A THRILLING
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A FULL-LENGTH NOVEL
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300
OTHER
PRIZES

BOYS, EARNTHIS

SPEEDY

SILVER KING

BICYCLE

Comes to you with

BLAST HORNLITE
SHOCK ABSORBERS
PLATFORM CARRIER
COASTER BRAKE
BALLOON TIRES
DOUBLE-BAR FRAME
STEERING-GEAR LOCK

Mail Coupon
to Get
Prize Book

OH, BOY! Here's the bicycle for you. Beautiful aluminum alloy
frame, fully streamlined, glistens like polished silver. Built low 5
for speed and safety. Foolproof lock built in steering head. Cushioned
balloon tires, giving a smooth ‘‘air-flo’’ ride. A bike that will make
your chums sit up and take notice.
Wow, what a thrill you’ll get when you
flash down the street.

Earn this wonderful bike for your own.
Or, take any of 300 other big prizes, includ-
ing typewriter, movie machine, athletic
equipment, gold watches. Make MONEY, <
besides. It’s easy. In your spare time just deliver our popular magaZines
to customers whom you obtain in your neighborhood. Some boys earn
a prize such as a model airplane or compo-pearl knife the first day. Mail
the coupon now to get started. State your age.

IWISH I HAD SOME HERE'S My , |{BRING A 2
SPENDING cHAnCE! || “MAGAZIN
° 5? MONEY % m;g:;;gs_] R reve
N o =7 b

Mr. Jim Thayer, Dept. 853
The Crowell Publishing Co., Springfield, Ohio

Dear Jim: Send me a Prize Book and start me making MONEY
and earning PRIZES.

Name. Age.

Address

300 Prizes

City. State.
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N-Apply at Once!

If You Want a Remarkable, Chance to

MAKE *

o *45.00

INA
WEEK

Running Your Own Local Coffee Agency

Over 300 more men will be given the op; ortunit ut
once to run fine-paying Coffee Agencies
jown home loealities. A remarkable chance to make up
to $45.00 in a week starting immediately. No experi-
ence needed. This company will gend you everything
you need, gwe m all the help you require;, and back
g:u up with roven successful plans. A chance to
independent, work as you please, and make more
than just a modest living.

Limited Number of New Openmgs

If you want to know whether there is an opeming for

Yyou in your own or nearby locality, mail the Applica-
tion 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
Agency Plan. You don’t send a penny—just mail the
Application. No obligation—you decide after you
;gad the plan. Don’t delay. Send your Application at

Operate Right From Your

Own Home
Everybody uses Coffee, T 8 Flavoring Hx-
tracts, anyd many otheeei- dg’fy lﬁ:gess'éhold neceé‘sltles-
They must buy these things. All you need do is yisit

your regular customers in your locality, supply their
needs and pocket your fine profits. M. C. Ebert, Pa.,
reported $68.20 clear mﬂt in a Olseny

N, Y., $70.85 in a week; W. J. Way, Kshsau. with ug
D years, $19.10 in one da'.v. Mrs: H. H. Hosick, Nebr.y
$41.73 her very first week; Mrs. Ella Ehrlicher, Mo.;
with us over 6 years, in one week. J. W. Wil~
Ioughy, Okla., $48 his week, These exceptional
earningg show ymcr ossibilities. Brand new Ford
Tudor Sedans, © .00 cash if preterred. are given
pmdl':lzm as-a bonnl in addition fo thelr own cash
earnings.

mdﬂutlfYﬂurlountyISOpen

3 sﬁ out mm !:'he Apﬁaﬂﬁ‘- I merely
3 dmt!mt you would consi 8 per<

ruming
manent, highly profitable-Coffee Agency in your loaua
ity if we have an opering for you. We will write ta
1et you know if we have gn opening, and will give you
eomplete detailg about this exceptionally fine oppor-
tunity. Then you can decide for yourself whether the

" money-making possibilities look good fo you. Don’t

delay—rush the Application at once.

: ALBERT ml.s. President
9241 Monmouth Avenue Mnn.ﬂ. Ohid

r e =

COFFEE AGENCY APPLICATION

|
l
|
|
!
o

Name. covosorsesanssessnoscsces

®

Mark with an “X*
pays up to
latest model Ford Tudor Sedan.
Mark “X” before your choice.

[1 $500 CASH BONUS

CAN YOU START AT ONCE?

® @ ®

RUSHI Tear Out and Mail at Once to

i

WRITE YOUR FULL NAME AND ADDRESS HERE:

(State whether Mr, Mrs or sts)

AGATOSE.cociisenssrvorsnvisosToosssasoisnsssosssasssassssirtsssssnsesnsesiossssssessstnssses st

CIY INT - SEe . vinces s s vensasvisinss ssvi s i s essivir s soiihissii s stadoistones vouinloig

HOW MUCH TIME CAN YOU DEVOTE TO COFFEE AGENCY?
O ¥ULL TIME
Full time pays np to $30 eel;k'owm 8 week. Part time, either during the day or evenings,

STATE WHICH BONUS YOU PREFER—CASH OR FORD AUTOMOBILE

In addition to their cash earnings, we offer producers a cash bonus of $500.00 or brand-new,
State which you prefer if you decide to accept our offer.

Mark with an “X”
If you cannot start at once, state about when you will be able to start................—.....}...;

i AR o Do Bt e i b sevens e R R A R Y R AR

ALBERT MILLS, Presideat, 9241 Monmouth Ave., Cmcnmah.ﬁ.

............. ssssrsessesiosscssenses s

{0 PART TIME

0 LATEST MODEL FORD TUDOR SEDAN

OYES [ONO

s stse BAGLATI HASOCY SEIEMNS NEDRIN MMy o WISLRS TGRS TAORIR) WXL TN QT St LSS




e EVERY STORY BRAND-NEW e
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Vol XXV, No,1__ FEBRUARY, 1939 Price 10¢
Featuring the World’s Greatest Sleuth
' in '

A Full Book-Length Novel

“THE WEB OF MURDER
By ROBERT WALLACE

Taken from the Case-book of Rlchard Curtis Van Loan
> (Profnsely Illus(:rated)

The Phantom Haurls Body and Brain into a Maelstrom of Death-
Laden Mystery When Evil Forces Smash a City’s Peace and
Establish a Grim Reign of Terror! A Criminal Master Brain
Weaves a Sinister Mesh of Death Baited to Cathz Human Fhes——

and Challenges the Might of Law!.........c.iiviveveieavins. s 19
- GRIPPING SHORT S TORIES
SIGNATURE TO MURDER = Edwin Balrd 100

Nordon Luce Planned a Perfect Cnmeb—-but Fate Took a Hand

GOLD BRICK . . . s Henry S. Lewis 103

Kane Sold Himself One When He Tried to Escape from Prison!

AND

THE PHANTOM SPEAKS . . . . . A Department 6
= Join FRIENDS OF THE PHANTOM! Coupon on Page 17

Pnblished mmthly by_Standard Magazines, Ino,, 22 West 48th Street, New York, N. Y. Entlre eontents eovyr}ghtod 1888,

by Standard Magasines, Inc, SubSeription yearly, ‘1 20; single ecmies, 5 fomm and Canad nostage Entered as
second-class matter November 10, 1933, at the post effice at New York, _under Act of ](ard: 3, 173
Names of all characters used in stories and semi-fiction articles -are ﬂctitxous If the name of any vins

person or existing institution is used, it is a coineldenes. Manuscripts ‘must ‘be accompanied by self-addressed,
stamped envelopes, and are submitted at the author’s rigk, —

Read our companion magazines: Thrilling De!actlve Thrilling Adventures, Thrillhu Ranch Storles, Thrilling Wonder Storles,
Thritling Mystery,. Thriling Sports, Thrilli estern, 'nﬂl nng Sky Fighters, The Lonoe Eagle, Evervilay Astrology, West,
Pepular Sports Magazine, Popular Duocﬁvc Powl:r Lm epular Western, Masked Rider Western luazllo. TexXas Ram
@<Men, Range Riders, Detective Nevels Magazine, Strange Stories, Black Book metlvo Magazine, and Startling Sterles,
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TRAPPED IN THE PATH OF BI.IND DEATI'I ;

North Dakota Farmer Fcces Doom,
Pinned Beneath Disabled Truck

0 “I was coming home from town one night with a load of coal on my farm
truck,” writes Jalmer Krapu, of La Moure, N. D “when, a few feet from the
top of a steep hill, a front wheel came o

9 “In the tool box, I found an old flashlight I badn’t used for
s months and was surprised to find it gave a strong light. I got out the
g jack and some other tools, then carefully put out the light to save
L | the juice till I needed it more, and laid the flashlight on the road. My
| headlights ran on the magneto and so had gone out when I stopped.

© 1hed the jack al-
most to its full height
when it slipped, the
axle crashed down to
the road again, pin-
ning my arm beneath
it. As I lay there helpless in the dark with my hmd agamst
the road, I heard a car coming, - :

“Inafewsecondshewouldbeoverthectestofthe
hill and roaring down on me. I 5a2 to warn him before
he reached the hill top...or it would be too late! I was
square in the middle of the road, and death was on its way
essCertainly for me, perhaps for others, too.

@ 1 thoughit of the flashlight Iying there on the road ..
but I couldn’t reach it! I stretched out toward it as far as
I could, managed to touch it with the toe of one foot. I
thought my arm under that axle would break as I strained
for the light and finally kicked it to where I could reach
it with my left hand, snap on the light and wave it above
the crest of the hill to warn the appreaching driver..

6 *“Those fresb DATED ‘Eveready’ batteries
rescued me from as desperate a trap asa man
could be caught in. Thanks only to them I
got off with only a lame arm when my num-
ber seemed to be up.

(Signed) V ; = /j i =

FRESH BATTERIES LAST LONGER... 5./ 4o+ 74 DATE-LIN®

leloull CARBON COMPANY, INC., 30 EAST 42nd STREET, NEW YORK, N. Y.
UmdUthchE]MCamCm?nrm



of AI.L the
Identlflcation Bureaus
~ of America!

Send for complete list of over 600 Bureaus where our
graduates have been placed in godd positions as

FINGERPRINT EXPERTS

Then write the nearest Bureau and learn what our
~¢raduates think of us!

‘We have space here to list only a FEW of these more than
ﬂQo mshtntxons. 8o be sure to gend for the complete list!

State of Idaho Trenton, N. J.
State ol Colorado Detroit, Mich,
State of Iowa E} Paso, Tex.
State of Utah ch tady, N. Y.
State of Ohio Beran
ass,
X % van:
Beattlo, Wash, Birmirghan, Als.
o, Was| 2.
a, Neb. €olumbus, Ohio
Moines, Ta, Galveston, Tex,
Montreal, Can. ouston, Tex.
Cedar Rapids, Towa Windsor, Ont.
Elgin, 111 Pueblo, Oolo
Svracuge, N. Y. Balt Lake City, Utah
Tampa, Fla. Atlantic Clw N. J.

i Long Beach, C Bi City, 1
= St. i Rebets T
Michigan Lansing, Mich, cxevehnd. Ohio

Btate of

State of Washington Burlmg:on. Ia. gpdmne_ .sh
State of Massachusetis Erie, P 'ort Worth, Tex,
State of Illinois Okh.homa. City, Oklas, Shreveport, La.

de% t‘t’;re gaduum on regular salaries—and new
Wonderful Opportunity for TRAINED MEN
. in This Young, Fast Growing Profession
of towns in America, three-fourths are ngm

Of the thousands. o
without jdentification bureaus, Many more are bound to come}
#pells OPPORTUNITY. But {nu must be READY! It's easy to

master this professhn that combines thrills with personal safety, AND
the security of & gteady income. We show you HOW—just as we hava
already shown the hundreds who now hold good pay positions.

FREE' The Conﬂdenﬁal Reports Opmcor
88 Made to His Chief
Just rush coupon! Follow \‘.h ODerat.ors excldng hunt for a
murderous gang.- Also, ge "Th e Book of Crime,” show-
ing the wonderful pormnmes the ﬁeld -of l‘inger Prints and
Crime Detection. Take your first step TODAY a steady
and Mail NOW!

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
1920 Summido Avenue Dept. 7962 -~ Chlcago

——-———--------—-------F‘

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
§ 1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dest. 7962, “Chicage l
s Gentlemen: With no- ohhgation my part,
dential Reports of Operator No, 38, also uhxsmu.od "Blue ook |
Crime,”” “complete- 1ist -of bureaus emp:
' together with your ]ow prices and Easy Terms on'er. {Literature
ONLY persons stating their age.)

- - -

.Name T S T R S O e e PR R TR S e

l AU o it ass seaniissartresvisvasess A0 sasoess

e e e D W RS Y 0T oo 6o IT e B0 D S e e e ke of o
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THE
PHANTOM
SPEAKS

= S THE hotel orchestra concluded
its number, from a small balcony
high above one wall of the ball-
room, a spotlight lanced downward. It
settled on the silvery-haired Mayor of
Palm Beach, who now stood before the
m1crophone.

“Ladies and gentlemen, the Mayor began in
a deeply resonant voice, *'T have the privilege—"

He broke off as the spotlight abruptly shifted
away from him, leaving the platform in semi-
darkness. The circle of light centered on an
adjacent white wall, A ¢ a%Iantlc shadowy figure -
now shimmered on that w Greatly magnified,
it was the figure of a helmeted, gauntleted;
Ieather—clad man. And, sinuously coiled around
the man’s form was a huge snake, a water
moecasin, its triangular head swaying evilly.

The leather-clad man could be enly one grim
personage—the King of the Everglades! His
appcgar ance meant but one thing—someone had
to die!

Meet the nation’s mest diabolical - murder
monarch, the King of the Everglades, in next
month’s exciting complete book-length novel,
THE CHAIN OF DEATH. A watlord of crime
inaugurates a campaign of sudden slaughter and
lawless carnage. The centurys greatest crimes
form a sinister chain—and it’s up to me to break
the weakest link in THE CHAIN OF DEATH,
a novel packed with dynamite thrillst

Cash Prize Contest

Our fourth cash prize title contest, announced
in the October issue, is now closed. Thousands
of readers competed and their entries were all
interesting.
~ The contest was based on an untitled short
story. by Charles 5. Strong. Contestants were
asked to read this story, to title it, and to write
a short statement giving their opinion of THE
PHANTOM DETECTIVE. The winners are:

ChFIBSTEPBIZED(sm)W 3

by Mrs. arles Hugene Doss, 77 Virginia

W D W e foe the tins T By
“FRER PASSAGE

L. T Boceht, Box. 25, Masonville, T

b B S Box ason

wio-hy for the title - = "'
“HOT SEAT TICKET”

THIRD PRIZH ($5)
won by Malcolm Blackwood, 1117 W. Pleasant St..
Portage, Wis., for the title
"STRIUI‘LY TO THR POINT”
{Concluded on page 10)

i
™A



it. read it, see how clear and easy it utounderxta.nd—-
I make I Radio at

home, Men
Radio or electrical knowledge become Radio

Experts, earn more money than ever ss & resuit of my
Training.

J. E, Smith, President
National Radio Institute
Established 1914

Get Ready Now for Jobs l.ikc These
Radio broad ions employ mators,
stahm managers end pay up to 85.000 a year.

Radlo sets in spare time pays many $200 to sm a year
—full time jobs with Badm jobbers, manufacturers nd
dealers &s much as , $50, $75 a dl:eok Many Rad

open tull or
businesses. Radio mann!aauters and jobbers employ
inspectors, foreman engineers, servicemen, and
o $6,000 a year. DO’
Radio, loud maker systenl are - newer
fields wrclnc good opportunities and for

future.  Television
goon. Men I trained have

tastars.
pay up
COmMMEre;

Vlhy Many RadiolExperts Make
$30, $50,$75 a Week

Radio is young—yet it’s one of our large industries,
More than 28,000,000 homes have one or more Radios.
There are more Badios than telephones. Every yeat mil-
lions of Radios get out of d are replaced. -
lions more need new tubes, repairs. Ovu- $50,000,000
are spent every year for Radio repairs alone. Over 5,000,-
000 auto Radios are in use; more ars ansoldevm

profit-making opportunities for Radio
And RADIO IS BTILL YOUNG, GB.OWEN

the Co.. expanding into new flelds. The few hundred $30, $50, $75
for thefr four  stoi — & week jobs of 20 years ago have grown to thousand:
JAMES E. RYAN, Yes, Radio offers opportunities—now and for the mm:'x

uui{.’-an s%z:o. $15a Wook Extra

Thedn mon.)ifnddl’ugns?og?uhr - , I
Extra Money Jo! eets; show you how to
dolhdiaropmjobs. mmghmymmmmzlmd

directions that made good ti
4200 to $500—for Imnd.md:. while i'::r!l,mm. =

How You Get Practical erience
While l.oarnmngp
lsmdmmeciﬂkuﬂnmlpmmt show you haw to
build illustrating un

broad mt stations and loud. ker installati
-CDGI 1ations, Thi.!

50 50 method of

: d . ons a.ud
n home es cal, AISO
GIVE YOU AP MODERN, PROFES:! ALL~

GOOD FOR BOTH

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 0B09

Mr. Smith: Withous
about the spars

and repair'

64 PAGE BOOK
SAMPLE LESSON

National Radio Institute, Washington, D. O.

¥/ 4 J'bows /Io»' / 7rain Yoa
af Home in Your Spare lirme fora

IN RADIO

UMENT ¢

INSTR o help you make
Radios while leu.mlng and emnp you with
instrument for full time jobs after

:""“:Ie&&!

Money Back Agreement Protects You

I am so surs I can frain you to-your satisfaction
- I agree in writing to refund every penny you pay me
you are not ed with my Lessons and
Bervice whef you finish, Amd&hur«uﬁ
cmnnwuhmlh'nm

Find Out What Radio Offers You
Act Today. Mail the coupon now for sample lesson and
64-ptxe book. They’re free to any fellow over 16 years
old. point out lhdios and full time
es and those Tekvlsim; tell abous
in Radio a

elovill
from men ¥ trained, telllng what they are doing and
earning. Find out what Radio offers YOU! MAIl
alope, NOWT

COUPON in an env or paste on &

J. E. Bmith, President, Dept. 9800
National Radio Institute, Washington, D. Oy

FREE .

Th

toBETTER PAY

2FR




MYSTERY INVENTION

Keeps Hands, Feet,
Ears, Body

\(((

‘\\‘kt

i

(G

{

(

Pays YOU Up To 205% Profit!

What’s this? KUMFY WARMER ! An amazing, breath-
taking mystery invention with a market running into
the millions. The invention that brings portable heat,
in convenient form and at low eost, to everyone—that -
makes it unnecessary to be cold or uncomfortable in
epol weather, It’s new—it’s sensational—and in a short
time it will be in as universal use as stoves and fur-
naces. With a Kumfy on your person you keep cozily
warm even on the m!dest below-zerg, days. Carry in-
hand or x:ockeb—shp in glove, sock, stocking, shoe or
boot, or hang inside elothing. Kumfy’s gentle, constant,
abmhzte]y SAFE heat warms your blood and keeps you
comfortable all over — helps protect health against
<hills, colds and pneumonia, Just like carrying a com=-
forting stove with you—yet Kumfy is popular priced,
weighs only about 5 ounces, and is small enough to put

in a vest pocket.

ABSOLUTELY SAFE—NO FLAME
Just Comfortable Warmth for 12 Hours

The Kumfy Warmer works like a c’harmS It fascmates
Dramatic demonstration SELLS IT ON

everybody !
SIGHT |- This sensational invention is made possible by
that amazing mystery of seience, the Platinum Catalyst,
- which creates heat WITHOUT A FLAME. Takes only
10 seconds to warm up— STAYS WARM MANY
HOURS at a time. The Platinum Catalyst is not con-
sumed—it lasts for YEARS of constant service, Kumfy
‘Warmer has no moving parts—nothing to get out of
order—nothing to wear out—nothing to

Get The Big Profit News NOW

THIS 1S A WINNER! If you’re prépared to tackle
undreds and thousands of

the job of takmg orders for h
rush €oupon below for complete

Kumfy Warmi
details, FREE SAMPLE OFFER, andgg- profit news.
women who

Inquiries invited from ambitious men
are not afraid of brg money—who can handle exclisive

territories on a big scale. Whatever you do, don’t lose
time. This is a “natural.” Rush Goupon and learn how
youcanget YOUR SHABE ofthe big proﬁts Act NOW!

__........___..___.___._...]

Wit Wit —renoly by oz [ RUSH COUPON FOR FRE DETALS

Kumfy Warmer sells to EVERYONE instead of just a lnilted
licemen walking uxei.r beats or direct-
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{
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Mailmen covering their routes—pol
ing traffic—school children trudging fram home to school and
Again—truck drivers and ]ggnvery i s bays, and ’ Dept. 8-2300, cmcinntl Oblo. l
ﬂr bg‘khfh:.ﬁh on patients or cust.okrilgs;hmewivee starting I KUMFY WARMER, '
S duftes pefore o= le warm, - or Yo T Please” rush me FREB SAMPLE OFFER, complete
mﬂzu‘ﬁ:m cold mﬁ%ﬂﬁe&%oﬁ? :heci:r:horep—mmgm details sbout tlie Kumfy Warmers, and explain how I
t cars or autos—in fact amost everybody “the I can make Big Profits as your represmtafxvo. - l
can be- the one to supply the demand myonr ten-itmwiﬂx = = = l
l NaNG, cocrsrsrsrarsirasrsassorsirisevesssisssasescases

¥M¢ ﬁt——w to 203 &l;mem on every Kumfy sold there. Fill out and
&e coupon BIG: = I 2
Aad

KUMFY WARMER y =
Dept. $-2309 Cincinnati, Ohio l.“‘i'.‘_';'_":'_;:".::_"'_:;;_;":‘.’:."..:'_.lf




Already booming, Diesel is repeating the spec.
tacular growth of the automobile industry right over
?agam - thousands of “top” men are there because
they “got in on the ground floor” . .. when that in.
dustry was new and growing by leaps and bounds.
Now it is the Diesel industry that offers YOU exactly
the same kind of an opportunity.

WHAT ARE YQU‘ GOING TO DO
ABOUT YOUR DIESEL cam&‘ :
Get full information on a training plan designed’
to fit you to get ahead and make money as a Diesel en-»
gineer . . ; training you can get - no matter where you
live. Send the coupon NOW.

" Please send'me free new issue of “March of Diesel”
booklet and information on Hemphill Diesel train-
ing. (This information intended onlyformenbe-‘
tweealsanddﬁ}

="Ave; NEW YORK, 31-31 . —AGE__. =
"TROIT, 2348 W. Lafayétte:- = 1§

. STATE. m-33-t §
‘Send This Coupen to Nearest Address Shown At Left




[MIND POWER
YA FREE BOOK

Develop yoir personal, creative power! Awaken the
silent, sleeping forces in your own-consciousness,
Become Master of yout own life. Push aside all ob-
stacles with a new energy you have overlooked.
The Rosicrucians know how, and will help zou ap-
Kly the greatest of all powers in man's control. Create
alth and abundance for yourself. ‘Write for Free
book, “The Secret Heritage.™ It tells how you may re«
ceive these teachings for study and use. It means the
dawn of & new day for you. &dm Seribe YIT, -

The Rosicrucians
Sax Josa ~AMORC— CALIPORNIA

are NOT a pell

- WANTED AT ONCE!
5 Mother, Home, Lov
Patriolle, Sacred,
1 Comic or any subject.
Don’t. delay — send
for ed

us original po tod immediate consideration.
RICHARD BROS. 74 Woods. Bidg. GHICAGO, ILLINOIS

| hé Got

will pa
QOINS, Bitss and STAMPS

for 5 111 s
~ 8 .00 FGRX A DIMEY
asus'». Hﬁ‘b&ﬁé&%ﬁam (not Buffalo) ¢
other amazing prices for coins, 4c for

1lustrated Coin Folder further particulars.. It may
mnean mach profit

to you. Write today to.
., FORT WORTH, TEXA
Eumbn, (S vl e four woury

[ High School Course

at Home

H. 5, texta mpohel o

completed. gle subs

your ’t b'a‘l‘z':s:

new. mBuneﬁn - graduate. Start yous
£ on reauest. No e

0o], Dent. H-258. Drexel. at 58th. Chlcass

10 =

PHANTOM DETECTIVE

) 22 West 48th Street

New York City

I wish to join the FRIENDS
OF THE PHANTOM. 1
promise to uphold the laws
: of the nation and do all in
my power to aid in their enforcement.

THE

Name..

Address.

City.

State. AGE.insnseinon SCEorsrissossorrins

Encloge a self-addressed stamped envelope if
a membership eard is desired. :

TO OBTAIN THE PHANTOM EMBLEM, our
offictal insignia, enclose the name-strip THE
PHANTOM DETECTIVE from the cover of thig
magazine plus ten cents in stamps or coin,

NortE: If you do not enclose the name-strip, send
15¢ in stamps or coin. This nominal charge is made
merely to cover our expense in mailing this valuable
bronze badge.

—F} If already a member, check here

2-39

THE PHANTOM SPEAKS
(Concluded from page 6) .
Excerpts from the winning letters follow:

My husband and I both Jike THE PHANTOM
 DETECTIVE because it holds the interest until
the very last page.—Mrs. Doss. E

Your magazine is clean and just the thing for
_red-corpuscied people.—L. T, Brecht.

I think a magazine having one long novel and
a couple of shorts is swell. I have read THE
PHANTOM DETECTIVE sincé it was first pub-
lished and look forward to every issue.—Malcolm

-| Blackwood.

Thanks to all the contestants for their swell
titles and letters! I'd like to list every one of
you—but here are the names of just a few who
are awarded honorable mention: :

R. Cooperider, Pleasantville, O.; Annabelle
Oliver, Perry, Ffa.; Jerry Burke, Burley, Idaho;
Carroll Van Court, Los Angeles; C. B. Thompson,
Lexington, Ky.; Gruver Davis, Springfield, O.;
John Ziarniak, Buffalo, N.- ¥.; W. S. Kissock, -
Ozark, Mo.; Tony Orlando, Manila, P, I.; Millard
1 H. Kelly, ﬁaItimore, Md:; John B. Nickodemski

Meriden, Ct.; Glenn Douglas, Salinas, Cal.; Miss
Camille Synnott, New York City; and Mrs. Tda

B. Barnes, Angleton, Tex. s
| There are more contests to come—watch for
them!l - :

If you haven't yet joined, become a member
of FRIENDS OF THE PHANTOM now. No
dues. No fees. All we ask is your loyalty to
the law. Clip, sign and mail the coupon today!
Ant‘i everybody, remember to keep those letters
rolling in. Please let me know how you like -

| this issue. You will note that we give you an
| especially long novel this time—plus two short

short stories. Let me know whether you like
this policy, or whether you would prefer a
shorter novel and some longer short stories,

Thank you! —THE PHANTOM.




Plan Your Future
Choose Your Field NOW For Success

Willyoumasterfateorwﬂlfatemasteryou? That’s a question deserving
your honest answer. ..right now! Actually it is largely up to you. Youcando
- with Life almost what you will. LaSalle will help you establish yourself for
teal success by providing you with the comprehensive, specialized fraining
s forwhlchltxssofamous.Choeseyourﬁeld...mw!Checkthecoupon
below for the free baoklet you want us to send you. It can be yourﬁrst step
toward assured success.

tramed executives is growing rapidly. We train you

thoroughly at homein your sparetime for every typeof
- opporiunlh es .n execultllgve work—t yyou eprmcxplwandpracnoa
: Traﬁ]c Man ement sedt})y our most successful bé:g;)e:; tl;? aand help
evelop your m emen’ —by
The field of Traffic Managementoﬁersreg opportunity Enn: 24 executives, -
to the man who knows. Spare time study and the thh the aid Of
to succeed have pushed scores of Traffic employees— =

up the ladder to financial success.Many LaSalle-trained Become ﬂn

traffic managers—in the railroad, truck and industrial

field—now command salaries of $3,000.00 to $5.000.00 Expert Accountant -

2 year—and better. Investigate. Find out how you can
qualify for these higher positions through LaSalle home=
study and guidance.

Law for Business Success

And it isn’t nec to practice law to get this
Success. In fact probably most of the men who study
1aw today have no idea-of taking the bar examination
or becoming want law training to help
thextn master men and s:tuat:ons in business. You know
(1) the man mth legal training is 2 leader—not
a follower.
- {2) legal training keens your mind—clears away
: the problems that stump the ordinary fellow
.- —and makes you master instead of man. :
- (3) knowledge of lawmmphﬁesthecomphcatwns
= of executive work.
(%) Many top executive places are filled by men
z who have studied law.
No matter whether you are in a big corporationor a
small business—in a city or a little town—a practical
knowledge of law can hardly fail to be of real and
vital help to you in making a more successful career.
in every state in the union you’ll find law-trained
men who came up through LaSalle. What others have
done, dyou can do.
LaSalle offers either a full law course Jeading to
LL. B. or a shorter business law training—whichever

you prefer. All text material, including valuable 14-'/

volume Law Library. Trammg comprises the most
effective features of modern law instruction.

Executive Training

Executives who are efficient managers command re-
“sponsible positiens and good incomes. And the need for

The Profession That Pa“ii;‘

‘The demand for-skilled men who really
know their business—ig increasing rapidly. New state
and federal legislation requires mu::h more, and more
efficient accounting from -big and small. Cor-
porationsare in constant need of expert counsel in mat-
tm's relating to_Auditing, Cost Accounting, Business
Law, Organizationy ement, Finance, Men who
Erove their quahﬁmtiona in this important branch of
usiness are rapidly promoted torespons:ble executive
positions—given an op; oogan‘.amt eal salaries.
The range is from $2, $10,000 00 a y&r—evm
to higher income %ux
Under the LaSal Prob!em Method you can at home
acquire a thoro understan
master its fundamental

= gchc application of these ples—this thhout
: an hcgr of work ora doﬁar otp pay. -

will be under the direct supervision of

a staff of legal, organization and mana 5ement sm

lsts, buslﬂ%s emclenc engmws and
A ¥
m“nnwy

Prehmmaryknowledgeof bookkeep
We train you from the ground up, or, om where you
NOW are, g to your individual n

- Mr. Salesman: What’s Wrong?

Why aren’t you mkmg more sales—more money? Is
you—or your proposition? Chedf up ﬁrst on y
Other men—no than you—have found their
earnings ump and stay when they trained with
LaSalle. Literally thousands of mm—-man{ of them
years at the game—have eir sales volume

increased th
and earnings through ‘home study with LaSalle
ance. Sound—practical—usable—right from fiek
perience. Frain for top-notch production with

LASALLE EXT ENSION UNIVERSITY » °?§§%’:?r’f%ﬁ"°‘ Dept.2329-R.Chicago o

or obligation to me—about -
ties and your success training in the business dlhavechecked m

¥ would like to have your special booklet—without
opportuni

}'ngher Accountancy O Commercial Law i J-Business Engusn
O Law ree of LL.B. u ) Bookkeeping 1 Busi enco
E 'l‘taﬁc sanngemexi‘ : g f G <A, mlﬂng = neaxing
alesmanship' 1 uﬁtl‘i anagement |
D Busi Ma i DX Foremanship e = =
Name. : Age.
Position_ Address
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YOU CAN PLAY
"THE MEI.ODY OF SWANEE R

Thausands Now Play Wio
Never Thought They Could

Surprised
¥'riends
I want to say that
my friends are
surprised at
the different picces
I can already play.
I am very happy to
have chosen your
method of learning.
*B. F., Bronx, N. Y,

Learned Quiekly
at Home

I didn’t dream 1

could actually learn

- to play without a

teacher. Now when

I play for ﬁop!e

hard}y 1eve

that I Jearned fo

:Jhlzy 80 well in so

rt a time.
*H. C. 8., Calif.

Best Method
by Far
Enclosed is my last
examination sheet
for my course in
Tenor Banjo. This
completes my course.

- I have taken lessons
before under teach-
ers, but my instruc-
tions with you were

: 3 by far the

*A. O, Minn.
# Actual p«yas' names on request,
Piotures by professional models.

SEE HOW EASY ITIS!

® TLook at the diagram above. The first note Is “E”. That’s
the white key to the right of the two black keys mear the
middle of the piano keyboard. The next note “D, one note
lower, is the next white key to the left a.nd simihr ; the
next note, ““C’’, is the mnext white key to the left thlt
one. The following three notes are simply a repetition of
the first three and there you are, actually ph:in. the
familiar melody of “Swanee River”,

That’s the modern way to learn music: you learn to play by
playing. No tedious study and practice. This shortcut method
starts you on a real tune in your very first lesson. After a few
weeks, you'll be able to read the notes off like a regular
musieian. Soon you are able to play scores of familiar favorites
and new hits at sight. And that applies to any instrument:
violin, guitar, accordion, saxophone, whichever you want to
learn. It takes only a few minutes a day, costs only a few
cents a lesson,

Here’s Free Proof—

Ywiustnn’tmﬂuhwemnfsummmwmm
demonstration

for the free d
hwit.tctuanyworks. N no md:lngfotthoﬂm-
stration lesson. - You'll also reced 2 3 n .nnm that
‘or yourself why over 700,000 le all over

tbeworldluvet en Up music this easy way, Just mail ocmmm—
today. (Note: Instruments supplied when demred cash _or
Address U, s School of Muslc, 2042 Brunswick Bldg., New Yotk. N,

Established 1898—Our Forty-first Year

SEND FOR FREE DEMONSTRATION LBSSON,

U. 8. School of Muslo, 2942 Brunswick Bldg., New York, N. Y.

!
} ;}Voi;.haut cost or obligation to me, please send me your free illustrated l
klet and Demonstration Fesson, showing how I ean learn st home
] to pisy the instrument checked below. (Do you have mmnmam. 5} '
} Piano Saxophone Mandelin Clarlnet Ukulele l
Vielin Cello Trombone Flute Organ
} Guitar Ha\n.l!an Cornet _ Plceolo Modorn Efomen- |
Piano Accordioh  Guitar Trumpet Drums and  tary Harmony
| Plain Accordion Banje Harp Traps  Voico Culture |
1 Name. .. :
Address. .
] = - ]
G R T s T .l

o ommt e et Ve et et Sl St St o St G Yot s i w29 W
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Mr. Mattingly & Mr., Moore
spin a tale of finer whiskey!

“Oh, Mr, Mattingly, :
Oh, Mr. Mattingly, ‘ :

How can we retain our /

native modesty ...

“When folks holler from the
tree-tops:
‘M & M is really THE tops _
For its mellow flavor :

g
N |
’\'5‘:!#/"-
W, /
A

*And the reason,—er—ahem—is

Yes, Mr. Moore, | Thatour whiskey, M &M, is :
These ovations make me blush Slow-distilled for glorious goodness,
till I turn pink... yetpriced lower than you'd think!”

. araravava\!
XXX
(XXX
/OW-‘
e
()

Q."‘}é:c::"‘o&q
ARAX)
Y

¥0oU should start enjoying this ‘There are

fine, mm slow-distilled whis- have the pleasure of discovering

them foryourselfl Askfor M &M,

One reason—M &M is AXL at your favorite bar or package

whiskey, every dropin every bot~  store, foday. And, here’s one more

tle! Another reason—it is @ blend  reason you should try M &M—the
aof straight whiskies...the kind of  price is amazingly LOW!

Mattingly & Moore

Long on Quality—Short on Price!

A Ulend of siraighs whiskies—100% straight swhiskies—90 proof.
Prankfors Distilleries, Incorporated, Lowisville and Baltimore.




VOL. XXVI, NO. 1

HANTO
Pl

FEBRUARY, 1939

THE WEB OF
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The man 'wzth the submachine gun spat: “You asked for it!” (Chapter II)

The World's Greatest Sleuth Hurls Body and Brain into a
Maelstrom of Death-Laden Mystery! |
Taken from the Case-book of Ricrhérd‘ il Yanloan

By ROBERT WALLACE

Author of “The Yacht Club Murders,” “The Counterfeit Ktller," ete,

CHAPTER 1
HUSH BEFORE STORM
T MIDNIGHT, all prisoners in
= the Tombs should be sound
' asleep. But here and there

in the long rows of grilled windows
facing on Center Street one might

have discerned a white face, lighted
by the palhd gleaming of the full
moon.

Such a face was that of Wilsen
Dennison, scheduled fo stand trial
for murder on the morrow. Already,
in- the Criminal Courts Building
across the street, the drum contain-

A COMPLETE FULL BOOK-LENGTH NOVEL
15 '



Evil Forces- Smash a City's Peace and

ing a hundred names was ready—

the jury-panel frem which was to be
selected the blue ribbon jury that
would decide Wilson Dennison’s fate.

The policeman on the prison beat
down at the corner seratched his

head and wondered whether it was

the money that made these rich men
do things like that.

Wilson Dennison, up there, had
shot George Cheltenham; shot him |

in coId blood and then stood = here ;

with the gun in his hand, waiting to
be arrested. The papers said he had
retained Lanee Viekers, the ace
criminal lawyer, Vickers had re-
cently risen from comparative ob-
scurity to win acquittals in three

almost impossible cases in rapid sue-
cession; and it was whispered that
Dennison was paying something like
two hundred and fifty thousand dol-

lars for a guaranteed acquittal in

this case.
: If found guilty, he would pay noth-
ing.

The young cop stared up at the
window in the third tier, and was
glad that he wasn’t a rich man, and
that he had a pretty young wife and
a strapping son of five and a half,

‘and that he could think about going

A Criminal Master Brain Weaves a Mesh




Reign of Terror!

Establish a Grim

off the beat in twenty minutes and
going home to his family and the
simple pleasures of an honest man’s
home.. .. :

fresm——
s
—— = -

R

7 V)

But a lot can happen in twenty
minutes. == =

On the side street, in a room in a
~ building halfway down the block, a
group of men were gathered. The

room faced on the street. The blinds

were drawn tight. One of the men
stood near a window, peering down
through a small aperture. From

where he stood he could get &
glimpse of the Criminal Courts

- Building—and of the six story build-

ing of the International Bonded

The Phantom’s bullet smashed Teed
down (Chapter XX)

Warehouse, which stood directly
across the street from the window.

Within the room there was not a
single piece of furniture. Apparently
it had once been the office of a ster-
age company before the entire prem-
ises had been condemned by the
building inspector. :

Six of the men were dressed in

of Dééih/Ba‘ited to

Catch Human Flies!

17
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the uniforms of New York City po-
licemen.

The others—six also, including the
one at the window—were in dark
civilian clothes. Their jackets bulged
glightly at the armpits, indicating
the presence of holstered automatics.
Three of the civilian six held wide-
mouthed, sawed-off rifles under their
arms. Two others carried Thompson
submachine guns, suspended over
their shoulders by thick Ileather
straps, but in position to be swung
immediately into lethal action. The
sixth carried a small canvas bag con-
taining half a dozen tear gas bombs.

There was a thirteenth man, and

with the exception of the watcher at
the window, listened intently to his
words. He stood near the wall,
alongside a large-scale wall map of
the section of the city in Whlch they,
- were located.

Had the pohce—tke rea,l police—

seen this thirteenth-man, they wmﬁd[

have been puzzled by his presence
there. For Alexis Konstantin was
knoewn to them as a reputable tea
broker, with no eriminal record
against him in the United States.
They would have been less puzzied
had they known that Mr. Konstantin,
under various aliases, was wanted
by two or three European countries
on old smuggling charges.

KONSTANTIN pointed with a
stubby forefinger to the point
on the wall map which correspended
to the position of the International

Bonded Warehouse across the street v

from them.

“You each understand your dutles,”
he said in a shghtly accented voice,
“The warehouse is the first objec-
tive. The truck will swing into the
street seven minutes after the zero
hour. It must be loaded and om
its way within four minutes. The
truck will pick up all men not in
uniform,

THE PHANTOM DPETECTIVE

- “The station wagon will pick up
the men in uniform fourteen min-
utes after zero hour—which will give
them two minutes extra in which to
perform their part of the job.” .

Alexis  Konstantin paused to lend
added weight to his next words.

“We are guaranteed fifteen min-
utes of clear field before any squad
cars or police reserves reach this
spot. There should not be a hitch of
any sort. If any one is captured, he
is to remember that his only salva-
tion will be to keep his mouth shut
tight. He will have my guarantee
that he will be free again within

~ forty-eight hours.
he was talking. The other twelve,

“If any of you talk”—he smiled,

showing two beautiful rows of even

white teeth—*“that will be unfortu-
nate for you. True, there is little you
could tell the authorities anyway.
Perhaps you would tell them my
name. That would be of little help

to you. My master will know how
to free me—and how to take care of

the one who talks!” .

The men shuffled nervously One
of them, holding a submachine gun,
said: “I thought this was to be a
jail-break. I thought we was gonna
get this guy Dennison out of the
coop__”
~ “What you thought, Cookey,” Kon-
stantin said softly, “does not matter
in the least. Be assured that our
master knows exactly what he wishes
to do. Your only task is to carry
out your orders to the letter. Our
master pays well for success—and
just as thoroughly for failure. 1 ad-
vise you not to fail!”

Almost as he uttered the last word,
a small alarm clock on the floor at
his feet broke into low musical
sound. Iis face showed the time to
be twenty-one minutes before mid-
night.

Konstantin grew taut, as did every
other man in the room.
~ “One minute before zere hour!”
the tea broker exclaimed. “Every



THE WEB OF MURDER

man to his post* When I give one -

"blast on the whxsﬂe, go into action!”

- And now, with every indication of
= havmg been rehearsed thoroughly -
~ and often, the men moved out of the -
“voom, walking swiftly, but not

- erowding or falling into confusion.

~ Konstantin was the last man to
leave, except for the watcher at the -

~window. To this one he said: “Clean
up behind us, Sackett. Understand,
you are to remove every single trace

—of our occupancy of this room—even

= to wiping fingerprints from the
' Walls, and footprints from the floor!”

Sackett nodded sﬂently, and Kon- — =
across the street toward the steet
~ doors of the International Bonded: =

~ Warehouse. A third ghosted into
~ the alley at the side of the building
~ and placed a small stick of dynamite
~over a conduit manhole which was
barred and locked, and which gave
access to the telephone and burglar =—

- stan‘cm Ieft
-~ ,5; CHAPTER 1
7 FOURTEEN MINUTES op DEATH

shadows of moving
men biended with
the darkness.
-patrolman on  the

officers, on their way to the twelve
o’clock relief.
- He was about to hail them When

their faces became discernible under

the light, and he realized that they
- were unfamiliar to him. He ha
thought that he knew eye, g

~ The nearest of the two umformed
~Imen stepped in close to him, raised
-~ a hand in which a Jong, wicked sliver

- of metal gleamed sharply. The hand

descended with lightning qulckness,

— and the blade was buried up to the
' “hilt in the young cop’s throat. He =
= ggurgled {13r1ed, to yell, but no soond

OWN in the street;'
the wraith-like

The
beat at the corner

_noticed nothing un- —
= 'ftll he sa.w‘éhe figures

— ‘nward i Hefook them for fellow =

steel door, carefully‘ '

19

came through the suddenly bubbhngf

blood. His arms flailed for an in-

stant, and then he seemed to deflate

—he collapsed to the sidewalk, éead' =

_in the pool of his own blood. —
Even before he fell, the two bogus

;pohcemen were joined by the other

four, and the six of them, in a fight,
compact body, moved diagonally
across the street, then turned the -

- corner ﬁed}sappear from view,

-

In the meantime the six men Who
were not in uniform were engaged
in their part of tﬁe_deatﬂy, efﬁment

plan, =
rectly =

Two  of them headede

alarm wires of the building.

He sprang away and waited a half =
minute, till the short fuse 1gmted =

blast, and t‘he‘:ma:nhoie gmllef no

'longer presented an obstacle. =
- Without waiting for the smoke of

f”;the explosion to dissipate, the dyna-
_miter sprang down into the opening

and set to work upon the burglar
alarm wires with swift efficiency, He

cut through the insulation, and —

quickly tapped a small switchbox.

Then he pushed a lever, grmned%;.
Vcrookeddy, ef;ood up in the hole waved

i;toa man across the

~ street. This one in turn waved to
~ the two who had crossed to the steel
, doors. =
These two each held a Mills bomb

_ in one hand. At the signal they set

the Mills bombs down eclose fo the

would not roll aws

= Vplucked out the t}ﬁae-detonators

They raced —away across the street, :

~counting under their breaths as they

ran. When they reached the count -
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_hooked onto the wire.

of six they both drepped simulta-
neously te the ground, and the two
bombs exploded.

The detonation was loud, and de-
vastatingly effective. The steel doors
of the International Bonded Ware-
house fell away as if made of papier-
maché. The entrance to the ware-
house now yawned defenselessly
open.

The echoes of the explosmn rolled
down the street, echoing through
most of downtown Manhattan, awak-
ening the prisoners in the Tombs,
_ startling the night watchmen in the
public buildings. in the neighborhood.
But the echoes, themselves taken up

and tossed about among the build-
ings, effectively distorted the direc-

tion from which the sound had come,
concealing the point of detonation.

‘The man in the conduit hole, who
had intercepted the burglar alarm
signal system, had not stopped work-
ing. He had stripped away the insu-
lation from the telephone wire run-
ning through the conduit, and now

he extracted a telephone instrument

from his bag of tools, which he
( : Using a
pronged fork, he made a short cir-
cuit, causing the light to flash in the
Central Office switchboard. He got
the operator there.
“Police Headquarters'
gency!” he said urgently.

In a moment he had Headquarters,"

which was only four blocks away.
To the sergeant who answered he
said: “That explosion!
boat at Pier 9, North River!”

“Okay,” the sergeant snapped.
“We were trying to figure where it
was. It sounded much nearer, Are
you sure?”

“Of ecourse. I'm here, only a block
away. You’d better: get over here
fast!”

A minute la’ce}~ the call was going
out over the shert wave: “Calling

All Cars! Go to Pler 9, North
River, . . »

‘alarm clock rang in the r

Emer- .

twelve!” he announced.

It’s an oil

20 ~ THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

Radio ear sirens screamed in the
night, and the clangor of fire appa-
ratus was soon added. But the police
and the fire-fighters were all heading
away from Center Street. It would
be a matter of minutes before they
discovered their error; minutes be-
fore they finally located the true loca-
tmn of the explosion.

EANTIME - the efficient ecrim-

‘inal band was working at top
speed, well within the time limit set
by Alexis Konstantin. The two men
with submachine guns remained out-
side, covering the street. The others
were already in the warehouse, and
shortly they began coming out, trund-
ling bales of tea on small hand-
trucks.

Moreover, while all thls was going
on almost under the walls of the
Tombs, another part of the clock-
work plan was being carried out, in
a street not far distant.

At exactly the moment »

Alexis Konstantm was coachmg his

crew, three men were standing at a

street corner a half block away from
the New York City Department of
Sanitation Garage, where the huge
refuse trucks of the city were stored
for the night.

One of the three held a wateh in
his hand. Suddenly he snapped it
shut. “Twenty-one minutes to
“The truck
should be here now.”?

As if to echo his words the rum-
bling sound of a truck Was heard,
and-a gleaming refuse car swung
around the corner. It was one of
those newly purchased pressed-steel
trucks which the City of I\Few York
had recently put into service. It had
a capacity of ten toms, and the all-
metal body was shaped something

- like the top of a tank. It was re- -

turning, as it did every night at this
time, from its last trip to the dumps,
and weui& be serv1ced durmg the
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night so that 1t Would be ready to be

taken out ea,rly the following morn-

ing.

with the black insignia on the sleeve,
showed up clearly in the sudden

~ flashlight beam that bathed him, di-
rected by the hand of one of the

There Was only one man aboard 1t ;‘
~ now—the driver. His brown uniform

three men at the corner. Before he

understood what was taking place,

they had swarmed up alongside him,

and a blunt black,]ack ~descended
with ruthless swiftness in a smash-

ing blow upon his left temple.
The crunch of breaking bone in

_ his skull was unheard beneath the

throbbing of the truck’s motor. The
= _drlver stlumped in his seat, &ead.

Eﬂic1ently, he was lifted up and
dumped in the back. The truck did
not cease moving, for one of the at-

tackers slid in under the wheel, send-
ing it ahead down the street, past
the City garage, and around the cor-
ner northward toward Center Street.

The three thugs removed brown

- 'coats and trousers from a package
they had brought along, and before

the truck was half a dozen blocks
away they were all dressed as De-
partment of Sanitation employes.
Thus, without attracting the sus-
picion or interest of any patrolmen
on the way across town, the big

~ truck rumbled into Center Street,
~then turned the corner to come to a
stop in front of the International -

Bonded Warehouse at exactly seven
minutes after zero hour, in accord-
ance Wlth the prearranged plan ,

TWELVE bales of tea were resting
at the curb before the door of

~ the warehouse, The refuse truck

pulled in close, and without a single
word of command or direction, the
entire crew began pﬂmg th0se ba,les‘

into the truck. ,
Down at either end of the street

a man with a submachine gun stood
~guard, Now there were dozens of

-service revolver.

The Phcmtom as Dr Bendw

’faees at the barred Wmdows of the

Tombs, watching the strange opera-
tion with morbid interest. Those

_prisoners had at first thought that

the terrific explosions heralded a jail
break of some sort. Now they stared
down at the deadly scene in the
street, wondering why anyone should -

‘want to hijack tea—of all thmgs—-,

from a bonded warehouse. ;

A solitary policeman, from the
next beat at Park Row, came into
sight, running and tugging at his
He never had a
chance to pull the weapon. One of
the submachine guns suddenly burst

into a chattering stutter of death,
-and- the bluecoat pitched forward =

riddled with lead. The gun became

_silent once more.

A passing couple turned the cor-
ner and gaped at the scene. The sec-

ond gunman on guard hefted the
submachine gun and yelled “Scram,v =

you twol”.
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The man tugged at the woman’s
arm. “Let’s get out of here Doris.
It looks like a robbery—

But the woman became hysterical,
raised her voice and screamed : “Po-
_lice! Po—!”

She got no farther than that. The
man with the submachine gun spat.

“You asked for it, skirt!” He
swung the quick-firer into line and
- depressed the trip. Again the gun
chattered, and the man and woman
lay on the pavement, wallowing in
their own blood. =

The four minutes assigned for this
portion of the operation were over.
The last bale was being shoved into
the gaping maw of the refuse truck.
From somewhere nearby there
sounded two quick blasts of Alexis
Konstantin’s whistle—though Kon-

stantin himself was nowhere in
- sight. At once the crew of gunmen

climbed up into the truck. The mo-
tor roared.

Then, and not ’til then, did a
group of guards from Tombs prison
come charging out with shofguns in
their hands—their first thought too,
like that of the prisoners, had been

of a jail-break, and it had kept them

inside for those cruc1al few minutes
needed.

~Now they were greeted by two
prolonged bursts from the subma-
chine guns and were mowed down

before they could take half a dozen
- steps.

The two gunners ran toward the
truck, climbed up it to join the
others, and the refuse car roared
down the street.

At the same moment the six thugs
disguised as policemen appeared at
the corner, moving in a selid group,
each holding a naked revolver. One
of them was carrying the inert body
of a man, which he dumped in the
gutter in the path of the garbage
truck, which carecened over him,
crushing out of him whatever life
might have remained.

-A small tan and black station
wagon raced into Center Street,
screamed to a stop, and the six bogus
cops piled into it. The station wagon
swung into motion at once, and raced.
along behind the garbage truck.

The two vehicles crossed Lafayette
Street. Just then the siren of a
squad car sounded shrilly ahead of
them. But the huge truck did not

-decrease its speed. The police car

tried to swerve out of the way at the
last moment, but the truck struck it
a glancmg blow. The ten tons of
steel in that garbage ear sent the

small police machine spinning end

over end to crash into the facing of
an office building where it burst into
flame.

And then the two fleeing cars dis-
appeared into the night, leaving be-
hind them death and destruction,
and unutterable chaos.

Eight minutes later, the garbage
truck was at a doeck along the East

River, unloading the twelve bales of

tea into a small launch which im-
mediately chugged away with its
burden, as well as with the erew of
killers who had perpetrated the rob-r

bery 7
CHAPTER III

WITNESS To MURDER
: T TEN o’clock on the
~ morning after the

spectacular - ware-
“house robbery, two
men were standing
—in a room in down-
town Manhattan,
direetly opposite the
‘building in which
were located the
- publication offices
of the New York Clarion.

One of these men held a long-
range telescope to his eye, The other,
at his side, cradled a high powered
Winchester rifle under his arm, pat-
ting the shining stock of the power-
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' ful weapon with a lovmg hand, and
carefully inspecting the telescopic
sights attached to the barrel.

- The man with the telescope was
big, thick-jowled and thick lipped,
but he was dressed with meticulous
care, even to the tan handkerchief
in ‘his breast pocket, matching the
- color of his suit and shoes.

The other, who held the rifle, had
the look of a dried-up, wizened dope
addict. His eyes were bright and
cruel, and his discolored teeth kept
brtmg down against his upper lip,
while a quick nervous twiitch along
the left side of his face gave the im-
Ppression that he was never at rest.
~ Suddenly the man with the tele-
~ Scope grunted, holding the glass
down at an angle which' perm1tted
him to see the long, expensive limou-

sine that had just pulled up at the

entrance of the Clarion Building. A
tall young woman was stepping out
of the car, the door of which was be-
- ing beld open-by a chauffeur.
The man with the telescope said:
“That’s the woman, Cookey! She
- came here, just as my master said
she would !’
Cookey tautened ralsed the rifle.

~ “Do T pive it to her—

~ “No, you killing fool!” The heavy
man pushed up the muzzle of the
rifle. “You idiot!”

Cookey snarled, like a dog robbed
of its bone.
~ “Then wot am I here for? She’s
- gonna contact the Phantom, ain’t

she? And you want her knocked oﬁ
before she talks to him— =

-The big man s1ghed
hadn’t been so high when 1 ex-
plained it to you, you’d remember.
My master wants her to contact the
Phantom. It isn’t Madeleine Denni-
~ son that he is worried about. It’s
the Phantom you. ve got to kill when
he comes out.”

~ Cookey puckered hls forehead in
an effort to get it clear.

“If you

“But how
“will you know who the Phantom ig?

he rasped “No one ever seen that
guy. He always turns up with a dif-
ferent mug”

“That’s true. But we know that
Frank Havens, the owner of the
Clarion, is the one that makes the
Phantom’s contacts for him. And.
we know that Madeleine Dennison
called Havens on the phone and
asked him to arrange a meetmg for
her. Get it now?”

Cookey shook his head. He ‘hefted
the rifle sulkily. Then he brightened.
“Maybe 1 could shoot the Phantom
and the dame when they come out.”

The other scowled. “If you were
not such a erack shot I would aever
have hired you—you are S0 dumb.
The Phantom is too smart to come
out with the Dennison girl. He will
let- her go ﬁrst—or else he will go
first.” :
= “Then how will we know? How
will we know it’s the Phantom?”

Alexis Konstantin grinned.
“Bunny Driscoll is hanging around
upstairs, near Havens’ office. He'll
spot the Phantom going in—and he’ll
follow him out to the street. When
you see Blmny Driscoll bump acci-

~dentally into a man on the sidewalk

down there, that’s the time for you
to do your stuff.”

Cookey showed his discolored teeth
in a smile of satisfaction “It’ll be a
pleasure, Alexis. And don’t'» WOIrry
about me missing. I could hit a guy
in the right eye at thls dlstance Wlth
Patsy here!”

He stroked the rifle aﬁectlonately.

ABELEINE DENN"ISON turned
hurriedly to her chauffeur. Wait

“for me, Blane. I don’t think I’ll be

more than ten or fifteen minutes.”

As she hurried through the lebby
of the Clarion Building, ‘and into the
elevator, more than one man threw
admiring glances at the tall slender
shapeliness of “her youthful figure,
and at the patrician loveliness of a
face familiar to many through the
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Richard Curtis Van Loan

rotogravure pages of the society sec-
tions of the Sunday papers.

High on an upper floor of the
building was the office of Frank
Havens, publisher of the Clarion,
one of New York’s most energetic

~ dailies.

At the information desk, as she
gave her name and asked to be an-
nounced to Mr, Havens, she did not
notice the furtive, rat-faced little

man who was seated on the bench

outside the railing. This man had
come in only a few minutes ago, and
‘had said that he wished to see one
of the minor executives of the Clar-
tom, but that he was Waltmg for a
friend to appear before going into
“the executive’s office.

seated.

Now, the rat—faced ‘man’s eyes nar-
rowed, and he got up casually, mov-
—mg into a position that gave him a
view of the long corridor behind the
railing, at the end of which was lo-
cated the private office of Frank
“Havens. With his eyes he followed
~ the trim figure of Madeleine Denni-

son as she went down the corridor

and entered that office, after knock-
ing. With a slight smirk of satisfaec-

The switch-
board operator had told him to be

tion, the little man went back to the
bench and sat down, settling himself
to wait.

Inside the office of the pubhsher,
Madeleing Dennison closed the door
softly behind her and stood for an
instant, studying the two men whom
she found there.

One she knew well. Frank Havens,

seated at his fumed-oak desk, was in
his middle fifties,

rugeged, gray-
haired, with a square and open coun-
tenance that bespoke his mnate hon-
esty and integrity. =

The other, standing near the win-
dow and lookmg down into the

_ street, was much harder to classify.

- She saw, as he turned to face her,
a pair of eyes that seemed to read
into the very depths of her soul and
to understand what lay therein. The
features were those of a man of

Aabout forty. The man wore an inex-

pensive blue suit. His build was ath-
letic and powerful,

Frank Havens rose. f‘Good even-
ing, Madeleine,” he said. There was
kindliness in his expression—kindli-
ness and deep concern. *‘I have done
something that I promised myself

- never to do—I've brought the Phan-

tom here for an interview without
knowing exactly what it was you
wanted of him. Madeleine Dennison
—meet the Phantom.”

The girl’s breast was rising and
falling with pent-up emotion bennath

_ the thin gossamer covering of her

silk -dress. She took an impulsive
step forward, stretching out a hand
in a pleadmg gesture;

“I—I don’t know who you are ex-
cept that you alone can help me. It’s
about my brother—*

“Excuse me, Miss Dennlson = The
man whom she knew only as the
Phantom raised a hand. “Both Mr.
Havens and myself are familiar with
your brother’s case, He is held on a
charge of murder in the first degree
—accused of killing George Chelten-

'ha.m one of his fellow stockholders
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in the Inter-Allied Chemical Corpora-
tion.”

He paused a moment then went

“From all accounts your brother
appears to be guilty. I really don’t
see what I-can be expected to do
about that.”

She looked at him Wlth a trace of
desperation in her eyes. “Suppose I
were to tell you that I am certain
Will is innocent? Suppose I were to
tell you that I could find proof that
_Some one else shot George Chelten-

ham? What then?”

~_ The Phantom’s eyes narrowed. It
was evident that the girl was under
a terrific strain, worried to distrac-
tion about her brother. Frank
Havens, glancing at the Phantom,
knew that he was thinking that Mad-
eleine Dennison must be lying; that
she would resort to any sort of trick

or lie in order to enlist the Pham:omf

on her brother’s side.

Legend, gossip, whispered anec-
dote, had built up such an aura of
glamour about the name of the Phan-
tom Detective, that though no one
excepting Frank Havens knew the

man’s mysterious identity, every one
in trouble instinctively thought of
seeking his aid. And in time of dire

stress, people might be capable of
lying and cheating to get that help.
Madeleine Dennison must have
known that the Phantom would never
undertake a case without merit—

even though she appealed to him as-

a friend of Frank Havens.

NHE knew that the Phantom’s ser-
vices could not be bought with
money. Whoever he was in private
life, she knew that he employed his
brilliant abilities only for the pur-
pose of bringing to book those male-
factors in high places who, through
their own cleverness or power, were
beyond the reach even of the pohce
authorities.
Therefore, watching her closely,
Frank Havens guessed that she

F}'ank Havens

might be using this knowledge to try
to inveigle the Phantom into helping
her brother. Her next words seemed
to be caleculated solely for that pur-
pose.

“You may ask why—lf 1 have
such information—I don’t take it to
Will’s lawyer, so he can use it in
the trial today.”

The Phantom nodded. It was ex-

~actly what he had been thinking.

“T did that!” she said breathlessly.
“I went to Lance Vickers yesterday.
Vickers is Will’s lawyer. Will is
paying him two hundred and fifty
thousand dollars to defend him. And
Vickers told me to go home and
mind my own business!”

Now she had truly caught the
Phantom’s interest. Sensing the
quick attentiveness that came into
his attitude, she went on swiftly:

“There’s no use going to the po-
lice.: They’re working with District
Attorney Barrat, and all he wants is
a conviction, so he can run for gov-
ernor at the next election. And
Vickers wouldn’t even listen to me.
Why—why shouldn’t he want to
hear about proof that my brother is
innocent? Will is his client—"

Her voice was rising in passionate
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anger, but- the Phantom s raised
hand made her pause.

= “What sort of proof have you"”
= he asked her.

~ “It’s not proof—yet. But I can
get it.”” She looked appealingly at
the Phantom, her whole attention
centered on him, -

“George Cheltenham had a man-
servant named Yerkes. Yerkes came
- to see me yesterday. He told me
_something that no one knows. There

was a witness to the murder of
George Cheltenham"’ — =

CHAPTER 1V
RAT-FACE

JRANK HAVENS
whistled. “A  wit-

She shook her
head in answer to
Havens’ question,

though she kept her

Phantom.

== - - “No. Yerkes was
~away all day. The police have
checked on his alibi. He difinitely
wasn’t there at the time that Chel-
tenham was shot, so he couldn’t be
the witness. But he told me that he
controls this witness who actually
saw Cheltenham shot by some one
other than my brother—but he won’t
produce the witness unless I pay a
hundred thousand dollars—"

“A hundred thousand!” Havens

exclaimed. “Why, he could be forced
to name the witness—"
- “Not so easxly ? the Phantom in-
terrupted. “He could deny having
- spoken of such 2 Wltness claim he
knew nothing—"”

“That’s just what he told me
Madeleine Dennison broke in. “He
__says he is the only one who ean pro-
~duce this witness. If I come with

the money, he’ll prove to me beyond
a doubt that the testimony will ex-

ness, you say! Was
it Yerkes himself?”

eyes only on the
— tective.

~ step nearer to her.

onerate W111 If I don’t come, the
witness will disappear!”

“And you’ve decided to pay?”’
~“T have. That’s why I asked Mr.
Havens to arrange a meeting w1th
you. I—T have the money here—
she held up her handbag, which
bulged—*“in thousand dollar bills.”

“And you want me to go with

you ?”’

“Yes. I—I’m afraid it’s a triek,
and he may try to take the money
away from me; or the witness may
be no good for Wﬂl I’d like—some-

~one with your experience and repu-

tation to handle it.”

Madeleine Dennison was looking
at the Phantom pleadingly. “You
will help me, won’t you? Al T ask
is that you look into it fairly, and if
Will is guilty I don’t want a thing
for him. B-but if he’s innocent—"

Suddenly she began to cry. The
Phantom thought wryly that he was
being inveigled into a routine inves-
tigation that might better have been
handled by an ordinary private de-
He shrugged and took a

“I’'l come, Miss Denmson,” he
said softly, “Where is Yerkes meet-
ing you?”

“At the Bassett Hotel uptown At

' eleven o’cloek.”

“All right. You Wﬂl leave here
first. Drive directly to the Bassett
Hotel, and wait for me there. I'll be
only a few minutes behind you.” =

He stopped her at the door, as she
was about to leave.

“Does anyone besides Mr. Havens .
here, know that you were commg to
meet—the Phantom?’

She thought for a moment. “Well,
I told Lance Viekers that if he
wouldn’t listen to me, T’d get the
Phantom to help. He laughed, and
asked if I had pull with the Phan-
tom, and I told him I knew Mr. =

- Havens.”

“T seel!” the Phantom murmured
“And from what phone dl_d you call
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~ Mr. Havens when you asked for th1s
appointment?”

“Why—from the phone in my

room at home.”

“Are there any extensions?”

“Yes, of course. There are sev-
eral One in each bedroom, and one
in the foyer.” >

“And who was in the house at the
time you called?”

Her face had begun to grow pale
as the significance of his questions
struck her. “There was the butler,
and two maids—beside the kitchen
‘help.
guests who had ealled to offer their
help for Will. Walter Morse and
Magda Helmuth.,” -
~ “So there are quite a few people
who might know you were coming

here to meet me today.” The Phan-
“acts as combined elevator starter and

tom said thoughtfully. “And Lance

Vickers certainly knew it.” :

- “Pm sorry,” Frank Havens' ex-
claimed. - “I should have taken greater
,precautlons But it never occurred
to me—"

“That’'s all rlght Frank » the
Phantom said. “There may be noth-
ing to it, ‘but we may as well exer-
cise ordinary care in leaving. You
go first, Miss Dennison. And re-

= member you're to wait for me out-
side the Bassett Hotel.” :

He held the door open for her,
watched her go down the corridor
~and out toward the elevators. And
he also caught a glimpse of the rat-

faced man who had been waiting all —

this time, and who now hastily
moved away when he saw the door
open.

-The Phantom turned back into the
- room, still thoughtful. Frank Ha-
vens was Watchmg him with a wor-
ried frown ,

“I'm sorry about that, Van,” he
said.
there was anything fo her story,
there might be someone sufficiently
- interested to listen in on her conver-
sation. But I thought it would merely

And—and there were two

~ told him quickly,
Studying for the cops. Alert and de-

“T should have guessed that if

be a matter of your talking to her,
Just to convince her there ‘was noth—
ing to be done.”

Richard Curtis Van Loan, ahas

- the Phantom, laughed harshly, -and
—acted at the same time.

“Nothing, Frank? There is every-
thing to be done!”

He strode swiftly across the room
to the desk, snatched up the inter-

“office phone.

“Give me the elevator starter,
down in the lobby Prhe rapped “And

‘make it fast!”?

In the moment that it took to get

“the conection he said to Havens:

“What’s his name?” =
“Johnny McGuire,” the publisher
“He’s a good lad,

pendable. I knew his father. Johnny

Building Detective—"

He broke off as the Phantom gob
the connection and rapped out stac-
cato orders: “McGuire? This is Mr.
Havens’ office. Listen carefully.

There’s a young lady in a green

dress coming down in the elevator.
She’s being followed by a rat-faced
‘man. It's imperative that she leave

- without being followed. Can you

take care of the rat-faced man, and
then escort her in her car to the
place where she’s going?”’

“This isn’t Mr. Havens taiking,”
McGuire’s - keen young voice came
back over the wire. “Who—"

HE Phantom had motioned Ha-
vens over to the phone, handed
him the instrument. “Verify!”
Havens was himself a quick
thinker in emergencies. He snatched
the phone, barked: “Johnny! This
is Mr, Havens. Do exactly what
you've just been told It impor-
tant!?” 7 7
He hung up the instrument, and
turned to the Phantom, smiling,

~“He's a good lad, Van. He didn’t

need to be told twice. He’s eager to -
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~ make good He 1 take care of Made-

leine Dennison.”

- “T hope so,” the Phantom said.
Havens tapped a newspaper that

lay on his desk.: It was a copy of

the Duaily Clarion, and the headlines

blazing across the page proclaimed:
ELEVEN KiILLED IN TEA ROBBERY!

“I thought you planned to look

into this wholesale murder last
night,” Havens said. “The gang that
stole those twelve bales of tea is
“certainly more than just a small
hijacking gang. The robbery was
planned with devilish ingenuity, and
“with an utter disregard for human
- life. It looks as if they wanted to
_attract attention to themselves. And

the brains and money that went into

planning that job are surely worth
more than twelve bales of tea!”

The Phantom nodded somberly.

Havens went on disappointedly.
“T'd hoped that you'd interest your-
self in that. Now I’m almost sorry
that I arranged the meeting with
Madeleine Dennison. You've let her
sidetrack you onto her brother’s
case—"

The Phantom shrugged. “It’s true
there are some interesting angles fo

this tea robbery, as I read them in
But I couldn't resist
‘Besides,

the paper.
that girl’s pleading eyes.
I've been wanting to look into the
methods of this phenomenal young
lawyer, Lance Vickers. Isn’t it
strange, Frank, that Vickers, who
was unknown and obscure six
months ago, should suddenly be
catapulted into fame by winning
three criminal trials in. quick sue-
cession—and each one of them so
weak that the D.A. would have staked
his life on a conviction ?” -
Havens nodded. “Everybody is
saying that Vickers is either a magi-
cian, or that he fixes juries, or hyp-

notizes them. But in this ease of

Will Dennison’s, 1 don’t see what
- he can do. That jury is geing to

“it’s almost like a racket!”

be kept under lock and key till the

~ trial is over.

“Then why,” the Phantom de-
manded, “should Vickers have re-
fused to listen to Madeleine Denni-
son when she offered him proof that

- his elient was innocent?”

He answered the question himself.
“For one of two reasons—either
Vickers is planning to throw Den-
nison to the wolves to cover up

~ something else—or he knows what

that witness will say, and knows
that it will hurt Dennison rather
than help him!”

He paused a moment, then went
on: “And in the latter case, Vickers
must be plannmg to get his client

_off in some other way—maybe the

same way in which he won his last
three trials. Hasn’t it struck you,
Frank, that there’s a good deal more
than appears on the surface in
Vickers’® case? He’s collecting stu-

pendous fees for getting these men

acquitted on murder charges. It—

Havens’ eyes snapped in appre-
ciation. “I think you’re going to
have an interesting time, Dick. I

~ wish I were ten years younger—I’d

go along with you and watch the

fun!” :
“Something tells me,” Richard

Curtis Van Loan said grimly, “that

there isn’t going to be much fun in
this!”
CHAPTER V S

THE RED NOSED SoiISE

after Madeleine
Dennison’s depart-
ure that the Phan-
tom left Frank Ha-
vens’  office and
walked down the
corridor toward the
_elevators.
-~ But as soon as
he reached the ele-
vator and pressed the button for the

T WAS ten minutes =
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descendmg car, he realized that he
‘had made a tactical error of judg-
ment when he had assumed that the
rat-faced man was in the corridor
for the purpose of following the

girl.

For the rat-faced man was still
there.

‘His continued presence could mean

only one thing—that his mission
was not to shadow Madeleine Den-
nison, but to identify the man she

“had come to meet—the Phantom!
~ This theory was borne out when
the Phantom entered the elevator,
and the rat-faced man moved in
unobtrusively behind him.

— Some one, therefore, had defi-
nitely known that Madeleine Denni-
son was coming to Frank Havens’
office to meet the Phantom, And
that some one wanted very badly to
know just who the Phantom was.
But;—to get a look at the Phan-
tom’s face would not be enough, for
it would be clear that the Phantom
would not meet anyone in his true

identity. Therefore, the rat-faced

man intended to follow him and dis-
cover where he lived and what his

, true name was.

Or—his job was either to kill the

~ Phantom or to put the finger onr'

him!

HERE was one reason more
than any other why the Phan-
tom had been able to continue for
~years his unceasing battle with
crime. That single reason was

grounded in the fact that he brought

to the practice of crime-fighting 2
brilliant  deductive brain, ecoupled
with the ability to act with swift
sureness upon any plan which his
lightning-fast mind conceived.

In college, and later in the uni-

_versity, the name of Dick Van Loan
~ had always been coupled with out-
standing achievement both in aca-
demic studies and in the field of
sport. He had captained the foot-

They both dropped to the ground as tha
two bombs exploded (Chapter II)
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ball squad leadmg it from vietory
to victory against overwhehmng
odds of superior weight, only be-

cause he had been able to think

- faster and more accurately than the
opposmon eapfain.
In the society set Where Richard
Curtis Van Loan enjoyed the repu-
~4ation of a wealthy idler, he was re-
“spected—not for the qualifies which
- made the Phantom invincible and
feared by the underworld—but for
~ his brilliant riding in the fashion-
~able polo bournaments, for his skill
- with a sailboat, for his expert play-
-~ ing of tennis and squash, '
But the frivolous men and Women

of his set did not stop to ,thm,k, that
a man who could oufthink and out-
: play the most redoubtable opponents

in the most competitive of sports
‘must possess qualities which should,
if properly directed, make him suc-
cessful in any other field.

- Thus, no one suspected that Rich-
ard Curtis Van Loan, idler and while waiting for him to proceed

wealthy sportsman, had secretly, as-

siduously, and with a deep-lying
hatred of crime, directed all his
knowledge and ability toward the
- great task of meeting the fire of
underworld ruthlessness with an
equally intense fire of courage and
daring and swift retnbation

So, the name of the Phantom had

become anathema to those men who
_ promoted the suffering of the inno-
cent and helpless for their own
devious criminal purposes.

And if the rat-faced chap who fol- ‘

lowed the Phantom down in the ele-
vator was not one of the ‘highly-
~ placed malefactors who planned and

_plotted, he was, nevertheless, one of
those who carned out the orders of
another. s

As the cage reaehed the Iobby,
the Phantom smiled inwardly. It
had occurred to him that it would
be a retributive piece of irony if,

through this underling who was sup-

,posed to dlscover the 1dent1ty of the
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Phantom, he—the Phantom—were
to discover the identity of the one
who employed the little man.

He paused for a moment after
stepping into the lobby, and donned
a pair of spectacles which he took
from a case in an inner pocket In
appearance they were an inocuous
enough pau' of eyeglasses, fitted
with a set of thick lenses which one
usually associates Wzth near-sxghted
people.

But anyone exalmmng them care-
fully would have noticed that the
outer end of each of the lenses, near
the corner of the eyes, was coated
with a dab of quicksilver which

_caused it to reflect the image of

_anyone behind the wearer.

~ Thus, by closing one eye and
glancing out of the corner of the
_other, the Phantom was enabled to
see the rat-faced little man stand-
ing behind him and going through
the motions of lighting a cigarette

out through the street entrance. He
could see the little narrow rat-eyes
regarding him steadily over the
flame of the match.

E threw a glance around the
7 lobby and noted with satisfac-
hon that Johnny McGuire, the ele-
_vator starter, was not in evidence;
ewhmh meant ‘that the youngster had
left with Madeleine Dennison. One
of the elevator operators was taking
his place at the starting button.
The Phantom walked slowly
across the lobby toward the street
“entrance, noting that his shadow
kept nght behind him. Then, when
- he was almost at the door, he sud-
‘denly stopped and snapped his fin-
gers as if remembering something,
and turned back, almost bumping
into the little man. He mumbled a
seemingly absent-minded word of
apology, and hurried toward the
rear of the lobby. There was no

other adjacent exit from the build-
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ing, but there was a door leading to
-the basement where a barber shop
and various other servzce stores
were located.

Through his quicksilvered eye-

- glagses he saw the little man swing
around after him and follow him
down the stairs to the basement.

The arcade down here was illumi-

nated by electric light, though it
was broad daylight outside. On one
side there was a row of telephone
booths and the door to the men’s

~ washroom; on the other side there

was the barber shop, a shoe shine

_ stand, and a per1od1cal and cigar
store.

- The Phantom headed mto the

men’s washroom, hoping fervently

that the little man would not follow

him into it. He reasoned that the

shadow would not take the chance
of bringing himself so conspicuously

to his~ quarry s notice, but would re-

main out in the arcade waiting for
him to reappear.

N THIS deduction he was correct.
He waited while he counted ten,

and when the little man did not show

up, the Phantom went to work in the

cubicle with the swift efﬁmency of

long training.

From his breast pocket he pro- .

duced a small, flat black leather case
which, when opened, revealed an
assortment of makeup materials
and pigments that would have
aroused the envy of any professional
character actor.

He spread the case open on the
edge of the wash basin; and set to
work upon his face. His long dex-
trous fingers moved with uncanny
skill, stripping away the disguise he
was wearing. For a moment the
rugged, intellectual features of Rich-
ard Curtis Van Loan were revealed
in the glass. But it Was for a mo-
ment only.
~ Swiftly he applied other plgments
~ to his cheeks and forehead; volatile

plastlc matemal deftly handled, had
the effect of raising his cheekbones
Bits of cunningly shaped aluminum
ingerted into his nostrils converted
his nose into a wide, bulbous button,
while additional pigments gave it an
aura of redness reekmg of alcoholic
excesses.

From a row of tmy vxals set in
the cover of the leather case he ex-
tracted one -labeled “C"H®O'N.”
Swiftly but carefully he used the
tiny medicine drepper set in the
vial to place a smgle drop of the
substance in each eye. The chemical
formula on that label was the for-
mula for the drug known as airo-
pine, a belladona extract. Its effect
was to dilate the pupils of the eyes
so that they bore no resemblance,
in thls case, to the eyes of the man
who had entered the wash room
three” minutes before.

From a carefully sewed slip pocket
in the lining of his coat he drew a

wig of unruly black hair which he

donned over the wig he was wear- -
ing. He stuffed his hat into a back
pocket, turned up the collar of his
coat, and threw a quick glance into
the mirror to view the general ef-
fect.

The sedate, middle-aged gentle-
man who had entered the wash
room had disappeared. Instead, -
there stared back at him out of the
mirror ‘a bleary-eyed, black-haired,
touseled sot with thick lips and high

cheek-bones. His suit, of course,

could not be changed. But the mere
act of turning up the collar and
yanking down one cuff of his trou-
sers so that it trailed the ground
had virtually transt“med the suit
likewise.

It was this lightning-like ablhty
to change his appearance and very
identity which had so often in the
past confounded the enemies of the
Phantom. It was true that he was
known te be a past master of the
art of disguise, and those who found
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- themselves opposed to h1m were al-
~ ways on the lookout for such changes
of identity. But often before, as in
this case, his sheer swiftness of ac-
tion took them unawares. -

Now as he stepped from the wash
room, staggering slightly in a per-
fect imitation of a man who has had
just one little drink too much, he
~ saw that the small, rat-faced man

had just settled himself in the shoe
shine chair across the arcade, and
that the attendant was just begin-
ning to polish his shoes.

The rat-faced man had his eyes
glued to the door of the wash room,
but he did not give the red-nesed
drurk a second glance.

The Phantom wound an erratlc
way up the stairs into the lobby on
- the street floor, and Went out mto
the street

HE TOOK up a posrtmn near the
curb Where he could see the side-

~ walk as well as the interior of the

building Iobby. He had not long to
wait, for five minutes later he saw
- the rat-faced man come hurrying

out with a dazed, puzzled expres-

sion upon his small—featured face.
The Phantom smiled. That little
man must have at last lost patience
-and gone into the washroom, only
to find it vacant, his quarry de-
parted. .
- The Phantom moved unobtrusively
into the crowd, so as not to attract
the attention of the rat-faced man.
The fellow stood uncertainly at the

curb for a moment, then turned his

eyes upward, and stared up at a
window in the building directly
across the street. Then he gave an
imperceptible shake of his head.
The Phantom followed the direc-
_tion of that glance, and he suddenly
stiffened; for he caught the quick
glint of sunlight on steel as some
“metal object was quickly withdrawn
from a window on the third floor
of thatbuilding. Then a face showed

there—a thick-jowled face, for the
moment contorted with anger.

“Beneath the face the Phantomff*r

caught a quick glimpse of a tan
shirt and tie, and fthen the man
disappeared from view and the
shade was drawn down over the
window., :

- Now the rat-faced man started
across the street, and the Phantom
followed him. On the other side, the
rat-faced chap waited at the door.
of the office building, where he was
shortly joined by two men who
emerged therefrom. One was the
thick-jowled, tan-clad man; the
other was a dried-up, wizened, mur-
derous looking fellow, with discol-
ored teeth and a nervous twitch in
his left cheek. He was carrying 2

long golf bag hung over his shoul-

der, though he by no means had the
appearance of a golfer; rather, he

looked to the Phantom’s keen eyes
like a dope fiend who had recently =

coked himself up to the killing point.

The three of them began to falk
earnestly together, and the Phan-
tom edged closer, passing by them.
He caught a scrap of conversation:

“Jeez, Boss,” the rat-faced one
was saymg “He disappeared into
thin air on me. He musta gone out

- through the wash room window—
though how he could get through
that two-foot-square opening I can’t

figure out for the life of me—"

~ And the thick-jowled man’s reply:
“I'm afraid the master won’t like
this, Driscoll. You shouldn’t have
lost him. It’s not offen we can get
such a chance C‘ookey’ ~was all

ready—"

~The Phantom dared not lmger
longer near them, for fear that
Driscoll, the rat-faced man, would
notice him and recall that he had
come out of the wash room.

‘He moved on down the street and
turned in time to see the three men
part. Driscoll and Cookey set off
south, toward the subway statlon,
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- while the thick-jowled man went to
the curb and raised a hand for a
taxicab.

The Phantom hesitated only a sec-
ond. He knew what was in the golf
bag on Cookey’s shoulder., That
glint of metal in the third floor win-
dow had been unmistakable. Some-
body had planned to shoot him
down! Somebody connected with the
Dennison murder case, obviously,

since the contact had been mader

- through Madeleine Dennison.

The Phantom’s jaw tightened.

Here was something a little different

from the ordinary routine he had

expected.

He stepped back to the building
line just as Driscoll and Cookey
passed him. Unobtrusively he raised
a hand to his eoat and pulled it open

exposing a small black box which
hung from a leather thong around

his neck. He stood squarely facing
the two men as they passed, and he
pressed a small lever at the side of
the black box. There was a small,
barely audible click.

The two men went by without be-

ing in the least aware that their
picture had just been recorded upon
the sensitive film of a ‘high-speed

candid camera equipped with an
f.1.5. lens. That camera, built es-
pecially for the Phantom at a cost
of five hundred dollars, was capable
of recording a sharp, elear-cut im-=
pression under minimum light, upon

a miniature roll of film less than

three-eighths of an inch in width.

The entire camera was two-and—one-r

‘half inches square, and three-quar-
ters of an inch deep. It could, if
necessary, be placed in the vest
pocket, or hidden in the palm of
the hand.

The Phantom had only recently
adopted the use of his camera, and
its value was clearly demonstrated
now. For he had his choice of fol-
lowing either Driscoll and Cookey,

or the thick-jowled man. Since they

were going in different directions,
he had to satisfy himself with tak-
ing a picture of those two, which he
would, later, be able to show to the
police for purposes of identification.

CHAPTER VI
THE PANHANDLER

HE thick-jowled man
had already en-
tered his taxi, and
the Phantom hailed
\ another, instructing
~ the driver to keep

8 close behind.
The trip was a
@ short one, ending
@88 on Water Street,
below the financial
center, in a district devoted to the

“old and musty buildings which are -

used by produce brokers.

The thick-jowled man paid off his
taxi and entered one of those build-
ings. The Phantom instrueted his
driver to wait, and went in after
him, It was a small three-story

- building. The ground floor was oc-

cupied by a firm of odd-lot brokers

~ whose name appeared on the door
“in washed-out gilt letters: “Thurben

& Co.” =

There was no elevator. The thicks
jowled man went up one flight, and
entered an office at the head of the
stairs, The Phantom mounted after
him and noted that the name on this
door was:

- “A1Exis KONSTANTIN & COMPANY

Tea and Coffee Brokers,”

He opened the door and stepped
in. The interior consisted of a large
outer office occupied by a S*iiig‘le' male
clerk, and an inner office. Just as
the Phantom stepped inside, he saw
the door of the inner office close be-
hind the back of the thick-jowled

man. The clerk, a man of perhaps

thirty-eight or forty, looked sus-
piciously at the matied hair, the dis=
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tended pupxls, and the generally un-
;.kempt appearance of the caller.

- Also, he swiftly folded up a large
sheet of paper over Whlch he had
‘been poring, and placed it in the
center drawer of the desk. He closed
the drawer quickly—a little too
quickly, for the Phantom saw that
the folded sheet of paper was not
entirely inside, but that one -edge
- stuck out about an inch. In the sin-
gle swift glimpse he got of that
sheet, the Phantom recognized it for
a duphcate bill-of-lading, such as all

importing and exportlng ﬁrms han-'

dle daily.

The clerk’s action in hldmgtth;ti
’sheet attracted the Phantom’s at-

“tention to it more than his Iea:vmg it
' upon the desk would have done.

And now the man’s hand stole
slowly toward the top right hand
drawer, and he asked harshly:
- “Well? What do you want?”’

away In faci; the man was coming

- swiftly around the desk with a lithe,
“silent speed that took hlm by sur-

prise. :
- “Damn you"’ he exclalmed “I ,
told you to—"
A hard lean fist, commg in a short

arc to smash against his jaw, broke

off his exclamation. Semple came up
off the ground with the. anact of
the blow, then slumped down in his
chaxr, with his hand almost fouch-

_ing the revolver in the desk drawer,
~ which he had not had a chance to
_’_pull out.

‘The Phantom reached over him,

A;ﬁlcked, down the key of the monitor
board and picked up the phone. He

was cut in on the line that Kon-
stantin was talking on, and he
caught a snateh of conversation:

“, . . Driscoll lost him. The Den-

,mson glrl must be on her Way up 7

- The Phantom used a -wheedhngk wait he

tone. “How about a little
Mister? I ain’t eaten in two days—
— “Get out of here!”
~scowled. “This 1sn’t a charitable in-
—stltutlon‘” =

~ Just then the voice of the thmk-
‘3owled_, man from the inner office
~ was raised in an order: “Semple!”

-~ “Yes, Mr. Konstan‘em?” the clerk'

~called back,.
—~ “Get Teed on the phane at the
Bassett Hotel—-—qulc'k e
“Yes, sir!” The clerk, Semple,
-waved anvg'rily at the Phantom. “Go

on—get! Before I throw you out!”

Van shrugged with an appearance

~of resignation, and turned toward

the door as Semple first dialed a

number, then plugged it in on the

monitor board alongside his desk.
“Here’'s Teed, Mr. Konstantm,”
he said into the phone. '
He pushed down a key, then hung
up his own instrument.
~ He raised startled eyes to find
;that the seedy looking man with the

matted black hair had not gone

.andout, =
the clerk =

- of the bill-of-lading out.
- noted that the cormer which pro-

_was saying:

ceiver preSSed to Ius ear, I

hand was fumbling with that drawer
in which the eclerk had placed the
gil'l-of-lading. He found that the
drawer must be furnished with a
snap lock, for it would net come
open. He was unable to get the rest

But he

truded bore a number, stamped in
red ink, and he ripped that corner

off, stuﬁ’ed it in his pocket.

The man, Teed, at the other end E
“We got the hotel cov-
ered. We worked on that guy in

ithﬁere, but We couldn’t get to first

V:base '
' “What did you do with hlm‘?”

— “He ain’t no good no more”

~ Konstantin’s angry ejaculatloh

rattled the diaphragm of Van’s re-

ceiver. “You damned fool' ~You
didn’t find 1t"”
([No 2

- “Well, take care of the girl. The =
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boss will be mad as hiell about this.”

The man at the other end was
about to reply, but the Phantom had
no chance to get the rest of the con-
versation, for at that moment he

heard some one at the corridor -

door. =

The door started to open, and the
Phantom swiftly replaced the tele-
phone, stepped away from the desk.
At the same time the clerk, Semple,
stirred and groaned. He pushed fo
}.ﬂs elbow, feeling of his bruised
jaw.

THE door swung wide, revealing
two men who entered swiftly —
Cookey and Driscoll! Cookey still
had the golf bag sh:mg over his
shoulder.

Semple saw them and shouted:
“Get that guy. He socked me!”

Driscoll grew pale and started to
back out, yelling: “Hey! That’s the
drunk that came outa the wash room
in the Clarion Building! He must
be made-up! It’s the Phantom—"

‘Just then the door of the inmer
office was flung open and Alexis
Konstantin appeared there—with a
gun in his hand. He asked: “What’s
going on here?”’

Semple pointed at Van Loan,
gasped: “The Phantom!”

Cookey had thrown off his golf

35

bag, had reached to his shoulder
holster, his hand coming out with a
blued-steel automatic. The snick of
the safety catch accompanied the
draw.

But in a movement so swift that
none of the four men in the room
could possibly have followed 1t, the
Phantom suddenly had a gun in hls

"Phantom, eh i

~own hand.

Cookey snarled:
and fired.

But Van had already sprung
around the desk, and he sent the
clerk, Semple, lurchmg forward with

_a mighty shove in the small of his

back. The shove sent Semple di-

_rectly in the line of Cookey’s fire,

and he took the steel-jacketed slug
squarely in the throat. A bubbling
scream issued from his throat, and
he pitched forward, his body smash-
ing into Cookey’s gun arm. Cookey
was jarred backward, and his elbow
struck against the door ]amb numb-
ing his hand and causing him to

“drop the automatic, which slithered

under the desk out of reach.
- Alexis Konstantin sprang forward
into the center of the room, leveling

‘his gun at the Phantom’s back. At

the same moment Cookey made a
flying leap for his golf bag, which
had fallen to the floor, and from

[Turn Page]

A HEALTH WARNING!
~ Printed in the interest of public well-being! -

YOU’RE nursmga oo!d——see a doctor! Curing a cold is the doctor’s
business. But there are certain precautions which, if taken in time,

may help you to ward off a cold.

For instance, your own
doctor will tell you that

high, you are not apt to “take
cold so easily.,” And he’ll also
tell you that “keeping regu-
lar” is a great aid in main-
taining a higher resistance.
8o, keep youwr bowels open!
And when a laxative is
needed, use Ex-Lax! Ex-Lax
is mild and gentle, yet thor-
oughly effective. And Ex-Iax
is a real pleasure to take—it

when your body resistance is -

tasteslike deliciouschocolate.

For inore than 30 years,
Ex-Lax has been America's
favorite family laxative. It's

- as good for children as it is

for grown-ups, At all drug-

‘gists in 10¢ and 25¢ sizes. Get

a box of Ex-_Lax today!

When Nature forgets—remember

EX-LAX

THE ORIGINAL CHOCOLATED LAXATIVE



36 ~ THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

which the stock of a heavy Win-
chester rifle protruded.

Bunny Driscoll leaped to avoid
Cookey’s lunge, and he screamed as
~a bullet from Konstantin’s gun
smashed into his side.

‘Cookey had the rifle now, and he
was wriggling up to his knees,
swinging the weapon to his shoul-
der.

-The Phantom had not yet fired a

single shot. In the swift forty sec-
onds of murderous action he had

moved directly toward the corridor

door; and now, as Driscoll fell with
his own boss’ slug in his body, the
Phantom sprang out into the cor-
ridor and leaped for the stairs, tak-
ing them in a headlong rush.

Behind him he heard Konstanﬁn-f

shout: “Get hlm, Cookey' Get
the—"

The Phantom reached the bottom
of the stairs, swung around in time

to see Cookey kneeling up above,

~ with the rifle at his shoulder, the
_ sight rapidly lowering to cover him

for the killing shot.

HE Phantom lifted up his arm
automatically without waiting to
take aim, and snapped a shot up

the stairs at Cookey. The coked-up

gunman dropped the rifle as the

Phantom’s shot took him in the

shoulder, the heavy forty-five caliber
slug: whirling him around as if he
had been a tenpin.. The rifle ¢lat-
tered down the stairs to land with
a- thud on the ground floor.

Men had come running out from
the ground floor offices of Thurben
and Company, and they stared in
petrified amazement at the man

with the matted black hair and the
naked revolver in his hand, who ran
past them toward the street door.

Upstairs, Konstantin was shout-
ing: “Stop him! Stop that killer!”

A man in an alpaca jacket, who
was more foolhardy than the rest
ran out to tackle the Phantom as

“to the driver:
- next corner. Keep gomg—-—fast—-and

he darted past the office door. Van
straight-armed him with an open
palm, and the alpaca-clad hero went
stumbling back against the others
who crowded into the doorway.

A single shot sounded from above,
the reverberations mingling with the
receding thunder of Van’s shot.
Alexis Konstantin was firing now,

~ from his vantage point at the head

of the stairs, but Van was already
out of range, and in a moment he
was in the street, leaping for his
taxicab, which was still waiting.
Down near the corner a patrol-
man was running toward the build-

ing, reaching for his service revol- -

ver, The group of men from Thur-

ben and Company were crowding

out into the street, all yelling: “Stop
that murderer!”

Van got inside the tax1, saw the
white, frightened face of the driver
turned toward him, and thrust his
gun to within an inch of that face.

“Drive like hell!” he commanded.

The taxi chauffeur yelped: “Okay,
Mister. Don’t shoot!” He threw
the car in gear, stepped on the gas,
and the cab went eareening down
the street toward the corner, away

from the approachmgco ==
Van looked back to see Alex1s

- Konstantin come running out into

the street, brandishing his gun, and
waving to the cop to pursue the
taxi. He saw the cop leap on the
running board of a passing sedan,
and he turned forward again, called
“Turn right at the

you won’t get hurt.”

He pealed a handful of bills from
the roll in his poeket, thrust them
at the chauffeur, through the front
window. “This is for losing the
cops—if you lose them!”

The chauffeur’s emotions turned
easily and quickly from fear to
greed. The sight of all that money—
there were several fifties in the

_handful—spurred him on. He turned
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Van sent Semple lurching with &
mighty shove into the line of
Coolkey’s fire (Chapter VI)

two corners on two Wheels, swung
south for three blocks, then turned
east. :

The sound of a radio car siren
was nearby, but the car was not
on their tail, merely looking for the
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trouble. The sedan with the cop in
it was lost. ' =

Van breathed a sigh of relief. He
had no desire now to be stopped
and questioned by the police. It was
true that he would have been able
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to identify himself to the absolute

satisfaction of any law officer. For
he carried upon his person a small
domino mask, intricately set in dia-
monds, which was impossible to
counterfeit, and which was recog-
nized everywhere as the badge of the
Phantom.

That badge would have enabled
him, if he wished, to secure the

- absolute COOperation of the police.
- He could have had Alexis Konstan-

tin arrested upon his mere word, if

he showed the diamond-encrusted

platinum domino mask which was
~ synonymous to law officers with the
name of the Phantom. But two con-
~ siderations deterred him.

First, he knew now that he‘,cou,ld,

not afford even the few minutes that
it would take him to wait for the

police and oomplete his identifica-

tion: secondly, his keen, lightning-
swift mental processes divined that
Alexis Konstantin might be more

useful free than a prisoner, In a
jail cell, Konstantin would be elimi-
nated from the picture. Free, he
might conceivably act as an uncon-
scious link which would eventually
lead the Phantom to that “boss” of

whom Konstantm had spoken over

the phone.
The first reason was more impel-

ling that the second; for he knew

‘.chat Madeleine Denmson was wait-
ing for him up near the Bassett Ho-

tel on Seventy-second Street. And
. there was also a man named Teed

up there, who was going to carry

out certain orders he had received
from Alexis Konstantin, Those or-

ders might mean the death of Made-
leine Dennjs9n, ¢ oy

=

“wash
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~ CHAPTER VII ,
MADELEINE DENNISON’S FOLLY

AN ordered the
driver to pull up at
t h e Fourteenth
Street Subway Sta-
tion. He got out,

_said: “There’s the
dough. Keep it and
scram. If you give
the alarm before I
get down in fhat
station, Tl give

you a slug from this gat to go Wxth

the dough!”

The taxi driver said fervently:
“Mister, I got a wife and three kids.
I ain’t looking for no slug!”

The Phantom raced down the sub-
way steps just in time to catch a
southbound train. He rode one sta-
tion down, got out and Went into
the men’s room.

Upstairs in the sitreet he could
hear the sirens of motorcycles and
radio ecars. The search for the bul-
bous-nosed, matted - haired Kkiller

N . must be on full tilt. The hue-and-
= ery must be on for the man who

had shot up three “mnocent” men

in a tea broker’s office,

But when he emerged from the
room the bulbous-nosed,
matted-haired tramp had disap-
peared into thin air, and was re-
placed by a blond-haired, bespec-

- tacled, studious-looking young man

who rode uptown to Seventy-second
Street and then rode across to the
Bassett Hotel without once attract-
ing a single glance from the many
policemen he passed who had been
notified to be on the lookout for the
bulbous-nosed killer.

As a matter of fact, he passed a
patrolman at the Seventy-second
Street exit of the subway. The officer
was standing just inside the kiosk,
closely inspecting every one who
came out. Near the eurb -a police
radio car was parked, with its radie
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going, and a newsboy was standing
with one foot on the running board,
talking te the sergeant.

The sergeant was saying: “That
killer will never get away. His de-
scription was flashed to every prowl
car three minutes after he escaped.
He hasn’t had a chance to leave the
subway, if he went into it, and he’ll
be nabbed all right. Every subway
station in New York w111 be
searched!” '

Van felt like tellmg the sergeant,

to inform his superiors that they
could save themselves a lot of trou-
ble by giving up the search, for the
bulbous-nosed fugitive was already
dissolved into his ecomponent parts
of pigment and plastic material. In-
stead, he purchased a newspaper from

the boy on the running board, nodded
to the sergeant, and walked tm, read-'

ing the headlines.

It was too soon, of course, for the
news of the shootmg at Konstantin
and Company’s, but the first page
was full of other rather important
items.

There were photographs of all-
~ actual- trial would be able to get

eleven people who had been killed in
last night’s “Tea Party Robbery,”
as the paper called it. There were
pictures of the Tombs Prison guards
who had been slaughtered by ma-
chine gun fire as they charged out
of the prison—and there was also a
snapshot of Joe Polittio, the night
watchman of the Criminal Courts
Building opposite the pnson, who

had apparently come running out of
the building only to be shot in the‘

back by a stray bullet.

There was a good deal of conjecture
as to what the gang of robbers could
have wanted with twelve bales of
- tea, which- were surely not worth
enough to warrant such wholesale
slaughter. The tea had been part of
‘a consignment from Ceylon, which
had arrived in New York the pre-
ceding day en route to Canadian
ports, and which had been placed in

the International Bonded ‘Warehouse
to await. trans-shipment on a Cana-

_dian freighter.

An interview with Walter Morse,
one of the better-known tea brokers,
indicated that Morse thought the
robbers had taken the tea under the
impression that the bales contained
silk. But the markings upon the
bales had been clear enough, and
anyone with the intelligence to plan
such a carefully worked-out attack
could surely have read what it said
upon them. -

In the cab going across town, Van
Loan skimmed over the six columns
of material about the robbery, then
read swiftly down the last two ecol-
umns which were devoted to the
Dennison tnal —

DENN.{SON JURY COMPLETE TODAY

The news 1tem stated that five of
the jurors who were to try Wilson
Dennison for the murder of George
Cheltenham had already been se-
lected, and that Distriet Attorney
Barrat and Lance Vickers, defense
attorney, both estimated that the

under way by the next morning at
the latest.

District Attorney Barrat is taking every
precaution to see that no one speaks o the
jury. The jurors will be taken to an un-
named hotel, where they will be kept in-
communicado for the duration of the trial.
He stated to reporters that “this will be
one case where the verdict will be fair and
square, and based upon the evidence alone,
and not the result of intimidation or bribery
of jurors!” -

TAN left the taxi a block from
the Bassett Hotel, and walked the
rest of the way. He kept his eye
peeled for the limousine in which
Madeleine Dennison was to have
waited for him, and he pondered
ways and means of approaching her.
If Konstantin guessed what the
Phantom had been doing in the
outer office while Semple was un-
conscious, he would certainly have
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posted -some one here to watch out
for the Phantom. And if Van stopped
-to talk to Madeleine Dennison, the
watcher might be clever enough to
guess that this was the bulbous-
nosed fugitive—minus the bulb.

The Bassett Hotel was down near
the corner of Third Avenue. Van
saw - Madeleine Dennison’s car,
parked down the street from the en-
trance, and he slowed up, casting a
keen glance on both sides of the
street to try and spot anyone' who
might be watching her. ~

He had been careful to nnpress
upon her the necessity of waiting
outside. For a young woman to go
alone into a place with the reputa-
tion of the Bassett Hotel, with a
hundred thousand dollars in cur-
rency in her purse, would be the
~ height of folly. In addition to the

possibility of hijacking, there was

also the chance that the manservant,
Yerkes, had been lying to her about
the witness to Cheltenham’s slaying,
and that he intended to take the
- money from her by force.
-~ As he approached the hmousme
he had the satisfaction of spotting a
man on the opposite side -of the
street who was obviously watching
the Denmnison car. The man was
standing in a doorway, making a
pretense of reading a newspaper,

but he was furtively watching the

limousine over the edge of the paper.

Van’s problem was to contact the
girl without arousing the suspicion
of that watcher—for he did not
doubt that there must be another
watcher somewhere nearby, prob-
ably armed with a submachine gun
or a Winchester rifle like the one

Cookey had carried in his golf bag.

UT that problem was solvéd for
the Phantom—solved in a way he
did not like. -

For just as he was within twenty_
the door

and Madeleine Dennison

feet of the limousine,
opened,

the hotel.

sprang out intoithe street. Behind
her, young Johnny McGuire, the ele-
vator starter from the Clarion

':Buﬂdmg, came expostulating,

“But, Miss Denmson, you were to
wait here—"

“I don’t care!”’ she ﬂu.ng back im-
patiently over her shoulder. “He
was to be here at ten o’clock, and
I can’t wait any longer!”’

She swung to the- chauffeur'
“Blane, if a man comes here and
asks for me, tell him I've gone into
He’s to meet me in
Yerkes’ room—Number Three Hun-
dred and Six.” :
-~ The chauffeur acknowledged the
order, and Madeleine Dennison hur-

-ried across the curb toward the Bas-

sett entrance, with young McGuire
still expostulating at her side.

- Van’s lips tightened grimly. He
did not quicken his step for fear

- of attracting the attention of the

watcher across the street. But he

- saw- that watcher fold up his news-

paper, stuff it into his pocket, and
start across after Madeleine Denni-

son. The watcher made a quick mo-

tion with his hand, and another
man, further down the street and
on the same side as the hotel, also
swung into motion headmg boward
the entrance.

The Phantom slowed up, pre’cend-
ing to stop and look in a store win-
dow, in order to give those two men
tmrie to enter the hotel after the
gir

Once they were 1n51de he hastened
his steps, reached the lobby just as
Madeleine and young MecGuire, with
the two men crowding after them,
were all stepping into the smgle
elevator that served the hotel.

The hotel elevator boy was stand-
ing inside the cage at the controls,
and he saw Van heading toward
them, waited for him to reach the
cage. '

But just then the two men inside
the cage sprang into action. Guns
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appeared in the hands of both of
them. One gun thrust into young
McGuire’s side kept him effectively
still, while the second gun poked into
the back of the hotel operator’s neck.

“Don’t wait!” said one of the gun-
men. Go on up!”’

The operator gulped, and began
to close the door. Madeleine Denni-
son screamed, but one of the men
gave her a backhanded swipe in the
chest that sent her staggering
against the wall of the cage.

Van was within five feet of the
elevator door. He dared not draw
his gun to shoot, for the bodies of
McGuire and of the hotel elevator

-operator were between him and the

The man was hanging
suspended from tha
. ourtain rod

(Chapter VIII)

two thugs. And their guns were in

their hands, so that he would not
have had an opportunity for ac-
curate shooting.

But there was one thing he could
do, and did. His left hand slid up
to the miniature camera on the
chain, He stood very still, facing

the cage. And he pressed the lever

of the camera three times in quick
succession. Three distinct snapshots
would now be recorded upon that
high-speed, sensitized film—three
shots which had caught the faces of
the two gunmen—caught them while
in the act of doing violence to Made-
leine Dennison.

- The door of the cage slid shut,
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and the shadovvs of the elevator be-
hind the glass began to move up-
ward.

- The hotel clerk, behind the desk,
was looking at the scene with dull
eyes. The only thing he was aware
of was that a woman had uttered
a short scream. He had not seen
the gtms, or the action within the
cage.

AN was in motlon; before the

shadow of the cage had disap-

peared above the glass “door.” He
“turned left toward the plush-covered
stairease. He reached it in two swift
strides, then sent his lithe body rac-

ing upward taking three steps at a

time,

Those two gunmen were certamly =

not acting on the spur. of the mo-
ment. They were carrying out some
preconcerted plan of action. It didn’t
necessarily mean that they knew he
was the Phantom. They had merely
not wanted to be burdened with the
presence of an additional stranger
while they did what they had to do.

As he sped up the stairs, Van

cursed his own tardiness in arriving,

and the girl’s impatience in not
waiting for him. He had done every-
‘thing in his power to prevent what
had just happened, even to provid-
ing Madeleine Dennison with an
armed escort in the person of
Johnny McGuire. But there was lit-
tle that McGuire would be able to

do in the face of those two guns; =

and Van hoped he would not try to
do anything rash.

It was a testimony to the prime
condition in which Van kept him-
self physically that he was not in
the least winded when he reached
the third floor. He stepped out into
the carpeted hall, and saw at once
that the door of the elevator shaft
was open. But there was not a sound
of anyone moving anywhere. It was
as if the entire hotel were blanketed
in a pall of silence.

From the direction of the elevator
cage there came a muffled groan.

Van hurried over to if, stepped
quickly within. The elevator oper-
ator lay on his face on the floor,
with a bloody smear runmng down

~from his temple to his jaw, The

blood was oozing from the raw cut.
Huddled in a corner, Johnny Mec-
Guire lay still, doubled over on his
knees, with h1s head resting agamst
the back wall,

“For an instant Van thought that
the young fellow was dead. But
when he knelt beside him he saw
that he was only unconscious. There
was a huge lump on the back of his
head, where he had no doubt been

~ struck with the butt of a oun.

At McGuire's side lay Madeleine
Dennison’s purse—open, with the
contents scattered all over the floor.
But there was no sign of the hun-
dred thousand dollars she had been
carrying in it. :

CHAPTER VIII
THE MISSING WITNESS

' RIM-LIPPED cold-
- eyed, Van sSpun
~ about and stepped
from the ecage, his
hand gripping the
stock of his gun.

He came out into
‘the hall, followed
~  the room numbers
until he reached
306.

The door of 306 was yawning
wide open, and he stepped through
it warily, his gun ready, his eyes
alert. It was a cheap, tawdrily fur-
nished hotel room. But there was
no one here, A mans trousers and
coat lay on the bed, hastily flung
down. A necktie and shirt lay on
the floor, and beyond them a pair of
shoes and socks.

On the dresser there was a sma}l :
round flat can, like the eans used for
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carrying- the small, 8 mm, motion
picture films. The lid was off, and
Van could see without touchmg it
that the can was empty. '

A quick glance around at the fur-
niture showed Van Loan that the

room had recently been searched
with thorough and ruthless effi-
ciency. Every drawer of the dresser
was out, and they were piled on the

floor, with the contents thrown care-
lessly back inte them after bemg
gone through.,

A black leather travehng bag was
also open on the floor. The leather

upholstery of the easy chair was

ripped open as if with a knife, and

7 the stuffing bulging out. The sheets

were piled on one corner of the bed,
and the mattress had been slit across

in several places, apparently so that

the searchers could run their hands
through the ticking within.

Van took a quick step toward the‘

bathroom, pushed the door open.
For a minute he stood staring into

the interior of the small cubicle, and
- then he slowly put his gun away.

E DID not step inside and he was
careful not to touch the walls
or door.
looked with somber eyes at what
must once have been the living body
of the manservant, Yerkes, =
The man was hanging, naked,
suspended by his wrists from the
shower curtain rod. His head lolled
lifelessly down over the left side of
his chest. There were deep, long

gashes on his torso and on his legs

- —pashes which must have been
made with a razor blade, for the
blood-soaked blade stﬂl lay on the
tiled floor. =

Yerkes had been horrlbly, merci-
~lessly tortured before he died.
It took Van only a moment to

grasp the full significance of that

bloody scene in the bathroom. Those
killers had gotten to Yerkes first—

that was the job that Konstantin

- Madeleine Dennison?
_been tortured to force him to reveal

He just stood there and

had told Teed he must do. And

_then, knowing that Madeleine Denni-
‘son was coming with a hundred

thousand dollars in cash, they had

_deliberately waited for her so that

they could hijack that money.
they had also kidnaped her.

Why? .

The question kept runmng through =
Van’s mind as he turned away from
the bathroom and its seene of un-
speakable horror, to ecast somber
eyes over the hotel room.

Where was this witness that
Yerkes had promised to produce for
‘Had Yerkes

But

the name of that witness? He had
said that the witness would be here,
that Madeleine could judge the testi-
mony to be offered for herself. That
would mean that the two killers had

_also taken the witness away, with

Madeleine Dennison.

But then they would have had no
reason for torturing Yerkes. That
torture indicated to Van that they
could not have found the witness.

- Suddenly, his eyes rested on the
empty 8mm. film can. He stepped

- over to the dresser and stared at it

thoughtfully, without touching it. He
took out his handkerchief, picked up
the can gingerly by one edge, and
turned it over. As he had expected,
there was a label on the reverse
side, which read:

ROCHESTER FILM COMPANY

This can contains fifty feet of &1 mm. super—
pan motion picture film. Do not develop
locally or with amateur equipment. Send
direct” to manufacturer for development.
Mentxon serial number below: -

F143890

The Phantom wrapped the can
carefully in his handkerchief, placed
it in his pocket with the edge of
paper he had torn from the bill-of-
lading in Alexis Konstantin’s office.
His mind was working swiftly,

- spurred to an incisive keenness by a

vague feeling that this can had to



have something to do with the tor-
ture of Yerkes.

He was trying to think back bo
somethmg he had heard—perhaps
something he had seen—which had
registered upon him subconsciously

“at the time, and which was forcing
itself upon his conscious processes

now, as if at a given cue.

And suddenly he had it!

That telephone conversation he
had overheard in Konstantin’s office,
when Konstantin had spoken to
Teed! The broker had asked Teed:

“Did you find—at?”

It—not him, or her!

Presumably, Teed had come to the
Bassett Hotel to torture Yerkes into
revealing the identity of the witness
he was offering to produce for Made-
leine Dennison. And Teed had re-
ported that Yerkes was “no good
any more’—meaning that he was
dead, of course. But he had also
said that he could not find it

Suppose, then, that this witness

of Yerkes was not a human bemg—- -

but a motion picture film!

The process of ratiocination by
which the Phantom arrived at that
last conclusion took far less time,
actually, than it does to follow it in
~ words. It was more like an electric
spark, flying from one contact point
to another, and ending in an intense
flash of illuminating inspiration.

At the same instant, the Phantom
also realized that whatever Teed and
the other torturer had come here to
find, they had not found it. If
Yerkes had kept that film hidden in
a secret place, it was still there,
Manifestly, he had taken it out of

the can. That can was only three-

quarters of an inch deep, and per-
haps three inches in cireumference.

The roll of 8 mm. film would take

up very little space, could be hidden
in any one of a thousand spots.

He went and stood in the center
of the room, let his gaze wander
over every inch of possible hiding
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-place. Mentally, he was putting him-
- self in the place of Dudley Yerkes.

This was a more intelligent and a
more scientific method of conduct-
ing a search than tearing the con-
tents of the room apart piece by piece.

E could see that Teed and his
companion had done a careful
job in that direction. Nothing had
been left untouched. Bed, dresser,
telephone table, suitcases, rug—even
the radio had been turmed on its
face, exposing the insides. The mat-
tress and the pillows had been slit
open; the shades had been pulled all
the way down, to make sure nothing
had been wound around the rollers.
The evidence of this search con-
vinced Van that ‘his deduction re-
garding the nature of Yerkes’ “wit-
ness” were correct. It had not been.
a living witness he meant—but a
silent roll of film which would tell
the story.
How that roll of film had come
into being, who had taken it, and
what it would show when it was

~found, were still unsolved puzzles.

But it stood to reason that Teed had
not pulled out dresser drawers and
slit open mattresses and pillows in
a search for a living person. -

Likewise, it was further estab-
lished in the Phantom’s mind that
Teed had not succeeded in finding
whatever it was he sought here.
And it had not been hidden in the
living room, for there was not a
single inch of space that had not
been gone over, =

Van sought to reconstruct the sit-
uation of the unfortunate Yerkes
before he was tortured and killed.
Here was a servant who had in some
way come upon a piece of evidence
that could mean a fortune to him
if sold in the right place. :

Van assumed that Yerkes would
have known that some one else was
anxious to get that piece of evidence,
He might fear that his room might
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_ be searched—perhaps even that he

himself would be made a prisoner
and searched.

-~ Suppose he were standing rlght
here in the center of the room where
Van was now standing, and were
trying to decide on a safe hiding
place,
roll of motion picture film. He
would reject the mattress, and the
idea of rolling the film around the

shade rollers, or any of the other

obvious places, because he would
fear that the men who might come
to search would be clever enough to
look in those places,

ERHAPS he Would feeI that no

spot in the room was safe. How
about the bathroom?
From where he stood, Van could

see into the bathroom. The dangling
figure of the unforfunate Yerkes

was not visible from here, but the
medicine cabinet was. The door of
that cabinet was epen, and all the
bottles, the comb and brush, had
been removed and were lying on the
- washbasin.

One of the searchers had evidently

spilled a bottle of iodine by accident,
for its dark discoloration lay upon

the white surface of the basin. No
attempt had been made to wash it
away.

Van Loan stepped mto the bath-
room once more. The dreadfully tor-
tured body of Yerkes still hung, the
~wrists swelling into ugly red lumps
where the cord bit into them. =

Van looked around the bathroom.
There was no conceivable place
where a roll of film could be hidden.
Once more he tried to put himself
in the place of the dead man. Sup-
‘pose Yerkes had rejected the idea of
the main room, and had decided to
hide his piece of evidence somewhere
in here? Where would be put it?

Abruptly, the Phantom’s eyes
glinted. He had just thought of an
ideal spot to hide something smalk

Suppose also that it was a

But in order to hide it in that place,
it would be necessary to turn off the
water—if the object were a roll of
film. Quickly he reached over and
turned on the cold water tap over
the wash basin. No water came out
of it

He tried the hot water faucet, and

that also was dry.

Now the Phantom’s pulse was rac-
ing with excitement. He-glanced up
at the dead body of Yerkes, and saw
that the murdered man’s eyes were
bulging, almost with an expression
of ferocious triumph in death. He
had perhaps felt sure that his tor-

~ turers would not find the film—be-
~ cause he had hidden it in the most

clever and original place that a man :
could think of!

Van dropped to his knees. From
an inside pocket of his coat he drew

out a small leather-covered tool kit,

containing a complete set of minia-
ture tools, each made of the finest
Sheffield steel, each made to order
from specifications furnished by the
Phantom. That kit had cost him
five thousand dollars. It Lad taken
the time of two Swiss toolmakers
for three months. But the *esult
was worth it,

Some of those tools folded up into
a space no larger than a man’s
thumb. Others worked upon col-
lapsible rods which could be ex-
panded to a ten-foot length. But
each was made with a precision and
a care which would have rivaled the
work of the most expert watch-
maker,

From this kit the Phantom se-
lected a pair of pliers whose jaws

could be expanded to handle a screw-

nut an inch and a half in diameter,
but which could also be contracted
to handle the stem of a watch., He
fitted this to the screw-nut under-
neath the basin which held in place
the water-trap. He unserewed this
nut, and found that a copper plate

had _been cunningly fitted under-
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neath the trap. This copper plate

came off with the screw, leaving an

~ opening in the trap much larger
than the average.

Van Loan’s eyes glittered as he
saw this, for it was indication that
some one—perhaps Yerkes—had cut
the opening to its present size, then
covered it with the copper plate
Swiftly, he inserted his fingers in
the opening. They touched some-
thing. He gripped it and drew it
out—then got to his feet, holding a
small roll of 8 mm. motion picture
film!

His processes of ratlocmatlon ‘had

not betrayed him. He had put him-

self in Yerkes’ place, had tried to
figure where he himself would hide
such a roll of film if he were in
Yerkes’ position—and he had
guessed right!

The film was sealed with the

gummed end of the exposure-tape,

indicating that it had already been
exposed, and was ready to be sent

- to the developer’s.

Van Loan saw upon the surface

of the gummed tape there were
printed instructions duplicating those
which he had seen on the back of
the container, to the effect that this
film must be sent to the home office
of the film company in Rochester to
be developed.

The Phantom did not waste any
more time. He had stayed here long

enough. Nor had he, in his absorp-

tion in this puzzle, forgotten Made-
leine Dennison.

He hurried out of the bathroom
and into the hall, pocketing the film.
The elevator cage containing the un-
conscious figure of the elevator oper-
ator and of young Johnny McGuire
was still there, the door open as he
had left it.

But from the stairway below he
heard the sounds of many men run-
ning up.

They were nearing the landing,
and he heard the hotel clerk from
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the desk in the lobby, among them,
saying: “I tell you, officer, I'm sure
now I heard a2 woman scream. I
didn’t pay any attention to it at the
time. But now—the elevator hasn’t
come down for fifteen minutes, and
the indicator shows the cage is
stopped at the third floor. I—I hope
it’s not another kllhng We ve had
three in this hotel in the past
year—"’ _
The Phantom didn’t wait to hear
more. He sped down the hallway,
turned a corner, and saw a red exit

light, The fire door was open, ‘and

he nodded in somber confirmation of
his guess that the two gunmen had
taken Madeleine Dennison -out
through the back way.

He got through the fire door just
as the first of the men came up onto
the third floor. He could stili hear
their voices raised in horrified ejacu-
lation at their discoveries as he
hurried down to the rear exit of the
hotel, -

- The back way led him ouf into
a service alley that opened on Third
Avenue. When he came out into the

street there was, of course, no sign

of the two gunmen or of Madeieme
Dennison.

STREET cleaner was working

at the curb, and Van asked him
if he had seen anyone come out of
the alley.
~ “Yeah!” the man nodded “Two
men and a girl. I didn’t pay no at-
tention to them, though. They got
into a station wagon and rode away
—downtown, I guess.” ,

“Did the girl seem to be going un-
willingly ?”

“To tell you the truth,” the man
said, “I didn’t notice. I was working
here, and I only got a glimpse of
them.”

Van thanked him and hurried to
the corner, just as a police radio car

-came slithering around the block

toward the alley,
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THE MURDERER/

cruising taxicab,
hailed it, and gave
an address on the

_ the cab sped across
_Seventy - second
-~ Street, he concen-

_terial he had un-

7 ~ earthed in the few

hours smce he had left Frank Ha-
vens’ office that morning.

As to Madeleine Denmson, he was
convinced that she was in no imme-

diate danger, for Teed and the other

gunman would not have bothered to
take her away if they had wanted
to kill her. He had in his pocket
now the “witness” which Yerkes had

mentioned to Madeleine, and which

Lance Vickers, Dennison’s attorney,,_,j
~ hinges, revealing a hidden compart-

had not been inferested in.

What that film would reveal mlghtl

have a bearmg upon the fate of Wil-

son Dennison, now being tried for

murder; and it might also reveal Just
what was Lance Vickers’ motive in

refusing to hear of evidence which
might aid in obtaining the acqulttaf?

of 2 client.

There still remained the questmn
- of how Alexis Konstantm, the im-
porter, was involved in the Dennison
- matter. It was clear that Konstantin
had tried to “get” the Phantom. It

was also clear that Konstantin was
taking orders from someone else, for
he had mentioned a “boss” when he

spoke to Teed on the phone, s

If that “boss” were Vlckers——but‘

Van Loan refused to speculate be-
yond that point until he had exam-
ined the film, for fear of making an
erroneous conclusion which might
~ warp his later judgment. :

At Eighty-sixth Street and Cen-
tral Park West he dismissed his eab,
and walked two blocks north, then

HE Phantom saw a
_upper west side. As

trated upon the ma-

to his appearance.
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west to Columbus, and entered a
public garage. Two minutes later he
drove out in a long, powerful Daim-
ler, one of a half dozen cars that he
kept parked, ever ready for service,
in various parts of the city. -

The particular makeup he was
wearing at the moment was the
makeup in which he was known to
this garage, and they asked him no
questlons when he drove out. The
car, in accordance with his stand-
ing instructions, was always fully
gassed and oiled, tires checked, and
ready to drive.

He tooled the powerful car nort.h-,
ward, crossed the One-hundred-and-
smty-ﬁrst Street Bridge into the
Bronx, then drove east into a
sparsely settled portion of the county.

‘He pulled up for a few moments at a

deserted spot, and pressed a secret

button on the dashboard.
Immedmtely, the rear portion of

the car swung open on well-oiled

ment behind the back seat, equipped
with every facility for speedy make-
up. There were two or three changes
of clothing, a kit ‘of plastic material
which was a duphcate of the one he
always carried in his pocket, and a

large assortment of wigs.

He busied himgelf at this open
cupboard for five mmutes, his long,
facile fingers moving over the con-
tours of his face with quick and ac-
curate ‘artistry. Subtly, he seemed
to become older, thinner, feebler. A
wig of gray hair added fifteen years
“An old alpaca
jacket took the place of his double-
breasted blue serge. An old worn
fedora replaced the pearl gray hat.,

When he was finished, there stared
back at him out of the makeup mir-
ror, the familiar countenance of a
man who existed solely through the
artistry and skill of Rxchard Curtis

Van Loan. This man, however, had

a definite reputation and personality,
created through years of pamstakmg
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effort. The face was that of one,
Hiram Bendix, known here and there
as an eccentric inventor of great
wealth.

Only a few blocks away from the
spot where Van had made the
change, there stood a bleak, Ionely
building, on an acre of ground. It
was known in the neighborhood as

- the laboratory of Professor Bendix,

and the professor was seen occasion-
ally to comeand go at odd hours of
the day or night. No one had ever
seen another soul enter that place,
except on the rare ocecasions When
Bendix brought a visitor, :

It was to this building that Van
now drove. Within, the modern me-
chanical appliances, the superbly-
equipped laboratory and testing

rooms, belied the bedraggled outer:

appearance of the structure. People
viewing that building from the street

often thought that old Hiram Bendix

ought to refurbish it ‘perhaps paint

and renovate it. Had they entered

and looked at the amazing aspect of
the interior, they would not have be-
lieved their eyes. For no laboratory
of any of the great umvers1t1es could
have eclipsed this one.

‘Here were machines and equip-

ment for testing bloodstains, for an-
alyzing’ chemicals of rarest origin,
for conducting difficult and little un-
derstood experiments into the realms

of physics and allied sciences; here

too were hundreds upon hundreds of
volumes dealing with obscure sub-
jeets which might have a bearing
upon the study of criminology.

There was an entire section of
books containing keys to every code
which had ever been used by man;
_and there were logarithmic tables
" for the deciphering of the new, mod-
orn codes which could be solved only
through the application of mathe-
maties.

- And there was shelf after shelf of
loose-leaf note-books, filled with the
notes made ‘by the Phantom—notes

THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

which would some day be released to
the world in the form of a compre-
hensive and authoritative work on
criminology. ,

Those notes were amply protected
against being read by an unauthor-
ized person, even if they should ac-
cidentally come into such hands—
the protection consisting of a special
code which Van Loan himself had
devised, and which depended for its
secrecy upon a transposmon of the
dates of the various phases of the
moon for the past ten years.

It was to this laboratory that Van

~ Loan now brought the 8 mm. film

that he had found in Yerkes’ room.
Although the instruction on.the film

"and on the ean cautioned the user

not to have it developed except by
the manufacturer, Van Loan was not
troubled in the least. For here he

- had as adequate facilities for devel-

oping of films as could be found any-‘
where in the country.

E SET to Work at once upon the
roll, and while it was in the
dark room he went into the of-
fice next door and picked up the
phone. He put through a long dis-
tance call to the Rochester Film Com-
pany, and when he got them he
asked whether there was any record
of the persen to whom that particu- -
lar roll had been sold. :
_He was told that the serial number
was part of an order shipped to a
New York dealer by the name of
Denby & Company, of East Forty-
ninth Street, and that Denby & Com-
pany would have a record of the
purchaser. He next called the dealer,
and gave them the serial number.
He had to wait perhaps fifteen min-
utes until his informant returned to
the phone. And then the information
he got was startling enough to bring

- an ejaculation of astonishment to his

lips
“That roll of ﬁlm,” the man said,
“was sold to one of our very good
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customers, who is now dead. His
name was George Cheltenham!”

Van Loan thanked the man at the
other end, and hung up. He sat very
still for a time, fitting that bit of
information into the pattern of the
puzzle,

Wilson Denmson was at this very
moment on trial for the murder of

work to complete the job of develop-
ing it, exercising the greatest care
to bring out every detail. The job
was a difficult one, for it was a roll
of super-pan film, highly sensitized,
and manufactured for the purpose of
taking motion pictures indoors, with-
out the use of photoflash bulbs.

-~ At last, however, the work was

The Pha,nto'mr:stoodi péised an instant before hui’tling fa;r oul (Cpte'r XIX)

George Cheltenham in the Court of

General Sessions, downtown in New
York; Cheltenham’s ex-servant, Yer-
kes, had offered to sell this film to
Madeleine Dennison, claiming that it
would exonerate her brother; Yerkes

had been tortured and murdered by

men who sought possession of that

film; and now it turned out that the
film had actually belonged to ther

murdered man!
Van hastened back into the dark
room, took the film out of the spe-

cia]ly constructed bath, and set to

finished, and Van threaded the de-

veloped film into his projection ma-

chine, turned out the lights and set
the motor going. The picture ap-
peared with startling clearness and
distinctness upon the small gix-by-
six screen at the other end of the
room,

Van watched breathlessly, running
the film through as slowly as pos-
sible. The scene revealed upon the
screen was that of George Chelten-
ham’s library.

- Cheltenham was the first person fo.
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appear. He was seated at his desk,
facing the Phantom from the secreen.
It was apparent that he was listening
intently for some sound. Both his
hands were on the desk.

Suddenly he twisted his head to
one side, and stared at the doorway.
A man appeared there, With a thrill,
Van recognized this man. He had
seen him anly an hour or two ago—
had engaged in a gun duel with him,
That man was Ceakey-—the dope
fiend who ecarried a rifle m his golf
bag!

Cookey had a revolver in his hand.
The revolver was eqmpped with a

~ gilencer. He was grinning wickedly,
and he walked slowly into the room,

never taking his eyes off Chelten-
ham, who had risen and was staring
at him as if the wrong man had en-
tered.

Cheltenham said semething, but of
course the voice was not recorded,

and he was facing sideways soithat: “ing

Van could not read his lips.

Cookey replied,
Cheltenham made a sudden move to-
ward his desk, and Cookey took a
quick step forward fired pointblank,
twice. Cheltenham staggered back-
ward, fell over the chair, and lay
Cookey coolly wiped off the re-
volver with a handkerchief, dropped
it on the floor near the door, and
went out.

The film continued to record the
picture of the library, with Chelten-
ham lying dead across the chair. It

showed with horrid clearness a slow

trickle of blood from the dead man’s

chest, which dripped down to the

floor. Then, after perhaps a quarter
of a minute, the body slowly slipped
off the chair and hit the rug.

Tensely, the Phantom watched the
unfolding of that drama. He realized
that he had witnessed here the ac-
tual murder of George Cheltenham—
by another man than the one who
was being lried for the crimel

_dropped,

still gmnﬁmg. ’

How that picture had come to be
taken he could not understand; but
there it was—irrefutable, uncontra-
dictable evidence that Wilson Denni-
son, now being tried for murder, was
innocent.

Now, while the plcture of that
library still flickered on the screen,
another man appeared, This time it
was Wilson Dennison. :

Dennison entered the room care-
lessly, earrying his hat and cane. He
did not notice the body of George
Cheltenham, for it was hidden from
the door by the desk. But his foot
kicked the revolver that Cookey had
and Dennison frowned,
stopped and picked it up, examining
it puzzledly. Then he stepped further
into the room, and he seemed to be
calling a name.

He was directly facing the audi-
ence now, and Van could read his lips
clearly, could tell that he was call-

: “Cheltenham! Are you here—"

It was at that moment that Den-
nison, cormng farther into the room,
got a clear view past the desk, and
saw the body of the dead man. He
sprang forward and knelt beside him,
and it was then that the film flick-
ered out. That was as far as the fifty
feet had gone. There was no more.

TJAN sighed, and snapped on the
lights. He took the film out of the
machine, and rewound it, so that it
would be ready for another showing.
He handled it carefully, almost rev-
erently. For here was the means of
saving an innocent man’s life. It sub-
stantiated in every detail the story
that Dennison had told.

Dennison had been found just that
way, kneeling over the body of Chel-
tenham, with the murder weapon in
his hand. His story was that he had
gone to Cheltenham’s house for the
purpose of settling an argument that
had begun the previous day at a
meeting of the Board of Directors of
the Inter-Allied Chemical Company,
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Cheltenham had succeeded in obtain-

ing enough proxies at that meeting

to force Dennison out as Chairman
of the Board, and had taken over
control of the company himself,
Dennison freely admitted that he
hated Cheltenham, and that he had
gone to the man’s house full of an-
ger. Cheltenham knew he was com-
ing, and had told him to come right
in without ringing, for his servant
would be out. Dennison said that he
had come in and found the man dead,
had picked up the gun unwittingly,
and that he had been found that
way. His story was scoffed at of
course, and it was no surprise to the
public to learn that he had hired

Lance Vickers at a reputed fee of
‘two hundred and fifty thousand dol-r =

lars to defend him.

Nobody believed the story DIS-
trict Attorney Barrat felt that he
had never had a case of circumstan-
tial evidence as strong as this one.
And yet—here was the proof to clear
Dennison.

But Lance Vlckers had refused to
listen. Could it be that Vickers knew
what this film would contain? Could

51

dealing with those cases. And after
twenty minutes’ perusal he returned
them to the ﬁles with a grim look'
in his eyes. :
For two of those other defendants

‘had been officers of the Inter-Allied

Chemical Company. The third was
the head of a large shipping firm
which was closely united, through
stock holdings, with the Inter-Allied.

It would appear; then, that Vickers
was working his racket among those -

" men who moved in a narrow business

it be that he had framed Dennison,

in order to get that two-hundred-

and-fifty-thousand-dollar fee for de-

fending him?

~ Vickers had won three other cases
recently—three cases as tight as this
one. Had he framed those other
clients ? Rapidly going over his recol-
lection of the news items concerning

those other cases, Van lLoan re-
called that the three previous de-
fendants had all been substantially
wealthy men, But he had not paid

any special attention to the cases at

the time, and he could remember

nothing more.

He went into one of the other
rooms, on the upper floor of the
building, where he kept on file rag-
-paper copies of the daily newspapers
for ten years back. By consulting

the index he quickly located the issues

\

circle—perhaps for the reason that

through some channel of informa-

tion, he was able to become familiar

with the habits, the hates and the

passions of those men, and thus
frame them appropriately—just as

‘he had, no doubt, framed Wilson
Dennison through knowing that Den-

nison had a motive for murdering
Cheltenham,

Now, the Phantom saw a number
of steps he could take. The first
thing he did, however, was to change
his makeup and drive down to Police
Headquarters in lower Manhattan,
Here, he asked to see Inspector
Gregg, and upon giving the name of
“Mr. Bilbo,” he was immediately
asked to come upstairs.

CHAPTER X
A FRESH LEAD

'NSPECTOR GREGG
was a burly, heavy-
set man whose bulk
§1 and heaviness con-

y . cealed a good, ana-
lytical mind. He had
received the credit
for breaking many
cases which had
really been solved
by the Phantom.
Unlike the intrusions of most ama-
teurs, the Phantom’s interest in a
case never irked Inspector Gregg. In
fact, he had arranged with his mys-
terious and unknown friend to use
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the name of “Bilbo” whenever he
wanted an audience with him. And
when Van entered the inspector’s
private office, Gregg could not con-
ceal his pleasure '

“This-is a break—you taking an
interest in the Dennison case. I con-
fess, m stumped. I don’t under-
stand why that man Yerkes was tor-
tured and killed. There must be some
- connection with the Dennison trial,
because Yerkes was Cheltenham’s
manservant, And I understand that
Dennison’s trial has already started,
and it leoks pretty black for him, in
spite of the fact that Lance Vlckers
is defending him.

“The clerk up there at the Bassett
Hotel reports that a woman who re-
sembles Dennison’s sister went up 2
- few minutes before they discovered
the murder, and that she disap-
peared. I’'m afraid she’s been kid-
naped 2

The inspector wiped perspiration
from his forehead.

~ “I've got plenty on my hands as it
is. There was this tea robbery last

night. Eleven people killed—all be-
cause that gang of wholesale butch-
ers wanted twelve bales of tea! I

can’t get a single lead on that thing.
don’t even know who those -

We
twelve bales belonged to. There are
half a dozen tea importers using the
International Warehouse for stor-
age, and it seems that the gang last
night destroyed the warehouse office
records. Se it’ll probably take sev-
eral days till they can check up with
all the importers and find out whose
twelve bales they were.”

He slapped his hand down on a

still-wet newspaper which was lying

on his desk.
“And on top of that—look at these

headlines—a erazy shooting down in

the office of this Alexis Konstantin.
They claim a madman barged in and
shot them up. One dead, two in the
hospital!”

He snorted.

killed,” the Phantom told him.

“All T need now 1s a madman run- -
ning loose in the city!”
Van kept quiet about that for the

time being. He handed Gregg the

negatives of the small eandid camera
shots he had taken of Teed and the
other gunman up at the Bassett,
~-Gregg looked them over silently.
“What’s this? 2 he asked frown-
ing.
“You want to know who tortured

_and killed Yerkes—and perhaps kid-
“naped Medeleme Denmson,

don’t
you? 9% ==
“You bet"’ ==
“Develop these two negatiVes
then”—the Phantom pointed to the
snapshots of Teed and his companion
in the elevator of the Bassett Hotel,

~ in the act of striking Madeleine Den-

nison, “Find those two men, and
there’s - the evidence to convict
them!” :

REGG’S eyes opened Wlde as he

T held the negatives up to the Tight,

discerned the outlines of the figures

in the elevator, saw the action they
were engaged in.

“Good Lord, Phantom, you ’ve ac-

tually snapped these men m the act

of striking down the girl—

“That was after Yerkes v:"alz
you have copies made of those snaps,
and distribute them, you ought to
be able to pick up Teed and the
other—and thus find Madeleme Den-
nison, too.”

‘He reframed from telling Gregg

about the roll of 8 mm. motion pic-

ture film. He had other uses to

which he wished to put that film

before turning it over to the police,
But he did tell Gregg about the
shooting in Konstantin’s office. He
did not say in so many words that
he had been the “madman” whom
Konstanfin had reported, but he
gave the inspector the negatives of
the pictures he had taken of Kon-
stantin in conference with Cookey
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and Driscoll, in the street opposite
the Clarion Building.
¢ “This man—"’ he indicated the
negative of Cookey—“I understand
he was wounded?”

Gregg nodded. “I can’t tell hls face
from the negative, but from his build
I’'d say that is Cookey. He’s in the
hospital with the forty-five caliber
bullet in his shoulder.”

Gregg’s eyes narrowed, and he
looked queerly at Van Loan. “I un-
derstand .you use a forty-five—"

Van smiled enigmatically. ‘“You
wouldn’t want me to admlt anythmg,
would you?”

Gregg
comprehension.
madman !”

The Phantom shrugged. “Perhaps.
Let it ride. But just let me suggest
two things. Flrst, place a guard at
Cookey’s bed in the hospital. He is
to be charged with murder.”

*“Murder!”’ Gregg shouted. “Who?”

Van raised a hand. “I'll tell you
in due time. You need have no fear

“You were that

of a mistake. I guarantee to give

you proof sufficient to convict him
of murder.”

Gregg nodded. “That’s okay with
me, Phantom. Your guarantee is all
I want., I'll put a guard over there
at once, Now, what’s the second
thing ?”

“Get Konstantin down here. Ques-
tion him about that shootmg in his
office. Try to trap him in some way,

into making a damaging admission

—anything at all, as long as you
have a pretext to hold him. And
then see whom he calls upon for
help. See whom he tries to con-
tact.” —

REGG ralsed his eyebrows. “You

think he’s connected with the
Dennison case?”

“I have reason to believe so,” Van
Loan replied. “I have reason to be-
lieve that Konstantin is the execu-
tive head of a large criminal com-

suddenly grmned with

bine—but that he isn’t the brains
of that combine. I think there is
some one far more subtle behind him
—and I want to fmd out if I'm
right.” -

-The inspector’s eyes were gleam-
ing with interest. ‘
“You’ll keep in touch Wlth me”’

he asked eagerly, -

“You can depend on 1t Thls af-
ternoon I'm going over to the Crim-
inal Courts Building and look in on
the selection of the Dennison jury.
Suppose you write me out a pass
in the name of Mr. Bilbo, adm:lttmg
me to the court room.”

Gregg complied with alacrlty, and
the Phantom left with the pass.

But he did not go at once to the
Criminal Courts Building. Instead,
he went to the Custom House, at the
foot of Manhattan Island. ‘There,
be gave the number appearing on
the torn corner of the bill-of-lading
which he had salvaged from his
fight in Alexis Konstantin’s office.

He asked to see the corresponding

copy of the bll]-of-ladmg, of which
that sheet had been a duplicate.

- And it was here that he got his
ﬁrst real inkling of the far—reachmg
ramifications of the conspiracy he
was investigating. For that bill-of-
lading, when shown to him, turned
out to be a document of most star-
tling nature.

It was a shipping receipt for five
hundred bales of tea, from Ceylon
to Montreal, Canada, via New York.
The tea had been placed in the
bonded warehouse pending trans-
shipment to Montreal, and thus far
everything was in order

The startling portion of the bill-
of-lading was in the names of the
consignor and the consignee. For
that tea has been shipped from Cey-
lon by Walter Morse, Ltd., and con-
signed to the Inter-Allied Chemical
Company !

Van knew that Walter Morse &
Co., Ltd,, was the English subsidi-
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ary of the Inter-Alhed He also

knew that Inter-Allied, under the
~ Jeadership of Wilson Dennison, had

lately been interested in the develop-

~ment of new channels of trade. He
had not known that they were going
into the business of importing tea.
Now, the whole thing began to as-
sume dangerous proportions.

“That tea robbery of last night—in

'the'bonded warechouse less than a

- block from the Tombs—did it have
something to do with the case of
Wilson Dennison, who had been in
the Tombs at the very moment when
~the property of his company was
being stolen from the warehouse?
~ And again that question—why in
the world should twelve bales of
tea be worth the lives of the eleven
people who had been slain in the
course of the robbery? And why
had the gang gone to such elaborate
lengths to plan the robbery of such

an insignificant item as twelve bales

of tea? 3
The possible explanation that
Lance Vickers was in some way

persecuting the officers and stock- #

holders of the Inter-Allied could not

— hold water; for there was no pos-

sible motive of gain to be associated
with last night’s robbery. .

The name of Walter Morse & Co =
Ltd., was familiar to Van Lean. He
knew Morse himself casually, having
met him around town. It was he
whom Madeleine Dennison had men-
tioned as having been present when

she phoned to Havens for an ap-

pointment with the Phantom—
Morse, and the woman, Magda Hel-
muth, b
——Van found a phone, called Gregg.
“Did you know that Imter-Allied
Chemical had a shipment of tea in
the TInternational Warehouse 2’ he
‘asked.
— Gregg swore loudly “Then you
thmk that those twelve bales might
have belonged to Inter-Allied ?”

“T don’t know. But you might
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have ’che warehouse men count the_
Inter-Allied bales there. If they’re
short of five hundred, then we can
assume that the stelen ba.les be-
longed to them.”

“Pll get in touch with the com-
pany, too,” Gregg sald “They ought
to have some records.” ,

“Let that end of 1t ride for an
hour or so0,” Van Loan teld him. “I
want to go up and talk to Walter

-Morse.” L

He hung up and took a cab to the
Inter-Allied Building, which was lo-
cated on lower Broadway, not far
from the Customs House.

CHAPTER XI
- HicH FINANCE. , . .

- T the information

name of “Mr, Bil-
- bo,” and asked to
see Morse, saying
that he came from
@ Inspector Gregg.

- The mention of the
police inspector got
him immediate ad-
mission.

, Morse was not alone, howevev- =
- There were two other men, and one

woman in the large, tastefully fur-
nished office mto which Van was
ushered.

Walter Morse mtrodueed him in
turn to Andrew Gerard, First Vice-

president and General Manager to

Vincent Stephenson, one of the
larger stockholders, as well as For-
eign Manager; and to Magda Hel-
muth, a dark-eyed, provocatively
beautiful woman. Morse himself
was a handseme man in his early
forties, well-built, with a carefully
trimmed mustache and a firm hand-
clasp.

The Phantom knew a little of the
history of each of these persons, for
he had already made it his busi-
ness to look up the past history of

desk he gave the
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each of the directors of Inter-Allied.
He Iknew that Morse, in spite of a
tidy fortune he had inherited from
his father, was always broke. Ever
since he had come out of college he
had been in the habit of spending
more than he made. His large ex-
port firm of Walter Morse & Co.,
Ltd., had found it necessary to amal-
gamate with Inter-Allied because of
Walter’s improvident management.
Vincent Stephenson was a native
of the British Isles.. He had begun

life a surgeon dentist in His Bri-
and had

tfannic Majesty’s Navy,
later given up the sea to go into
business in India, where he had be-
come an outstanding expert on ex-
ports and imports to and from east-
ern lands. It was that knowledge
which had won for him a job with
Inter-Allied, and which had enabled
him to rise to his present position
as vice-president and manager of
Foreign Trade. .

Andrew Gerard had beg'un with
the company forty-one years ago in
the capacity of chemist, and had be-
come so familiar with the ramifica-
tions of the business as it grew,
that he was indispensable as gen-
eral manager. Only the fact that
Wilson Dennison had inherited " the
controlling stock from his father
had kept Gerard from becoming
chairman of the board.

As for Magda Helmuth, she had
- been a Hungarian adventuress who
had married a wealthy Bohemian
nobleman, the Baron von Helmuth.
The baron had .died recently, leaving
to her a large block of Inter-Allied
stock, which she refused to sell.

HEY all looked at the pseudo Mr.
Bilbo quizzically, and a bit ner-
vously. It was Walter Morse who
spoke first. l
“I suppose you are here in refer-
ence to the tea robbery of last
night,” he greeted Van Loan. “Mr.
Gerard, here, our general manager,

has just told me that he believes
there is a chance those twelve bales
of tea that were stolen last nlght
may belong to us.”

Van nodded. He was busy study-
ing the individuals of this small
group, without giving the appear-
ance of doing so.

“What makes you think that tea
belonged to Inter-Allied?” he asked
Gerard. S

The general manager, a tall, spare
man with deep-set black eyes, rum-
bled, “It’s just an idea I have. T've
been looking through the invoices
this morning, and I find that we had

a shipment of tea stored in the In-

ternational Bonded Warehouse. Wil-
son Dennison was handling our tea
business personally, and I didn't
know anythmg about it untll thls
morning.”

Magda Helmuth sald nothmg She

“merely sat quietly, and looked unin-

terested. Morse saw Van's question-
ing glance direcfed at her, and ex-
plained, “Mrs. Helmuth is one of
our stockholders. She, Gerard and
Stephenson here, and myself, are,
in fact, the sole remaining stock-
holders and directors of Inter-Allied.
We had just been holding a sort of
—er—conference, and we decided to
go to the police. You see—we have
been discussing a rather serious
problem.

“It is our opinion that some one—
we don’t know who—is conducting
a campaign to wipe out the direc-
tors of this company. There were

nine of us six months ago. Three
of our directors have gotten into the

toils of the law in the last six
months. Then Cheltenham was mur-
dered, and Dennison is on trial for
it. That leaves the four of us!”
Vincent Stephenson had been pac-
ing up and down the room while
Morse talked. Now he swung around
quickly. “It’s that lawyer, Lance
Vickers! I'd swear he’s been plan-
ning all of this! Do you realize that
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he’s colleeted a small fortune from
our directors?’

~Morse nodded. “V 1ckers defended
two of the other men. Naturally,
any one with the money to pay him,
would retain Vickers, because it
seems that he can’t lose a case—"

“And I’'m sure,” Stephenson’ broke
in, “that Dennison is innocent!”

-~ “How can you say that?? de-
manded Andrew Gerard. “He was
caught red-handed. Cheltenham got
control of the company from him,
and he lost his head and killed him!”?

The two men glared at each other,
and Van Loan could see that there

~was a good deal of amimosity be—i
tween Stephenson and Gerard.

It was Walter Morse who ﬁlled in
the awkward silence. “What we are
most concerned with,” he said,

- how Dennison is gomg to pay Lance

Vickers, Vickers wants two hundred
and fifty thousand dollars in cash

the minute he gets Dennison ac-
quitted. Dennison must have the
cash ready. In order to get that
much cash, Wilson Dennison has to
sell or borrow on his Inter-Allied
stock. Now the question is, do we
want to allow that stock of hls to
go out of our group?”’ ~

said. “But the company hasn’t
enough money in the treasury to buy
it up. Dennison’s fault. He went
and spent all our surplus on real
estate—in India, of all places &

The general managers tone was
bitter.

“Imagme buymg ten thousand
acres of rice lands in Mysore, In-
dia !’

Van’s interest was aroused.
say that Dennison bought this land?
For what purpose?”’

“You ask him!” Gerard snorted.
“Dennison had the controlling stock,
and he could do pretty well as he
pleased. He bought that land with-

out even consultmg the board of d1- '
_patiently, “Let’s not go off on a tan-

rectors!”

“You

~ tlemen,” she said.

- THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

A troubled frown puckered Walter
Morse’s forehead. “I don’t under-
stand why he did it. He wouldn’t
explain. I sent an expert to India,
and he’s returning this afternoon
on the Indian Princess with a re-
port. Perhaps that will give us ‘some

~ explanation.”

— “Couldn’t this expert have cabled
his report?’ asked Van.

- “Neo,” said Morse. "I’rdidn’t want
any leaks =2

Vincent Stephenson smd “Denm-
son knows his business, 1 ftrust
him.” >

“I don’t!” Morse snapped. “We're

entitled to an explanation!”

JTEPHENSON threw a quick side
glance at Magda Helmuth. “Are
you sure it’s for business reasons that
you don’t trust him? - Are you sure
theres nothing personal involved?”
“Walter Morse flushed, and half
rose from his chair. “What do you
mean by that?”?
Stephenson shrugged. “When 1
was in India last year, I looked over
those rice lands, and they looked
good to me for a long-term invest-
ment. With the war raging in

: ~ China, and Japan needing to store
“We emphatically do not! 0 Gerard ' . S

up food reserves for a possible clash
with Russia it seemed to me that
whoever could control a large out-
put of rice would be able to realize
a handsome profit. I made my re-
port to the board, but the only one
who was far-31ghted enough to see
it my way was Dennison. You op-
posed the idea, Morse. Maybe it was
because Dennison was mterested in-
Mrs. Helmuth!” ,

Morse restrained himself W1th an
effort. Mrs. Helmuth was blushing.

“]—I'm sorry if I have caused
any hard feelings among you, gen-
“T'd gladly resign
from the board of directors, if it
would help.”

General Manager Gerard said im-
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gent. What are we going to do about
buying Dennison’s stock?”
- Morse said quickly, “I haven’t
much cash. Tl take twenty-five
thousand dollars of it.”

Magda Helmuth added, “I think I
could raise as much.”

Gerard said flatly, “I'm sorry. I
have no money.”

Vincent Stephenson, the forelgn :

manager, glared at him. “All right.
If none of you will help Dennison,
I will. T'll raise the other two hun-
dred thousand.”

“Maybe,” Walter Morse said sar-
castically, “you’d like to take those
rice lands in India. Or—would you
rather have Dennison’s stock?”’-

Stephenson’s mouth
. “Now just what do you mean by
that?”

“It looks to me,” Morse said, “as
if you’d have the controlling inter-
est in the company after you buy
Dennison’s stock.”

“And you think that’s What I’
after?”

Mozrse smiled at h1m msultmg]y

“As long as you think so highly of

the rice lands, why not buy them
instead of taking Dennison’s stock.
We paid a million dollars for those
ten thousand acres. We'll sell you
two thousand of them for two hun-
dred thousand dollars, and with the
money, the company will be able to
buy up Dennison’s stock. That’ll
prove you don’t want to get control
of the company!”

TEPHENSON studied Morse in-
tently for a moment. His large
hands were knotted into fists. “Sup-
pose I buy the lands,” he said slowly.
“The company would buy in Denni-
son’s stock, and the stock would go
into the treasury, wouldn’t it?”
Gerard, the general manager
nodded. Suddenly his eyes showed a
glint of understanding. “I see what
you're driving at, Stephenson. If
Dennison’s stock is retired, it would

tightened.

leave Morse as the largest stock-
holder!”

“Exactly!”” breathed Stephenson.
“You, Morse, would control the com-
pany!” He uttered a short, hard
laugh. “No, Walter, I don’t thmk

- Pll accommodate you!”

Morse’s face was a deep brlck

red. Madga Helmuth said, “It’s too |

bad that you gentlemen can’t trust
each other a little more—"

- Gerard spread his hands help-
lessly. “It can’t be helped, Mrs.

Helmuth. There’s: every reason to
believe that some one is intent on
wiping out the larger stockholders
of the company. We've got to be
suspicious of everybody.”

Walter Morse had recovered some
of his composure. “I hope,” he said, .
turning to Van Loan, f‘that you
won’t get a wrong impression of us, .
Mr. Bilbo. We are not all of us’
crooks—"" his voice became low, sibi-
lant, as his eyes rested balefully on
Stephenson—*“only one of us is!”

Whatever Vineent Stephenson

'mlght have replied to that, Van

could not learn. For just then a

knock sounded at the door, and a

girl clerk put her head in.

- “Mr. Stephenson,” she said. “Mr.
Ardsmore has just arrived from the
Indian Princess. 1 asked him to wait
in your office as you directed.”

Stephenson nodded. “That’s the
expert whom we sent to India to
investigate those rice lands. I’-Il
bring him in here.” :

He left, and Gerard foHowed him,
saying, “I’ve got to attend to a feW
important matters. I'll be back in a
few minutes. Without Dennison here,
we’re working at a disadvantage””

Walter Morse rose from behind
his desk and excused himself to go
into the outer ‘office, where several
people were impatiently waiting to
see him. Van was left alone with
Magda Helmuth.

She nervously lit a cigarette,
looked across at Van, inhaled deeply,
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and seemed to be on the point of
saying somethmg Then she qulckly
looked away.

Van Loan studied her for a min-

ute, his thoughts busy with the three

men who had been in the room.
There were cross currents of hatred
and distrust working actively among
them. All of those three men were
used to money, and all of them were
ambitious and hungry for more.

It could easily be that one of
them was working in some devieus
and insidious way to wrest control
from the others of this great com-
mercial corporation. And then it
might also be that they, as well as
Cheltenham and Dennison, were the

victims of some clever plot of Lance :

- Vickers,
This woman—Magda I—Ielmuth——
might hold the key to the riddle.

He could see that she had something

on her mind. Could he induce her to
talk—

Suddenly she sprang up from her
chair, crushed out the cigarette in
the ashtray on Morse’s desk with
nervous fingers. She was breathmg
deeply, quickly. =

“Mr. Bilbo!” she said in a low,‘
“You are connected with the

voice.
police, are you not?”

Van smiled. “You have something
to tell me?”

“Yes, yes. There is danger—dan-
ger to me, and to all of us. I am

positive that Will Dennison did net

kill Cheltenham. And I am also pos-
itive that Cheltenham will not be
the last to die. Sometimes I am
afraid—" she shuddered, and closed
her eyes for a moment—“afrald that
I will be next!”

She came closer to h1m “Mr
Stephenson was right. It is Will
Dennison that I care for—not Wal-
ter. And I think—I think—that I
will never see Will again!”

Van had risen. He held a match
to the cigarette which she had au-
tomatically taken from her purse

'Wl’ch a shaking hand forgetful of

the fact that she had just extm-
guished another.

“If Will is acquitted tomorrow, I
will have something to tell you.
While he is in jail T dare not. But
if he goes free, come to my house
tomorrow night at ten—and I will
tell you something that you should'
know!” ,

“Why can’t you tell me now"”
Van Loan asked conceahng his im-
patience. =

“I dare not'” :

“Is it because you thmk that may-
be Dennison s guilty?”’

“No, no! I will not say more.
But if he goes free, come to see me
tomorrow mght at ten”’

CHAPTER XII 7
.+ . AND HIGH DIVE

. T was just as she
| finished speaking

_that the door from
the corridor burst
open and Vincent
@ Stephenson  burst
8 in, wild-eyed, his
- lips trembling. He
~ was no longer the
stolid - appearing,
solid business man
of a few minutes ago. Something
had shocked him terribly. '

‘He cast a quick look around the
room, ‘‘Where—where is every-
bOdy 973 ,

Van Loan explained that the
others would be back m a few mm—
utes. - :
“Never mind. You—-you re from
the police. Come—quickly!” :

He led the way out of the room,
and down the broad, \thlck-carpebed
hall to a door at t‘he”end of the
corridor which was marked, “Office
of Harvey Stephenson—Vice-Presi-
dent in Charge of Foreign Trade.”
Magda Helmuth had remamed be- :

“hind.
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- Stephenson paused a moment,
then flung the door open, stepped
quickly inside.

“This is where Ardsmore was
waltmg for me.”

Van nodded, a questlon in his
eyes. There was no one in the office.

“This is the way I found it,”
Stephenson said. “I had stopped at
the front to give some orders, and
when I eamé in here I thought that
Ardsmore had gone out, or that he
was waiting in another office. 1
went to my desk for a second, and
_ happened to look down.”
~ He fairly dragged Van over to the
window, pointed a shaking finger
outside. “Take a look!”

Van stuck his head out. There in

the court fourteen floors below, a
small crowd of pigmy-looking people
were gathered around an inert mass
lying on the concrete. Even from
here Van could tell that it was the
body of a man. The crowd was
leoking upward, and pointing to the
window from which Van Loan and
Stephenson were peering.

Van quickly withdrew his head,

and faced the foreign manager.
Stephenson was sweating pro-

' fusely. “I—I don’t know of course.

But—see here—” he picked up a

straw panama hat from the chair
next to the desk. “I’ll swear that's
Ardsmore’s body down below. Here
—here’s his hat!”?

He turned out the sweat-band,

showed the 1n1t1als stamped m 1t
J.LA.

“John Lewison Ardsmore ”” he
whispered. -

Van looked up to see Gerard and
Morse eoming into the room, and a
crowd of frightened office workers
looking in from the hall.
~ “Where were you?”’ he demanded
of Morse, “du;ring the last ten min-
utes” — : —

Morse ﬂushed “T don’t know that
it matters—but I was in the men’s
room ”

- Van grunted.
there, eh?”

“Of course not!
-~ Van Loan turned to Gerard
you?” e

“I was in my own office,” said the :
general manager. “I was getting
some papers out of the file that
would bear on Ardsmores report
Where—-where 1s he?”?

TEPHENSON said sepulchrally.'
“He's dead!”

- Both Gerard and Morse paled.
“W-where?’ asked Gerard.

Van jerked his head at the wWin-
dow. “You can take a look!’ he
said dryly.

It was several minutes before
Morse and Gerard came back from
the window. Gerard looked pale and
about to be sick. Morse’s face had
a thin, tight look. He threw a glance
at Stephenson.

“This is your  office,”
“Where were you?”

Stephenson flushed. “Out front
Then I stopped in the stock room,
and I came to my office.”

“C-couldn’t he have jumped?”
asked Gerard. “Isn’t it possible?’

“I hardly think a man would come
all the way from India to jump out
of a window,” Van told him. :

“And besides,” Morse added sig-
nificantly, “there’s the report he was
going to make. Now we’ll never

“No one saw you

“And

he said.

know what he was geing to tell us

about those rice lands that you and
Dennison recommended so highly,
Stephenson!”

There was a commotmn outside,
and Inspector Gregg pushed his way
in. He spotted “Mr. Bilbo,” and mo-
tioned him to one side.

“Who did it?” he demanded

~Van shrugged. “It could have been
any one of the three—Morse, Ste-
phenson, or Gerard. And then it
might have been some one else in
the office. I suggest you make no

_arrest. None of those three men is
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going to run away. And I think
that Dennison’s trial tomorrow will
bring the whole thing to a he

“But good Lord!” Gregg groaned.
“The commissioner will be wild, and
the papers will be on our neck—

“Why not call it suicide for the
time being?” Van said.

“All right,” Gregg decided. He
turned to take charge, and Van hur-
ried out in search of Magda Hel-
muth. He was determined now to
make her talk, and not wait till the
next day. But Magda Helmuth was
gone. The girl at the information
desk told him that she had left a
few minutes ago without saymg any-
thing.

Van looked up her address in the
directory, hurried to her penthouse
apartment, hoping to catch her
there. But the maid who answered
the door shook her head. Mrs* Hel-
~ muth had not returned.

“She just called up, sir. She sald
if a Mr. Bilbo came here, fo give
him a message.

“I’'m Mr, Bilbo,” Van told her im-
patiently. “What was the message?”

“She said to tell you that there’s
no use trying to see her before to-
morrow night at ten, She says you’ll

only get her in trouble if you do.”

Van shrugged, and departed. He
had many other things to attend to
tonight, before Dennison’s trial be-
gan in the morning.

QOutside, he bought a newspaper,
read that the jury had been selected
with remarkable ease for so impor-
tant a trial, and that the case would
begin in the morning.

There was no trace of the kid-
napers of Madeleine Dennison, and
the police could find no motive for
the torture and murder of Dudley
Yerkes, Cheltenham’s manservant.
The dragnet which had been thrown
about the city in the effort to catch
the perpetrators of last night’s tea
robbery had thus far failed to turn
_up a single suspect.

There was one more item, buried
among the more exciting news, to
the effect that the gunman, Pete
Cook, alias “Cookey,” who had been
wounded in a mysterious gun-fight in
a tea broker’s office in downtown
Manhattan, was in a serious condi-
tion in the hospital, and that a po-
lice guard had been placed over-him,
He was still unconscious, and could
not talk. Physicians refused to say
whether he would recover or not.

Grimly, Van Loan put away the
paper and set about the performance
of the numerous things he had
planned, so as to be free to attend
the trial of Wilson Dennison in the
morning.

CHAPTER XIII
SYRACUSE'7 FANNIE DAVIS’

RDER in the court!”

The clerk pound-
ed with his gavel,
and as the mur-
muring of the spec-
_taters, jurymen,
witnesses and law-
yers died away, he
said crisply: “All
e rise!”

' People shuffled to
thelr feeff—some awkwardly and
self-consciously, others with the air
of boredom which comes to those
who habitually frequent the criminal
courts.

The defendant, Wilson Dennison,
glanced nervously at Lante Vickers,
his lawyer, and got to his feet,
squaring his shoulders as if to un-
dergo an ordeal. :

Vickers, tall and suave, with black
hair parted in the middle and combed
glisteningly flat, smiled with an at-
titude of tolerant self-assurance, and
rose languidly,

All eyes turned toward the small
door at the left of the court room,
through which Judge Wilberforce
now entered. The judge’s counte-t
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‘nance was gaunt and severe as he

stepped up to the bench and seated
himself.

The clerk mtoned “His Honor,
the Judge of the Court of General

Sessions. Part Three of this court :

is now in session! Be seated.”
There was a rustle as men —and
~women dropped back
-seats. Reporters in the first row
were making swift notes in short-
hand, noting the appearance of Wil-
son Denmson, the defendant; of
_Lance Vickers, his lawyer; and of
Harold Barrat the Distriet Attor-
ney of New York County, who was
prosecuting this case in person.
- The clerk shuffled some papers on
his little desk next to the court ste-
nographer, and called in a loud voice:
“Calendar Number 42183—Case of

the People of the State of New York

versus Wilson Dennison, charged
with murder in the First Degree.
Continued from yesterday.”

' Judge Wilberforece nodded, and
looked toward the District Attorney.
“I believe the jury is satisfactory to
both sides. You may proceed to
open the case, Mr., Barrat.”?

NISTRICT ATTORNEY:BARRAT :

rose, holding a sheaf of volumi-
nous notes in his hand. He was a
studious, serious man in his early
fifties who had reached his present
position by reason of his outstand-
ing ability as a trial lawyer on the
staffs of the three preceding dis-
trict attorneys.
thorough man, and when he under-
took to prosecute a case in person
rather than trust it to one of his
assistants, people usually felt sorry
for the defendant
It was generally known that he
never undertook to bring a defend-
ant into court unless he was abso-
lutely certain that he could obtain
a conviction. And yet, this time, he

seemed strangely nervous and dis-
~ traught. He wiped perspiration from

into their

He was a careful,

-said:
~Please confine yourself to the facts

his forehead, and atter making the
usual salutation to the court, began
his opening speech, which he made
very short and concise:

“Gentlemen, the defendant at the
bar is known to every one of us.
The name of Wilson Dennison had
long been associated in our minds
with the names of those captains of
industry who are always in the fore-
front of the news. Few people would
be willing to believe that such a
man—" he turned and pointed dra-
matically at Wilsen Dennison—
“would ever have to commit a crime.
Yet he sits there, accused of the
high crime of murder in the first

_degree. -

“I ask you, gentlemen, not to let
the glamour and renown of this man
blind your eyes to the facts which

- we shall present in this trial. Nor
should you permit yourselves to be

beguiled by the wily oratory of his
attorney, Lance Vickers, whom we
all know to be the foremest crim-
inal lawyer of the country—a man
who is hired onIy by those who feel
that their case is weak—"

- He was inferrupted by the suave
Lance Vickers, who rose swiftly to
his feet and broke into the perora-
tion with a ceol, sardonic voice:

- “Your Honor, I object to the Dis-
trict Attorney’s characterization of
myself! He is prejudicing the jury
against me, If I have been fortu-
nate to win my last three cases, it

_is not because of my ability, but for
_the very good reason that my clients

were innocent—just as Mr. Denni-
son here, is innocent. Does the
learned District Attorney insinuate
that all the previous juries before
which I have had the privilege of
pleading were ignorant morons, and
that they acquitteé guilly men
merely because I talked to them?”

Judge Wilberforce frowned and
“T will sustain the objection,

you intend {o prove, Mr. Barrat,
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and do not cast aspersions upon a
fellow member of the bar!”

District Attorney Barrat shrugged
and turned baeck to the jury, his tone
slow and impressive.

“The State will show, gentlemen,
that on September 20th last, the de-
fendant, Wilson Dennison, left his
home after receiving a phone call
from George Cheltenham, a fellow
director of the Inter-Allied Chemical
Corporation; that before going out,
he took from the drawer of his desk
a Smith and Wesson automatic pis-
tol, and inserted a fresh clip into it
—his butler’s testimony to that ef-
fect will be put in evidence; that
he took a taxicab to the home of
George Cheltenham. '

“Unfortunately, Mr. Cheltenhams
servant, Dudley Yerkes, is not alive
today to testify, But we will show
that Cheltenham feared violence, by
the testimony of his cook. It was
she who found the front door epen
upon returning that evening, and
who called a policeman.

“They found Dennison standing

over the dead body of Cheltenham,
still holding the Smith and Wesson,
from which two shots had been fired
—that those two shots were the very
shots that killed the vietim, as will
appear from the findings of the Po-
lice Ballistics Bureau!”
-~ Barrat paused, and turned to face
the defendant, his voice sounding
ringing and clear through the packed
courtroom. ,

“You, Wilson Dennison, deliber-
ately planned to murder George
Cheltenham, because he was about
to succeed in wresting from you
the control of the Inter-Allied Chem-
~ ical Corporation; and you expected
that your wealth and power and
position would enable you to get off
with a plea of temporary insanity.
To support that plea, you pretended
that you were suffering from a men-
tal breakdown, and you acted dazed
and bewildered when you were

found with the murder weapon in
your hand!” .

Lance Vickers chuckled audlbly,
as if at a good joke. He winked at
his client, Wilson Dennison, then
smiled at the jury. Judge Wilber-
force frowned at Vickers, but there
was nothing definite he could say to
reprove the famous criminal attor-
ney, for Vickers had not said a
word.

ARRAT went on, in a nettled

voice:

“Gentlemen, in order to convict
this man of first degree murder, you
must be convinced that he planned
to kill Cheltenham, and that he then
did in fact kill him. The proof on
those two points will be beyond dis-
pute,

“The State will show you that
Dennison was in his right mind,
and fully in possession of his senses
at the time. It will show you that
on the very day of the murder he
was able to preside lucidly and bril-
liantly at a stockholder’s meeting of
Inter-Allied Chemical, where he
learned that Cheltenham had ob-
tained enough proxies to oust him
from the presidency of the company.
Wilson Dennison is and was a sane
man at all times beforé, during, and
after the commission of the crime,
Thank youl”

Barrat sat down abruptly

There was a hush in the court-
room, and Judge Wilberforce looked
to Lance Vickers. Vickers waved ~
negligently.

“The defense waives the rlght to
make an opening speech!” he said
abruptly. S

There was an audible gasp in the
courtroom, and reporters’ pencils
scraped frantically on their pads.
Such a thing was unheard-of in a
murder trial. Although lawyers for
the defense are often wont to waive
their opening address in eases of:
minor importance, they never do so
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when their chents stand accused of
a capital crime,

Wilson Denmson, the defendant,
threw a quick, suspicious side-glance
at Vickers. “Look here! If you’re
going to let me be railreaded—" -

“Shut up, you fool!” Viekers
— grated.
~ quittal, didn’t 1?7

Dennison subsided, though he was

~ manifestly shaky District Attorney

Barrat smiled in superior fashmn,’

and glanced significantly at the jury,

“See! He has no de-
~ front of the witness box, where the

as if to say:
fense!” -
Judge Wilberforce rapped sharply
with the gavel to still the sudden
murmur of voices, then said:
well.
case, Mr.
your first witness!”

Barrat’s first witness was the po-'r
lice officer who had been called into

the house by Cheltenham’s cook
when she found the outer door open.
His testimony was simple and di-

rect. He told of finding Gheltenham;
dead of two bullet wounds, one in

the base of the skull, the other be-
neath the left shoulder blade. He
had found the defendant, Wilson

- Dennison, standing in the middle of
~ the room, with the still-hot pistol

in his hand, looking dazed.

Barrat finished the direct exam-
ination, then turned triumphantly to
the defense attorney.

~ the question,

PECTATORS watched with fas-:f-
- K cination to see how the renowned
Lance Vickers would handle the

cross-examination of this police of-
ficer. It was apparent to every one
that this policeman was just an hon-

est cop on whose beat a murder had

peen committed, and that he was
telling a straight and truthful story.

Would Vickers try to badger »hlmr

into contradicting himself?
Barrat looked as if he hoped Vlck-

ers would try some of his clever

“I guaranteed you an ac-,

“Very
The prosecution will begin its
District Attorney, call

“Your wit-

*cr:oss—exammaﬁon tuctlcs upon the
- policeman. e

Slowly, Vickers rose. He Walked‘; ‘
around the counsel table, passing
close to the jury box, As he did so,
he seemed to be studymg each-of
the jurymen 1nd1v1dua]ly

A spectator in the rear of the
courtroom Whlspered to his neigh-
bor: “This is one jury that Vickers
won’t be able to fix. The judge is
going to lock them up at night, till

the case is ﬁmshed I

Vickers came around and stood in

police officer was confidently waiting
for him. The celebrated attorney
smiled pleasantly at the officer. =

“You are Officer Burns, thlrd'

}'grade patrolman?”’

Burns nodded. “Yes, sir.” >
Vickers leaned forward a httle,{

‘and spoke very clearly, very s‘owly :

“Officer Burns, were you in the
city of Syracu.se on the mght of

~ October 7, 19207”

Burns looked puzzled
sir. I was never in—"

He was interrupted by the lrate'
voice of District Attorney Barrat:

“WhY;

~“T object to that question as im-

material, irrelevant and incompe-

~tent!”

“Objection sustained,” Judge Wil-
berforce said gravely. “What has the —
night of October 7th, 1920, to do
with this case, Mr, Vickers?” ~

Vickers shrugged. “I withdraw
your Honor.”
turned and threw a quick glance at

‘the jury, then swung back to the

witness. ,
“Officer Burns, did you ever know

~ 2 woman named Fannie Davis??

Again, before the witness could
reply, District Attorney Barrat was
on his feet, voicing an objection.

And once more, Lance Vickers

‘suavely withdrew the questlon

Now the murmurs in the court-

- room were loud and prolonged. It

was certain that Vickers had a deep

He



64 THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

purpose in asking those two ques-
tions, one concerned with a date,
and the other with the name of a
woman. But What was that pur—

pose? €l

And now his actions were even
more puzzling. For he returned to
his seat and said: “No more ques-
tions!”

The judge was evidently just as
puzzled as the district attorney and
the spectators. He said warningly:
“] must caution you, Mr. Vickers,
not to ask any more questions like
those two, of any of the other wit-
nesses, unless you are prepared to
connect them with this casel”

Vickers assumed an afttitude of
mock humility. “I shall remember
Your Honor’s caution!” :

The judge motioned to the witness

to descend from the box, and the

next witness was called. This man

was Wilson Dennison’s butler, and
his testimony was most damning,
for it was he who had seen his master
load the automatic pistol before leav-
ing to call on George -Cheltenham.
That little act of loading the pistol
established the fact of premedita-
tion, which would surely require a
conviction of murder in the first
degree, because it showed that the
murder was wilful and premeditated.

This was manifestly the spot
where Lance Vickers would be called
upon to exert his great talents to
the utmost; for if he could not
break down the butler, his client
would surely be convicted. It was
with a smile of confidence that Dis-
trict Attorney Barrat finished the
direct examination, and said:

“You may cross-examine, Mr.
Vickers.”

And now came the bomb-shell.

For Lance Vickers did not stir from
his chair. He merely spoke two
words in a very languid and bored
tone. Those two words were: “No
questions!” /
Now there was a real rustle of

amazement in the courtroom. Even
Judge Wilberforce was startled.

“You——‘you don’t intend to cross-
examine the witness, Mr. Vlckers"”

“I do not, Your Honor!”

‘Wilson Dennison ran a moist palm :
over his forehead, and wiped per-
spiration from it with the edge of
his hand. He was sitting alongside
Vickers, with a court bailiff at his
left, and a prison guard just behind
him, His watery blue eyes expressed
fear, suspicion, venom. :

“Damn you, Vickers, don’t you in-
tend to fight this case for me? I'm
paying you a quarter of a miilion

~ dollars to get me off, Is this the

way you do it?”

“I guaranteed you an acquittal,”
Vickers whispered, “and I'm doing it
my own way. If you don’t like it,
you can get another lawyer!”

Dennison looked stunned, unable
to comprehend. “B-but—they’ll surely

~ conviet me—"

“Do you think I'd take a chance
of losing a two hundred and fifty
thousand dollar fee?”

Dennison let out a deep sigh. “No.
But I don’t understand—

“You don’t have to understand.
Just sit still!”?

CHAPTER XIV
THE VERDICT

ARRAT had already
called the next wit-
ness. She was Me-
lissa Williams,
George Chelten-
- ham’s colored cook.
Dennison sub-
- sided in his seat,
then Jleaned for-
ward over the
counsel table, the

~ better to hear her answers to Bar-

rat’s examination.

The district attorney put her st
her ease, asked her several questions
which brought out the facts that she
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had been employed by Cheltenham
for six years, that he always ate at
home, that he had dyspepsia, and
was careful of his food. Then he
brought her up to date,

“On the night Mr. Cheltenham
was killed,” he asked,
have dinner at home‘l”

THE cook ﬁdgeted uneasily in her
seat, throwing a quick suie—glance
at Wl}son Dennison.

“Yes, sir

“And dxd he appear worried ?”

“Well—

The cook had started to answer,

but Judge Wﬂberforce raxsed a handi
: Wllberforce

to step her.
“Just a moment"’
looked across at Lance Vickers. “Mr.
Vickers, since this is a case where
a man is on trial for mugder, 1 feel

that he is entitled to every legal
: rprotectxon available—even if his at-

torney is negligent. Therefore, I call
your attention to your right to ob-
ject to the question the District At-
torney has just asked. Don’t you

know that you can object to it on-
the ground that it is not factual,

and that it calls for a conclusion on
the part of the witness?’

Vickers rose languidly to his feet.
There was a supercilious smile on
his lips. :

“I thank Your Honor for calling
it to my attention. But I was well
aware that the question is not a

proper one. However, I do not ob-
Jject. The District Attorney has my‘

permission to ask it!”?

The judge looked almost aghast
“But don’t you understand that this
witness may offer conclusions which
will be highly prejudicial to your
client?”

Vickers ,shrugged. “Permlt me to
conduct this case in my own way,
if Your Honor pleases!” ,

Judge Wilberforce grunted in dls-
- gust. He waved his hand.

“Go on, Mr. Barrat!”

“did he also

“he says,

- pecting Dennison soon’.

The  district attomey was as
plainly puzzled as the judge and
the spectators. He had not expected
to be permitted to ask the questiions,
anticipating that Vickers would ob-
ject strenuously. Now, he turned to
the cook.

“You may answer the questxona,
Miss Williams!”?

_Melissa Williams ecast another
troubled glance at Dennison, hesi-

~ tated a moment, then gulped and

said: “Mr, Cheltenham was wor-
ried all right, sir! While I was serv-
ing the entree he said to me—'Me-
lissa,” he said, ‘if I should be mur-
dered tonight, you’ll be a rich girk

I’m leaving you five thousand dollars

in my will’!”?

Barrat leaned forward eagerly.
“Yes, yes, go on!”

Melissa Williams Jost some of her
nervousness as she continued. “Seo

- I says, ‘Why, Mr. Cheltenham, who

would do a thing like that? And
‘Why, I've had an awful
fight with that Dennison fellow at
the directors’ meeting today. I took
away control of the company from

him. And he secemed to be ready to

kill me. I don’t see why, because it

~ won’t cost him any money. Maybe

it’s just that he feels he’s entitled
to run the Inter-Allied because his
father ran it before him. But Pd
swear he’d like to murder me. And

‘he’s coming up to see me tonight,

too. You better leave the front door
unlatched when you go out, because
Yerkes is off tonight, ’tgo I'm ex-

As the cook raced on with her
story, paraphrasing what Chelten-
ham had told her on the night of
his death, there were audible gasps
from those in the courtroom. Here
was definite, tangible evidence—a
forewarning from the lips of the
doomed man himself, of the event
that was to take place that very
night—and the naming of his mur-
derer as well! '
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~ Barrat said triumphantly: “Go
on, Miss Williams, What else was
said ?”

“Well, T asked Mr. Cheltenham
why didn’t he notify the police, if
he thought Mr. Dennison was fixin’

-to murder him. Mr., Cheltenham
- flaughed. ‘I'm

an old man,” he says,
‘and I don’t much care what hap-
pens to this bag of bones. But I've
fixed up a little surprise for Denni-
son, or anyone else who finally gets
me. Whoever Kkills me, Melissa, is
going to be caught in a celluloid
tmp’ 17

She paused a moment, then re-
peated: “That’s jest-what he said—
‘Whoever kills me is going to be
caught in a celluloid trap’!”

There was a stir in the court-
room. Men glanced at each other
questioningly, wondering what Chel-
tenham had meant by that eryptic
remark. Even Dennison, the de-

fendant, leaned still farther forward

over the counsel table, his eyes wide
open and staring at the cook, as if
he would tear from her inner soul
the meaning of -bhat stran-ge utter-
ance.

Of all the people in that room,
Lance Vickers appeared to be the
most unconcerned. He fiddled with a
pencil, drawing intricate designs on
the back of a sheet of legal foolscap.
He did not even seem to be listening
to the testimony.

Barrat pushed on with his ques-~
tioning. “Do you know what Mr.
Cheltenham meant by that?”

Melissa Williams shook her head.
“No, sir. But I know he was al-
ways fooling around with machinery
and little inventions, and clocks and
cameras and things. He was always
busy like that. And he used to say
many times that he stepped on so
many men’s toes that he expected
to die with a bullet or a knife in his
back one of these days.”

The district attorney went on with
the direct examination, eliciting from

her the story of how she had come
home that evening from the movies,
and had found the front door wide
open. Although she had left it un-
latched when she went out for the
evening, she thought it strange that
it should be swinging wide. She
had started te come into the hall,
and had seen Mr. Cheltenham’s

study door open. Knowing that he

never permitted that door to be
open because he was subject to colds
and wished to avoid a draft, she had
become frightened and had gone out
and called the patrolman at the cor-
ner,
Together they had reentered, and
found Dennison, as described by the
earlier witness, standing over the
body of Cheltenham, with the gun
in his hand.

THEN she finished, District At-
torney Barrat heaved a long

sigh, as of a piece of work well com-
- pleted, and stood back. =

~ *“Take the witness!” he said to
Vickers.

The defense attorney stood up.
Slowly, he gazed around the court-
room, smiling. Then he turned his
smile upon the cook.

“You may step down, Miss Wil-
liams. I have no questions!”
~ Although the spectators had seen
him do the same before, they had
expected that he would attempt to
break down this one important wit-
ness. The room was utterly silent as
everyone marvelled at the cool ef-
frontery of the defense lawyer,

Judge Wilberforce shrugged help-
lessly. He motioned to Barrat. “Call
the next witness, Mr, Dlstnct At-
torney 1” 5

And then for the next hour and
a half there passed through the wit-
ness box a parade of experts, of
outside witnesses, of men who had
overheard the quarrel between Den-
nison and Cheltenham—all forming
a leng, strong chain of powerful
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circumstantial ,evidence that con-
vinced every one in the room that
Wilson Dennison had deliberately
- and with malice aforethought mur-

 dered George Cheltenham in cold

blood.

_And through it all Lance Vickers

sat smiling suavely, and repeating
the same formula each time: “No
questions!”

“Thus, the case moved swiftly, with
no single rebuttal from the defense.
And with each passing moment the
amazement and incredulity of the
judge and the spectators and the re-
porters increased, until the tension
in that crowded courthouse could be
felt and breathed

T LAST the peoples case was

complete. Thelast witnessstepped

down, and District Attorney Barra.t
said: “The people rest!”

“Now !” thought everybody. “Now
Lance Vickers is going to spring
his surprise. Now it’s his turn to
present the defense, and he’s going
to give Barrat a jolt—maybe pro-
duce a surprise witness who'll blow
up the whole of the State’s case!”

But instead, Lance Vickers got to

}us feet and looked squarely at the:,

jury
“The defense,” he sald softly,
“also rests!”

That was too much. Wilson Den-
nison, the defendant, started to get
to his feet, his mouth opening in a
wild protest. Buf a single glance
from Vickers quelled him.
~ Even Barrat seemed stunned.

- Judge Wilberforce said. gravely:
“Mr. Vickers, I presume you know
what you are doing. But I must
warn you that if your client is con-
victed—as he surely must be since
you offer no defense—you will be
liable to proceedings for disbarment
for gross misconduct of a case, You
must realize that a man’s life is in
jeopardy here, and this is not the
time for grandstand plays, or for

dramatic gestures. Would it not be

better if you asked for an adjourn-
ment and tried to prepare some

sort of defense?”’ :
Vickers’ gaunt face did not twitch
a single muscle. “If Your Honor
will permit me to say so, I am fully

aware of what I am doing. I believe

it to be to my client’s best interests
to proceed in this manner. With
your permission—the defense rests!”

Judge Wilberforce hesitated. He
glanced unecertainly toward District
Attorney Barrat, who said: “If the
Court please, I suggest that there
does mot appear to be any possible
defense that Mr, Vickers can offer.
The evidence adduced seems to

‘prove beyond the shadow of a doubt
that the defendant is guilty. Per-

haps Vickers realizes this.”

He had stepped up close to the
bench, and he spoke so that only the
judge could hear him.

“I don’t know what Vickers has
up his sleeve. Maybe he’s double-
crossing his client. But in any event,
I'm sure Dennison is guilty, so I
don’t feel any compunction about
letting the case go to the jury.”

Wilberforce nodded. He addressed
Wilson Denmson the defendant.

= “Tn view of the unorthodex “way .
in which your ‘attorney has handled

this case, I feel that you are entitled
to have this proceeding ealled a mis-
trial, and a new trial scheduled. If
you desire it, I shall so order.”

Dennison glanced at Vickers, who
winked at him. The defendant hesi-
tated. Vickers whispered: “Sit tight,
Dennison. Remember, I guaranteed
acquittal 1”

Dennison gulped, and faced the,
judge. “I prefer to proceed with
this trial, Your Honor. I—I have
the utzmost conﬁdence in my law-

yer!”

leberforce raised his eyebrows.
“Very well. We will proceed. Mr.
Vickers, do you wish to make a
closing address to the jury?”
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Vickers nodded and arose. He
walked very slowly around the coun-
~sel table, and paused dramatlcally
before beginning. Then he spoke in
a low, well-modulated veice:

“Gentlemen of the jury, I have
waived every right of the defense
in this case, and I have permitted
the District Attorney to introduce
all the evidence he desired. I now
-wish to leave the case in your hands.
You can form an unbiased opinion
of the prosecution’s evidence, and
you will see that it is built upon
the flimsiest eircumstantial evidence
—evidence upon which you could not
possibly indict a man. My client is
innocent, and I trust you to bring

in a verdict of not guilty, and ex-

onerate my client of all suspicion of
having comm1tted thls dasta.rdly
erime!”
~ That was all he Sald

The audience gaped.  Was the man
mad? The prosecution’s evidence
_ was far from flimsy. In faet, it was

a rock-bound indictment of Wilson
Pennison. And Vickers was ]eavmg
it to the jury! ,

It was Barrat’s turn to make the
closing address, and he used all the
arts of oratory which he possessed,
even referring to the fact that the
defense had not even attempted to
refute a single bit of testunony‘
against the defendant. “Your duty
is. clear, gentlemen,”, he finished.
“You must brmg in a verdict of
guilty of murder in the first degree,
for we have proved this man’s guilt
beyvond a possible shadow of doubt!”

There was utter silence in the

gl
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courtroom Whﬂe Judge Wilberforce
charged the jury. He instructed
them that every witness for the
prosecution must be believed en-
tirely, for the defense had not dis-

credited them or cast daubt upon

their veracity. =

Slowly the jurymen ﬁled out.
Judge Wilberforce announced that
court was adjourned until the jury
should send word that it had reached
a verdict.

The spectators were Ioath to de- '
part, for they felt that under the

_circumstances the jury would not
take much time to come to a de-
cision. Men exchanged sly smlles e
the corridors.

“Lance Vlckers ‘was only a flash
in the pan!” they said. “Winning
those first three cases has gone to
his head. He must be drunk—or
crazy. It's a break for Barrat e

IT took the 1ury e1ghteen mmutes
to reach a verdict. They sent word

to the judge’s chambers that they

were ready.

Hastily court was convened and
the defendant brought in from the

detention room:. Barrat came down

from his office, and Lance Vickers

“showed up a few minutes later from
-a restaurant across the street where

he had been drinking cup after cup
of black coffee,

The jury looked mervous and ill-
at-ease as they filed into the box.

The clerk repeated the formula:

“Gentlemen of the jury, have you
reached a verdict in the case of the
People of the State of New York

8. Wilson Dennison?”

The foreman said: “We have.”

Judge Wilberforce said: “What is
your verdict, gentlemen?”

The foreman looked uncomforb-’
able. He glanced sideways at his
fellow jurors, then squared his
shoulders and said: '
“We find the defcmdant not gutl-
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CHAPTER XV
THE SILENT BULLET

“Y1OT GUILTY!

° The words re-
echoed through the
courtroom from the
startled lips of doz-
ens of men and
women. It was un-
believable — impos-
sible. Yet it had
happened. A man
had just been ac-
quitted by a jury of twelve good
‘men and true—in spite of the fact
that he had not offered one single
jota of evidence to refute the testi-
mony of the prosecutlon s mt-
nesses!

District Attorney Barrat stared
speechless, at the foreman of the
jury; and the foreman shuffled ner-
vously in the box, then sat down
abruptly.

Wilson Dennison seemed more
dazed and uncomprehending than
any one present. He turned to
Vickers with a foohsh grin on ius
face.

“You—you’ve done 1t4” he breathed
“I was beginning to see pictures of
myself in the chair!”

Lance Vickers shrugged. “I guar-
anteed an acquittal, didn’t 17"

Judge Wilberforce was red in the
face with mortification. He took a
drink of water from the glass at his
elbow, and then addressed the jury
in a stern and reprowng manner, his
eyes flashing.

“This verdict,” he said, “is con-
trary to all the evidence that has
been produced. There is no doubt
that this defendant should have been
found guilty. But you have ac-
-~ quitted him, and he is free. He can
never be tried for this erime again.
And you, the jurymen who have set
him free, may go heme to your
families. I hereby discharge you,

and I say that I will never permit

any one of you to sﬂ; upon a Jury in
my court again!”

He paused, then said
“Court is adjourned!”

Lance Vickers grinned trium-
phantly, and extended his hand fto
the District Attorney. “No hard
feelings, Barrat?”

The district attorney ignored
Vickers’ outstretched hand, and
stepped past him to the judge’'s
bénch. Wilberforce motioned to him
to come up alongside him.

“This is incredible, Barrat!” the
judge whispered. “Vickers is mak-
ing a laughing-stock of justice, Can
you imagine how he did it?”

Barrat shook his head. “I took
every precaution to see that he did

curtly :

- not get to any of the jurors. I had

my investigators tailing him, and :
every one in his office, from the °
moment he entered the case. And
his phone was tapped, both at home
and at his office. T’ll take my ocath °
that he was unable to contact any
of the jurymen or their families!”

“And yet,” Wilberforce mused,
“he certamly seems to have reached
the jury somehow. Otherwise, why

- this impossible verdict?”

Barrat’s lips were pr%sed thin
with determination. “I’'m going to
get to the bottom of this, if it’s the
last thing I do in office. I'm going
to have my staff continue to shadow
Vickers until they get a clue!”

He dropped his voice. “Do you
recall those two questions he asked
the first witness—about being in
Syracuse on October 7, 1920; and
about a person named Fannie Davis?
I'm wondering if they didn’t have
something to do with the jury's ver-
dict!”?

Judge Wilberforce said thought-
fully: “Perhaps it would be a good
idea to follow up that angle. Put as
many men as you can on it.”

Neither Judge Wilberforce nor
District Attorney Barrat—nor, for
that matter, anyone in the court-
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room—had noticed the unobtrusive,
middle-aged, apparently near-sighted
old gentleman who had been seated

throughout the afternoon in the last

—row of benches, and who had
watched lawyers, judege, jury and
defendant with keen and searchmg
scrutiny. The thick-lensed glasses of
this elderly gentleman hid a pair of
_shrewd eyes that missed nothing.

~ And no one noticed him now as

» he arose and sidled out of the room

after Lance Vlckers and ‘Wilson
Dennison.

— In the corrldor, Vlckers took hold
- of Dennison’s arm.
- “And now, if you please, I'll trou-
— ble you for my fee.”
- Dennison said, “Surely.
~ His eyes fell on two men who were
_approaching them. Andrew _Gerard
and Vincent Stephenson were com-
ing toward them, and Stephenson
had a large leather briefcase. The
two men gathered around Dennison
~and his lawyer, expressing their
congratulations upon the acquittal.
They were more or less dazed at
the unexpected end of the trial, and
~ their congratulations were indicative

of the way they felt, on the subtle

~ecross-currents of jealousy, hatred
and distrust which were so strong
among the directorate of the Inter-
Allied.

= Stephenson Was warm, glad and
smiling, and his words came heartily
without being begrudged,
Andrew Gerard had very little to
say except “Glad it’s over, Den-

- nison.”

Stephensan handed Dennison the

Jbriefcase. Dennison, without look-
- ing at it, turned it over to Vickers.
“There’s your fee,” he said.

The lawyer opened the zipper top,

peered into the briefcase. It was
~ filled with stacks of money.
-~ Stephenson said dryly, “You in-
sisted on cash, so that’s what we
brought you. Wlll you s1gn a Te-
_ceipt?’-

Yes 29

while

“As soon as I count 11; 2 Vlckers
replied.

He and Stephenson went 1nto one
of the unoccupied rooms to count
the money and make out the receipt,
while Dennison _remained — with
Gerard. Gerard was telling him of
the efforts that were being made to
locate the kidnapers of hIS snster,

: Madeleine.

He said sourly, “T'm afrald you’ll
have to start raising more money,
Dennison. It looks to me like the
kldnapers are holdmg your s15ber
for ransom.”

Dennison’s face clouded. “If
they’ve harmed her, by God, T'll
strangle them to death mth my own

'hands =

Viekers and Stephenson were just
coming back as Dennison, with a
rathe’r dazed expression, said to
Gerard, “What I can’t understand is
why Madeleme should have gone
to see Cheltenham’s manservant
Yerkes!”

Lance Vickers s:mvlled thmly.
“There’s no use trying to guess
wildly, Dennison. Better go home
and try to dig up as much cash as
you can. If this is a kidnaping,

“youw'll ‘probably be gettmg a ransom

demand pretty seon”?

Dennison groaned. “D1g up cash'
How can 1! I had to sell my stock
holdings to pay yeu. I have nothmg
left?”

Vickers shrugged. “A man in your
posmon can always berrow more.”

He nodded to the others and strode
off. Dennison stared after him an-
grily.

“If he hadn’t just gotten me ac-
quitted of a murder charge,” he said

savagely, “I’d break his neck!”

A half dozen reporters came bar-
ging over, and began poundlng ques-
tions at Dennisen,

“Do you think your sister is going
to be held for ransom? Are you
going to get in touch with the

- G-Men? Where do you think you
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could raise money if you had to?”
Dennison seemed bewildered.
“My sister has over a hundred

thousand dollars worth of stock in

the Inter-Allied Corporation. I could

borrow on that. Please print this
in your papers, gentlemen: Say
that T want to warn the kidnapers of
my sister not to hurt a hair of her
head, or I'll track them down to the
‘ends of the earth. Say that I'll make
every effort to raise a reasonable
sum for her ransom, if they’ll com-
municate with me!”?

“We’ll back him up,” Stephenson
said.

“The directors of Inter-Allied Wﬂl>

make every effort to help, Mr. Den-
nison raise the cash. We won'’t let
~_his sister be harmed!”

Gerard nodded. “That’s right. I
wasn’t willing to put up much
money to pay Vickers, but for this
I'll strain my resources to help. If
Dennison has to sell his remaining
stock, I'll buy it at the market
prlce T '

DENNISON was Iookmg around.
“Where’s Morse?”’ he asked.

Vincent Stephenson said lamely,
“l guess he was busy, Will. He’ll
probably see you later.”

Gerard smiled thinly. “I wouldn’t
be surprised if he’s over at Magda
Helmuth’s, T heard him say some-
thing about droppmg m there this
afternoon.”

A strange exprwsmn came into
Dennison’s face. “At Magda’s, eh?”
Suddenly he said, “Well, thanks for
everything, Stephenson and Gerard.
T'll see you tomorrow at the office.”
He turned away from them, pushed
through the crowd, and made for
the street, leaving his two co-direct-
ors. The two men looked at each
other and shrugged. S

“I hope he doesn’t get into trou-
~ble all over again,” said Stephen-
- son. They both left the eourt house,

and separated in the street, each

taking his own ecab. It was quite evi-
dent to any observer that there was
no love lost between those two.

As for the elderly gentleman with
the horn-rimmed glasses, who had
watched the trial that day—he was
nowhere in sight. He had come, that
morning, with the roll of 8 mm. mo-
tien picture film in his pocket, pre-
pared to use it for the purpose of
clearing Dennison of murder. But
as the trial proceeded, he had grown -
more and more wary. He had
guessed long before any one else
that Vickers was absolutely sure of
himself, certain of an acquittal. And
he searched his mind for some pos-
sible hint as to what it was that
gave Vickers that assurance.

~ Thoughtfully, he made his way
from the court house over fo the
police department and into Inspector
Gregg’s office.

Gregg was virtually snewed under
in an avalanche of reports and rou-
tine investigations connected with
the many-sided angles of the case.
~ “T confess,” he admitted, “that I
don’t know where to start. We have
men assigned to trail Vickers, a man
wateching Magda Helmuth’s apart-
ment, as you suggested, and men
are on the job trying to solve that
Ardsmore suicide or murder. I've
got a whole army searching for
Madeleine Dennison, and the G-Men
are only Waltlng for forty-eight

~ _hours to expire before the law

allows them to consider it an inter-
state kidnaping under the Lindbergh
Law, and come in. And with it all,
I can’t see a pattern in the thing.
On top of it all, Dennison is ae-
quitted, and that means I’ve got to
find Cheltenham’s mu.rderer all over

—again!”

“You needn’t worry about that,”
Van Loan assured him., “That’s one
problem you don’t have to solve.

‘- Here’s the answer.”

He produced the roll of film,
swiftly told Gregg what it showed.
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“So who-
still doesn’t

The Inspector whistled.
ever is after thls ﬁlm,
know where it is?

figure out where Yerkes hid it.”

Gregg was thoughtful, “There’s
one guy I feel sorry for. That was
old Joe Polittio, the court heuse
guard.

“You mean the one who was shot
when he ran out last night to find
out what all the shooting was about
at the International Warehouse?”

“That’s the one. He was due to
retire day after tomorrow, after
thirty-five years of service—and he

has to go and get himself shot in

the back—

Suddenly the Phantom tensed,i

jeaned forward.

“Pid you say he was- shot in the

back?? - —

Gregg nodded. "The shot coursad
downward, just to the left of the
spine, and got him in the heart.”

“Have you got the bullet??

The inspector went to a cabinet

and unlocked it. It contained the
evidence which had been collected
on the warehouse robbery. From
the collection he took a slug and
brought it back to the desk. It was

carefully labeled by the Ballistics Bu-
reau, and Van Loan picked it up,

studied it. He carefully examined
a series of long rifling marks that
extended along the length of the
slug.

“These marks,”_ he said at last.
“They’re not really rifling ‘marks,
are they? Looks to me as if they
were the marks of a bullet that’s
been fired with a silenced revolver.”

“Correct,” said Gregg. “That’s
what our balhstlcs man mformed
US 2

“Doesn’t it seem strange to you,
Gregg,” Van asked tensely, “that

those robbers, who used dynamite,
and who didn’t care how much noise
they made, should have made use

of a silencer on one of their guns?”
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“I had thought of that, Phantom,”
the inspector replied.

t b2 2
- “Mind if I take this?” :
“Well, T Wouldn’t give 1t to any-
body but you—? '
“Thanks. I’ll guarantee to brmg
it back.”
The Phantom left Gregg’s office

with a strange light in his eyes, hlS —

keen brain working swiftly, ,
long, sensitive fingers playmg W1th
the bullet that had killed Joe Polit-
tio-

- CHAPTER XVI

BLOOD-FLEGKED Liprs

AGDA HELMUTH
sent her long thin
ﬁngers nimbly fly-
ing over the key-

- and well-executed
5 ‘rendltwn of Cho-
- pin’s Concerto in
- F Minor. =
As the last fin-
— kling notes hung in
the air over the costly grand piano,
she swung from the instrument and
_smiled at Walter Morse, who was

“sipping his dry Martini in the easy,

chair in the edrner. -

Morse’s thin, ordinarily predatory
features were transformed by the
beauty of the music that lingered
now in the room. His head was
thrown shghtly back, and his eyes
were filled with a deep, appreciative

- gleam. He sighed and put his glass

down, then arose. He picked up
Magda Helmuth’s glass and brought
it to her.

“Magda,” he sald—and his voice
was a bit hoarse—“that music was
almost as beautiful as you are!”

Slowly that mystic look faded
from his eyes, to be replaced by a
gaze that was passionate, '

“Magda, why won't you marry

“But T didn’t
: - attach any special significance to
“Right. They'll still be trying to

board in a smooth
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me? You could get so much out of
life—with me.

Quickly she lifted her cocktail
glass and drained it, then got up,
avoiding his eager handrs. Her fea-
tures, as perfect as those of an
Italian Renaissance cameo, were en-
riched by the heightened color which
Morse’s ardor lead to her,

“I—I’'m sorry, Walter,
love you that way. I—”

He broke in swiftly. “Is there
anything the matter with me? Peo-
ple say I’'m handsome. I have money.
Pm almost as rich as you. If we
combine our fortunes—"

I don’t

JHE smiled bitterly. “That’s one of

the things I'm afraid of, Walter.
Would you want to marry me if I
were poor?’

‘He seized her arm, dragged her
to him. “You know I would. Come
—we can be married tonight, and
my yacht is in port. We can sail
for the East on the midnight tide—"
~ She tried to push him away, but
he held her close in his arms, his
lips at her ear. “I've always got
what 1 Wanted Magda, and I want
you now. I—7
~~ He broke off Wlth'a' little grunt
of anger as a rap sounded on the

door, and Magda Helmuth’s maid
poked her face into the room.
- “Excuse me, madam. But you
told me to let you know when there
was news of Mr. Dennison’s trial
over the radio. I’ve been listening
- in the kitchen—and they’re going to
announce it now.”

Magda Helmuth slipped out of

~ Morse’s arms, hurried across the

room to the console radio, flipped
the switch., The maid bobbed her
head and backed out of the room.
Walter Morse, with a scowl on his
face, went over to the decanter and
began to mix himself another drink,
just as the radio announcer’s voice
seeped into the room:
~ #  ..New York! The sensational trial of

Wilson Dennison came to a eclose fifteen
minutes ago, in a most sensaticnal way.
And the darkly mysterious hero of that trial

-is the suave attorney, Lance Vickers—be-

cause Vickers hag succeeded once more.

“At five thirty-eight P. M., Wilson Den-
nison: was acquitted by the jury—in spite
of the fact that no defense was offered!
Dennison seems to be dogged by hard luck,
however, for his sister Madeleine, who dis-
appeared yesterday, is still missing. The
series of strange crimes that has hit the -
city has still defied solution by the police.
It is rumored fthat they are not over yet.
People are wondering who will be next—"

Walter Morse drained his cock-
tail glass in a long gulp, and banged
it down on the table,

He crossed the room with swift
strides, thrust Magda Helmuth away
from the radio, and clicked off the
switch. :

- Magda swung on him. ‘“Why dld
you do that?’?
~ “Because—" his face was flushed
—“Because if I hear another word
of that, I'll go mad! I can’t believe
it! Dennison acquitted! Pd: swear
he killed Cheltenham—"

Magda Helmuth reached over and

flicked the switch on once more.

- “You don’t have to be rude. I
Want to hear the rest of it.”

The announcer’s voice faded in
again.

% . . . spectators in the court room were
astounded. - Lance Vickers has indeed
earned the name which the underworld
applies to him: The Dewil’s Mouthpiecel
He is reputed to have received two hundred
and fifty thousand dollars in cash from Den-
nison, who is known to have sold or mort-
gaged his stock in Inter-Allied Chemical to
raise the fee—"

Walter Morse raised his 'voioe

“above the commentator’s.

“All right! If you’d rather listen
to that than talk to me, Pm leaving!
But remember what I told you—I
always get what I want!”’

Magda Helmuth did not reply.
She watched him storm from the
room, and she did not say a werd.

She did not detain him as he went
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out into the foyer, where the maid
gave him his hat and coat.

~ After letting him out, the maid
returned to the kitchen. Magda
Helmuth contmued to hsten to the
radio.

Perhaps tfen mmutes later, the
phone rang, ‘and the maid answered
=i “Thls IS the residence of Mrs.

He}muth

HE broke off, uttermg a httle“,

2asp, as she recogmzed the volce
at the other end.

“You know who thls is?”? sald

that voice.
uY -yes. ”
“You are ready to carry out or-
ders?’ :
- 1"
—S¥es o¢ no?” =
== “Y es 7! =

: “That’s better Don’t forget that
httle matter of the diamond necklace

in the last place you worked. You

could get ten years for that—"

“Pleasel
Say s
~ “All right. In ﬁfteen minutes, two

men will be at the door. They won’t
ring. You will open the door in
exactly fifteen minutes, and they will

come -in, Don’t look at their faces.
It'll be safer for you. When you

open the door, go directly back into

the kitchen. Don’t leave the kitchen
for a half hour—no matter what you

hear, After that, you may go into

your mistress’ room. And fo'rget all
about those two menl”
- The voice at the other end paused
—Then: “You understand?” =

“y. yes 3 -
- “All rlght After it is all over,
you will receive five thousand dol-
lars. You can go away, and that
other matter of the necklace will be
forgotten. But don’t faill”

There was a click, and the wn'e
went dead

-~ went, trembhng, -
- room. There was no one there, and

I’ll do anythmg you
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The maid put the
down, as if in a trance. '

She returned to the Kkitchen,
waited the specified fifteen minutes,
then went to the door again, and
opened it. She saw two men there,
~with coat collars turned up hiding
their faces, but she was careful not
to give them a second glance. She

instrument

- “hurried back to the klbchen,' buswd

herself with the supper.
After a few moments she thought
_she heard a little moan coming from
her mistress’ bedroom. The sound
was quickly stifled, and the maid
dropped a plate in her nervousness,

but she did not go to investigate.

She waited the full half hour, then
into the living

the radio was still going, emitting
the lively syncopation of a swing
band. She went through the living
room and rapped at the bedroom
Vdoor “She got no answer.

- She pushed open the door, took a
smgle look into the darkened room
with the shades drawn, and uttered
a piercing shriek.

Her mistress, the Baroness Magda,
Helmuth, lay across the bed on her
“back. Her face, once so pretty and
attractive to men, was now horribly
bloated and livid; and upon her neck
there were the dark blotehed marks
of the fingers of the man who had
strangled her to death!
~ Twenty minutes later, Inspector
Gregg was on the spot, heading a
corps of Headquarters men. With the
inspector was a quiet, elderly gentle-
man who said little but looked every-
where, examined everything. It was
this elderly gentleman, whom the in-
spector addressed as “Mr. Bilbo,”
who directed Gregg’s attention to
two things. First, he pointed out

- that the dead woman’s teeth were

clamped tightly together, and that
there were several flecks of blood
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upon them, as if she had bitten some
one in her death agony, causing the
blood. Her lips were not broken, so
it was evident that she had bitten
someone else, '

Secondly, Mr. BllbO scraped up
from the organdy bedspread beside
the body, a small quantity of dirty-
white elay, similar to the modeling
“clay which children play with.

Gregg examined this last find with
a frown. “I don’t understand how

that clay got here. But this other

thing—" his eyes were shining—
those flecks of blood will surely fry
her murderer!”

Mr. Bilbo said nothmg', but he
carefully wrapped up the bxts of
clay. =

It was }ess than an hour }ater.
when Walter Morse was arrested in

his home. Upon his right arm, just
above the wrist, there was a gash
which he had ev1dent1y tried to doc-
tor himself.  The police surgeon,
upon examining it, stated without
a bit of doubt, that it was the result
of a tearing b1te He took a moulage

of the dead baroness’ teeth, and

found that the indentations fitted
roughly into the gash on Walter
~Morse’s arm.

Morse’s-story was a blt wild and
fanciful. He said that he had en-
fered a taxicab upon leaving Magda
Helmuth’s home, and that two men
were in the back of the cab, waiting
for him. They had struck him on
the head, rendering him unconscious.
He had awakened some time later,
in an alley near his own home, At
first he had not noticed the gash on
his arm, but when he entered his
bathroom to wash up he noticed that
his shirtsleeve was all bloody. That
was all he knew about 1t and he
stuck to the story.

Inspector Gregg grunted thought~

fully and looked sideways at the

silent Mr, Bilbo, who was present at
~the questlomng

.,»stand the inspector’s feelings.

75
~“Pm afrald Mr. Morse,” Inspector
Gregg said, “that the Dlstnct At-
torney will want to hold you.” He
was being polite by a great effort,
for he wanted to flay the living day-
lights out of this man who had
strangled such a beautiful woman
to death with his bare hands.

“Your story wouldn’t get to first
base with a jury. You'd better hire
a lawyer !’

Walter Morse seemed to under-
His
thin lips tightened. “It looks like
Im in a hole,” he said, “I think
Il hire Lance Vickers., If that
Devil’s Mouthpiece could get Wilson
Dennison off, he can surely do the
same for me! I didn’t kill Magda
Helmuth, of course. But I'll pay him
as much as Dennison paid him for a
guaranteed acquittal!”

HEN he was led away to a cell,
Gregg turned to the Phantom.
“Well?> he asked. ‘Do you- “think

Vickers framed this case, in order

to make 3 fee, too?’ -
The Phantom shrugged. Since tell-

= mg Gregg about the motion picture

film, the inspector had run it

through a projection machine, and

as a resulf, the gunman, Cookey,
was now in the hospital ward of
the Tombs Prison, formally charged
with murder. He was still delrious

- from his shoulder wound, and un-

able to talk, but whether he talked
or not, the ﬁlm wouId surely con-
viet him.— —

Inspeetor Gregg arose and stood
moodily before the window, talking
over his shoulder to the Phantom.

“How could Morse posmbly have
been framed on this one? If he

 didn’t kill Magda Helmuth, how did

he get bitten by her?”

He swung around suddenly “My'
God, Phantom, Dennison looked just
as guilty this morning—and yet an-



76

other man killed Cheltenham. Maybe
it’s true of Morse, too!”

The Phantom smiled.
done anything about getting Alexis
Konstantin in for questioning — as
I suggested?”

Gregg nodded. “I asked him to
come down here in the morning.
Don’t worry, I'll work him right.”

“Good. I'll keep in touch with
you. 2

“Where are you going now’ My
God, I’m so mixed up with the speed
~of things happening, that I don't
know where to start first. What
about you, Phantom? Have you got
anything to work on?’

“At present,” Van Loan told him,
“I intend to concentrate on Lance
Vickers.”

“The District Attorney is taking
care of him. He has a man tailing
him night and day—

“I'm afraid,”
rupted, “that Lance Vickers will
prove too clever for the District At-
torney’s man—when he finally de-
cides to take any step. Wilson Den-
nison paid him in cash—the entire
fee of two hundred and fifty thou-
sand dollars. Scme time tomorrow,
I think, Vickers will be ready to
dispose of that cash. I want to see

Van Loan inter-

“Have you
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CHAPTER XVII
QN VICKERS. TRAIL

ONSTANTIN fidget~
{4 ted uncomfortably
in the chair op-
- posite Inspector
Thomas Gregg’s
-~ desk. The lamp on
the desk was so ar-
ranged that its light
caught Konstantin's
face sharply in its
orbit, and the tea
1mporter was aware that every ex-
pression upon his countenance was

- carefully noted by the keen-eyed

~ what he does with it. The District

Attorney’s men lost him twice today,
since he left the courtroom. They
don’t know what he did with Den-
nison’s money. I intend to find out!”

“Okay,” said Gregg. “In the mean-
time, I've got fifty men detailed to
- scour the city for a trace of Made-
leine Dennison. Wait a minute, and
T'll get a report on those negatives
you left with me—*

“Sorry, but I can’t wait now. I'll
call you later.”

The Phantom left him, with a
parting admonition to make sure
that Konstantin came in the next

day.

\

inspector. :

He spread his hands in a helpless
gesture and smiled disarmingly.

“I am sorry, Inspector Gregg, but
there is nothing I can tell you that
will help you. That man came into
the office while I was ingside, tele-
phoning. When I came out, the shoot-
ing was almost over. He escaped
into the hallway, and I followed him,
but he got away too fast.”

Inspector Gregg listened to him
carefully, then consulted a memoran-
dum on the desk. 7 :

- “I see by the report here that this
man, Cookey, followed him out, and
tried to shoot him with a rifle, but
that he got Cookey in the shoulder.”

Konstantin shrugged. “That may
have been the way it happened. I
was too startled and astounded to
notice just what took place.”

“I see,” Gregg said thoughtfully.
“Now, one more question,” Mr. Kon-
stantin. This man Cookey, and the
other one—Bunny Driscoll. What
were they doing in your office?”

Once more the tea importer spread
his hands in a futile gesture. “To
tell you the truth, Inspector, I don’t
know. I never saw them before m
my life.”-

Gregg ralsed h1s eyebrows, “Yon



THE WEB OF MURDER ' 7

know, of course, jthat Cookeys'true

~ name is Pete Cook, and that he has
~a long criminal record? And that
- Bunny Driscoll was convicted in

1630 of serving as contact man for

a gang of narcotic importers—and

that he served five years?”

- Konstantin shook his head. “I
know nothing whatever about them.

DoubtleSS they came mto my oﬁice
by _error.”

“Why WOIﬂd they come into your'«’
office by error? Yours is the only

firm on the floor. How ecould they

~ make 3 mistake like that?”

“You will have to ask them about
that, Inspector.

poor clerk, met.”
‘Greggf—'centinued‘ patiently, almost
apologetically.

before?”
~ “Positive! Their faces are entlrely
unfamiliar to me!”

Inspector Gregg sighed. From his

- desk he picked up two developed
snapshots, still wet from-the devel-
oplno' bath. He held them gingerly

in two fingers of each hand, and
laid them‘down on the edge of the
desk so that the other comd see
them.

“In ’ébat ca.se, Mr Konstan’nn,f
what have you got to say aboutr —
phone which Inspector Gregg pushed

these?”
Alexis Konstantms eyes deened
at sight of ‘the two snapshots. One

of them showed Cookey and Driscoll,
walking down the street.

~the Clarion offices.

They were two of the plctures,

- which the Phantom had glven te
= ,Gregg ‘that mormng

Am I responsible
for what other men do? I am only
thankful that they did appear at
that moment. Or else I might have
met the same fate that Semple, my

~“You are positive
that-you never Saw these two n‘en‘

"The other,
showed Cookey and Driscoll engaged
in close conversation with Konstan-
tin in front of the bulldmo opnos1te'

Gregg smiled trmmphantly He
had cunnmgly led Konstantin on to
state positively that he had never
seen either Cookey or Driscoll be-
fore in his life. And then he con-
fronted him Wlth evxdence that he
was lying. : :

Konstantin gulped hard “Why—

why——when were these taken?”’
- “Less than an hour before the
shooting in your office,” Gregg
snapped. “Is your memory so bad
that you forgot you saw Cookey and
Driscoll only an hour before?’

Alexis Konstantin wet his lips and"
raised his eyes to Gregg. “Well,

what of it? Suppose I did know
them?—

Gregg smﬂed He hfted a paper
from his desk. “I have here your
sworn state‘nent in your own words,
saying that you didn’t know either
of those ftwo men. PPm going to
hold you as a material witness—and

also charge you with complicity in
~ murder—of Driscoll,

and of your_
own clerk, Semple!” ’

Konstantin’s face was suddenly
pasty. “I want a lawyer!”

“Certa;nﬂy = Gregg told him. “Is

there any lawyer in particular?”?

“Yes. I want Lance Vickers.”
- “Whew!” the inspector whistled.
“You use the best, don’t you??
“Alexis Konstantin withdrew into
a shell of silence. “I want a lawyer.

:chkers will get me out of this!”

Eagerly he picked up the tele-

toward him. . .. v
* == % * ®

ANCE VICKERS, the renowned

criminal lawyer, did not seem to

_be the happiest man in the world.

For an attorney who had only :
yesterday brought about the mest
sensational aequittal in the history

~of criminal jurisprudence, he did not
appear to be particularly elated. As
~ he passed down the street, three or
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four acquamtances nodded to hlm,
would have stopped and spoken—but
he moved on, merely giving them a
curt nod. ,

Perhaps he was aware that he was

followed. Certainly, he did not know

that the elderly gentleman in the
thick-lensed glasses was on his tail,
for that gentleman conducted his
trailing operation with the consum-
mate skill of a master of the game.

But there was still another person
‘who was interested in Lance Vickers’
movements.

stocky man whoe had every appear-

ance of the professional detective,
and who was at no pains to conceal

the fact that he was on Vickers’
trail. In fact, this man was First
Grade Detective Slocum, attached to
the District Attorney’s staff. He had
just been assigned to the task, in

conformance with Barrat’s state-
ment to Judge Wﬂberforce. And
- Vickers was amply aware of his

presence,

At the corner of Center and
Canal, Vickers stopped and turned
around with an exasperated air. He
faced Detective Slocum, who was
only a few feet behind him.

“Look here, Slocum—what’s the
idea of sticking on my tail? I de-

mand that you go back to your boss

at once. Tell him I know my consti-
tutional rights—and one of those
rights is to conduct my private busi-
ness without undue
from the bulldogs of the law!”

Slocum shuffied, ill-at-ease. “Sorry,
Counsellor. I got my orders. T'm to
stick to you.”

“But why"”

The detective shrugged “Maybe

— District Attorney Barrat thinks your

life is in danger, Maybe he thinks
there was some funny work con-
nected with yesterday’s trial.”

Vickers stared at the man silently

for a moment, Then he turned on

This was a short,

interference - i
~ subway car, watching Vickers’ prog-

his heel, “All right. If you think
you can keep up with me!” :

He hurried across the street and
dived into the subway kiosk. Slocum
kept close behind him, doggedly.
Neither of them saw the eldery
gentleman, who had actually antic-
ipated Vickers’ move, and was al-
ready halfway down the steps of
the subway station.

When the train pulled in, Vickers
stepped aboard, and the Headquar-
ters detective followed him. Vickers
hurried through the car, reached the
front vestibule just as the door was
closing, and stepped back out onto
the platform.

Detective Slocum was in the car,
and he leaped to reach the platform,
but the door slid shut a fraction of
a second before he got there. The
train started to move, and Slocum’s
red face peered through the glass

pane at Vickers, who waved a hand

mockingly from the platform.

The train pulled out of the sta-
tion bearing the irate detective, and
Lance Vickers turned and hurried
up the stairs to the street. Once
more he failed to notice the pres-
ence of the elderly gentleman who
had not been taken in by the ruse,
as Slocum had been =

YOR the elderly gentleman him-
self had occasion in the past fo
practice tnat little trick, and he had
remained at the front door of the

ress through to the rear, prepared
to go in or out of the train, accord-
ing to whether Vickers remained in
the car or stepped back on the plat-
form. ,

Thus, when the train pulled ouf,
the elderly gentleman was still on
the platform. He followed Vickers
up the stairs, watched him get into
a- cab, then summoned another and
told the driver to follow.: -
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Vickers apparently felt that he
had gotten rid of all surveillance,
for he did not once look back. The

two cabs sped uptown fo Forty-
second Street, where Vickers got out
- at the Grand Central Terminal. :

With the —elderly gentleman in-

~ conspicuouly behind him, the attor-

ney went swiftly through the arcade
—to the East Parcel Room, where he

 presented a cheek and reclaimed a
leather briefcase. He then glanced,
~ at the clock, saw that it was six-
fifteen, hesitated for a moment, and

crossed the arcade to a lunch coun-

ter.

~ He seated himself and ordered
~ a sandwich and a cup of coffee.

thick-lensed glasses remained on the
opposite side of the arcade. He

stepped into a telephone booth thete,
—and dialed Police Headquarters, ask-

~ ing for Inspector Gregg

In a moment he Was connected
~with him.

“Gregg', this is Mr. Bilbo.”

REGG recogmzed hls vmce at
once. ,
“I'm glad you calIed Those two

pictures of Cookey and Driscoll talk-

ing to Konstantin came in mighty
~handy. I put Konstantin over the
—coals, and caught him in a lie. Fm
holding him on two charges, and

he’s burning up the wires trying to
to defend him.
- Vickers seems to have disappeared

— locate  Vickers

into thin air. As you know, the DA
- had a detective on his tail, but the
man just phoned in fo say Vickers
had lost him by using an old trick.
Barrat’s wild to find him again; fig-
ures there’s something rotten in

Denmark about the way that trial

went, and wants to keep an eye on
him every minute of the day—

-He was interrupted by the Phan-

, toms chuckle. - “1 saw the. trick.

Slocum was too sure of him hlm-
soif”

“You saw it!?” Gregg’s voice ex~
pressed amazement. “How do you
manage to be at the right place at
the right time—all the time?”

Again the Phantom chuckled. “By
using the faculties of reason and
logic, Gregg. I reasoned that Vickers
was the man to watch, for if he had
been engaged in anything shady
during that trial, he’d have to clean
it up now. I don’t know that 'm

right, yet. We're in Grand Central

Terminal now. Looks like Vlcke_rsm
preparing to take a trip. He claimed
a briefcase at the parcel room, and

~ he’s having a bite to eat now.”
The elderly gentleman with the

Gregg swore. “Hold on a minute.
I'll send instructions to one of our
men in Grand Central to cooperate,
with you.”

The Phantom held on for a short
Whlle and then Gregg came back
on.

“All right. The radio room is get-
ting one of the patrolr ears in Van-
derbilt Avenue, and instructing them

“to detail a man. He'll walk through
- the arcade with a copy of College
Humor stuck in his outside ecoat

pocket so you’ll know him!”

“I'm afraid there won’t be time,”
the Phantom interrupted. “Vickers
is finishing his sandwich now. He'll
be on his way. What have you done
about the two men who kldnaped
Madeleine Dennison—and whose pic-
tures 1 gave you?”

“We're blank on that ? the in-
spector told him. “I’ve got a still
alarm out for those two guys, but
there isn’t hide or hair of them. We
know their names, though. Their
pictures are in the files, They’re
Harry Moon, an ex-policy gangster,
and Limpy Teed, who used to be the
strong-arm for Dutch Hargan. We'lll
pick ’em up in time. Dennison has
already received a ransom note, ask- :
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ing for a hundred grand. He hasn’t
got the money, but some of his
friends on the Board of Directors of
Inter-Allied are trying to get it for
hmr -

Into Van’s sensitive mind flashed
3 picture of Madeleine Dennison in
some hideout, bound and gagged—
her kidnapers, indifferent to her ter-

ror, busy with paste-pot and shears g

- —cutting out and pasting the letters
that would make up the ransom de-
mand—L-E-A-V-E 1-0-0-0-0-0 I-N

- SSM-A-I-L B-I-L-L-S—

But he blotted out the picture for
the time being and resumed his
questioning of the inspector.

“What about Walter Morse?”’

“He’s still in his cell, and he sticks
to the goofy story he told last night.
He’s waiting for Vickers to show—
figures on selling some stock in In-

ter-Allied to pay Vickers’ fee. And
we haven’t got a thing on Vickers
8o far. If he shows up, we can’t
stop him from taking Morse’s case
—unless you turn something up on
him now!”

Gregg was going to continue, but
out of the corner of his eye the
Phantom saw Lance Vickers getting
up from the counter across the
arcade, and paying his check.

“Sorry, I have to hang up,” he
told Gregg. “I don’t see your man
around, so I'll tail Vickers myself.
If he makes a train, I'll call you
back and let you know which one, so
- you can put a couple of men on it
at the next stop.” :

CHAPTER XVIII
THE VOICE OF THE MASTER

ICKERS,  however,
did not head for
the train levels, as
Van had expected.
~Instead, he came
away from the
lunch counter and
stopped for a mo-
ment and compared
his wrist watch

: with the electric
clock in the station, which showed

the time to be six-fifty-five. Then the

criminal lawyer, still clutching his
briefcase tightly, crossed the arcade
and entered the phone booth next to
the one in which the Phantom was
standing.

Van’s eyes glistened with expecta-

- tion. Vickers had actually stepped
~into a setup which the Phantom

could not have arranged better.
Swiftly, the Phantom removed
from an inner pocket a peculiar look-
ing stethoscope, to which was at-
tached a super-sensitive microphone.
By placing the earpieces to his

‘ears and the microphone against

the wall of the booth, the Phantom
would be in a position to hear every
word. And by listening intently to
the spins of the dial, he could also
calculate the number which Vickers
would call.

Swiftly, Van placed the micro-au-
diphone in position, waited for the
clang of the coin which would an-
nounce that Vickers was dialing his
number. »

But no such sound ensued. There
was utter silence in the next booth.

It occurred to Van that Vickers
knew he was being tailed, and had
stepped into the next booth, then
silently stepped out and hurried
away. Swiftly, the Phantom re-
placed the micro-audiphone in his
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~ pocket, and stepped out of the boothf
himself, moved past the next one

casuaHy.

= Po-his surprlse he saw that
~Vickers was still there; but instead
- of making a eall, the ,attorney'WaS'

standmg with his hand on the re-
-~ ceiver and his eyes on. hls Wnst
_wateh. ,
- He was not makmg a call
— He was waiting for one.
The Phantom moved as inconspic-

uously as possible back into the next
boeth, and hurriedly got the micr,o-,
= His -
e own ‘watch showed  exactly seven?{i' :
clock “when the phone in the next,;

~_audhphone in position again.

booth rane. -

Before it could ring tw1ce, Vlckers
-~ had the receiver off the hook, and
~ was saying: “This is Lance Vickers

talkmg'—reportmg as arranged last

W ee

ness, then caught the voice coming

from the other end of the telephene

only a little less clearly.

“You are prompt, Vickers. Have

you got the—material we know of?”
- “T have it here, sir, in the brief-
case. Look here, I have a complaint
to make. I followed your instruc-
tions, and put in no defense, and
Dennison was acquitted. But it’s

made it look pretty black for me.
The D.A. thinks I’ve fixed the Jury

He had a man tailing me—"
“Never mind that. You can de-
pend on me to take care of you. I
take care of all those Who Work for
me loyally.” ==
“But I don’t like it—"
“Whether you like it or not you’ll
do as you're told' Do you under-
stand?
The voice of the unknown man
at the other end ‘had not been raised
in the slightest, but a hard unyield-

- Whatever you say.

ing quahty had entered mto rt which
made Vickers say hastlly “All right.
m taking or-
ders.” ‘
“Very good. Listen -carefully.
Alexis Konstantin,
broker, is in trouble with the police.
He has phoned your office, intending

to ask you to defend him. You will

phone Police Headquarters and state
to them that you represent Konstan-
tin, and that you insist that bail be
fixed for him at once. I will see to
it that bail is furmshed =
“Yes, sir.” :
“Then you wﬂl come at once to<' '

';headquarters —

“But 1 don't know where your

'headquarters are located. If you’ll = -

tell me—"

There was a harsh laugh “Oh no.
You will be taken there. Have you
thoroughly memorized the vanous

- methods of contact‘?”
: mHE nncro-audlphene pleked up = =
4 Vickers' voice with great clear- =

e

“Then you wﬂ} use Method Num-
ber Three.”

“Correct.”

“But_” :

“That will be all!” The voice of

_the other man became suddenly

subtly dangerous. “You will do ex=
actly as you are told!”
“All right. I—I’il do 1t. May I ask

one thing?”

“Well??
“What am I to do about the Morse
case" I understand he wants to re-

- tain me.’

“You will take it, of course And
now, come at once. Make sure you _

‘are not followed.”

“Tll make sure.” =
To Van’s ears through the miero-
audiphone came the sound of a click

_as the unknown party at the other

end hung up, then another as Vickers
followed suit.

‘He kept the “miero - audlphone
against the wall while Vickers made

a certain tea
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another phone call, this time to
- Headquarters, He got Inspector

Gregg, who barked at him as soon

as he made himself knoewn.

“Where the devil are you, Vick-
ers?”’

“What busmess is that of yours,
Gregg?” Vickers asked smoothly. “I
understand you people had a tail on
me today. I object strenuously. I'm
going to make a statement to all
newspapers that Barrat is hounding
me because I beat him in the Denni-
son case, It’'s downright persecu-
tion—that’s what it is!”

“Now look here, Vickers,” Gregg

- soothed, “you don’t have to take it
that way, Slocum was a fool for
telling you that the D.A. suspected
you of anything crooked. It was only
that we were afraid someone might
_take a pot shot at you, and we
zanted to give you a little protec-
== ,

“Well T do mthout the proteo- :

tion!” V1ckers stormed. “I just
phoned to tell you that I'm repre-
senting Alexis Konstantin, and I de-
mand that bail be fixed at once, or
T'll get a supreme court judge to
issue a writ of habeas corpus!”

“All right, Counsellor,” Inspector
Gregg said in a mollifying tone.
“We'll arraign him at once and have
bailed fixed. Now—there was some-
thing else I wanted to talk to you
about—"’

It was very evident to the Phan-
tom, listening in the next booth, that
_Gregg was making conversation in
order to hold Vickers in the booth as
long as he could, knowing that each
moment’s delay would give his own
man more time to contact the Phan-
tom.

- But Vickers must have sensed
‘Gregg’s purpose.

“Too bad, Inspector,” he said mock-
ingly. “I don’t intend to give you a
chance to put another tail on me.
I'm an American citizen, and I have
rights which even the police must re-

spect. Now don’t forget to have bail
set for Konstantin. Tll be in to-

morrow morning to talk to my client.

And then you’ll have another chance
to start shadowing mel!”

He hung up and hurried out of the
phone booth, and the Phantom
swiftly came out after him,

But Vickers still did not make for
the train levels. Instead he pushed
his way through the evening home-
going throng, reached the street and
flagged a taxicab. Once more the
Phantom got into another taxi and
followed him.

-This time the trail led south to
Twenty-third Street, and then east
to the river. There, the Phantom dis-
charged his cab a block away from
:téhe river, and hurried forward on

oot.

ROUGH the gathering mist
A that was crowding in from the
East River he could just barely dis-
cern the figure of Vickers, making
his way past the ferry slip, There
was a ferry in the dock, and the
pier was well-lighted, but Vickers
was not heading for it. He stayed in
the shadow, and made his way about
a hundred feet south, then slipped
down along the bank.

Van closed in on him, and caught
his breath when he saw that a small
rowboat was down there, with a man
at the oars. He saw Vickers elimb
down to it, and he cast his glance
desperately up and down the river
bank in search of another rowboat.
There were several motor boats tied
up along here, and the Phantom
would have risked borrowing one,
later_ leaving a suitable sum of money
in payment to the owner. But a
motor boat was no good for follow-
ing a rowboat. Its noise would in-
stantly warn Vickers and the other
of its presence.

Van heard the man at the oars
say, “Hurry up, will you? We got to
get out in the river before the ferry
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starts. We have to cross its course,
an’ if we come too close, its wake
will spill us!”
Vickers said,
_come!” :
~ In a moment he was in the boat,
and the boatman shoved off with one
of the oars. The shape of the boat
became only a dull blur in the night.
Van gazed after it despondently.
This was evidently “Method Number
Three” of reaching the secret hiding

“All right., Here I

lace of Vickers’ boss. And here was
e ot - = of the gate, suddenly went into a

a dead end. The man who gave Vick-
ers orders was clever enough to have

devised a perfect method of eluding

followers.

Van stared out into the mght with
a feeling of bitterness. This was the

trail that would have taken him fo
the man responsible for Chelten-
ham’s death, and for the ghastly
murder of Yerkes, and for the death
of the man, Ardsmore; also, it might
have led him to the kidnapers of
Madeleine Dennison, . . .

It was a bitter pill to swallow
He’d have to report to Gregg that

he had been no more sucecessful than

the routine detective assigned to the
job of trailing Viekers. . . .
Suddenly, a glint of hope ﬂashed
through his mind. What was that the
- man at the oars had said? “We have
to cross the course of the ferry....”

: CHAPTER XIX
-~ THE SNATCHERS

AN was mnnmg—
running toward the
brightly lit ferry
slip, running with
all the speed that
his swiftly piston-
§ ing legs could com-

- mand. The last of
the cars had al-
ready moved on to
the ferry The
s:;;‘d was already swinging the gate

Van flashed down the length

of the slip toward that closing gate,
shouting to the guard to hold it.

The gate was already closed, and
Van was coming at it, not slacken-
ing his pace. The great bell in the
ferry house clanged its warning that
the boat was pulling out, and the
engines began to growl and rumble,
and the crew were throwing off the
hawser ropes.

Van kept coming. The gate was
closed. The guard waved to him to
stop. Van reached within six feet

long, hurdling leap, and cleared it
with inches to spare. He was over on
the ferry!

And with a shudder, the boat

nudged the piles, scrunched her way

out into the river!
The crew stared at Van admir-

ingly, and a man in uniform came

and collected the fare, saying,
“Buddy, that was a swell jump. You
ought to go in the Olympics!”

“Thanks,” said Van absently. He
remained on the after deck, and now
he strained his eyes, searching for a
speck in the mght that might be the
rowboat.

The river was black with the
night. Receding behind them were
the lights of New York, and the
waves lapped gently at the sides, and
the wake of the ferry made a strange
gurgling sound. But to none of these
things did Van Loan pay attention.
His eyes, aching from the strain
were focused on the black waste of
water, searching for that one speck
that would be darker than the rest.

And then he saw it! ‘

Some seventy-five yards behind, he
saw the dim shape of the boeat, and
the outline of a man rowing steadily,
and of another man sitting in the
prow.

And Van, knowing what he ‘must
do now, dld not hesitate an instant.

- Even while he watched, he had

swiftly removed his shoes and his
coat and vest. Quickly transferring
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whatever he needed of his belongings

to his trousers pockets, he dropped
the shoes and coat over the rail,
then swung himself over, poised for
an instant with one foot propped
against the outside of the ferryboat.

He used that foot as a catapult to

send him hurtling far out, away

from the suctlon, and he struck the
water cleanly in a shallow dive that

~ threw up not a bit of spray.
Smoothly, effortlessly, he stroked

toward that rowboat. The noises and

the lights of the ferryboat fell

gradually behind, leaving the middle
of the river in darkness and in
silence. =

AN cut through the wafer
smoothly, using the long overhand
crawl which ate up distance. At in-

tervals he glanced toward the row-
boat. It was not pulling away from '
him, It was keeping to the middle

of the river, What its eventual des-
tination could be, he could only
guess. Neither Lance Vickers, nor

the man who was rowing, seemed to

be worried about pursuit.
Van speeded up the tempo of his
stroke, and gained a little on the

boat. He heard the faint murmur of

voices, and changed to the breast
stroke, which enabled him to keep
his head above water and listen.
But all he could get was a jumbled
mumble of meaningless words. The
wind was behind him, and it earried
the sounds away. He swung back to
the erawl, and the chase went on.
Five minutes passed ten, fifteen.
Van’s soggy clothes clung to his
body, wet and spongy and stlcky
The feel of the East River water is
not clean and fresh like that of the
Hudson or of the ocean, but it is
thick and oily, and the slap—slap of
the oars wielded by the man in the
rowboat went on and on. '
Van was beginning to tire a httle,
for all his stamina and strength, and

only the fact that the tide was go-

‘a single guard, forward.
cabin on the bridge there was a light.
That must be where Vickers had
- gone, with the others. Whether there

ing out enabled him to keep pace

- with the boat.

He began to wonder how far this
weird chase was going to lead him.
If they were heading for the open
waters below Brooklyn Bndge he’d
never make it.

But suddenly the slap-slap of the

- oars ceased. He raised his head and

saw that the skiff was floating, and
that the rower had lifted his oars
out of the water.

The little boat was bearing down

~upon an old, hulking freighter an-

chored in the middle of the stream.

~ The figures of three or four men
— could be discerned at the rail. They

did not hail the rowboat, and it was

apparent they were expecting it.
Some one threw out a line, which

Vickers caught and passed back to

‘the man at the oars. In a moment
~they were riding close alongside the

freighter, directly underneath a
Jacob’s ladder. The attorney went
up first, and then the oarsman fol-
lowed, leaving the rowboat tied up.

Van trod water, listening for the
sounds of the voices on the deck. He
heard them receding, and then it was
quiet on the freighter. He swam over

“and pulled himself up on the row-

boat, and wrang out his wet clothes
as best he could. Then he clambered
up the ladder.

He did not climb over on to the.
deck at once, but put his head over
and took a quick glance. There was
In the

was a crew on board or not, Van had
no means of telling. He climbed over
without attracting the guard’s atten-
tion, and crawled on hands and knees

. toward the companion ladder leading

up to the bridge.

From where he was now he got a
glimpse of the after deck, and he
saw there a small pile of freight,
near one of the open hatchways, as if
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it were ready for lowering into the
hatch, or had just been raised. There
were several tarpaulins spread across
it, so that it was impossible to tell
what was underneath.

At this moment, though, Van was
interested only in reaching the
bridge. He saw that the guard was

standing with his back to the cabin,

peering down river as if expecting
some one. He got up from the deck,
stole quietly up the companion lad-
der in his stocking feet. He reached
the top without attracting the
guard’s attention.

The light from the cabin window
streamed out past him now, and he
could hear voices, but could not dis-

tinguish what was said, He paused

for a moment to take out his re-
volver and check it, to make sure

that the immersion in the water had

not affected it. His holster was made
of waterproof material, and closed
‘with a zipper flap. But he ran his
finger over the metal anyway, to
make certain it was not wet.

TE CREPT closer to the cabin
window, raised himself slowly
and looked inside.

Three men were sitting at the

table in the center. One of them
was Lance Vickers. The other two
were Harry Moon and Limpy Teed—
the two men who had kidnaped
Madeleine Dennison—and who had
no doubt tortured and murdered
Yerkes. It was obvious that all three
were waiting for some one.

At the wall directly opposite, a

fourth man was sitting in front of
an open cabinet. Van Loan could see
the interior of that cabinet, and his
mouth drew into a thin, grim line.
For there were racks of revolvers
and rifles inside, a submachine gun,
and boxes of ammunition—enough to
supply a small company of desperate
criminals,

- The man who sat there had his
back to Van Loan’s window, but Van

could see that his right ear was
shorn off close to the head—probably
in some Hell’s Kitchen row, or in
some waterfront fight. He was in-
dustriously occupied in cleaning the
guns, oiling them ecarefully, and mak-
ing sure they were fully loaded.

As Van watched, Harry Moon
arose from the table and went across
to a tarpaulin-covered object in the
corner.

Vickers, who was holding on to his
briefcase with one hand, exclaimed,
“Wait! Not while ’'m here!”

Moon said: “Aw, don’t worry,
Counsellor. Nobody’s gonna see
you !n

He reached down and snatched
the tarpaulin away, revealing the
limp, cowering form of Madeleina
Dennison on the floor!

She was sitting with her back
against the wall, her hands tied be-
hind her, and a blindfold over her
eyes. Her feet were not bound.

Her head was hanging to one side,
resting against the side wall, and as

-the tarpaulin came off she moaned a

little and stirred.

“Take it easy, girlie,” Harry Moon
said. “No one’s gonna hurt you. The
boss said to be very nice to you.”

- He stooped down and solicitously
replaced a flap of her dress, which
was hanging loose where it had evi-
dently been torn in a struggle with
her two abductors. He patted the
torn flap of the dress back in place
over her shoulder, then he went to
the other side of the room and filled
a cup of water from a pitcher,
brought it back to her and held up
her head while he touched a little of
it to her lips.

- Madeleine gulped the rest of the
water, and straightened her shoul-

‘ders. She twisted her head as if try-

ing to get rid of the blindfold, and
asked: “Where am I? What have
you done to me?’

Harry Moon chuckled. “Nothm
much, Miss. We just snatched you.
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Youll be going back to your brother
—as soon as he gets the dough to pay
oﬁ for you.”

- She gasped.
naped me!”’

“That’s right, girhe =

“But—but the money I had Wlth
me—a hundred thousand—

“Too bad. I mean, too bad for

“You you ve kld-

~ you. That goes in the kitty. We're

gettin’ another hundred grand from
your brother. When the boss comes,
he’s gonna ask you to write a little
note, so your brother will know
you're okay. Then we collect. 5

- Suddenly, Madeleine Dennison ut-
tered a strangled groan. “Yerkes!
You killed him!”

Harry Moon winked over his shoul-
der at Limpy Teed and Lance Vick-
ers. “Better not talk about that
girlie.”

“And Wﬂl' They’ll convmt hlm—
without the witness!”” Her voice
changed to a tense, passionate plea.
i‘Please' They'll convict my broth-
er= =

“T\hat’s okay, gu‘he
get the glad news. Your brother
got acquitted yesterday. Lance Vick-
ers got him clear off!”

The Phantom, hearing every word
of this at the window, made sure to
keep his own face out of the stream
of light, lest Vickers or Teed, who
were facing him, should spot him.
The one-eared man at the closet was
facing the other way, toward the
rack of weapons, but these two were
squarely facing the window.

He backed away just a bit. From
the tone that Harry Moeon used in

speaking to Madeleine, he gathered'

that Dennison’s sister was in no im-

~ mediate danger of bodily harm, for
it seemed that their boss had im-

presscd upon these gunmen” “the
value in dollars and cents that she

possessed for them. Van could afford

to wait awhﬂe—-for the arrlval of
the “boss.”
~Harry Moon replaced tfhe tarpauhn

You didn’t

over Madeleine Dennison, and re-
turned to the table, Limpy Teed
‘glanced at his wrist-watch. -

“The boss ought to be here soon,”
he said.

 Vickers wet hls hps. “Look here,
you two.”

He lowered his voice so that the
one-eared guard could not hear; but
the Phantom, at the window, was
able to catch almost every word he
said.”

“Do exther of you know who this

boss of yours is?”

Harry Moon shook his head, grm‘
ning nervously.

“Naw. And we ain’t askin® foo
many questlons All we know is—
we do what we’re told, and we get

S pald plenty. And when we get in a

jam with the law, we got Lance
Vlckers to get us out.”

HE paused a momenf, then de-
manded: “Why do you ask?”’
“Nothing, nothing!” Vickers said
hastily, He saw that Limpy Teed
was looking at him queerly. “Only—
I was thinking—you two have a hun-
dred thousand dollars in cash that
you got off the girl. I have two hun-
dred and fifty thousand in this brief-

- case—the fee I got from Dennison.
- Wouldn’t it be nice to hang on to
this dough—split it three ways, and

not turn it over to the boss? How
do we know who he is? How do we
know he’'ll take care of us all the
time? And what do you get out of

it now? I get a measly ten percent
cut of the fees, There’s enough
money right here between the three
of us to take care of us for the rest

of our lives—if we keep it.”
‘There was silence for a long min-
ute at that table. Then Limpy Teed

“sighed and said: “Sounds good, Vick-
ers. But we’d have to gang up on

the boss first—knock him off.”? -
“Well ?” Vickers sounded on edge
“Why not?
Teed shook his head. “We couldn’t
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get at the boss in person. He’ll send
Alexis Konstantin tonight, the way
he always does. What good would
it do to get Konstantin?”

Viekers said eagerly: “Konstantin
isn’t coming tonight! He’s in jail—"
and then he broke off. “I forgot.
They’ve fixed bail for him. Maybe
he’s out by this time.”

Harry Moon grinned crookedly.
- “And even if the boss did come in
person—don’t you think he’d protect
himself? Naw. Take my advice and
forget it. You got no kick coming.
You was just a shyster lawyer when

the boss picked you up. Now look—
every millionaire murderer in the
country will be beggm you to de- -

fend them—"
Vlckers lips twisted in a grl-
. “Yes. And the District Attor-
neys oﬁiee, and every respectable
lawyer in the city suspects me of
fixing the Jury' I’ll be dlsbarred
yet—” - =
The Phantom had been hstemng

closely, filling in the gaps in the in-

formation he was gaining, with the
knowledge he already possessed.
That Vickers. was merely a tool, he
was now definitely convinced.

CHAPTER XX |
BETWEEN THREE FIRES
UT he was  not to
hear any more. For
at that moment,
before Vickers fin-
ished the sentence
he had begun, the
3 sound of a low,
g¢ powerful marine
~engine throbbed
into his ears from

somewhere close at
hand, off the starboard side of the

frelghter

Van started to turn swiftly, step
away from the lighted window. But
suddenly, a long strong beam of
light from the direction of that
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throbbing motor bathed him in
white, glaring light. He swung about,
dropping to one knee. And that
swift action saved his life. For the
high-pitched whine of a heavy-caliber
rifle bullet tore through the night
air, and a slug smashed into the
rotted wall of the cabin, tearing into
the sill of the window at exactly the
spot where his head had been an in-
stant before.

His lean, lithe body uncoiled itself

_as if catapulted by steel-springed

sinews, and he leaped across the
bridge, clear of the lighted window
and the merciless glare of the spot-
light. He landed on his toes, six

feet away just as a second slug

pinged into the woodwork of the
cabin,

The spotlight swung to follow him,
but he had already thrown himself
behind the starboard gunwale, where
he was sheltered from the rifle fire,
but where he could command the
cabin door. A single quick glance
over the side had shown him the
long, rakish lines of a cabin cruiser,
less than fifty feet away from the
freighter, and a man on the bridge,
with a rifle cuddled at his shoulder.

That was all the glimpse he got,
and then he was crouching behind
the gunwale.

On the deck below, the guard was
now revealed by the spotlight which
had swung after the Phantom, The
guard had a revolver in his hand,
and he had been sighting toward the
Phantom’s swiftly moving shape
when light blinded him. Now the
people on the cabin cruiser must
have realized that they were blind-
ing their own man, for the spotlight
was just as abruptly switched off.
__Bitterly, as he crouched there, the
Phantom realized that he had re-
mained at the window just a mement
too long. Vickers’ boss, and Teed's
boss, and Harry Moon’s boss—was
on that cruiser. Certainly, he had
intended boarding the freighter. And
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now, having discovered an alien pres-
ence aboard, that sinister schemer
would be Warned away.

Van did not even know whether
‘the man with the rifle, on the cruis-
er'’s bridge, was the brains of the

gang, or just another gunman in the

boss’s employ, Had he been sure that

_that was the boss himself, he would
have taken the risk of rising above
the gunwale for a snapshot at that
marksman.

The cruiser’s searchlight was now
being deflected at an upward angle
which served to throw illumination
on the bridge without blinding the
guard on the deck. And that one,

now able to see the Phantom, was

leveling his revolver at him. At the
same time the door of the cabin
~ burst open, and Harry Moon came
charging out, automatic in hand.
Close behind h1m came lepy Peed,

~with a submachme gun under hls"

arm. -

~ + The Phantom was caught between
three fires. Behind him was the
cruiser, with the silent rifleman on
its bridge, sending slug after shig
into the gunwale. In front of him
was the guard at the port rail, whose

revolver was barking in wild, uncon-
TEE& gave a Wﬂd terror-fraught'

“trolled dissonance as he fired shot
_ after shot; while from the cabin
doorway at his left, Harry Moon and
Limpy Teed were merely waiting to
accustom their eyes to the change
- of light in order to open up. =

: The Phantom did not allow him-
- gelf to be stampeded into panic by
the hot sound of whining lead which
pounded the gunwale and tore into
the bridge almost at his feet, or by
“the ugly snout of the submachine
gun in Limpy Teed’s hands.

- He stretched out almost at full
length under the protection of ‘the

gunwale at his back, and he snapped
a shot at the white guard down on
the deck. His single shot, fired coolly

and carefully, caught the man in the

chest, sent him hurtling backward

over the snie, Wlth his arms Wﬂdly
flailing the air.

Harry Moon opened up from in
front of the cabin door, and the
slugs from the automatic crashed
into the gunwale six inches away

from the Phantom’s body. Limpy
Teed’s finger pressed on the trip of

the submachine gun, and a single
burst cut through the air to the ac-
companiment of the staceato, tnp-
hammer cadence of the tommy gun’s
deadly refrain.

The burst was hlgh and the Phan-
tom could see Limpy- lowering the
muzzle of the weapon. He could not

- allow the man to pull the trip a sec-

ond time, for now the next barrage

would surely find its mark.

The Phantom rested the revolver
on his elbow, took careful aim. Limpy
Teed was standing in the open door-

~ way, and behind him the bound and
“blindfolded figure of Madeliene Den-

nison had suddenly appeared, stag-

- gering wildly, with the folds of the

tarpaulin still clinging to her knees.
If he missed Teed, he would hit
Madeleine, So he aimed carefully,
and fired hardly a split instant be-
fore Teed Woui'd have pulled the trip.

scréam, and pltched forward,
with a¥deluge of crimson spouting
from his throat.
Harry Moon sprang away from the
open doorway, so as not to have the

‘light at his back, and Van Loan could

now see into the cabin. He got a
quick glimpse of Vickers, clutching

_the briefease in both arms, and he
saw that “one-ear”

— the one who
had been cleaning the guns in the
rack—had seized Madeleine Dennison
around the waist, and was dragging
Ker back from the door. The two of

“them tripped, rolled on the floor, and _
~went smashmg into the kerosene

stove in the corner! -
A long white-hot tongue of ﬂame
arose from the overturned stove, and
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almost at once the whole interior of
the cabin became a seething cauldron
of fire, with the flames licking at the
pine walls, and spreading through
the rotted timber with a hungry
roar. =

Harry Moon was still firing from
the darkness alongside the cabin, and
the rifleman on the bridge of the
cruiser was peppering away at the
gunwale, effectively keepmg the
Phantom down.

Vickers came running . out of the
cabin with a yell of terror, and he
zigzagged wildly, still clutching the
briefcase, toward the edge of the
bridge.

He tripped on an empty orange
crate, and went plunging headlong
over the side into the river. His
arms opened madly in a frantie effort

to catch his balance, and the brief-

case spun from his grip, landed on
the deck of the freighter just as the
screaming attorney disappeared over
the side.

The flames licked out through the
doorway, and Harry Moon: ceased
firing at the Phantom, ducked away
from the blazing heat. He took half
a dozen steps, and then jumped. The
only ones left on the freighter now
with the Phantom were “One-ear”
and Madeleine Dennison in the cabin.
:i&e;;;l)(arently there was no crew below

The Phantom could see the.guard
lying unconscious on the floor, and
he could see Madeleine, staggering
blindly toward the doorway, trymg
to make her way to the open air
through the fire. Her shrieks rang
out over the water clearly, franti-
cally appealing,

The Phantom started to ecrawl
across the deck toward the cabin,
keeping low so as to avoid being hit’
by the rifleman on the eruiser. And
suddenly he discovered the rifleman
had stopped shooting. He raised his

head, saw the man on the bridge of
the cabin cruiser, with the rifle at

his side staring over toward the

freighter.

The man’s face was in shadow, and
Van could not see his features. But
he sensed that the man was staring
in the direction of the cabin door, as
if waiting to see if Madeleine Denm-
son would come out.

Now Van Loan no longer bothered
to keep hidden. He leaped across the
intervening space, reached the blaz-
ing doorway of the cabin, and fairly
jumped into the infernal maelstrom
of fire within those blazing walls.

Fire licked at his clothes, but the
fact that they were still soppmg wet
from his immersion in the river kept
‘“hem from catching, His groping
hands found the soft yielding body
of Madeleine Dennison, and he
dragged her out.

The hem of her dress had caught
fire, and he beat it out with his bare
hands. Then he ripped the blindfold
from her eyes, swiftly untied the
knots that bound her wrists behind
her,

Her eyebrows were singed, and her
hair was scorched. But otherwise she
was unharmed. Van ILoan had got

‘her out in the nick of time. She

gasped: “Who—who are you—"

UT he gave her no time to finish
her question. The fire was spread-

ing and already it was almost under

their feet, rolling across the bridge.

Throwing a quick glance to star-
board, Van saw that the rifleman on
the bridge of the cruiser had rum
down to the deck and was helping
Vickers out of the water. Van
stooped swiftly and picked up the
briefcase which Vickers had dropped,
and then fairly dragged Madeleine
Dennison down the companion ladder
totheé-deck. Spars had already fallen
from the burning eabin, and flames
were beginning to hck along the deck
toward them,

Van Loan dragged the girl toward
the rail, .
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“Can you climb down to that row-
-boat ?” he demanded.
= can try .

,' “Go ahead then
- “But you—

“Tll1 be all rlght There s some-
thing T have to get.”

He fairly thrust her onto the lad-
der, then ran across the deck. The
lights of the cabin cruiser were re-
ceding swiftly as she fled down
stream, and Van knew the reason for

that when he heard the shrill scream

of the siren of the river-police boat.
He did not stop, however, but hur-
ried to the after deck, picking his
way between the flames, to the tar-
paulin-covered freight there. He
ripped aside the tarpaulin, and with
his penknife he began to cut away
at the crates. He tore a board off,
dipped in his hand, and drew out a
bundle of small packa.ges

back to the rail, with the flames
growling at his heels. He sped down
the ladder and dropped into the row-
boat beside Madeleine Dennison just
as the river-police boat came along-
side.

Van Loan had no trouble 1dent1fy- '
ing himself as the Phantom, for he
had only to show the oﬁic_ers in the

police boat his small platinum-and-

diamond domino badge to change

their suspicious attitude to one of
heartiest cooperation. But it was no
good sending them out after the
cabin cruiser, for she would be well
out in the Upper Bay by this time,
and could lose herself easx]y among

the hundreds of pleasure eruisers an-

chored around Governor’s Island, and
at the various. yacht club basms
_ along the Manhattan shore, _

Madeleine Dennison stumblmgly

told her story of how she had-been

“ forcibly taken from the Bassett Ho-
tel by Teed and Moon, and brought
to the freighter. In a short while
the police began to drag the river for
the bodies of the gang who had

fallen overboard from the burnmg

- freighter,

And it was only after the frelghter
had burned to the water-line, effec-
tively destroying any evidence that
might have been aboard her, that
Van returned in the police boat with
Madeleine Dennison to the poliee
dock. And it was only then that he
took Imspector Gregg, who had ar-
rived at the scene, aside and showed
him the packages he had salvaged oft

-the freighter.

“Teal!” exclaimed Grege. '

Van Loan nodded, his eyes ghsten-'
ing, “Your twelve bales of tea were
on board that freighter!”

EAL least,” said Gregg, “we’ve made
some progress. We've flushed the
rats out of their hole!”

“I wonder,” the Phantom said un-
smilingly, “where the Master Rat is

, holmg u‘p"’
Gripping them tightly, he raced

CHAPTER XXI
IN AGAIN, OUT AGAIN

nine - thirty ~ the
next meorning, Po-
\§ lice Headquarters
\\\ was a veritable in-

w ferno of perspiring
~activity, -

The focus of in-
terest was Inspec-
tor Gregg’s office,

~ where District At-
-torney Barrat, and
Gregg himself, were engaged in a
none-too—pleasant discussion.

It was Barrat who was the hottest
of the two. He pounded Greggs
desk, and shouted:

“So what have you got to show
for your activity?”’

‘His -hand swept over a plle of ob-
jeets in front of the inspeetor.

“Packages of tea!” he snorted, “Is
that what they dynamited the
bonded warehouse for? Is that what
they committed murder for? And you

haven’t caught a smgle member of :
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the ga;ng You haven’t finished drag-
ging the river for those dead bodies
you say this Phantom of yours killed.

And you let the boss of the gang

get away.in that cabin cruiser?”’
Gregg shrngged. “You've got to
remember, Mr. Barrat,” he pointed

out, “that we found 1§ adeleme Den- -
-~ nison—

-~ Barrat snorted. “All right, but

that doesn’t help me. I’ve got t_o,have
some one fo prosecute And what'’s
the good of this tea? Why, a jury

~would laugh at me if I put anyone

on trial for robbery of this tea. I'd
have to show a motive. There must
be narcotics hidden in those pack-
ages of teal”

Gregg shook his head regreufully

“I'm sorry, but we’ve broken open
There’s no
narcotic hidden in any package e

‘every single package

course, if Vickers comes in this
morning, as he said he would, we
can question him. He was aboard the
freighter—

YARRAT was startlgd “You haver

p:roof of that?”

Gregg smiled. He reaehed intd a

érawer, drew forth a Ieather brief-
case, pulled back the zipper, and ex-
posed the fat piles of currency there-
in.

“Here’s the two hundred and fifty
thousand dollar fee that Vickers got
from Dennison for defending him.”

Barrat fingered the money. It was
all in large denominations—hundreds
“How do you know
this is the money Vickers got from

and thousands.

~ Dennison? Have you checked the
serial numbers??

“Not yet. Pm trying to get in
touch with Dennison, to ask him how
he paid Vickers; and if he paid him
in cash, whether he kept a record of

the numbers =
“Why would Denmson pay Vlck-

ers in cash?’
Gregg shrugged,

-East River,
“T don’t know; =
Except that he had to sell his Inter-

' Alhed Chemical stock, and maybe he

got cash for it. Maybe Viekers de-
manded cash. Anyway, here it is.”
~ “But do you have any other proof
that Vickers was on board that
freighter?”’
“Yes. The Phantom saw him.” -
“The Phantom! How does he en-

—ter into this case?”

Gregg smiled. “The Phantom has
been work;ng on it since yesterday
morning. It was he who hung on to

Vickers’ trail, and followed him fo
~ the freighter. It was he who rescued
Madeleine Dennison from the fire,

and knocked off these gunmen. He
came within an ace of capturing the
brains behind the “whole outfit.”
‘Barrat - paced up and down the
room. :
= ST I could get the Phantom to tes-
t1fy that Vickers was on board that

ship, and that he knew that Made-

leine Dennison was a prisoner there,»
I’d get an indictment against him in
five minutes! Will the Phantom tes-
tlfy 44 :

Gregg shoek hls head “That’s one

~thing the Phantom won'’t do. If he -
—once stepped up on the witness stand,

he’d have to reveal his true 1den-
tity.”

“What of it? I don’t care who he
is—if it’s a matter of administering
justice, he’ll have to reveal himself!”

“Maybe if we wait a little, the

~ Phantom will give us some concrete
- proof against Vickers—"

“Wait! Wait! Must I wait on the

Phantom’s whim? The papers will

be on your neck and on mine for a
quick solution of this case. Eleven
people were killed the day before
vesterday, and those twelve bales of

tea were taken from a bonded Ware-;
- house. '

“Yerkes was tortured and mux-'
dered; Madeleine Dennison was kid-
naped; there was a gun-fight on the
and four men were
killed; and -on top of that I lose

an 'Vopen-and-sh}i't: case against Den-
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nison—he gets acquitted on a mur-
der charge!

“And now Walter Morse is going
to get Vickers to defend him on that
murder charge. And you want me to
wait! Why, the papers are razzing
the shirt off me right now. I’'m go-
ing to get action!”

He waved an irate finger at Gregg.
“What have you accomplished? Have
you made a single arrest? You
weren’t even able to dig up enough
proof to hold that Alexis Konstantin
yesterday. We had to agree to let
him out on bail.”

Gregg looked pained. “What’s the
use of digging up evidence, Mr, Bar-
rat,” he said. “Everything we find
shows that you prosecute the wrong
men. Look at that motion picture
film. It definitely clears Dennison of
Cheltenham’s murder. Wouldn’t you
have felt bad if you had conwcted
mq” =

“Never mind that!” Barrat
stormed. “I want Vickers. I want
him arrested. I've sworn to get
Vickers, if it’s the last thing I do in
office. And the only way we can get
the goods on that devil’s mouthpiece,
is to have the Phantom come in and
testify before the Grand Jury that
he saw him on the freighter in com-
pany with Madeleine Dennison’s kid-
napers!”

“I'm sorry, Mr., Barrat,” Gregg
said firmly, “but I won’t be a party
to that. I personally don’t know who
the Phantom really is, but he trusts
me, and works with me on the un-
derstandmg that T’ll never try to un-
cover his real 1dent1ty 2

“Then you're going to be a party
to murder, Gregg,” Barrat said, with
a soft, dangerous purr. “Because I'm
sure Vickers is in this thing up to
his neck, and by refusing to force
the Phantom to testify, you prevent
the prosecution of Vickers. You could
very easily have the Phantom ar-
rested the next time he visits you
here. Then turn him over to me, I'll

strip that makeup off his face, and
make him talk—never fear!”

Just then an attendant opened the
door and announced: “Inspector
Gregg, there’s a man here to see you
—Lance Vickers!”

For a moment the three men were
silent. Then Gregg said: “Show him
in, Maloney.”

They waited, taut until Lance
Vickers entered, suave and collected
as usual. He nodded urbanely to Bar-
rat and gave Gregg a winning smile.

“T've come for two purposes, In-
spector—in fact, for three. First, I
want to thank you for releasing my
client, Alexis Konstantin, on bail.
Second, I want a pass to visit my
new client, Walter Morse, in the
Tombs. And thirdly—? his eyes
rested on the leather briefcase bulg-
ing with money, on Gregg’s desk—
“I've come to claim my briefcase.”

- Barrat almost pounced upon him.
“Never mind about defending Walter
Morse. You’re going to have a little
defending to do for yourself. So you
admit that briefcase is yours? You
admit that’s your money? You admit
you were on board that freighter last
night, with the kidnapers of Made-
leine Dennison?’

Vickers eyed him coolly. “Admit?
Why not? I was held up last night
by a man with a gun, who forced me
to accompany him in a rowboat to
the freighter. They were after my
briefcase, of course.”

ARRAT was almost choking with
rage. “You mean fo tell us that
you got on board that freighter be-
cause you were the victim of a

holdup?”’

“Certainly. Then, while I was a
prisoner in the cabin of the freighter,
some one started shooting, and the
ship took fire, I made my escape by
leaping over the side, and a cabin
cruiser picked me up. I was uncon-
scious, and the owner of the cruiser
put me ashore at Staten Island this
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~ Inorning, after I recovered conscmhs-
- ness.”
“What was the name of the owner
~of this cabin cruiser?”’ Gregg asked.
The attorney shook his head. “He
didn’t give me his name, I was too
dazed to ask questions.””

Barrat laughed shrilly. “You ask

us to believe a cock-and-bull story

- like that? I’'m gding to indict you for
complicity in the murder of Yerkes,
~and - the abduction of Madeleine
Dennison. And I'm going to get an-
other indietment against you besides

—for complicity in that tea robbery

the night before last. There’s the
tea that was stolen from the Inter-
natlonal Bonded Warehouse. It was
found on board the ship!”

For the first time Vickers seemed
to notice the neatly stacked packages

of tea on the desk. His eyes flick-
ered for an instant as if he were

genuinely surprised.

“Tea? How interesting.” He re-
covered swiftly from his surprise,
and smiled condescendingly at Bar-
rat. “I never drink tea.” Abruptly
~ he frowned. “You have proof of all
this, of course? You wouldn’t be
- makmg a fool of yourself by prose-

cuting me merely because my money

was on the frelghter‘? You have
someone who can testify that I was
in league with the kidnapers?”’

ARRAT nodded. “You were seen

talking with those kldnapers, in
the cabin. You were working with
them!”
' Vickers laughed, “You’ll have to
~ tell the Grand Jury who it was that
saw me. Youll have to produce that
witness. I hope you have him ready.”
His voice suddenly became sharp,
~ dangerous. “I could make you look
like a gibbering fool if you didn’t
substantiate your charge in front of
the Grand Jury, Barrat. I could kill

your- chances of ever runmng for

Governor!?
Distriet Attorney Barrat b1t hxs

7

lip. He glanced toward Gregg, as if
to say: “I told you so!” Then he ex-
claimed: “You were seen by the
Phantom, Vickers!
overheard your conversation with
Moon and Teed!” :

* Vickers burst out laughing. “So
you have phantom witnesses, eh?
How about a couple of ghosts? Are
you gomg to ask the Grand Jury to
believe in ghosts?”’

“No, by God!” Barrat shouted

“But I'm going to get hold of that

Phantom, and make him festify!”

~ “In the meantime, of course, you

have no grounds for holding me,
eh ?” Vickers asked suavely.

Barrat didn’t answer him. HeA =
stormed out of the room, The attor- :

ney turned to Grege.

“And now, Inspector, if you’ll Just
give me my money—".

- Gregg shook his head »r"‘Sorry,
Vickers. The District Attorney -may
want to hold on to this money as
evidence—if- he should ever bring
you to trial—

Vickers smiled in superior fashmn.

He drew from his pocket a2 doeument :

which he thrust across the desk.

- “T anticipated that there would be

some objeetions from you or Barrat
about the release of that money, So
I took a bit of precaution.”

Gregg read the document, and
sighed. It was an order signed by
a Justice of the Supreme Court, di-
recting the police department to re-

turn to one, ‘Lance Vickers, certain
moneys in the sum of two hundred =

and fifty thousand dollars, which
were being held without warrant.

Slowly, Gregg pushed the brief-

case across the table, made.out a re-
ceipt for Vickers to sign. The at-

torney elaborately went through the

motions of counting the money, then
signed the receipt.. He drew five one
hundred dollar bills out of the brief-
case, and handed them to Gregg.
“In appreciation of the rescue of

this money, I wish to donate this

The Phantom
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five hundred dollars to the police
pension fund—

Gregg stood up, his face red.

“We don’t take money from
crooks, Vlckers,” he said in a half-
choked voice,

He barely restrained his rage as
he watched Vickers make a jaunty
exit, with the briefcase under his
~ “That fellow,” he muttered, “is the
Devxl’s own meuthplece S

CHAPTER XXII
THE SCENT GROWS HoT

seeking for phrases
to deseribe Lance

ing  about in the
mazes of conjec-
ture.

That was the
Phantom.

For the past three
days, a certam wealthy young sports-
man and idler, Richard Curtis Van
Loan by name, had been absent from
his accustomed haunts about the
city. His friends did not miss him,
for he was in the habit of disappear-
ing in this manner, for days on end,
and returning with vague and in-
different explanations as to-where he
had been., Those friends would have
been both startled and incredulous
had they been able to glimpse Dick
Van Loan at this moment.

They would, of course, have had to
be informed that this was really
Dick, for he in no way resembled the
debonair young sportsman. And he
was engaged in an occupation of
which no one would have considered
Van Loan capable.

Dr. Bendix was at work in his
Iaboratory.

Test tubes over Bunsen burners,

microscopic slides, complicated chem-

ical paraphernalia of which any

HERE was one per-
son who was not

-Vickers, or blunder--

chemist would have been proud, were
arranged in orderly fashion in the
laboratory of that secluded house in
the Bronx. And the thing that Dr.
Bendix was analyzing was an ordi-
nary and familiar substance—tea!

He had taken one of the packages
last evening, and he had spent all of
the night in the difficult process of
breaking it -down into its component
substances.

The result of all that labor he
now held in a small test-tube in his
hand. It was a reddish-brown, vis-
cous liquid, with a cloyingly sweet
aroma.

His eyes glittered as he sealed the
test-tube and placed it in a small
cardboard carfon. A second test-tube,
containing the same fluid, he re-
placed in the rack, after labeling it
carefully:

SAMPLE OF CANNABINE JUICE
EXTRACTED FROM TEA
CONSIGNMENT

While the police were busy search-
ing through the packages of tea for
hidden capsules of narcotics, Van
Loan had proceeded to analyze the
tea itself. And this was the startling
result. The packages of tea in those
bales were all saturated with canna-
bine juice—a liquid derived from the

- narcotic drug which is grown in

many sections of India, and which is
known by a number of names. Men
have called it bhang, In India it is
known as hemp, while in parts of
Asia it is called gunje, and churrus.

But by whatever name it is known,
the drug has wreaked incalculable
havoc upon the minds and bodies of
human beings. Its narcotic effects
are greater and more devastating
than those of opium.

This, then, was the secret of why
the gang had gone to such lengths of
robbery and murder in order to get
possession of that tea. The twelve
bales they had stolen contained a
narcotlc tea,. blended with dmhahc
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skill, and worth fully as mueh as five
hundred ounces of pure heroin!

- Van Loan carried the small test-
tube out of the laboratory, and went
into his office. Here he took from a
rack a number of printed and mimeo-
graphed folders, issued by the
United States Department of Com-
merce. Those folders had been ac-
cumulated over a period of years.
They are issued almost daily, by the
Commerce Department, to American
business men and exporters, and they
furnish information about trade op-
portunities all over the world, giv-
mg the latest news of manufactur-
ing and ag‘ncultural conditions

throughout the world. The Phantbm;
subscribed to all of them, and he

had them so indexed that he could
put his finger on any particular item

he wished to find without a mo-

ment’s unnecessary delay.

Now he unerringly found ﬁie folderi

he sought. It was dated almost eight
months ago, and it dealt with the
subject of cannabis indica, the tech-
nical name of the drug, bhang. It
told of new sources of supply which

had recently been discovered in In-

dia, and informed readers that the

importation of bhang into the United
States was forbidden, but that there
was as yet no narcotic law applying
to its sale. It also contained a map

showing the locations of bhang-grow-
ing lands in India and Asia.

Tt was this map that Van Loan
studied especially. After a long time

he sighed, and put the folder in his

pocket, together with the test-tube.

tory to drive downtown., At Forty-
second Street he parked the Daimler,
then went into a phone booth and
phoned to Inspector Gregeg. Swiftly,

he told the Inspector what he had
found in the tea. Gregg' did not let

him finish,

“Vickers was just here"’ he in-
formed him breathlessly, “and left

with his money. He gol a court or-
der forcing me to release it. TIve
been trying to get hold of you, hop-
ing you’d call in so I could tell you '
about it!”

“You have men watchmg the
phone booth in the Grand Central
Station?” Van asked,

“Yes. And the wire is tapped too.”

“Tll go right over there,” Van
Loan told him. “T’ve got a little idea
that I think will work—" :

He was interrupted by Gregg’s ex-
cited voice. “Wait a minute! There’s
a phone call on the other wire. It’s
about that gumnan, Cookey I” '

AN held the wire for perhaps
- half a mmute, and then Gregg
came on again.

“The hospital just called. Gookey :
has recovered consciousness, and he

~ was shown the movie of Chelten-
- ham’s murder, mcnrmnatmg him. He

talked after that. He says he was
given orders to go in there and shoot
Cheltenham, but he doesn’t kndw
who gave the orders. He got them
over a phone in Grand Central Sta-
tion. It’s the same number where
Vickers goes to get his instructions!

Cookey also says that Alexis Kon-
-stantin hired him in the first place,
and that Konstantin headed the gang

that pulled the tea robbery!”

“Good!” exclaimed the Phantom.
“I suppese youwll pick up Konstam
tin??

“You bet. At once! I've had him
under surveillance ever since he got

7 - out on bail, He’s down in his office
- ~He took the sample of cannabine
_juice with him, and left the labora-

nght at this minute. T'll have Inm
in the jug in no time—” : =

“Suppose you hold off for a half
hour?” Van asked. “I have a plan
that I'd like to carry out.”

“Okay,” Gregg agreed doubtful]y
“But if Barrat finds out 'm holdmg
off, he’ll have my scalp!”

The Phantom hung up, and hur-
ried across Forty-second Street to
the Grand Central Terminal, He went
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through the arcade, passed the row
of telephone- booths where he had
overheard Vickers’ conversation with

the sinister unknown the day before.

Just as he got there he saw Lance
Vickers, with his briefcase under his
arm, going into the same booth!

Swiftly the Phantom hurried into
the next booth, got his micro-audi-
phone ready, and placed it against
the wall. He knew that the wire was
tapped, and that Gregg’s men would
get the conversation anyway, but he
felt more certain of results when he
was on the job himself.

He waited perhaps five minutes,

and there was no sound of the téle-

phone ringing in the next booth. The
big electric clock showed five min-
utes past eleven o’clock, Evidently,
Vickers had expected to get that
phone call at eleven, and it had not
come through.

E heard Vickelfs/ﬁdgeting 'in the

booth next door, and he guessed
the attorney would not wait much
longer. Now was the time for him
to try out the idea that had been
growing in his mind for some time,
but which had taken form when

Gregg gave him the news about

Cookey.

He swiftly plcked up the recelver,
inserted a nickel in his own phone,
and dialed the number of the booth
next door, the number of which he
had been careful to note the day be-
fore. He waited, on tenterhooks for
the phone in the next booth to ring.
Vickers was already opening his
door, no doubt having decided that
his boss did not mtend to call him at
this time.

It was apparent that the unknown
boss had appointed certain times of
the day when he would call his sub-
ordinates, Doubtless, if he did not
get the call now, Vickers would re-
turn at six o’clock, as he had done
yesterday, to get further instruc-
tions, :

Vickers was now almost out of
the booth, and Van could see his
face, clouded with worry at not hav-
ing received the call. Van jiggled his
hook, trying to hurry the operator
into completing the call. And just
as Vickers was stepping away from
his booth, the phone rang behind
him. An expression of relief appeared
on the attorney’s face, and he stepped
back in with alacrity, picked up the
receiver. :

The Phantom holding his own re-
ceiver to his ear, heard Vickers’
voice, “I was worried. I thought you
weren’t going to call, sir!”

The Phantom spoke into the phone,
and it was a marvelous tribute to
his artistry that his voice now
sounded exactly like the voice of the
man who had spoken to Vickers the
day before. So close was it to that

~ voice, both in timbre and quality,

that a man with a much keener ear
than Vickers would have been de-
ceived. “I was delayed, Vickers,” he
said. “What is your report?”’

“T got the money back from the
police department. There was very
little trouble on that score. But I'm
in a bad jam otherwise. It seems the
Phantom saw me on that freighter
last night, and Barrat is all ready to
indict me for eomplicity in the kid-
naping of Madeleine Dennison. I'm
depending on you to clear me of sus-
picion. I'd be no good to you if my
reputation were ruined, or if I were
disbarred. There’s the Walter Morse
case coming up, and I can callect a
good fee on that.”

“I will take care of everythmg,”
the Phantom told him equivocally.

“I wish,” Lance Vickers said bit-
terly, “that you’d trust me and tell
me who you are. It’s hell, working
in the dark like this, for a man I've
never seen.”

“Perhaps I will trust you, soon,”
Van told him.

“That would be wonderful, sir. I
swear I'd never betray you. And now

N
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--what shall I do with thls money ?
Where shall T meet you 2

“You may meet me in the office of
Alexis Konstantin—in fifteen min-
utes,” Van Loan told-him.,

“Very good, 51r,” Vickers "rephed

“will you come in person =

“YeS 2 = 2

" The Phantom hung up. He waited
in the booth while Vickers left the

adjoining one and hurried down fo-

ward the subway station. He was on

his way to Konstantin’s office to -
keep the appointment with the man

he imagined to be his boss!

Swiftly he dialed the number of :

Police Headquarters, and got In-
pector. Gregg. He related what he
had done. '

~ “Have your men cover that build-
ing, but don’t let them get too near,

or they may arouse the susplaon of:j' portant. They're getting 0o hot on

Konstantin and Vickers.”
Gregeg chuckled, “It’ll ‘be damned

interesting to hear what these two

have to say toreachother. Pve got

a dlctaphone planted in Konstantin’s

office since yesterday afternoon. I'd
like to hear what Konstantin has to

say when Vickers tells him the boss :

lS going to show up there!”” -
‘He hung up, and Van stepped out
of the booth. He started toward the

subway, intending to go downtown

to keep his appointment in Konstan-
tin’s office. He took three steps down
the arcade, and he stopped stock
still. The phone back in the booth
Vickers had used was ringing again!

The Phantom’s eyes flashed. Was
this the sinister, scheming boss at

last calling Vickers? He swung on
-booth,

his heel, thrust into the
- yanked off the receiver and said:

“Hello.” :

His voice at that moment was a
consummately skillful imitation of
the voice of Lance Vickers. “This is
Vlckers reportmg, sir. T was wor-
ried—

The man at the other end gave
him no time to finish. “Never mind
all that!” he growled. “Did you get
the money from the pollce depart-
fnent i =

“Yes, sir.?

TAN was tmghng with excrl:e-
ment. That voice coming over
the wire now was the same voice he
had himself so brilliantly imitated a
few moments ago for Lance Vickers’
benefit. It was the boss himself!”
“Pm glad you waited for my call
past the usual time. This is im-

our trail, and we’ll have to clean up
quickly.”

“What about the Waller Morse
case?’ Van asked, repeating the
question Vickers had asked “Shall

- I take it—"

“No, no, we have no time for that.

~ T want you to meet me with the
—money. I'm afraid to use any of our

previous methods, because the Phan-
tom may have learned of them, In-
stead, youll go out to the Vander-
bilt Avenue entrance of the Grand
Central Terminal in twenty-five min-
utes. Stand at the corner of Vander-
bilt Avenue and Forty-third Street,

—and someone will come and tell you

what to do next in order to meet
me. If you try to doublecross me by
turning state’s evidence and telling
the police, no one will show up. And
if there are any detectives or plain-
clothes men around, youwll be shot
dead where you stand. Remember,
Vanderbilt and Forty-third in twen-
ty-five minutes. And don’t try any
tricks if you want to live!”

“I'll remember, sir,” the Phan- -
tom said, and the phone at the other
end clicked off.
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CHAPTER XXIII
TRAPPED!

\HE Phantom was
' pulsing- with the
thrill of the chase.
He could hardly be-
lieve that the clever
boss of men like
Konstantin and
Vickers would ex-
pose himself so
recklessly, There
would be little
chance to trap him by posting de-
tectives .around the Forty-third
Street corner, for the boss would no
doubt send someone else to fetch
him.

And the Phantom put little faith
in the trick of having himself fol-

lowed. Men like these would know
how to throw off pursuit. He did
not even phone Gregg to tell him of:

this development, for fear that the

inspector would spoil it in his eager-

ness to capture the sinister brain
behind Lance Vickers.

Instead, he went out through the

arcade and stopped at two stores. In

- one of them he purchased a leather

briefcase similar to the one he had

seen Vickers carrying. He stuffed

this with newspapers, so that it

fooked as if it bulged with money.
Then he went into a haberdashery
store and bought a hat, necktie and
colored shirt like the ones Vickers
was wearing.

He took these articles and went
downstairs into the men’s room,
where one could secure a private
cubicle in which to shave and change
_one’s clothing. ~

Here he set to work, using his flat
leather makeup kit. The task he
had set himself was a difficult one,
for he had to work from memory
of Vickers' features. But after
fifbteen minutes he stood back and
regarded ~himself with satisfaction.

He could have sworn that he was

looking at a reflection of Lance
Vickers in the mirror,

He completed the illusion by don-
ning the shirt, tie and hat. Now it
was doubtful if Vickers’' closest
friend would have been able to de-
tect the imposture.

Van Loan crammed his own dis-
carded hat, shirt and necktie into the
briefcase, and went on upstairs. He
emerged into the street and walked
up Vanderbilt Avenue to the corner
of Forty-third. :

The twenty-five minutes whlch the
boss had allotted had not expired,
and Van had to wait two or three
minutes before his elbow was
grasped from behind in a hard grip,
and a voice spoke into his ear:

“Don’t look around, Vickers!”

He tautened, standing stock still.

The voice went on. “See that
limousine at the curb? Get into it
and take the wheel. If you look be-
hind you, you'll get a slug in your
spine!”

Van nodded wordlessly and then
stepped into the limousine, sliding un-
der the wheel. In a moment he heard

the back door open and shut, and the

car creaked with the weight of the
man who had gotten into the back

~ seat. )

“All right, Vlckers. Drive down-
town toward the Battery!”

The Phantom stepped on the
starter, put the car into gear and
headed down Vanderbilt, then swung
west on Forty-second. He fried te
get a ghmpse, through the rear
vision mirror, of the man in the
back, but he could glimpse nothing
but shadow. The voice of this man
was the same voice he had heard
over the phone,

He swung south on Madison, and
headed downtown. A hand reached
out past him and took the briefcase
from off the seat alongside him.
where he had put it. The man in
the back of the car chuckled. “There
'is a lot of money in this briefcase,
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'V1ckers. I’m glad to see you dxdn’t :

doublecross me.”

- The Phantom felt his blood rac-t

ing. If the boss opened that brief-

case and saw the contents, he would

know he was being tricked.
Van said desperately, “Where are
we going, sir?”

“Drive down to the foot of Eighth

Street and the North River.”.

Van obediently drove south, then
headed west across town. He kept
watching the rear vision rmrror, and
though the face of the man in the

rear was only a blur, he saw that

the briefcase was not yet being

opened. The unknown boss must
have complete confidence that Lance
Vickers would not dare to double-
cross him by takmg the money out
of the case.

AN’S mmd was racmg, ttymg to
- guess the purpose of the un-

known, in taking Bickers along with
him now, affer he thought he had
the cash. Apparently the reason for
this meeting had been only to trans-
fer the money. Why, then, should
he remain with him?

At the foot of Eighth Street a
small motor launch was tied up at
one of the old wooden wharfs.

“Get out,” the man in the rear
commanded, “and climb down into
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that boat., Sit in the forward seat,
and look ahead. Do not try to get
a look at me, or it will be the last

thing you will ever see!”

- Van might have tried then to take

the other. But he could not be sure
even yet that this was the genius
of the criminal gang. Suppose the
boss had sent another to bring him

_along? Van might have been de-

ceived by the voice. He had to be
sure. He had to wait and see where

-he was being taken.

‘He got out of the car in oBedi.
ence to the order, and climbed down
into the boat. The sun had disap-
peared behind a dark cloud, and it
was beginning to rain. There was
no shelter from the weather in this
little open motor boat, and Van sat
stiffly, not ‘looking behind. :

He felt the boat list under the

weight of the other man, and then
_after a moment the engine kicked
over and they shot away from the

wharf, :
Out aeross the river they headed
through the piling rain. :
There was no conversation. It
would have been impossible anyway,
above the sound of the motor, and
of the rising storm. Suddenly the
launch’s nose swung around, and
Van saw that they were headmg
(Contmued on page 104)
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SIGNATURE to

URDER

Monkon Iuce Plonned a Perfect Crime But Fate Took
an Unexpected Hand in His Game’

By EDWIN BAIRD

€ "'I‘\HEES dagger,” said An-

~gelo Ponzetti, “ees come
' all way from Venice. My
cousin, Giovanni Pistello, send

heem.” -
The lank young man beside the

Nordon Lauce :

desk twisted his face in a crooked
orin.

“Yeah?” he said from a corner
of his mouth.

Ponzetti touched the point of the’

poniard against his square thumb-
nail. He was a froglike man,
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swarthy and sleek, and he seemed

ready to burst from his Tuxedo

jacket.

“See thees point? Ees hold poison
in old days of Borgias. One drop,
and—phit!?’ He drew a pudgy fore-

finger across his thick throat.

“Yeah?” repeated the lank young

-man from the other corner of his

mouth.

“And now,” said Angelo Pon-
zetti, putting the dagger down, “I
answer your question; you answer
mine. How in hell you get in thees

-room?”’

~ The lank young man jerked his
head at the window. “I come through

that,” he said.

“And why,” asked Ponzetti, “you
do thees t'eeng?”

“Well, if you can’t guess the an-
swer to that one, Ponzy. , ., . Well,
I had to see you private, see? Last
mght I dumped my wad in this
joint.

“Ees square joint,” said Ponzetti.

“Aw, I ain’t beefin’)”” said the

‘young man. “Not about my dough, I

ain’t. All I want is my ring. It’s
one o’ them rings with initials, see?
N.L. Stands for Nordon Luce. So I

dumped that, too—for three bucks

—and I want it baeck, see?”
Ponzetti sat back in his big leather
chair and lqoked at his visitor, Then
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he sat forward and unlocked a desk
drawer half filled with money and
jewelry. From this mass he plucked
a signet ring on which was inter-
twined the letters “N.L.” He ex-
amined it closely to see if it had any
special value, but it seemed only an
ordinary sort of ring such as can
be bought anywhere for a few dol-
lars, and he held it out in his palm

“Ees eet?’ he asked.

“That’s it,” said the lank young
man, and slid the ring on h.ls finger.
“Thanks, Ponzy? -

“Okay,” said Angelo Ponzetti, and

locked the drawer and put the key ’

in his pocket.

The young man’s Ehalf—ahdded eyes :

had rested casually on the money in
the drawer. Now they rested on
Ponzetti’s white waistcoat.

~ “Funny thing about this ring,” he
said. “I took it off’'n a guy that had
my initials—N.L., see? He said if
I wore it, it'd hrmg me bad luck.

But I ain’t one o’ them superstx— =

tious guys. I don’t beheve in that
stuff, see?”

Ponzettl looked pointedly at his
watch. The young man went on.

“Another funny thing, it won’t
fit no finger but this.” He held up
his right hand and exhibited the
ring on his little finger.

Again Ponzetti looked at his
Iv)vatch. “Ees okay, my frien’. Good-
Y »

 The young man continued amiably,
picking up the Venetian’s dagger:
“Funny about th1s chiv, too. Poxs-.

oned, ha?”

He gripped the dagger ﬁrmly by
the handle. His eyes flickered again
at Ponzetti’s white waistcoat, then
at Ponzetti’s white shirt bosom,
gleaming starchily in a deep U. And
then, before Angelo Ponzetti could
cry out or rise from his chair, the
dagger was buried to the hilt in his
heart.

It was over m an mstant Pon-
zetti sank back heavily in his big
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leather chair, his mouth and eyes

- open in froghke surprise. The young

man started to withdraw the dag-
ger, but a red blob oozed around it,
and he decided to let it stay where
it was. After all, it was Ponzetti’s
dagger, wasn’t it? Okay. Let the
dumb cops figure it out.

So he wiped the hilt with his
handkerchief, and took the key from
Ponzetti’s waistcoat pocket, unlocked
the drawer and took out the money.
He thrust the money inside his coat
and padded across the room with it.
He left as he had entered—by the
wmdow and fire escape ;

OBODY h::uir seen lum come, No—

body saw him go. And in half an
hour, still unobserved, he was back
in his hall bedroom. With the door
locked and the shade drawn, he
opened a seam in his mattress and
therein hid his oot

After that, he went with good
conscience to Dugan’s tavern and
pool haill. He borrowed a buck from
a pal, explaining he hadn’t been
getting the breaks.

-He was on his third game of pool
and fourth glass of beer when De-
tective-sergeants O’Dowd and Kal-
ven entered,

From the tail of “his half-closed
eye he watched them saunter in and
look easily about at the erowd.
Leaning across the pool table, he
made an unhurried shot. He seemed
umaware of their presence until he
‘heard Kalven say:

“Hi, Nord.

He looked up over his shoulder.
“Oh, hello, boys. How’s tricks?”

“Can’t complain,” said O’Dowd.
And then, in the same matter-of-
fact tone, he asked: “Seen Ponzy
lately 7

“You mean Angelo
Naw; not lately.”

‘Where you been all afternoon‘?”

- “Right here,” said Luce. He lifted
his beer with a steady hand and

Ponzetti ?
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looked at his compamon. “That
right, Spike?”

- “Sure,” said “Spike.” “You been
: nght here with me.” “He looked at
the officers.

> : guys-;»

Ignoring Splke, Sergeant Kalven
said: “Did you happen to know,
Nord, that just a little while ago
somebody sliced Ponzy’s heart thh

& knife?” ‘
~ “Why, no,” said Luce. “How <
would T know that?” :

“Well, anyway,” said Kalven,

~ *“that’s What happened to him. Sup-
pose you come along with us and
take a look at the body?”

Luce calmly finished his beer. His

hand was steady and he seemed un-
perturbed, but his thoughts were
churning madly. Where had he
slipped? Or had he? Did these dumb
-cops know anything? Naw! It was
just his imagination,
“Sure I'll go with you,” he sald

*but I don’t see what you want w1th
me.”
“You never can tell,” said O’Dowd.

“Come on.”

~‘~‘What-’s eatin’ you
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They were pleasant and genial
enough to him—until they entered
the room where the body lay. Then,
suddenly, their demeanor changed
Sergeant Kalven jerked the sheet -
from Angelo’s body and barked at
Luce. 5

AKE a good look at him! That’s
how you left him, ain’t it?” he
asked.

- “Why, you crazy cop ™ Luce sput-
tered.

“Crazy, am I? Don’t you know
that when you croaked this guy you
practically signed your name to the
crime? Here! Let me see your
hand.” Sergeant Kalven grabbed
Luce’s right hand and examined the
signet ring on his little finger. “Just
as I thought. Look!” he said, and
pointed to Angelo’s white shirt
bosom.

Nordon Luce looked.

Beside the dagger profruding
from Angelo’s heart, damningly
etched on the bloodstained fabric,
‘hIEI Ls,a’mw the intertwined Ietters,
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Kane Tried to Escape, but Sold Himself a—

GOLD

BRICK

By HENRY S. LEWIS

Author of “Crime Marches Out,” “Self Service,” etc.

@ RTHUR KANE first
W lecarned to cut
~ throats when he en-
- rolled in barber col-
lege., Unfortunately
for him, he never
got over the habit.

So that when he

quit the barber’s

chair for a junior

partnership in a

horse room a couple
of years later, Kane paid off protec-
tion money on place and show, but
forgot all about straight.

This was a most indiscreet over-
sight; for one day the indignant po-
lice department raided the racing
joint, and Arthur Kane wound up be-
hind the eight-ball. When he got to
the state peniten‘aary, he was as-
signed to the prison’s trade scheol.

That, to a man of Arthur Kane's
sens1b1ht1es, was the payoff.

“I'm gonna break out of this can!”
he’d snarl to anyone who would lis-

ten. “No jerkwater chicken coop like

this is gonna hold me!” But nobody
took the little chiseler seriously. .
Being a practical man, Warden
Johnson screwed a shrewd eye to-
ward a section of the prison wall one
day and decided it ought to be re-
paired, alse that the work would be
good for Mister Kane. This particular
section of the wall looked down upon
the prison brickyard and the tool
sheds, where hods, trowels and sim-

ilar equlpment were kept. For three

days, with businesslike rifles trained
on his sweating back from a dis-
tance of ten yards, Arthur Kane, now
a bricklayer, worked on that wall.
No—worked is not exactly the
word. He just slopped around, as was
his wont. And sinee there wasa short-
age of hands, insult was added to in-
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jury when the straw boss had him mix
some of the mortar, too. So that when
holes in the wall and a sizable stretch
at the top were “repaired,” any pro-
fessional contractor would have forn
his gray hair to shreds,

~ Prison wall, tool sheds and rather

. lax supervision. Kane’s brain began

to percolate on all three cylinders. It
was such an obvious way to escape
that no other convict would have at-
tempted it. And so a couple of after-
noons later, as the sun was going
down and work had halted for the
day, Arthur Kane slipped inte a tool
shed. He wasn’t missed until supper.

By then it had grown dark. Pant--
ing, blood on fire, Kane inched up the
prison wall. Now he was almost at
the top. Suddenly an escape siren
screamed like a banshee. Almost over
the top now—almost there!
- With a frantic lunge, Kane threw
his right hand over the top. One
more boost, and—

But the wall thought othermse It

~ didn’t like the way it had been “re-

paired.”” And now it exacted its re-
venge. With a grinding, scraping
protest, the top bricks gave way.
Screeching with horror, Kane plunged
outward and back. He landed on the
cement paving with a dull thud that
snapped his spine and brought guards
on the run.

When the construetion foreman got
there, he fingered the crumbled mor-
tar with suspicious hands. :

“Hell?” he muttered. “Somebody
did a rotten job of mixing— Say,
wasn’t that dead guy one of the cons
working on this wall?”

Warden Johnson eyed the foreman
with an expressionless eye.

“Yeah—that’s right, Joe,” he re-
plied. “Right as hell. As a bricklayer,
Kane sure ‘gold-bricked’ himself.”
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(Ccmtmued from page 99)

north in the river instead of out
- into the Bay.
~ Mile after mile was ticked off, and
then they veered in toward a sleek

white cabin cruiser that was tied up

several hundred feet off the Man-
~ hattan shore, at about One Hundred
— and Twenty-fifth Street. The motor
was suddenly cut off, and they
drifted over to her. By her lines
Van recognized her as the same one
that had bombarded hun last n1ght
- aboard the frelghter '

" There was a man on deck who
- threw a line to Van. Van caught it,
~and clambered aboard. He barely
-restrained an exclamation when he
~ pot aboard, for the one who had
_thrown the hne was Alexis Kon-
7;stantm'

Konstantin grinned at hun, and

sald “Back again, eh, Vickers?” -
2 There was a half sneer in
 Kenstantin’s eyes that Van didn’t
ke,

~ From the launch came a com-
- mand. “Take Vickers down to a
cabin, Konstantin, You know where.”

- “Yes, sir!” said the tea broker. He
jerked his head and led Van toward

the stern, Where there was a nar-
- row passageway leading below. Van
“heard behind him the sounds of the
-~ boss coming aboard from the launch.
Down below there was a corri-
- dor with cabins on both sides. Kon-
~stantin threw one of the doors open
-and said: ’ —
~ “In here, Vlckers"’

‘Van knew very well what was go-
_ ing to happen. He had already an-
_alyzed the situation. The boss was
through. He had made as much
money as possible through his erimi-
nal operations, and he was now
ready to retire before the law or
‘the Phantom caught up to him. But
in order to retire without fear of
being hounded forever after, it would
be necessary to hand a scapegoat to

the law—one Who could be prose-
cuted as the boss, ,the brains be’hmd
the entire outfit.
Vickers had been selected to be
the fall guy! =
That was why Vlckers had been
built up as the phenomenal lawyer

“who could win cases without trying

them, That was why Vickers had
been placed in position, time ‘and

'agam, where he would be open to .

suspicion. The Dennison case had
been deliberately made to look fishy
S0 that Vlckers would seem gu.llty

AN started to step through the/ ,
doorway of the eabin, and he
heard Konstantin move swiftly behind
him. Konstantin was either going to
hit him on the head, or give him a
shove that would send him into the

~_ cabin, and then lock the door. The

key was in the outside of the door.
Van had noticed that, even as the
process of ratiocination just de-
scribed flashed through his swift-
working mind. Now, he pretended
to stumble, just as the swish of a
heavy object sounded m the air be- ,
hmd ‘him. :

His pretended stumble carried hnn
away from that object, and he hea.ld
somethmg strike the door with a
vicious thud. Van spun around on
his heel and drove a bunched left
fist upward to where he calculated

_he would find Konstantin’s chin. He

connected with a nasty erack, and

- the tea—brokers head went snapping

back.

Konstantm s breath was exhaled
in one long gasp, and he sagged —
already unconseious hands grasping

at the lintel, and a heavy, wicked

looking blackjack droppmg from his
nerveless fingers.

Van caught hlm expertly as he
fell, and dragged him inside the
cabiri -just as the steps of the boss
sounded, ecoming down the compan-
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ionway. The boss chuckled, and said,
“Got him, Konstantin Sure you
didn’t kill him yet?”

Van said, imitating Konstantms
voice, “I got him!”

“Good.”

It was dark down here in the
cabin, and the door was open in such
a way that the boss, who was stand-
ing in the corridor, could nof see
into the room,

But the boss apparently, was not
interested in looking into the cabin.
He repeated, “Good. I'm sorry I
~ have to do this, Konstantin!”

And abruptly, without warning,
he kicked the cabin door shut. In

another instant the key had turned

in the lock.

For an instant Van thought that
the boss had seen what actually hap-
pened, and was protecting himself.
But he was disillusioned at once. For
the boss’s chuckle could be heard
distinctly through the door.

“Too bad, Konstantin, We had
planned to leave Vickers here, and set

the boat on fire. They would have

found just enough evidence to show

that Vickers was the brams behind
the whole business.”

Van imitated Konstantin's voice.
*I don’t understand—”

“You’ll understand soon enough,
Konstantin. The only change I'm
making in the plans is to leave you
here with Vickers, After all, you
must admit that I don’t need you
any more, my friend. I would-only
have to share the profits with you,
and that would be foolish. I repeat,
I'm very sorry, Konstantin.”

There was the sound of footsteps
receding toward the stern of the
boat, toward the engine room.

The Phantom stood in the semi-
darkness of the cabin, and went
swiftly over the situation. It was
evident that the boss was double-
crossing everyone who had worked
with him. The Phantom would die

(Continued on page 106),

108

OFFER

NEW REMINGTON NOISEI.ES&

POR‘I’ABI.E!

AS LITTLE AS

mmnum&
tml‘ml'rhlm 7

A.TLAST! Thohmounendnm Noiseless Portable
that speaks in a whisper is available for as little as

10¢ a day. Here is your opportunity to get a real Rem~
ington Noiseless Portable guaranteed by the factory.
Equipped with all attachments that make for complete
writing equipment. Standard keyboard. Automatis
ribbon reverse. Variable line spacer and all the con~
‘venlences of the finest portable ever built. PLUS tha
NOISELESS feature. Act now while this special op~
portunity holds goed. Send coupon TODAY for details.

YOU DON'T RISK A PENNY

We send this Remington Noiseless Portabls direct te
you with 10 days FREE trial. If you are not satisfled;
send it back. WE PAY ALL SHIPPING CHARGES,

©® FREE TYPING BOOKLET

With Remington

you—absolutely FREE—a 24-pa;

teaches the Touch System, used by sll expert typists. I 18
Instructions

@ SPECIAI. CARRYING CASE

Alnnnderthhm?udusphn.uwﬂnﬂhm

with every Remington Naisel F

coupon for complete details] ===
SEND COUPON WHILE LOW PRICES HOLD

Remington Rand Inc. Dept. 163-3
466 Wuh.mgton St., Buffalo, N. Yo

Tell me, without obligation, how to get a Free Trial of &
n Noiseless Portabl

new Remingto: le, including Carrying
Case and Free ¢ Instruction Booklet for as little as
10c a day. Send Catalogua.

Name...ccoos0vees ..,...; ................... .ss
AQAress.....ceo0eesessesessstsssssssssscsssscssssese
moonotooooonron"nuvqoqnsmw.m:n«o'mc



106

(Contmued from page 105)
'here, trapped in a burning boat, be-
cause he had impersonated another
: man. And the boss would go free.

- Quickly he inspected the cabin. He
~ noted now that the porthole was
closed, and when he tried it he dis-
covered that it was fastened from
,the outside. There was 10 chance
of escape. :

Now there was the sound of the
boss’ returmng footsteps, coming
from the engine room. He paused

—~ again at the door, and a surge of
- hope came to the Phantom, Thls,

would be the last chance.
-~ That horrid, chuckhng v01ce came

= through the door. 5
“Konstantin? This is good-by; old

man. I've opened the pet-cocks of
the gasoline tanks. The gas is flood-
“ing into the corridor now., When I
go upstairs, Pll lay a train of powder

on the deck and light it. That will

give me just enough time to get to

- shore. Do you hear, Konstantin ?”

The Phantom was standing taut

—— just the other side of the door. He

said: “This isn’t Konstantin. This is
Vickers!” ,

CHAPTER XXIV
= THE FIRES OF JUSTICE :

from the other side.
“Vickers! Didn’t
Konstantin  knock
you out?’

~on him. He’s out
cold now.”
“Well, well, Vick-

== = ers. That’'s quite
interesting. Do you -understand
what’s  going - to - happen? Tve

planned this for so long—I'd like to
have somebody see it happen.”

“l understand thoroughly,” the
Phantom replied. “And it’s lucky for
you that I regained eonsclousness m
t]m g 33 =

N exclamation came

" “Not quite. I'V
turned the tables

THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

“Lucky? Lucky for me" What do
you mean?”

“Only this. That I am more dan-
gerous to you dead than alive. There
are a number of things that I know
about you. I’ve written them down,
in a-safe place, where they will be
found if I should fail to return. I
think on the whole it would be much
better for you if T were to remam
alive.”

There was a momentary silence.
Then, “Just what are these things
that you know—and that you claim

to have written down?”

“Well, for one thing, I know Why

there was a verdict of not guilty in

the Dennison case. The jury in that
case wasn’t fixed. It was packed.
Those two questions I was instructed
to ask about Syracuse and Fannie
Davis were merely for the _purpose

of putting me under suspicion of —
fixing. But the jury was packed.”

- “Will you explain how you know
that?” _
“Gladly.” The Phantom was talk-
ing carefully, weighing each word
that he uttered. “During the rob-
bery of the International Bonded

-~ Warehouse, it was reported that a
— watchman in the Criminal Courts

Building ran out to see where the
shooting was. taking place, and he
was shot in the back with a silenced
gun, Well, if he had been running
toward the shooting, as he must
have done if he came from the
Court House toward the Warehouse,
he couldn’t have been shot in the
back. And nobody at the warehouse

~ robbery was using a silenced gun.

Their desire was to make as much
noise as possible. The reason for
that was because they wanted to at-
tract attention away from the
Criminal Courts Building, where an-
other squad of their men had gone.

“That other squad killed the

~watchman by shooting him in the

back with a silenced gun. Then they
emptied the jury drum of the names
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—already in it, and replaced them : “
with names of the jurors who were ,Learn ﬂ'ﬂs

either bribed by you, or Wwere in | [ )M

~your power. After thggh, they t‘dx_'a%; ~1P;l' ﬂzltaple
ged the watchman’s body out into |8 C on
the street and left it there so that |§ Io eSSI

it would look as if he had been|
shot when he came out o see the

excitement. Their only mistake was | 88
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But go on. What else do you know | ® %%%“”&?%%ﬁ :
that you have written down?” 7Y - n‘i‘"‘?‘,i?:ﬁ‘:mm Charrs and

“I know your name!” said the | [@ L 19:8 L m.":‘m
Phantom = £ B be sent postpaid—~FREE,
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my voice is disguised.” :

- “Nevertheless, I know who you BE-A PA%&E EE&.B, IH:FELE ,LE'SE,ET&R
‘are. Do you Want me to speak your Traffic Inspectar
name?” - i |

“Yes! If you know my name, then
I will believe you have wrltten it
down somewhere!”

And now, Richard Curtis Van Loan
prayed silently that his careful de-
ductions had been correct. In this
matter he was like the captain of a
ship in a storm, his compass smashed | J& ™
and his charts washed away. Sucha| S—=
man will stand upon his bridge at the F OREST Jons ,
fateful moment when he caleulates to |available at $125-§175 per month, steady, Cablm,
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all time seemed to stand still.
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THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

(Contumed from page 107)

And then the key suddenly rasped
in the lock, the door came violently
open, and Vincent Stephensou stood
there with a gun in his hand. His
face was a cold set mask of hatred.

“Come out!” he said.

Van had not brought out his gun.
He had his hands at his chest, and
he glanced upward to see that there
was a strong light in the hallway.
Without betraying to the other what
he was doing, he snapped down the
lever of his miniature candid camera.
He had a picture of Vincent Stephen-
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son as he had never been seen be-
fore, face distorted by murderous
hate, and with a gun in his hand.

Slowly the Phantom dropped his
hands to his sides, and came out into
the corridor.

Stephenson faced him, not two feet
away, gun pointing at his stomach.
“How did you know?” he rasped.

The Phantom smiled. “It was very
simple. You made a very little mis-~
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~ The other’s smile became wolfish.

- He thrust the gun forward. “Yes, I}

think you’ll tell me, Vickers. Before
I am through with you, you'll be glad |§
to tell me. You’ll beg me tolet you tell
me!” He motioned with the gun.
“Get forward!”

He nudged Van forward to the
eompanion Iﬁdder then reached up to
a wall bracket and took down a
length of rope. Dexterously, with
one hand, he made a slip knot.

“Raise your hands, 'm going to
tie you to the ladder—and then we’ll
see how ‘much you can stand.
learned many things in India, Vlck-
ers. I learned ways to make a man
prefer death to life, Raise your
hands!”

In order to plck up the rope,
Stephenson had put down the bulg-
_ing briefease he was carrying. It

was the same case that Van had
handed to him, but it was far fatter
now. Van assumed that he had not
stopped to examine the money sup-
posed already to be in it, but had
hastily stuffed other thlngs mto the
case.

could see a thin film of 011, stealing

- along the floor to touch it. The gaso-

line from the punctured tanks was

already in the corridor. But Stephen- |

son was unmindful of that.
_“Raise your hands!” he barked.

Van lifted his hands high along | C

the ladder. And at the same time he
brought up his foot in the vicious
kick known as the savate—except
that he did not aim it at the body
of his antagonist, but at his gun
hand. The toe of Van’s shoe struck
Stephenson’s wrist with a erack like
a pistol shot!

Stephenson shrieked, and the oun
went ﬂylng from his grip, exploding
in the air. The muzzle was pointing

downward and the hot, fiery pellet of

lead sped from the muzzle into the

film of gasoline on the floor. In an

instant the corridor became a howl-
(Contmued on page 110)

Now it was on the ﬁoor and Van“
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THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE

‘(Continued from page 109)

ing inferno of flame and destruction.

Stephenson screamed with the pain
of his wrist, and jumped when the
flames licked at his legs He rushed
toward the ladder where Van was
standing, and he slipped in the oil.
He fell to the floor, and his clothing
- | caught instantaneously. In the blink
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of an eye he became a living, rolling,
howling bail of fire.

Van leaped for a fire extinguisher
and turned the stream of the chemi-
cals upon the unfortunate man, but
it was already too late. He twisted
into a ball of agony, and then stif-
fened, stretched out straight in un-
bearable pain, became motionless.

The fire extinguisher had pushed
back the flames a little in the nar-
row corridor, but they had spread
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to the side. cabins, engulfing the one
where Alexis Konstantin lay uncon-
scious. And now the fire was sweep-
ing back toward Van. He saw the
hopelessness of trying to rescue Kon-
=a| stanfin, and he snatched up the brief
case, climbed the companion-ladder

B CAMERA_AND
lP/OJJI:lMﬁ

JIﬂlESM! lllﬂl smws Bﬂ. ilt,

to the clean, fresh air,

There was a crowd on the shore,
and a fireboat was racing toward
them. But Van knew that the cruiser
was doomed. With a last pitying
look down the companionway, he
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climbed over the side and dropped
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into the motor launch, cast off the
painter and pushed away from the
burning craft. It was the second
time in two days that he had escaped

umausm.
wark | from a ship afire. The last time he
inf had experienced poignant regret that

he had not met the master villain of
this series of erimes. Now he had
met him,

It was some twenty minutes later
that Inspector Gregg and he stood
on the shore, watching the twisted

, | frame of the cabin cruiser, watch-

ing the rescue squads bring up what

remained of the two bodies, :
“Stephenson had discovered these

lands in India,” he explained to tha:
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mspector, “and he found that they
were ideal for growing the aromatic

leaves of camnabis indice, or hemp.}

At the same time, he discovered 2
method of blending hemp with ordi-
nary tea to make a most powerful
narcotic. In order to cover up his
activities, he talked Dennison into
buying that land in the name of the
- Inter-Allied Chemical Corporation,

and his agents in India blended the

tea, then shipped it through Walter
Morse & Co., who were the Inter-
Allied’s eastern representatives. - It
~was Stephenson’s idea to buy eertain
bales of tea out of each shipment—
those bales contaxmng the specxally
blended tea.”

“I understand that all right, »
Gregg said. “But what about the
murder of Cheltenham—and the
trials of those other directors, and of
Dennison.
that?”?

The Phantom mghed “It was his
inordinate greed. Stephenson wanted
to buy up those hemp lands himself.
He had told Dennison they were rice

lands, and if he didn’t buy them back
from Inter-Allied pretty soon, the

company would begin developmg
them, and his secret growing of
hemp would be discovered. So he
had to gain control of the company,
or else raise enough money to buy
those two thousand acres and oper-
ate them.

“It was preferable to gain control
of the company, for he would then

have an ideal way of bringing his

narcotic into this country disguised
as tea imports. He set about to buy

up the stock of other stockholders

as cheaply as possible. In order to
do this, he first framed them for
some serious crime, then had them
retain Lance Vickers, whom he had
picked up as an obscure atforney and
had built up info a lawyer who
could not lose a case.

~ “In the case of Dennison, he ar-
- (Coniinued on page 112);

Why did he stage all |
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(Continued from page 111)
ranged to have Dennison aecquitted
by producing in court those films
out of Cheltenham’s camera, which
would have proved Dennison inno-
cent. He made opportune use of
Cheltenham’s suspicions of Denni-
son, and Cheltenham’s actions upon
them. But the servant, Yerkes,
must have got to those films before
he did, and he was left without a
means of getting Dennison off. He
was faced with the loss of a two hun-
dred and fifty thousand dollar fee,
which Vickers would have turned

lover to him.”

“So he got desperate, and killed
the night watchman in the court
house, and stuffed the jury drum'”
Gregg exclaimed. ,

“Exactly,” the Phantom told him.
“Stephenson killed two birds with

i one stone then. His twelve bales of

narcotic tea were tied up in the

‘| bonded warehouse, and he was afraid

“lthat Andrew Gerard, as general

.| manager, would order them trans-

shipped to Canada and sold in the
regular way. So he ordered the

{ warehouse robbery, and at the same

time he packed the jury for the Den-
nison frial.

“He now had Dennison’s stock, as
well as the stock of those Who
had been previously framed. Then,
Magda Helmuth must have suspected

him, and told me to visit her at ten

o'clock the next day. Stephenson en-
tered the office just at that moment,

88 | and realized he had to do something,

So he once more killed two birds
with one stone. He killed Magda
Helmuth to stop her mouth, and he
framed Walter Morse for it. Only
this time he wasn’t going to get the
defendant acquitted. He was going
to let Morse be convicted and elec-
trocuted for Mrs. Helmuth’s murder.
That would have neatly gotten rid of
Morse, and left him virtually in con-
trol of the company, with only Ger-
ard to reckon with.”

BEST FUN, FICTION AND FOTOS



Gregg slowly lit a long nickel clgar
“God, what a twisted mind !’
: The Phantom was rummaging ‘in

the briefcase. “Here’s the hundred
thousand dollars that they took from
Madeleine Dennison. And here”’—
he drew out a long folded document
which he opened and glanced over—
“here is the report of the expert,
Ardsmore, upon the rice lands. He
was sent by Walter Morse, and this

— report states definitely that the lands |§
are good only for growing arematic |§}

~ hemp. If that report had reached
Morse it would have queered Stephen-
~ son’s game. So he hit Ardsmore on

the head and threw the body out of (§ e

the window.”

L Ahink” Gregg sald thought—
fully, “that you’ve covered every
angle. We took Vickers in custody
when he came down to Konstantin’s
office on that fool’s errand you sent

him on, and T guess he’ll break down‘

and talk all right”

The inspector extended his hand' :

to Van. “Phantom, the city and
the police department owe you a
vote of thanks. If there is ever any-
— thing T ean do—"

~ The Phantom said gravely, “No
thanks are necessary, Gregg. I am
glad T've been able to bring the

—_Devil to book. Good-by—untll the'

- pext time”

And the Phantom slowly turned
and made his way toward the ano-
nymity of the city’s crowds. But
Inspector Thomas Gregg, staring
after him, knew that whenever an-
other monster of crime should rear

his head, the Phantom would walkr
- Dept- 44F.

, agam. —
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#Sure, I was ‘sitting pretty’ in 1928. Good
yob swell girl, no worries. Then—bang!
—it’s °29 and I'm one of the first to be

fired! Those were a couple of tough years,

T’m telling you. Couldn’t find work, and
T’d been planning to get married! :

“When things picked up, I was back at
work — coasting_along at the same pay
on the same job. I got married. Thought
some about the future —but didn’t de
anything about it.

“Then ‘recession’ eame, and I was out

again! But I noticed something this time.
T noticed that the trained men, the boys

who knew more than A-B-C about their
jobs, weren’t ‘let out’ right off the bat! In
fact, the four fellows I knew who had
been taking I. €. S. Courses kept their jobs
right through the slump!

“Then I ‘caught on’! I’'m back at work
again — and, believe you me, Pm going
to stay here! The day I was rehired, /
enrolled with the 1. C. S.! They tell me
there are 100,000 men enrolled with those
Schools right now. (Fact is, I learned
recently that my boss is an old L C. S.
graduate.) And if another businessslump
comes along, I'll be prepared to weather
it! Because I know that the frained man
is the only man equipped to ‘ride out®
stormy business seas!”

S - ® ® L ]

Do employers recognize the value of
1. C. S. training? Nearly 3000 leading in-
dusirial organizations have employee-
training agreements with the International
Correspondence Schools. Mail the coupon
— and mail it today!

'(HRRESPONDENCE SCHOGLS

BOX 3970-N, SCRANTON, PENNA.
* Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins and
Why,” and full particulars about the subject before which I have marked X:
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*

0 Architect {3 Sheet Metal Worker O Commercial Refrigeration O] Surveying and Mapping
O Architectural Draftsman O Boilermaker a Plumbmx [0 Steam Fitting [] Bridge Engineer
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'OneWeek from To-night

You'll Sece PROOF that
~ | can makeYovaNewM

NOTE—No other man
in the world has ever

'"
an.

)

~

This Sterling Silver Cup

Being Given Away

This valuable cup stands
about 14 inches high on a
black mahogany base. <
I will award it to my pupil
who makes the most improve-
ment in his development with-
in the next three months.

DARED make such an
offer! .

GIVE MORE than “promises.” I give
PROOF! If you're sick and tired of half-
baked ideas—if you really want a build
like mine—then one week, 7 DAYS, is all
I need to prove I can give it to you!

You've got a body, man. Why not
make it a real handsome man’s
body! There’s NO good reason why
you shouldn’t have rippling cords
of mighty muscle across your neck
and shoulders. No reason at all why
your chest shouldn’t be strapping,
big and husky, like mine—your arms
and legs powerful—your wind last-
ing—your vigor 1009

I used to be a sickly, half-pint
runt weighing only 97 Ibs. a
“laughing stock’’ wherever I went.
No fun. No friends. Right there I
almost “fell” for some of these freak
spring or weight econtraptions to
make me “strong.” But THEN —
by the luckiest break of my life—I
discovered Dynamie Tension.

Apparatus is OUT!

Look at me now. You don’t see
any skinny, flabby, no-account bag of
bones here, do you? This is what my
remarkable secret has done for my
body. Twice—against all comers—I
have won the title, “World’s Most
Perfectly Developed Man.” No
wonder I've got no use for tricky
weights, pulleys or machines that may
strain your heart or other vital organs.
I've found the natural way to build
the husky, solid, fichting museles that
Nature means for you to have! And
I've shown thousands of other fellows,
many of them probably much worse off
than you, how to develop themselves into
champions MY way!

T’ll give you clean-cut health inside, too—show you ex-

5 actly how to get rid of constipation, poor digestion, bad
breath, pimples and other weaknes<es that are robbing you
of the good times and things in life that can be yours.

Now make me PROVE I can do it. Let me send you
the FREE Book that opens the door to he-man living.
Just tell me where to send it. Use the coupon. There’s
no obligation. But—be MAN enough to send the
coupon NOW!

Send for FREE BOOK

My big book, *“Everlasting Health and Strength”—
p'amked with actual photographs and vital facts every fellow must know to face
hfe—:t'ells the whole remarkablé story of Dynamic Tension. Privately printed for
me, it’s FREE if you act AT ONCE. Are you ready to learn my secret?—ready
to learn how I can give YOU the kind of body that will make you a masterful
leader? Then tell me where to send your copy of my book. Fill in the coupon
below, and mail TODAY to me personally. Address: CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 'Qf +
77B, 115 East 23rd Street, New York, N. Y. e

-

Mail
Coupon
for FREE

BOOK

T T TR
4 cHaRLES
4  ATLAS

Dept. 77B,
115 East 23rd Street,
& New York, N. Y.
' I want the proof that
your system of Dy-
&# namic Tension will
' make a New Man of me
—give me a healthy, husky
& body and big muscle devel-
' opment. Send me your free
book, “Everlasting Health
and Strength,” and full details
§ of your 7-DAY trial offer.

Name.
(Please print or write plainly.)

Ly

Address.

) City.




- NEW FROM KALAMALDD !

NEW Coal and Wood Ranges— NEW Gas Stoves -
NEW Combination Gas, Coal and Wood Ranges
NEW Combination Electric, Coal and Woed Range
NEW 0il Heaters—NEW Coal and Woed Heaters
NEW Furnaces— FREE Furnace Plans

ALL ON EASY MONTHLY PAYMENTS

NEW FACTORY PRICES!

Sensational NEW Stove Catalog! NEW
F RE FACTORY PRICES! NEW--designs. i B B u o
NEW ideas. NEW features. Nearly 300 | ' L St Lt
illustrations. Handsome NEW color photographs of P
modern kitchens. As newsy and colorful as a maga-

,_ zine. Just off the press—ready for you. Mailcoupon. | Pk " ; NEW F REE

Nearly 200 Styles, Sizes and Colors

Mail Coupon Today for.

You’ll see nearly 200 styles, sizes and colors— e _ .
174 Ranges, in all White, Tan and Ivory, Green All our . » -~ c ATA LO G
e and Ivory, Black and White, Gray and White, : .

14 different Heaters, 22 Furnaces. Stoves ap- | 6as Stoves

proved by Good Housekeepmg Institute. Coal burn
and Wood Ranges; Gas Stoves; Combination Bottled G
Gas, €oal and Wood Ranges; Combination L
Electric, Coal and Wood Ranges; Oil Ranges; | Manufactured
Coal and Wood Heaters; Oil Heaters; Water or
Heaters; Washing Machmes' Vacuum Clean- :
ers; Furnaces. FREE furnace plans. A bookful Natural Gas
o of bargams—-more than you’ll find in 20 big stores.

Use Your Credit—=Terms as Liitle as 18¢ a Day

Youw’ll marvel at the easy terms—as little as 18c a day for some : Kalamam .

stoves. Year to pay. 3 years to pay for furnaces. s Direct to You"
24 Hour Shipments—Factory Guarantee s g

v éciuﬁl be ahstounded) 3‘6 ﬂc-lle new é’gpéd Factmiy-to-Y?J service 1,300,000 Users—39 Years in Business
o our shipments rder on ays trial. Satisfaction or Over 1 300,000 Satisfied Us . o 2
praise Kalamazoo Quality.
money-back guarantee. You don’t risk a cent. ‘This is the 39th year of “A Kalamazoo Direct to You¥’
Oven that “Floats in Flame” Save at the FACTORY PRICE. Send for this FREE

Mail coupon! See the oven that “Floats in Flame.” Read let- Catalog today. Mail coupon!
ters from national and state baking champions. See other KALAMAZOO STOVE & FURNACE CO., Manufacturers

exclusive Kalamazoo stove.features in this marvelous NEW 493 Rochester Avenue, Kalamazoo, Michigan
FREE CATALOG. Send for it today Warehouses: Utica, N. Y.; Reading, Penn.; Youngstown, Ohio; Springfield, Mass.

Kalamazoo Stove & Furnace Company -
B 493 Rochester Avenue, Kalamazoo, Mich.
8 Dear Sirs: Send FREE FACTORY CATALOG.
B Check articles in which you are interested:

I See this New Combination Electric, Coal and Wood Range1

[ Combination Gas, Coal and Wood Ranges [J Gas Ranges
[ Coal and Wood Ranges [ Coal and Wood Heaters
g O Combination Electric and Coal-Wood Ranges [0 0il Ranges
g [ il Heaters O Furnaces
|
B
B Naome.......... S e s
= (Priat name plainly)
]
= B Address
E Circulating Coal New Type :
and Wood Heaters § Warm Air Furnaces g
u City o State sl
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