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K316—Man's 0
21 jewel curved
waltch, fits snug t
wrist. Case in charm
and color of natural
gold. Leather strap. A
watch that will keep accu-
rate time for a lifetime..
Regulusr price $40.

24

nuorunlaed 21 jewel movement. Usu-
ally sells for $45. Look at our price.
$2.88 a month

1 CARAT $4250 |

DIAMOND RING
A341 — Direct importing
makes this low price pos-
sible. % carat selected
quality diamond with 2
other diamonds. 14K nat-
vral gold engagement

2 Vring. Reg. $75 value.

R129-A special feature by Bulova—a tiny watch
in charm and color of natural gold; 17 jewels.
. $2.88 a month

BULOVA
15 Jewels

$9475

M11—-The Bulovd
Banker —an attractive

feature with 15 jewels.
Case in charm and color of
naiural gold. Leather strap

$2,38 a month

$2475

J607 — Bulova's
Pocket Watch Fea-
ture—an extra thin
model 12 size case
in charm and color
of natural gold. 15
jewels.
$2.38 a month

FREE TO ADULTS. )
Apostcard brings
our complete 52
page catalog of
diamonds,
watches, jewelry,
silverware
leather goods,
electrical appli-
ances and other
gifts—all on 10
months terms,
Send for it today,

¢ - ~$4.15 a month

(15 .lowel BULOVA .

We select for you six of the

greatest values in our Jew-

elry Bargain Book. Let us
send your choice of these

bargains for approvul and

Lo-day trial. Here’s how you. .
o if._

_Simply put a dollar bill in an

envelope with your name,
address and the number of
the article wanted. Tell us
your age (must be over 20)
occupation, employer and a
few other simple facts about
yourself. Information will be
held strictly confidential—no
direct inquiries will be made.

Upon arrival of your order
we will open a 10 month
Charge Account for you and.,
send your selection for ap-
proval and free trial. If you .
are not satisfied, send it back
and your dollar will be re-

funded immediately. If satis- - |

fied, pay the balance in 10
small monthly amounts you
will never miss.

Send your order today. .




 SMOKE CURLED UNDER OUR BEDROOM DOOR!

’ : Their Home in Flames thet &

Sweetman Family Slept on
1. Arthur E. Sweetman,
of 336 Durham Ave.

Metuchen, N. J., still has
his “Eveready” flashlight.
It’s still working, he says,

{ with the original bat-
& teries in it. He lost everything else he owned ...
i -and but for the flashlight, his wife, his baby son,'

o and he would have lost their lives as well

2. “My wife waked out of a sound sleep when
the baby coughed,” writes Mr. Sweetman,
“and picked up our flashlight from 2 chair by
the bed as she got up. In its bright beam
smoke was curling under the bedroom door!

3. *Quickly, we wrapped the baby in
, blankets and climbed out the window
- just as the room burst into flame. :

4. *“Safe! But there we stood shiverhig in out night clothes
watching everything else we owned butn up.

5. “Not quite everything, however. Fire-
men found the flashlight still burning
where my wife had dropped it in that
flaming bedroom ...and because it, and
those fresh DATED ‘Eveready’ batteries
saved us from a living cremation, I shall
treasure it alt my life.

) (Signed)

NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC., 30 EAST 42nd STREET, NEW YORK, N. Y,



va mv No. = = — 'OCTOBE"R' 1"938 Price, 10c

FEATURING THE WORLD s GREATEST SLEUTH -
N
A FULL BOOK-LENGTH NOVEL

"*V-GR'; DUATES OF MURDER

By ROBERT WALLACE

Taken from the Case-book of Richard Curtis Van Loan =

- = e (Profusely Illustrated ) = = =

: Brutal Mass Murder is a Tocsin C’all t "ﬂte Phantom in

__ this Grim Manhunt! A Sinister Genius of Crime Hurls
— Defiance at Public and Police as He Carries on a Campazgn.
'-‘of Bandttry which Shocksa Nation. .. .............., 14

7,_GRIPP!NG SHORT STORIES

e

uCharles S Strong 94

PRIZE TITLE CONTEST STORY

~ —  Name this Story—and Wm a Cash Prize! Details on Page 99 == =

DEATH WATCH - Owen Fox Jerome 100, '
~ The Grim Reaper Holds tlze T:mepxece While a thness Talks = =

THE PHANTOM SPEAKQ A Department 12

Join FRIENDS OF THE PHANTOM ! Coupon on P_age 13 -

~Published monthly hy STANDARD MAGAZINES, INC., 22 West 48th Street, New York N, Y. Entire oontenﬂ»

~ eopyrighted, 1938, by STANDARD MAGAZINES, INC. Subsmptwn yearly, $1.20 ; single copies, $.10; foreign and:

- Canadian postage exira. Entered as second-class matter November 10, 1933 at the post office at New York,

—-N. ¥.; under Act of March 8, 1879. Names of all characters used in stories and semi-fiction artxcles are =

fictitious, If the name of any-living person or existing institution is nsed, it is a coincidence: -
- Manuseripts must be accompanied by seif-addressed, stamped enve!opes, and are submxtted a.t ==
-the author’'s risk. — = =

Read our cnmpzmion magazines: ’.l‘hrﬂlmg Detective. '.l‘hrilling Adventures, Thnning B.nnch Storleu,_

5 Thrilling Mystery, Thrilling Wonder Stories; Thrilling Sperts, Thrilling -Western, Thrilling- Love,: =

~ 8ky Fighters, The Lone Eagle, Everyday Astrology, Popular-Sports Magazine, Popular Detectxve,'

- Popular- Love, Popular Western, West, Masked Rider Western Magazine, Texas Rangers, G-Men,

Popular Romanees, Detectwe Noveis Ma:azme, and Blaek Boek Detectxve Ms:azme.



LT

ANNOUNCEMENT

of New Coffee Agency Openings

@

EARNINGS UD 70 560 IN A WEEK

;. you read the plan. Don’t delay, Send your Application at once.

ALBERT MILLS, Pres.

Over 350 more men and women are needed at once to open up fine-paying Coffee Ageneies
right in their own home localities. If you are looking for a bona fide chance to make as
high as $60.00 in a week, starting at once, this company will send you everything you need,
give you all the help you require, and back you up with its proven successful plans. A
chance to be independent, work as you please, and make more than just a modest Living.
If you want to know whether there is an openifig for you in your own or nearby locality,
mail the Application below. By return mail you will be notified whether we have an
opening for you, and if we have, you will receive full information about this Coffee Agenoy
Plan. You don’t send a penny—just mail the Application. No obligation—you decide after

5312 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio

C/ip Out and Mail Today I/

COFFEE_AGENCY APPLICATION. |-~

WRITE YOUR FULL NAME AND ADDRESS HERE:

Name

(State whether Mr., Mrs., or Miss)
Address
City and State...

HOW MUCH TIME CAN YOU DEVOTE TO COFFEE AGENCY?

Mark with an “X” [0 FULL TIME O PART TIME

Full time pays up to $35 to $60 in a week. Part time, either during the day
or evenings, pays up to $22.50 in a week.

STATE WHICH BONUS YOU PREFER—CASH OR FORD AUTOMOBILE

In addition to their cash earningsg, we offer our producers a cash bonus of
$500.00 or a brand-new, latest model Ford Tudor Sedan.  State which you
would prefer if you decide to accept our offer. Mark “X” before your choice.

[0 $500.00 CASH BONUS O LATEST MODEL FORD TUDOR SEDAN

CAN YOU START AT ONCE? Mark with an “X” ~ [JYES O NO

If you cannot start at once, state about when you will be able to start.

AL B SEND NO MONEY |
App L l CATION S m’“y{& “30{'.'1?1"" foo of any kind required with this Avplication, Tt merely tells us

Tunning fee ency your locality if we have an
: B opening for you. You will be notified by return mai} whether your home Joeality is
WI L L B E available. Then you can declde if the money-maki posmbnxties Ioock good to you.

No obligation on your part. - Thoss who apply first will be given preference, so be sure
to maulug your Application without delay—NOW! No letter is required, just the Apph—

H E LD ST R I(T LY — mALBERT MILLS, President
CONFIDENT AL Bk ‘Monmonth Avenue ~Cincinnati, Ohio |

I

»



ITRAIN FOR

A GOOD PAY JOB IN |

ELECTRICITY

ON REAL MOTORS, GENERATORS, ETC.

% earn by Doing” in 12 Weeks |

HERE IN CHICAGO IN

THE SHOPS OF COYNE |

Send | coupon nowand Tl tell you all about my quick, easy.
way to train icr your

who are willing to prepare for a place in this Giant lndustry =
Whis is your chance to get started towards a real job and a
Feal future. Don’t dréam-about better pay-and a good job—
prepare now to getit.

QUICKER, EASIER WAY%

Here in my big COYNE Chicago training shops you are trained on
al electrical v and —not by ndence:

gg‘eare told how-tode a thing—Then youanshawn how todoit—"
guidance of expert in-|

n. you do the work yourself-under the:
structors. By my method of instruction you doﬂ 't need ptevious
€xperience ova louo! education. S

_ PART TIME WORK WHILE TRAINING; '
 EMPLOYMENT SERVICE AFTER GRADUATION

=~ ¥¥ you are short of money and need part t._me work to Telp pay
!ovyo:vxu;o:er‘l},andboard umejbﬂftergrad = 'm

ment youget @ Lo} ua n, we
give you FREE L Keume%mployment

GET THE FACTS

Don’t tet tack of money keep you from sending ¢he Couponﬂow
My Big FREE COVNE Book is full of facts and photographs
which tell you about COYNE Practical Training. It shows you

how-easy it i to learn by the COYNE method; It will also tell
you about my part-time work plan—zbout my graduate emplay ]

-~ nent gervice, lifetime memoershxp privileges and many”
you wﬂl want to know. Don t delaya—mail coupon TODAY

Training in- DIESEL Electrlc Refrlgerahon

~-H. C,LEWIS, Presldent, COYNEELECTRICALSCHOOL

500 S. Paulina S¢. Dept. 78-84 Chicago, 1.
Please send me your Big Free Book and details of yous~
Plans to help me get Coyae Shop Training.

sescooet0scnesseseeetseses et assaseaRssoseDEs

jpn-a-n‘--nn--
E \
®

|[cANDID CAMERA
|| CATCHES CO-£DS

COLLEGE

ur start for a betfer job and a real future -
the giant field of ELECTRICI‘EY‘ “The gteat fascinating | § -
—ﬁeld ‘of ELECTRICITY offers 3 real future to many nien |}

_In Every Issue Of

HUMOR

GAYER AND GRANDER '
’ THAN EVER

-
AT ALL STANDS

.******

COrrespo
embarrassing reciting but by actual chtlcal worlk; Firsti |-

‘and Air Condltmnlng -NO EXTRA COST §
Saease MAIL ms COUPGN TODPAY csaman

ASTROLOGY

LET THE STARS BE
YOUR GUIDE!

ASTROLOGY MADE EASY
“FOR EVERY MEMBER
OF THE FAMILY!

t:onsu!t Your Bally Horoscope in =

EVERYDAY

A MAGAZINE FOR EVERYBODY

|10c AT ALL STANDS 10c
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1 WILL SEND MY FIRST LESSON FREE
I Shows How / Train You
of Home in KmeramFme fore

J. E. Smith, President
National Radio tInstitute
Established 1914
The man who has directed
the home study training of

men for the Radio
Indultry than any other
man in America.

Service

Manager

for Four
Stores

1 was work-

ing in a ga-
I

s rage  when
enrolled with N. R. 1" Ina
few months I made-enoush
to_pay for the course three
I am now

or four t

“T have a very
good spare time
trade. At fimes &
it is more ¢han I can handle
I make on an average of
$40 per month profit, and
that is spare time, working

and somo eve-

BIV.

3rd St., Bock

Training

“T have been

doing nicely,
anks to

B T:aénm. =
the finest™in the worl
BERNARD -
Kent St .. Brooklyn, N.¥.

Clip the cou; and mail if. lwﬂlnmxeantzun
yoli.l!J at hompm mma time_to be a RADIO
EXPERT FREE.

become Radio Experts, mors money than ever as
& result of my training.

Many Radio Experts Make
$30. $50, $75 aWeek
Radio broad

mploy
station managers and pay up m $5,000 a ncl‘ Fixi
Radio sets in spare time pays as much as $200 to 3500
a year—full time repair ;oba with Radio jobbers,
facturers, dealers, as much as 830 350. 815 a week
Many io Experts open t| 6 or part

system
ities now and for the future. Telovision prom-
p . many soon, Men I mined have
good jobs in these branches of Radio. their
Jetters, Mail the coupon.

There's a Real Future in Radio
for Well-Trained Men

Radio today is young—yet it’s one of our.large indus-
More than 28,000,000 homes have one or more
Radios. There are more Radios than telephones. Eaech
year- millions of Radios get out of date, need m!minz
or new tubes, repairs. Tlions are spent each
for Radio repairs, More than 5,000,000 auto Bedlos
are in use; more are being sold day, oﬂermg
niore' profit-making opportunities “for Radio
And RADIO IS bTILL YOUNG—GBOWI NG. Mlu
is expanding into other ﬁolds The few hundred $30,
$50, $75 a week jobs of 20 years ago have grown to
thousands. Yes, Radio offers opportunities—now and
in the future!

Many Make $5, $10, $15 a Week Extra
in Spare Time While Learning

The day you enroll I start nemﬂngnxtmllmsylob
Sheets showing how to do Badio repair jobs. h-

D 1\ TB T TO
IS“%.TS QUICKER—SAVE TIMB, MAKE

I Give You Practical Experience

I send you special Radio equipment, show you how to
conduct experiments, build circuits ulustntmg im-
portant principles used in modemn Radio reesivers,
Bead

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 3K09

=
=
=
: National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C.
=
=

~_ Dear Mr. Smith: Without obligating me, send the sample lesson and your
book _which tells about the spare time and full time opportunities in Radio and
at home in spare time to become Radie

explains your 50-50 method of training men at
Experts.

( Please write plainly.)

COUPON iﬁ nn! envelope, or paste it on

300D JOB IN RADIO

about this 50-50 method of tn.lnin;—how it mkel
learning at home
tical. Mail coupon.

Money Back Agreement Protects You
I am sure I can train you awcessmlly Iureeiu
writing to refund every penny you 8 if you
not satisfied with my Lessons- and lnmu;tlon Servlu
when you finish. I'll send you @ copy of this agree-
ment with my Free Book.

Find Out What Radio Offers You
Mnﬂ eoupon fot sample Jesson and 64-page book
to anyone over 18 years old,
poum uut lhdio‘s spare ﬂme and_ full time omm
t\miﬁu and  those coming in -Tel ;- tells “about
training in Radio

Tevision
and Telwinnn nhows Iottors
men I trained, telling are doing,
out what Radio oﬂem YDU! MAIL
& penny

Tind
post card—NOW
-J. E. Smith, President, Dopt. 8K09
National Radio Institute, Washington, D. O,

GOOD FOR BOTH 52255225 FREE |

AGE.

STATE.

2FR3




Scientific Principle
Restore Your Hair?

Amazing- reports from users.
The Rand is simple to use.
{ | Hook up to any faucet—place - out after first fe
~helmet oyer head —furn on ===
Water. .:—-’thét.'s,a,}}} ’Pow?cg of = =
| water:pumps-life-giving, -in-
— vigorating blood through scalp
|- blood- vessels, feeds starved
—hair roots, gives inner stimu-
~lation—and 'often -results in
QUICK growth of new hair.
| No water touches your head -
_orhajr, Ordertoday. ~— —

| Stimulates Deep-lying Blood Vessels
: Troult Iniriﬂt Vacuum Principle

ILittle as90Days

“The illustrations above ex~

of growing hair. At leftis
‘a starved hair reot—too
weak to push hair through
~ the scalp. At right is

2 strong, active hair

root — GROWING
HAIR — because it is
properly nourished by
rich blood supply.

plain the Rand principle -

IResults Like This

Hair and scalp: speclalists know increasing blood ecircula-
tion in deep-lying scalp blood vessels stimulates growth of
—hair. Here ig an amazing machine which through “intermit-_
tent Vacuum” actually pumps blood to starved and stunted

- ~hair roots, steps falling hair, and results in new growth of
hair. - Results are obtained even in many so-called hopeless
cases of baldness, You men who have tried everything else—

; _—— you men who are losing your hair—yon men-who have given
S St ~— -~ up hope of ever regaining your hair—YOU areinvited to try
W." = Th- = S == d the Rand Hair Grewing Machine on our amazing Guaranteed
W-iHE-this Soun Offer. Stop belng laughed at behind your back! Stop being
called “Baldy” ! Stop looking old before yeur time.

NEW HAIR IN 90 DAYS!

The exact _time it takes for hair to appear varies
with the individual ceSe, but in many eas%&ﬂew hair
appears in ag little as 90 days. Usually hair stopsfalling

8 fush This Loup

e o - — o . ——

ents, sealp glows and fingles
with new vigor due to stimulated
eirculation. —Often. results are
quiek and startling. You use the
Rand at home while resting, or
reading, Treatment of 15 minutes 3
each are sufficient. L. 3

PRICE Only §995

___Amazing Trial Offer—You Pay Only If Satisfied!

y OOK! In As

SEND NO MONEY! You may have spent hundreds of dolars
to regain your hair. The Rand costs you only $9.05, complete,
but you pay this only if you are sati with resulfs- Send no
money - with eoupon-below. - Pay-postman small deposit of only
$5.00, plus- postage on arrivsl of Rand, in plain package. Use
it for 30 days according to directions.  If you are theén convineced
that it is belping you, pay balanee of only $4.95, Otherwise
return Rand-to-us for-refund. of your first payment. —You risk
nothing and you may again enjoy a thick luxuriant growih of
hair! Rush eocupon: below today. -

Rand Company, Dept. J-1671, 402 Fourth St—Newport, Ky.

on-SEND HO MOKEY!

Rand -Company, Dept. J-1671, 402 E, 4th St.—Newport, Ky.

Please ship the Rand in plain package complete to me
€. 0. D. for $5.00 plus postage.- I agree to pay balance of
$4:95 if after'30 days I am satisfied with results. Otherwise
T-may retum the Rand to you and you will refund-1ny money.

Name . .ioceicieviiisonsonsinriasssrsertonssrveranngios

1 e e T Sidte. v e
Liberal Deferred Payment Offer 2
Send no: money- now. Pay $5.00 (plus postage)- when the
Rand “is delivered to you: - Use 30 days according to. direc~
tions. “If at that time you are not delighted with resuits,
return “the Rand to us.znd we'll refund the entiré amount

“of_your deposit. You take no risk! =S =57

s ot et s i et et et i e b e s bt i) b b S

i
i
I
Adﬂru} e e e :
I
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.. and Where There Are -Dieselsl
You Find H. D. S. Graduates

Almost every day .. . right in your own daily lifs ... . you see
Diesels at work . . . read about, or hear about, this great new
form of power . . . ahout how it is spreading like wildfire.
Hemphill Schools graduates are in the thick of this great swing
to Diesel. Back of thousands of Diesel horsepower turning the
wheels, driving the propellers . . . meeting the world’s
numerous power needs . . . are Hemphill men, in the many
interesting, “big future” jobs offered by Diesel.

= H-D.S: graduates are operators, chief engineers, sales engi-
neers, superintendents, service men, master mechanics . . . to
name only a few of the types of positions. They qualified for
their jobs and opportunities the proven Hemphill way =, &
through practical training that you, too, can obtain at any one
of the Hemphill Diesel Schools you may prefer to attend. Or
you can stast your training at howme . . now. For complete in-
formation on Hemphill Diesel courses, send the coupon today.

Please send me new issue of “March of Diesel” booklet and
details on Hemphill Dieeel training. (This special informas
tion is intended only for men between the ages of 18 and 45).

DIESEL SCHOOLS

Snfy in the citieg listed below.and in"nb. woy
d with any other schools’ of “similar ‘nome NAME AGE
STREET.
CITY. ~ — STATE_ e
Send This Coupon To-Nearest Address Shown At Left




?Money-Makmg Oppor :
 for Men of Character

EXCLUSIVE FRANCHISE FOR - =
AN INVENTION EXPECTED TO R_EPLACE
A MULTI-MILLION-DOLLAR INDUSTRY

Now o by Themselves

f—at a Praction of the Expense

— Thisisa cail for men everywhere to handie
—  exclusive agency for one of the most
S= umque business inventions of the day.

yeats ago the horsé and: bugey bnsm:ss was supreme—today -

£ aph-industry ran x&x: S
comparativel :
utomobile aa% the
tatho. Yet irresistible waves of tEthc buym swept these men to- -

almost extiact. Twenty years

~ — many m}lmnmd ay t&
foresighted men saw foﬂ:unes ahtad in

fortune, and sent the buggy and phonogra into the discard. So
- “are great suecesses made by men able to detect th: shift in-public favor
—from onc industry to another.

Now _ another chan Fe 55 aking place,  An old cseablished industry—an integral
end important part of thie nation’s mcture——m which millions of dolfars Change-hands
every year—is in :housznds of cases being replaced by a truly astonishing, simple inven-
-tion which does-the work better—more relizbly—AND AT A COST OFTEN AS LOW
~A82%-OF WHAT IS ORDINARILY PAID! “Tt-has ot required very long for -meén -
~who bave takcn over the rights to this valuable invention to do 3 remarkable Business,

M:howmnmgs whthchmnmauemnhwﬂ for the avera

Nt r B
Not a "Knick-Knock” =

[ EARNINGS

- months—close to $5.000 in 90 dzys

at least half the day in the office counting what I havesold
—outright and os trial, 1 have made § justa httlc in €xcess of onc

- mit mentioning here mote than-these few random cases. How- -

~ right kind of man. One man with us has alrcady made over

the nghx field i mvslixch to make hisstart and cvclophxsfutu:c :

%manlnCaﬁformz:amcd ovct$1 6009« fonth forthrcc,'
— Anotlict writes
from Delaware ="Since ¥ have been operating (just a htﬂc
Jess than 2 month of actual sclling) and not t‘,he full day 3t

that, because I have been getting organized and had to- spena'

thousand dollass profit for one month.”> A-Connecticut man
writes he has made $55.00/in a single day’s time. Texas man
nets over $300 in fess than 2 weck’s time. Space does not per=

evet; they ate sufficient to indicatethat the worthwhilefuture
in this business is coupled with immediate earnings for-the

2 thousand sales on which his earnings-ran from $5 to $60-
Ecr sale-and more. A great deal of this business was repeat
msiness. Yet he had never donc anything like this before
coming with us. That is the kind of opportunity this business
offers.” The face that this business has. attracted: to-it such
business men as former bankers, exmtivs ‘of businesses—<

men who dem;md only the highest opportunity and
income—gives ty good picture of km& ‘of business-this
—is. Our door is-open; Imwever, to the young man fooking for-

= Proﬂt:r»ﬁwpiqal of 2
the Young, Growing Industry =

- No Momy Need Be stkeJ

ing this lmsmess out. Yon can_measure the o
bilities End not be out a dollar. If yow are Iuh;p}::“a

= Ma valuable, proved device-which
- fas been sold successfully by busi-
nes.v -niovices as well as seasoned

: Going into this business is tot like selling something

offered i cvery , druz or department store. For

instance; when you take 2 $7 50 order, $5.83 can be yout

: Some qf the Savmg:
< You Can Show

mealkmanoﬁioemdputdmkfm &mspect
@ letter from a salés organization showing that did
“vork in their own office for $11 which fvrmcdy coul have
~-“kost them over $200. A-building supply corporation
—our maa $70; whereas the bill could have been for $1; 600!
— An-automob:le dealer pays our representative $15; whereas
the expense could havc becn over $1,000. - X department -
- store hzs ible cost-if ‘done outside
= the business mg wdl over J And so on. We could
= wor-possibly list-alf éases here. Thm arc-just 2 few of
the _many actual-cases which we place ia your hands to
worlc-with. - Practically cvery line-of Business and every
section of the country- :ﬂxﬂ:ramdby thesc ficld reports
—— ‘which hammer across ing, convincing money- snv‘.ng
= wwm«:hhzxdlymy busmasnunmfax.lto

Nordo you have to know anvdzmg about hlsh pmsm
- selling. **Sel

= = vetemm‘. S — share, On '?hesoo wc)lnhaf business, your shar:’;an be
= - §i 167 00- v least you get as your cvery:
© Make n::umk&—thu isno Wﬁ mﬁ'lg 10“— dollar’s worth nsingssyygug do xs,ytS‘I ogfxr;—-oo ten
HhEh e o e ‘* market- - dollars" worsh $6.90, o a hundred dollars® worth $67.00
m« ~have scen pothing. See=perhaps BOWE ___ i other words two chisds of cvery order-you geels
camed ‘@tﬁm“m“e"‘“‘m‘m‘“““’ rs. Not oalyon the first order—bat on repeat.orders
acnm ef:;!«: q ions—by 1hcn- hes=by a,;_{ = -andyoulnve ;heoppwmmqu(nmmgancvcu lzrgcr
h itals, €tC., €Cey— P e =
;ndby ‘thousands of small business men, - You don't have 10 =
oonviace s g g thatheshoule w&'ﬂe&d ic bl‘:lbwhsh‘; - Tlus Business Has
i inste a am) o ave 1o-scl
:thamc business mB:tldup;bnt some day he may Not’""g to Do With E
= Sr oy House to House Canvassing

Hing"* is unnccessary-in-the ordinary scnse of
the word. 1nst:ad of | hammcrmg away at the customer
and try; m,i 2 sale, you make - dignified;’
business-lil c;all lcave the msullmon—v«hzteve: size
the customer says he will accept—at our risk, let the
“customer sell himself after the device is in and wm-}.mg
This docs away with the need for pressure on the cus-
tomer—it the hardicap-of tryil ngto%etzhc
mmoney before the customer has really convinced himself
100%. You simply tell what you o&'a, shuwmg proof of
success in that customer’s particular line of business.
Fhen-leave the invention without a doliar down. It
starts workicg at once. Inzfew short-days, the installa-

- tion should acemally-produce enough cash money to pay
ts above the investment coming in
‘ou the call back; collect your money.

“Nothing is so convin¢ing as our offer-to let resules speak

for the del, with
atthe same time.

for themselves without risk to the customer] While others
fail 10 gc; even 2 hmg, our meén are making sales
running into-the hundreds

tion t.he Targest firms in- the-country, and sold o the
smallest businesses by the thossands.

= flus # prospect pncncali{ in cvery office, norc, or factory

FTY

- with a5 other Decessitics

—out that you weré ghe bettce mm—w: I both-be
— Sofor convenicnce, use the coupoi. elro—bun
‘aWay—or wire: ;f you wrsh But d

.~ They bave feceived the atten- '

business_that is nor overcrowded—2 business that 15 jost
coming into its own—on the tpgrade, instcad of the
downﬁrzdc—a business lhzt oﬁ'crs the buyer relief from

buc Business that

—into which you c2n sct {oor—regardiess of
—mecessiry. but-does-not-have any price-cutting 1o contend -
12t because you conmol
the sales in exclusive territory is your own. business—
shat pays imore on some jrdividual sales than many_men make
5 & weck and somesimes i a month's time—if such &business
Yooks-as-if it is worth i investigating, geriis fouch with us
@t once for the rights in your terrirory—den’c delay—
-becanse the chances are that if you do wait, someonc clse
will have written to-us in the mcznmm-—nnd n.( irturns

s

RDOW

F E AkMS’!‘RONG Presideat
Dcpt 4647 1K, Mobile, Ala.
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1Rl 8 FOR EXSLUSIVE - -;
TERRITORY Pmﬂﬂm’t >
I F. B. ARMSTRONG, Pros, Dept, 4047 K, Mobtie, Ala- . -

Without cbligation to me, me full infors—
l nation on youx Proposition. = '
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- THOUSANDS NOW PLAY

who never thought they could!

Learned Quickly at Home
T didn’t dream T ocould actually learn<to
Now when I play
for people they hardly —believe “that I
learned to play so well in 8o short 2 time,-
*H, C. 8. Calif.

play without a teacher.

Surprised Friends
1 want to say that my friends
are great}y surprised at the
different pieces I can already
play. -1 am very happy to
have chosen Yyour method of
learning. -

*B. F.. Bronx, N. Y.

Best Method by Far

Enclosed is my last examina«
{ion sheet for my course in
Tenor Banjo. This completes

my couree. I have taken les-
sons before under teachers,
‘but my instructions with you
were by far the best.

, Minn.
*Actual uunm‘ mimes “onrequest.
Picturos by professional modais.

Plays on Radio

“X-have been on- the air
‘radio station.:
~ tion for such a wonderfal course. -

You, too, can play

1 am happy to tell you that for four weeks
b over our local
~So_thanks fo your institu-

*W.H. S, Akbamv. 5

Wouldn’t Take $1,600 for Course
The-lessons are-so simple that anyone ean

by note in a little more than a onth.
—I wouldn’t nke a_thousand doilars for
my course. -
-5 E A, Kunels Ciw Mo

any instrument

By this EASY A-B-C Method

YOU think rl?l “diffeuts, 16 learn music? -
That’s what thousands of others bave

thought! Just like you, they longed to play -
some instrument—the piano, violin, guitar,
saxophone or other favorltes. But they
the because
they thought it took months and years of

tedious-study and practice to-learn.

And then they made an amazing discov-
ery! They learned about a wonderful way
to learn music at home—without a private

_ teacher—without tedmus study—and in a

mtrprismgly short time. They wrote to the

— Y. S. Schaol of Musxc for the facts about

this remarkable short-cut method. And
the facts opened thelr eyes! To cap the
climax a free Demonstration lesson actu-
ally showed them how easy it was to learn.
The result ? Over 700,000 men and women
have studied music at home_this simple,
A-B-C way. Now, all over the world, en-

FREE DEMONSTRATION
U. 5. SCHOOL OF MUSIC

thmmshe music-lovers are enjoying - the

_ thrilling satisfaction of creating theirown

_musie. They have found the key to
times, popularity and profit:

And that's what you can do, right now.

Simply mail the coupon below. Get the™

proof that you, too, can learn to play your -

favorite instrument — quickly, easliy, in
spare time at home. Never mind if you
have no musical knowledge, training or
talent. Just read the fascinating illustrated
bookiet that answers all your questions—
examine the demonstration leason. Both
will be mailed to you without the slightest
cost or obligation. Tear out the coupon
now, before you turn the page.
ments  supplied when needed, cash or
eredit:) - U. S.  School of Music, 29410
Brunswick Bldg,; New York City.

Fortieth year. (Established 1898.)

_LESSON AND BOOKLET

29410 Brunswick Bldg., New York City - ==

Without cest or obligation to me, please zend me your fres Illusirated booklet and demonsiration
Iesson.— 1 am- interested in the instrument checked below:

1AN BANIO
VIOLIN MANDOLIN
UITAR 3 UKULELE
PIANO ACCORDION CORNET
PLAIN ACCOEDION TRUMPET
SAXCPHONE ARP

ELL CLARINET

CELLO
HAWAHAN GUITAR

NAWE, ivovoveesrocsosoasivistsnsassssasrscscnesas
ATATOES ~vecvevaresssesrorasuvariracsssorssssaressvassosntasvorornos

Gl oscssesss avsrsssonsavinssns tsessiervestossintosivssssesvessnsve

VOICE CULTURE

vrerersing

Have you 5 S
This_ Instru.?...v...i.0 vesvssivecen

Statl...iicovicirenirarsnes

understand them. 1 have learned to play

(Instru-

seesssscsisresrarisoratenene




Have You Haod These

" gf&ange gxpe&iences ! :

WHO has not experienced

that inexplicable phenom-
enon of sensing an unseen
presence? Who has not sud-
denly realized that he has
been listening to a conversa-
tion within himself—an elo-
quent appeal to self from
some_intangible intelligence?
Too long have the restrictions
of orthodoxy and ridicule of
unenlightened persons kept
these commonplace occurren-
ces shrouded in secrecy, Learn
what the world’s greatest
thmkers, artists, poets and
geniuses found by accident—
that the intelligence just be-~
yond the border of thinking
consciousness is man’s foun-
tain-head of imagination and
the source of the greatest cre-
ative power he can command.

Accept This FREE Book

You cannot better your place
in life by thmkmg only in
terms of what you have read
or-heard. Only by the intelli-
gent direction of your inner
faculties will you receive that
needed vision and impetus to
carry you beyond the plod-
ding, routine-enslaved masses.
Let the Rosicrucians send you
a PReE Sealed Book that tells
you how. you may learn to
employ and enjoy your nat-
% ural hentage——-the forces of
mind. Address: Scribe LM.N.

The ROSICRUCIANS (AMORC) SanJose, Calf,

(Not a religious 'organization)‘

s

Write for free book, 50-50 lan. Splendid opportunit;
‘ HDIANA SONG BUBEAU Dept. 16, Salem Indlanx

’Used to win mosr lnter-

national Commercial
School Contests

EASY TERMS~FREE TRIAL
WRITE FOR-UITERATURE DEPT. B-23 ==

WOODSTOCK TYPEWRITER €0., WOODSTOCK, ILL.

THE
PHANTOM
SPEAKS

IVE men sat at a table in the dark-
* ness of the room. They did not
speak. There was no sound save

that of a faint breathing.

Then there appeared a ray of light. It
was not an illuminating light. It was not
the clean fresh light of day, nor yet the
artificial blaze of night. The light had an
eerie bluish quality; a blue so dark, so re-
luctant that it was almost black.

Suddenly, from the head of the table, a
voice metallic and hard reached out
through the darkness.

“So you men are worried about that
sleuth they call the Phantom?” it said. "I
will grant you that the Phantom is far
more intelligent than the police. However,
1 shall not grant you that he is more intel
ligent than I. What have former adver-
saries of the Phantom done? They have
waited until he took the trail, until he
came after them, armed at least with some
knowledge of their motives, of their iden-
tity. In that they were fools.”

“Well,”” said one of the men at the table.
“What should they do? Blow out their
brains?”

THE FIRST BLOW

“Fool,” said the other. “No. We must
strike ‘the first blow! Kill the Phantom
before he takes the case. Men, I promise you
something that has never been experienced by
man before. You shall watch, with your own
eyes, the Phantom cringe, turn yellow, cry for
mercy before he dies!”

In next month’s thrilling complete novel,
DEATH GLOW, a band of diabolical murder
masters vow to capture me alive!

In the spectral aurora of a ghostly blue light,
an mdxgo beam that signifies mysterious death—
a series of unbelievable crimes take place with
spectacular eﬁiqency’ The secret of the strange
DEATH GLOW is an astounding one! The
red light from the Clarion Building projects me
into an intrieate crime maze—but the blue light
means murder!

The whole story’s told next month—be on
hand for thrills!

12
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WINACASHPRIZE

Turn to Page 94 of this issue for the fourth
unmled stoty in our sensational Title ‘Contest
series.- The first three contests in this series |
brought in thousands and thousands of clever
zeplies—why-not try your skxll on this one?
,The pnzes are: >

- FIRST PRIZE e D
~SECOND PRIZE. ..o 510
“ THIRD: PRIZE ...cococirimos. $5

“This is one of the most unusual contes»s ever
beld by any magazine. Be sure to read
details on Page 99 a,nd see whether you can
wm a cash award' =

~Join FRIENDS OF THE. PHANTOM

E Here s a call for new members for FRIENDS :
OF THE PHANTOM. It’s a great nation-wide
orgamzation devoted to the war on crime—

“there are no dues or fees! Chp, sign and
maﬁ the coupon today!

The coupon will also tell you. how to obtain
your Phantom emblem, which is" optional :«md
not 2 requirement for membershlp :

Bverybody—keep-your swell letters rolling in!

Your comments, suggestionsand criticisms are
_of ;preat help-in planning future issues. A post-|
card’s as welcome as a letter—and 1'd like o
hear from every one of you. Among the best
letters I've received recentiy are those om
following readers: s =

Tweedy Wright, San Diego, C‘aL; W. B Taylor,
Victoria, Anstmlxa, Martin Altins, Mt. Pleasant,
Texas; Willis Johunson, Annapelis, Md James X.
Kirk, Albany, N. Y.; Wiliam Worth B rowne €hi-
1. M. La.rnmore, New York City: J ohnson
~Coteby; Seattle,,«Wash and Ferguson Standler,
B)mmgham Engian e

Thanks to you alll- Ami }ets Hear fmm you
regularly. The more letters, the—betterthe mag-

: azxne' z
: =11k 7PHANTOM. =

THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

22 West 48th Street
New York City

L T wish to Join- FRTENDS QFif
\ THE PHANTOM 1 promise
to uphold the laws of the
nation and do-all in my power
to aid in their enforcement.

- Name. e
ity
State 3 Awe Sex =

Enclose a self- addressed stamped envelope if«

a membership eard is desired.

- TO0 OBTAIN THRE PHARNTOM ZEMBLEM, our
—offietal insignia, enclose the name-gtrip THE -
PHANTOM DETECTIVE from the cover of this

magazine plus ten cents in stamps or coin.

-NoTE; If you do not enclese the name-strxp, send.
15¢ in stamps or coin. This nominal charge is made
merely to cover our expense in mailing this valuable
hronze badge.

S alremiy a member, check here

-10-38
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$1zso to $2100

being paid on the first and fifteenth of each mont;h (379 17 S
each pay day.) Their pay is automatically increased yearly
to $2,450. Advance may be had to Cluef Clerk at $2,700 a
year, ($112.50 each pay day -

| and-have 3 daysoff tfuty or in the same preportion. During
| this off dnty their pay continues just-as though they were
‘WOr
they grow old, they are retired with:

regular an
and $2,300.

: today—-now, at once.

government job.

——v——n————.——————n———o—-vm

FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept. A<266, Rochester, N. Y.

Gov%msna Jobs; (2) Free copy of illustrated 32-page book, *
{4) Tell me how to qualify for

e e T T e

GOVERNMENT
JOBS

START

;Year' 4,

Get Ready
IM MEDIATELY

-~ Railway Postal Clerks
Railway Postal Clerks get §1,900 the first year

3 Days 0n-3 Days Off== I-'uli Pay =
Ra.ﬂway Postal Clerks on long runs usually work 3 days >

-They travel on a-pass when on- business. - When >
pension. - :

City Maii Carriers, Post 'Ofﬁce Clerks
Clerks and Carriers now get $1, 700 the first year on
d_automatically inerease $100 =z “year-to $2, 100

Customs lnspector =
— Salary $2,100 to start. Men 93 to
Work connected with examining
- baggage and merchandise: “entering the
country from foreign parts covering
boats, trains, roads, antomobiles, ete..

Man -Other Positions

are obtalnable.
ng- these DO Vns sbouid =

ree List of Pos fons
ut the-following coupon. Tear it off and- m:ﬁl it

This investment may resulf in your g'ettmg a bxg-paxd :

Rush to me, entirely free of charze (1)-a full deseription of U S :

overnment Job’’; (3) List of U. S. Government Jobs =

a2 U. 8. Government



CHAPTER 1
A BANK 1S ROBBED

T was nine o’clock in the morn-

ing, and business in the finanecial

district of Makon, the rubber
metropolis, -was getting in - full
swing.

A moment after
the police car
crashed into the
truck, gums were
roaring

(Chapter XVI)

Near the corner, a hundred yards
away from the Makon Second Na-
tional Bank, the rai-fat-tat of an
air-hammer shatfered the morning
stillness. Tt was not heard so loudly
in the bank; the heavy windows and
thick revolving doors muted the
sound to some extent. But it was

Brutal Mass Slaughter Is a Tocsin Call
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THE WORLD S
GREATEST
SLEUTH -

annoying, nevertheless; disturbihg.

- “Wish they’d hurry up and get

the sewers fixed,” complained the
teller in Cage Two, shoveling fives
into his cash drawer and then break-
“ing a roll of guarters. ,
Payroll time today for the elec—
tric plant two blocks away.

The '

A FULI.

NOVEL

By ROBERT.
"WALLACE

: Author of “The Counterfeit Kzller,
= “The Broadway Murders;” ete.

~ BOOK-LENGTH

TAKEN "FR‘OM *
THE CASE- BOOK
~ OF RICHARD
_ CURTIS VAN

LOAN

company paid iby—,cheg}f;;_ Themen = —

and girls would be in to eash them
at noon.

“They’re not ﬁxmg sewers,” said
the feller in Cage Three, talking
through the bars to hisx. fellow
cage.

worker in the admmmg
“They re ﬁxmg gas malns

to the Phantom In Thls Grlm Manhunt';%

15;"
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*“What’s the difference? Those
air-hammers are just as mnoisy, no
matter what they’re chiseling up the

pavement for.”

Cage Three checked a sheaf of
ten dollar bills, found the count of
a hundred bills in the bale correct,
as it was marked. -

“Swell chance for a holdup,” he
said lugubriously. “That pneumatic
drill thing would cover gun sounds
all right. You could even fire a
machine gun in this ‘place, and not
be heard.”

Teller Two grinned.

The other man looked in the di-
rection of his pointed finger. He
saw ‘“Pop” Terry, the elderly bank

- guard, standing near the side en-

france opening on Miller Street,
with his hand on his gun butt. Then

the teller in Cage Two nodded to-

ward the rear, where the iron gate
to the vaults swung open. Another
guard was there; a special man,
hired temporarily. A young fellow
with alert eyes he, too, stood with

- his hand on the butt of his holstered

gun.
“Just 2 hunch Brassey was tell-
ing me,” Teller TWO remarked. “But

~ he’s playing it. Taking no chances

of trouble till after the noise of
street-fixing is done.”

‘The other teller grinned back.

“Guess we're safe enough,” he said,
nodding. “Far as that goes, we've
never had trouble here at the Sec-
ond National, Don’t know why we

“would now.”

_There was no more talk. “The
electric company, and a big rubber
company farther along Miller Street
would spew their employees out be-
fore long, all with checks to cash, if
possible, in the crowded noon hour—

TP Miller Street, past the clatter-

ing pneumatic drills, a man
walked quickly. He was of average

“You thjnkﬁ
> that hasn’t occurred to Brassey, the
cashier before now? Look!”

THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

height, a little thinner than ordi-
nary. He walked with a swiff, jerky
step. It would scarcely have been
noticed that the brim of his gray
felt hat was turned down a little
more sharply than most, or that he
held his head unusually low, unless
a passing observer should be asked
a moment later to tell what his face
looked like.

Then he would have reahzed that
he didn’t know; he hadn’t seen the
man’s face clearly
- It was a warm August day, but
the man had the coat of his dark
blue, pin-striped suit buttoned
tlghﬁy. ‘He went past the main en-
trance of the bank, the one fronting
on High Street, and approached the
Miller Street entrance on the side.
He paused there before the revolv-
ing door. His back was fo the side-

- walk so that a passerby would have

had to stop and watch directly what
he was doing in order to have seen
his act.

No one stopped, so no one saw
what he did. Opening the blue coat,
he Whlpped from under it a hand-

lettered sign, and pinned it to the
revolving door, thrusting the pin

through the rubber strip that ex- .
tended down the edge of the revolv-
ing panel as a sound-and-weather-
deadener. ‘
Then the man went into the bank

through the regular swinging door

beside the revolving one,
The sign he had 1nconsp1cuously
hung on the door said:

PLEASE USE HIGH STREET'ENTRANCE ‘
While he had been doing thls, an-

_other man had approached the main

entrance with equal swiftness. This
second man, with face half hidden
under the sharply-turned-down brim
of a gray felt hat, looked like a
twin of the first. He was of about
the same build; he wore a dark blue
suit with a thm pin stripe; his coat
was tightly buttoned.



~~  entrance,

— French-horn ease.

GRADUATES OF MURDER

Sw1ft1y, and unobserved he hung
= sxgn on the main door. I read.

= PLEASE USE_ MILLER STREET
~ ENTRANCE =

Insuie the bank the two men in

= 1dentlcal cothes Went to glass—topped

stands nearest - their respective
~ points of entrance and began to fill
out deposit slips, but w1th eyes ﬁxed
on the two doors.

~Through the
trance came three men, at twenty—
- second intervals, all dressed in dark
“blue with pin-stripes, and wearing
_gray felt hats. Through the High
Street door came two more.” The
_High Street pair carried large black
“cases of the type used to 'protect
—and transport French horns.
~“Must have been 2 fire sale some
__place in town,” the teller m Cage‘
Two said to his friend."

~“What you mean?”’ Sald Three

“Look! There’s two guys dressed
“in exacﬂy the same suits and wear-
~ ing the same hats. Anc w .;zdo you
- know—-theres another!””
~Pop Terry, at the Mlller Street

proach the door, saw = sem sto
puzzled expressions, and
around the corner toward the other
- entrance. Then Pop saw a sort of
placard, fastened to the revolvmg
panel on the street side, swinging
a little in the breeze. Frowning, he
-reached out a hand te open the door
- and go out and see what the Jeuce
~ that placard was doing there.
At the nearest counter, one >f the
_Jast men in Whlpped -open  his
“Eight staccato
_ pursts, not unlike the rai-tai-tat of
the pneumatlc drill outside, npped
out in the bank’s stillness. =
“Following that deadly burst of
- sound there was a half-second of si-
lence, then a girl's shrill shriek, -
- Pop, never knowing what had struck
_him, sank to the floor with his hand

’j stﬂl outstretched to open i;he door. :

Mllier Street en-r

-saw. two customers 8P

Blood spurted from half ‘a dozen; =

holes in his body. :
The girl’s shriek was drowned hy =

'the crisp yell of one of the men in

the dark blue, pin-striped suits.

“Stick ’'em up, everybody! Don’t - -
“try for an alarm button! The ﬁrst- —
one who does—" =

A single shot formed a grlm pe-
riod for the uncompleted senfence.
In Cage Three, the teller, who had
‘betrayed himself when his body
slanted off balance as he felt with his-
toe for a buzzer, fell w1th H hife o —

hole over h1s nght eye.

PHERE was hornﬁed silence, then,
And method that might have

been devised by Satam ‘himself.
One of the two men with machine
guns covered the west wall, along

which were the cages. The other
covered the east wall, where wors
the open desks of the bank execu-
tives and the girl clerks. A third

-~ stood by the Miller Street door; a

fourth covered the High Street door ==

 That left three of the fellows in

the pin-striped blue smts to Walk = —

back toward the vault.

hlS eyes

three Walked on toward hlm w1th-*

out reaching for guns themselves at

all. There was persplratmn on their

foreheads, but no expr&asxon in then' =

set faces. =

They loolfed much as men used to

look™ at the zero hour when they

climbed out of their trenches and

began advancing on- enemy lines in

‘5 slow, measured walk, unable fo _.
—do anythmg about enemy shells
bursting in their midst, unable to

speed up for fear of getfing caught
in the barrage laid down ahead of

them by their own threatemng guns =

m the rogy, = =
The guard aetnally got ‘his gun =

At the vault entrance the yeunger., ==
‘(temporary guard stood with his
hands up but with baffled fury im
Suddenly, and deﬁant}y, =
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~ Richard Curtis Van Loan

-out, was aiming it, when one of the
tommy guns belched lead. The guard
fell; slowly, like a sagging tree. The
three men went on to the vaults.

Breathlessly those in the bank
watched. Along the west wall, cus-
tomers and employees stood with
hands up. Aleng the east wall, em-
ployees sat where they were Wlth
hands on desk tops. No one moved.
No one dared move! The keen, ruth-
less method of the thing had them
all licked.

The vault had a time-lock. But at
this hour of the morning it was
open. The men walked in, came out
in an incredibly short time with the
French-horn cases nearly full. Then
they went to the cages along the
west wall, one affter another. As
they moved, the blank-faced killer
covering that side shifted too, so
that never was one of the bandits in
line with an employee.

The three had the black cases
crammed to capacity with cash. One
of them took off his coat and began
stuffing money into it as into a sack.
Cage Three was left untouched; the
man in there was dead and couldn’t
hand out the contents of the cash
drawers, and it was too risky for

the bandits to try to enter from the
rear= - :

The thing was done. Not six min-
utes had elapsed. During that time
several dozen people had approached
the doors outside, had gone from

‘one to the other as the signs di-

rected. Most had finally given it up
in perplexity to come back to the
bank later. A few had come in in
spite of the signs—and had been
promptly lined up by the door
guards

The three men with the money

_retreated toward the Miller Street

entrance. The two with the tommy
guns backed affer them.

“Don’t anybody move for five
minutes,” one of them grated. :
The seven bank robbers had not
come in cars. They had inconspicu-
ously approached the bank on foof.
But precisely two minutes before
their exit a big sedan had idled up
in front of the Miller Street door.
There was a solid line of parked -
cars, but the big sedan had simply

parked  double for a moment.
~ The three men with the money
walked out the door and stepped
into the car. Crowds on the side-
walk didn’t eéven bother to stare at
them. The two killers with the ma-
chine guns started to back through.
Half the men in the bank were
taut, ready to ‘act the instant guns

were no longer covering them. A

dangerous point, the getaway! One
of the men with a chopper backed
through the door. The other started
to follow.

There was a shot. The second
machine gunner screamed and fell,
clutching at his side. The guard at
the vault door, dying, had desper-
ately managed enough strength te
press the trigger once before death

took him.

The man at the High Street door
cursed furiously, and dipped into
sagging coat pockets. He threw two
small metallic things that tinkled
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GRADUATES OF MURDER

when they hlt the bpank’s marble
~ floor, then sprinted for the’ Miller
He got to 1t and =

Street entrance,
: paused :
“Men raced to phones-—and stag-
gered clawing at their throats as
pas, released by the breaking bombs,

chained them; coughmg, strangling

prlsoners. ==
The last member of the band1t

gang bent and coldly, methodically, —
put two slugs through the head of

the man who had been wounded by
- the dying guard. Then he snatched
“up- the submachine gun and sped out
to join his comrades, without a back-
ward glance at the shambles.

The big sedan, crarmned with the

'mep and money, whirled off and

-~ down  Miller Street.

But someone on the sﬂewalk had -
caught a glint of the one tommy
gun left, held down by the gunner’s

- side, but of course too big to be hid-

“den. Someone else had wondered at
—the sight of two men earrymg horn
_cases out ef a b' K

~such thing. Still someone- else had

caught the sound of single explosive
noises in the midst of the pneu-
matic drill’s drum-beats, and now
suddenly realized that the two were
not at all connected; that the smgle'
noises had _been shots' =
Belatedly, there were yeHs
traffic cop at the corner, not know-
ing what had happened, but a vet-

~ eran at reading mob sounds, shrilled

urgently at his whistle for rein-
Too late! The big se-
-dan was already two- blocks away
—and  still accelerating at seventy
‘miles per hour.

Ten blocks from the scene of the

bloody crime, with a squealing of

tortured brakes and a shrieking of
-sliding: tires that left het, smoking
~marks on the pavement, the hurtling

‘machine slowed and swerved left
Two b”[ocks OVer’jif

— ground -a corner,

Jlivery truck was in the big shad

F'rank Havens :

'»t:left agam, and then at a more

‘cedate pace headed back in the di-

rection from which it had come.

Even the driver wore a blue suit

with a pin stripe and a gray felt

hat. As they rode back toward the -
- bank, three of the bandits crouched
down with the instrument cases om =
= ;g‘.the floor of ¢ the -erowded tonneau,
romptly removed Jnelr —

hats The driver clapped o =
cap with a snappy Jeather visor,
With bland insouciance, smiling and
chatting, the men who had just
robbed the Makon Second National
Bank—and  killed—rode past the

i,juproar at the ravaged bank Just = "
e.bloek away.

~ Gradually the car plckedup speed

'Exght blocks down it turned toward
the river, bringing up in a ware-
3t ot

house district.  Abruptly
sharply into a side street, then into
an alley. Purrmg along for fifty
yards, it turned in at the truck en-

trance of a desolaté—lookmg build-

ing. -

Instantly the steel shutter door

rolled down behind it. In the gloom
three smaller sedans of popular
make loomed dlmly, and a light de-

On the Wh}te paneled s1des of thei

=
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truck, painted with a flourish -in
black and gold was the sign:
~ WEBBER'S PERFECT BREAD
Coolly the bandits got out of the
big sedan. Two of them began go-

ing over the huge car with special
cloths, wiping away all possible fin-

gerprints. The others started carry-

- ing weapons and loot to the bread
truck and stowing them inside.
Then, with two moving to each se-
dan, six of them quickly removed
their suits and put on clothes of va-
rious colors and designs which were
awaiting them. The leader removed
his own coat and pulled on a long
service coat of white and a work-
man’s cap. Beth had “Webber’s
Perfeet Bread’” stitched upon them
in black thread.

The doffed suits and telltale gray
felts were quickly bundled into the
bread truck, and the leader pad-
loeked the back doors. Then, two
men to a car, they loaded up. The
leader got behind the wheel of the

bread truck The man Who had
closed the steel shutter on their en-
trance, and who had remained stel-

idly at his post, was clad in serviee

coat and cap like the leader. Stol-
idly he opened the shu.tter, and the
cars rolled out to scatter in different
directions like ants from a dlsturbed
hill,

~ The bread truck came out last,
_and paused. Giving the steel shutter
a heave to bring it down, the door-
~ man scrambled into the seat of the
truck. The car was in motion by the

time the shutter clanged down with-

a dismal sound. And silence settled

upon the vacant building with 1ts

abandoned sedan.
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CHAPTER U
MYSTERIOUS DEATHS

HE softly glowing
lights on the new
building of the
Newark airport
gleamed  through
the night like float-
ing globes of lu-
&% minous red. On the
A\ B8 highway outside

B8 cars whizzed past

with lancing head-

lights in a never-ceasing flow of

traffic. There was orderly confusion

about the hustle and bustle. Over-

head droned the motors of a huge

transport from the west.

Inside his office the radio oper—
ator was in communication with the
pilot of the airship, directing his
landing. Mechanies and attendants
ran out into the glare of the landing
lights. And like a glittering dragon
of the air, the great ship material-
ized out of the upper darkness,
swooped down  gracefully, and

“touched the runway. Smoothly, with-

out 'a bounce, the wheels took the
ground, skimmed a bit, then settled
gently. The pilot taxied his ship

- neatly toward the landing shed. The

landing steps were rolled to the side
of the transport, the door was
opened, and passengers began to un-
load. =
Suddenly there was a seream
from within the huge ship. It was
the stewardess.” Field attendants
leaped for the ship, jammed their
way inside, motioning the straggling
passengers on out of the way. News-
papermen, on hand to interview -
notables, pushed their way forward,
foreing themselves into- the trans-
port, their press cards stuck jauntily
into their hat-bands.

Inside, the co-pilot and a guard
were trying to calm a hysterieal
young woman in the uniform of a
stewardess of the line. The eyes of



~_said laconically.

- -~ newspaperman.
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the reporters ﬂashed past her to-
-~ ward the last compartment. There,

~ slumped lifelessly in the seat, was
a man somewhat past middle age.
He had been shot through the heart!

Blood was still flowing sluggishly

irom the wound, and there was the
faint reek of gunpowder in the air.

Obviously he had just been killed,
probably by a silenced pistol under
- cover of the noise of disembarking.

; - “Chase to the office, Macey,” the -
— co-pilot snapped to the attendant.

- “Tell them to lock the gates' T
: rhold everybeéy =

HE attendant whirled and left

A reporter, with the card of the -
Clanon prommently dlsplayed m .hls, =

hps
. “Good - cnpes'”- he
“That’s ‘George Creighton!”
“The flyer spun_about and stared
w1th mdenmg eyes at the dead man.

“Who?’ he snapped. “What -do -

you know about him??
~ “Nothing much,” the Claric

one of the biggest bankers in Wall

Street. Know how he came- to “be

—aboard?”

— The —stewardess
rapid-fire questions that followed.
~ “He boarded the ship at Makon
Olno,” “she said tremulously. “H
was alone.
- thought he was dozing just now and
came back to wake him. I—I found

- ~ him like this, and I screamed.”
- “He’s just been killed,” said the
Clorion reporter, as other newspa-

permen crowded around. “Dldn’t
you hear the shot?’ :
“N-no,” she hesitated. - “I was so

~bugy, I didn’t notice. There was an

air-sick woman in Four, and: I ‘was
helping her, I didn't—

“Makon!” exclaimed a Watchmg
: “Hell, that town’s
been in the news a lof recently—

ejaculated

aan ds
“Except that he’s

answered the'

That’s all T know. I

now xt’ll get a new Whlrl abeut What'

“this guy was doing there. Remem-

ber? Makon’s where they had sueh
a whopping bank rebbery the other

day, with se many killed. Hey, 'm- ,

~on my way! Let me outa here!” =
“You can’t leave the port now!”
yelled the pilot. “None of you guys.
You'll have to wait for the pol.ee,'_! =

called

story or no story,
“Okay, welll be around X
the Clamm ‘man over his shoulder.

~ And he, with his confreres, clam-
~ bered out of the ship to leg it for
~ the main building and a telephone.

There was confusion at the gates

as they passed them. The panting-

newspapermen accosted a guard.

~ “What’s going on?’ the guard
— snapped crossiy to then' hurrled
——questions,
~ “How the hell _rslwuld I know?
ors to close up Hs

Here we get or
field like a drum, and three cars
have already left. The manager’s

raising a merry rumpus about that,
but how were we to know to bar - =

~ The Clario
enough to agr

Everybody was

was among the first to ferce his way -
to a phone, 'A'pnhe

ing outside by thé hme
number, :
- “Gimme the deskf—qulck I he

‘barked into the transmitter, twist-

ing his head and rolling his eyes to

wateh everything possible around

him. “Hello! Boss! Mitchell, at the

airport. Listen—George Crelghton —
Wall Street capitalist, was on board
the Western transport. He was shot

to death—murdered-f—k
unknown—just as the ship was
landing. »All of us are locked up =

stopped long
the impossibility
—of this, then rushed on ‘to the office.
~ There was a queue of people at the
telephone booths.
- talking at onece, dmndmg to know
_what the trouble was, why they
~were being held. The Clarion man

n was wail-
.he‘ got his

iller as yet —




here and can’t get out, but three
cars of people got away before the
exits were closed. Creighton got
aboard at Makon, Ohio. That’s all
T've found out so far, except he was
alone.”

“Good !’ exclaimed the voice at
the other end of the line, and again:
“Good! Big story, fella. Keep on
the job. Pick up all you can. T'll
send a photographer and a legman
out to help you right away. Report
to me the moment you can get away.
I'm on my way to see Mr. Havens

himself about this—now! This is
too big to be handled by anybody
but the Clarion’s publisher.”

The Clarion man at the airport
hung up and went back out to the
fransport. A cordon of guards was
stationed there now, and a lieuten-
ant of Newark police was question-
ing the co-pilot and Mary Haines,
the stewardess. The Clarion re-
porter, as the man who had identi-
fied the murder vietim was admitted
and briefly questioned. He told what
little he knew, then stood by taking
mental notes as the investigation
widened through the night until it
included the entire airport.

Dawn was breaking when he
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left the field. And the mysterious
affair was no nearer solution. As
far as the police could ascertain,
three passengers from the mur-
der transport had managed to get
away before the gates had been
closed. Two of them were New York
men, judging from the passenger
list, and the other was the air-sick
woman. Police outside were already
tracing them. The remaining four-
teen passengers, all men but two,
had been thoroughly questioned and
searched for ﬁrearms The  result
was nil.-

It seemed preposterous on the
face of it that anybedy could have
committed murder with a gun in
such a small space as a transport’s
cabin, with nineteen people .in if,
and get away undetected, but that

- was precisely what had happened.

The sheer effrontery, the unexpect-
edness of it had made it possible.
But murder was generally like that.
It leaped out suddenly. The trick
was to get away successfully, and

-in this case the murderer or mur-

deress had done that without any
trouble.

The air-sick woman was found in
Jersey City, and satisfactorily
cleared of all implication. But the
two New  York men had given
fictitious names and addresses, and
they had simply disappeared. All
that had been gleaned about them
was the meager description given
by the stewardess.

They had not sat together and
had been wholly inconspicuous dur-
ing the entire frip. Both of them
had boarded the plane in Chicago.

-Oddly, though they were strangers

to each other, they had been dressed
exactly alike,, down to light gray
topcoats and dark felt hats. They
had seemed fairly young and of the
same approximate size and coloring
—Ilike thousands of other men.

At last’ the Clarion reporter
slouched into his office, wearily
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_tapped out what details he had not
already given over the phone. Then
he went home to bed.

ASSENGERS crowded the decks
-of the Atlantic Queen as the
steamer from Bermuda nosed her
way up the Hudson. Laughter and
excited voices filled the air as the
throng—gatheréd on the starboard

side of the deck and gazed at the

NeW York shore-line.
“In the bright sunlight of midday

1the towering buildings were like a

mystical city in some fairy legend.
~An ever changing vista before the
eyes of the ship’s passengers as the
Atlantic Queen moved slowly up
the river toward her pier. The sight

brought joy to those on board, for

though they had found the trip de-

lightful, it was always good to be,

home again.

Some of them casually observed
the red glow of a light in the tower
of a giant skyscraper, a light that
was barely visible because of the
bright sunlight. To them it was

‘merely a waste of electricity. But

10 one man who stood a little apart
from the rest-on B Deck that crim-
son beacon was the tocsin of dan-
ger. To him that burning light was
as much of a call for aid as would
~have been the eerie seream of a

woman coming out of the black

darkness of night. For that light
was in the tower of the Clarion
Building, and it was the secret sig-
nal that Frank Havens used to in-
form the Phantom, that indefati-
gable Nemesis of crime, that some-
thing of such magnitude had oc-
curred that his services were ur-
gently ‘needed.

Bland, suave, and self-effacing,
how could his fellow voyagers guess
that the stalwart, youngish man
with the tan of a summer vacation
on his pleasantly rugged features,
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who stood a little apart from them,
was the super-sleuth whose exploits
had brought him fame from the
Golden Gate to Scotland Yard?
Even on into the obscure fastnesses
of the Far East—wherever crime
was a menace to civilization? The
man who was respected by police
officials all over the world, whose
very name brought fear into the
craven hearts of the greater and
lesser lights of gangdom!

- But he was. For he was the

-Phantom!

On the passenger list his name
was Richard Curtis Van Loan. That
was the name by which his world

knew him, never guessing he was

known by any other. He was Rich-
ard Van Loan to the society column
scribblers, for Van was a notorious

idler and playboy, so rich and well

liked by all who knew him that he
and his affairs were always grist
to gossip writers’ mills.

- Of all the men in the world he
knew, and his acquaintance was

~wide, only Frank Havens, publisher
of th& Clarion, knew that Van Loan

was in reality the Phantom. For it

had been the publisher who had =

started Van on the career to which
he now devoted his entire existence.
Havens alone knew of that constant,
ceaseless battle against erime in all
1ts mmdmus ramifications.

It had been Havens who had
launched Van Loan on his first case,
once when the younger man had
confessed to boredom and dissatis-
faction with his idle mode of life.
Havens had told him of a case that
had baffled the best efforts of the
police and newspapermen in its

- solving. That had been a challenge,

and Van had solved the case. -

Since themn, so successful had been
the coordination of Van’s keen brain
and dauntless courage that his ef-
forts always had been successful,

Save several cents a pack! Try Avalon Cigéretles! Céllophérie ‘ﬁcx;. ‘Union made,
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and the Phantom had been born—-
to become a name both admired and

= feared. Feared by criminals and ad-

~mired by all the powers of law and
order. A dual personality. :

But Van had not been content
with ordinary success. Always he

—had striven for greater perfection
“in his chosen line, had reached out

- for greater heights of achievement

- in his sworn war against crime. To

others he might be the figure of

mystery and uncanny feree he had

become. But fo himself—to Rlchard
Curtis Van Loan—he was a man
who believed no credit due him ex-

— cept in as far as he had developed

his brain and strength to the high-
est _degree it was posmble for him
-~ to reach

LWAYS Van had stud1ed Nowr

he not enly ‘had a »therough

knowledge of the last word in erim-

- inelogy, but he had become such a

- master of disguise as to defy iden-

tification. He had perfected the arts
of mimicery and ventnloquism, and
~ the knowledge of all scientific aids
was at his ﬁngertlps. ‘He was mas-
ter of a dozen languages and as
many dialects, as well as the cus-

toms in use in even the furthermost
— corners of the world. And in his

own laboratory, where every modern
~aid was at his d1sposal regardless

~ of cost, it was possible for him to
perform seeming mlracles m run-"

ning down erime.
Such was ’c‘he Phantom, a man

cold-nerved, fearless, a fighter who
hated crime and injustice, a man
_ever ready to gamble his hfe for the

protectmn of others.
For a time, he had been away,

- resting after a particularly trying
— case, ,
landed, the silent call for help Wask

and now, even before he
winging to him again.

~ As the steamer finally edged into
- her pier, Van Loan was among the

ﬁrst to hurry down the gangplank,
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Smartly attlred in sports clothes, '
and with an expression on his face
that was almost vapid and bored, he

walked to the customs section and
found his luggage piled under the
section marked with a big letter V.

His keen eyes lighted with pleas-

ure as he saw the distinguished-

looking gray-haired man who was

hurrying toward him.

“Frank!” he said, in his strong,
resonant voice. “Good of you fo
meet me.
And then in a tone so low that only
Havens heard him: “I saw
light on the Clzmon Buﬂdmg. What’s
up‘)n

- publisher; smlhng
i have my ecar waltmg.,

)’
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tors he ordered it sent to his Park
Avenue penthouse. Then the two
~men hurried to Havens’ car :

- Their conversation was casual as
they ‘rode to0 the Clarion Building,

and it was not until they were com-

fortably seated -in the publisher’s
‘private office that Van Loan brought

~up the subject that was uppermost
in the minds of both of them.

“How have you been?”

= = Vans Iuggage had’
been passed by the customs inspec-

the —

“I'm feeling qulte fit,” said the;
~“If you’re free,
You look
as if your crmse has done you =

- “Well-Frank?” said the Phantom,

and he repeated‘ “What’s up?’

~ “Last night George Crelghton was
murdered at the Newark airport”
~ said Havens, and apparently lrrele-'
“And the Second -
National Bank of M&kon Ohio, was

vantly he added:

robbed four days ago. Men were

killed. A brutal and ruthless crime”

- “You mean you think there’s a

connection between the bank rob-
murder??

bery and  Creighton’s
asked Van, his keen brain alert for

what possibilities that might offer.
~ “Yest” said Havens, “Creighton’s
“bank was a correspondent of the

Second National at Makon, In

fact Creighton was a personal stock-

i
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holder in the Ohio bank himself.”
. “I knew that.” Van Loan nodded.

“That’s probably why he was out
there after the robbery. Nothing
strange about that, is there?”’ he
asked,

“In itself, no.
holdup was the third one to take
place within thirty days. Just be-
fore you left on your trip the Acme
Food Company in Chicago was held
up and robbed of a fifty-thousand-
dollar payroll. Five people were
killed. The bandits were all dressed
alike in brown suits and green hats.
They even looked alike. And did the
job like drilled soldiers.”

“A new twist,” commented the
Phantom.
tlfy »

“Quite true,” said Havens quleﬂy
“The odd thing about it was that
~Amos 'OVerby, president of the firm,
was found in his home twenty-four
hours later, with his brains blown
- out ”

“Su1c1de"” : :

“Murder!” said Havens gﬂmfy

“Like Creighton last night. And
~here’s more for you to mull over.
Two weeks ago the Best Welt Shoe
Factory in St. Louis was held up at
payroll time. More than sixty thou-
sand dollars in that haul. And two
-days later, Robert Martm, treasurer
and heavy stockholder in the con-
cern, was found in a downtown
hotel room, shot twice through the
head. Murder! Here, T have all the
dope on all three cases. Some gang,
apparently, in all three cases—a
gang that went to work with deadly
efficiency and foreknowledge. And,
in the Best Welt Shoe Factory case,
just as in the robberies of the Acme
Food Company and, latest, the Ma-
kon Second National Bank, the
bandits were dressed ahke—-—only
when they went after the Best Welt,
they wore overalls and caps hke
workmen. Here’s the file. Read the
accounts.”

But listen. That

“Made them hard to 1den-

25
AN LOAN took the pile of elip-
pings and dispatches and read

them, swiftly but carefully. Havens

busied himself until his friend had
finished. =

“So what’s the answer, Van?” he
asked then. “There’s no doubt that
the same gang did all three jobs.

~They’re operating on a vast scale.

And each job has the earmarks of

-an inside piece of work to aid them.

‘But the erazy part of it is the mur-

der, after the crime, of some execu-

tive of the leoted concern. It doesn’t
make sense.”

“No,” admitted the Phantom,, “*it
doesn’t At first glance it looks like
Overby of the Acme Food Company,
Martin of the Best- Welt, and now

OF MURDER

~ Creighton, so closely connected with

‘the Makon bank, sold out to the
~bandits for a cut, or to cover their -
own crookedness, and then got dou-

blecrossed.” :

“It does, at first, yes. But Creigh-
ton wasn’t in Makon when the See-
ond National was knocked over. He
hadn’t been there in months. He
‘had little or nothing to do with the
operation of that bank. And he was
killed after he came back from a
flying visit of investigation into the =
holdup.”

“It doesn’t match up very well,”
admitted Van TLoan thoughtfully.
-“If a company official were selling
out to the bandits each fime and
then getting knocked off, the erim-
inals would soon run out of willing
material. To throw in with them
would seem to be like signing a
man’s death warrant.” ,

“Right! And, Van, look at the

_men who have been killed—nation-

ally known business wizards. No
‘blackmail, no kidnaping, no threats;
simply a cold-blooded killing after
the robbery. There seems to be no
connection between the three men
who have beéen killed. ¥et there
must be! My guess is that each
killing has been a cover-up of some



~ cash five menths -ago’

sort, but you and I know better than
to suspeet such a man as George -
~ Creighton of collusion with a gang
~ of bank robbers and murderers.”
Van Loan motloned to the desk
phone.
~ “] agree wrth you, Frank, but mst
~ for curiosity’s sake, call up some of -
your contacts and get a report-on
— Creighton’s financial condition and
recent operatmns A thorough re-
rt'” =
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of my- own accord this time to see
this thing through to a finish. No

one else has asked your aid, but ve

got to see that murderous gzng’

~wiped eut!?””

“A crime school » the Phantomr
repeated musingly. “Graduates in
murder, Al right, you win, Frank.

- This Makon job is the hottest. Il
fly to Makon tonight. Get this same

kind of report on Overby and Mar-
tin and wire me in code, “care of

- the Police Department there”-

ITH a gleam of satlsfactmn in
- publisher fervently.

~ his eyes, Havens followed -the
suggestion. Then they went out to
~ lunch together, ~an elderly, benign

~ publisher and his younger playboy

- friend. - When ‘they returned to the
- office; Havens’ confidential secretary -
~ had placed a small file of reports on

~ the publisher’s desk, Together Ha-

- vens and the?hantem ‘went over-a
- very private report on the affairs of

~the late George Creighton. .
- “Well,” said Van loan a bit

-grimly, “Crelghton Was not insol= *

~ vent,-but what did he do with that
- two hundred -thousand doﬂars —in

— Tt certainly
~ crimped “his bank account When he
~ drew it out.”

~“That makes things erazier than

= ever,” said the publisher.

- “Tt makes,” said Van Loan, “an
= lmterestmg problem, with the an-

~ swer plain, unvarnished, unembel-

Tished death. It’'s a more lucrative
racket than the robbery angle—if
‘the money went into the same pot.”
~ “The whole thing’s ghastly,” said

Havens. “It’s as bad as war atroci-
‘ties in other parts of the world—
worse than mass murder in China.
- The way that gang works—like dev-
—ils trained in a special crime school!
- Did you note how the leader exe-
 cuted his own wounded confederate

at the bank job, so there could be no

7 tracing of the other members of
~ the gang? That got me, Van. So
= much SO that Iam appealmg to you

-start to finish.”

“God bless you, boy,” Sa.ld the
““And ‘be care-
ful?” He grmned a little wryly.
“And Van—this is one time that

yowre not going to go it on you,r
own. From the very set-up of the
case, it’s going to be expedient for

you to work with jhe pohce———from '
~ Van Loan grinned as he rose. 25
thmk T'm going to Tlike that,” he
said. “H will be a novelty. Good—
by, Frank. 'm on my way.”

Twepty minutes Iater,
Curtis Van Loan entered his pent-

“house apartment and walked swiftly -

through to his bedroom. Inside 3
specially built-in: ¢loset were a num-
ber of disguises on which he could
uqulckly lay his hands, without mak-
ing a special trip to his much bet-
ter equipped laboratory in _the
Bronx. There he was known in stlll
another réle, that of Dr. Bendlx, :
somewhat vague- -mannered old scien-
tist, interested only in his retorts
and Bunsen burners.
— Now, all that the Phantom needed =

was a cheap, worn, dark suit of the

obviously fire-sale type, for the r6le
he had chosen to portray in his
sortie on Makon. Equally simple
-was his disguise for altering his
features. That is, simple for the
master of disguise that Van was. —

Seated at his dressing table where

“reflecting mirrors showed him every

angle of his physiognomy, he began

work thh a shadmg pencil. A fewr =

Rlﬁhal‘dv =



On the ﬂoor la’y»
Wealtham, face
hvid, eyes staring -
> vacantly

> = (Chapter XVIII)_, ‘

= Astrok% made hxs Iower -jaw appear

= ‘heavier, and mechanical gadgets
¢ _along the bone ‘below the Tower lip
# furthered that lmpresmon The con-

. tents of a little jar gave a rough-

-ened, ’ brick-red, bucolic appearance
~to his smeoth* bronzed skin. Two
tiny pellets, inserted in his nostrils,
broadened his nose.

- Strapping on a shoulder holster,
he carefully examined his 45 auto-
matic before slipping it into the
holster. Two extra clips. of car-
tridges went into a coat pocket. In

a spemallj constructed waistband

- pocket, -he slipped-a tmy mask, made
~of platinum and- precicus stones.
_And into another pocket he slid a
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-came into thé ==
Picking up the Phantom’s suit-
case, “Simon Stigler” toock the Van
~Loan private elevator down to the
ground floor where there were no -~
_inquisitive lackeys around. Hailing

compact little make-up kit.
_characteristic thoroughness e chose
-the" ar’smjes to go into his cheap suit-

case, Seeing to it that there would
be no discrepancies with hm -as-
rrsumed charaeter. '

Picking up a list of assumed,

names that he always had ready for

quick use, his finger slid down the =
list and stopped at a name. The

Phantom nodded—and in that me-

inamed Simon Stigler

ment a man =
land of the living,

- With —
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-a cab, he drove to Grand Central
Statlon, where he bought a ticket
for Makon, Ohio. -

CHAPTER IiI
- BENEATH THE SURFACE

N the Apache Club,
a notorious mnight
spot in Makon,
the couple at the
. table near the blar-
“ing orchestra were
sleek _and smooth
and hard. In that
respect, they were

was not only fav-
ored customers who had to be
smooth and hard to frequent the
Apache.

The place, reputed to be sxlentlyf
owned by “Frenchie” Dubois him-
self, accredited gang lord of the

city, though that had never been
proven, had seen more big-shot
crooks from all over the United

States within its doors than any

other two gambhng anc mght clubs
in a dozen states.

Makon hot spot.-

The man who sat at that table :

near the orchestra with a girl, was
tall and well built. He had a good
jaw which was wrecked by the thin,
snarling mouth; a good nose that

had a thin, disfiguring scar down

its right side; a good forehead,
which went unnoticed by reason of
his eyes, slightly Mong0101d in slant,
cruel and cold as ice in Arctic mid-
winter.

The girl was the partner for him,
beyond question. She was beautiful

—but no man in his right mind

would have tried to make anything
of that. She looked like a blond
tigress who could smile as she drew
a thin blade from her garter and
sank it into a man’s throat., The
two wore a thousand dollars worth

at home there. It

o place in New
York itself was any hotter than thls
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of clothes between them, and yet
looked subtly down at the heels.
The man’s words bore out the =
“broke” hint.

“We've got to get some jack to-

gether, some way, Mimi. I've never
been put out of a hotel for lack of
rent payment, and damned if I'm
going to start now.”

“We'll get dough,” murmured the
girl. “We always have, havent
we?”

“Yes, but it don’t look S0 good, =

now. That hotel bill! That’s what
burns me up. We can’t just fade

out of the joint, either, because all
“our duds are in a trunk in the

storeroom. ~ Cripes! Me, Dannie
Regan, wondering where his next
week’s rent is to come -from! Is
that a laugh?”’ '

The girl cautioned him with her '

eyes to beware of the next table. =

Two men sat there, and one of them

was trying to listen to their con-

versation. Apparently the men were
talking to- each other and seemed
only to be watching the dancers.
But a keen watcher would have

been intangibly aware that the one
“nearest the couple’s table had an

ear bent their way.

And at a corner table, almost hid-
den by palm fronds sat a middle-
aged man watching all of them.
Flushed and drunken he didn’t seem
to be actually watching anybody,
though. He was apparently a small-

~town tire agent or something of the

sort, in Makon on business and tak-
ing the opportunity to go on a
binge. ,
“Don’t lose your gnp, Danny,”
the girl said, in a lower tone. “It’s

not your fault. You had to—do that

—+to that cop in Cleveland. So now
you’re too hot to work your reg- .
Youll cool

ular racket. That’s all.
in a little Wh11e and we can W()l'k-
around again.”

“Sure, and be shoved out of a
hotel in the meantime! That is, un-



— Gawd, what a beaut!

= *qmmm

l'hs;s We can get some kind of a line

through this Seymour lad. Cripes,

the only good thing I’'ve done in this

town was to follow the tip I got to
tag onto him soon as we got here.

— Hell, it was easy Him and me

~ right now—we're Just like that!”
- He snapped hlS ﬁngers with a sharp

— cliek.

There Was sﬂence for a moment

~ Then the man said: ' .
“That Second National Bank job

“that was pulled in this man’s fown.

—such method' “What I’'d really like
to do, Mimi, is get hooked up with
the guy behind the bank haunl!”

— “That shouldn’t be so tough,” the
— girl said.

spat out. “That stuffed shirt! He’s
- a-mob leader, not a brainstorm. You
— and me ought to be a good bet for a
real brain, Mimi. We got the looks
-and the know-how.

‘tion-like that for a couple like us.”
~ “Ssh,” said the girl suddenly.
_-“Seymour’s coming back. Looks like

~ he’d had dancing enough.”

- The orchestra was still playing.

~ On the crowded floor, men and girls

were still swaying in something that

might have been calfed danemg had =

‘every square yard of clogged ﬂoor’
__ space.

ROM the ﬁoor, another couple
were coming to the table where

Danny Regan and the girl Mimi,

_sat. Two half-empty highball glasses

~ at two empty chairs indieated that

~they belonged there; that they made

upa party of four w1th Regan and

Mimi.

“The man staggered a httle as he

seated the girl, then walked to his

~own chair. He looked like a budding

~ politician, which, indeed, he was.

~ About twenty-six,” with a big jaw

I never saw

“Just go to Frenchle Du-
_ _bois and—" =
~ “Frenchie Bu’bms"’ Damy Regan'

== Surely there
ought to be a “place in an-organiza-
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and a blgger mouth, Wlth - fine,

baby-klssmg expression and aiready =

with a trace of an abdomen that
should sport merning suits with
_ease, Harry Seymour was hot stuff

He Was a brxght boy at the Cxty =

Hall. He was the engineer in charge -

of the Department of Streets and ‘;
Parks; a bit young for the job, but

his uncle was commissioner. Some-
how his ﬁfty a-week salary let him
hve on a-two hundred a week secale.

Seymour clutehed at his highball
glass The girl with };um, a brunette
with a caleulating eye, reached out
her hand to step hls hoisting: mo-' =

tion.

frled to the eyeballs right now”
Seymour batted her hand aside
and glared. He was obviously a

truculent drmker. a bully when so- =

ber and an outright sadist When’
drunk. :
“Lay off me, wil you?”
_snarled.- “I guess I know how much
I can take.
that “much yet.”
Mimi winked meamng}y at the
brunette. =
“Sure, lay off hlm, Dorrle ”

~ “It’s for his own good,” began j\

Dorrle, nof very mtelhgently , :
“For_ my own good! For my own
geod I” squalled Seymour, “What

the hell do you think you a,re" My" —

Mother? 1 left my old woman’s
- apron-strings years ago, Babe,”!

_“Sure, that’s right Harry,” Reganl' —

said soothmgly ‘He glanced at Mimi

“then leaned toward the young poli-

= “tician. =
‘going back to that bank job we were
discussing before you Went to hoof' =

- “Say, I've been thinking—

it with Dorrie.”

“Yeah, that was queer!” Smlrkedg':,
Seymour, drunken cunning in his

shallow eyes.  “I remember what
you were trying to guess. How did

the bandits know there’d be an air-
‘hammer banging on the street in

- 5

“Cut 1t Harry, Wlll you? You’re

he
And I ain’t had half



~ said, with ponderous
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front of the bank at just that time?”
“Harry, ~you fool. Shut wup!”

wailed Dorrie, under her breath.
She looked as if somebody had
kicked her in the stomach.

“Yeah, Harry, pipe down,” sneered
Danny Regan, staring around him.
Mimi was pewdering her little nose
with a hand that shook a bit. “What
~ the hell could you know about it?
" That’s in your department, ain’t it?
It would look bad for you if the
~ police decided to tie both things to-
gether. I want to stay healthy, my-

self, see? All 'm asking is that you
kind of introduce me around in

Makon, maybe take me over o see
Maybe him and

Frenchie Dubois.
~ me could make a deal. I need dough
~Harry, like T was telling you.”
- “Bey, you got something there—
heading for Frenchie,” Seymour
admiration.

“There, you got something.

-~ If a guy starts to talk, you shut him
up. Silent Danny, ’at’sa kid! But
I’m givin’ you three guesses—how
did the boys know the pneumatic

drillers would be there this morn-
: x hlccoughed

ing®_ -

“Let’'s go throw a buck on the
wheel,” Regan said swiftly. He
glan'ced at Seymour’s brunette com-
‘panion with one well clad shoulder

_raised a bit, and she stared help-, -

lessly back at him.
“’At’sa kid, Danny,”
-~ mour, successfully diverted for the

moment. “Let’s.”
He scribbled his name on the
check the expressionless waiter

brought, and the four went to rear

_stairs,

“A man standing there and appar-
ently doing nothing but peacefully
watching the crowd in the cafe
room, glanced just once at them.
But the one glance was as sharp as
a sword cut. Then he stepped aside
without another look and kept on

- One
‘thing I like about you, Danny Regan,

you don’t want to know anything. - areu

sald Sey—"
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‘observing the occupants of the cafe
while Seymour and Dorrie, Danny

Regan and Mimi, went up to the
second-floor gambling room.

Behind them, after a moment, the
two men who had sat at the ad-
joining table, got up and came to
the stairs too. The man at the foot
of them didn’t even look at these -
two. But as they passed, he said
out of the corner of his mouth:

“What’s up?”’

“Seymour’s popping off,” said one,
not glancing at the guard at aII
“Guy with him?” -

“Seems jake. But you can’t tell.”
> wo went on up and after the
two‘ couples. >

In the gambhng room, Seymour
moved at once to the high-stake rou-
lette table, with a fat wallet in his
hand. The faithful Dorrie trailed
with him, clutching his arm.
“Harxy, you ehnmpi* ‘Don’t go

-~ all the dough in Makon
e. With your City Hall
connection, it looks bad. And when
a thing beglns to attract too much
attentmn—you know what happenb
to it — - -
“Don*t worry, Babe > Seymour
~*] know -my way
around. Now step‘ naggmg' Fifty
on the red to start w1th Tmch»?i

g

EHIND them, Regan and Mum
smiled. Regan said, in a tone

S0 “low that no one a yard away

could have known he was 'ca’kmg'
“Go: home, kid.”

“Nothing doing,” sald the glrl
“We've played around Makon after
getting in with Seymour, for a bor-

~ing week. Tonight’s the first time

Seymour’s opened up, and you want
me to miss it

Regan’s lips were not moving at
all. But he kept on talking in the
queer, breathless whisper he had
used before. ~

“T tell you—go home! This is
getting hot. Seymour will take me
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v
An arm wrapped
stself around the
Phantom’s neck
(Chapter XI)

to Frenchie  Dubois before the
night’s out. And from there—
Well, the trail has only one  direc-
tion. Tl get in touch with you
later.* - =

The girl looked thoughtful.

“I hate to leave you even for a
few minutes,” she whispered. “We
may be wasting our time with Sey-
mour, anyhow, He’s a sap—more



hkely to get us in jail than in Wn;‘x
Makon bxg shots Thls towns hot,
~ Danny.”

“And us broke and strandnd
~ here,” he said. “You beat it back
to the hotel, but first get Dorrie off
of Seymours neck. She’s hindering
him. Pl drop him like a shot if
he can’t put me in the know.”

“Okay,” she murmured,
—smiled at him as though he had

just passed her a personal compii- -
< Just hate to see you played for a
sucker, that’s all. And you're o

~—ment.
He grmned baék at her -A slaek,
smooth, hard coupIe——perfectly fitted

~ to their swanky but quietly danger-
- ous environment. Then she deftly
~ corralled the brunette and coaxed

her off to the ladies’ lounge. Regan
casually joined the drunken Sey-
mour at the gambling table.

~ After watehing the idiot drep

~— about a thousand dolla.rs, he sneered
epenly = = :

“You're a sap, Seymour,’*fﬁe mat-;.z

~ tered, in a tone that reached only
“the other's ear. “You risk your
neck to sell Frenchie Dubois some

mformatlon, and then you come to
one of his gambling- clubs and-r :
= :léover to meet a guys

» slough it all back to him.”

ARRY SEYMGUR shivered. He
twisted his head and opened his

mouth in drunken protest. Swiffly

- Regan shut h}m up and plloted hlm
away:

“Bawl me out m prnzate Harry, —

he advised. “It’s safer.”
*“Youre nuts!” growled Seymour,
hls face pale.

, sell Frenchie Dubois anything. You
= t me wrong, Danny. “Frenchie
== ‘didn’t have anything to do with that

pank job. Didn’t the police pick him
up end grill h1m for twenty-four

‘hours? Every one of his employes

~ had a perfect alibi- I wouldn't even

be in one of his places lf that wasn’t
80.”
"Then 2 taunted Regan, hxs eyes

~ bad. You

“1 know I falk too
much when I'm cIrunk but I didn’t
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ghttermg Wolﬁshly, “Where dld you,

get the jack to throw away on that

creoked roulette table?”
This sobered the young engmeer

a little. He waited until a drifting
_couple passed by out of earshot and =

then answered. -
““The Seymours have money, I'm

= - worth more than my dinky job with
and

the city. What’s it to you, auy—
how ?”

~—“Nothing,” admltted Regan - “I

kidding me, Harry. This is easy
money you’re sloughing. I keep on
telling you I need some dough—
3 m hot from a little
job over in Cleeviand, but I'm not
as hot as this bank gang here in
Makon. How about introducing me
around among the big boys‘? Mimi
and I could do with a job. =‘
- Seymour’s - face w,tmkled :

= hﬁought. A cefta rtunmng gleamed

in his eyes. ,
“Maybe - you got somethmg there,
Danny,” he said. “I like you. 1 been
thinking about puttmg you on fto
something. Come on. I’iI takew,

=l

“Tet’s go,” sai ~Rega,n prommly
Seymour led the way to the eh ek
room. = =
“Where - are you gomg"” d’es

manded Regan,

“Mayhe‘that’s ~where I am taki mg
;you," Teered Seymour. “You don’t
think a big shet like Frenchie hangs
around the Apache Club all the

time, do you? He's got oﬁices ina

hotel suite, that’s a darb’”
“They reclaimed their hats and‘

“started down the stairs Just as Mimi

and Dorrie came out of the ladies’
lounge. Regan hurried his compan-

jon out of sight before the anxious- =

eyed Dorrie could spot them. —
-“Dubois is your boss‘?” he asked‘

casually«

' “Of course not,” snorted beymour. :

T thought yon a3
52 take me to see Frenchie Dubois.” =
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“The people of the city of Makon
are my employers. The dear peepul,
in whose interests I work 8o assid—
—assiduously. That's a good word,
ain’t it, Danny?”’

“Part of it is,” agreed Rega.n
subtlely.

Seymour missed the lrony as he
fumbled with his keys.
- into his big, flashy car. He rasped
- the gears with drunken inefficiency,
and they jerked to a staggermg
start.

The dowdy small—towner on the
binge, imposed upon by unscrupu-
lous Walters, seemed content in his
corner in the restaurant on the lower
floor. He saw the two men leave
without their girl companions, and
_he looked undecided. The two
smooth-faced and snappily attired
young men who had followed the
quartet upstairs had not reappeared.
The man from the sticks lurched
erect and called loudly for his check.
A waiter hurried over.

It was at this moment that Dor-

rie and Mimi came down mte,_t,}}e
restaurant. They walked slowly fo-

ward-their former table, which was
still unoccupied. The small-town
celebrant waved the waiter away.
Tipsily he marched over toward the
deserted girls.

“How deo,” he said in a slightly
thick voice. “Can I be of any as-
ssssisss—hic—help?”’
~ The brunétte Dorrie flashed h1m
a swift look of appraisal. It was
the blonde who answered.

“Seram, hick!” she almost spat at
him, like an a‘ngry “cat.

The man blinked in ludlcrous sur-
prise and hurt.

“But I jus’ wanna be of s-s-serv-
ice, That’s me— S-simon S-s-stig-
ler, S-stigler’s S-s-service S-s-station.
I s-saw your escorts leave. I’'d be

glad to—hic—s-see you ladies
home.”

“Your air hose 1is leaking,
brother,” said the brunette.

“’GO

They got

_the waiter.
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peddie your stuff somewhere else.”
~ “Your check, sir,” said a waiter
behind Simon Stlgler, with peculiar
emphasis. =
“Huh? Oh, yeah,” said Stigler,
fumbling for his wallet. ;
“Let’s go over to your place, Dor-
rie,” suggested the blonde. =
They quickly moved away, leaving
the lonesome Stigler stranded with
This factotum swiftly
‘made change, reclaimed the guest’s
hat, and bundled him out of the
place and into a taxicab with a dex-

~ terity that bespoke long practlce at

getting r1d of undes1rables

CHAPTER N
THE INFLEXIBLE RULE

ENCHIE DUBOIS
having risen to a

in the compara-
tively small city of
Makon, continued
~—~to reside there.
- Why not? It was
- more centrally lo-
cated than say
New York, and

there were trains running and
planes flying and ships steaming to
any part of the world he cared to
visit. It was better to remain a
big frog in 3 little pond than be-

- come one of the chorus in a lake.

As- it was, Monsieur Dubois was
a nationally known ﬁgm‘e\ He was
not a vpolitical boss in the strict
sense of the word. He had turned
his peculiar talents to more simple
amusements, He catered to the gam-
bling instinets. Being smarter than
his contemporaries, he had set about

cornering the night elubs, the slot

machines, and the gambling dens of
Makon, leaving the tougher rackets
to the hoodlums and mobsters. If
Dubois had ever been connected with
anything more questionable than

gambling, neither the authorities nor

position of power



- places, in the years since hls’ real

= 'anybody else had ever been able to
~put a finger on it. '
Gradually, due to his foresight
and knack of making quick deci-
~sions, he absorbed lesser crlmmals
It was just a step to become the
~ admitted underworld leader of
~ Makeon, though that was a deep;

~ dark secret—or supposed to be.

From ‘this, his power spread like a
cancer, sending fibers into various
branches of the nefarious industry,

reaching out like a _growing octopus.
-~ Now he was at the top. And the
— pohce had nothmg on h1m —

: FRENCZHYDUBDIS haﬁ certamly
' grown. Just a shade more ruth-

~ less than the hoods who looked to him
for: leadership, jobs, and protection,
“he had built up a tight organization.

Free with -his money in the rxght

“beginning he had_ f:ome tc; nt

~all the buyable elements in eity poli

‘tics. He had an elaborate lobhy at

,;the state capitol.

-~ He now dominated mght life in
Makon, with ramifications that

~ reached from San Franeisco to New

York. But one would never know it

from a casual meetmg with theman.
= ~ Frenchie sat now in an -easy chair

in his luxurious three-room suite at ' 1y lame ok
Regan to see me. ' =

the Hiltonia Hotel. One room had
_been fitted up hke an office, havmg

g private switchboard—everythin

~ But the occupant of the suite Was

~ relaxing in the living room tonight. -

Frenchie Dubois was tall and -
~ leavy-set. He had piercing black -
~eyes and a Wlde, bulging brow. His
~ features were heavy. Deep hnes
—etehed his face.. His hands were

‘massive and stubby. His movements

were: deliberate. His voice was the -

- _only light thing about him. Tt was
7 ridiculously lngh for such a pon-
~ derous man, and he had therefore
— trained himself to speak in a tone
—just above a whisper. In rare mo-

ments —of exmtement When he for-
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: got he stheaked like a fat rat .

~ The phone on the handsome stand
It was

a private wire which did not go =
through the hotel switchboard. Lay=s ——
ing down his slender Havana cigar, -~
he let his newspaper fall-to h18 lap -

at his elbow buzzed lightly.

rand answered the call. —

—“Ves?? he said in his dehberate,
-soft voice. And he listened, his
heavy features impassive. Then:

“Okay. Stand by,’f\ jb,e sald &almly :

- He broke the connection,
_an instant, and dialed a number He
let the phone Ting five times. Then

h‘e broke the contact and redla}ed -

the number. This time an anSWer, :

ecame immediately.

“All right?’ said a metalh& vmce.:f{i:i

“This is D,” said the g‘ambl
house kmg
hot, H.

u said use him.”
“¥es;”

“We made a deal. You furnish the
blueprints and I supply the labor.

So far you've been jake, but H.-S: -
I knowe everybndy;;,
r— of -

Was a mlstake

“So0?” -queried the voice.

- “Regan’s a red-hot from Cleve- '
land. He seems okay, but ; 5 think

we ought to throw him to the po-

“Your set-up’s not so
. talks too freely while
_drunk. I Was -afraid of hlm, but-__';_j =

e you questlomng ‘my }udg..

meht‘?” ‘demanded the metallic voice.
replied Dubois bluntlye.

lice before he tears down our play-
“house. You're in the clear, but Tve

“been grilled by the bulls already,

and I can’t stand any more leads to
~me.”

ing?’ asked the glacial voice.

the Apache. I don’t like it
There was- sﬂence for 2 moment.
Then:

gan over to the Iaw. : =

e

“You re - nght But don’t turn Re-

-~ “To whom has H 5 been spout— =

“To this Regan guy tomghtr at
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“I’'m more coneerned over H. S.
What’s he to you, anyway?’

“Nothing,” said the cold voice,

and even Dubois felt a slight ehill
at the gnm finality of that word.
“What is the inflexible rule of our
organization ?”’

“Never take a chance”’ said Du-
bois curtly.. “I was wondering if
you had forgotten it.”

“l never forget,” said the im-
placable voice. ,
worked out a complete set of reg-
- _ulatiens and- proeedures Put the
first rule inte effect.”

“Right,” said Dubois.

“And D! I don’t like your tone.
Don’t forget Who is the head of
this -organization.”

“Qkay,” -said Dubois grudgingly.
“Just don’t cross me up. The heat

is on—and you can’t fry any harder,

now;-nho matter what you do.”

“Is that a threat‘?” the metalhc
voice snapped. =

“No, a_ statement of facts =

“Very well, but remember one sig-
nificant fact, my friend. I know who
you are. So do the police. But you
just think you know who I am!
- Moreover, don’t ferget—ever—that

there is a certain little matter of

which I, alone, know—and hold fhe

proofs—that would be of wvast in-

terest to the police. The matter of

- murder and suicide.

“Between us, we:
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two deaths that were thought to be
And were not.
The police would be interested; so
would a man who pulls the electrie
switeh in the death house in Sing -
Sing, for he would be a couple of
hundred dollars richer.”

The line went dead, and Dubois
went cold. He sat there for a mo-
ment, staring at the handsome steal
engraving on - the wall before him.
Once again he had heard a threat
that he had thought over and done
with; finished—ever since he had

—undertaken to do this mysterious

man’s bidding. The man’s plans and
schemes hadn’t worked out so badly,
at that, but who in hell was he, any-
how? =

Many a time before Frenchie Du-
~beis had tried to find that out, to
make his suspxcmn a certamty,
with no success. Was he, after all,
the man Dubois was inclined to think -
‘he was, or somebody else? If he,
Frenchie Dubois, could just get his
hands on that taunting, mysterious
guy—ijust once! As it was—

He shivered and called the pri-
vate number at the Apache mght
club. - =

SN o su"’" answered the voice of

~ the man who had first called him.

“About H. S. and Regan?” asked
Dubois calmly. [Twrn Page}
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— on them”

them ag‘am

= w1th Seymour at the wheel.

— F';t.hat’s pest.”

- 36

“Yeah,” — the answer. “They re

Just leaving. Shall I put a tail on
~ them?’

~— “More,” salc’i Dubms “Puta Illy
W= What"” £altered ther aston-
1shed man, :

= “You heard me. I don’t Want to
‘*see them. T don’t think anybedy

- else wﬂi ever want to see them

again.  Understand??
“Gotcha,” said the man.
~ The wire clicked dead. Wlpmg
his suddenly damp forehead, the
young man who had spoken to Du-

~ bois left the private room he was

in and qulckly sought his com-

~ panion. The pair of them left the

Apache by an alley door W1thout 20~

= ing back into the club proper. And

~ that was the reason the apparently
— inebriated Slmon Stlgler dAd not see

=k

UTSIDE, the two got into. Sey-ﬂ

mour’s car and started away,
The
_politician was in a loquacious frame

~ of mind. He weaved from side to
— side of the street, careless in con-

: trolling his ﬁashy roadster

— “You'll be in the bucks if. Frenchle,
- takes to you,” he sald loguaciously
~to Regan, slumped in the seat beside

~ him, r“’Course, like T said, you’ll
_have to be right.

- I know you by now—and you came
to me Wlth an A—l recommend

~You're aces” - =

— He turned the car down 3 dark
- side street.

“What’s this?” asked Regan, 1n-

: —.,stantly alert. But his tenmty was
~ soon dissipated. -

~— “We don’t go rxght o Frenchxes
place Ahlccoughed Seymour. :
- sit in at a joint I knew of down
this street, and let the big boy come
to us. Safer for him that way.”
“Oh!” said Regan “Gh Sure,

“But T give
~ Frenechie the guarantee for you, kid:

“We'll
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~“T¥'s that apartment house two; =

blocks down,” Seymour said.
But the roadster never reached
the apartment house. At that mo- -

ment a long low eoupé flashed out
of a side street in front of them,

and blocked their way. Seymour =

slammed on the brakes barely in

time to avoid hitting them.
“Say, you guysl What's the big

idea? T'll have you pinched for life

for a dumb play like this! You don’t
know who T am—”

Seymour was abruptly sﬂent asa -
—gun  touched his
stopped diving for his own gun with
his fingers only an aching three

neck. Regan

inches from the butt. But the three
mches were as bad as three miles,
w;th _an automatic" ‘against hig side.
“Outa there, you two,” one of the
men droned. :
Seymour - stared with an

“Rake! Bat' What’s the: 1dea—- :

“I said outa therel And mto tlus
,house, here '

“The place indicated was a_ xz;;cant
brick house, half tumbled down, uf-

~occupied and Wmdew%ess, desolate

looking.,

Seymour’ s eyes were wide Wlth
fear,
mstantaneously

“Bat! Rake!” he repeated to the
men he had long known during the
time he had been an habitué of the

Apache Club. ‘“Look, what you aim-
ing to do? I’'m on the Jevel: Fonest
to God! Have I talked o0 much or
something? T won't agam, ever' So'

_help me?”?

The man covering ‘hlm swore in-
differently and raised his gun. He
cracked down with it. Almost like
an echo, the smack of the other
man’s gun on ‘Regan’s head sounded.
The two thugs from the Apache
Club dragged Seymour and Danny
Regan out of the roadster 11ke 50

Inany sacks of meal

1ey, ==
~dawning terror sobermg his muddy '
o :

All his drunkenness left him =
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They carried them into the de-
serted house.

“Open ’em up?”’ carelessly asked
the one called “Bat.”

“Rake” shook his head ‘fNot
smart enough. Seymour’s got a little
drag, remember. ‘I got a better
way.” ;

They were in the deserted house

for quite a‘little while. During the
interval, Rake came out once with
a rusty old bucket and siphoned gas-
oline from the roadster’s tank into
it. Then they came out for good,
and one drove the roadster away
while the other took the coupé.

In the basement, two unconscious
men were left behind them. They
were bound, with gasoline soaking
their bonds.
old papers left in strategic corners;

and one of those piles, connected h
by inflammable little trails with the

rest, blazed merrily from the touch
of a match that had been held in
the hand of the man called Rake,

In another part of town the in-
toxicated Stigler, on his bender,
trailed two girls to a swanky apart-
‘ment house and found, to his cha-
grm, that he had d:rawn a biank., ,

’ CHAPTER V
‘THE CHIEF GETS AID
HIEF OF POLICE

sat in his office in

the Makon Police

- Headquarters - and

~_ scowled at the tele-

gram in his hand.

It had just ecome

B from New York.

A Looked to him more

v like the work of

some crank or practical joker than

anything else. Tt read:

THE PHANTOM

CARE MAKON POLICE

MAKON OHIO

TRIPLETS SAME WEIGHT AND NO

Gasoline also soaked

OF MURDER - ™
BIRTH CERTIFICATE STOP CIRCUM-
STANCES IDENTICAL FRANK

That was all. No signature; noth-
ing. Of course, if he wanted to
trace that wire, Captain Negley
could do so, but why waste the time
and trouble when he had so much
else on his mind? The newspapers
_were screaming for his sealp, along
with that of the district attorney.
And to eap the climax of the Sec- °
ond Natienal Bank disaster, so re-
cently pulled, and with not a clue to
its perpetrators, there was that un-
explained fire last night on Maple
Street where two persons were in-
cinerated.

It was enough to make a preacher

cuss.  Savagely Negley punched a
button. A uniformed officer stuck
his head in the door. -
“Blanchard and Rlprna;n back
yet?’ demanded the chief. At the
other’s nod he added: “Tell ’em to
come in here.”

Two plainclothes men filed into
the office. =
~ “Did you bring in- that tellez-"”
demanded Negley,

- “Yes, sir,” one of ’che de‘bectrves
said promptly “He’s a little hot,
too, aboqt being picked up a second
time.” -

“That’s just too bad,” the chief
grunted sourly. ‘“I'm hot myself.
The whole damn town’s on my neck.
Bring him in.”

He snapped off his Words Just as
the door opened again; and the uni-
formed officer appeared.

“Excuse me, Chief,” he said, “but
there’s a bird out here by the name
of Simon Stigler who insists on see-
ing you. When I told him you were

busy, he said he could go see the

district attorney, but that he knew
that you’d rather he’d talk to you
first.

Captain Negley started to shout
an emphatic “No!” But he checked

himself, : <



- clamation.
-~ whirled upon the visitor as if to
And suddenly he opened
his right hand under their noses.
-~ There on the palm, glittering like

- grab him.

-

“Did he say What hls busmess

- was?

~ “Te said he was 1nterested m a

fire that happened last night””
“Ah!” Negley exhaled grlmly.

~ “Bring him in’

In a moment the nd1ddle—aged man

~who had been at the night club the

prevmus evenmg was admltted He =
- this.

gence today, but_his rustlc appear--

......

—ance had not improved. He came

forward to the desk, and his eyes

- flicked over the yellow telegram on

_the chief’s desk, He glanced swiftly

at the two detectives, then fastened

~ his gaze on the red faee of the
- fuming chief. :
“Mr Stigler, is 1t"” Negiey asked

in susp}mous politeness.
“Yes, sir.” The newcomer nodded,

~ speaking in a veice slightly hoarse.
~ Then, as the door closed behind the -
, umformed officer, a change camé

over the rustic. Indefinably, but in-

— stantly, he was different, inwardly

~ changing so that he did not appear

- to be the same man who had en-
 tered. Even_ his voice was different.

“Do you trust these two men,

-~ Captain Negley?”’ he asked matter-

of-factly.

“Certainly,” growled the - amazed
chief. “They are two of my best
~ men. What’s your busmess" You a
~ Makon man?’ :
~ “No. What Pve come for, in fact

~is my telegram Isn’t that it on

your desk?’
Negley uttered an explosme ex-
The two detectives

white fire, was a small platinum

_* badge shaped like a dommo and set
- with diamonds.

~ “T don’t like to be spectacular
~gentlemen,” he _murmuredr
~nature of my work compels it.”

~ The three police officers stared af

“but the

= THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

,the msxgma, their eyes Wldenmg_

with surprise. ==
“You—

“You!” blurted - N egley.
the Phantom?” ,
Simon Stigler smiled. “Do you

need more identification?>

“No,” said Negley “And, thankr
God, you're here in Makon. Maybe
you can make some sense out of all
1 don’t know anybody else
that can. What do you know about
that fire last night?”” = :
“Only that 1 was mdetracked be-
fore 1 knew what was going to hap-
pen. I was at the Apache Club last
night, and I followed a cold trail. I
think I can name the two fire vic-

tims; and I believe I can deseribe

their murderers But let me see my
message > e

HE chlef of pohce qu1cklyr
handed over the opened telegram

‘th.h a murmured apology for hav-

ing read it. Stigler, alias Van Loan,

smiled the apology aside. One of the -
plainclothes men brought him a.chalr. :

= Hedlgested the contents of the wire
from Frank Havens instantly. :

“This means, gentlemen,” he ox- =
plained,

That is a point I have already been
1nvest1gatmg Further than that,

'however, 1 am not prepared to state ,
—at present. Tell me what you have.”

“Well, for one thing, we have a
bank teller from the Second Na-
tional in for a.nother quest}enmg =
Do you want to quiz him?®

“Yes. But remember, please; I'm :
just —another plamclothes man to
h1m o :

Oﬁicer Blanchard Went out at
once and returned with the teller.

- The man was slim and dapper, fairly

young, and still shaken from the
harrowing experience he had had a

few days before. The Phantom be-
~ gan his questioning immediately.

“Your name?” he asked evenly,

“that three men paid out
_ two hundred thousand dollars each
~ in an untraceable fashion—and died.
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“Henry Barber,” said the teller.
“You police ought to know. I've
been around here enough.” He mois-
-~ tened his lips nervously.

“Barber,” the Phantom said
firmly, “I want you to tell us again,
carefully, every detail of the bank

holdup you can remember. Don’t
overlook a thing.”
“Okay.” The teller nodded. “T've

already told Chief Negley, but it
doesn’t seem to be much help. Here

goes. I was filling my cash drawer,

getting ready to pay cash pay checks
at noon—"

“What time was this?”
rupted the Phantom.

“Around nine o’clock, I thmk z

“All right, go on.” =

“I was talking with Bill Rand in
the cage next to mine,” said Bar-
ber, with the horror of memory
plain in his eyes. “I remember he'd
just made a sappy remark to the
effect that the sound of the pneu-
matic drills in the street outside

inter-
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“Several shots,” Barber corrected
‘himself. “From a machine gun. And
just like Bill Rand had surmised,
the sound outside drowned it out
completely. Then I saw six or seven
men—all in dark blue with gray felt
hats. They stripped the vaults and
took the cages one by one—" -

“Then for a moment or twe you
were within a yard of at least one
of the bandits,”” Van remarked.
“Can’t you describe him?”

ARBER shook his head: ,
“I was confused by the fact that
there was nothing about the way he
was dressed to make him different
from the others. They all looked

alike in those clothes.”r

would make a holdup kind of easy, .

that they could drown out aay‘

shooling.

“1 said something about the bank
never having a robbery in its his-
tory, and I pointed out a special
extra guard the cashier had hired
-recently. 1 worked on for a while,

-

and then I said to Bill, in the next

- cage, that there must have been a
fire sale somewhere because there
were two men in the bank dressed
exactly alike.”

“Dressed how??
shot out.

“Dark blue su1ts with pm stripes
in them, and light gray felt hats.
In a minute I saw a third man
‘exactly the same. I was just begin-
ning- to feel that there must be
something more than coincidence in
- that when T heard a shot and saw
the guard at the Miller Street door
g0 down.”

“A shot?’ said Van Here was a
discrepancy. .

the Phantom

-~ split up into two groups.

“His face?’ = =

“I never did see it plamly He
kept his head down a little, and I
was pretty scared. I just shoveled
out the money and did as I was
fold. It may not have been very
courageous”’—he added that defi-
antly——“but Bill Rand was lying
‘dead in the next cage because he’d
tried to toe an alarm bu%ton, and I
didn’t want fo join BillL”? -

“You did the right thlng,” Van
said quietly.  “Money isn’t worth
life. You hadn’t a chance. Any-
thing else you can remember?’ .

“No— Yes! Just one thing. That
was, that the gang seemed to be
Kind of
'speela.hze& There _were. workers,
with the machme guns, and the two
with automatics at the doors, were
the Kkillers. The other three just

. collected.

~“I remember that the extra guard
“pulled a gun, in desperation, as the
three walked toward him and then
toward the vault. They didn’t eve
try to get guns out in answer. The?
just kept on walking, knowing that
one of their pals would cover them.
And one did. The guard went down
just a second before he could shoot.” -
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“All rlght Barba And thanks,”

- Van told him.
They all looked after the teller as

= /he went out. Then Negley glaneed
the :

at the Phantom.

, “Think he’s on the level 2
— chief asked suspiciously.

- “F think so,” said Van slowly
“Everythlng he says. ties right in

~with the “other jobs. Method!
Method! All dressed alike to con-
fuse witnesses who tried to describe

_any one of them later. Each with

 his specialized job to perform.
,Everytmng timed to the second. It’s

_a crime army we have te face here,

with the general as able as qny
crook  we've eVér ~~bump'e&
against.”

Captain Negley rece1ved a labora-
- tory report. His face was grave as

~ he looked up from it. -

“fhe dental report shoWs that one
_of the two dead men was Harry
“Seymour. The other was—Daniel
~ Regan—a Federal man!”

“Ah? gaid the Phantom, and his
~ jaw tightened. “I suspeetedasmueh
Go on, Chief.?

But Negley shook h1s head in frus—
tratmn. —=

~“Sorry. There’s nothmg in the
fire case that we've been able to
- turn up te indicate murder. It all
points to accident. Seymeur -and Re-

» gan—this report says his rlght*"

-name was Clarke, but he was posing
as Danny Regan, left the Apache
Club - at —one last night. Seymour.
was pretty drunk. They went to
this vacant house, for some reason
of their own, and it burned down.
- Tt looks like an accident, looks as
though Seymour, drunk and care-
less, set off the fire somehow, and

= “the two were burned to death. And

-~ the flames destroyed all trace of
proof te the contrary. The house
was pretty well gutted.”

“Yes?’” Van said softly, “Ymrd
-~ be surprised, Chief, at the things

- fire can leave behmd 1t’ I thmk

,tlus is our ﬁfst‘/,breakf -
break. Something comph- =
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‘smart’
cated enough to give us a few clues.”
CHAPTER VI
' “SMART” SCHEME

*" PUNCHED over a
§ desk in his suite at
-~ the Hiltenia Hotel,

& was sweating. And
&% it was because
—again he was listen-
ing to the cold, in-
~human voice over
the telephone.

= “T have just read
of the ﬁre ‘on Maple Street;” the
voice said. “The two in it, of course,
were the two you spoke ‘of last

night?” ,
“Yeah - said Frenehae “Gocd ,
clean GobE = :* ,
“What do you mean, a good clean
3 iob 2

It was then i;ha}; Dubms had loe-;
“gun to perspire a liftle. He'd been
~ pretty proud of his men for their
work last night.

proving, and Dubois’ poise and dig-
nity were rapldly fading away un-
der the menacing thrust m that
mel:allie, mysterious voiee.

“Well,”” he said, “everythmg went
up in smoke didn’t it? Not one
thing to trace H.S. was boiled.
~Everybody’ll- ‘it down to a
- drunk’s fool aeadent “F thmk the
boys were pretty smart.”

“Oh, you do?”’ said the voice.

Frenchie repressed an uncom- =

fortable shiver. :
~“You know the usua,l me.thod &
the voice continued mexorably.

“Why didn’t your men follow it?”

‘Dubois  wiped his poclmarked
forehead. He did know the usual
method. The simple method. A buls
let through the brain, then com-

Our ‘ﬁrVStr =

“ Frenchie Dub 6is

It had seemeelj :

~ beautifully foolproof “But some-
thmg in the voice was far from ap-
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plete destruction or hiding of the
murder gun.

“I didn’t supervise it,” he quickly
disclaimed. “I just told them what
to do. I thought they’d go ahead as
usual. But I guess they figured this
was a smarter way—"

“Their smart figuring gives the
enemy their biggest chance against
us to date!” snapped the woice.
“Haven’t I warned you never to de-
vigte from our methods? Didn’t you
school your men? Haven't I as-

sured you that I know as much of
~ enforcement methods as the law it-
self? If my orders are obeyed, no
direct evidence can ever be discov-
ered for use against us.
can I cope Wlth stupldlty and dis-
obedience?”

“You mean—you don t thmk the
job was foolproof 27 Frenchle quav-
ered.

“Foolproof I”” The voice was bit-
ter. “As sure as daylight comes to-
morrow, the men who did that job
will be traced. I know, because I
know of the marvelously efficient

metheds that can be used in check-

ing such ‘good clean jobs.’ Those
men will be canght and put behind
bars within forty-eicht hours, prob-
ably. So you know what must be
done? You know what they are to

get for their clever disobedience?’

the cold voice demanded.

“Aw, Chief,” whined Frenchie,
“they’re good boys. Two of the best,
I can’t—"

~ In the face of the sinister silence
from the telephone, Frenchie’s voice
trailed into nothingness. He gulped.

“Okay, Chief, okay,” he said has-
tily. “You re calling the turn on
this one.

He hung up, Wlth a trembling
hand.

For a moment rebellion filled him.
After all, he was Frenchie Dubois,
lord of the underworld in this sec-
tion of the country. Why the hell
should he take such orders as these?

But how
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Even if that mysterious man did

claim he had proof of a crime for

which Frenchie Dubois could burn?
How did he, Frenchie, know that
was the truth? He’d never seen that
proof that was eternally bemg
shaken over his head.

Bat and Rake! Why, they’d been

~ with him for six years. As he’d said,

they were of the best. And they’d

done the best they knew how, last

night. They’d only tried to be a
little smarter than they were or-

dered to be; that was all. Damned
“if he’d follow commands! :

But even as he thought this, he
knew he would. Frenchie had never
cringed from any man. But a voice
from a telephone, a voice belonging
to a person he wasn’t at all sure

measured sentence, men died. And
Frenchie did not want to die. Not
like Overby, Martin, and Creighton.
Big as those men were, they had
died when that inexorable man with
the voice of steel and ice had glven
the W'Ol'd == = -

N the ofﬁce of Chlef Negley the
Phantom faced the perplexed po-
lice officials. “You are working with
the F.B.1. in this case?”
“Not exactly,” explained Negley.
“We are more than willing to co-
operate, but the G-men haven’t
called on the Makon Police Depart-
ment for anything except to give
Daniel Clarke, known as Danny Re-
gan, a free hand So we were pur-
suing our angles while he was work-
ing his own. We thought he was
wasting his time at the Apache, be-
cause we've already grilled Frenchie

Dubois about last night’s fire, just

as we did after the bank robbery,
and checked the movements of all
his known employees. *He’s in the
clear. He was in his hotel all eve-
ning and all night, too. We know
definitely that he never even saw

“he’d ever seen, had his number. Be-
cause when that voice pronounced
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peymour and thls so-called Danny
Regan.”
=== ke Woman—Mlml‘? Was she
~ Regan—Clarke’ s—partner e
“Yes 23 - -

-~ “I want to see her rlght away;
-~ And then you. maust-get her out of
— town at once. “She is of no value to
the law any longer, and her life

isn’t worth a snap of your fingers.

~ It’s obvious that the brains behind
~— this crime wave know that Re,gan,j

— or Clarke, and the girl were both
—detectives. At least, the master
~criminal is takmg no chances. I

-~ take it you are giving e full co-
— operation?’

= i ¥onye damn Whlstlmg 1 sald/

= the chief fervently S

- “Then, for Wo,rkmg purposes,\l

~ am Simon Stigler from here out, on
- special- assagnmént to the Second
- National Bank case from your de-

_partment. You can say I've Te-

' cently been transferred from an-
~— other city. Better pass along the

- word. If I see fit to change my 1den-
= tlty and disguise, I i netifY you.”

, Blancharﬁ- sharply. “You mean
you! remm chsgulse now?? =
HE: Phantom smlled “I "'ai:n,fal-

‘;' se When workmg

= fj, auﬂtﬁer ﬁhger snap, otherwme

Blanehard ‘came close and peered

The: : monlagés,
greaseless ’pamts, and other tricks—

~ some of them Van’s own develop-
, ment——-weres:beyend B =

“How do you do it?’ -
Again the Phantﬂm sm}led and -

= shrugged.

~—  Chief Negley chuekled.:_ “Okay,;
Phapto:n,” he said.— “¥oulre

~ charge on this case. Any orders?’
_ “Yes,” Van said rapidly. “Send to
~ those two addresses and- _pick up ‘
thls Mnm for questlomng If she s*;

“eried  Officer

in
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net to be found send out a general",

_alarm for her, and let me know at
once. We may be too late already.
Theres a brunette girl named Dor-

- rie, too—Dorrie Wellman, as 1°dis-

covered. She was a pal of this Sey-

mour chap. Grab her, also. And
~now, I’d like to go to the scene of
the fire last night and then have the
use of your laboratory, for a while.”

“Ripman,” Negley snapped to the
officer awaiting orders, “go pick up
the dames. Take help if you want
-it. Blanchard, you consider yourself
at the dispesal of the Phantom from

here out. You're relieved from all

other duty. And, Phant—er—Stig-
ler, call on me at any hour for any-
thmg I’ll go on with the routine
,,,,,, I'm going ,‘over “to
see the dlstrlét attorney right now.
‘Boy, will he be relieved When he :
knows you're on the jobPt — 2=
In company with Blanchard, Van*
went to the fire-gutted bmldmg on
Maple Street. Luckily the fire de-
aljsmenthad reached the place the
night before in time to prevent the
collapse of the Walls, 80 the tw m—_'

the Phantom took samples of ashes =
and charred fragments, putting each
in a separate envelope and markmg
1t earefully. == »
~By the time they returned ,to the :

Clty Hall they found Officer Rip-
- man had returned. He had the

blonde. Dorrie  Wellman, he in-
~formed- them ‘had dlsappeared “The
blend Mimi had been at her hotel

~address. She had just finished read-
- ing the newspaper account of the

fire, and her apprehenswe eyes

the trath= - — 7
“The - Phantom dldn’t Waste any
“time. —

“Yourknbw me as Slmon Stxgler * =
“But I'm known by an-

_he said.

other name. The Phantom!”

—showed thal;f she- already suspected, -
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“The Phantom"’ she cr1ed

“Right.” He nodded. “Danny Re-
gan, alias Clarke, was one of the
victims of that fire last night. The
police know about him and what
brought him here. Buf what was
your- connection with the F.B.I?”

“None,” she answered promptly.
“I am employed by the National
Manufacturers’ Detective Associa-
tion. I met Clarke, or Danny Regan,
in St. Louis where I was working on
the Best Welt Shoe Fac.tory rob-r
bery e
—SAhI sald Van “The assoclatlon
suspected inside work on that ]Ob
and put you fo work on it?”

~“No. We suspected inside stuff on —
the Acme Food job in Chicago prior
to that. It’ was the peculiar tele-
gram President Martin of the Acme
Food Company sent to the Overby
family that took -my mterest He &
seemed to have been - a close friend
of Overby who was, as you know,
—the head of the Best Welt Shoe Fac-
tory. He ‘asked if there were any
peculiar circumstances surreunding
-Oxerby’s death not reported to the
~ police, 1 had found none, by the
way, save for that wire. Then came :
the Best Welt job, and T ‘was sent =
to St. Louis.

“Before 1 could get a good hne
on Martin, he was killed. Then I
met this man Clarke Who was al-
ready going by the name of Danny
Regan, and found he was working
on the case because it was believed
to-be the same gang operating in
different states. ITn St. Louis they 3§
used automobiles stolen in Chicago, ¥
abandomng them later without leav-
ing a ﬁngerprmt or any other trace.
While we were still separately in-
vestigating things, a man who said-
he was Patrick Moller, a Makon at-
torney, called the Best Welt on long :
distance and tried to get details of
Martin’s death. So Danny and 1
—— played a hunch, made up an act,

<and came here.” =

Rg’iﬂe gwbdl afmatch to—
e trait o pa,peqrg s
(Chapter IV)
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The woman paused and shrugged.

“Our hunch was right. The See-
ond National Bank was knocked
over right after we got here, posing
as a couple of Cleveland red-hots
We couldn’t find any Patrick Moller,
50 we Went to work on the robbery
angle.”

served the Phantom keenly. “Or,
rather it jumped a couple. George
Creighton, New York banker, was
shot to death while he was return-

- ing home from a visit to the Second

National Bank here. By the way,
your real mame is—"’

“Adelia Carson.”

“Thank you. Will you tell me Just
what you and Clarke did unearth
here?”

“Not a great deal. We got in with
Harry Seymour because we learned
he was spending too much money for
a man in his pesition. Panny Clarke

 gave the man some swell forged

credentials, presumably from an-
other shady political character in

~ Cleveland: They worked. Clarke

quickly learned that Seymour was
well connected politically but was in
with the shady element, too. That’s

~why we were playmg the Apache
- night club together,
Frenchie Dubois of being in the

We suspected

whole mess, somehow, and [ stﬂl

_do.

“One thing we did learn, though.
It was Seymour who gave the or-
der to start tearing up the street
that morning of the holdup at the
bank. I am posa,tlve that he sold out
to Frenchie, who may or may not
have been working for somebody
else, for Clarke was convinced that
Dubois is not the man we want. He
thought there was another man
higher up—perhaps this mythical

~_ person who over the phone called

~ himself Patrick Moller.”

“Thank you very much, Miss Car-

- son,” the Phantom said admiringly.
- “You are a brave girl.

Chief Negley

“The chain dropped a stiteh,” ob-

will see tha.t you are safely spmted
out of town at—"

“But I'm mnot leaving Makon,”

Adelia Carson protested. “Why, I—"

“On the contrary, young lady, you
are leaving immediately.  Don’t
argue, please. You are in terrible
danger. Go back to St. Louis, go to
Chicago. Report to your employers
what you wish—but get out of Ma-
kon!”?

“But I don’t—"

He whirled on her almost sav-

“Where is Dorrie Wellman?”
“Why, I—I

agely.
She looked startled.

don’t know. I left her at her apart-,
ment last ‘night.”

“You have been phenomenally
lucky, Miss Carson. Don’t tempt
Fate further.”

“You mean that Dorrie—that
she—

“We don’t know—yet But noth-::r

ing’s going to happen to you in

Makon. -Go back to your own Job»

And thank you again.”

- After- a couple of plainclothes

men escorted her away, the Phan-

tom turned to the waiting Officer

Blanchard. Van’s disguised face Was
grim.
“Well, let’s go see if we can read

any sécrets in these bits of ashes,”
“And you’d better put the
dragnet out for those two men I -
- described, Chief Negley.”

he said.

“I have,” said Negley. *“Bat Lu-
den and Rake Malone, by your de-
scription. Been working  for
Frenchie Dubois at the Apache Club
for a long time.”

()
¥

T the poliee laboratory that affer--

noon Van showed the chemist
in charge and the astonished Blanch-
ard some amazing research work.
Handicapped by the lack of the
elaborate equipment of his own pri-
vate laboratory in New York which
he maintained in the character of
Dr. Bendix, he nevertheless made
some startlingly accurate deductions.
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“Laboratory research work has = :
- for murderous emergencies,
, gasoline; burning at a temperature;;j '
of fifteen hundred degrees, would
~produce precisely: those alhgatormtrs —

certainly got fire-bugs on the run,”

‘when an arsonist could set a fire
and walk away, serene in the
knowledge that there
chance in ten of his bemg caught.
_ Not any more. Science has probed

“into the nature of ashes with- micro-

_scope and spectroscope, and with
~ micrographic cameras, until unbe-
lievably complete stories can be re-
written about the mmutest frag-
~ment of ash.

— “Here, for mstance, s ﬁne ash

taken from a place near the bodies
of Seymour and the Federal man,
Clarke.

is ash from burned rope. The rope
~ was undoubtedly binding the two

men so they couldn’t escape t}}eu' S

fate in the fire.
extra good grade of hemp-f,

However, it w

ha}faneh Probably three-quarters.
Which is heavy rope to use for such

a purpose. My guess is that it was,;
a tow-rope out of an automobile””

“He tapped another eXhlb]t w1th a
~ forefinger., —

“Here, fortunately, is a bit of
burned wood which the microscope
revealed as maple wood. Perhaps

- part of an old, broken table down
— there in the basement where the fire

started.  If you burn a piece of
-~ maple wood normally, the cross-

checks—they call them ‘alligator-

mgs’—-have a certain recognized
- size. But if a more than nermal

heat consumed ‘the wood, the alli-
gatorings will be closer together,
smaller, because of the extreme tem-

— perature. =

“Now the cros’schecks in this bit
~ tell us that no ordlnary ﬁre con-
sumed it. Kerosene, or some such
volatile - liquid, was responsible.
However, it looks as if the job were

~ done on the spur of the moment.
— ;’_Now you  don’t go around with a

“There was a time

wasn’t a

- quite alike. —
tracing it to see what station soldif
~it, and to Whom, if that’s possible
= ~—“It-the —

It looks like—plain ash.
~ But the spectroscope tells us that it
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can of kerosene in your hcmd ready =
~Also

in maple wood.

“So I bet on gasoline, and the lab;; ==

conﬁrmed it. The spectroscope re-
vealed the precise chemical analysis
of the gasoline used. No two are
‘And now the police are

“Welll” said Blanchard.
birds who pulled this one thought

they were covering their tracks,

they were certam}y mistaken!”
— “They were,”
'“Much ‘better to have killed more

simply, as these gang killers seem

to have done until now. 1 have an
idea last night’s Job was the result

~ of overzealousness. And it may be :
= L our first opening.” , :
deesn’t come in sizes of less than

EGLEY came in. There was trl-
umph on his face. :
“Yop called it, Stigler,” he rum-
“bled —“We located the place ‘where
“the gas came from. Tt came from
the city garage itself. A special
formula gas msxsted on by the mu-
nicipal engineers.” '
“Seymour s ca
“nght. Seymours car.

garage, like a lot of these half-baked
politicians de. A little more graft,

gettmg their gas and oil for noth- —
ing. Also, he had a tow-rope in his
-A mechanic at the city

roadster. 7
—garage can testify to that. Hemp

in Seymour’s car now.’

The Phantom’s eyes Were g‘httet—%i —

ing gray ice.

“Seymour’s roadster was found
—around the corner from the Apache
~he said tightly.
“You assumed, Chief, that he and

_Club - entrance,”

=

Van said grimly.

> said the Phan-

- =
denﬂy he filled his tank at the city

rope, three-quarters, also from the
~city store-room. But the rope isn’t
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Clarke had gone to the Maple Street
house in a cab because Seymour was
afraid his flashy car would be
spotted. You were after the taxi-
driver who had taken them, weren’t
you, Chief? But now we get the
~ whole picture, the true one. They
drove in Seymour’s own roadster.
At that house where they were
killed, their murderers used gas
siphoned from Seymour’s tank, and
boundﬁ him with his own tow-rope.

- Then they quietly drove the roadster

back to the club and left 11: where it

had been before.”

“That seems to be the dope,
Negley nodded, with a good deal of
respect in his eyes. “So now?”’

“Now we get the men who drove

that car back to the Apache. Get

them, and we have our killers”’

EGLEY looked doubtful. “There

won't be any ﬁngerprmts These
birds are too wise.
~_ “But there will be other prmts,”
Van smiled. “The print of the driv-
er’s shoe on +the rubber-covered
brake and cluteh pedals. The print
~of his gloves on the stesring wheel,

- Pick up Bat Luden and Rake Ma-

lone, of the Dubois gang. We're
ready to bring them in, now. And if
their shoe-soles match the prints in
the car, or if they have gloves
matching the fabrie-prints bound to
be microscopically in evidence on
Seymour’s steering wheel, you’ll
have your men— Say, has anybody
-found that dark-haired girl, Dorrie,
who was with Seymour last night?”’

~all right.

and a worn ridge -

“Not yet,” said Negley. *She
seems to have disappeared into thin
air.- She isn’t at any of the places

where she might regularly be found. —

She’s just vanished.”

“Bad,” said the Phantom.

“Very bad,” agreed Negley, face
hard. “I have an idea that young
lady will never be questioned—by
anybody. But we’ll sweat somethmg
out of Bat and Rake.”

It developed, however, that no one.

would ever questlon Bai; and Rake,
either.

Never take a chance Never leave

. loose end. That was the motto
of the organization the Phantom

fought. And it had been scru-
pulously followed in the case of the
two men who thought they had been
smarter than their chief.

Negley’s men found Bat and. Rake
And Bat's shoe soles,
Wlth a shght cut in the right one
in the left,
matched the faint prints carefully
taken from clutch and brake pedals
of Seymour s roadster. Also a pair
of gloves in his pocket had the same

number of threads to the inch 88—

the equally famt fabrlc prmt on the

~steering wheel.

But Bat Luden and Rake Malone

were dead.

They lay in the living room of
Malone’s apartment. And each had
died with a bullet through his brain.

The Phantom got the slugs from
the near wall, but he knew they
wouldn’t be any good to him. He
felt rather certain that the guns
that had fired those bullets Would
never be found.

One small loophole in the armor
of the man behind the Dubois gang

‘had been made by the Maple Strest

fire. But that hole, with an effi-
ciency and utter disregard for hu-

man life, had promptly been plugged
up by the shadowy leader of the

crime army the Phantom Was seek—
ing. ,
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CHAPTER VII
~ THE MaAssey PoolL

~_hands helplessly,

.k gers through his
~ thinning thatch.
{  “So we're back
#1 where we started,”
-~ he sighed, staring

—fon.
— ~ the men who did
— the Seymour and Regan job—and
_we find them dead. The black sedan
used in the bank robbery we found

in a vacant warehouse with no fin--
gerprints or clues of any kind be-

' ~yond the fact that it was stolen in
St. Louis.
“next?”’

__ “Logically,” admitted Van, “there’ll
= be cars stolen here in Makon for

use on the next job in some other
Untxl such a thing Dbreaks,
carry on. 1 have another lead to

our faces. I'll call you if I develop
— anything for routine follow-up.
The Phantom did have a clue, a

slender one, indeed, but at least a
lead. From the telephone company
he verified, working as Simon Stig-

ler on the Makon Homicide Squad,

~ what Adelia Carson had told him.

By a careful checking of records
and dates, he unearthed the fact

that a man who had given his name

“as I’atnek Moller ‘had  called St.

Lounis to inquire into the death of

Robert Martin of the Best Welt
~ Shoe Company. The call had been
~ made from a public phone booth in
~ a suburban drug store in Makon.
That fact was what had stumped
the Carson girl ‘and Danny Regan.
But the Phantom, realizing that

Makon was no such vast and con-

fusing city as New York or Chicago,
~ decided to

EGLEY spread his

then ran his fin-

dully at the Phan-
“You tabbed

‘What's going to happen

investigate the drug
store In the role of a young Ioafer,;
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‘ he spent several hours hanging
-around

the fountain,
money and chatting with the soda
clerk. He was an expert al winning
the confidence of people. By the time
he got around to calling the clerk
by his first name he struck gold.
—*3ay, -

The clerk frowned and looked at
Van peculiarly.
~ “You kiddin’, Jack?” he said. “He,v
never did - hang around here—not
since 1 been working here. Unless
- you mean stoppmg to. buy a pack—,
age of gum, or coming in occasion-

“ally at night to use the telephone is =

~what you call hanging around.”

“So-he’s astight asever, huh?” Tan
YHe

smiled, without-batting an eye.
still lives in the nérghborhood*’ =
~ “Yeah.” The clerk nodded. “Still

thmg with his boss. Say, that boss

of his, that Claridge big shot, is a
better customer than Moller ever

follow before the case folds up in Was any day in his life. He stopsin
- on his way downtown nearly every

day to buy a handful of cigars. And

he orders ginger ale and soda from

us by the case. ‘There’s what 1 call

~a_customer!”

_“Y guess so,” Van- agreed mdus- ,

trmus]y assaulting the sandwmh Joe =

deftly slid before him. - =
When the clerk went to Walt on

somebody else, Van strolled over to

~ the phone booth. Still munching part
of his sandwich, he casually flipped

the pages of the directory. He found

what he sought, a Claridge listed in -

this neighborhood. John Claridge,
_attorney, 154 Woodlawn Drive. A

little later he left the store with-

otut askmg further questions.
That evening, reverting to- the

character of Simen Stigler, datec-’ -
tive, he returned to the neighbor-

hcod So there was a Patrick Mol-
ler, and he worked for and lived

"
spending
; whatever became of Pat
Moller, Joe?” he asked casually. “Or

doesn’t” he hang around here any
_TBorel’

with hls boss, John Clarldge It was
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Claridge who was the attorney, not
Moller. In making his call to St.
Louis, Moller had deliberately mis-
led the operator, or the St. Louis

office of the Best Welt Company had

-misunderstood him. Anyway, Van
was interested in interviewing both
clerk and employer without callmg
on police aid.

HE Woodlawn Drive address
proved to be a nice-looking home
set back in considerable yard. space.
It exuded an air of affluence without

seeming luxurious. At Van’s ring,

a young man with rumpled, sandy

hair opened the door. ‘

“There’s no one at home this eve-
ning,” he quickly explained. “Mr.
~and Mrs. Clarldge Went to the
theater.”

*T just wanted to see Mr Clarldge'
on a little business,” said the Phan-

tom, with hlS best small-town man-
nerisms.

. “Well,; you'll have to see him at ==
the office tomotrrow. He never re- ti

ceives clients at home any more. If
you’ll give me your name and ad-
dress I’ll arrange for an appoint-
ment for you the first thing—"

“Perhaps —you'll do,” said the
Phantom uncertainly.
some information about a— Say,
who are you?”’

“Pat Moller m Mr.
secretary.”

“You'll do,” Sald Van, changmg
his demeanor and pushing forward
to enter.

Moller made a feeble attempt to
bar the way, whereupon Van flashed
the police shield that Captain Negley
had -loaned him. To his faint sur-
prise this quieted Moller like magie.
The young fellow was relieved. In
the living room, Van opened wup
promptly.

“Why did you call St. Louis last
month, Moller, and inquire into the
death of Robert Martin?”

Moller. blinked. “Because—er—

Claridge’s

“T just need

because Mr. Claridge asked me to.”

“W}l ‘?” =

“I don’t know, but Mr. Clarldge'
was quite upset about a Mr. Mar-
tin’s death. Martin was president
of the Best Welt Shoe Company.
You may have read about him being
killed: Mr, Claridge and Mr. Martin
were business acquaintances.”

“Did they #ransact any business
together? Did Claridge handle any
matters for Martin?” ;

“No, sir. At least, not through
the office.”

After a few more questions which
elicited nothing further from the
clerk, Van said shortly: “Tell Mr.

" Claridge to drop in at Headquarters

tomorrow for a few minutes, Mol-
ler. Chief Negley is also interested
in the death of Robert Martin. We
just want to ask Claridge a few
questions.”

“Yes, sir,” promised Moller, and
Van departed.
g‘dldn’t ‘Jeave the block. Cut-
ck to the alley, he returned
to the lawyer’s residence and calmly

picked the lock on the back door.

Prowling carefully so as not to
arouse Moller who had returned to
his law reading upstairs, the Phan-
tom found the library and a small

room adjoining, which proved to be

Claridge’s study.

Closing the door and drawmg the
shade, the Phantom snapped on the
lights and surveyed the study. He
located the wall safe at once, a cir-
cular affair of sturdy construction
with a five-tumbler combination.
First he methodically went through
the desk, finding nothing of impor-

tance, but learning a great deal

about Claridge’s business. At length,
he attacked the safe.

Drawing a stethoscope from his
pocket, he eared it and began manip-
ulating the dial. In ten minutes, so
expert was his technique, he had the
safe opened. He was deep in a care-
ful scrutiny of the papers he found



GRADUATES

there when he heard a famt chck,

bemnd him.

He whirled, stethoscbpe stlll
heoked around his neck, and found
“himself facing a;-tall man with a

“hooked nese and piercing black eyes.
The man was wearing a silk hat and

l1ght tan topcoat over immaculate

evening clothes., In his right hand

a chked—lookmg automatic covered
“the Phantom. And Van saw at onee

~ why he had been unaware of the,

_approach. The top-hatted man had

come through a narrow door h}dden :

by a bookcase mounted thereon.
The man was middle-aged, and

with a look in his eyes that was
The_'; =
fact that he didn’t recognize his

half-frightened, half-fanatical.

~ burglar seemed to alarm him more
than did the fact that a burglar was
there.

_ “Stand just as you are,” he or-
‘dered, menacingly, stepping forwardé*

—and closing the bookeaselmed _door-
behind him., He didn’t raise his
voice, and he made no attempt to
signal for aid. Alarmed though he
undoubtedly was,

who looked more like a product of
~ the rural districts than a burglar.

The Phantom thought rapidly. He
was -satisfied to remain as he Was;;
_for the moment, because he had a

“paper under h1s eyes that he wanted
to memorize. But he had to get the
man with the gun calmed down be-
~ fore sheer nervous tension caused
~ him to start shooting.

the picture, Van was hesxtant about
ysing violence himself. ~

He was sorry that he was -not
~ wearing a mask, for if by any
chance Pat Moeller should come in
now, he would at once recognize
him as Simon Stigler, of the Makon
police force.

‘boldest course.

= i“W-who —are you?’ demapded

he  deliberately
—shat himself in with this stranger

Not having
~decided just how Claridge fitted into

There being no other
-~ sensible way out of it, he chose the
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Clarldge What are you domg here

in my prlvate study" == have no_ =

money here.”

“You can put up your gun, Mr
Claridge,” Van answered pleasant]y. 2
“I am not burglarizing your— '

“Put those papers down on the
desk!”
‘his cheeks blanching. “quck!” '

Van lowered his eyes and once

- more swept the opened sheet he had
been examining. It was almost a

cryptogram, but it was clear in his
memory now, woulzd remaxn there.
It read. : : '

THE MASSEY POOL

= ——-Cre;ghton $200,000
—0Overby $200,000
—Martin : $200,000
Corsener —$200,000
Waltham : $200,000
_Elmo $200 000
Clandge (I'}ash -$50,000

-: = ‘, - for (Serwce) $1505909

ITH these names and ﬁgures
memorized by his quick eye, the

- Phantom carefully advanced a step
and deposited the mass of papers
At mght of

he held in his hands.,
the uppermost sheet, a qmver shot

- through Claridge’s body =
“Control yourself Clarldge 12 Van =
;snapped —curtly. —

But the;‘sz»ght of ’ehat sheet 01’ =

paper and what was revealed on it,
was too much for the lawyer. His

knuckles whitened around the trig- —
~ger of his weapon, his face twisted -
grotesquely, and -his eyes had the

look of hell in them. Van dived to

the floor behind the desk just as |
~ the man’s gun roared. The slug tore

viciously past Van’s ear, thudding
into the wall just below the safe.
Before the lawyer could

leather cushion from the chair and
hurled it at the spot where the man

in the top hat had been standing.
~ Instantly he had his own gun out e
> and was sprawled flat on the ﬂoor —

Claridge ordered harshly,

, : step
around the desk, Van snatched the



56 THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

at the other end of the desk. From
his supine position he had the stag-
gering lawyer covered.

“Hold it, Claridge!” he ordered

‘ sharply.

Claridge’s answer to that order
was recklessly to blaze away, doing
his best to make his aim good.

There was nothing else for it then. .

Levering himself to one elbow, Van
hurled his gun with unerring aim.

- It was a dangerous thing to do, but
he didn’t want to injure the lawyer.

with bullets before he had time to

question him. The heavy gun caught

the lawyer on the side of the head
before he could duck, and he went
down like 3 falhng tree. :

AN was on his feet, unscathed,
before Claridge hit the floor. He
could hear confusion upstairs as the

~ gun thunder died away. A woman

was screaming, and Moller was
shouting. —Footsteps were racmg

- aleng the floor above.

One look at Claridge was enough
He was out—good for an hour.
There would be no questioning him
tonight. Van stuffed the papers back

" inte the safe and twirled the com-

bination. Wiping the front of the
safe, he snatched up his own gun

and went back through the library.
A moment more and he was fleeing

down the alley like a frightened

- crook. ‘But he wasn’t frightened,

and he wasn’t a crook. At last he

 had a definite lead! #

The first three names on that
cryptic list, he reealled, had had a

sort of dash mark beside them — -

and they were the names of the
three men who had been murdered!
There were four names remaining,
one of them Claridge’s. Just what
this portended, or heow it fitted in
with the brutally efficient holdups,
or if it did, in' any remotest way,
the Phantom intended finding out.

He heard the wailing siren of a

police car before he had traversed

two blocks. Struck with a sudden
thought, he hastened to the police
car he had parked, got in and drove
swiftly to Headqﬂarters. He found
the officer in charge for the night a
bit excited over the call from the
Claridge residence.

“Just who is this John Claridge,
O™ourke?” he asked.

“Faith, and he’s the biggest cor-
poration lawyer in Makon,” said the
bluecoat promptly. “He’s a promi-
nent citizen and a power in state
politics. A big churchman, too. Sure,
and I wonder what prowlers could
be doing at his house. He ain’t so
rich he’s likely to have much cash
layin’ around the house.”

“We shall knew pretty soon, I
think,” Van said with an enigmatic
smile. “But say, O’Rourke, tell me.
Is there another prominent man in
this town named Waltham?” :

“Thomas Waltham? Sure. He’s
vice-president of the Geyser Oil
Cerrlpany——adne of the richest men in

“How about a fellow named

Corsener?”
“Yeah. EH Corsener. L
of the Wheat Exchange Bank. He

lives out in the Sylvan Hllls a&dlc

fiom’- =
= “Makomtes,” observed Van, rais-
ing his eyebrows slightly. “I don't
suppose you have an Elmo here, do
you? 27

“Leroy Elmo? Faith, and we
have. He’s general manager of the
Hermes Moter Company—the big-
gest motor car makers in their price
class. That’s Makons biggest in-

dustry.”

“One final inquiry. Who or What
is Massey ?”

Captain O’Rourke wrinkled his
brow. This ene stumped him. :

“Never heard the name before.
You been going through Brad-
street’s reports, Stigler?”

“I wonder,” said Van.

And he was wondering—greatly.

President -~
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What was the Massey Pool? Why

were seven men so widely scattered
from a business point of view, con-
nected with it? What bearing did
it have on the bank and payroll
holdups? And why were they dy-
ing? All of the men obviously had
put up or pledged two hundred

thousand dollars except John Cla-

ridge, who had put up ﬁfty thou-

sand dollars, plus his serv1ces, what-
ever they might be. '

It couldn’t logically be an oil
pool, and what could that have to
do with robberies anyhow, with the
president of the company killed
after the robbery? Only two men
on the list fitted into the oil cate-
gory, at that—Waltham and Elmo.
But one startling fact struck the

Phantom squarely between the eyes.

All of the men remaining alive lived
in Makon! The outside participants
had been mysteriously eliminated.

The prowl car that had gone out
to the Clarldge residence reported
back.

“Nuts!” said the disgruntled ser-
geant succinctly. “Old lady Claridge

‘yelted her head off for the police,

and when we got there we found
the lawyer in his study,

a2 gun-and couldn’t aim straight,
so the guy conked himself on the
side of the head. When we brought
him ouf of it, he said he must have
been dreaming. He swore nothing
was wrong and nobody was in the
house. He even opened his wall safe
to prove it. Said everythmg was all
okay.”

“He may show up in the morn-
ing,” commented Van.

But he doubted it now. When
Claridge covered for the prowler
there was little ¢hance that the law-
yer wanted police protection or in-
vestigation. But Mr. John Claridge

~ was due for a rigorous questioning

by the Phantom. The lawyer was
too good a lead not to exploit.

-uneon--
scious. Looked like he’d tried to use
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CHAPTER VIII
SCHOOL FOR CRIME

T FIRST glance, the
place looked a little
like a clothing store,
or one of those barn
theaters up in New
England.

It was over a
small tobacco store
in Lincoln, a town
- near Makon. The

-~ building was smali,
two—storled A store took up the
ground floor; a hall-like room, twenty
by thirty, toek up all the second
floor. Frenchie Dubois owned the
building, though none knew that, and
few had ever seen him or any of his
men enter the place. They always
came late at mght and entered from
the rear.

Frenchie was there now, Wlth a
dozen men. And an onlooker would
have been struck at once by a most
peculiar fact. All of these men were
surprisingly alike in general build

and coloring. Every shade of brown
- hair was represented,

.and every
shade of brown eyes. But each pair
of eyes and each head of hair was
datk

Their helght didn’t vary more
than two inches and their weight
more than twenty pounds. No two of
them were at all similar when exam-
ined side by side. But in a group
they might facetiously have been
dubbed Mr. Average. And anyone
describing any of them would have
been, perforce, vaguely describing
all the rest.

Over some chairs, the only furni-
ture in the room, clothing was laid
out. Eight dark brown suits. Eight

inexpensive panama-type hats with
plain brown bands. Eight neckﬁies
of the same brown stripe.

“I've said which of you guys were
on the inside in the Tuesday job,”
Frenchie rumbled in his heavy,
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harsh voice. “Elght msxde, four
drivin’ the cars. Four getaway cars,
—as usual. Now we’ll have a dress
rehearsal.”

He chuckled raspmgly at hlS own
humer; and eight of the men began

taking oﬂ,’ their clothes and putting
on the identical suits which would

- vague and difficult.

Frenchie took chalk and began
~marking lines on the bare floor of the
big room, glancing often at a chart,
something like a blueprmt whieh he
had carried here in his pocket. When
he was done, the men had finished
changing clothes and stood around,
looking more than ever similar.

_“Watch close, you guys,” Frenchie 1

said. “Any guy that don’t get this
‘straight is apt to get a slug from a
-guard’s rod. And you know the rest
of it if that happens.” ,

The men nodded, stohd but tlght-
~ lipped. They did know the rest of it.
-~ Inexorable orders were to finish off
—any of their number who got shot.

~  mortally wounded. Don’t try*tef help
‘him -out to safety, because it might
- ruin the getaway. Just pause beside
~ him long enough to send a bullet or
~two through his head yourself. In
that way there was never a gang*
survwor picked up for questionmg
- Frenchie pointed out a long,
stralght chalk-line near the center of
~ the room, and his instructions to his
__apt pupils in the crime that was
— mnext tobe comm1tted ‘were begun.
“This here’s a low railing that

marks off two-thirds of the joint,” he

said. “Behind it’s the general office.
Lotta desks with clerks and whatnet
at ’em. Couple hundred, P’'d say
You, ke, step here. You'll keep em

= covered =

One of the men Walked forward
and stood on a chalked square that
French1e dreW just outsuie the “raﬂ-
ing.” ,

= “Here Frenchle pomted hke a

~end of the railing—

outside.

four of ’em.
‘anybody that bats an eye
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> mlhtary mstructor to spaces at the' =
are private offices =

of the big shots of the company.
Kelly, you’ll stand here”” He indi-
cated a second square, commanding
the private office markings. I any
mug sticks his nose ouf of a door, :

~burn it for 'im.”
~ make descriptions after a crnne S0

“He blocked in half the space oppo- ==

“site the general office diagram.

““Filing cabinets and more clerks

“here. Next to it is the spot we're

interested in. The cash cage. Big.

Four guys in it. And four guards
~Here's where the guards

stand.”

E marked four short lines, two

L on either side of the supposed
wmdow of the supposed Lhge
“And here’s the outer door, lead-

fmg to the stairs.” He drew a slant-
’mg line next to the cage. “The office
—is three floors up, which makes ’em

feel safe as hell.”?
He locked at his listening erime

_pupils; his oc?marked face beethng'
Don’t take a chance that he isn’t p :

= Heres the dope And get 1t,
right. You eight guys come in the
florist truck just after the cash has
got to the Jomt from the bank, be-

Hore the guys in the cash cage have

taken it outa the leather sacks. Walk
up the stairs. Take a:nybody that

rhappens to be on ’em, but take ‘em
quiet. A gun ‘barrel alongside the

head. Go in the door, and go in
shooting. Get them four guards be-

fore they _know Wha,t’s happemng, : -

and get ‘em right. = ,
“Then two of you cover the prl-
vate offices and the big general joint
like I told you, "Another;takes;the :
four guys in the cage and keeps ’em
standing with their faces to one
wall. The other four fake the big

_nippers, cut the locks on the cage,
because it’ll be locked, of course, and

go in and 1ift the sacks. There'll e
Each take one, Pop
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“Beat it back to the truck. There

you’ll go six blocks, and scatter four

ways in four cars waitin’. Now—
do it. Here, you four that ain’t
dressed, you’ll be outside in the get-
away cars, so you ain’t in this any-
way. Stand where the guards’ll be,
and take it like the guards’ll take it.”
~The four men in regular clothes
stood two on each side of the imag-
inary window of the cash cage. The
eight in the identical brown suits
went beyond the slanting line indi-
cating the stair door.
— “Okay. Begm.’,’, :

The eight filed in, ~with the first
two holding
guns. Their hands took the position
with such trained naturalness that
in imagination the deadly weapons
could almost be seen. They raised
‘the guns the instant they’d stepped
through the door.

sald

The -four representing the guards
fell, rather carefully, to the floor. It
was almost laughable. Childish. Like
a game played by little boys. Until
reflection was made that this was a
careful rehearsal of actual murder
soon to take place.

Then the two with machine guns

went to points covering private of-
fices and general offices, -and stood
with their guns ready. A third
stayed at the outer door. The fourth
went to the marked-off cage and
trained guns on the four cashiers
supposed to be within. The other
four went through the movements of
cutting bars with a giant, case-hard-
-ened steel nipper, and after that of
scooping up four leather sacks of
cash. '

“Okay,” said Frenchie, who had
been watching them critically. “See
you don’t forget any of that on Tues-
day. There are five thousand chumps
working at the joint. They get an
average of about nineteen bucks each
for the week’s pay envelope. That

imaginary machine
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makes close to a hundred grand. I
‘know you guys wouldn’t want to
miss out on that.”

His lips tightened a little grimly.

“Hell, what a snap for guys like
you—to get a cut on dough like that,
plus protection and a chance to keep
out of the hot seat, just for doing a
few little things for the big Dboss,
like he tells you to do ’em. The big
boss is doing all that for you; see
you do a few things for him—his
way! That’s all you’ve got to do,
and are you damned Iucky, all you
wanted guys!

“You know as well as I do that I
got sent to hell and gone fo pick up
just the kind of fellers the bess
wanted. Now you gotta make good.
You know the kind of evidence he’s

- got against every one of you, how
- quick you could be turned in, with-

, ~ out hurting the rest of the organiza-
“Bang, bcmg, bang, bang,” one

tion. So snap into it—and make
some real dough while you’re do-
ing it.”

T WAS a long speech for Frenchie,
but it was a good sales talk. - The
men so similar in appearance were
impressed. As impressed with the
“boss’ > power as was Frenchie him-
self. There was a short silence, then

- one of them spoke.

“Look, Frenchie, how about the
street door of the joint we're
studying? Won’t there be some mug
on that till the cash is paid off?”

“Sure,” Frenchie said. “Four stand
around the office upstairs. One stays
at the street door. But you don’t
hafta worry about him. I take him
myself, from half a block away, with
the high-power rifle. I take him just
-as you guys roll up and he begins
to wonder what the hell a florist’s
truck is doin’ around there at just
that time. And you drag him inside
the entrance and leave him lay there
outa sight.”

With no clairvoyant prescience
of any of these plans, the Phantom
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, took a mght plane to St. Louls and

= spent an interesting morning the

next day. Then he hopped to Chi-
cago, still in the character of Simon
Stigler, and interviewed a number of
people connected with the ~Acme
- Food Gompany He had not finished
with his inguiries in the Windy City
‘when -extras hit the streets telling
about the heldup of the Hermes
Metor Company in Makon, the kill-
ing of seven employes, and the rob-
~bery of a hundred—theusand-dollar
payroll :

= Droppmg everythmg, and for one
, of the few times in his life chagrined -
‘because he hadn’t foreseen such a
poss1b1hty, Van wired Chief Negiey
to- put a heavy police guard around

Leroy Elmo, and chartered a fast

airplane to fly back to Makon. It
- was night when he arrived. Negley
- met him at the airport, his iace as
~ long as the old gray mare’s.
~“Well?” demanded Van qulckly.
“Tell me about it.”
“We were too late about Elmo,
~ Negley said mournfully. “By the
time we got to hini, where he was
prostrated at home over the holdup
- this morning, he was dead. Shot
through the head.”
- “Damn!” said Van bitterly. “But
I didn’t think there’d be another rob-
bery so soon in Makon—not after
the Second Nat;onal ‘Bank affair.

= - Quick! Take me to see Eli Corsener

and Thomas Waltham =

SKING no further questlons, Neg-
ley drove the Phantom to both
homes =

“Retter go in with me,” sa1d Van,
as they reached Eli Corsener S su-
burban home.

—Corsener proved to be a thm—faced
— man with a dignified manner and

= the cold eye of the careful banker.
~Chief Negley introduced Vanas Stig-
=T, and Van came to the pomt at

onee,
~“Mr. Corsener, we have reason to

_ingly.

,beheve you are in the Massey Pool, =
w1th,su: other men. Is that true?
~ The banker looked as startled as

' 1t was poss1ble for such a man to

look.

- “T fail to see—" he began.
“Wrong,” said Van crisply. “You

see g lot more than appears on the

_surface. This is a matter of life and

death. Are you, or aren’t you, the

- Corsener in the pool?”

-~ “Why—er—yes, I am. But that is
a private and secret business deal. I
don’t understand how you gentlemen
knew anything—" ,

“Pass that for the present You
are surely aware that enly “three of
your syndicate remain alive tonight.”

- “Yes,” Corsener admitted faintly.
“I =T know that.w But = stxll don’t
See—” = = f

“Ne1ther do We,” sald Van “But
I'm warning you to take evéry pre-

- caution to safeguard your life for
the next few days. If youwant police

protection, Chief Negley ,Wlll be glad
to see that you get=it?’ -
=T why o eJaculated the banker
palmg “What possible danger ean
I be in? My life hasn’t been threat~
ened. I have no particular enemies.
And there can’t be any connection
between these holdups and—and us.
The pool, I mean.”

“The fact that you ve aIready

‘cou@led them together in your mind

is connection enough,” Van said bit-
- “Better redouble your vigi-
lance at the bank, too. As long as
nething happens there yeu W111 hkely'
be Eafe—— ,

“The banker was S0 shaken that he'
had to sit down.

“Perhaps I'd better take a trlp,”
he said uncertainly, :

“If you like,” Van said, and nodded :
“But George Creighton was in New
Jersey several days after the rob-
bery of the Seecond National Bank—

and he died, The principal thing to
- do is safeguard your bank and sur-

round youlself Wlth all possible pro- -
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tection until we smoke out the gang
responsible for these crimes!”

_ From the Corsener home Van and
Negley went to the residence of
Thomas Waltham. The official of the
Geyser Oil Company was a florid-
faced man with crisp iron-gray hair.
He wore a flower in his buttonhole.

He had been a surveyor and an-

engineer in his youth, covering for-
eign oil deposits for a world-famous
oil corporation, before becoming one

of the founders of his own. He had

a competent look about him.

He took the Phantom’s news more
calmly than had Eli Corsener, but it
was obvious that it made him

thoughtful. He thanked them both,

saw them to the front door himself,

a speculative look in his eyes.
“Where next?”’ the puzzled Negley

demanded of his companion. “Who’s

the third member of this crazy com-
bine?”

A wicked-looking automatis
covered the Phantom
(Chapter VII)

“John Claridge.” informed Van.

“But we won’t have to warn him.”

“Why not?” Negley wanted to
know immediately. =
“Because,” said the Phantom with

—a hard little smile, “he knows about

it already.” And that was all he
would say on the subject. “Tell me
all about the motor company hold-
up.n

EGLEY obliged with what
amounted to a duplicate descrip-
tion of the Second National Bank job.
“Only they wore brown suits this
time,” he said. “Two of the crooks
were wounded in the mélée., - Of
course they were shot through the
head by their companions, so they
can’t talk, but we know who they
are, Pinkie Benz and Cap Stryker.
They are in the police files of half a
dozen cities, buf they were young.
Didn’t have mueh record. Leaped
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into killer glory all ot ones. The
— whole setup’s crazy as hell, Stigler!

They weren’t members of the Du-

~ bois gang, either, but they knew
their Way around Makon

it’s time ta talk to this Frenchie Du-
~ bois once more, Let’s go there next.
His name, and talk about his gang
seems always to be cropping up.”

“Okay.” Negley shrugged. “But 1tr

- won’t get us anywhere. It’s been
~ tried before. I wish you’d explain all
this hocus-pocus about thls Massey

- Pool stuff to me.”

: 4 will, just as soon as we steam
thmgs up to a blow—oﬁf' = ;

CHAPTER IX
A CALL ON FRENCHIE

- PEEDILY Chief
- Negley roiied the
: fpohce car to the
Hiltonia Hotel
where Frenchie
Dubois had his
2 ,smte =
=15 every @ty of

- any size there
-seems to be at least

' one off-color hetel,
-and such was the Hiltonia of Ma-
~ kon. Sleek, expensive, it was be-
yond the ordma}fy reach of the law.
Its occupants were generally known

~ to be erooks or racketeers, from con-

fidence men to mob leaders. But -
they were big cmoks, either Wlth no
definite records to their credit, or
with- such poht}cal pull that a jail
sentence or two in the past made
little difference.-

The Hiltonia was a perfect ex-
—ample of its type. And from bell
~ captain to manager, its shlfty—eyed
employes matched in temperament
the patrons they served. Van knew
the setup thoreughly, although he
had not yet been m this partlcular
house,

It was just a blt past the usual

~~ pressed with the pain of it.
~ Van’s hold prevented the clerk’s fin-
~ger from tﬁuchmg the concearled, _

conventional hour for dinner, and
therefore still too early for dinner
in this place. The lobby was fairly
empty when the two men from Po-

“lice Headquarters entered. At one

in the morning it would be crowded
but early evening was not the hour
for underworld society to be aetive. -

At the desk a clerk was sorting.

the last mail. He turned at the

sound of their steps, sized up the
two with one sullen, hostile glance,

and his hand darted toward some-
thing hidden under the key-counter.

Van’s big right hand darted more
swiftly, clamped over the clerk’s
wrist until the man’s lips com-
“But

alarm button.

“We have a yearmng for anonym
ity, my friend,” he said smoothly.
“So- thez‘e will be no announcements,
please. What is Frenchle Dubms ,
suite number‘7” =~ :

The -clerk’s lips clamped more
- tightly clesed, and Van shrugged.
“There was a room list hanging to

the side of the switchboard, to his '

right. He _examined it.

“Suite Four A,” he read. “Thank
you very much. Chief, suppose you
stay behind and engage our friend
in- fascmatmg conversation for a
few minutes. Just till T get up at
Four A. In that way, I can reach
there unannounced.” :

- “With pleasure,”
- grimly.

He backed the clerk away from

the counter. The elerk looked long-

said Negley

ingly toward the alarm buzzer, but

made no effort to get at it again.
The Phantom went to the stairs and
walked to the fourth floor. He
tapped softly’ a‘t the door of Feur A.

“Come in,” a heavy vmce n-
stantly rumbled. ==

Frenchie was not too dumb If %
was a gang enemy knocking,
Frenchie was 1o doubt amply pre-
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pared to receive him. If it was the

law, Frenchie was too astute to try
to bar his door. Besides, to Frenchie
the fact that the clerk hadn’t an-
nounced anyone must indicate that
the knocker was some friend in the
hotel. =

-Van opened the door, and stood

instantly on the threshold with his

hands hanging openly at his sides.

RENCHIE was at one side of the
door, both hands in the bulging

pockets of his worn bathrobe. When

a man holds a gun concealed in each
hand, it is discreet to give him a
second in which to compose himself
so that sheer reflex will not tW1tch a
trigger finger.

The big gambler slowly took his
hands from his pockets. Van had

never had the mlsfortune to meet

could swear ,he saw a light of Tec-

ognition in the man’s cunning, cruel
eyes. Doubtless, Simon Stigler was
becoming known to Makon’s under-
world.

“You’re law,” Frenchie said, quite
calmly. A half-smoked cigar smol-
dered on the edge of a stand-ashtray
next to the padded chair a dezen
feet away. The big mobster walked

to the chair, sat dewn, andm put the

cigar between his teeth. -

“I'm law,” the Phantom acknowl—
edged, slowly coming into the room
and shutting the door behind him.

Frenchie shrugged thick shoul-
ders. “I ean smell ’em almost as

fast as T can see ’em,” he said sourly.

“And I don’t like the smell. What're
you barging in here for? Think
you’ll do your good deed of the day
in my joint??

Van stood before the
man so wily that the
never pinned anything of
tance on him, with a small eold
smile on his lips, saying nething,
eyes flicking over.the room. Noth-
ing here. Van had been certain

gambler, a
police. had

impor-
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there would not be. Th;s was Just a
luxurious apartment hotel living
room. , ~

“Well, say something,” snapped
Frenchie belligerently. ‘“What the
hell are you doing here? Got a war-
rant to come in like this?”

“Warrant?” repeated Van Loan
smoothly. “Why, no. What for? I-
just came for a seciable little wvisit,
Frenchie. You don’t need a warrant
for that, do you?”

His voice was soft. Frenchie’s for
all its belligerence, was calm enough.
And yet the aura around the two
men was as taut as quivering wire,
as gray eyes stared into black, Van
could sense Frenchie deliberating *

coldly about how he would like to
kill this man, if there was a chance
on getting away with it. Just a
mental crime, however. Plainly

- Frenchie believed he had “better

~ways of handling this intruder.

“So you want to be sociable,” he
purred, his face as inscrutable as
something carved out of rock.
“What about?” ;

“You wouldn’t know a couple-of

rats called Pinkie Benz and Cap

Stryker, would you?’ Van shot out
suddenly. '

Frenchie blinked in apparent sur-
prise. He struck a match to refire
his cigar, and his hands were as
steady as granite.

“Oh,” he said between pufls,
study"”na his caller over his fin-
gers, “so that’s it. Sure, T know
them. T suppose it’s no news to you
that I make it a point to know who
comes into this town. A couple of
rods from Detroit, I understand.
Makon seems to be attracting some

—bad actors from out of town of late,

and I don’t like it.”

“You wouldn’t know that they
were killed in the Hermes Motor
stickup this morning?” said Van

_acidly.

“T would,” Frenchle Dubois said
flatly. “I read the papers. I would
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also know that you’ re a new cop 1n-' _
~ ~Makon. So far you haven't made
2 nuisanee of yourself. Don’t. Find

— out who Frenchie Dubois is, all you

want to know about his business
- and get it out of your system. Then

-~ g0 on about your sleuthmg 'l tell
~_you now that you're wasting time
trying to couple any of those hold-
up red-hots to me, or any of the

“boys that work for me. The Dubois
interests don’t go in for wholesale

murder and hijacking.” Get wise,

copper. If you want gambling in-
- formation, come to me. Otherw1se,
lay off. Get el

~“] think perhaps EI do =

= Phantom nodded. 2
At that moment Chief Negley=

“came in. The racketeer looked at
“the police chief without surprise.

~ ‘9 thought this was another of
_your hick stunts, Negiey,” he said.

= ;“Take your trained seal away and
keep him away. I don’t like the

And, for Don’t overlook the slightest thing.

smell of fish, anyhow
“your- mformatlon for maybe you
don’t keep tabs so well on your new

—up for being too fresh.”
“You seem to know a lot, Mr. Du-
bois,” remarked the P_hantom, *not

~ to know the right answers.’

~ “] know I'm clean” snapped
Frenchie. “Negley, you ought to
know that by now. And what’s
_more, I'm saying right now that if
~ you can pin a thmg on any of my
—employes, T'll help you run them

- ~ down myself., Anything else, gents?”?

~ “If you can’t give us a line on

Benz and “Stryker, 1o, - sald Van.

“Tet’s go, Chisf "=

— As they left the hotel, Negley

— spoke, his brow wrinkling.- :

— “What good did that do, Stlgler e
“Well,” Van said, “for one thmg,

it gave me a chance to give Frenchie

‘Dubois the once-over. I wanted to

- "talk to him,sc I cquld study him.

=khe
- those death guns—though Fm
~ they will never be found. The oppo-
sition is good on details.” - -

lead.
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There’s no doubt in my mmd =

that he knows: pIenty about this
business, if he isn’t in it himself up
ico his neck But he’s smooth Neg-
ey

“My own 1dea is,” said the chlef
“that there’s more chance of picking

~up - something through what you
_suggested about tracing the clothes

worn by the gangsters, We sent
samples of the brown suits of Benz

and Stryker to follow those from

the bandit killed in the Second Na-

tional Bank job. I'm counting on
hearing something from that.” 2
“So am I,” said the Phantom.
“Keep working on all angles. Even
sure

“And you are right. I guess we' ve
calibrated bullets from two-thirds of

~ the firearms in town—and haven’t '
~ matched a single one yet.”

“Keep after it, though Chlef =

You never know when the smallest

clue wﬂl lead to something.”
~men, I know this guy was thrown
-~ out of the Apache Club for being

“drunk. That's why he wasn'’t bea;f
“that the investigation thus far hadn’t
led to very much. He was chafing im~
~patiently at the continued inaction

AS HE turned away, the Phantom
couldn’t help thinking ruefully -

which had been forced upon him in
this case. The Phantom was used

10— actlon—gettmg to close grips

with whatever menace threatened.
And here all he could do, on ac-

count of the diabolic scarcity of
clues, was patlently try to burrow
out the slightest, most mﬁmtesnnal

“The Phantom squared hls shoul- =

:ders and drew a deep breath. At
least, the routine ground work had

been laid. Now, with that intuitive
feehng that he had so often experi-
enced, he felt that the time for ac-

_tion was at hand. Somethmg was 7

tb@und to break.

In Chief Neg}ey*é office the next» =
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morning the Phantom found a qu1te ,

pleased pohce chief.
“Stigler””.

~ able since the Hermes job. Yeu
spent most of the night going over
~ things yourself. We found the get-

away truck this morning in a ditch
out of town. Of course, there were
no prmts of any kmd on 11: but you

=~ facturers.

may Went to go over it yourself No

trace of the heavy nippers that;
clipped the bars of the cash eage;

_either, The few dealers in Maken
carrying eutters» that heavy haven’t
sold 2 pair in months.”

- “Then what are you 80 p}easedf

'about"” asked Van.

—~ "The suits!” said Negley, ehuck-
ling. “Your idea was swell! We've
~traced the brown suits worn by

those two dead thugs, Stryker and =

Benz.” =
' “Exceilent ’f sald fhe Phantom.

(e

E WAS stﬂl working on and puz-
4 £ zling over the death angle of the
- Massey Pool members, but this lead
of the suits was of v1ta1 importance.

Maybe this was the break ke was

expecting,
“Let’s have it,” he said.

““We clicked, with the help of the
blue suif from the Second National
’ explained the chief. “One cloth
It served

job/’
supplemented the other.
to identify them, maybe eliminating
weeks of combing through textile
maills.
Textile positively identifying both

~ patterns as having come from their

—he was almost beammg =
—“we’ve checked everything check- -

- ‘ff;éH over the country,” he said.
~ in all of Ohio there were only ten
dealers who bought beth. Before
you try to check Illinois and Mis- —
thmk we've got the man
~ spotted you want to see, Stigler”?

Here's a wire from Humbelt
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mlile "They seni; us a list of every
-both suitings.” -

Van perused the lengthy day let-»
ter.

~“This is splendld Negley,” he
complimented Warmly “Wire every

“one of these manufacturers at once
and get the names of every dealer

in the United States who stocked, :
“either of these numbers.” ,
Before noon, Chief Negley had re-

- plies from each of the suit manu- 7_ ;
- He checked them care-

fully and showed them to the Phan-
tom. -

“There are dozens of dealers Who :
'bought one or both of these patterns

souri, T

-Van’s eyebrows lifted in question.
The look of the man-hunter was
coming into his eyes.

- “There’s one bird of that ten who

- fits this lay-out He’s a shady ecus- =

‘tomer by the name of Sam Johnson,
over in Dayton. He’s been a wily
merchant for all the years he’s been

in bumness 1 have a report on him

~ for you. A couple of smelly bank-

- rupteies. Dayton poﬁce have sus-
pected him of receiving and selling ‘

stolen goods, altheugh they never
pinned anything on h1m What do

- you think?”

“Sam Johnsen, of - Dayton,” re-
flected Van thoughtfully.
Negley.
down there and pay him a call

You may have to enlist the support .

of the Dayton police to make our

visit authoritative, but I 1mag1ne» : ,‘

you can arrange that.”

‘But other affairs served to detain
them before they could make a start
~and it was nearly night before the

Phantom and Chief Negley arnved
m Dayto:n

clothing manufacturer who bought_ ==

“But

‘“Okay” = -
Suppose you and I run



60 THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

CHAPTER X
THE MATCHING SUITS

OHNSON’S clothing
emporium was on
a side street in
Dayton, not far
from a big automo-
bile ignition plant.
It was a small
place; but ob-
viously it had a
- good deal of busi-
. ness, . catering to
cheap trade. Small as his place was,
Johnson seemed to sell everythmg,
and sold it very, very cheaply.
Work pants and overalls  were

stacked on counters for sale at ex~

tremely low prices. The price tags
on the suits,” which took up one
whole wall, would have made any
detective’s eyes glitter with suspi-
cion. Prices of hats and shirts, too,”
- indicated one of two things: a plan
afoot deliberately to drive the place

into a profitable bankruptey—or

stolen goods.
It was nearly closing tlme When
Van and Chief Negley and Grogan,

a Dayton detective  who had been

assigned to aid the Makon men,
walked into the store. There was
only one customer in the place, and
he walked out into the hot summer
dusk shortly after the others had
come in, A clerk came up, and Van
asked for Johnson. The clerk indi-
cated a door at the rear of the place.
The three men went to it and
walked purposefully into a small,
littered office. :

Seated at the desk was a round-
shouldered man. His business was
clothing, but it seemed he didn’t ex-
tend the amenities of that business
to his own person. He was dressed
in baggy old clothes, with coat off
and frayed suspenders showing out-
side an equally frayed shirt. He
- was bald and wrinkled, perhaps
sixty, but looking older. He had

shrewd, pale eyes under heavy eye—
brows.

Johnson looked at the Dayton de-
tective, and Van saw recognition in
his eyes. Evidently it was no new
thing for him to contact the local
police. His opening remark verified
that.

“Well,” he said, in a dry, rasping .

voice, “what you want now, Gro-
gan? And who are these fellows
with you? More detectives?”

“In a sense,” Van replied before
the Dayton detective could speak.

“We’ re special insurance men, John-

“SoR.” -
Johnson -had no reply He sat
very still, with little shutters seem-
ing to shde down over his eyes,
leaving them opaque and expression-
less, but watehful.
“Well,”” he asked, after a moment
“what have: you come here about?”
Apparentfy he had been reading a

"paxﬁy folded newspaper that lay on
_his desk. Van ecalmly reached out

and took it up. The paper was
opened to an aceount of the robbery

of ‘Hermes Motors the previous day

m Makon. - —= -

“VVe came about this,” Van sa:d ,

tap;pmg the newspaper.

Johnson shrugged his heavy shoul-

ders. “What’s that got to do with
me? I don’t get you.

The Dayton detective snorted.
Negley grinned. But Van remained
grim and selemn.

“You will. T'd like to look through
your store, Johnson.”

“Oh, no!” In one movement that
was incredibly swift for one of his
years and stoop-shouldered build,
the storekeeper was on his feet and
between the three men and the door,
as though he would physically forbid
their search of his store. “I mean,”
he said, obviously struggling for
calm, “nobody looks through my
place without a warrant. My busi-
ness is my own. 1 Wen’t have snoop-
ers, even the law—"

e
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“Here is a warrant, all regular

and legal,” Van said calmly, pro-
“Any gther

#“Why—" said Johnson.

cally. “We'll try the suit depart-
ment first,”” he said to Chief Neg-

~ ley and the Dayton detéctijire.r :

FPHEY went to a wall alb’ng which-

the suits were hung. Johnson

trotted after them, chewing his un-

derlip, furious but impotent.
The Phantom began leisurely ex-
amining suits. All the blue ones with

stripes in them; all the plain brown. -
Among the latter he struck oil. He

, AL—No®
—“Thank you,” said Van sardoni-

‘- ~ GRADUATES OF MURDER =

The stewardess scre@ﬁed =
as she discovered the body
{Chapter 11)

Jooked a second time at a brown

suit in the Size 42 rack, then drew
from his pocket a small piece of
brown cloth, and a lens. He looked"
through the lens at the sample,
taken from the dead body of
“Pinkie” Benz, and at the Size 42
suit. =

“They mateh,” he said succinetly.
“We’ll check the thread count and -
the weave at Headquarters later un-
der a low-power comparison micro-
scope. But T can swear right now

that the fabric in this suit before

me and a certain other suit we have
in mind, Negley, came from the

same shipment of brown cloth.”
~“So what?’ barked Jehuson.
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“You come in with a cloth sample,
and compare it to one of my suits,
and the two mateh., What about it?
Does that make me a crook or some-
thing ?”’

Chief Negleys slow stare silenced
the man.

“You follow the ’neWspapers, it
seems,” the Phantom said to the
storekeeper. ‘“You must have read
about all the holdups that have been
~ raising the devil with Ohio. You
must have read about the way the
bandits invariably dress alike, to
make future identification difficult.
If you have read about the Hermes
job—which I think you were doing
as we came in—you must have read
that the robbers all wore brown.
This shade of brown. In fact, brown
suits from your store, Johnson!”

Johnson lickeq dry lips, but only
peered with pale eyes at Van, from
under his heavy brows, and was
silent.

“You outfitted that gang from

job,” Van shot out. “I don’t see
pin—striped blue here, but it’s dellars
to doughnuts you outfitted them for
the Makon bank job—and others.
And you must have known what you
were doing—must have read it in
the papers. That means that you
can’t possibly be innocent.”
“What are you planning to do

: about it??’ It was hardly more than'

a whisper from the man’s lips.

“We're going to arrest you, of
course, as an accessory.”

The pale eyes glinted shrewdly.

“You can’t do that! I got a suit
in stoek like those worn by some
hoods in a stickup. But a hundred
other guys must have suits like that.
It ain’t any proof.”

“It’s enough to put you on ice for
‘awhile,” Van rapped out. “Take
him, Grogan.”

The Dayton detectlve eyed John-
son with something hke pleasure
“Okay. Come on, fella.,” - —

this store for the motor companyf::{ =

“You can’t do this!” squalled the
storekeeper. “Give me that phone!
I'm going to call my lawyer. You
haven’t any proof. It’s a frameup!
I'll be out in an hour. You can’t
do it. 1 tell you—? ‘

Grogan led him, protesting, away.
Chief Negley turned to the Phan-
tom.

“He’s calling the turn,” he said.
*“He’ll be out in an hour, all right,
unless we can dig up more evidence.
A smart lawyer can make a joke
out of that brown suit business.”

Van grinned. “I don’t care if he’s
out in ten minutes. AINJ wanted
was to throw a scare into this clerk
outside, and also to get  Johnson
away so he couldn’t signal threats
to him or anything.”

E strolled over to the clerk, who
was behind the zhaticounter now,

watching the two with fear in his

eyes He was just a youngster, tow=
_not teo strong-looking,
j 1? frmn/ his flong indoor hours.
“Your name"” the Phantom sald
crisply. =35

“K-Kubin,” faltered the lad.
“John Kubin.”

“Kubin, your boss is in trouble.,.
Serious trouble And you may be,
too, if you don’t answer what we're
going to ask you straight and to the
point. We're officers, as you prob-

-ably overheard.”

Kubm ‘nodded qulckly
swer anything I can.” -
“Good. Not too long ago a ﬁock
of brown suits, all of about the
same size, were sold in a lump.
Seven cheap panama hats, tee. Do
you remember any purchase like
that?” :
- The boy shook h1s head. Van
stared hard, The kid seemed all
right. : ;
“You're sure"” he rapped out.
“I’'m sure. But just because I
don’t know about it doesn’t mean
they weren’t bought here. Mr. John-

“I’ll an-
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- son, he ‘Wraps up lots of orders him-
self. And 1 wouldn’t know What
~ they were just by lookin’ at a box.”

Van tried another angle,

- “This order, nine chances out of
ten, came in by phone, and was de-
_livered somewhere. Who delivers
stuff for this store?”’ - =

“Me,” said Kubin.

“All right. Now any order hke
that is pretty bulky. You may not
be able to look at a box and tell what’s
in it, but you must remember any de-
hvery as big as that W1th1n the 1ast
- month.”

“Yes, siv. I can remember three =

deliveries big enough to have been

oF MURDE‘R’ -

north side, near the city lme Mr.

Johnson didn’t give me a bill with ==

“an address on it. He just had me
remember the address. And he said
I was just to turn the stuff over to
whoever answered the door, not try
“to collect or anything. The address
is Thirty-two-forty-five Forrest.” ,
“And who received the packages?
Can you remember anythmg about
that??
- “Some,” nodded Kubin. “The ﬁrst

j:tune a jane took the stuff, though |

‘the boxes ,Were:mexe'ythan .,She{eould
handle. She had me just set 'em in
the hall. She was pretty, and young.

'Not more’n twenty-five, I'd say, with

FOLLOW RICHARD CURTIS VAN LOAN

“TO DISCOVER THE WEAKEST LINK IN A
: CHAIN OF MURDER =

DEATH

Complez‘e N o‘vel m THE PHANT

GLOW

-f"lETECTNE N ext M onth =

that many su1ts and I;ats w1thm
the last four weeks.” =~

~Both Van and Negley leaned
nearer. “Go on.”

“Gite washe the Doion Lxght andi :
Ignition Company, and I think I

know what was in that—a flock of
work clothes for some guys in the

- shop who get a cheaper price by or-
dering in a bunch. But the other two

b1g orders, I don’t know what was
in ’em. One was three weeks ago,
one was ten days ago.”

“That could be the pm—strlped
blue, and the brown,” Chief Negley
murmured. The Phantom, nodded,
with eyes glinting ice-gray.

“Where did you dehver them,
Kubm"” :

“Both to the same place,” sald'
Johnson s clerk

—nuye. =
“The ‘bxg, heavy guy W1th black— —

' “A ~joint on the ha.1r “sounds a-lot like Frenchle Dui

dark hair and blg dark eyes. Sec-
~ond time I went there, a guy took
the stuff. He was a big, heavy guy,
with a deadpan face.
“held sheet you fer a mckelr
hair.” =

Van's heavy-featured face had the =
keen look on it that only came when

the end of a long, hard trail seemed :

_not too far away.
~ “Thanks,” he said.

home, now. And if you can get a
job anywhere else in town besides
this place, I'd certainly advxse you t0j
dosib2——

— Van’s borrowed car sang teward,
the Dayton hne, along Forrest Ave-

AS HE SEEKS' =

ekt ke
Black -

= = thmk you
~_have been telling us the truth. Go
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bois!” said Negley. “The dark haired
girl, ‘pretty and young’—the miss-
ing Dorrie who was last seen with
Seymour and whom we haven’t been
able to locate as yet. She must have
been deeper in the game than we
thought. Probably detailed by the
gang to Harry Seymour to make

him a City Hall stooge for them in
the first place, and to keep him in

line in the second.”

Van nodded abstractedly, eyes like
live things in his strong counte-
nance.  But he made no comment,
What the police chief was deducing

-about the girl, Dorrie, was a chance,

of course. But Van was not so
sure. Somehow it didn’t just ex-
actly seem to fit in. From his own
short, but keen observation of Dor-
rie Wellman, the pretty dark girl
had seemed genuinely attached to
the Makon politician, Harry Sey—
mour.

“Frenchie Dubois—and Dorrie!”
Negley repeated.
begins to look hot.”

“Yes,” said the Phantom, “it looks
hot. And ye

HIEF NEGLEY stared at him

questioningly.
“All along, Negley, our crlmmal
has caleulated a bit ahead of us, All

loose ends provided for in advance.

Now it must have occurred to him
that those identical suits were a
loose end. Wouldn’t you think he’d
anticipate their possible tracing here
to Dayton?” :
Negley~shrugged
“Tt isn’t in line with the rest of
his conduct that he’d be careless
about this. But every man is care-
less at some time, Maybe this was
his time.”
“Maybe it was,” Vansaid thought«
fully.
- They drove past a block in which
two cheap bungalows Were the onIy
- buildings.
“That’s the address,” said Negley

“At last the traii;.

- lowed so close.

in a low tone, pointing to the fur-
ther one.

The Phantom drove on around the
block and stopped, with a lone three-
flat building hiding the car from the
bungalow. They came back ’cross-
lots, walking slowly until the gath-
ering dusk could no Ilonger hide

them, then rapidly to the rickety

small house. Chief Negley went to
the front door, Van to the back.
The Phantom heard Negley knock
heavily on the front door, "Then,
while the attention of anyone who
might be within must be centered
on the front, Van soundlessly raised

~a rear window next to the door and
stepped in.

- But he abandoned his
soundlessness in a few moments.

The house was empty. Not only
was there no living person in it, but
there wasn’t even furniture. As bare
as a storeroom, it extended in front
of him. He opened the front deor
and Negley came in, eyes question- -
ing. The pﬁhee chief answered his
_own question as he gazed around.

“Hell"”’ he said,

“Exactly.” Van nodded. “Either
this place was abandoned, with our
caleulator’s usual forethought, weeks
~ago, or else it’s just a blind address,
used solely for receiving those
clothes, a place that mlght not be
visited again for months.”

“And I was hoping it might be a
hot lead,” Negley began with a sngh
But then he stopped. =

The two men stared at each
other in the growing gloom. From
the floor to their right had come a
most peculiar sound to be heard in
an untenanted house. The ring of a
telephone. Van stepped toward the
instrumen’c, -which was sitting on
the floor in the corner. Negley al-
most walked on his heels, he fol-
The police chief was
breathing a little faster than usual.

“A wrong number?”’ he whis-
pered. “Or a lead—at last?’ -
~ Van shrugged and picked up the
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phone.
his voice roughened, “Yeah"”

said, in a guarded tone.

he
“You know who this is.” : V

Van felt as though the hair was-

literally rising a bit on the back of

his neck at the sound of that voice.
Cold and measured and arrogant,

like no voiee he had ever heard be-
fore, and yet somehow vaguely fa-
miliar.

He made his own voice mstantly
deferential.

“Yeah, sure. I know

“Are you alone there?”

~ “Yeah,” half whispered Van, won-
~ dering who he was supposed to be.
“Fm alone””

“Well, leave at omnce/
measured, domineering voice. “John-
son has been taken in. There may
be trouble,
~and-be sure no trace is left in the
house. Then come to me at the old
Scott Farm.”

The phone went dead. Van hung
up with fingers that felt almost
numb.

“Negley,” he said tlghtly, “that =
But

~was our head crook himself!
_it wasn't Frenchie Dubois! And he
told where he could be found!”

“T know. I heard it. Now we’ll

find out where the place called the’

Scott Farm is—

the Phantom, “You stay here.
man the criminal thought I was may

OF MURDER

His llps tw1sted a little and

said the :

Go through the place.
— follow me!
ter the place, whoever is in it would

“rounds the buﬂdmg.

show up here at any Vm‘mute It’s

your job to stay and nailhim. Other-
~ wise he might tip the play by phon-

ing his boss for instructions—when
the boss thought he had already
spoken to him.” =

“You can’t go alone to tlus
place—" =

“T can go alone—-but I won’t stay
alone long.”

Van had Police Headquarters on
the wire as he spoke and the next

- minute was ta.lkmg to Detectwe—

Grogan. - =
“Where is the old Scott Farm‘l
Ever hear of it? Oh, you have. Big
place with a deserted house ten

miles northeast, on Route Eighteen.
I'm going out there, Grogan.r =

Fine!
A hot-tip.

“I want you to follow me with all
the men you can round up. No—
If a crowd tried to en-

be warned and have a chance te es- -
cape. But one man can steal in and
tie up their attention for ten—Ffif-
teen—minutes while a ecrowd sur-
That wﬂl be
my job. ,

“Pm leaving now, T get there' ,
in about twelve minutes, I’'d say
You plan to get there iwenty-five
minutes from now. COmpletely en-

= _ circle the mlace and. close in if you
“We'll do nosueh thmg‘” snapped ~hear shots.

The

Close in anyhow, shots
'or no, if there’s been no sign of
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life w1th1n ten minutes after you ar-
rive.’

‘He hung up and started for the
back door, to cut across lots and
~ back to his car. Chief Negley laid
~ a hand on his arm for a second.

“Easy does it, Stigler. This rat
is the most dangerous I have ever
struck. There may be the whole
gang where you’re going, and they
could have an arsenal out there.”

“Watch your own end here,” Van
replied.

And then he was gone—chasing
down the owner of that arrogant,
deadly voice.

CHAPTER XI
THE ScoTT FARM

HEN an ordinary
traveler asks a lo-
cal resident how
far it is to a given

~spot and

the traveler will do
well to take the in-
formation with a
grain of salt. It
may be six miles,
—or it may be fifteen. But when a
detective says it is ten miles, then
it is ten miles, to within a few
tenths.

The

~Phantom, on Route 18,

skimmed the highway at an even

eighty an hour for nine miles, con-
fident in Detective Grogan’s accur-
acy. Then, with the tenth mile com-
ing up on hls speedometer, he
slowed.

It was a perfect August evening,
clear, warm, with the stars like
headlights in the sky. There was a

little breeze, but not enough to keep

the countryside from seeming
breathlessly quiet.  However, the
Phantom wasn’t occupied with the
beauties of the night. Serious things
were absorbing his attention.

-It looked as though the chief erim-

_is teld
that it is ten miles,

THE PHANTOM DETECTIV E

inal, the brain behmd Frenchie Du-

»b01s—-for it was more obvious to

{

him than ever now that the gambler
was head over heels in the robbery
crimes—and the stupidly deadly men
Dubois headed, had left an open
chink in his armor at last.

Anyhow, the next half hour would
tell.. Would the Phantom be able
to hold the attention of whoever
was at the Scott Farm until Grogan
and the Dayton police could quietly
encircle the place? :

He vowed that he could, and
would. Men like this deadly mur-
derer had to be stopped. They were
far too dangerous to be allowed to
remain at large.

The Phantom parked the car at
the side of the road. There was a
chance that whoever was at the farm
might recognize him as Simon Stig-
ler and know him-to be working on
the Makon police force. Van wanted
to take advantage of the element of
surprlse that always proved -in his

‘favor. =

“From his inside pocket he drew
out his compact, flat makeup kit.

Aided by the dash-light of the car

and the mirror built in the top of
the kit the Phantom’s deft fingers
made a rapid change in his appear-
ance. - As he worked swiftly the
countenance of Simon Stigler dis-
appeared and the face of another
man appeared; a man who looked
somewhat like Stigler at first glance
and yet upon closer observation, was
entirely different.

While Stigler had been a dowdy,
middle-aged man, the face now visi-
ble in the mirror was younger, and
far more clean-cut and alert. Yet
the features of Richard Curtis Van
Loan did not look out of the mirror.

Satisfied with the masterful job of
expert makeup he had accomphshed
the Phantom replaced the kit in lus ‘
pocket and slowly drove on.

At that he almost passed some-
thing which told him he had reached
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his destination. One reason for that
was because he wasn’t looking for
any such indication, and the other
was because it still lacked six-tenths

of being ten miles on the road. But

his quick eye caught it just in time.
He slammed on the brakes, stopped
and backed along the highway.

An old, old signboard hung there,
swaying crookedly on a rotting post,
with its pointing end slanted drunk-
enly toward the ground. But he
eould still make out the lettermg ¥

SCOT'I‘ FARMS
Ehas T. Scott

The Phantom stared down the
road indicated by the sign as lead-
ing from the main highway to his
destination. It was hardly more

than a lane, grass-grown in the mid-

dle, with deep ruts. A few hundred
yards from the highway it wmmd,
into young but thick woods and dis-
appeared. Probably the farmhouse
was behind the woods.

AN turned his ear into the lane

and rolled it softly, headlights

out, into the woods. A clear, small
open space in the foliage invited him
to the left. He ran the car into it, far
enough so that bushes and young

trees whipped back into place be-

hind it and hid it completely, at

least in the darkness of the night.

He got out and went back to the
lane on foot.

Softly, gun in hand, he went down
the lane away i‘rom the highway,
walking on the balls of his feet like
a trained boxer ready for an unex-
pected attack, The woods were as
_ quiet as the tomb. Breathlessly, ab-
normally quiet, he thought.

A feeling of danger stole over
him, made him search the shadows
as he advanced. But then he reached
the place where the lane burst out
of the woods, and stopped. Another
sign hung there, as dilapidated as
the first he had seen, but there was

OF MURDER
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no house in sight. The second mgn
read. :

SCOTT FARM—2 mi

The ruts went on across open’
fields, endlessly, it seemed, then
dipped over the brow of a low hill
There might be house and barn
and the usual farm outbuildings hid- -
den in a gully over that hill, but it
seemed most unusual.

The Phantom turned back. If the

farmhouse was that far away it
»mlght be better if he tried to reach

it in his car. In a few moments
he was close to the place where the
lane jutted off from the highway.
He halted abruptly as he saw there

- was another car parked at the side

of the lane.

Then a dark shape whipped

~around from behind the trunk of a
tree with the speed of light. V:
fried to snafech the gun out of his

Van

pocket into which he had dropped
it, as an arm wrapped itself about
his neck. He was pulled back off

balance before his fingers could

touch his gun butt. At the same in-
stant another figure leaped toward
him, holding an automatic by the
barrel. Instantly the weapon was
on his head. -

The Phant sank to his kness,
too dazed by the pain of the blow
to stand. But then he kept on sag-

ging until he sprawled limply on

the ground. His fall had been gen-
uine, but that second action was a
For he was not unconscious.

As he dropped he had felf one of
the men snatch the gun out of his
pocket, So, empty handed, with two
armed men confronting him, and
perhaps more nearby, he thought it
best to pretend helplessness. He lay
with eyes nearly closed, so that no
hint of dim light could glisten on
his eyeballs and give away his con-
sciousness.

“That’ll fix the punk!”’ he heard
a man snarl, From the location he
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guessed it was the man who had

lurked behind the tree. “Fell right
_inte it, the sap! Tl open him up—"

“Hold it!”? That was the man who
had hit the Phantom with the gun.
- “Wait till you get the word. He’s

watching over there in the car, but

he ain’t said nothin’ yet.”

-Seo this whele thing had been an

~ elaborate trap! And Van had fallen
“right into it. Somebody had been

watching, had known about his and

Chief Negley’s visit to the deserted
house, and that telephone call had
been a come-on. It was all clear te
him now, They had moved the sign
post and placed it at the entrance
of this lane so that he would enter

here in seeking the Scott Farm. That

was why there had been no house or
~farm buildings wsﬂole from th}sv

~sgide of the hilll

—There was a chck as a car door
opened.
- “Got him?> A man spoke.

The Phantom’s JaW shut hard at
the sound of that voice. It was the
~voice of the telephone, measured
hard as steel arrogant.

the two men standmg over the Phan-
tom.

His tone was deeply respectful.
Van made a note of that. No man

had ever talked to Frenchie Dubois
His rodmen

quite in that manner.
respected Dubois, in a way, but
talked to him as one thug to another
—net like this.

‘Headlights flared on, thh blind-
ing radiance. The move was so sud-
den that it almost caught the Phan-
tom with his eyes open and off
guard. But not quite. The light
rested on a pallid, disguised face,
with blood from a scalp wound trick-
- ling- on the slack mouth and closed
- eyes.

“You fools!” snapped the hard,

cold voice of the man at the car.

~ “This is not Stigler—but a man who
looks something like him!”

“might be advisable
no trace of the body can be found
~ for a long, long time.”

“But he drove into the lane,” pro- '
tested one of the thugs. “He hid
his car in the brush. We seen him.
If he ain’t Stigler, then who is he?”?

“Someone who knows too much to
live now.” There was no expression
in the hard voice. - The man might
have been discussing the weather.
“You will take care of h1m =

,‘,

HE lights chcked oif castmg the
-~ lane into darkness.

“The usual way?’ asked one of
the men standing close to the mo-
tionless figure of the Phantom.

“You may decide about that,” said
the man with the c¢hill voice. “If
my suspicions regarding his identity
are correct, a mo elaborate death
One in which

—“What do you mean?” demanded
one of the thugs. “I don’t get it,
boss.”

“Back beyend the hill at the end
of this lane there is the foundation

— of what was once a farm house. Not
, ~ far from it is an old well.
- “Yeah, we got him!’ said one of :

It -might
be quite a while before anyone
thought of looking into that well—in
search of a body!” = -

“I get you,” said the gangster who
had done all of the talking. “We’ll

,take care of it like you say.”

- “All right. Give me three minutes
to get away and then do as T’ve told
you. Undoubtedly the police have
arrived at the Scott Farm by this
time, but that is still some distance
down the highway. Unfortunately '
they will find no one there!” >

The ear door clicked again, and
the whir of a starter sounded The
motor caught msta.ntly —The car

~made a half turn, backed with a lit-

tle bump against a tree too sturdy to
give with the impact. The car’s lights
snapped on for another instant so
the driver could erient ‘himself and

- the lane, and went out once more,

lee a blmd but clever monster the :
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car felt its way anng the lane to
the highway.

“Minute and a half,” said one of
the men. “What did the brain mean
when he said this guy was so impor-
tant he deserved a special death?”
~“You got me,” answered the other
man. “But we’re carrying out or-
ders all the same. Though I kinda
,W1sh he had let us use the regular
way.”

“What’s that?”?
gunman,

“You ain’t been workin’ with this
mob leng, have you?’ said the
other. “The regular way means just
two slugs through the knob, with no
gat ever found aftemards Frenchie
says the simple Job is, the less

asked the ﬁrst

it’s liable to explode in your faeef :

afterwards.”
“Sounds right,”” said the other.
“But don’t try to kid me, Bill. That
guy wasn't Frenchie,” =
“Who’n hell said he was?”’
manded the thug called Bill.

de-
“He’s

the guy that pulls the strings that

makes Frenchie wiggle. First time

hey (i

The shout started with Blll half-
way to the ground and ended as he
crashed full length on his back. Van
released his iron grip on the man’s
ankles, rolling away from his fallen
foe. A bullet ploughed into the
leaf mold within an inch of his
head, but before the second gangster
could fire again, the Phantom’s flail-
ing arms swept that man 'S legs from
under him too.

The Phantom was the first of the
three fo get to his feet. He saw
starlight flash on metal, and lashed
out with his foot. An automatic
spun from the grip of one of the
prone gangsters., Then the other
was up, straightening from the fum-
bling search for his own gun, the
_ automatic again in his possession.

Van leaped forward, got the wrist
behind the gun with his left hand
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and smashed for the man’s face with
his right. And then he felt a weight
‘on his back as the second man lit
on him like a furious ape.

The - Phantom’s strength hadn’t
entirely returned as yet, for the
force of the blow on his head had
weakened him considerably. For that
reason he had put off his ankle
grabbing maneuver until the last
- possible second, to husband his shat-
tered power. He sagged a little un-
der that weight.

Then a rabbit punch from the
man behind him caught him at the
base of the neck agd everything
grew black as he dropped to the
ground unconscious. '

HEN Van finally opened his
eyes it was to find that he was
sprawled in at least two feet of
water. They had dropped h1m down
into the old well!
Evidently—and fortunately—the
water, shallow as it was, had broken
his fall to an extent. For while

~ he was bruised and shaken, he had
I’ve ever got this close to him. He—

no broken bones. Giancmg up, he
saw that the top of the well was at
least twenty feet above him.
~ As he managed to get to his feet
he realized that he had been lucky
enough to land in a half sitting posi-
tion, so that his head had not gone
below the surface and drowned him
while he was still unconscious,
As he moved about in the black
darkness at the bottom of the well
his leg struck against something

- hard. He reached down and discov-

ered it to be a well cover that had
been made of thick oak and rein-
forced on top by iron sheeting.
From above there came the sud-
den bright glare of an electric
torch., The light gleamed on ‘him
as he stood there in water above his
knees. :
- “He ain’t dead!” he heard one of
the gangsters shout. “I thought the
fall would kill him when he hit bot-
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tom. Now we gotta ﬁmsh him oft
quick!”

The Phantom grabbed up the thick
- well cover and crouched down be-
hind it, his back against the wall of
the well. From above came the
steady crackmg -of the automatlcs in
the hands of the two thugs. Bullets
- rattled against the iron sheeting of
- the well cover like giant hailstones
on a tin roof. But the oak and iron

was too thick for the slugs to pene-r ;

trate.

Deliberately the Phantom uttered"

a shrill ery that sounded like a man
~in mortal agony. Then he sank into
the water so that on]y the shield
that protected him was visible above
the surface.

: “Got him!” shouted one of the
= men above.

“He s ﬁmshed Blll”’

THE ray of the ﬂashllg%ﬁ: disap-

peared. In a moment the Phantom
the man smashed between the hard

had tossed aside the well T, Was :
e e ground and -Van’s hundred and -

the darkness
The sides of

searching about in
with groping hands.

the well, he found, were built of -
rough stones that projected from the

- plane of the wall. Instantly he was

clutching at them, and with the agil-

- ity of the trained athlete that he

was he succeeded m chmbmg slowly
upward.

one last look, to assure themselves
that he was aetually dead. If they

did, and found him clinging to the
side of the well he would die from

those blazing guns as would a fly
crushed against the wall by a fly-
swatter. But he kept doggedly on
with his ascent.

But there was no sound as he
reached the top of the well and
swung over the side. He was breath-
- ing heavily as he felt his feet on
firm ground once more. Then he
saw: the two men. -

kim as they moved in the direetion

- They had net
- gone yet. Their backs were toward
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of thelr car. SW1ftly and sﬂently he
ran toward them. ,

The man nearest him heard the
sound of running feet and whirled
as the Phantom drew close. But
there was no time for the gangster
to draw his gun. Van caught him
just at the same time that the

other man’s hands clutched the

Phantom by the throat. Again the
second thug had leaped for his back.

He saw a leering face dlmly be-
fore him and, struggling desperately

‘against the hands at his throat,

swung on it with all his strength.
There was a snap like the break-

ing of a small branch as a jaw bone

cracked, a sort of squawk, and the

face faded from view. Then the

Phantom was free to concentrate on
that clawing weight on his back.
Which wasn’t so hard. He snmply
fell straight backward.

There was an agonized grunt as

ninety-odd pounds, The grip on the
Phantom’s throat was jarred loose.

Swiftly snatching the gangster’s gun

from its holster, Van gave that man
what he had himself received before

they had thrown him inte the well—

a gun butt crashing down on his
head. Only the Phantom made hls

_He quy reahzed that at any mo- blow harder.

ment the men might come back for

“In the ensuing sﬂence, Van leaned
agamst a tree, gasping in the mght
air. He was all but exhausted. -

When he had recovered sufficient-
ly he found that his makeup,, kit
was still in his pocket.
swiftly, with the aid of one of the
gangsters’ flashlights, he again
brought those deft ﬁngers and un-
canny skill into play as again he as-
sumed the character of Simon Stlg-,
ler.
~ Then, breathmg more easﬁy, he
raised the gun in the air and fired
three tlmes, sure that if the police
were still somewhere close by they

Would ‘hear the d1stress SIgnal even

Working
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though they had evidently not arrived
in time to hear the one shot that the
gangsters had fired when they had
first attacked him in the lane. Nor
had they apparently been -close
enough to have the shooting at the
old well brought to their ears. But
now they should be coming back
along the road, searching for him

~ after finding the Scott Farm de-

gerted.

He waited about five minutes,
narrowly watching his two prison-
ers, and then fired three times more.
And at the sound of that second
salvo, a string of police cars hur-
tling along Route 18 slowed near
- the lane, paused a moment irreso-
lutely, then came around and mte
the woods.

CHAPTER XH
A Litrie BLUE FLOWER

R OGAN’S men
picked up the two
gangsters that Van
had taken prison-

e ers. Grogan got
== into the Phantom’s

~ Van sat beside him
and recovered the
rest of his strength
and wits. It had been a near thing.
But the chief eriminal—or rather his
tools—had slipped; and Van had

-emerged not only with his life but
also with a small fact or two that
he thought might be extremely val-

uable.

In Detective Grogan’s ofﬁce, he
got the news when he came in from
washing up. Grogan and Chief
Negley were waiting for him.

“Johnson was sprung within a
quarter of an hour,” the Dayton de-
tective told him. “One of the best
lawyers in town. It takes money
to buy that mouthpiece. More money
than Johnson’s got.”

~ car and drove back
to Dayton, while

~ Ohio,
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“Nobody ever showed up at the
bungalow, of course,” Negley said
gloomily. “It was a trap from start
to finish. I traced the call, and
found it came from down Forrest
Avenue a few blocks. Near enough
for a man with field glasses to see
one- or the other of us enter the
bungalow, So our man simply waited
till he knew we’'d come in on the
trail of those identical sults, then
made his phony call to ‘one of hlS
men’.

“I didn’t go with the pohce on *L‘he
Scott Farm raid—which never got
as far as Seott Farm. I beat it dewn
to the Forrest Avenue place where
that phone call had come from. An-
other wvacant house. But in it, on
the rather dirty wallpaper- besrde the
phone where the man had leaned

- while he talked, is the print of a
~man’s shoulder. I toock a photegraph.

We may find the coat that matches
the print—some day.”

Another plainclothes man came m
Van turned to him.

“The sign that sent me down the
wrong lane?” he snappe& “D}d you.
get It o= <

The detective shook hls head

“There’s an old rotten post there, -
with fresh splifs in it showing
where a sign had been nailed up and
then torn down again. The guy that
did that stopped long enough to take
it with him. Took the other one you
saw farther down the lane, 00.”

Van frowned. “There might have
been a story on those signs. The
weod the paint used for the letter-
ing.”

His frown cleared as he thought
of one small fact with which he had
emerged from his brush with death.
A thing revealed the second time the
man with the arrogant voice had
blinked on his headlights, so he
eould see to turn around in the
woods.

A license plate, Number 814-324,
They looked it up.
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“Chevrolet -sedan, moter number
s1x—one—o—seven, one—eight—

- seven,” said Grogan. “Belongs to the

Drive-Yourself Company.”
A big man in his shirtsleeves came
in with -a still-wet print from the

developmg room in his hand and a

curious expression on his face.

“Got the picture of your wall,
where a guy leaned on it, Negley,”
he said. “Here it is.” :

The Makon police chief stared at
a- beautifully sharp picture of some-
thing that looked almost like fine
netting.

“You've blown it up, eh?” he
asked. - , ' -
- “Nope. No enlargement. That’s

: the size of the weave, actual.

JAN stared over Negley’s shoul-

'~ der at the coarse mesh imprint.
“That’s burlap sackmg, or some-:

thing like it,” he said.
Chief Negley and Grogan stared

at each other, perplexxty in thelr‘

€yes,

“The man Who made that prmt:
saw the print where his shoulder

had touched the wall, himself,” ex-
plained the Phantom “Instead of
su’nply smudging it, he pressed an
old piece of burlap over it to let us

photograph #hat and see if We can

find a coat to match!”

“Hey!”? said Detective Grogan. “I
never heard of a crook that smart
before. -
how?”

ap gentleman who thinks he s
smarter than all the law,” the Phan-
tom retorted bleakly. “And it’s up
to us to prove he’s wrong. Wish I
could tell you more—now—Grogan,
but— Let’s pay a call on that Drive-
Yourself outfit, and see if we can
find anything helpful.”

It was easy to locate the Chevro-

let sedan at the hire company’s

- The radiator was stili
It had been the last car

garage.
warm.

No
suit of clothes‘ever made that print.”-

- Who you guys ’after any-
~ for a report.
~ fingerprints, but none on steering

turned in before Van and Negley
and the men from the Dayton Police
Headquarters got there. Van turned

~ the men loose to go over it from

frent to back then questloned the

-clerk.

The resulting information was
scanty. :
“T didn’t pay much attention to
the guy,” the clerk said.  “He didn’t
have a regular Drive-Yourself credit
card, but he left a cash deposit that
was plenty.
John Carter, from Columbus. He
was pretty big, though not as big as

you, and had on a dark gray suit -

and a hat with a brim dipping down.
Glasses. They were thick, and I
guess there must have been a tint to-
’em, because I can’t remember the
color of his eyes.”

Grogan, who had been beside Van,
went to a phone to put a call
through to pick up on sight any man
answering sueh a description, with
emphasis at the union depot and the
airport. But all knew there was no

real chanece of such a plckup

“You couldn’t recognize him in
court, then?’ Van asked.

“Mister,” said the clerk, “I

couldn’t recognize him if I bumped

right into him this minute—unless

_he had on the same clothes and wore

the same glasses. Which 1 don’t

g’poese he’d be dom if he was a

crook.”

The sedan had ylelded nothlng, it
seemed, when Van walked over to it
A thousand and one

wheel, front  door handles, cigarette
lighter, or any other place where
the most recent should have been.
These had been wiped. No impres-
sions of any kind on the seat ,
cushions.

“1 even took ’em out and tned the
under edges,” said one of the Head-
quarters men, “Like this.” He shid
the front seat forward and tipped it
up a bit— “Hello, what’s this?

~ Said his name was
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How’d I miss that? Must have stuck
to the seat frame when I pulled the
cushion out before.”

The Phantom had already pounced
on the thing and was holding it gin-
gerly between thumb and forefinger.
It was a flower. A crushed blue
flower. It had been mashed in there
between the seat and the frame, but
it was obviously fresh.

“Now that,” said the Phantom
softly, “is very interesting.”

“Say!” exclaimed the clerk sud—,

denly. “Am Idumb!. The guy wore
that, or one like it, in his button-
hole when he came in, and T forgot
about it when I was fryin’ to de-
scribe him. Probably got it from
old Emma, down at the corner. She’s
sold flowers there for longer’n any-
body ecan remember. Maybe she

saw him better’n I dld She s got;

a sharp pair of eyes

LD Emma, lookmg a hundred
years old but spry as a young girl

of seventy, Zad seen the man more
closely than the clerk. Or else she
was just naturally more observant.
“He was about five-foot-ten,” she
mumbled toothlessly, “and kinda

puny. Shorter an’ lighter than my -

last husband, That’s the Way I tell

the size of men.
my. husbands,
bill for a eernflower. Then, like he’d
got to thinkin’ about it, he took
it back and gave me a half-dollar.
He kinda felt it first.”

“Damn him, he’s smart,” whis-
pered Chief Negley. “He must have
suddenly thought of possible finger-
prints on the bill, took it back, and
gave a coin which he smudged in his
fingers as he passed it over.”

~Van nodded, still staring at the
old woman.

“So he was ﬁve—feet—ten, about,
and—er—puny,” he reminded her.
“Notice anything else?”

“He looked like the kind of man

I compare ’em to

~ that flowers die on, but who'd wear

He gave me a dollar
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'em just the same. A kind of set,

calculating sort of look, sir, if you -

understand.”

That was the best the old woman
could do. Thanking her, Van led
the way back to the garage. Picking
up the rest of the men, they drove
to Police Headquarters. Here, man-
acled together, were the two bunged-

- up gunmen that Van had captured

near the Scott Farm.

~~ Van drew the Makon police chief
to one side for a conference. Gro-
gan fixed them up with a private
office. When they were alone, the
Phantom began to talk earnestly.

“You’ve given me a free hand and
all the cooperation in the world,
Negley,” he said. ‘“You've followed
blindly at times, risking your job
with the eity of Makon, and your

_standing with the district attorney.”
~The chief grimaced wryly. “That
wasn’t hard to do. My neck is al-
ready in a vise, and the D.A, said to
play ball with you. And I've carried
on the regular pohce routine, any-
how.”

“Well, T can’t tell you everythmg
yet because I'm not stire of things
myself, but I can tell you that
Frenchie Dubois is undoubtedly the
head of the holdup gang which is a
separate outfit from  his regular
Makon gambling setup.”

“And Van proceeded to tell Negley
what the two crooks had said in his
hearing when they had been certain
they were going to kill him.

“If it hadn’t been for the fact
that they unquestionably meant to
kill me, I'd say this was another
plant,” Van concluded. “Now, this
‘is what I want you to do. It may
sound crazy to you, but I have my
reasons. I want you to go in there
with the Dayton police in charge,
and grill those two crooks within an
inch of their lives. You won’t get
much out of them, because they don’t
know much. But let it slip in their
presence that I am the Phantom, 1
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think thelr leader already suspects
—that. - -
“Then, when you are through with

them, let them call their lawyer, or

anybody they please. They may not
even be sprung, but I’'m gambling
that they will be, and dollars to
doughnuts, by the same lawyer that
sprung Sam Johnson. Have Grogan
put a tail on each of them, and you
go on back to Makon. I'm going
“back right away myself. I've a little

~ investigation to make before morn-

ing. I'll meet you at your office
bright and early.”

“What you got in mind?” said
Negley.
~ ting your life in danger.”
“Right,” nodded Van grlmly "I
-~ am trying to draw the fire of the
man beyond Frenchie Dubois”

“You know who he is?”

“No, but I hope to know by to-
morrow. And I'll try to have the
proof to hand over to you that will
be sufficient to send him to the chair.
You can gather in Frenchie and his

special crime school gang at the

“same time, I think. No use to start
anything with Dubois before then.
We don’t want to put him wise.”
~ “I don’t like it,” the police chief
said, “but I'll play it your way.”
“Thanks. T'll take the car back
to Makon with me.?
“Qkay,” agreed Negley.

“And put on a good show in there,”

the Phantom urged, nodding toward
the other office.

“Won’t I, though!” said the pohee
ehxef grxmly =

“You are deliberately put-

_number yourself.

CHAPTER XHI

THE MAN WITH THE WITHERED
HAND

{ o ATE in the morning,
the private tele-
- phone in Frenchie
- Dubois’ suite rang
~ imperiously. The
gambler awoke
 quickly. He hadn’t
3 been sleeping well
- of late.
~ Getting to the
instrument, he an-
swered with a curt, “Yes?”’

“Those two rods Bill Bates and

- Patelli, that you sent me at Dayton

last mght ? came the familiar me-
tallic voice of the “man he thought
he knew. =~

It was Frenchle Dub01s private
belief that that voice belonged to

Pat Moller, clerk to John Claridge.

If only he could prove it! Then he

could— But he couldn’t prove it—

not yet—and to go ahead, either
with or without proof, was too dan-
gerous until he could in seme way
locate that “proof” against Frenchie
Dubois; that deadly proof that was

"eternally hanging over his head.

“Yes?’ repeated Dubois, -
“They muffed the JOb ” gaid the
voice coldly. *““That new detective,

-Simon Stigler, is getting in my hair.

That fellow was more 1mportant
than those rods could ever imagine,
and they had him cold—under my
directions. They let him get away,

‘and take them prlsoners Sam John- /

son was pulled in, too. Theodore
Fowne, that Dayton lawyer who—
Well, you know. He had to bail all
three. Those two rods are red-hot
now. They just called my special
number. Nobody is supposed to do
that but you, Dubois.

“Fortunately, it’s a_ pubhc phone—
arrangement I have. But it’s finished
right now.. You can forget that
I'll give you an-
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other later, Meanwhiie; Bates and

_Patelli are on their way to your

special hideout. Don’t let them walk
out after they get in.”?
~ “You mean—"

“Exactly. But with bullets this
time, and dispose of the weapons the
usunal way.. You value your skin,
don’t you?? — ——

“Sure, but—" =
~ "No buts. And one other thmg,

Dubois. Get Stigler! Rub him eout!
- He’s dangerous.”

“Okay, Boss,” said Dubo1s “But
he didn’t strike me as being par-
ticularly dangerous. He'’s just a fat-
head dick.”

- “That’s what you thmk'
the Phantom P 5 :

HIS one was 3 blow over the

heart to Frenchie Dubois. He felt
as if somebody had dumped a glass

~of ice water down his back. He ac-
tually shlvered hls blood running
cold. -

After a long pause he asked:

you sure?”’

~ “Negley let it shp Whlle he was
gnllmg your two thugs, but I al-
ready had my suspicions. For rea-
sons of my own that are no affair
of yours. All three of them will
have to be W}ped out. And, Dubois,
don’t let any grass grow under your
feet. The biggest and final job in
Makon is Just ahead. You know
that.”

Frenche Dubois knew that, and a

number of other things.

— *“No,” he wvetoed, his voice thin-
ning uncontrollably ~ “If what you
told me is true, that’s out.”

“Dor’t be a sap! You couldn’t be
in any deeper. Now, get busy. Tll
give you the dope on the big JOb
some time tonight.”

The line went dead before Dubms
could say anything further. Slowly
~ he pronged the hand set and stared

_at nothing for a long moment. That
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- man had said it. =
was a sap. After that former con-
versation at the time the “liquida-
tion” of Bat Luden and Rake Ma-

- lone had been arranged, when the

Hes—-;

™

Frenchle Dubms'

voice over the phone had taunted

~him, telling him that though Fren-

chie thought he knew to whom that
voice belonged, but was off the track,
Frenchie had done ‘some pnvate
sleu’chmg '

‘He knew everybody of eonsequence

_in Makon. And until his investiga-

tion he had been reasonably sure he
was dealing with Patrick Moller;
had just been biding his time while
he had forcibly obeyed telephoned
mstructmns Moving carefully, very
carefu]ly so that he would alarm no
one, he had personally shadowed the
private clerk of John Clandge, the
attorney.

And Pat Moller had proved to be
—simply Pat Moller.
early in the game had led Dubois to
believe he was Moller, hadn’t been

_ the law clerk at all. The fact now
“How—how do you know i:hat" Are =

~was that Frenchie Dubois didn’t
know who the hell his companion in
crime was! He had been sold a bill
of goods like the veriest nitwit.,
But except for that threat hanging
over his head, it had been a good

bill of goods-—-so far.. But Frenchie

knew he held the sack if things went

wrong. And another thing had been

troubling the underworld leader.
Why was it, that after each robbery,

_some oﬁiexat connected with the firm
~or bank that was robbed had fo be

knocked off?

= At first, he had thought each man
so killed must have been the source
of his unknown chief’s information
—bumped off by his confederate to
cover up or to avoid a split.  And

he hadn’t bothered to worry about
_it. But Frenchie hadn’t had any-
“thing to do with these subsequent

killings. He could take it when he’d
“had anything to do with any kllhngs

hlmself but these that he knew noth-

The man who
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ing about, but s#ll knew must in
some way be tied up with the rob-
beries, were begmmng to worry him
like hell. ,

What was this crazy mess any-
how? And why was it his unknown
chief always demanded that some
one of Frenchie’s own crime gang
be assigned to kill some man, after,
the robbery, as part of the crime
gang member’s assurance of further
protection? It all looked screwy to
Frenchie,

Taking up his phone, he called a
number, and asked for a member of
his gang.

“l want Dugan,” he said curtly
to the voice that answered him. “I
don:t care if he is in bed, Get him
up.’

In a few moments a sleepy voice
answered him.

“Bates and Patelli are on their
way over here to see me,” he said
swiftly, “They made a bad mistake.
Ask them no questmns, but 1f you
don’t want to fry—

“Aw, Frenchie, you don’t mean
that. They're new with us. They
haven’t had the expemence that—

“Don’t argue. This is damned 1m-'
It’s too bad, but I can’t

portant.
help it. Burn ’em down, and close
that joint for good. Don’t leave a
thing there with them that anybody
~can get his mitts on,
‘hot, them two guys are.”
: “Okay,” said Dugah
know what you’re doing.”

Frenchie flinched, but his voice
was level as he said: “You'd better
do like I tell you. T'll see you at
rehearsal at midnight, Have your
men there.”
~ He put down the phone distaste-
fully. Then he proceeded to shave
and bathe. Dressing himself with
care, he opened a drawer and took
_ out a neat spring-clip shoulder hol-
ster and put it on before donning
‘his coat. Selecting a new and shiny
45 automatic, he examined its ac-

They’re red—

= hbﬁe you

tion thoroughly. Then, loading it
with a full clip, he levered the first
shell into the chamber and holstered
the gun.

By noon he was on the way to -
the Apache Club, an unusual hour
for him to be out. But Frenchie
Dubois had personal business to ar-
range and attend to. ‘He was figur-
ing on attending the last illness of
the man he knew as Simon Stigler.

After that, there would be time for

a show-down with whoever it was
who had been making Frenchie Du-
bois think he was Pat Moller.

But other business elmmedﬁthe
Phantom’s attention, and Frenthie
was unable to contaet him., He
couldn’t even locate him,

T WAS while Dubois was conduct-
ing his futile search that a
gnome-like little man with a with-

ered left hand entered the end phone

booth of a big Makon drug store.

It was early evening.

He got a number, waited and,
after a girl had said that he would

be called back in ten or fifteen min- _> ==

utes, hung up to wait, No one knew
him in that drug store, but there
were other places where he would
at once have been recognized as
Henry Boyle, a confidential clerk of
the Federal Reserve Bank in Cleve-
land, Ohio. :

As he paced up and down within
earshot of the booth, he clenched
and unelenched his good right hand.
His face would have been a com-
plete course in psychology, had any-
one there been interested enough to
study it. Fear was in his counte-
nance, and desperatlon, and a fur-
tive madness.

Sometimes, if the provocatlon be
great enough, even a rabbit will
fight; and if a rabbit can be said {o
have expression, a trapped and fran-
tic one might have had the look of
this man. =

It was no wonder his face looked
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like that for he had decided to defy
the man who controlled him. Not
utterly defy that man. For he was
going to give the required informa-
tion about the Wheat Exchange
Bank’s affairs in connection with the
Federal Reserve Bank. But he was

also going to issue an ultimatum.

And such an issuance, to the owner
- of that cold, telephonic voice, was

‘going to take all the strength that
despair could lend him.

HE phone in the end booth rang

: It took all his will power to go
~ to it and pick up the receiver.
“Yes?’ came the cold, deliberate
~ voice that for months had haunted

- him in mghtmares =

“T am ecalling about the Wheat

proposition,” quavered the little man
with the withered hand “You_knew
who this is?? - =
- %Yoz Goon”

©h. rmeimune Smount of cashf

to be on hand during the week will
be there tomorrow—Saturday. It

— will arrive at about nme—twenty mi

the morning.”
“You are sure?’
“I’'m sure. At seven an- armored

truck will leave the Federal Reserve

Bank with a load for the Wheat. It

- will get there in a Ltﬂe under twor

and a half hours™

and let us hope for your sake, ac-
curate That is all.”

~ The little man clutched his rabblt‘

~ courage in both- hands.

- *“No, that is not all,” he falrly
“cried into the phone. —

~_ Silence. The silence of a sputter-
ing dynamite fuse, which lasted for

perhaps a quarter of a mmute.r

Then :

~*What more do you Want to say? ”

: “Plenty movre,” said the little man,
tryxng to bluster and succeeding only
in quavering some more ,
Well??

: “Look here! '7 There have been more

~fairs.
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and more people killed in these af-.

men lying dead with holes in their
skulls. The robberies, yes. But all

this cold-blooded, wholesale murder :

has got to stop!”™
“Has it?” said the voice, and its
tone was almost soft.

The little man was emboldened.
“Yes, it has. I tell you I can’t stand
it any more!”

: “Yo'u can’t stand it any more? o
“That’'s right” The liftle man
showed rabbit fangs. “P’m not just
talking. I have a few things on you.
If there are any more guards slaugh-
tered in bunches, as they were at

Second Nat}onal, I’H talk to the po-

lice!” .
“Don’t you think 1t’s a bit dan-
gerous to talk so—frankly?”’ =
“No one’s around. And I'm gomg;
{o say what T've got to say, regard—,
less. I don’t care what you’ve got
on me—what you say you can prove!
I'm through, right now! T've given
you what you want about the Wheat
Exchange Bank. That’s the last.
T've bought my way clear of you
We're quits!” =
“No,” said the voice, "1t’s not the
Iast.”?

Theard it quite like that before. He
got a strong impression that he’d
forced an issue, that he had made
the owner of the voice a little less

_ sure of his slave with the withered

hand. He cursed himself for not
assuming this attitude before.
“There’s one more little job I

- want you to do for me,” came to
him in that new, undecided voice.

“Just one more. And then vou’ll be'
released.”

The little man covsxdered He ’
eould keep on forcing the issue, and

risk getting into deadly trouble; or |
he could compromise a little and do

the one last thing required, thus

I can’t stand any more ofit.
1 can’t sleep nights for thinking of

But still the fone was xmld almost = 7
. undecided. The little man had never =
“Excellent. The report is valuab}e
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ducking the chance of getting killed
some time in the future; which
~would have been an alternative pref-
erable to the one with which he
had been constantly threatened, at
- that.

He chose the course which for a
time, at least, would let him go on
living. : ‘

“All right. One more thing for
- you. Just one! Then I'm consider-

ing myself released forever from
-that damnable threat you've held
over me—and holding you to your

promise to turn over to me that

proof.”
~ *Correct.” :

“And you'll stop thls Wholesale
murder, even if it means taking
more risks?”

“Of course,” purred the voice.

“All right, then. Tell me whal’s
this last thing you want me to do?”
~ *It is a little too important fo
tell, over any phone. Please meet

me, in half an hour, at the west

end of the Park Real Estate subdivi-
~sion. The extreme west end. Look
~ for a black sedan. I'll explain every-
thing”

“T’ll be there,” said the little man.

HE line went dead. The bank

clerk hung up. From his eyes

faded the glints of rabbit bravery.

Now that it was over, he was ap-
palled at what he had done. Threat-

ening this man! But it had seemed
to work! Either that mention of evi-
dence against the boss—which he
didn’t have—had moved him, or he
had some slight trace of a heart;
after all, and had decided that the

crippled little bank employe had

done enough to win his freedom.
Anyhow, he was going to be re-

leased from his hateful criminal life

—forever. After just one last job.
He got into his modest coupé and
pointed the nose west to see what
the one last job could be. -
The Park Real Estate subdivision

was a closed in suburban section of
Makon that a wealthy real estate
ring had paved and subdivided and
street-lighted. They had been left
holding the bag, by the recession.
It covered almost a square mile of
farm land on the west fringe of
Makon, where the development stood
now, with no light pouring from its
lamps, with the first blades of grass
beginning to thrust up between its
paving blocks, utterly deserted.
Fatuously the little confidential

clerk from the Federal Reserve
- Bank drove toward it.

The night was overcast; so dark

that when he reached the place the

little man didn’t see the big black
sedan, standing without lights, until
he was within thirty yards of it. He
stopped his car and got out, affer a
look around showed him that the
spot was apparently deserted. He
walked over to the sedan.

- He saw a figure in it, at the

. wheel ; his knees began to tremble.
The owner of the voice that had so
horribly dominated his life lately!
The man who was behind all this

large-scale crime!

He forced himself forward. The
last of his rabbit courage had left
him, but the stake, release from his
servitude, kept him going. He
stopped beside the sedan. The left
front window rolled down. He got

_a glimpse of a pale blotch of a face

as he stood a]ong51de the car.
“You wanted to see me?”
The question didn’t make sense
to the little man at first, until he
realized that the man inside was
making sure this wasn’t some chance

stroller approaching the sedan, or

possibly some patrolling plamclothes
man,

“Yes. 1 phoned—

“Salute me, with your left hand L

- This wasn’t inexplicable, even for
a minute. When the clerk raised his
withered left hand, he would be in-
stantly and positively identified.
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He saluted with his left hand

~ “Now, are you sure—" :
~ “Quite,” came the metalhc voice

softly.

~And then there was a smgle
cracking gunshot. A small caliber
bullet entered the little man’s sin-
gularly ugly face, almost in the ex-
act center.

Before the body had quit moving

~after it hit the street, the sedan’s

- door was opening, The man behind

the wheel sprang out and bent down.

He made one swift, darting move-
~ ment with his hand toward the dead

-man’s coat lapel, then leaped into
the big sedan and roared away. S
There was an excited hail from

some man and girl not far away,
alarmed by the sound of the shotf.

The black sedan whirled in the op-

_ posite direction. 2 7
And behind it lay the gnomelike -

little fellow with the withered hand.
- He lay on his back, with his legs
awkwardly sprawled, and with a

single blue cernﬂower in the lapel of_

hlS coaf. =

CHAPTER XIV
~ THE WOMAN IN THE COUPE

- saw that cornflower

tom.
It was two in
the mormng, - A

- coated police and

= plainclothes men
were gathered about the dead body

in the subdivision.

~ “When some necking couple out

~here phoned a guy had been bumped

off,” the chief explained, “I thought

at first it was just another gang
job. But then T .got here and saw

~the guy wasn’t a hood, and saw that -

_ flower like the one you got S0 hot

- to me.

GHT the minate -1
I phoned y(yu”/

Chief Negley rum-
bled to the Phan-

; half dozen blue-
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about down in Daybon, and gave you
a quick ring.”

“Pm certainly glad you did,” Van
said softly. - “You know Who this
man was?’ : :

“Yes,” said Negley “He was an
employe of the Federal Reserve

Bank. Some sort of a clerk. Do

you think he was the man you've
been looking for?  He was right m
banking circles, familiar with it, -
you said the head criminal must be
And he wore a cornﬂower 1n hlS E
buttonhole—" =
Van shook his head “I don’t
know. We’ll check the rest a little
later. You say the coupé over there
belongs to the dead man. Any tracks
left by the one the killer came in,
Negley? He didn’t come all the way
out here on foot. And I doubt if
he came in the car with hig vietim.
This looks mere like a rendezvous
Thxs fellow had got out of
his car— =

The police chlef shook hls head
glumly. >

~ “Dry weather. Dry pavement out
here Nothing leaves tracks. If only

it had rained awhile ago ~ But 1t

didn’t.”

The Phantom looked thJs way and
that in the darkness. ,
~ “This street go out of here?” ,
- “No,” replied Negley. “ ends.-
a few hundred yards up.”

“Then the killer’s ear must have" -

gone back the other way. Walk back
slowly, everybedy. Fan out, and
look for tire tracks. Even on a dry
“pavement, occasienal acc1dents can
produce tracks.” =

They found such an acc1dent at a
point less than four yards from the -
nearest infersection, where a get-
away could have been made by any
one of three streets. Just that close
to preserving his anonymity had the
killer come. But vthere “luck had
failed him.

~There was a patch of loose earthi =

at this point, probably blown there
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by the wind during the recent dry
spell. And over this patch the kill-
er’s car had rolled. There was a
clear; distinet treadmark for per-
‘haps nine inches.

“Take pictures first, then moulage
cast,” snapped the Phantom. “We’ve
got to find the car that made that
mark.”

It was nearly five in the mornmg
before they got to bed for a needed
snatch of rest. By then, Van was
sure the dead man was only some
comparatively unimportant figure in
the master criminal’s plans. But in
them, nevertheless.

“In with the gang, of course,” he
summed up. “Or he would never
have met one of them at that de-
serted spot so late at night, But

- not the leader. You remember we
decided that the leader not only was
thoroughly familiar with the finance
setup in and around Makon, but also

that he had some sort of background

that would make him familiar with
law enforcement methods.

“This man only fulfills half of
that. He’s in a bank—but he’s been
nothing but a teller, and later assis-
tant cashier, all his life. He’d have
had no chanee, apparently, to learn
enough about crime to circumvent
the law the way the arch criminal
does. My guess is that the chief of
the gang himself did this job. And

after he had murdered the man, he

put that cornflower in his lapel in
the hope that the dead man would
be taken for the orgamzmg brain
who left a flower in that Dayton
sedan.

. “If that guess is nght, then the
_criminal knew almost as soon as we
did that he had dropped his lapel

flower in the Drive-Yourself car, and

we will never see our quarry unsus-
pectingly wearing one to give hlm-
- self away.”
“One by one the shghtest clues We
gather against him, melt away,”
Chief Negley said bitterly.

- bulls will be ready for a try!

“A few haven’t melted,” the Phan-
tfom answered him, grimly. “We'll
get hun, and not too long from
now.’

“But how many more people wdl
be murdered, and how many more
hundreds of thousands of dollars
stolen, first?”’ lamented Negley.

HE answer to that might have
been gleaned five hours earlier,
shortly after Boyle of the Federal
Reserve Bank was killed. At that
time a man of Dubois’ came into the

gambler’s suite to mutter that

Frenchie was to call a certain num-
ber from a public phone as soon as
he could. Frenchie couldn’t say any-
thing over his own phone any more,
of course; too certam that it was
tapped.

When Frenchie called the number,
from a mile away, after making sure
he hadn’t been tailed, he heard the
boss’ voice,

“Dubois, on the Wheat Exchange
j iob—""

Frenchie dared to mterrupt

“Hell, man! Are you going ahead,
with that job? TI'm telling you, the

That
Phantom guy is poison. And. I
couldn’t locate him all day.>

“So I gather,” said the thm, dry
voice, “Did you take care of the
other angle?”? -

“You ought to know that, too,”
said Frenchie with a slight snarl
“Two more good men gone to hell,
and the police have the bodies. That
makes seven men we've lost to date.
If this keeps up, We’ll have to train

“another class.”

-~ “How about switching over some
of your night club employes?”
“Not a chance!” said Frenchie

_emphatically. “The only two I trans-

ferred were Bat and Rake—and look
what happened to them. That’s out.
None of my regular gang even know

anything about this business.”
~ “Well, take down these instruec-
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~tions cérefuﬂy P11 arrange the

~ Phantom’s demise for you. All you

‘have to do is carry out instruc-
tmns ‘Here are the details.”

-Frenchie’s fingers moved rapldly_
as he jotted down the words coming

into his ear. As he wrote, he mar-
- veled at the sharp cleverness of the
— other’s planning. He had to give

- grudging admlratlon to the unknown;

—devil

heard of,” he admitted.

—~“I am - delighted that you ap~i
prove,” the ‘metallic voice said dryly.
~ “There is one more item. An em-

~ ploye of the Federal Reserve Bank

— met with an unavoidable accident an
~ hour ago. Now, listen carefully. On
— the corner of Miller and 'Hastings

Avenues, northeast corner, in the

—city trash can, there is a gun. Send
it to the sashweight factory at once.
~—_And, Dubois, don’t trouble to save

— for evidence or a hold over me

~ Tt has no prints o it, and the gloves

have already been burned. It’s safer
for you to destroy the weapon.”
“Okay 2 Duboxs grunted sourly. =

: booth, and started himself for the
trash can in question. It was dia-
bolical how the other man thought

two or three steps ahead of him.

The idea of holding on to the mur-

der gun which had killed a Federal
- Reserve Bank employe had not even

_occurred to him until his devilish
_partner in crime mentioned it. He
would have thought of it, given time
enough, because never befere had he
‘been directed to dispose of any

weapons personally used by the man

—who ‘had that hellish hold on him.

But the man of mystery had fore-
seen that, and warned him of theﬁ

danger to himself.

From the beginning it had been,

_the idea of the mysterious man with
the criminally planning brain to
~_have plenty of guns and ammunition

“It’s the smartest' thmg 1 ever__
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on hand in a pnvate arsenal before

starting this bloody series of rob-

beries. That had been to avoid mak- :
ing purchases that might possibly

be traced. It had also been by his
arrangement that use was made of
the Makon Sashweight Company, a
small factory where scrap iron was
melted down and poured into molds

-to make sashweights; an ideal way

to dispose of the mstruments of
murder.,

A night man t‘here was on
,French*le s private payroll, and many
and sundry were the metallic ob-
jects which found their way through
his hands into the fiery maw of the
furnace, to become innecuous win-
dow sash supplies. If Jack Collins,
Frenchie’s man in the sashweight
factory, had had a ten-dollar bill for

- every gun he had furtively dumped

“inte the melting pots, he would have
been modestly wealthy.
fired on a job, whether a person was
hit or not, went into the sashweight
business.

Into that obhteratmg melting pot

_would go the weapon that had killed
—  the gnome-like little man with the
E hung up, = Went eut of the"

withered hand. And Frenchie Du-
bois, even while he cursed to him-
self, knew that he would not hesi-
tate to consign the pistol to this
unsuspecting Moloch of crime,
He picked up the .25 -caliber
weapon without difficulty. Making
certain he was not being trailed, he

- drove to the sashweight factory and
contacted Collins.

Delivering the
gun with the usual instructions, he
drove out to the Black Swan, a
popular roadhouse he controlled. It
was situated just off the highway
leading to Indianapolis. =
Parking his handsome coupé, he
went inside. People spoke to him
respectfully, and he nodded and
smiled in return. He was beginning -
to feel in a better humor, as the
scheme of his telephoning boss teok
shape in his mind,

Every gun

‘There was a
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subtle irony, a sort of grim boomer-
ang quality about it that appealed
to Frenchie. :

Making his way to the private
office of the manager of the road-
house, he entered and sat down, fac-
ing the man at the desk, who looked
up, smiling.

“Good evening, Mr. Dubo1s,” said
the sleek, dapper manager,

“Hello, Milton,” Frenchie grunted.
“Everything okay?”
~_*Aces, out here. Things a bit hot
in town, eh? Got a line yet on the
gang that was trying to muscle in?”

“Not quite, but it won’t be long.
Listen, Milton. The heat’s off the
girl now. Send a couple of the boys
~ to get her. I’ll wait.”

“Fine!” The manager smiled.
“Glad you can spend a little time
with us. Tt’ll take an hour to go
over to the farm and back,” he told
Dubois.

“Make it snappy Tell them to
park her in my car outside. I don’t
want her seen here. Then lef me
know.”

“Yes, sir.” The manager nodded,

hurrying out.

Frenchie settled down comfortably
and lighted a cigar. He enjoyed the
faint strains of dance music from
~ the pavilion as he studied the notes

he had taken down over the phone

and proceeded to make elaborate
notes and lists of his own. When
Milton, his roadhouse manager, re-

“turned, he had just finished his fig-

uring. Putting all of the papers into
his inside eoat pocket, he looked up.
At Milton’s okaying nod, he left the
resort by a side door and hurried
over to his car.

In his coupé, mufiled up well, was
3 woman. ~

“Hello, kid,” he' greeted.  “It’s
been tough for you, but everything
will clear up now. I have a swell
plan that will put you right with
everybody, no matter what happens.
I'll talk, and you listen.”

THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

- CHAPTER XV
PREPARED FOR TROUBLE

AYLIGHT was not
far off, but the of-
fice of the Makon
~Chief of Police was
Dbrightly lighted, the
shades drawn. The
room was crowded
with uniformed
- police and plain- -
clothes men. Cower-
ing on a leather
couch, her hair in wild disorder, her
clothes showmg signs of having
been slept in for days, her face and
arms bruised and seratched, was the
missing Dorrie Wellman,

Chief Negley sat at his desk and
listened attentively as a couple of
detectives administered restoratives
to the girl, and Simon Stigler, alias
the Phantom, interrogated her. The
story she told was wild, at times

_incoherent, but it hung together
fairly well. :

It began with the mght ‘of the
Seymour-Regan killing. That night,
she said, she had taken the blonde
called Mimi to her apartment. Later,
Mimi had left, and Dorrie had gone
to bed. In the middle of the night
she had been snatched by three
masked men and carried away. For
several days and mghts she had been
confined in a cellar in an unknown

place. '

She had not been badly treated,
just 1mpr1soned and told nothing,
not even why she had been kid-
naped All of her captors, and the
various men who came and went
-during the time she was held, had
been strangers to her. She had gath-
ered that they were members of a
new mob that had moved into
Makon.. One peculiarity struck her,
however., All of the men had seemed
about the same age, and of the same
general appearance and build.

From their conversation in her
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presence she had picked up the im-

~ pression that they had come from
various parts of the United States

to work for an unknown chief they
called the “brain.” There had been
a hint or two that they might have
come under duress, but they had
liked it, and had seemed to consider
themselves lucky in escaping some
other fate that might not have been
so pleasant. No, she said, Frenchie
Dubois’ name had not been men-
tioned save once or twice in a dis—~
paraging way.

Then, last night, two mobsters
she had heard called Bates and
Patelli had come in. They had been
burned down right before her eyes
in the cellar. There had been a lot
of confusion, Dorrie had been
roughly handled, and they had all
lammed out of the joint, taking
Dorrie along.

At this point in her story Dorrie
became hysterical and had to rest
for a few minutes. Then, affer a
pause, Chief Negley asked for de-
seriptions of the place as near as

Dorrie could tell him. She accurately

described the Elm Street hideout
where the bodies of Bates and Pa-
telli had been discovered in the small
hours when the detectives on the
two gangsters’ trail had called Head-

quarters about the sound of a gun-
fight. The police had got there too

late to prevent a getaway.

HE chief nodded as all this dove-
tailed, and turned mqmrmgly to
the Phantom.
“Go on with your story, MISS
Wellman,” said the Phantom gently.
The girl began crying softly. She
resumed. There had followed a wild
ride in a car for her—there had

been three carloads of thugs alto-

gether,. but they had separated.
Finally, when the girl had been ut-

terly lost and terrified, they had

stopped at a small farmhouse.
‘Here she had been locked in a

3
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sort of shed next to the kltchen—

Yes, she thought she could recog—'
nize the house if she saw it again.
Then had come the most surprising
thing of all. She had overheard
scraps of plans to knock over the
Wheat Exchange Bank in the morn-
ing—this morning, now. Those ban-
dits meant to go about it like a
well-trained company of soldiers.
What they had said had been like a
description of the Second Nattonal
Bank robbery.

Desperate, horrified, frlghtened to
death, Dorrie had managed to escape
from her bonds and from the shed.
Stumbling blindly through the night,
she had wandered for hours, finally
being picked up by a milk truck
some five miles nerth of ,Makon.
Making the driver understand that
it was a matter of life and death,
she had prevailed on him to drive
her straight to Police Headquarters.
And here she was.

The milkman was promptly inter-
rogated in another room, and he

_corroborated her story in every de-

tail, so far as he knew it. As he was

a known and reputable dairyman he
was released. The investigators con-

centrated _on Dorrie, Buat they

couldn’t break down her story, If she

was acting, she was puttmg up a

swell job.

-“And, aside from public spirited
motives, Miss Wellman,” asked the
Phantom at length, “just why do,
you come to the police?” :

“Why sheuldn’t I?”
wildly.

she criéd
“I’'m not 'safe anywhere else!

- And those rats murdered my boy

friend. They talked about it before
me. And now they’re planning an-
other wholesale slaughter! I had to

get here to warn you. And I want

to be put in jail until you catch
them. They’ll kill me if they find
me now!”’

“I wouldn’t be surprlsed 2 agreed
the Phantom grimly. ;

“What shall we do?” asked the
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pohce chlef “We haveﬁ‘t much

time.”

“If the girl’s egzape doesn’t change

their plans,” said Van, *it seems

that the sensible thing is to get hold
“of the president of the Wheat Ex-

change Bank—Eli Corsener—at once
and proceed to fill his bank with

~ plenty of guards. Keep Dorrie Well-

man under cover untll thls crisis 1s
past.”
The chief of police was already on
‘the phone.

In less than thlrty mmutes ar

shaken and badly frightened bank
president was admitted to the office.
Apprised of what was in the wind,
Corsener pleaded for protection. He
—was trembhng with his willingness
to co-operate in every particular.

“It’s all we can ~do, at this mo~

ment,” the Phantom said grimly.
- “We sunply have to guard the
bank.”

-Police Headquarters “became a
beehive of activity for the rest of

~ the morning, This was the first veal
break of the entire case, if it wasa
- break, and they conldn’t afford to

_overlook or ignore this stray chance
— to trap the gang of highly special-

ized bank robbers. Before banking
~ hours that day, the Wheat Exchange
~ Bank had been turned into an ar-

~senal, but without ‘this fact being
apparent on the surface. The crim-
inals could get in, but they were go-

— have deadly trouble gettmg ??;;‘;“the large amount of cash you'll

out.

At ten minutes of nme on this
day which was to be long remem-
‘bered in Makon, Simon Stigler

stepped into the big private office

of the presiding executive at the
rear of the bank, Eli Corsener was
- gitting quietly enough behind his
desk, but he wasn’t even pretending
“to work. His bony right hand trem-
—bled a little as he essayed a smile
and took off his glasses fo polish
them. ’

Eyeryone in the bank for that

matter, was as taut as coiled springs. =
Violence was in the very air. Cor-_

sener’s eyes were pleading Wnen he

addressed the Phantom.
““You are sure the attempt will be -
‘made this morning?” >

THE Phantom was wearing his
-mask, anxious for the mob 1o be
sure of his identity, on the chance

‘that it might draw them out. His

hope was to force them to reveal
themselves in an gttempt to get him.
He calmly regarded the bank presi-
dent through the mask holes.

“You can’t be sure of anything in
this business,” he said, with a non-
committal shrug. “But everything
points to this being the day they
will make an attempt on the bank—

if they intend making it at all

Yesterday, the Department of Streets
and Parks started tearing out the
car tracks in front of the bank.
They’ll be in th1s block for the next‘ '
few days.  — :

“That’s s Point One, Fﬂr the ;:roeks

Iways stage their jobs where the
streets are full of unusual noise. In
the next place, your bank will have
its greatest amount of cash today,
when the Employes of ‘the two big
department stores in the block come
in to cash their pay checks

~that right?”

“Yes,” = Corsener saghed “fha.t‘s..
right? — :
“Well, sald Van, shruggmg again,

soon have here, and the covering
noise in the street outside, fulfill
just the conditions under which the
Seeond National Bank holdup was

—staged. Besides, at a little after

eight, we got that call from the
young house pamter that I told you

-about.”

- “You mean the call about Boyie,

~ the bank clerk who was—murdered
“last night out at that subdivision?”’
~ “Yes. As I told you, this house =
painter saw pictures of the mur-

Isn’t.. =
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dered man in the papers this morn-
ing, and phoned Police Headquar-
ters. The painter had been in a
booth next to the one in which Boyle
had been talking to somebody, and
heard him say something about the
Wheat Exchange Bank, I guess the
little chap had been talking in a
rashly loud tone. Anyhow, the
painter saw the man come out of

the booth, remembered his withered

hand and his ugliness, and spotted
him as the victim from the news-
paper cuf, especially when the news-
paper description of the victim men-
- tioned that withered hand. And all
of it ties in with Dorrie Wellman’s
story.” = :
“I'm still hoping,” Corsener said,
with another deep sigh, “that it
won’t be attempted, now that the

girl escaped Maybe— . Stlgler, I’d -
~were to drop to the floor behind
_desks or what not, and stay there.

possibly be that Boyle was the Jeader
of this murderous robber band?
And was killed by one of his sub-
ordinates? That phone talk, as well
as the flower he wore in his lapel,

indicates to me that he mlght have
been the orgamzmg mind.. Probably_

he was giving orders to his men.”
“To me,” countered Van, “the re-
ported phone conversation confirms
__the theory that he was not the real
~leader. I'm gambling that he wasn't

gwmg orders to a suberdmatMut,

giving a report to his superior.
About this bank. In any event, you
are thoroughly protected against a
successful holdup this morning,” the
Phantom assured him.

“T hope you’re right,” Corsener
said, nodding glumly. - “At any rate,

you couldn’t have done otherwise

-than as you did—be ready in case
there is trouble here.”

Van left the tall, bony man ﬁdget-'-

ing behind his desk, with the deep
lines that bracketed his mouth even

deeper than usual from worry and—

frankly—fear. The Phantom went
out into the bank proper for a final

Word with Chief of Police Negley.

It-was nearly nine, now. Every«
one was at his or her station in the
bank, ready for the routine ofening
of the.place at nine o’clock. Van
hadn’t ‘liked the risk of having all
the employes there, but he hadn’t
seen any way out of it. He wanted
the bank to be a trap, completely
‘unsuspected by the gang that in-
tended to raid it. He wanted the
bandits o get inside, and then be
either killed or captured-every
mother’s son of them. After that
would come the spotting and arrest
of the chief c¢riminal.

However, all possible safeguards
and precautions had been taken.
Every employe had been thoroughly ,
instructed as he or she came in that
mornmg.

‘With the ﬁrst burst of shots all

With just a little luck no one Would
be hurt,

\HIEF NEGLEY walked over to
the Phantom from a station he
had chosen behind the *“statements”

window. The counter there was a

marble slab that supported a metal
grille work that was expensively
carved and fretted. Behind a ma-
chine gun whose snout would be
poked unobtrusively through one of

~ the holes, Chief Negley would wait.

“Zero hour commg up, eh‘?" he
said.

“Yas " Van .lcioked at his watch.
“At abouf nine-twenty the armored
car from the Federal Reserve Bank
will dump its half million in cold
cash. And any time after that, we
can expect trouble.”

“You know I'm kind of wonder-
ing if we'll get it after all;”” mused
Negley. “That criminal devil has
been so fiendishly smart. Don’t you
suppose he has figured that we've
got wise to his timing of attack,
and that we’ll plant men in every .
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place from now on where street

~_noise could five him his chance?”

“That’s what makes this setup
- Jook funny to me,” Van admitted,
- frowning. “Pm afraid it’s quite pos-

_ sible the ‘brain,’ as they call him,

according to »Mi"ss Wellman, has
- guessed we’re on to his methods.

~ But that’s not what’s worrying me.”

““Then what is?”’

“This! I'm afraid he has figured
- out some way, in that hellishly ruth-
less manner of his, to counter
- against all the preparations we've
- been making to receive him. I'm
afraid he may actually have a plan
in mind successfully to hold up the

Wheat Exchange in spite of every- &

, thmg we've done to guard against
lt 33
“Impossible!” Negley exclaimed.
The Phantom looked around.

- At each key point, which meé.nt’ =

in every barred cage of whatever

~ ~ nature in the bank, city detectives
= and police in civilian clothes were

stationed, hidden below counters at
the feet of the regular tellers and
clerks. At the first hmt of trouble
bank miployes were to duck below
their counters as detectives and offi-
- cers shot up to replace them, with
smoking guns in their hands.
Besides two regular umformed
bank guards there were three other
guards in the bank uniforms—but
the latter three were members of
Makon’s crack police. At counters in
- the big room were half a dozen
men who would be industriously fill-
ing out deposit slips  when the big
moment arrived, ostensibly patrons
of the bank, but actv.ally plamclo‘ches
men. :
~ Across the alley in the rear, ready
~ to come through a door normally
-locked, but now open, were regula-
tion pohce officers. And across the
street, in windows aﬂ"ordmg an ex-
cellent vantage of the bank’s big en-
~trance, were still more, statloned
- vuth rifles and not guns. : »

~ had overheard the telep_honed con-
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“It simply isn’t possible for them

to pull this job off,”” said Negley.
1 guess it isn’t,”” Van slowly ad-
mitted. ,
He looked at his watch, A mmute =
to nine. One of the bank guards
went to the deor and unlocked it.
He did a pretty good job of acting,
yawning a bit, and looking as if the
last thing in the world he expected
was trouble here. :

- CHAPTER XVI
THE ARMORED TRUCK =
. NLY three mmutes

after nine,” an-

, ley. “I don’t sup-
pose there’ll be any

~ trouble till after the

- the Federal Reserve
at nine-twenty, but

“our places.”
Van nodded stlll vaguely troubled :
though he could not understandf

~why. Every loophole seemed to be

covered. It simply wasn’t possible
for the “brain” to win. Even if
the head eriminal should have some
fantastic idea of usmg gas to crlpple

every l1v1ng soul in the bank, there

_were still the men outside to be

_reckoned with. If he and his bandit

band tried to take advantage of the
unlocked rear door through which
the pohce across the alley were to
— come, those men would see the gang
and their shets would give warning.
No, it looked utferly impossible

for anything to happen here. And -
~yvet Van dreaded the moment, at

about twenty after, when the truck
full of cash was to draw up at the
curb. ,
He suddenly stralghtened as if
-shot. =
—The armored car from the Fed-
eral Reserve Bank! The painter who -

} nounced Chief Neg-

cash arrives from

we'd  better fake
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versation of Henry Boyle’s! Boyle

had reported the movements of the
armored car.

In that instant the Phantom had
it all! Dorrie Wellman had lied!
She had been in with the erook
gang, as Chief Negley had suggested
and that whole story she had told
at Police Headquarters had been told
with a reason! She had been talk-
ing following instructions.

It was all clear now. This Whole
set-up was a plant. There wasn’t to
be a holdup of the Wheat Exchange
Bank. The crooks hadn’t the slight-
est intention of robbing the heavily
guarded bank.

TACTICIAN! A crime genius!
~Let the bank be heavily guarded
—the more heavily, the fewer men to
bother with around the Fedezral Re-
serve truck itself! While the police
held an empty sack, the cash truck
would be stopped and looted.
Van whirled and ran to Corsener’s
office at the rear of the bank.

Reserve!” he shot out at the alarmed
banker. “What route does lt take
to get here? Quick!”

“Why, I—" faltered Corsener, “I
—guess it would come down Portage
Avenue, Yes, that would bé ~1t;, It
would come down Portage.” :

Van leaped from the ofﬁce, Walt-
ing to hear no more. And there, in
the big banking room, with those
nearest staring at him in astonish-
ment, he had one of the most tor-
turing moments of his career.

He was as sure his hunch was
right as that he was standing here

with jaws and hands set rigidly.

And yet, on little more than sheer
intuition, did he dare leave this ad-
mitted danger spot unprotected?
Did he dare send the men there to
meet the money truck, and face the
~ risk that he was wrong? There was
plenty of money in the bank even

now. Suppose it were held up affer
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~the Wheat Exchange, :
trouble, all race to where you hear

: -a right hunch to me’
“The armored truck from Federal
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all, while he was chasing a will-o’-
the-wisp!

The agony only lasted a few sec-
Things clicked into place for
him.

“Negley' Everybody!” he shouted.
“It’s the money truck from the Fed-
eral Reserve the gang is after!
Come on! All the men here—get in
your own cars or commandeer
others and cover the city route
from the outskirts of town to
If there’s

shots! That’ll probably be on Por-
tage Avenue.”

He leaped for the revolving door
and out. His big car was a hundred
vards away, around the corner. He
tore into it, the uniformed Negley
panting behind him. The police
chief ﬁung himself into the car, too,
jerking back as the Phantom roared ‘
off with screaming motor.

“So you decided it was the truck, -
eh?’ Negley bellowed. “Sounds like
Know  the
route?”’ ,

Van, drwmg as few men have
ever drlven in a crowded city be-
fore, still had time to frown a bit
over that one.

*I'm wondering myself,” he said.
“Corsener thought it was down
Portage” - :

‘The map of the city danced be-
fore his mind. ,

“The Cleveland road cuts in at
Portage. I should think the short-
est way would be down Miller to

- Rubber Avenue, where the Wheat

Exchange is situated.”

“Sounds like the best route to me,
too,”” Negley said shortly.

Van put the wheel over hard. It
was ‘the second difficult decision to
have been forced to make within
two minutes. For in this one he dis-
regarded what Corsener had said
about the probable route, in favor of
topographical logic.

- They shot up Miller like a comet. -
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And they had gone about eight
blocks when they saw logic reap its
This was it, all
right! A wildly scattering crowd
ahead, and the sound of shots and
~yells, told them that. Van crammed
on even more speed

“There she is!” ecried the police
chief, pointing with a gun toward
a dully glinting truck that was wob-
_bling toward them like a half-

- drunken monster.

With his left hand, Van reached
- for a machme gun cradled ‘beside
-~ him.

, “My God they ve got the truck
already !’ Negley shouted. -

- But Van had seen what Negley
had. = Three uniformed figures
sprawled - forever motionless near
the rxghﬁ-hand curb. Two more in
the center of the street. Another-
— lying athwart the hood of the truck
~where it had fallen, slowly sliding
off it as the vehicle bumped with
gathering speed toward a side
street.

ROUGH abulleﬁseamed,dshatter- ,

, proof windshield, Van and Negley

also saw two men and a driver in
the cab. But they were not uni-
forrmed. Felt hats were pulled low
over their faces and they fired at
random into the crowd w}nle the
~ truck rolled on. -

- “Lord knows how many more of
that damnable crew are back inside
that truck!” Negley groaned. “Get-
ting them out of there will be like

trying to get a gang out of a fort

on wheels with a pair of peashoot-
ers. We can never do it, Stigler!
. And we can’t stop them before the
rest get here!” -
- “Oh, yes, we can,” sald Van. “Get
— set to jump.”

The truck was turmng for the
side street. Once on that, it could
move at top speed away from town,
while the men inside it cracked

uown with machine guns on all pur- 7

areund, at that.
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snit while the klllers grinned behmd
steel walls.

‘But the truck wasn’t going to

reach that side street! At forty an
hour, the Phantom bore down on it,
racing for the side street himself.

The gangster driver of the cap-
tured truck saw what was coming.
He howled an obscenity and
wrenched at the wheel. But he
couldn’t turn in time.

Van had his door open and was

half out, but with his foot still on

the accelerator. Chief Negley had

‘his door open, too, ready to leap for

safety.

The thing was as perfectly O~
ordinated and timed as the move-
ment of a Swiss watch. At the last
possible instant, Van and Negley,
disregarding wild bursts of lead be- =
ing sent at them from the cab of
‘the truek, dropped from the heavy

‘police car, which ploughed into the

truck’s front end less than two SSC°, =
onds later. —== =

The crash could have been hea,rd '
for blecks. The police car, heavy,
ored, was almost as solid as the

armored truck. The two jarred to
a stop in a mass of wreckage from

which neither would ever move un- =

der its ‘own power.
~And then the doors of the truek

epened, and ten men with tommy
guns and automatics searched with
screaming lead fingers behind the

wreckage of the pelice car, for the
two men who had stopped their
eseape.A = =

Miller Street one of the main
thoroughfares of the city, was fairly
uncrowded at this spot. Here, for
a few blocks, it smoothed out into a
- wholesale section and was nof
dotted with the throngs that showed-
on either side of the region where
the big stores were located. '

But there were plenty of people
Van and Negley,
fichting for their lives, with the

rwrecked pohce car as a bamcade, =
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got small, frantic plctures in a kalei-
doscopic effect

Here was a group of men plung-
ing for safety down the block, with
- the vacant fterror in their faces
characteristic of those who, totally
ynused to violence, are suddenly
confronted with it in its bloodiest
form. There several men and a
- woman crowded back into an all-too-
small doorway which offered little

other than psychological protection.
Just beyond, a mother crouched over

a little boy, holding his head tight
against her thigh as though to stop
“with her own body any bullets that
might come their way.

On the pavement, in addition to
the coldly murdered guards, several
innocent bystanders were lying in
their own blood. It looked like a
battlefield; and this resemblance
was helghtened by the appearance
of the lawless rats who had pro-
duced all this carnage.

They were, as usual, dressed in
identical suits, which gave them
more than ever the appearance of
an army. A crime army. This time
they had on jumpers; but whether
~ they were utilizing the St.. Louis
‘garments 3 second time, or whether

they were clad ‘in still another lot

of clothes from some shady; dealer
who would sell and keep his mouth

- shut, Van couldn’t as yet tell

AN had the machine gun he haci
taken from the police car, and
Chief Negley had his two service .45s.

~ Both of them Worked with the cold,

calm precision which is the hall-
mark of courageous men.

Ten killers from the wrecked
truck—two men of the law. Ten

against two. If the ten had fanned
out_scientifically to get the two, Van

and Negley wouldn’t have lasted
for a minute. But the bandits evi-
dently didn’t feel that it was neces-
sary to concentrate on so small a
force, and besides there was all that
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money in the truck, in tempting,
liquid cash.

About half of the deadly figures
in denim delved into the smashed
truck after the money sacks, leaving
the other half to take care of the
Phantom. And over a minute passed
before it began to be apparent that
the fighting half of the bandit foree
wasn’t able to do the job! ~

A man with a spouting machine
gun, crouching low, ¢ircled to get to
the side of the wreckage to a point
where he could rake along the back
of the police car. Negley dropped
him with a single shot that nicked
his down-drooping hat brim and
entered his skull at the base of the
nose. ;

The Phantom, with his gun
propped on a rear fender and with
just his left eye looking out through

~ the mask he still wore, from be-

yond the armored bulk of the car,
sent a burst of six slugs into the
body of a man leaning over the hood
of the truck. Then he sent another
burst after the second killer who
had dropped and was firing from
beneath the trueck’s chassis.
They heard a dreadful screammg

- The man underneath the truck must

have had *his legs shattered in a
dozen places by slugs ricocheting
from the pavement. The screaming
was punctuated by the solid roar of
one of Chief Negley’s .45s as he
picked off a denim-clad figure that
was running, bent far over, for a
doorway which commanded the rear
of the Phantom’s barricade.

“Nice work,” Van called over the
unholy din.

“Same to y—" began Negley, but
his words were drowned suddenly
as he fired at a man emerging from
the back of the truck with a sack.
The gray-haired police officer was
wearing a tight grin. At last here
was something he could sink his
teeth in. This was the one time that
these killers were out of luck.
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CHAP’I‘ER XVII
THE STREET BATTLE

ORE men came from
the rear of the
‘truck—two of them
§1 —each “bearing a
— canvas sack. They

~ Jeaped to a parked
car, careful to keep
the bulk of the
truck between them
~ and the pohce car.

- And either the

, keys had been left in the parked,
~ —ear, or one of the two was a genius
- at car-stealing; for in an incredibly

short time the car was in motion.

: Van’s jaw set below his mask.
’ Dehberately exposing himself for
~ several seconds, he raised up a bit

‘and concentrated on that car, which
~ was riding up over the curb for a

quick turn and- a getaway‘ Flames

~ spat from his gun again and again
~ in solid red lances.

“The car Was not a bullet-proofed
one.

lifefluid from a pierced gas tank.
-The man beside the driver leaped

out, not bothering with money sacks -
, now, and leaped - behind a ﬁne—hy—

~ drant before Van could nail him.
~The rest of the gang had learned

their lesson. It would take all of
them, and to hell with the cash

‘they’'d captured, to silence these two

and make a belated escape. All

~  turned on the wrecked car w1th

howling ferocity.
For a moment the Phantom “and

- his police chief companion were
helpless. - The whole battle had hap-

~ pened with such rapidity that it

~ had not been possible for police aid

1o reach them yet, spread out
through the town as they were at
Van's 1nstruct1ons.

It stopped, with the driver
slumped forward over the wheel,

, with both rear- tires riddled, and
 with gasoline flowing like colorless
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: Joarncaded two hke angry hornets
For now the survivors of the mob =

were doing what they should have
had sense enough to do in the first

place—spreading to left and right,
fanning out so as to get to points

from which they could reach thelr’ >
enemies from the- rear.

“The wrecked police ~machine
shielding” the pair qulvered like a

live thing from the constant impaet

of bullets. There was a clangor like
that in a small boiler factory as
slugs glanced from the car’s ar-
mored, rounded sides. The top of the
spare tire, about six inches from
Van’s head, began to get a fretwork
Jook from the
through it.
And then, almost lost in the other

thudding impacts, there was a s
slightly different one.

- Almost lost
—but not quite.

Van stared at a clean, crisp e

in the back of the car, totally un-
like the ragoed marks made by the
other bullets. As he stared, another

“just like it~ leaped into emstence, -
within four inches of his shoulder. :

And he knew the answer even then,
with a part of his brain that wasn’t
tautly eoncentrated on thelr grim
position:

Boat-tallred hlgh-powered

Street, somebody was deliberately

sniping with a menacingly accura’se =
,ma,rksmans weapon.

~He had to 1gnore that danger for
the moment, but he ealled over hlS
shoulder to Negley

“Keep moving back and forth '”

The pohce chief hadn’t seen the -
different-looking bullet holes; didn’t
know the reason for the command.

But he knew the Phantom didn't

give orders just to hear the sound
of his own voice, so he began sway-

ing his body baek and forth. The

- Weavmg, shlftmg targets thé two -
Bullets were whlmng,aroundi the

missiles tearmd =

=
bullets had made those holes. Some- :
~where up the line, toward Portage
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~ for accuracy on the part of the dis-

_ tant gunman with the rifle.
~ “Where are those police ecars?’

~the chief jerked out, as a slug tore

~his hat half around on his head
_then gailed it ten feet away.

The Phantom only grunted. Heaven

knew they were making enough

noise around here. The men who

~were to follow them from the Wheat

-Exchange Bank should have heard
it and showed up by now, even
though they’d been diverted to Por-

tage, six blocks off.

- There was a triple crack from the
- man behind the fire iydrant. Chief
Negley put the barrel of the aute- -

matic in his right hand across his

- left forearm, drew a bead as care-
~~ fully—though a lot more quickly—

as he would if he’d been in the po-

lice pistol gallery. After he squeezed
_there was no more

the trigger;
“movement from behind the hydrant.
A bullet, and a- sphnter of metal
from the hydrant, had gone into the
brain of the man there. -

“Where are the rest?’

‘Actually he had only thought it.

The sentiment had been jerked from
him by a gasp from Negley, and a
thin red trickle slowly beginning to

seep down from the top of the po-

lice ehief’s left ‘shoulder. One of the -

;dea&ly rifle slugs had caught h1m,
in spite of the weaving motion.
- “Just grazed <

‘shoulder to prove lt. But both knew
‘they'd be done in another sncty sec-
onds if help didn’t arrive.

It came, then.

-of police” sirens.
Men in blue denim began scurrying

-in the - opposﬁ;e dzrectlon, some of
them_ dragging wounded

:holdmg drilled arms. But then the
~same siren call, like an echo, was

= ‘repeated up the street.

Negley yelled
,gamely, moving the arm under the

—— From down 1:hej
~ street sounded the clear, wild shriek
The shooting at
Van and Negley ended abruptly.
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, And that was the ﬁmsh Van shot, =
the hand half off one of the men

who was viciously spurting lead

from his machine gun at the cars
—racing toward him, and the rest
~ dropped their Weapons and raised

their hands.

“My God, what a battleﬁeId""'

gasped the driver of the first squad

car to skid to a stop be51de the

Wrecked machines. -

~The bluecoat’s faee was a httle '

white. Here was crime, and a battle
against crime on a larger scale than
he’d ever seen before.,

extend that far.

—“SWant this car! pr he rapped out =

half dragging the police driver from
behind the wheel.

~__ One of the plainclothes men in the =
= 'i‘flfrear seat, and the man beside the
Van thought he had yelled that.

HE Phantom said nothmg That =

is, not about their clese brush
with- death. That was water over
the dam, now. He wanted all this
gang—every one of them. And the
“eleanup now in progress dldn’t qulte, ‘

driver, were out ncw, roundmg up' ==

the -croocks.

“Stay Wlth us?”” the Phantom

snapped to the other two, still in :
7“In front Wlth me Neg- =

‘the rear.
1 ey =
With the eyes of the men in the

rear seat widening a little in sheer

astonishment, Van sent the car for-
ward up the street. In fronmt, Neg—

ley was as amazed as his two men

sitting behind him.-

“What’s the dope, Phantom"” the =

chief panted. -
“Someone up the lme“—- poppmg
at us with a rifle! - Van snapped. -

”‘And there he goes! "

~ Almost a block from the scene of
carnage, a man suddenly dashed

_ from a building entrance, across the
legs or

rs1dewalk to a big, parked car, He

‘had a rifle in his hands. The gun

~ hampered him for a fraction of a

,second as he tned to scramble mto

e
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‘ the car, so he dropped it, subordx- ,

nating all else to the one hystencal
job of getting away from there now
that the business had gone so dis-
astrously against the mobsters.
Van slowed for just a breath, and
yelled back over his shoulder:

“Get that gun, one of you. IY'll

hang him.”

The plainclothes man on the curb
side slid the door open, dropped
from the car, skinned his knees, got
up and ran for the rifle. Van drove
on after the fleeing sniper,

The parked car undoubtedly had
been left with motor idling in an-
ticipation of just this possible emer-

geney. It had shot off from the curb
as if hurled from a rocket gun. And

after it wheeled the squad car.
“You saw him??’ Van grated.
“Saw who he was?” "

HIEF NEGLEY, hanging on
against the car’s wild plunge under

the Phantom’s steely fingers, nodded.

He had clearly seen the fleeing man,
had noted his bulk, his heavy face,
his big, powerful shoulders.
“Frenchie Dubois!?” he exulted.
“So he’s the mug who shot me with
a high-power rifle! At last, he’s
flushed out into the open. And will

- 1 take pleasure in opening him up

with a nice grilling.”

“First, we eatch him,” said the
Phantom
tires.”

-The Phantom settled down to the
straightest, smoothest driving of
which he was capable, rocketing

along the open street after the gam-

bling king’s car. Chief Negley
leaned out of the window and began
a steady, careful shooting at the
rear of Frenchie’s car. Spots began
to appear on the rear-view mirror
and against the enamel, but the
crook did mnot swerve,. merely put-

ting on more speed. It was obvious’

his car was armored and contained
bullet-proof glass: :

“Better take a shot at hls,,,

-the man was dying.

But it eouldn t get away. The
lighter squad ecar, built for speed
rather than for safety, began crawl-
ing up on the one ahead. The flee-

~ ing man could not drive and take

shots at his pursuers. So he drove

- desperately, attempting the impos-

sible.

The two detectives in the rear

seat of the police car were leaning
out and firing now. It was only a
matter of minutes.

town when a well placed shot caught
one of his front tires as he was
curving onto the highway at seventy
miles per hour. The wheel locked
under his hand as the front axle

~ came sharply back on the side of the
- blow-out.

Out of control, athe heavy car
slewed to the side and went over
the low embankment, to plunge into
a telephone pole. There was a ter-
rific, rending crash. Silence for a
heartbeat and then the sudden bel-

Jow of exploding flame. By the time

the Phantom stopped the racing po-
lice car, and the three of them ran
back to the wreck, they could hear
Frenchie screaming.

The big sedan was a ﬁammg
pyre. It was impossible to get close.
But, as they stared in sick horror
the nearer door opened like a swing-

ing torch, and a blackened but blaz-
ing figure toppled out and rolled
~weakly on the slope of the embank-

ment. Braving the awful heat of
the fire, the two detectives wrapped
their coats about their heads and
made a concerted sweep to rescue

“the burning man.

Getting him up to the concrete,
they hastily wrapped their coats
around him to smother out the
flames. But Frenchie was through.
At a glance the Phantom could see
He knelt
quickly beside the gambler :

“You're going, Frenchie Duboxs,”
he said. “Can you understand me?”

Frenchie had -
_scarcely reached the outskirts of
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Bleeding, blackened, and seared,
the king of Makon’s underworld
opened his eyes. All the hair had
~been scorched from his face and

head, but he fixed his pain-glazed
stare on the masked countenance of

the Phantom. ,
“Damn you, yes,” he Whispered.'

~ “You were to be at the Wheat Ex-

change so the bomb—would blow
you—to hell.?

HE Phantom felt a thrill of hor- -

ror tingle his spine. He had used

himself as bait to lure the leader of

this ruthless gang, but he had not
realized that he had been risking
the lives of others also.

“What bomb?” he asked swiftly.
Frenchie?

“What do you mean,
Square as mich as you can before
you go.”

“l was going to wipe you out,”
~terly.

muttered the dying gambler. “Had

two men in armored car all set to

‘pass bank—heave c_iynamlte at you.
Don’t worry—they didn’t do it. 1
watched from empty office in Tower
Building. When you left—ruined my

- plans-—knew you were after me ever

- since—you came to “hotel.” He
choked and coughed and then went
on. “Tried to catch you—get you
with rifle from office buﬂdmg on
Miller Street.” ‘
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“My God!” exclaimed Chief Neg-
ley, white-faced, already weak from
loss of blood from the wound in his
shoulder, “He was going to blow
up the whole bank just to get you!”

“That wasn’t your idea, Frenchie,”

said the Phantom, bending closer to :

the blackened cinder of what had
once been a man. “Who planned all
of this? Tell me his name. Just
whisper—"~

“That’s right.” DuBois’ voice was
growmg weak, husky. “He planned

-it—crime school—-—everythmg. Got —

his share of all the Jobs—he was
brain—"

“His name, Frenchie! e urged the
Phantom frantically. “Tell me!”

'DuBoxs ‘And he died as horribly

~as any of the men he had con-

demned to death. :
“Hell"’ Chlef Negley groaned bit-

“Take over, Neg'ley,”- said the '
Phantom crisply. “I've got to go to
see a man on Woodlawn Avenue.

And don’t be so disappointed. You'll -

arrest your arch crook before
night” =

Leaping -erect, the Phantom ran
back down the road toward the po-
lice car.

—“Hey ! _yelled the police chief.
= (Contmued on page 102)
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HIS STORY and

A Title

F COURSE, the drug store
was niee enough, but it was

a rather odd place for the

at the soda fountain like three high
school boys. One would have expected
to find such well-known personages
lunching at a swanky restaurant, or
at the Adventurers’ Club.

Colonel Talbot, renowned explorer
of the Near East, Borneo, and Africa,
and Lionel Galvin, famous polar ex-
plorer, had been in conference with
Barry Cavanaugh, director of the
Explorers’ Club nearby, regarding
the conditions and details of a pro-
posed exploration of the Amazon
headwaters. ... -

- “What are you ordering, gentle~
men?” asked Colonel Talbot. “We
must get back to our discussion—by
the way, I have to make a phone call.
Excuse me a moment.”

The colonel, tall, distinguished, still
short of middle age, got change from
the cashier and crossed the marrow
little pharmacy to the phone booth
on the opposite side. His companions
remained at the soda fountain, giving
their orders to the dispenser. =

The store was not crowded, buf
there were numerous people moving
about. The clatter of dishes, the buzz
of fans, the murmur of voices all com-
bined to cover the dialing of the col-
onel in his booth. Dr. Westphal, the
pharmacist, was walking toward the
front of the store when tragedy
struck.

g
telephone booth

See Announcement on Page 99 for Full

94

three men to be eating lunch; perched
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L10nel Galvin uttered an exclama—

~ tion, clapped his hand to the back of
-~ his neck, and started to his feet in

pain. Cavanaugh jerked his head

‘around in surprise. Before he could

voice a question, before Dr. West-

phal could quicken his pace, the polar

explorer gurgled something unintelli-

= glble, and crumpled to the ﬂoor, over-

CHARLES S.
STRONG

—Author of

“Lwhtnmg Never Strikes Twice,”
“By o Nose,” etc.

turnmg one of the foun’cam stools in
his fall.

~Dr. Westphal uttered a czy and ran
forward. Colonel Talbot came charg-

ing from the telephone booth. Cava-
raugh got off his own stool to kneel
 the four men who stood at the rear

- counter, the witnesses to the sudden

beside the queerly stricken explorer.

By the time the first man reached
Llonel Galvin’s 51de the man was
dead.

fusion.

“Call an ambulance P” directed Dr. _

Westphal to the cashier. = must be
the heat.”

~ “Maybe he’ s swallowed somethmg,
said Talbot crlsply “Get some am-

A woman screamed All ‘wWas con-

ontest Story

~ monig, strychnme tablets
chk|u
“Call the pohce P sald Du'ector
Cavanaugh white-lipped.
vin is dead, I think he has been killed.
Look at the spot of blood on his neck.”
1t seemed just a moment that the

shrieking of a prowl car was heard

some

“swelling along the street, and Radio
~ Patrol Car Number 241 slid to a stop

at the curb-outside. Sergeant Arthur
Brooks of the Homicide Squad-hit the
pavement at a4 run even as a limousine

~drew to a halt behind the radio car
-} and dxsgorged more plainelothes men,

“Hell of a place to pick for a mur-
der,” Brooks grumbled, as he shot a
glance at the erowd that uniformed
officers were trying to hold'back. Once

- inside the drug store, Brooks did not
~at _once glance at the dead man
stretched out on the floor, though the

medical examiner, the fingerprint
man, and the pohce photographer
who had come in the second car Went
immediately to work.

“Brooks was more interested in the
hvmg, and his practised-eye studied

death that had visited the place,

Brooks finally jerked a thumb to- :
ward the dead man.

“How did it happen 2 he asked the
worried druggist.

“I don’t exactly know,” Dr West-
phal stammered.
Cavanaugh and Colonel Talbot came

1 in'together for a bit of lunch as,they =

Dei'alis of Our GREAT NEW CONTESTI —

9%

“Mr. Gal-

“Mr. Galvin, Mr.



often do. They sat down at the coun-
ter with Galvin in the center, and—"

“So Colonel Talbot was seated on
one side of Galvin, and Cavanaugh
on the other when he—er—well,
when he died,” snapped the sergeant.
~ “No,” said Westphal. “Colonel
Falbot had left the counter. He went
to the cashier for some change and
~was making a telephone call when—
well, all I know is that Mr. Galvin
suddenly straightened up and the
next thing he was on the fleor be-
tween the stools as you see him now.”

“You can’t tell me just how it hap-
pened, can you?’ Brooks asked, but
the pharmacist shook his head.

“I believe I can,” Buster Leonard,
the clerk, said nervously. “I just hap-
pened to be looking his way when I
saw Mr. Galvin suddenly scratch his
neck, then he put his hand to his head
as though he was getting dizzy, and
then he fell. I thought maybe he was
choking on something but before I

could get around the counter to help —

him he was dead.”

IDN’T Barry Cavanaugh do
anything while this was going
on?”’

- “No,” Cavanaugh stammered. “It
was all so sudden I didn’t know what
was happening.”

“How about you, Colonel Talbot?”
demanded the officer.

“] rushed right over from the
phone booth,” replied the explorer,
“and my first idea Was he’d taken
some sort of a poison.”

The tall, lean medical examiner
touched Brooks on the arm, and the
sergeant followed him back of the
prescription counter.

*Killed by hydrocyanic acid,” the
M.E. said very g‘rlmly “Introduced
throtgh a small -opening in the back
of the neck. . Could have been done
with a hypoderrmc needle, or -some
other small instrument.”

“A hypodermic needle!” Brooks
said dlsgustedly. “Hell, a place like
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this is lousy with ’em! They’ll be as
hard to check as a drop of rain in the
Hudson River.”

“If anybody did use one he didn’t
have time to dispose of it with every-
one watching him,” the M.E. said.

Brooks nodded. If the poison had
been administered with a needle, that
seemed to elect Barry Cavanaugh.
The club attendant had been seated
alongside Galvin all of the time.

But each of the four men who had
been present were suspects, and as
such subject to examination. Brooks
went over the clothing of Cavanaugh
and of the other three men, but it was.
_a fruitless search.
~ As soon as Galvin’s body had beeu
removed Brooks undertook an ex-
amination of the floor alongside the
soda fountain. But he found nothing
that even faintly resembled the re-
mains of a hypodermic. All he got
for his pains was a collection of crum-
pled paper napkins, cigarette butts,

~some paper and Woaden matches, a
few matchbooks,

: lfumbs and fruit
. He ordered the patrolman to
collect the debris and send it to the
police laboratory for examination,
then resumed his questioning of the
murder witnesses.

“You said, Colonel Talbotf, that

~Lionel Galvin was a friend of yours.

Just how good a friend?” =

“Well, I've known him ever smce
he was a kid. We grew up together
in Boston. We've always been pretty
close—whenever we managed to meet
after our exploration trips. Recently

.‘ we’d been planning a trip up to the

Amazon together. Now I’ll have to
get someone else to go in with me.”

“Is that so?” Brooks eyes nar-
rowed.

“Colonel Talbot,” he asked quite
abruptly, “in your exploratmn have
you ever been -among the Jivaro In-*
dians?” :
~ “Oh, yes,” replied the colone} —
“many times. They like to hunt heads
and shrink them down to about the
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_ size of an orange. Queer fellows, b\}t
I never had any trouble with them.”

“Know how to work a blow-gun?”?
Brooks demanded.

But if he expected to surprise any—'

thing out of the colonel he was dis-
appointed. A trace of a smile erossed
the explorer’s face. -

“Of course I do,” he said promptly.

“That’s one reason I got along so well
with the Jivaros. They made me sort
of a sub-chief.”

“No offense meant. I just wanted

to point out that even though you

happened to be at the cashier’s cage
or in the telephone beoth, you could

have killed Galvin.” -
Again the laughter came into Tal-
bot’s eyes. “Assuming that I had a

~_ blow-gun; dart, and a bottle Of p01-;,

son,” he said:

Brooks’ abrupt questxons had been'

prompted merely by a desire to catch
the suave Talbot off guard, but on
second thoughts the idea seemed to
have possibilities at that.

‘While the photographer’s —flash

boomed, taking pictures of the in-
terior of the store, Brooks was think-

~ing deeply. Had the poison been any-
thing but. hydrocyanic acid, there
might have been a possibility of its
having been administered elsewhere,

- and mnot taking effect until Galvin
reached the drug store; bul in the
face of the facts it was certain that

one of the four men who had seen

In his final complete survey of the
drug store Detective-sergeant Brooks
made an inspection of the telephone
booth. It was the usual dial telephone
booth. Wads of chewing gum were
scattered on the floor. Brooks stepped
out and faced the four men he had
been gquestioning.

“Whom  were you phonmg when
the murder was comm1tted"” he
asked Talbot. '

“Why, T was calling up my man-
ager,” Talbot said. “I was in the

- midst ~ of d1a11ng when Galvm

screamed.” =
“What's the name of your manaoerr
—and his phone number ??
Talbot gave him the information.
Braoks put in a call to the number,
spoke for several moments with the

— door closed, then came out.

“Well,” he declared, “we seem to
be getting nowhere in a hurry around
here. T guess we'd all better run
downtown.” :

Talbot and Cavanaugh already had
on their hats and coats. Westphal
donned his after taking the garments
from a metal locker. Buster Leonard
shed his apron and teok a gray fedora
from a hook beside a “No Smoking”
sign. :

As the others started for the door
Brooks bent over before the phone
booth and picked up a drying bit of
chewing gum, dropped it into an en-
velope he picked from a greeting eard

Galvin die was the explorer’s killer!

\ €3

n

E‘.'

[Tum.Page] —

THE BEST GOMEDY !N AMERIGA

FICT!ON SATIRE CARTOONS

ON SALE EVERYWHERE!




98 ‘ THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

box on the counter. Then he followed
the four men to the street. '
In the office of the Homicide
Squad in Centre Street, the detective-
sergeant and his four suspects were
more comfortable in chairs than they
had been teetering on one foot and
then another in the drug store.
Brooks asked Buster Leonard a few
questions, then called attention to the
fact that Galvin’s wound had been
in the back of his neek.
- “Guess that lets you out, Leonard,”
he said.
possibly have done it from your side
of the counter. He nodded toward
the door. “You may go, but you hang

~ around this town until you hear'_

~ from me.”

- Brooks took an envelope out of his
pocket, placed the wad of chewing
gum on his desk top. Long fingers
picked up a letter opener, and with
the point of it he began prying into
the sticky mass. Suddenly he uncov-

~ ered a bit of red gelatineus material.
With the tips of his fingers he pulled

the nugget from the gum, handed it
to Dr. Westphal.

“Can you tell me what that is?” he
demanded.

The druggist sniffed at it.
yes!” he cried in amazement.
- hydrocyanic acid!” -

Cavanaugh’s eyes were wide and
startled.

“You—you mean somebody gave
Mr. Galvin poison in a piece of chew-
ing gum!” he stammered excitedly.

The sergeant shrugged. “A piece

GGIt’s

of chewing gum could hardly be

pushed through a pm-pnck m ‘the
neck,” he said acidly, -

Westphal’s face was ﬁushed with
- excitement, Cavanaugh lecked as
~ though his teeth would begin chat-
tering at any moment, but Colonel
Talbot appeared only mildly amused.

Brooks fished around in his desk,
and drew out an old pipe. He stuffed
it with tobacco, and began fumblmg
for a match.

“Don’t see how you could

“Hell,— =

“Guess I'm all out,” he remarked.

Cavanaugh and Talbot produced
matches and offered them to the offi-
cer. He took a light from the colonel,
and settled back in his chair. Sud-
denly he turned to Westphal, and be-
tween puffs he asked:

“Have any trouble enforcmg the
‘No Smoking’ regulation in your
store?”’ :

“None to speak of,” the druggist
said. “Sometimes a fellow will come
in with a half-smoked cigarette, and
will finish it before he orders. Others
may light up when they're ready to
leave But we don’t mind that.”

Detective-sergeant Brooks nodded :
and picked up the telephone. He put
through a call te the police laboratory
and talked for some time. Then he
hung up the phone, and settled back
in his chair,

“Westphal, you can go,” he said.
“Take Cavanaugh with you. And tell
Leonard he can go to California, for
all I care!”’

“You mean—
naugh.

“I mean that Colonel Talbot mur-
dered Lionel Galvin!”

The colonel leaped to his feet.
“Ridiculous,” he snapped. “You've
nothing to back up any such crazy
accusation!”

“Haven’t 1?” Brooks shrugged. “I
have enough to put you in the chair.”

“You ecan’t bluff me!” Talbot
yelled. “Where’s your proof?”

” stammered Cava~

ROOKS waved the other two men
out of the room, though now they
went reluctantly.
“All right, Talbot,” the Homicide
man said calmly. “You asked for it.

‘Here it is. First, this capsule that I

found in the chewing gum on the floor
outside the phone booth. It’s similar
to capsules used to carry coloring for
oleomargarines, but is made to stand
acid. You used it to carry your poi-
son, thmklng that it would be easy to
dispose of in a wad of discarded
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chewing gum. Then you sharpened
a wooden mateh—most explorers
carry them in preference to paper
matchbooks, because they transport
~ better in wet and muggy tropical
countries—and with this mateh you
pierced the capsule, placed the make-
shift match dart into a soda straw,

and were all set for your little mur-

der job.” , :
- “Y¥ou’ll have to have more than a
nice story like that for a eourt of
law,” snarled Talbot.

Sergeant Brooks eyed the killer
coldly and went on :

“The police lab tells me that there
was a match impregnated with this
acid in the floor sweepings sent for
analysis. I'm betting it’s ‘the mate
of the one you gave me to light my
pipe. You didn’t use it to light any-
thing, or Westphal would have men-
tioned it when I asked him about his
‘No Smoking’ rule. And a soda straw
would make a fairly good blow-gun
for a fellow as expert at using one
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as you claim to be. The half-ciosed
phone booth door hid your action—
but you can’t cover your tracks as
easily as that.”

The colonel saw the handwriting

sall right. But he was still fighting

as he rapped out:
“Why should I kill Galvin?”
“That’s easy. The lecture bureau
—] talked to them, remember—
wasn’t going to back two trips to the
Amazon. They had to decide between

-~ you and Galvin. You figured that

with Galvin out of the way you'd have

no competition, especially with them

preferring Galvin.”
The colonel’s ruddy, bronzed face

went pale; his fingers were nerveless.

“You’re right,” he croaked, broken
at last. “With Galvin gone I thought
I'd have a chance.”

But Detective-sergeant Brooks had

no sympathy for murderers.

“The trip yow're taking,” he re-
torted tightly, “won’t need any back-

2
.
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The Grim Reaper Held the s

Timepiece While Officer
Clancy Sat on the
Witness Chair!

By OWEN
- FOX JEROME

- Author of “Doubling for Death, »
“.‘I’he Golf Clud erders, ete

MAN’S life hung on Patrol-
man Clancy’ stestlmony The

officer sat in the witness

chair and stared penswely out of

~ the courtroom window,

From his present posrtmn he could
see the very spot where Amos Klein
had met his death. The corner jew-
elry store down there at the street
intersection at the end of the square.

Clancy was watehing the ebb and

flow of traffic. McGonigle would be -

having his hands full handling things
there this afternoon, what with the
labor parade crowding cars off of
Main Street.

The sounds of the courtroom faded =

away from Clancy’s conscious mind.

The shuffling of feet, the murmur
of spectators, the rustling of papers,
the drone of a couple of zooming

flys all furnished a sort of monoton-

ous obligato to the officer’s thoughts.
- He was weary of that badgering,
heckling, antagonistic defense attor-
ney for Tony Narvelli, anyhow.
Knowing that his client was guilty

“He d'rew o gun, and I struggled with him’
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DEATH

as hell, Lawyer Barton was fighting
and contesting every step of the
legal process of herding his chent
into the chair.

It had finally simmered down to
the accuracy of Officer Clancy’s
statement. He had stated that Amos
~ Klein fired two minutes after he
was mortally wounded, and now they
were checking his time sense in the
witness chair. For Barton, the de-

fense attorney, insisted that no man
- demand an explanation from the

The grizzled old patrolman re-

-could accurately estimate time.

- called the circumstances of the crime
as keenly as if it had just happened.

BOUT ten-thirty it had been.
Clancy had just stopped for acup
of coffee and a cheery word at Mike’s
-AE—ng’ht Lunch Room. He had come
up Cliff Avenue to the intersection
at the corner of the square, walking
quietly ~along the wet pavenient,
frownmg ahead through the misting
rain. Business was usually dead
around Courthouse Square after
seven o’clock at night. All the stores
and shops were closed. There wasnt
- even much traffic—
The traffic light on the corner
~ blinked green, reflecting across the
black and glistening pavement in a
dong, ghostly glimmer to Clancy’s
feet at the very instant he heard the
muffled sound of the shot. With an
exclamation, he quickened his step.
Just as he reached the corner, out
of the darkened doorway “of the
jewelry shop that Amos Klein oper-
ated a man’s ﬁgure came lurching.

Clancy halted, froze agamst the -

brmk corner and stared. 2

~The lurching man straightened up
in the gloom, threw back his shoul-
ders, looked in every direction with-
~ out seeing the patrolman at the cor-
ner, and walked steadily back to the
deep shadow of the doorway from
whence he had eome.

Clancy was just about to charge
‘around the corner and investigate

WATCH 101
the matter when the man stepped
out of the doorway for the second
time, laughed shortly, and started
walking briskly toward the patrol-
man and the street intersection.

As the light from the street lamp
on the far corner pole cast its sickly
glow over the man’s features, Clancy
recognized the swarthy face of Tony
Narvelli, gambling racketeer and
wearer of flashy diamonds.

Before the patrolman had time to

gambler, there was a streak of orange
flame and a report from the jewel-
er’s doorway, low down, about a
foot from the sidewalk.

A slug whined by between Clancy'
and Narvelli; winging its diagonal
way up into the night.

With a startled curse, Narvelli
broke into a run. And Clancy did

- the same. He leaped out of the side

street and collided with the fleeing
racketeer, collaring him. :

“Shure an’ jes’ what th’ hell’s go-
in’ on here, Narvelli?” he growled.

The racketeer yelped in dismay,
twisted free, and sprinted away.

Clancy lit out after him, overtook
him halfway in the next block. Nar-
velli surrendered without further
protest. When they got back to the
jewelry store they found the pro-
prietor—dead.

“Klein and me had an argument,”
was Narvelli’s defense, “and he drew
a gun, I struggled with him, but
couldn’t get the advantage—and he
shot at me first. I shot once at him.
I must have killed him.”

That was all he would say before
he saw his lawyer. And, in three

months, Attorney Barton had worked

up a swell defense case.

There was a whale of a difference

between manslaughter and murder.
And that was the point in question—

Yes, Clancy remembered it vivid-
ly. He sighed and brought his atten-
tion back to the courtroom as the
‘halted traffic on Cliff Avenue began
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to flow across the intersection and
around McGonigle’s bluecoabed ﬁg-
ure.

“Two minutes!” sald Ofﬁcer Clancy-

wearily, announcing the question that
had last been asked him. And there
was a great murmur of astonish-
ment through the room as people
looked up from their watches in
amazement.

_“Tt was two minutes after he re-
ceived his mortal wound,” repeated

~Claney firmly, “that poor auld Amos

- hope now for Tony N arvelli.

=

'7 could not calm him.

Klein raised up an’ fired Wan last

an’ only shot at his assassin.’

The judge’s gavel rapped heavily
for order. The prosecutor was jump-
ing up and down in his excited tri-
umph. Barton was staring from his

watch 'to the witness in stark dis-'

belief. - -
His case was lost; there was no

Clancy >
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had proved that his statement was

unshakable.

two minutes of time amounted to. -
Narvelli would burn for murder,

not take a light sentence for man-

slaughter in self-defense. ,

“But how the devil can you tell
a passage of two minutes without a
watch?’ demanded the flabbergasted

_ defense attorney.-

“Ask McGonigle,” said _Clancy
wearily. “Ask anybody who iver
toimed th’-traffic lights down there
‘on th’ end o* th’ square. Th’ light
had just turned green when I heard
th’ first shot. It turned red jes’ as
poor auld Klein fired wid his last
effort from his doorway. It was two
minutes exactly. I jes’ toimed it
agin as a court test for ye by
watchin’ th’ same light down there
where Pat McGomgle is directin’
traffic” :

GRADUATES
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What in he]l‘? Are you Ieavmg ‘us

stranded here??
=“Hiteh hike,” Van called over his
shoulder, but he pointed toward the

~ two police cars now sn'enmg thelr

way to the scene.
Behind the wheel of his borrowed
rmachme, the Phantom sped away.

 CHAPTER XVII
-~ -~ INTHE VAUIT

Exchange Bank
zY that afternoon

~ Chief Negley found
his hands full. EH
Corsener, president
of the bank, was
erazy mad. In his

@1 was raving aloud.
The police chief

~ ACK at the Wheat

private chamber he

“Seated in a chalr to one side was
Thomas Waltham, executive of the
Geyser Oil Company. Waltham, con-
servatively dressed, was shaken, but
nevertheless more in control of his
nerves than the bank president. He
listened without comment to what
Corsener had to say, occasionally
glancing at a beautiful wrist watch
he wore.

“I tell you that it doesn’t matter
if this bank wasn’t robbed!” Cor-
sener was shouting. “The attempt
was made—that was our money on
the truck—men were killed, Waltham
and Claridge and I are the princi-
pal stockholders in this bank. T tell
you one of us is fated to die—maybe
all of us. Stigler was right, although. >
I wouldn’t admit it. Where is he,
Negley? My God, I don’t Want to
die!”

“But you aren’t in any danger
now, Mr. Corsener,” soothed the

He knew exactly what V'
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police chief. “We've got the entire
Dubois gang of murderers, and—"
“You don’t know, you don’t

- know!” wailed the banker. “As soon|

“as dJohn Claridge gets here, we'll
all three go into the safety deposit
vault. That’s what we’ve decided to
do—and we're going to stay there
until you have a report from Stig-
ler! He’s the smartest man on your
force, Negley. He knows what he’s
doing. When he says the danger is
over, we’'ll come out.”

Chief Negley shrugged his shoul—
ders helplessly. “What do you think
of this scheme, Mr. Waltham?” he
asked.

Waltham glanced sharply at Cor-
sener and he, too, shrugged. “I think
Eli is a little overwrought, but I'm
willing to go into hiding for twenty-

four hours if he’s so set on it. Cer-|
tain things have been queer. But T

think you’re talking too much, EL.”

“No, I'm not!” contradicted the
banker angrily. *¥m not going to
be silent any longer. I'm going to
talk. T’'m going to tell—7

“Wait, you fool!”’ said Waltham
tersely. “If you want to go through
with this bank vault scheme of
yours, I'm willing, but keep your
mouth shut.” -

HIEF NEGLEY glanced sharply

from one to the other of them.

“Perhaps,” he said softly, *“it
would be a good idea to talk.”

“This isn’t police business I want
him {o Keep quiet about,” Waltham
said coolly. “Nothing nefarious. Mr.
Corsener will feel differently after
he gets over this robbery shock.”

At that moment there was a
knock at the. door. Anxiously: the
banker motiened to it. It was
opened to admit tall, thin-faced
John Claridge. -

“It’s about time you got here,”
Corsener said testily. “You fool,
we'll be killed off like sheep! Why

(Contimued on page 104)
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didn’t you hurry when I called

you?:
“I ecouldn’t simply wa.lk off and

~leave things up in the air for twen-

- ty-four hours,” Claridge said in that
nervous manner of his. “What is
this- scheme —of yours, anyhow?”

HIEF NEGLEY replied for the
banker.
“Myr. Corsener thmks it safer for

you three gentlemen to retire to the
safety deposit vault downstairs un-

til tomorrow, or until such time as
we get word from Simon Stigler
whe is after the main criminal who
is behind all these bloody crimes.
The vault has been fitted up with a
table and comfortable chairs, food
and drink, and three cots for you to

~ sleep on. The ventilating system is
~ working, and there is a communicat-
_ing telephone for your use. We have
promised to put a cordon of police

around the vault, leaving you men
safely locked up untll Stigler brings

- in the arch criminal, or until you
three signify your Wlsh to be re—-

leased.”
“That-is an absurd idea,” Clarldge
said promptly.-

do it,” Corsener declared sourly. “I
don’t know what's behind all this,

but I don’t want to die—and I want

you and Waltham with me until we
- know we're safe.”

“Come on and be a sport, Clar-
idge,” said Waltham.
be something to Eli Corsener s idea at

—— that?

The lawyer capltula’ced The en-
tire group filed down to the vaults
in the basement.

At the entrance to the safe deposit

7 vault, Claridge halted and made a
suggestion.

“Since we're going to all this pre- the vault every fifteen minutes and

caution,” he said acidly, “how about
searching us before we get locked

up together" Who knows——lockedr

cusing each other.
-whole business is mysterious enough
for aenybody to be acecused.” '

~“There might

THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

up like that, we might get to ac-
God knows the

Corsener —scowled at him; but
promptly agreed. Waltham de-
murred, but finally shrugged and
submitted to a casual frisking at the
hands of the pelice chief. Then all

three of them entered the wvault.

After another check on the ventilat-
ing system and the telephone, the
foot treads were removed, and the

_huge circular vault door swung to.
The bolts were shot, and the heavy

wheel controlling the comblnatlon
was spun.

“Whew!” breathed Negley, wiping
his forehead. “Pm glad that’s over
with. Hope they don’t get to bltmg =
at each other.”

Placing a police operative on the

switechboard. and another down in

the basement with a phone headset,
Negley posted a guard of six officers

around the front eof the deposﬂ: |

vault.
~That, with a minor official of

the bank on hand to unlock the —
~ vault if need be, or if the three pris-
oners demanded exit, was all he .

~ could do.
- “Absurd or not, we're going fo

Leaving the bank, Chief Negley -

~went back to the job of mopping

up the final- details of the street
battle that morning. And he drew

a relieved breath for the first time
in weeks.

The larger newspapers of the'

nation were earrymg extras of the

affair,

The Phantom recelved another
wire from the New Yerker who
gigned his name, “Frank,” but it
remained undelivered. - For the
Phantom had disappeared.

At the bank, the police operative
called the three imprisoned men in

got an okay from them. Things re-
mained like this until one minute
after three in the early morning.
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Just sixty seconds after the oper-
ative got an okay from the vault,
the switchboard light from there
flashed, and the vibrater whirred
like a rattlesnake. The operator
clamped on the headset.

A scream sounded in his ears, a
sound that the surrounding officers
~could hear. Then came another
man’s voice—Claridge’s, speaking in
swift accents.

“Let us out of here"’ he called.
“Quick!”

- “Get Chief Negley over here,”
yelled the man with the telephone
to some of the guards. ‘“Open that
vault!” he directed the suddenly
white-faced bank official. “Yes, yes,
we are unlocking the vault,” he

called into the mouthpiece. “What’s

happened ?”’

- But he got no answer. The line
was dead. =

The vault havmg earher been dis-
connected vfrom the time lock device,
was unlocked and the door was be-
- ing tugged wide open as Chief Neg-
ley came tumbling down the stairs.

A weird scene met their gaze.
Leaning against the bank of de-
- posit boxes on one side was Eli Cor-
Sener, president of the bank. His

face was white, his eyes staring in
On the floor lay Thomas{
Waltham, face livid, eyes staring|

horror.

vacantly. His left hand was clawing
at his collar. On one knee beside
the stricken man was John Claridge,
obvmusly attemptmg to render ﬁrst
aid.

~But it seemed apparent at a
glance to the advancing police that
there was no earthly a1d for Thomas
Waltham.

~John Claridge began - explaining.
“Nethmg was wrong, Nothing hap-
pened. About five minutes to three
Waltham complained that he’d
scratched himself somehow, but he
seemed all right until right after

that last call from outside. Then he

K Continued on page 106)
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began to choke and gasp for breath.
I called for help, but—-but he seems

to be dead.”
“Yeah,” snorted Negley, entermg

— “Angd that makes a monkey outa

-whom?”?
Exammatxon showed there was
nothing wrong with the air in the

7 _vault. All three men had eaten and

drunk the same foods and bottled
drinks. It was eerie and ~perplex-
ing. = ,

»HEN Eh Cersener came to hfe

“You did it!” he screamed, shak-
“You
are the man back of all these
crimes! You have arranged all these
deaths. You came to me with your
damn scheme to form the Massey
Peool.

- hundred thousand dellars while you

only put in_ fifty thousand, and
claimed that the other one hundred
and fifty thousand was part of your
share for the services you rendered
- us all in forming the pool. You are

~ the man who dug up that Massey

fellow with hls mventmn of a car-
buretor for a motor car that would

~ run on hydrogen. You—

“Hey, hold everything! s sald Chief

~ Negley, motioning to one of his men-

~to get busy with his shorthand note-

book and -pencil.
John Claridge was still kneeling,

his body blocking  off the body of

- Waltham that lay at his feet. He
was staring at the ‘accusing bank
»pres1dent with strammg eyes, cring-

“I-don’t know what you’re talkmg
about, Corsener,” he said nervously.

“You've gone mad. I never heard of

= Massey Pool. You tricked Wal-
tham and me into getting into this
vault with you. You—”" ' :
“Don’t lie like that!” interrupted
Corsener excitediy. “You know well
— enough who Massey is! You found
~ him—the man who had plans for a

You got us all to put in two
~hundred thousand dollars in a secret

— others!”

 idge.

his coat, Negley!
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-~

motor that would run on hydrogen
gas.” He swung his eyes around to
include the police in his remarks.
“We bought it from him cheaply.

He perfected a carburetor that
would separate water by electrolysis
into oxygen and hydrogen, using
hydrogen for power. You, Claridge
—you - demonstrated the machine
that night months ago in your home.
We all realized what it would mean
if we revealed the secret. It would
ruin the sale of gasoline all over the
world. You were looking for men
with money. You got them—Overby,
president of the Aeme Food Com-
pany; Martin, of Best Welt Shoes;
Creighton who held so much stock
in the Makon Second National Bank
and other banks; Waltham, too—
You got Overby, Martin, Waltham -
and all the rest of us in for twe

pool.” ' —
“Why a secret pool > demanded :
Negley, who had beenhhstenmg m-
tenuy

“Beeause we couldn’t let the car
manufacturers and oil companies

~know about it too soon,” Corsener

said quickly. “And listen to this,
Chief Negley! We all were to share
alike. If one of us died, his two
hundred thousand was to go to the
He glared at John Clar-
“And -you, C}andge, you've
murdered us one by one so you
eould keep the plans and our money
for yourself!” His voice rose. “You

~ damn killer!”

“Wait a minute!” Clarldges voice
suddenly grew strong and command- .
ing, as he waved baek the police
who had started for him. “You are
very clever, Corsener! In fact, you
possess surprisingly complete infor-
mation regarding what has been
going on. Tell me Just how I killed
Waltham?” =

“That scratch he got"’ cried the
bank president excitedly. “Take off

It’s my guess
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you’ll find that a needle—a hypo-
dermic needle—has been stuck into
him. A needle filled with something
so deadly it acted almost instan-
taneously. The autopsy will show!"”

“Al right, Negley,” said Claridge
carelessly “Have your men put the
cuffs on Corsener. There is only
one man could have known about|
that needle. The killer!”

At a nod from Chief Negley, the
hesitating policemen snapped hand-
cuffs on Eli Corsener’s wrists. The
bank president was fuming and

storming as he saw the looks that}

passed between the chief of police
and John Claridge. And a great
light burst upon him.
“You’re not Claridge!” he shouted.
“No. Bubt you know me just the
same.”

“The Phantom!” yelled Corsener.;.

“This is another of your clever
makeup tricks!”?

“The second time you re a good
guesser, Corsener” said the Phan-
tom. “This time you’re right, foo.
John Claridge is safe at home. 1
merely took his place here. 1T was a
little afraid to trust him here. He
isn’t as good an actor as Waltham.”

He touched the body on the floor

with his foot, and grinned down.

- “You can get up now, Waltham.| By
Show’s over. You won’t have to at- | i

tend your own autopsy tonight.”

A scream came from Eli Corsener
and even the hard-boiled police fell
baek, staring with bulging eyes as

the supposed dead man scrambled to |3

his feet and looked about ‘shee‘p-
-ishly. He, too, grinned, but his grin
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rown-into the blood -

was wiped off as he glanced at El
—Corsener. He took one step toward
the man who had wanted to kill
him, but the Phantom’s strong hand
held him back.

“The law will attend to him, Wal-
~ tham,” Van said firmly. “There’s|
~ been ¢enough illegal bloodshed.”
“Whew!” said Chief Negley.

(Continued on page 108)
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that’s what you’ve been doing since
you disappeared. Staging all this.
You didn't let me know all you
were planning to do. But tell me—"
- “Knowing what I did about the
Massey pool, Negley,” Van ex-
~ plained, “something you had no op-
portunity of knowing, but the de-
tails of which you have just heard
- Corsener explain, my investigation
of all those who have been Xkilled,
—aside from those who were shot
down in the robberies, finally nar-
rowed itself down to the three men
in the pool who are still alive. 1
- was at a loss, at first, because the
clue of the blue buttonhole flower
- was so0 cleverly planted on poor,
crippled Henry Boyle that it seemed
to throw suspicion away from any
of the three.
“But as I went further into the
case, always it came back to those
-three. I went after them, one at a

time, without their vaguely guessing

it. Certain things I learned about
.Waltham convinced me that he could
not -possibly be the planner of the
_erimes, or have anything to do with
‘them. As for Claridge—he was too

nervous. and excitable to be a cold=

blooded killer. The night I surrepti-

tiously entered his house and learned -

about the Massey pool, I was given
unquestionable evidence of that.” -

The Phantom smiled a little rem-
iniscently and went on.

“So after the gang clean-up, I
laid my plans to get the man whose
brains had planned for those dead
gangsters. I had more to go on
than  Corsener - could imagine, at
that. It was not merely a wild guess
on my part that made me think an
attempt on Waltham’s life would be
made tonight, in the particular way
it was done. Corsener would have
been astonished if he had known he
had a midnight visitor to his pri-
-vate office in the bank a night or
:two ago~—myself

THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

“You can realize the difficulty of
such a visit, under ordinary circum-
stances. But don’t forget that I was
a rather privileged character around
that bank, quite persona grata with
its president. Little attention, if
any, was paid to my comings and
goings. When the time came, there-
fore, 1 was able to hide myself in
the coat closet in Corsener’s private
office—

The Phantom laughed. -

“Another few inches’ reach -of his
fingers when he took out his hat
would have touched me,” he said.
“It was a break for me that it is
warm weather, and that Corsener

‘keeps his office closet full of a va-

riety of coats for all occasions—
none of which he needed in such
weather. But I will admit it was
a little difficult for me to hide my
big feet behind a golf bag.”

He glanced down ruefully’ at the
heavy brogans he wore in his réle
of Simon Stlgler, shoes that would
never be found in the correct row
of footgear in the closet of Rlchard
Curtis Van Loan.

UT 1mmed1ately Van was deadly
» serious again. His lips tightened

“grimly a moment before he opened

them to speak accusmgly »
“What I found in Corseners oﬁiee

- told me that he was planning mur-

der again—and how it was to be
done! As plainly as if he had left
written explanations beside his mur-
der weapon. For it was a murder

- weapon; a deadly one. In a moment -

you will see it.

“After that discovery, 1 took both
Waltham and Claridge into my con-
fidence—and how they cooperated
you have just seen.”

Again he smiled but it was wryly.

-“If Corsener will think back, he
will remember it was I who first
casually put this vault idea into his
head. But it was a goed scheme,
and he grabbed at it. He must have
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been wondering just how he could]

best put his murder scheme into ef-
fect, and here it was right at his
hand! A chance to get rid of both

Waltham and Claridge in one fell|
swoop. I wanted him to make his|-

murder try in that vault, so that I
would be-sure te be on hand. Other-
wise, should it be tried at some
other time and place of which T had
no knowledge, there would be no
way in which I could have saved
Claridge and Waltham.”

Corsener was glaring at the
Phantom, and murder was again in
the cold eyes of the bank premdent
this time undisguised.

Van reached into a side pocket of

his coat and drew forth an object|

that glittered in the electric light.
It was a hypodermic needle, the
glass container empty, save for a
few drops of some clear liquid.
“Just what I thought,” said the
Phantom “Corsener dropped this
inte my poeket after he thought he
had murdered Waltham with it.

s S .
That’s why he accqsed me, ﬂ}mkmg aniaS RS .('wsa) LF
I was the real Claridge, of being the| seif rting Lichter :
5. o . 1 S Lights cig ette or pipe—in=-
chief criminal. With Waltham and | ganty. Never ills. New princile
all the other members of the Massey | Semnd 25 for sumple gnd Jereo can

- poel dead, and Claridge framed and
perhaps eventually executed for
their murders, then Corsener would
have all the money fo.xf, himself.
“You see, Negley” —Van held up
the little syringe—“this is what I|mm
found in Corsener’s desk that night.
This, and a small vial of a deadly
poison that looked like water. Be-
— cause of my laboratory studies-and
research into various poisens, I was
- able to identify the contents of that
vial, by its smell, and by certain re-
actions when I tested a drop of it.
“T emptied the vial and refilled it,
carefully replacing vial and hypo-
dermic syringe exactly as I had
found them. But I am sure Wal-
tham benefited more by his water
hypo than he would have had the

(Continued on page 110)-

OF MURDER,

Yours [’or ’

10fa Doy}

0 DAYfI?ﬂ" TRAL™S

Positivelythe greatest bargain
ever offered. A. genuine full sized $102.50 oﬂI(:e
model refinished Underwood No. 5 for only $44.90

- (ecash) or on easy terms. Has up—to-date improve-f 5
ments including standard 4-r¢ keg board,
spacer, auvtomatic ribbon Feverse, ift-lock key,
2-color ribbon, ete. The perfect all purpose type-
writer, Completely rebuilt and FULLY GUAR-
ANTEED.

— e — o S R S G G S S TR ane S :

INTERNATIONAL TYPEWRITER EXCHANGE = _
231 West Mogproe St., Chicago, Ili. Dept. 288,
' Se.nd Undemood No 5 (¥, 0. B, Chicago,
days® trial. If T am noc perfeeﬂs satisflied I can
| zeturn it express oolloot 01 heas 1T Willpay $3.00
l a month until I have paid $49. 90 (term price) in full

For guick shipment give references and occupation. l
I Name.:............t....’...'..'. ........... Age. e ; =
[ Address Tessrsevee '.u’un'nnini- ----- ;-Eir--'cvirrq '
Town.......;.....'.:...*....... ........ State. .. oves i l

e et b S it i (et i e St e

I.IGHTS ITSELF
SELLS =

upto $5 a day.

NEW METHOD Mig.Co.
Sole Makers of cam{ue Automatic

o Filint
Box TG 70 Bradford, Pa.. D 8. A

SPEGIAL WORK FﬂR

FASHIDN FROGKS

MARRIED
WOMEN

nptoszainaweekand own dresges Froo. No can-
Write !‘ully givmg age, - dress size.
Dept. CK-1039 GINGIHNATI QHIO

ipletad. mlll’ﬂ!ad-:
T 'I’.?"’ hnﬂ:rkntfotldh
. Stars your

eapped- all 1%&]. a leh School
American Solml. Dwf. H- -758, Direxol at 58th, Chicago_

TakingOrdersFor The NEMROD Line
£ Enmmoge nea;ee?dny inthe year reprezenﬁnz

old

of fast sel)kg necessltles Smp '.!‘Ies
nderwear, —Hosiery.

neoav.s Sweaters, Pants Helts
Shoes, Cover: ans,,

Leathor Ja0 ckets, ‘e ery -item
| Write qullcklu;. ER ng:“gu!ﬁ?miq; UIFMENT. [N
4922-J Lincoin Ave, Chicag0e ilia

lete:
rts,




'_!BEATWIENT mailed on
¥ree Trial. If satxsﬁed
.gsend $1; if not, it’s Free,
‘Write me for your treat-
ment today.

WK STERLIN‘E, 830 Obio Ave., Sidney, Ohio

"Gp ":Chll‘IQ

ORTURE 7/s Quick Way

&, athlete’s foot, scales, rashes, and other externally

skin afflictions, use ~cooling, antiseptic, liquid

n D D, PRESCRIPTION. Easyto use—no fuss—no mess,
Greaseless and stainless. Soothes the irritation and quickly
stops the most intense itching. A 35c¢ trial bottle, at drug stores,
proves it—or money | back. Ask for D. D. D. PRESCRIPTION,

A~ SENSATION!" Serid any !napshot or

dute 1’: in ttﬁsm}\lil onyx-—
Tike Ting with new magnified
setting! Enclose strip-of pa-

per for ring size. Paypostman  (Hand-
plas a few cents postage. If Pamtad

vou send 48c we pay postage. Canadian orders send 250 extra)
cash. Rex Phote mnn Ce., Dept. =D, Bex 847, cmelnnatl 0)

. PHOTO RING

Two Complete Long Book-Length
Mystery Novels by Popular Authors
IN EVERY ISSUE OF

DETECTIVE NOVELS
MAGAZNE

"Naw On Sale mﬁ At AHl Stands

uick: relief from the itching of eczéma, blotches, |

4
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syringe been filled with what Cor-
sener thought he put in-if.

“That Corsener loves the dramatic
and prides himself on his efficiency
is plain. That was his undoing. Fer
when I found nothing incriminating—
in his desk or anywhere else in the
room, I was not surprised. I was
certain that he would lean toward
secret compartments or receptacles
—and I was not mistaken. I found
one cunningly hidden in a desk leg.

“And the whole scheme was plain.
to me. I made my arrangements
with Waltham and Claridge as seon
as I left the bank in the morning.
Which - was easily accomplished.
Merely a matter of casually strolling
out before Corsener arrived.”

“But if all Corsener was inter-
ested in was killing off the others in
this Massey pool,”” Chief Negley
asked, puzzled, “why the tieup with
Frenchie Dubois? The crime school
and all that?”

“That was the eleverest part of
the whole setup,” said the Phan-
tom. “Here is the way I visualize
the thing. Corsener evidently con-
tacted Dubois, and because he must
have had some deadly knowledge to
hold over the gambler’s head, not
only forced the man to do his bid-
ding, but convinced him that the
idea of the crime school was perfect.

“Kspecially when the members of
that erime school were killers who
had been in hiding in various parts
of the country, knowing they were
due for hanging'or the electric chair
as soon as their money was gone.
Corsener had Frenchie collect them,:
as Dubois could, with his knowledge

of the underworld. They were only

toe glad to do Corsener’s bidding—
through Frenchie—in exchange for
protection and part of the spoils of
the robberies in which they partic-
1pated :

“One of the partlcularly smart

BEST FUN, FICTION AND FOTOS In-



: tricks which Corsener must havel

pulled, and obviously he did, was to
- have slight operations performed on
all their faces, so that in a general
~ way they looked alike. Faces may
‘be changed; yes.

those bandits now in the city
morgue correspond with those of
wanted killers—though they would
~_never be recognized by their photo-
— graphs.

“They never knew who Cofsener,
their ‘benefactor’, was. 1 doubt that
even Frenchie himself' ever knew
~ the actual identity of Corsener. 1

believe Dubois told us the truth|

about that, just before he died.”
“What did Corsener get through
this angle?”’ asked Chief Negley.
“TPwo things. First, he must have
received a good share of every bank
robbery and holdup that Dubois’

~gang staged. Second, the apparent}!

- tieup with these crimes and the
men who were murdered afterward
—men who could be thought to be
the planners of the robberies of

their own banks or firms, and who{
had been killed by doublecrossing|

accomplices—was a good- cover-up
~for Corsener. I§ was not until I
found the list of the men who were
members of the Massey Pool and
discovered that three of them had

already been murdered that T un-|

derstood this angle.”
“How about the intended blowing
up of the bank Dubois told us
about?’ Negley asked.  “Corsener
was there himself, wasn’t he??
Van smiled. “Don’t worry, Neg-
ley. He wasn’t really taking any
chances. He was in the back of the

_building in his private office, if you|

~remember. The bomb would have

demolished only the lobby in the'

front!?

The Phantom paused and stood~

_gazing sternly at the man whe had| :
: F VWOODSTOCI( TYPEWRITER €O, WOODHOCK ILL
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(Continued from page 111)
been a master of crime; the man
~who had trained criminals to work
- in such a ruthless fashion that they

even killed each other in order to
protect themselves.
~ “You were smart, Corsener,” he
said. “But not quite smart enough
You gave yourself away on the rob-
~bery that was supposed to take
place here at your- bank. True, they
did go after the armored truck that
was delivering the paycheck money
~—but you had no intention of let-
ting- them rob your bank.: You
didn’t dare risk that, fer it would
have meant y‘our'— losing all you had
hoped to gam The money for the
Massey Pool is here in thls bank
n’t that true?”

“Yes,” said the bank president
sullenly, —

“And that’s why you couldn’t take
the risk of letting the gangsters rob

| |this bank!” said the Phantom.

“You can’t prove it!”’ shouted
Corsener suddenly. “You haven’t
any actual evidence against me. All
that you have said has just been
guess work, Phantom.”

“¥es,” said the Phantom. “But
all the same it has been the truth—
and clever as you are, you have
overlooked some things, Corsener.
Just tiny details but one of them is
going to send you to the chair!”

“What’s that?”’ shouted the bank
president.

“For one thing, your fingerprints
are on this hypodermic needle that
you dropped into my pocket. And
that needle was meant to murder
Waltham! You weren’t wearing
gloves here in the vault and you
could not have wiped off your prints
without me—and Waltham, too—
seeing you do it. And, Corsener,
|those same fingerprints are on the
little flower you so carefully put in
Henry Boyle’s buttonhole. Probably
you didn’t think prints would show
upon anything so fragile, on a

~ “flower that would probably be wilted

before the body was found. But
they did! We've got you, Corsener!

“There are several other little
points which might interest your
analytic mind, too. We'll see what
Dorrie Wellman and Pat Moller
can reveal about your private life,
I already know that you used Mol-
ler, without his suspecting it, as

- your go-between pretty often. That

night we met near Dayton you were
the only one of the three suspects
whose movements were impossible

to check. This morning, here in the

bank, you misdirected me about the
route of the truek.

“But the worst slip you made was
when you said that Henry Boyle
must be the chief criminal because

BEST FUN FICTION AND FOTOS
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‘Corsener.

he wore a flower in his buttonhole.”
The Phantom lashed out the words
swiftly. “That was another fatal
error, Corsener, because yon could
not legitimately have known that
the chief crook wore a flower that
night in Dayton. I never told you

_that!”

Eli Corsener uttered a chokmg
cry and raised his hand to his
mouth. Instantly Van lunged at
him, and caught his wrist, but he
was too late.

“Damn  you, Phantom!” snarled
“T've cheated you after
alilz - o

He grimaced, clut/chmg at his
throat and fell writhing on the floor.

“Get a stomach pump!” directed|

the Phantom swiftly. “You may
save him, but I doubt it. Anyway,
there’s your man, Negley. And let
me get out of here before the news-
paper reporters barge in”

“By the way,” said Chief Neg}ey,
“there’s another wire for you at
Headquarters, Phantom.”

““From ‘Frank’?” demanded Van,
and then as the chief nodded, *T’ll
answer that one
work is through here.”

- “Hey, wait!” the police chlef
called as Van started out of the
bank. “You haven’t given us a

~chance to even thank you—"

But the Phantom was gone. He
knew that somewhere even now
gome other sinister forces were
weaving their web of crime, that
perhaps that wire from Frank Ha-
vens might be calling him again
into battle against some other dia-
bolical brain who moved the grisly
pawn called murder across the vast
chessboard of hfef

e

NEXT MONTH ,
The Phantom in

DEATH GLOW

7 The bank president ||
‘had quickly swallowed something. -
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- age = 1 Kalamazoo Stove & Furnace Company
[ See this New Combination VEIectrlc, Coal and Wood Range = A0S Rochis Avene, Kolathizoo, MicH
F B Dear Sirs: Send FREE FACTORY CATALOG.
B Check articles in which you are interested:
B [ Combination Gas, Coal and Wood Ranges [J Gas Ranges
¥ O Coal and Wood Ranges £l Coal and Wood Heaters
. § -0 Combination Electric and Coal-Wood Ranges O Oil Ranges
§ [0il Heaters [ Furnaces
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