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“LATE ONE NIGHT, -
turning from a fishin
trip, I dozed at the whe
of my car while gmng

a fast clip,” writes M.
Nicholls. *“Suddenly
there was a blinding
crash!

“MY CAR HAD VEERED
B off the road and smashed
b o=y head on into a tree. My
throat was gashed and
= bleeding badly. I was
2N able only to whisper—
X\ and seemed doomed to

R die in the inky darkness.
o aee. Then..,
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| 4...1 REMEMBERED MY FLASHLIGH ! Somehow I managed to get it from my

} tackle box and crawl weakly back to the road. Quickly the bright beam of the

b~ flashlight, waved in my feeble grasp, stopped a motorist, who took me to a AP

g hospital just in time. There is no doubt that I owe my life to dependable Ninms

= * 3 tac! e

| Eveready’ fresh DATED batteries! S _— .

i y/f / _ a e

SAFETY FIRST! Keep an EMERGENCY LIGHT in your car—for tire |Q

| changing, roadside repairs, locating lost articles, if lights go out, | ==

A etc. The “Eveready”’ Auto Flashlight, shown here, complete with _gié_

“Eveready’’ fresh DATED batteriesand steering postclamp,only$1.25. EE ___________

“weready”’ is a registered trade-mark of National Carbon Co., Inc. 5
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*%§ LAST LONGER... /oo fo the DATE-LIN®, [

DMPANY, INC., 30 EAST 42nd STREET, NEW YORK, N. Y.
bit-of Union Carbide [IEE and Carbai Corporation
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[t ~}  High Salaries

“LaSalle accountaney students.* For example—-—en& s
.5 ET this stralght. man was a plumber, 32 years old, with only an
B,Y accountancy” we do not mean "bookkce . eleventh grade education. He became audltm' for

For accountan be ins where bookkeepin a large bank with an income 325 per cent larger. |
Ieavm off. e 25 ENG Another was a drug clerk at $30 a week. Now

““‘ The skilled accountant takes the figures handed he hieads his own very successtul accounting firm

hlmb the bookkeeper, and aralyzes and interprets with an income several times as large.
: y i y P A woman bookkeeper—buried in details af 2.

i He knows how much the costs in the various Small job—is now auditor of an apartment hotel,
:’.’-'_-f’_-'-partments should amount to, how they may and her salary mounted inproportion to herwork.'
e ed A credit manager—earning $200 a2 month—

| _He knows what profits should Ee expected from moved up quickly to 33000, to 55000, and then to
a iven enterprise, how they may be increased. a highly profitable accounting business of his own

le knows, in a given business, what per cent of which netted around $10,000 a year.

;;;5’* one’s working capital can safely be tied up in mer- |
| é chandlse on hand, what per cent is safe and ade- And What It Means to You

_ quate for sales promouon.And these, by the way, Why let the other fellow walk away with the
_are but two of scores of percentage-figures where- - better job, when right in your own home you may
Wlth he points the way to successful operation. equip yourself for a splendid future in this profit=
| f; _ He knows the intricacies of govern- able profession?
| __.’*“ = mcnt taxation. - N Are you really dezermmfd to get
' - He knows how to survey the trans- Business €Iy Through ahead? If so, you can start at once
e *act:ons of a business over a given ©ontrol _gup Accountancy ¢o acquire—by the LaSalle Problem
eriod; how to show in cold, hard . = Method—a thorough understanding
igures the progress it has made and B oo W ER of Higher Accountancy, master fts
- W"ere it is going. He knows how to [ & @ FEWLER fundamental principles, become ex-
Cuse these findings as a basis for con- W& w8 ESE T8  pert in the practical application of
~struetive policies. o NG 8 4 those principles—this without lostng
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In ShG!‘t, the tralned accountant 13 - - T all hour frorn wWOor k Oor a doﬂar of pay.
‘thc controlling engineer of business— {75 sl nlaw 11 Preliminary knowledge of boag

ﬁnc man business cannot do wnhout. SRR kccpmg IS unnecessary. You will be
Small wonder that he commands a ,ﬂ B gwcn whatcvcr training, instruction

salary two to ten times as great as [ S —enapnag l0gl ' review on the subject of bookkeep=:
that of the book- S - Ingyoumay personal-
Mer. Indeed. as an , o _ — . ly need—and without

% pendent operator LaSalle Extension University f,‘;{{ CXI Spstee to
% ca 1?; fli];;;) I‘::anmaac; A Correspondence Institution If you are dissatis-

. wﬁ R ik ah the BEP’I‘. 10329-HR CHICAGO || fied with your present
_ pportunities in Accountancy-—Check below and we will equlpmen t==—1f you

esident of the big send you & copy of “Accountaney, the Profession that |
idimﬂuentml bank St ke e recognize the oppor-

Higher Accountancy: tunities that hie ahead
m hlS commumty, L Other LHSHE Opgortunitias If more interested in one Df you thmugh home-

- the other fields of
ﬁhﬁ operatmg man of the other 5 usiness indicated below, check here: stu dy tra 111 ing — you

0} Business Management OCommetcial Law
ager Of a. great l'all- 0 Modern Salesmanship [0 Modern Foremanship §} will do well to Send at

ad _ O Traffic Management ° 0 Expert Bookkeeping _ i
- | | Thsin Tetmaer g G e g once for full particu-
O Industrial Management [J] Business English lars. The coupamn Wll!
some Examples |

[ Business Correspondence [J] Stenotypy B
g Credit and Collection 0O Effective Speaking br ln gt hem t 0 Y ol

Small wonder that ac- ‘Correspondence O Railway Accounting - without any obliga=

ﬁﬂuntancy offers the | | - - tion, also details QF
ramed man such fine LaSalle’s conven

3 .c’ﬁpm:tun ities—op- ~paymentplan. =
. portunities well illus- - Check, sxgn: aﬂd

- trated by the succcss' m a'l the ceu
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i Vol. 2, LR e FALL, 1940 ‘ Price 10¢

IN

A Complete Book-Length Mystery Novel
By GEORGE CHANCE

The Ghost, Master of Magic, Plays Danger's Game when a
Dead Man’s Hate Wreaks Havoc on the Living! Murder
Calls the Super-Detective to Action when Keys of Doom

tinlock the Doars of Crime. .. ..., . i s oans L e 14 o

OTHER GRIPPING STORIES
SRt I T ERMOYVSE - o RUs L0 Arthur J. Burks

Detective Jed Marcus Fights Agamst fhe World’s Fastest Killer

BRUMSOF THEDEAD. ... .. ... . 0o Hal G. Vermes 100

T here Are More Ways than Murder to Kill a Man’

AND =
THE GHOST FIGHTS ON!. ............. .. Biographical Sketch 18

o
H"ﬂ. = ——

b GALLINGTHEGHOST .. ..........o00oiy A Department 112

THE GHOST, puhlished quarterly and copyright, 1940, by Better Publications, Inc., 22 West 48th Strest, New York, N, - Je R
~ Single copies, 10 cents; yearly subscription, 40 cents. Applica.tmn for entry as secﬂnd class matter pending. Ma,uusﬂript& must

be accompanied by self-addresaed stamped envelope, and are submitted at the author’s risk. Names of all characters used

-~ in stories and selgé-ﬁctiun airt.tclea are fictitious. If the name of any living person or existing institution is used it 1& 559 |
- coincidence. QOctober, 1940, 1ssue -
ST ﬂuad our com anion magazines: The Phantom Detective, Thrilling Detactive, Popular Detectiva, Thrlllingvsﬂr Stories Thrlil-;_

g Mystery hrillmg L.ove, Thrilling Ransh Stories, Thrilling Western, Thrilling Sports, Thrilling Wender Staries, The

'Lnna Eagla Sky Fighters, G-Men, West, Popular Spnrts Magazine, Popular Love, Popular Western, Everyday Astrnlugy,-'_-- SRl
-~ Texas Rangers, Range Riders Wester n, Startlm Stories, Strangs Stories, Destective Novels Magazine, Masked Rider Wesisrn
A '.Hana.zine. Biu Kid wﬁstern, Thrilling A:ﬁrenturﬁs Rlack Buuk Detective Magazine, Air War, Exnitlnu Western, Excitmg Ba—- o Lt

tective, The Masked Detective, and Thrilling Foctball Stur:as
- PRINTED IN THE U. S. A,

FEATURING THE MAGICIAN-DETECTIVE

THE CASE OF THE
LAUGHING COPSEj;;

g T I
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5 How These Men Got Better Jobs |

“THEN FIND OUT WHAT RADIO OFFERS YOU il Gpo

1 WAS WORKING IN A
GARAGE WHEN | ENROLLED
WITH N.R.l. | AM NOW
RADIO SERYICE MANAGER

[ CLIPPING YOUR 55" N@E
COUPON GOT ME @ écams |
STARTED IN RADIO. &

{ AM NOW IN CHARGEN

OF THE RADIO DE-

PARTMENT FOR THE 1 : _

AMERICAN AIRLINES * }
AT CLEVELAND,

\ WALTER B. MURRAY

AMERICAN AIRLINES, MuNic/PAL 8
AIRPORT CLEVELAND, Owic. 8

" BEFORE COMPLETING YOUR ¥
COURSE | OBTAINED
MY RADIO BROADCAST
OPERATCR'S LICENSE
AND IMMEDIATELY JOINED
¥' STATION WMPC WHERE |
AM NOW CHIEF OPERATOR.
+HOLLIS F HAYES

327 MADISON ST., LAPEER, MICH.

S FURNITURE CO.
! FOR THEIR

4 STORES.

¥ JAMES E RYAN
I46 SECOND ST
FALL RIVER, MASS,

MY LOUDSPEAKER SYSTEM R ¥ | EARN 610 T0 425
PAYS ME ABCOUT $£35 A WEEK WS A WEEK IN SPARE
BESIDES MY RADIO WoRK. (R TIME AND ALWAYS
IT HAD NOT BEEN FOR B B HAVE PLENTY TO §
Youﬁ COURSE | WOULD (& _? PO-ORt e TR

2 SETS NOWADAYS. |
GGMMON WA&E‘S 3

OWE MY SUCCESS &
MILTON 1. LEIBY, VR, A To N.R.{. .
TOPTON, PA WILLIAM E RUPP
' &/ GREEN ST

W\ 5RDGEPORT PA.

¥ | OWE MY JOB TO THE N.R.L
COURSE. | AM FOREMAN
IN A RADIO FACTORY,
= MAKE MORE MONEY,
PEQ AND HAVE TWO
N.R.l. MEN
HELPING AME.

O7TTo CL/FFORD

3/2 W. SEMINARY ST
CHARLOTTIE, MICH.

| PN
e Bl i
gty

{ HAVE BEEN IN BUSINESS
FOR MYSELF FOR TWO
YEARS, MAKING BETWEEN
$200 AND 3300 A
MONTH. BUSINESS
HAS STEADILY
INCREASED.

seasonal field, sub

=5 '_'Radm broadcasting

- vicemen
- jobbers, dealers,

““Radio. T

"If you can’t see a future in your

present job, feel you'll never make

if you're in a
bject to lay ofls,
IT'S TIME NO to investigate
‘-'Radm Trained Radio Technicians
make good money, and you don’t
- have to give up your present job or

much more meoney,

- leave home to learn Radio. I train
| yﬁu at home nights in yeur spare

Wh. Many Radio Technicians
Muke $30, 949, $50 a Wesk

stations ems-

‘ploy engineers, operators, techni-

& cians. Radio manufacturers employ

111spectols foremen, ser-
in good-pay jobs. Radio
einploy installa-
Many Radio

testers,

tion and gervicemen.

- Technicians open their own Radio

-gales and repair businesses and

make $30, $40, $50 a week, Others
- - hold their regular jobs and make
.- 85 to $10 a week fixing Radios in
“spare time. Autﬁmﬂﬂlp Police,

5 Aviation, Commercial Radio: Lr:-ud-
. - Speaker

Systems, Electronic De-
. yices ~are ofther fields offering
~opportunities for which N. R. I
gives the required knowledge of
Television promises to open
many good jobs soon.

S Many Moke 35 #o $10 a Week Extra
' in Spare Time While Learning

__:"-_.r’.I‘he day you enroll, 1 start send-
.._ing :mu Eztra Money Job' Sheets

which start showing you how to
do Radio repair Jnhu Throughout
vour Course I send plans and di-
rections which have helped many
make $5 to $10 a week 1n spare
time while learning. I send special
Radio equipment to conduct experi-
ments and build eircuits. This
50-50 method of training makes
learning at home interesting, fasci-
nating, practical. T ALSO GIVE
YOU A MODERN, PROF F“%QID’\’:AL
ALL-WAVE, ALL-PURPOSE SET
SERVICING INSTRUMENT to _1u.=1p
youu make money fixing Radios
while learning and eguip you for
full time work after you graduate.

Find Out What Radio, Telavision
Citers You

Mail the coupon for
“Rich Rewards

Act Today!
my 64-page book,

*MAII, Now- Get 64

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. OK09
Nafional Radio lnsh‘l‘uie. Washington, D. C.

Mail me FREE, wﬂhmlt obligation, vour 64-page
) “Rich Rewards
will call. Write plainly.)

|'|."r_p 1

book,

City .

Nﬂﬂle ------- 2 5 3R 8 e e-a® sy B aa s Besdsasan Ag_eiill!i'

- , ¢ 'i':? -h&.ddrf‘ﬁg ........

4
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ARLIE J. FROEHNER

300 W. TEXAS AVE.
GOOSE CREEK, TEX

ointg out Radio’s
spare time and full time opportu-
nities and those coming in Televi-
sion; tells about my course In
Radio and Television; shows more
than 100 letters from men I have
trained, telling what they are doing
and earning. Read my money back
agreement. MAIL COUPON in an
em-'elﬂpﬁ or paste on a penny post-
card—NOW!

in Radio.” Tt p

J. E. SMITH, Presicent
Dept. OKO09, MNational Radio Institute

Washington, D. C,

page book: FREE

in Radio.” (No salesman

lllllllllllllll




Seariing from scratch, but with a bas

Not A “Get-Rich-Quick® Scheme

Please understand. The only way you can make
money with this proposition is by showing
resules. But take a look at the following: A, Q.
Davis of New York who made $110.77 clear in
one day (SEVEN were REPEAT orders); E. L.
Taylor, Virginia, $58.35 in a single day; L. F.
Strong, Kansas, $163.38 profit in two days. If 2
few others interest you, read about these: C. W,
Ferrell, who passed 1,000 sale mark, each paying
from $5 to $60 net profie per sale; L. J. Keuper
Delaware, gver $1,000 clear his first month, anci
80 forth, more than we can mention here.

Not “A Morning Glory™

As 2 sound business man, you ask, *’Is this a flash
in the pan thar will be here today, gone tomor-
row? " The answer is that we have now been 2
national factor for cver ten years, yet have
bately scratched the surface because you can’c
get around to sce hundreds of thousands of pros-
ts even in ten years. We have men who have

en with us for years, still with us today, busy,
making real money, plenty of it, and happy

to be with us.

A Proved, Valuable
Business Device

Firse, and briefly (not much space left now)—
We sell an invention that docs for anywhere
from less than 29}, to 107, of the former cost a
job that must be done in probably 999, of the
offices in the coungry. You walk into an office
and put down before your prospect a letter from
~ a sales organization showing that they did work
- in their own office for $11 which formerly could
have cost them over $200. A building suppl

_corporation pays our man $70, whereas the bill
~ <ould have been for $1,600f An zutomobile

Offered YouBy a Man Who
Built ¢ Nationwide Busi-
ness After the Age of 55

iness device that thous-
ands of companies have since installed, the writer of this
advertisement has proved that the seasoned, mature man
has nothing to fear from life if be works in the right field.
So many of our most successful men are well beyond forty,
that we are addressing this advertisement to more such men,
feeling that they will be a definitely greater asset to us.

dealer pays our representative $15, whertas the
cxpense could have been over $1,000. A depart-
ment store has expense of $88.60, possibie cost
if done outside the business being well over
$2,000. And so on. It has been put into use by
schools, hani:als, newspapers, etc., as well as
thousands of large and small businesses in 135
lines. Practically every line #s represented by
these field reports we furnish you, which hardly
any business man can fail to understand. And
ou make 2 minimum of 67 cents on every dol-
ar's business — on repeat orders as well as firse
orders — and as high as $1,167 on cach $1,500
business dooe,

This Business Has
Nothing to Do With
House to House Canvassing:

Nor do you have to know anything about highe
pressure selling. ““Selling™ is unnecessary in the
ordinary sense of the word. Instead of hammer-
ing away at the customer and trying to *‘foice™
a sale, you make a dignified, business-like call,
icave the installation — whatever size the cus-
tomer says he will accept = at our risk, let the
customer sell himself after the device is in and
working. This does away with the need for

surc on the customer — it eliminates the
E:;dicap of trying to get the money before the
customer has really convinced himself 1009.
You simply tell what you offer, showing proof
of success in that customer’s particular line of
business. Then leave the invention without 2
dotlar down. It starts working at once, In a few
short days, the installation should actually pro-
duce enough cash money to pay for the deal,
with-profits above the investment coming ia at
the same time. You then call back, coilect your
money. Nothing.is so counvincing as our offer
to let results speak for themselves withous risk
to the customer}

No Money Need Be Risked |

in trying this business out. You can mea
the possibilities and not be out a dollar. T
you are l[ooking for o business that ts nol opere

crowded == 3 business that is just coming inte
its own — on the upgrade. instead of the down- -
grade — a business‘that offers the buyer relicf

from a burdensome, but unavoidable expense

— a business that has a prospect practically

in every office, store, or factory into which

you can st foot — regardless of size —— that 8
a necessity but does not have any pricecutting
to contend with as other necessities do — that -

because you control the sales in exclusive terris

tory is your own business - {kof pays more on
some indinidual sules than many wmen moke in &
week and somelimes in a month’s Eime-—— if siich

a business looks as if it is worth investigating,
get in touck with us af once for the richtsinyour

territory — don't delay — because the chances

are that if you do wait, someone elss will have -

written to us in the meantime — and if it turns
tter man — we'd both =
be sorry. So for convenience, use the ¢oupon .

out that you were the

below — but send it right away — or wire if :

you wish. But do it now. Address

F. E. ARMSTRONG, Presidﬁm. S — ’

Dept. 4047-K, Mobile, Ala,

' RUSH FOR EXCLUSIVE i
; TERRITORY PROPOSITION §
| F.E ARMSTRONG. Pres., . =5 l: _
i Dept.4047-X, Mobile, Ala. oo kis
Without obligation to me, send me foll ine & ;
: formatica on your proposition. =5
' NEME: i aFin .”....,.."..,.f.*.,..u..:...-.,.m.m.ﬁ-. . .-. _E
| Btreet o8 Routt e i b G S
S % L
: State........ S g

i

g



Step Up Where You Belong

The FIRST proof of personal ability is your capacity
to see the need for training and to GET IT. The man
or woman who doesn’t realize that education i1s
VITAL to success—or who says he or she “doesn’t have
time,” “hasn’t the money” or that study is “too hard’’—
simply lacks one of the fundamentals of the ABILITY to

make good. American School (Chicago) graduales by the o S e R T SR G
thousands have PROVED that anyone who WANTS an R At LoE s Sarrety
essential education CAN HAVE it. You can, loo! S L R Sl Sk B 388

You Are Only HALF a Man Until Training

ounds Out Your Ability and Experience

To make your natural ABILITY pay you profits,
and to get jobs that give you the kind of EXPE-
RIENCE that promotes constant progress, you
~practically MUST back that aebility with TRAIN NG =
combine experiencewith EDUCATION. Using onlya PART
of your SPARE time, you can train AT HOME for_the

ood %ltim_l you want. If it is WORTH having, it DE-

' 5 training and is WORTH your effort! -

A

of Preparation.:

-I"-
+'|_"' -
o #

N
e
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“Write for Facts

“No Obligation

- Make up_ your
mind to enjoy the
- GOOD things in
~ life, Have FAITH in
wvourself, in your coun-
~try and in your fu-
ture. Expect Success
and gel ready for il.
Write for FREE Bul-
letin TODAY. (See

L] L e
-|."-.r e

L
L 4

Pays Up to %25 a Week EXTRA®

Government figures show that graduates of specialized
training of college grade average $25 a week more than

high school graduates, $41 more than grade school grad-
uates. But whether failed to finish college—or failed to com-
plete high school—home study CAN HELP YOU. Basic high
school subjects are included in vocational courses listed below.
More than 150 noted educators, engineers and executives heiped
prepare American School courses. An Advisory Board of 20 out-

- standing authorities—eachanactiveleaderin his field—is consulted
when our work is prepared or changed. A Staff of competent in-
structors—homestudy spectalisis—worksclosely with theindividual
“¥YTRA Incoma student. Why continue in an underpaid, overworked job-—subject
) to periodic layofis? Step up where you belong,intowell-paid, pleasant

wation figures  work where you command the admiration and respect of others.

7+ choal  For full details, mail coupon RIGHT NOW!

_mTEe T IO N B 6 B D N ) O O
" Presvel Ave, at 58th St., Chicago, I,

v g special
nart.




NRECORDSAT HOME

IT's WONDERFUL} can make a record of your sing-

| ing, talking, reciting or instru-
ZENDSOSIMPLE | ni S T S

"RKE ﬂ RECGRD home, too! No longer need the

high prices of recording ma-
chines or studio facilitiegs pre-
vent you or your family or
friends frem hearing their own
voices or playing. No experi-
ence necessary. No “mike”
fright to worry about. No com-
plicated gadgets. In a jiffy you
can set up HOME RECORDO,
Y\ D . £ e i X e ) play or sing or talk, and imme-
vy ok T CWTUR SRR ] ., diately you have a record which
?_'"jan._._' E Y9790 e 1.: o G i, a i il AR g vot == your Sicids can”"hear.
as often as you wish. '

CHARLIE BARNET

: ‘ _ '1}\""-‘.':*-;.-.15151\"!!‘-‘-141 an d o t her fﬂmﬂm orc hEStfﬂ =
o T R I"E]'-"—l"':‘;li!?' A
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T leaders use

HOME RECORDO

 MAKEYOURO

THiNK or 17! I JUST rave
THIS RECORD WITH THE
NEW HOME RECORDO!
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Everything is included. Nothing else to buy and SR q;

i a -
L A e - - i wow
N R . L Lt LN R ML e ey d MR e e e R

nothing else to pay. You get complete HOME & o R ’5
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RECORDING UNIT, which includes special re- § e

.........

------

cording needle, playing needles, 6 two-sided un- § SRS SR R

L

breakable records. Also spiral feeding attachment & =tskass e e

llll
''''''''''''

and combination recording and playback unit g S RGN e
suitable for recording a skit, voice, instrument B8 e SR Ry

o W
------------------------

or radio broadcast. ADDITIONAL, 2-SIDED § E

Charlie Barnet with Judy Eilington and Larry Taylor, vocalists in_
his band, listen to a record they just made with Home Hagﬂrd_n_;

HAVE RECORDING PARTIES

Surprise your friends by letting them hear your voice or
playing right from a record. Record a snappy talking Tea-
ture, Record jokes and become the life of the pariy.
Great to help train your ‘ece = " ‘n cultivate Epemh..
Nothing to practi=e ., dng at bnnna e
gverything - “~ buy. Just

ANYONE CAN MAKE A RECORD s, e0e THe

If vou play a musical Instrument, or if v~u sing, or if ﬁgf 3_115t
recite, you can make your own I~ 1 can als
Home Recordo for recording lettr

can play themn hacl on th-

You'll get & real thrill out of HOME RECORBRDING,



Firsc iou are told and shown what to do and how
: to do it. Then you do it yourself.

PAY-AFTER-GRADUATION" PI.AN./

Are you out of a job? Are you working long hours at low pay in a job you
don’t like? Are you wondering where you can find a job that will give you
steady, interesting work with better pay? If this applies to you and you are
between 16 and 40 then you owe it to yourself to read every word of this
message. Here at Coyne you have an opportunity to get 12 weeks of prac-
tical shop training in ELECTRICITY—training that can help fit you for
your start towards a better job and better pay-—and vou can get this
training first and pay for it after you graduate. My school is not the
usual kind of school. It’s more like a shop—a place where a fellow who
likes to get his hands on machinery feels right at home. For that's
exactly how you train, and because you “*Learn by Doing’’ right herein my
shops you don’t need previous experience or advanced education. You
do real work on real motors, generators and dynamos. You operate big, fac-
tory-type switchboards, wind armatures and do house wiring. You train in

: Send Today For ; '

]"ﬂ”

/o
-y
L1 F

0

S RS these and other branches of electricity—all with capable instructors to tell
_— sv you and show you how. And right now I'm including
s valuable instruction in Diesel, Electric Refrigeration

i =4 1
= % B T

and Air Conditioning at no extra tuition cost.

- EASY TO PAY

Don’t let lack of money hold you back. If yon

peed part-time work to help out with living ex-
penses while you train, my employment depart-
ment will help vou find it. We also give yon
valuable lifetime employment service
yvou graduate. And remember this: If vou
are short of money yvou can get thistrain-
§ng first and pay for it beginning 60
daysafter you graduate—in 12 monthly
payments,

S“LEARN BY DOING"

Mail Coupon for FREE BOOK

Get my big free book. It’s filled with facts and pictures which
tell the whole fascinating stary. I'll also tell vou about part-
time employment while training, todayv’'s electrical oppor-
tunities, and my “‘Pay After Graduation®’ plan, and the 4
weeks extra Radio Course I'm now including. Mail the
coupon for this big Ifree book today.

CI-T_Yilillll‘!Iill'l‘lllll-llliillltSTATEtitlii'illll; !

# H. C. LEWIS, President B
Not a Correspondence Course § COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 3
In my lﬂhﬂpa you ‘;"' Learn by Doing = 500 S. Paulina St., Dept 70-84, Chicago, Ill. o |
on real electrical equip- Please send me vour big free Opportunity Book and all §
&Enﬁéu::_[;dhig;mﬁ;?m 8 the facts about Coyne training, and the plans to help a g
on real d}'ﬂﬂﬂaﬂﬁ. . fellow who wants to get ahead. l
generators, etc. - = : :
H ' g 7t g I!_i-- NAMEiinlliilil"llll'llr!'i!lrillllItiiilliililltlrnnnp- . .
omeo i |
Coyne €% ¥ 5. = . =
Electrical N R & ADDRESS, seetseessssnssssrsecsciscsscensssssnsses
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GROUP LIFE POLICY THAT
INSURES THE ENTIRE FAMILY
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Genuine Life Insurance —
| Medical Examination _
No NMaximum Indemnity for Nat- Maximum Indemnity for

The extremely low cost of this marvelous Family ural or Ordinary Death Auto Accidental Death
Group Life Insurance Policy is made possible

because the Bankers Life and Casualty Co. has 53 00 00
reduced selling costs to a minimum . . . this % - |
policy is sold by mail-—no high-priced, high- Bshnnm. T ista Indemmity
pressure selling agents will call on you. Book- for Travel Death

keeping costs have been reduced because an LIBERAL BENEFITS SHOWN IN TABLE BELOW

entire family can be ix;sured in a smg_le pelzr::}:r-——- B e aant ot Eadiante Iﬁ?&‘: upon thttdﬂith ;,f atg?fﬁl the
equiring only one policy, one premium notice, ersons insured hereunder s the amount set out in the follow-
ace g Y P Ci, P i a famil ?ng table for the attained age nearest birthday at death of such
etc., ete., for as Inany as ten persons in Y- person divided by the number of persons insured hereunder im-
mediately preceding such death.

FREE Inspection for 10 Days

Now everyone in your family may enjoy sound
liffe insurance protection. Regardless of which
member of your family dies . . . or how they
die, after this policy is in full benefit, it pays
cash promptly. You don’t have to risk a penny
to mmspect this policy . . . we want you to examine
it carefully, ask yvour friends about it. Don’t
delay . . . you never know when misfortune
strikes. Be prepared with safe, sound life insur-
ance for every member of your family.

Send No Money-—-No Agent Will Call

Don’t sénd money! Just fill out the coupon and
get the details now, without a single penny of
expense to you. Learn all about the free 10-day
inspection offer,

Table ofaun of insurance purhsed b a
monthiy payment of one dofiar.

Natural |
or Ordinary Auto Travel
| Attained Accidental Accidental Accidental
Age Death Death Death

at Death Amount 'Amount Amount

1-40 $1000.00 $2000.00 $3000.060
41-50 150.00 1500.00 2250.00
51"'56 509- m lm-m 1m- w
57-62 300.00 600.00 300.

63-68 200.00 400.00 600.00 |
| 69-75 - 100.00 200.00 300.00 |

N AT ONCE

o

ACT NOW—AND RETURN COUPO

BANKERS LIFE AND CASUALTY CO.
Bankers Insurance Bidg., Jefferson Sta., Desk 35, Chicage, Hl.

Please send details and tell me how to get the Family
Group Policy for free inspection.

2010w - w0 coupov: SR

et e B I R R T e T T S —— e




Thousands Learn Musical Instrumes

By Amazingly Slmple Method

No Teacher, No Musical Knowledge @
Required. In a Short Time You e
Start Playing Real Tunes!

---------------------
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HINK of the fun YOU are missing! The popularity, F778@8 - @ cociy SEEEE S

frxendshlp, gﬁod times! Why? Because you think it’s R SR e R R
'.'-'.'w:.:, - ._..:.-'.'_.! " .-,-.I_,:a Sl '.,._.F:.';‘.-_ ?.. < .'E"E': _,:__i'i;r A -,:1--'. -r--"-L .- e s ' i -_ = ,I-._- ..... +:: -------------
hard to learn music. You have an idea that it's a slow, [ i ke CERSe e g

tedious task, with lots of boring drills and exercises. o T e
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 That’s not the twentieth-century way! Surely you've heard i Sl S e o o
the news! How people all over the world have learned to & S "}-gh SR ey
play by a methed so simple a child can understand it—so  [EEAESENERY - ) 0 o8 NG

fascinating that it’s like playing a game. Imagine! You SRS == Q% G
learn without a teacher—in your spare time at home——at a SRS @ 00§00 NEE

cost of only a few cents a day! You learn by the famous SEESEEE—— = G R
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print-and-picture method-—every position, every move before S S =~ A TN
your eyes in big, clear illustrations, You CAN’T go wreng! SAN R R S e e
And best of all, you start playing rea! tunes almost at once, EEEEEEE = g
from the very first lesson. | R UE S R e
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No ﬂﬁﬁdIESS, old-fashioned ‘“scales” B | ool e Hale s

and exercises. No confused, perplex- SESERET 488 & = & =
ing study. You learn to play by play- & 3 _;;::,'.;’_;__‘.j?f-"+:'--.f.-.-:.;_5._;;55;‘;?'#1;-;;;;i_izfzf-'-'?ff':-"_'*'-'*i’% e

ing. It's thrilling, exciting, inspiring ! SN oot Ry~ EThar'n Gold in Them Thar Hillbilly Sijunnﬁ."
T R raze for mountain music, “swing’’ and other
No wonder hundreds of thousands of L T e R ety popular forms has brought fame and fortune te

=y
...........

1
-------------

people have taken up music this easy RN ol B R many wi&ﬂ Etarte&i plafiﬂg for the fu:;t1 of 11.1;
. . S o R e & 'Thousands have discovered unezpected pleasu
way. No wonder enthusiastic letters SEESESine T8, SR & .00 profit in music, thanks to the unigue

like those reproduced here pour in FEEEE & N MR & M metbod that makes it amazingly easy to learn.

from all over the world. e | Send for FREE Booklet and

_ Sqund mterestlngj? Well, just name Print and Picture Sample
- the 1nstrument you'd like to play and SRS Wl
R SR R A A eaes See for yourself how this wonderful

¥ (T R R R A s et e o)
- we'll prove you CAN! If interested, B e R SRR E el -instruction method works, Sit

" m
W W

1 ite. e R O IISTIRENES IR, down, in the privacy of your own
_maﬂ ﬂ]ﬁ coupon or write home, with the interesting iliustra-

U. §. SCHOOL OF MUSIC dl:ihﬂm tI eould hﬂﬂtuﬂéh’ 133;;';1 “i Eliﬂf? at Home.”” No salesman will call—
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By GEORGE CHANCE

Author of “Murder Makes a Ghost,” “Calling the Ghost,” etc.

CHAPTER I

A Toast to a Corpse

T was a pleasant dinner we three
were having at Renault’s Res-
taurant. I spotted a waiter bear-

ing a gold-foiled bottle of champagne,

and was agreeably surprised to dis-
cover that its destination was our ta-
ble.

“Don’t look at me,” Police Commis-
sioner Edward Standish said, shaking
his graying head. “I didn’t order it.
I claim the dinner check, but the
champagne belongs to Dyer.”

Frank Dyer, the energetic district
attorney, divided a twinkling glance
between Standish and myself. He had
odd eyes—dark and mournful as a
bloodhound’s. Sometimes, trying a
case, they became twin drills of jet.
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Aurder Calls the Super-Detective to Action

“Fhis is a celebration,” -Pyer said,
s voice low and vibrant. “Mr.
Chance can’t fully appreciate it.”

Neither, it seemed, could Standish;
he looked puzzled. His face cleared.

“You mean Faust,” he said.

“Good guess.” Dyer turned to me,
a thin smile on his narrow, ace-of-
spades face. “Possibly you've never
heard of the gentleman, Chance.”

But I had—I most certainly had
heard of Mr. Emery Faust. Or rather
I should say that the Ghost had heard
of him, I did not tell Dyer that, how-
ever. The number of people who
knew my double identity—George
Chance, Magician, and the Ghost,
crime-hunter—was still limited to six,
and the district attorney was not one
of them. 1 was of ne mind to en-
lighten him now.

“Faust,” I said. “You mean the
Faust of legend, who was in league
with the devil—"

“No, not that Faust,” said Dyer with
a laugh. He cut the laugh off short.
“The Faust I speak of is the devil.
Emery Faust—the fat Uncle Emery
of the pawn shops, the king of fences,
the gentleman blackmailer, the con

Jo€ Harper

man extraordinary. Nor do I think
I’d be indulging in libel if T suggested
that Emery Faust might have dealt in
drugs as well.”

“We never could prove anything
against him,” Standish said.

“A thorn in our sides for years,”
Dyer contributed. “The only man I
ever knew who frowned at the same
time he laughed. He waxed fat on his
illegal earnings and put all of his belly
into his laugh, and all of his laugh
into his belly.”

“I begin to get it,” I said. “We're
celebrating his death. I read some-
thing about it. A train and car crack-
up, wasn’t it?”

TANDISH nodded.

“On one of the suburban lines,”
he said. “He got crosswise of the
track, refused to yield his position to
the train. Insurance investigators
said it was suicide.”

“The immovable body and the irre-
sistible force, eh?”

“The body,” Dyer said, “was rnot
immovable. But it was damned diffi-
cult to collect all the pieces. Faust
was practically spattered.”

“So Faust managed to contrive his
own death,” Standish said. “Disap-

pointing to you, wasn’t it, Dyer?”

“In a way,” the D. A.said. “But the
train accomplished what I was unable
to do. It put Faust where he’ll not be
filching money from people’s pock-
ets.”

“What happened to Faust’s estate?”

I asked. |

“I was coming to that,” Dyer said,
and his eyes were snapping now.
“Imagine my complete stupefaction
upon being informed that I was named
in Faust’s will! A madman’s will if
ever there was one, for I was certainly
his worst enemy!”

“What did you inherit—a statue of
Faust thumbing his nose?” I asked.

“I can’t get over it,” Dyer said.

“The man seems to have made all his

16
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worst enemies his heirs! I’'m not the
only one. There’s Barton Clay, the
politician; Julian Hornaday, the
miser ; Henry Fu Chang, the Qriental
importer; Carter Nash, who was
Faust’s attorney until Faust found he
was robbing the till; and Nell Lafevre,
the night club lady who was an ex-
wife of Faust’s, That’s the group of
heirs in which I was included. And
believe it or not, each of us got an en-
velope which contained a brass key.
That’s all, nothing more. That’s the
_extent of our inheritance.”

“A key,” I murmured. There was
mystery here, mystery of the sort that
would interest anyone, let alone the
- Ghost. What had become of the Faust
fortune? Why had he left brass keys
to his enemies?

“What does the key fit?” Standish
asked.

- “Idon’t know.” Dyer shrugged. “If
it’s a joke, nobody’s laughing. Unless
Mr. Emery Faust is.”

The head waiter appeared at Dyer’s
- elbow with the message that the D. A.
Dyer ex-
cused himself and followed the waiter.

YA queer will,” I said to Standish.
“Those brass keys—very odd.”

“Faust was a trouble maker all his
life,” Standish said. “If there was a
way to die and at the same time make
trouble for people posthumously,
- Faust would do it. There may be

something for you in this, George.”
~ “Something for Mr. G., you mean,”

- I said in low tones. “Perhaps.”

I referred, of course, to the Ghost,

5 the other half of my dual identity.

. Perhaps a few words about the Ghost’s
origins an? George Chance’s life are

m order at this point.

I was born right in the circus. My
father was an animal trainer, my
mother a trapeze artist. The Big Top

~ was my university, the only college I

- ever knew. I had good teachers. To

 two of them, for example, I owe what-

Glenn Saunders

a contortionist. I learned the art of
makeup from a lovable clown named
Ricki. Don Avigne made the knife a
dangerous weapon in my hands. Pro-
fessor Gabby trained me in ventrilo-
quism,

But it was Marko, the magician of
the sideshows, who taught me the
basic tricks that turned my talents
toward magic. And it was magic that
carried me from my obscure begin-
nings to a position of fame among
wand wavers, magic that graduated
me from vaudeville to my own revue
which toured the world. I made a
modest fortune, finally retired from
the stage to establish the New York
School of Magic, where amateurs who
are bitten by the craze to produce illu-

~sions are taught.

After that, I confined my perform-
ances to benefits. And it was at a po-
liceman’s benefit that I first met Com-
missioner Edward Standish. Friend-
ship ripened between us and I ex-
pressed an interest in police work. He
invited me to take a hand in a murder

investigation. A snnple slate tnck

caught the crunmal
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IN the last issue of THE GHOST George Chance smashed through to a solution of

the baffling case of the steel-helmet murders. We are happy now to present him in
his fourth memoir, THE CASE OF THE LAUGHING CORPSE. a narrative which in its

glamour, excitement and mystery represents one of the Ghost's greatest achievements.

Rarely has a new magazine received the enthusiastic reception that has marked the
successive appearances of THE GHOST. Clearly it is a tribute to George Chance,

master of criminology and magic.

George Chance, as you know, doesn't brag—we do the bragging for him.- He
doesn't compare himself with that master of escape technique, Harry Houdini—we do.

Applying his magical gifts in his crime-crushing role of THE GHOST, George
Chance has perhaps more signally served the Law than any other crusader for the
right. It is no wonder that criminals dread his entry into a case, and that when THE
GHOST walks, the underworld strives by every power at its command to put an end

to him.

Keep these things in mind when you read this and future memoirs of George Chance,
THE GHOST DETECTIVE, savant of the science of criminology, deadly crime-tracker

and nemesis of criminals.
-~ himself as the big man he really is.
we're once again saying them for him.

This kindly, humorous magician is too modest to depict
He won't say such things himself.

That's why

—THE EDITOR.

Thus was born the idea of combin-
ing magic with crime detection, pro-
ducing a new sort of investigator who
might possibly achieve results beyond
the power of orthodox police methods.
Thus was the Ghost foreshadowed.

Sometimes it is a little hard for even
my intimate friends to realize that the

humorous magician, George Chance,
is the graveyard personality who
haunts the depths of the underworld
as the Ghost.

District Attorney Frank Dyer re-
turned to our table. Without a word
to us, he sat down and gulped a mouth-
tul of champagne. His hand shook.

“You look as though you’ve been
talking with the dead,” I said.

Dyer set down his glass, leaned for-

- ward with a white face.

- “You're clever, George Chance,” he
- said slowly, “I have!”
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Standish stroked his moustache.
His alert gray eyes met mine.

“I1 was talking to Emery Faust,”
Dyer said hoarsely. “We can stop cel-
ebrating. The man’s alive. And laugh-

!!!

ing at us, damn him!

CHAPTER 11
I Go Ghosting

y7 E waited for Dyer to
explain his startling
statement.

“Yes,” he said,
“Faust 1s alive, For
over a week he's
been officially dead
and buried, yet all
the while he’s been
_having his laugh!”

“But how in the world was it man-
aged?’” Standish gasped.
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“Simplest thing in the world,” Dyer
said. “He told me over the phone, the
devil! It seems he has a man servant
—had one, rather.

clothes. This time, with Emery Faust
out of town on a business trip, the
servant outdid himself, wearing not
only Faust’s clothes but also taking a
watch, other personal effects, and a

car. He was going to impress his girl

friend, no doubt.
“Well, the servant got outside of a

1little too much whiskey, and on driv-

ing home evidently went to sleep with

the car across the railroad track.”

“And Faust let everybody think he
was dead?”’ Standish said incredu-
lously. “George, what do you think
of that?”

“Truthfully,” I said, “I don’t know
what to think of it.”

The man was in_
the habit of borrowing the master’s

19

“And probably nothing can be done
about i1t,” Standish said. “What he did
1sn’t a crime, unless it falls under the
head of malicious mischief.”

“What he does is never a crime,
when you get right down to it,” Dyer
snapped. “That’s why we’ve never
been able to catch him at anything.
Faust knows more law than I do. We
actually know only one crime the man
ever committed. We know for a fact
that he purchased a lot of stolen nar-
cotics. But we can’t prove that nor
catch him reselling the narcotics.
Federal agents camped on his tail un-
til this train accident put an end to
the case.”

“Then perhaps,” I suggested, “the
train accident was simply a means to
an end. Suppose he used the interval
of time, which his supposed death gave
him, to dispose of the narcotics—"
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“In which case the accident might
~ not, have been an accident,” Standish
anticipated. “Suppose we run out to
Faust’s place and have a talk with him
later on tonight.”

Frank Dyer looked at me. “How
about it, Chance? I believe you took
a hand in a bit of police work once
and were pretty helpful. Maybe magic
can get something on Emery Faust
where the law can’t.”

I losked at my watch, got up to go.
- “T’d like to,” I said, “but there’s a
party at the orphans’ home and I'm
supposed to pull some rabbits out of
hats for the kids. Afraid you’ll have
to deal me out of the first hand.”

District Attorney Dyer didn’t know
it, but he was going to see me again
that same evening, not as George
Chance but as the Ghost. Ned Stand-
ish knew that without my having to
tell him.

As for the show at the orphang’
home, that was no trumped-up excuse.
I was, in fact, scheduled to put on a
rather elaborate performance. But I
have a way of being in two places at
once. The Ghost would not have been
so successful in escaping the wrath of
the underworld if he hadn’t. The ex-
planation is simple—George Chance
has an identical double.

WORD about Glenn Saunders.

He is my double. He has delib-
erately shucked his own identity in ex-

~ change for all that I can teach him of

the art of magic. He tops six feet by
one inch. He has a lean waist, square
shoulders. His hair is ruddy-gold and
slightly wavy. He has blue eyes, a
fairly broad forehead, thin nose and
mouth, prominent cheek bones. In de-
scribing Glenn Saunders, I give a
- pretty good picture of myself.

- Natural resemblance has been aided
by plastic surgery. He’s enough of
an actor to ape my every move and.
habit. There’s only one exception:

Saunder’s shining teeth inevitably

o bite into the stem of a pipe, while I
e smoke only mgars and c1garettes. But

- simple.

when the necessity arises for Glenn
Saunders to step into George Chance’s
shoes, he trades his pipe for my cigar-
ettes.

From a telephone in a cigar store
around the corner from Renault’s I
telephoned my home on East Fifty-
tourth Street.

“The orphans are all yours,” I told
Glenn. “You’re standing in for me to-
night.”

Glenn, who would rather do magic
for a crowd of appreciative youngsters
than eat, was delighted.

I took a taxi to Madison Avenue and
East Fifty-fifth Street, where I got

out and walked swiftly up Fifty-fifth -

to the old rectory which is the Ghost’s
headquarters. The place is kept empty
by the high rent which George Chance
has put up on it and by its reputation
for being haunted. I entered at the

rear of the building, went directly

into the basement, the: only portion
of the house that is furnished. There
I went through the business of becom-
ing the Ghost.

It’s quite a little trick—making a

ghost of myself. Wire ovals go into
my nostrils to widen them and tilt the
tip of my nose. I deepen my eye-
sockets by the use of brown eye-
shadow. I highlight my cheek bones to
skull-like prominence, and add a
mouthful of old ivory shell teeth over
my own teeth. Powder gives me a
ghastly, corpselike complexion. That
done, I put on a black suit which is

very carefully tailored to contain

secret pockets for special equipment
and also a lining that makes the suit
reversible. A black crusher hat pulled
well over my eyes, and George Chance,
the humorous magician, becomes a
gaunt haunter of shadows who looks as
though he might laugh only at a
funeral. s
But there’s more to it than that.
My makeup, you see, is relatively
The art of disguise, I've al-
ways figured, lies in control of facial
muscles. Disguised as I have de-

: scnbed above, I have the appearance
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of a very ordinary person, a little un-
healthy looking, perhaps, but not a
person apt to attract too much atten-
tion.

But, with this makeup as a starter, I
can escape from my commonplace ap-
pearance instantly, simply by control
of facial muscles. I draw my lips back
from my teeth and allow a vacant ex-
pression to creep into unblinking eyes.
In short, I “turn on the Ghost.” And
- you wouldn’t care to meet that Ghost
in a dark alley or a country church-
yard atter dark!

l LEFT the rectory with my black

hat pulled low and hurried back
to Madison Avenue, where I caught a
cab and gave the driver the West End
Avenue address of Emery Faust.
This latest trick of Faust’'s —
whereby he had arranged to be legally
dead — piqued the curiosity of the
Ghost in me. It wasn’t at all certain
that the death of Faust’s servant in
Faust’s car was an accident. And if it

' - wasn’t an accident, it was murder.
~ Where murder entered; the Ghost

could enter too. Whatever Emery
Faust’s motive, I intended to do a little
haunting of Emery Faust that night.

Commissioner Standish and District
Attorney Dyer had evidently spent a
good deal of time at Renault’s, talking
Faust over and probably trying to find
some new approach to this impreg-
nable criminal character, for there was
no sign of a car in front of the Faust
house when I arrived.

It was a big old house in which
Faust had employed quite a staff of
servants. But, of course, since his
“death” these servants had left the
~place, so I was not surprised to see
~only one lighted window in the house
as I approached.

The surprise, or one of the surprises,
came when I tried the front door and
tound it unlocked. Emery Faust and
his hellish laughter had created ene-
mies in the underworld as well as

among the lawful, and he was running
~quite a risk in living behind unlocked

doors. Needless to say, the Ghost did
no knocking, but quietly entered the
dusky hall.

For a moment I stood there with
my eyelids lowered until my eyes got
used to the gloom. Then I turned my
attention toward the lighted room in
the north wing of the house. There
was only one sound in the place besides
my own breathing—the tick of a clock.

The one lighted room proved to be
a small and very businesslike study
beyond a magnificently appointed liv-
ing room where many expensive oil
paintings hung upon the wall. It was
a curious quirk in Emery Faust’s char-
acter, this love of paintings.

I expected to walk into the study,
find Emery Faust’s fat form seated in
front of the desk. If so, I intended to
give him a taste of the Ghost’s grave-
yard laugh. I walked in, sure enough,
but found the study completely empty.

A swivel chair was pushed a yard or
so back from the olive-green steel
desk. The desk was orderly, almost
barren. There was a single piece of
paper on the desk pad and beside it
a steel pen-holder with a broken steel
nib. An inkwell was open, and there
were droplets of red ink on the blot-
ting pad and on the rubber cushion of
the chair.

I looked into the inkwell and de-
cided that the spots on the blotter and
cushion weren’t ink., The well con-
tained black ink and these spots were
deep red. :

A quick inventory of the rest of the
wide surface of the desk showed me
a framed photograph of some river
shore with hills or mountains on the
horizon, an alabaster ash tray, an old
time spiral-spring pen rack, and a
leather sheath from which a paper
knife might have been taken. Besides
the desk and its swivel chair, the room
contained two other chairs, a steel
hiling cabinet, and a typewriter stand.

HERE was another door in the

™. room in addition to the one
through which I had entered, and a
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brassy edge of light showed beneath
its lower edge. I went to this door
and opened it with handkerchief-
gloved fingers. The rocom beyond was
a small, windowless library lined with
books and lighted by a copper-shaded
lamp that rested on a table beside a
lounge chair. I looked toward the
north wall and down, and there I saw
Emery Faust.

Faust’s fat, moonlike face, with its
enormous features, was contorted as
though with laughter. Yet from that
wide open mouth, so like the gaping
mouth of the mask of Comedy that
used to adorn theatres of long ago,
there came no sound.

A finger of ice traced its chilly path
down my spine.

There is no more gruesome sight in
the world than laughter on the face
of a corpse.

CHAPTER III

The Devil’s Heirs

e (1 body of Emery
Faust slumped
grossly against the
book-lined wall. It
was as though his
legs were much too
B frail to support his
B cnormous torso and
@ had buckled under
Ml him.

Blood splotched his shirt front in a
wide spot that was centered by the
brass handle of the paper knife I had
noticed missing from the desk. There
was blood on the brown flooring, blood
on the fat hands of the corpse, blood
on the red binding of the open book
his right hand was clutching.

The boek—it was a copy of Lord
Tennyson’s Poems, covers bent back
so they touched-—were grasped in the
- dead man’s clutch. I glimpsed the
title at the top of one of the crum-
pled pages. It was “Crossing the
BRet

That was the mad touch in the whole

looked about with narrowed eyes.

hideous tableau—that book of poems.
There had been no poetry in the life
of this fat and grasping monster.
“Crossing the Bar,” clenched in such
hands as these, gave an almost
sacrilegious touch. Certainly there
was “no moaning of the bar” when
Faust “put out to sea.” Instead,
there must have been laughter, a sort
of unholy glee.

EMERY FAUST'S face got me,

though I had met corpses enfou'gh
in my hauntings.

In life he was ugly enough with
his huge nose wedged in between bul-
bous cheeks, his tiny eyes, his large
and pointed ears, his eyebrows that
slanted upwards like Satan’s. But it
was that wide open mouth, seemingly
on the point of letting out laughter,
that somehow got under my skin.

I went back into the study, was
about halfway across when I was
brought up short by a knock at the
door. Standish and Dyer, perhaps.
Or perhaps not.

At any rate, I couldn’t have walked
into a better spot to be accused of
murder.

You will remember that the study
and the library were the only lighted
rooms in the house when I had en-
tered.
~ So darkness covered me as I
crossed the living room to the wide
stairs that spiraled up to the second
floor. I went up the steps in the dark
and found that I could see most of the
reception hall and the living room
from the top of the steps.

I watched the front door open. I
saw a short chunky figure silhouetted
against the dim night glow. I heard
the whisper of fingers that groped for
a light switch.

And as the switch clicked on, I saw
the wvisitor,

He was a Chinese!

The Chinese, having closed the door,
He
removed his hat from his nearly bald
head, stood there drumming on the
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crown of his hat with his yellow
fingers.
Somebody knocked at the door.
The Chinese gave the front door a

glance, scurried to the nearest chair,

sat down. No matter what you've
heard about the iron nerves of the Chi-
nese, this one was displaying consid-
erable agitation.

And why not? No one was coming
to answer the knocking at the door.
And it certainly wasn’t the Chinese
gentleman’s place to answer it, since
he had entered without invitation.
Yet answer it he would have, for he
was on his feet and going toward the
door when it was suddenly thrust open
by the combined efforts of a man and a
woman,

HE woman, tall, blond, beautiful,

and extremely gowned in blue
satin that fitted like paint, stood there
with her hands on her hips and a slip-
pered foot tapping.

“You mummy!” she said to the Chi-
nese. “You damned yellow mummy!
Why didn’t you open the door for us,
Henry?”

The Chinese bowed, holding his
black hat flat against his chest. He
smiled and said he was so sorry. He
bowed again to the man and then again
to the blond.

“Good evening, Miss Lafevre, and
good evening, Mr. Nash. It is very
nice weather.” The Chinese spoke
perfect English.

“It was until he called me up,” said

T e e

the blonde. “Nice weather, hell!
Henry, don’t you know he’s alive?”

“I know,” said the Chinese. “He
spoke to me over the phone a short
while ago and I hastened over to con-
gratulate him.” |

His small eyes darted a glance at the
blonde’s companion.

“Shouldn’t we congratulate Mr.
Faust on being alive, Mr. Nash?”

From my bird’s eye view, I watched
the little drama and began to get
the characters straight. The blond
woman was Nell Lafevre, ex-wife of
Emery Faust and owner of a night
club.

Carter Nash was the bald man
with the dull looking face and the
lower lip that looked as though it be-
longed on a cream pitcher. Nash’s
looks were deceiving. He was shrewd
enough. He had pulled Emery Faust
out of a number of scrapes.

Of course the Chinese could be none
other than Henry Fu Chang, the
wealthy Oriental importer. All three
of these persons had been named heirs
to the Faust fortune—and had re-
ceived as their share a little brass key.

“Where's Faust?” demanded Carter
Nash.

His voice was as unpleasant as his
appearance. Brains and nothing else
made him a great lawyer.

“I do not know,” Henry Fu Chang

said, “I regret there was no one here

to let me 1n.”
“How did you get in then?” de-
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manded Nell Lafevre. “They build
the house around you?”

- “The door,” Fu Chang said with a
gesture, “was unlocked. I walked in,
even as you did. I would ask you to
be seated, only I am not the host, as
you know.”

Nell Lafevre walked to the center
of the hall. She raised her magnificent
zolden head almost as though she had
- spotted me where 1 crouched in the
shadows of the upstairs hall.

“Emery!” she shouted. That con-
tralto voice of hers had carrying
power. “Emery, where are you?”

Emery did not answer, and Nell
Latevre looked at Carter Nash.

“Not so much as a laugh from him,”
she said. “Where is that leering
monster?”

Nash started into the living room,
but he was stopped by the clatter of
the door knocker.

It occurred to me then that Emery
Faust had done a peculiar thing. You
see, all his heirs turning up here at
this time couldn’t have been coinci-
dence. He must have called each and
every one of them, just as he had Dyer
—called them and laughingly in-
formed them that he was alive and
kicking. - And they had come at once
to his house where very shortly they
would find him quite as dead as they
had supposed him to be in the first
place. |

UT why this rush to see the man
: they were all
enough to have dead? The only
answer to that question was that they
wanted to ask Emery Faust exactly
what I would have wanted to ask him:
What was the meaning of those brass

keys which had been his legacy to
them?

Carter Nash went quickly across the
living room and beyond the range of
my leokout post at the top of the steps.
Nell Lafevre was the one who went
to the front door. She opened the
door. District Attorney Frank Dyer
stood there, looking thin and pale.

probably glad

Behind Dyer I made out the well
known figure of Commissioner Stan-
dish-—a typical copper’s build, with a
torso that was as thick as a barrel and
legs that were like pipe stems. Beside

Standish was Barton Clay, one of

New York’s smartest political bosses—
and, as has been mentioned before,
another of Faust’s mysterious brass-
key heirs.

Suave was the word for Clay. He
was gray-haired, pink-cheeked. Be-
hind the desk at a bank you would
have trusted him with your last dol-
lar. And it was a pretty well known
fact that a lot of people trusted him
with their votes. He was respected
for his power rather than his question-
able honesty.

Clay, Dyer, and Standish came into
the hall, and at about that time Carter
Nash was once more within my view.
He came out of the door leading from
the study into the living room. His
lower lip dangled so far down that I
could see the pink of his lower gums.
Beads of perspiration gleamed on the
smooth dome of his head. His legs
seemed. undecided which way they
were going. He stumbled twice,
stopped on the second stumble and
took hold of the back of a chair to
steady himself.

“Get a doctor,” he said hoarsely.
“Call Dr. Millais at once. Something’s
happened. Something terrible has
happened. Faust—Faust now 1s re-
ally dead!” |

There was an interval of silence in
which those i1n the hall simply stared
at Carter Nash. It was Barton Clay
who spoke first.

“Dead?” He lighted a cigarette
with calculated slowness. “We've
heard that little gag before about
Emery Faust.”

“And if this time it’s true—" Nell
Lafevre put a gloved hand over her
mouth and yawned. “So what?”

Ned Standish’s square of moustache
twisted slightly at one corner. He
started for the room where the body

lay. _
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CHAPTER IV

Night Attack

HROUGH the tall,
narrow window on
the stairway 1 saw
lightning flare and
tremble on the hori-
zon. Thunder rolled
ominously.

In the hall below,
Frank Dyer, Barton
Clay, and Carter
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Nash followed Commissioner Stan-
dish, disappearing from my view.

Only Henry Fu Chang and the blonde

Lafevre were left. The Chinese went

back to his chair, twisting his black

hat entirely out of shape.

“Henry.”

“Yes, Miss Lafevre?”

“Is he really dead?”

Nell searched her evening bag with
nervous fingers and produced a ciga-
rette. The Chinese scratched a match
for her.

“lI have not seen it with my own
eyes,” Fu Chang answered.

Nell laughed, and her laughter b1l-
lowed smoke.

“I’m not so sure, Henry! You hated
him. Ever since the pearl deal. Do
“you know, you’re about the only man
who ever lived to succeed in putting

a fast one over on Emery Faust?

That shipment of seed pearls, remem-
ber?”

The Chinese nodded soberly.

“But I do not hate him. Why should
I hate a man whom I outwitted in a
business transaction? He hated me,
is more accurate. I would not kill

him.”
“No?” she said softly. “Well, may-
be not. You're a pretty good egg.

But I think that if I had found him
alive tonight, I would have killed him
later. The filthy beast. You think you
know Faust is rotten, but you don’t
know how rotten until you try living
with him.”

“Perhaps, Nash—"" Fu Chang began.

Merry White

And then he shook his round head. I
will insinuate nothing.”

“You’re not insinuating anything,
Henry. It made the papers, remems-
ber? Quite a smelly business. But
that was Faust all over—smelly. He
thought because Nash was getting a
fat retainer for being his lawyer that
Nash would stand by and watch his
daughter being dragged into the gut-
ter. It’s a particular kind of hell
that Emery reserved for his wives.
Faust would have eloped with Carter
Nash’s daughter if Nash hadn’t
stepped in.”

Nell Lafevre stepped into the living
room and seemed to be listening to the
rumble of voices from the study.

“I wonder if he’s really dead. I
won’t believe it until I hear his own
doctor say so.”

I stood up, moved silently through
the shadows of the upper hall. I knew
I had to find a way out without attract-
ing too much attention. The lower
floor was filled with people and there
would soon be police to deal with.
Standish would have vouched for me,
but that would have meant I would
become involved in police routine—
something for which I had no appe-
tite. |
As I moved around the circular hall,
hoping to find a rear stairway, a breath
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~ of air fanned my cheek—air that came
from the opening of a door!

I turned. A flare of lightning pasted
a silheuette of a man flatly against the
~ obleng that was the open doer. And
- what the lightning did for me it must
have done for the man in the door.
He came at me clumsily enough, al-
most fell into me, in fact.

HAD whisked out my knife at the

first sign of danger, and now 1 let
the man taste the needle-sharp point of
it in his middle as he crowded in close
and tried to get his hands to my throat.
“You’ll utter just one sound this side
of the grave!” I whispered, and thrust
him slowly backward into the room
from which he had made his sudden
appearance. Keeping the point of the
knife against him, I shut the doer
quietly with my left hand and groped
for the light switch. With the coming
of the light, I saw why the man’s at-
tack had been so absurdly clumsy.
First of all, he looked barely over
his twentieth birthday—a clean look-
ing kid with well formed features,
tousled blond hair, and eyes that were
deep blue although somewhat blood-
shot. The big raw hands that hung
awkwardly down at his sides looked
capable enough of starting a rumpus,
and there was a certain petulance
about his mouth that indicated he was
in a fighting mood. But what actually
took most of the fight out of him was
a blue-black lump over his right eye.
And the pain in his head was troubling

~ his vision.

As his eyes became used to the glare,
comprehension showed in his face.
The Ghost, I might add, was fully
“turned on”; I was giving him that
~ dead-pan stare that generally brings
fear to those who meet the Ghost. 1
thought for a moment that this youth
who was staggering around under that
lump on his head was going to faint.

“Who are you?” I asked in the
Ghost’s monotonous voice — a voice

 that would make a police radio an-

. nouncer sound like a singing teacher

: >

| be the murderer.

by comparison.

The kid moistened his lips.

“W-w-wilkins,” he stammered.

“A servant of Faust’s?” _

“No. Stanley Wilkins. I—I'm a
student. Medical student. I—I live
next door. Who-—what are you?”

“T ask the questions,” I said. “What
are you doing here?”

“I—I don’t know. I was walking in
Mr. Faust’s garden. He—he doesn’t
mind. Ilive in an apartment and some
nights I walk in Mr. Faust’s yard. I—
I heard a quarrel. Mr. Faust was
laughing and cursing—"

“Did you overhear any of the quar-
rel?

“Just a word now and then. Mr.
Faust was laughing so hard, it was
difficult to understand him. He said
something about dynamite, and the
other man said he could handle dyna-
mite without much trouble. And then
there was the sound of a blow. I ran
around to the front door. It was dark
when I entered the hall, and dark in
the living room. And then somebody
rushed out of the study and hit me.
I—I should have fallen in the hall
downstairs, but—"

“But you bounced up here,” I con-
cluded.

ERHAPS the boy was telling the

truth. And then again he might
That lump on his
head might have been handed him by
Faust, in the struggle.

“Is there a back stairway?” I asked.

Stanley Wilkins nodded. He point-
ed a finger toward the door and said
he’d show me. |

I turned toward the door, my back
toward Wilkins. He had no idea that
my eyes were still upon him. You
see, I always wear a mirror ring—a
device very useful to the magician and

also to the Ghost, for it virtually gives

me eyes in the back of my head. I
saw Stanley Wilkins lunge at me as
soon as my back was turned—a pretty
logical move for him to make if he
was the criminal who had killed Faust.
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Or, as it later occurred to me, if he
happened to think that I was Faust’s
murderer. ﬁ '

I pivoted to meet his low tackle.
My right arm swept down, hand
turned so that the handle of the knife
caught him a clip on the side of the
head. He flopped heavily on his belly
and lay still. |

Down on hands and knees beside
- him, I searched his pockets, found a

revolver, pulled the teeth of the
weapon by breaking out the car-
tridges. Then I left Wilkins and his
gun in the room where 1 felt certain
the police would find them.

1 went out into the hall, still look-
ing for the rear stairway. Downstairs
in the hall, Henry Fu Chang was bow-
ing to a tall, dark man who carried a
satchel in his hand. The new arrival
was Dr. William Millais, for many
years known throughout the city for
his surgery. Recently he had become

less prominent due to the fact that his

eyes had developed cataracts. This
had made it necessary for eye opera-
tions which had restored his sight but
not his confidence in himself.

He was a quiet-spoken, modest man,
this Dr. Millais. As George Chance,
I had met him several times. Except
for a rather swarthy complexion and
the thick-lensed glasses which the eye
operation had forced him to wear as a
substitute for the natural lenses of his
eyes, he would have been ordinary in
the extreme.

Millais’ coat collar was turned up
against the rain, and he paused in the
center of the hall to straighten his
coat and make himself look more pre-
sentable.

“I do not understand,” Millais was
saying to Henry Fu Chang and Nell
Fafevre. “You say that Emery Faust
is dead— But of course he’s dead. A
train accident—"

“That’s what we thought,” Nell
broke in. “But he spoke to me on the
phone tonight. And to a number of
other people. This time, I want to be

sure.’

Robert Demarest

“This time,” Henry Fu Chang said,
“1t 1s rumored that Emery Faust’s
death is not an accident. The Com-
missioner of Police is here.”

“So?” Dr. Millais said quietly.
“Very confusing. Which way, if you
please?”

ELL LAFEVRE and the Chi-

nese walked on either side of the
doctor, led him into the living room
and from there toward the study door.
They met Standish and Dyer at the
door. Voices mumbled. I heard Dyer
ask Standish if that was the Homicide
boys pulling up in the car across the
street.

“They’ve hardly had time,” Stand-
ish replied. “Possibly it’s Julian
Hornaday. He's the only one of the
Faust heirs who hasn’t put in his ap-
pearance.”

I left my pest at the stair top, found
the rear stairway leading out of what
might have been the cook’s bedroom,

hurried down, bent on getting out of

the house before the police started a
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search. I found myself in the kitchen,
recognizable in the dark because light-
ning briefly illuminated the glistening
cabinet sink.

The rain came in sheets that
drenched the windows of the kitchen
and the rear door of the house. Be-
fore letting myself out into Nature's
great bathtub, I imitated Dr. Millais
and turned up my coat collar.

- Just outside the back door I paused.

Above the sound of the driving rain,
I distinctly heard the clatter of gun
fire! | |

I ran around the side of the house,
dodged in behind shrubbery that was
planted close to the foundation. In-
side the house I could hear startled
cries and the pelting ot footsteps.

Across the wide sweep of lawn a

man was running, ducking from one
tree to another to bury himself in a
bed of shrubbery. And then the shrub-
bery bed spoke with a dozen flaming
tongues as slugs from a machine-gun
spattered the stone walls ot the house
and made lace glass of the window
. above my head.
I ran at a crouch toward the front
of the house. Distantly sounded the
wail of a police siren—the homicide
boys approaching. And then machine-
gun fire broke out from the other side
of the house. Indoors, a revolver an-
swered with three sharp barks. Ned
Standish always packed his gun, and
it was undoubtedly he who had retal-
iated. What was behind this attack 1
had no idea, but it seemed to come
from all sides at once.

I came up beside the front porch,
which was hardly more than a stoop,
just as the front door opened and a
man came out. And I got the jolt of
my life!

For just an instant I thought the
- man on the porch was the twice-dead
Emery Faust. And then 1 realized
that it was somebody who had bor-

.+ rowed Faust’'s enormous checkered

topcoat as a shelter against the rain—
I had seen Faust wear that coat in life.
. On the other side of the porch,

bushes waved against the wind. The
porch light glinted on blue gun-steel.
And I realized I was in a nice spot to
witness a second murder of the eve-

ning.
CHAPTER V
Questions Without Answers

HIS was the time to
act and then think
afterward,though
thinking might be
slightly impaired by
the presence of a
bullet in my brain.
I lunged at the man
on the porch both
% : hands going out to

strike h1m at the back of the knees.

And that was the instant that the gun

on the other side of the porch spoke

its word.

The man on the porch fell backward
on top of me, and the two of us fell
down behind the protection edge of
the concrete porch. I untangled head
and shoulders from the legs of the
man I had brought dewn on top of
me, picked up my little automatic
from the gimmick that usually holds
it near the bottom of my coat.

The man who had tried murder was
racing across the lawn, probably con-
fident that his bullet had completed
its murderous work. It hadn’t, be-
cause the man who was tangled up
with- me was alive and kicking. In
fact, as I took what I considered
pretty good aim at the fleeting figure,
I got a kick somewhere between the
shoulders, which was an excellent ex-
cuse for missing my mark.

My shot brought one in return. The
gunman stopped in full flight, gun
braced across his left arm. When the
shot came, it clipped mortar from the
wall behind and to my leift, and the
gun flare gave me a lightning ghmpse
of the man’s face.

It was a face to remember—grayish
color all over, an insignificant nose,
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cruel slits of eyes. The Ghost had
met this man before and found him
dangerous. His name was Mike Pan-
nard, and he held a tight grip on a
lower East Side mob of criminals. Pan-
nard was just about the only criminal
on the books who would have at-
tempted laying siege to Emery Faust's
house. He was about as subtle as a
cyclone. |

Pannard’s objective seemed to be
- the car that was idling across the
street from the Faust house. My ob-
jective was obviously to head him off.
I would have had a swell chance of do-
ing just that if it hadn’t been for the
confused person I had just rescued.

I just got myself unlimbered from
the man I had knocked from the
porch, started ocut of the bushes after
Pannard, when my pal from the porch
got ideas. He landed full weight on
my back—a necktie tackle that
brought me to earth, winded me com-
pletely. I squirmed over on my back,
- gulping for air. My lungs seemed to
be leaking—that was the sensation,
. anyway. I didn’t have much to give,

- but what I had I put behind a blow to

. the jaw of Dr. William Millais!

For 1t was Millais who had stepped
out onto the porch to see what all the
noise was, no doubt. He hadn’t cared
much for the sort of weather we were
- having just then and had put on dead

Mr. Faust’s topcoat, which had marked
him as a man Mike Pannard would
have liked much better dead than
alive.

T was quite a mix-up for a little

while. Millais was pounding blows
into my body, suffering under the im-
pression that I was trying to murder
him, I suppose. Only I was doing
most of the suffering, and not from
any impression except those made by
Millais’ fists. And then Millais got a
glimpse of my face and started to use
his sense.” But by that time, Mike
Pannard had made his getaway, taking
‘his machine-gun artists with him.
I got up, took a couple of handfuls

next door.

of Emery Faust’s topcoat, and pulled

the doctor to his feet. For a moment,
Millais’ eyes with their pitifully mal-
formed pupils caused by the surgery
that had removed his cataracts,
blinked bewilderedly at me. His
olasses were askew on his nose, but he
had not lost them in the scramble, oth-
erwise he couldn’t have seen a thing.

“Good lord! The Ghost!”’ he whis-
pered. |

I gave Millais a ghoulish laugh,
shoved him toward the house.

“You’d have been a ghost yourself
in another moment if I hadn’t stepped
in,” I informed him, but I think he
gknew that now.

He stammered something that
sounded like an apology, but I didn’t
wait for him to finish. I was in a hurry
to slip away before the police started
to put some embarrassing questions to
me.

On my way back to the rectory I
sifted the possibilities of the attack
on the house and the attempted shoot-
ing of Millais. The latter seemed to
account for the former. Millais had
appeared in Faust’s topcoat and had
been fired upon. Therefore Pannard
must have attacked the house for the
purpose of killing Faust.

On East Fifty-fufth Street, my
haunted rectory crouched in the
shadow of the steeple of the church
I slipped along the side
of the building with its boarded win-
dows, went to the back door, and down
the basement steps. The sound of
voices mumbled from within in spite
of the heavily insulated door. I knew
that Glenn Saunders had informed my
aides that the Ghost was on the prowl,
for only my intimate firiends have
keys to the rectory basement.

No sooner had 1 opened the door
than Merry White ran across the room
and threw her arms around my neck.
Then she backed a bit, examining my
ghostly get-up with her laughing
green eyes. | |

“Old darlin’ Ghost!” she said. “If
you’ll just take those nasty looking
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shell teeth out of your mouth, I'll kiss
}Gu 'H'

- That was a bargam any time, as far
as I was concerned. The delightful
bit of business over, I allowed myself
~ to be led to the couch at one side of
the basement room, pausing to shake
hands gravely with my smallest and
oldest friend—Tiny Tim Terry.

As his name would indicate, Tim is
a midget. I had known him since cir-
~cus days. His child-size body was
clad in a tailored suit that would have
been a credit to a Wall Street broker.
His babyish mouth was pretty well oc-
cupied with one oif his enormous
cigars.

OE HARPER was also there—

Joe who had once used my spare
room as a place to have a hangover and
- then forgot to go home. Joe knows
Broadway as well as he knows the
palm of his hand, for he’s been every-
thing from wvaudeville booking agent
to sidewalk pitchman.

Joe didn’t bother to get out of his
chair. He examined me with narrow,
black-beetle eyes that lurked in the
shadows of his nauseating green hat.
Shrewd eyes, those glittering orbs of
Joe Harper’s, the sort of eyes that dig
beneath the surface, see the goings-on
in a great city which the ordinary man
never even thinks to look for.

An odd trio they made, these friends
of mine. Joe, the artistic chiseler with
his vast store of worldly knowledge;
Tiny Tim, the child-sized body with
the brain of a man; Merry White,
whose charm had done much to hold
attention of my audiences when I had
toured with my magical act—these
were the friends I was counting on to

aid me in unraveling the mystery of

the hideous laughing corpse of Emery
Faust. |

I could talk about Merry White for

'a long time. She’s a lovely little thing

with black hair rolled coquettishly

back from a beautiful forehead. Her

mouth is at its prettiest when it’s
Her nose—but then there’s

Jlaughing.

so much more to Merry than mere
beauty. Joe Harper would express it
something like this: |

“The glrl’s got what it takes and
plenty more.’

Joe Harper invited me to have some
of my own whiskey. He’s remarkably
generous that way. And then he lolled
back in the chair, a cigarette dangling
from his lips, a highball in his hand,
and urged me to “give.”

I brought them up to date on all
that had happened at the Faust house,
being as brief as possible and at the
same time emphasizing those details
I thought important. The articles on
Faust’s desk, the book in the dead
man’s hand, the blood drops on the
blotter—all these might furnish mate-
rial clues. |

Then there was the blond young
fellow who had given his name as
Stanley Wilkins.

siderable notice, I thought. Wilkins

represented one of the quirks in =
Faust’s peculiarly unpleasant charac-
ter. Faust had evidently been kind to
Wilkins, or at least gave the young
fellow the impression that he was bema:

ing kind.

I had never heard of Faust being
kind to anyone.

Then, what about the heirs who had
been named in Faust’s will—that
strange will that had actually been ex-
ecuted before Faust’'s death? What
was the meaning of the brass keys that
were shared, as Dyer had said, by
Faust’s worst enemies?

“Ooh, I'm going to like this,” Merry
White said when I had finished. “Es-
pecially, I like the part about the brass
keys and Tennyson’s poetry. There’s
poetry in my soul, I think. And when
I was a little girl I had a whole col-
lection of old keys that wouldn’t fit
anything.” |
- “Frail,” Tiny Tim said as he paced
back and forth across the floor and

waved his cigar around in his mouth,

“that is entirely irrelevant. Don’t tot-
ter back into ancient history when you
were a little girl.”

He deserved con-
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ARPER’S voice broke in nasally.
“This business has more an-
gles than a chorus girl has curves.
Take a look at the nutty stuff in this
murder. Why was Emery Faust

laughing when he died? He obviously

didn’t die immediately. The murder
took place in the study and it must
have been atter the killer had gone
that Faust crawled into the library to
get that book. That was when he actu-
ally died. Died laughing.”

“Maybe the knife tickled his ribs,”
Merry said. And if this seems in any
way disrespectful, consider for a mo-
ment that Emery Faust had never
earned anybody’s respect while he was
alive.

“When you get right down to brass

tacks,” Tim contributed, “a grimace of

pain on the face of a dying man might
be mistaken for a contortion of laugh-
ter. Why did he go into the library
for that book? Why turn to ‘Crossing
The Bar,’ if that’s what he turned to?
Did he want to give his own funeral
oration?”

“Listen,” Joe said, “we don’t know
that Faust turned to that piece of
graveyard poetry. The way I get it,
the whole book was messed up under
Faust’s fingers. He was looking for
something 1in the book and death
counted him out.”

“That’s it,” I said. “We know Faust
tried to leave something for living
eyes to see—perhaps the name of the
killer. The broken pen on the desk,
the open inkwell, the one sheet of
blank paper—they tell us something.
They tell us Faust tried to write some-
thing, couldn’t because the pen was
broken. Then he went into the library
and got the book of poems.”

“‘Men may come and men may
00’,” Merry White quoted, “‘but I go
on forever. That’'s Tennyson’s ‘The
Brook.” Anybody named Brook in-

!p!!

_volved, darlin’:

I smiled at her and told her I hadn’t

run across anybody by that name yet,
but if she went on studying Tennyson
she might find the answer for us yet.

Joe Harper put a fresh cigarette be-
tween his thin lips.

“Where,” he asked as he flamed his
smoke, “is Faust’s dough? Is it be-
hind doors unlocked by the brass keys
he left his heirs? If so, why leave the
brass keys to his enemies? Because
Faust hated those heirs. We know he
hated Dyer and why. Carter Nash was
Faust’s lawyer, sure, but Faust hated
Nash. Reémember that scandal that
was created when Faust tried to elope
with Nash’s teen—age daughter?”

“And,” I added, “there was obvi-
ously mutual hatred between Faust
and his ex-wife Nell Latevre. Henrv
Fu Chang outsmarted Faust in some
sort of business transaction. And
when Faust tried to put his oar into
politics, he smashed that oar against
Barton Clay. What about Julian
Hornaday? He was also one of the
heirs.”

“Maybe,” Joe said, “this isn’t any-
thing at all, but Julian Hornaday has

been known to lend money at usurious

rates. Maybe he had squeezed Faust '
on a loan =

SIPPED the whiskey and soda

Joe had handed me. When I put
down my glass on the cocktail table,
right beside Joe Harper’s feet, I told
my friends that all this riddle asking
and wise cracking was nice clean fun

‘but it wasn’t getting us anywhere.

“We've got a murder mystery to
solve,” I said. “Maybe we've got two
of them. Because how about this serv-
ant of Faust’'s who died in the train
wreck? That’s too pat, especially with
the body being identified as Faust’s
and Faust not coming out in the open
to deny 1it.”

“At least not coming out until he
discovered that the insurance com-
pany refused to pay insurance claims -
on the grounds that the death was sui-
cide instead of accident,” Tiny Tim
put in sagely. “There’s something
bigger in this than we've guessed.
With Faust mixed up in it, it’s bound
to be big.”
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Merry jumped up from the couch,
patted Tiny Tim on the head as she
might a clever child.

“Cunning little man! Only you've
forgotten that Emery Faust is dead
twice over!”

We were to learn that Emery Faust,
dead or alive, was very much mixed
up in the business which became twice

as ugly and doubly dangerous because

of the malicious meddling of that fat

evil old man.
CHAPTER VI
The Staggering Man

3 ARLY the following
" morning, before
Commissioner
Standish had time to
get to his office, I
called his apartment
on the phone.

“Any dope on Mr.
Faust’s extraordi-
nary departure from

| th1s earth?” I asked. |

“Maybe some you didn’t pick up,”
Standish said. “Dr. Millais is inclined
to believe he owes yvou his life. He
had the poor sense to put on Faust’s
topcoat and stick his head out of the
front door and into that rain of lead
somebody was directing toward the
Faust house. Incidentally, Mr. G,
around headquarters, Emery Faust’s
death is not referred to as a departure
from this earth.”

“No?” I questioned.

“No,” Standish said dryly. “Here
we call it his homecoming in hell. But
the thing we turned up was a young
chap named Stanley Wilkins. He was
taking an enforced nap in one of the
upstairs rooms. He seems to have
been tapped gently but ﬁrmly in two
places on his head.”

“Oh, we've met,” I chuckled, “this
Wilkins and I. In fact, I'm respon-
sible for laying one of the eggs on his
head. The larger one seems to have
been the work of Mr. Faust’s slayer.

Or else Wilkins bumped himself in the
act of killing Faust. In which case it
would seem unlikely that he’d walk up
the steps, after the deed, and take 3
nap.’

I described my encounter with Wil-

kins.

“Both Dr. Mlllals and Demarest had
a look at the bumps on Wilkins’ head,”
Standish said,  “and he couldn’t have
conked himself. It looks like he’s tell-
ing the truth, but we’re watching him
closely., You see, he’s got a motive.”

That was news to me.

“An eight-hundred-thousand-dollar
motive, 1in fact,” Standish said.

“Emery Faust had life insurance.
You may remember that a life insur-
ance dick refused to permit his com-
pany to pay up when Faust ‘died’ in
the railroad crack-up, on the grounds
that his death was suicide. You see,
these insurance companies are particu-
lar about such things. You insure your
life, most concerns won’t pay if you
kill yourself within a six-month or
sometimes a twelve-month period after
you take out your insurance.”

“Of course,” I said. “I understand
that. But do you mean to say that this
fellow Wilkins benefits by Faust’s in-
surance?”

“He does. As I said before, he bene-
fits to the tune of eight hundred thou-
sand. And this time the insurance com-
pany will have to pay up, since there’s
not a chance 1n the world of calling
this second death anything but mur-
der.

“Dyer’s standing on his ear. Faust
was such a tricky devil that Dyer
doesn’t trust anything he ever did, in-
cluding die. I don’t know how many
times Dyer asked Demarest if he was
sure Faust was dead.”

EMAREST was Robert De-

‘marest, the medical examiner,
and I can assure anybody that if
Demmy says you're dead, there’s prac-
tically no hope for you. |
“The book of poems, though,” 1 re-
minded Standish. “Got any ideas?”
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“Well,” Standish said, “Emery
Faust wouldn’t be above throwing a
nice basket of red herring in our faces,
even if he was dying. Maybe that’s
why he was laughing so hard when he
passed out. Maybe the book was a
joke. Anyway, it doesn’t fit anywhere,
though any time you see Inspector
Magnus of the Homicide office, he’s
apt to be reading Tennyson. Whichisa
whole lot more than Emery Faust ever
did, judging by the book.”

“You mean,” I said, “that the book
didn’t show much use? Some pages
not cut, and that sort of thing?” -

“Exactly,” Standish replied. “It
was one of those books that look nice
on the shelf but which nobody 1s apt to
read. I don’t suppose Faust looked
into it. That’s why I say it could be a
herring. Now that gun attack on the
house—"

“That,” I interrupted, “could have
been a herring, too. It was directed by
one Mike Pannard. I saw him quite
close—uncomfortably close, in fact.
And it could be a herring if Pannard
killed Faust with a knife and then re-
turned later when there were wit-
nesses to attack the house with guns,
giving out the impression that he
didn’t know that Faust was dead and
therefore couldn’t have killed him.”

“Uhm,” was Standish’s comment.
But he had to admit that such a trick
would have matched Pannard’s brass.
As for motive, this man Pannard was
thought to manage a small dope ring.
And it was a pretty well established
fact that Faust had either hijacked or
purchased a large supply of drugs
shortly before his death. That might
be the connection.

“We’ll round up Pannard,” Standish
said.

The rest of that day was practically
wasted, so far as the Ghost and his
aides were concerned. Joe Harper was
attempting to get information on
Henry Fu Chang and Carter Nash. His
method of doing this, I knew, might
include anything from buying drinks
for Nash’s servants to losing his

shirt in a fan-tan game in some Chi-
nese hangout on Pell Street. Tiny
Tim Terry had a man-sized task in try-
ing to get a line on Julian Hornaday,
the wealthy old nickel nurser who had
been the only one of Faust’s heirs who
hadn’t showed up on the night before.

Merry White had begged me for the
chance to investigate Nell Lafevre, the
blond nightclub proprietress. And
with this end in mind, I bribed Nell's
cigarette girl to be sick for a week
so that Merry might take over her job.

The cigarette girl, when she saw the
color of my money, said she’d not only
play sick but she’d roll over and play
dead for that amount. There re-
mained nothing for Merry to do but
alter her appearance a bit, see Nell La-
fevre and cinch the job.

LL of this wasn’t quite the cast-

ing about in the dark that it
seemed. The police had their eyes on
Wilkins and would have also taken a

few good looks at Pannard, had they - |

known his hideout, because both the
young medical student and the gang-
land chief had motives for killing
Faust. . But there were others—the

five men and one woman who had been =

remembered in Faust’s will to the ex-

tent of a mysterious brass key apiece.
You see, when Faust was supposed

to have been the victim of that train

‘accident, his will had been read and

the six keys distributed. Presumably
none of the heirs knew what the brass

keys were for, but all knew well
enough that Faust was a wealthy man.
For that reason, they assigned value to
the keys.

Imagine, then, the disappointment
of some greedy heir to find that Faust
was alive and laughing! The brass
keys had more than mystified; they
had whetted appetites for Faust’s
wealth—wealth that was unattainable
while Faust lived. There was motive
enough. Why, I could hardly exclude
even District Attorney Dyer from my
suspicion. '

Early that evening, when 1 was
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alone in the Ghost’s rectory eating a
meal of sandwiches and coffee, the
phone rang and I heard Merry White’s
smiling voice.

“Did you get the job with Nell La-
fevre?” I asked.

“Without half trying. I'm in my
apartment now, waiting until time to
go to work. But I just did the smartest
thing ever, darlin’!”

I almost told her I was afraid of that.
She’s as unpredictable as April
weather.

“I was waiting in Nell’s office to see
her about the job when the phone rang.
And I answered the phone, darlin’. It
was a man speaking. He was in a big
hurry about something. He didn’t
even wait to ask who I was. He just
called me Miss Lafevre and said he was
Barton Clay.”

“Well?” I urged.

“I didn’t say anything. I couldn t.
I didn’t have a chance. Mr. Clay was
telling me everything and doing it in
such a hurry as though it was a life
and death matter. He told me, think-
ing I was Nell, of course, that I
needn't have Mr. Fu Chang stop for
him tonight inasmuch as he would not
be able to attend the meeting. And
then what do you think I did?”

“Told him you weren’t Nell La-
fevre I supposed.

“No. I asked him what meeting he
was talking about. And he cursed—
it was awful what he said, but not so
much as though he was mad as though
he was scared.”

“Then what?”

“He hung up. That was all there
was to it. And the next moment Nell
came into the office and I had to see
about the job and this is the first
chance I've had to call you. Is it im-
portant?”

I thought perhaps it was. I couldn’t
quite account for this subject of a
meeting between Clay, Fu Chang, and
Nell Lafevre,

“Unless,” I said to Merry as the
thought occurred to me, “they are
planning to get together and discuss

Faust

this matter of brass keys. Might be

that they think if they put their heads

together, they can see a solution to the
mystery.”

Then I told her to be a good girl,
hung up, and under cover of darkness
left the rectory, wearing the dismal
regalia of the Ghost.

ARTON CLAY lived in a hotel

half a block from Times Square.
Three quarters of an hour after I had
received Merry’s message, I alighted
from a cab at that hotel, went into the
crowded lobby, and up to the desk
where I learned that Barton Clay was
not in.

Questioning the doorman, I learned
that Mr. Clay had left the hotel late
that afternoon and alone. No, the
doorman had not heard the address
Clay had given the taxi driver and not
even five dollars could repair his
memory. But Mr. Clay had an office in
the Wander Building and I might try
there.

I went across Broadway to the Wan-
der Building, took an elevator to Mr.
Clay’s office, only to find that it was
locked for the night. I returned to
the street level, convinced that this
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was just another one of those things.
In any sort of an investigation you run
into blind alleys of this kind.

I was about to follow the crowd
‘across Broadway again when I saw the
staggering man. He was in the crowd
and about ten feet ahead of me, waiting
for a break in the traffic, apparently.
I thought he was hanging on to the
arm of another man, though I could
not see clearly because so many peo-
ple were jammed at the intersection.

The man was weaving around on his
teet like a drunk. A very respectably
clad man he was, what 1 could see ot
him from the rear. And his gray hairs
would have indicated that he was old
enough to know better than to get
tight especially this early in the eve-
ning when a lush was pretty apt to at-
tract a lot of attention.

I took all this in during a very short
interval, because there wasn't but a
second between the moment I got this
rear view of him until I was looking
down into the man’s face as he lay on
the pavement! Whether somebody
pushed the man or whether he started
out from the curb of his own will was
never entirely cleared up. But I had
seen him run suddenly into the middle
of the street, ducking fearfully from
a car that was fully thirty feet away
from him only to dash insanely into
the path of a second car that couldn’t
possibly have stopped in time.

The man saw this second car only
when its bumper was within inches of

him. He made one clumsy effort to

get out of the way, was pasted flat to
the pavement, and both front and rear
wheels of the speeding car bumped
over his body before the driver could
apply the brakes.

Women screamed. A cop’s whistle
shrilled. Rubber burned off onto the
pavement as wheels locked. And I
dashed ahead of the crowd to drop on
my knees beside the fallen man. And
I looked down into the still, white face
of Barton Clay.
~ Yes, he was dead. Blood flecked his
handsome white lips. Wheels had

passed over his chest, crushing life out
of him. One leg was twisted like that
of a rubber doll. My eyes traveled
down that mangled leg to the shoe of
his right foot. And I noticed a peculiar
slot between the rubber heel and its
leather platform, as though something
had been wedged in between rubber
and leather.

My hand went out swiftly to untie
the laces of the oxford, and got no
further before the hand of the law
dropped on my shoulder.

CHAPTER VII
The First Brass Key

LOOKED up at the
officer. The Ghost,
you can be sure, was

completely “turned
oft.”

“Is he dead?” 1
asked the cop.

“And if he wasn'’t,
he soon would be,
smothered by this
mob Get back, will you? Get back,
all you people.”

I obeyed the cop 's orders, of course,
but I was on the inner circle of peo-
ple who surrounded the dead man, and
my eye didn’t leave that right shoe on
the corpse.

- I could have wired in tomorrow’s
news story then:

BARTON CLAY WAS KILLED LAST
NIGHT BY AN AUTOMOBILE WHILE
CROSSING BROADWAY ON THE WAY
TO HIS HOTEL.

Because that was what 1t looked like.
But I didn’t believe it. I don’t know
why my mind persisted in the idea
that this wasn’t an accident. Certainly
no one else was going to have that
slant on it. I wondered a good bit
about the man who had been with Bar-
ton Clay. I was certain that Clay had
been hanging onto the arm of a man,
perhaps a perfect stranger—or his
murderer.
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My eyes searched the crowd for a
single familiar face. Strangers all.
And then we were once more pressed
back by the police as the ambulance
came racing up the street. Police were
busy taking the names of witnesses.
How they passed me up I do not know,
unless it was the comparative obscur-
ity lent me by my black suit.

The car that had run over Clay had
been driven by a woman who was mid-
dle-aged and tearful. I think she gave
her name as Dorothy Handel, but that
~ doesn’t make any difference, since it
was entirely obvious that she couldn’t
be blamed.

- It was at the moment when two men
in white were loading the body onto
the stretcher that I did the most
brazen trick of my entire career. 1
stepped to the stretcher and directly
- behind one of the interns, took hold
of the leg of the corpse and lifted it
to the stretcher. It was then that I
pulled the right shoe off Clay’s foot.
Of course I got caught. The Ghost

isn’t quite the Invisible Man. One of
- the interns said:

“Hey, we don’t need your help.”

And I backed away to the edge of
the crowd, holding the dead man’s
shoe down against the right leg of
my trousers. Unfortunately, Clay’s
shoe was brown. It showed up beau-
tifully against the black leg of my
trouser. Yet it wasn’t until the body
was halfway into the ambulance that
~an intern noticed the missing shoe.
And then I started through the crowd,
- only to run squarely into a cop. And
it would be the same cop who had dis-
covered me bending over Clay’s body
in the first place!

He took a look at me and saw the
shoe. |
- “And what do you think you’ve got

~ there, mister?” he exploded.

B RAISED my left arm and shoul-
der in what appeared to be a ges-
ture for accompanying my baffled
“Where?” Actually the move opened
‘a large concealed pouch on the left-

F

side lining of my coat. My right hand,
carrying the shoe, snapped toward the
mouth of the pouch, scarcely moving
more than four inches to accomplish
the vanish of the shoe. I simply tossed
the shoe into the open mouth of the
pouch and then dropped my hands to
my sides.

Of course the bulge made by the
shoe would have been visible from the
rear view, but this cop was standing
directly in front of me. The cop
opened his mouth and then his eyes
opened just as widely. And the first
place he looked was down at the
street, as though he thought I had
dropped the shoe. Somehow, they al-
ways look down when you pull that
fast one. And, of course, the down-
ward glance was the “down.beat” for
me, and I got started.

I dashed through the crowd and to
the east side of the street. Coppers
were keeping traffic moving, so there
was shortly a stream of cars between
me and the cop. And then I crossed
the sidewalk and got behind a long
Iine of people waiting at a theatre box
office. I slipped along the line, saw a
cab pulling up at the corner to let out
a tare. Then I ran for the cab, slipped
into the vacant seat, and was away
from the scene in a hurry.

Once more in the rectory, I removed
the shoe from its hiding place. It was
that slot between the heel platform
and the rubber heel that interested me.
Something had been forced between
the heel and its platform. A very nice
hiding place it was, for something like
a key.

Sure enough. I dug into the slot
with the blade of a knife and shortly
produced a small brass key. _

It looked a good bit like the key
for an ordinary skeleton lock, only
smaller. The key-blade itself had a
squarely scalloped top edge, some-
thing like the battlements on an old
castle. And then there were square
and oblong holes punched right
through the blade itself. And that
made the key anything but ordinary.
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The key in my hand, I untethered
my thoughts and let them wander
where they would. If murder had
been done tonight it was mighty sub-
tle, almost indetectable. And yet I
was quite certain that Barton Clay

wouldn’t have run out into the street

of his own free will.

Even if he had deliberately made
that plunge into the sea of traffic,
something had certainly been haywire
with his judgment of distance. He
had ducked from a car that was too
far from him to be any sort of a threat,
and he had walked directly into the
path of another car which had killed
him instantly. It was almost as

though Barton Clay had been walking

in his sleep.

I called Commissioner Standish on
the phone.

“Barton Clay got his,” I said, “but 1
suppose you already know.”

“Don’t tell me you were there
Standish said in amazement. “How do
you get that way?”

| R4

TANDISH’S amazement was un-

derstandable.

“This wasn’t exactly a coincidence,”
I said. “Merry gave me some dope on
Clay and a purposed meeting that was
to include Nell Lafevre and Henry Fu
Chang. Clay seemed to get scared out
in the last minute and phoned Nell to
have her tell Fu Chang not to stop for
him. He wasn’t going to be at the
meeting. But the thing is that he
didn’t want Fu Chang stopping for
him. Or maybe someone else didn’t
want Fu Chang horning in at a mo-
ment that would have been embarrass-
ing.”

“I would have thought not,” Stan-
dish said dryly. “Demarest just called
me from the morgue. He’s had a look
at Clay’s body, and the belly and chest
are covered with minute cuts. It looks
- like torture. Suppose the torturer
forced Clay to head off Fu Chang,
forced him to make that call to Nell.”

“That’s it, I think,” I agreed with
Standish. “But the torturer didn’t get

what he was looking for. Clay prob-
ably lied to him about the location of
the key.”

“The key? You mean those crazy
brass keys are back of it?”

“What else?” _

“Then maybe the key was in Clay’s
shoe! Did you notice his right shoe
was missing when they loaded him
into the ambulance?”

“Notice it?” I laughed. “My dear
Ned, I stole the shoe!”

“You mean in the middle of Broad-
way you had the brass to—now look
here, that’s impossible!”

“It’s something that the cop who let
me get away with it isn’t likely to re-
port,” I said, “but it’s not impossible
because I have the shoe right here..
And if it will make you feel any bet-
ter, I don’t mind telling you that your
deductions were entirely correct and
the brass key was in the shoe. I'm
coming right down to Headquarters
with it, now that I've had a look at 1t.”

I took more than a look. 1 took
photographs of the key and also wax
impressions of both sides of it. That
done, I set about making myself pre-
sentable for Police Headquarters.

There was no need to change my
clothes, but my face needed working
over. One of my favorite aliases is
that of Dr. Stacey, in which I pose as
an unofficial adviser to Medical Ex-
aminer Demarest and Commissioner
Standish. Dr. Stacey is a frequent
visitor around Headquarters Build-
ing, -

To adopt this identity, I filled my
naturally hollow cheeks with metal
“plumpers” which also served the pur-
pose of making Dr. Stacey’s voice de-
part from the natural voice of George
Chance. A few deft touches with a
lining pencil added signs of approach-
ing age. A false moustache that was
going gray gave me the dignity of
years as did the grayish powder I
scattered through my hair. Then, for
a touch of professional wisdom, I
mounted a pair of Oxford glasses on
my nose. |
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Satisfied with the face of Dr. Sta-
cey, I left the rectory, took a subway
train into lower Manhattan. Shortly
after leaving the train I was going
through the Centre Street entrance of
the Police Headquarters Building.

ED STANDISH met me in his

outer office and I slipped Barton
Clay’s brass key into the commission-
er’s hand. Ned leaned forward with
one hand on my shoulder and whis-
pered:

“Don’t throw too much weight
around with that fake doctor’s title ot
yours. Dr. Millais is in my office, talk-
ing with Demmy.” _

The commissioner’s office, I found,
was really quite crowded. Ned Stan-
dish was in the habit of having even
persons he suspected of being guilty
drop into his office for quiet little
chats. During these informal “par-
ties” as he called them, Standish’s
shrewd, close-set eyes and alert mind
keenly analyzed character.
~ So I was not surprised to find Stan-
ley Wilkins in the commissioner’s
office and also that smiling, broad-
faced Chinese gentleman, Henry Fu
Chang. Wilkins and Fu Chang were
uncomfortably squatted on the edges
of their chairs, while on a leather sofa
against the north wall of the room sat
Dr. Millais, my friend Robert Dem-
arest, and District Attorney Dyer.

I was introduced all around, except
to Demarest, of course. The medical
examiner gave me a sleepy glance
from beneath his heavy eyelids and
said:

“How are you, Doctor?”

A very nasty emphasis he put on
that word “doctor” too. Unless you
understand Robert Demarest, you're
apt to come to the conclusion that he’s
the most unpleasant man alive. He’s
a croaking raven. There’s an aura of
the morgue that seems to spring from
his gloomy face. He reeks with the
unhappy combination of pipe smoke
and formalin. But I've known him a
long time and have learned to think a

Tiny Tim

great deal of him. |
I told Demarest I was all right,
asked him how he was. He explained
that he felt terrible—if there had been
a morgue slab handy, he would have
curled up on it and asked somebody
to sprinkle him with embalming fluid.
Dr. Millais shook my hand, examin-
ing me with those unnatural looking
eyes of his. I felt then a great pity
for this man whose eyes showed
clearly the work of the oculist’s knife.

In fact, his unnatural looking eyes

seemed magnified by his large spec-
tacles, lending him a certain unavoid-
able ugliness which I thought he was
constantly aware of.

“Dr. Stacey, eh?” he said in his
quiet voice. “Oh, I’ve heard of you.
You're a specialist, aren’t you?”

“I am afraid my chief specialty is
murder, Dr. Millais,” I said with a
laugh. I doubted very much if his
having heard of Dr. Stacey was any-
thing more than an effort to be polite.

“Then no doubt you can help us
with the problem of Emery Faust’s
murder,” Millais said. “We were just
discussing it. Inasmuch as I was
Faust’s physician, Dr. Demarest has
had the courtesy to invite my opinion
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on the baffling matter.”

“And have you come to any conclu-
sions?” I asked. ‘

Millais’ smile came and went from
his dark, sad face.

“Unfortunately, no. I am afraid I
must agree with everything that Dr.
Demarest has said about the case,
showing practically no originality in
the matter.”

WAS introduced to Stanley Wil-

. kins, who timidly took my hand.
He had an immense amount of adhe-
sive tape wrapped around his head.

“I am afraid I’'m a little out of my
element,” Wilkins said, “with three
full fledged doctors in the room.
After all, I'm nothing but a pre-medics
student.”

“And I,” put in Henry Fu Chang as
he bowed low to me, “must remain a
humble listener here and grow fat
with the learning of others. I have
taken my degree from the university
of what you call hard knocks.”

“If,” District Attorney Dyer put in,
“you’ve got your degree at that school,
Mr. Fu Chang, you’re way ahead of
the rest of us. We're still going to the
school of experience. And Standish
didn’t invite you here to be a listener,
incidentally.”

“No?” Fu Chang enquired politely.

“Mr. Chang,” said Standish, now
that Dyer had thus bluntly put the
Chinese on the carpet, “we’ve got to
ask you about this appointment you
had with Barton Clay this evening.
As soon as Dr. Demarest and his as-
sistants discovered that Clay’s body
showed evidence of torture, I sent de-
tails of men to Clay’s hotel room and
also to his office. Police tound you
knocking at the door of Clay’s office.
You said that you had an appointment
with him.”

“That is true,” Fu Chang said, per-
fectly composed. “I had planned to
pick up Mr. Clay at his office this eve-
ning. We were going to Miss Lafev-
re’s night club to compare notes con-
cerning our strange legacy from our

mutual friend, Mr. Faust. I believe
Mr. Dyer will bear me out in this. He,
too, was invited to attend this meet-
ing.” :

Standish looked sharply at Dyer,

and the D. A. nodded.
“It’s this fool brass key business.

- We thought that if we came together

and compared our keys, offered our
opinions, we might come to some con-
clusion regarding this legacy. Though
if anybody offered me a penny for my
thoughts on the subject, I'd say that
anything that Emery Faust left us
would be poison. You've no true con-
ception of the unholy hatred that man
was capable of if you think other-
wise.”

I glanced at young Stanley Wilkins.
His blond face flushed. His lips were
thinned as though he was containing
himself with some difficulty.

“I heartily agree with that,” I said
to Dyer, but actually intending to
goad young Wilkins. “Faust was a
beast. Greedy and conniving where
money was concerned. Selfish and
brutal in the treatment of women with
whom he came in contact. And since
he seemed to have had reason to hate
every person he mentioned in his will,
I’m inclined to believe that the brass
keys are just what you said, Dyer—I
think they’re poison!” '

Stanley Wilkins stood up.

“Commissioner Standish,” he said.
“I don’t know why you asked me here
tonight. I guess everybody here 1s
against Emery Faust but me. I didn’t
know a whole lot about him. 1 don’t
know what he’s done to you people
that you hate him so, but he was al-
ways nice to me. So if the purpose
of this conference is to throw mud at
Mr. Faust, you'd better count me out.”

ILKINS started for the door.

“Wait a minute,” Dyer
snapped. “If somebody left me eight
hundred thousand dollars in life in-
surance, maybe I wouldn’t think they
were such bad medicine myself. But
what wé can’t get straight and what
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the insurance company doesn’t seem
to understand is just what relation you
were to Faust.”

Wilkins whirled.

“So I'm suspected of murdering
Faust. Is that why I was brought
here? It won’t do any good then to
tell you that when I received that
check for the insurance money, I was
as surprised as anybody else. It won’t
do any good to tell you that I met
Faust for the first time six months
ago. But if you think I murdered
Emery Faust, you’ll have to prove it!”

Those were dangerous words for
young Wilkins to utter., When he left
Headquarters, there was a police de-
tective on his trail. '

CHAPTER VIII
Was It Murder?

OCTOR MILLAIS
smiled gently at the
D.A.

“That,” he said, “is
why I would never
make a police inves-
tigator. That Ilad
looks entirely clean
to me. I'd be rather
inclined to look in
another direction if I were searching
for Faust’s murderer.”

“But to get back to the Clay affair,”

I said. “You said you sent a detail ot

men to Clay’s hotel and office, Stand-

ish. Uncover anything?”

“The torture took place in Clay’s
office,” the commissioner said, resum-
ing his seat behind his wide desk and
leaning back in his chair.

I nodded slowly, understood then
why Clay had been forced to call Nell
IL.atevre to have her prevent Fu Chang
from calling at Clay’s office for him
that evening. Undoubtedly Clay had
made the phone call with a gun at his
back. After that he had suffered the
torment of the damned at the hands of
some fiend who had been trying to get
Clay to tell where his brass key was
located. And Clay had lied about its
location while his tormentor had be-
lieved him.

And then it occurred to me that Clay
and the torturer must have left Clay’s
office at just about the time I had gone
there, for Clay had been killed within
a few hundred feet of his office in the
Wander Building. I couldn’t have
missed meeting Clay and his murderer
by more than a few seconds! Except
for those few seconds I might have
saved Clay’s life. '

I turned my attention to the Chinese.

“This puts an end to your attempted
conference about the brass keys,” I
said.

“Untortunately so,” Chang said.
“Though our efforts would have met
with no good anyway, since this Mr.

’

Julian Hornaday declined with thanks

our invitation to be present.”
[ Turn page]
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~ “All this business about brass keys

1is very confusing to me,” Dr. Millais
said. “Did the person who tortured

Barton Clay succeed in getting the
key?”

“We don’t know,” Demarest said,
though the question wasn’'t addressed
to him.

“No,” Standish said. “The key was
found on Clay’s body. Clay evidently
lied about the location of the key—
providing it was the key the man was
after.”

“It was,” I said. “The seeds of hate
have found fertile soil, I'm afraid.”

Demarest made a wry mouth at me.
“Don’t go poetical on us. Inspector
Magnus has taken up reading Tenny-
son because of that book angle on the
Faust kill, One 1s enough.”

“That, I claim, is more truth than
poetry,” I rejoined. ‘“Faust deliber-
ately left those keys to people he
hated, to pit one against the other, to
cause conflict and trouble, and perhaps
even murder after Faust was dead and
buried. Maybe that was why he was

laughing—and with good reason—
when he died.”

' e LEASE—" Henry Fu Chang

stood up, bowed. “May one
as ignorant as I offer a slight sugges-

tion? Mr. Faust was a wealthy man.

We do not know what became of his
wealth. Perhaps it is hidden behind

- some doors to be opened with brass

keys. Perhaps he regretted the hatred

he bore us, and as a long overdue pen-

ance—" |
“No,” Dyer said definitely. “Faust

never did a kind thing for anybody.
If his insurance went to this Wilkins

fellow, it must have been with the fond

hope that Wilkins would drink him-
self to death. Except for the fact that -
it might give me a clue that would in-

directly lead to the identity of Faust’s

: “murderer, I’d throw my brass key into
~ the East River. And there you have
- my opinion of the mystery keys.”

“Got that key with you?” Standish

S 5 T e

Dyer produced a brass key and
tossed it toward Standish’s desk. By
seeming accident, I stepped in the way
of the key. It struck my chest and
fell to the floor beneath Standish’s
desk. I went down on my knees at once
to retrieve the key. But before I
handed it to Standish, I pressed the
key into a cake of magician’s wax that
I had palmed, making a clear impres-
sion. Then I handed the key to Stand-
ish. | |

“Have you considered the pos-_
sibility of Clay’s being murdered?” 1
asked.

“That’s a very nice possibility, Doc-
tor,” Demarest said, “except for the
fact that it was an automobile accident.
Middle-aged ladies don’t go around
running over people on purpose.” _

“Dr. Stacey,” Millais said to me, “I
had the privilege of viewing the body
of Mr. Clay. I am in agreement with
Dr. Demarest entirely.”

“Any evidence that Clay was drunk

then?” 1 asked.

“"None,” Demarest said. “The great

trouble with you, Doctor, and possibly '

the reason you haven’t a very large
practice, is that when you see a case
of pneumonia you are apt to suspect
murder.” :

I shrugged quite as though my pro-
fessional pride had been hurt by that
remark,

“Anyway,” I went on, “it seems in-

credible that a man of Clay’s intel-
ligence would run out in the path of a
car as he did. And from what I get

from talking with an eye witness of

the accident, Clay seemed utterly un-
able to judge the distance between him
and the oncoming car.”

Standish took my cue. He knew that.
I was hammering at Demarest for
further post mortem examination of
Clay’s body, but that I couldn’t do it
openly in the presence of Millais, Dyer

and Fu Chang.

“There’s no motive, he said, pretend-
ing to oppose me. ‘“None at all, Stacey.
Suppose the man who tortured Clay

~ had one motive—the brass key. "Why‘_._'
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Blood splotched his shirt, and he held a book of poems (Chap. i)

kill Clay after he had obtained the key,
or at least thought that he had learned
where the key was?”
- “Excuse, please,” Fu Chang ven-
tured, “but there is a motive. Fear
could be the motive, could it not?”

“Exactly,” Dyer said. “Clay knew
who was torturing him. He would have
named that man to the first policeman
he came to.”

“If he was permitted to do so,” I
said.

EMAREST raised his heavy eye-

lids slightly and regarded me for
a moment.

“I really have no idea what the office
of Medical Examiner is for. How
easily it could be eliminated and the
work of the department handed over
~ to the district attorney and a chiro-

practor.” '

Demarest got up and went oyt. I
followed him in apparent anger. He
was waiting for me in the hall. |

“Do I get my post mortem or don't
I?” I whispered to him.

“Gladly, when you turn up at the
morgue some day,” he replied acidly.
“Just get yourself murdered any time
and I’ll be glad to accommodate you.”

“The same old Demarest,” 1 said.
“You see, I happened to eye-witness
Clay’s death. I think he was pushed
out into the street, and further I think
the pusher took certain precautions to
see that Clay didn’t know where he
was going. Clay acted as though walk-
ing in his sleep.”

“Why didn’t you voice those pearls
of wisdom before?” Demarest asked.

- “Millais would have been interested.

The poor devil’s a surgeon at heart,
but since that eye operation he’s lost
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confidence in himself. He’d like to get
in on an operation even if it happened
to be on a dead body. Just think, the
three of us could have had such a jolly
time over Clay’s body tonight. Half
way through the autopsy, we could

have stopped for hamburgers and

coffee and discussed it all profession-
ally.”

There is positively nothing that can
be done with Robert Demarest when
he gets in one of those moods. But
he’d snap out of it soon enough and
do what I had asked him. He always
flatters me with the utmost confidence
in the opinions I voice when I speak
as the Ghost.

From Centre Street, I went uptown
to Times Square once more, there to
have a talk with the elevator operators
on night duty at the Wander Building.
I discovered that Barton Clay had
gone up to his office at about seven-
thirty that evening. He had apparent-
~ly been alone. And not one of the
operators could remember seeing him
come down again,

And that was the best evidence I had
had so far that Clay had been mur-
dered.

This is how I figured it. Clay had
returned to his office alone because it
was there that Henry Fu Chang was
supposed to pick him up. His mur-
derer had been watching, had followed
Clay to the office, had forced Clay to
try to get in touch with Chang to call
off Chang’s visit,.

Then the torturing of Clay had fol-
lowed. Clay had lied about the loca-
tion of the key. The murderer, prob-
ably with a gun pressed against Clay’s
side, had forced Clay down into the
street, this time using either the stair-
way or the fire escape so that he would
not be noticed by the elevator opera-
tors as a man who was accompanying
Clay. Because the man who had tor-
tured Clay fully expected a murder in-
vestigation to follow.

He expected the investigation be-

cause he fully intended to commit
murder !

CHAPTER IX

At Lafevre’s

ERRY WHITE

didn’t know when
she had ever enjoyed
one of the Ghost’s
assignments as well
as this one. The
Sixth Avenue club
that was designated
simply as Lafevre’s,
written Iin neon
above the doorway, was one of the
newest and swankiest places of its sort
in town.

Merry liked the band. In fact, she
had a great deal of trouble to keep
trom dancing with her cigarette tray
as a partner. She liked the brief and
flaring skirt of her black satin costume,
too. And being exquisitely feminine,
she liked the admiring glances of the
men patrons of the place.

Nell Lafevre thought she had a find
in Merry White. When Merry was
refilling her tray with cigarettes at the
back of the room, Nell came up to her
and told her she was doing swell and
to keep it up.

Nell, Merry’s dancing green eyes
observed, wasn’t doing badly herself.
The blond woman circulated among
her guests, frequently sitting at a table
where there were lonely men, drank
with them, encouraged them to spend
money freely. Lafevre’s was a clip
joint, but it was surprising how many
of its patrons enjoyed being clipped.

Along about midnight, a very lush
person took Lafevre’s place in his un-
natural stride. He was a squarely made
man with broad shoulders, big hips,
and—ifortunately for his slightly im-
paired equilibrium—big feet. He had
a rather evil looking face that was
short-browed and scowling. And ap-
parently he came alone.

He took a table over in one corner,
placed his order with the waiter. That
done, he lowered his head, stared at
the table cloth, wagged his head from
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side to side in a manner that Merry
found laughable.

Merry carried her cigarette tray
over to his table.

“Cigars? Cigarettes?” she sug-
gested, waiting until the drunk looked
up betore she handed out her smile.

The drunk looked her up and down
appreciatively. In fact, she thought
his cruel black eyes were a bit too at-
tentive. She was somewhat relieved
when the drunk shook his head. Merry
started for the next table, but the
drunk caught her by the hem of her
skirt. She looked back at him over
her shoulder, one eyebrow raised, her
green eyes as chill as a pair of arctlc
circles.

“Don’t,” said the drunk, waving his
right hand negatively, “don’t get mad
nor take any of thish pershonal. But
d'yah know what’s matter with you,

babe?”

~ “I think I'm about okay,” Merry
said. “I was getting along peachy up
to now.”

“Trouble with you ish,” the drunk
continued, “you got black hair. Go
take a peroxide dip, honey, and you
will be okay with Oscar. You know
- what happened lash time 1 went for a
‘black-haired babe?”

“You'd be surprised how interested
I'm not,” Merry said, trying to pull
away.

THE drunk hooked his right fore-

finger into the top of his collar
and stuck his chin up in the air. There
was a scar on one side of his throat.
- “That’sh what I remember Olivia
by,” Oscar said. “It was in New
Mexico where I come from and the
end of Sheptember and just about the
end of Oscar.”

Oscar let go of Merry’s pert little
skirt, crooked a finger at her. She
came a little closer, but not much.
Oscar put a hand up along side his
mouth and whispered loud enough to
be heard above the music of the band.

“Last time I came East, there was

a woman in this joint by the name of

Nell. - Big, blond, beautiful, and a
perfect gentleman. Yes, she was a
gentleman. And why do I shay gen-
tleman? Because lady ish a term
that’sh very much overworked.”

Oscar fumbled in his pocket and
brought out a roll of bills. He peeled
off a ten spot and extended it toward
Merry.

“That’s for you for finding Nell for

" he said, and tossed the ten spot
onto Merry’s tray.

Merry found Nell Lafevre at the
semi-circular bar at the back of the
room. She went up behind Nell,
nudged her with her cigarette tray.

“Boss,” Merry said, “there’s a big
cactus and cattle man from New Mex-
ico over at that table looking for you.
He’s the short lad who S hlgh if you
know what I mean.’

Nell took a look at Oscar. She
irowned. Merry, who was very close

to Nell, noticed the depth of the
wrinkles that formed when Nell
frowned. @To Merry’s discerning

woman’s eye, Nell Laftevre was a lot
older than appeared on the surface.
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