd sense o f  apprehension took hold of him 
as he reached the bottom step . He looked about 
h im sharply ; the darkness was so thick that he could 
see nothing. He p ricked up his  ears and l i stened, but 
he could detect no sound except those coming from 
the street. Yet he had a feeling that  he was not 
alone, that  another being was lurking somewhere in 
the darkness. It was a famil iar  sensation and he 
had learned to heed its warning, for he  had experi
:enced i t  before in moments o f  danger. 
. He stepped down on the floor, at the same instant 
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reaching fo r the pistol he haa taken from Dan the 
Dope. Befo re he could araw the \Veapon a voice 
spoke sharply: 

"Stay right where you a re, fri ena !"  
Then a click sounded, followed by a blaze of light. 

He turned quickly in the airection whence the voice 
had come. He saw the glint of a p istol barrel 
pointed towaro him with a steady hand, and behind 
the p istol stood Lieutenant Cull igore. 



CHAPTER XXI 

FINGER PRINTS 

T
HE aetective' s face was a s  dull an'd unimpas

sioned as  a ca ricature ca rved out o f  wood. 
He stood p ointing the pistol with a l istless a ir, 

and his  eyes were heavy and sluggish, as  i f  h e  were 
not fully awake. He lowered the weapon almost 
as  soon as  he  saw the Phantom's face, but aid not 
put i t  out o f  sight. 

"Oh, i t' s  you, G ranger." H e  spoke in: a 'drawl, 
and there might have been the fa intest trace o f  dis
appointment in  h is  tones. "I thought i t  might be 
someone else.'' 

"The G ray Phantom, for instance ?" 
"Well, rna ybe. ,..fhere' s no reason, though, why 

the Phantom should be p rowling around here, is 
there ?" 

"Appa rently not." The Phantom a'dvanced l eis
urely and looked sharply at the speaker' s stolid face. 
The question had been spoken in  a tone fa intly sug
gestive o f  an underlying meaning. "It seems both 
o f  us  a re taking advantage o f  the absence o f  Docto r 
B imble and Jerome to (io a l ittle investigating on 
the qui et." 

Culligo re yawne'd ostentatiously. "The 'doc ought 
to have new locks put on his  doo rs .  It's too easy fo r 
people to get in ." 

"He i s  a simple and unsusp ecting soul. But tell 
192 
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:ne, lieutenant, how it happens that the Phantom's 
trail leads into Doctor Bimble' s basement. " 

"Does it ?" 
"Well, I don't suppose you would b e  here unless 

it 'did. Your obj ect in coming here wasn' t to inter
yiew the skeletons upstai rs, was it ?" 

Culligore laughed softly. "I might put the same 
. " .quest1on to you. 

"Then we're on an even ' footing. And, since we 
(ion't seem to get anywhere, we might as vvell drop 
the subj ect of our mutual presence here. Each o f  
u s  can take it for granted that the other has a tig 
which he wants to keep to himself. Seen anything 
o f  the Gray Phantom lately ?" 

"Not exactly. " 
"What's the idea of the ' exactly'? You ·e�ther 

have seen him or you haven' t seen him. Which i s  
it ?'  ' 

"Neither the one nor the other," sa id  Cull igo re 
myste riously. "With a man l ike the Phantom you 
can never be sure. E v.en when you th ink you see 
him, he isn't always there. Say that was a queer 
case  you tipped me off on this mo rning. " 

"It was. Simple 'enough, though , as fa r a s  the. 
murder o f  the housekeep er is conce rned. Appar
:ently there' s not the slightest �oubt tha t  the Phan
tom did it." 

"Think so ?" 
The two wo rds, spoken in low an�d casual tonc.s, 

caused the Phantom to raise his  brows. "Don't 
you ?" 

Culligore tilted his heaa to one side and squintea 
:vacantly into space. "Things a ren't always what 
they seem," he drawlingly observed. " I've been see� 
sawing up and down .ever s ince I was turned loos�· 
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on this case. One hour I feel dead sure the Phan
tom did i t; the next I don' t know what to think."  

"All the facts seem to point to the Phantom's 
guilt. ' '  

"That' s just the trouble." Cull igore scowled a 

little .  "There' s such a thing as  having too many 
facts. I f  the evidence wasn' t so perfect I ' d  be more 
sure of my ground. As i t  i s, I wouldn't bet more 
than a p a i r  of Bowery spats on the Phantom' s guilt. 
I 'm not su re he ki lled either Gage o r  the house
keep er." 

The Phantom eyed him intently, t rying to read his 
mind. 

" I  see," he murmu red. "You 'don' t want to be-
l ieve the Phantom has  fallen so low a s  to " 

"You' re talking rot !"  snorted the l ieutenant, a s  
if  touched o n  a s ensitive spot. "What I want to 
believe makes no difference. I f  I could lay mY, 
hands o n  the Phantom this minute, I ' d  put the l inks 
o n  him so quick it would take his  b reath away. Even, 
i f  he didn' t kill Gage and M rs .  Trippe, there a re 
one o r  two other things we can s end him up for." 

" I  suppose so, " said the Phantom thoughtfully .. 
" Much as  you would hate to p inch him, you can' t let 
sentiment interfere w ith duty." 

"Sentiment b e  damned!" grumbled the l ieutenant, 
reddening a t rifle  as  he s aw the knowing grin on the 
Phantom' s  face. "I never was long on that kind o£ 
s tuff. By the way, what' s you r  op inion of the case, 
G ranger?" 

" I  haven't any." The Phantom wondered what 
was going on in the back of Cull igo re' s mind. He. 
knew the dull features were a mask and that the 
lieutenant, p racticing a trick cultivated by members 
o f  his p ro fession, was studying his face every mo-
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ment without appearing to Clo so. "You s-eem to he 
holding something back," he added. 

''Think so ?" Culligore uttered a flat, toneless 
chuckle. "Aren't you holding something back your· 
self ? What's  the use trying to hog it all fo r your 
pap er ?" 

"Didn't I t ip  you off on tne ooings in  the Gage 
house this mo rning?" 

"You did, " sa id Culligo re 'dryly, " and I'm still 
wondering how you knew about them. D i d  you just 
walk in  on a hunch and discove r a dead woman, and 
a cop cha ined to an op ium-eating runt, o r  did some
one put you wise befo rehand ?" 

The Phantom felt he was on dangerous groun'd. 
" It was only a hunch. We newspaper men have 
them, you know, and once in a while they pan out. 
But what 'do you make o f  i t, Culligore ? How do 
you explain the cop being handcuffed tp D an the. 
Dope ?" 

' I don't  explain it .  I suppose Pinto will tell us 
how i t  happened when he comes to . " 

"Think th ere' s any connection between the hand
cuffed pa i r  and the mu rder of  the housekeeper ?" 

''How could there be ? The medical examiner 
sai d the housekeeper must have been dead from 
twenty to thi rty hours when the body was found. 
Besides, where do you find any connection between 
a mu rder on the one hand and a cop chained to a 
'dope fiend on the other ? To my way o f  thinking, 
the two cases a re sepa rate. Th e one o f  Pinto and 
Dan the Dop e is all  a ri ddle, and the only clear  
thing about i t  i s  that the  Phantom had a hand in  it. "· 

"The Phantom ?" 
"Yep. The Phantom was in on it. Surp risea, 

reh? Well, there are some things we don't tell the 
newspapers, and this  was orre o f  them. Just how the 
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·P hantom figured in tne thing I can' t tell, but he was 
in the Gage house last n ight or .early in the mo rn
ing. B eats the d ickens how that fellow can walk 
past our noses without getting caught., 

The Phantom stared. He did not think he had 
left any traces o f  his connection with the a ffa ir at 
the G age house, and Culligore' s statement startled 
him for a moment. 

"How do you know ?" he a ske'd, getting a grip on 
h imself. 

· 

"Finger p rints," sa id  die l ieutenant. "This i s  on 
the q. t. I examined the handcuffs, and there were. 
three sets of prints on them, showing that three di f
Jerent p�rsons h a d  h andled them. There w.ere onljj 
two o r  three marks of each set, but enough to i den
tify then1. One set was  D an the Dope' s ,  the other 
must have b een Pinto' s, and the third was the GraY: 
Phantom' s." 

The Phantom bit his  l ip ,  chiding himself for hav
ing b e·en caught off his  guard. He m ight have 
known that the smooth and shiny surface o f  the 
handcuffs would register finger prints, but he had 
b een bodily and mentally exhausted at the time, and 
his habitual sense of caution had failed to assert 
itself. 

" Wonder what the Phantom was up to, "  he mur
mured, feel ing a tri fl e  uncomfortable beneath Culli .. 
gore' s covert and incessant scrutiny. 

"Hard telling. Lots o f  queer things happ en in 
this  world." Culligore grinned while absently toy
ing with the p istol . " For instance, this morning 
after I left you on the corner " 

"You had m e  shadowed," interrupted the Ph an· 
tom. "What was the idea, Culligo re ?" -

"Just a hunch. My man tra iled you to the Sphere; 
office. Then, thinking you wouldn' t be  out for a 
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while, he went into a beanery for a b ite and a cup 
o f  coffee. After coming out he hung a round the 
entrance to the Sphere Building fo r a while longer, 
but you didn' t sho'v up. Finally, he went inside and 
inquired for you. They told him you had left." 

Cull igo re paused for a moment. He was turn ing 
the p istol in h i s  hand with a playful a i r. The Phan
tom felt a cu rious tension taking hold o f  his body. 

"They told my man, " continued the l ieutenant, 
sp eaking very so ftly, "that you didn' t write the sto ry 
you rsel f, but told the facts to a reporter named Fes
senden. As I understand it, they gave Fessenden a 
new desk not long ago. It' s a n ice-looking piece o f  
fu rnitu re, with a smooth, glossy finish. M aybe you 
noticed i t ?" 

"No, not pa rticula rly, "  said the Phantom, finding 
it a little hard to keep his vo ice steady. The role 
he was playing had cla imed all  h is  thoughts while 
he was in the Sphere office, and he had not noticed 
'deta ils. 

"Too bad you didn't." Culligo re was still sp eak
ing in low, purring accents . Gradually and without 
appa rent i ntent, he tu rned the muzzle o f  the p istol 
until it po inted to the Phantom' s  chest. "vV ell, I 
understand Fessenden was s itting at that nice, �ew 
'desk while you told him the sto ry, and you were 
sitting right beside him, with one o f  the co rners of. 
the desk toward you.  Some people have a habit  
when nervous of drumming with the i r  fingers on 
whatever obj ect i s  befo re them. It' s a bad habit, 
Granger." 

The Phantom no'ddea. 'A thin smile played about
• 

his l ips and his  eyes gl ittered l ike tiny points of. 
steel between hal f-closed l ids. 

"Very bad habit, G ranger. Well, my man saw 
�nger prints on the smooth ana shiny surface o f  the 
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�esk, right where you had been sitting. He touchea 
them up by sprinkling a l ittle. gray powder over 
them, after which they were p hotographed. It 
'didn't take very long to identify them. Steady flow! 
This little toy o f  mine can be real ugly when it gets 
mad. What I want you to expla in is how Tommie 
Granger' s fingers h appened to leave the Gray Phan
tom's finger prints on Fessenden's desk." 

' . 

f 

\ 



CHAPTER XXII 

THE .P.HANTOM TURNS 'A SOMERSAULT 

T
HERE was a humo rous glint in  Lieutenant 

Culligo re' s  lazy, mouse-colored eyes as he 
noted the look of consternation that was 

slowly creeping into the Gray Phantom' s face. H e  
drew a step nea rer, and now the menacing muzzle 
was less than six feet from its target. There was 
a touch o f  ca relessness in h i s  manner o f  handling 
the weapon, but h i s  a im was sure and a sl ight p re -
sure on the tr igger would have meant 'death.  

But the Ph antom s look o f  'dismay was not due 
to fea r. M any a time he had laughed in the face 
of dange rs fa r mo re serious than the present one. 
The thing that appalled him \vas the real ization that 
twice within a few hours he had committed a stup id 
blunder. The Gray Phantom, once the astutest and 
craftiest o f  rogues, had bungl ed like an amateu r. 

The thought was galling. Was it that h is  hand 
had lost its old-time finesse ana h i s  mind its keen: 
·edge, o r  had h is  mental stress and fagged nerves 
been the cause of h is  bungling ? Again,  perhaps he  
ha d been di stracted by the  haunting vis ion o f  a pa ir  
of  troubl d brown eyes. 

He looked ha rd at  Culligo re. Some faces were 
like an op en book to him, and this was one o f  them. 
The li eutenant was no man' s fool.  Behind th e mask 
o f  dullness an'd stolioity were sh rewdness ana quicK
ness o f  wit, ana he knew that the man befo re him 
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would not permit private incl inations to swerve him 
from his duty. Cull igore 'vas  a s  dangerous a n  ad
versary a s  he h a d  ever faced. But there was still 
another quality b ehind the mask, and it was this 
that  gave the Phantom his  cue. 

Quickly he looked about him. The way to the 
b asem ent door was  barred by the l ieutenant, but the 
stairway leading to the laboratory wa s unobstructed. 
With an app earance of utmost unconcern the Phan
tom turned away and started to ascend the step s.  

"Stop ! "  commanded Cull igore, following the re
treating man's movements with h is  p istol. "I'l l  popJ 
you i f  you take another step." 

The Phantom stopped, turned, and grinned. " Oh, 
no ,  you won't, " he drawled. 

" Can't  you see that I 've got you covered ?" 
" B ut you won't shoot. It takes a p articular kind 

of nerve to kill  a defenseless man in cold blood, and 
you haven't got it. Good-by." 

H e  took another step , but a short and p eremptorY, 
"Halt ! "  brought him to a stop.  There was  some
thing in the lieutenant' s tone tha t  gave him p au se. 
He turned and looked down. 

"You've s ized me up just about right," a dmitte'd 
Culligore. " I  can't kill a man who hasn' t got a 

chance for his  l i fe. But i f  you move another step, 
you'll get a slug of lead in your leg. If you think 
I'm bluffing, just try." 

The Phantom hesitated. The words and the tone 
left no room for doubt as to the speaker's  earnest
ness,  and even a slight flesh wound would hamper the: 
Phantom' s movements and frustrate his  plans. l-Ie 
came down the few steps h e  had covered and stood 
on the basement floor. 

"All right, Culligore. You win this time, but 
(ion't think for a moment that I ' ll let you carry this 
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joke  much further. I have very strenuous objections 
to be ing arrested at this p a rticular time. M ind if I 
smoke a ciga rette ?" 

"I do, "  the l ieutenant said 'dryly. " I  have heard 
about you r  cute little ways, and I'm not taking any 
chances. You don't play_ any o f  your  tricks on me, 
M r. Phantom. "  

"You su rely 'don't  thinK that I ' l l  p e rmit you to 
arag me o ff  to a cell ?" 

''How a re you going to help yourself ?" 
"Why, man, i t  can' t be done! It' s been tried 

before, you know. And just now I am a ve ry busy 
man and can' t a fford to waste time. Besides, what 
cha rge do you p ropose to a rrest me on ? Not the 
mu rder o f  Gage and M rs. Tripp e?' 

"There a re other cha rges waiting fo r you in  cou rt. 
Y ou' v.e b een h aving a gay time fo r a good many 
yea rs, but this  is the end o f  it. You' ve done some 
very fancy w riggl ing in the past, but you can' t 
wriggle out o f  th is ." 

"Perhap s not." A great gloom seeme'd suddenly 
to fall over the Phantom. "It looks as though you 
had me, Culligo re.  A man can' t fight the whole 
New Yo rk police forc e  single-handea. All you have 
to · do i s  to blow your whistle and " 

"Whistle b e  h angea! I' m not going to give you 
the satisfaction of saying that it took a regiment to 
get you .  I mean to a rrest you alone, just to prove 
that you' re not a s  sma rt as some people think." 

Th e Phantom glowed inwa rdly. His adroit  ana 
subtle appeal to the l ieutenant' s p ri d e  had p roduced 
the des i red ·effect. Cull igore felt so sure o f  his  ad
vantage that he would not summon help, and this 
was an impo rtant point i n  the Phantom' s  favo r. Yet 
he knew the s ituation wa s critical -enough. On 
'former occasions he had gambled recklessly witli 
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�death, often winning through sheer fearlessness and 
audacity, but much more than h is  l i fe was a t  stake 
now. He looked in  vain fo r a loophole in the situ
a tion. All he could do for the p resent was to sp a r  
'for time. 

"I see," he  murmured. "The achievement of tak
ing the Phantom s ingle-handed would put a go rgeous 
lfeather  in you r  cap . But look here, Cull igore. 
Fame is  a fine thing, but you can' t eat i t, and it  won' t 
buy clothes. Isn' t i t  just a s  important to find the 
murderer of M rs .  Trippe and Gage ?" 

"I'll attend to that, too." The li eutenant inserted 
a hand in his pocket and drew out a p a i r  of hand
cuffs. "Out with your hands, Phantom." 

The Phantom p romp tly put h is  hands in the 
pockets o f  his  trousers.  "Why be i n  such a rush, 
Culligore? You know I can't get away from you 
so long a s  you keep me covered. Let' s d iscuss things 
a bit. You don' t think I committed those mur
�ders ?"  

"Not exactly, " sa id  the  detective thoughtfully, the 
steel links  d angling from his  h and. "Whatever .else 
you may be, I don't think you' re a murde rer." 

"And that shows that you have more gray matter 
than some o f  your colleagues. " 

"Thanks," dryly ; "but you' d better  save the com
pliments. I haven't  quite made up my mind about 
the murders yet. I f  you didn' t commit them, there 
are a lot o f  things that w ill  have to b e  .explained. 
The threatening letter, for instance.,· 

''Forged. ' '  
"And Gage's dying statement." 
" Pinto lied, o r  else  G age was mistaken." 
''Think so ?' ' The l ieutenant' s upp er lip brushed 

the tip o f  his nose. " It' s a queer thing that nothing 
but the M altese cross was taken." 
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"That was only a detail o f  the frame-up. Listen, 
Culligore. Isn't it your idea that the two murders 
':vere committed by one and the same person ?" 

"It looks that way, but " 
"Well, then, I happen to know who kille-d Mrs. 

�frippe, because I was there when it happened. " 
Culligore stared ; and the Phantom knew he had 

gained another point. 
"There when it happened ? You saw the murder 

committed ?" The lieutenant seemed at once 
amazed and incredulous. "Just 'vhere were you? 
In the storeroom ?" 

"No; the murder was committed in Gage's bed
room, and the body was afterward removed to the 
storeroom by the murderer. " 

For a moment Culligore' s astonishment was so 
great that he almost forgot to maintain his aim. He 
gathered himself quickly, but his face bore a look 
of be�rilderment. 

"He moved the body, eh ? I wonder why. If the 
job was done by a certain person I have in mind, 
I don't see what object he could have in carrying the 
corpse from Gage's bedroom to the storeroom. Th 
natural thing would have been to leave the body on 
the spot. You're not kidding me ?" . 

"Absolutely not." The Phantom grinned at Cul
ligore's perplexity. Evidently the lieutenant's 
theories and calculations had been completely upset 
by what he had just heard. ' Who is the certain 
person you had in mind, Culligore ?" 

"Never mind that. Let me get this straight. You 
were in  Gage's bedroom when Mrs. Trippe was 
murdered ?" 

"Not in the bedroom, but-" The Phantom 
checked hitnself on the point of explaining that he 
had witnessed the murder from his place of conceal-
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ment in the narrow opening back o f  the winnow 
frame. In a flash it aawned upon him that he  had 
another advantage over the detective. He had found 
the loophole in the s i tuation fo r which his mind had 
been searching for the p a st ten minutes. Culligore, 
o f  course, was  not aware of the existence o f  the 
tunnel. The sta i rs leading to the cellar  were a t  the 
Phantom' s back. If he could elude the detective 
long enough to slip aown the steps and crawl into the 
mouth o f  the tunnel, he woul d  be tempo rarily sa fe. 
It w a s  a slender chance, but he had no other. · 

"Where were you, then ?" demanded Culligore.  
"l\lly secret." The Phantom assumed a myste

rious expression, meanwhile .edging eve r so slightly 
toward the sta irs at his  back. "I saw M rs .  Trippe 
and she saw me.  She was in  a terribly frightened 
condition, and she called out that  someone was k ill
ing her. Then, o f  a sudden, a hand appeared, hold
ing a kni fe. B efore I could utter a word or move 
a muscle, the kni fe h a d  done i ts work., 

Culligo re muttered something under his breath. 
He scanned the Phantom' s face keenly, but what he 
saw evidently convinced him of the na rrato r' s truth
fulness.  A noise, scarcely louder than the fall ing 
of a p in,  sounded at the head o f  the stairs. The 
Phantom's s ensitive ears detected it, but the l ieu
tenant app ea red to h av e  heard nothing. 

"Well, what happ ened a fter that ?" 
The Phantom waited fo r a moment b efo re he 

answered. A draJt faint a s  a b reath told h im that  
the door at the top of tlte stairs had been opened. 
H e  had a vague impression tha t  somebody was look
ing down on them, ana he wondered whether Doc
to r Bimble or  Jerome had returned. Not the slight
·est fl icker in his  face showed tha t  he had noticed 
anything. 
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"I didn't see any more. The-the curtain fell a 

moment or two a fter the blow was struck., 
Cull igore rega rded h im narrowly. Another  faint 

sound came from the head of the sta irs, and in the 
same instant the dra ft ceased, indicati ng that the 
<ioor h a d  closed. The l ieutenant, his every faculty 
bent to the task o f  ferreting out the thoughts i n  the 
Phantom's mind, had heard nothing. H e  seemed in
clined to doubt and sco ff, but a stronger instinct com
p elled him to give credence to the story he had just 
hea rd. 

"And all you saw of the murderer was a hand 
and a kni fe ?" 

' That was all ."  
' Do you remember the woman s ·exact words? ' 

The Phantom search d his  memo ry for a moment. 
' She sa id: H 's killing m ! He s afra i I ll tell ! 
H e  locked me in ' She nev r fini  he the last  
sentence, but sh had said enou h. Evidently, the 
mu rdere r  of Gage kn w that th housekeep er was 
awa re of his gu ilt, and imp risoned her in the b ed
room so that she  "\V·ould not re eal what she knew. 
Later he retu rned � i th a kni fe in h is  hand ha\ i ng 
'decided it  would be sa fer  to kill her. The house
k eper  must h ave had some wa rning o f  his arri\ al; 
p rhap s she saw o r  hea r him cotning. ' 

Culligo re looked as  thou h he had a baffling p rob-
em on h i s  mind. \Vho do you suppos was the 

'h ' she r ferr d to ?" 
'I th ink that' s fa i rly plain .  She h ad p reviously 

made it known that he suspected Pinto of  having 
mu rd r d her mployer. , 

The l ieutenant a rched his brows and seemed to 
b e  re ol ing a new i dea in h is  mind. ' Just the same, 
\Ve can't b e  sure she meant Pinto, as long as she 
:didn't mention him by name. The fact that she 
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suspected him once 'do.esn't really prove anything. 
Something m ay have h appened in the meantime that 
caused her to change her opinion. The 'he' might 
have been an enti rely d ifferent person-maybe some· 
body she 'd never seen be fore and whose name she 
d

.
d , k " 1 n t no\v .  
''Poss ibl e, " adm itted the Phantom thoughtfully. 

Culligore had turned his thoughts into a n ew 
channel .  

"B es ides , " added Cull igore quickly, " even if  Pinto 
was the 'he' she h a d  in  mind, she might have b een: 
mi staken, just a s  you cla im G age was mistaken." 

The Phantom made another slight movement 
to'\va rd the cellar  sta irs. "I ' m  not at  all sure Gage 
made the statement Pinto cla ims he  m a de. My 
private op inion i s  that Pinto i s  a liar as well as a 

murderer.  Wha t  th e housekeeper said i sn't the only 
·evidence I have aga inst him. I hadn't m eant to tell 
wh at happ ened in  the sto re room this  mo rning; bu 
s ince I \Vas ca reless enough to leave my finger p rints 
on the handcuffs , I might as well come out with it."· 

Cull igore' s mouth op ened wi der and wider as  the 
'Phantom related what h a d  occurred in the s toreroom 
auring the ea rly mo rning hours. When the story; 
w a s  fini shed, he  seem ed stunned, and the dazed look 
in his  eyes told the Phantom his  chance had come.  

For a n  instant h e  flexed h i s  muscles for action·, 
then executed a swi ft and n imble some rsault that 
landed h im on h i s  feet in the m i ddle o f  the sta irs. 
A sp i te ful c rack told that Cull igore had fired his 
p i stol, but the Phantom was already at the bottom 
o f  the sta irway.  Then he dashed across the floor 
towa rd the po int whe re th e mouth o f  the tunnel was. 
He ran his fingers over the wall in  sea rch of the 
h i dden door, the ingenious arrangement o f  which he 
had previously noticed. 
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Culligo re, momenta rily taken aback by the Phan
tom's quick and unexpected move, was losing no time. 
�lready he was scampering down the stairs in pursuit 
of the fugitive. The cellar was dark, save for the 
narrow shaft of light slanting down from the base
ment, and the Phantom heard him muttering to him
self as he picked his way through the gloom. 

After a few moments' search the Phantom's fin
gers found the tiny rift in the brick surface that 
marked the location of the door. Culligore, evi
'dently hesitating to use his electric flash for fear of 
becoming a target for the Phantom's pistol, was 
scudding hither and thither at the opposite end of 
the cellar. The Phantom crawled into the opening, 
feet foremost, and softly pulled the door to, then lay 
on his back, chuckling gently to himself as he pic
tured the lieutenant's discomfiture. 

He had no fear that Culligore would find his hid
ing place. The door was so carefully concealea 
that only a careful searcn would reveal its location, 
and the detective did not even suspect its existence. 
Yet the Phantom knew that he would not be safe 
for long. He could not remain in the tunnel indefi
nitely, and escape through the other end was impos
sible, for he had previously ascertained that the 
mechanism of the revolving window frame could not 
be manipulated from that side. All he had gained 
'vas time. He could only hope that his lucky star, 
which so far had never deserted him, would once 
more turn the situation in his favor. 

His mind was working quickly while he listened 
to Culligore's movements in the cellar. Doubtless 
the detective would soon summon assistance and 
have the building surrounded, and then, unless some 
chance and unforeseen development came to his 
rescue, the Phantom's position would be critical in· 
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(lee'd. Even i f  the s earche rs should not find his hid
ing place, he would eventually die fro m  lack o f  a i r. 

Suddenly his figure sti ffened. H e  lay rigid, trying 
to a ccount for the curious s ensation that had just 
come to him. In a moment he knew what it was ; 
a faint current o f  a i r  was  sti rring in the tunnel. At 
fi rst h e  could not understand, fo r he was certain that 
both exits were closed, and the tube its el f was a i r
tight. H e  \vo rked deep er into the tunnel� trying to 
trace the myste rious current to its o rigin, and p res
:ently it came to him that, through some unaccount
able  c i rcumstance, the other end must be op en . 

It was myst i fying, but the sti rring o f  a i r  could be 
�expla ined in  no other  way than that in some manner 
the revolving window frame had come open. H e  
moved fo rwa rd a s  rap i dly a s  h e  could, hoping to 
gai n  the exi t  and get out o f  the zone o f  d anger 
befo re the block was surrounded. By this time Cul
l igo re must have 'discovered that h i s  quarry haa in 
some inexplicable way escap ed from the basement. 
Perhaps he was  even now cursing himself fo r his  
vain-glorious boast th at he would take the GraY, 
Phantom single-handed and unaided. 

The movement o f  a i r  became mo re noticeable a s  
the Phantom drew n e a r  the e n d  o f  the p assage. H e  
p roceeded mo re slowly now, moving fo rwa rd by 
cautious twists and wrigglings, a few inches a t  a 
time, carefully calculating each motion so as  to make 
no noise .  There was something at once puzzl ing and 
ominou s  about the op en exit, and h e  could not know 
what awaited him in the b e'droom at the �na o f  th� 
tunnel. 

His p rogress hecame mo re 'Clifficult as lie reached 
the acclivity in which the p assage terminated, fo r he. 
h a d  b een m9ving crab fashion, having entered the 
tunnel feet first in o rder to be able to close the Cloor 
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behind him, and the width o f  the tube 'did not permit 
him to turn. Silent as a mole, he twisted his body 
upward, a ll his  s enses on the alert against the slight
:est hint o f  danger. Now his feet were a lmost at the 
window frame. As h e  had surmised, the opening 
was clea r, and a few more twists would l and him 
on the floor o f  the bed room. 

Cautiously he thrust a foot througli the op ening, 
but in a moment he drew it back. Then h e  lay rigid 
l istening, fo r something wa rned him of  dange r. The 
bedchamber  was dark and there was not the faintest 
sound ; yet he knew someone was lying in wait for 
him on the other side. 



CHAPTER XXIII 

THE WATCHERS AT THE WINDOW 

T
HE Phantom stra ined his  ea rs. Faint sounds 

of breath ing came to hitn ;  then a board 
creaked ever so slightly under someone' s 

weight. A watcher-o r were there two ?-wa s 
standing j ust inside the window, guarding the exitw 
The discovery nettled him, for i t  meant the loss of 
precious seconds,  but he thanked the wa rning instinct 
that  h a d  p rompted him to muffle his  movements . It 
h a d  p robably saved him f rom an unexpected attack 
in the dark.  

Warily he reached fo r the pistol  in his h ip pocket. 
H e  was still l i stening, and now h e  was almost cer
tain that  two watchers were standing close to the 
window s ill .  D oubtless  they were a rmed and ready 
to spring upon him the moment h e  betrayed himself 
and h i s  awkwa rd pos ition would make it  extremely 
difficult for h im to defend himself .  

He turned the s ituation over in h is  m ind while he 
waited. It  had been a trap , o f  cou rse.  He remem
bered the sl ight sound th at had told him o f  the op en
ing o f  the doo r  to the laborato ry while he was f enc
ing fo r time with Culli go re.  Som eone had looked 
down on them f rom the head of the sta i rs , rema in
ing there long enough to take in the situation and 
'dec ide on a course o f  action. Doubtless he had 
susp ected that the Phantom would make an attempt 
to reach the tunnel, h i s  only avenue o f  escape, and 
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the plan had been to attack him as he  came out of· 
the p assage. 

Aga in a boa rd gave fo rth a slight creak, signi fy
ing that  one of the s entinels was growing impatient. 
The Phantom \vas in a cramped position and, with 
his feet above his  head, he would be at  a decided 
disadvantage in a fight. He could still use his pi stol, 
but to do so 'vould be dangerous,  to say noth ing of  
the diffi culty o f  taking aim in  the dark. He was still 
looking for a way out of the difficulty when one o f  
the watchers at  the window spoke in a whisp e r. 

" 'Slim ! '  " 
Well?" 

"Hea r  anything o f  him yet ? ' 
"Not a sound. Suppose he shouldn' t come out 

at all  'Toots' ?" 
"What's in has got to come out. H e' ll come 

ac rawl in' th i s  way by 'n' by. Don't you wo rry." 
The wh ispering voices were unrecognizable, and 

the names were not i lluminating but th Phantom 
did no t think that  the sp eakers vvere officers.  More 
l ikely they were members o f  the Duke' s band and 
had ga ined entrance to the house du ring th absence 
of Doctor Bimble and Jerom e.  It was ev n possible 
that they had trailed the Phantom to the anthropol
ogist' s residence. 

Aga in  the man named Toots spoke. "I don ' t  l ike 
this job a l ittl e bit .  The Phantom' s  a bad custome r  

'1 d ·1 " -a reg a r  evt . 
"But vve've got him this time. He'll come this 

way as soon as he no tices the dra ft. He won't b e  
suspectin' a thing, and all we've got to d o  is  grab 
him. It' l l  be as easy as picking a banana out of the. 
p eeling. ' '  

Toots was s i lent fo r a time. Evidently he stood 
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in great awe of the Phantom. "What about the 
k}ick ?" 

"Oh, he's take11 care o f. The boss is handlin' 
him. No danger of him buttin' in on us." 

The Phantom listened intently, but was barely 
able to distinguish the faint whisp ers. Slim's last 
remark was interesting. If Culligore had been at
tacked and overpowered while searching the cellar, 
then the Phantom was in no danger from the police 
just at present. His only immediate problem was 
how to deal with the two watchers. 

"vVhat's the lay, Slim?" Toots was asking. 
"Why is the big chief so all-fired anxious to get his 
mitts on the Phantom?"-

"Orders from the Duke. There's a big job on, 
but only two or three are in the know of it. All you 
and m e  got to do, Toots, i s  to keep our mouths shut, 
ask no questions, and collect our little bit when the 
time comes. The boss will do the thinkin' part." 

Again a silence fell between the watchers; then: 
Joots asked: "Why don't one of us go to the other 
:end and smoke him out? I'm gettin' tired of 

. . , " wa1t1n . 
"What's ·eating you? Time's cheap, ain't it� 

The Phantom will come out v�hen h e  gets ready." 
Another pause ·ensued; then the inquisitive Toots 

asked another question. "What I don't get atall is 
how the 'skirt' figgers in the deal. Where do es she 

. s1· ?" come In, 1m . 
The Phantom held his breath to catch the answer. 
"Search me. All I know is that the Phantom has 

a crush on her. I s'pose the boss thinks the Phantom 
will be easi er to handle if he's got a grip on th� 
moll." 

"Where' s the boss keep in' her?" 
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"Say, ask me somethin' .easy. The boss aon't tell 
me his secrets." 

The Phantom felt a twinge of disappointment .. 
!Toots' question had given him hope of learning 
something about Helen's whereabouts, but Slim's 
answer had quickly dashed it. 

"I'm dying for a smoke," he hear'd Toots whisper .. 
"Well, get back in the corner and have one. But 

aon't make any noise, and be careful when you strike 
the match." 

Th.e Phantom heard Toots tiptoeing away from: 
the window. Then came a faintly scratching sound 
as of a match being struck. A daring idea entered 
the Phanton1's mind. For the time being the 
·enemy's force was divided, and there was only one 
watcher at the window. He saw a chance-a 
slender and dubious one, but perhaps the only chance 
he would have-to get the upper hand of the sen
tinels. 

Bracing his shoulders against the wall of the pas
sage, he drew his electric flash from his pocket. His 
right hand was already gripping the pistol. Hold
ing both in readiness for instant action, he pricked 
up his ears and listened. Sounds of breathing told 
him that Slim was standing a few inches from his 
:feet, perhaps looking directly at him through the 
�darkness. l-Ie had already decided that Slim was 
the more resourceful man of the two. If Slim could 
be put out of action, his difficulty would be more than 
half solved. 

His finger touche'd the little button, and a shaft 
of light pierced the darkness. In the same instant 
a head was thrust into the opening. A pair of star
tled eyes stared at him for a moment-and in that 
brief space of time the Phantom acted. His foot 
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shot out, delivering a sharp blow in the region of 
the nose and eyes. With a cry of pain the man 
tottered back, blood streaming from his face. 

The Phantom extinguished his flash and flung it 
through the opening. Toots, evidently wondering 
what had happened, \Vas jabbering excitedly, but 
Slim gave no sound. \Vith a swift and agile move
ment, the Phantom jerked himself forward, drop
ping his legs over the sill, and in another moment 
he was standing inside the room. He stooped, ran 
his fingers over the floor, and recovered the electric 
torch, then darted noiselessly to one side. A pistol 
shot sounded, followed by a sharp thud as the bullet 
hit the \vall a few feet from where he stood. 

He leaped silently across the floor. The brief 
flash emitted by the pistol had given him a glimpse 
of Slim at the opposite wall. Before the man could 
tnove, the butt of the Phantom's pistol had crashed 
�own on his head. Uttering a feeble grunt, he sank 
limply to the floor, and in the same instant came 
another crack and flash, and a bullet whistled past 
the Phantom's head. 

"You almost winged me that time, Toots," he re
marked coolly, at the same moment dropping to his 
knees and noiselessly crawling toward where Toots 
stood with his back to the door. Another shot, fired 
at random, lighted up the room for a brief instant, 
giving him another glimpse of his adversary. 
Swiftly and ·without making the slightest sound, he 
advanced toward the door. Now he reached out a 
hand, fumbling for a n1oment in the darkness until 
he lightly touched one of Toots' shoes. With a 
swift and powerful motion he jerked the man's feet 
:from under him. 

The Phantom sprang to his feet and rushe"d out 
of the room, turning the key in the lock on the other, 
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side. He paused for breath vv·hile he brushed some 
of the dirt from his clothes. He had vanquished 
his adversaries, but possibly the shots had been: 
heard, and haste \vas necessary. He ran to the front 
of the store. The street outside was quiet and dimly 
lighted. Cautiously he opened the door and stepped 
out, casting a quick glance up and down the street. 

He made a few rapid calculations as he 'valked 
to the corner. If Culligore had fallen into the. 
clutches of the Duke's gang as seemed likely from 
the remark dropped by Slim, then he was still rea

sonably safe so far as the police were concerned. 
Yet, for the first time in many years, the Phantom 
was haunted by misgivings. Each thought of Helen 
Hardwick burned itself into his mind leaving a scar. 
The realization that the Duke's minions had her in: 
their power 'va maddening. He felt an urge to find 
her at once and snatch her away from her jailers. 

Yet, at almost every step, h was hamp red by 
the designs of his enemies. There 'vere traps and 
snares everY' here. He had just e caped from one 
of them, but another time he might not escape so 
.easily, and what would becom of Hel n then? 

He shuddered at the thought. His mind was 
as keen and his muscles as pliant as ever, but he was 
playing against overwhelming odds, and the mere 
thought of defeat wa unbearable. To ask help of 
the police 'vas out of the question. His old organ
ization was scattered to the four corners of the 
·earth. Wade, his former chief lieutenant and now 
his trusted friend, had grO\Yn too fat to be of ffiUCU 
use, and to reach him wotld be difficu t. 

Suddenly he thought of Thomas Granger. Th-e 
reporter's journali tic instincts, coupled with his 
fondness of trong drink had given the Phantom the 
'feeling that he was not to be trusted. Those twO. 
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;qualities aside, he haa rather liked the fellow •. 
Granger had traits that appealed to him strongly. 
He reconsidered the question as he stood on the 
corner, glancing furtively in all airections to see 
whether he was being spied upon. 

In a few moments his mind was made up . For 
Helen's sake he must seek assistance somewhere, 
and he was in no position to be squeamish about his 
choice.  A glance at his watch told hin1 that i t  was 
half past eleven. Pell Street was only a dozen short 
blocks away, and a brisk walk brought him to Peng 
Yuen's door. 

The wooden- featurea Chinaman scanned his face 
as he held the door open and bade him enter. 

"1'here is  fire in your eyes," he observed as he 
conducted his guest into the den. "Is it  the little 
Lotus Bud who is  troubling the Gray Phantom? 
lThe 'Book of the Unknown Philosopher' says "· 

The Phantom interrupted him with a short laugli. 
·"Peng Yuen, for a man who doesn't read the news
papers, you are surprisingly well informed. I hav.e 
come to have a talk with my double." 

The Chinaman regarded him stonily. Two in
c ense sticks, burning before a hideous joss idol, filled 
the air with acrid fumes. Peng Yuen, sucking a 
bamboo pipe with gorgeous tassels, seemed to be 
turning over a question in his mind. 

" I  think your friend is sleeping," he said at 
length. 

''Then wake him," 'directed the Phantom imp a· 
tiently. 

The Chinatnart shruggecr his shoulders ana 
touched a button on the wall, then motioned the 
Phantom to enter. Granger was in bed, but he 
looked up gloomily and stretched himself. There 
was a l itter of  cigarette ·ends on the table, ana torrt 



1'HE WATCHERS AT THE WINDOW 217 

and crumpled newspapers were scattered over the 
floor. 

"Hope you've brought me a 'drink," said Granger. 
The Phantom shook his head. Then he sat down 

on the edge of the bed and fixed the reporter' s  face 
with a keen and minutely searching gaze, as if ex
ploring the depths of his soul. 

" What's the idea ?" asked the reporter. "You 
look at me as if I were some kind of curiosity." 

There was a faint hint of doubt in the Phantom's 
face, but it  vani shed soon. 

" I  think you will do, " he 'declared. "There' s  just 
one quality in your face, Granger, that I can't quite 
analyze. It's a weakness of some kind-your crav
ing for alcohol, perhaps. An)'\vay I am willing to 
take a chance on it. You are going with me."· 

The reporter sat up, his face all eagerness. 
"Wait,' commanded the Phantom ; I '\\'ant to be 

sure that we understand .each other. I am making 
the biggest play of my career. I am going aft r the 
D uke s crowd. My primary object is to get Miss 
Hardwick out of their clutches. My secondary one 
is to put the whole gang of sneaks and cowards be
hind the bars, where they: belong. I f  I succ d, it 
\vill be as great a sensation as the Sph ere ever sprang. 
You are \velcome to it, provided you accept the con
'ditions.'' 

"What are they ?" 
" I  am very l ikely to get into trouble before the 

job is done. I may walk into the arms of the police, 
or into one of  the traps set by the Duke. I may get 
shot, put in a dungeon, murdered, perhaps. You 
are to follow me at a safe 'distance wherever I go, 
never letting me out of your sight. I f  anything hap
pens to me I want you to take up the search where 
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I left off. Above all else you are to get M iss Hard
wick away from those ruffians . Do you agree ?" 

Impulsively, without a moment' s hesitation, 
G ranger put out h is hand. The Phantom gripped 
i t. As he held i t  for a moment, another look of 
'doubt fl icke red across his face, but it was soon gone. 

"Then get into your clothes, " he directed ; "or 
mine, rather. We might as well keep up the mas
,querade a while longer. I am just a shade safer 
:\vhen I am h iding behind your personality. " 

"But what about me ?" inquired G range r, making 
a wry face. 

"Give the clicks and bulls as wide a s\vath as you 
can. At worst, they can only pick you up again and 
take another impression of your finger prints, and 
you \vill have to explain why you have shed your 
gaudy feathers. If we have a bit of luck we'H pull 
off a stunt that the police won't forget in many a 
;day. They'll be so busy expla ining their own mis
takes and blunders that they won' t ask many ques-. 

" t1ons. 
He had found a whisk broom and \Vas removing 

!rom his clothing some of the grime and dust he had 
gathered in the tunnel. He glanced impatiently at 
�is watch, while G ranger dressed with time-consum
Ing care. 

" Which way ?" inqui red the reporter. 
"Do you suppose it's too late to find the coffee-

h 
. ?" ouse p t rate . 

"Doubtful, but you might try. Sometimes h_e 
hangs around the Catharine Street joint till late." 

"What's h is name ?" 
"You might call him Matt Lunn. He has several 

names, and he isn't particula r which one you use., 
The Phantom considered. " Is he close to the 

inner c ircle of the gang ? Does he share its secrets ?" 
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"I think he 'does, but I wouldn't swear to it. 
,:Anyhow, he is a lot closer to the big chief than I 
�ver got. " 

The Phantom scowled while Granger ad jus ted his 
t ie. The reporter seemed almost as keen on sartorial 
polish as on journalistic attainments. 

"By the way," inquired the Phantom, "who is the 
illustrious p ersonage that's referred to as 'the big 
chief' ?" 

"He is the Duke's chief agent. I don't know his 
name, and I 've never seen him. Through under
ground channels the Duke sends him orders from 
his cell in Sing Sing. The Duke is the brain that 
plans, and the big chief is the hand that executes. 
Say, I'm being consumed with curiosity. Aren't you 
going to tell me something of your plans ?" 

" I  haven't anything definite. I shall go to the 
Catharine Street coff ee house and try to cultivate the 
acquaintance of Mr. Matt Lunn. I mean to obtain 
certain items of information from hint. Just how I 
shall go about obtaining them depends upon what 
sort of man I find ·h im to be. We'll be on our way 
whenever you are through primping." 

At last the reporter was ready. Peng Yuen was 
stolidly smoking his pipe as they passed out. The 
almond-shap d eyes narrowed a tri fle as the Phantom 
shook his hand, and for an instant he seemed about 
to say something. In another moment he had 
changed his mind, however, and with a queer little 
g�unt in his throat he went back to his green-tasseled 
ptpe. 

With a 'final a'dmonition to exercise care and dis
cretion, the Phantom left Granger outside the shop 
and walked rapidly toward Catharine Street. He 
had no reason for doubting the reporter's sincerity. 
Granger's moral stamina might not be all that could 
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be 'desirea ; but, on the whole, the Phantom was well 
pleased with the arrangement. It had already re
lieved him o f  much worry and :enabled him to center 
his thoughts and efforts on the task befo re him. 

He had no difficulty in finding the co ffee house, a 
crumbling and .evil-looking hovel squeezed between 
a sooty facto ry building and a squalid tenement. 
Lights shone dimly through several windows in the 
block, which had a gloomy and somewhat sinister 
appearance, and he was looked at sharply by several 
wretched creatures who passed him on the sidewalk. 
The \Vindow and glass aoor of the coffee house were 
covered with green paper blinds, but there was a 
narrow opening through which the Phantom could 
get a glimpse o f  the interior. 

Some twelve or 'fifteen men were seate'd at long 
tables, drinking coffee an'd smoking pipes or ciga
rettes. The air was so heavy with tobacco fumes 
that the Phantom could not distinguish their features 
clearly, but he got the imp ression that they were a 
'disreputable lot. He looked in vain for anyone an
swering the aescription G ranger had given of l\tlatt 
Lwm. He walked away from the window ann stood 
at  the curb, scanning the street in .either 'direction. 
At a corner a block away, he saw a shadowy figure. 
leaning against a stack o f  boxes outside a grocery. 

"Granger is on the job," he mumbled. 
Then he turned quickly just as a huge, raw-bon·ed 

mart app·eared from the opposite di rection and 
walked into the co'ffee house. The Phantom caught 
a glimpse of his face as he opened the door and 
passed through, and that glimpse revealed a great, 
livid scar over the left eye. 

In an instant he knew that the mart was Matt 
Lunn. l\. thin, au'dacious smile hovered about the 
Phantom's lips as recognition flashed through his 
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mind. For a moment he hesitated, casting a swift 
glance to the co rner where Granger stood ;  then he 
crossed the sidewalk and r_esolutely �ushed the door 
op en. 

A minute or two later, in: a cheap, all-night lunch
room a block 'down the street, someone was imRa
t iently j igging the hook o f  a telephone. 



CHAPTE R XXIV 

THE FACE IN THE LIMOUSINE 

T
WELVE or more pairs of :eyes looked up as 

the Phantom walked into the coffee house. 
They gave the newcomer a long, stony stare, 

:followed his brisk progress across the floor to a 
table in the rear, then looked down again into coffee 
cups and pipe bowls, as i f  the new arrival had been 
completely forgotten. 

With a view to obtaining an unobstructed view of 
Matt Lunn's face, the Phantom had chosen his po
sition carefully. He wished to study the man before 
he approached him. A glance told him that Gran
ger's description had been apt but incomplete. He 
was a wicked-looking creature, with coffee-brown 
complexion, eyes that were as hard and emotionless 
as bits of colored porcelain, and thick, coarse lips 
that were fixed in a perpetual sneer and gave him a 
look of sullen ferocity that was set off strikingly b� 
the scar over hts eye. 

The Phantom noted these details and made his 
(ieductions while he gave his order to a gaunt, hunch
backed waiter. So far Lunn, who sat alone across 
an aisle between the tables, had not even looked in 
his direction; and seemed totally unaware of his pres .. 
�ence. The others, too, appeared to be ignoring him, 
but furtive glances and an occasional whisper warned 
the Phantom that he. was und_er surveillance. 

222 
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He sipp ed a little of the coffee that was brought 
him, shoved the cup a side and strolled across the 
a isle, seating himself opposite the man with the sca r. 

"Hello, Lunn, "  he said easily, imitating Granger's 
manner o f  sp eech. It  was a convenient opening, 
·even i f  he should not be able to deceive the man in 
rega rd to his identity. 

Slowly the other l i ftea his fl inty �yes, 'fixing a 

vacuous sta re on the Phantom's face, and pulled 
hard a t  his  p ipe. "Hullo, yoursdf, ' '  ·was his gruff 
response. 

"A bit grouchy to-night, Lunn ?, bantered the 
:Phantom, resuming his  study of the man a t  closer 
range and confirming his p revious susp icion that 
Matt Lunn was a bully with a cowa rd' s hea rt. A 
cranning o f  necks and lowering glances signified that 
the rest �f the men in the room were following the 
conversation. 

"You called me by a ai fferent name last time you 
saw me," grumbled Lunn susp iciously. 

The Phantom masked his momentary confusion 
behind a grin. After all, he had sca rcely hoped to 
Jool Lunn, for th e latter and Granger had been inti .. 
mately acquainted for some tim� and this was put-
ting the ruse to the acid test. 

· 

"You've got so many monicke rs, Lunn, that I! 
can't remember them all .  Which particula r  one 
would you l ike to have me use to-night ?" 

"The same one you always used be fore, if you 
know which one that i s ."  

Of a sudden the Phantom wished that Granger 
had given him mo re explicit information rega rding 
Lunn. The man with the sca r was plainly suspi .. 
cious, and the Phantom was not yet quite ready for 
action. 

·"Tell me where I can connect with a drink," was 
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his jocular ·evasion, "or I'll call you a: nam� you 
never heard be fore ." 

The other sneered. "There a r� some things that 
hurt a lot worse than names do. One o f  them is  
a kni fe in the side, and I've been told a fellow whose 
name is Tommie Granger is going to get just that 
unless he ·explains certain things to the b ig chief." 

The Phantom' s face sobered. " I' m  ready to �x
plain. That's why I looked you up to-night. But 
:we can't talk in here. Suppose we take a walk 
a round the block ?" 

Lunn laughed 'derisively. " I  was referrin' to a 

guy named Tommi e Granger. He looks a lot like 
you and he hands out p retty much the same kind of 
spiel ,  and yet I could  tell the difference almost a s  
soon a s  I put my lamps o n  you. Just the same, I 'd  
a s  soon walk a round the block with the G ray Phan
tom as with anybody :else." 

He spoke the last sentence in: a whisper, accom
panying the wo rds with a grin that rendered his face 
all the more repellent. The Phantom cast a quick 
glance at the evil-looking faces a t  the other tables, 
wondering whether Lunn had any confederates in 
the room. They were the scum o f  the lower levels 
of the underworld, and thei r  blotched and ha rdened 
:features b espoke l ives steeped in: loathsome iniqui
ties, but, unless there were members o f  the Duke' s 
organization among them, the Phantom saw no 
reason why they should side against him. 

He paid the hunchback and walked behin'd Lunn: 
towa rd the aoor. Sullen and covert glances followed 
him, but none o f  the men rose, ana he was permitted 
to reach the doo r without interference. He gl anced 
back as  he stepped out on the si dewalk and made. 
sur_e that Lunn and himself were not being follow.ed. 
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The man with the scar took a few steps down the 
street, then stopp ed and whirled round. 

"What's the idea ?" he demanded brusquely. 
� 'WhY. 'did you walk in there and try to pass yourself 
off as Tommie Granger ?"· 

"Not so loud, Lunn." lThe Phantom glanced 
about him quickly. For the moment the block hap
pened to be :deserrea. Lunn was standing with his 
back to the 'dark doorwaY. o f  the factory building 
which a'djoined the coffee house.. There was a men
acing scowl in his face an'd his right hand was hov
�ring over one o f  his pockets. 

Again the Phantom darted a quicK glance up and 
aown the street. The only person in sight was the 
lonely figure leaning against th e stack of groce ry 
boxes on the fa rther corner. Evidently Granger had 
not moved a single step from his post. 

" I'm l istening," said Lunn . "What's the an
swer ?" 

"This i s  your answer." With one hand the Phan
tom pinioned Lunn' s arm ; with the other he jerked 
his p istol from his pocket and pushed it against the 
other's waist, shoving him into the shelter of the 
�doorway. Lunn, startled bY, the swi ft maneuver,: 
gave a throaty squeal. 

" B e  quiet !"  commanaea tile Pnantom. "I have 
a few things to say to you, and I aon't want any; 
interruptions. I happ en to know that you' re a mem� 
ber o f  the D uk e' s gang. .Your crowd is a fter m e  
tooth and nail, and the reason you were s o  w ill ing 
to take a walk with me was that you hoped to catch 
m e  off my guard and hand m e  over to your chief. 
X ou' re a fool, Lunn. Cleverer men than you have 
tried that and failed. Feel that ?, 

He jabbed the p istol harder against the other's 
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waist, and a yawp o f  terror p roved that he had reaa 
Lunn ' s character accurately. The big man, who 
would have been a dangerous a dversa ry if he had 
ga ined the upp er hand, was cowe ring. 

"Now, Lunn, "  sa id  the Phantom sha rply, " a  few 
quick a nswers may p rolong your l i fe by a good 
many yea rs .  D i d  you ever hear o f  a young l a dYs 
named M iss H ardwick ?" 

"Th e  name sounds kind of famil iar ."  
"Don't stall ! Miss Ha rdwick was kidnaped by; 

memb ers o f  the Duke's  gang. " 
"Ye-es. "  Lunn gulped. " I-I think she was." 
"You know she was. Don't  you ?" The question 

w a s  emphasized with a l ittle extra p ressure on the 
p i stol. 

" I ' ve been told the lady was kidnap ed, but that' s 
all I know. I didn't have anything to do with that 
job." 

The Phantom rega rded him sha rply, but his face 
was indistinct in the gloom. "Who did ?" 

" I  don' t  know ; I never heard." 
"Where was she taken ?" 
"I can't tell  you tha t, e ither .  Say, there' s no use 

poking a hole through me with that gat. I can' t tell 
wha t  I don' t know." 

The Phantom was inclined to bel ieve him. Evi
'dently G ranger had overestimated Lunn' s store o f  
inside info rmation regarding the gang' s activiti es. 

"There' s one thing you can tell me, and you h a d  
better speak quickly. Where does thi s  p recious gang 
hang out ? Where is i ts headqua rters ? "  

Lunn did  n o t  answe r. H e  w a s  b reathing stertor
ously, and h e  uttered a groan o r  grunt whenever the 
pressure on the p istol was inc reased. 

"Out with i t ! "  The Phantom cast an  uneasy; 
glance behin d  him as he s2oke, but no one was in 
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sigllt. "You'll never get out o f  here alive unless you 
telL" 

The big fellow trembled. "I've sworn to keep mY: 
mouth shut. , ,  

"Well, I guess i t  wouldn't be the first time you 
have violated an oath. Where is the place ?" 

"Will you let me go if I tell you ?" 
An affirmative answer was on the Phantom's 

tongue, but he held it back. "No, Lunn, you are 
not going to get off quite so easily. You tnight give 
me a fictitious address, and I would have no way of 
verifying it until too late. You w ill have to take me 
there, and I sha'n't  let you go until  I have satisfied 
myself that it is the right place." 

Lunn groaned ; and the Phantom looked dubiously 
along the street. The words were no sooner out of 
his mouth than a sense of di ffidence assailed him. 
!To march an unwilling and treacherous guide 
through the streets would be a hard and perilous 
task even at that late hour. Then an idea came to 
him. He would signal Granger and instruct him to 
find a taxicab. 

He turned slightly and looked out of  the Cloor
way, waving his hand at the soli tary figure on the 
corner. In the next moment a short exclamation o f  
surprise fell from his lips . A big black car was 
.gliding down the street, slackening its pace as it drew 
nea rer. The Phantom, still pressing the pistol firmly 
against Lunn's body, saw that it was a limousine, and 
he was at a loss to understand what a car of that 
type was doing in such a squalid neighborhood. 
Now it  was crawling along very slowly, swerving 
close to the curb as i t  came within a few feet of the 
entrance to the coffee house. The driver was leaning 
from his seat, as i f  looking for someone. 

Of a sudden a hoarse cry rose in the Phantorn's 



2� THE GRAY PHANTOM'S RETURN 

throat. Forgetting Lunn·, he sprang from the <loor
way. A face had app ea red a t  the window o f  the 
car-a white, rigid face with sta ring eyes and th� 
look o f  aeath spread over its featu res. 

The face was H elen Hardwick's. 



·cHAPTE R XXV. 

IN A CIRCLE OF LIGHT. 

S
HE looked a s  though her whole b e ing ha'd froz·en 

into rigidity, and the glacial  stare o f  her eyes 
sent a chill through the Phantom's veins.. In a 

moment he was on the running board, wrenching the 
'doo r  op en. He did not notice that  the ca r gathe red 
speed just as he tumbled in. 

Helen 1" he cried, throwing himself into the seat 
beside her. ' \Vhat' s the matter ? What has  hap.· 
p ened ? Can t you speak ? ' 

Her body swayed slightly with the motions o f  the 
ca r, but otherwise she did not sti r. She sat  erect and 
immobile, with her face tu rned stonily to the win .. 
'dow, a s  i f  neither  hea ring no r seeing- H e  took one 
of her hands. It was cold, clammy, and l imp. A 
groan b roke from his  l ips .  

Then, from a corner of the car, two shaaows 
l eaped upon him with a suddenness that dazed him. 
iThe pistol was still in  his hand, but a stinging blow 
over the knuckles made him d rop it to the floo r.  
H elen H ardwick' s face, terribly still ,  held him under 
a spell while h i s  a rms were twisted behind him and 
his wrists s ecured with a stout co ra that bit i nto his  
flesh. Not until h is  l egs had also been manacled aid 
a glimmering of  the truth fo rce i tsel f  through his  
numbed senses ; but  even then he could think of noth� 
ing but the woman a t  his s ide. 

229 
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" Is she-dead ?" he asked. 
Someone laughed. "Oh, no 1 She will come out 

o f  it p resently. We needed a decoy, and she re fused 
to accommodate us,  so we gave her  a hypodermic 
inj ection. It worked fine. " 

I-1e braced his muscles a s  a vivid realization o f  
what had happ ened flashed upon him, but the cords 
about his wrists and ankles held his limbs.  Again 
h e  h a d  walked into a trap , but fo r once he did not 
blame himself for his  lack o f  caution. With eyes 
op en h e  would have rushed into a thousand traps i f  
Helen H ardwick w a s  the bait .  He glanced out of 
the window, noticing that the car was gliding swi ftly; 
through dark and deserted streets. 

A hand reached out and p ulled down the blind, 
cutting off the view. The car was making nume rous 
turns, and he soon lost all sense o f  di rection. The 
man' s explanation o f  H elen Hardwick' s condition 
had removed a crushing weight o f  ho rro r from his 
mind, a nd once more his head was functioning 
clearly. 

"Another o f  the Duke's tricks, I suppose?, he 
rema rk ed. 

"You suppose correctly, " was the answer. "You 
have slipped out o f  our hands o ften enough, but this 
time we have you. You haven' t a chance in the 
world."  

The Phantom was silent for a time, realizing that 
h is  capto rs had turned the trick neatly and with dis
p atch. Evidently they were men o f  much fmer 
m ental caliber than Matt Lunn and Dan the Dope. 
It had been a clever ruse, and they had set the tra! 
yery deftly. 

"What's the p rogramme ?" he inquired. 
"You will see soon enough." 
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Tlie Phantom asked no mo re questions . Suddenly 
he remembered Granger, and he wondered whether 
the reporter had been able to follow the sp eeding 
car. It  was doubtful, h e  thought, unless G ranger 
had been lucky enough to find a taxicab in a hurry. 
Yet the fellow was resourceful and keen-witted, and 
it was  possible--

His thoughts were rudely interrupted. The ca r 
slowed down, and almost i n  the same instant a hand 
gripped him a round the th roat and shoved him back 
against the cushion. Another hand put a cloth over 
his mouth, and he became consc ious o f  a cloying, 
s ickeningly sweeti sh odo r. Gradually his sensations 
'dri fted into chaos as his  head grew he a vie r  and 
heavier. He heard voices, but they sounded a s  i f  
coming from a great distance, and h e  had an odd 
feeling that the car  was sl iding down a bottomless 
abyss. Then a great vo i d  seemed to swallow him 
up , and he knew nothing mo re. 

Finally, a fter what seemed a lapse of hou rs, h i s  
mind d ri fted out o f  the stupo r.  There was a bu rn
ing sensation in h is  throat and he felt s ick and weak. 
He tried to move, but so1neth ing restrained him, and 
he had a dull imp ression that he was roped to a cha i r  
and that the cha i r  itsel f was clamped to th e floo r. 
His eyel ids fluttered weakly, and he closed them in
stinctively a s  a doo r  opened behind him. 

Two men '\Ve re entering the room, and one o f  
them was chuckl i ng glee fully, a s  i f  h e  had just heard 
a good joke .  Though his  thoughts were wandering 
in a haze, it occurred to him that i t  might be  well to. 
feign unconsciousness. H e  closed his eyes tightlY. 
and sat motionless in th e cha i r . The two men ad
vanced until they stood in  front o f  him. The Phan
tom felt thei r eyes on his face. 
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" Capital P '  excla ime'd one o f  them, and he thought 
there was something familia r  about the voice. "Too 
bad the D uke can't be here and see this ! It would 
�o his soul goo d  to see his  old �nemy strapped to a 

chai r. W ell, Somers, I guess this will b e  the end 
o f  the G ray Phantom.H 

The words stung the l istener's senses l ik e  a whip
lash. He tried to identi fy the voice, but he was 
unable to  recall where he had hea rd i t  before. 

" W.e've got him just  where we want him," re
ma rked the man addressed as  Somers, " and I don't 
think he'll  get away from us this time. It will be a 

miracle i f  h e  does . ' ' 
"Not even a mi racle can save him. The Phantom 

is 'done for. You did a good job, Somers., 
"Oh, it  was ·easy enough. All we had to ao was 

to shoot some nope into the moll, pose  her in th:e win
:dow o f  the car, and drive p ast th e place where we 
had b een tipp ed o ff  we would find the Ph antom. I 
was just wondering how to get him out o f  the joint, 
when h e  walks out o f  a doo rway, catches a glimpse 
o f  the ski rt, and rushes blindly into the trap. It 
worked like greased lightning. Looks as though 
he' d b e  dead to the world fo r quite a while yet." 

The Phantom rep ressed a smile.  H i s  sup erb con
stitution was already shaking o ff  the effects o f  the 
chlo rofo rm. 

"How is  the little 'doll ?"  i nquired the fi rst sp eaker, 
:who seemed to be a man o f  authority in  the Duke's 
.organization. 

" Chipp er as a wild cat. She came to sho rtly a fter 
we got here. That kid had spunk, and she' s all 
there on looks. I don' t blame the Gray Phantom for 
'fall ing for he r. I would myself." 

"Sentiment and business make a bao mixture/ ' was 
the other' s dry comment. " Don' t let a pretty face 
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booevil you, Some rs . The young lao� is lier_e to 
s.erve our purpose.  After that " 

He stopped, and the .ensuing P.,ause somehow im .. 
p ressed the Phantom a s  ominous. 

"Well, then what ?" a sked Somers, an'd there was 
a slight catch to his voice. 

"She is a shrewd young thing ana she knows too 
much for our  good. Our sa fety demands that-but 

1 we'll cross  that  bri dge when we get to it.,_ H e  
! laughed again, as i f  to rid his  mind o f  unpleasant 
thoughts. " I  can scarcely real ize  that the G ra� 
Phantom i s  in our power at  last. It's almost too 
good to b e  true." 

"It  is  true,  though. Say, won' t he  get a jolt  when 
he comes out of the daze and finds h imself strapp_.e.d 
to a cha ir ?" 

"That isn' t the only jolt  tha t' s in sto re 'for him. 
We'll give him a gl impse of the big show, just fo r 
the moral effect i t  will have o n  him. Just a l i ttle eye 
teaser, you know, Somers. Is  eve rything ready ?" 

" Ready to a dot. Want to have a look ?" 
The other answered a ffi rmatively, and the two 

men left the room. The last p a rt o f  the conve rsa ... 
tion had been unintell igible to the Phantom, and h e  
'did not try t o  puzzle i t  out. The unfinished sentence 
and its train o f  vaguely disturbing thoughts h aunted 
him. Helen Ha rdwick was to serve som e mysterious 
purpose. After that-he wondered why he felt a 
chill as he  tried to imagine the rest. The wo rds left 
unspoken suggested terri fying possibilities. 

l-Ie op ened his  eyes. Evidently the two men had 
.extinguished the lights upon leaving, for the room 
was dark.  With the fragmenta ry sentence still _echo ... 
ing in his ears ,  he to re at the ropes, but the attempt 
only bruised his wrists. 

Suddenly he sat still , his :eyes nxea on a tiny light 
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that had appea red in the back: of the room. The 
p o int o f  lum inance grew la rger and larger, swelling 
into a circle o f  pale radiance, and in i ts center he 
saw something that caused him to wonder whether 
he was dreaming a madman' s dream. 



CHAPTE R XXVI 

THE PHANTOM HEARS A SCREAM 

R
IGID in every fiber, the Phantom stared at the 

circle of light, which seemed to have appeared 
out of no\vhere. At first small as the head of 

a pin it gradually un folded and expanded, at the 
same time changing from 'vhite into a pale greenish 
hue that dissolved the surrounding darkness into 
translucent mist. 

As it grew larger, the light wrapped itself around 
an object of strange appearance. It \Vas gray as 
ashes and its shape gave forth a weird suggestion 
that it had once been a living thing. The pale, 
ghostly light that surrounded it l ike a nimbus gave 
it a monstrous character. 

"A skull ! "  mumbled the Phantom. Under orai
·nary circumstances he could have looked upon it 
calmly, but the stillness and darkne s broken only 
by the pallid glow in the distance, gave the object 
a mystical touch that cast a spell over his senses. 

His nerves had withstood physical fear in its most 
severe forms, but they quavered a l ittle before this 
subtle and bewildering manifestation. His weakness 
nettled him and he closed his eyes and sought to 
banish the thing from his mind, but the vision as it 
lingered in his imagination was even more disturbing 
than the reality. Again he opened his eyes and 
looked fixedly to one side, determined not to let an 
inanimate thing of bone upset his nerves. A slight 
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shiver ran through him as, among the shadows at 
the wall, he discerned a dim shap e. He could barel� 
distinguish its outlines, but again he received an im
pression o f  sotnething that had once pulsed with life. 
and was now hollow and dead. He peered sharply 
at the blurred shape standing grimly erect a few feet 
from his  chair, and presently he sa'v what it was. 

Then he laughed, but the laugh sounded a tri fl e  
'forced. He had seen a s imilar object before, in one 
o f  the glass cages in Doctor B imble's labo ratory, but 
he had regarded i t  with no stronger feeling than mild 
cu riosity. Now, in the st illness and gloom, the s ight 
made him feel as if a 'dead hand had touched him. 
He turned his  head toward the oppos ite wall, and 
there, etched dimly in the shadows, was another 
figure. A few feet away he glimpsed a third, and in 
the distance were a fourth and a fifth. 

In the air there was a creeping chill, like a breath 
from a tomb. He felt no fear, but he experienced 
the acute depression that seizes even the strongest 
when standing in the presence of death, and his phys
ical and mental distress was aggravated by his in
ability to move even an arm. The stifl ing air made 
him feel as  though he were in a black and silent 
mausoleum, with dead things on all s ides . 

An unaccountable fascination caused him to look 
once more at the luminous circle. The greenish light 
seemed to have  grown a trifle dimmer, but the wan
ing o f  the glow only lent an added touch o f  hideous
ness to the object in the center o f  the nimbus. It 
fired his imagination, and he  fancied that something 
loathsome was staring out at him through the black 
hollows where the eyes had been. 

As the circular light faded, he thought it waSI 
Clrawing closer to where he sat. As if gently p ro
pelled by an invisible hand, the paling circle of light 
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was creeping slo,vly nearer, moving steadily towar'd 
his chair. 

He pulled at the ropes. No\v the fringe of l ight 
was so faint that the skull was only a shapeless blur, 
but its dimness rendered its creeping approach all 
the more uncanny. In a little while, if it continued 
in its present course, it would touch his face. H� 
:\vondered why his senses shrank from the :encounter, 
:for he knew that the contact could not harm hitn. 

Finally the l ight died, leaving an intense, oppres· 
sive darkness. Though he could ne ither hear nor 
see, he was aware that the object was still creeping 
toward h im and that in a fe,v moments he would 
'feel its chilling touch. There was something subtly; 
:enervating about its s ilent and stealthy advance, 
something that inspired h im w ith a feeling he had 
never experienced when standing face to face with 
a foe of flesh and blood. 

Then, without apparent cause, he sensed a change 
in the atmosphere. The oppression suddenly left 
him, and he knew instinctively that something had1 
halted the advance of the dreaded thing. He drew 
a long, deep breath as he tried to account for th.e 
relief that had come so suddenly to h im. 

His though ts were interrupted by the opening of 
a 'door at his back and the entrance of two men. He 
could not see them, but their footfalls told him that 
they were groping to,vard the point \vhere he sat. 
Silently they fell to work and released him from the 
chair, but his arms and legs vvere still tied and he 
was as helpless as before. He wondered, as he was 
being carried from the room, what fresh ordeal 
awaited him. 

The two men carried him across the hall an'd into 
another room, where he was placed in a chair. He 
:was surprised to see the sunlight streaming in 
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through the window, fo r the da rkness from which he 
had j ust emerged had left an imp ression o f  imp ene
trable night on his  mind. 

"The big chief will be in di rectly, " announced one 
of the men as they were leaving. 

The Phantom felt a thr i ll o f  expectancy at the 
thought that at l ast he was to come face to face 
with the Duke' s  chi ef  agent. Then he began to look 
about him. From where h e  sat, all that was to b e  
seen through the window was the murky wall o f  a 

�facto ry building. The room was small, and the only; 
'furniture was a table and three cha irs .  In va in he 
looked for something that might suggest a way o f  
�escape.  

He turned qutckly as  a step sounded outs ide the 
<Ioo r. I t  came op en, and for several moments he. 
stared at the man who entered. Then he laughed, 
a sho rt, unnatural laugh that sounded hollow even to 
himself. The man who stood before him was D octo r 
l.fyson B imble.  

He would never have guessed that the anthropol
ogist was the man through 'vhom the Duke di rected 
h i s  c riminal enterp rises f rom his cell in p rison, but 
on second thought the discovery was not so surp ris
ing. Since the i r  first meeting he  had susp ected that 
a nthropology 'vas not B imble' s sole interest in l i fe. 
He had felt that it  was m erely a clo ak for other 
a ctivities, though i t  had not occurred to him what 
these m ight be. 

"You a re p ale ,"  observed B imble, looking at him 
through his  thick lenses ; " but I sha'n 't  troubl e to 
!feel you r  pulse thi s  morning. I have no doubt i t' s 
:normal . "  

The docto r, with h i s  stiltl ike legs and top-hea v� 
h ead, seemed a s  ludicrous as ever, and his face  wore, 
the same beatific smile that h a d  greeted the Phantom 
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when they first met, but his ·eyes were a tri fle  stern, 
and there was an unfamiliar briskness about his 
movements. 

The Phantom swallowed his  emotions and braced 
his mind fo r a duel o f  wits with the docto r. ManY, 
a time in the past he  had outmaneuvered men as 
crafty as his p resent adversary. Fo r the p resent he 
tried not to think of Helen, fo r he  would need a 

clear mind and steady nerves i f  he was to help her. 
"Have you made any new scientific discoveries 

since I saw you last, doctor ?" he inquired chattily. 
B imble' s eyes twinkled. "No ; but I dare say you 

have. " 
" I  have discovered a new use for skeletons ."  
"New ? You a re mistaken, my excellent friend. 

The efficacy of skeletons and l ike obj ects as means 
of moral suasion has been unde rstood for a long 
time. I b el ieve the wicked old doges o f  Venice used 
simila r  methods when they wished to put their ene
mies into a receptive frame o f  mind and did not 
care to resort to physical torture. It is strange how 
all o f  us--even a strong man like yoursel f-stand 
in awe of objects a ssociated with death and decay." 

"It  i s, " agreed the Phantom dryly. "But I don' t 
,quite get the idea. I admit the ghostly vaudeville 
you staged fo r my benefit was a bit creepy. I would 
rather face a regiment o f  smooth rascals l ike you 
than a grinning skeleton. But i f  you exp ected me. 
to come out of  that spook chamber a b roken man you 
are doomed to disappointment. " 

" I  didn' t,  as a matter o f  fact. " The 'docto r smile'd 
amusedly, " I  am well aware that it takes something 
more than that to break a man like the Gray; Phan
tom." 

"Then what was the ob ject ?" 
"You shall see presently. My Jrien'tl, you havd 
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given me no ·en'd of trouble. Since the 'day you maCle 
you r  fi rst unexp ected appea rance in my labo rato ry, 
I have done my best  to save you from the police, 
but you seemed determined to rush blindly into their 
a rms .  I did not realize  how stubbo rn and foolha rd� 
you were till the morning when I ·ente red you r  bed
room a nd found i t  empty. You knew the police were. 
combing the town fo r you,  and I had hop ed that 
would k eep you in. ' '  

" It was  a shameless abus e  o f  hospital ity, " con
fessed the Phantom. " But I take it you were not 
altogether unselfish in your des ire to save me from 
a rrest." 

B imble smilea a s  he ran his  ·eyes up ana aown the. 
Phantom' s figure.  "Borrowed feathers a re not b e
coming to you, " he observed c ritically. "These togs 
a re atrocious.  But the idea its el f was excellent. I 
�id not even guess that the G ray Phantom was mas
·querading a s  a newspaper reporter until the trick: 
you played on Pinto and Dan the Dop e  gave me an 
inkl ing of  the  truth. Then, last  evening, upon my; 
return from a vis it  in the neighborhood, I found you 
and Liuetenant Culligo r e  in the basement o f  my 
house.  The few wo rds I overheard were suffici ent 
to veri fy my susp icions. I s aw that Cull igo re had 
you co rnered, and I guessed you would try to  reach 
the tunn·el. Then- But I think you know the 
rest." 

"All  ·except what happ ened to Cull igo re." 
The doctor b eamed. " Poor Culligo re ! He's 

really a much cleverer man than you would think
cleverer than yourself, in certain ways. An auto
matic equipped with a flash light and a s ilencer put 
a bullet into h is  l eg while  h e  was looking fo r you in 
the cella r. A most regrettable accident ! "  B imble 
laughed so ftly. "The poor  man is now under my

. 
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pro"fessional care, and I fear he will not b.e out for. . 
" some time. 

"I can guess the nature o f  the p ro fessional atten
tions you a re giving him. But why were you so 
anxious that I should not fall into the hands of the. 
police ?" 

"Because I h aa certa in plans in  which you were 
concerned, and your p remature a rrest would have 
seriously inter fered with them. .Can't you guess 
what they were ? " 

' The Duke has a goose  to picK with me, I believe. 
:At any rate, I understand he is not v_er� benevolent!� 
:disposed toward me." 

"You have been co rrectly a'dvisea. The Duke is  
a very thoroughgoing hater, as  you will 'discover 
befo re we are through with you. Not only that, but 
he is an adept in the gentle a rt o f  mixing business 
and pleasur.e . He also knows how to bring down a 

flock of  b irds with a single stone. Take, for in
stance, the case o f  old Sylvanus Gage." 

"Yes," murmured the Phantom, fixing the 'doctor 
:with a keen gaze, "the Duke showed his genius ther.e. 
H e  planned the murder very shrewdly so that the 
guilt would b e  fastened on me. It was an aamirable 
:way o f  getting revenge. ' '  

The docto r smiled. "True, but it wasn' t  so s imple 
as all that. You a re not giving the Duke hal f the 
credit h e  deserves. I told you that he always mixes 
business and pleasure. These walls a re deaf, so 
there i s  no reason \vhy I should not ·enl ighten you . 
. Gage had been for yea rs a member o f  the Duke's 
o rganization. I t  was through him the b and disposea 
of  the p roceeds from its activi ties. It  \Va s  a riskYJ 
business and he  l ived in constant 'danger. Hence the 
tunnel, which gave him a convenient av.enue of escape 
in emergenci es. The housekeeper, an .estimable soul, 
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knew that her employer was conducting some sort o f  
illegitimate business, and she assisted him in it to a 

certain extent, which expla ins any symptoms o f  bad 
conscience she rna y have shown. I don' t think, how
'ever, that she was aware o f  Gage's membership in 
the D uke' s o rganization. Gage was a valuable man, 
but his insatiate greed led him astray. He double
crossed the b and in financial transactions, and when 
called to task for h is  c rooked wo fk he threatened to 
cause trouble. To put it b riefly, it was decided that 
he must be put out o f  the way." 

" I  see." The Phantom smiled, but his  eyes were 
ha rd. "The Duke avenged hims el f on two persons 
with one stroke. He not only removed G age, but 
a rranged matters so that susp icion for the crime 
would fall on me." 

' Exactly. You a re now beginning to appreciate 
the D uke's  many-sided talents . Of course, his  main 
:obj ect was to rep ay you for the merciless joke you 
played on him when you put him and most o f  his 
gang behind bars. Where to find you was a poser. 
!It was known that you had taken you r  treasures and 
gone into hiding somewhere, but no one seemed to 
have the fa intest inkling o f  you r whereabouts. 
Knowing you r  sensiti veness about such matters, the 
D uke guessed that the murder o f  Gage, with the c ir
cumstances po inting to you as  its p e rp etrato r, would 
smoke you out. ' '  

" It was  a good guess. I had to come out  and 
clea r mysel f, and that gave the Duke his chance. 
Now that you have me where you want me, \vhat do 
you p ropose to do with me ? Am I to be handed 
over to the pol ice, or have you engaged passage for 
m e  on the Stygian ferry ?" 

The question s eemed to amuse the docto r. " I f  we 
meant to hand you over to the police we would 
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sca rcely have gone to such great lengths to save you 
from arrest. What i s  to be done w ith you eventually 
hasn't been decided a s  yet. The Duke' s orders a re 
to dispose o f  you in whichever way will hurt you 
the most and give him the ultimate degree o f  revenge. 
There is a question i nvolved in that. You are not 
the kind of  man that fears death."  

"Thanks. "  
B imble, s deceptively mild ·eyes rega raea him care

fully. "I think there are certa in other things that 
would hurt you fa r mo re. Fo r instance- But we 
will drop that phase of the subj ect fo r the p resent 
and get down to the mo re p ractical s ide.  As I told 
you, the Duke always mixes business and pleasure ,  
which in this  case means a judicious blend o f  revenge 
and p rofit ."  

The Phantom's b rows went up. 'A tinge of gree'd 
and cra ftiness had dimmed the habitual look of 
serenity in the docto r' s eyes . H e  was looking down 
at his sc rupulously pol ished sho es \Vhile playing with 
his watch chain.  

"How ?" asked the Phantom. The uncertain� 
as to his own fate did not trouble him in the least, 
but all his  will power was needed to maintain a sem
blance o f  coolness whenever he thought o f  Helen . 

"You put in man� very busy yea rs a t  the pleasant 
occup ation of annexing other p eople 's  p roperty," 
murmured the docto r. "The magnitude o f  your en
terprises has  been th e talk o f  the whole continent. 
There must b e  a good many mill ions stored away in: 
that retreat of you rs."  

The Phantom smiled. Imaginative newspap-er 
writers had pictured the Gray Phantom living like 
an East Indian potentate in some snug retreat, sur
rounded by countless treasures and a splendor that 
would have offered a gorgeous Arabian Nights' set-
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ting. The 'fable, eagerly swallowed by the publ ic, 
seemeo wildly grotesque in comp arison with the 
truth. 

·"l""ou' re 'fo rgetting something, aoctor. I n-ever 
haC! the Duke' s keen :eye fo r business. I was not a 
crook fo r the sake o f  the loot, but for the excitement 
f found in: the game, and I usually gave the stuff 
away a fter I had had the fun of taking it. :I haven't 
much that would interest the Duke." 

�he 'docto r' s l ips cu rle'd in  a way tliat in'dicatea 
strong skep ticism. "You will let me be the judge 
as to that, my friena. All I ask o f  you is that you 
tell me :explicitly and veraciouslY. where this collec
tion o f  yours may be found." 

The Phantom drew himself  up as  'fa r as  the rop·es 
permitted. The smile was still on his lips, but in the 
�depths of his �Y.-es lurked a hard glitter. "What if 
[ refuse ?"· 

"Why, man, you can't refus�· ! You are in no 
position to do anything but surrender to my wishes."J 

·"Wrong, 'doctor." He gav.e a low, metallic laugh. 
-' 'You ought to know that the G ray Phantom never 
surrenders. Threats an'd bullying can't mov.e me all 
inch. That' s  absolutely 'fi nal." 

The <loctor seemed not at all 'Clisconcerte'd. "F 
�expected you to say that. You are stubborn as a: 
mule, but fo rtunately I have means o f  p e rsuasion at  
my 'disposal. If I can't bend you, I will break you .n 

He rose abruptly ana left the room. There haa 
been something in his tones that l ingered in the 
Phantom' s :ears a fter he had gone. He was back: 
in a few moments, and once mo re his face was 
wreathed in smiles. 'Vithout a word he sat 'down·,. 
ttoss·ea his thin legs, and l ighten a cigarette, then 
�mokea in silence while the Phantom scannea his 'face 
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[or a clew to the mysterious errana that haa taken 
him out of  the room. 

Minutes passed, and sti ll the aoctor smiled and 
smoked. From time to time he ra ised his tranquil 
:eyes and glanced at the aoor as if exp ecting some
body, and all  the while there was an air of pleasur
able anticipation about him. 

Suddenly the Phantom stiffenea. Fo r a moment 
he sat rigid, l istening, then jerkeu fo rwar'd in the 
chair, stra ining fiercely at the ropes. 

Somewhere in the building a woman haa screamed. 
ifhe shriek, sharp an'd explosive, as if inspi red by a 

terro r long restrained, dinned with hideous signifi
cance against the Phantom' s ·ears .  His heart stood 
still for a moment. 

The voice that haa uttered tliat ma"d, unforget
table cry was Helen Hardwick' s. 



CHAPTER XXVIf 

T H E  PHANTOM' S RUSE 

T
HE 'doctor placidly finished his cigarette. lfhe 

: sleek, genial smile had not left his face for. 
. an instant, and his  eye still held the same, 
twinkle of languid amusement. 

"Miss Ha rdwick is a very plucky young woman,"· 
he murmured, "but evidently the spook chamber, as 
you so aptly termed it a l ittle while ago, has p roved 
too much for her  nerves. The cry we just heard 
seemed to indicate that she was in great distress. 
Being alone in a dark room with nothing but skele
tons fo r comp any is not a very pleasant .experience 
for a woman." 

The Phantom's face turned a shade whiter. For 
a moment he was dazed by the realization that 
Helen was undergoing the same excruciating o rdeal 
to which he himself had been subj ected. The ghost!� 
spectacle had caused even his strong nerves to writhe ; 
and he  shuddered at  thought o f  the effect i t  must 
have on her more delicate o rganism. 

"I gave you a little taste of it  just to ·enable you 
to app reciate Miss  Hardwick's p redicament, " con
tinued the doctor in matter-of-fact tones. "The 
a rrangement is  simplicity itself. My :excellent 
Jerome fixed it up . The scenic effects are so simple 
that a chi ld could have handled them. Yet you will 
admit, I think, that they serve their purpose. I once 

246 
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knew a person-not a weakling, either-who went 
mad under s imilar p ressure. It  is  strange how "' 

Another shriek, not so loud a s  the fi rst, but long .. 
'drawn and hoa rse, inte rrupted him . He paused fo r a 

moment, eyeing the Phantom with a level glance 
while the scream lasted, then fell to polish ing his 
lenses. 

"As I was about to remark , "  he went on, " it is 
strange how darkness and a . touch of the grewsome 
affect one' s mind. The soul seems to shrink from 
such things. The reason, I th ink, must be at a vis tic . 
The poor wretch I was tell ing you about, the one 
who lost h i s  mind ' '  

"Stop it ! ,  cried the Phantom. His vo ice was 
husky. "Get her out o f  that room before she goes 
mad ! "  

Docto r B imble seemed suddenly interested. "Do 
I understand that you a re will ing to l i sten to reason ? 
Are you ready to reconsider the suggestion I made a 
while ago and \vh ich you so grandiloquently re
jected ? In other  wo rds, a re you willing to tell me 
where you r  treasu res a re hidden ?" 

"Y e -anyth ing ! I' ll do whateve r you ask.  Only 
stop that infernal hocus-pocus at once ! "  

· 

"Oh, very well." The re was a smile o f  keen: 
gratification on B imble' s l ips as he got up and left 
the room . 

The Phantom, eve ry l imb shaking, sta red at the 
'doo r th rough which he had passed. Suddenly his 
blood-streaked eyes grew wide. He remembered 
something tha t  '\vas almost as terri fyi ng as the shrieks 
he had ju t heard. His thoughts vvent back to the 
moment when he had avvakened in the da rk room, 
and he recalled the snatches o f  conversation he had 
()verhea rd . 

One o f  the tvvo sp eakers, he was now almost cer-
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tain, hao been Doctor Bimble. The voice haa 
sounded famil iar, and h e  would p robably have recog
nized i t  but fo r the dazed condition he  was in. One. 
of the doctor' s sentences had burned itself into the 
Phantom' s brain : 

"The young laay is here to s:erve our purpos·e. 
�fter that " 

H e  saw it  all  in a blin'ding fl ash tliat scorchea l ik-e 
�re. With their  usual cunning the Duke 's  men had 
perceived that neither by torture nor by threats o£ 
death could the Gray Phantom be forced to comply 
with the i r  des ires.  They had known that h e  held 
his l i fe l ightly and could suffer p ersonal punishment 
like a n  Indian. And so thei r diabolically cra fty; 
m inds had conceived the idea o f  l etting H elen H a rd
wick's agoni zed cri es p ierce h is  a rmo r o f  p ride and 
obduracy, thus a ccompli shing what could n ev.er have 
b een accomplish ed by other means. 

They had judged him accurately, was his grim: 
refl ection. Rather than see  a ha i r  o f  H elen's head 
harmed he would gladly make any sacrifice.  But 
the sinister s ignificance of the docto r' s · words had 
been pla in.  The Phantom "\vould not insur e  H el en' s 
safety by accepting B imble's terms.  Evidently, M iss 
Hardwick had come into possession o f  info rmation: 
which the gang feared she might 'divulge i f  set free, 
and cons equ ently she was to b e  si lenced fo rever as  
soon as  B imble' s  purpose had be en attained. 

While  he awaited the docto r' s retu rn the Phantom 
Jthought quickly. By accepting B imble ' s  terms he 
would only be  hastening Helen's doom, fo r the gang, 
having no further use  fo r her a fter they had gained 
their ends, would p robably put her to death quickly. 
On the o ther  hand, by rej ecting the conditions, he 
·would at least gain time.  In the m eanwhil e Bimble 
might infl ict cruel suffering upon her, but his selfisli 
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interests would restrain him 'from taking lier life, 
for, once he had done so, his  sole hold upon the. 
Phantom would be  gone. 

The reasoning was plain, but he found it ha r'd to 
reach a decision. Perhaps aeath would b e  merc iful 
in compa rison with the to rtures that B imble might 
subject her to. H e  was caught between the jaws 
of a fearful dilemma, ana the only sane course he  
could see was  to  play fo r time. 

Docto r B imble returnea. "Why Clo women never 
s\voon until the worst i s  over ?" he questioned in: 
whimsical tones.  "M iss  Ha rdwick i s  a surpris ing 
young lady, but she is not free from the fo ibles o f  
her sex. She had n o  sooner  been taken out o f  the 
'dark room than she p romptly collapsed." 

The Phantom held back the biting wo ras on his 
tongue ,  but he could not forego a look of withering 
contempt. 

"Do you know, " the docto r went on, " I  am almost 
certa in that M iss Ha rdwick knows where your re
treat is  located ? In fact, she let sl ip something that 
convinces me she do es. But do you suppose the 
stubborn l ittle beauty would tell ? Not she I I don' t 
believe the fea r o f  eternal fires could fo rce her to 
speak." 

H e  ha'd guessea co rrectly, but the Phantom ca re
'fully re frained from signi fying by a look o r  a wo rd 
that it was so . Miss Ha rdwick knew about Sea
Glimpse, and i t  was with mingled feelings the Phan
tom heard o f  her refusal to reveal the secret. H a d  
she become awa re, through some p rocess o f  divina
tion, that her l i fe would be  fo rfeited the moment the 
information was i n  the docto r's possession, o r  had 
she been guided by other reasons ? 

"So you see, ' '  continued B imble in  smooth tones, 
·"that you will save the little lady from all sorts of  
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unpleasantness by acceding to my very reasonable 
terms. It would be a shame i f  such a charming 
woman should becom e  a gibbering maniac as a result 
of obstinacy on your part. Where d id  you say this 
place o f  yours is s ituated ?" 

"I haven't  sa id  yet ."  The Phantom forced a 

laugh. " B e fo re I do, you and I must have a definite 
understanding. Do you agree to set M iss  Ha rdwick 
free the moment I have given you the info rmation ?" 

"What an un reasonable question, my dea r Phan
tom ! I agree to do nothing o f  the kind. I shall 
keep M iss Ha rdwick here until I have sat isfied my
self that you have been deal ing with me on the square 
and that the directions you have given me are accu
ra te. ' '  

"Fa ir  enough. But  a fter you have satisfied your
ielf  in  rega rd to my good faith, what then ?" 

"Then,"  sa id  th e docto r, and there was not a trace 
of guile in his face, " Miss Ha rdwick shall be im
mediately released." 

"On you r wo rd o f  hono r ?" 
' 'On my wo rd o f  hono r." 
"Snake ! "  the Phantom was tempte'd to say, but 

he pretended to be satisfied. Already his  mind was 
inventing a ruse. H e  would ga in several hours o f  
valuable  time by inveigling the doctor into a search 
fo r a place that had existence only in the Phantom's 
imagination. In  the meantime several things were 
l ikely to happen. It was just possible that Granger 
had been able to trace the movem ents o f  the l imou
sine and would come to the rescu e. At any rate, the 
Phantom bel ieved that i f  he could but stave off the 
c ri s i s  fo r a whi le  his  customa ry luck would once 
more reassert itself. 

His  mind wo rked fast. Doubtless the docto r 
knew that he had arrived in N ew Yo rk less than 
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twenty-four hours a fter the Gage murder. Allow
ing for slow and infrequent trains and the time re
quired for news to reach out-of-the-way places, he 
would have to choose a point that was not more than 
ten or twelve hours removed from New York. With 
a mental picture of the map be fore his eyes, he out
lined a highly imaginative route to the doctor. 

Bimble made a few notes. Then he looked up, 
and for once there was an ominous glint in the 
usually placid eyes. 

"My men will start at once," he announced. 
"They will be instructed to wire me as soon as they 
have reached their destination. I hope, for Miss 
Hardwick's sake, that you have not tried to deceive 

e " m .  
With that he was gone ; but the softly spoken 

words, edged with just the faintest trace o f  a sinister 
note, lingered for a long time in the Phantom's 
memory. 



CHAPTE R XXVIII 

PINTO' S CON FESSION 

T
HE Phantom awoke with a sta rt, vaguely con

scious that he  had been sleeping fo r several 
hours. Sho rtly after his interview with Doc

to r Bimble, he  had been removed to a small dark 
room with a single shuttered window, through which 
no sunlight o r  a i r  ·entered. The ropes around his  
wrists and ankles had been removed, but his  move
ments were restricted by a chain only a few feet long, 
one end o f  which was p adlocked to his  right leg while  
the other  was clamped to the wall. 

Jerome, more tight-lippea than ·ever, had brought 
him a meal, an'd h e  had �aten with relish, after 
which he had lain down on the cot and gone to sleep. 
'A lessening of his mental tens ion had come with the 
conviction that Helen was in no immediate danger 
and would b e  s a fe until the aocto r hea rd from his 
messengers, which he p robably would not do until 
a fter midnight. 

H e  had slept  soundly, ana now he was refreshed 
in body and mind. He insp ected his surroundings 
with a keen eye. The little room was admi rably 
a dapted to the purposes o f  a cell . Even i f  he were 
inclined to shout fo r help , the shutters aoubtless 
would render  such an effort useless. The room was 
sp arsely lighted by an electric bulb in the ceil ing, and 
h.e noted that the tloor, walls, and floo r had a sub-

• 
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stantial app ea rance. The only obj ects within his  
reach were the cot and a table .  

His face fell a s  h e  took an invento ry of his  
pockets, noticing that all  that remained of his  belong
ings was a watch and a handkerchief. His wallet, 
with Dan the Dop e' s  p istol, was gone, and so was 
the l ittle metal box that on so many occas ions had 
·enabled him to squeeze out of tight co rners. The 
chain was not h eavy, but strong enough to resist all 
the force he could muster, and each end was fastened 
in a way that left him no hop e of escap e. 

"The worthy aoctor is taking no chances ," h e  
muttered. " H e  has left m e  a s  helpless  a s  a newbo rn 
babe. Wonder where I am. " 

H e  had no idea where the black limousine ha'd 
taken him, fo r it had traveled a devious cou rse, and 
he had been chlo ro fo rmed befo re i t  reached its des
tination. H e  was certain he was not in Docto r 
B imble' s house, for he had sea rch ed that dwelling 
from cellar  to attic and there had been no room i n  
i t  that resembled th is one. Probably he was i n  some· 
other house controlled b� Docto r B imble o r  one o f  
his associates. 

After all, where he was 'did not matter, greatly. 
The one thing that concerned him was his  helpless
ness, fo r evidently the docto r had taken eve ry con ... 
ceivable p recaution against his  prisoner' s escap e. 
Everything considered, it 'vas  as hop eless a situation 
as the Phantom had ever faced. 

A glance at  his watch told him it was nea rly four. 
o'clock. He had eight hours in  which to accomplish 
the seemingly impossible before the docto r should 
lea rn from his agents that they had been sent out on 
a wild-goose chase.  He shuddered as he contem
plated what would be the consequences i f  he 'fa iled. 
;yet, he told himself, the cou rse he  had taken was 
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the only one possible under the circumstances. I f  
he had directed the doctor s agents to Sea-Glimpse, 
Helen's us fulness to the organization would have 
been ended, and then--

He turn d quickly as the door opene'd, admitting 
Doctor Bimble, with a newspaper in his hand. 

' 'Thought you would be interested in the news 
about Pinto, ' began the doctor, advancing some
what cautiously and taking care not to step within 
the narrow half circle that bounded his prisoner' s 
movements. The Phantom regarded him languidly, 
!for his mind was on other things. 

"Has Pinto recovered consciousness ? he asked 
indifferently. 

Bimble nodded. "Much sooner than the doctors 
·expected and he has celebrated his return to con
sciousness by making a rather interesting statement. " 

Tot a confession ?" The Phantom was sti ll 
speaking in dull tones. In the last few days he had 
almost lost sight of the p urpose that had called him 
to e'v York. The danger threatening Helen 
Hardwick had seemed far more important than the 
mystery of the two murders. 

' \ ell, you might call it that, though it probably; 
isn' t the kind of confession you have in mind. Pinto 
has made a clean breast o f  everything, but he still 
insists that you murdered Gage. " 

"Thae s a contradiction," mumbled the Phantom. 
"He is not making a clean breast of things so long 
as he denies his guil t." 

"His statement sounds fairly convincing, neverthe
less. He admits practically everything except that 
he committed the murder. For instance, he frankly 
admits that he concealed the body of the housekeeper 
and "· 

· 

uThat in itself is evidence of his guilt." 
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"But Pinto has what looks like a satisfactory ·ex

planation. He seems to be an honest, ha rd-wo rking, 
unimaginative fellow, not overintell igent, and deeply 
devoted to his  wi fe and baby. You probably know 
the type. H e  says that for months befo re Gage was 
murdered he had a queer p remonition that something 
of that kind was to happ en, and he never passed the 
house without an uneasy feeling. I suppose what he  
really means i s  that he had noticed s igns o f  strange 
doings about the place, and that without analyzing 
his imp ressions he found it  getting on his  nerves. 

"Pinto reiterates his p revious ass ertion that Gage 
made a dying statement accusing you o f  the crime. 
He admits, however, that he felt nervous about the 
whole affa i r. The poor fellow was in a ve ry trying 
position. After forcing th e doo r, which was bolted 
on the inside, and l istening to Gage s d ing words, 
he made a ca re ful examination of the room, paying 
particula r attention to the l ittle window which was 
so na rrow that no grown person could possibly have 
crawled through i t. H e  did not understand how 
�ven an accomplished person l ike the Phantom coul d 
have committed the murder and escaped from the 
room. 

"Then, all o f  a sudden, Pinto got panicky. Even 
his crude intellect perceived that it looked as though 
nobody but h imself could have comm itted the mu r .. 
<ler. He thought o f  his wi fe and hi baby, and h e  
did not rel ish the idea o f  being tried fo r murder. 
�s he saw i t, he might easily be convicted and sent 
to the chair. However, his fea rs p roved unfounded, 
\fo r nobody accused him o f  the crime, and Pinto 
could breathe freely once mo re." 

" But what about the housekeeper ?" inqui red tlie 
Phantom, gradually becoming more interested. 

"I am coming to that. After the murder o f  Gage, 
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Pinto got into the habit o f  visiting the house between 
rounds. He was still hoping to discover a wa 'i 
whereby the Phantom could have escaped from the 
room. Late one night, acco rding to his statement, 
he foun'd the housekeeper' s body in the same room 
where Gage had been murdered. H e  s ays the bod� 
was still warm, so the woman could not have been 
(lead long. At the discovery all his fea rs retu rned 
with trebled force. The supposition, he thought, 
would be tha t  the murderer o f  Gage  had also killed 
Mrs. Tripp e. The Gray Phantom was supposed to 
be in ja il at the time and therefore could not b e  
accus ed o f  having murdered the housekeeper. 

"Pinto was in  a terrible quanda ry. Since, as he 
thought at  the time, the Phantom could not have 
murdered Mrs.  Tripp e, it  might be questioned 
whether he had murdered Gage. The whole case 
tnight be reop ened, in which event he fea red the 
!finger of susp icion must inevitably point to him. 
�gain Pinto thought o f  his wife and baby, and,  the. 
more he thought o f  them, the more nervous he be
came. H e  did a foolish thing, as men o ften do when 
!fear conquers reason. H e  could think o f  nothing 
to do but cover up the crime until he  could get a 

chance to think the thing over, and so he ca rried 
the body upsta irs and concea led it  behind some pack
ing cases. Later, a fter it develop ed that the Phan
tom had not been in j ai l  and had no alibi, he saw 
no reason fo r concealing the body longer. He ex .. 
plains at  l ength wha t happenea when he went to the 
sto reroom to drag it  out and was inter rupted by 
you. "  

Bimble smiled blandly, but h e  was studying the 
Phantom's face out o f  the co rner o f  an .eye. "What 
ijo you think of Pinto's confession ?" 

Ihe Phantom considered while he glance'd at the 
,. 
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papers Bimble hanaeo him. The statement was 
there, just as  summarized by the doctor. Granting 
a crude intellect and a mind not too analytical,  he  
thought i t  quite possible that an innocent man might 
act exactly as described in Pinto' s statement. 
Further, the story had all the :ea rmarks o f  truth, fo r 
a guilty mind would have tried to invent a less gro
tesque tale.  Of a sudden the Phantom found that 
all  his calculations and theories in regard to the 
mu rder had been upset by Pinto 's  surp ris ing and un
:expected explanation. 

"Why ask me ?." was his reply. "You know the 
murderer."' 

" Perhaps. I was just cu rious to hea r what you 
:would think." 

There was a wrinkle o f  p erplexity on the Phan
tom' s brow. Assuming that Pinto was innocent, the 
difficulties in the way of solving the mystery and 
:exculpating himsel f haa been vastly complicated. 

"If  Pinto didn ' t  do it," persi sted the doctor 
suavely, "who do you suppose did ?" 

The Phantom could not tell why, but the question 
gave him a mental jolt. In the past few hours h is  
concern fo r Helen had claimed all h i s  thoughts, and 
before that he  had been so firmly convinced of. 
Pinto 's  guilt that there had been no room in  his mind 
'for other suspicions. The possibil ity that  someone 
other than the policeman might b e  involved haa not 
occurred to him. 

He looked up and foun'd the 'docto r's so ft eyes 
searching his face with an odd intensity. B imble 
seemed intent on ascertaining what deductions his 
prisoner would make from Pinto ' s  statement, and 
apparently this had be·en the only reason fo r his call . 

"My question seems to have stumped you, " he 
observed. 
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The Phantom shrugged his shoulders. "With 
Pinto eliminated, I 'm entirely at  sea.  In view of the 
bolted doo r  and the s ize o f  the window, I don' t see 
how anyone else could have murdered Gage, un
less-" H e  checked himself abruptly, and o f  a 
sudden he saw a great l ight. In the next instant a 
smile masked his  agitation. "Unless, ' '  he finished 
with a chuckle, "I did it  mysel f. " 

B imble seemed satisfied. "Excellent logic, mY. 
'friend ,"  he mu rmured as he stepped to the doo r. 
With h i s  hand on the knob he turned and fixed his  
gaze o n  the Phantom' s face .  "I shall pay you an
othe r vis it  as  soon as  I hear from my men." 

H i s  tone ca rri ed a s ini ster emphasis ,  but the Phan
tom sca rcely noticed i t. 

"With Pinto eliminated, " he  sa id half a loud when 
the doo r  had closed, "only one other p e rson could 
have committed the murders. And I know that 
person ! ' '  



CHAPTE R XXIX 

lfHE �HANTOM' S VISITOR 

W
ITH quick and nervous steps the Phantom 

walked back and fo rth within the na rrow 
semicircle  allowed him by the chain. The 

solution o f  the mystery had come to him in a flash 
of  intuition, but h is  elation had been b rief. It was 
now hal f p ast eleven, and a fter cudgeling his  wits 
fo r hours, he  found the problem of  how to extricate 
himself  and Helen from thei r p redicament as insolv
able as  ever. 

Soon Bimble would receive wo rd from his mes
sengers that they had been hoaxed, and then H elen 
would be subj ected to another agonizing o rdeal in  
the dark room. The Phantom shuddered a s  his 
imagination p ictu red her strapped to the chair  in that 
chamb er o f  ghastly things. Again he  looked sha rply 
about the room, hop ing against hop e that  something 
would suggest a way o f  escap e to him. 

He found nothing. The only obj ects were the cot 
and the table, and they offered no solution whatever. 
His pockets conta ined nothing but a handkerchief 
and a watch, together with the ciga rettes and 
matches Jerome had brought him with his dinner. 
At least a sco re of  times du ring the late a fternoon 
and evening he had given the chain a minute inspec
tion, only to be convinced that it could not be tam
pered with. With the aid of a small nail or a pen-
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kni fe h e  might have been abl e  to pick the locK tliaf 
held it to h is  ankle, but not even a pin had been left 
him. 

The Phantom was a ll but ready to a dmit defeat. 
H i s  only forti fying thought was that he had never 
yet been the loser in a game o f  wits,  a nd that fo r 
H elen' s sake he could not fai l  now. 

He rose quickly from the cot a s  the doo r  op ened 
and Doctor B imble strode into the room. His face 
was dark,  and a look of sullen anger had taken the 
place o f  his usual smile. 

"You lied ! " he declare'd gruffly. "I half susp ected 
you would, but I ha rdly thought you would attempt 
anything so clumsy a s  this.  What have you gained 
by it ?" 

"Time," sa id  the Phantom, p retending a coolness 
he aid not feel. 

The docto r laughed derisively. There was a 'dull 
flush in his cheeks and an ugly gl itter in his :eyes, but 
again he took care not to step within the Phantom's 
reach. 

"Time ! B ah ! Really, Vana r'dy, you' re simpler 
than I thought. Just as if a few hours mor.e or less 
could make any 'diff erence ! You will either tell  me 
what I want to know, o r, M iss Ha rdwick will  go to 
the madhouse o r  the grave. She will be as harmless 
in one place a s  in the other. I trust you under
stand ?" 

"Your meaning is  p erfectly clea r." The Phantom 
spoke in l evel tones. " I f  you would come a step 
closer, I should take extreme pleasure in  beating you 
within a n  inch o f  your l i fe. But you have no incli
nation in that di rection, I s:ee. Like most of  your. 
kind, you a re a cowa rd. "  

"W or'ds never hurt." 
"Furthermore," continuea the Phantom, "you will 
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oe in jail before M iss Har'Clwick goes to :either oi 
.the places you have just mentioned." 

"J a i l ?" The docto r stared as i f  he thought the 
statement utterly p reposterous. "Jail ! Ha, ha ! 
Good joke coming from a man who can't  move six 
�eet." 

"Enjoy i t  while  you can. As you may remembe r, 
1! p erpetrated the same kind o f  j oke on the Duke,  
and he doesn't seem to relish that  brand o f  humor." 

The doctor winced as if an unpleasant thought had 
b een suggested to  him, then walked stiffly to the door. 
·" Remember," was his pa rting shot, " i f  you persist in: 
your obstinacy, it  will be either the maahouse or the. 
grave fo r Miss Ha rdwick. " 

He slammed the 'doo r a s  h e  went out, a na the. 
Phantom's  face sob ered the moment he was a lone. 
His threat had not been altogether an idl e  one, fo r 
it  had driven a wholesome misgiving into the doc
to r' s heart ; yet the Phantom was painfully awa re 
that  he was in a desp erate s ituation. Throwing 
himsel f on th e cot, he turned the p roblem ove r  and 
over in his mind . Black as  the outlook seemed, h e  
could sca rcely believe that all was lost. H e  still had 
:faith in his  sta r, and it  was this that had b raced him 
and .enabled him to speak with such confidence in: 
Doctor Bimble's  presence. 

After a while something arew his  gaz e  to the. 
window. He l i stened intently. A fa int scraping 
sound reached his ea rs, and it occu rred to him tha t  
it had been going on fo r several minutes, though he. 
had been too preoccupied to notice it until now. He 
got up and stepped a s  close to the window a s  the 
cha in permitted. Now h e  hear'd it again-a slow, 
aun grinding and scraping that remotely suggeste'd 
that someone was attacking a metallic obj ect with a 

blunt tool. 
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He waited breathlessly. Evidently someone was 
trying to enter the room, and he  wondered whether 
the intruder was coming a s  friend o r  fo e. Perhaps 
the amazing luck that had so often turned a critical 
situation in h is  favor was once more coming back to 
him. 

A click soun'ded, then the boa ras in 'front of the 
window came ap art, and the Phantom gaspred as 
ifhomas G ranger jump ed into the room. 

"You I, he exclaimed. 
"Not so loud I" whispered the repo rter. H·e was 

still wearing the Phantom's clothing, and the gar
ments were wrinkled and streaked with dirt. "The 
house is full o f  members o f  the Duke' s gang. HolYj 
smoke, you' re certainly in a fix ! "  

H e  stared a t  the cabin, then looke'd quickly about 
the room. "Don' t ask m e  how I found you.  I had 
a devil of a time, and it' s  a longer story than I've 
got time to tell .  Lookouts a re stationed in front 
and in rear, and it was only by sheer luck and some 
quick fist work that I got through. How am I to 
get you out o f  h ere ?" 

The Phantom rega raed him thoughtfully. "Didn'r 
you know that Docto r B imble was th·e Duke's chiel 
representative ?" he asked. 

"Never had the faintest iaea .n. 
"This roo m  is  in the rea r o f  the house, I believ.e. '� 

"Yes, but " 

"You were lucky to locate my window as :easily as 

you did.''  
"That wasn't lucK. I triea several befo re I found 

yours. Twice I bumped into the Duke's men. I 
hate to think what that bunch would do to me i f  they 
caught me." He made a wry face. "But this  isn't 
getting you out of here. We'll have to get a move 
on. ' '  
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Strangely enough, the Phantom seemed absolutely 
calm and in no hurry whatever. " I  haven't been 
able to get my bearings ,"  he announced. "Where i s  
this house ?" 

"Next doo r to Docto r  B imble's." 
The Phantom sta rted. "Th e  one with boarded 

:windows and doo rs ?" 
"That' s the one. The front is boarded up, and 

'from the street i t  looks l ike a vacant house. N o
body would susp ect that it  was the headquarters o f  
the Duke's gang. I supose Bimble owns o r  controls 
both houses, and there is p robably a connecting p a s
sage somewhere. ' '  

The Phantom knitted h is  b rows. H e  had seen no  
such passage when he searched the Bimble residence. 
Howeve r, that proved nothing, fo r it might be so 
carefully concealed that a hasty sea rch would not 
reveal it .  The a rrangement, he thought, was rather 
ingenious. No one who had seen the anthropol
ogist' s home, where everything suggested a rtlessness 
and love of s imple comforts, would have susp ected 
that the occupant \ as us ing the adj acent house fo r 
the conduct o f  c riminal ente rp rises.  

"Miss  Ha rdwick i s  som ewhere i n  the building,"· 
he remarked. "Her sa fety is  the fi rst considera
tion." 

"Wo rse still. You a nd I might he able to 'fight 
our way through, but with a woman on our hands 
it' s  almost certain death .  It wouldn' t be so bad i f  
the re weren' t s o  many against us. I have only one 
gat. How about you ?" 

"A watch, a handkerchief, a package o f  cigarettes 
and some matches a re my sole possess ions just now. " 

The reporter scowled. "The Duke's  men would 
be sure to pounce on us befo re we could get her out 
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o f  the house, and I 'don' t suppose M iss Ha rdwick: is 
bullet-p roof." 

"What would you suggest ?" 
G ranger refl ected. "Have you an� frienas in 

town ?" 
"As far as  I know, P.eng Yuen is the only one. 

There m ay be others, but I wouldn't know wher.e to 
!find them." 

" Peng Yuen ao esn' t look much l ike a scrapp er. 
W e  can't appeal to the police, for they a re a fter you 
just as  hard as  the Duke' s  men a re.  I ' d give half. 
my l i fe to b e  abl e  to meet that bunch in a fair and 
:even fight. Too bad you haven't any friends handy. 
Say"-and Granger looked as though h e  had sud· 
ldenly snatched an  inspi ration out o f  the a i r-"what 
about the place where you l iv.e ? Haven' t you got 
some friends there ?" 

The Phantom looked thoughtful. Rumo r ha'd it 
that he had taken a few c a refully-selected members 
o f  his  former organization with him to his  place o£  
retirement. His  l ip s  twitched a l i ttle .  

" It would take sometime to get them here," he 
murmured, "and we must act i n  a hurry." 

" But i t' s  our only chance. We'll wire them to get 
a fast ca r and burn up the roads. I ' m  rather  stuck: 
on the idea o f  o rganizing a n  exp edition and rushing 
to the rescu e o f  a fa i r lady i n  distress. Write out 
your telegram, and I ' ll sneak out and file i t." 

The Phantom, chuckling as though he ha'd caught 
the contagion o f  the other' s ·enthusiasm, made as  i £  
sea rching h i s  pockets fo r p encil and p aper. "All 
right. I guess, after all ,  it i s  the only -thing we cal1 
'do. A pitched battle in the hea rt o f  New York will 
b e  something o f  a novelty. Have you a p encil ana 
a scrap o f  paper ?" 

Granger stepped up to the table ana hanaed out 
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the aes ireo articles . With the reporter stanaing a t  
h i s  elbow, the Phantom placed the paper o n  the 
table, poised the pencil ov.er it, and stood as  if  fram
ing a message in his m ind. Suddenly, with a motion 
as quick as that o f  a metallic sp ring, his hand darted 
but and gripp ed G'ranger' s. Then, with another 
su rp ris ingly swi ft movement, he jerkeu the reporter 
(!own on the cot ana shoved a knee against his chest. 

"Tommi e  Granger," he  said in low, measurea 
tones that throbb ed witli ·exultation, " I've be·en wait
ing a long time to lay my hands on the murderer o f  
Gage ana Mrs. TripE__e."· 



CHAPTER XXX 

THE ROOM IN TH E B ASEMENT 

T
HE reporter' s face went white. 

With lips gaping, he lay rigidly still, staring 
into the Phantom' s hard face. There was a 

look o f  great fea r in  his  eyes, and fo r several mo
ments he seemed incapable o f  motion. Then h� 
began to wriggle, twist, and squirm, but his efforts 
were rende red futile by the knee on his  chest and 
the firm dutch in which his  hands were held. 

"When did you guess i t ?" he muttered, forcing a 

sneering grin to his face. 
"Just a l ittle while ago. I've actea the simpleton 

throughout the whole affair. I was so sure of 
Pinto ' s  guilt that i t  never occurred to me to susp ect 
anyone  else. The moment Pinto was eliminated, I 
knew you were the murderer. I saw then what I 
should have seen at once-that Gage wa s murdered 
by a man who looked so much l ike me that, when 
Gage saw the face o f  the scoundrel, he  was sure it 
was the Gray Phantom. That' s whr. he told Pinto 
that I was the murderer." 

Granger drew in his breath and openea his mouth 
a s  if to shout for help , but the kn_ee pressing against 
his  chest strangled the cry. 

"It was all very cleverly arrangea," the Phantom 
went on, " I  suppose you were selected for the job 
because you hap2en to res emble me. The v.ery .en-
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tertaining story you told me at  Peng Yuen' s was 
p robably a skill ful blending of truth and fiction� 
How you happened to join the Duke' s gang and how 
you carried out i ts orders under cover of your  pro
fession really make no 'difference. The only thing 
that matters i s  that you' re going to th_e chair .for. 
those two murders.' ' 

The reporter, gatllering his wits, gave a: con
temptuous l augh. "The chai r, ·eh ? Not just  yet, I: 
guess. Sev.eral things ar.e likel� to happen to you. 
first." 

"That remains to be s·eert. You a re fai rly clever, 
Granger, but your cleverness won't help you now. 
You hood-winked the police very neatly. They had 
the murderer once, but they felt so sure  I was the 
man they wanted that they let you go as soon as  you. 
had satisfied them you were not the Gray Phantom . 
It was a fairly good joke. I perpetrated another 
good joke myself when I went to you and bo rrowed 
you r  identity, never guessing that you were the mur
derer. You took it all  in  good p a rt,  because you 
couldn't do anything else, but all the while you were 
scheming to hand me over to the Duke' s crowd." 

" It was rich ! You were so easily taken in that 
I had to laugh whenever you turned you r  back."· 

" I  admit it. The reason you took me in so easily 
was pa rtly because you were a member o f  an hono r
able p rofession, and pa rtly because o f  the note 
handed me by Dan the Dope,  which seemed to p rove 
that you were on bad terms with the Duke's c rowd. 
That app ea red to confirm your sto ry that you had 
joined the o rganization for the sole purpose of ob
taining inside info rmation. The oetails o f  your 
relations with the gang a re not clea r to me yet, but 
neither a re they important. I f  you aon't  mind, 1' 1 
rel ieve you o f  this hanay l ittle implement."  
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With a deJt motion he reachea into Granger's 
pocket and extracted the repo rter's automatic. Then: 
he removed the knee from the man's chest and cov
;ered him with the weapon. 

"The cutest trick of them all ," he continued witli 
a grim chuckle,  "was your era wling in here to-night 
through the win'dow and pretending to have ·eluded 
the Duke's sentinels. Of course, the sole obj ect of 
your dramatic _entrance was to inveigle me into re
vealing the whereabouts of  the place where I live. 
I suppose the wo rthy doctor had begun to despair 
of his abil ity to wo rm the info rmation out of me by 
the original plan. It threatened to take too long and 
entail too many risks, and so he thought he would 
try a short cut. You led up to the proposition very 
adroitly, but I saw through the ruse almost at  once." 

Granger, having got a p recarious grip on his 
nerves, laughed shakily. "You' re a first-class gu esser 
-but guessing won't get you out of this fix. It isn't 
very likely you'll ever see daylight again. As for 
the dear girl " 

"Leave her out o f  it !"  commanaed the Phantom 
curtly. He thought it  unlikely M iss Ha rdwick would 
be molested further until Bimble had learned the 
result of Granger' s mission. In the meantime, he 
told himself, he must make the most o f  the sl ight ad
vantage h e  had ga ined. He studied the reporter 
keenly, and all  a t  once an inspiration came to him. 
"Miss Ha rdwick," h e  went on in casual tones, " has 
an ama zing knack of taking care of herself. It 
wouldn't surprise  me at all if she had already found 
a way out o f  the amiable 'doctor's clutches." 

"Ha rdly !"  Granger gave another hoa rse, sneer
ing laugh. "She's smart, all right, but the big chie£ 
knows it, and he  isn't taking any chances. He has 
locked her UR in the basement, in a room ba rely large. 
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·enough to turn a round in, with a stout door and no. . 
d " wtn ow. 

"The basement, eh ?" The Phantom seemed not 
at all interested. "This room we a re in is on the sec .. 

d fl 
. , . ?" 

on o o r, tsn t 1t . 
"Third," said Granger, a fter puzzl ing for a mo .. 

ment over the question. 
"Good I "  The Phantom smiled. "You have told 

me exactly what I wanted to know, Granger, and 
since you couldn't know the obj ect of  my questions, I 
believe that fo r once you have spoken the t ruth. 
Kindly elevate your  hands ."  

A thrust with the pistol emphasized the command, 
and Granger sullenly obeyed. With his free hand 
the Phantom explored th e repo rter' s pockets until h e  
found a small silve r-handled kni fe. 

"My p roperty, I bel ieve," he murmured, examin
ing the tool with a critical eye. ' ' It' s  one o f  the things 
you acquired when we swapp ed clothes and identi
ties. A very handy article, Granger. I 've been wish
ing all n ight for something of this  kind, but the doc
to r thought fully emptied my pockets. Sit very still ,  
Granger. ' '  

He spoke with a brisk, cutting emphasis .  Moving 
to th e other end o f  the cot and keep ing one eye on 
G ranger, he op ened the kni fe and with the sha rp
pointed blade began to pick at the lock that h eld the 
chain to h i s  ankle.  The p istol lay close at his s ide, 
ready to be picked up at a moment' s wa rning. I n  
a short time the lock h a d  yielded to the deft touch 
of his  fingers, and h i s  ankle was free befo re Grange r 
quite real ized what h e  was doing. .l\. shout rose in 
the reporter' s th roat, but in an instant the Phantom' s 
£ngers were at his  windpipe.  

"Quiet ! "  he wa rned. "I  don' t care to be inter .. 
rupted just yet. Granger, I don' t like the togs I'ye 
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been wea ring the last few days, ana you have worn 
mine just about long enough. W.e are going to make 
a quick change. Strip ! ' '  

The reporter gla red, but h i s  l ips trembled and the 
shaking o f  his limbs indicated that he was in need o f  
h i s  favo ri te stimulant. 

"Hurry ! "  urged the Phantom, making a l ittle 
flourish -,ri th the p istol.  "Bimble i s  l ikely to walk in 
on us a t  any moment to see what is  keeping you so 

long. Will you strip volunta rily, o r  must I tap you 
on the head and undress you ? I don' t like to be 
rough."  

The repo rter seemed imp ressed by the a rgument. 
With surly acquiescence he  kicked off his shoes and 
sta rted removing his  suit. The Phantom, a thin smile 
hovering about his  l ips,  followed the other' s example, 
keeping the p istol within easy reach while the ex
change was in  p rogress. In a l ittle while h e  was once 
more ga rbed in the familiar  gray which was his favor
ite colo r. 

"This i s  better ! "  he commented. With an absent· 
minded a i r  he p icked up the chain. Fo r a moment 
o r  two h is  fingers toyed with the lock ; then, stooping 
quickly, he  loop ed the end o f  the chain around Gran
ger's leg. The reporter growled out a curse as the 
lock snapp ed shut. 

"Put you r hands behind you ! "  commanded the 
Phantom, again making a menacing gesture with the. 
p istol.  The reporter, his  ashen face twitching, glow· 
;ered savagely a s  he obeyed, and i n  a few moments the 
strings had been removed from his  sho es and twisted 
tightly about h is  wrists. Finally the Phantom tore a 

strip from the table-cloth, fashioned i t  into a gag and 
thrust i t  between the reporter' s teeth. 

" I'm really very much obliged to you, G ranger,' '  
h.e murmured 'dryly as  he put the revolver and the. 
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kni fe into his pockets. "If you ha'dn't com e  to me 
with that barefaced hoax, I should still be wea ring a 

chain a round my ankle. Too bad I can't offer you 
a drink. You seem to need one." 

With elastic step he  walked to the 'door. There 
he pushed a button, and the room went dark. There 
was a glow in his cheeks and a tingle in his veins as he 
stepp ed out in th e hall,  closing the doo r behind him. 
Looking up and down the silent corridor, he saw a 

sta i rway at the farther end, and hasten·ed in that di
rection. At the head of the stairs he all but collided 
:with D octor B imble. 

"Well,  Granger ?" 
The Phantom thanked his lucky sta r that the l ights 

in the hall were dim. Under the c i rcumstances, it 
was the most natural thing in the world fo r Bimble 
to suppose that he was addressing the repo rter.  He. 
knew that G ranger had been wea ring the Phantom's 
clothes, and the latter was supposed to be chained 
securely to a wall. 

"No luck,'' announced the Phantom, simulating 
Granger's manner o f  sp eech. " I  gave him exactly the 
line of talk you suggested, but he spo tted the trick: 
r ight off. He wouldn' t li sten to m e  at all ." 

Even in  the dusk the Phantom saw a sp iteful loolC 
creep into the docto r' s face. 

"Doesn't he still think you a re on h is  side ?
,
. 

"H e seems to have his suspicions," answered tlie. 
Phantom, carefully weighing his words, "but he is 
keeping them to himself. I tried my da rndest to 
flimflam the info rmation out o f  him, but it was no 
use. He's about the smoothest a rticle I ever came 
across." 

The doctor nodded curtly as he swung around an() 
started to descend the stairs, the Phantom following .. 

" I'll break him yet, " muttered B imble vindictive!� ... 
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" In a few moments he'll hea r a tune that he won' t 
like . M iss Hardwick i s  go ing to make another trip 
to the spook chamber, as  our mulish fri end so aptly 
termed i t. I guess he will come across with the in
.fo rmation when he d iscovers that we mean business ." 

They reached the floor below. As they passed 
a l ight in the hall,  the Phantom saw a look of venom
ous determ ination in the docto r's face, and he knew 
that a terrible ordeal would be in store fo r Helen i f  
B imble was p e rmitted to have his  way. The anthro
pologist opened a door, and the Phantom glanced 
into the room over his shoulder. About a dozen men, 
the exp ressions on their  faces ranging all the way 
from low cunning to sullen brutal ity, sat at a long 
table playing ca rds . 

"Jepson ! "  called the docto r,  taking a bunch o f  keys 
from his pockets. 

A tall, raw-boned individual with features sugges
tive o f  a go rilla' s rose from the table and app roach
ing them, with dragging gait. 

"I want you and Granger to bring M iss Ha rdwicK 
here immediately, " di rected B imble handing Jepson 
one of the keys. 

The tall man nodded and slunk away. The Phan
tom, keeping in  the shadows as  much as  poss ible, fol
lowed him down two flights o f  sta i rs .  Here and 
there,  at a turn in the halls or stairs ,  they encountered 
soft- footed, wa ry-eyed men who passed them in si-
lence. · 

' 'The whole crow a seems to b e  about to-night, "� 
observed the Phantom. 

"Sure," said Jepson. "The b ig chief  don't like 
to take chances. He means to rush a bunch o f  us to 
the Phantom' s place as  soon as  he finds out where it 
is. There may be a scrap when we get there. " 

"Quite l ikely. " The Phantom repressed a smile. 
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There was a fever in his veins, and he wished Jepson 

would walk faster. They descended into the base
ment, spa rsely l ighted by a small bulb susp ended over 
the sta trs, and Jepson p icke d  his way care fully over 
the floor. Finally he stopp ed b.efore a doo r, inserted 
a key in the lock, and walked in. 

The room was dark, but a quick gasp ,  res embling 
a sudden intake o f  breath, told the Phantom it was 
occupied. His body tingled with supp ressed excite
m ent. Jepson was standing in the doorway, and a 
light scraping sound indicated that he was runn ing his 
hands over the wall in search of a switch. 

As l ight flooded the narrow room the Phantom 
stifled an exclamation . In a chair  at the wall sat a 
slender figure, rigidly still save for the trembling o f  
the hands clasped across the bosom. Long waves of  
lustrous ha i r  framed a face white as alabaster, and 
the la rge brown eyes were sta r ing at Jepson with an 
�xpression of dread. There was a quiver in the dis
tended o rbs, as i f  a frightful recollection were l inger
ing in their depths . 

She shrank back against the cha ir  as  Jepson lum
bered toward her. For a moment longer she re
mained motionless, then a long-drawn moan sounded 
in her th roat, and with hands thrust out she sp rang 
:£rom the cha ir. 

"You sha'n't take me back there ! "  she cried in 
tones edged with fury and terror . " I  won't go back ! 
I won' t ! "  

"Easy now, lady ! No use kicking up a fuss." Jep
son roughly seized her a rm, squeezed it until she ut
tered a sha rp cry o f  pain, and sta rted dragging her 
toward the door. 

Then, of  a sudden, the Phantom' s 'fist shot out. 
H a rd as steel , it  deliver.ed a stinging, crunching blow 
between Jepson' s eyes, and the big brute dropped to 
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the floor l ike a 'deaa weight. The gi rl stood im
mobile, staring at  the twisted shape at her feet as i f  
unable to understand what h a d  happened. Then, 
.v ery slowly, she raised her .eyes until they met the 
Phantom' s. 

"You ?" She spoke lowly, as if not quite recog
nizing him at first. Dazedly she d rew her hand 
across her forehead. "Are you the G ray Phantom 

" 
o r--

" I am the Gray Phantom. D on' t you know me
H elen ?' '  

She gazed at him long and searchingly. A so ft 
gleam penetrated the film o f  terror in her eyes.  

"Yes, you are the G ray Phantom."  The words 
sounded hushed and strained. She came a step closer 
and placed her cold hand in his .  There wa s a fa int, 
tremulous smile on her l ips.  " Can you forgive me
'for doubting you ?" 

"One little whisp er from you r  lips makes every
thing right," he  murmured so ftly, gently d rawing her 
'from the room and locking the door. 

" I  couldn' t help it," she whispered. "Everything 
seemed to point to your guilt." 

" It did, " admitted the Phantom, "and I don't 
blame you.  I suppose G ranger l ied to me when he 
told me he got into disgrace with the Duke' s gang 
because o f  his  re fusal to abduct you. H e' s  a skill ful 

-mixer o f  truth and fiction. What happened to you ? 
Who kidnaped you ?' ' 

"One o f  Doctor B imble's men, I suppose. I slip
ped out o f  the laboratory while you and the aoctor 
were reading the paper. I was s ick a t  heart. What 
you had told me while we were in the closet exp ressed 
my feelings. It seemed as though an idol had fallen 
off its p edestal and broken to b its, l ike ordinary clay. 
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W.ell, I haa almost reachea the 'front Cloor when 
someone sneaked up behind me, thrust a black cloth 
'down over my head and carried me upstairs .  I must 
have ?een chlorofo rmed, for shortly a fterward I lost  
consciousness .  

"The next day Granger called on m·e in the little 
room where they were keep ing me. I think his  object 
was to learn the location of Sea-Glimpse. I was
well, I was stubbo rn and wouldn't tell him. I re
ceived a shock the moment I saw him and noted his 
striking resemblance to you. All at once I knew he 
was the murderer. It came to me in a flash, and of a 
sudden I understood the meaning o f  Gage's state
ment." 

"There must be such a thing as feminine intuition, 
a fter all ,"  was the Phantom's comment. "Of course 
you told him to his face that he  was the murderer ?" 

"I guess I did. The words seemed to tumble out 
o f  themselves. I think I told B imble the same thing 
that eveni ng. He seemed greatly alarmed." 

The Phantom sta rted. "Intuition is sometimes a 

very dangerous f aculty, " he mu rmured. " It i s  
very likely to- But this i s  n o  time fo r talking. J ep
son will be dead to the wo rld fo r some little time, 
but the house is bristl ing with gangsters. I must get 
you out o f  here somehow." 

H e  looked quickly about the dimly lighted base
ment. There was a window on each side,  but both 
were covered by shutters and i ron grilles, and the 
only exit  seemed to be the sta irs. 

' 'What about yourself ?" a sked the girl .  
" Oh," with a low laugh, "I have a task that yet 

remains to be finished. But you " 
Suddenly a little gasp slipped from the girl' s lips, 

and she seized his a rm convulsively. Her gaze was 
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rigid, ana the Phantom looking in the same 'di rection, 
saw Docto r B imble standing in  the sta irs with a lev
:eled pistol in his hand. 

"Don't sti r ! "  was the anth ropologist' s crisply spo
ken wa rning. "You will please note, my dear Phan
tom, that I 'm not a iming at you, but at  Miss  Ha rd
wick.  She'll be 'dead the moment you make the sl ight
:est mov.e ! " 



CHAPTER XXXI 

AT BAY 

T
HE Phantom sca rcely b reathe'd. He stooa 

utterly still while the docto r cam e down the 
remaining steps and halted at the foot o f  the. 

stairs. The p istol, pointed at Helen with a steadiness 
that  bespoke a deadly aim, insp ired h im with a sense 
of awe a thousand times greater than if it had been: 
leveled at h imself. 

The gi rl ' s hand was still on his sleeve, and, without 
looking di rectly at her, he knew that she was facing 
the menacing p istol without flinching. Her slight 
touch on his a rm gave him a feeling of tende rness 
and strength. Al ready his wits were at wo rk. In his 
h ip pocket was the weapon he had taken from Gran
ger, but he could not reach fo r it without j eopa rdiz .. 
ing the gi rl ' s  l i fe.  

"Cruel trick you played on G ranger, " observe'd the 
ooctor, standing a dozen feet away. "I don't know 
how you managed it, but you seem to have a special  
talent fo r such performances. Fo rtunately one of mi 
men happ ened to enter the room in which you left 
the poor fellow, and he saw how things were.  Well, 
Phantom, one thing is  sure, you have pia yed your 
last trick . ' '  

The Phantom maintained his  attitude o f  immo
bility, but Bimble' s wo rds had given him an inward 
twinge. As far as he could see, the doctor had ap
p_raised the situation with accuracy. The windows, 

m 
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with th·eir shutters ana iron bars,  seemeo impreg
nable. The murky walls and the low ceiling gave 
forth an imp ression of solidity that accentuated his 
sense o f  bafflement. The w ay to the sta i rs was 
ba rred by Bimble with his p istol, and the rooms and 
co rrido rs above were swarming with the D uke's men. 
:And meanwhile the Phantom da red not bend a 

muscle, for fea r o f  causing Helen Ha rdwick's d eath. 
" You will a dmit that you a re very neatly co r

nered ? "  taunted the docto r.  
" It would seem so," a dmittea the Phantom dryly, 

"but I have been cornered many times befor�. 
There's nothing very o riginal in the situation." 

"No, nothing except that you wriggled out o f the 
others,  while this one will hold you till I am through 
with you. Don' t you think i t  would b e  the p a rt of 
wisdom to submit and tell me what I want to know ?" 

"Never ! "  decla red the Phantom with emphasis.  
" Wouldn't it  be better ?" whisp ered H elen. 

� 'He'll kill us both unless we do." 
" It' s his intention to kill us, anyway,H the Phan

tom whispered b ack. "The only reason h e  hasn't 
killed us  already is that he hopes to persuade us ta 
give him the inform ation he wants. Afraid ?" 

" Not for myself. But you " 
" Then step b ehind my back a s  quickly a s  you c an."i 
The girl looked up, at him with an exp ression o£ 

uncertainty. 
"Hurry ! "  whisperea the Phantom. " If s  our onl� 

chance. ' '  
S h e  hesitatea a moment longer ; then, with the swift 

motion o f  a startled doe, she darted aside and stood 
at his  b ack. The blue steel o f  the pistol ba rrel flick
�r.ed fo r an instant a s  the doctor trans ferred his  a im 
to the Phantom. Evidently the sudden movement 
had disconcerted Bimble. 
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"A fai rly clever maneuver, " he acknowledged, 
"but you have ga ined nothing by it." 

"I am satisfied, " declared the Phantom, h is  spirits 
ris ing again. "You can' t  reach Miss Ha rdwick with 
a bullet without first p erfo rating me, and you have no 
intention o f  kill ing me until you hav.e learned what 
you want to know. Eh, Bimble ?" 

The doctor's l ips  twisted into an ugly sneer. "We 
shall see," he muttered irately. "You a re a clever 
man, Phantom, but your cleverness can' t help you 

" now. 
He plucked a small metallic instrument "from his  

;vest pocket and brought it  to his  lips.  Three sho rt, 
shrill whistles pierced the s i lence. With a gratified 
grin on his lip s  the docto r restored the l i ttle metal 
tube to his pocket. The third blast had no sooner 
sounded than a tumult o f  disco rdant noises came 
from above. B imble looked gloatingly at the Phan
tom a s  the sounds drew nea rer. A man ran down 
the sta i rs, quickly followed by a second and a thi rd. 
Others kept arriving, in groups o f  three o r  more, 
until the Phantom had counted twenty-four. 

Like a great human fan, the crowd sp read out in 
a triangle along the walls and about the foot o f  the 
sta i rs .  As each man took his place in the line, the 
lPhantom gave him a quick app rais ing glance. In 
thei r faces he read low cunning, bruti sh  instincts, and 
stol id obedi ence to orders, but the keener wit and sub
tler intellect which the Phantom had always d e
manded of  his men were lacking. 

He read each face as if i t  were an open page, and 
finally his gaze  rested on Docto r B imble .  The an
thropologi st was a craftie r  man by fa r than h i s  sub
alterns, but at a glance the Phantom's keen eye 
picked out the weak spot in his moral fibe r. Already; 
a plan was forming in his mind. All he was waiting 
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fo r  was a favorable combination o f  ci rcumstances 
that would enable him to act. 

The p istol in the docto r' s hand was still pointing 
straight at the Phantom' s chest. Bimble' s exp ression 
was a repulsive mixture o f  c ruelty and smug satisfac
tion. 

"I trust you a re convinced that resistance is  useless, 
my dear Phantom, " he decla red in drawling tones. 
' 'Th ere a re more than twenty of us,  as  you see." 

"Excellent ! "  rema rked the Phantom. " I  am glad 
to see so many of you here ."  

"Glad ?" The doctor seemed a l ittle 'dumfounded. 
"Why, p ray ?" 

" B ecause having you all  here in this  room will 
make my task much easier ." 

"Your task ?" 
The Phantom laughed easily. "You must surely 

know that it is my intention to hand you all over to 
the police ?" 

Bimble sta red. Twice he opened his mouth, but 
no wo rds came. The Phantom' s cool audacity; 
seemed to have s ilenced h i s  tongue. 

"Are you crazy ?" he asked at length. 
' 'Never \Vas saner i n  my l i fe. It  i s  my fi rm inten

tion to turn every one of you over to the pol ice. 
rThat' s why I am glad to see so many o f  you gathered 
. , , In one room. 

He smiled as he spoke, but his heart was not in his 
smile. He was turning an audacious plan over in  his 
mind, but he was not at all sure that he would have 
a chance to put it into execution. At his back he 
heard H elen' s quick, nervous intakes o f  breath,  and 
h e  turned his  head slightly. 

"The G ray Phantom' s  star has  never yet set, " he 
whispered. 

A low, quavering laugh was the girl's  response. 
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Bimble was still staring at him as if do"bting his 
sanity. " You think you a re going to turn us over to 
the police ! "  he excla imed. "Ha, ha ! Still i n  a jocu
lar mood, I see. It won' t last long. For the last time. 
I ask i f  you will accept my terms." 

The Phantom sent him a contemptuous glance. 
"One do esn't  make terms with sneak ing hyenas like. 
you , ' '  he declared. 

"Very well ."  Bimble ran his eye over the triangle 
of  faces, and his  gaze fel l  on a stout, tough-limbed 
man with a reddish face. 

"Wilkes,, he di rected, "pull that devoted pair  
apart and ca rry the young lady to the room upsta i rs 
where the skeletons are.  Be careful not to get in  
front of  my pistol."  

The stout man stepped out of  the line. A coarse 
grin wreathed his face as he approached the Phantom 
and the girl from the s ide. 

" Get back ! "  whispe red the Phantom to H elen. 
Slowly, step l1y step , the two moved backward until 
H elen stood against the wall. Then the Phantom, 
looking stra ight into the muzzle o f  Bimble' s pistol, 
reached back and wound his arms a round the girl's 
slender waist. 

" Pull us ap art i f  you can," he told Wilkes as he 
interlocked his fingers behind Helen' s back. 

The stout man stopped and scratched his head, as 
i f  confronting a problem too complex fo r his wits to 
solve. A look of diffidence crossed Bimble' s face as 
he noticed that the Phantom had once mo re balked 
him. 

" Knock him down if  you can't part them any other 
way," he commanded wrath fully. "Tap him on the 
head with something." 

Chuckl ing, Wilkes drew a long revolver from his 
pocket, gripping it tightly by the ba rrel as h� cau-
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tiously app roached the Phantom from the side. Helea 
gasp ed. 

" Keep cool ! "  whispe red the Phantom. "And 
whatever happens, stay right a t  my back." 

He watched Bimble' s p istol out o f  one eye, while 
with the other he followed Wilkes' movements . For 
an instant, as Wilkes swung the heavy weapon over 
his  shoulder, he tensed his muscles fo r action. Then, 
with a motion so swi ft tha t  the eyes o f  the onlookers 
could sca rcely register it,  his  arm da rted out and 
gripped the other' s wrist just as the revolver was 
about to crash down on the Phantom' s head. 

Once more his a rm shot out and with a quick and 
powerful wrench he swung Wilkes di rectly in front 
o f  him, coiling the fingers o f  one hand a round the 
man's neck and windpipe. In almost  the same instant 
h e  whipp ed out his p istol and, using the bulky figure 
o f  Wilkes a s  a shield, took a im and fired. 

B imble uttered a sha rp yell o f  pa in. The pistol 
aropp ed from his  fingers, and he looked dazedly at 
his  blood-spatte red hand. 

" Fairly good shot ! "  ejaculated the Phantom witfi 
a chuckle. At his back was Helen, trembling with 
:excitement, and in front o f  him stood Wilkes, splut
tering and gasping for breath as  a result o f  the Phan
tom' s clutch at  his throat. 

The whole ep isode had been :enacted within the 
sp ace o f  a few seconds. The Phantom had a cted so 
swiftly and taken them all so completely by surp rise 
that  on one had h a d  time to interfere. Now, before 
the men huddled against the wall and in front o f  the 
sta i rs could gather their wits, a powerful shove sent 
Wilkes sp rawling headlong to the floor, and in an
other moment the Phantom had seized Helen' s hand 
and made a rush fo r Bimble. 
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He snatche'd up the p istol the doctor had d ropp ed 
a s  the bullet struck his  wrist, and handed i t  to  Hel en. 

' Shoot the first man who makes a move, ' '  he di
rected, ' ' and shoot to kill ! ' '  

Helen looked into h is  cool, dete rmined eyes, flash
ing with the ecstasy of  combat. With a faint auda
cious smile on her l ips ,  she drew hersel f up and han
dling the weapon with the sure touch o f  an expert, 
faced the sta ring and muttering crowd. Fo r a few 
moments the men stood immobile, as i f  the swi ft suc
cession o f  events had cast a numbing sp ell over  their  
bodies and minds ; then, with ominous grumblings and 
curses,  a few of the mo re da ring ones sta rted for
ward.  

In th e meantime the Phantom had jabbed his pis
tol against B imble' s body with a fo rce that b rought a 

s ickly groan from the docto r' s l ips .  He glanced as ide 
out of the co rner of  an eye a s  a crack and a gl eam o f  
fire i ssued from Helen' s weapon. A bullet i n  the 
fleshy part o f  the hip had ch ecked a furtive movement 
on the part of one of the gang, and instantly the 
others, imp ressed by the gi rl ' s exhibition o f  ma rks
manship , fell back. 

The Phantom nodded app rovingly. His  gl ittering 
eyes and a smile on h is  l ips  gave no hint of what he 
felt. 

"Let me wa rn you that Miss  Ha rdwick is an ·ex

pert, " he remarked coolly. " She once got a perfect 
bull 's-eye at s ix hundred yards." 

The men looked at the gi rl ,  then at their a shen .. 
faced and quavering leader. The Phantom pushed 
the pi stol a l ittle harder against the docto r' s body. 

"I f anyone raises a hand aga inst M iss Ha rdwick, 
you die instantly," he decla red sharply. "I could kill 
you with no mo re compunction than i f  I were kill ing 
a rat ." 
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The 'doctor gulpea, an<i fo r the moment all his 
cunning s eemed to have deserted him. 

"Anyone who cares to fire a bullet at me is wel
come to do so ,"  the Phantom went on, sp eaking in 
quick accents that sounded l ik e  the clinking o f  metal. 
" M y  i ndex finger, you will notice, is on the t rigger. 
·T h e  slightest p ressure will send a chunk gf lead into 
your vitals.  I f  I die,  the muscula r  contraction that 
always accomp anies sudden and violent death would 
be very l ikely to snap the trigger. You get the idea, 
I hope ?" 

It was evident that B imble 'did. H i s  absurdly thin 
legs wabbled as i f  he were in the grip of a great terror 
and the sp asmodic twitching of his fingers indicated 
that this was a s ituation against which his habitual 
cra ftiness was helpless.  

Helen stood at  the Phantom's side, swe·ep ing the 
crowd with cool, alert :eyes, and holding the p istol in 
readiness fo r instant action. Her  slim figure was 
:erect, and there was a p rou'd tilt to her head, as i f  
the contagion of  the Phantom' s  fighting sp irit had 
gripped her. Again there were surly mutterings 
among the men, but with rare excep tions they were 
o f  the type that is  impotent without a leader to urge 
them on. 

Not a wora came 'from B imble' s lips, but there was 
a look in  his  eye which told that the tentacles of his 
m ind were reaching for a solution o f  the difficulty. 
The Phantom, keep ing one eye on the docto r and the 
o ther  on the crowd, detected a stealthy movement in 
the rea r o f  the group. Someone had dropped to his 
knees and was crawling towa rd a huge box. 

Instantly the Phantom saw the meaning of the 
stealthy movement. For a moment, as  the crawling 
ngure appea red a round the edge o f  the group, he 
turnea his p istol from the doctor, took a quick aim, 
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p ressed the trigger, ana again thrust the muzzle o·f 
his weapon against B imble' s diaphragm. 

A cry told that the bullet had found its mark. As 
the smoke dri fted towa rd the ceiling, the man rose 
.to his feet with a look of 'distress in his face, ca ressing 
a po rtion o f  his a rm a s  he slunk away towa rd the 
rear. A few o f  the others ,  who had sought to take 
a dvantage o f  the Phantom' s tempo ra ry abstraction, 
'fell back to their  places. 

The Phantom drew a long b reath as  he real ize<! 
how na rrowly Halen and h imself had escap ed disas· 
ter. They had the advantage for the p resent, but the. 
slightest faltering might easily reverse the s ituation 
and release the p ent·up savagery of thei r foes.  

"Bimble, " he remarked, " it would be  extremely; 
un fo rtunate fo r you i f  any o f  your men should get 
reckless. I see some o f  them a re imp atient. If any
thing h app ens to M iss Ha rdwick o r  m e, you will  b e  
a dead m an.  Hadn' t you better tell your friends to 
throw down th i r  guns ?" 

The docto r glanced unea sily a t  his men. His  looks 
·told pla inly that the Phantom had read h im accu· 
rately, that there was nothing h e  valued quite so 
h ighly as he did his l i fe, and that h is  swagger and' 
bland assurance would \vilt the moment h e  faced a 

p e rsonal danger. Th ere was venon in his eyes ,  an'd 
his  p ale,  distorted features bespoke impotent rage. 

"D rop your guns, " he commanded a fter another 
:ciesp ai ring look about the basement. 

rfhe men rega rded h i m  'diffidently and aid not 
move. Their  faces showed that they were tortl 
b etween the conflicting impulses o f  self-p reservation 
and an ingrained h abit o f  obedience. 

"You' re first." The Phantom p ointed a finger at 
a tall, ba rrel-chested man at the end of th_e lin_e� 
� 'Step forwa rd and :empty your 2_ockets." 
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The Phantom was in a state of  high tension. He 
was  exercis ing a mastery of  mind over the situation, 
but all m ight yet be  lost i f  the man should refu e to 
obey and set the o thers an example  o f  resistance.  

" M iss  Ha rdwick," he said qu ickly, real izing that 
:each moment of delay might cost them thei r l ives, 
"you will count fiv . If our friend at  the end o f  the 
l ine has not emptied his pockets when you are 
through, shoot to kill . ' ' 

The girl s ignified with a sl ight nod that she under
stood.  As she began to count, her p istol was pointing 
stra ight at the man the Phantom had indicated. The 
'fellow' s sullen obstinacy yielded gradually to an over
p owering resp ect fo r H el en' s marksmanship, of  
which h e  had al ready witnessed an exhib ition. · Just 
before she reached "five, " he lumbe red fo rwa rd and 
turned the l ining o f  his pockets inside out. A kni fe, 
an automatic, and several other  implements clattered 
to the floor. 

"Now get back in the co rner, " commanded the 
Phantom pointing. He thrilled a t  the thought that 
the crisis was p ast and the victo ry a lmo st won. 

The s econd man hesitated only fo r an instant be
fore he  followed the example  o f  the first. After 
that the p rocess o f  disarming the gang went on swi ftly 
and without interruptions. Man a fter man stepped 
out o f  the l ine, emptied his  pockets, and jo ined the 
others in the co rner.  When the last man had 
aivested h imself of his  b elongings there was a small 
p ile  o f  oddly assorted a rt icles in the middle o f  the 
floo r. 

The Phantom felt a l ittle dazed, now that the 
tremendous tension was over. At last he  lowered the 
p istol and turned to the gi rl. Her face was p ale and 
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a little hagga rd but a smile o f  triumph hovereCl 
about her  l ips .  

"You' re the grandest l i ttle woman I .ever knew," 
he declared feelingly. 

"Oh, I don' t know, "  she confessed a l ittle wearily. 
" I  don't think I could have stood i t  i f  you hadn't  been: 
so close to me. I felt as  though you were holding me 
under a sp ell all the time. " 

The Phantom laughed. ' B imble, you have seen: 
how one man, with the assistance o f  a p lucky l ittle 
woman, has vanquished a gang o f  twenty-five cut
thro ats and ruffi ans. The yellow streak in you made 
it fa i rly ea sy. I should l ike to see the Duke' s face 
when he hears about this ." 

The doctor swallowed hard. His putty-hued face 
refl ected the dep ths of mental agony. 

"What-\vhat a re you go ing to do with us ?" he 
inqui red weakly. 

"Precisely what I said I would do-hand you over 
to the police. ' '  

"Not that ! "  The docto r looked a s  though h e  had 
received a blow. "Listen ! Do\vn belo,v, in the cel
lar, a re several million dolla rs' wo rth o f  valuables. 
You can have it a ll i f  you wi ll le t us go . '  

"You' re a rather poo r so rt, B imble ," sa id the 
Phantom contemptuously. ' There isn't gol d  enough 
in the wo rl d  to buy your freedom. To see you get 
your just deserts is wo rth more to me than all the 
millions the Duke and his gang eve r stol e." 

The docto r staggered b ack aga inst the wall,  ut
terly dej ected. Of a sudden the Phantom's expres
sion o f  elation faded out and a \Vo rri ed look took 
its place. Where \vas G ranger ? The repo rte r had 
not been among those who had answered the docto r's 

. summons, and the Phantom had seen nothing o f  him 
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·since he  left him chainea to the wall in one of tlie 
upper rooms. Without doubt he had been released,. 
[for B imble had sa id  that a m ember o f  the gang had 
[entered the room and found him shortly a fter the 
lPhantom had started for the basement. H i s  absence 
:was somewhat distu rbing, for the Phantom' s tasK 
would not b e  finished until G ranger had been caught. 

Admonishing M iss Ha rdwick to keep an eye on: 
the gang, he walked toward the fa rther wall. In: 
the corner was a doo r  which h e  had not seen befo re. 
ilt was locked, but h e  guessed that i t  led to the cellar 
in which the doctor kep t  the gang's treasures,  and he 
noted that it  was of h a rd and solid materia l  an'd 
would resist a lmost any amount o f  p ressure. 

" Doctor," he sa id, walking back to where B imble 
stood, " I 'll  trouble you for you r  bunch o f  keys." 

With a n  a i r  o f  a b roken and de feated man, B imble 
complied, a nd the Phantom made sure that one o f  
:the keys fitted t h e  lock on the aoor leading to the 
cella r. Keeping one ·e ye on the gang, he gathered 
the weapons they had disca rded and placed them on: 
the cell a r  stai rs. Then h e  c a refully locked the door 
and put the keys in  his  pocket. M otioning Helen: 
to p recede him, h e  backed up the stairs,  covering the 
huddl ed and dej ected group with his  p istol till he 
reached the top . H e re was another door, a lmost a s  
substantial a s  the o n e  communicating with the cellar. 
They stepped through, and the Phantom closed it 
a nd turned a key in the lock. 

" Ou r  p recious friends a re trapped," he remarke<J 
with a chuckle. " I' ll wager they won't  get out o f  
that basement till the police orag them out. Now 
we must find G ranger. ,  

Passing swi ftly down the hall, they op ened one 
�oor a fter another, glancing quickly into each room 
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before p roceeding to the next. Finally, on the floor 
above, they reached a doo r  through which faint 
sounds came. Fo r an instant the Phantom listened, 
then j erked the doo r open and entered. Taking in 
the scene at a glance, he drew his  pistol. 

"Hands up, Granger !"  he commanded. 



CHAPTE R XXXII 

TH E OUTLAW 

T
HE repo rter's flushed face and the bottle at his 

elbow showed that he had been drinking. As 
the Phantom' s sha rp command rang out, his 

nervous fingers dropped the revolver which he had 
been pointing at  a lanky, dull- faced figure standing 
against the wall. 

" Culligore ! "  excla imed the Phantom, "How 'did 
�you get here ?"  

The l ieutenant smiled. "Oh, I 've  been i n  this 
house fo r some little time-ever s ince that con
founded " doc" shot me in the leg. He put me to bed 
a nd tied some ropes a round me.  How I got loose 
is a long sto ry. I guess th e " doc" would have taken a 

l ittle mo re p a ins with the rop es i f  h e  had known that 
the wound in my leg wasn' t so bad as  I let on i t  was. 
I was stroll ing around a bit and finally I bumpt!tl into 
our friend Granger here. H e' s  a real hospitable 
guy. H anded me a dri nk with one hand and flashed 
a gat on me with the other. ' '  

G ranger, blinking his heavy ·eyes and sta ring 
blankly a t  the two intruders, leaned back against his 
chai r. Evidently the weapon in the Phantom's hand 
convinced him that the game was up, fo r he made 
no move to recover th·e p i stol he had dropp ed. 

"He felt so sure I wouldn' t get away from him 
alive tha t  he told me the whole story, " Culligore 
went on. "Of cours e, I had p ieced together most 
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of  it a lready from the scraps o f  fact I haa. I've haa 
my susp icions about Granger ever s ince the depa rt
ment turned him loose. I thought that was a big 
mistake, but I didn' t have any evidence until  just the 
o ther day. Then I searched his room, and what do 
you suppose I found ?" 

" What ?" asked the Phantom and Helen in unison. 
Culligore laughed so ftly. " It' s queer how clever 

rascals l ike Granger always make some childish 
blunder. He didn't h ave sense enough to throw 
away the M altese cross-that bit of phony j ade that 
the murderer took from G age' s desk-but hid it in 
the false bottom of his  trunk. Well, I guess that 
alone will give him a sta rt toward the electric cha i r, 
though it  isn' t the only piece o f  evidence I have 
against him." 

"Then, Cull igore," asked the Phantom, " I  sup
pose you' re  convinced I had nothing to do with the 
murders ?' ' 

The l i eutenant grinned. "Well , you s ized me up 
about r ight whil e we were stal ling each other in the 
basement. From the first I didn't  want to bel ieve 
you were mixed up in  the di rty deal.  I had a sort 
o f  bet with mysel f that the Gray Phantom would 
always play the game according to th e code. Any
how, i t  wasn' t long before I began to susp ect that 
the whol e  thing was a fram e-up . Granger has just  
told me all about i t . Seemed p roud of  his  achieve
ment. The Duke had mapp ed out a ni fty plan fo r 
B imble to wo rk on. None o f  the flo ssy details were 
omitted. Gage was to be  mu rde red and you were 
to be the go at. I f  possible, the man put on the job 
was to be someone resembl ing you, so that if h e  
were seen o n  o r  nea r th e scene of  the crime the evi
{ience against the Gray Phantom would be strength
ened. 



292 THE GRAY PHANTOM'S RETURN 

" I  guess you know what a thoroughgoing buncH 
the Duke's m en a re.  They combed the country till 
they found a man looking l ike you. G ranger seemed 
to fit the specifications1 and they offered him a big 
bunch o f  money i f  he would do their  dirty '" o rk. 
G ranger tells me he h a s  a lways had h is  eye on the 
main chance, that  h e  was  s ick and t ired o f  the news
pap e r  grind, and was ready to do almost anything to 
get out o f  i t. I suppose h i s  conscience troubled him 
a bit, but the Duke' s gang gave him all the whiskY. 
h e  wanted, for they knew h e  had the knack o f  keep
ing h is  mouth shut even when he was drunk, and 
l iquo� is a p retty goo d  antidote for a troublesome 
conscience. 

"The threatening l etter was fo rged, of course. 
Jhe job was done by one of the cleverest forgers in: 
the world, a member o f  the D uke' s o rganization. 
�fter the murder 

, , 

"Not quite so fast," interrupted the Phantom •. 
"How did Granger get into Gage' s bedroom ?" 

' 'Through the tunnel connecting with B imble's resi· 
'dence." 

The Phantom looked p uzzl ed. " But I satisfieo 
myself that the revolving frame could not be rna· 
nipulatea from the outside." 

"It wasn't," said Culligore. " Gage himself aa
mitted his  murderer. It  wasn't the fi rst time that he 
had received a visit from one o f  the gang that way, 
a nd h e  did not know that the organization had con
aemned him to death. So when G ranger gave the 
customa ry s ignal,  Gage thought somebody who didn't 
care to he s een was bringing h im an important mes
sage." 

"I might have guessed it, "  murmured the Phan
tom. "Evidently I was not cut out for a :detective. 
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Granger, of course, ma'de his ·escape through tli� 
tunnel a fter committing the murder ?" 

"He did, and that's what made the crime look so 

mysterious. It was part o f  the plan, for i t  convinced 
:everybody tha t  no one but the Phantom could have 
committed it.  But Granger had no sooner com
mitted the murder than he  began to be nervous. 
Somehow he got it  into his head that the housekeeper 
was wise to him. Maybe she was ; we will never 
know that for su re, though I have a private huncn 
that lVI rs. Tripp e had guessed th e truth.  Anyhow, 
Granger decided that he wouldn' t be safe unless the 
housekeep er  was put out o f  the way. H e  locked 
her up in the bedroom ; then went out fo r a drink. 
H e  was b ent on murder, and he needed a bracer fo r 
his nerves. When he came back ' '  

" In the meantime, " i nte rrupted the Phantom , 
" M rs .  Trippe tried to escap e by way o f  the revolving 
window frame. Probably she knew there was a hid
den exit somewhere in the room. At any rate, she 
had discovered how to open it just before G ranger 
returned. I was in the apertu re in the wall and saw 
the mu rdere r' s  hand as he drove the kni fe into her  
body. G ranger eith er knew o r  gu essed that I was 
there. He did not see me, but he hea rd the house
keeper addressing someone j ust before the blow was 
struck, and he p robably surmised who it  was. To 
make sure I \vouldn't get him into trouble, he ran 
a round to the Bimble residence and blocked the othe r 
·end o f  the tunnel. But there is  one thing I don't 
unde rstand. How aid it  come about tha t G ranger 
was suspected o f  treachery ?" 

"You have just told us that  he triea to kill you," 
said Culligo re. "Well , that was the reason. The 
'doc had given strict orders that you were to be taken: 
al ive and were not to be killed under any circum .. 



�94 THE GRAY PHANTOM'S RETURN 

stances. Granger violated thos e  o rders when he 
tried to smother you to death in the tunnel . Shortly 
a fter that he disappea red, and that made it look all 
the wo rse fo r him.  The " doc" didn' t know that you 
h a d  kidnap ed h im. All he knew was that G ranger 
had vamoo sed, and he thought he was do ing the 
gang dirt and pull ing some kind o f  treacherous stuff." 

"That  exp la ins the note Dan the Dop e handed 
me," observed the Phantom. "Everything is  clear 
:except Pinto ' s  p a rt in  the affa ir. His statement 
clea red up a good many things, but not  all.  For 
instance, h e  was sta rtled when I showed him the 
ducal coronet. Tell m e,"  and the Phantom lowered 
h i s  vo ice as a new thought occu rred to him, " is ,  or 

was,  Pinto a member of the Duke' s crowd ?" 
"Not exactly. " Cull igore spoke with a hesitant 

'drawl . " I ' ll tell you something i f  you p romise  to let 
i t  go in one ear and out the other. Fo r some time 
I ' ve had a p rivate tip to the effect that the Duke' s 
outfit wanted someone on the ins ide o f  the police de
p artment. They made Pinto a p retty attractive 
o ff e r, and Pinto nibbled at the b a it.  He might have 
swallowed it i f  the Gage murder hadn' t h appened 
along. ' '  

"No wonder he acted s o  shaky, " murmured the 
Phantom. "Well, I am glad the ugly mess h a s  b een 
disposed of . "The wily old Peng Yuen must have 
had an i nkl ing of the truth when he quoted something 
to me f rom one o f  the Chinese philosophers.  I 
aidn' t get h i s  m eaning then, but I do now. Any
way, " with a so ft l augh, " the bloodsta in has been 
washed f rom the G ray Phantom' s  name. There will 

" never·--
G ranger, who had b een l eaning back against his 

cha i r  a s  i f  in a drunken stupor,  made a sudden move
ment. The Phantom was about to interfere, but the 
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repo rter was only pou ring himsel f  a drink from the 
bottle .  He rose unsteadily and held the glass  alo ft. 

" It was fun 'vhile i t  lasted, " he decla red thickly. 
" I' m  going to have one more drink-just one. Here 
goes ! "  

H e  gulp ed do,vn the contents o f  the glass ,  swayed 
:fo r an  instant and rega rded the others with an  o dd 
�xpression. Then, befo re either of them could i n
terfere, he p icked up the p istol he had dropp ed upo n  
the Phantom' s entrance. 

A crack sounded. Helen uttered a sha rp c ry, and 
Culligore l imped towa rd th e reporter s cha i r  just a s  
Granger went staggering t o  the floor.  

"Killed himself ! "  muttered the l i eutenant.  "Shot 
himsel f through the hea rt. Well ,  that' s one way o f  
�odging the electric cha ir ."  

Hel en shuddered convuls ively and the Phantom 
led her gently toward the doo r. He drew the doc
tor' s keys from his  pockets and tossed them to Cul
ligo re. 

' ' I  fo rgot to tell you , "  he rem a rked in casual tones, 
" that Bimble and his gang a re locked up in  the base
ment. M is s  H a rdwick and I rounded them up and 
took the ir  guns away from them while you and Gran
ger were discuss ing the crime.  I unders tand, too, 
that there' s a large amount of swag sa lted in the 
cellar. It will be quite an impo rtant catch fo r you, 
Cull igo re, and ought to help towa rd p romotion for 
you. ' '  

The l i eutenant sta red. 
"Well ,  I ' l l  be hanged ! "  he muttered at last. 
The Phantom smiled. " I  bel ieve there a re s everal 

outstanding cha rges  a a inst mysel f, " he observed. 
' 'To a rrest  the Gray Phantom would be almost a s  
b ig a n  achi evement a s  the rounding up o f  the Duke's 
gang.' '  
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Culligo re seeme'd to hesitate. "Well, " with a 
broad grin, " I  suppose  I ought to p inch you,  but m" 
leg still hurts a b it  and you can run a lot faster than 
I can. Anyhow, I ' l l  get p lenty o f  credit as it is. 
You two might as well go away. I ' l l  wait ten: 
minutes before I telephone headquarters ." 

"Thanks, Culligo re. " 
H e  gripped the l i eutenant' s hand and held it  while 

:each man looked the other in the eye. Then he 
turned and led H elen from the room. In a l ittle. 
while they were out on the street, and her face b right .. 
ened a s  the mo rning b reeze fanned it.  The Phantom 
hailed a p a ssing taxicab. 

Fo r a time they sat  s i lent, and there was a touch 
o f  reverence i n  the Phantom' s  attitude as he gazed 
at the girl .  

"Hel en ! ' he  whispered. 
The soft brown eyes looked into his own. 
" Gray Phantom ! "  she murmured. 
He found her hand and held it. " It was a great 

a dventu re-the greatest o f  my l i fe.  Who would 
.ever have dreamed that the Gray Phantom would 
go to such extremes to clear himsel f in the eyes of 
a girl ?" 

She looked up again,  and there was a warm, mistY. 
radiance i n  her eyes. 

" Did my opinion of you really m a tter as much as 
that ?" 

" Why, of cours e ; i t  m eant everything to me. And 
H elen " 

There was a choking sensation i n  his  throat.  H e  
turned h is  head and looked out through the window 
a t  a quiet street lined with b rownstone fronts . He 
laughed sadly. 

"' I forgot fo r a moment that I am still a hunted 
man. I am still an · outlaw, and all officers ar.e not 
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as generous as Culligore. My p ast i s  hanging ov.er 
me like a great black cloud. But perhaps some 
�ay , 

She smiled a s  he broke off. "Perhaps some d ay, " 
she mu rmu red, "the  cloud will roll away. " 

His  fingers tightened convulsively about her hand ; 
then he opened the door and called to the chauffeur. 
�he cab swerved up to the curb and stopped. 

"Good-by, H elen ."  
Her l ips  trembled and for a moment she  could not 

speak. 
"Au revoir-Gray Phantom ! ' '  
H e  drew a long, deep breath a s  the cab gl ided 

away. He watched it  till it was out of sight. There 
was a smile on his l ips and his eyes held a tender 
l ight. 

" Fa rewell, Brown Eyes, "  he said,  hal f aloud. 
"Wonder if we shall meet again, and i f-" He did 
not finish the thought, but smiled whimsically. " I  
must hurry back and see what I can do with my g-ray 
orchid." 

Then he swung Clown a s ide street and walked 
b riskly away, looking fu rtively to right and left with 
the habitual caution o f  hunted men. 

THE END. 
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